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Gang Desires – A Bundle

NADIA NIGHTSIDE HAS a Patreon! Access exclusive bonus stories, polls, and show your support so I can keep writing the sexy stories you want!

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales!
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BULLY WORSHIP – OBEYING the King

Everyone in the Kingdom thinks that the Queen—glorious, beautiful, and ethereal—is kind and noble. Everyone in the Kingdom is wrong; she loves her tyrant Husband’s evil ways, and gleefully helps him gather new virgins for his harem and cheers him on during wicked acts.
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OVERFLOWING DESIRES – A Bundle

Love big, delicious, erotic tits full of milk that spreads everywhere during and in-between hot worshipful sex? This is the bundle for you. 
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BIMBO PACKAGES – TABOO Snacks

Bimbofying and alpha-making snacks get delivered to the wrong address, turning platonic roommates into fuck-happy lovers!
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JUST 18 DESIRES

A bundle full of eighteen delicious stories featuring barely legal virgins bowing down to the alpha male they’ve always needed—whether they knew it or not!
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BULLY WORSHIP – OBEYING the Jock

Heather worships the ground her jock bully boyfriend walks on. She loves the way he humiliates and terrorizes everyone in their lives except for her. When she finds out a nerd with a crush on her has created the perfect mind control device, she sees the perfect opportunity to prove her devotion to her stud god forever!
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FERTILE DESIRES – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of Nadia Nightside’s thrilling tales featuring hard, passionate ruts between stacked ladies and well-hung hunks!
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THE BIMBO FIX – HIS Home Life

Everywhere Stephen goes, beautiful women are begging to be his eternal fuckslaves. He wants to oblige them, but he knows it’s wrong—and he also knows the source of the problem is somewhere at his home with the two gorgeous women who started it all...
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HAREM DREAMS – A BUNDLE

This amazing collection of stories features TWENTY tales of scintillating, sexy harem-filled adventures for the alpha studs and lucky guys owning several hot women at once. 
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WANT TO GET IN TOUCH? Me too! Check out the Nadia Nightside Patreon for direct access with the author! 

When you finish this hot story, please leave a review! I always read them, and I welcome all feedback from every kind of reader. Your voice matters to me and to other readers—please, share it.
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Biker Gang Lust
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After all my fighting, all my struggling, all my attempts at escape, there was nowhere else to go. 

The Sorcerers, one of the nation’s most violent and brutal biker gangs, were going to have me. They were going to take me. I was going to belong to them, utterly.

We were all gathered in the hall together. The computer in front of me, web came live, broadcasted my incumbent gang bang. 

The entire gang of Sorcerers was going to enter me, and use me, and abuse me. I would be their puppet, to scream and moan and thrust and grow wet and ache as they pleased. Each man was larger than the last—muscled thick, and sweaty with days of riding. Days of riding...just to get here to ride my body. Some had traveled all across the country to slide their manhood into my most sacred holes.

And even more than fear, more than any terror I felt, I knew anticipation. I knew lust. I knew need. 

So many men, lined up for me now. For weeks, I had been kept in the dark of the dungeon where I was held and used at the will of the gang's leader, Caldero. And now I had been let out...but only so that I could be used again. My entire body trembled with need from the thought. 

All these brutal, bad men were all getting hard and ready, just for me. Just for my body. 

They all wanted a piece of their new toy. And I had no choice but to give it to them.

I bent over at my station, my rear-end high in the air. I wore no panties; my skimpy evening gown pushed aside so they could have easy access. It did not hide how delicious my busty, hot body looked in the dim light. 

I had no choice but to have the entire gang ride me...and no desire to have it any other way.

But that’s not how things started.

* * * * * 
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I WOKE IN THE DARK, terrified and—I thought—alone. I scrambled, hands flying across cold, wet stone, searching out for some solid surface to put a limit on the darkness around me. 

Finally, I reached a wall, and after the wall, a corner. I began to follow it around, trying to make sense of how large the cell I found myself was. My breaths shuddered out. You cannot imagine such terror as waking in the dark, having no idea where you are or how you got there. It is absolute. For several moments I thought I had woken up in hell, and that hell was just some dark cell deep under the earth. 

Onward I searched the wall, feeling it out with my hands. But instead of finding another corner, I felt a leg. 

A match hissed to life in the man’s hands, and he lit a cigar, rotating and puffing. His face was jagged, hard. Handsome. He had the makings of a day-old beard on his jaw.

“Good morning, little one. You are finally up, eh? That is good. I have become very tired of waiting.”

He pushed me slowly off his leg, standing up. He was a tall man, layered with thick brown muscles. He had on a biker's leather vest and tight pants. Even in the dim light from his cigar, I could make out his muscles. No doubt he could see better than I could, having waited in the dark for me to wake.

“A man in my position, yes? There is not much waiting I do. I am in charge of everything around me. I am in charge of the decisions of nearly three hundred people in this state. Is that not something? Their actions are restrained by my will. You will see. You will know this.”

I didn't care about anything he was saying.

“Who are you? Where am I?”

“Who am I? You do not know me? All your people know me. They fear me. I know they do. You know my name. You know who I am. Go on.” He pushed his foot into my leg. “Go on, you know it.”

It took me a moment. It took some time just to remember my name—Stephanie—and my role—good girl to the biker gang known as the Devil's Warriors. I belonged, happily, to a big, strong man named Parker. He was the second-in-command of the Warriors, beneath an even stronger man named Slate.

Over the last few months, the Devil's Warriors had become mired in a war with another gang known as the Sorcerers. The names were all sort of silly, like most gang names, until you remembered that people were dying constantly for one name or the other. It was their blood that gave the names power. 

The Sorcerers prided themselves on never having anyone turn tail and run, on never having anyone who ratted to the police. The Warriors prided themselves in the very same things. It was almost inevitable the two sides would fight, like two rival factions of Spartan soldiers. 

And the name...the name of the leader of the Sorcerers, that was something I knew well. My man, Parker, cursed him often.

“Caldero.”

He smiled. “Ah! A smart one! That is good. That is very good. Yes. You have me illustrated, now. I am Caldero, that is correct.”

Now, he waited for me to speak. 

“What do you want with me?”

“This is a stupid question. It is beneath you. You are a beautiful girl, locked now in a dungeon of my design. What do you think I want you for?”

A long time ago, I had been trained to never admit that I was pretty. It was impolite, it was unsociable. Who is allowed to say they feel attractive and not be cast as some horrible, pigheaded, arrogant person? 

But after time with Slate and Parker and the Warriors, it was impossible to deny my good looks. I had been valued, after all, entirely because of them. The fact of me being pretty was how I earned my place with Parker and how I was able to escape the ire of Slate. When they looked at me, trying to ruin their plans with Katrina, they didn’t see a meddler or a nuisance—both of which I knew now they would happily kill. Instead, they saw a pretty girl who needed to be trained properly. They saw a good girl who didn’t know what she was yet.

They trained me very well. Every night that I drifted to sleep after having Parker drill my eager form, I fantasized about waking up to sucking his cock dry.

So yes, I knew what Caldero wanted with me, his eyes hugging my form so intently in the darkness.

I was short, but my breasts were huge, my skin clear and pale, and my hair thick and dark. I knew what Caldero wanted when he looked at me. I knew what every man wanted. It was always the same. And usually, what the same consisted of was having my pretty face wrapped around their cock with my dark eyes smoldering up at them. 

Up to this point, only Parker and Slate had ever had me do that for them—except for the night of my initiation. 

I’ve never forgotten my gang bang. Even though I was firmly Parker’s girl, when he fucked me ragged, and made me cum again and again, I still sometimes used the thought of all those men driving into me to fuel my orgasms a little more. It felt almost like cheating...like Parker didn’t control everything about my pleasure. I knew he would hate it. I never told him.

There was some part of me that never liked being attractive to men, I think. I was, after all, a confirmed bisexual—and before I met Parker and Slate, I had been firmly on the lesbian side of that equation. 

If I was attractive to men, then they held power over me—then I was part of their system instead of one I wanted to be a part of. But I didn’t know then how beautiful and perfect it was to fall to your knees and suck so indulgently on a stud’s cock after he’s had a long day’s work and an even longer ride just to meet you...

“You’re going to rape me,” I said. “That’s what you do, right? That’s what the Sorcerers do.”

“Rape?” He pffed a bit, smoke blowing. “I don’t know that we have to get so nasty. A girl like you, you don’t seem like we have to do that. Do we have to do that?”

I didn’t answer him. Why give him any compliance? He hadn’t earned it.

“Such a brave girl. Very brave.” He gripped my cheek, turning my face this way and that. “Maybe you could use a lesson or two in obeying your betters, eh?”

“I obey my betters very well.”

I did. I was proud of how well I obeyed them.

This annoyed him. He grabbed my hair, hoisting me up off my knees somewhat. 

“You know, the idea behind this is that I would hold you and sell you for someone of my own. Your people, these Warriors, they have taken some cousins of mine. Now, me personally? I do not mind that all so much. Anyone getting caught, I should say, deserves in some respects to be caught. And these cousins, they were nothing but trouble. It’s almost a relief, except...well. Their wives are friends with my sisters, and my sisters, they complain and complain...”

He made little talking motions with his hands to mimic the sisters.

“You know all about family, I am sure. Or perhaps not? Perhaps your sister is too busy sucking Slate’s cock to ever notice how you are doing?”

I was a bit stunned that he knew about that. Very soon after I been indoctrinated by Slate, my sister Carlie got a turn as well. She quit her job at the lawyer’s office to almost-exclusively be filled up by Slate’s cum. She couldn’t help herself, she insisted. 

I knew what she meant. When I was around Slate, I couldn’t help myself either. I had helped in her seduction; I had volunteered to drive her to her initiation. She protested at first, but soon she was very happy with the arrangement. 

Katrina took credit, though. I didn't mind, except...well, it had been my idea. Katrina got a lot of credit for things, though; she was Slate's good girl, and that meant she got first pick of almost everything. 

“Yes?” said Caldero. “No? Silence? Very well.” He clapped his hands. “So! That was the idea. Trade you for someone of mine. But I tell you, little one, I like you. I like the look of you. I may just listen to my sisters complain. You may not ever leave this place. You may not ever leave me, and how about that?”

He grabbed my face once more, and pushed me down on my knees again and into his crotch. I didn’t fight back. He was so large. I didn’t want to be hit—and I knew his type. I knew he would hit me if I fought. 

There are kinds of men who will try to take advantage of you; some kinds who will cower if you fight back. They only go after the weak. But other types, types like Caldero—these men simply wanted what they wanted, and if you stood in the way, then you were an obstruction to be removed. He would see my will as such an obstruction...and so I wouldn’t show it to him. I would keep it to myself. It would stay mine, and Parker’s, and never Caldero’s. 

Never, I promised myself. Never, ever.

And yet.

As he pressed my face against his hardening crotch, I couldn’t deny the hot tingling sensation in my pussy. I couldn’t deny that I was getting more and more turned on, smelling exactly the musk that he wanted me to smell. His shaft grew against my cheek, pushing out on his pants. I let out a soft little whimper. 

“You may get out of here, and you might not. Who’s to say? There are so many possibilities in life. So many things that could occur. But this place? This place is secret even to my own men. Its location known to a select few. So. I do not think you will leave unless I say so, little one. I do not think so at all. And the only way I say so is if you make me happy.

“As I said, you may get out of here, you may not. That is uncertain. What is certain is that the only—the very only way—that you could leave is after pleasing me. After taking my cock into your body in every way imaginable. Especially up your ass, though. Yes, you have a very nice ass. I will enjoy violating it, I think.”

He slapped the hard globes of my rear then, eliciting a short gasp of pain from me.

And then he shut the door and left me in the dark.

* * * * *
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AFTER THAT FIRST ENCOUNTER, I did not see Caldero for several days, perhaps a week. Time was very hard to tell in the dungeon. I am still rather uncertain of the full length of time I spent in there. I came to learn my own breath very well—the soft exit as it left my mouth, the feel of it on my cold, naked skin. There was nothing to do in the cells but wait, eat when they served me meals, and then wait again. I was afforded a bucket and paper for all necessary evacuations—the bucket was always empty when I woke up in the morning, and the paper always renewed.

It was dehumanizing. I supposed, even then, that dehumanization was the point.

The schedule in the dungeon appeared to be simple. There was only one window in my cell—high up and at a downward angle to the outside. Not much light came in through it. I imagined my eyes to be rather dilated all the time. As such, I had no real way to tell time outside of when meals came. They arrived three times within about twelve hours, and then nothing for about twelve hours after that. I supposed that they could have been feeding me only during the evening, or only during the afternoon. I had no way to know, truly. 

I have heard often that there are situations in which time loses all meaning. I have heard also that people sometimes view time as a measurement—a way to gauge the distance around the sun. And so in that distant, dark, dank little place where my voice only rubbed up against the walls and my feet and hands soon became raw with from the slick roughness of the stones, time lost its value. You cannot value something you do not know whether you truly have, after all. And shortly after its value, it lost its meaning. 

Sometimes we end up immune to what people say will happen. This is not one of those times. I believed very strongly, still, that I was losing my mind. That I was in fact dead. I was grateful for each new meal, because when it was placed through the slot in my door, I could see the feet of the man who delivered them. 

To pass the time, I engaged in thought experiments. It had been some time since I had been encouraged, or even allowed, to stretch my intellect. Parker did not want his women smart, in the same way that he did not want his women to know how to ride or how to build a house or how to shoot a gun. Knowing things and thinking about things were not what good girls were for. Good girls were for looking good, cleaning, and cooking. That was about it. It was a lifestyle I had come to enjoy; that might surprise you. But it's true. I enjoyed the freedom from the responsibilities, the freedom from thought. It was unburdening just to let Parker do all the thinking. 

But now, all I was left with were my thoughts. And so, I thought about what I knew of the Sorcerers. 

A gang from a town fifty miles down the road from Brick Point, they got their start around the same time as the Warriors.

My Warriors were strictly regimented. At the top was the Chair, Slate. Below him were Brothers like Parker. And then beneath those were Pledges, and then anyone not affiliated—designated as wimps.

The Sorcerers seemed to only have one rank, as far as I knew—Caldero. Everyone else was equal under him, though it appeared they all had to do what he said. Lucky for him, though, he hadn't asked them to do anything they hadn't wanted to do anyway—make a lot of money in illegal fashion. 

Their tactics were the usual biker gang ploys: run drugs, run guns, intimidate shopkeepers, get protection money. A gang like any other, except for their ruthlessness, which would have made them exceptional—except that Slate and the Warriors were similarly ruthless. As I said before, it was almost inevitable that in so small a region, they would come to blows. 

I thought frequently of rescue. Parker told me that he treasured me, that I was his special good girl who he would never get rid of or betray. I had to believe that he was out there, breaking skulls and doing whatever he could to find me. 

If he wasn't though...if he wasn't...

I didn't want to think about that.

My meals were usually bad, old food. Canned peaches and beans put in a Styrofoam bowl, slices of bread, Dixie cups of water, that sort of thing. They underfed me to keep me weak, I am sure. They were presented on a small tray. 

On the fourth or fifth meal, I do not recall which, one of these trays came with a small metal fork with which to eat some ham. 

Thinking quickly, I broke the end of the fork. It took some doing, but I was able to make it happen. You would be surprised what a naked woman in a stone room can do with a burst of adrenaline running through her veins.

I am not sure whether they noticed...but never after that was I given a meal with any sort of utensil. Still, no one came in to strip me of the little metal end.

I had my tool—my one tool. I would use it however I could. I imagined picking locks, or stabbing out the eye of a guard, or scraping my way to freedom...something. Anything. Anything at all that wasn’t what I had, that wasn’t where I was.

* * * * *
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AFTER SOME TIME, I guess seven or eight days (judging from the number of meals), I heard someone being dragged outside, kicking and screaming. A woman, I realized suddenly. A woman like me, who had been taken also.

I heard the guards and her shuffling and scuffling. She was putting up a hell of a fight, it sounded like. The guards swore at her in Spanish and demanded that she be quiet. She swore right back at them and got smacked for her trouble.

Finally, the guards left her in the cell and banged the door behind her.

Down near the floor was a grate. I assumed—and rightly so—that it could bring my voice over to the prisoner next door. Of course, it could also have transferred my voice to any number of people, including the guards. 

In short order, I decided to try to make contact, guards be damned. They could come in here and attack me, I thought. At least then I would know I was still human—that I could still be hurt after all. That was a sick kind of truth, but a real one. Sometimes, when you’re stuck in a deep dark hole, feeling even the worst things is better than nothing.

“Hello?” I ventured. “Hello, are you there?”

“Who’s that?” Her voice, suspicious.

She answered me—I was real! I was not some horrible figment of my own imagination; I had tangible presence in the world. Giddiness rode on top of the tidal wave of my despair.

“Hello! I’m so glad you’re okay. I’m in here with you. I’m stuck here, I mean. I’m a prisoner. Like you.”

“A prisoner, huh?”

I was getting excited now. “Yes! Who are you?”

“My name is Fernanda. Who are you?”

Her voice was husky, sort of deep, and thickly accented. She sounded Latina. 

“Stephanie.”

She snorted. “Sounds like a fake name.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. 

“It’s not a...it’s not a fake name. It’s my name.”

“Sure it is. That’s what someone with a fake name would say.”

“Why do you think I would have a fake name?”

“Because Caldero is smart. He’s...he’s the devil. He would want his prisoners feeling safe, somehow, so that they’d be more vulnerable. I wouldn’t put it past him to put in some dummy insert to come in here and betray me.”

All the horror and violation I had felt dissipated somewhat. At first, it was replaced with rage. Rage, terrible and sudden, that I would be accused of something so horrible.

And then sympathy for this poor woman—she’d been under Caldero's thumb for so long that she was even suspicious of kindness.

And then horror. Because if nothing else, she was a picture of what I may become...and in due time, I might be just as suspicious as she was. 

Obviously she was new to this particular prison...but it seemed to me as though she was well-accustomed to being bullied and dominated by Caldero.

“I don’t know how to convince you that I’m a real person,” I said finally. “A real, honest-to-god person stuck down here with you. But I’m happy to do whatever you say. I’ll say anything. Do anything.”

“That’s easy to say, stuck over there like you are.”

“Well.” I took a moment and thought. “I mean, look, you don’t know if I’m bad or good, right? You can even assume I’m bad. We can still talk, can’t we? Like people? You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t want to. I can’t force you to do anything. I just...I just...please...”

My voice became desperate. That was appropriate, as I certainly felt that way.

“Why are you here?” she asked me finally.

I had to sit and think about that. 

On the surface of things, I was sure of why, of course. I also was completely unsure. I was sure, for instance, that Caldero wanted to take me and make me his. 

But then, I was also unsure. Why had I been picked up then?

I tried to think back to the incident of my taking. Up to this point, to be frank, I had been trying to push it down beneath the surface of my thoughts. It was unpleasant and hazy. Like anything surrounded by lots of confusion, I thought the best thing to do was just try and move past the whole affair. 

But now she had prodded me. I remember that I had been out at The Highwayman, with Parker and Katrina. We were drinking and laughing in our booth. Lots of the other Warriors were there. Parker got a call—something urgent from Slate. It couldn't wait. Slate could never wait.

Katrina went with Parker, of course. She always went wherever she wanted. She was Slate's girl, the best girl. She took my spot on Parker's bike, sliding up hard against his body.

I know I wasn't supposed to be jealous of something like that, Katrina was always so willing to share everything she had...but I was jealous. And she was also very accustomed to her role of being the boss's girl. Less and less did she hesitate when ordering me to do things. And I obeyed, of course...but I missed it when we were just fun, sexy totally-in-love friends who couldn't stop licking each other's pussies while our men were away. 

Anyway, they got the call and left. I was there alone—no one there with me but the regular patrons of the bar. The ones who knew well enough not to come near a Warriors-owned good girl. Parker didn’t tell me why he and all the men had to go. They never told me anything, that was how it worked. A good girl’s place was to stay out of the way and suck cock whenever she was asked. 

And then...something pricked into my skin? Something was put into my drink? 

There was blackness in my recollection, and then I woke into blackness, and then there was Caldero.

“Hello?” called Fernanda. “Are you there?”

“I’m sorry,” I said. “Sorry. I was quiet. I was thinking. I’m sorry.”

“You were so quiet. It got so quiet...it’s almost like you died for a minute.”

“Maybe I did,” I said. “I don’t know. I was remembering. I don’t remember why I’m here. I’m sorry. I wish I knew, but I don’t.”

“You must have done something.”

“Maybe. I don’t know.”

“Were you with anyone?”

“With anyone?”

“Yeah. I mean, I got taken in because I’m being punished, but Caldero...he takes people in as hostages all the time.”

“You’re being punished?”

“I’m a serving girl in his house.” I could almost hear her blush, I swear. “I messed up.”

“How?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“We’ve got time to kill.” I didn't see the point of reticence.

“So you kill it, then. Don’t worry about it. Answer my question, huh? You have people?”

“I...” I hesitated. And then I figured—screw it. “Yes. I do. I was with the Warriors. I was their...my boyfriend, I mean...” It was so strange calling Parker my “boyfriend,” but in real world terms I suppose that was the closest analogue. “...I don't know. I was theirs, okay? But then somehow I ended up here.”

“Why didn’t they help you? When you were taken, I mean?”

“They weren’t there.”

“They weren’t there? They left you alone? During a gang war? I know Caldero's people, they are fighting Warriors all the time.”

I could hear the shock in her voice. I could almost see her face, surprised. Hand held to her mouth.

“It’s not...it’s not like that. They thought I was safe.”

“They should have known better.”

She said it with a certain finality, as if there was nothing more on the subject to be said. I did not know how to protest.

* * * * *
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THEY SHOULD HAVE KNOWN better.

I thought about that over and over again as the day progressed. They should have known better. Did that mean...did that mean the Warriors didn't really care about me? Did it mean they didn't love me like I thought they did? Was I truly just a toy to be disposed of?

Why had no one come to rescue me? 

The door opened, breaking my thoughts.

It was Caldero, once again.

It was Caldero...and someone else.

In what I hoped was a surreptitious maneuver, I leaned forward and slipped the little metal rod of the fork—which I had been toying with in my hands—between my toes. Then I knelt forward, sitting on my feet.

“I have decided that I would give you a gift,” he said. “Do you want it?”

I was suspicious, of course.

“What is it?” 

He shook his head and tsked. “No, no. You do not get to ruin the surprise. You must tell me first if you want it.”

I decided there was really no choice. If I denied whatever it was, he would give it to me anyway, if he wanted to. And it certainly seemed like he wanted to. Why else had he come down here for the first time in so long?

“Yes,” I said finally. “I want it.”

Just like that, he pounced onto me, pushing my body up against the wall. I stood, his body clinging to mine. It is hard to describe how strong he was. He would have been strong compared to me if I had been lifting weights and eating protein for a month; as it was, with me starved and stiff from the cell's treatment, he was like a titan. 

Very quickly, his hands were up between my naked thighs, pushing hard into my clit and then up into the folds of my labia. He pushed his face up against my neck. 

I did—I must emphasize this—absolutely nothing to stop him. I was so starved for human contact, so needy for touch...

I love being touched. I adore it. It was one of my favorite parts of being Parker's girl. I would never go more than a few hours without being touched and adored, petted, hugged, kissed, sucked on, admired. And yes, even choked and slapped. I love all touch, pleasure-filled and pain-delivering. They are almost the same to me. My soul had languished in that cell, and even more than my stomach called for food, my entire being called for the touch of anyone. 

Caldero fit the bill nicely. So strong, so willful...if I shut my eyes, and I did, I could pretend he was Parker...

“You want cock?” he grunted, pushing his fingers up into my immediately-wet pussy. “You want a cock to fill you up?”

Of course I did. I wanted a specific cock—Parker’s—but I knew whose cock he meant. I knew he meant his own. But all the same, he would hurt me if I didn’t answer. Or worse yet—as I don't think I would have minded being slapped then—he would have taken his touch away.

“Yes!”

“Good.” He slipped his fingers out of my cunt. “You’ll have his.”

His? 

He pointed to the guard. A tall, burly man, almost twice as wide as Caldero. His beard came down almost to his chest.

But I wanted...

I realized the disappointment was showing on my face. I had wanted Caldero’s cock, in that moment. I had already betrayed Parker in intent—and now I was being betrayed by Caldero. 

Caldero stroked my face. “That’s right. Suck him off.”

“But I...I...”

“There is no “I” for you.” He pushed me down to my knees. “There is only what I say. Suck him off. Do not make me regret giving you this beautiful gift.”

They weren’t there? They left you alone?

No one was coming for me. Reluctantly, I crawled forward. The guard dropped his pants. His cock was big, hairy, his crotch hair bristled against my face.

They left you alone.

With very little ceremony, I started sucking, pretending he was Parker. I gave him a good show, licking and adoring his long shaft, suckling and kissing. I didn’t want to give them any excuses to hurt me.

If sex was what I was good at, then it would be hot sex that I gave him.

What I started with didn’t seem to sate the guard's desires, though. Roughly, he pushed me up against the wall. Foregoing my efforts, he steadied my head on the stone and started driving his cock down my throat. The thick, bulging meat pressed against the narrow confines of my esophagus, bulging my throat. He was so big, so big!

Behind him, Caldero had unzipped his pants—stroking himself off as he watched! Yes, as he saw my face being roughly fucked by his subordinate, Caldero was jerking his cock. His meat was huge—clearly even bigger than the guard's.

The whole time, what I was really worried about was whether I could safely still manage to hide the metal piece I had taken. He kept slamming me against the wall, and my grip on it in my toes faltered and faltered.

He grunted in Spanish, calling me names. I couldn't understand, but I could feel the tenseness in his body—he was close. Very close. Caldero nodded at him—he was close too. They were going to cum together!

His thrusting increased, banging my head harder against the wall as he fucked my mouth like it was a pussy, like it was a cunt, fucking me harder and harder until finally, finally...

...finally, spurting and groaning, he came down my throat.

As the guard came, Caldero came as well, spurting all over the ground.

I cannot lie to you. I swallowed every last warm, gooey drop of the guard's cum, and I loved every second of it. I loved being used like that. I loved being violated and abused. My pussy was on fire, and I had no idea how I wasn't cumming.

The guard stepped out of the cell, laughing and calling me names in Spanish.

Caldero picked me up. After being slammed against the wall so much and swallowing so much cum, blocking my airflow, I was dizzy. My legs slid around his, grinding my pussy against his thigh purely on instinct.

“You need to cum, eh?”

I nodded weakly.

“I will allow it. You can start when I leave. Know that when you cum after this, you will be doing it with my permission.”

Once more I nodded weakly.

And just like that, he left. I finally relaxed my toes, letting the metal slip out onto the stones once more.

I shuddered after Caldero, weakly. When I knew he wasn't coming back, I stuck my fingers in my cunt and began fingering myself. It was only after a second or two that I realized I was sliding around in the pool of Caldero's cum on the floor. My pussy required very little prodding—I came within half a minute, rolling and moaning on the floor. 

After I was done, my head ended up right next to the grate on the floor. 

“I can’t believe you gave in,” said Fernanda. “I can’t believe you just went along with everything they said.”

Exhausted, I fell asleep, thinking of how I had disappointed Fernanda—and yes, how I had disappointed myself, too. 

They should have known better.

And I also thought about how if I had the choice to do it again, I did not know if I would be able to do it any other way.

* * * * * 
[image: image]


IN THE MORNING, AFTER breakfast, Caldero returned. The breakfast was large—pancakes, orange juice, fresh fruit. It surprised me, yet not so much that I didn’t immediately cling myself to the task of devouring all of it. Within a few short minutes, the whole meal was gone.

I had spent the night wracked with guilt. I couldn’t believe that I had cum right after sucking off the guard—and yet, of course, I believed it readily. I had trained myself, as Parker’s good girl, to need to cum every time a hot load entered my body. I just thought it was his hot load that was doing the job. I thought it was a Warrior’s hot load. 

Turns out, just about anyone’s gooey, warm mess shot inside of my hot whore body will make me want to cum.

That’s just the kind of girl I am.

I hated thinking that. Knowing that. I had hoped that, despite being on call sexually for Parker in every possible way, that I still had some boundaries left. But Caldero was showing me that the only boundaries that existed in me were imaginary—I existed for the use of whoever owned me. And right now, Caldero owned me completely. 

Caldero was dressed as usual, in his tight jeans and biker leathers. He had a cigar in his hands again, worn down about half-way. He smoked them incessantly, a chimney, a smokestack, a steam engine operated by tobacco leaves. 

“Hello there, my little one.” He knelt down over me, stroking my body. I shuddered—I loved to be touched so much. Even his touch. Maybe even his touch especially. “How are you this morning?”

I didn’t answer.

“I asked you a question.” He patted my face softly—a warning that his touch could be much harder. “Do I need to encourage words?”

I gulped and sat up some on the wall. “No, Caldero. I am well, Caldero. Thank you, Caldero.”

He smiled brightly.“That’s better. You look hungry. Your meal last night was not enough, eh?”

I looked at the bare breakfast tray. So that’s what that was about.

Suck a cock, get a good meal. Task, reward. 

It occurred to me suddenly that I still had the little sliver of metal between my toes. I could reach down to my feet, maybe, grab it, and shove it right in his eye—then rush out of here while he was still too busy bleeding.

But...no. Maybe it was cowardice, or maybe just common sense. I didn’t think I could really overpower Caldero—his muscles pulsed like living snakes under his skin. And I knew, for certain, that I didn’t have it in me to hurt anyone. That was the opposite of my purpose in life.

No, my way would have to be stealth. Pick the lock somehow. I just needed to find a time to do it when the guards weren't outside. I just needed a chance.

“I have a proposition for you,” said Caldero, standing up. “Edward, last night, he was very rough for you. Very rough. I wondered perhaps if you did not want things so rough?”

I had little doubt, of course, that it was under Caldero’s instruction that the guard had been rough in the first place. Caldero certainly seemed to enjoy it as he had jacked off onto the floor.

It occurred to me that I had probably slept, in part, on Caldero’s dried spunk. With the realization came a small, electric thrill. I loved the feel of cum on my skin as I slept. It would get so tight and shiny and smooth.

“If you do what I say, from now on, then you will not have to worry about men like him. You will not have that sort of experience again. How about that? You will only know my cock.”

I hesitated. It was, in some ways, a decent offer. But at the same time, if I just obediently acquiesced to what he said...wouldn’t Fernanda be disappointed in me again? Wouldn’t she know what a cockloving slut I had become? 

Did I still care?

“Are you going to do what I say?”

He knelt down in front of me again, but, I stayed quiet, trying to push into the corner and hide. But there was nowhere to hide in the cell. 

He snatched me by my hair, tangling the lustrous locks around his fingers.

“I asked you a question, girl. Are you going to do what I say?” He closed his fist, and raised me up by my hair. “Or, am I going to have to hurt you before you do?”

I gulped. My pussy throbbed with the thought of him hitting me, slapping me, choking me. When Parker used to fuck me, choking and slapping were all part of the foreplay. I loved it—I loved being manhandled. I loved being bossed around, tossed around. I loved being with a partner who knew that my pain and pleasure were all mixed up together; that one was almost as good as the other, sometimes. 

But at the same time, I felt the intrinsic betrayal of that action—if I began pushing myself in a corner where he would have to hurt me, then I would be going out of my way to have him turn me on. That would be betraying Parker.

But if I promised to do what he said...he would no doubt order me to have sex with him.

Rock. Hard Place. They were met in this place, in the forms of Caldero and the dungeon. 

All I really knew, truly, was that unless I did what Caldero said, he was going to have his way with me no matter what. And no one had come to rescue me so far, even after so many days. 

They weren’t there? They left you alone?

Caldero’s way was my only way. 

“Yes,” I said finally.

I loved Parker—he was my Man. But he wasn’t there. And he would understand that first and foremost, I had to keep myself alive. I wouldn’t be any good to Parker if I was a bloody smear on these walls.

“Very good,” said Caldero. 

He let me back down into the corner, but just as quickly, he tugged me forward into his crotch. My face slid along the enormous bulge in his pants there; he wanted me to feel him like that. He wanted me to know how big he was. 

“Later on, I will take you. You will become mine.” His cock pulsed through his jeans, against my face, as he spoke. “I will fuck you like the doll you are. You’re very attractive, you know that? Very. I will make you a princess for me. A little fuck slave princess. How about that?”

His words turned me on so much. Whenever I was with Parker, the Warriors, that was the very thing I felt like. I wanted to be their fuck slave princess. I wanted to be treasured, protected, held dear. Fought for; even died for. But none of them had fought for me when I had been taken.

And here was Caldero, fighting for me now. Fighting against my own will, it was true—but fighting all the same. He could have easily abandoned the fight long ago, or given me to the guards as their just-dessert for their service. Instead, he was trying to convince me to be his.

In a sick way, I found it all very romantic. My pussy, particularly, found it intoxicating.

“But not now,” he said, standing up and pushing me away. “It’s too soon, now. I must let you rest. I must give you some recuperation time.”

And just like that, he left, closing the door behind him. Immediately my fingers flung into my pussy, as I thumbed at my clit and lost myself in the beautiful imaginary world where I was in a castle, locked away somewhere, and Caldero was the knight come to rescue me.

Only sometimes the knights that rescue you are not so very different than the ones who locked you up; sometimes the knights who rescue you expect a great deal of reward for their trouble; sometimes they expect you to be just as sick and twisted as they are.

Sometimes when I finger myself hard enough, the pleasure fogs my brain, allowing me to truly believe, for just instants at a time, that what I’m seeing and thinking is true. And this of course only makes it all the hotter. I did that then. 

I dreamt of Caldero, in armor, ordering me to jack him off while he sneered at peasants and jousted against inferiors. I dreamt of obediently stripping him of his steel and sucking him off in a tavern while he flirted with other wenches. I dreamt of him locking me up in his bigger, badder tower, choking and fucking me ten times a day because he couldn’t keep his hands off of me.

Noises next door broke me from my revelry. Caldero had entered into Fernanda’s cell. Caldero and a few guards, from what little I could tell.

I could not make out their exact dialogue—his voice was too low, and Fernanda’s was too underscored with thick arousal and fear. The other guards were just grunts and snorts.

Fernanda screamed out that she would resist him, and them, that they wouldn’t have her again, ever. Slapping noises. Choking noises. And then moans of ecstasy—unbridled and forced upon her. Her throaty voice becoming a hot, sultry scream of delight. 

She screamed his name.

She thanked him for his cock, filling her up inside. 

And I, on my knees, fingered my beautiful young pussy, and whispered out hot little thank yous as I came and then came again, doing the same exact thing as Fernanda. I orgasmed for Caldero, and thanked him for it.

* * * * *
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THE REST OF THE DAY—SUCH that any day there in that cell was a day—passed relatively without problems. The one thing that seemed to be true was that now that I had started fingering my cunt on my own, I couldn’t stop. 

Now that I had all these hot, evil fantasies about Caldero simply being a fucked-up knight transferring me from one prison to another, I couldn’t stop daydreaming. Either I was daydreaming about being taken, or about Caldero “rewarding” himself after battle with a long round inside of me, or Caldero entertaining guests at his castle with war stories while I hopelessly sucked him off...maybe even served by the also-captured Katrina.

And then that set me off, thinking of Katrina being put in this very same situation. Even though I loved her terribly; even though I wanted nothing but the best for her. These twisted little thoughts can get a hold of us, can’t they? When we deny that they even exist, they are allowed to flourish—as we can’t fight something that we refuse to admit is real. And yet, when we admit they exist, they are allowed to multiply, because looking at a desire means that you understand it, and in understanding it, build it. 

I am philosophizing much—the point is that I came and came again in my solitude in the cell, not knowing how else to handle my sudden flood of unstoppable arousal.

After the day’s third meal, the door opened wide again. I expected Caldero, finally ready to take his prize. I had token resistances built up, but they were belied by my dripping-wet pussy. 

What I got instead, though, was a voluptuous Latina, as naked as I was.

“Fernanda?” I guessed

She nodded, holding her big breasts tight as the guard shoved her into the room. The door closed, and we were encased in the dim light of the cell once more, all the hallway lights shut out. 

Not knowing what else to do, we hugged. I could not deny how soft and warm her body was. I could not deny much of anything, anymore. She felt so splendidly good in my arms.

I can’t describe to you, very well, how incredible it was to feel someone’s kind touch again. I love to be touched, as I have said. I love to be petted and adored. In that cold, dark, dank place, a kind, caring touch was one thing I was constantly refused—the only touch I could take solace in was my own, and I was consistently disgusting myself with how badly I wanted to submit to the wills of all these men who were not my Warriors. 

And now, to feel Fernanda’s arms slide up and down my sides, to touch me in that knowing, special way...my heart caught, my body was on fire right away. Our nipples brushed hard against the other’s, and both of us giggled and gasped from the sensation. 

“I am sorry I doubted you,” she said, sliding her hands up to my shoulders. “They...they had their way with me, earlier.”

“I know,” I said. “I could hear them.”

“I...enjoyed it.” She tilted her head down. “I won’t pretend like I didn’t. But still...I had little say in the matter.”

“Neither of us do.”

“No, I mean...I couldn’t refuse. My body wouldn’t allow it. Every part of me was screaming out to be taken in the way they wanted to take me. My body was aching for it, and so my mind was as well.”

All I could do in response was a soft, moany little “oh.”

“I thought you were weak, earlier, but you weren’t.” She shook her head. “It is a very strong thing to submit. It takes a strength in the inner-core of yourself, doesn’t it? Other people, they rely on their outer strength, they rely on the belief that they’ll never be in a situation where they have to give in. And once that situation is there for them, they don’t know how to act, because they’ve never encountered it before. But you...you knew exactly what to do. Because you are strong.”

“I don’t know about all that,” I said, blushing.

I was flattered, though.

Flattered and turned-on. All this talk about submission was getting me hot. Fernanda’s naked body got me hot as well. Even in the dim light, I could see the perfect curves of her hips, the heavy weight of her breasts, the beautiful turn of her chin...

I wanted her.

She gripped my chin, sliding her soft hands around my face. Her hands, so soft for a servant's. I thought at the time she must have moisturized constantly. 

“I wonder about serving him. If we must be like this forever. If it came down to it...if it was your only choice...” she began.

“Don’t,” I said. “I don’t even want to think about it.”

“You must think about it.” She put her hand higher up on my hip. “If you had to give in to him. Would you?”

She was right that I had to think about it. There was almost nothing else to think about, outside of how pretty Fernanda was.

“Yes,” I said finally. “I suppose I would. There is no point in dying when I could live. No point in rebelling when I could serve. I prefer to serve.”

“Serve a strong man.”

“Yes,” I nodded. “I feel like...that’s what I was made to do.”

“You could just be passed around, hmm? Served up to the strongest, whoever could take you. Giving yourself up completely to their strength, no?”

I whimpered out something unintelligible. Her hands slid down my body, then, but I wasn’t quite ready for her touching me like that, despite everything my body was aching for. I turned away, next to the corner. 

“I have something,” I said after a moment, reaching down to my feet. I grabbed the little metal rod—my wild hope—and rushed forward to Fernanda, whispering. They could be listening—we had no way of knowing. “Maybe a way to escape?”

“Truly?”

She looked at the metal herself, trying to catch it in the light. 

“It’s nothing yet. It’s a piece from a fork. But I thought maybe...maybe I could pick a lock with it.”

“Yes...yes!” said Fernanda. “We can lift one another up to that window.”

She pointed up the small window at the top of the cell—the one facing whatever dim light source existed. It must have faced north or south, as no direct light ever came through it. 

“Yes,” I nodded excitedly. “You could unlock it, and then lift me up.”

“Precisely,” she nodded. “We will go in the morning.”

I was surprised.“The morning? Why not now?”

“I am close to starving.” She shrugged. “They did not like that I...had to be convinced. It was my own fault. I am so very hungry, Stephanie. I would prefer to wait to escape until I had food in my stomach.”

That made good sense. But still, I was scared.

“But...they may split us up.”

“Then we ought to give them a show and make sure they want to keep us together.”

Her hands slid up my body once more—she dropped the metal piece to the floor. It wasn’t going anywhere, but her hands were. Soon they cupped my breasts.

“I...what?”

“You are staring at me,” she said. “You have been staring at me since I came in here.”

“I’m sorry.” I blushed. “It’s just, I haven’t been around another woman in so long...I missed it.”

“You are a lesbian?”

“Bisexual.”

“How delightful. So am I.”

Her fingers tweaked at my nipples. I whimpered again, moaned again. God, I was so turned on!

“Fernanda...wait. I mean...what if...what if this is just...”

“I don’t care about any ifs. I am horny.” She slipped her mouth up to my neck, kissing gently there. Her lips were like fine, warm summer morning flowers on my skin. 

“This is probably what they wanted, though. We can’t just give in...”

“To submit is to be strong,” she whispered, dotting kisses along my neck and shoulder. “You have shown this yourself. Giving in is your own choice. There is no weakness in that.”

“But I...”

She kissed me on the lips, then. Her tongue slipped through the plush layer of my lips and slid hotly across mine. Her mouth was hot and wet and tasted like cum. I expect mine did as well, even with the food I had eaten. There had been so very much of it from the guard.

Finally, she withdrew, though her hands still worked at my nipples.

“Please? Please, touch me. I can see that you like me, Stephanie.”

“I...I’m sorry, I just...”

“Please? I’m so scared.” Her lips dabbled at my neck again. “I’m so lonely and afraid, Stephanie. I need...I need someone’s touch.” Her hand sank down to my crotch, hovering above my clit. “A friendly touch.”

My moan was apparently enough impetus for her to sink her hand the extra couple of inches down to my clit. She pressed down hard on my button and I gasped with need, finally returning her kiss in strength. I was desperate for her, completely so. 

We slipped down on the stones together, arms and legs quickly becoming tangled. My teeth landed hard on her neck, her shoulder, biting as I scratched her back with needy fingernails. I wanted to feel every part of her. With hot, simple need, my head sank down between her legs and I slid my tongue up around her thighs, slowly circling down to her pussy.

“D-don’t tease!” She moaned. “Please!”

I could smell the cum in there from the guards earlier. It was potent and strong. I could smell it...and I wanted to taste it for myself. My tongue plunged into her pussy, licking up everything I could find. Fernanda moaned happily, her voice so throaty and hot. I only licked between her folds for a short while, though, preferring instead to go where the real pleasure would come from—her clit. That happy little button was easy to find, my tongue probing expertly, and soon I had it flicking between my lips as I licked and licked more. She writhed beneath me. 

I continued on, happily licking. I was able to lose all thoughts, all ideas—it was so gloriously fun to simply lick a pussy and forget yourself.

When she was close to orgasm, though, she shifted up and away. This surprised me.

“I want to lick you!” she moaned. “I want to lick you while you cum!”

I could not deny her. My pussy had become more drenched and filled with need than ever as I had attended to Fernanda. Very soon we were slipping across the stones, my legs around her head and hers around mine. I licked her furiously, desperately, so eager to erase the world in the hot, easy orgasm that I knew she could deliver to me.

Her tongue was magic on my body. Almost from the second she touched me, I knew I would not last very long. The bliss built and built inside of me, unable to be denied. And I could tell, by her own fevered breaths and the way her pussy pulsed beneath me, that her own orgasm was close. 

Tongues and mouths pushing furiously forward into our pussies, we could no longer hold on to sanity. Together we rocketed away into orgasmic bliss, writhing in each other’s arms and legs, all of our tensions forgotten with the other. 

I slumbered in her arms all through the night, finally feeling some measure of safety. I knew that at any time, she could be taken away, or I could, but I knew also that I had to treasure what I had.

She woke me up several times during the night to service her pussy again. I had no complaints. I loved to lick pussy. She said it was fine when I asked her if I could finger myself while I worked.

It felt so good to me, knowing I was obeying.

* * * * *
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WHEN I WOKE, I STILL half-slumbered for a time, working through in this state of halves yet another half-dream, half-arousal inspired fantasy. I dreamed of an evil queen sucking off the evil knight; I dreamed of her begging him to go and capture her another princess for them to raise and take as their own; I dreamed of her seducing the good princess when she arrived, of the queen forcing the princess down on her knight’s cock. Because the knight wasn’t a knight at all, but a king, and kings deserved to be served by all females...

I orgasmed myself awake. Fernanda’s delighted, hot laughter—apparently she had been watching—brought me up from the depths and back into consciousness once more. 

It was hard to see at first. All the light in the cell was very bright—overwhelmingly so, in fact. I had to stare at the floor, which was not quite so dirty as I had imagined. In fact, it all seemed rather...sterile, now that I had seen it in the full light. My eyes followed the floor over to Fernanda—her long, long legs decorated in stockings, though her feet were bare. A little jeweled anklet wrapped around one bare foot.

Fernanda was in front of a mirror—a mirror that had not been there before—with bright lights shining on her lovely face. She was, of all possible things, doing her make-up. Tight violet lingerie adorned her body. A corset pressed her enormous breasts together; panties and a garter belt (attached to the stockings) showed off the incredible toned shape of her legs and ass. 

“Fernanda?” I asked, a bit dumbstruck.

“Oh, good morning, doll. It’s about time you woke up.”

I tried to get to my feet, but my hands and legs felt numb. I knew they could move, I knew I had feeling, but my mind wouldn’t operate the way I wanted them to. My world felt like it was crumbling down. Why was she dressed like that?

“What’s...happening?” I staggered up to one knee. “Why are you...how are you...what’s happening?”

Fernanda raised an eyebrow, licking her lips at me. The desire in her dark eyes was clear. 

“It will all be clear soon, my darling.”

A horrible, twisting sensation filled my stomach. I could already tell what was going to happen, I think. I just refused to admit it. 

After all, this exact same sort of thing had happened to me before, hadn’t it? If you know my story, then you must be thinking me a very great fool at this time. I can only say that you were not there in that cell; you were not left alone and half-starving and completely controlled, in a place where even your sources of escape were strictly managed. Sometimes your judgment can lapse, at least in that sort of arena.

And even if my judgment hadn’t lapsed...even if I had known the plot all along, would I have been able to change anything about it at all? Would it really have been so much different, or would my resistance have faded into nothing, as it did anyway, as it did simply because I was presented with incredible pleasures and the exact kind of loving, strict, forceful control that my pussy simply cannot get enough of?

Who can know such things? All I know is that Fernanda eyed me then like a cat examining a wounded bird. And then, the door swung open. 

It was Caldero, of course. A big grin on his face. He was totally naked, even lacking his signature cigar. His brown skin was taut over his immense musculature. You could look at him and know for certain that if he wanted, he could rip you in half. This was a man who had, I hold very few doubts, beaten men to death with his bare hands. Strong, tough, covered in scars and interlacing tattoos that rippled over his shoulders and chest. His thick dark hair only accentuating the muscles around his chest and the trail down to his immense, already hardening cock. He saw Fernanda; he saw me; he wanted us both.

He beckoned to Fernanda, who dropped to her knees. The merest gesture was all he needed to make.

Obedience incarnate, Fernanda crawled to Caldero. Her hips swayed erotically. The sounds emanating from her were like that of a cat; a deep, sensual, constant purr. She slid up Caldero’s leg and then wrapped her hand around his cock. 

His cockhead, so warm and huge next to her face, could not be denied. Precum spurted out from her stroking efforts, and happily she licked up the goo, the single lick quickly turning into more. Her face devolving into primal ecstasy as her lips slipped over his engorged head, and she lowered her gorgeous form onto his rod more and more. 

It was purest pleasure for her. She knew her form was perfect; she knew anything to do with her giving pleasure was perfect. It was what she had been designed for, from top to bottom. Purely for this man, now, owning her completely. She stared up at Caldero with worshipful dark eyes, loving everything about him. I expect she hoped he would slap her while she worked.

In no time, she was gulping his meat down, sucking happily, sucking with ease, sucking with practiced, hot motions. Her eyes locked on his and then on mine, as if taunting me.

Do you see? Do you see how perfectly good and hot it is to serve him? Everything I do is in his service.

This was something she had done a thousand, thousand times before. She wasn’t following orders; or at least, not directly. No, she was obeying her Man's will. She was taking pleasure in what he wanted.

Everything yesterday—from her forceful taking by the guards to her innocent, needy seduction of me in that very cell, had been an act.

No, I thought. Not again. This isn’t happening again. Not just like it had with Katrina and Parker and Slate. Not the same way. I had let them use my love of pussy to enslave me to another man’s cock, after all. 

But it was happening again. I had been fooled twice. The shame was entirely on me. 

The first time, with the Warriors, I was not imprisoned. I thought everyone was free, operating of their own choices. And here, now, in this prison, I had thought Fernanda and I were operating on our own small, limited amounts of freedom. But we weren’t. She was following orders—new orders, to make me more enslaved than I had been before.

She made small choking noises as she took in more and more of Caldero’s cock. He seemed to love this, pushing harder into her body.

“Oh, yes,” he groaned. “You are a very good little pet.”

Fernanda moaned with the praise, sucking all the harder. I had to look away—I couldn’t look away. It was so hot. I tried to look anyway, focusing my eyes on the door, and—

—the door.

The door was open. Caldero had left it open after Fernanda’s service began. 

This was my chance. Maybe my only chance. It was certainly the only one I had been given so far.

Without thinking, I covered my ears—so as not to hear any orders from Caldero—and ran.

* * * * *
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I DON’T KNOW THAT THERE’S any way I could live without service. I love it. I love being subjugated. I love adoring others. I love doting on strong, male presences. I love a fat, huge cock in my mouth, or in my pussy, or up my ass. I love all of that. 

Mostly, what I thought when I ran out of the dungeon cell was that I had been captured, and as such, I had to get away. But the reality was that I would always be captured—ever since the Warriors opened up my sexuality and revealed it to me, there was no denying this anymore. I would find a way to be contained by something, or someone. I would and will always want my borders to be determined by external forces; I will want strong hands guiding me, slapping me, choking me, holding me down while I am penetrated by a force stronger than me. I will always want my cunt to be made wet by hard, huge masculine men. I am utterly the prisoner of these feelings; and like most prisoners, the only way that I would truly be imprisoned is if they contained my mind.

But my mind is not contained. Nor will it ever be. I revel in my imprisonment, now. I adore my containment. 

I thought, then, that I would somehow return to a different containment, with Parker and Slate, and that it would be better. But all containment for a good girl like me is perfect; they all involve my body being crammed full of hard, perfect cocks.

Anyway, I ran out of the cell. In my haste to get out, I forgot—like the fool that I was—the tiny metal rod that I had been basing my entire run for freedom on. I know, I know; you can hardly believe I was so stupid. All I can say in my defense was that my world-view had just been shattered, after only beginning to come together after a rather thorough shattering through days of imprisonment.

There was no real way to get away. I think I knew that, even then. I think perhaps I even knew a little of what I said already, about how I didn’t truly want to get away.

It didn’t matter. I tried to get out. 

At the end of the hallway was a guard—a tall man with a small baton in his hands. I pushed him aside, into the wall, hard enough to make him trip and stumble. I ran round and round the concrete halls, my bare feet slapping on the cold stone. Small fluorescent lights held in bright-orange cages lit the way. 

The path split open, and I took a left. It split again, and I took a right. Once more, and a left. Many times like this; left, right, left, right. I didn’t know where I was going. There were no windows, and I had no sense of where I was. Underground? Above ground? In the air, in the sea, in a mountain? 

All internal sense of direction had been violated as completely as the rest of me. I just ran, blindly following my instincts. I knew I was doing this; I knew my course was guided entirely by something deep within me that I had no control over.

And that is why, when I made one last turn and found myself facing Caldero once again, directly outside my cell, I fell to my knees and whimpered almost instantly.

Hopeless, I thought. No escape.

Even my instincts were twisted around this man, now. 

His hard, huge cock stood prominently before him. His massive body so incredibly masculine; like an Aztec god of sexuality. 

“Come on inside, little one” he said. “Go on. My wife wishes to hold you.”

His...his wife?

There was a part of me that hardly believed it to be true; there was a part that had already suspected that was the case. 

He wanted to share me with his wife. Or his wife wanted to share me with him. Either way, I was to be shared and used; a decoration to their relationship. The same way that Katrina and Slate sometimes would call me over and have me dress up and entertain them for the evening. 

Obediently, I did as he said. The fight had left me, air out of a balloon. I didn’t want to fight anymore—all I wanted was to give in for good. It was such a struggle to fight, and so easy for me to accept, so easy to submit.

I entered the cell. Caldero pushed me down to my knees, and just to show him I wouldn’t fight, I went all the way down to all fours as well, arching my ass up high. I couldn’t see him—my eyes were focused on Fernanda’s sexy, spread-eagle pose in the middle of the cell—but I could almost hear his grin. He slapped me on the ass and pushed me forward toward Fernanda. Toward his wife. 

She looked so beautiful. Her lingerie possessed no barrier to her pussy, and so she was like some perfectly positioned shrine to her own pussy. Her long brown hair fell in waves down one side, her enormous breasts pushed up on display for what felt like my eyes alone. Smiling, she took me in, like I was an old friend.

Soon, Fernanda had wrapped her body around mine. She spread me open for him, like a present. Kissing my ear. Her crotch against my back, her arms holding mine back. My head resting on her thick, heavy tits. She held her feet down on my knees, spreading my legs wide for him. Watching Caldero approach slowly, I could not run away any longer. My pussy quivered with lust. 

They were going to take me. They were going to do whatever they wanted to me from now on.

Caldero slapped me across the face. I moaned gutturally, leaning back into Fernanda’s soft curves. At first, the sound I made seemed like a cry of pain, but then the air returned to my lungs—then it was clear I was exhaling a gasp of pure pleasure. 

“That is for trying to get away, little one.”

I nodded, whimpering. He had hit me; he was showing me what he wanted. If only I could feel the sweet thrill of his hands once more, if only I could encourage him to smack me and abuse me just as I deserved...

I wanted him to fuck me until I couldn’t even move.

My pussy was positively drenched, my sweet juices now sliding down to the floor. 

Caldero slipped down to the ground and pushed forward. His cock approached me slow, leading the way ahead of him. Fernanda pulled at his thick, muscled arms, leading him in, calling for him. Begging him to fuck me. I offered no resistance; I had none to offer. I wanted it so bad.

Finally his cock slipped right over my entrance, but before he would enter me, Caldero wrapped his hand around my throat.

“Will you be my girl? Will you be mine?”

I nodded, of course. I didn’t have a choice. I didn’t want one. I wanted him to decide—and his hard cock was all the answer I needed to know for the question of whether he wanted me.

With that, Caldero entered me ruthlessly. He drove his enormous length up into my sopping wet pussy—taking his time but not stopping for any resistance. He pushed harder and harder, until finally he could reach his face past mine and kiss his wife passionately. I was sandwiched utterly between the lovers. 

Then he slipped back, his meaty warmth almost coming all the way out of my canal. And then, grinning, he drove forward again, twice as hard as before.

He worked at my entrance like that ten or twelve more times; I moaned all the way. His cock was so huge, so good! 

Fernanda whispered as he fucked me: “Obey him. Do as he says. Be his good little girl. Be his little fuckslut. Be his slave.”

My pussy was so overwhelmed, all my pleasure centers so assaulted, that I started to cum. I moaned loud, shouting out incoherent praises for both of them.

When my mind returned to itself, they grinned. Fernanda kissed my neck; Caldero latched on to my heavy tits with rough hands. But they weren’t done. Caldero hadn’t cum yet. He drove into me harder now, no longer driving all the way in and out, but jackhammering into my hot, wet cunt with all the force of a fucking machine. My need to cum built again so quickly that I could barely wrap my mind around the sensation—and just as soon as I had recognized that I needed to cum I was cumming—and Caldero was still pumping into me, harder and harder.

I came and came again. And I couldn’t get away. Caldero continued to fuck me, harder and harder. 

He and Fernanda laughed, each taking turns tugging at my hair and slapping me.

I loved it. 

I realized that all my thrashing—and all of Caldero’s thrusts into my pussy—were grinding my rear onto Fernanda’s cunt. She was moaning orgasmically just as I was. She must have been cumming the whole time.

“Cum for me one more time, chica.” He growled finally. His thrusts becoming desperately fast. “Cum for me again. I will cum with you.”

At his command, I unleashed—and he did as well. His cock spurted out his perfect hot, white goo inside my cum-drunk cunt. It overfilled me, spilling out onto the cell floor once more.

They held me then, for a long time, as my mind slipped deeper and deeper into the blissful afterglow.

* * * * *
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“NOW,” SAID CALDERO, hours and many sessions of fucking later. “You and I ought to have a little discussion, I think. Do you think this?”

I shrugged my shoulders, looking down. My body was sore, exhausted. 

“Come on.” He jabbed playfully at my shoulder. “You ought to have a little will to you. Those Warriors, they really ground you down, didn’t they? I want my women with a little will. Did you know it was Fernanda’s idea to play as a prisoner? She is a smart little kitten, that one. You are smart, too. You know you are. You will serve me very smartly. Now, I want to have a discussion.”

“Okay, Caldero,” I said quietly. “I would like that.”

“Good! You like many things. I know you like the feeling of certain things I do, eh? You like the feel of my cock up your cunt, don’t you?”

I shuddered, biting one lip.

“Don’t you?”

“Yes, Caldero.”

“Good. Do you want to keep having that feeling?”

More than anything else, morethananythingelseohgodplease.

Somehow, all I managed to croak out was, “Yes, Caldero.”

“Then you must do something for me.”

Confusion struck me. “I already promised you I would obey you.”

“I know...I know that you did. But still, you tried to run away, didn’t you? So I want you to promise that you will never act against me, little one. I want to promise that you bind your soul to mine. That my welfare is your welfare.”

Swearing fealty to him, then. This is what it had come to. I suppose my daydreams of knights and feudalism were more apt than I originally thought. 

I rather imagined he would enjoy seeing me prostrated beneath him—on my knees, forehead to the floor, ass up high, hands out wide...

Heck, I would love that, so I could only imagine how much he would like it. Perhaps he’d want me to have Fernanda jerk him off, withholding his gift of cum until finally I finished my solemn oath to follow him into hell?

I couldn’t deny the appeal of such a thing. 

I dislike promises. They give others so much power over you. And the sick and twisted thing is that—all that power? It comes from within you. You are giving someone power that is generated purely by your own spirit. A promise is like the world’s first perpetual motion machine. It stays in place not because it’s good, or smart, or perfect, but because it is a promise. Promises are stupid little things.

And I feel utterly beholden to every last one that I make.

And now Caldero was asking me to betray the promise I made to Parker for a new one—one that I had made to him. I hadn’t known when I promised Caldero that I would do as he said that he would twist the words around on me like this, but now he was...and I was helpless to stop him.

“I promise,” I said finally.

“What do you promise?”

“I promise...I promise that you are my whole life. That I will do anything for you. That your welfare is my welfare. That I will sacrifice everything for your well-being.”

This seemed to satisfy him. I hoped so—I said it with perfect seriousness. He stood up and clapped his hands together.

“Wonderful,” he said. “Then we have just one last thing to do.”

* * * * *
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THE WAY CALDERO PUT it made it seem like the “last thing” was going to happen right away; in actuality, however, it seemed he hadn't been so sure of my gleeful submission before it happened; and so, we had to wait a few days for all of his men to arrive. They came in from all over the state, and in some cases, all over the country. They came on Caldero’s instruction; they came for me. 

As we waited, mostly I recovered in a small room in Caldero’s estate. I was allowed to see the daylight again. Fernanda stayed at my side, guiding me up the stairs and then through the hallways of Caldero’s immense house. Despite his rugged appearance and brutal propensities, Caldero seemed to have quite the appreciation for the finer things in life. Tall ceilings, marble floors, beautiful art everywhere.

I didn’t even want to think of how he afforded all of it. Running guns, or drugs, or maybe worse. I didn’t want to know. I was a good girl, now, just like I had been before this awfulness. The business side of what my Man did was for him, and him alone. 

Fernanda told me as much—but I already knew. It was my job to be pretty and to be fucked; it was my job to be a comfort to Caldero whenever he wanted. 

And it was also my job to drive a stake into the heart of the Warriors, now that I had become a real Sorcerer’s girl. 

In the time that we waited and I recovered from the dungeon, Fernanda treated me—once again fulfilling my sexy little fever dreams—like a princess. She woke me by licking my pussy, and guided me down to lick hers once she was done. We delighted in each other’s bodies all day long, and at night, Caldero would arrive and fuck me while Fernanda cheered him on; that, or Caldero would fuck Fernanda while I cheered him on. We were not picky; we were good girls.

Finally, though, the day came for my final initiation.

Fernanda dressed me in a slender blue gown, showing off my huge bouncy tits, and led me downstairs to a large hall. She was allowed to wear tall, glamorous stilettos with her own red gown—but I had nothing to adorn my bare feet. I still had to prove myself before being fully decorated. The hall was filled with large, powerful biking men—at least twice as many as had been there that night in the barn with Parker and Slate and Katrina. No doubt Caldero knew the exact number; no doubt he wanted to outdo it. That was just the sort of Man he was. 

In the middle of the ring of bikers was Caldero, standing next to a small table with a computer on it. In front of the computer was a small stool with a cushion—a luxury for me. I sat down on the stool, but Caldero shook his head. Intuiting his purpose, I lay down on it instead, belly first, facing the computer. He smiled and nodded, and then turned on the computer. Very quickly, I had navigated and called Katrina. It had all been arranged. She knew to expect a call from the Sorcerers—Slate and Parker would be standing by, no doubt. 

Her gorgeous, blond form appeared on the screen. 

When I saw her, unexpectedly, I smiled. I did miss her. But that hardly mattered, now.

“Katrina?”

“Stephanie? Steph, is that you?”

I nodded. “It is.”

“We thought you were dead! We all thought so! Where are you?”

“I don’t know, Katrina.”

That was the honest truth. I hadn’t even really been allowed out of my quarters with Fernanda—it was still a jail cell, until they finally trusted me. Until I was done with this task. 

“You don’t know? Can we help you? All you all right?”

“I’m all right. It’s...it’s the Sorcerers, Katrina.”

From behind the computer screen, Caldero had snapped his fingers. Keeping my mind on the job. Keeping my body aroused. Fernanda floated to him and then sank to her knees. He whispered something in her ear. At his command, obeying gleefully, Fernanda shuddered her tongue over the thick, perfect bulge in his pants. Her breaths layered on the mass of cock, a high-pitched whine forming naturally as she worked. 

“The Sorcerers?” Katrina asked. “What do they have to do with this?”

“They took me. Caldero. He took me.”

She seemed not to notice my smile. All around me, the Sorcerers were stroking their cocks, looking at my body. They were all getting hard for me, just for me—not for Katrina. Not for Fernanda. Just for me.

“We can help you, Stephanie. We know where he is, now. And we can—”

“No.” I shook my head. “You can’t help me. I don’t want to be helped.”

Katrina looked scared, now. She called for Parker. I turned down the volume. I couldn’t bear to hear his voice, or Katrina’s. I knew what they would say.

In the bottom of the screen, I could see what they saw. And what they saw was a large, bearded man ripping my gown off and slapping my ass. His cock glistening and hard. 

Like some monster in a horror movie, I could see him entering the screen, and I as the protagonist was strangely nonplussed by his presence. But I saw Katrina’s reaction, though—horrified, just a bit. But yes...turned on, too. I wanted her to be turned on by this. I wanted her to want it, just like I did. 

Wouldn't that be wonderful, to make her want to be dominated by Caldero as much as I did?

In the moments preceding the biker's wonderful assault, I could feel his cockhead tracing a small circle around my most sacred entrance, my most guarded hole. 

And then he shoved his cock straight into my asshole. His cock was huge—not as big as Caldero’s or Parker’s or Slate’s—but they were all giants. This man was still enormous by any measure, and as he pushed harder and harder inside my tight asshole, I screamed with pleasure. There was nothing like having an asshole full of cock; nothing as filling or as fulfilling. I knew my existence was entirely that of someone to be taken and used. 

He pumped into me viciously, tugging and grabbing at me hair. His rough hands pulled at my tits, my tight skin. I pushed back against him as he thrust forward, encouraging me to fuck me harder, harder.

“Yes!” I moaned again and again. “Yes, please! More!”

I could see Katrina on the screen in front of me, her eyes growing wider and wider. Her hand sank to her crotch—she could not help herself. I was turning her on. I licked my lips, blowing her kisses. 

My asshole was so tight, the man fucking me could not hold out for long. He moaned about how he was going to spill soon, his dick being given far too much pleasure for him to handle. 

“Yes!” I begged. “Cum in me! Cum in my dirty whore asshole, please! Cum in me like the slave I am!”

He was happy to oblige me. With a few hot, frequent thrusts, he emptied himself out completely, the entirety of his hot, perfect ejaculate loading into my filthy asshole. 

As he finished and pulled out, he left a trail of cum at my feet. Then the next man came in. They were all waiting in a line behind him, you see. There were dozens of them, waiting to fuck just one thing—one tiny pink thing in this whole world—my asshole. They would all get a piece. I wanted them to. I wanted them to because Caldero said they deserved it—and whatever Caldero said, I agreed with. 

This next man pulled my hair and slapped my ass, called me a bruja and a perra. His cock was shorter than the last man’s, but thicker. He bit my shoulder and squeezed my tits, leaving marks all along my body. Marks just for him—just for his gang. They all owned me. In the line, small fights broke out—shoving matches to determine who would go sooner. 

He finished, too, pushing his thick cock deep into my tight asshole when he exploded his cum into me. I moaned and begged for the next man to start right away. 

I didn't know you could cum from being fucked in the ass—but I was. Pleasure was my new reality. I came again and again, all that pressure, all that filling. I came from being filled; I came from watching Fernanda suck off Caldero as he watched me getting gang banged; I came from watching the reactions on the computer screen.

Katrina left the screen, tears welling up. Slate appeared briefly before turning away, shaking his head in disgust.

But Parker showed, and Parker didn’t turn away. He stayed there the whole time, watching what I was doing. Watching how I debased myself to man after man as my asshole was stuffed with cock after cock.

And just as Caldero wanted, I found myself not caring. I was the property of a new gang, now. A gang that celebrated me for being their whore.

I was Caldero’s gal.

* * * * *
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I JUST LOVE CALDERO so much. He took me from the Warriors, and in doing so, made me more submissive and hot than ever. 

Living with him is a constant dream come true. Fernanda and I are in a constant, friendly struggle to see who can serve him best. We hold regular competitions on who can suck him off to an orgasm quicker. 

He sleeps with both of us at night; the two of us together taking turns snuggling up against his hard body, with the other holding his semi-hard cock in our mouths as we doze. That way, if he wakes up ready to fuck, his delicious rod is always surrounded by our perfectly hot mouths.

But not everything has changed. I still have my dream about being taken by kings and knights, about being a beautiful princess. Those have stayed with me, just like my feelings for Katrina and Parker and Slate have stayed with me. I do not know that they will ever go away.

In my dreams, you see, I am more than a princess; I am a trophy of victory. The knight take me like they might wrap a handkerchief around their lances. I am the symbol of favor, and I something to be adored. They joust with me, you see; I am their game. Whoever holds me, holds the advantage.

Caldero started this game, yes. But I wonder if he can keep the advantage, now that I am what means a victory? Why, the two gangs, they could steal me from the other again and again, again and again, again and again, endlessly. Fucking me, re-initiating me, gangbanging me until I can’t walk anymore.

That’s what I fantasize about now...when I have the time. Being Caldero’s good girl is awfully busy, after all.

# # #
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Taken By Cowboys
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Stuck in a basement with a borderline personality-disordered nerd was the last place Laura wanted to be, and yet, that was where she had been stuck for the past five minutes. Most of everything that Alexander so far had just been odd, weird gibberish that she hardly had the inclination to call speaking. She wanted to run away with her fingers placed firmly in her ears.

Instead, out of some possibly-misplaced attempt at politeness, holding her arms across her buxom expanse of chest, barely restrained underneath her tight white shirt, she just repeated the one thing she had managed to glean from Alexander’s jargon-filled rant.

“You built a time machine.”

He very nearly hopped up and down. “Yes!”

“All by yourself.”

“That’s right!” His fists pumped in the air.

“And you want to test it on me!”

“I totally do.”

Laura was, understandably, having more than a little trouble taking all of this in. The brunette's downstairs neighbor, Alexander, had never quite had all his screws as tight as he was supposed to. Often she would come home at night to their duplex and see him—through the window which he always had open—hanging from the ceiling like a bat and reading old physics textbooks. He held regular meetings with other nerds, discussing theoretical problems of quantum mechanics in which they would, after several rounds of drinks, start screaming at each other purely in equations. He had even modified his car so that it ran on corn starch, because “who wouldn’t want government subsidized fuel?”

More than half of her expected that this whole arrangement—the big parade of electronics and the big towers of circuitry and wires that he had presented her with in the basement—was some sort of ruse to get her attention. Laura was used to such ruses, being a beautiful, curvaceous young woman—and somehow still a virgin at the tender young age of nineteen.

All her life, men had gone out of their way to earn her attention and respect, often in odd ways. Whatever it was about her busty body and affable personality, her appeal seemed largely to create men who thought they had to make enormous, grandiose gestures of worth before working up the courage to ask her out. There was the boy in high school—Michael?—who had organized a flash dance with the entire basketball team to announce his desire for her. Or the chess team captain who had built a scale-model of a queen—with Laura’s height and even some eerie likeness to her—as the team’s mascot. 

Of course, this all embarrassed her a great deal. She invariably turned each one down. Who would slide into a relationship with someone who thought you were on some pedestal, waiting to be called down and live among the mortals? It was dehumanizing, even if the notion behind all that work was somewhat flattering. 

She hoped college, which she started next week after moving away from her home town, would be different. She hoped for more mature men—men that would respect that she was working her way through each semester. 

But her hope was not all that strong, so far. Men who lived nearby seemed to be able to sense her fragile virginity—like they could see that symbol of innocence in her rosy cheeks or her vibrant blue eyes—and it made them want her all the more. Her extra bit of  voluptuousness—adding to her sexy, healthy expanse of curves—only seemed to make her all the more available, encouraging crushes to let them think that she was attainable, thus reinforcing the crushes all the more. 

This “time machine” was the latest in a string of incidents with Alexander, who had been showing her more and more technologically advanced items: a television that ran on potato batteries, a four-way mirror, a tiny one-tenth scale-replica of himself that could hold a conversation.

It annoyed her a bit that he had some genius, clearly, but that all of it was being fixated on her.

So, when Alexander had called her down—after barely exchanging three conversations with him that weren't him rather over-chalantly showing off these inventions, all of them about mail delivery and the weather—her guard was up. 

Even so, she hadn’t been expecting this. A time machine? Really? Ridiculous.

“Listen,” said Alexander, “it’s perfectly safe. I understand your concern, but everything I’ve sent through so far has been fine.”

He picked up a teddy bear off a nearby cabinet for her to look at. “You see?”

She did see, taking it in her hands. It was ravaged by teeth marks, stuffing falling out of it. 

“It looks like some animal went at it.”

“What, Mister Fluffikins?” he shook his head. “No. He’s been like that a while. I had something of an extended teething period. Very special development.”

“Oh.” Laura dropped the bear. “Ew.”

“As I’ve said, you don’t need to worry! All I’m asking for is a partner. I’ve created a fail safe, you see? All the time travel fiction I read, everything goes terribly wrong when the device breaks somehow or another. But for me, it’ll be different. After seventy-two hours, the portal will open again, no matter what. It’s set on automatic.”

“But what if you miss the portal? What if it opens up some place dangerous that you can’t get back to?”

He paused, mouth squirming. “I suppose I hadn’t thought of that.” But he wasn't deterred. “Something to fix in future versions! For now, I’ll pick out some place we know to be safe. This very spot, but one hundred and forty years ago.”

“One hundred and forty years ago?”

“Yes! What could possibly go wrong? The clothes are close enough that I can amalgam up something without causing too much attention. I’ll carry my taser should anyone try and approach me. And in the meantime, I’ll just stealthily stay in the background, observing.”

“For seventy-two hours? That’s three days, Alexander!”

“The records show there was nothing here. Just some old ranch, barely employing a couple of old crotchety ranch-hands, no doubt. Perfectly safe. We’ll be able to set up a tent and enjoy the past at our leisure.”

He really thought she was going to spend three days with him in the past? In...in anywhere?

She shook her head, golden brown locks trailing up and down her shoulders. Why was she treating this as if it was a serious proposition? It wasn’t as though he could actually travel through time. 

He began to offer another explanation, but Laura shook her head, cutting him off. “Never mind. I don’t want to hear it. I am not doing this, okay?”

Alexander, finally, began to look dejected. 

“I’m sorry,” he said, after a moment. “I misread you. I thought, with your incumbent education, you might find it an elucidating experience. Something to give you perspective. I remember you saying you were interested in history. That was why I...well. Anyway.”

Oh, god. That was enough to confirm her suspicions. He had convinced himself that he had built a time machine purely because of a crush on her.

All these men, making all these insane gestures of affection. It was all the exact opposite of what she wanted from a man, truth be told. Why couldn’t they just understand that she just wanted to be told...

She sighed, stifling the sudden thought of desire. Alexander looked at her like a lost puppy.

“I’m not...I’m not participating in anything that all that machinery creates,” she said, reaffirming her position. “But I can watch you turn it on, if you like?”

His face lit up immediately. “Wonderful! That would be truly wonderful! And, once I’ve passed through, you can perhaps consider following me into the other side, yes?” He saw the look on her face. “Or perhaps no. Either way...not an issue! Three days shall pass for me, but nary an instant for you! Observe!”

Rushing around the various machinery he had propped up, Alexander began pushing buttons and cranking levers, seemingly at random.

And then the most insane, wondrous thing happened.

Then...then Alexander turned out to be right.

With a furious, startling rip, the portal opened up. It was like a sort of semi-translucent circle, hanging in mid-air. Pink and purple light flooded out from it, filling the room.

Something—a bird? A rock? Flew out of it and landed right on Alexander, knocking him down to the ground. He moaned, obviously hurt.

Laura, terrified and surprised, called out to Alexander. There was no response, his moans ceased. She could see him laying motionless on the other side of the room—and though she couldn’t really see the portal in between the two of them, there was obviously something there, shimmering the air and making it wavy, like you would see on an especially hot day. And then, of course, there was all that odd pink light.

Mesmerized, she stepped forward. There was something so interesting there. If she could just...just see it a bit clearer...if she could just get a bit of a closer look...

And then it was gone, all of it gone, and Laura stood in the middle of a bunch of trees. Behind her, the portal slurped itself up.

What the hell?

She looked around—nothing but forest. Alexander’s lab, gone. The house, gone. Everything Laura knew...gone.

Oh god. Had he really built a time machine? Was she lost in time?

She heard hooves—actual hooves!—clopping—actually clopping!—from behind her. She turned with a fright that she could only assume was written all over the entirety of her body.

Approaching her was a tall, tall man on a large black horse. He wore a tight, dusty button-up shirt, the spurs on his boots jangling lightly. 

“Hey there, little lady,” he tipped his hat back, letting her see his brawny, strong face. “You need a ride?”

Panic! Death! Terror! Every fiber of her being was telling her to run for her life.

“Oh...uh...no. No thank you. I’m just...I think I’m just...just out for a walk!”

“Are you sure?” He sounded concerned.

“Y-yes! I’m...just a walk!”

“You’re walking around by yourself, huh? This close to Indian territory...with nothing to keep you warm when the night comes down?”

“That’s right!”

She could not help but make everything she said an exclamation. Adrenaline rocketed through her veins, making her unable to process anything but electric excitement. She was talking with a man from over a century ago!

She was now officially living over a century ago!

The man continued to approach her, off his horse now. Laura tried to get away in the wilderness, passing through trees, stepping over rocks and through dirt. The day was warm, in a comfortable way, and bugs hopped onto her body and hopped back off again. 

Over more trees, through more dirt, and suddenly there was nothing but a tall cliff face. Behind her, the rider still approached, off of his horse now. He was smiling, his hands held out wide. 

“My name’s Karl. What’s your name?”

She just whimpered, pressing back against the cliff face. She couldn’t explain the sort of terror she felt at this man, but she knew—knew—that he wanted her. She could see it in his eyes. And she knew, in this time period, all alone, it would take a magnificently decent and civilized man to not take advantage of her.

This was a cowboy. Someone living rough for a long time. He would not be magnificently decent or civilized. He would push her down, he would slap her face, shove her mouth onto his hardness and make him serve her and oh god, oh god why did that turn her on so much?

He was a big, big man. Tall and broad. There was a bulge clearly growing in his pants—and she could see the incredible amount of muscles that he had earned from years and years of experience of wrangling and hard-living. 

There was absolutely, positively nothing about him that wasn't pure, unadulterated man. 

Laura, looking at him, could not help but feel her arousal grow and grow. She had never been around someone like this all her life—had never been in front of someone who so clearly wanted her and so clearly was going to do something about it.

“You know, little lady...I’ve been riding these trails for a good long time.” He came closer and closer. She could see the want in his eyes. “And I’ve never seen anyone as pretty as you.”

“Oh...oh god...”

She stepped backward, only pushing back harder into the rock. He was right on top of her now. Their attraction was animalistic, like flesh magnets, she didn’t feel like she could get away.

Unbidden, her hands rose up to touch her chest. He was hard as a rock—harder even than the cliff behind her. They just didn’t make men like him anymore. Not muscles honed in a gym or enhanced by chemicals, but earned and densened by years and years of incredibly hard work. 

“Oh my god...”

Her pussy flashed with wetness. This was all...this was all happening so fast...

“You feel something you like, girl?”

She let out a little whimper. Her legs felt like putty. She had never felt this kind of animalistic attraction to a man before. Her pussy felt like it was going to burn up her whole body. 

She fell to her knees, intending to beg for him to leave her alone. He was breathing hard, hands running through her hair.

“Please...please...I just...”

Her hands slipped over his bulge. He was enormous—and getting bigger. Her hand gripped the thick length through the denim almost by impulse, and she felt it swell before her grip.

“P-please...” she moaned again.

Apparently misunderstanding, he quickly adjusted his pants, and soon his cock was out in front of her face. As she watched, it grew harder and harder by the second, its enormous surface sliding closer to her lips.

“Oh...oh god.” She shook her head lightly. “Please...I can’t...I don’t know...please...”

He shushed her gently, stroking her hair. 

“It’s all right, girl. Take it slow. Take it how you know you want.”

God, but she really did want it. 

She’d be gone in three days, right? It didn’t matter what she did now. She could...she could suck a little cock, couldn’t she?

It wouldn’t even count. She’d still technically be a virgin back in her own time.

Even as he entered her mouth, her mind wasn’t all the way made up. 

“D-don’t...” she managed, tasting his manflesh with happy relish.

“What?” He looked a bit surprised, still pushing his cock against her face.

“Don’t...don’t stop...”

He smiled at that, and pushed forward into her again.

She was a quiet fuck, moaning submissively, eeking out little soft squeals every so often, suckling hard on his giant rod. He was so big in her mouth, filling her up entirely. His long shaft pushed to the back of her mouth and down her throat, making her swallow him, suckling and moaning as she worked her tongue along his shaft. After a few minutes, she could hardly imagine anything outside of his cock anymore.

Past, present, future, none of that mattered. All a woman like her had ever been born to do was this timeless equation of cock plus mouth. Suck, suck, suck! She could not get enough. She forgot about Alexander, about college, about anything from her own time. She was there to fuck this cowboy, and to be fucked by him. Nothing else made sense—why else would have been there right when she slipped through the portal?

After several thrusts of his enormity down her supple throat, she could feel a hot, warm ball of bliss spreading through her body. 

She was going to cum, she realized. She was such a dirty, fucked-up slut that she was going to cum after being practically forced to suck this stud cowboy’s cock. She was such a whore...such a little cowboy fuckslut that he was going to make her cum. Her sucking just increased in frequency and intensity, knowing this about herself, reveling in it.

“Oh damn,” he moaned. “Damn, damn. You’re better than any gal I’ve ever had. You’re gonna make me put it in you, girl...you’re gonna make me...make me...”

His voice was lost in a torrent of grunts, thrusting harder and harder, pushing her head back into the hard surface of the cliff.

He exploded down her throat, layering her esophagus with his creamy, dreamy white goo. She suckled it down greedily, orgasming all the way. Her hands gripped the tight, muscular flesh of his ass, coaxing him to fuck her mouth even harder after he emptied into her.

Finally, he pulled out, though she moaned and followed his cock with her mouth, licking obediently.

“You’re coming home with me, girl,” he said to her. “I gotta keep you safe, now. Gotta make sure you stay mine.”

Submissive, now, weak, stunned, all Laura could do was nod meekly. It was like having his cum inside of her had pacified her completely—completely overwhelming any senses of shame or self-worth that she had. Overwhelmed by the hot pleasure of serving this cowboy stud, obeying was all she wanted to do anymore.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, AFTER a night of fucking and sucking Karl in every way that he asked, acting like his complete sexual servant, Laura intended to sneak past him, gather supplies, and get back out to the portal.

They were located somewhere in what may have been a prairie, may have just been a field. Laura didn’t really know the geographical terms for such things. There was a long stretch of empty grassland everywhere she could see, and yet to the West, in a long enough line, there would be the forest where she came from. Where he took her and held her was a small cabin, surrounded by a large arrangement of barbed-wire fencing. There was a hen house, and some cows, a couple of dogs, and one horse besides the one they rode in on. 

It was a regular ranch—though maybe a small one? She did not know.

Escaping had been on her mind ever since finally, he tired out, apparently exhausted by his new toy. He had fucked her in every way she could think of—holding her legs over her head, fucking her on the floor of the cabin, in his bed, against the wall. She moaned out his name, calling out his praises, loving every new stroke of his cock inside of her once-virgin pussy. 

No longer a virgin, though. No longer at all. 

She was his whore, or may as well have been.

No, she thought, whores were paid. 

She was his cowboy slut.

As their fucking subsided, Laura felt shame creep back into her life. Shame of being such an open, wanton slut, needing his cock every second. She had stroked him until he would not move anymore, desperate for that hardness to be inside of her again.

With him asleep, she had her own time to think—and thinking brought only shame.

Back in college, in her own time, she had been a good girl. A girly girl. She led discussions at her church’s small group, spreading the good word about God. Only stupid, crazy sluts acted how she acted now. She remembered shaming them in her own time, making fun of them, asking them how they could have possibly started to act like they acted.

Now she understood. Cock was so. Fucking. Good. She had given up just the second she knew it was going to be forced upon her. She had openly begged him for it. 

How had she gone for so long without being stuffed as full as Karl stuffed her? She felt like she had been made for his cock to fill her up.

But...but she had to get away.

Real women didn’t live like this, right? Didn't act like this? She had to be a real woman.

Her going suspicion was that there was something screwy with the time portal that had made her act this way. That Alexander had included some...some sort of sluttification device in there, so that he could fuck her silly no matter what time period she had been in.

Of course, this was in stark contrast to how getting taken and forced by Karl was the living embodiment of every fantasy she had ever held. Whenever she masturbated in her bed at home, always it was envisioning something like what had happened earlier—being taken and cornered, alone, no escape, no choice but to give in and be used and abused like a complete fuckdoll...

Her hand drifted across the bed, somewhat hoping to rouse Karl again. 

But no! No! She had to get away. Get back to the portal. Get in her own time. Stop acting like such a complete slut. That was the proper thing to do.

So, slipping up out of the bed, still covered partially in Karl's expanse of cum, she intended to slip away.

But it was to no avail, so far. Karl was a light sleeper, and rose with her.

“Make me some breakfast,” he commanded, smacking her on the ass.

She stood still, her body overwhelmed with the heady lust that hearing his masculine command gave her. He must have thought she was hesitating, because he struck her ass again.

“Go on,” he said. “Know your place, girl. Make me some breakfast.”

She slipped on the clothes he had available for her—a sort of raggedy old blue dress that looked like it had been abandoned after a night of passionate fucking. It clung to Laura's generous curves, showing off her cleavage and her legs, both. Her own clothes had been torn apart by Karl, of course. Just like all of Laura's will.

They hadn’t used any protection the night before, and he hadn’t bothered to pull out. Four or five times he fucked her, though she lost count of her own orgasms very early on. 

And so, it wasn’t too far off to imagine the old cliche—of her being barefoot and pregnant. Maybe...maybe he'd get her pregnant and make him suck his cock while he ate the breakfast she made him...

Unable to help herself, the thought sent a hot, slick thrill through her body. To not worry about things like equality or fighting for rights. To just accept being a happy, good fuckpet for an indomitably strong male, no chance of escape...the idea had her breathing hard.

There really was no chance of escape. Women wouldn't get the right to vote for another thirty or forty years. And it wasn't like it was all roses and sunshine for female equality after that. If she didn't get back to the portal, she'd only ever be a second-class citizen, expected to do exactly what her man said forever and ever, judged solely by her merits as a breeder and a homemaker and ohhh god why  was thinking like that making her touch her sweet hot wet pussy ?

With much difficulty, she pushed herself off the wall, taking her hand from her sopping wet pussy, and entered the kitchen.

She was going to have to put her foot down with Karl. Try and hold him off for the next couple of days until she could hatch a more elaborate escape. She had to preserve her dignity, after all. 

As she made him breakfast—putting together toast and grits from what she able to gather in the kitchen, using the small stove that was available to her, she also was preparing a speech—she had been out of her mind, out of her head when they had been fucking. A strange fever took her. She would very much appreciate it if he wouldn’t approach her again. She was without the ability to resist properly. He’d be taking advantage of a sick woman!

Would he be mad, thinking she was sick? She would have to assure him it wasn’t contagious.

As she prepared this, Karl entered the kitchen, grabbing her ass with a smug grin on his handsome, dirty face. His kisses along her neck and back melted her instantly. She forgot her protests, again. They only rose up again when he sat down—but when he snapped for her to serve him, she meekly served his breakfast without complaint.

He wolfed down the food—eating so fast, and so voraciously, that Laura did not have the wherewithal to start speaking to slow him down. It felt so good, watching him eat what she made him. She had provided for this hard, strong man who had fucked her so vigorously all night long.

And what was more, she was giving him more fuel to fuck her again. She hadn’t considered that before making the food. And yet now, it was all she could consider. If she cooked him a good enough meal, he could fuck her for hours...

With a bang of the front door, another man entered the small cabin.

“My, oh my,” said the big hunk. “Who is this, now?”

Oh god, thought Laura, her cunt positively dripping with lust. Two of them? Two cowboys in this cabin with her?

“Um...uh...I...um...” was all Laura could muster.

“Her name’s Laura,” said Karl, swatting her on the ass. “She’s a good ol’ girl. Real nice-like.” Karl pointed with his fork up at the newcomer. “This here is my boy, Harlan. He runs the Square-R with me. What do you think, Harlan? Ain’t she pretty?”

“Oh yeah. She’s mighty fine...” Harlan looked confused for a moment, stroking his thick whiskers. “Where’d she come from? You ain’t spend our money to bring some harlot out here, did you?”

Karl shook his head. “I found her wandering out there in the forest. Just all by her lonesome, nobody to take care of her. That weren’t no place for a woman.”

“I see.” 

Harlan stroked Karl's face affectionately—clearly the alpha of the two, even though both were dominant forces in Laura's estimation. They had probably spent quite a few lonely nights together, learning about each other's bodies. They had probably been waiting to unload their affection on someone like her.

Harlan pulled out a seat and sat down across from Laura, openly eyeing her. His gaze rested on her tits, barely restrained in her ripped dress.

“Where’d you come from, girl?”

“Johnson...Johnson City.”

She could not stand to have her voice become anything more prominent than a quiet, submissive whisper in front of these two strong, outrageously masculine men.

“That little ol’ place? You got family there?”

Little old place? It was the biggest city in a hundred miles! But...of course, that was in Laura’s time. Not theirs.

“Family? No...”

That was a mistake, judging from the way Harlan’s eyes lit up.

“So ain't nobody’s coming for you, then?”

“No,” said Laura, and then, shaking her head, she stammered, “Y-yes, I mean. Two brothers. Big, mean brothers. They’re coming. I bet they’re looking for me already.”

“Is that so?” Harlan leaned back. “What are their names, then?”

“J-Jack,” said Laura. “Jack and...J-jackson?”

Oh god. This was no way to state her case. She was trembling with the lies. She couldn’t stand having all this mendacity pouring out of her in front of these strong, strong men. They just wanted to fuck her, to own her, to protect her...

Where Karl was broad and tall, Harlan was shorter but more built. Thick hair covered his face. A brute of a man. He stood up and grabbed her by the hair, making her tilt almost all the way over.

“There ain’t nobody coming for you, is there, doll?”

Laura was hardly able to contain her drool at being manhandled like this. Certainly, her pussy wasn't able to stop itself from wettening.  

“N-no...no, sir.”

With a fierce smile, Harlan began to unbuckle his pants. Laura, in one last attempt at salvaging her decency, tried to protest.

“Please...” she started. “...no...I’m...I’m not well.”

“That’s all right, girl.” Harlan gave her another tug. “I’ll do you right.”

“No...no, I have a fever, and...I don’t know what I’m doing...”

“It’s okay,” said Karl, his voice almost reassuring. The way someone would talk to a whining puppy. “We’ll take care of you.”

Harlan nodded. “I know just how to break a fever, girl.”

With all her remaining strength, Laura pushed Harlan, trying to get away. Harlan, surprised, stumbled backwards, falling down.

For a few beautiful, terrifying seconds, Laura headed to the door and even thought she might have gotten free—but Karl grabbed her before she even stepped outside. He and Harlan both laughed at her energetic retreat.

A part of her was desperately glad she hadn't made them mad. That would have gone poorly for her.

Harlan stroked his whiskers, considering Laura for a moment. “You still got that chain, Karl? I got an idea.”

“C-chain?” Laura gasped. “You can’t be serious. I won’t allow that! You can’t possibly—”

Harlan slapped her, knocking her to the ground out from Karl's grasp.

“What was that, girl?”

Every bit of control Laura ever thought she had in her life, every agonizingly difficult decision she made day after day to present herself as an independent-minded, strong woman had been utterly annihilated with that single blow. 

And she felt herself loving it. That slap—beyond the instant pain—had just turned her on. It was like a switch, letting her see the reality of the situation.

“You’re right, Sir,” she said, voice trembling. “I should know my place. Please, do as you like with me.”

She couldn’t even believe the words as they came out of her mouth—and yet, there they were! 

All those secret desires, all that socially-repressed need to be owned and taken and ignored and used. They were available now, just there for her to take, if only she was brave enough to take them.

“Please,” she said again. “I was wrong to tr-try and get away. Ch-chain me up? Give me a collar...you can put it around my neck. With l-leather, maybe...”

Fear strangled any more words she had; fear of the way their faces lit up with lust at her suggestions. She couldn’t believe herself, still. She was suggesting ways for them to imprison her!

Karl was something of a whiz with hardware, as it turned out. In less than ten minutes, he had fashioned a collar and chain—about forty feet worth of chain, anchored to the floor. It was long enough for her to step around to any room in the small cabin, and just a bit outside to take care of washing and other such duties. 

But with it on, she would be caught. At their mercy.

Harlan was the one who slipped the collar on her neck. The leather was comfortable—soft and supple enough for her to wear all the time.

“How's that, girl? How's that feel to you?”

“Very good, Sir,” she said heatedly. “I'm so glad that you have me under control.”

“Karl's gotten so much time with you, I'm a bit jealous. Do you want me to be jealous, girl?”

She shook her head, tugging Harlan on top of her in the middle of the cabin. Karl watched, stroking his exposed cock, as his friend mounted their slut.

“Please,” she moaned. “Hurry...”

She had no panties on, of course. Laura doubted that she ever would again in her life. There was no foreplay—the whole time the collar was being put together, she had been touching herself openly. Harlan knew she was ready. He was ready, too—his hard cock huge, as big as Karl's. He thrust hard into her cunt, her legs wrapping around his waist.

“Oh god...” Laura moaned.

“That's right, girl,” Harlan grunted, pushing hard into her. “You ain't nothing but our little slut, now.”

She was—just their slut. His thrusts were violent, forceful, with no care for her well-being. He smashed her body down on the ground, clearly used to being on top. Karl stroked harder and harder, watching them go at it.

“God damn, girl,” said Harlan, “you're so fucking tight...”

She could feel his balls tightening, his muscles tensing up. From her rounds with Karl, she knew exactly what that meant. 

“Please,” she thought. “Please cum...please cum...”

She wanted to tell him to cum on her belly—to cum anywhere but in her needy, probably fertile body. But of course, with so much bliss running through her body and her being unable to end the thought, he misunderstood, and filled her tight young pussy up with his explosively hot, impregnating cum.

Karl, standing and watching, came on her face right after Harlan emptied himself inside of her. She had never been so violated, never been so owned. 

“Thank you, Sirs,” she moaned, licking up the load. “Thank you sooo much.”

* * * * *
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ON THE THIRD DAY, FINALLY, before dawn, she was able to make it out. She had supplies—bread and water. It would last her through the rest of the day until she was able to get through the portal.

They had made her their servant. Their slave girl. She was wearing a chain! What was she thinking? And she had begged for them to do it!

Karl and Harlan took turns with her, treating her like property. They would fuck her one at a time, or sometimes stroke the other while fucking her. It was a hot, sick, sex dance that Laura would never, ever forget, and nor would she want to.

So far, before this, she had treated it almost like a vacation. Something to dive into while she was here. But this wasn’t anything temporary—or, it wouldn’t be, if she missed the portal today! She had to leave. 

She had been given her taste of true submission, true service, and it was delicious. It was everything she had ever dreamed of, serving these two muscle-bound studs who couldn’t help but take turns with her and fill her up with their beautiful hot cum. 

But still...something cried at her—cried at her to get out. 

You can be a person, still. You can have your own life. You should.

And when she had woken up that morning, with both of them passed out, smelling of sex and whiskey, she finally had her chance. She didn't feel she had a choice other than to take it.

Very shortly after leaving—with the cabin still in view on the horizon as she ran across the grass, she could hear them calling after her.

She had to hurry. They had horses. They would be able to find her soon.

Finally she passed through the veil of the forest. Mind racing, she tried to recall landmarks—but one tree looked just every other. There were rocks, vines, low-hanging branches, birds singing...

There. 

Pink light flooding out into the open, just for her. The portal. Smiling, she rushed toward it. But, just as she was only a dozen feet away, she paused. Hesitation plagued her.

She looked at the portal, open there before her, getting smaller. She was running out of time. And then she thought of all those cocks...so hard and ready, waiting just for her...needing her there...

The hooves of horses thundered as they approached, coming closer and closer. She turned to approach her men, a guilty smile on her face. She could hear the portal humming still, and could even see if it she tilted her head just right. But it was not in their view.

Karl stepped down from his horse first, clearly annoyed. “What are you doing all the way out here, girl? It’s dangerous.”

“I was...” she looked around. There was no real excuse, or explanation she could give. So instead, she opened her dress up, letting it flutter to the ground, and strutted toward them. “I was waiting for the two of you to come for me...”

Harlan swung down from his horse as well. “Here we are, girl.”

He had the chain and collar in his hand—and Laura's heart lifted up joyously, seeing that.

She couldn’t deny her biology any longer—her true purpose in life.

Other women were perfectly capable of being independent and smart and adventurous and single and blazing trails for equality everywhere and all of that. Laura didn’t want that, though She didn’t want her own life. She didn’t want to decide things for herself. She didn’t want men who tried to impress her, who put her up on some impossible-to-live-up-to pedestal. She was soft, beautiful, an exquisite piece of fuck-art. 

She wanted to be on display and admired constantly for exactly what she was.

She wanted to be taken. She wanted to be used and abused, their personal plaything. Their cowgirl fucktoy. So long as...so long as...

“You’ll keep me safe, won’t you?” she asked, voice desperate. She stood between them both, her hands slinking already to their released cocks, stroking with urgency. “You’ll keep me yours, and yours alone?”

Harlan smiled, clearly flushed from her stroking. “’Course we will, girl.”

“Shit,” said Karl. “You think we’d share a find like you? You’ll have to fight us to tear off from us, girl.”

Harlan opened the collar wide, presenting it to her.

“Go on,” said Harlan. “Be a good girl for us, now. Put it on.”

Laura, dropping to her knees, did just that. She locked the collar tight, and stared up at them, waiting to be told how to please them.

The two men pushed her down until she was on all fours. 

They were going to take her together. They hadn't done that before. Right here, out in the middle of all this wilderness. Karl slapped her ass, quickly finding her entrance from the rear. His hot, long near-footlong length of cock pushed inside of her cunt easily. Her sweet, velvety folds embraced him.

Harlan, affectionately stroking Karl's muscles and then trading off down to Laura's immense tits, pushed his cock forward into Laura's face. She swallowed him happily, sucking him down—an expert now at blowing huge cowboy studs, with so much practice lately.

From her angle, she could the portal—the future, waiting for her. All opened up.

And then she looked up at Harlan, sucking his magnificent manly cock...and Karl, all those muscles...

The portal closed—permanently, no doubt. And even if not, Laura wanted nothing to do with it.

Karl thrust hard into her, only making her suck on Harlan the more. Karl seemed to be excited by it—how much pleasure he was delivering to Harlan by fucking Laura harder.

“I'm gonna fucking...” Harlan moaned. “Gonna fucking cum right down your throat, girl...”

This excited Laura—and it felt like it excited Karl as well. He thrust into her harder, harder, harder, and she felt that perfect ball of bliss in her midsection explode. At the same time, Harlan let out an enormous grunt and released his torrent of delicious cum down her throat, just as he promised. And Karl, once again, unleashed inside of the fertile, vivacious body of Laura. 

All of them, trembling and heaving, collapsed upon one another in the forest, each holding the other tight. As she basked in the warm, ever-present glow of orgasm and snuggled in between her two strong, virile cowboys, Laura knew without a doubt that they were her real future, now.

# # #
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Taken By Cavemen
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“You can’t fail me, Mr. Sanders!”

We sat across from each other in the professor’s corner office in the Science building. The place was full of shelves, books, scattered papers, chalkboard-diagrams—pretty much what you would expect from a physics professor.

He furrowed his wrinkled brow. “It’s Doctor Sanders, Miss Sweet.” 

I sighed. I wished he would just call me Krystal, like everyone else.

He continued. “And I most certainly can fail you. I am your professor. Failing students who do not show up to class or turn in work is what professors do.”

I struggled not to roll my gorgeous brown eyes. Dr. Sanders was known around campus for running a tight ship when it came to his class, and I had to admit that the reputation was well-earned. If nothing else, he was one tough nut to crack. 

I wished, suddenly, that I had figured out how hard he was going to be at the beginning of the year.

He was an older gentleman—very much a gentleman in the old style of the word, always wearing impeccably tailored suits and keeping his healthy expanse of peppery beard hair very well-groomed.

“Don’t they also help students succeed?” I asked hopefully.

“They do!” He smiled.

My hopes rose just slightly. I leaned forward, letting my breasts really swell forward in my tight top—my 36D cleavage right out in the open for him to enjoy. “And doesn’t that include me?”

“Do you remember what I said about students who turn in work and show up to class? The whole ‘helping’ bit mostly applies to them.”

He was sarcastic, if nothing else. He didn't even bat an eye at my cleavage, which usually had men drooling and almost near to jacking off right in front of me. That was something I liked—holding that kind of hot power over men. Men seemed to like it too—they loved a sexy babe who knew that what she was really supposed to be about was showing off and looking hot.

Dr. Sanders did not seem to be such a man, unfortunately.

The whole problem I have with Dr. Sanders and his class is that I hate science. I hate hate hate it. I’ve never liked it, never used it, don’t care about, and in fact I hope it gets buried in some cosmic trash pile with the rest of the junk when the universe finally ups and ends. Chemistry, biology, phrenology, tautology, entymology, and especially physics.

Even now, after my whole crazy episode with that amazing machine, I still am no fan of science at all. This whole discussion with Dr. Sanders happened something like three weeks ago, and even back then, in ancient history, I hated science too. I only wished that I could have studied it a little bit more.

But, ugh, no, really. All of my problems in this class were Dr. Sander's fault. Between his requirements for weekly written responses to science journal articles, his endless rounds of quizzes and tests, and his enormous expanses of lab work, Dr. Sanders was practically setting up the entire student body to fail his class. How could I be expected to do all that work when there was so much on TV to watch, so many websites to follow, and so many hot outfits to make me look even more fantastically gorgeous so that the legion of cute boys at this college could admire me?

I mean, a super cute babe like me just doesn’t do science class, right? I’m supposed to find some well-to-do college guy who will buy me hot fur coats and sexy jewelry to show off my extra-hot gymnastically-trained-and-toned body, who will take me out to expensive dinners with fancy French wines, and who will make sure I never worry about anything ever again. 

That’s practically the only reason why hot babes like me go to college, especially preppy ivy-league schools like mine—to meet rich, sweet guys to marry.

It’s not like I’ll ever use the degree in business that I'm working for. Business classes are just where all the future rich guys are. And if I’m getting a business degree—let alone a business degree just so I can hook up with a sugar-daddy—why on earth would I ever need science?

Well, I guess it all turned out for the best, didn’t it? I guess I should actually be thanking Dr. Sanders. Maybe?

Nah. He was a big smelly jerk and I hated him. He just sat there at his desk, looking me over, waiting for a response.

What the weirdest thing about his looking at me was that there was nothing really sexual in his gaze. No, in fact, he seemed to actually be interested in what I had to say to what he said. I wasn’t really used to that at all.

I had never slept with anyone for a grade before—heck, I had never even really flirted for a grade before. Most of the time, because I’m pretty and friendly, professors just want to give me an easy time of it. Men are easy like that: show them a pretty smile, and pretty soon they’re just in pieces.

But not Dr. Sanders.

I tried harder. I crossed my legs, unbuttoned my blouse.

“Surely there must be something I can do to improve my grade?”

But the ploy was lost on him. Even worse than being offended by it or rejecting it, he seemed not to notice at all.

“No, I’m afraid not.” He shook his head, a little sad. “Grades are final, and that’s all.”

I really don’t understand his lack of caring. I’m not exaggerating when I say that I’m a super hot babe. I’ve got killer long dark hair and this amaaaaazing tight, tiny body. I’m seriously super hot. Men go out of their way to tell me so.

I take selfies constantly and upload them to my blog—and guys all the time tell me how they jerk off to shots of my tight abs, or my cute bubble-shaped ass in my tiniest spandex shorts. They seem to love the way my hair floats down all the way around the curve of my ass. And the shots they really seem to love are the ones of my tits—I’m always taking hot photos of my firm, bouncy cleavage, pushed up and together and forming that perfect sexy valley in tiny tops or mini dresses or spandex sports bras. Those get shared around the net like crazy—and that's really fun for me, getting my good looks shared by men.

I pout hard. “There’s no kind of like, lab work or something I can do? Staying after work? I’ll do anything for this grade.”

Again, I pushed my cleavage forward, and again, he ignored it. Instead, he considered my words for several moments, his hand lost in the mass of his beard.

“Yes...yes! You must come by my laboratory at eleven o'clock.” He started to rummage through a mess of papers on his desk. “We need an extra pair of hands.”

I smiled to myself. I knew what that meant. Finally, he wanted me.

Was I willing to sleep with him? Oh, I don't know. Why not? He was cute for an older guy.

Toying with my blouse, I slid one slender finger along the curves of my tits. “You’ll need me to do...lots of work with my hands?”

“Yes, quite a bit.” He didn't even look up, attending papers in front of him. “We need someone to hold flasks, work with the burners, dump out trash, that sort of thing. You’d truly be a lot of help.”

Oh. My. God. 

He is so clueless.

“And I’ll pass the class?”

“That still depends on your final, I should say,” he chuckled. “But doing this is the only way that you could pass the class.”

So that was it. I had to go to the lab.

* * * * * 
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IT WAS LATE WHEN I arrived, but I arrived on time—right at eleven o'clock. It was dark outside, but warm. Of course, I was only on time to the building, not to the lab. I never thought that it would take me several minutes to figure out how to get to the lab from the outside, or even get inside at all!

The building for the lab was built from brick, and had a long kind of capital K-shape to it with doors wrapping all the way around. As such, there were a lot of potential entrances, and I had to check each and every one. Walking around the outside, every locked door made my heart beat a little faster. What if I was too late, and Dr. Sanders wouldn’t let me help out at all?

I knew I was going to be wearing a lab coat, most likely, and I wanted to still be able to show off underneath it. So, I had on a tiny orange skirt and sexy white pumps, really giving my eyeful and a mind-full (of dirty thoughts) to anyone who happened to see me. Since Dr. Sanders hadn’t paid nearly enough attention to my tits earlier, I wore a sweater that was even briefer and tighter than before.

That ought to show him, I thought. He could judge me for my brains all he wanted, but my body was definitely A plus material. I was thoroughly confident that I could make him see that so long as I worked at it. And I had such a body to work.

But, as I searched around, I could find no one, nothing. There was no one there—I didn't even see any security guards. I didn’t get it. Didn’t he tell me eleven? Maybe he meant eleven in the morning?

No, no of course not. I wouldn't have made such a stupid mistake.

Finally I found an open window—just cracked open. For a moment, I debated on whether to try and get through it. A nearby rock that looked ready-made for stepping on ended my momentary quandary—I thought of the rock as a sign that I should try and get in.

Of course, I didn't stop to think for a second that I actually must have had the wrong time, if everything was locked up tight. I simply assumed that Dr. Sanders, scatterbrained fool that he was, must have forgotten he told me to be there. If he couldn't pay attention to my smoking hot sexiness when I was right in front of him, then surely forgetting to open the door wasn't beyond him.

And so, positioning myself on the precariously small stepping surface of the rock, I hopped inside the open window, and found myself in a laboratory.

The inside of the lab was dark, and I had to take a moment to let my eyes adjust. Slivers of light shone in through the window I came through, as well as a few others on other walls. I was able to start to make out tables full of strange metal equipment, wires and cables thrown all about the room like tossed spaghetti.

Across the room was an enormous machine—tall and cylindrical, twice the height of a person. I started to notice an odd humming in the air. And, now that I was paying attention, the air itself actually felt like it was throbbing with energy. Clear on the other end of the room from the machine was the door—presumably to the hallway. I started toward it, but then hesitated. 

What was this machine? Surely it would be labeled somehow. I could find out, and then appear all smart the next time I had a discussion with some cute science guy, and maybe be that much more likely to get him to do my homework for me.

And so I approached the tall machine, fascinated for reasons that I had trouble determining all the way, and momentarily forgot all about my appointment with Dr. Sanders. In the front of the cylindrical metal structure was a tall door with a small window. Below the window was a big symbol—three blades positioned around a circle, the universal sign for radiation. Uh oh.

I was in the wrong place, in more ways than one. Time to leave. 

I headed toward the door, but my sexy high heel caught on a wire, and I tripped, spreading forward. Trying to catch my fall, my hands flung out and grabbed the nearest thing I could—which just so happened to be the control panel for the big machine.

For a moment, nothing happened. The monstrous terror of the situation was held back by a tiny string of hope that maybe I hadn't pressed anything important.

Then, the machine hummed even louder, spreading out a strange golden glow from its window. 

Oh no. 

There was a sound like ten thousand thunderstorms locked inside of a bottle—and then a big whoosh as all the air swept out of the room and my lungs.

Somehow I found myself on the ground, coughing and gasping. It seemed like there had been some kind of shockwave that had just toppled me over completely. My ears rang, and my skull throbbed with a low, hard headache. 

Then, I looked up.

There was a man waiting above me.

There was a huge man waiting above me.

He was hard to make out completely in the dark of the laboratory, but then he turned, sniffing at my prone body. The orange glow from the machine—the door now wide open—illuminated his neanderthal-type qualities.

His face was overshadowed by an enormous, strong brow. His jaw was lantern-shaped, his nose brutal in its appearance, obviously having been broken several times. A small loincloth, crafted from the skin of some dead animal, covered his crotch. Every part of him was solid, pure muscle—rippling and coiling as he examined my very still body. I was frozen with fear, completely not understanding what was happening. And even as I was terrified, I had to admit something...well, something primal about my instant attraction to him. He was unequivocally a man, and my pussy quivered with arousal.

But, at the same time, he was...well, how do you say such a thing? 

He was a caveman, pure and simple. 

I could hardly believe it, of course. How do you believe that a caveman is standing right in front of you? How do you come to terms with the fact that you have just activated what is more than likely a time machine?

It turns out that I reacted by my cuntmoistening instantly as I stared up at this incredible hulk of male above me.

The look on his face must have been the exact opposite of what I saw in Dr. Sanders—it wasn’t disinterest. No—not by a long shot! 

It was lust, pure and simple. His long, strong tongue continually slid over his lips, each sniff he took of my body becoming more and more heated.. 

He stood up tall, stretching out his thickly muscled arms. The cords of his neck, his shoulders, were almost thicker than my entire torso. In his arousal, the loincloth over his crotch rose up impressively, and then fell away with a small, annoyed tug as he stood over my hips.

Some kind of verbage fell out of his mouth. I shook my head, not understanding. He repeated whatever it was, saying, as far as I could tell, “Urg.”

I shrugged, trying to back away. “No, I'm sorry. This is all a mistake. Let me go find someone who can help you, and—”

He had no interest in listening to anything I said. His hands, large and menacing, came down on my body.

“No!” I cried out, swatting against his arm.

But he didn’t seem to care. No, even if he knew what I was saying, he knew even better what I needed. With ease, he set me down on the table. His hands on my thin, narrow waist kept me in place. I banged hard against his naked arm and chest, but these blows were useless—he was solid muscle, and anything he wanted to do, he was going to do.

He was going to fuck me whether I said I wanted him to or not. His cock, throbbing and meaty, ran over my scantily-clad naked thighs. I squirmed heatedly and tried to tell myself that all the wet movement was because I was afraid—but I knew deep down I was just turned-the-fuck-on. His muscles were like concrete.

His precious meat was enormous—I wouldn’t have been surprised if he had clubbed other cavewomen over the head with it and dragged them back to his cave. Unconsciously I began to drool, my eyes sort of glazing over as he inched closer and closer. He tore off my panties like they were nothing—annoyed with them as he had been with his loincloth. His hands gripped my hips hard, his penetrating pulsing cock hovering over my cunt. With a groan, he thrust forward.

Then he was inside of me.

I...well. What can I say? I loved it.

The instant his cock slipped into my pussy, I was in heaven. He was so fucking big! His meat drove hard into my tight walls, filling me up entirely. My hands ran up to his hot, caveman chest, so thickly muscled and haired. His hairs were like black tangles of rope, hard and bristly. He smelled like a fresh kill, like I had summoned him the second after he took down some enormous mammoth. 

That was so hot, knowing he could hunt and kill like that. That he could provide, like a real male.

The look in his eyes was wild excitement. I began to moan and cry out, and his hands came up around my mouth, and then my throat. So intense. He wanted me quiet—clearly not wanting potential predators to come by and ruin his good time. 

He grunted, thrusting his enormity into me again and again, so hard and so virulently powerful, and my cries of pleasure only got louder. And so, his grip on my throat only got harder.

I had no idea I loved being choked. But he—Urg, as I came to call him—he loved it, his piston-like fuck rhythm hurrying faster and faster as he squeezed my future-girl throat harder. And I loved it because he fucked me so incredibly well. Every thrust was heaven—and every bit of heaven was spliced with the hot choking of my throat.

His strokes picked up. He was going to cum, I could feel it. My legs wrapped around his backside, pulling him in hard—so hairy, it felt like I was sliding up against some animal. He was an animal of a man, at least.

And then, just as I wanted, just as I needed, his hot seed released into me, his thrusts pumping in time with the delicious eruption. Squealing in pleasure from being filled so suddenly, I came—hard—and then I came again as his thrusts spurted arythmically into me.

Even with his caveman intelligence, he knew he was giving me something special. A smug smile had formed on his brutish face. I came forward, kissing him on his thick neck, his broad shoulders, openly thanking him for taking me with so much force.

There was a sound from inside of the machine. Urg pulled his loincloth back up and walked away from me, toward the light. He kept making odd, confused grunts, but seemed compelled somehow to step into the light. 

Before I could say anything, he was gone.

The yellow light dissipated, and then the door of the machine closed. Was it programmed somehow to return any matter from the past that transported to the future? Maybe my body had been a distraction from the call for a time, but after Urg came, he had to obey the machine.

I don't know—just speculation. I never got to find out much about that mysterious time machine, if that's what it was. For all I knew at the time, maybe Urg wasn't a caveman at all—maybe he was some avatar of manly fucking from the future. Maybe the machine was some teleportation device, and he was just Russian. 

How would I know? Science is hard.

In a daze, my clothes practically hanging off my body, I walked down the hall, almost drunkenly wavering from one end of the hall to the other. A great deal of time had passed, and the morning light was up outdoors. A few spare students walked around, eyeing the obvious amount of skin I had showing.

Dr. Sanders came ripping around a bend, nose buried in a book. “Ah!” he said with a smile. “Miss Sweet! You’re here early! That speaks well for your grade, my dear! Come, let’s get to work.”

* * * * *
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LATER ON THAT DAY, Dr. Sanders let me know that my work in the lab—which I barely remembered in my post-fuck-session-haze of memory—let me pass the class. I was glad, but of course, I couldn’t let that be the end of my encounters with Urg.

Doing a little wiki-research, I found that other cavewomen looked nothing like me. I could walk with confidence knowing I was the completely and absolutely hottest piece of ass Urg had ever had—a legacy that would last for thousands of years. He’d tell his kids about how fucking hot I was—I would be a standard.

So, after a long nap and a heaping of recovery food in the form of grains and veggies, I decided I would see Urg again. At least one more time. I owed him that much. He was so manly, and he had fucked me so very well. 

Of course I was going to go out of my way to see him again.

That night, I dressed up just for Urg—I found a hot leopard print bikini and some knee-high leather boots. I covered myself up with a trench coat, and made my way out to the lab again, braving the cool weather in my skimpy outfit. My long dark hair bounced behind me as I walked across campus. 

Certainly, I wondered if somehow I was messing with forces far beyond my control with what I was doing. How could you interact with what you thought was a time machine and not be at least a little worried that you might be ending all of creation somehow?

But, I had already used it once and nothing bad had come to pass. Certainly one more time wouldn't hurt. 

And besides, if this thing was that dangerous, would they really leave it just in the middle of a college university where anybody could break into the lab and accidentally use it because they tripped due to really tall heels? That seemed unlikely at best. 

But then, I would have thought fucking an honest-to-god caveman was just about the unlikeliest thing that could ever happen.

Anyway, I decided to leave all that thinking and sorting out to lawyers and scientists and all of those sort of people. That's what they were for.

Me, on the other hand? I was made for fucking—and very specifically, I was pretty sure I was made for fucking Urg. Or rather, being fucked very, very hard by Urg.

So I broke back into the lab the same way I had the night before. I suppose the scientists there had the day off and hadn't tried to fix the open window—or maybe they just weren't very observant of their surroundings. I remember thinking that if the window hadn't been open, I would have probably gotten more drastic about how I chose to break in—but luckily that wasn't the case.

I approached the machine again, still humming just the same as last time. Cautiously, I pressed buttons on the control panel, hoping I wasn't somehow going to cause a nuclear explosion.. I thought I had been careful about remembering what I hit last time—but who knew? Maybe I’d summon some sabretooth tiger or some futuristic cyber-dragon thing.

The machine made the same enormous thumping-whumping noise as it did the time before—but this time I was a little prepared, my hands over my ears and all of me kneeling down behind a table. When the noise stopped, and the golden light flooded the room, I stood up to greet Urg, dropping my trench coat with a flourish.

And, he was there. But, it wasn’t just Urg this time.

Oh no. It was four of them.

I could almost imagine the scene. Urg returns to his people, and tells a story of sleeping with some goddess. The three mightiest among them—and, all naked and ripped and incredibly well-hung, they all seemed rather mighty indeed—stayed with him to fuck the goddess alongside him whenever she appeared. 

“Urg,” said Urg. He slapped the meaty chest of the caveman next to him, who was shorter, with a broader forehead. “Brog.”

“Brog,” I said slowly.

Brog smiled, stepping forward with viciously lustful intent. His friends followed him, silent and large. They looked maybe like distant cousins, each with dark long hair and the same shade of brown eyes. Their dark brown skin shone in the golden light of the machine.

I realized very quickly that this just wasn't going to be about Urg fucking me and his friends watching. Oh no. This was going to be about all of these cavemen fucking me all at once, just because they wanted to. 

I mean, obviously, right? I was hot. They were ripped and masculine and each of them with a rather potent member. And all they understood in their world was killing and fucking. 

Mmmph. I don't know how I restrained myself as long as I did. As it was, I tried foolishly to back away, and knocked down some pieces of lab equipment. 

“Oh,” I said, shaking my head as Brog came forward. My eyes were like saucer plates. “No...no...please...”

Just like Urg had, though, Brog seemed to know what I needed better than I did. He forced me down on top of a table and ripped my leopard bikini away. Within moments, his huge hands held me down and his hot cock was inside of my tight, wet pussy, filling it up completely.

For a moment or two more as he was inside of me, I resisted—but it just felt so fucking good! There were so many of them, fighting was useless, stupid. It was dumb to fight when they all had these incredible hard cocks that were so hard just for me. 

Urg slid forward, slapping Brog's chest. He wanted a go at my pussy. Not wanting them to fight, I rose up and guided Urg over to my mouth, and eagerly began sucking him like that. His eyes grew—first in surprise, and then in complete rapture. His hands sank back around my neck, choking me softly while his meat bulged in my esophagus. As far as Urg knew, this was probably the first blowjob in the history of man. 

The big silent two cavemen didn't seem to know what they were doing, casually thumbing at their cockheads while they watched me get fucked by Brog and suck off Urg. I called them over, momentarily popping my mouth off of Urg. Very quickly, I slid my hands around their huge meaty cocks, tugging up and down and aiming straight at my tits. 

I wanted to be covered in caveman cum. I wanted to be slathered in it, to drown in it. I wanted to have my entire body soaked by their hot, white, creamy perfect goo that was created just for me, only for me. 

The situation wouldn't allow for anything else—it had become a caveman gangbang. Frantically, I jerked off two of the big men while Brog fucked me with his enormous member, my long legs wrapped around his head. But even better than all of that was how Urg fucked my hot caveslut face.

Caveslut. Oh yeah. The hottest piece of ass they’d ever known in their entire cavemen lives. That was so perfect.

Something about Urg was just so special. I loved his meat shoved down my throat, I loved the hard bristles of his hairy patch of pubic hair shoved into my face. My body felt electric as he shoved into my again and again.

The cavemen all began to grunt at roughly the same time, and I could tell I was about to have a shower of cum unloaded on me. My pussy tightened on Brog's cock in anticipation.

Brog, feeling that hot tightening, came first. Even as a caveman, he knew somehow I was just made to be ruined by his cum, so he pulled out and sprayed all over my belly. The other two that I jerked off followed suit, their thick skulls knocking together as they erupted onto the mess of hot goo that Brog had already unloaded.

Urg was last. He tightened his grip around my throat and pulled out as well, unleashing his spray all over my tits, clearly cumming much more than the others. It was obvious why he was the leader. I came with him, watching his incredible cock spurt and vibrate right above my face, licking the shaft and head while the goo spurted out above me. 

They all hung over my body for several seconds, admiring me as my orgasmic throes took over and I rubbed their collection of hot caveman semen into my smoking hot babe body. It was a sight I knew they'd never forget. And, turns out, I was right. 

After a minute, though, the machine called them back—and they had to answer the call.

I watched with more than just some admiration as they walked back into the yellow light of the machine. Urg stopped, just for a moment, to gently kiss me on the forehead—which struck me. 

He really cared for me. And I realized, as I watched him fade into the light, I cared for him too, very deeply, and that feeling was growing all the time.

* * * * * 
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I VISITED URG TWO MORE times. Once, he was by himself, and the other time he brought one other friend. He became rather tender, at the end—even grunting out my name, in a caveman sort of way. 

I had lots of dreams about how we might make it work—that I might try to keep him here in my time. But these were pipedreams, of course. I don't think it ever would have truly worked out. Still, I do wonder from time to time what might have happened if I had been able to visit the machine with leisure.

But then, one night, I showed up at the lab, and the machine was gone. I suppose they caught on to my exploitation of their machine—or maybe they just had it confiscated or destroyed. It did seem rather dangerous.

I’ll never be able to go back, as far as I know—but it was fun while it lasted. And in the meantime, there's been a rather wonderful side effect. 

Whatever tribe Urg was part of was rather influential in its region, and then later on influential in the world. Lines of kings and emperors and the like came straight from where Urg originated from. 

Or, that's my guess, anyway. 

It turns out now, I'm the ideal female. For thousands of years, all any man has ever wanted when they've wanted to fuck is me. All any girl has wanted to look like has been me. All Western artwork is dedicated solely to babes who are as hot as I am. And now, here I am in the future, just so able to take all that affection and do whatever I want with it.

Dr. Sanders definitely gave me an A. When he got a good look at me the other day as I was walking across the quad, he dropped to his knees and started jerking off.

I get all the cocks I want—and I've even found a group of guys who fuck almost as hard and ruthlessly as Urg and his friends.

Still, though, I do miss Urg, even with all the extra attention now.

I know, I know, I never would have thought it either. 

But it really happened. My heart was taken by a caveman.

# # #
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Teaching Teresa
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Paul unpacked boxes in his room, taking out large handfuls of DVDs, books, and various trinkets accumulated over his twenty-two years and peppering them out onto his bed, which had quickly turned into a junk pile. He sighed—this was going to take a while. It was Thursday afternoon, the third day after moving in, and he was still unpacking things. When had he gotten so much stuff?

There was a knock on his door. His best friend and roommate, Alex, stood there, dressed down in sweat pants and a small tee. Alex was blond and stockily built, with a square jaw that reminded Paul of a superhero. Unlike a superhero, though, Alex was usually shy—clearly, the more shy of the pair. Paul, lean and tall, was always the first one to talk to ladies at a party or a club.

“Hey uh, what are we going to do with that third bedroom?” asked Alex?

The third bedroom was downstairs, right next to the entry. The upstairs, not too large in Paul's estimation, just a thousand square feet or so, was just Paul's room and Alex's room and a bathroom.

“I dunno. Study?”

“Sure. I didn’t know if we wanted to use it for like a weight room or something.”

Alex was heavy into lifting weights. His frame was heavily muscled after years of training. The stoutness of his frame meant he could lift much more than Paul, even though Paul was taller, with longer limbs. 

“I thought we were putting all that out near the living room? In that little nook, or whatever?”

Alex shrugged. “I guess so. But people can see that right when they come in. We’re gonna have parties, you know? Why make that the first thing people see?”

Paul was going to respond, but the doorbell rang.

“Are you expected anybody?” Paul asked. 

Alex shook his head. “Nope.”

It was late in the afternoon—way later than the mail would come. They walked downstairs together. The stairway was a metal spiral, looking very industrial with the wood floors and concrete bricks in the wall. Downstairs was the living room, the kitchen, the laundry, a dining room, and of course, the third bedroom.

It was a nice apartment. Probably, it was the nicest apartment in all of Grover Heights, which boasted a whole lot of upscale apartments for all the rich kids living off their parent’s money and going to the one of the nicest private universities in the world.

Alex and Paul were both sons of billionaires. Or—Paul was the son of a billionaire, and Alex was the son of a guy who sometimes was a billionaire and sometimes was simply a many, many, many hundreds-of-millions-aire, depending on the price of stock and real estate at any given time of the year. Paul took a sort of mean pride in pointing this out pretty regularly to Alex. 

In any case, they were both filthy stinking rich, and their fathers wanted them to follow in the family business—which meant going to business school and then law school. Now seniors at Mapleton University, they wanted to spend their last year flaunting their wealth a bit more than usual—and so had picked up the nicest living space they could find on their allowance. 

Alex opened the door downstairs. Behind it was a gorgeous young blond, smiling prettily.

Paul and Alex both were speechless, not entirely sure what to say. There was just no other way to look at her—she was a knockout. Dressed in tight, tight, short, short, denim shorts that were more like underwear than proper clothing, her ass and legs were on full display. She turned toward them, ever so slightly, letting them see the way her gorgeous tanned skin was unable to be contained by her flimsy clothing. Brown leather boots slid up her beautiful legs, showing off their length, and she tugged at the skimpy pink tank top she had on, already quite strained by her enormous, buoyant bust. The breasts, Paul measured quickly, were easily 36Ds, and probably much larger than that.

“Hello, big strong men,” she said, still smiling, clearly enjoying their eyes on her. She twirled one yard-length strand of blond hair. “Alex and Paul, yes?”

Her accent was soft, electric. Something Eastern-European that Paul couldn’t trace. It coated every word she said in sweet allure.

She stepped past both of them—through them, actually. Her hot ass slid across Paul’s hips, and her thick breasts skated along Alex’s chest. 

“This place, I love it!” She clapped her hands together and turned back to them. “When do I start?”

Paul and Alex exchanged glances. 

“I’m sorry,” said Alex. “But who are you?”

“I’m your third roommate, of course.” She batted his chest. “Or, yes, I hope that is what to become. I am Teresa.” 

She held out a hand—Paul took it, and then Alex. Heavenly soft. He could not fight the image of it wrapping around his cock, jerking him off as she cooed to him in that luscious accented voice.

“Roommate?” asked Paul. “What roommate?”

As far as he knew, he and Paul were completely by themselves in the place. That was sort of the appeal. A fun guy’s place to have, no worries about upkeep or any of that. They certainly didn’t need any help with the rent.

She seemed slightly confused. It was a look that suited her, as Paul imagined most looks did. “The roommate from your posting online. Am I mistaken?”

“Oh,” said Alex, slapping his head. “I totally forgot about that. I posted it...I don’t know, last night? Two nights ago?”

“Two nights ago,” confirmed Teresa. “Three fifty-four in the morning. Very late.”

“Right,” said Alex. He looked at Paul. “I was drunk.”

“You were drunk,” said Paul. It had been their first night in the place. They cracked open a bottle of expensive whiskey and tore into a cheap pizza. “I remember that. You really posted all that? Everything we talked about?”

Alex shrugged. “I guess so.”

Teresa, pulled out the print-out of the ad from her purse and gently handed it to them. Her hands were expertly manicured. 

“You certainly did.”

Paul’s eyebrows rose as he examined the ad:

ATTENTION LADIES: MAID NEEDED

LOOKING FOR A BEAUTIFUL GIRL 

TO CLEAN, COOK, AND GENERALLY

LOOK HOT WHILE WE TAKE CARE OF

SCHOOLWORK AND OTHER MANLY

TYPE ACTIVITIES

ONLY HOT WOMEN NEED APPLY. 

PAYMENT:

ONE THOUSAND A WEEK. 

FREE ROOM AND BOARD.

Paul was impressed. This was much more candid than Alex usually was.

“So?” said Teresa. “You big, strong men need maid, yes? Very beautiful maid to do girly work for you?”

Alex stumbled over his words. “Listen, miss...”

“Miss?” She laughed. “So formal. Please, I am younger than both of you. Just barely eighteen, truthfully.” Her fingers slid up and down her ample bosom. “Call me Teresa. Please.”

Paul loved the way she continually said that—“please.” It was incredibly hot to think about her saying it again and again while he drove his cock into her. He was getting stiff.

Alex nodded. “All right, Teresa. It’s just that, I mean, I was really hammered when I wrote that, and I’m not really sure that it’s anything that we really—”

Paul, taking in the eyeful of what were Teresa’s seemingly endless physical benefits, elbowed Alex in the arm. 

“What my friend is trying to say,” Paul explained, “is that we sort of need to, you know, check your references before we can actually hire you.”

She sighed, pouting a bit. Her lips formed a small heart. “Yes? I thought perhaps it would please strong, big men like you both. Having a girl around who does anything, no questions asked. This is not what you want? You must ask questions, first?”

Alex gulped, Paul grinned, and Teresa continued. “I come to this country for my education. Is very nice so far. But, I have no place to stay so far. But, many skills I have. Cooking. Cleaning. Dressing. I know how to dress in ways the men like. I can dress however big, strong men ask me to.” She giggled. “My body? Is very nice, yes? I do not like to hide it. And so, it is money I need, yes? So, yes? You pay, and I stay?”

Paul had something of a light bulb go off over his head. 

“Why don’t you show us that you can clean?” asked Paul.

She smiled warmly. “You want demonstration? Of course.”

Holding her hand out dramatically, she emptied out her tiny purse onto the floor. Spare change, a small wallet, and a few make-up products rolled around. Effortlessly, she bent over at the waist and went to work grabbing each item. Only the barest threads of denim prevented them from seeing her ass completely. 

“Oh,” she said, voice soft. “This is very hard, actually. Difficult. I must become closer.”

With an elaborate dip, she slipped down her knees, shaking out her gorgeous golden locks. She crawled around on the floor in her heels, picking up the spare pennies and nickels, dropping them and giggling, and then stretching out her beautiful lithe body to grab them again.

As she stood up, she backed her ass in between Alex and Paul, one cheek of the dynamically-muscled rear touching both of them. She slid upward, pressing against their bodies, their barely-restrained cocks, and shook her hair around, flitting them both in the face. She smelled like spices, old and somehow fresh. Primal. 

She took Alex’s hand and then Paul’s, clasping them together into her bosom, where she gave the tips a little kiss.

“Please, Sirs? I very badly need this job. I want to make you both very happy.”

Alex’s mouth hung open, staring at Paul—please make a decision, this look said. Paul nodded.

“You,” said Paul, “are completely hired.”

* * * * *
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FOUR O’CLOCK SATURDAY morning, Alex came downstairs, hungry and thirsty, and saw Teresa in the kitchen, peeking in the fridge. The kitchen was large and open, with a small island and lots of marble-topped surfaces. The fridge was the kind that was flush with the cabinets, the doors appearing to be made of the same wooden material. 

It had been two nights since she moved in. Mostly it had been uneventful so far, outside of absolutely everything Teresa doing being the clearest definition of a sexual event that Alex had ever seen.

The girl was like liquid sex, leaving hot trails of her hotness everywhere—more than enough to stay permanently turned-on by. Alex found himself trailing after her while she cleaned, watching the shiny locks of her hair or the tight curves of her incredible ass, the bounces of her continuously braless breasts. 

She had cleared that with them on her first day—not wearing a bra.

“It is okay, yes? I don’t like them much, and they are not needed, besides. If you want, sometimes, I wear for bed, or maybe for making pretty. Lingerie, and all of that. Is okay? You have no complaints?”

Neither of them did, of course. Watching the foreign beauty’s breasts bounce was like coming in first in some contest they had no idea they had been a part of. She watched them watching her, and seemed to enjoy it. 

Certainly, the case could be made for her showing off. Probably it wasn’t necessary for her to do the vacuuming in six-inch heels and a metallic string bikini—but that was how she had done it so far. She had been working for over a half an hour before “suddenly realizing” that the vacuum wasn’t even on. The boys hadn’t noticed either, sipping at beers in their chairs and watching her work. 

It was like that with most of her chores so far. Everything had a different outfit. Bikinis for vacuuming. Minidresses for kitchen work. Shorts and tiny tank-top for dusting and general clutter. They didn't request any outfits yet. It was brilliant just watching what she would put on.

Now, in the early morning, presumably up from bed, she wore incredibly small boy shorts and a skimpy white tee that seemed clearly overwhelmed by the volume of tit-flesh that Teresa put out. 

Before the dim light of the fridge, her body looked as perfect as it Alex continually thought it was. Her shorts—tiny and clingy—hugged her ass, showing off the perky globes that she had clearly worked hard on. Yesterday, Alex had watched her as she woke up early in the morning to work out. Pilates, mostly. She also explained that frequently she would incorporate lots of yoga and, if it was all right, she would occasionally indulge with Paul and Alex's elliptical machine “if she didn’t feel up to much work.”

Teresa turned and saw him as he entered the kitchen, her plush lips wrapped around the edge of a milk carton. Surprised, her grip faltered, and she spilled the milk all down the front of her tight tank top. In the dim light, he could clearly make out her nipples—hard and erect—the t-shirt plastered against her incredibly supple breasts. 

“Oh, nooo,” she moaned, rubbing the milk on her shirt. “You surprise me, big man. So strong. I do not see.”

Alex couldn’t tell if she was legitimately upset or if she just wanted to rub her wet tits together. Either way, the effect on him was to give him a perfectly hard cock, right away. 

“Shirt is no good, now.” She shook her head. “I must remove.”

With seemingly no inner-debate whatsoever, she slipped the shirt off—revealing her wet, perfect tits underneath. 

God, thought Alex. They were truly amazing. He wanted to call some kind of records book and let them know to stop looking for anything better.

The two of them—him and her—were both practically naked. Both of them without shirts, both of them only in underwear. Alex, without any conscious thinking, let his hand drift to his crotch. 

She couldn’t see him do it, he realized. He was angled behind the island in the middle of the kitchen, and she couldn’t really see if he positioned his hand just so and just...watched her. Gasping just slightly, he let the stiff surface of his cock slide against the hardness of the island. His fingers gently massaged his cockhead as he watched her sliding more and more puddles of milk up into her hands from where they had settled in her tight, hot cleavage. Trying to hide his activity, he bent over onto the island with his free hand out. 

“Perhaps you could help, yes?” she asked. “The paper towels?”

They were across the way on the counter. He tried to reach with his free hand, and couldn’t make the distance. Trying not to blush, he stood up straighter—rubbing his cock more into the hard island—and shook his head. If he walked over to grab them, she’d certainly see his boner in his boxers. Alex didn’t think he was huge, but he definitely was big enough for someone to notice that.

“You’re...” he shook his head, stroking the head of his cock. Pleasure coursed through his body. “You’re the maid. Clean it up.”

At first, she looked annoyed, which for whatever reason made Alex stroke a little harder. She must have seen him, though—because then she smiled wide. 

“I see, yes,” she said with a hot giggle. “Big, strong man wants his little hot maid doing his bidding? This is all part of plan, yes? Scare helpless girl, make her spill milk? You like wet, hot body, yes?”

He couldn’t answer. Her words were turning him on too much. His cock felt so thick, throbbing so hotly...

“Mmm, oh yes. I see very well. I suppose if no help is to be had, then I must clean myself some way...”

Slowly, she reached into the fridge and pulled open a bottle of water. Smiling, she cracked it open, and then poured it over her hair and body. Her tits, already damp from the milk, were cleaned at once, but still sparkling wet. And now the rest of her body was glistening wet as well, her tiny shorts soaked all the way through, perfectly molding to her tight and clearly hairless pussy. Alex stroked harder, unable to help himself. She was so fucking hot! His boxers dropped down, and he gripped his cock with his whole hand.

“You like, yes? Sir enjoys?” she asked, strutting over toward him. “Does Sir enjoy watching his maid working away for him?”

She crossed the plane of the island, and took a long, lustful look down. Her bright blue eyes locked on his cock, now out and free, and she bit her lower lip in open longing, watching him stroke it.

“That’s right.” She slid next to him, nodding encouragingly. Her cheek pressed against his, both of them looking at his cock. “Go on. Stroke it, Sir. Such big, strong, rich man. Please, do not stop? You won’t, will you, Sir?”

He shook his head. He couldn’t even begin to, really. God, her cheek was so very warm against his. Her body so tight and small and hot and busty. 

“Please then, Sir. Keep going.” She slipped away, her hands trailing down his torso. “Continue to watch, yes? Watch me clean. For you. Watch me...do your bidding, yes?”

She knelt down then, grabbing all the paper towels, and slowly began cleaning up the mess. She stretched and receded, stretched and receded, wiping up the spilled milk and water, on her knees the whole time. God, her back, her breasts, her hair! All of her so beautiful, so hot. Her muscles so perfectly toned. She cast looks back up at him often and easy, her face filled with lust.

She loved this, he realized. She loved showing off like this. She loved doing what he said. 

More than anything, he wanted to command her suck him off, to let him fuck her wild, but he was already so, so, so very close. He didn’t want to just enter her and be done immediately. That would be embarrassing—and god, it felt so good just to stroke with her watching.

“I’m gonna...” he moaned “I’m gonna cum...”

With a long, precious moan, she turned over and got on her knees, nodding and cooing, holding her wet tits together with her soft, soft hands. 

“Yes, Sir. My Sir. Big, strong man. Please cum, yes? Please, unleash all of it? I want to see it, Sir. It’s so, so important...”

Grunting, breath shaking his body, he came all over the floor. As bottled up as he had been, there was a lot of it. It spilled into the tiles, hot and gooey. Teresa's eyes lit up anew with each new spurt.

“Oh my, Sir” purred Teresa. “Another mess for me to clean, yes? So much trouble you are. Such a big, big mess you make.”

“I-I can take of it,” he offered, feeling embarrassed. 

“Oh, must you?” She leaned down, her mouth right over it, face full of hunger. “I had been looking forward to performing duties for you. I am...rather good at cleaning, yes? The apartment, it is spotless, hmm? Won’t you allow me, please? Please, Sir? Let me lick your mess off the floor, like good maids do?”

“Yes,” he said, still shuddering. He had cum so hard.

And then, as he watched, she licked up his cum off the tile floor in long, hot motions with her tongue. A contented, happy smile arrived on her face as she worked, eyes shining.

Then, she slipped up and kissed him on the cheek.

“Good night, handsome. Let me know if you need me to do any more...cleaning.”

With that, she strutted off, back over to her room.

“Holy cow,” said Alex. “Who am I living with?”

* * * * *
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IT WAS EARLY IN THE morning on Saturday, and Paul was going to be late for class. This was fine, he was always late to classes (and especially the once-a-week Saturday classes that lasted for two-and-a-half hours), but he preferred to keep it under twenty minutes after the start of class. There was a certain level of decorum to be respected after all.

But, he still needed a shower, and the water in the bathroom upstairs had been running for nearly half-an-hour now.

Paul banged hard on the door. 

“Come on, Alex! Hurry it up.”

Metal and pipes squeaked as the faucets were shut off. He could hear some light steps and a towel being pulled off the rack. Then, the door opened, steam blocking his view. Coughing a bit, he waved his arm, trying to clear it.

“Jeez,” he said. “Thanks for taking all the hot water.”

And then he saw that it wasn’t Alex at all—oh no. It was Teresa, fresh and wet and perfect.

Teresa stepped away, only wearing a towel—and barely that. You could not say it wrapped around the firm, hot cheeks of her ass, because it was held too loosely and stopped entirely too high. The only thing the tiny towel did cover, in fact, were the ends of her nipples, the luscious valley between her legs, and the tiny, toned, tanned torso in between. 

“Come now, studly, big man,” she giggled. “Close your jaw, yes? There could be bugs.”

He realized suddenly that he wasn't really dressed to be in front of a woman like her. He wasn't dressed at all, actually—just wearing the boxers he slept in, and that was all.

“Uh...right.” He shook his head. “Why aren’t you using your shower?”

“That shower?” She rolled her eyes. “That shower no has many things I require. Not enough space for me to stretch. No interesting attachments for...interesting needs, yes?”

She was referring, he thought, to the shower-head with its many options. He and Alex, when they first arrived in the apartment, had joked that it was the sort of thing that women used to masturbate with. And now...Teresa had just had all but confirmed their theory.

He took a moment to consider that—Teresa pleasuring herself. Giving herself an orgasm. That perfect face driven on fire with bliss, her mouth opening and closing, her hot, tiny body wet and writhing, begging for more...

And now he was getting a hard-on. He shifted, trying to hide it in the door.

With no ceremony, she dropped her towel down, grabbing a vial off the bathroom counter. Her beautiful, young, perfect body was perfectly exposed to him. Her tits were exquisite, her torso sublime. Her snatch—completely shaved. 

“I would ask favor of you,” she said, giving the bottle in her hands a shake. “Could you oil my body?” 

“O-oil you?”

He had no idea why someone with such perfect, hot skin would need any oil at all.

“Yes, Sir. Rub oil all up and down my body. It is intimate, yes? As you and I are intimate. Living so close, after all. But perhaps not sexual. I am not able to oil my own back, you see?” 

She showed him how she tried—and clearly, she could reach, and was just holding back. She wanted his hands on her. Paul could tell.

“Well?” she said. “You help, yes? Or simply stare at my naked body all day? I admit, both have their advantages, though perhaps you have a preference?”

No doubt about it, Paul would be happy to oblige her.

He squirted the oil onto his hands—it smelled like some kind of flower. Lavender, maybe. It warmed as he rubbed it in his hands. Gingerly, he reached out and gripped her hip, steadying her while he rubbed the oil into her back. He wasn't sure how much pressure she would allow him to apply.

“You’re so strong, yes?” she said. They were in front of the mirror, and he could see the front of her amazing nakedness as he worked. “I’ve seen your muscles. I see them now. So big. Certainly you can touch me harder than that?”

Feeling a bit more confident, he ran his hand up her torso—tight and so amazingly toned. Her body, as luscious as it was, was as hard as a rock in all the right places. She moaned as he touched her—and so, feeling braver than ever, he slipped his oiled hand around her breasts.

That elicited a long, pleasured moan from Teresa's mouth. Her eyes, in the mirror, encouraged him to keep going.

His hands dug into her tits hard now, tweaking the nipples. She moaned even more, pressing her body hard back against his. Steadily, his cock grew and grew—and he knew she could feel it.

“There’s one really hard place to oil in proper way,” she said, reaching back and slipping off his boxers.

Her hand, quickly covered in the hot, beautifully-scented oil, wrapped around his cock, slathering it in the warming substance. Then, she turned and pressed her rear against him. Her ass cheeks had firmly planted on either side of his completely stiff cock. Her naked oily body moved up and down, stroking him with the pressure of her hot, toned muscles. His cock head slid up, continuously pushing against the small of her back.

“Oh god, you do such good job,” she moaned. “That place is so, so hard to do myself...”

He squeezed her big tits harder, using them like handles while he fucked the cheeks of her ass. “I’m doing you right, huh?”

“Yes, Sir. So right.”

He thrust harder and harder, using her entire body to masturbate his cock. It was somehow more demeaning than just fucking her—as he knew he wasn't going to make her cum. Still, though, she seemed to love it—the vicious, hot glint in her eyes letting him know that his every action was pure pleasure for her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “I’m gonna cum, Teresa. I’m gonna cum all over you...”

“Oh yes, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, yes? Please, give me what I need...I want to spread it all over my body, please...”

The thought of that was just too much. With a yell, he came, erupting all over her back. Breathing heavy, he pushed her against the sink, collapsing and kissing her shoulder softly. His cum had sprayed all up the surface of her tiny, toned back.

As he watched, she used her nimble arms and slipped up all the excess cum into her palm. He expected her to clean it off with a towel or something, but instead, just as she had moaned and promised, she took all the hot, gooey mess and rubbed it on her tits and neck. 

“So good,” she exhaled. 

Slipping around, she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. 

“So helpful,” she giggled, and then her face lowered, becoming very sultry. “I feel bad having you pay me when you help me out like that.”

And then she slipped out the door, leaving Paul alone in the bathroom. If not for the drained sensation of his balls and the oily residue in his hands, he might have thought it was a dream.

“Wow,” said Paul, the door shutting. “Who am I living with?”

* * * * *
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LATER THAT SAME DAY, in the early afternoon, Teresa dropped a vase in the living room as she was dusting. 

For whatever reason—their excitement, they both had guessed—she was wearing a French maid's outfit with the tiny black and white dress, white stockings, and high-heeled black pumps. Of course, she looked gorgeous in it.

She dropped the vase right in front of the boys—sitting in the couch in front of the television, craft beers in their hand, they both could see how she simply lost her grip. The vase shattered instantly, spreading out all over the living room floor. Alex got up to help her, but she waved him off, beckoning for her to sit. 

Carefully, she stepped around the mess and knelt down before them, crawling close. In her maid's outfit, it was quite the sight. Alex hadn't yet told Paul about his incident earlier that morning—and he had the feeling (though no proof, yet) that Paul had experienced something similar in the bathroom later on.

“My clumsiness does this household great insult.” Teresa, her eyes low, sniffed dramatically. “I must receive punishment.”

Neither of them really knew what she was talking about. 

Alex shook his head. “Really, it’s all right. That thing was junk, anyway. I think we barely paid a thousand for it. And you can’t get a good vase for anything less than five figures.”

“So much money,” she put a hand to her mouth. “I must receive all punishment.”

Without saying anything else, she crawled forward and then slid up into into Alex’s lap, her perfect ass facing upward. Her arms and face landed in Paul’s lap, right next to Alex. 

“Please, Sirs,” she gulped, tears in her eyes. “Punish. Please? I deserve. Please.”

“Punish you how?” asked Alex, disbelieving still.

“Spank. Hit. Slap. I need. I must be taught. Do not break anything again.”

Both of them hesitated, shaking their heads a bit. They mouthed the words to each other. Spank? Slap?

“Please!” Her voice so urgent. “Is so necessary. Please, you must!”

If it had been some other woman, or if he hadn't experienced with her what he experienced the night before, Alex might have ran away. But she had already, within the last twenty-four hours, begged to lick his cum up off the floor. She was a different sort of girl...one that he was learning had very exclusive, very hot needs. 

And god, her ass was so tight, so hot...and she wasn't wearing any panties at all under that tiny dress, he found.

Timidly, Alex spanked her. 

“Yes,” she moaned, grinding her pelvis down. “Good. Harder, yes? You must teach.”

With some shifting, her hands slipped around both of their cocks, on top of Paul’s loose pants and Alex’s shorts.

“Teach me,” she moaned again. “Punish me. Both of you. Is so good to be punished.”

Paul, shrugging a bit, slapped her across the face. Not hard—just enough to make a loud, hot sound fill the room.

Alex was stunned—not expecting this at all. But Teresa just squeezed their cocks harder, stroking them hard under their shorts. 

“Yes,” she moaned. “Punish me, please? I am so bad. I must learn lesson.”

Paul slapped her again, and again, Teresa moaned. Alex could feel her pussy dripping down onto his calves.

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, another? With spanking, as well?”

Alex, still timid, spanked her again. Paul, in time with that, slapped her again.

She moaned harder—her pelvis thrashing wildly on Alex’s thigh. She was getting off on this, he realized. She loved to be treated like this.

With gusto, now, he spanked her lovely ass hard. Paul, perhaps making the same realization, slapped her face a bit harder as well—hard enough to turn her face red. Teresa loved every second of it, every escalation. It was degrading, humiliating, and perfect for her twisted, hot mind. She loved the feel of their hands on her, using her, abusing her. She loved being made into their servant who needed to be punished and used at every opportunity.

Paul got the idea, apparently, to choke her while he slapped her—and that sealed it. With his hand wrapped around her throat, Alex spanking her with gusto, and Paul slapping her gorgeous face with his free hand, Teresa came, bucking hard and moaning in her native language, filling the air with endless praises of both of them. Her tight, toned body pressed down hard on Alex's thighs, and he could feel the vibration of her pussy as bliss coursed through her.

Alex, watching all this, feeling her gorgeous body thrash against him, feeling so very much in control of this foreign beauty, could not help but come as well. He gripped her ass hard, thrusting up in the air against her beautiful body.

She slipped off both of them, kneeling down completely. Alex saw that Paul had come, too, his pants completely stained. 

Teresa smiled and kissed their feet in turn. “My Sirs are so very good to me.”  She turned to the mess for a moment. “I must clean myself, first. Then this broken mess. I learn my lesson well.”

Then she crawled off, presumably to her room, covered in sweat and her own juices.

Paul and Alex took some time, breathing hard. 

“Who the hell are we living with?” they asked in unison.

* * * * *
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LATE SATURDAY NIGHT, six hours after the incident with the vase, Paul and Alex decided they had to make their move. They had just decided this, talking it over in the living room, when they heard the distinctive click of tall tall heels behind them from the entryway.

“Hi boys,” said Teresa.

She looked amazing, of course, but she always looked amazing. Even so, she had managed to outdo herself somehow. A tight blue dress sparkled on her knock-out body, garish and completely gorgeous. Bright jewelry shone in her ears, on her wrists. Every part of her a decoration.

Her legs were the real eyepiece, though. She had on tight black boots, leather, that wrapped all the way up to her thighs. But even then, she had so much leg that there was still a lot of her hot, tanned real estate showing there. And just like real estate, it looked better and better the closer they got. 

Both of them just stared at her, slack-jawed. She giggled, apparently rather used to this sort of treatment at this point. Paul felt his cock growing, his thick meat sliding forward happily in his pants.

“I go out for date. This country, it has many friendly people, I find. My cousin, she finds me good man to take me to dinner. Nice boy, she tell me. Of course, my cousin, I believe her. She is pretty. She is one to know a good boy, yes? Is good plan, yes?”

“No,” said Paul. He got up and stepped past her and locked the door. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Her face, for once, lost its giggling, girlish charm as confusion set in. “I lose your meaning. Why not? This is good night to go out, yes?”

“It’s a fine night to go out,” said Alex. “Saturday nights are good for that. But you’re not going out.”

“That’s right,” said Paul. “You still have a lot of work left to do here.”

Teresa shook her beautiful head, gorgeous blond locks shimmering. “This is not true. I do all work prescribed. I am very thorough. Now I go out. I am not property, to be kept.”

That last part almost sounded like a dare. She had raised an eyebrow, cocked out her hip with her leg out.

“Maybe you are,” said Paul, gripping her shoulder. 

From holding her shoulder—strong hands planted so firmly on her—Paul felt his cock give a healthy jump. He knew it was serious, from that point on, that they were really going to go through with this. Teresa, looking at the hand, merely raised an eyebrow. Some women might have been scared. She was just curious.

“Oh yes? What then do I do instead?” Her hand slid up to Paul’s, rubbing it softly.

“We want our money’s worth,” said Alex, stepping close to her.

“Yeah,” Paul pulled her into the corner now. “You’re not giving us what we deserve.”

Alex flanked her other side. His hand landed on her thigh. She did nothing to stop it—in fact, her thighs opened up, letting him search freely. Alex took advantage, sliding first lower on the cool leather of her boots, and then higher—her flesh so warm and supple.

“Oh yes? And what is it my two men, big and so strong, deserve?”

Paul squeezed her tits, hard. A soft, perfect moan exited from Teresa’s mouth. 

“You boys...you men...so strong,” she purred. “So decisive. I like very much. I am just girl, though. Very silly. No good thoughts. I don’t know how to decide anything.” 

Alex’s hand slid all the way up her dress—Paul saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Probably Alex could feel she was wet already. Her pussy folds probably pulsing against his probing fingers.

She gasped, smiling at Paul. “From me, you just have to take what you want. So much better when hot, strong men take charge of a situation and...establish control.”

Working Paul’s shorts down in record time, she slipped his hand around his semi-hard cock, stroking it hard. It felt incredible, like sexual lightning ran through her body and attached itself to him. He didn't mind Alex being right there, not at all. It was hot, she was hot. All of this was amazing.

“Please...teach me how to give you money’s worth? I want to be such good maid for you both.”

Paul pushed her down, bending her over at the waist. Alex, timid Alex, had to be encouraged—and so as Paul pushed Teresa's dress up over her waist, he also pushed her beautiful face into Alex's crotch. 

“Wait...” said Paul suddenly, almost pained. “Protection. I should...get...”

Teresa turned though, desperate for him to continue. “Please, no!” She bit her beautiful lips. “No protection. Come in me bare, yes? I need. You can make me pregnant...own me completely. Put that cum in my unprotected womb, please, sir?”

Oh god, it was such a risk. But Paul, so turned on, his cock right in front of her needy, hot pussy, didn't care anymore. Fuck it, he thought.

Like it had been made just for him, Paul's cock slid easy into Teresa's open, hot, waiting pussy. She moaned with bliss the second he entered her, her mouth sucking and gasping, needing to be filled by Alex's cock. 

Alex was only too happy to oblige her now, slapping her gently—eliciting a moan—before stuffing her hot face with his rich, studly cock. And so then she was bent over between them, completely under their control, being drilled by both young billionaire studs.

They wanted her to enjoy it, of course. Paul slapped her ass hard as he drove into her totally bareback, changing up which cheek he struck as he continued. Alex moaned every time he spanked her—Paul's spankings increased Teresa's moans and fellatio efforts, making it even better for Alex. And every time Alex gave Teresa a little slap, she pushed back harder against Paul's thrusts.

“God, you're such a fucking hottie,” said Paul. “Such a fucking good maid.”

“Yeah,” grunted Alex. “You're our fuckmaid.”

“I'm gonna fill you up, Teresa. I'm gonna fill my girl up. You're gonna be fucking flooded with it, oh god...oh shit...”

Bliss overcame him. His knees locked up, his ass tightened together, and he finally released. He came hard, filling her pussy up with his hot, white sperm. He could see Alex cumming at about the same time, Teresa dutifully swallowing every last drop that she could. Every bit of their white, hot jizz was gleefully taken by this beautiful foreign babe. That was pretty hot.

Even hotter, though, was how their combination fucking had made her cum over and over again. Paul could still feel her pussy pulsing and gripping for several seconds after he came as the throes of orgasmic rapture still gripped her gorgeous body.

After a few moments, they slipped themselves out from her, and they all collapsed to the floor. After a moment, she curled up between them both, holding them in her arms.

“I’m so glad to be your happy fuckmaid,” she purred, kissing one and then the other. “You teach me well. Perhaps I call my cousin who lives on other side of town, and you teach her as well? She is lovely, like me. Needs many lessons in behaving. You will like.”

Paul smiled—and saw Alex smiling too. That sounded like a lot of fun.

# # #
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Gang Heat: The Librarian
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All around her were the hard, rugged bodies of dangerous men. They were bare, shirtless and pantless, but before their strong, masculine bodies she was the most naked. 

She was the most vulnerable. 

She was on her hands and knees, waiting for the next one to come and take her like so many had taken her already.

Her body, full of their seed and marked with scratches and bruises of their rough loving, trembled with desire. 

When the day had started, she had been a virgin, and had expected to be so for a long time yet.  Now, there was nothing more she wanted at that very moment than to be filled, again and again. 

It was no secret to her that they weren’t using any protection. She wasn’t on any birth control whatsoever. And so whatever they did, it would be permanent. 

They would keep filling her and filling her until she her body was filled finally with that special present, that perfect gift—a new life growing in her fertile womb gifted to her by some anonymous member of the gang surrounding her.

They carried their guns still, but the guns weren’t necessary. Her will was theirs now. They could have made her do what they wanted by force of muscles alone—for their muscles were all hard, dense, and incredibly well-defined on their big bodies. They could have used their muscles—and they did, to hold  her down, to thrust into her, to pick her up and bang her against walls and books—but they never had to.

Because even though it took her some time to admit it to herself, she wanted this. 

She wanted the degradation. She wanted the objectification. She wanted the debasement, the debauchery, the defilement that these hard, wicked men offered. 

More than anything else, she wanted to be the subject of their gang bang. 

* * * * *
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OUTSIDE THE LIBRARY, snow gathered quickly. The weather reports were dismal and growing rather alarming—from all accounts, it seemed as though a blizzard was moving in. Lilah, the youngest librarian on staff at Pinewood Library in the town of Rosington, looked out the window with a mixture of concern and annoyance on her face. 

“If they don’t let me go soon,” she said to no one in particular, “I’ll have to spend the night here.”

It was not an exciting prospect. The library was large—one of the larger buildings in the neighborhood, even with its long strip of locally-owned hipster-esque stores, complete with gourmet dog food cafeterias and organic children’s toy shops. 

As the library was a large building, it was also inescapably empty when no one was there, and if there was one thing Lilah truly did not like, it was being alone. 

Alone, like she was at home every night since her last awful relationship ended in an awful break-up, more than six months ago when she had graduated college. Her former beau wanted her to stay in town at Western University to wait on him hand and foot, but it wasn’t in the good way. 

It wasn’t in the way that turned her on, the way that men sometimes were unstoppably hot alphas with fuck-you attitudes and muscles so big they strained XXL shirts, with cocks that reached to their knees even when soft, with thick hands made for choking and slapping and grabbing at hair to enable the roughest sex possible. 

No, little Howard, a natural born coward, had wanted Lilah to take care of everything for him because he was too scared to take care of anything himself. Her internment as his girlfriend had been initiated largely through pity, and that was how it had progressed, until pitifully, she ended it. It was a good decision, but she still felt bad. It was unlikely he would find another girl as pretty as her—and he hadn't even had the guts to fuck her. 

She would have been willing if he had ever been a man about it. But no, she was still a virgin.

The library was empty now. At least when her apartment was empty, it was a relatively small space. This place was positively large, and the deep caverns of books on all three levels of it (two stories and a basement) made it seem all the larger. There could be someone hiding anywhere. Or something. 

Lilah read lots of books—obviously, as a librarian, it was sort of a prerequisite—and so her imagination got away from her sometimes. The nearest creaking board, shifting under the weight of the winds pressing in from outside, was a shadowy monster, ready to slide out into the open air. The heavy thumping as the trees outside dripped large gobs of snow onto the roof was some team of interdimensional commandos, hell-bent on murdering everyone they saw. 

Or...taking. Forcing everyone. Especially the pretty girls...who they needed to breed.

There was no one around—no one in the library but her. There wouldn’t be anyone around with the blizzard coming in. Lilah found it easy to slide her fingers down into her tight jeans, quickly slipping the belt open and undoing her buttons. 

Her fingers found her clit almost immediately, stroking there and deeply encouraging her tense body to relax, to dream, to think about those musclebound commandos barking orders at her. They’d have thick cocks and a need to breed. 

Each one would be taken with the lovely young librarian. At five foot six and most of it long legs and heavy tits, Lilah was a looker for sure. Her hair, thick and a deep rustic brown, was kept in a long ponytail behind her head. She had on a red sweater that was easy to shift around as she daydreamed, her hand slipping up around a nipple. The tiny, erect protrusion of flesh sent pulses of pleasure through her body as she tweaked and manipulated its hefty circumference, soft moans exiting her mouth. 

“Take me...” she whispered, closing her eyes. The commandos closed in on her, circling, cocks out. They grabbed at her hair, her tits. “Make me do it. Force me...shove it in my mouth, oh fuck...breed me...get me so fucking pregnant...”

Outside, the snow continued to gather, heavier and heavier. There was knowledge—distant now in her mind, pushed well behind the expansive forceful fantasy she explored in her solitude at the library—that if she did not receive a call to close down in an hour or so, by about two o’clock in the afternoon, then she would not be able to make it home in the snow. 

The library had provisions for such occasions, as it snowed often in Rosington, and so there were extra space heaters and a generator and lots of food and drink to consume were she to be snowed in. In the upstairs office was a cot with a blanket and pillow. Her feeling was that probably she would be snowed in. 

The government took its time about every sort of decision, and it required several links in the chain of command communicating back and forth rapidly to let her know information about the library closing even as early as a little bit late. Usually, the links did not communicate rapidly. 

She slid against the wall, her fingers pushing up into her hungry cunt. If they were going to make her stay here, then she was going to make the best of it. She was not far from the window, sliding up against the wall just next to it with her glasses knocking against the stone walls. 

If someone looked in at the proper angle they might see her, there was no real way to know exactly what she was doing, as her hands and pelvis were well-underneath the bottom of the window. Their only clue would be her closed eyes and her blissful expression, aching for the forceful hands of strong men who knew exactly what to do with a body like hers...

A series of hard, sudden shots rang out across the square outside. Lilah, for a moment, simply incorporated them into her fantasy—men were holding a gun to her head, firing them in the air to ensure that she knew they meant business. She would have no choice, no choice at all but to do exactly what they wanted. Her mouth wrapped around their cocks, a gun barrel pressed to her head, and she moaned with the thick heat of their cocks forced down into her throat...

The shots rang out again, followed by a series of tire squeals and the unmistakable cacophony of police sirens. Lilah, flushing furiously, cut her pleasure session short to look out the window. 

It was hard to see anything in the gathering snowstorm. She could make out maybe twenty feet in front of the first floor window where she was, which was still very much the parking lot. Indeed, she had parked in one of the closest spots to the front of the building so as to minimize her time in the cold, and she had trouble seeing her car—which was the lone car in the parking lot at the time. 

Hard tire squeals right outside the library set her heart racing. Something was happening. She heard heavy masculine voices just outside and then there were serious, powerful bangs against the side double doors.

Something was very wrong—someone was very wrong, and they were trying to get into the library after some kind of fight with the police. 

Panicking, Lilah rushed from one row of books to another, teeter-tottering between biography and history, trying to get her bearings. The banging got louder and louder—and then there was a heavy crack as whoever it was broke through the outer door. There was only one set of doors left, and Lilah, in her panic, had left herself right in the line of sight in front of the invaders once they broke through those.

She rushed upstairs, taking care not to touch anything in her panic, trying to leave no trace. 

She made it to the top stacks just in time to see a group of men, heavily armed with assault rifles, bust into her library. They carried large sacks teeming with cash and wore heavy ski masks on their heads. 

Quick as she could, she hid herself in the books.

* * * * *
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HER CELLPHONE DIDN’T have any reception, and she already knew the land lines were out from the storm. There was no one coming to help her. 

Obviously, Lilah was surrounded by bank robbers. She did not know where they had come from or who they were, but they had money, masks, and guns—and had broken into the library to hide out until the storm passed. 

Lilah's impulse, initially, was to stuff herself in a vent and hide until they were gone, but she thought better of it. What if she fell and broke her leg or her neck? What if she got lost? What if she couldn’t get out and, for all the world knew, just disappeared during the storm? 

So, she crawled as close as she could to the edge of the balcony overlooking the bottom floor. Her plan was to simply listen to what they had to say—to see if there was any indication that they would come upstairs or start shooting their guns. The moment something seemed ready to happen, then she would risk the vents.

The robbers were a good eight feet below her, all of them breathing hard and several of them looking out the window from the sides. It did not appear as though the cops had followed them. She heard the sirens growing ever more distant in the snow outside. 

Lilah gulped. The blizzard was supposed to last for a good twelve hours before it let up. And even then, the roads would be too snowy to drive on for hours afterward. 

Apparently, the robbers were thinking the same thing. She watched them gather, trying to formulate a plan.

“We’re stuck here for a while, Tanner,” said one. “I don’t see any way out of this until the snow lets up.”

“That’s fine,” said Tanner.

“Those cops are out there, circling. They’re gonna find us. If we don’t move, we—”

Tanner ripped his ski mask off. He was a handsome man, brutally so, with a jagged scar over one eye. Dark hair, thick and long, went down to his shoulders. 

“I said it’s fine, Dirk. You hear me? I’m in charge. Not you. So you zip it with that kind of talk before I bust your teeth in.”

Dirk held his hands up. “Okay, Tanner. I’m not trying to second-guess you. I just want...I want to know the plan.”

Tanner straightened. “The plan stays the same. We knew this might happen. Earl will be here when the snow slows to get us out of here. Meanwhile, we’re sitting on half a million dollars...” he grabbed Dirk, “...so cheer up!”

Tanner turned then to the rest of the crew. There were eight of them in all. Most of them had already taken off their ski masks. Lilah watched Dirk take his off, revealing a surprisingly youthful, cute face—like a young movie star—with a thick head of blond hair and sculpted chin line. 

“That goes for everybody,” said Tanner. “This place is clearly deserted. Nobody would send their workers in on a day like this. So search around, pick up some food and water if there is any. If you find anything, call out. We’re just going to take it easy until the snow clears.”

“Hey uh, boss, about that.” The man who spoke up was burly and hairy, a man-ape with a thick brow and deep jaw. “I don’t know if we’re alone here.”

Lilah’s heart began hammering wildly, violently. Had they seen her? There was no way. There was no way!

“What are you talking about, Hammer?” 

“I mean we’re not alone. While we were coming in, I saw someone in the window. I think a lady.”

“There ain’t no way,” said Dirk. “He’s imagining things.” He turned to Hammer. “You’re imagining things. There wouldn’t be anybody here, and besides, you couldn’t see through all that storm if you wanted.”

“I’m telling you, there’s somebody here,” said Hammer. “Some lady. We should find her.”

Hammer rubbed his hands together then, a sick grin on his face, and Lilah gulped, knowing exactly what he wanted to do once he found her. 

They would take her. Force her. Make her theirs. These were bad men. Dangerous men. Men with guns. If they found her, there would be no way for to resist. No way for her to say no. She’d have to obey their every last desire. 

Lilah was a beautiful young woman and she knew that even if she weren’t, these men would use her like a whore. Like a slut. Like a street-walking tramp. All the worse for her that she was beautiful. They’d each want a turn, several turns, at her body...and they wouldn’t care how many times she’d been used before. 

Her cunt moistened at the thought. But she tried to deny her feelings of lust at the notion. This was serious. A gang bang was fine in fantasy where no one ever got hurt. But in real life...in actual, honest-to-god reality, it was a terrifying prospect that she didn't know if she could live through. 

“Tell you what,” said Tanner. “Dirk, go check around upstairs. If there’s anybody, you’ll find them, won’t you?”

Dirk laughed, clearly still not believing Hammer’s story. “Yeah,” he said. “I’ll ‘find’ them.”

“Good.”

And so Dirk began the climb upstairs, languid, taking his time. Lilah froze at first, terrified. If she rushed away too soon, the sudden movement would no doubt catch Dirk’s eye. The man was clearly some trained killer, and would have no problem shooting her down if he thought she was some threat. 

She began inching back away from the balcony, sliding into the nearest stack until the several layers of books covered her entirely. She was in the fiction section, R-S, and her mind raced hoping for some kind of plan. 

There were study nooks in every corner upstairs. She could hide in one, turn a chair around and cling to a corner, and hope and pray that he wasn’t too thorough with his search. 

Yes. Yes, that might work. 

That would work, she insisted.

It was not lost on her at all that only minutes before, this was exactly the kind of thing she had been fantasizing about. There was a world of difference for her, though, between fantasy and real life and the wants a person had between them. 

In her fantasies, she was a sex goddess, able to take the largest cock with no problem, able to suck down dick for days and drown her body in floods of hot man cum. 

In real life, that sort of thing would terrify her. She had no idea if she could take a huge cock in her body, and though she loved to suck cock, stuffing a big one down her throat had always filled her with some manner of apprehension. Luckily—luckily?—her boyfriends in the past had never been all that challenging on that front. Poor Harold had barely taken advantage of her desire to suck cock at all. 

In her fantasies, she was a willing cumdump for any hot-bodied alpha male who came by. But Lilah had values—morals. She was a virgin, and she was saving herself for someone she truly cared about even at the age of twenty-two. 

These men were clearly amoral maniacs, like a pack of wolves who would tear her apart at the first chance. If they found out she was a virgin, they might kill each other with the rush to strip her of her innocence.

Soon she had stuffed herself into a nook as planned. Her hiding place was not much, but it was all she had. She quietly dragged a chair forward, thanking the heavens that it did not creak or squeak as she moved it over.

And she finished just in time. Very quickly she began to hear Dirk’s heavy boots browsing through the stacks behind her. The echo of his feet informed her of his position as he walked from one end of the rows to the other. She tried to hold her breath, and then could not stop from gasping, and so instead she tried to take very small, infrequent breaths. 

Her heavy tits, so substantial and thick in her red sweater, made breathing somewhat hard with her chest smashed against her legs. But she was out of options. 

Dirk was at the study nooks now. She heard him moving chairs around, poking into the tables with his gun. She remembered the gun he carried was large and black, a shotgun if she wasn’t mistaken. It would blow her head off at their close range without her being able to do anything about it. 

Finally he came to her nook. For a moment, she thought she was safe. He moved the chair this way and that, and she pressed herself hard—hard—harder—into the corner, wanting to be as small as possible. 

The footsteps stopped. She thought possibly she had squeezed herself so tight that she passed out and he had gone away. 

And then the barrel of his gun landed on her shoulder. 

“Come on out from there,” he said quietly. “Come out now and I won’t hurt you.”

* * * * * 
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VERY QUICKLY, LILAH had to formulate a plan. 

Right now, only this one knew about her. That was all—no one else. None of the others. If she could somehow keep it that way, if it could just be between him and her, then she could be safer. Safer than she would be without a pack of wild animals knowing where she was, ready to make her do...anything. 

To make her do all the things she wanted so very desperately to do, to make her do everything that terrified her more than anything else.

Lilah had grown up in a home without a father, and so it was just her and her mother as she grew up. Dating had been frowned upon because her mother couldn't imagine any man other than her father, and so therefore all men weren't to be trusted. She was the classic second wave feminist, burning bras and swearing off penises forever. 

Rebellion stoked a fire in Lilah's heart, however, and it was in this area where that fire burned the brightest. Her attitudes toward men became somewhat obsessive and regressive. 

There was a part of her, a real part, that knew that the way she got turned on by assholes and cocky bastards was wrong and stupid. That she shouldn’t be so attracted to men who were clearly so wrong and so poisonous for society. And yet at the same time, without any kind of male figure in her life as she grew up, she was hopelessly attracted to any man showing those masculine features—even the negative ones. 

Really, especially the negative ones. 

Men getting in fights over women made her wet. She frequently had to relieve herself when she sojourned out to the dive bars around town, give herself a little finger play while she imagined—over and over again—the brutes punching each other for the right to take a woman home. 

The thought of men treating women like property made her melt. Sometimes at home she slipped a collar on her neck and posed in front of the mirror, dancing and kneeling. 

Every once in a while, she became obsessed with the idea of being a kept woman, a trophy wife to some mobster or hitman or corrupt billionaire, some petty cruel violent bastard who made no two ways about the best way to keep him happy. If she wasn’t ready every day with his dinner and a blowjob, he’d smack her around until she knew what was what. 

Her cunt soaked regularly with the thought of being roughhoused, manhandled, being the subject of domestic violence. Being trapped by a man with no one to turn to, no one to seek for help. Totally isolated and with no other recourse than to suck his cock until he was happy with her again. 

It was wrong to want that, to fantasize about that, to want to be hit and treated roughly, to be fucked like a ragdoll—but in her fantasies it all came from a place of love and affection. The men she fantasized about wanted her so badly that they couldn’t imagine anyone else having her. 

They were so strong and sure that any threat to their well-being and regularity—even from within—was to be met with severe, swift harshness. If a man slapped her around in these fantasies, it was because he was teaching her a lesson of how to behave. It was because she hadn’t yet learned how best to serve him, to provide him with the peace and serenity he needed after a hard day’s work of hurting others to make his castle safe for him and his queen. 

It would only ever be fault if she were struck, and she would apologize tearfully with a sloppy blowjob and maybe a call to her best friends, encouraging them to come and be roughfucked by her Man while Lilah cheered him on or even held the friends down.

Wrong. All wrong. Terribly taboo and sick and twisted. But it was her thoughts, her baggage, and she couldn’t just get rid of it because society didn’t like it. She couldn’t help it if violent, terrible assholes made her wet—if the thought of all those bank robbers downstairs, probably most of them ex-cons, with all those guns and muscles made her squirm with desire. 

That fear was there too, of course...but it was the fear of reality not meeting fantasy’s expectations, nothing more. She wasn’t afraid for her life, much as she might try to convince herself that she was. 

In truth, she was afraid that her life wouldn’t be ruined, that she wouldn’t become the trophy slut of the biggest badass around. 

But sometimes, fears have to be confronted...and conquered.

One thing at a time, though.

Dirk stood above her, pointing his shotgun at her head. 

“Don't scream,” he said. “I hate hearing women scream.”

She gulped and nodded minutely. 

“Good.” He moved the shotgun away from her head. “We don't have to be unfriendly, do we?”

Lilah said nothing. 

“You alone?”

She nodded.

“I find anyone else here,” he raised his gun halfway to her head, “I’ll kill you.”

She nodded. “I-I know. I’m the only one here. I drew the short straw. They all went home. I was supposed to wait for the call from our higher-ups to actually shut this place all the way down.”

Dirk nodded and then looked away, making as if to call out to his boss.

“I’ll suck you off,” she whispered quickly, staring up at Dirk and his gun.

She watched the surprise in his face with some hope in her own. He stopped his calling out and turned back to Lilah, kneeling before him. She wrung her hands under her breasts, thrusting them up, hoping he would take notice of their heaviness. 

Praying he would look at how pretty her face was...how pretty it could look covered in his cum. 

She pretended the wetness she felt between her legs was just her body's way of convincing her that this was the route she needed to take—that it wasn't her desperate need to slide her lips up and around his thick manly cock. 

“What?” Dirk asked, surprised.

“Don’t tell them about me,” she said. “Don’t let them know I’m here...and I’ll suck you off. You won’t even have to make me. I’ll suck you dry. Just keep me a secret.”

Their position in the upstairs was well out of view from anyone downstairs, and whispering, no one could hear them. 

He smirked. “And why wouldn’t I tell them?”

“Because then you wouldn’t be the only one to have my mouth on your cock,” said Lilah, hoping to god she was sounding sexy. “And then I won’t...they won’t...they’ll leave me alone.”

Dirk looked back at the balcony, raising an eyebrow. “You are awfully pretty,” he said. “They would take you on a ride. All day long, probably.”

She gulped. The dead certainty in his gaze and in his words sent a flush of heat through her body, causing the skin from her neck to her tits to turn a deep crimson. But still, she denied that was what she wanted. 

For the first time, she looked at his crotch. He had long ago moved the gun away from her body—she was obviously no threat. Pretty, soft, and supple, everything about Lilah screamed “willing victim.” 

The bulge in his tight, ripped denims was as sexy as anything she had ever seen. From her words, her pretty form right there in front of him, she saw it getting larger and larger before her eyes. 

A heavy layer of drool began to form in her mouth, so much that it was getting hard keeping it inside. There was no almost no denying what kind of woman she truly was. 

As she knelt before him now, staring up at his tall, heavy body, she could see clearly the way he filled out his tight sweater. Every muscle was sharply defined, big and bulging. His biceps were probably as big around as her thighs. 

“J-just...just let me suck it,” she said, looking at him, eyes pleading. “I promise I’ll do a good job. No funny stuff.”

He looked at her, considering hard. It was clear he was tempted. 

“I don't know,” he said, shaking his head. “You're gorgeous, but...those are my boys down there. I can't just—”

“I'll suck you so, so good,” Lilah insisted. “I promise. I'll make you cum right down my throat. No pulling out or anything. You can do it as many times as you want all day. I won't fight you. Not once.”

Sucking his cock several times, she tried to reason, was better than sucking the cocks of several men several times. 

It was a simple logic, but it was a lie. The truth was that deep down, she had an opportunity to live out her fantasy, and her id was doing its best to live it out. 

Dirk rolled his jaw around, looking at her and smiling and shaking his head. He slipped a hand down to her face, and she turned her head so that his thumb was in her mouth. She sucked it long and slow, letting him see what it looked like when a phallic object was wrapped in her plush, thick, cocksucking lips. 

“Fuck,” he said, eyes getting wide. “You really are just a slut, aren't you?”

She nodded. Lilah didn't think she really was, she only wanted to survive, but then, being called a slut felt so good...

He pulled his thumb from her mouth, and her lips unconsciously moved after it, aching for more. 

“If you try anything,” he said, “anything at all, I’ll make you pay. And then I’ll find out who you are. You work here, right?”

She nodded. 

“That means this place has records. I’ll find out who you are and I’ll hurt everyone you love. Do you understand?”

She gulped and nodded. Her hands reached halfway up, aching to touch that bulging mass in his pants. “Y-you don’t have to worry about that,” she said, practically panting. “J-just let me...j-just let me suck it for you. Please? It needs it...you need it...”

His temptation was obvious on his face. He was handsome, his jaw smooth and firm. Powerful muscles there flexed as he turned his head this way and that. He moved a hand down across the top of her head and through the thick layers of her hair, tugging and pulling slightly. She didn’t shy away from his touch, didn’t cry out or have any change in facial expression except to appear even more aroused. Her eyes, heavy-lidded, stared up at him with lust and she licked her lips. 

“Just...l-let me...let me suck it...I promise to stay quiet. I’ll make it quick...”

His hands fell to his zipper and very quickly his cock was exposed. It was long and thick, veiny and turgid with desire. He leaned forward, pressing its thickness against her cheek. A long slimy trail of precum ran down across her cheek from under her eye to her chin.

For several moments after the reveal she was stunned. 

It was.

So.

Fucking.

Big!

She could hardly contain or express her excitement without screaming out loud, and she knew that was antithetical to the entire promise she had given him. Her stunned nature was so thorough that she actually appeared scared, and Dirk made a frustrated sound. 

“I knew you was too good to be true,” he said, shaking his head. “Come on, girl. Take it or I put it up and take you down there.”

“N-no!” she whispered fiercely, sliding her cheek so her lips met his cockhead. A thick line of precum followed the shape of his cock from her cheekbone to her mouth. “I want it.”

And with that she slipped her lips over his cock and slurped him into her mouth. Her sucking was long and soulful, taking Dirk in with long, eager swallows down her throat. 

He was so fucking big—he was so fucking big! Lilah could not get over the immensity of his size and her easy acclimation into taking him down her throat. All her doubts about being a good cocksucker were dropped the instant she felt his thick, long rod sliding with such ease down the back of her throat. She didn't know how she wasn't gagging. 

A soft, insistent part of her simply said it was because she was born to do this. 

Her cunt was sopping wet, so incredibly soaked that she could feel the moistness dripping through her jeans as she bobbed her head up and down his cock, deepthroating him entirely. There was nothing in this whole world, not a thing in the whole wide world, that she wanted more in that moment than to suck and suck and suck, just like she had always dreamt of.

Could she trust him? Would he actually protect her? She had no idea. But she was a captive now, and if she wanted her captors to find her valuable, she needed to start showing her worth right away. There was no time to lose in the race to prove that she could please this strong, dangerous man better than anyone else on hand.

Her mouth continued to work up and down his cock and, after a few moments, Dirk seemed to grow impatient.

“You’re good,” he said, grunting and shoving her toward the back of the study nook with his cock still inside her mouth, “but I want to fuck that pretty face of yours.”

Lilah could have died happy then. This man, this beast, this utter brute of a man who would no doubt abuse her and treat her like shit if she was ever to belong to him, wanted to treat her like she belonged to him. And so as he cornered her totally against the wall and began thrusting his hips violently into her body, she squirmed and moaned, hands flailing, body swamped with pleasure. 

One hand, in desperation, came up to his ass and held on for dear life. The muscles there were firm and tough, just like the rest of him. With the grip solid there, she could use her other hand on her clit, playing with herself desperately as he powered into her body with gusto. 

Pleasure, hot and wet, cycled through her body as Dirk rammed his immense cock down her gullet.

“Hey Dirk!” Tanner called up. “You find anything up there?”

“N-Nah, boss, nothing,” Dirk called. “Nothing yet. Just got a couple more places to look!”

He had to finish soon now. People were becoming suspicious. His thrusts became quicker, harder, fucking Lilah’s skull totally against the corner with a soft banging noise. She felt the back of her head knocking against the wall, knowing it would leave a mark or a bruise, and she didn’t care because it was so utterly hot for her to be used like that. 

With a grunt, Dirk unleashed into her mouth and throat. At the same time, at the sudden flood of that heated spurting of pure masculine power, she came, her body overwhelmed with the perfect desire to feel pleasure as this beautiful man used her as the whore she truly wanted to be. 

The sudden orgasm made her suck harder, her mouth tightening and throat squeezing on his thick shaft as it powered down her body with all that hot, heated perfect white cum.

Slowly, he pulled out of her, spurting across her face and neck. He grinned as he watched her clean herself up, swallowing what seed she could and fingering up the rest of it and gobbling it down. Smacks of it stuck to her mouth still as she leaned forward and slurped up and down on his cock, wiping him clean with what she had decided was his personal cumrag—her face. 

“You are good at that,” he said. “I think I’ll keep you around. Don’t make any noise, y’hear?”

She nodded solemnly, dazed and a bit horrified at herself. Even despite all her fervent fantasies, there had been a part of her that had hoped that she would act like a rational person in such a situation. That she wouldn’t be overwhelmed with lust and desire, that she would do everything as she always had and respond with logic, rational thinking, and clear reasonable processes. 

No such luck. Dirk had made a whore of her with little more than a gun, a beautiful body, and a huge cock. 

He winked at her, and started off downstairs. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


“TOOK YOU LONG ENOUGH,” Tanner said to Dirk.

Lilah took up her spot on the balcony again, crawling on her belly toward the edge. The difference now was, of course, that her belly was full of warm cum, making her feel a bit high as she overheard the conversation downstairs. 

Her fingers drifted down to her clit, sliding across that gentle, sensitive button with great attention. Even though she had cum from sucking off Dirk, she was still horny...and hungry for more. 

She could not stop the fantasies that began to form in her mind. They were uncontrollable, just like her own desire to suck and fuck. 

In her mind, she quickly began to envision Dirk coming upstairs again and again, taking his payment from her over and over. He would fuck her mouth and throat until she was barely conscious, until the only thoughts on her mind were his cock and how best to suck it. He would fuck the smart right out of her, leaving her as nothing but an obedient cockwhore. 

He would fuck her mouth again and again, so completely and so totally that she would just become absolutely hypnotized by his cum. There would come a time when he would arrive upstairs, and she would be fingering herself silly, just like she was now. Her legs spread wide, her pants torn off and forgotten, and she would crook a finger at him and beckon his bad boy cock to come and ride her hot young virgin librarian cunt into oblivion.

Eventually he'd have to leave. She would give him her number and her address. She'd promise to leave the door unlocked so he could come find her any time. And when he was there, she would wait on him hand and foot. She'd cook him meals and suck him off, getting her own meal from his cock. She would dress up solely in lingerie.

At night, after he'd fucked her a dozen times and made her cum a dozen more, she would whisper in his ear all the naughty thoughts she'd had while he was off doing bad things. She would tell him about all the banks and stores she researched, which ones had the least security, which ones would be easiest to take. Why, she would even help out, be a distraction, where tight flirty outfits so men would stare and want her while her man did awful deeds with his gun...

He would knock her up, of course. Oh god yes, she'd be so fucking pregnant that she'd barely be able to get around. His big badass dick would pump her full of babies, three or four at a time. She wouldn't have a choice except to get as pregnant as possible to please him. A dangerous man like that needed the most fertile fuckdolls possible to really get off how he wanted. 

Her fantasies easily got away from her. Sliding her thumb across her clit was like turning on a remote to an alternate reality.

The men gathered down in an area around the front desk. Several had taken seats in the many couches. A few flipped through magazines. Tanner leaned over the desk, looking up at Dirk as he came closer.

“I wanted to be...y’know, thorough,” said Dirk.

Hammer approached him. He was a large man—the largest of any of them, with muscles like solid rock. He was built like some gladiator from ancient times, all meat and bone. Hammer took a long sniff of the air around Dirk.

“He smells like sex,” said Hammer.

“What?” said Dirk. “You’re crazy.”

Tanner leaned in and took a sniff. “You jerking off up there?”

Lilah, even though she knew where this was headed—knew that unless Dirk could convince them otherwise, she would be down there in that hellpit of men and cocks—could not stop sliding her fingers across her needy clit. Pleasure overwhelmed her senses—Dirk's load in her tummy had turned her into a creature of pure lust. 

“No.” Dirk smiled, as if this was some kind of joke. “Of course not. No.”

“Then you found somebody.”

“I’m telling you, Tanner—”

Tanner grabbed Dirk by the shirt, lifting him up off the ground. His feet wagged, struggling to touch earth.

Though Lilah was incredibly and obviously attracted to Dirk, the reasons she was attracted to him were all the wrong ones—his looks, his physicality, the nature of what he was. A bad man with a gun. 

And Tanner, by lifting Dirk so easily—making Dirk so submissive to his will right away—instantly showed himself as the baddest man with a gun. She let out a little moan of heat, fingers diving deep up into her snatch now. 

“And I’m telling you,” Tanner snarled. “Maybe up until now you’ve just been a little disoriented. Adrenaline pumping still from the job. You’re making rash decisions. Coming to think you’re invincible because we’re each sitting on a shitload of money between us. But if you keep telling me something that’s not true, and I find out about it, you’re in the shit. You understand me?”

“Of course I do, boss. Of course.”

“All right.” He let Dirk down and slapped Hammer on the chest. “Go upstairs. Look around.”

“Wait!” Dirk cried.

They all looked at him, expectant.

“There’s a girl, all right? I found a girl there. She offered to blow me if I kept quiet, but it’s not worth my life, okay? She’s up there.”

Lilah felt a hot orgasm rush through her system as she was revealed—as her entire plan came scrambling down. Her entire being felt dirty, unclean, nasty. She was getting off to being exposed. There wouldn't be a choice now. There wouldn't be any alternative at all. 

She was going to be fucked by a lot, a lot, of men. 

And the second this had rung home for her...she came, twitching on the floor and staring down at all of them from above. 

“A girl?” Hammer’s grin grew wide. 

Instantly, he rushed upstairs, taking the steps two at a time. Lilah scrambled, barely able to button up her pants in time to maintain a little dignity. Instinctively, like prey before a predator, she backed up into the bookshelves, hoping to hide. 

Everything in her mind was conflicted. She had just cum thinking about being found out—but now she was found out! Anything that turned her on always felt too real when it was actually happening. She looked desperately for some kind of escape, and all she could think of were the ceilings. 

They were the paneled kind that led into a sort of maintenance area underneath the actual concrete of the ceiling itself. She powered up a bookshelf and pushed up at the tiles. Broken bones be damned, she did not want to end up in Hammer's hands. 

Just as she was about to slip all the way inside, though, he caught her by the foot. 

She looked down to see the barrel of his gun staring back up at her. 

“You hold it right there, or I blow you away.”

There was no choice. She had no doubt in her mind that he would do as he said. Slowly, she made her way down. When she was halfway there, he tossed her over his thick shoulder. Every part of him was muscle and meat, a stout huge body that seemed made for breaking women like her. 

She wondered if he could feel the heat in her cunt—the heat that was there even though she had just orgasmed minutes before. Certainly, he could smell it. If he smelled Dirk's sex, then no doubt he smelled hers. 

In short order, they were downstairs and he tossed her to the floor in the middle of the gathered men. They were all in the center portion of the library where there was a large reading area. Around them were several couches and recliners, and lots of thick beanbags and pillows for those who wanted to read on the floor. Computers buzzed quietly, waiting to be woken from their electronic sleep. Overhead, the pipes shifted and groaned as the heat powered on and blasted downward. 

Tanner stood above her, clearly in charge. He put a boot on Lilah's substantial chest, pressing his weight down on her. There was nowhere she could go, nothing she could do.

“You belong to us now, girl,” said Tanner, grinning wickedly. “Whether you like it or not.”

* * * * * 
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IT WAS DO-OR-DIE TIME. Sucking off Dirk had been a major step for Lilah. She never thought she was capable of anything like that in her life. But once she had started sucking him, taking his enormous length into her body, it quickly became the simplest thing in the world.

She had been, at that time, living her fantasy. Giving up her young, virgin body to Dirk had been simple, almost natural. There was something she could read in his eyes that made her sure he wouldn’t hurt her. That he wouldn’t give her up.

Of course, he had given her up...but only on threat of violence. These other men were too suspicious and dangerous for anyone to be safe. And that was Lilah’s worry. 

She had seen all of their faces now. How could she convince them to keep her alive? How could she let them know that she was worth more to them alive than dead? What assurances would they have that she wouldn't describe each and every one of them to the police once they left?

Lilah was not a fool. She had heard of Stockholm Syndrome—the propensity for a kidnapped individual to grow a bond with their kidnapper so that she would start cooperating with them, or even more dramatically, fall in love. 

Perhaps she was susceptible to that. Perhaps her need for some strong male figure in her life was being instantly complexified by being surrounded now by eight very strong, very masculine men, each more dangerous than the last—and Tanner the most dangerous of all. 

So, when she spoke to them, she insisted to herself that this was all about self-preservation. 

But it wasn’t, not really. It was about fulfilling every last dirty fantasy she had ever had in her life. It was about indulging in all the parts of herself that she needed to indulge. It was about giving in to her dirty thoughts, submitting to the concept of her as the ultimate whore, the prime slut, the best trashy fuckdoll that the world had ever seen. 

“You don’t have to hurt me to make me do what you want,” she said, making her voice a coo.

Tanner's foot was still on top of her body. She slid her hands up his legs, holding him gently. Her touch was warm, passionate, like they were long-time lovers. 

“Is that right?” asked Tanner.

“That’s right,” she nodded enthusiastically. She felt as though she had been possessed. Her words and actions hardly felt like her own; it was like another woman, a sexier woman, was wearing her skin. Her hands slid further up on his leg. “Just ask Dirk, there. He knows that I’m game for...anything.”

They looked at Dirk. He shrugged.

“She sucks a hell of a cock, I’ll give her that.”

“You didn’t make her do it?” asked Tanner. 

“When I found her, like I told you, I was gonna turn her in to you guys. But she wanted to suck my cock. I didn’t tell her to. She offered.”

Tanner turned back to Lilah now with renewed interest. “Is that right? You’re into sucking cock?”

“I’m into anything you boys might like.” She licked her lips, making her voice small and breathy. “But...you’ll have to teach me.”

“Teach you?” He raised an eyebrow.

“That’s right. I’m just an innocent little virgin. I don’t know anything at all about having big, bad cocks like yours stuffed in me. I don’t know the first thing about someone driving into my mouth while another bad ass thug powers into my cunt. Or my ass...” she smirked. “Any hole at all, really. I wouldn’t be able to do anything to stop you. You’d have total power over me. Complete control.”

“Complete control...” said Hammer, stepping forward. His bulge was evident. 

Lilah’s earlier disgust with him had faded. She had been judging him from an aesthetic viewpoint, which was erroneous. Really, the way he deserved to be judged was by his masculinity—and here was a man who would take what he wanted by force and hurt anyone who got in his way. If Lilah were his property, he’d teach her a new lesson every day, first with his hands and then with his cock. 

She nodded slowly. “Completely under your thumb,” she purred. “However many of you can handle me at once. But...because I’m new at it, I might be scared.”

“Scared?” asked Tanner, eyes wide as he looked at Lilah with new desire. 

Each new word she said lured them along, as if she had them all under a spell. Deep down, they were in control, but she was slowly controlling their cocks into the action she wanted. 

Lilah nodded. “That’s right. So you’ll have to have lots of you fucking me at once. Just to make sure.”

“To make sure of what?”

“That I don’t go anywhere,” she smiled and giggled. “If I’m stuck between all your cocks, I won’t be able to do anything about it. I’ll have to stay put and obey and keep pleasing your cocks for as long as you need.”

“You,” said Tanner, taking his foot off her torso finally, “are one twisted little bitch. I like it.”

Lilah beamed. “Thank you...Sir.”

“’Sir,’” Tanner echoed. “I like that. I like respect. I tell you what, girl. You’ll get your wish.”

He began to unbuckle his pants, and Lilah got up to her knees. Her sweater was torn in places and her pants were barely hanging on. 

“But,” said Lilah, holding up a hand, watching him undress with great anticipation. “I want something from you.”

Turner pulled off his pants entirely. His cock was even bigger than Dirk's and it wasn't even all the way hard yet. She let out a soft little moan at the sight of it. Such a fucking hunk. 

“Girl,” he said, “with as turned on as you’ve got me, you know I’m going to take you whether you like it or not, don’t you?”

Her pussy couldn’t be any more sopping wet. She was positive there was a puddle beneath her on the floor. She didn’t care. 

“Of course, Sir. But wouldn’t it be better if you took it from me and I was willing, trying to make it good for you?”

He nodded. “All right. What is it?”

“When you boys are done with me...leave me here. I won’t tell anyone you were here. I’ll say...you knocked me out before I could see any faces.” She licked her lips. “One of you will have to leave a bruise. Or maybe lots of you. But I promise not to say a word...just as long as you promise to fuck me as hard as you can.”

It was an offer none of them could refuse. Slowly, they began to encircle her. One man grabbed at her sweater from behind, and another from the front. Their hands ran up and down her limbs and torso, grabbing and pulling, until her young virgin body was totally naked before them. All her clothes were torn off by the gathered men, in a pile among the couches. 

Before her now was Tanner's enormous cock. Lilah moaned with lust and took it into her mouth. For a moment, she struggled just to let it enter—it was so big!—but then his precum spurted over her lips and the shaft, and it slid down with ease. Inside her body, the heavy meat bulged her throat as she swallowed it down, taking in more and more. 

The second cock ever to be inside of her virgin body. 

Someone ripped her panties off from behind. She was shifted upward onto all fours, sucking Tanner down as she did. It was Dirk who lined up behind her first, his huge cock slobbering precum all over her ass cheeks as he circled her pretty pink virgin entrance.

She felt a hot, burning sensation of lust as his manhood powered into her cunt, ramming straight through any virginal resistance she had. There was a flashing moment of pain, and then all was forgotten about as overwhelming pleasure took a hold of her brain.

Soon, Dirk and Tanner entered into an easy rhythm of fuck. Dirk powered into her from behind, driving her mouth farther up Tanner's cock, and then Tanner powered back, driving her fresh cunt harder onto Dirk's cock. She squeezed at both ends, swallowing deep to let the flesh of her esophagus hug into Tanner's cock down her throat. And at her pussy, she clenched as hard as she could, so desperate to give Dirk a good ride. 

The two wild men entered into a sort of competition with one another to see who could fuck her the hardest and longest. At first, neither seemed to have any weaknesses—both holding up with ease. They matched one another thrust for thrust, both men seemingly tireless. Around them, the other men cheered. Many stroked their cocks, thick and huge, in eager anticipation. Hammer especially seemed ready to fuck the willing young ex-virgin as ruthlessly as possible.

After several minutes of competition, Tanner surprised Lilah by being the first to show weakness. His balls tightened as they slapped against her chin, heavy doses of warm cum beginning to shoot down her throat. 

“Good girl,” he groaned, pistoning hard down her throat. “What a good fucking slut.”

Lilah felt her entire body warm with the praise. 

Almost immediately after Tanner exited Lilah, Hammer stepped in behind him and began thrusting in her throat. His body, so huge and hairy, was nothing like the smooth hard surfaces of Tanner and Dirk. They were sleek sports cars, but Hammer was like an eighteen-wheeler truck. He took a firm grip of Lilah's hair, tugging it as hard as he could as he shoved his thick cock down her already well-lubricated throat. 

The increased force created more force on Dirk's cock as she squeezed with her whole body in a fight-or-flight response. She could feel him losing control and then unloading in her tight pussy—the first man ever to empty inside her. 

Maybe I'm pregnant. 

The thought struck her hard and wouldn't let go. She desperately hoped it was true, despite everything. She knew she had no protection, and she knew too that these men were the most virile of all possible alpha bad asses...and she knew that no one with a body as hot as hers was anything but completely fertile. 

It seemed like Dirk had won the battle of wills between himself and Tanner—but Tanner was still hard. Dirk, cumming twice now in such quick succession and with such a hot cumslut to guide him on his way, needed a little time to recharge. Tanner was as ready to go as ever. And so, as Dirk retreated from her cunt with his heavy cock softening, Tanner pushed him off and jammed his cock hard into her ass.

Oh god! God! It's so big!

She hadn’t been expecting this—and it was the hardest entrance by far of the day. But that did not make it unpleasant. There was about five seconds of pain while her body acclimated...and then pure pleasure. 

Lilah had never dreamed that anything would feel so big inside of her. She felt like her entire body was swelling with his cock. When she clenched, when she flexed, her entire body flexed on his cock, and she could hear the effect it had on him in lustful groans. 

Meanwhile, Hammer got closer and closer to cumming down her throat. The thought of his cum mixing with all the rest made her cunt even wetter, made her clench all the more tightly to Tanner's cock thrusting so deeply into her asshole. 

“Fuck,” groaned Tanner. “Can't believe she's a...a...fucking virgin...”

“Natural.” Hammer nodded, tugging harshly on her hair. “A fucking natural.”

Tanner slapped her ass, wild and unrestrained, no doubt leaving marks. Lilah moaned, hoping to encourage him to leave more and more. She wanted it all. The marks. The bruises. The welts. The cum. The cocks. She wanted everything. 

These two would give it to her. Her rising excitement was leading to another round of orgasms—for her and for them. Their pumps into her lithe young tit-heavy body increased in frequency and she began to feel and hear the tell-tale signs of their incumbent orgasms. 

“F-fuck...” Tanner moaned. “Jesus goddamn, she's so good...”

Hammer seemed to agree. He exploded down Lilah's throat, gifting her again with the sweet hot nectar of cum that she had grown so suddenly to need. And as he emptied into her, so did Tanner, filling her ass with his virile cum and marking that territory forever as his. No matter who came after him, they would always be compared to his mammoth cock inside of her. 

They slid off of her young body slow, slapping her appreciatively on the thighs and tits, tweaking her nipples and raking their nails along her backside. 

This was pure bliss for her. She had been through a transformation, a baptism by cum, and she was delighted for it. 

Lilah turned, spreading out her legs toward the other men. Cum leaked out from her mouth, her cunt, her ass...and all she wanted was more. 

“I’m not roughed up yet at all, boys,” she purred. “I thought you were real men here to teach me to keep my mouth shut like a good girl?”

With this taunt, two more bad men advanced, eager smiles on their faces, cocks growing harder with every inch of their approach.

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, LILAH’S back and ass were a tableau of bruises and scratches. She took each as a badge of honor. 

The bank robbers had left after the storm passed in the early morning, leaving her alive as promised. Soon, the police would arrive. Her story was perfectly prepared. She was a librarian after all—her business was understanding convincing stories. 

The one thing she knew for sure was that her slutty, whorish awakening wasn't done yet. She wanted to do more and more—wanted to be filled again and again for as long as she could. 

It was just who she was now. There was no more useless denying of the fact of herself. No more trying to hide behind fantasies that she didn't have the courage to enact. These men had shown her that with a body like hers, a face like hers, beauty like hers, any fantasy she had was ripe for the taking. All she had to do was be woman enough to present herself to the kinds of men who would take her like she so desperately wanted. 

Of course, the men hadn’t given her any way to contact them. They couldn’t afford the risk. 

But she gave them her address. And for each one leaving through the door, she whispered in his ear:

“I won’t be locking my door from now on. Someone should teach me how unsafe that is.”

# # #
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Gang Heat: The Stewardess
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The plane was full of men—hard-bodied, gloriously muscled men. Dangerous men. Disastrous men. The kind her mother had always warned her about.

No doubt a situation like this was one of her mother’s very worst fears. Seeing her daughter humiliated, degraded, used, abused...and begging for more.

For the buxom blonde was on her knees now, covered in sweat and saliva and cum, aching for whatever cocks she could have inside of her hot pussy. 

Her cunt dripped down to the floor below, making soft plinking sounds as each drop landed in the puddle of juices enveloping her knees. Her breasts, proud and jutting and large, were completely exposed to the recycled air of the private jet—just like all of her body. 

The only clothes she had on at all were what tattered remnants remained of her stockings and the brilliantly impractical heels she had been wearing for hours. Heels that she wore specifically to garner the attention of men—men like the ones who surrounded her now. They were all stroking their cocks to keep themselves hard and ready, no doubt thinking about how much they wanted to see their own cocks pounding into the fresh, fertile new slut who was trying to enter their fold. 

That exclusive fold, that elite club—the fresh-faced beautiful babes who belonged to the Razor’s Edge Motorcycle Club. It was an MC with a long, storied history of violence and conquest, and no small part of that history was due to the long-standing support of the beauties who these hardened warriors came home to every night.

They had been at it for hours now. Hours and hours of fucking, sucking, moaning, gasping, cumming, hurting, and loving. Pleasure and pain had rolled together into one tight ball until there was no telling the difference between one and the other, and the woman in the middle felt her consciousness leave her completely. She was not herself; she could barely remember her name. All she really knew was one unalterable fact—one truth higher than any other: she belonged. 

But she did not always belong. 

No, she’d had to prove her loyalty. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


LEANNE TOOK A LOT OF time that night getting ready for her date with Axle. Once or twice, she’d been out with him and his friends—all of them heavily muscled men with webs of tattoos scrawled up and down their arms, necks, and chests. They always had hot women with them—hot women, like, the sort who looked like they could walk into any strip club in the tri-state area and get a job without even taking off their clothes. 

Though, of course, these women loved to show off, too. Always they were in some kind of tiny skirt or leather shorts get-up, their tits on display (and how did they all have such fabulous tits?) inside tiny tops or cut-off tees, every body hard from some intense physical activity. 

Leanne guessed they kept in shape simply by how much fucking they did on demand, because the men they were with seemed to require a lot of it. Their big masculine hands would be all over their women, touching their inner thighs and asses with possession, luridly squeezing their tits. The women knew better than to speak out against such actions. Most all of them seemed turned on by the attention. 

Leanne would witness this all, staying quiet like a good girl. She knew that she had been able to remain Axle’s girl for this long now—and was able, therefore, to keep getting that sweet life-fulfilling cock of his, with the fuck of a lifetime every single time he entered her—by keeping her mouth shut and never asking him too much. 

Whenever she did transcend the boundaries of his privacy, or questioned what he obviously thought she shouldn’t, she quickly apologized and slid her hand across his cock, promising a sweet lazy handjob later during which she always apologized even more profusely for stepping out of line. 

She’d do anything to remain at his side. 

They’d been going out for a good three months now. It had been hot and heavy from the get-go. He took her home on their first date and demanded to be let inside to fill her hot, fertile curves with his lifegiving cum, and she was too blown away by his masculinity to offer up any resistance. 

That was the kind of man Axle was. Men were scared of him. Women were instantly enamored with him. Leanne was crazy about him, daydreaming about him so constantly that he had entered into her complex fantasy world, the one she entered when she fingered her hot young cunt where the only logic was lust. 

But, their schedules did not always match up well. She was a stewardess, flying all over the world with Global Airlines, and his own work as a “trucker” kept him busy frequently. 

Leanne wasn’t stupid. She knew Axle wasn’t really a trucker. Having grown up in the town of Rosington, she knew all about its MC gang, the Razor’s Edge. To be a member of the Razors, you had to be tough, smart, strong, and most importantly, without morals. Axle definitely was all of those things. 

In three months—just ninety days—they’d been out together close to twenty times. Leanne had kept count. Twelve of those times, Axle had started a fight...and won. Brutally so, sending the other man to the hospital.

It made her pussy absolutely drenched, knowing the sort of man he was. Her family would hate him, but her family could go screw themselves. They had left her on her own when she was seventeen after she had dropped out of high school at the age of fifteen. 

Her father had been very sick and she stayed at home to help him, but her mother and aunts and uncles were never around to help her. When her father died two years later, she set out on her own and never looked back. 

She didn’t want a family. Leanne didn’t need one. But she did need Axle’s cock. 

It was so big. So transcendentally huge and perfect. She stayed up at night when she couldn’t be around him and when he made it clear he didn’t want to receive texts from her, and all the time she would be scanning her smartphone's huge folder of photos she took of his cock. Or photos he sent her of his cock to keep her mind straight. 

Photos of it hard, of it soft (still so big!), of it hardening, of it covered in precum or covered in cum or covered in her juices, or some mixture of all of those things. 

Just the sight of it was enough to make body quicken halfway to orgasm. The thought of it—which was omnipresent in her life—kept her floating on a cloud of blissful pink thoughts, surrounded only by the desire to serve him and do his bidding, no matter how sick or twisted he became. 

It scared her, the power he held over her life after such a brief period of time. But she didn’t care—that she was scared by him only turned her on more. 

So she had to dress hot—hot—because she desperately needed his approval.

His arrival at her small duplex apartment was preceded as always by the heavy sounds of his motorcycle thundering down the sleepy neighborhood street. His bike was large, silver, and black, and though there was space for her on the back she had to hold him as tight as she could to stay attached when she rode with him. The vibration of the seat, along with his sturdy body, had been in the past enough to make Leanne cum just from holding on to her man. 

Outside, she strutted toward him, hoping that her looks impressed him tonight. In the past, she had dressed somewhat conservatively, putting on what normally men found attractive—tight pencil skirts, daring white blouses, designer heels, cute jackets. 

Tonight, though, she wore what she had seen the girls of all his friends wearing. Tight blue jean cut-off shorts that were plastered to the tight bubble-shape of her firm ass, thong underwear pulled just above the belt line. A tight black t-shirt that bared her tight, toned midriff and had a deep, low scooping neckline, baring her substantial young twenty-one year-old breasts for all their glory. 

She’d been blessed with a gobstopping pair of 36DD titties that she knew had an effect on Axle. Her boots were skintight, wrapping up around her legs just past her knees, showing off their svelte shape. 

Leanne had a simple life outside of Axle—she worked at Global Airlines; she worked out; she rested. It was not much, and she did not need much. Her angelic body reflected that. 

Her face, though, was simply a gift from on high: a combination of deep blue eyes, a wild mass of tumbling blond locks, sharp cheekbones, and plush cock-sucking lips that meant she had to spend quite a lot of time in front of the mirror if she actually wanted to represent herself as anything besides a youthful fuckdoll. 

Topping off her fun biker-chick look was a leather jacket. She’d spent half of a month’s paycheck on it, and much more than that on the entire outfit. 

This was why Axle’s response sent such a chill down her spine. He took off his skull helmet and turned to appraise her, shaking his head.

“What the fuck are you wearing?”

She shrugged, looking down at herself. The toes of her high-heeled boots went inward, uncertain. 

“It’s just an outfit.” She tossed back her head, sending the heavy locks of her golden hair backward. “I think I look hot.”

“You look...” he shook his head. “You have to change.”

“Change? It took me like an hour to get this ready. The boots alone were like thirty minutes. They’ve got all these zippers...”

“Shut up. Go back inside and change.” 

His voice had taken the Tone. Leanne knew the Tone very well; had, in fact, done her very best to avoid it altogether. 

In previous dates, Axle would take the Tone with petulant waiters who spent too much time looking at Leanne and not enough time getting their food prepared. He took the Tone with men in bars who made comments about Leanne’s tits or grabbed her hair. The Tone would enter the world, a warning for all those willing to hear it, and if the Tone was not heeded then Consequences were on the way. 

She had never heard the Tone directed toward her, but she was not stupid, and knew that Consequences would be delivered if she was not willing to do as her Man said. 

At nights, he whispered in her ear about what a Good Girl she was, and that made Leanne feel safer than anything. Her one big fear was that he would change her mind, that he would decide she was worthless and leave her behind like everyone else in her life had. 

Yet, Leanne held firm. She had spent time on herself, and it was for him. 

“I like how I look,” she crossed her arms. “I think you do too. I can see your cock.” She could. It had been growing since the second he’d arrived. Her mouth watered at the sight. “So no. Let’s just go.”

“I’m not going to tell you again, Leanne. Go back up there and change.”

He stepped off his bike now. He was a large man, physically imposing, nearly three hundred pounds of muscle on a six foot, eight inch frame. Leanne was tall herself, for a girl, and so his height in particular made her melt. Axle made her feel small, vulnerable, and dominated like no one else ever had. 

“I tell you what,” she said, hoping to find some compromise. “I can blow you in the bathroom of wherever we end up, and then you can tell me how much you want me to—”

“Leanne.”

The Tone was perilous now. His face was visibly red, anger flashing in him from his will being denied. But Leanne’s own anger flashed too. 

“No,” she said. “You know what? Screw it. Screw you. I spent time on myself for you. I waited and I planned for this. Other guys, when they don’t like the way a girl looks? They keep it to themselves, maybe bring it up a week later if at all. And I look hot and you know it. I’ve seen the way your friends’ have their women, the way they look. I go out of my way to give you something you clearly like, that you are all about, and this is how you treat me? Screw off.”

His face softened somewhat during her diatribe, anger slowly flushing out from him. He held up a hand. “Look, if you’ll just...if you’ll take off the jacket, maybe we can—”

That was the wrong response. 

The right response was an apology, or something that could be interpreted as such. The right response was a kiss, heavy and hot. The right response was to pick her up over his shoulder and kick her door down until he was fucking her so hard against the walls that the upstairs neighbors demanded to be let out of their lease. At least that would be a compliment.

So she strutted back into her house, showing him all of the disastrously sexy effect of her tight, firm ass in her skintight blue cut-offs, and slammed the door. Leanne had no idea if she would ever see him again. 

By the time her anger wore off, and she wondered how big of a mistake she had made, Axle was long gone. 

* * * * *
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GLOBAL AIRLINES WAS a small private airline that catered specifically to high end clients. Professional athletes, actors, musicians, corporate heads, that sort of thing. Leanne had served many big-time names that she had seen on the big and small screens, though part of the job was of course to keep decorum and never ask for autographs or juicy Hollywood gossip or anything like that. She was hired to be a pretty face for the men and women who paid top dollar to travel in style, and part of that entailed keeping her teeth shut and her smile wide. 

Men would palm at her ass and grope her tits, and though at first she found it off-putting, ever since she had started dating Axle (and perhaps even before, though the time in her life before him was a bit of an uncertain blur) it had become more and more...pleasurable.

She knew it was wrong to enjoy such things, that she was merely encouraging that kind of terrible behavior to other women who might not want that sort of attention—other stewardesses on her own airline, even. Their complaints were routine at this point. 

But Leanne could not help but feel a special primal thrill at being appreciated for her body. The other stewardesses sometimes called her a Barbie doll because of her looks and her pliancy, and while Leanne knew they meant it as a manner of teasing her, she took it as a compliment. 

Every girl wanted to have a Barbie doll, and there wasn’t a boy alive who wouldn’t want to be Ken, living it up with a busty dreamgirl while she let him play with all of her expensive stuff and bankrolled his entire existence. 

She showed up to work the day after the fight with Axle with her small day bag in hand. The average shift for her was about sixteen hours, with two thirty-minute breaks. One in the first six hours and one in the last six hours. 

It was a long time to work, but the pay was good and she got along well with her other stewardesses, even if they liked to tease her about her platinum looks from time to time. It was all in good fun; they were a tight sisterhood. 

That was why when she arrived and found that the other two stewardesses had called in sick—and no one had arrived to sub for them—Leanne was rather surprised. Between the extra pay and the sense of obligation everyone felt to one another, it was usually no trouble filling a flight with staff. But, that was fine. She had worked flights alone before, like she had a year or two before when the flu brought everyone down. 

The aircraft was a small luxury jet, the sort that had to be entered into by passengers on the runway without any sort of proper gate at the Rosington airport. Stepping across the heavy concrete was never easy in her heels—dark blue four-inch pumps, matching the tight blue skirt that was standard wear for the airline—but she had become rather expert at it. 

Smoky stockings glistened darkly on her long legs, a tight white blouse with the top buttons undone over her massive tits. Her jacket was always tight, but today she had worn her old jacket, the one given to her when she first started working there and they hadn’t realized quite how busty she was. The way the Global Airlines stewardesses looked was always part of their presentation, and so they were all naturally attractive. 

But Leanne had dressed like this today for a reason. Often she would dress in this manner because she wanted extra tips to pay for some big vacation or expenditure down the line, but today she was mad at Axle. Half of her hoped to go home with some stranger who could fuck her until she forgot all about him. 

It wouldn’t work, she didn’t think, but she was willing to try. All last night she had written and deleted several possible texts to her Man, wishing and re-wishing that their date had actually happened. He was infuriating. And of course he wasn't saying anything.

By the time morning came, her mind was made up—she would not apologize until he did. She had done nothing wrong, and if she had, then he ought to explain it before sending her about like a child. 

Ducking inside the jet, she was surprised to see a small party, all men. 

It was not unusual for a party to be entirely men, or to be small—the jet only fit twenty, and there were five of them there—but it was unusual for them to be so...well...rough-looking. 

These men all wore button-up shirts and suit jackets, but they also had on steel-toed boots, blue jeans, and had thick hair. Three of the two had thick facial hair. Their faces lit up as they saw her beauty queen face pop open in surprise at them, her luscious body sliding into view. 

Shortly after she arrived, the take-off procedures began. Her duties were minimal. She informed the passengers of the safety features of the plane using a small microphone, including the exits and the breathing apparatuses that would fall if the cabin began to depressurize. But she could tell already that all the men were mostly just eyeing her tits, her long legs. 

Leanne was mad at Axle, but she was still attracted to him—and his type. These men were all his type. She bent over this way and that, displaying her ass while elaborately pointing at the exits, using her breathiest, sexiest voice. She hoped for a number or two from these men—not because she actually wanted to follow up on it and go out with them (although she would have been tempted). 

But rather, she wanted some validation of her attractiveness even in her work uniform when the outfit she had worn for Axle had been a thousand times sexier. Leanne placed great amounts of her self-worth in her attractiveness to men, especially muscle-bound, rough-looking men like the ones in the jet now. She guessed that maybe they did their business in oil. Oil men always had a certain ruggedness to them, with so many of them being self-made. 

In truth, Leanne still wanted to make up with Axle. He was a fantastic lover and very easy on the eyes, and by and large treated her exactly how she wanted to be treated. He spoiled her like a princess, buying her pretty jewelry and outfits and giving her large stacks of cash to play with while he was away. 

That much money was intoxicating to a girl like Leanne, so pretty and so perpetually poor. 

As the plane began its ascent into the air, she took her seat in front of the passengers. The seat belt fitting so snugly over her body did nothing to dissuade them from looking her over. Her legs, so captivating in their tight smoky stockings, were crossed elegantly as the plane finally entered the air. 

With a quick round of small talk, she introduced herself, and the men did as well:

Banks, with the slicked back hair. Yorkshire, somewhat older and thicker than the others. Tank, largest of the five with a perpetual predatory grin on his face. And then Malcolm and Garden, both slimmer than the rest and wearing expensive shoes and jackets. 

Once the plane was steadied in the air and the captain turned off the seat belt sign, she got up and began her normal duties. The first was to set out drinks for the passengers. 

She took their orders—all of them wanted hard alcohol. It was early in the morning still, but it wasn't Leanne's job to judge. They looked like hard-drinking types anyway, and so she wasn't very surprised. 

“You're too pretty to be a stewardess,” said Banks, after giving her his order. “Why aren't you a model or something?”

“And miss out on you boys?” said Leanne, flirting openly. “I would never.”

She retreated to the small kitchen, preparing their drinks and floating nicely on the compliment given to her. Maybe she would model. She had the face for it, and the body. 

With the drinks prepared, she walked back out with her little cart, ready to deliver. And then it all began to get very physical. 

It started when Banks grabbed at her ass. The movement surprised her and yet did not startle her. In this job, with her body, with the outfits she was required to wear, having her ass handled was not exactly out of the ordinary. 

She turned, a playful smile on her face, and swatted at his hand. “Now, now,” she said. “What would Mrs. Banks think?”

“She’d think you had a great ass that deserved grabbing.”

Just as Leanne was forming a response to that, Mr. Tank grabbed her ass from the other side. “It is a great ass,” he said. “Smooth and firm. What do you do to keep in shape like that?”

There was no back-up, she realized slowly. No one to help. Just the two pilots up front, but they were busy keeping everyone in the air. Normally, when she faced a situation like this, there were always other stewardesses available to distract the men or to shame them. Even the boldest of gropers preferred to operate unopposed. 

But these men...there was something different about them.

“I...I work out,” said Leanne, her voice becoming soft. Aroused. Her pussy was moistening at the feel of these rough hands on her body. “A lot. You can...you can let go now.”

“Can I?” said Tank, squeezing harder on her perfectly formed ass. He didn't care that she was pushing on his wrist. 

“She works out a lot,” said Banks, sliding his hand up her stocking, resting high on her inner-thigh. 

“Are these men bothering you?”

It was Yorkshire, the one who appeared older and in charge. For a moment, Leanne’s spirits lifted. And yet almost as soon as she thought she was rescued, these hopes were dashed as he slid up against the side of her body. His cock, hard and straining underneath his tight pants, rubbed against her hip. His hand took a long trip up the front of her body until it rested on one plump, eager tit. 

The problem with not having back up, Leanne realized, was not that there was no one around to stop these men. 

It was that there was no one around to stop her from getting so fucking turned on by what was happening. 

“G-guys,” she stammered. “Please. Let’s...you don’t...I mean...”

Her incoherent babbling was punctuated by Tank pulling on her waist and sitting her down across her lap. She could feel the thick shaft of his cock hardening quickly beneath her ass as he ground her body down into his crotch. 

“Come on, sweetheart,” he said. “Give us a dance.”

Usually, when men acted this bold on a flight, they were properly drunk. But there was no alcohol on his breath. In fact, none of them had taken any alcoholic drinks yet. They were acting this way with a sober mind and naturally bad intentions. Somehow that made it all the more wicked. 

Tank’s hands slipped up the sides of her body, moving up and down. Banks and Yorkshire kept pulling and groping at her tits, telling her to smile. And she did, God help her—she smiled big, pleasant-like, hoping beyond hope she would please these big strong men who clearly had such a handle on what to do with a girly girl fuckdoll like her. 

If this didn’t stop soon, they wouldn’t be able to help banging her brains out. Her body would get them too hard and hot and bothered. 

It would be her fault. 

She would have to help them out if it came to that. Her panties felt soaked through and she was dead certain that Tank’s cock was leaking precum through his pants, staining her skirt from the other end. 

“Get her naked,” said Garden. He and Malcolm had been watching, sitting over their seats. “I want to see those big fucking tits of hers. They look dynamite.”

Leanne blushed at the compliment, knowing that once her tits were revealed, “dynamite” would be the least of the compliments issued to them. 

But...

But...

But...no. 

She was Axle’s girl. Still. Even after all this. Even after the asshole way he had acted last night. They hadn’t broken up, they were just having a fight. And if she went and fucked a bunch of dudes—even if that was a fantasy of hers!—without giving Axle a chance to make it up to her, without even having another conversation with him, then she didn’t deserve him. 

Misunderstandings about outfits and expectations were one thing. Annoyances, to be sure, and the attitudes on everyone’s part could have been improved. But getting drilled by five guys at once was probably going to be a little bit harder for him to swallow, and Leanne hadn’t been able, ever, to lie to a Man like Axle. It just wasn’t in her DNA to defy masculine gods like him.

With a great summoning of all her available will, she slid from Tank’s grasp. She did not have to fight him, as she might have thought. Indeed, he let her up willingly, though with a blue-balled groan.

“So soon, babe? We were just getting warmed up.”

The other men’s hands were still on her. She made a long x-motion down from her chest to slide them off—and again, off they came, easy as daylight. 

Her pussy, though, was still dripping wet, and if she was going to last in this flight, she would have to take care of that. 

She took several long steps backward, painfully aware of her the sex appeal of her long legs in her skinny, hot pumps. Her bouncing breasts, freed a little more by one button popping open during the groping of all those big men. 

“W-we have just a...a little while longer to go, boys, a-and...” she cleared her throat, hoping it wasn’t desperately obvious how badly she needed to jam her fingers up her cunt. From their leering grins, it clearly was. “...and, there will be some complimentary food services in just a little while. B-but until then, I have to...I’m...I’ll be...indisposed.”

And with that, she scampered down the aisle into the bathroom, hoping beyond hope that they wouldn’t hear her desperate cries for cock when she started to jam her fingers into her needy wet cunt. 

* * * * *
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GLOBAL AIRLINES DID not have a vast fleet of jets on the scale of other well-known airlines—they were, despite their name, more of a regional service. International flights were offered, even ones overseas, but they cost more and usually were not quite as efficient as the larger jets. Still, sometimes people did take them to provide themselves with a little privacy in the long hours between countries. 

What Global lacked in size and availability, they made up for in luxury. The seats were plush leather with multiple settings for comfort, each seat back loaded with a remote control that altered its inflation according to the user’s preference. Per every six hours in flight, one full-course meal would be served, usually made by the stewardesses themselves. 

There were enough fleece blankets for one and a half times the passenger limit, thick pillows, a sleeping lounge in the back (complete with emergency seat belts, just in case), and a state-of-the-art media display at the front and back of the plane, to allow for passengers to have two different viewing options showing simultaneously. Bluetooth headphones were provided, also comfy and state-of-the-art.

So, it should come as no surprise then that the lavatories included much more space than the normal jetliner—about five times as much, making it about as good as the bathroom for a studio apartment, complete with a space for a shower. 

When Leanne entered, she kept her eyes to the ground, her head in dizzy lustful haze. She slipped her hands up her skirt and plunged her fingers deep down her panties, quickly re-arranging her entire undergarments so as to better access her pussy. 

“Oh fuck...” she moaned, gentle finger sliding against the bud of her clit. “Oh god, that’s sooo good...”

Try as she might, she could not get the thought of Axle’s cock out of her mind. It was like she could practically smell him in the room with her. 

Even though what had turned her on to this point was the groping passions of five other adult men—and even though they had been perfectly masculine and patriarchal, knowing exactly what a good girl slut she was and knowing just how to treat her for being such a hot tart in her tiny fucking stewardess outfit—sex for her now was a product and a discipline that revolved entirely around Axle. 

His cock was the beginning and end of every orgasm he had. Picturing it, feeling it, imagining it, sucking it, fucking it—there was little space in her head for anything else. So much of her time was devoted to looking pretty and wearing the best possible outfits because she didn’t want him for a second to stop thinking about screwing her silly. 

There was nothing like fucking Axle—nothing. 

Before she met him, she hadn’t been a virgin, but she may as well have been. He opened her eyes to a whole world of sexual experience that she had never even known existed. It was like taking a cavewoman who had survived on raw meat and country onions to a restaurant in Paris. 

Her brain had been so overloaded with his cock in their first few weeks of meeting each other that they had barely gone on dates at all. He would show up at her house and she would beg, desperately, to suck his cock before they went out. Two hours later he had filled up her stomach three times with his massively potent loads and she was on her back, legs spread wide, begging to have a baby put inside her. 

They hadn’t gone that far yet—but not because Leanne wasn’t willing, and not because his virile seed had failed to spill in her unprotected fertile body. It simply hadn’t happened yet. 

Her body began twitching with pleasure as her attentions increased. She backed up her ass into the bathroom, tall heels dragging along the plastic floor. And then she felt it. 

There was someone behind her. Someone large. Someone breathing hard, watching her. Someone with a huge cock with her firm ass sliding up and down it. The cockhead had landed between her cheeks, both firm half-globes almost enveloping the meaty, bare shaft. 

“O-oh shit,” she said, shuddering. 

The feeling was scary, but also scary arousing. She turned, putting her hands up, and saw a huge man with a black ski mask over his face. He pointed down, indicating for her to get on the floor. 

A hundred thoughts ran through her mind—how did he get here? Who was he? What did he want?

But all of these were drowned out by how turned on she was by the presence of his cock.

Leanne gulped, dropping slowly down to her knees. The heavy points of her heels pushed against the door. 

“Please,” she said. “I don’t know how you got on here, but I don’t care. I won’t tell anyone, I promise. J-just don’t hurt me, okay? I won’t tell anyone. I w-won’t—”

The man put a finger to her lips, shushing her. The other hand wrapped slow around her throat, not quite choking her but remaining quite firm on the tender exposed flesh. And then, slowly, he began to push his finger into her mouth. There was no way for her to fight back, to run. If she bit his finger, she was certain he would snap her neck in two seconds flat. He was enormous. Maybe as big as Axle. Size was difficult to tell in that small space. 

His cock was still out, she realized. It was out...and it was hard, huge, and magnificent. The sight of it filled her world, struck something deep within her, and she could not help the sudden saliva that formed in her mouth as a thick layer of drool around her lips. Soft, wet layers of it began to slide around the man’s finger as she fellated the digit. 

Slowly, he pulled his finger out and began to move his cock toward her mouth. 

This was insane. Leanne knew this was insane. Somehow this maniac had stowed away on her plane, and now she was sitting in front of his huge erect cock. Precum dripped down from it like a fountain. It was so big. 

Maybe it was the small space of the bathroom, and maybe it was all the lusty haze drifting through her brain, but it seemed even larger than Axle’s. It stuck out toward her, promising such sucking goodness if only she began to slide her lips over the tip and take it down her throat like a good girl. 

She was too turned on—from the day, from the impressive cock, from the situation—to even consider that this was wrong somehow. That this was bad. That she had been cornered and should fight and defend herself. 

Crying out wouldn’t do her any good. Even if the man didn’t kill her, the men outside were just as likely to join in with this intruder as they were to help her.

But she was so turned on. Nothing in the world seemed so very important as much as doing what this man said. There was the implication, of course—his hand on her throat, that ski mask on his face—if she didn’t comply, bad things could happen. 

That was all besides the point of her desire to comply, though. 

The cockhead pushed against her cheek. She moaned, her hands tearing at her blouse as she tried to contain her arousal—tried to contain her need. But something about this cock, this man, this situation was making her more turned on than she ever had before. She felt out of control. She felt like she was tripping on pure lust. 

The cockhead pushed again, more insistently this time, the thick tip sliding across her mouth. Salty precum layered on her lips and instinctively her pink tongue slipped out to slurp at it. It was warm and delicious. The taste reminded her of Axle. 

At that point, she was lost completely. The cockhead pushed again against her cheek, but she shifted her head so that it slid down past her plush, thick, glossy lips and into her mouth. She held it there in the warm confines only for a moment, sliding her tongue around the cockhead with luxuriating pleasure, before urging it deeper down and down into her throat. 

The thick head swelled in her esophagus and she could feel it bulging against the man’s hand around her throat. She moaned, taking it in, taking it all in, her lips slurping upward all the way to the man’s crotch. And then she slid backward, sucking and moaning all the way. 

Tears streamed down her face, but she was not sure why they were there. Perhaps it was just the adrenaline of the situation. Maybe the cock just tasted that fucking good. But either way, she sucked him down deep into her throat and then moaned back upward, bristles of his pubic hair tickling her face, and soft tears slid down her face as she did. 

His balls were thick and heavy. Impregnating balls. Virile balls. The balls of a born breeder. They slapped against her chin as she worked up and down, willfully debasing herself for this giant of a man. Her sucking was so good, though, that he began to want more. Roughly he shoved her against the door and jammed his cock down her throat even further. 

There was no stopping him. So huge, so big, so powerful and in control. He fucked her mouth furiously against the hard surface of the door, banging her slight hot body with abandon. Leanne did everything in her power to please this man, this monster-cocked stud—everything in her power just to prove she was good enough to be kept alive. He fucked her hard into the corner, grunting and groaning, his stamina seemingly limitless. 

Leanne’s hands went up his back and ass, pulling on him, tugging at his incredible musculature with a need to feel everything he had to offer. Her hands gripped hard on his ass and then on his back, the thick muscles there coiled like hard seafaring ropes. 

But eventually—just like when she sucked off Axle—her hands fell down to her tits and clit. She couldn’t stop herself from feeling her own hot young body. Every part of her felt so needy, even as the gigantic stranger’s huge cock filled her up. 

She twisted the thick eraser tips of her nipples with unrestrained glee, her fingers pushing hard up into her slit while a solitary thumb slowly flicked and rubbed at her clit. Orgasmic pressure began to build and build, and her moans became more incensed by the second. 

The man on top of her began to grunt and heave heavily, his own orgasm imminent. His thick balls had been busting against her beautiful throat and chin for several minutes now, thwapping loudly. 

They were so big, so thick and heavy, so obviously full of babymaking sperm. When they began to empty, she felt the thick nuts tightening, the sack pulling against her own skin, sucking in everything to empty out even more into her body. 

Roiling spasms of pleasure hit her as her own orgasm swept through her body like wildfire at the same time as his cum dumped down into her body. She moaned, slurping his seed down with eagerness, each new fresh taste of his load even better than the one before it. 

It wasn’t until after it was done—after she had swallowed all that she could, after his gigantic cock had exited her tiny body, after the gentle after-spasms of her orgasm subsided—that it began to hit home what had happened. 

This man, this stranger, this attacker, had taken her in a bathroom. All her hopes about maintaining her fidelity to Axle were thrust down the toilet. And she could say that she had no choice, that she had been forced. 

But she knew the truth. This man had taken her—and she had loved it.

* * * * *
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IT WASN’T LONG BEFORE Leanne began hearing wedding bells once she started dating Axle. He was, in sum, the man of her dreams. 

That’s a very literal definition. 

She dreamed of a man exactly like him. The second she ran away from home, her own sexual awakening began. Before that time, taking care of her sick father, her own sexual needs and desires were deeply repressed. 

Leanne did her best not to spend any time thinking about such distractions, this despite the obvious fact that her body was quickly making it crazy apparent to any passer-by that she was built entirely for hardcore sex. 

By the time she was eighteen, only a few masturbatory thoughts had entered her mind. But then something...shifted. In the small apartments she had from month to month, paying for their pathetic two hundred square feet with a mixture of working her ass off waitressing and begging for money from anyone who could spare a dime, her sexual life came alive. 

She wanted someone to save her from this fate. She wanted someone to tell her that she deserved better—that she was worth more. She wanted, just once, even if it was just in a fantasy, the right to not have to work for everything all the time. 

Leanne believed in hard work, a true American, but her ideals could not necessarily keep up with the exhaustion she felt from working her hand to the bone and still having a net negative bank account balance at the end of the month. 

And so her fantasy world opened up. She dreamed of a man coming to save her. A huge man—a rich man, who was handsome and suave, a man who was hung like a horse and muscled like a god. She wanted to worship him so sexually, so erotically, that he would never dream of leaving her out to dry. The fantasies progressed over time. 

A chance radio interview about the propensity of richer men to cheat on their wives took a steady root in her mind. She imagined being the kept trophy wife of some billionaire hunk, and finding him cheating. 

It was exciting to her, at first, to imagine him apologizing to her. Licking her pussy until she forgave him. 

But then it became more exciting if she forgave him. If his power over her was that complete—his control over her life so utter and total that she had to forgive him for sleeping with other women just to keep that beautiful rich life going. 

Then, it was even hotter to imagine if she apologized to him. If, tearfully, she slid her mouth over his cock and begged him for his forgiveness for making him look outside the home for someone else to pleasure his fantastic cock.

And then that fantasy progressed when she another tidbit on a podcast about how, in Ancient Rome, sometimes an Emperor’s wife would gather his mistresses for him when the wife no longer satisfied the Emperor. Fingers buried in her cunt later that night, Leanne decided she wouldn’t just forgive her husband for sleeping with other women, oh no. She wouldn't just apologize when he wanted more than her. 

Her hunk would be so virile, so in need of tight, virgin, fertile cunts to fuck that she would recruit them. She’d go out to strip clubs and lure the coked-out whores back to her mansion where she would tie them up, sober them up, and then introduce them to service to her man one tablespoon of cum at a time. 

All fantasies, of course. 

And so her relationship with Axle might not have ever progressed that far—and he was certainly no billionaire. But he was fucking rich, as least comparatively to Leanne. He never was in want of money, and he was the type of rich who had underlings paying for his shit all the time. Her dreams of being a kept trophy wife could still easily come true. 

And this was why, sitting on the bathroom floor of the jet, she felt devastated as she looked up at the stranger in the mask. He had zipped up his pants, putting his cock away, and Leanne felt a pang of regret—even then she couldn’t help herself!—that she had not cleaned it off for him. 

“I’m sorry,” she said, lamely, even though she had nothing at all to be sorry for. “That shouldn’t have happened. I’m...I’m...you’re a monster,” she said. Even she was unconvinced by her tone. “You...bastard...”

Her thoughts were clearly all over the place. She had no idea how Axle would ever forgive her for this. More than that, she had no idea how she could forgive herself.

And then the stranger took off his mask. Leanne gasped.

“A-Axle?”

His smile was that of a man who had seen a plan come to full fruition. 

“That’s right, babe.”

“You did this to me?”

“You seemed to enjoy it enough.”

That was hard to deny. The sweet feeling of his cum inside her—already warming and bliss-inducing just from the heaviness of the massive load in her belly—felt even better now that she knew it was his. 

“B-but...all this...why?”

He smiled and sat down on the sink above her, staring at her and taking a long lock of her shiny blond hair to play with. “You made a good point yesterday. You’d been working hard to try and belong with me and my boys and their girls. But you didn’t, not really. It’s no fault of your own,” he held up a hand, silencing her protests. “That’s just how it is with us. We’re very...particular.”

“Particular?”

“You know who I am. Don’t you? What I belong to?”

Leanne blushed and looked down. She had understood it to be a rather important part of their relationship for her not to say anything acknowledging that part of his life. One thick, strong hand took her by the face and forced her to look up at him. 

“It’s okay. You can say it.”

“You’re in the Razor’s Edge. You’re a-an...an outlaw. A gangster.”

“’Gangster.’” He laughed.  “Sure. Okay. I prefer ‘protector.’”

“But you break the law and stuff.”

“Yeah. So what?”

She shrugged. “Nothing. That’s just...you asked me what I know. That’s what I know.”

“Okay. So we’re particular about who comes in. Who gets to know what. How people get to act. It’s a way of life, you understand? And when people act like they’re in this way of life and they’re not, people get very defensive. Upset. Violent, even. So, when you’re dressing like you’re one of the gang’s girls, and you’re not, well...it could have created a problem for me. And for you. Especially you.”

“Oh.”

“I couldn’t really go into that last night. I just thought you’d do like I told you. You’d been such a good girl before.”

She slipped her hand up onto his cock, stroking it fervently. “I still want to be your good girl, Axle. I want to be the one you can rely on. I won’t defy you again.”

“Do you promise?”

Her eyes were big and blue. She nodded urgently, aching to feel him inside her again...but this time in the sweet canal of her cunt. “I promise I’ll do anything you say from now on.”

“Good. Because I talked it over with the boys, and we decided we’re going to make sure you do as you’re told.”

“M...make sure?”

“We have to initiate you, Leanne. We have to make sure you’re a good girl for real. Being a good girl for us means you don’t defy any of us. You belong to the whole gang. I’ll get first call on you, and your cunt will belong only to me...but you have to do right by the rest of the gang first. Do you understand?”

“I think so,” she said, beautiful face twisting. “But what sort of initiation is it?”

“We’re going to fuck you.”

“’We?’”

“You didn’t think those fellas out there were just regular businessmen, do you? They’re some of my boys. You haven’t met them with me yet, but I’ve been riding with them for years. They want you—you could tell they wanted you, couldn’t you?”

She could hardly tell anything else about them. She nodded. 

“Good. You’re gonna have all their cocks inside you. Stuffing you...filling you. And when that’s done...when we land...you’ll be mine from now on.”

“But...” she gulped. She wanted to be his good girl so badly. “It’s just...I only want your cock stuffed in me, baby.”

He stroked her hair and smiled. “This is how it has to be. Either you’re on board or you’re not. What do you say, babe? You want to be my special girl?”

Of course Leanne wanted nothing more in the entire world. 

* * * * * 
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AXLE LED HER OUT OF the bathroom to the applause of the other men. They had heard everything. Maybe not the conversation she had shared with Axle—but definitely they had heard him fucking the living daylights of her mouth, throat, and skull for more than ten minutes. 

She looked back at the door, which would no longer close. There was a thick imprint in the aluminum—her body outline where Axle had banged into her body again and again. 

All the men were already lined up in the brief lounge area in the back of the plane. Yorkshire. Banks. Tank. Garden. Malcolm. All of them waiting on her—all of them wanting to stuff their huge biker cocks into her body right in front of her man. With her man. 

“I’m going to fuck you first,” he said into her ear. “I’ll be in your cunt, all right? It’ll be easy. Just take me. You can pretend they’re all me if that makes it any easier for you.”

It was like he had read her mind. That was what would make it easiest for Leanne. All of these other men certainly were attractive in their own way, but none of them were her Axle. None of them were exactly the man she needed, her dream man, her living God. 

After having his cock—and especially after having him inside her so recently—any cock she saw would automatically be compared to his cock. Any cock thrust inside her would have to be thought of his cock, her Man’s cock, if only so she could keep sanity intact while getting drilled by so many at once. 

She approached and, as she did, Axle pushed her down on her knees. Leanne smiled and then giggled, looking up at the gang of tough men with equal parts admiration and fear. Tank had taken off his pants first—obviously, he was going to be the one to be fucking Leanne’s mouth. She slid down on her back between the six men, waiting for them to begin. 

Tank shoved his cock in her mouth almost right away. Leanne took it with ease, letting it slide down the already very well-lubricated area of her throat. There was not much in the way of hardening that Tank still needed to do, as his shaft was already thicker and longer than most. But as she sucked and slurped, he hardened anyway, growing bigger still as she pleasured him. 

She closed her eyes and pretended he was Axle. That made it much more fun. Her sucking became immediately more exuberant and a thousand times less hesitant. Tank let out a little gasp.

“Fuck,” he grunted. “That's the kind of mouth I like to see on a woman.”

Axle, meanwhile, tore Leanne’s skirt clean off. She didn’t worry about the uniform, about the cost. Axle would buy her another one. He would take care of everything. And then he entered her.

Leanne, already so turned on by everything else that had been happening, came immediately. There was no stopping her orgasm. This sudden pleasure made her suck even more perfectly on Tank's cock, mouth moving with eager happiness all along his shaft. 

Axle's cock, inside of her, was as perfect as it always was. He thrust violently inside of her sopping wet cunt, but the force of his strokes was no threat—Leanne was simply a woman made to be fucked hard and viciously. 

Her body was born to be fucked this way. There was no other explanation for how hot she was. This was what she was meant to do. 

Leanne thought initially that this was simply how it would go—she would suck a cock and be fucked by another until all the men were tired out. And, too, until she was tired out. Being with Axle had pushed her to the limits of her sexual stamina and beyond, and she had found great reserves of blissful strength, but even a hot-bodied babe like her was not limitless. 

But then something majestic happened. 

Axle picked her up by the hips, wrapping her long stocking-clad legs around his waist. This pressed Tank deeper down her throat, which Leanne loved. 

As he had her picked up, Yorkshire slipped down underneath her with his hard cock already out. All the men had been stroking themselves vigorously while they waited their turn, getting their cocks hard. Puddles of precum stained the expensive flooring of the craft at their feet. Yorkshire took Leanne down until her asshole—her virgin asshole—rested on the tip of his cock. 

It only occurred to her then—in that moment—that these men intended to take everything from her. 

And then Yorkshire let her drop, driving his soaking precum-wet cock into her ass while Axle continued to pound her pussy from above. Tank shifted position as Leanne was pushed onto her side, and soon all three men were driving into her body at once. 

She had never been so full in her entire life—not even when Axle fucked her for hours at a time. 

Every stroke of Axle's meant she was driven harder into Tank and Yorkshire's cock. Every thrust from Tank meant she was penetrated deeper and deeper. Every hot pistoning from Yorkshire meant new penetrations from the other two men as she was filled deeper, harder, than she had ever been before. 

She didn't know it, but she was taking their cocks better than any woman had before her. Most women at this point would tap out. The men would let her—this was a lot and they all knew it. They would let her recover, and then maybe fuck her mouth one by one. 

But Leanne didn't just accept this much cock in her body. She excelled at it. Taking Yorkshire and Axle at the same time was an inhuman effort, a superhuman feat, but she could do it. She could practically feel their huge cocks meeting inside of her, and it didn't matter—it all felt so fucking good. 

Her body was nothing but three holes and a pulse to these huge, hard men. That was the way it should be. It didn't matter where she had come from. It didn't matter where she was going. This was her value, her purpose. She was made to be fucked and violated as brutally as possible. Their hands squeezed all over her body, using her roughly for their pleasure and their pleasure alone. 

These hard men didn't give one solid fuck about her pleasure, but she had plenty of it anyway. There was too much cock in her body not to cum constantly. Axle and Yorkshire were both so big that her g-spot was being ridden upon constantly. She would have moaned if she could spare a single breath with Tank's massive rod down her throat. 

They all came at different times. Tank came first, squeezing her tits hard. His load spurted out hot and heavy all over her face and—knowing she had to be a good girl, or else she wouldn’t have her Axle anymore, Leanne did just like she had with her man and licked up as much of it as possible. 

As soon as Tank stepped aside, he was replaced. Malcolm came down almost immediately, his cock brimming with turgidity, and shoved himself into her mouth hard. 

That changed the whole distribution of body weight, and Leanne clenched her asshole tight on Yorkshire’s cock. This proved too much for him, and within moments his huge cock was shooting hot goo up inside of her body, spraying her with his white seed everywhere. 

Leanne had never felt cum there before, but it felt amazing. She was so full, so warm, so complete. 

Slowly, giving an absent, appreciative rub to Leanne’s tight young beautiful body, Yorkshire slipped out from under her.

Axle, though, took his time about cumming. He was a Man. He was the Man, and he didn’t want any of these others to outdo him. Even as Gardener got on top of Leanne and ripped off her blouse, shoving his cock between the fat valley of her tits, Axle still fucked her.

Her body was being used in every way that a woman's could. There was no doubt left in the minds of these dangerous bikers who she actually belonged to. There was no way she would ever be the property of any other man—she was theirs entirely. 

Fucking her tits so hard, Gardener could hardly contain himself.

“She's so fucking nice,” he kept muttering. “Such a fucking good girl.”

It was all Leanne had ever wanted to hear from Axle's friends. They would make sure he stayed with her from now on. She felt so safe, so secure with all of these big men there to protect her. 

She could feel Malcolm and Gunner both tightening up, needing to cum in her. She welcomed their spray, wanted to feel them all over her body. So she slipped her mouth off Malcolm and started jerking him off. 

With this happening, when Gardener came all over her face, Malcolm did too. Their cum sprayed all over the angelic beauty’s face as one. She was lathered in the delicious, perfect substance, her beautiful body so clearly made for pleasing their cocks. 

It was only then—after showing how much more of a fucking Man he was than the others—being able to fuck this angel for so much longer and so much harder than any of his friends, that Axle —finally, finally Axle came deep inside her pussy. 

His load was thick and warm. There was more density to it than any other man there. She hoped this was the load that would finally make her pregnant. 

He exited her, patting her leg and breathing hard. All the men looked at her with a kind of reverence. None of them had seen any woman take their fucking like she just had. 

“That was great, boys,” she giggled, stretching out her body. “Who’s up for round two?”

Of course they all were. The plane still had several hours to land. 

* * * * * 
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A WEEK LATER, AXLE swung by Leanne’s place. It was nearly empty now—all her boxes had been moved over to his house, and they were just waiting for the last of the furniture to be moved before the move-in was official. 

She looked smashing, as she always did. In something of a little private joke between them, she wore the same outfit that she had the night of their fight—her skintight boots highlighting those long perfect legs. Sprayed-on cut-offs displaying her ass. A tight t-shirt doing nothing to hide her amazing tits, and a leather jacket—the one change, because it had The Razor’s Edge written on it now—on her back. 

“How do I look, babe?” she giggled, sliding onto his lap as he parked his bike. 

“You know you look fantastic.”

Leanne tittered happily, leaning in for a long kiss with her love. She really did. No one looked as fantastic as a girl who was owned so completely by her Man. 

# # #
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Gang Heat: The Cheerleader
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The locker room was flooded with the heavy, musky scent of their pheromones. The whole team surrounded the young cheerleader, and she was aching for even more of them to give her a try. 

There were so many of them...and just one of her. Just one pussy, just one tight hot beautiful-bodied babe to please all of them. That was the ratio she wanted.

So many had entered her already. More than she had ever thought possible. Her tight, hot, toned fertile body was stuffed full of their cum. It leaked down from her holes to the floor and yet still she wanted more, more, more. 

She was made for all these hard bodied men. That was clear now. No one else could take them like she could. No one but her could handle so many athletes all at once with their huge cocks and rock hard bodies.

It was everything she didn't know she always wanted. 

And for that...she was glad. 

But she hadn't started the day this way. No, she'd had to be taught how to behave for these men...she had to learn that her true role was to serve their cocks however they wanted. 

* * * * *
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STELLA WAS READY TO turn in her v-card for good. She was hot, she was young, she was a cheerleader, and she was in college—there was no real reason any longer for her to be a virgin other than the fact that she hadn’t managed to get some stud into her bed. 

That was part of the problem, that last part, that stud part. Stella knew she could be a bit vain. She was, if she was being truly honest, a lot vain much of the time.

She felt she was a good-looking young woman—sexy, even—and she didn’t want to sleep with just any college-going schlub. She had been a cheerleader for almost all of her life, starting in grade school with cheering on the pee-wee sports leagues. For the past six years of her life, she had been a cheerleading captain, first at high school and now during her second year in college. 

So, the entirety of her formative years, she had spent watching football players. Appreciating them. Admiring them. Developing crushes and intricate fantasies, and once she was old enough, those fantasies evolved. 

There were many variations of the base fantasy, but the most popular one had her being caught in her cheerleading outfit in a locker room and getting fucked raw—totally bareback, with complete risk of impregnation—by a quarterback stud. Usually, he was still in his uniform, shoulder pads and all. Of course it was unlikely for a man to fuck particularly well in such a get-up. The helmet alone ruined any real attempts at intimacy. 

But then, intimacy wasn’t what it was all about for Stella. 

She didn’t want a long, loving, happy-with-joyful-tears sessions of lovemaking with soft, gentle strokes of a cock and the other guy asking her constantly if it was okay, if it was too much. She’d overheard that kind of virgin sex from her stay in a dorm her freshman year and she did not want it part of her life, thank you very much. 

No, she wanted a real fucking. Hard fucking. A fuck so hard that she wouldn’t be able to get up and walk the next day without feeling like she had been hit by a car. That was Stella’s fantasy. She wanted to be destroyed by some stud’s cock. 

She wanted to be owned and dominated, without a question left in her mind as to what it was, exactly, to lose one’s virginity. Her first time having sex would start the conversation of her erotic life with a fucking exclamation point, and she would accept nothing less. 

And so, with that desire burning on overdrive in the back of her mind for what was probably years, one Saturday morning, she decided she would make it all come true. 

The decision wasn't that sudden—the decision to make it happen had been boiling over in her head for weeks now. But the metaphorical lusty waters were finally pooling over her pot, and there was no way to stop her from living out this dream any longer. 

It was August, hot outside and unearthly cool inside with the A/C constantly on full power. She lived in a small apartment not far from the Western University campus with one roommate who she barely saw—another student who worked night shifts at a package delivery service and had classes all day long. Stella wasn’t sure when the girl actually slept. 

Stella made sure she had plenty of rest every night—the full eight hours, just as doctors recommended. Her body was important to her—it was her tool, her ticket to success. She had her eyes on the prize at all times; her goal was to eventually be a cheerleader at the professional level, and after that maybe move on to coaching. As such, she dieted with precision (food scale and all) and exercised daily. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays were boxing lessons, with Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Saturdays hot yoga. Sundays she was content to do Yin Yoga, which was just sort of heavy breathing in maybe five positions in an hour—a great way, she had been instructed, to restore her system. And that was all on top of her classes (which she passed with some colors, though none of them were flying) and practicing four times a week with her squad. 

Her body, as a result, was in tip-top physical conditioning at all times. Her abs were hard and defined, though she still retained an attractive layer of flesh around them so that she didn't have some “bodybuilder” look. Her ass was a shelf. Her arms were toned with lean, hard muscle.

That Saturday morning was particularly hot outside, and Stella could feel all of the sun in her skimpy outfit. She had done more than dress to impress—she had dressed to get fucked—and every part of her clothing choices reflected that fact. 

Today she had on a short, stretchy skirt made of a thin red material that lovingly slid halfway down her long tanned thighs. The fabric meshed well with the tight black zip-up short-sleeved sweater she had on. The zipper to the sweater sparkled gold just under her neck, presenting an easy and obvious tug to the mammoth mammaries beneath.

As she wanted to get fucked by a football stud, it was a football stud she had arranged to meet—Ryan, who she had known loosely for about a year.

She was to meet Ryan in the library, as they had arranged the night before over a series of quick texts. She had told him she wanted to study, which was sort of true. It’s just that she didn’t want to study for the American History test they both had upcoming the next week like she implied—she wanted to study his thick cock inside of her hot teenage body. 

Ryan was tall, blonde and cute, a fourth-year receiver for the offense. On another team, at another college, he would have already been a likely MVP for the upcoming football season that started in just a few weeks. 

Unfortunately for Ryan—or maybe it was fortunately?—he was on the same team as Luke “Mountain” Maxon, who in any given year would be taking every MVP award there was. 

Stella was, frankly, a little scared of Luke Maxon, which was probably why she hadn’t asked him out instead of Ryan, even though she definitely had an enormous crush on him (like probably the rest of the school). She still wanted his cock, but he was the sort of man you worked your way up toward. Having him for a first lay would be like climbing Mt. Everest for your first afternoon hike. 

Stella was on first-name basis with every member of the football team on purpose. Part of the cheerleaders’ duties were to make signs for each player and hang them on their lockers before the games. This was their duty because Stella had made it so—and she was the one who personally went around to each player and gathered information so that their signs would be adequately personalized. Of course, she was also gathering other information—height, weight, her rating of attraction to them, and their probable dick size based on her best guess. 

Stella was nothing if not thorough. She wanted her first time to be completely under her control, right down to the last detail.

During that time, she had handed out her number to the guys she thought were the cutest and the most likely to fuck her wild. None of them denied the number from the blue-eyed, hot-bodied vixen with the 36D tits popping out of her teensy tiny barely-appropriate outfits. 

She and Ryan met on the fourth floor of the college library. In the morning, on a Saturday, not many other students had woken up yet enough to actually start studying. Most of them were probably hungover. Stella hardly drank. She got enough intoxication from thinking about cock. 

“Hey, Stella,” said Ryan, eyeing her monumental body up and down with open admiration. 

“Hi, big guy.” She stepped in close and squeezed her body—especially her over-sized tits—against the thick muscles of his bicep. “You’re looking fit today.”

“Oh...” he laughed nervously, glancing at her bulging mound of titflesh. “Thanks. Coach has us training pretty much nonstop.”

He gestured toward the table where his backpack was sprawled out, materials spread everywhere. “Should we get started?”

“Sure!”

After he sat down, she sat down on the chair right next to his. Her posture was picture perfect, chest up and out, legs crossed. Her legs were long and one of her favorite features about herself—they let guys know she wasn’t just a pretty face and some huge tits. She was the whole package. 

“So,” said Ryan, obviously trying hard not to look at her legs, “I though we might start with the Gilded Age. There’s this whole haze in the middle of it for me...”

Stella smirked. “Yes, Rutherford B.”

“What’s that?”

“Never mind.” She put a hand on his arm. She wasn’t exactly interested in him for his smarts. “Can I ask you something?”

“Sure, Stella.”

“Do you think I’m attractive?”

There was a way to approach this entire situation with stealth and subtlety. To slowly ease her way into having a cock shoved forcefully up her cunt. In her fantasies, her deepest fantasies that she would hardly admit, the cock was unprotected and so was she, and with a hot body like hers, breeding was almost a guarantee.

But Stella had little interest in being subtle right now. She was horny today, and the sooner she acted, the sooner she would lose her vile v-card. 

And so, her crossed leg had slid over to his, the tall pump heel she wore sliding gently up and down his calf. He was sweating, clearly uncomfortable, though Stella couldn’t put her finger on why.

She had chosen Ryan because he was pretty much a sure thing. He was cute, for deffos, and also a total player, which she felt worked in her favor. There were three other cheerleaders on the squad that he had gone out with—and fucked—on the first date. Stella thought he wouldn’t have any sort of problem showing her just exactly what he wanted to do to cheerleaders with his cock, as she knew she was hotter than any of the others on the squad. 

That’s why she was captain, after all. 

“S-sure I do, Stella,” he said, gulping. “But uh...you know, I really think we should study. I’m worried about this exam, and—”

“Don’t you think the two of us could do something more fun than just studying? I mean...” her hand drifted down the thick muscles of his bicep, squeezing the dense tissue there with naughty intentions, and then sliding further down to his crotch. “...I know I can...”

He gulped again. There was something boyish about his look, something vulnerable and scared. It made Stella feel very womanly to have an effect on a man like this. 

“Stella, look, you’re hot as hell. But I’ve got...you know, a girlfriend, and—”

“No, you don’t. I’ve asked around. I looked you up on the internet. You’ve got no such thing.” Her hand landed on his cock through his thin workout shorts. He was hardening quickly. “And your cock is getting hard from everything I’m doing.”

Soft locks of her long blond hair fell on his shoulder. They were very close now. Her lips were just inches away from his. She could feel victory within her grasp—her virginity was going to be gone, taken, forced out of her by this magnificent musclebound stud, and she would love every minute of it. 

But then something unexpected happened. 

Ryan stood up, coughing and covering his crotch with his notebook. Within seconds he had all his things stuffed in his backpack and he was backing away from Stella, left confused and by herself at the table. 

“I’m sorry, Stella.” He eyed her up and down one more time. “Really, I am. But I’ve got to...I have to go.”

Saying nothing else, he ran off. He bounced this way and that across the shelves, knocking over books and leaving them in piles behind him. Stella was alone in the library, annoyed and turned on. 

The whole situation was confusing. Ryan clearly wanted her. Why had he left like that? 

It didn’t matter. She was hornier than she had been when she started, but no less determined. If Ryan didn’t want to fuck her stupid, she’d find someone who did. Stella was a gorgeous teen cheerleader after all, and if she wanted sex, then by God she was going to have it. 

* * * * *
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EVERY PLAN, EVEN THE surefire plans that no way in hell would ever fail, needed a backup. Stella knew this—she lived it. That was how she had the killer bod she worked so hard to have. 

Maintaining a proper diet and working out every day were not some accident, happening to her out of the ether of the universe. They were things she produced in the world and lived tangibly on their results. She was a firm believer in scheduling, planning, and adapting. 

As such, when Ryan inexplicably turned her down, she was disappointed—but not without options. A gorgeous girl like her always had options when it came to sex. 

She knew Nathaniel Lawler had lunch at 2 pm every day in the cafeteria. Usually his meal was a protein shake, some eggs and steak, and a heavy dosing of vegetables. He was Stella's next target. 

After Ryan turned her down, she took a few hours in the library to restock. She made flirty faces at other men she saw, ensuring that they indeed found her as attractive as she felt she was. She took pains to drop several items in front of a studying law student, spending several minutes picking up items very slowly and dropping them into her book bag one at a time. 

Her heels were tall, highlighting the fact of her young, nimble legs and her beautifully sculpted ass in her tiny skirt. Every motion she made in the heels, especially bent over, put a spotlight on how much time she had invested in perfecting her body for the consumption of men.

She knew the student's eyes were on her and she enjoyed every second of it. It was arousing for men to watch her hot body. That was why when she went to the gym, she wore such tiny skimpy outfits and her sports bras almost always were a little too small in the bust. As a result, her thick tits looked like they were ready to pop out of the outfit at any given moment and spill out into the world. 

As the law student continued to watch Stella, a soft moist spot developed in her panties from where her arousal was overtaking her senses and her pussy had started to juice. Once she finally saw his cock stiffening through his pants, she decided she was done. She flashed him a wink and went on her way—she had a date with a football stud in the cafeteria. 

Nathaniel was on defense—a linebacker, and a heck of a one. He would have to be great with Luke Maxon on offense. Luke scored so quickly that he barely gave the defense any time at all to rest, constantly putting them back on the field, and so it was with great pleasure and anticipation that Stella approached Nathaniel now. 

To stay in the game as long as he did, the fifth-year senior would have to spend a lot of time on cardio. He would be able to fuck Stella for hours, and keep up a furious pace while he did. That thought excited her even more than the law student’s eyes on her in the library. 

As she entered the cafeteria, she took a moment to slide her skirt up her waist just slightly, showing even more thigh than before. A slight breeze would have revealed her panties in their entirety. As an extra precaution against rejection, she also unzipped the big, fat gold zipper on her sweater halfway down, so the glorious half-globes of her tits were on full display. Her cleavage was spectacular, a magnificent valley that promised endless erotic pleasures for any man who dared to venture inside. 

Everything about her appearance advertised youth, sexiness, and candid desire. She was, she hoped, irresistible.

The corner of the cafeteria where he sat was overtly empty, which Stella took as a sign—she should act, and now. 

She waved merrily, catching his attention, and strutted to his solitary position. Her hips swayed from side to side, feet crossing just slightly in a long model’s walk. Nathaniel was tall and black, and she was excited about the prospect of such a man's cock driving inside of her. 

“Shit,” he said, half under his breath. “Hey, Stella.”

“Hi Nathan. Eating lunch?”

He made a gesture. “Yup.”

“You need a lot of food to maintain that hot bod of yours, huh? A lot of protein?”

She slid up on the bench next to him with just one leg, her knee resting against his hip. Her skirt rode up high on her thighs—she flashed her wet panties at him, soaked with desire from the thought of his cock driving inside of her. 

“Y-yeah...” he said, eyes wide. He licked his lips. “Protein.”

“I could really, really use some protein in my body,” she said. “I’ve got this...this hot cheerleading body, and I just need the sort of protein that only a man can provide me with. Do you know what I mean?”

Clearly he did. He shook his head though, sweating suddenly. “Listen, Stella, maybe, you ought to, I don’t know...I mean maybe you can go someplace else?”

“You mean like on your lap?”

Not wasting any time, she sat down right on Nathan’s lap. 

“Now,” she said. “Isn’t this more comfortable?”

If it was, he was denying it. “N-no.”

She stroked his forehead, smiling and giggling at his handsome face and the peril he thought he was in. What was with these football hunks? She thought they were studs. Alphas. She thought they were the cream of the crop, the leaders of the pack. Why weren’t they all creaming their pants at the chance to be with her?

Her thighs squeezed against his. Both sets of legs were powerful, though of course for different purposes. Hers were supple and long, flexible. His muscles were hard and dense, made for twitch-action spurts of energy that needed to last for minutes at a time. She squeezed down harder, her heated pussy sliding against the top of his jeans. 

“Can’t you feel how comfortable I am, Nathan?”

Her thigh and his stiffening cock finally met. She could feel its turgidity pushing against the softness of her skin. 

“I can feel how comfortable you’re getting...” she said softly, stroking his chest.

His eyes, frantic, kept shifting from side to side. Looking for others. Looking for witnesses. 

“Maybe you should cool it, all right?” he asked. “Anybody could walk in here. You know? He could walk in here, and then we’d be in deep shit.”

“'He?'” she laughed. “'He' who? Don’t tell me the big bad linebacker is scared of someone.”

“You’re damn right I am. And you should be too. I—oh, fuck.”

Her hand had landed on his cock through his jeans. Clearly, she was being too subtle. 

She let out long, pleased sigh. The first cock she had ever touched properly, even if it was through his pants. “I’m going to be very upfront with you, Nathaniel.”

“Okay.” His voice had taken on a restricted calm. The pleasure from her hands was working hard against his need to fight her off. 

It was so very fun, she realized, taking a hold of a man’s cock. This was as close as she had ever been to actually feeling a man’s bare cock in her hands. Her excitement grew at the promise of this touch—that soon, she would unzip his pants and take him into her soft hands and stroke him long and hard, encouraging him to come to his full hardness. 

Then she would slide her eager, wet lips over the head and shaft and have a cock in her mouth for the first time. And then—after he came, because you were supposed to have men cum in your mouth, spilling all down your throat, that was just like, a law—then she would slide over his cock and have him fuck her virgin cunt wild for hours. 

He could do it. She knew he could. She had heard rumors all over campus about his staying power—and it excited her. 

“I want you to fuck me,” she said, stroking still. “I want your cock deep, deep inside me. In my pussy. My virgin pussy. Do you understand? You’ll be the first one there. The only one. Why, you could fight off all comers. You could make sure it belonged to you from now on. Wouldn’t that be fun?”

As she spoke, she continued to gently squeeze and stroke, treating his cock to a cornucopia of digit-based delights.

“Stella, you have...have to...Jesus, that feels so good...”

“Mmhmm,” she intoned. “And just imagine how much better it will feel if you let me feel the whole cock. Won’t that be fun? All you have to do is let me unzip those pants...” she slid her finger across the zipper, toying with the head. “...and then you and I will get to have all the fun in the world, Nathaniel.”

She leaned in and slid her pretty face against his chin, kissing him gently on the side of his neck. Her voice was a breathy whisper, loaded with all the aching eroticism that the nineteen year-old could muster. 

“Please?”

He was tempted. She could tell he was tempted. 

That was what made it all so damnably frustrating when he sat up and scooped her off his hard body.

Nathaniel was a strong young man and so it was easy for him to move her buck twenty to one side with his thick muscles. The feel of his hands on her body excited her. Her waist felt so small in his grip. 

For a moment she thought that he was going to lose control and pounce her then and there—pin her underneath his thick weight and fuck her right there in public, right in the middle of the cafeteria. Her cunt flooded with moisture at the notion. 

But no—no. He stood up, his cock clearly bulging in his pants, and wiped his hands. 

“You gotta leave me alone,” he said. “You’re hot as hell, but you’re dangerous.”

“Dangerous?” Stella was incredulous. “There’s nothing dangerous about me.”

“There sure as shit is, and if you haven’t figured it out yet, then you will soon enough. But I can’t wait around until I get my ass beat for you talking to me like this. Jesus, I’ve got a hard-on like a fucking flagpole over here. If anybody saw...”

“Then what?” Stella stood up too. “What would happen? What’s the big deal?”

His face twisted. “I’ve already said more than I should. Look, just leave me alone, okay? Leave the football players alone. If you have to fuck someone, I don’t know...maybe try a cop or a lawyer or something. Someone with some way to protect themselves afterward.”

She had no idea what to make of that statement. Some way to protect themselves?

“But I want to fuck a football player.” She put a hand on his chest. “A football stud. Like you.”

He swatted her hand away. “I said to cut that shit out. You’re gonna get me in deep shit.”

“With who?”

But he wouldn’t say. He gathered his items and left the cafeteria, and Stella was more turned on—and more confused—than she was when she had arrived. 

* * * * * 
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USUALLY, STELLA DIDN’T go to the gym to workout unless she was really, really bored or really, really upset about something. Today, she was upset. 

She did her boxing workouts at a particular boxing gym on the North side of town, and her yoga classes were at a studio on the Northwestern side of town. The college gym, though—or as they called it, the “Fitness Center”—was right on campus. 

For emergencies like this, she kept a change of workout clothes in her locker, which was only one building over from the Fitness Center. Often the official sports teams, including the cheerleaders, used the Fitness Center for their activities. 

The tight spandex outfit showcased her body just as well—if not even even better—than her slutty “fuck me” outfit did. The spandex shorts were tight and bright blue, barely slipping past the bubbly edges of her ass cheeks. Her top was a modified sports bra that had trouble holding in the sheer mass of her over-sized 36E tits. Long straps of fabric criss-crossed in the back, letting plenty of her tanned skin be shown, shining with youth. 

Gathering her thick blond hair in a long ponytail, she strutted through the crowded gym and stepped up onto a treadmill facing the wall. There was a screen on the treadmill that would show satellite television—plenty of sports and movies—but she kept it off. All she had an interest in at that particular moment was running off her frustrations. 

She was determined not to masturbate to deal with her overwhelming horniness. Stella had an involved masturbatory life; no monk, she. After all, as an attractive young woman, she knew her body was essentially built for hard, furious, breeding ruts and she had woken that very day with every intention of living up to that potential. 

Her fantasies were both broad and specific. They were broad because she often absorbed new information, new fiction, with the expressed desire to see how she could apply it to her inner-world of fantasy. 

She read pulpy fantasies and watched goofy science-fiction and dystopian television shows, more interested in the mechanics of the working world and the implications of the settings than any actual need to see how the character arcs played out. This was because it was those mechanics, those settings, that she would internalize and return to late at night when she needed a long masturbatory release. Half-awake and half-dreaming, she would drift with her fingers slipped up into her cunt and a thumb gently circling her clit, make-believing scenarios where she would be fucked in the violent, brutal manner she needed. 

And that was where her fantasies became rather specific. 

She wanted a man to take her against her will. She wanted to be taken, really, by several men, and all of them so strong that she wouldn’t be able to do anything about it one way or the other. Intricate visions filled her thoughts of her fresh young tight hot body being held down by several pairs of strong hands and thick arms, marble-like torsos and bodies cut from solid rock. Each one would have a cock larger than the last, and the very last would be the largest, the biggest-cocked one, of all of them. 

He would be unstoppable, a true warrior. The kind of man who could make panties melt with a wink and who would destroy those who looked at his women with an eager bloodlust. The kind of man who could annihilate whole armies by himself, who deserved a queen as gorgeous as herself kneeling at his side while he delivered out horrible decisions on the populace. 

There was something about the notion of sucking off a man on a throne that appealed to her greatly. And not just sucking off a man who held a throne—though that was hot too. But a man who actually was sitting on a throne and held it at the same time—a king in court. Holding court. Directing the populace while Stella's mouth bobbed obediently up and down his thick, shining meaty rod. 

This only had logical consequences, when she followed the fantasy long enough. Power got her off. Power excited her more than anything else. And what greater power was there than the power of life and death? 

She imagined herself sucking soulfully on the cock of such a king while he metered out executions left and right. Maybe the criminals had merely stared at Stella too long, and his possessive nature wouldn't allow his majesty to do anything else but behead them. Maybe it would happen right there in the court room as Stella sucked, her new King shooting his load down Stella's eager young throat while his underlings disposed of his enemies for him...

Power was so hot to her. 

The hottest thing about it was that there were infinite variations with which she could imagine that kind of power being exercised. 

So, for example, if she thought of herself in some dystopian future, she might imagine living in a walled commune full of women. Then, heavily muscled barbarian raiders would break through their ramshackle walls, destroying the steel and machinery that had kept them safe, and then she’d be held at gunpoint and forced to give up her virginity.

Even though, really and truly, that was what she wanted all along.

Maybe then the head barbarian would lead her down a dark and twisted path. When the big tribe all stopped to fuck her—and of course they would, because she was so much hotter than the other girls in the commune—her friends and sisters would have gotten away. So then the raider king would use Stella to track them down and to lure them in. 

Stella would dress up all innocent to let her friends know that everything was fine, that the raiders were actually quite all right so long as you cooperated...and then she would knock out her girls and tie them up for the raiders to use and abuse at their leisure. Stella would lean on their hips as they drove into their new conquests, cheering them on while they made fuckslaves out of her former compatriots. 

This kink for corruption and power ran deep in Stella, and seemingly had no end point. 

She ran on the treadmill, picking up steam, considering this idea. So many of her fantasies revolved around battle, being the treasured fuckprize of the biggest and strongest. Maybe that's why she loved football and the athletes who played it so much.

Sweat had started to gather openly on her tight young body. She was dripping from her face to her neck, her neck to her chest, and spatter had begun to land on the treadmill beneath her. She used a towel to wipe herself off from time to time, but in all honesty, she enjoyed the sensation of the sweat on her body. It made her feel good—it was the physical confirmation of her efforts, her powerful need to be better, fitter, hotter. 

Not to mention it was a terrific way to drive eyes onto her body. She had her eyes closed, ears pumped with a playlist full of triumphant workout pop that encouraged her to work harder and never give up. But even with these senses deprived, she knew that men and women watched her. A glistening, wet body was hotter than a dry one. 

This was a scientific fact, and good luck to anyone trying to disprove it. 

Her limbs moved in perfect perpetual motion. Arms up, legs up. Arms back, legs back. But of course the real stars of the show were her tits. Thick, young, round, and vibrantly colored with effortlessly tanned, shiny skin, they were more than eye-catching—they were mind-drowning. 

Her cleavage formed a tight, perfect v-shape, the tops of her breasts so tightly pressed by the elastic fabric of her sports bra that they appeared even larger than they actually were. Twin golden spheres of delight tantalized eyes of any passers-by. 

With Stella’s eyes closed, she could imagine the entire gym prostrated before her, on their knees, worshiping her mega-hot model-worthy body. That would make her an even bigger prize for whatever man who was actually strong enough to claim her. And so even though she had started this workout with the intent to get rid of her sexual energy and tire herself out, she only ended up magnifying it. 

All these thoughts about her fantasies, about her magnificent body, about the people who wanted to fuck her...all of that just made her more turned on than before. 

A loud boom sounded, loud enough to be heard through the poppy cacophony flooding through her earphones.

Stella slipped them off and turned to look around—the gym was practically empty except for herself. That was weird. When she had gotten there an hour before, the place had been full. The lights were dim now, as if the gym was closing—but she knew it was open until midnight. 

She looked to the front now and she saw only one figure standing there. A large figure—a male figure. A man larger than any other on campus—maybe any other in the entire fucking city. 

It was Luke Maxon.

* * * * *
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AS INTRICATE AS STELLA’S fantasies were, they often did not star specific people. When she was fucked by football players in her thoughts, their helmets were left on because she did not want to have to see their faces. 

When she was fucked by raiders, they too had helmets or sometimes bandannas or scarves wrapped over their mouths and noses. Kings would have their crowns resting low, obscuring their features. 

And if all else failed, she could simply be fucked in the dark—a special sort of dream-dark where there was enough light to perfectly make out the lines of every hard muscle on her violator’s body but just not enough to see what his face actually looked like in the darkness. 

There was a reason for this. 

It wasn’t that she couldn’t actually imagine a handsome man’s face. Oh no. She had studied the internet extensively, and had been on plenty of dates with a number of admirably crafted men, any of whom would have “done the trick,” in a pinch—but what she wanted was hardly to be merely satisfied. 

Her desires were based on being overwhelmed, and that was not possible with an average man—even a very handsome man that she could plug into her fantasies at home. 

The reason for her imaginative reticence in providing a clear picture for her desired man was that she had a very specific image in mind of what he actually should look like. She knew the sort of man who attracted her, and she knew the sort of man who drove her wild. 

It was not hard, therefore, to make a logical progression on the checklist of facial attributes to go from attractive to handsome to hot to heartbreaking to unspeakably godly. 

It was this last category where Stella ended up eventually, sometime around last year before she arrived at college. She had been fingering herself in one of her many long fantasy sessions and the face appeared to her clear as day.

The body had taken shape years before, pieced together by sampling bits from movies, television, comic books, and pornography, mentally stitching each part until the torso, arms, legs, neck, and shoulders were all absolutely perfect. And then, as she slid her clit just the right way, imagining a ruinous knight trapping her in a tower and demanding her virginity before returning her home, she saw him. The knight took off his helmet and revealed his face—the face—the visage that had always eluded her up to that point.

He was perfect. Dreamy. Dangerous. A thick, even beard that was cut close to the broad lines of his jaw. Dark hair. Smoldering blue eyes that saw straight through to the heart of her—that saw what a little whore she was and how badly she needed to be treated like a princess on the outside and fucked like a rotten slut once they were safely away from prying eyes. 

She gave up, at that very moment, from trying to meet such a man. Stella knew he couldn’t exist. He was, after all, just a figment of her imagination, and such a thing—person?—didn’t come to life spontaneously from nothing. 

So, she did her best to not fantasize about him—to keep him relegated to a distant memory. But always he would intrude, this mystery dream man, demanding purchase in her dreams. Always he would arrive with the raiders, forcing her down and revealing his face after abandoning his wrapped scarf. And he would be so handsome, so perfect, his body so massive and true, and she would have no choice but to submit and cry out in exultation even as he pounded his way into her totally innocent virgin teen body. 

But, ever since arriving at the university and seeing Luke Maxon, that all changed. The second she saw him on campus, she'd had to rush to the nearest bathroom and finger herself to a sweet, quick cum. Or, that was the intent—but in truth, seeing him set off a chain of fingerfuck orgasms that lasted for close to two hours.

Because, without question, the face she had created from the ether of her dreamstuff was Luke Maxon's face. He was the man of her dreams, her fantasies, her most vicious cunt-fingering desires. 

He was real...and she was terrified of being with him. Her want was so present in her mind—her need was so true, that if she were to falter in any way on her quest to have him, if she misstepped for even a moment, it would be a disaster. 

At the front of the gym, he stood for a moment, clearly enjoying looking at her sweaty, lithe body. A unstoppably feminine part of her could not stop herself from posing, jutting her hefty chest out and slipping one leg forward. There was a spotlight overhead and her body was easy to make out. 

“What are you doing here?” she asked as he came closer. “Where did...where did everyone go?”

“I told them to leave,” he said. “People do what I say.”

She could easily understand why. She wanted to do whatever he said right now. If he had a gun and a hostage, she’d shoot the poor sucker for Luke at his barest suggestion. 

He wore thin athletic shorts and a black a-frame sleeveless shirt. It was possible—easy, even—to see all of his incredible muscled definition. He was tall, close to seven feet, and easily cleared three hundred pounds. Her tongue wagged just behind her teeth, aching to slide its drooly surface all over his brickhouse body. 

“Why did you do that?” she asked.

Part of her already knew the answer. She could see the desire in his eyes. It terrified her. 

It terrified her because she was so fucking desperate to live up to it.

He was right in front of her now, more than a head taller than her—and Stella was already a tall girl. She felt weak in the knees, her pussy throbbing.

“You’re the hottest girl in this place. This college.” He held up a hand to her face and stroked her there just for a moment, holding her chin. She shuddered with need. Her cunt was sopping wet. “This whole city, probably. Maybe the state.”

“Thank you.”

When other men complimented her looks, she discounted it. She was too used to being complimented. It felt almost empty, even despite what obvious stock she put in her looks to make up her self-worth. But when he complimented her, every atom she had stood up to listen. 

“I want you, Stella,” he said simply. “I want you to be mine. I want to fuck you harder than anyone’s ever fucked you.”

His hand came to rest on her collarbone. She shifted forward, guiding the fingers to her throat. She wanted him to know that he could own her like that whenever he decided. 

“Nobody’s ever fucked me, Luke.”

He smirked. “That’s hard to believe.”

“No...really. I mean, I tried. I wanted to fuck some guys. In fact, earlier today...”

She blushed now, embarrassed. 

“What?” He raised an eyebrow. “Tell me.”

“Earlier today, I tried to get some of your teammates to fuck me.”

He laughed. It was a big, booming, thunderous sound in the emptied gym. “I bet they turned you down, huh? Acted real scared?”

“Yes. How did you know that?”

She remembered what Nathaniel had said. He’ll kill me if he finds out.

“I told them if any of them did anything with you that a brother wouldn’t, I would snap their necks around and shove their twisted heads up their asses.”

Stella wet her lips. He was so fucking big. So fucking strong. She had no doubt that he could do it if he really wanted. 

“Do you think you could do that for me anyway?” Her voice was breathy and dense with need.

He brought her close against his hips. She could feel how big he was down there. His cock felt like a soda bottle pressing against her thigh—the thick end on the bottom, except it was that thick all the way up. There was no way it would fit inside of her tight, tiny little teen pussy. Her pulse increased, entire body excited. She wanted to see him try. 

“You’re a bad girl.”

She made a sexy pouting face. “Only for the right man.”

Picking her up by her firm, tight ass cheeks, he lifted her mouth to his. Their kiss was sensationally hot, tongues melding together with gusto. Her voice was moan after moan as his fingers dug deeper into her ass, pushing into the crack and holding her there possessively. Soon his fingers were right underneath her hot snatch, pressing intently on his prize. 

“I need you inside me, Luke,” she moaned against his mouth. “I need it so bad. I’ve needed it for so long, please!”

He smirked, holding her away from his body for a moment and shaking his head.

“What the fuck do you think I came in here for, girl?”

With a few careless kicks, he cleared the heavy weight benches and machines away, probably breaking thousands of dollars of equipment in the process. Neither of the two sexually overcharged beings gave any sort of a fuck. He powered her down to the ground, letting her comparatively tiny frame feel the full force of his substantial weight. 

He was so heavy. So strong. He could do anything he liked to her, whether she wanted him to or not. And that was exactly why she wanted him to do it. His thick hands explored the surface of her body, groping and tugging at her tits especially. Every little touch sent electric signals up and down her spine. 

In seconds, he had ripped off her supposedly rip-proof spandex with his gigantic muscles going to work.

For a moment, he just admired her tight young body. She was so tiny compared to him. She twisted this way and that, letting him know how slight and toned her body was compared to his.

Then, ripping at his own clothes, he unveiled his cock. 

Stella moaned, her eyes instinctively going crosswise. It was so big.

It was so fucking big. 

She gasped, backing up slightly, scared suddenly at the massiveness of its size. There was no way it could actually fit inside of her. This had to be some mistake, some trick of the eye. 

But Luke held her in place, grabbing at her legs. He seemed to have anticipated this problem. Stella's cunt pulsed at that thought—that other women had seen it, had backed up in fear. How many had he forced? How many had he made take his holy fucking rod? 

Just thinking that made her pause—made her want that cock inside of her. The thought of him being able to do that to so many others whenever he wanted was pure aphrodisiac to Stella. 

He spread her legs wide, wrapping them around his waist, and then took a firm grip on his chest, mammoth palms crushing her tits. His cock pressed against the outside of her cunt only for a moment. 

And she needed it inside her tight virgin body. 

The second his cock entered her, Stella screamed with orgasm. Her need for pleasure had been building and building all day long. Everything she had seen, touched, heard, tasted, smelled had all fed into the growing miasma of lust choking her brain. Luke’s cock, so huge and so perfectly able to shove against her g-spot, was the exact stimulus she needed to cum hard and quick. 

But he didn’t stop there. 

It quickly became apparent that while Stella’s orgasm amused Luke, fucking for him wasn’t about pleasing a woman. He didn’t care one way or another. It was simple for him not to care, because there was no way a man like Luke could not please a woman. 

His insanely built body plus his cock meant that every woman who had a chance in the sack with him practically instantly became his lovestruck fuckslave. 

Stella was no different...and she loved it. She loved that he didn’t care about her pleasure, loved that he was driving into her as hard as he could. He fucked her into the ground, getting up and squatting into her body so that her face repeatedly banged against the soft pads of the gym floor. 

“Oh fuck, Luke!” she moaned. “Oh fuck, baby! Baby! Oh god, yes! Yes!”

“Call me Sir.”

“I’ll call you fucking anything!”

“Sir! Say it!”

He slapped her across the face to accentuate his point, and Stella just looked up at him with eager lust, aching for more. He was so powerful. 

“Yes, Sir! Fuck me, Sir! Fuck me darling! Fuck me, my fucking King, oh god fuck yes please!”

This increased the abandon with which he fucked her, his squats rapidly ratcheting up in frequency as he fucked downward into her trapped body.

“You're so fucking good, Sir,” she moaned. “My King, my God, oh fuck, you're so good, please keep going! Fill me up!”

“Yeah?” he grunted, taking a hold of her throat with one long arm. “You want my seed inside you? I'll get you pregnant girl.”

There was a thought she had only dared to hope for. 

Of course her plan was to lose her v-card. That was the main goal for the day. But the dream, all along, was to be Luke's pregnant good girl, his cocksucking servant pumped so full of babies that she could barely get off her knees. 

And so now, as he fucked her so brutally, his strokes increasing with such great rapidity that another orgasm was quickly incoming for her, Stella nodded with open eagerness.

“Yes, Sir!” she moaned. “Get me preggo! Make me yours! Mark me with your cum inside me, please baby. Please, my King!”

Roaring at his climax approached, Luke lost all control on top of her. He fucked her so powerfully that Stella began to bend backwards underneath him, her spine curving in ways that only a premiere flexible fuckslut like her could handle. 

As his cum emptied into her unprotected belly, another heavy orgasm swept through her body. She was crying with joy, tears streaming down her face as she felt the thick load of the man of her dreams unloading into her with such gusto.

“Oh thank you, Sir,” she moaned. “Thank you, thank you, thank you...”

* * * * *
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SOME MINUTES AFTER they finished for that brilliant first time, Stella had crawled into Luke's arms as he recovered. She kissed at his neck, her heavy sweaty tits sliding against his hard chest. 

“You’re the man of my dreams,” she murmured, almost to herself.

He chuckled, squeezing her ass. “I think you’re pretty swell too.”

“No, really.” She spoke louder now. “You’re the man of my dreams. I dreamed about you before I came here.”

“Oh yeah?”

She nodded intently. “With crazy good accuracy. And then like...I saw you. And you’re fucking...you, you know? And it was just...god.”

“That’s why you never talked to me?”

“Yeah. Kind of stupid, huh?”

He shrugged. “I don’t think so. We got past it, anyway.”

She snuggled into his bulk. He was so fucking huge and perfect. What a Man.

“Listen,” he said. “There’s something we have to talk about.”

“Okay?”

“We’re not done.”

His cock was stiffening slowly against her leg. That was fine by her. Stella’s untested thoughts about her being born to be fucked were holding true, as though Luke had just given her the fucking of a lifetime, she felt more ready for another round with him than she had for anything else in her life—and that included working out, at which she was tireless. She doubted she would need anymore to be pregnant—she was so clearly fertile and his cock was so obviously virile—but it wouldn't hurt to make sure.

“That’s fine by me, lover.” She kissed his neck. “Or should I say, ‘Sir?’”

“I want to fuck you as much as you want me to,” he said. “But, that’s not what I mean.”

“What do you mean?”

“I have to be a team leader.” He looked at her very serious. “So that means I lead by example. I want my men to trust me when I lead them into battle.”

“Okaaay...?” Stella wasn’t sure where this was going.

“You’ve been teasing my boys for a while now. Even before today, they can hardly stop talking about you. It doesn’t help that I want to fuck you so bad. We’re a pack, and the pack does what the alpha does. You feel me?”

“I think so...”

“They’re waiting outside. The cream of the crop. The best. They all want a turn with you. Your hot body. Now that I've had you, it seems only right to me that they get their turn. What do you say?”

“If I said no...would you make me do it anyway?”

By way of answering, he put his hand on her throat, closing just slightly. He could throttle her with ease. Snuff out her life just like that. The thought of such power filled her with a terrible excitement. Then he nodded. 

“That’s so fucking hot...” she moaned, biting her lip. “God, you’re a fucking stud. I want to watch you do that to someone later. Maybe while I stroke you off?”

Now his cock was really hard. Rivulets of precum streamed down her thigh where it pressed hard into her flesh.

“You’re a fucking keeper, that’s for sure.” He smiled. “You’re one twisted bitch. I love it.”

“Get them,” she said. “I want them...I want them all. I want to watch you direct them.”

Needing no further encouragement, Luke stood up and went to the door, heavy cock wagging in front of him,  and let his team members in.

She recognized their faces right away, of course. She had been cataloging them for ages. There were over twenty of them in all. She bit her lip, wondering how many would actually be able to fuck her before she passed out. She hoped as many as possible. Of course she recognized Nathaniel and Ryan. As they approached, those two tore off their pants, clearly jumping ahead of the pack with Luke. 

Every one of the studly athletes gathered around her, surrounding her in a solid wall of muscle, but it was those three—Nathaniel, Ryan, and Luke—who wanted first claim. 

She was happy to let them.

Nathaniel approached with his cock out, already hard and dripping precum. Hungrily, she slipped her mouth up and down its thick dark surface, moaning as it quickly struck the back of her throat. 

This was the first cock inside of her mouth, ever. 

But that thought had barely been able to take a hold of her mind before Ryan slipped up behind her on-fours body and powered into her cunt. The sudden force drove her farther up on Nathaniel's cock, and soon she was stuck between the two unstoppably hard athletes as they had their way with her. 

Luke, watching close, merely jerked off over their body in the middle, letting his syrupy precum drip from his cock all over her back. It dripped down into her tits, her hair, her face, and Stella only wanted more and more. 

Stella's cunt, still virgin tight even despite being fucked so beautifully hard by Luke just minutes ago, squeezed hard on Ryan's rod. She wanted his cum deep inside her. She wanted to be filled with his warmth. Her lust for him may have lessened, since realizing she truly belonged as Luke's property, but it was like comparing the burning sun to a burning building. Both were still hot enough to eat her up alive. 

“Fuck,” grunted Nathaniel. “Goddammit, I can't believe she's a fucking virgin. She's so fucking good at this.”

“Yeah.” Ryan nodded, slapping at her ass. “A real cockslut. What a fucking born whore she is.”

Stella's heart sang with the praise. A born whore. A real cockslut. These men would brag about fucking her and that would only make Luke's ownership of her that much more complete. 

They would all need permission from him to fuck her again. But only he would fuck her on demand, whether even she wanted it or not. There was no choice with Luke, no options. The second he decided to fuck her, she was fucked. 

“I've gotta cum,” said Ryan. “She's took fucking hot. I've got to. I've got—got...fuck!”

His body unleashed a heavy orgasm, balls draining into Stella's tight body before him. Stella felt spurt after spurt of hot white goo splashing and spraying against her fertile cunt walls, taking in as much of the super-built athletic stud as possible. 

As soon as Ryan emptied into her, Luke pushed him off, sending him flying. He wasn’t going to be denied any longer. He needed to fuck her. He powered into her cunt again, his cock extra-lubricated now with all the cum inside of her already. 

“My cunt,” Luke roared, fucking her with an insane fury.

This second go-round felt even better than the first. Somehow, Luke felt more amazing than he did the first time. Maybe it was the direct comparison between his cock and Ryan's. Ryan's was obviously incredible, but Luke's was godly, and fit her body perfectly. Stella moaned with orgasm, so desperate to scream.

Instead she sucked down harder than ever on Nathaniel's cock in her mouth. This extra attention was too much for the linebacker, and his balls began to unleash down her throat. His cum, long and sticky, left a trail as he pulled out from her.

Someone replaced the linebacker—she wasn’t sure who. There were so many bodies, so many cocks all around her. They were in a tight circle, so tight it kept the air in and all she could breath was hot smutty dick-and-cunt residue. It was heaven. 

Her mind lost track. All she knew was cock and cum. Orgasms struck her body and struck her again. Cocks emptied inside of her after mere moments sometimes, their hot cum spilling into her tight young body or sometimes even on top of her. A hot film of delicious cum covered her, and Stella had never felt so secure, so protected as she did then—knowing all these hot, powerful men wanted to own her forever. 

They fucked her for what felt like hours, and Stella’s mind was lost to orgasms over and over again.

She was a cheerleading fuckslut queen.

* * * * * 
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THE FOOTBALL SEASON started in just a few minutes. All the players were gathered in their locker room, getting ready. Their uniforms were donned, their pads stuffed into their pants and stuck on their shoulders. 

But the way they got ready was very particular indeed. Luke Maxon ruled the team with an iron fist, taking precedence well over any authority that the coaches might have held. They were as scared of him as anyone, and they knew that if they defied him, then they risked their lives.

Stella adored Luke for that—for the power he held. For the power she held by being his favorite cockslut on campus. 

And so, in front of all of the players in the locker room—in front of even the coaches—Stella sucked Luke’s cock. 

This was the display of his power...and it was also a promise. Anyone who made a big play would get to join in on the gang bang on Stella after the game. She was a fuck machine, born and bred. If too many men made outstanding plays to be able to all fuck Stella, then she would recruit her cheerleaders to come join her. 

Once they had a taste of Luke's magnificent cock, they wouldn't dream of doing anything but exactly what he wanted. 

This was what it meant to be a good cheerleader captain slut. This what was it meant to be her Man’s best girl. It was so good to belong to a Man like Luke. 

# # #
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The Quarterback Forced Me
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Pace is just killing on the football field. Like, no, really, I think he might legit be killing people. They’ve had to drag off three players already and it’s barely the second quarter. He’s massive, he’s skilled, and he’s brutal.

And god help me, it turns me on so much.

I hate him for it. I hate what he’s doing to me, the sick hot ways he makes me feel. 

I don’t even like football, for god’s sake. 

I’m a nerd. An honest-to-god nerd. I’m not pretty enough to be hanging out at a college football game all by myself, hoping beyond hope that somehow I’ll catch the eye of the one guy who I can’t stop finger-stuffing my pussy to. I’m too tall for him; I’ve seen the girls he likes. They’re shorter than than his huge six-foot-eight frame by at least a foot (and god, drool, what the fuck do you think that sex is like? I’ll tell you, since I’ve watched—it’s like a jackhammer breaking through paper mache.) 

They’re all blond, and bubbly, and cute, with overdone make-up and perfectly coiffed hair and bright eyes and happy smiles. 

They probably try to give up a blowjob on the first date as a compromise so their soaking little white panties don’t have to know the fury of his cock too soon. Too bad, so sad, blowing him is like trying to suck a fucking living steel pipe. 

Good luck with that, girls. 

Like okay, sure, I’m pretty enough. Tall, like I said. Skinny as hell. Enough tits to wear tight shirts and look hot. Guys hit on me from time to time. If you’re a guy, and you saw me at like, I don’t know, the record store? And we were looking at the same record, you’d get that weird hopeful flirty beat to your heart because you'd think that I am totally in your league. 

I’m that sort of pretty—the kind that everyone thinks is in their league. It’s kind of a hassle. People tell me I look like a bitch most of the time, but that’s just my face, I can’t do anything about what it looks like when it’s resting.

Just don’t tell me to smile, goddammit. 

I’d smile if Pace told me to. I’ve seen him tell girls to smile as he walks by them, and they do, immediately, smiling bright and happy just because he happens to be paying them attention. 

He’s that kind of good-looking. And then I’ve seen some of those girls condescend at themselves for just changing their appearance because a fucking man asked them to. It’s sad, truly, but sometimes when a guy is hot enough we just can’t help but do whatever the fuck he wants. 

It's a biological truth. Sometimes a girl just wants to be drilled by the hottest guy alive. And god help me, I don't think there's anyone hotter than Pace Everton. 

Maybe you’re wondering about all this info I have on him. 

Okay, yes, I’ve watched him. A lot. Like I’m watching him now, just on a fucking panty-melting path of destruction on the football field. There's a bunch of whistles blowing and Pace is high-fiving his linemen, and I think he just fucked up another defensive linebacker. I don't think quarterbacks are supposed to block as much as he does, but he seems to take pleasure, a lot of it, in hitting others. In hurting them. I feel like a princess watching a barbarian king slaughter the army that's supposed to protect her. 

Sometimes I sneak into his yard at night and watch him fuck girls. It’s hard to do because he does it in so many rooms at his frat house. When you’re as big as him, I guess, it’s really easy to pick up the tiny fuckdolls he enjoys and just hammer their cunts against whatever wall in whatever portion of his frathouse. Sometimes guys walk by him and give him high fives. If they’re lucky, and he’s feeling generous, he’ll drop off the sorority cunts into the rooms of his teammates after he’s fucked them stupid so the girls can offer up their bodies for sloppy seconds. 

And I watch it all, sometimes with binoculars and sometimes standing so close to the big windows that I don’t even need those, with my fingers attending my clit and my orgasms arriving as regular as the subway. 

Shut the fuck up. I know it’s weird. He’s fucking hot, okay?

I can’t help myself. 

Like, no, he’s stupid handsome. He’s the kind of guy you’d see on magazine covers selling perfect abs and suave looks. His hair is dark blond and thick and he keeps this regular beard that you just fucking know would make you feel so warm and fulfilled and safe if he nuzzled it against your cheek. He’s got a body that looks like it was carved from Mt. Sinai and he wears his pants fucking tight and so I can see his bulge on campus. It goes down almost to his knee.

Drool. Drool drool drool.

Once, I watched him watch a group of freshman cheerleaders walk by, all those tiny little skirts—swish swish swish—and the bulge jumped forward, hardening. I had to run away and cum in the nearest safe space. All I could find was a basement shelf in the library among all the newspapers and microfilms. 

It was enough. Nobody saw me until I had left a big orgasm cloud all over their precious old information.

It’s stupid. I hate everything about him. He just scored another touchdown and he’s dancing on the field. He crushes the ball in one hand and shoves it into the referee’s hands. But he doesn’t even get off the field, because there’s nothing he likes better than the excuse to hurt people. He plays on every down. Offense and defense. His team has stopped going for the single extra point via kicking because he just plows through the other team’s defensive line every play. Why not go for two?

I see him flash a wink at the cheerleaders down on the line, and several of them swoon. He’s fucked more than a few of them. Maybe all of them. Probably to the point of getting them pregnant. That's what he does. 

After the last game, I invited myself to the after-party, looking awkward as hell in my nerdy hipster outfit. I’m too tall to be one of the football team’s girls, like I said, and way too skinny. Like, dangerous skinny—as in, I get regular talks from concerned professors and pamphlets about centers in the area that help with eating disorders. 

But I’m not anorexic. I’m not. I just don’t eat a lot and I work out a ton. 

My chest is nothing like those 36D cups those bimbos he fucks on the reg have, but they’re an honest-to-god handful and I stand by them. My legs are fucking killer and my ass is a fucking rock because uh, I can’t do anything about below-average tits but I can squat all. Day. Long. 

And I fucking do, because jesus christ jesuschrist what if he fucking talks to me one day? I have to be able to show him something worth while. 

What if I can convince him to fuck me?

Of course I can’t. I can’t even remember to eat like I should. 

It’s fucking hard to remember to eat sometimes when every waking moment that I’m not studying I’m spending with a dildo shoved up my cunt because I can’t fucking stop thinking about how badly I need to be plowed by Pace Everton. 

He’s absolutely everything I hate in a man. He’s arrogant. He thinks he’s God’s gift to not just women, but to basically all of humankind. 

And he’s fucking rich, oh my god. He could buy seventeen houses on the monthly allowance from his billionaire trust fund alone. He drives around in fancy sports cars that I don’t even know the fucking name of. 

Like, what’s beyond a Lamborghini? What’s it called when someone takes all the money and engineering required for a Ferrari and a Porsche combined and drives that around—those stupid impractical begging-for-a-ticket-but-I-don’t-care-because-I-bribe-every-police-officer-in-the-tri-state-area cars? 

Is it “European”?

Anyway—he’s got that. 

And he’s fucking cruel. Brutal, like I mentioned. He likes hurting people. Football lets him do it. He’s playing on defense now, been playing in the game for like thirty minutes straight, and I’m not even sure he’s broken a sweat. 

He’s fucking superhuman and I can’t stop myself from slipping my fingers down into my skirt as I watch. I’ve got a blanket over my lap and I sweep the thick dark locks of hair from my eyes and touch my clit. I’m not wearing panties because fuck. That. 

I came to a game to watch the object of my stalker obsession hurt people and score points. Why the fuck would I wear panties? 

My clit is ready to go, raring, waiting, needing. My clit and I get along perfectly because it’s the one piece of anything in the universe that probably needs Pace’s cock more than I do. 

1st down, and he sacks the quarterback. Just rips through the offensive line like a fucking madman. They’re scared of him. I can see the bruises on their arms, the long cuts dripping down into the turf. He’s bellowing and raging like a viking and I’m humping the air minutely like I’m sitting on some fucking air cushion. But it’s just my ass, those thick muscles pushing up and needing, needing to see him do more. 

2nd down. He grabs the running back by the shoulder pads and clotheslines him with an arm the size of a fucking tree trunk. I moan, loudly. The family in front of me hugs their daughter close and the mother shoots me a dirty look. Of course I ignore her. Did I mention I'm on the opposing team’s side of the stands? 

Maybe these people are the family of the sucker who just got walloped. I massage my clit a little faster.

It sort of turns me on to be around their misery. What he brings in the world. 

Fuck, I hate him so much for what he does to people. What he does to me. 

3rd down. I think he cracks an offensive lineman’s helmet with a palm strike. Directly after that, he picks up the quarterback and tosses him like a top ten yards backwards. I moan heatedly, feeling my orgasm so fucking close. 

“Shit, baby,” I moan. “Oh god, oh my fuck, oh god...”

It starts to rain. Other people take out their umbrellas, their ponchos. They all look like they’re watching a three hour funeral. I’m the only one who doesn’t cover up, who doesn’t do anything but continue to finger my needy cunt while I watch the god of my dreams do unspeakable acts to innocent young men, while I watch him do everything I hate about men—violent, uncaring, selfish—and make it into a fucking master class of turning me the fuck on. 

4th down. They try to punt. I can hear Pace’s laughter from up here. I already know what he’s going to do. 

He just rips past their line again, stepping on hands and throats, and rips the ball out of the kicker’s hands before kicking him in the stomach. I think I hear bones break. I don’t give a fuck. As he saunters slowly into the end zone and scores his sixth touchdown of the night, I let out a murderously happy, barely concealed squeal as I cum. 

He takes his fucking helmet off and I can see that gorgeous, beautiful, perfect face with all that insane rage and depravity, and I cum as hard as I ever have. 

It takes me a minute before I get my composure back. People are staring at me. I don’t give a sweet fuck. I’m still horny, because there’s another two quarters to play. I know as soon as it’s halftime he’s going to take his pick of the cheerleading squad and abuse her cunt until probably she’s pregnant. 

With some of the girls on the squad, it would be the third or fourth kiddo he’s given them. He’s got more money than god and doesn’t give a fuck if he pays for a child to raise. He just likes taking over women’s lives. 

All I want him to do is to do the same to me. 

All I want him to do is to never exist so that I never have to think about any of this again.

Thank god it’s raining. Probably that will cover up the wet sploochy kiss I’ve left on the metal bleachers from my dripping cunt. 

There’s probably penalties for what he’s been doing. Like, football penalties. None of it seems legal. 

I don’t know the most about football, though I’ve picked up some from watching him. But honestly, I think he’s bribed all the referees from here to kingdom come. Maybe he’s threatened them, too. 

I heard on campus that he stopped coming to class and so a professor—a man—went to sit down and reason with him. Pace told the professor that if he saw him on campus again, then he would go to his house and burn it down in the night after skullfucking his barely eighteen daughter. 

Then, I heard he did it anyway, just for the trouble of having to make the threat in the first place. 

Just rumors, right? 

Maybe. 

He doesn’t care about other people. At all. Anyone. He’s above them all. He fucking hates most people, it seems like, and gets off by causing them pain, discomfort, agony, and terror. 

And fuckohfuck I know all about it and I can’t stop myself from needing him. 

I hate him so fucking much. Why does he have to be so fucking gorgeous?

* * * * *
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SO, YOU KNOW THAT WHOLE thing about drinking and driving and not to do it? Totally true.

I had brought a little flask of brandy with me for watching the game. I mean, give me a fucking break, I might be an obsessed stalker with practically no social life to speak of because all of my available time is spent daydreaming about the girth and length of a billionaire quarterback’s fuckpole, but I’m not totally insane. I had to get a little drunk to work up the courage to finger myself in public while I watched him destroy others. 

You know, like a normal person. 

Anyway, so I am just a little bit tipsy, taking subsequently longer and longer drags from my flask while I wait outside the locker room in the bushes, hoping to catch sight of Pace again. But, while I'm there, I saw the security guards start making their rounds. 

The crowd had long since left, and inside the locker room, I am pretty sure I heard the distinct pounding of flesh on flesh on wall while Pace had his way with the opposing team’s cheerleaders. He can probably fuck all of them and not get tired. I hope he would. More fodder for my imagination. 

Like, don’t make any mistake—I’ve got no real desire to ever actually speak to the guy. I mean, desire, sure, okay. Yes. I have that. But not like, intent. 

I don’t drop things in front of him; I don’t sign up for the same classes as him (if only because he doesn’t go to them anyway); I don’t follow him to clubs and grocery stores and bars and follow him inside. You know, not right away, not so we would bump into each other. I keep my distance. That’s how I like it.

Because there’s really two options if that happens.

One—he doesn’t notice me. Life crushing. Fuck oh fuck. Sees me and doesn’t even give a fuck? Ugh. Kill me. 

Right now I can have all the romantic fantasies I want. Fantasies about being the number one cunt in his life, the one he actually respects, the one he wants to keep even if he fucks a few other girls on the side (I don’t have any illusions, even in my fantasies, about my cunt being enough for him. Honestly the thought of him fucking a lot of women turns me on. Why wouldn’t it? I’m fucking attracted to his virility, for chrissake). 

Or two—he does notice me, and fucking wants me. 

And I’ve seen what he does to the girls he wants. They end up slobbering, stupid messes. Pathetic gobs of half-people just aching and praying for another phone call, another fuck, another late night pussy-blasting session where he fucks them so hard that their minds revert back to their fucking lizard brain and the fight-or-flight function just makes their cunts squeeze his cock all the harder for it. 

I’ve seen that, and I don’t want that. 

Not...not really.

Frankly, that he does it to so many women disgusts me. It disgusts me almost as much as it turns me on.

Anyway, the security guard is coming and I’m soaking in the rain and every inch of my pale skin is just totally fucking drenched, so I high-tail it out of there and get to my truck. 

Here’s the point about what I was saying about drinking and driving. Really: turns out, totally true; don’t fucking do it. 

So, I get in the beaten-up truck that my step-dad gave to me as a “gift,” as if anything that requires two hundred dollars of maintenance a month is a gift, started driving way drunker than I should have, and the first thing that I do, like a complete fucking dunce ditz bitch cunt, is back up straight into Pace’s motorcycle.

Oh, did I mention he rides a fucking motorcycle to his football games? Not in the team bus. God no. He rides a motorcycle, because he’s the hottest man alive and when he’s not carousing for pussy in his fucking pussy-magnet sports cars, he’s looking like the biggest badass on earth because he drives a fucking motorcycle with his football gear hanging from the back. 

I get out of the truck, already starting to cry. I’m still wet—there’s a towel in my backseat but I forgot about it. 

I’ve left my seats wet, and my cunt is still fucking sopping just because Pace exists, but fear and terror strike my heart because oh fuck I’ve just drunkenly run over the prized motorcycle of the richest young stud in town. 

And, incidentally, the motorcycle of the man who I am probably in love with but totally refuse to admit it, because a dream that stupid doesn’t belong in my feminist head. 

For about three seconds, I think I can get away with it. I don’t see anyone around. The security guards ended up going the other way, and didn’t seem to hear the massive crash of metal on metal. I start backing up toward my truck. 

Why should I pay for this? He’s got eleventy billion dollars, or however the fuck much. Twelvety. Thirteenty. Some stupid made-up number that even I have a hard time believing, and that much money fucking turns me on. I won’t try to convince you.

If you know anything about stories though, you know that I couldn’t just get away. No, he’s right the fuck behind me. I back up straight into him. First, I feel his naked chest and abs on the back of my body.

Can I repeat that? Can we all just take a moment and soak that in? 

First. I felt his naked. Abs! And chest! That fucking set of eight-pack abs, the one I can’t stop creaming about. That fucking iron-hard chest. The one that could probably tear me in two with some ridiculously minimum amount of effort. And I felt them on the back of my body. Like a girl would, you know, if he had just finished fucking her from behind and collapsed down on her. He would say, “good girl,” into her ear, squeeze her ass and slap her face a bit, just to fuck with her, and then he’d get hard again and start all over.

That’s what I fucking felt, and my panties, already soaked, practically dissolved from the sudden heat and moisture emanating from my cunt. 

“Going somewhere?” he asks. 

His voice is dreamlike. Godlike. Deep. Husky. Melting my bones into tiny puddles of submission. I’ve heard it of course, but this is the first time ever it’s been directed at me. I’m losing it. I can barely think straight. I’m drunk but I’m not smashed. I’m drunk enough to the point where getting distracted is pretty fucking easy, you know? 

I turn around and see that he’s not wearing anything under his leather jacket. That’s why I only felt naked abs and chest. He’s got pants on, tight dark jeans, and there’s his bulge, as big as ever even though he’s probably just finished conquering the entire cheerleading squad of the opposing team. 

My knees knock together—they’re trying to signal to me to keep them open so he can fill me up with his womb-impregnating sperm as easily as possible. I do my best, drunkenly, to resist. 

“I, um, heh.” I shrug elaborately, unable to form words. 

“That’s my bike you smashed there.”

I nod quickly, staring up at him with saucer eyes. “Yes!” 

He raises an eyebrow at my excitement.

“Sorry, yes. Yes it is. I’m really sorry about that. I can...you know, I can pay. For the damages. I’ll pay.”

“Yes,” he says. “You will.”

It suddenly occurs to me how bad all this is. Fuck. Drinking and driving is dumb. So, so fucking dumb. It’s so dumb and dangerous that my college decided to crack down on it, and any student with a DUI was placed on suspension, with all scholarships immediately revoked. If even a whisper of this got out, I’d be screwed harder than Jilly Cheerleader back in the locker room. 

I can’t afford college. The only reason I’m staying at all is because of my skyscraper grades and the scholarships those afford me. 

I know, right? How can I have such good grades when I’m drooling over Pace Everton all the time? 

Well, you fucking look at him and then try not to do every fucking thing in your power to stay around him for the rest of your life, okay? A girl’s got to have priorities. So long as I was in school, I was near him. Sometimes I daydreamed about getting my Master’s degree and then working at whatever billionaire office his daddy gives him so that he can come in twice a week when he’s not too busy boning supermodels on cruises and he can throatfuck my needy body against a glass desk.

“What’s your name?” he asks.

“Joseline. Joseline Faulk.”

“You’re pretty cute, Joseline.”

I fucking melt. I can’t even describe how that makes me feel. He can see me melt, I know he can. I know he said it to watch me melt in front of him. I just shudder and tremble, clearly turned on beyond all belief. I know he’s probably used to women lusting after him, but what he’s doing to me is full body overload and he hasn’t even touched me.

God, he said my name. He said my fucking name. 

Fuck!

Say it again. I need him to say it again. I need...

I need not to be fucking expelled, Christ!

It all just bursts out of me in a rush. “I’m so sorry,” I bawl. “I didn’t mean to hit it. I’m so, so sorry. I just...I had too much to drink and I shouldn’t have been driving and I never, ever wanted to do something to hurt you and please oh fuck don’t tell anyone, please?”

The rant is well-timed. A police officer is approaching, flashlight out. Its beams slide across the crumbled mess of the motorcycle underneath my beaten-up truck. 

I can’t do anything else. I grab Pace’s leather sleeve, trying to ignore how badly I need to rub my face against it and then take it home and make a pillowcase out of it that I can snugglefuck for the rest of my life. 

“Please?” I whimper. “Please help me? I’ll do anything.”

He smiles that cocky, arrogant smile, knowing he absolutely owns everything about me. I don’t know if it’s possible to cum from a smile, but if I wasn’t so terrified that my life was about to end, I probably would have then and there. 

With confidence that could swing the United Nations toward world peace in a heartbeat, he saunters over to the cop. I don’t hear what he says, but when he’s done, the cop wanders off and Pace comes back. 

Did I mention how strong he is? Because he’s fucking strong. My truck is in park for god’s sake, and he just pushes it forward until its not on his bike anymore. Then he picks up his bike and tosses it into the back of my truck. 

With um, one fucking hand. 

Jesus Christ, he's a monster.

“Give me your keys,” he says. 

Of course I do.

* * * * *
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SO HERE’S THE THING about the way I masturbate—it’s constant and hot and pretty much the best thing ever. But sometimes, you know, you want variety. I’ve never been with a guy, but I know how to suck a cock, okay? 

How does that work? Well, I’ve got a lot of pictures of Pace. Like, a lot. So, when I’m fingering myself and looking at them, wondering and wishing and hating myself and doing it all anyway, sometimes I pull out a dildo. Sometimes that dildo goes up my cunt—you know, like what it’s for.

But other times...other times, I can’t help but take it and slip it into my mouth. I got the fleshy kind, the expensive kind, using like two months of my allotment from the college to pay for it. It feels as close to a real cock as I’ve ever had in my body (though yes, I’m a complete virgin. No anal, no pussy, no head, not even a handjob. I always thought college would be the place for it. Then I saw Pace and realized I never wanted another man in my life if I couldn’t have him. Yeah, he fucking ruined me for other men just by existing.)

And because I’m the kind of girl who likes to do whatever I’m doing well, I fucking suck cock like a goddamn pro. 

So, Pace drives me to a construction site. Abandoned. He can like, kill me and bury the body, and no one would ever know. I probably wouldn’t even fucking mind. Being in the truck with him is sending all my hormones on overdrive, and I am actually drooling—like, warm saliva is uncontrollably sliding from my lips—as I see his bulge get bigger and bigger as he drives. 

“You’re a student at the university, right? Like me?”

I nod. “Yes.”

Even though, let’s face it, I couldn’t be less like him if I had horns jutting out of my tits. 

“I’ve seen you around campus, I think,” he says. “Haven’t I?”

Again I nod. “It’s possible. Anything’s possible. There’s not that many students.”

“There’s enough to see someone and never see them again. I guess we have similar schedules, huh?”

Fuck, does he know? Does he know? After how careful I’ve been. After all that time I spent trying desperately to make sure that I just wouldn’t be caught watching, wouldn’t be trapped in a situation just like this, does he know anyway?

He keeps the heater on but turns the truck’s lights off. “This thing is a piece of shit. What’s a pretty girl like you driving such a piece of shit?”

I just giggle and twirl with my hair. “I don’t know.”

Did I mention he just called me pretty? Because, um, I think I can die of orgasms right here and now. 

He takes a breath, measuring me. Everything about him is perfect, handsome. I can see his abs flexing and re-flexing, his pec muscles so sharply defined and perfect beneath his jacket. My hands twist at my stupid tight, totally soaked tee shirt. It occurs to me for the very first time that he can see straight through my top and my nipples underneath. They’re big and pointy, hard enough now from my excitement to just cut through glass. I’m breathing hard and my lips are wet and god, god, his bulge just moved again. 

Because of me. Because he’s in the truck with me. I can’t think straight. Not enough oxygen is getting to my brain. It’s all flooding in the blood that’s going to my erogenous zones. Like I give a fuck. My brain can die right now so long as I taste his cock. 

No. No. 

No, no. I don’t want that. He’s a pig. An awful horrible pig. He probably kicks puppies for fun and breaks up long-term relationships, like marriages with kids, because he thinks it’s funny, and why the fuck does that do nothing to stop how fucking turned on I am?

“I’m going to make you a deal,” he says. “I can ruin your life pretty much whenever I want, can’t I? By telling the dean about this. Telling anybody, really, about how you fucked up my bike and that you were drunk when it happened.”

I gulp. “Yes. You can.”

“So.” With no flourish, no pageantry, he unzips his pants and pulls out his cock. “Suck me off, here and now, and I’ll think about not doing just that.”

His cock, thick and hard, is already weeping precum. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen and I’ve been stalking Pace for at least six months now. Up close, in this confined space, there is no getting around the indomitable fact of his gigantic cock. 

I can’t stop my body from lurching forward, like we’re on some deep sea cruise, and the only thing that saves me from impaling my mouth totally is that I’m wearing my seat belt.

“You want it,” he says. “I can tell you do. So do yourself a favor. Suck my cock. Give yourself what you want, like a good girl. Know your place and put your mouth to work.”

I whimper. “I just...I...I can’t. I’ve seen...I know what you do. You...use girls. Forget them. Fuck and abuse them. And...and...”

“And?”

“And...”

Me talking about what he did clearly arouses him. His cock gets bigger, harder, if such a thing is even possible. Can I even fucking fit it in my mouth? A strange, hot, animalistic sound leaves my mouth, more of a growl than a moan. 

“I just...I don’t want to,” I lie.

I mean it’s not totally a lie. There are parts of me that don’t want to, like there are parts of you that don’t want to eat a triple bacon cheeseburger after a bad day. But you eat it anyway, because you know, at that moment, that burger is the cure to all your problems. 

And right now, my want is seriously overpowering my do-not-want.

He clearly doesn’t believe me. He takes his hand and wipes it down the length of his cock, covering it in the thick, syrupy precum that’s just streaming down like a fucking river. And then he holds the hand out, close to my face. I’m painfully aware that he could smother me with just that one hand if he wanted—his palms are so big and strong—and I could die right then by being choked to death on his precum. 

There are much worse ways to go. 

“You really don’t want to taste this?”

It smells like man-heaven. Like a thousand football locker rooms, like the inside of armor worn by a warrior who single-handedly killed ten thousand men, like the salty expanse of a navy sailor’s skin after years at sea. I can’t help myself anymore. My mouth leans forward, tongue stretching out, and quick as a cat, he slides the hand around my head and shoves my open mouth down on the tip of his cock. 

For a moment, I fight it. Just a moment, though, and just because it's so unexpected. Then my tongue starts to work, inanely believing that by pushing it against his hardness it could actually lift me against the shoving force of his arm. It can’t. Nothing can. If he wanted, he could choke me to death on his cock and I wouldn’t be able to do a thing about it.

That makes me so fucking wet.

My tongue in its struggles only manages to taste his firm, hard flesh. The thickness of his cock, the delicious length, the salty heaven of his precum. I moan, my lips vibrating with lust around his cockhead, and then I start to suck in earnest. 

“That’s it, slut,” he moans, leaning his head back. “I knew you’d come around. Bitches always do.”

I’m not supposed to want this. This is supposed to be awful. Horrible. 

This is degrading. He’s a pig. A fucking monster. He probably thinks he’s some alpha male who deserves this sort of treatment from any woman he sets his eyes on. 

And yet just sucking his cock is making my cunt pulse with bliss and my orgasm seems like just a touch away. I’m looking up at him with big dark eyes, hoping beyond hope that I’m doing it right, that I’m making him happy. 

I can feel the huge swell of his cockhead pushing deep into my throat and beyond, until it reaches my esophagus, bulging through my throat. I don’t gag. I’ve gotten really good with the dildo at home. I’m pretty sure I can take all of him. I keep trying. 

“Fuck,” he groans. “You are getting in there, girl. Take it, come on. As much as you can. I know it won’t be all of it, but—”

Now I’m angry with him, even as I’m fucking turned on beyond belief. Can’t take all of it? Not able to do as well as those other fucking bimbos he dates?

Fuck you, man.

(Yes, har har, so ironic, he’s fucking me.)

I swallow more—actually swallowing, engaging my throat muscles, so that the tightness of my esophagus constricts on his shaft. I can feel his thickness bulge and pulse with pleasure. 

Small jets of precum splatter down my throat, heading straight into my stomach. I keep pushing down farther, all the way, his hand pushing the wet mess of my hair, until my lips hilt around the base of his cock. My nose fills with his pubic hair, musty and raw, and I inhale deeply. 

Then, slowly, I pull back. This whole time I’ve had my eyes closed and I look up at him just as my lips reach the tip of his cockhead again. 

He’s looking at me with lust. Before I was just a little fuckwhore he was going to take his payment from. But he’s looking at me now and I can tell he fucking wants me. 

“I don’t think I’ve had someone take all of me like that before,” he says, voice muted. 

I close my eyes again, moans muted by the thickness of his cock as I sink back down. There’s an easy, hot contentedness I feel, just lazily sucking up and down his big, fat cock like a good girl. Like a kept girl. I let myself pretend that I’m his girlfriend and this is our special spot where we come to two or three times a week, just to let me blow him like this. 

But the laziness can’t last. I’m really turning him on. His hands grab at the side of my head and start shoving me up and down with terrific force. 

In short order, he’s completely skullfucking me, masturbating using my greedy mouth as a lubricant. I can’t resist anymore and my fingers slide to my cunt, fingering myself silly while he works me over. There’s no way to resist, and I don’t want to anymore. No part of me protests. All I want is to cum with his cum inside me. 

His balls, fuck. Have I mentioned his balls yet? They’re enormous, the size of oranges, like little chin-pillows for every time he shoves me all the way down his fat fucking meat. I can feel them tense up, his body tightening. One of my hands slides against his abs, leaving me overwhelmed with how hard he is, and I can feel my own orgasm coming fast.

So fast.

His load erupts down my throat, and as he sprays into me, he continues to fuck my mouth so that the spray hits everywhere. My throat, my tongue, my teeth, all of it is splattered with his hot, gooey gift. My own bliss hits at the same time and I’m fucking cumming as he ejaculates into me, fucking cumming for the first time with a man’s cock inside my body. 

When he finally pulls out, he doesn’t have to tell me to clean him, but he does anyway. 

“Make it shine, cunt.”

But is that a hint of softness I detect in his voice?

I lick him up and down with happy, post-orgasmic rapture, making sure every last part of his huge, heavy horsecock is sparkling and fine. 

After a while of doing this, I must pass out, because the next thing I know, he’s driving up to my apartment. I’d been using his half-hard cock and thick balls as a pillow while I dozed. 

“I’ll call you sometime,” he says, stepping out of the truck. 

There's a man in a suit on the street with an expensive town car, waiting for Pace. The billionaire stud must have contacted his people while I was knocked loopy on his cock.

If I’d been through anything except for the fuck of my life, high on pheromones and lust, I would protest that he didn’t have my number. 

But he takes off in the town car, and I'm pretty much convinced that I'll never hear from him again.

* * * * *
[image: image]


TURNS OUT, THE SCHOOL’S stadium has digital cameras in the parking lot. Pace’s been the quarterback for three years now, ever since he arrived as a freshman (which like, right? Who the fuck gets to quarterback in college as a freshman? I guess the hottest stud in the world does.). 

Because of that, he’s pulled in a LOT of funding for the stadium, as well as convincing his own estate to donate substantially to the team, and so they have top of the line everything. Premiere weight room and training facility; concession stands loaded with gourmet food from local restaurants; craft beer served at every booth; club seating in the stands; gigantic HD monitors hanging over the field—and, yes, stupid digital cameras in the stupid digital parking lot.

Which is how I wind up, one day after fulfilling like every wet dream of my life with sucking off Pace in the trunk, in the office of the Dean. 

He’s an older fellow, maybe sixty, with a big horseshoe of shaggy silver hair and a frown that says “I’ve seen your like here before, young lady, and I do not approve.”

I mean I guess by definition most frowns do not approve, but you know what I mean. He’s an asshole and he’s sort of proud of it because he thinks some people need to have an asshole in their lives.

“What we have here, Joseline,” he explains, “is rather incontrovertible evidence that you destroyed university property last night, as well as the property of one of our students.”

So, when I ran over Pace’s bike, I didn’t see it, but I also ripped up a big chunk of asphalt. I guess his bike got caught the wrong way and I dragged it? Something like that, I don’t know. 

“Yes, Sir.” I nod. “I’m sorry, sir. I was just trying to get home and I screwed up.”

“You very much did. I’m assuming you were drinking?”

I look away, shamed. I don’t even know how to answer that. 

Like—look. Okay? I get it. I know, I know they don’t have any real way to know that. The cop never got close enough to really examine me, and unless Pace completely went back on his word, there’s no witnesses to describe how much I was slurring my words and how much the stink of booze was on my breath and skin. But I’ve never been in trouble before.

Honestly, like never. I dress like a weird nerd outcast or whatever—and I’m doing it today, tight skinny leather pants and a ripped mesh sweater over a tight red top, baring my midriff but for the slender dark hoodie I’ve got (bite me, it’s cold out)—but super serious, I’m a good girl. As an only child, I never had anyone around really teaching me the ways of mischief, and all my friends thought I was a bad ass because I actually put on eyeliner and lipstick in the eleventh grade. 

Does that paint the picture for you?

So like, this sort of situation? Being accused with exactly what I did even though it’s in my absolute best interest to lie my ass off? I’ve got no fucking clue how to handle it. 

“I’ll want an answer, Joseline. Were you drinking?”

“He didn’t mind,” I blurt out, hoping to avoid the question altogether. “The student. He drove me home. Surely you saw that.”

“Yes.” He leaned forward. “But there is a growing contingent in the administration, led of course by me, that finds it rather...distasteful that certain students get away with whatever they want simply because they are close to other, more formidable students.”

In plainspeak, he’s tired of Pace’s bullshit all the time—all the violence and all the sex and all the bribes—and is looking to go after those people close to him to get at him. 

And, speak of the devil, who walks in at that very moment but Pace himself. Tall. Majestic. Muscular. Fucking Godlike. My heart starts beating fast and won't stop and I don't care. I can smell his cock. It's a smell that is part of my entire body chemistry, now. 

“What the fuck is this all about, McCullough?” Pace demands. “I thought I told you I was tired of hearing your bullshit.”

McCullough places his hands together like he’s some kind of fucking supervillain. You know the way—fingers pressed against each other, his mouth just above the tips of his joined middle-fingers. 

“A decision has been made already,” he says. “And information passed along to the scholarship committees. They are, as you might already know, quite anonymous, and well outside of your influence. This one,” he indicates me, “will be punished for her sins accordingly.”

“No!” I cry.

“I’m going to make you pay for this, you little punk,” says Pace. 

Pace picks up a chair and breaks it against the wall. The dean backs up into the corner, instantly terrified. Pace flips his desk over—I mean, the fucking thing probably weighs a couple hundred pounds easy, and he flips it like it’s fucking sandpaper or something—and wraps a hand around the dean’s throat.

“You can beat me all you like,” McCullough chokes, “but your little girlfriend there has still paid the price for your transgressions. It’s already done. It won’t be undone.”

Pace grins, holding him high in the air. “Then I’ll beat you all I like, then.”

Then Pace starts to hit him. 

Quickly, the dean’s face is just a soft red mess, barely recognizable as the man he was even two minutes ago. 

My cunt is fucking wet, watching this. 

I can’t help it. I’m wet watching him beat the Dean up, even as I’m totally devastated. 

Obviously, he’s not doing it for me. He’s doing it because he already thinks he owns me, because I’ve sucked his cock, and any harsh treatment of his property is to be met with even harsher treatment. 

But still I watch, transfixed, licking my lips with a cunt that’s as soaked as a waterpark, feeling my heart thump against my ears as the Dean is brutalized by the monster of the man I’ve been obsessed with for months. I already know I'm going to run home and masturbate to the sight of this later.

* * * * *
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EVENTUALLY I LEAVE the office to Pace and his whatever. I figure he might even murder the Dean and, holy shit, I don’t want to witness a murder. Not that I would mind the dean dying, or Pace ripping him limb from limb—or you know, not that, frankly, it wouldn't get me hot to know he could just get away with it if he wants—but I don’t want to have to deal with being questioned by police. I couldn’t even muster up a denial to drunk driving; how the fuck would I get away with covering up a murder?

So, that’s it. I’ve got no more scholarships. I’m totally fucked. 

I wander out to the quad and fully intend to find someplace safe and quiet, like the library maybe, or a park. I fully intend, once I get home, to have one last final finger-fuck to the subject of my obsession before just burning it all. Completely reformatting my computers, cutting up all the pictures and all the maps of his routes through town. 

Yeah, I was pretty thorough. 

But that’s why this whole fucking mess started and now I’ve lost my fucking future and all I got in return for it was one brilliantly hot blowjob. I mean sucking his cock was amazing, ah-mah-uh-huh-zeeeeeng, and he’s totally ruined me for other men for the rest of my life. 

But.

But, it’s not worth my whole entire fucking future. Too bad I couldn’t figure that out before. Now I’ll have to...I don’t even know what the fuck. 

Get three jobs to pay my tuition? Take a few years off while I try to earn the requisite amount of cash to pay their exorbitant fees for just a semester and a half? Take out a few loans? 

With my three-quarters of an English degree, I can expect an entry level position paying maybe forty grand a year. That means, if I somehow don’t pay any taxes, eat any food, or need a place to live, or pay for fucking anything, I can pay for the next three semesters and graduate in like three years. 

I am so, so fucking boned. 

Pace's hand comes down on my shoulder, and I hate myself for not being able to fight the instant, hot shudder of desire I feel right away. My cunt immediately remembers that all that is important in this world is getting wet enough for his cock so that his mammoth, impregnating member can slide up into me as easily as possible. 

“Hold on,” he says. “Wait.”

I turn around, arms crossed. If I were wearing heels, I’d come up almost to his chin. As it is, I’m eye-level with the massive broad strokes of his chest. 

“I like you,” he says. “Really.”

I don’t really know how to interpret that information. “I’m still fucking out of this college, aren’t I?”

“If you can’t pay, I guess you are. But,” he smiles. “There’s a way. To make sure you don’t have to leave.”

Right away, I start to put together what he’s offering. 

“You want to fuck me?”

“Oh yeah,” he smiles. My heart skips several beats. Like seriously, I’m stunned at how I am not instantly dead. “I want you right at the top of my list.”

His forefinger and thumb slide over my chin and he can feel my mouth quivering. 

“Don’t...don’t say stuff like that.” I stamp my feet. Like a little girl. “It’s not fair. I know you don’t mean it. You fuck whoever you want. You’ll burn through me and then use the next girl.”

He shrugs. “Maybe I will. Maybe I won’t. I haven’t found a girl yet who can suck me like you can. I want your mouth on me again. I want all sorts of things from you, girl. I want to see if your cunt matches your mouth. Or if it’s better. Most girls are better with their pussies.”

He’s talking about fucking me. That means getting me pregnant. I know how he operates. 

“You won’t use protection,” I say. “And I’m not on the pill or anything.”

“So? You belong pregnant anyway. You’re a woman. I’ll put you to work, how about that?” He strokes my face, gentle, like he’s reciting poetry. “I’ll pay for your college, if you really want it. But in the meantime you’re going to be my cunt. At my house. Whenever I want, your cunt on demand. I’m paying for your shit, so you’re going to earn it back in fucks. How about that?”

He could get that kind of deal from any girl, really. Even without the money. I could name thirty off the top of my head who would eagerly drop to their knees and live with him all day, worshiping his abs with their tongues and begging for the chance to carry his seed. 

But he’s offering it to me. 

This is like...the only way this sick, twisted bastard knows how to communicate affection, and I can’t help but feel a sick, twisted heat that he’s communicating it to me.

I can smell the lust coming off from his bulge, so clearly displayed in his pants.

“We’ll dress you up nice,” he says. “No more of this nerd bullshit. You’ll look like a proper lady. I’ll take you out on the town. Pay for your shit. Pay for any clothes you want. Hell, I’ll get a girl of mine to make sure you look hot. Get your hair done. We can even make you a cheerleader, head cheerleader, if it makes you feel better. But you’re going to be mine. Aren’t you?”

There’s so much fucking saliva in my mouth I have to swallow before I answer. 

But you already know what I say. 

* * * * *
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HE TAKES ME TO HIS mega-suite in the frat house. Like, he’s got an entire floor to himself, and the place is built so that I can’t even hear the party raging downstairs when he takes me up there. 

Party in the middle of the day, yeah. It's that sort of place. 

He’s got his own bouncer at the door and everything, a big Hispanic guy who gives me a double-take, as if he can’t believe his boss would take someone like me home with him.

I can’t believe it either, but I’m not about to complain. 

There’s so much wealth isolated in this tiny space that I can barely comprehend it all. HDTVs crawling out from the walls. Stereo set ups in every room. Holograms floating around in front of his computer desk, which has like its own thirty square feet of space all by itself. The kitchen is loaded down with extras, oak cabinets with industrial grade fridges underneath, that sort of thing. 

He picks me up with one hand—let me repeat, he picks me up with one hand—by the waist, and tossed me on a large, large bed in the middle of the room. It looks like two kings shoved together, except its one mattress. No doubt he got it specially made, and no doubt the manufacturer thanked him for the privilege of making him something. 

Just like they fucking should, christ. I’m so fucking attracted to him. 

I think I’m probably in love with him. 

He takes his shirt off in front of me and I know, right away, that for the rest of my life I’ll do anything at all for him. Oh my god, that body. That body.

I'd do any last thing. I’d murder for him with a smile on his face, because his body is just that mind-meltingly perfect. 

I make soft cooing noises, gnawing slowly at the air like the space between us is some kind of lust sandwich. 

Something strikes me as he takes his pants off. 

Not the size of his cock, though its enormous.

Not that I am still painfully clothed, though why in the fuck would I be when clothes have no place on a woman in this house unless they’re used for decoration. 

This is everything. This is it. If he does this, there’s no turning back. I could maybe live with myself—with sucking his cock and then going on my merry way. But I definitely can’t, definitely cannot live with fucking him and then doing anything else but fucking him from then on. 

I’ll end up his complete fucktoy. His totally brainwarped loveslave, too obsessed with his cock to ever go back to college again. Pay for my university tuition? Shit. He’ll pay for my fucking heels and dresses, just like he said, and I’d spend ten hours a day in the gym just to make him happy with how I looked. 

I’d wear lingerie with an apron over it as I cooked him meals and suck his cock like a voiceless, vapid cunt, cleaning the pussy juices of other whores off his cock with my tongue when he comes home. 

“W-wait,” I say, shuddering. 

He’s on the bed. He’s not waiting. His cock leaves a long, delicious slime trail behind him, oozing pure desire on his silk sheets. 

“No, really. Wait. I’m not sure...I don’t...I...please...just a minute...”

But my cunt has him too turn on to stop. He’s ripping my clothes off like they’re wet paper. Fuck, he’s so strong. My mind may not be made up, but my body definitely is. My legs are spread out wide, making a diamond with my feet coming together in a point. My cunt is juicing, pulsing, hips gyrating up towards the godly meat he’s got available.

And then he forces his cock inside my body and I scream out in instant, instant orgasm, and all thoughts of resistance or waiting or stopping flee my mind like the stupid, idiot ideas they always were. 

I want him in me. I always wanted him in me. Resisting was so stupid. 

I’m made for his cock. He slips it all the way in me on the first thrust. That huge fucking member that’s probably broken the cunts of a thousand girls before me rips up inside of my pussy and slides right in like a sword into a sheath. Pleasure bombs my mind, carpeting my body with explosions of soft heat.

“Oohhh fuck, Daddy!”

I don’t even have a fucking Daddy fetish! And I yelled it anyway. How can I fucking not? He’s utterly replaced every man in my life with just one sensational stroke of his endless fucking cock. 

Not entirely endless, I guess. I can feel the tip pushing hard against the end of my canal, my body squeezing there to deliver him the most pleasure possible, just like I fucking should because I’m a woman and he’s a man. 

He’s The Man. 

With one stroke of his cock, I don’t give a fuck about patriarchy, about social justice, about any of that bullshit anymore. I’ll dress up like a fuckdoll housewife and tear down feminist cunts and raise daughters who hate the idea of equal rights and want to have their lives dominated by men like him, because his cock is that fucking good, and right the fuck away. 

He fucks me like a force of nature. My body barely remains on the bed as he thrust up inside me again and again. His entire body is so hard, so packed, so fucking lady-orgasm-fuel, that I can’t stop cumming. I keep touching him, and every part of him is perfect, and so I have to keep cumming because I’m fucking touching the man of my dreams and he’s giving me the fucking I’ve always, always needed my entire life.

“Oh my god, Pace! Oh Daddy, oh baby, oh please, yes!”

“That's right, slut. Fuck, you're tight down there. You fit my cock perfect.”

He's grinning as he realizes how perfectly formed my cunt is for him. Grinning and fucking me even harder. 

His thick, man-sized balls slap against my tight ass. And then I feel his balls tighten, just like they did when he sucked me off.

He's going to get me pregnant. Just like that. So fucking pregnant, and just for him. 

And do you know what? 

I want him to. 

“Please Daddy, yes!” I moan. “Fill me up, Pace, baby. Oh my god, give me your fucking babies in my belly, oh shit, please!”

“Is that right?” he asks, knowing the answer already. His strokes increase, violently thrusting inside of me. My body can take it. “You want to get knocked up like the slut you are, huh?”

He wants me to answer him. Wants me to dirty talk. And of course, I obey. I can’t do anything he doesn’t want me to anymore, and I have to do everything he says. I can’t explain it. It’s biology. He fucking rules my life and I love it. How can I not? Fucking look at him. And while you’re at it, drool just like I do. 

“Yes, Daddy, please!”

I can tell calling him that excites him. He likes it. He likes knowing he runs my life, that being my Daddy is just what he is now. 

“You got it, babe.”

And his thrusts get even faster, and then he's unleashing inside of my sopping wet needy cunt like the champion god he is. My mind lights on fire, an orgasm-to-beat-all-orgasms totally melting my ability to speak. All I can do is cry out and moan in pleasure. His cum is thick, ropey, and hot, spraying against the insides of my cunt hard and fast.

This behemoth has taken my mouth and cunt virginity in a little less than twenty-four hours. I don’t care. I’m his whore. Hooray. 

Whore-ay!

He empties inside me, shooting load after load into my waiting, dripping cunt. It’s his cunt now, and he can fill it with whatever he likes. 

I know I'm pregnant now. I just know it. I can practically feel the life growing inside of me. His life. I'm already daydreaming about how big my tits will get for him. I wonder how many times he can make me preggo for him. I never want to stop. 

“Good...” he says softly, right in my ear. “Good girl.”

When he exits my body, I feel empty inside. I feel emptier than I ever have in my entire life. I feel like there’s been a black hole that’s opened up in my stomach and I wish to god I knew quantum physics so I would never feel so empty again. 

His cock is soft for the first time since I’ve talked to him, I think. Or, not soft, but softening. Not a giant mast of steel-hard fuck-itude. Its fleshy and long and thick, and looks delicious. 

“You won’t have to worry about me being anything else,” I say softly. 

He raises an eyebrow as I sink down his body. “You won’t have to force me again,” I purr. “Not ever.”

Slowly, lovingly, I wrap my mouth around his cock and begin to suck him, clean him, and please him. 

I’ll be his good girl forever if that’s what it takes. So long as I get to fuck the big, bad, super-stud quarterback whenever he needs a quality cunt on hand. 

# # #
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In the corporate board room, one big, handsome man pulled my hair. Another slapped me on my ass. Still another tugged at my tight dress, fingers sliding over my heavy bust. They all jeered and laughed, cheering me on as I approached the table. They each knew exactly what they were going to do to my body; they all knew exactly what I was made for. 

They were going to use me in every way they could possibly imagine, and I was going to cheer them on as they did it.

Even with how excited I was (or maybe because of how excited I was), I could hardly believe I was in this situation. 

I was about to get a job, after months of searching and trying. Months of nearly starving myself and feeling completely hopeless.

And the way I was going to get that job was by having a room full of businessmen in sharp, hot suits drill my busty, beautiful body. 

They all surrounded me—tall and handsome. The kind of businessmen you see on magazine covers. Rugged five o’clock shadows. They filled out their suits well. A few started taking off their jackets, revealing their sexy muscles beneath the thin cloth of their crisp, white shirts. Most of them were older than me, but some of them were around my age, in their twenties. They all eyed my curves and long red hair lasciviously. 

Soon, with them cheering me on and with me smiling every step of the way, I climbed onto the board room table and spread my limbs out. I put myself on display willingly. I wanted them to look at my body. I wanted them to enjoy me.

Two men, burly and smelling of thick, musky lust, held me down with strong hands on my legs and arms, but they didn’t need to.

I wanted this. 

I had wanted this all along.

I’ll do anything for a job.

The first man approached. He was tall, his frame bulky underneath the tight confines of his suit. Slowly, he lowered his pants, keeping his shirt and suit jacket on. I moaned with anticipation. I wanted him so badly. The area between my thighs was absolutely soaking. 
He could do anything to me. They all could. I’d go along with all of it. And I’d be lying if I said I wanted it just because I needed the job they would give me. I wanted it because I wanted them. I wanted all of them inside me. I wanted that as soon as possible.
But, perhaps I should back up. 

After all, it was no easy road to get here. I had to come around to the correct mode of thinking. I had to learn what a sexual dynamo I truly am, and that was no easy journey.

* * * * * 
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JUST A FEW DAYS BEFORE, I stood at the grocery store, counting out my food stamps and comparing their total to the total of food in my cart. You started to get good at this sort of math after a while. I could calculate the cost of a whole cart just by eyeballing it, though I often decided not to until after I had already picked up the food I wanted. I’d been doing buying groceries for the better part of a year, ever since I lost my first job out of college.

The message from the tally was clear—I didn't have enough. Sighing, I put a few cans of soup back on the shelf and then rolled over to the produce aisle, putting up the bananas and sweet potatoes that I bought. Also the apples, oranges, and tomatoes. And then, sighing deeply, the little plastic container of figs. I had been looking forward to those. I don’t know why I did this to myself. I hadn’t been able to eat proper food for months. 

This week, I realized with slow resignation, it would have to be all noodles again.

Noodles are good because they keep in the fridge for a good long while. When I made pasta, that pasta became what I ate for the next seven days almost without exception. The only time I ate something else was if maybe I got dragged out to a restaurant with some friends and was forced to make eating decisions. I didn’t want them thinking I’m anorexic, after all. 

Not that my frame would have ever suggested that sort of thing anyway. Somehow, even with eating as little as I did, my form had stayed busty and curvaceous. Genetics were to blame, I suppose.

Any sort of financial obligation made all the stress alarms go off in my head; klaxons firing on all cylinders as they raised my heart rate and twist up my stomach. I hadn’t had a job for nearly six months. I had been looking, believe me, but nothing had caught yet. I did some stuff for extra cash—lawn care around my neighborhood, babysitting, dog sitting, that sort of thing. People who knew me tried to help out with these odd jobs, but they’re all suffering too and didn't have that much to offer. Besides, the way I'd been raised, I felt like there was only much you could depend on your neighbors before you started feeling awash with shame.

It was the middle of the day. At the check-out line, people cast me dirty looks because I was paying mostly with food stamps.  Women wearing expensive leather coats who have their whole lives paid for by their husbands working downtown. I cast them a dirty look right back. If I could pay with cash I earned, don’t you think I’d do it?

A few men gave me longer, more appreciative glances; I was dressed up nice for my interview later. I was well used to glances from men—they loved my bust, and I had a pretty face and a healthy mane of red hair on top of that. I drew eyes, basically, even if I wasn’t some actress-thin modelesque beauty. 

It was just too bad I couldn’t ever do anything about the way men looked at me to take advantage and have a little fun. Or women. I’d be happy with either, to be honest. But I’ve been so busy and consumed with trying to make my life work for me for the last three or four years that the only time I’ve had to think about sex is when I slip into bed and need to masturbate before falling asleep.

Mostly, that did the trick for me, and sated my desires. Mostly. One can’t help but want a little more real interaction with the opposite sex if you’re someone like me.

When I get focused on sex, it's all I focus on. So, no matter how much I really wanted it, I knew I didn't have room for it in my life. 

After the grocery store, I caught a ride on the bus. I made a quick stop into my mother’s house, where I live, to drop off the groceries. Mom was sick. She had been sick for almost as long as I had been out of college. I missed a lot of days at work, when I had work, because I had to take her to the hospital so much. There have been times since then where I wanted to take her back to the hospital—she got these fits where she just wouldn’t stop coughing—but we just couldn’t afford it. Now, if those fits happen, I have to sit by her bed, trying to calm her sick, cough-wracked body and wonder if she would live through the day or not.

She was still well within working age; just fifty years old, she had me when she was twenty-eight. But her illness didn’t let her work. She couldn’t stand up for very long and she couldn’t talk very easily. Everything made her go out of breath. When I came home to drop off the groceries, I didn’t even look at her. I knew it would just make me cry. 

It’s difficult being poor. Probably you know this already, or if you don’t know it, then you understand it as a matter of course.

But it really is hard. No one would choose to live this way. It was just something that fell in our laps. Circumstances. I was willing to work as hard as anyone, we both were, but society wasn’t giving us a lot of help up on our feet.

I came out of college with a liberal arts degree and a mountain of debt, expecting to set the world on fire with my new novel. It was a sexy, fun rendition of those action movies that take place in big tall buildings, except that instead, it took place underground. It examined gender and race and class and all the things I’m really interested in. I thought publishers would love it.

I couldn’t even get an agent to take a look at it, though. I sent out queries every day to no avail.

In the meantime, I had an internship during college that turned into a full-time job. But then, the economy got worse and there were layoffs. My company had to pull one of those “last one in, first one out” maneuvers, and I was sent packing after a few beautiful months of a real paycheck.

It broke my pride near in half to go on food stamps and unemployment. But I didn’t have a choice. There was no one in my family except for my mom and myself. No one was hiring for the type of work I was good at: research, social media, writing. I thought maybe I could get something as a technical writer, cranking out manuals and that sort of thing, but so far there was nothing.

The recent cuts to food stamps meant I couldn’t feed myself and my mother both three times a day. So, that meant either my sick mother got food, or I did. Now, I know probably some of you might think, “Screw it. She’s sick anyway. Take what you can for yourself.” My mother would agree with you, but her own opinion of her self-worth wasn’t to be trusted (like, I suspect, most people’s). She wanted me to feed myself. She thought I was more important than her. She’s a good mother like that. 

But I’m a good daughter. So, my mother got three meals a day. I got one. This was how it had been for the last six months. 

I know the other thing you’re saying—“Lots of places are hiring! Get a waitressing job! Go work at an oil field in North Dakota! Send that money home!”

All right, well, first of all, I wasn't leaving my sick mother by herself while I moved somewhere. I also wasn't moving her anywhere—the doctors were very specific about not doing that. 

Secondly, the problem with getting a job at a place like a restaurant or a clerk’s job (such as at a grocery store) was that, while those jobs pay money, in my poor area of the country, they didn’t actually pay enough to cover essentials most of the time. So, if I did want a job like that to cover essentials, then I would have to have been working at these low wages at somewhere around eighty hours a week, which—you guessed it—didn’t leave much time available to find a job that suited my skill set. More than that, none of those jobs were exactly willing to pay me for eighty hours a week, which meant I’d have to get about four jobs and then do the magic Houdini juggling act of trying to schedule them all around each other. When most part-time jobs want you to work exclusively in the evenings and weekends, that was no easy feat. 

I was delighted to work anywhere, but I wanted to do it for a decent wage. If I was working eighty hours a week for four jobs that barely make a dent in my bills and allow no room for upward mobility, what was the use in killing myself? I was all for paying my dues, but I preferred to do it in a place that would put dividends on the dues and not more debt. 

That sure is a lot of whining, huh? I just wanted to give you the lay of the land.

I wanted to show you what I wanted to change. Because today was going to be different. 

Today, I had a job interview. 

Today, I was going to change my life for the better. 

* * * * *
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I ARRIVED AT THE TALL Constant Enterprises building at two-thirty sharp, ready for my three o’clock appointment.

The interview was for a sort of hybrid receptionist position. A lot of my duties would revolve around the standard receptionist fare—answering phones, filing papers, that sort of thing. But I would also be expected to maneuver my way into the social media workings of the corporation and learn the ropes of that while I got my feet planted in the business world. Over time, if they hired me, they would want me to take more and more responsibility for the social media end of things—writing blogs, sending out tweets, managing pictures, that sort of thing—and less and less responsibility for the receptionist-type duties. With my liberal arts degree, and having grown up almost entirely on the internet, it seemed like the sort of “in” that I had been waiting for. I was ready to give this job my all. 

I just didn’t have any idea how much of my “all” they really wanted from me.

The building was nearly a hundred stories tall. I landed on the fifty-second story. The walls were gold and black, the floors sharp, shiny tile. I approached an enormous desk, at which a lovely young dark-haired secretary worked. Her hair was long and shiny, tumbling in a mass down one side. 

“Sign in here, please.”

She handed me a sign-in form. Her fingernails were neatly manicured. I held in the urge to compliment her on the work. I wanted to stay professional. There was a part of me, though, that loved to revel in little joys like that—basking in the ways that women made ourselves more attractive to men. 

I hadn’t been laid in so, so long. Years, in fact. I didn’t have time for it. There was too much pressure to be a success.

“Shannon Brook?” she asked. “Is that right?”

“Yes.”

“Are you familiar with the interview process at Constant Enterprises?” I shook my head, but she was already continuing. “It’s a three-stage process. In the room there,” she pointed to a pair of enormous red double-doors, “is our office manager. It’s her job to screen people. The second interview will be with the general manager of the hiring office. If you pass that stage, the final interview will be by committee.”

“Committee?”

“Yes. A group of our board members.” She leaned in, voice lowering. “We take every pain to ensure that the people we hire are...compatible with our line of thinking here at Constant Enterprises. We are not for everyone.”

“I understand.”

I didn’t understand, but, whatever. I knew that I had to impress the person beyond that door. That was a simple enough concept to wrap my head around. 

“You can have a seat over there with the others,” she said, pointing. 

“Others?”

I followed the line her pretty nails created, seeing the other applicants waiting. All women. I was surprised—over the email acceptance of my resume for an interview, I had been given the impression that they were rather impressed with what I had to offer. I had flickers of hope that it was a sure thing.

The competition didn’t matter, I decided. I would get this job no matter what. I sat down at the edge of a row of plush, blue chairs. I sat up straight, good posture. I could not afford to let up for a single moment. 

In the line in front of me were four women. They were, I could not help but notice, all exceptionally beautiful, and each in different ways. One was tiny and frail and blonde, like a beautiful fairy. Another was leggy and brunette, and another was exotically lovely—Eastern European or maybe Middle-Eastern, I couldn’t tell exactly. The last was a Latina, with the biggest bust in the lot except for my own.

In front of all these women, I could not help but consider my own appearance.

I had worn for the interview what I considered to be a rather smart little outfit: a blue dress with a big looping black belt, and a black sweater over that. Conservative and stylish at the same time. It did not contain my figure, because my sensational figure is sort of uncontainable by anything less than a garbage can. Even then, I think I’d leave two big boob-sized impressions in the metal. Yes, I’m voluptuous. I have real hips, and real breasts (very, very real 44DD breasts), and long red hair. I get hit on constantly because guys say I look “fun in the sack.”

I am, I always think. I really am.

But I don’t have time for sex.

Looking at those women, though, certain things started to click for me. We had been asked to send in a full body photo with our application. I didn’t really think too much of it at the time because, well, I was desperate for any job in my field whatsoever. If they wanted a photo, a photo they would have!

But now that I had seen the field of applicants, I began to get suspicious. They had a sexy fairy, a sexy supermodel-type, a sexy exotic femme fatale type, a sexy Latina type...and I suppose I was the sexy curvy type? 

I had to admit that I fit the bill. I mean, I don’t want to brag, but I know what my appeal is when it comes to sex. I look like a hot fertility goddess, complete with fiery-red hair. You can imagine me with armor on, fighting alongside vikings or something. 

I don’t know what it is that men fantasize about, exactly. I just know that when they do? It usually involves a bust like mine. I had tits. These tits were not comfortable being called “breasts.” They were big fat titties made to be squeezed and adored.

And it had been a long, long time since that had been the case. 

I tried to take my mind off it—I needed a job, not a lay. At least, in the way that anybody doesn’t not need a lay now and then.

I watched, then, as the first woman entered—the blonde. She was inside for fifteen minutes. I waited patiently, counting the seconds on the nearby wall clock. I didn't take out my phone for fear of reprimand. When those fifteen minutes were up, the blonde came out crying. Her face red, her eyes streaming with tears.

The Latina and I exchanged glances—what the hell was happening? The model-type sent us a worried look—she was next. The femme fatale just straightened up, smiling coldly at the crying girl. Everything about her, the femme fatale, read “bitch.”

“Is everything all right?” I asked the blonde.

She was inconsolable. She left without another word, crying all the way.

I stood up and walked over to the secretary. “Is she all right? Should you call someone?”

The secretary smiled and shook her head. “Everything is in order. If there was a problem, I would know about it.”

Apparently, a woman reduced to a crying mes wasn’t a problem? Good to know.

The model-type went in, while the Latina and I waited with baited breath. The femme fatale looked bored, scrolling through fashion photos on her phone. 

After fifteen minutes, the model-type came out completely devastated. She was crying even worse than the first girl! She stopped for a few minutes next to the door, huddled in a pile, looking like she was trying to hold herself together. She kept weeping.

“The hell?” said the Latina. “What are they doing in there?”

Again, we tried to ask the model-type what had happened, but just like the blonde, she soldiered through our questions without answering and stormed into the elevator. 

The femme fatale was next. I have to admit that at this point, I was getting rather scared. Everyone who went inside that room seemed to come out in pieces! What in the hell sort of interview process did they have going here?

Thirty minutes later, though, the femme fatale walked out with a satisfied, smug smile on her face. She strutted past us, clearly enjoying the way she looked. 

“Good luck, girls,” said the femme fatale. “You’ll need it.”

Once again, I exchanged glances with the Latina. 

“What do you think is happening?” I asked the Latina. 

“I’ve no idea.”

It was her turn, now. She pulled down the edges of her tight gray skirt and stopped for a moment in front of a framed painting, using the glass to check the buttons on her blouse and the arrangement of her thick dark hair. 

I turned to the secretary again. “You can’t tell me anything about what’s happening in there?”

“I can tell you,” said the secretary, “that I passed the initial interview, and the two after it. I did it because I was found to be very compatible with what Constant Enterprises wants from its employees.”

Well, that was weird, ominous, and revealed practically nothing. I shouldn’t have even asked. 

Finally, after twenty-five minutes (I counted), the big red double-doors opened once more. The Latina exited quick, hurrying past me. She was not crying, but she looked completely ashamed. Her body was all defense—shoulders hunched in, arms drawn across her chest, her chin tilted down.

What could be happening in that room, I thought, that was creating all these strange effects? The Latina was a natural beauty, and seemed to ooze confidence when I had sat next to her. I couldn’t imagine what might make a woman like that react in this way. 

I thought perhaps it was possible that all the women were being humiliated somehow, and so my thoughts immediately went to appearances—as that’s so common an outlet to make women feel bad about themselves. But the girls in front of me were all knock outs. And the femme fatale, while beautiful, certainly wasn’t that much more beautiful than the other three (if indeed she was more beautiful at all). But my initial suspicion, the one I could not get rid of, was that as soon as I entered, I would be subjected to a group of men passing judgment on my appearance. 

These suspicions were allayed as soon as I stepped into the room. It was dark, mostly, with a circle of light around a gorgeous young woman sitting in a chair. Her long, perfect legs were crossed dramatically. Across from her was another chair.

“Sit,” she said. Her voice was clear and melodious, even in that simple word.

She was, I think, the most beautiful woman I had ever seen. Even more beautiful than the model-type. Even sexier than the femme fatale. Nearly as busty as I was. Her tiny business suit skirt covered almost none of her legs, showing off the easy, clear waxed shine of her skin. An elegant emerald pendant sat in the substantial curves of her tits, drawing the eye. She was incredibly fit; she looked like the kind of woman who could run on a marathon as a warm-up to her real workout routine. 

I’ve had sexual experiences with women before, so you know. Like I said already, I’m thoroughly bisexual. Men, women, I don’t care, so long as they’re attractive and fun in the sack. So, in front of a woman like this, I could not help but have all manner of hot, steamy thoughts instantly. I knew instantly it was a mistake not to finger my cunt before I got here, because mostly, all I could think about was burying my head between her legs, or her buried between my tits.

I sat down across from her. “Hello! Thanks so much for taking the time to speak with me. I—”

“Hello,” said the beauty, interrupting. “My name is Katya Nikolov. You may call me Katya. Still with me so far, idiot?”

That was sudden.

“I-I’m sorry?”

“Sorry? Sorry for what?”

“Well, I just, I don’t know that I heard you correctly. I thought you called me—”

She sighed audibly, rolling her eyes. “I can see already you’re going to be trouble.”

I frowned. “You’re the one who called me an idiot.”

“Aren’t you?”

“What?”

“Ah, deaf as well, I see. I suspected.”

“Excuse me, ma’am. I’m not an idiot. I mean, I’m no genius, but I’m not—”

“And now you are giving me more reasons to not hire you. You’re not a genius, you say?”

“Who is?”

“Many of the people on our staff are. We here at Constant Enterprises are very exclusive.” She leaned forward. “Idiots don’t make the cut.”

“Well I...I mean, again, I’m not an idiot...”

“It says right here that you’re unemployed.”

“That’s right.”

“There you are. Idiot. For someone with your resume, you must be supremely stupid not to have a job already. There’s no other explanation for it.”

“There’s plenty of explanation! The economy is...it’s in shambles, and I just—”

“Really? I got a job with the economy the way it is. Are you suggesting I somehow don’t have a job?”

It really was grating. Here was this absolutely perfect beauty berating me and telling me I wasn’t good enough. From most women—most people, even—I wouldn’t take it. But there is something particular and biting when it’s a beautiful person telling you that you’re not good enough. And not just beautiful, but really? Absolutely flawless. The more I looked at her, the more turned on I felt. And the more turned on I felt, the more I looked at her. Her cheekbones cut like glass. Her eyes were large and green; her legs looked positively glowing from the light. All of her skin did. Passing thoughts of kissing her body, of pinning her down, did not actually pass like they were supposed to. They ported in the storm of my mind, decided to enjoy a little shore leave in my erogenous zones.

I thought it might be best to try a different track. “I have...I have lots of references. A solid resume.”

“Everyone has lots of references and a solid resume these days. Anything else?”

“I’m...I’m a hard worker. I’ll do anything. I’m really happy to do whatever. I have a positive attitude. I—”

“You’re boring. This is boring. All these generalizations. ‘I'll do anything.' 'Happy to do whatever.’” She sneered. It was a beautiful, terrible, beautiful sight to behold. “Don’t you have any specifics?”

“I am...” I was stuttering now, so nervous. “I have, um, I mean, my resume states that—”

“Yes. Yes, I read that.” She shook her head, sighing. She tossed all the papers on her lap across the room. “Done with that. Done with you, too,” she said. “You are boring and insipid, and not much to look at, besides. I think this meeting is done. After so many interviews today, I am tired.”

I didn’t know what else to do. I dropped to my knees in front of Katya. I put my face against her feet. She wore designer leather heels.

“Please,” I said. “Please, please. I need this job. Please.”

“Please, yourself.” She turned her head. “You are making a display of yourself. I pity you.”

But in her eyes, what I saw wasn’t pity. She didn’t feel bad for me. 

No.

She was turned on by me.

This beauty—this impossible beauty, she wanted me. My confidence rose three hundred percent when I realized that. She was turned on by the thought of me touching her, of me pressing my face against her body, of the action of me begging her for something. 

It had all been an act. I was here because I met certain standards—my resume was good enough, and I was pretty enough, like the other girls were. And now, with Katya, I had to be tested emotionally. I had to have a certain confidence level.

I had to, I was almost certain now, had to have a certain level of sexuality that I was willing to explore with her. 

I slipped one hand on her leg, casually lifting it up. I knelt in front of her, showing off my tits now. 

“What if I really would do anything?” I asked.

“Don’t you remember,” she said, her voice becoming heated, “that I asked you for specifics?”

“What if I licked your pussy?” I asked.

Her eyes gave me all the answer I needed.

I rose up and kissed her. She did not resist in the slightest; in fact, she pulled me forward, moaning as she slipped deeper off the chair. My fingers slipped up those gorgeous waxed legs and found easy, hot entrance into her sacred middle. Her folds parted easily, so wet and hot. 

“Oh yesss,” she moaned. “That’s good. That’s sooo good. The other girls...they didn’t know to touch me first.”

“I’ve had practice.” I kissed her neck. “Lots and lots.”

Soon, we were on the floor, making out madly while my fingers remained buried in her cunt. My thumb pressed hard against the silk of her panties against the bud of her clit. Moaning, she pushed her panties down—they were already wet, I noticed, from the way the other girls had attended to her. Her pussy was bare and smooth, just like her legs. She was like a hot sex doll. I let my lips trail along the sexy structure of her jaw, moaning as I kissed and worked my mouth along that hot line. 

“You said you were going to lick me.” She grabbed my face. “Now, lick me.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

I slipped my head down between her legs, hiking her skirt up around her tiny waist. She ripped her panties down. Soon, my tongue was buried against her clit, flicking softly and urgently.

“Fuck!” she moaned. “That’s good! That’s so good!”

I moaned in return, the rate of my flicking picking up slowly. My own pussy was on fire as I continued to lick and kiss her precious little bud. I loved licking pussy—loved it. I loved especially licking the pussy of a beauty like this. I knew the most important aspect of licking pussy was consistency—don't change the pattern when it starts to work.

She seemed to like it a little slow and a little firm. 

“Oh yes.” Her hands ran through my hair. “Oh, yes, yes. So good. Don't stop. Don't stop. Oh fuck, I'm so close. Your tits...I loved looking at your tits...”

Encouraged by this, I adjusted myself slightly, pushing my tits against her bare leg as I kept licking. To up the ante even more, I slid my fingers inside her pussy and pushed up against her g-spot.

“Oh fuck!” she cried. “Too much! That's so good! I'm going to...oh fuck!”

Her legs wrapped hard around my head and she bucked up and down on the floor. Crying and moaning loud, she came. My head was enveloped with her scent, her thighs, her skin. It was wonderful. Eventually, she let me slid upward and we curled into the arms of one another. 

We rested for a few minutes, breathing and laying next to one another. Finally, though, she stood up, straightening herself out. 

“I’ll have to confer with my colleagues,” she said, “but you should expect a call later today.”

“That’s so wonderful!” I said brightly, still getting up off the floor. “Thank you!”

It felt terrific, knowing I had the route to the second interview pretty much in the bag.

But even better than that was finally having sex again. My mind felt on fire, fueled by logs of lust that I had forgotten it had. And now that I remembered...it was not going to be a fire easily put out.

* * * * *
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I TOOK THE BUS HOME, my mind still flying with lust. Maybe I was able to get Katya off, but I certainly was still brimming over with arousal myself. I wondered if it would be possible for me to stick my fingers up my dress in some clandestine way while I was still on the bus. There were men all around, looking at me: my flushed skin, the sweaty, hot sheen to my breasts, the thick tangle of my red hair roping around my neck and back. 

If I slipped my bag in front of my dress, and maneuvered my hand down just so, I might be able to use the natural vibrations of the bus to carry myself along. Oh yes, if I just...just touched myself like that...

Before I was able to think about it too much and work my way through the problem, though, the bus stopped. I had arrived home. 

I stepped out onto the street, enjoying for a moment the cool air sweeping over my body. It calmed me down. I felt like I had returned from a dream, no longer dreaming solely of sex.

The house I lived in, my mother’s house, was a small one-story. It had about thirteen hundred square feet to it. It was enough room for the two of us, but not so much room that we felt comfortable. Always, I wanted more space. Over the past several months, I had continued to add more and more bookshelves to the walls in an attempt to fabricate more living space for the parts of me that weren’t contained in books and trinkets. So, now, all the walls were covered with shelves and books and knick-knacks and various clutter picked up over the course of several months and several years, trying to keep the floors clear for walking.

The house opened to a large living area where we kept the television and a small desk for me to write at; then there was the kitchen and a bathroom, a few hallway closets, and in the very back were my bedroom and then my mother’s right next to that. 

Room, but not enough room, you see? There was a backyard. It was small and harangued by weeds and rodents. I think there was a rat’s nest underneath the old doghouse. We hadn’t had a dog in more than ten years. 

My mother was in bed in the back of the house. She was always in bed. She was always in bed because she was terribly sick and there’s nothing I can do about it without money.

I know I've said it already; but I must say it again. It was always on my mind.

I needed that job. I needed it more than anything. My mother needed it.

I would do anything for it.

“Hello, Mom,” I called cheerfully through the hallway, approaching her room.

I always had to be cheerful with her. It was difficult. She was always in a terrible mood because of her sickness; I felt burdensome if I ever revealed problems of my own. Even so, she was not stupid. She knew I had problems. I think she sometimes got angry because I denied having any sort of problem at all.

“Hello, dear. How was the interview?”

Of course, I couldn’t tell her how it really went. “It was lovely. I think it went very well.”

“You’re just saying that. You want me to feel hopeful. You said that about those others.”

“No, Mom. I really think it was good.”

I could see she wanted to say more, but held her tongue because she could feel her throat itching. She had learned not to speak when her body said not to. If she started to cough even a little, it might take hours to end.

“I’ll get you some water,” I said.

As I filled her cup, my phone began to ring.

“Hello?”

“Miss Brook? Shannon?”

“Speaking.”

It was difficult, juggling a phone and a cup of water through the narrow confines of our hallways, but I managed to do it. 

“Yes, this is Katya?”

“Oh. Oh, hello!”

“I just wanted to let you know that you’ve been confirmed for the next round of interviews. Come back tomorrow at eleven. How does that sound?”

“That sounds terrific. Thank you so much!”

“Of course, darling. I’ll see you soon. Bye bye, now.”

My mother sipped at the water I had given her.

“There, you see?” I said. “Interview tomorrow.”

Her voice was a small croak. “That’s very nice, dear.”

I felt like gloating a bit more, but she wasn't up for it, I could tell. I left her alone to go to my room—I had to pick out something hot to wear. So, I starting going through my closet. 

I was not going to fool myself by believing that what I had gone through with Katya was somehow an anomaly. I wanted to be prepared for fucking whoever I needed to tomorrow. 

If I had to sleep with Katya again, so be it.

If I had to slide between her legs again, spreading apart her delicate thighs, and bury my face in her hot little snatch to lap my tongue against her rosebud clit...so be it.

At any rate, I knew I had work to do. It wasn’t enough to be confident. My outfit had to advertise exactly how much I was willing to do, how far I was willing to go. I needed my tits on display; I needed my hair to look perfect; I needed my legs to be decorated. Everything had to be sexy and hot.

My outfit had to be eye-catching. It had to be fetching. It had to be goddamn dynamite. 

Next door, my mother started coughing again. The water hadn’t helped much, apparently. Her sick coughs filled the house.

I needed to get this job no matter what.

* * * * *
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AGAIN, I ARRIVED THIRTY minutes early for the job. I had to put on a good show. 

I certainly felt like I was. After spending all night obsessing over my appearance and what I was going to wear, I think I landed on exactly the right compromise.

You see, I knew I had to look hot—that went without saying. I had to look hot. I had to make everyone who saw me, want me. But...on the other hand, what if Constant Enterprises truly wanted to have an interview all of a sudden? What if it was just Katya who was corrupt and working the impenetrable system of interviewing to her advantage?

Or, even if they did want someone who would give it up...what if they didn’t want women walking around their office who looked like complete and total prostitutes all day long? Constant Enterprises was a corporation, after all. There had to be some standards. People got work done at this place, after all. If they wanted whores, they could just hire out some whores.

So, I used my memory of Katya as my example. I wore a tight cream business suit with dark, smoky stockings. My heels were the most expensive pair I had—calf leather with four-inch spike heels and blood red bottoms. On top, I was a little more subtle, though with a bust like mine, a woman can only be so subtle. My jacket barely was able to button across the expanse of my tits, and my silk blouse, while buttoned all the way up, strained to keep shut. Shiny earrings and a matching tight necklace choking my neck completed the look.

The office I arrived at was on the seventy-fifth floor. 

As I stepped out of the elevator, the Latina was stepping on. She was dressed similarly to yesterday—tight business slacks and a fetching, classy sweater.

“It’s all you,” she said to me, shaking her head. “I can’t handle what they want. I’m sorry. Good luck.”

I nodded with understanding, but said nothing. As soon as the elevator doors closed, I smiled broadly. I was all for less competition. 

I walked across the office floor to Mister Jefferson’s office, guided by a friendly young receptionist around my own age. She, and indeed all of the women I saw, I noticed with some satisfaction, were dressed similarly to me. They were sharp, gorgeous, and stylishly dressed. Clearly they were there for decoration, but as I suspected, also they were getting work done.

I realized, of course, that if I were to get this job, I would be little more than a decoration. There was some part of me that was willing not to mind, so long as it meant I had an avenue in which to work upward. 

And so that I had an avenue for more and more sex. Oh yes—that part of me had definitely woken up.

Finally, Mister Jefferson called me into his office. It was in the corner, with a wide window-view of the whole city. I could see that, even on this floor, the building was taller than most of the rest of the urban landscape. 

Mister Jefferson approached, walking the lines of his office to greet me. He was a tall man, middle-aged. He was ruggedly handsome in the way that men his age can be—the lines on his face only added character. He had the makings of a dark beard around his jaw and chin, cut short but still fleshing out the width of his face in a manly way. His eyes, blue and piercing, ran over my elaborately sexy outfit as he took my hand and shook it. 

I could tell immediately that he liked what he saw. 

He looked like he worked out a lot. His skin was tan and weathered; I imagined him taking lots of time off to spend at islands. Maybe he owned one, I didn’t know. Constant Enterprises was one of the richest corporations in the world, and he was a high-ranking member of their establishment.

“You must be Shannon?”

I nodded. “That’s right, Sir.”

I had decided even before arriving that I was going to layer this man with compliments. Make him feel big, wanted, masculine, and hunky. It didn’t hurt that he was masculine and hunky, and I’m sure that I had already seen the makings of a very big and (on my part) very wanted bulge in his pants. 

I was going to call him “Sir” constantly. I’d call him anything he wanted if it meant having a salary.

It struck me almost as odd, how much I immediately fantasized about sliding his cock into my body. But ultimately I knew that’s exactly what I would do if I had to. I had fucked Katya, after all, and fucking her got me here. Maybe fucking Mister Jefferson would get me even further. 

We sat down—him behind his desk, and me at the chair in front of him. I took my time, elaborately leaning over so that he could get a nice view down my cleavage, and then crossing my legs slowly. He watched me—and I let him know I saw him doing so. He did not seem to mind.

“Very nice,” he said.

Obviously, he was referring to how I looked. “Thank you, Sir.”

I wanted him to compliment me; I wanted him to feel completely confident in knowing he could say anything at all to me, and I would appreciate him for it. I wanted him to think about holding me down on his cock until my eyes were running with tears, ruining my mascara, slapping my face and telling me to thank him for the privilege of sucking his corporate boss cock. 

And I wanted him to think about how that’s exactly what I would do—thank him. 

That was the only way I was going to get the job I needed. 

“Katya told me that you and she had some...interesting discussion, yesterday.”

“...did she?”

I have to admit, I was surprised. I thought even if Jefferson wanted to take advantage of me, the process would have to start from step zero. But if he already knew what Katya had done...

“Katya is my girlfriend. Last night, she discussed the nature of your ‘interview’ as she stroked me off and fed me my dinner.”

Oh my god. Oh my god! Oh shit!

The thought of Katya stroking this impressive businessman’s cock as she looked at him with adoring eyes, feeding him a steak dinner...maybe slurping up her own dinner from his cock when she was done...

That was so hot.

“Not to worry. No infidelities here.” He smiled. “We have a very...open relationship, if you catch my meaning. Anyone that we are able to pick up, we do. Especially me. Do you understand?”

“I do.”

I didn’t, but whatever! Not my place to judge their lifestyle.

“So, you must know that you aren’t the only one who has successfully impressed Katya. And, since you are the last person I am seeing today, I can already tell you that you won’t be the only person who has impressed me.”

As the Latina was out of the game, he must have been referring to the Femme Fatale.

Yes, I had started capitalizing the nickname. Until I learned her real name, that’s what would have to do.

I leaned forward, my tits crushing together fetchingly. “I have to tell you, Sir, that I just would do anything...anything at all, if it meant that you were impressed.”

“Is that a fact?”

“Oh yes. It would mean so much to me to make a positive impression on a man like you. You’re soooo strong, and so powerful. Gosh, your girlfriend just sleeps with whoever, and lets you sleep with whoever...you must be so strong to make that happen.”

“Katya is a very beautiful woman.”

“That’s exactly my point, Sir.” I felt very confident now. “Certainly, she could land someone who would agree to only having sex with her. Probably someone rich, and probably someone rather powerful. And there you are, rich and powerful and still sleeping with whoever you want, including her. That must be some...equipment that you have.”

He smiled. My tactic was working.

“I like to think so.”

“I’d love to find out,” I said. “I’d love to...get a taste of what it is that she enjoys. She looks like she has such very fine taste, after all.”

His smile broadened. We were both of a similar mind. I tugged a bit at my blouse—little buttons popped open. My skin revealed its growing flush.

“I like you,” he said. “I think you’re laying it on a bit thick, but that’s all right. I don’t mind an ego boost.”

“I assure you, Sir, that I’m being as genuine as possible.”

“Well, even if you’re not, you’re a good actress, and that’s about as useful a skill in this office as any other. You would have to put up with a lot of men making a lot of comments about you. Asking you to do all sorts of things. And they’ll want you to be cheerful and eager about all of it.”

“That sounds delightful, Sir.”

“See? Now I like that attitude. ‘Delightful.’ Not ‘okay.’ No ‘sure’s from you. Delightful. I like that.”

“Thank you, Sir.”

“I like that, too. You thought about that, didn’t you? Calling me ‘Sir.’ You thought about how I would like it.”

“I think strong, confident, capable men deserve to be called ‘Sir.’ I think they’ve earned it, Sir.”

“Yes. I have. What else would you call me, if I told you I deserved it?”

My whole body shivered with lust. “Anything you like...Sir.”

He sat up straight, adjusting himself. I heard his pants become unzipped. My heart fluttered fast. He was going to ask me to suck it.

No, he was going to command me. How perfect was that? How wonderful?

“Even with that good attitude, we’ve only got one spot open. Even if you did everything I said, that wouldn’t guarantee you’d get past the committee.”

“Yes, Sir. I understand.”

“Good. So, here’s the deal: suck my cock, and I’ll make sure that you get in front of that committee.”

“Suck you off?” I smiled, strutting forward and around his desk. 

I could see his cock—already mostly erect. It was enormous and thick. It stood gloriously in front of him. God, is there anything hotter than the stiff cock of a stud in a suit? If there is, I haven’t seen it. 

When I was in front of him, I sat down on his desk, running my heel up his leg. “Are you sure that’s all you want me to do? After all...I’ve got such...important references to show you.” I took his hand and ran it down my expansive curves. His face became heated. “And such an impressive resume...”

I wanted him to fuck me. I didn't even care that I wasn't on birth control, and that he probably didn't have condoms just stuffed in a drawer somewhere. I wanted his cock dumping his seed in my pussy.

“Start with doing what I said.” He pushed me down to my knees. “And then we can work on the rest.”

Face to face with his cock now, I shrugged, not fighting in the least. I wanted to show him how agreeable I could be. 

“Of course, Sir. I’m so happy to do as you ask.”

I slipped a gentle hand around the smooth, long shaft of his cock, tugging at it gently. 

His cock was so big. I got in front of it, running my hand up and down the length slowly. There was a distinct part of me that couldn’t believe what I was doing. The look of awe on my face—both from my actions and from his meat—must have shown on my face.

“You like my cock, huh?”

“Oh, yes Sir. So impressive, Sir.”

I ran my tongue up and down the shaft finally, still stroking him gentle and slow. He tasted so manly. Salty. Hard.

“It tastes so good, Sir,” I moaned. “Can’t I please suck it down my throat? I want to swallow your meat. I want to feel you filling up my belly, Sir. Please, Sir?”

“Yes,” he said, nodding. Clearly happy with my enthusiasm. “Do it. Suck my cock, girl.”

Moaning, I let my mouth slide all the way around the head of his cock, and then deeper. My cocksucking skills, long dormant, were certainly coming into play now. Soon his cockhead was hitting the back of my throat, and then further down into my esophagus. I swallowed helpfully, using the extra suction to create a vacuum of warmth and wetness around his incredible shaft. 

For several minutes, and I moved up and down like that, moaning vacuously, my mind emptying of all worries and cares. It was so wonderful just to forget myself and suck a big fat dick again. 

Then, as my tits continually pressed up against his legs, I got an idea.

“May I feel your cock on my tits, Sir?” I asked desperately. “Please? You’re so fucking big. I bet you could fuck my tits and my mouth at the same time, Sir.”

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah. Do it.”

I arranged myself so that my big tits wrapped around his cock. His shaft was thoroughly lubricated now with my spit and his own precum. The shaft was so deliciously huge that even as I slurped up the top few inches of his cock, my huge DD tits could completely envelop the thick meat below. Talk about size!

The door clicked open. For a moment, I hesitated, but Jefferson pushed my head down hard on his cock. Obediently, I suckled still, licking at the edges of his cockhead. I heard the distinctive click of high heels. 

“Oh wow,” said Katya. “She’s an inventive little slut, isn’t she?”

I was somewhat surprised to hear her voice, but not so much that I stopped. Over the sound of my sucking and titfucking, I heard her starting to kiss her boyfriend’s neck and ears. 

She whispered in his ears. “Look at her, debasing herself for you. That’s what you deserve, Sir. She’s so fucking horny for you. Look at her twat. She’s leaking all over the floor. All because of your cock. God...I’m so jealous of her. Won’t you fucking cum in her mouth, baby? I want to watch. I want to see you blow a load in her mouth just like you did in that Eurotrash. Please, baby? Please?”

He was groaning. I could tell he was going to blow his load soon. Excited, I sucked him faster and harder. 

“Please, Sir?” I gasped between hot, sucking licks and kisses. “Please give me that cum. Please load it inside me. Please unleash?”

“Oh yeah,” he grunted. “I'll give it to you. I'll show you...”

Twitching and spasming, his whole body jerked violently and his cock erupted into my mouth. Long, thick shoots of gooey white goodness landed down my throat and into my mouth, and finally, as I stroked him off, jetted all over my big fat titties. 

For several minutes, I kept my mouth wrapped around his cock, cleaning him off nice and slow. I smeared his cum into my tits, making them shine. Obedient. Docile. He had to know that I would do anything at all that he said for this job.

When I finally let my mouth off of him, both he and Katya were looking at me with satisfaction. Katya looked especially turned on, kissing Jefferson’s ear and grinding her crotch against the back of his chair.

Jefferson smiled languidly. He certainly was having a good day. 

“I’ll go ahead and tell you...you have the interview with the committee tomorrow. Noon.”

“Oh my goodness!” I said. “Thank you!”

“But...” He paused, letting Katya nibble at his ear. 

“But what?”

“As I told you, there were a few other interviews today. One other made it through. You’re looking at some competition. So, dress to impress.”

“Yes, Sir. Anything you say, Sir.”

I left the office, thoroughly cum drunk, with lots of cock on my mind.

* * * * *
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I FELT A LITTLE ODD after sucking off Mr. Jefferson in the office. I took the bus again, still horribly turned on, and as I sat there daydreaming about what I had just been through and what I might be experiencing tomorrow, I allowed my fingers to drift down to my pussy once again. As I had already figured out the day before how to touch myself without being seen, I enacted that plan, placing my fingers just so, and then letting the natural vibrations of the bus do the rest.

Worthington Avenue was very bumpy. I enjoyed it a lot. I'm sure that my moans and pleasured hums could be heard above the engine of the bus, but at that point, I hardly cared. I could have been gang banged by the entire bus population, and it would have been fine by me.

But, as I said, I felt a little odd even with how aroused I was.

Not how you might think—I didn’t feel like a whore. Or at least, I didn’t feel ashamed like I imagine you might imagine, sitting there doing your dirty little imaginings. 

Instead, I felt...well, happy. It had been a long time since I’d sucked anyone’s cock. It’d be a long time since I had been able to have sex with a man at all. If doing it this way was all I could make work, then I was happy for the chance.

Because...well, here’s the thing. It’s a little embarrassing to admit, but I really, really love sucking cock. It’s wonderful. I don’t know why the myth ever started that its degrading to women, or that women don’t like it.

I mean, obviously, I get it—a woman is on her knees pleasing a man. That’s natural supplication. But, god, it’s so much fucking fun to have a man fill your throat full of his cock. To slurp up all of his precious meat and show him how hot you can be by treating him like a god. Why would anyone ever complain? In some ways, it’s even better than normal penetrating sex (though, don’t get me wrong, nothing beats fantastic sex of that kind). But, me giving incredible head is much, much better than mediocre sex. 

Here’s why: I’m in control, and I'm good at sucking cock.

If a blowjob is good or bad, that’s all on me. It doesn’t matter how good a lover the man is—he’s just there to be hard and to enjoy what I’m doing.

And um, if he takes control? If he starts fucking my mouth rotten, making tears stream down my face and treating my mouth like a cunt? Well, that’s excellent sex, in my opinion. So, as far as I’m concerned, there’s no way that blowjobs can go wrong. 

I’ve alluded to this already, but it’s been a long, long while since I’ve had any sex at all. But there was a time when sex was basically all I existed for. In college, I went a little cock-crazy during my first couple of years. I think I had sex with a whole fraternity in the space of a month. It was fun, you know? There’s not quite as many activities in this world as fun as getting cock stuffed into your eager, needy, wet pussy on the regular. I was so lucky to find a group of guys who knew that’s what I was for.

I kept going back to the fraternity over and over. Phi Kappa Theta. They knew just how to treat me—from the Seniors to the Freshmen, all of them knew that I was simply theirs for the taking.

They used me however they wanted. They held “Shannon Nights” before big tests in which they would all wait in their bedrooms for me to sneak in and suck them off to relieve their stress. When their girlfriends found out, a lot of the boys let the relationships end rather than agreeing to stop fucking me. 

I loved it. I loved the status; I loved the thrills; I loved everything about being their personal sextoy.

But my grades started suffering right away. I had to pull back—and in my determination to make  all of college work, I went completely cold turkey on sex. Luckily, the guys all understood. Apparently, they spent so much time jerking off to photos and videos of me and actually fucking me that their own grades had started to suffer as well.

So, all good things had to end. No more sex, no more fun times. From then on, it was all success-driven, business-minded, academic-thinking ventures for me. I worked terribly hard on my novel and completed it in just under a year. Maybe some people can make it work: balancing work and play. For me, though, it seems like it’s one or the other.

And now that I was trying to get more work through lots of fun play...I think my body started to remember all the fun that I could have.

The bus stopped right as I was in the middle of a particularly nice fantasy about a crowd of knife-wielding men cornering me in an alley—I had arrived at the corner store where my pharmacy was located. My mother needed medicine.

I strutted in, still flying high on lust. I hadn’t quite cum in the bus, but I had gotten awfully close. 

In the back, at the pharmacist’s desk, I noticed he was alone.

“Everyone out to lunch?” I asked.

“No,” he said. “Two are out sick. The flu. Have you gotten your shot?”

I had, and told him so. 

He was a handsome man, an older man. Sort of like Mister Jefferson, except where Jefferson was broad and rugged, the pharmacist, Doctor Taylor, was tall and wiry. He wore thin wire-frame glasses that highlighted how dark his eyes were. At this point, I had known him for quite a few months. I was in at least twice a month for refills.

After gathering my pills, he rang up my total. My eyes shot up—it was much, much more than I had money for.

“The cost...” I said, with some disbelief. “Has it gone up?”

“Yes,” he said. “A few shipments were lost, and supply has gone down. So, cost went up. And your insurance...they don’t want to cover it anymore. You may be able to appeal, get some recompense, but, you know how these things go.”

I did know how these things go. My lust-addled mind flew into action. I could do something about this. I could do some very, very naughty things about this. 

I bit one plush lip, trying to grab his attention. “Can I talk with you in private?”

He smiled, friendly. “Miss Brook, I don’t know that—”

“Please?” I leaned forward and grabbed his arm. My cleavage—still shiny with Jefferson’s cum—showed proudly. 

“I just want to speak with you really quickly. I have something I’d like to tell you in confidence. Away from any prying eyes.”

“Um...” he coughed. “Very well. Certainly. Sure.”

He walked around to the side door and led me to the back of the pharmacy, between tall rows of drugs. Lucky for me, he placed himself with his back to the wall—all the better for my purposes.

“It’s just...Doctor Taylor, I know it’s really, really important to pay for all my medicine, but the thing is, this time...I just can’t.”

“I see. Well,” he shrugged. “My hands are tied, Shannon. I’m sorry. I know your mother is sick—”

“She is. Very, very sick. She’ll be in a horrid state without this medicine, Doctor.”

“I know, and I feel bad about that, but—”

“Isn’t there a way,” I asked, stepping closer, twirling one strand of my long red hair, “that I could make you feel better about everything?”

“I’m sure I don’t know what you mean.”

“Don’t you?” 

My tits crushed up against his chest now. Even pressed hard against him, they were still triumphantly huge, and their volume only seemed to increase by being pushed up against his body. 

“Shannon...Miss...I mean...”

I like handjobs for a lot of the same reason that I like blowjobs. Blowjobs are better, don’t get me wrong. But when I give someone a handie, a lot of the same principles apply. I’m in control. I get to decide how much pleasure the man gets. 

“It’s just...if you helped me like this...” I slipped my hand to the inside of his thigh. Very soon the tips of my fingers danced along his zipper. “If you helped me...then I could help you. Wouldn’t that be nice?”

“Miss...Misses...Miss...I mean, Miss...uh...”

“Shhh.”

It didn’t take any effort at all to take his zipper down. His cock plopped down on my hand. Like he had been waiting for me; like this was all part of the plan. He was already getting hard.

“Isn’t that nice?” I asked, stroking him harder. “Isn’t that what you want? Isn’t that good for you?”

“Oh, man...Shannon. I don’t know that...I mean, I don’t think that...”

“Shhh,” I said again, kissing him on the chin. “Stop thinking. That’s the whole problem you’re having, I think. Too much thinking. This is a simple exchange. No thinking required. You’re going to give me that medicine...and I’m going to stroke you off. And...if you’d like for this to happen again, just tell me to lick up your cum. You can do that, can’t you? No thinking required.”

He was looking directly down my dress. My expansive cleavage. The shiny smear on it from Jefferson’s cum, the presence of which certainly was less of a mystery to him now. The way the fabric clung to my sexy hips as I pushed into his body. 

It had been a long, long time since I had given a handjob, but some things you never forget. He was getting close, I could tell instinctively. His orgasm was approaching. He bucked his hips into my hand. His arms came up against my back, and he buried his face in my hair. His breaths were hot, intense, taking in as much of my scent and warmth as he could.

“Won’t you do that for me?” I asked again, stroking so diligently. “Please, Harold?”

“Oh god...Oh god! I can’t...I’m gonna...oh, god!”

Breathing heavy, he came into my hand. The liquid jets of his white goo felt so warm and hot. Some got on my dress. I didn’t care. I felt alive. I felt empowered.

After letting him recover for a moment—but not too long—I held up my hand, covered in his jizz. I eyed the gooey mess hungrily.

“How about it, Doctor? Are we going to do this again?”

Dazed, he nodded. And smiling, I licked it all up for him. 

Two minutes later, before he had time to think it through, I left with a bag of medicine for my mother and slipped back up on the bus. I still hadn’t had a good cum...but I was content in the knowledge that I had encouraged a few. And, at least in Doctor Taylor’s case, I had put a down-payment on some future cums when he went home and thought about how hot our episode was.

I knew this wouldn’t work forever, though. I knew sooner or later I would get caught, or Doctor Taylor’s conscience would catch up to him. 

I had to get that job. I had to do whatever I needed to do. 

* * * * *
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BEFORE LONG, I HAD arrived home early in the afternoon.

My mother was asleep, and seemed restful for once. I left her medicine in a tray next to her bed, easy to access and use. 

Then, I retired to my bedroom to examine my clothing choices for the next day. There was no stress-eating by me (indeed, no eating at all, really. I had a breakfast instead of a dinner that day). There was no binging through television (we couldn't afford cable or internet regardless). No, there was just me in a room concentrating on what I needed to do to get a job. 

And what I knew, what I had been told, was that I really had to dress to impress if I was going to get this job. 

One other girl was in direct competition with me. I hated to be so cutthroat, but it was her or me. Morality stops hanging around in your head when everything you need—everything your mother needs—rides on getting a job.

And if I had to be ridden to get that job, I was happy for the chance. More than happy, actually. I had to stop my planning a few times because I got so turned on from the thought of having this job where sex would be one of my primary functions. 

I finally enjoyed that nice cum that I had been sitting on all day long, imagining Katya breaking me in to Jefferson's will, wrapping her perfectly manicured hands in my thick red hair and using my mane as a handle as she fucked my mouth onto Jefferson's cock. In my little daydream, I came when he came.

But, such distractions could only last for a little while. I knew I had to stay on point. 

When I want to dress to look sexy, there are a few basic principles to stick to:

- show off my tits

- show off my hair

- show off my legs

Everything besides that it just gravy. So, let’s start with the first item on the list, tits. I have lots of bras—I’m a busty lady, like I said, and so I kind of run through them on a normal basis. My tits are thankfully pretty buoyant, and I do my honest best to keep my back strong so that they’ve got regular support. But, at the same time, because they’re so heavy and big, there’s a lot of wear and tear on bras over time. I'm always buying new ones—but luckily for me, because I hadn't been focused on sex for a while, all my sexy ones were still in perfect condition.

Push-up bra for the win, am I right? Nothing like a big pair of tits made to look even sexier by pushing them up and together. Honestly, it’s the way tits like mine were made to be displayed. The one I picked was violet and lacy.

To make sure my hair looked good, I combed it thoroughly and set a few alarms so that I would wake up extra early in the morning to have it styled just right.

So, legs. When it comes to showing off legs, women have two wonderful secret weapons—high heels and silk stockings. I chose to use both. I picked up another pair of heels—not as expensive as the ones I had worn earlier in the day, but definitely sexier. The heels were taller, and the straps sliding upward wrapped back and forth in a way to show off the arch of my feet. They would be uncomfortable, but at this point, I was expecting to spend more time off my feet with my heels in the air than anything else.

Anything for a job, remember.

Of course, I couldn't be all accessories. I had to pick out an outfit that would work for me as well. So, when I was done scrounging through my closet, my chosen outfit looked like a sexified version of a secretary’s outfit. I wanted these important, big-cocked men to look at me and know what they’d be able to have sitting in their office at any given time. A willing, hot, eager-to-please pet who was desperate to do anything to keep getting paid. 

I wanted them to know I’d dress to excite them. I wanted them to imagine me, waiting at work after I was supposed to go home, sticking around as they called their wife and said they wouldn’t be home until late...finally giving me the little beckoning finger to come crawl forward and suck on their big, bad, impressive cocks. 

“Please can I do this again tomorrow morning?” I’d beg. “Maybe when I bring you coffee? Maybe you'll want to cum in mine so I drink it down allll day long?”

That’s the message I wanted to send—a cocksucking, coffee-serving servant who was happy to do anything her corporate masters asked. 

I didn’t care about principles or morals anymore. I wanted to get paid and I wanted a big heaping serving of cock stuffing my hot little body whenever possible.

You see, I had forgotten about the effect cock had on me. 

I had forgotten how a good dose of sex really unleashed all sorts of sexy, easy, floozy feelings in me that I adored. Feelings that I had pushed deep down inside of myself because I wanted to be presentable and successful.

If somehow I could be successful and still be a floozy...gosh, wouldn’t that be great?

Of course, there was one little snag, as I mentioned before—I wasn't on any birth control. Why bother, when just yesterday morning I was sure I wasn't going to have sex?

But, well...I didn't care. If I was going to get pregnant, I'd get pregnant. That was one way for sure to make sure a man took care of me. 

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, I arrived a half-hour early, once again. This turned out to be a good idea because of the difficulty I had with parking, and how long it took to navigate the length and then height of the building to the very top floor.

I was met, once more, by a gorgeous secretary who guided me to the back of the floor to where I would be interviewed by the committee.

That top floor was something else. It’s almost hard to describe, because it sounds so unreal. There no cubicles, only offices. All the offices had glass windows, some of them with shades. Inside virtually every office was a woman on her hands and knees, working on a computer or sucking cock. In one or two offices, a lucky assistant was eating pussy. 

All the women were beautiful. All of them—the ones on their hands and knees, and the ones being served.

I walked past the office lounge, and inside a woman was cheerily giving head to a young man who casually sipped at a cup of coffee, reading the daily newspaper. He smiled broadly at me, and tilted his head down—inviting me to join her. 

I fought the urge. I certainly wanted to—just entering this floor had sent my lust-crazy mind into a tizzy. I was running on hot, yummy sexual fumes, and there were more fuel for these fumes everywhere I walked.

Finally, the lovely, long-legged secretary led me to a group of handsomely suited men standing in a circle, one of which was Mister Jefferson. I smiled happily when I saw him, and curtsied a little. I figured it couldn't hurt.

“Hello, Mister Jefferson.”

“Good morning, Shannon. We’ve been expecting you.”

All the men around him chuckled, like they were in on some joke. I expect they were. 

The Femme Fatale was there as well. She got up off a small chair when I arrived, looking at me smugly. 

“Yes. You are very late.” Her voice was thickly accented—something European.

“Late?” I scoffed. “I'm a half-hour early.”

“Yes. And I was an hour early. That means you are late.”

“Down, Silvija,” said Mister Jefferson. “You'll get a chance to show off soon enough.”

I was puzzled. “We're to be interviewed...at the same time?”

Again, all the men chuckled. Mister Jefferson took my hand, and then Silvija's, and led us both into a wide room with an enormous table inside. Luxurious leather seats made a circle around it. Inside the room already was another group of men—there were even more! 

They all looked at me, and at Silvija, with expectation on their faces. But they offered nothing of what they wanted to see. I knew lots of businesses rewarded initiative. And besides, they certainly couldn’t be caught asking for sex in order to give people a job. It had to be my idea.

It was my idea. I’d be delighted to suck every one of their big, fat businessman cocks in a row if it meant getting a regular paycheck. What’s not to love about sucking cock? 

“Well?” said Jefferson after a moment. “Show us what you can do with a room full of men.”

I smiled proudly—I knew exactly what I could do with a room full of men. 

But next to me, Silvija was ready as well. She strutted forward and grabbed one short, blond man and another burly dark-haired fellow. 

“I'm going to suck both your cocks at the same time,” she said, tossing her dark hair back. “And then I'll suck off whoever else wants some.”

The men looked at one another, smiling broadly. The rest of the men started gathering around, wanting to watch. I could feel the job slipping through my fingers, and straight into Silvija's. I couldn't allow that to happen. 

“That's small-time,” I said loudly. “You're in a big corporation, girl. You've got to think big.”

And so, I strutted up onto the table. There were at least twenty men in the room, and all of them were looking at me now, even the ones who had Silvija on her knees. Waiting for me to begin. 

Dancing to a tune only I could hear, I began to slowly strip off my jacket—revealing the tiny little top I had on with my tits practically spilling out of it. Smiling, I got on my hands and knees and approaching the man nearest to me—a broad, black man with thick horn-rimmed glasses. I took his glasses for a moment and then rubbed his face vigorously into my chest. While I did, my hand was tinkering with his pants...and soon I had his thick black cock in my hand. 

“I'm going to suck you off, Sir,” I purred. “And while I do, I want someone to come and fuck me from behind.”

I knelt down and starting to get to work, just as promised. My mouth slipped over the thick black cock, and soon I was sucking as hard and as loving as I ever had. I loved sucking cock so much—I didn't care whose cock it was. I was born to do it. 

From behind, Mister Jefferson approached me. Momentarily, I popped my mouth off of the black stud’s cock. I made sure to keep him hard, stroking him as I worked. 

“Just so you know...” I grinned. “I’m happy if you cum in me, but I’m not on the pill.”

“Good,” he said. “You know, we’ve got a great maternity package here. So, you better earn this job, yeah?”

He slapped my ass. His hands were so thick and hard. I just knew he had left a bruise. Grunting, he pushed my skirt up and gasped softly when he saw that I had no panties there. I had been expecting this sort of treatment, after all.

His length entered me. As he did, I pushed myself deep onto the black stud's cock. Jefferson's cock was just as big as it had been the day before when he throatfucked me. Only now, a huge black stud was fucking my throat and Mister Jefferson was fucking me from behind.

Jefferson picked up the pace immediately—there was a line of men cheering him on. They had all started focusing entirely on what I was doing, losing interest in just a regular old blowjob and handie from Silvija. Half of the men already had their pants down. 

“Fuck,” moaned Jefferson. “She's a tight one, boys! You better fight for seconds!”

They did, starting to push each other. Jefferson fucked me harder—and because he pushed into me harder, I pushed into the black stud's cock harder as well. They were a true double-team, each working in hot tandem with the other.

“Fuck.” The black stud grabbed my hair. “I'm gonna cum right down your fucking throat, girl.”

I moaned happily—that would be great! Jefferson was groaning too—he was gonna cum soon, I could feel it. I moaned and gyrated as eagerly as I could, urging both men on. Jefferson, in his hot motions, had started hitting my g-spot, and I was too far gone. I started to cum uncontrollably, my pussy squeezing down on Jefferson's big fat cock. I moaned in pleasure, sucking harder than ever.

It was too much for them—they each came almost simultaneously. First the stud, and then Jefferson, emptying their hot, gooey, sexy white loads into my whorish sex-crazy body. I licked up the spunk from the black stud and then pulled the next man in line—a skinny fellow with a shock of red hair like mine. His cock was salty, the cum from the last man still on my lips even as I stuffed my mouth full again.

Behind me, Jefferson finally pulled out of my still-twitching cunt, slapping my ass a final time before he left. 

The next man down the line already had his cock hard and ready. He had been stroking himself, like so many of them were. All of these big, powerful men stroked their big fat cocks just looking at the way I was serving them all.

He entered me with gusto and I came, again. I started to lose track of time and space—of whose cock I was even sucking or being fucked by. I didn't care anymore; I was living the way I had been born to live.

Whichever two men were around me fucked me harder and harder, pistoning me between them. We were a perfect engine of sex. A perpetual lust machine. 

Nobody cared very much about Silvija anymore. She sat alone, in a corner, watching sadly. I didn't care—I had won!

With my mouth full of hot, about-to-jizz cock, I looked around at the approaching men. So many more cocks to please. So many hunks to impress. So many different ways to ensure that I got my job. The cocks approached, getting closer to my holes second-by-second. Two of them got on the table with me—they wanted to fuck my cunt and my ass at the same time while I sucked another man’s cock. 

I would be delighted to let them.

I’d fuck the entire boardroom. I’d fuck the whole company.

Anything for a job.

* * * * *
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LET ME TELL YOU ABOUT my life now:

I’ve got a job.

I’ve got a salary.

I’ve got a future.

And, best of all, I’ve got as many hard cocks as I could ever want—and lots of wet pussy too.

At the grocery store, I buy everything I want. Cantaloupes. Melon. Sweet potatoes. Apples. Oranges. Tomatoes. Everything organic. I pick up a few cakes and plenty of milk and enough food to feed my mother and I for a week with no problems. Sometimes we throw food away because we forget about it in the fridge. If I had done that even a month ago, I would have cried in the bathroom for an hour from the overwhelming shame and stupidity. Now, we’ve got wiggle room to fail in those little ways—which is all I wanted in the first place. 

My mother gets better everyday. Now that she has regular access to the medicine she needs, the doctors give her a full, clean bill of health. Before, she had only months to live. Now she could live another twenty or thirty years.

I go to work every day with a smile on my face, and I come home every day with a belly full of cum. I’ll probably be pregnant soon—and there’s really no way to know who the father is without DNA testing the whole staff. There’s an explicit line in my contract that states how they all agree to pay for whatever route I choose to take with the pregnancy—including child care.

If I’m pregnant, I’ll probably look even hotter. So many extra curves and even bigger tits. I just love the thought.

Tomorrow I’ll get on my knees and beg Mister Jefferson to put another load in my fertile womb. Katya promises me he wants to get me pregnant. She says he’s never fucked a preggo girl before. She says she's begging for him to do the same to her, that she's desperate to carry his seed like a good girlfriend. If he gets either of us pregnant, he'll give us raises.

I just love working in the corporate world. 

# # #
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Sold! Trained By A Gang
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I woke up early at the foot of Master’s bed. My small alarm buzzed quietly, so as not to wake anyone. Right away, I stepped into the adjacent bathroom to shower quietly, and then quickly dried and arranged my make-up and combed out my long, dark brown hair, to ensure that I looked presentable.

A good slave must always look her best for Master, after all. And I did love being a good slave.

Around the bed were ten other men other than my Master. They were Masters too, of course, validated by the Guild of Service, but all of their own houses. Not of this one. The night before, they had all taken me, again and again and again. No one had passion like a Master, no one can fuck like a Master. And no one but me can take so many at once, please so many for so long all by myself. Each and every last one of their cocks was utterly drained by spilling into me or onto me. I had fucked, sucked, and jerked every last huge dick they possessed...and my Master was pleased, knowing I would send them back to their own houses with regret that they had not spent enough to purchase me at the auction the day before.

Quietly, I slipped into a new pair of lacy gold lingerie that had been laid out for me by one of the other slaves. As my Master’s favorite slave, I was allowed all sorts of liberty in what I wore. Smooth, sexy gold stockings adorned my legs, attached to a lacy garter belt. Tall five-inch black leather fuck-me heels were on my feet, clicking softly as I strutted to the bed where my Master and the other men dozed. My impressive 36D bust, contained just barely in my tiny golden bra, hung down from my slender body as I crawled up underneath his comforter and began to silently kiss his knees and thighs. And then I moved upward to the massive pole between his legs. 

Diligently, I attended his long, half-hard cock with my painted lips and wet tongue, cleaning the meat thoroughly until he began to stir. I did not bring him to orgasm—Master enjoyed facing the day with just a bit of arousal in his belly. 

After I had cleaned him off, I slipped out of the bed again and walked downstairs to the kitchen, ensuring that the other, lowlier slaves had already begun their work for the day. Master had eight slaves working in his household, and I was at the top; the one who ensured all the others did their jobs. 

The front door was open. Outside, I could see the car of one of the other Masters who had arrived the night before—the driver-side door was open, and the keys were in the ignition. It would be a simple thing indeed to slide into the car and drive off, forever.

At that moment, I knew for certain that it was entirely possible for me to leave this sexual servitude behind.

* * * * *
[image: image]


SEVERAL MONTHS BEFORE, I had been living in a dark, dank cell. I was alone in there; no one interacted with me. It was easy to think that I was dead, forgotten. Tiny meals came in to keep me alive, but that was all my contact with anything outside of the four walls, floor, and ceiling that made up the cell.

The stones around me that made up the walls and floor were wet with some strange, warm clear substance. It had a certain smell to it, like liquid lust, and when I tried to slide some into my hands, I found it quickly absorbed into my skin. 

It worked on my mind, but my mind was already pliable. Already eager to be taught.

Over time, just a few days in fact, I found it impossible to have my skin on the stones and to not touch myself. The need to slide my slender, eager fingers into my hot, moist clit was impossible to ignore, and my thoughts as I waited in the dark cell for anyone to interact with me were frequently hot and full of furious lovemaking and desire. For the first few days, in fear of someone watching through a hidden panel in the wall or secret camcorders or video cameras, I resisted. Eventually, though, my lust became too great, and I stopped caring. They would see whatever they would see. I might as well feel good as I was there.

This was all part of the process. This was all part of the indoctrination. I was supposed to be turned on, to be eager. But even though I had been sold into service, there was a part of me that had wanted it anyway—that wanted to submit.

I was in the cell for weeks, I think. I was unsure of how long. More than a few days. Less than a month. That was my best estimation. This was all part of it—all part of the indoctrination. I was an inductee, somewhere in the house of my Trainer. I assumed I was in the basement, but as I said, it was hard to tell. Everything is hard to tell when you live inside of a stone room and eat only twice a day. The meals were all hard bread and flat water, served on a small plastic tray. I think I lost ten or twelve pounds in the time that I was there. 

A Trainer is a Master in the Service Trade, which is found everywhere in the continent of Aurona. Trainers took men and women who were new to the Service Trade and, appropriately, trained them to become the obedient slaves that Masters and Mistresses expected, or any other buyers who might have trafficked with the Service Trade. All Masters and Mistresses had to work as Trainers to stay in good standing with the Guild of Service. There is a great deal of money to be had in the Service Trade, and as I sat in that cell, waiting desperately for anything to happen, I was part of that economy, whether I wanted it or not.

When I was taken away from my home, the servants who took me had smiles on their faces. A large, muscular man and a beautiful young woman led me into a car. The man was a tall Yoron, I believe (he had that build and that slightly-arrogant look they all seem to have), though the impeccably lovely woman was Nator. They had different Owners, I found, as was custom. 

Nators always had such incredible hourglass frames; the whole race and country were known for the long-lasting buoyancy of their women’s fertile breasts. I learned later on that Nator women are competed for fiercely in the Service Trade because of their looks, but their upbringing in Nator results in them being largely sullen and resistant to indoctrination methods. Even if that were true, the one who picked me up was chatty and cheerful, happy to calm my horribly frightened mind. She chatted happily about the children her Master had promised she would be given soon.

She and the Yoron were not sent from my new Trainer’s house. Due to the intricate nature of the Service Trade, old bylaws dictated that only another Owner’s servants were allowed to retrieve those who had to be processed into service—like myself. There were too many complications when a servant tried to retrieve his or her own Master’s new servant for processing—they might dislike the new servant, or grow jealous, or somehow allow the servant to escape before processing. It was a simpler matter if the servants sent to retrieve inductees had no stake in the matter.

The civilized world, in its efforts to be civilized, had all these words for it—Service Trade, Owners, Guild of Service, inductees, indoctrination, processing. Here is the truth of the matter: they took me from my home and were going to make me a slave to a complete stranger, through no fault of mine. 

That’s all it was. That’s all it will be.

The Yoron and the Nator tried to impress upon me the opportunity that I was getting with this new stage in my life. Service, endless service, glorious service to someone who would take care of me for as long as I was useful. I would have food, heat, shelter, even companionship with other slaves. The Yoron explained that his Mistress was kind and regularly allowed him to go about town; he even earned wages by working at the docks. The Nator intimated that often Masters had some of the largest cocks around, and while she wasn’t allowed to give any details, she had heard that my new Master was one of the most accomplished lovers in all of Talresha.

My heart began to rise, somewhat. Perhaps it wouldn’t all be so bad?

They smiled and chatted with me all the way until they dropped me off at the back end of my new Master’s house, where his servants slipped a bag over my head and dumped me into a cell.

The pleasantness ended abruptly. I struggled and tried to protest, but it was all for nothing. Whoever held me did quite a good job of it.

Then came the calm, rich baritone of a man’s voice. My Trainer.

“First, you must learn what happens to those who disobey.”

I protested, of course. I hadn’t disobeyed at all!

“Yes,” said my Trainer. “You must also learn that life is not in your control, anymore, no matter what you do.”

After that, I was in the darkness, in the dank and terrible cell, for weeks before I finally saw someone. And all the time, I kept feeling the slow, strange, warming sensation of the substance that covered the stones. 

As I said already, I think there was something in that substance, though I can’t be sure. In addition to its aphrodisiac qualities, it kept me calm, kept me from going insane. It kept me from running headfirst into the wall until I split my skull open and bled out. Sometimes, I felt like doing just that in my frustration, in my horror that they had forgotten me or would keep me there forever, but always, as I pushed down on the stones, those thoughts would dissipate. I would become ever more placid and serene, waiting silently.

And then one day, the door finally opened. It pushed inward slowly, light creeping along with it. It was blinding, as my eyes were quite used to the absolute lack of light I had been given up until that point. 

Two women walked in. I could tell they were women by their silhouettes against the light, but also by their smell and the sound of their breathing. 

“You must come with us,” said one.

“Yes. Coming with us is of absolute importance.”

Their voices were identical sing-songs, soft and full of a strange vibrancy that I couldn’t place. I had no choice, of course, and so when they bent down and put their warm, soft bodies against mine, I did not try to fight in the least. My legs were weak from so much sitting and waiting, and I was unused to walking. They had to help me stay on my feet. I could not make out much of their faces other than that they seemed symmetrical and beautiful even from my brief, shadowed glances.

“You may want to close your eyes.”

“Yes. Closing your eyes is highly suggested.”

I thought that perhaps I would refuse them, but once they led me out into the hallway, I found it impossible to keep my eyes open even if I wanted. I literally could not handle the amount of light that flooded into my body. It was a myriad of sensation all at once. The smell was overwhelmingly like lemon, the sounds of other heels clicked down other parts of the hall. So much sound and smell compared to what I had experienced in the tiny cell. 

I opened my eyes very briefly and immediately had to close them again, only able to make out the sparsest of details. The two beautiful young women walked me down the crisp, clean hallways. Before I could even really see their faces or anything beyond the shiny buckles on their tall, tall high heels, we were in a large stone room with a pool of steaming water in the middle. Their young, firm breasts pushed against my arms and they led me to the pool.

It was dim enough in this new room that I could begin to make out more and more details of their faces.

They were identical twins, I realized. Both had long, elegant noses and high cheekbones, their lips luscious and full. Each had deep, dark eyes and thick blond hair. They wore tiny red v-necked uniforms with plush lacy frills around their ample breasts and shiny, tight thighs. Fishnets decorated their legs. The only difference from one to the other was that the one on my right had one dark lock of hair feathered off to the side. No doubt the lock of dark hair was present was so that the Master of the house, and other servants, could tell them apart.

“I am Celene.”

“Yes. And I am Melinda.”

Melinda was the one with the dark lock. 

“We are your trainers. We are very excited to meet you, Kara.”

“Yes, Kara,” Melinda nodded. “So very excited to train you.”

“I...thank you.” 

My voice was hoarse, unused to use. I knew that patience, diligence, and courtesy was the course for me. If I were to act out against these two, there was no telling all the ways they might know of to make my life a living hell. They were in charge of me for the time being, after all.

“Now, you must bathe,” said Celene.

“Yes. Bathing is good for the soul.”

Both of them began to disrobe, taking off their frilly, sexy outfits. As they did, I finally remembered that I could speak freely as well.

“Will you put me back in the cell when we're done? How long must I be trained for? Will you give me a light...perhaps something to read?”

They guided me further down into the water. I was too weak to resist.

As I got a better look at them, it was clear to me they were both Talreshans like myself. 
Talresha is a river country on the border of the Talresh Mountains, which stretch north and south down the great continent of Aurona. 
We Talreshans are known, by and large, for being a practical people whose natural race has been mixed over the years from several waves of immigrants from places like Yoro, The Brickhills, and Imperial Hundret. Our skins are tanned dark brown from our ancestors toiling in the sun, our eyes coming in every color you can imagine. My own are a bright, almost lime, green. For hundreds of years, the Talresh Mountains guarded one border and the Tal River the other, though since the industrial and modern age began, we have made most of our money through the incorporation of textiles and manufacturing small devices like cell phones. There is work for all, though it is not all well paid. 

Most of the women of my country—as I am and like Celene and Melinda—are tall, and the men taller. To be a short Talreshan is almost an affront to nature, and very quickly such unfortunates are usually driven out of the country entirely in their shame. Long ago, the few shorter people we created were often burned at the stake for being unnatural; the same sorts of horrible superstitions afflict every nation, though of course in different ways. I would like to think we are more civilized now, but I have seen too many fights start because one man called another short. No man under six foot has much hope of accomplishing anything in Talresha.

Though, there are exceptions. In my home town of Prute, sitting on the edge of the River Tal, the mayor is no more than five foot five, and rules with an iron fist. He uses his shortness to his advantage, letting the unwary think he is weak.

I felt like I would be something like that mayor in this place—accede and appease, and let them think what they want. Only I knew the strength that existed in my heart.

Only I knew that submission was not so very bad, even if I was a virgin and had never been touched by the loving hand of a man. The heart knows what it wants. 

Melinda and Celene could sense my hesitation in sliding down into the water with them. I was virginal, as I said, and bathing with two women was somewhat beyond the pale for me.

“You needn’t worry so much,” said Celene. 

“Yes. Do not worry so much. It’s bad for the complexion.”

Slowly, they guided me into the warm, soft water. It felt nice to be wet, to have their attention on me. I had so missed the touch of another human while I was locked away.

“You mustn’t harm your complexion.”

“Yes. You must not. Master will not like that.”

With soapy sponges in their hands, they began to bathe me, slowly. Each part of my body was attended to in perfect symmetry, with perfect devotion. They spent two long minutes sliding the sponges around my feet, and another four on my calves, and so on. The air in the room stayed warm, just below the point of discomfort, and the constancy of their hands on my body was incredibly arousing.

I was proud of my body. In my town of Prute, and indeed Talresha as a whole, women are mostly known for their bodies or their cooking. Before I was sold away, I was known for both. 

I thought that this was a fine thing indeed, to be both of the things that a woman should be. It didn’t occur to me that there was ever anything more to aspire to. Not much arrived in our village from the outside world—even the television networks were nationalized—and always I was content to try my best to look pretty and to cook beautiful meals for the men who came to my house to speak with my father. I did not put it together until late in my time there that often, these men were coming just as much to look at me and taste my food as they were to talk to my insipid fool of a father.

The women from my village were not raised to be ashamed of their bodies. Harsh curfews were installed for men, and any found outside after that time were quickly punished. As such, women could come and go as they pleased at any time of day. Our outfits were flirty and open, baring our cleavage and hips, trying to catch mates as we could.

The twins finished with my thighs, and moved upwards to my pussy. I tried to back away, but of course I couldn’t. They held me firmly.

“You shouldn’t worry so,” said the first. “It doesn’t become a luscious body such as yours.”

“Yes. You should not worry. We know what we are doing.”

Celene continued to push up over my thighs, soft little excited breaths exiting her mouth. “You mustn’t doubt us.”

“Yes. Doubting us is the last thing you should do.”

Their fingers were gentle as they glided over my crotch and then around to the back, sliding their sponges over the twin globes of my ass. My time in the kitchen kept me moving and lifting always. I was in good shape.

“May we touch your breasts?”

“Yes. May we? We would like to clean you all over for Master.”

I gulped. I didn’t want them to...and yet I did. With the warmth and relaxation that these two provided, it felt strange only having them touch the bottom part of my body. Like only wearing one sock, or only brushing one side of teeth in your mouth. A kind of sensation I can’t stand. And their hands—they felt soooo good. 

“Y-yes,” I squirmed. “Please. Wash me.”

The twins’ hands ran down over my large breasts, flicking gently at my nipples. Their hands were soft, warm, and magical. I thought again about how much I had missed being touched in my time in the cell. It didn’t matter to me that they were women; it didn’t matter to me that they were the first women who had ever touched me so intimately. In fact, they were the first anyone who had touched me in the way that they touched me, running their exploring hands over my tiny waist, my wide child-bearing hips. The marveled silently over the thickness and length of my hair, assuring me that it would look so much better once I had earned a proper diet and proper make-up privileges. 

I knew I was beautiful; I knew that my father had most likely caught much more than a fair price for selling me. It likely wouldn’t take long at all for me to pay off his debt, but that didn’t matter. I would be a slave for the rest of my life, or until I was freed. In my time in the cell, by myself, I had done my best to accept this.

Finally, they finished their job. I was cleaned all over, and wet as well.

“Now,” said Celene, a certain predatory glint in her eyes, “You must let us lick you.”

“Yes,” said Melinda. “Licking you is what we crave to do, and you must obey, like a good slave.”

“Like a good slave.”

“Like a good slave.”

They continued to echo one another, pushing me against the edge of the pool we stood in. As they continued to chant, they pushed me up onto the stones around the pool and then more ever still until I was on my back. Melinda climbed up out of the water, wetness dripping from her brilliantly gorgeous naked frame down onto my own body, and slid on top of my chest. The cheeks of her ass rubbed hard against my erect nipples as she slowly lowered her hairless pussy down to my face. 

“You must lick her,” said Celene.

“Yes. Lick me.”

The smell of her lust-filled cunt was overwhelmingly sweet. I needed to taste her, and her folds were so tantalizingly close. My tongue slipped out and tasted her—sweet, just like her smell. I licked more, and Melinda moaned, sliding her face down harder on my face. Her knees gripped the side of my head, holding me in place, and I could not get away even if I wanted to.

But I didn't want to.

As Melinda had her way with my tongue, Celene slid her own face forward between my open, waiting legs. Very quickly she was licking me just as I licked Melinda, though with more dexterity. Hers was a skilled tongue, and gentle, and she made circles around my precious mound with a practiced ease. 

I tried to follow her example, keeping a gentle rhythm with my tongue, licking gently and every so often letting the pink tip drag across the small nub that I had centered my new world around. My efforts were rewarded with Melinda's increased gyrations and moaning as she sat down harder on my face. Melinda's excitement increased Celene's, and the twin licking my cunt increased her efforts—which made me increase mine! We were a trifecta of lust. 

Soon, I felt my orgasm approaching—and I could feel a pulsing, hot tightening from Melinda on top of me. Her orgasm was announced by a hot shriek and the tightening and sudden loosening of her knees on my head. As she came, I did as well, feeling that rush of ecstasy and shame that had accompanied my orgasms ever since arriving there. 

Slowly, the sisters, slid off from on top of me and began to dry themselves off, and then me. They'd had their way with me. They had done exactly what they wanted. 

They had done exactly what they were ordered to do by Master.

I felt violated, it was true. But, I couldn’t deny how much I enjoyed it and wanted it, every step of the way...and how much I looked forward to doing it again.

* * * * *
[image: image]


THE AUCTION HOUSE WAS a bustling, happy place. All the slaves there had followed the process, had been fully indoctrinated, and had smiles on their faces. They would be obedient for whomever bought them. That was their destiny.

That was my own destiny.

I did not know where the auction house was—I suspected Talresha, because of the cold weather I felt outside, but it just as easily could have been Nator or Yoro. I had been blindfolded on the ride there, and the blindfold was taken off only when I finally arrived properly inside of the auction house. It was a large building, and where I was looked something like the backstage area of a theater, with lots of mirrors everywhere and plenty of bright lights shining so everyone could admire themselves or fix their make-up and outfits. 

My own outfit was simple. I had on a tight pink corset to show off my large breasts and tight, tiny waist, and tall pink leather boots stretched up just to my knees, decorated my legs and showing off their length. I had on no panties, and that was perfectly all right. If any of the other slaves had on underwear—male or female—it was all sheer. Modesty was for those outside of the Service Trade, and I was most certainly inside of it. 

My training was complete. I was the perfect, obedient slave, and I would follow my Trainer’s instructions to the letter while I was being sold. 

If the area we were in was a backstage, then the stage itself was a tall platform beyond a door at the top of the backstage area. A series of metal steps led up to the door, and a line had loosely begun to form. A distinguished-looking dark-skinned Hundret slave in a smashing, tight business suit called out names on a clipboard, trying to organize the presentation order.

Very soon, girls would be called up to be sold off to their new Owners. A number of Masters and Mistresses had already walked past us, earlier, taking stock of the merchandise available to them. The Master who had trained me, Franklin, was not amongst them. I would have recognized his handsome, moody face anywhere, even in a thick crowd like there was backstage. 

Now, back out in front of the presentation platform, all the Owners sat in chairs, conferring with one another and taking bets on the order of the males and females to be shown. 

As they had walked by, I could not stop the excitement that attended my heart. There were Masters and Mistresses, both, though quite a few more Masters than Mistresses. With my supple young body on display how it was, my mind raced with possibilities in front of so many handsome, strong men. Would they take it upon me to fuck me in turn, to test out the merchandise?

Would they want to fuck me all at once, as some sort of test? Shower me in cum and see if I begged for more?

I promised myself that I would.

As I sat backstage, even long after the events ran their course, I daydreamed about that. All of those Masters, all of those huge indomitable cocks, surrounding me, each last one wanting a turn with the slave body that I alone had.

Nearby me in the crowd was a Yoron girl with thick red hair and wide, sumptuous curves. Contrary to Yoron men, who were notably gregarious, tall, and musclebound, most Yoron women were plump, soft-spoken, and muted in personality. She was worrying away at her reflection in a mirror, trying to arrange her soft curls just right.

I leaned in to help her, adjusting the golden clasp in her heavy red mane so that her lovely, angular face was framed just so.

“There,” I said. “How’s that?”

“Thank you, sister,” she said quietly, looking at me with large, grateful blue eyes. “It’s very pretty.”

We all called each other sisters. We were sisters in service. We all understood.

A guard watched us closely, ensuring that no undue touching occurred. Bisexuality was openly encouraged and sometimes even demanded for slaves, but it wasn't to happen without explicit approval. And, as none of us had Owners yet, very little behavior was approved for us. Guards like the big burly one eyeing us were everywhere around us, keeping everything orderly. Making sure we didn't act willfully.

I had little concern of doing such a thing.

It wasn’t that I didn’t have a will. It was just that my will was...muted. I had better options than having a will. I had obedience. I had a cause. I had something to live for—and besides that, the thrill of finding out who my new Master would be was positively overwhelming. I brimmed with need to kneel for my Master, to show him how appreciative I was to be owned. I wanted him to feel like a real man, to know that he owned me in every way possible, for him to understand that my loyalty was unquestionable.

The other women waiting backstage were gorgeous, of course. I noticed smugly that I was quite possibly the most gorgeous of any of them. My tits weren’t quite as large as the Yoron who I had helped, and my hair wasn’t quite as long as the pale Brickhill girl in the red lingerie, but my face was definitely prettier than any of them. My musculature was just slightly more toned than that other Talreshan, and I saw that I was the only one who was observing and measuring the other women. Their faces were blank, expressionless save for a vapid, empty smile. My own smile was seductive, inviting, with a sharpened, sexy intelligence behind it. 

They might have been good specialty slaves, great for a fuck or two in between fucking other slaves. But I was the only one there who would work perfectly as a companion slave. Someone for a Master to bounce his thoughts off of, and to indulge his most wicked desires.

And yet, still, I was sad.

I knew that I would be the perfect companion for whomever bought me. And I would obey them, perfectly and happily. That was my place. That was my destiny. But, at the same time...

No matter how diligently I was trained—and it was diligently—feelings for my old Master still lived within me. He had promised me that when I found my new Master, all those old feelings would attach to my new owner, and I wouldn’t even know the difference. All the good slaves did this, he assured me.

But somehow I knew I would know the difference. I would always want the Master who trained me to obey, and he was forbidden from buying me. Celene and Melinda had told me. 

Masters never bought a slave they had trained.

* * * * *
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IN TALRESHA, WHERE I am from, sometimes men cannot pay their debts. When this happens, they have only a few options.

They can be killed, thus canceling anything they might owe. Obviously, this isn’t very desirable.

They can sell their businesses, if they have one. Sometimes this happens, though often not. 

So the last and most used option is that if a man in debt has a wife, a sister, or a daughter, they can sell her to the Guild of Service to pay off the amount they owe. 

My father was a stupid man who always thought he deserved more than what he had. Not far from our small cobblestone town, there was a riverboat casino where he played cards every night. He would pay off his debts every time that he was paid by the local saw mill, and then he would play on credit and lose money for another week. Then, the saw mill closed down. My father played on credit for several months, earning much debt. The casino men, they broke my father’s leg, and then his arm, and still he could not pay them.

And so, as you probably have already gathered, he sold me. His one and only eighteen year-old daughter, who cooked and cleaned for him, and would have been happy to do as he said for as long as he wished.

Because he was weak, and because he was stupid, and because he was lacking in moral fiber, he sold me and gave me away like I was some property.

And now I was property. 

And now, I was beginning to enjoy it.

After Celene and Melinda pleasured me, and I them, in the bath, they gave me a bed in my small cell, and a small electric lantern, as well as a small warm dinner. It was nothing special—warmed asparagus worked over a plate of orderly Lima beans—but it was tastier than anything I felt I had ever had before (outside of, perhaps, Melinda’s pussy).

Hunger is, I found, the absolute best seasoning for food. 

The morning after I was given my bed, Celene and Melinda opened the door once more. Quietly, they led me through the intricate stone hallways into a large room with dark, painted walls and a thick white mattress in the middle of the floor.

The two were dressed again in highly sexualized uniforms, though today the color was blue instead of red, and they had traded in the frills of the previous uniform for soft wispy lace that wrapped around their tight bodies and was also sheer, exposing their nipples and cleavage.

“This is not a free ride,” said Celene, pointing at the bed.

“Yes,” said Melinda. “You must earn your keep.”

I nodded, hoping to show compliance. “I know that. I didn’t expect that. I want to do my best. I want to do whatever I can.”

“That’s good. We would hate for this to become unpleasant.”

“Yes. That is very good. Otherwise, we are authorized to become very unpleasant with you.”

I gulped, my eyes widening.

“Th-there’s no need for that, I don’t think. Please. I’ll do anything you say. I want to. I want to learn.”

Trying to prove myself, I knelt down onto the mattress. It was springy and sturdy, the fabric slightly rough on my skin.

“Do you see? I want to hear you. Please.”

Celene strutted forward in her heels, sliding a gloved hand through my thick hair.

“She’s so very eager,” noted Celene.

“Yes. Much more eager than the last one.”

That processed for a moment while Melinda came on the other side of Celene. Their hot, scented pussies were so close to my face. It was hard to think of anything else. Melinda had tasted so very good...

“You’ve done this before?” I asked.

“Oh, of course. The last one wasn’t so eager as you. She was—or is, I suppose—a Nator. You know how they can be. So much fire.”

“Yes. We’ve had to train her for months and months, and still she is in the dungeons, and we await her compliance.”

“Dungeons? You mean this place?”

Celene tsked. “Oh, no. The dungeons are below this level. You don’t want to go there.”

“Yes. You want to avoid them at all costs.”

We Talreshans had a grim determination to us; a sensibility that was hard to crack. We would try a task, and any progress at all in our efforts would mean that we would attempt it again and again until it was done.

It was absolutely possible they were bluffing. But looking at their faces, it was hard to see any evidence or guile or plotting. I don’t know if they had enough of their minds or wills left to do something as dastardly as lie in order to intimidate me. As best I knew, what they were saying was absolutely true, and I knew they would work on me until I was obedient as their Master required. 

As obedient as my Master required.

I was ready to cooperate anyway. But now I knew I needed to, unless I wanted to go back to my cell.

“I don’t want to live in the dungeons,” I said, sliding my hands up Celene’s leg, and then Melinda’s. They were so smooth, so easy and beautiful to touch. My pussy warmed at their softness. “I want to obey. Please. Teach me?”

Smiling, Celene stepped to the wall and opened a small panel there. The stones made a mechanical whirring sound and opened up, revealing a cold steel box into which Celene reached. She walked back toward me with a large, tan-colored dildo in her hands. 

“You must learn to take this into your body,” said Celene, sliding a finger up and down the long length of the dildo.

“Yes,” said Melinda. “It’s only right and proper that you learn how to take the size of any man.”

“Of several men, if need be.”

“Yes. You must know how to fuck however many men your Master wants you to fuck.”

I gulped, my pussy twinging with pleasure and apprehension at the thought. I realized very suddenly that they—or he—could do just that. Gather up a dozen men just to fuck me into submission, to fuck me until I was so delirious with orgasms and so drowned in cum that I could do nothing but become their slave.

They could do anything at all they wanted with me, and fucking me with the dildo in Celene’s hands was just the tip of the iceberg.

I was determined to not be intimidated. If they could do anything to break me, I wanted them to try. I wanted to show them that this was my will to submit, not their decision.

Melinda knelt down on the mattress next to me and wrapped her hands around my breasts, bringing my nipples to life. Instantly a slow, steady, pleasant warmth flooded through my body from her touch. Celene pushed the edge of the flesh-like dildo against my lips, and instinctively I licked it. The taste was sweet. I felt a cloud, misty and lingering, slide over my mind.

“Take it in your mouth,” said Celene

Melinda slid her fingers along my clit. “Yes, you must take it down.”

Her alacrity with touching the female form was astounding, though I was too overcome with pleasure to really notice all its subtleties. It felt good, and then it felt even better.

Slowly, I let the dildo enter my mouth, still somewhat expecting a gross, plastic-like feel to it.

But, just like it appeared, it was instead flesh-like. Soft and hard at the same time. It entered my mouth with just the slightest bit of lubrication already, which tasted faintly sweet and made me salivate all the more.

After a moment, I noticed there was something special about the dildo—it was heated. I had heard of vibrators, for dildos that shook rapidly for extra pleasure, but for it to be heated...

That warm sensation, combined with the flesh-like feel of the dildo, made it feel like I was sucking a cock for real.

The twins pushed it down my throat, ignoring my gag reflex. I choked, again and again, making odd chortling sounds. But Melinda and Celene held me in place. Melinda stroked my throat, somehow pressing on it in exactly the right way to help me relax.

“Breath through your nose, dear,” said Celene.

“Yes. You must breath through your nose. It’s the best way.”

The instinctual panic I felt began to dissipate as Melinda and Celene continued to hold me tight and coo in my ear. They were so comforting, so happy, so eager to please. I felt grateful to have their sexy, nubile bodies pressed against mine. Their lips ran up my neck and jawline in tandem, working happily to keep me calm. 

“The process will take hold soon. You must trust the process.”

“Yes. Trusting the process is the best thing to do.”

Slowly, my reflex began to slide away. I became more aware of the thick length inside of my throat, how it pulsed and throbbed as it slid slowly up and down. The process was working. I would have thought that the elimination of a gag reflex would have taken days or even weeks of training, but whatever they were doing to me...it was working.

It was a sort of scary thought. But more than that, it turned me on. I liked that they were changing me into something new. I felt pride surge through me at this new ability I had, to take a cock as big as this.

“You’re so able,” Celene marveled. “It took me days to hold it in like you’re doing.”

“Yes. So very able. You should be proud of yourself, slave. You are such an incredible find.”

Again, at their words, I felt pride spike through my body. I liked being praised for this sort of work.

Maybe that was all part of it. Maybe that was all some aspect of what they were doing to me. I didn’t care, though. It felt too good to care.

Celene slowly slid the cock out of my mouth and handed it to Melinda.

“Later, we’ll have you swallow what you earn,” said Celene. “But for now, entering is enough.”

“Yes,” said Melinda. “We must take our time, and train you correctly.”

Celene laid me back on the bed, sliding up against me. Now it was Melinda who led the show. She spread my legs apart, sliding her tongue up the dildo worshipfully before slowly lowering it down to my cunt.

“You have to be fucked properly,” said Celene.

“Yes. We have to know you can take Master’s cock.”

For a few moments, I thought about how his cock would no doubt be unprotected when it entered me. Celene and Melinda had told me how the water I drank every day was laced with birth control medication. But at that moment, I also thought of something even more pressing.

“I-I’m a-a virgin,” I said weakly.

Celene's eyes widened slightly. “So?”

“Yes. So?”

“I...I-I just...I thought you should know...ooh!”

Melinda pushed the dildo forward into my entrance. The head of the great object was so enormous. It entered my virgin cunt slowly, pushing in to my canal. My muscles stretched, trying to grip it tight. 

It passed all my natural resistances quickly. There was pain, but then pleasure as the process took over. The soft lubrication from the dildo absorbing into my body, doing its work.  

“You are doing so well,” said Celene. “You are being such a very good slave.”

“Yes,” said Melinda, fucking me harder and harder with the dildo. “You are being very good.”

That spiked my pleasure again, being told I was good. Even as Melinda fucked me harder with the dildo, shoving it in and out roughly into my virgin pussy, Celene licked my nipples and rubbed her fingers on my clit. I knew I was going to cum soon. I didn't feel like I had a choice. 

This all felt so gloriously good. I was so happy to serve. So happy to submit to their will, the will of these slaves. The will of my Master. I knew he wanted me trained; I knew he wanted me to want this dildo inside of my body. And I did, at that moment, more than anything. I moaned, my hips bucking, as a sweet warmth poured out from my clit and pulsed through the entirety of my body. 

First it spread through my legs, spasming them and straightening them out, and then my whole upper body with rigid and soft, rigid and soft as I came, squeezing my pussy muscles tight on the dildo inside of me.

The whole time I came, I cried out with mad, hot lust. It all felt so very good. I was so grateful to be there, so grateful to be a slave with Melinda and Celene. 

Finally, the pleasure ebbed off, and Celene kissed my forehead. 

“That’s very good.”

“Yes. Very good,” said Melinda, sliding the dildo out of my dripping cunt with a wicked grin lighting up her face. “Now, let’s see you take it in your mouth again.”

* * * * *
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BACKSTAGE IN THE AUCTION house, the selling was well underway. The gentle Yoron girl I had helped fetched a fair price of three hundred thousand goldoons. Celene and Melinda had estimated, before I left, that they expected I might catch as much as four hundred thousand. They were being complimentary. The two of them together—a matched pair, and so therefore quite rare—had caught upward of five hundred thousand for the pleasure of their lifelong service. 

The line in front of me up the metal steps out to the platform was shortening, and shortening, and shortening. There was a feminine voice that drifted in through the speakers at odd intervals, but I could hear only the announcement to enter, and the price of the final sale of the slaves in front of me. Everything else—sights, sounds, smells—of the selling platform was completely blocked to me. 

“And now it is time for one of our finest acquisitions,” said a calm, placid female voice. 

Behind me, one of the guards gestured for me to step through the door and onto the platform. I stepped out, my tall heels rapping sharply on the hard surface. The platform was entirely circular, and behind me, the door was shut. All around me were tall, gorgeously muscled men. Each one with a harder body than the last. They all looked at me, their light eyes running over my splendid curves and long, long legs. My breasts rose hot in my tiny corset, threatening to pop out with each breath. Each one seemed a Brickhill man; their lithe frames and pale coloring lent credence to the theory. 

The Brickhills were a landlocked country deep to the east of Talresha. For a long time, they were the sole trading partner of the Talreshan monarchy, but ever since modern times began, they had made their fortune from a strange combination of investment trading and illegal imports. Their government was unique, as far as I knew, in that it was run entirely by criminals, each with their own cadre of thugs and enterprises, and yet all followed a simple inviolate code of conduct that protected the citizenry. 

But why were these men there, now? Was part of the auction to see me used and abused? To have this collection of young, hard men to push me down on the ground and fuck my slave face until my belly was swollen with cum? Would they each fuck me in turn as the Masters watched, noting how well I responded to the submission? 

It made so much sense, I thought. That was why the platform was shut off from the rest of the slave backstage. They didn’t want anyone getting cold feet. My breaths rose quickly, a flush flooding my chest and neck. I wanted it. I wanted to be taken by all of them.

But just as soon as my pussy warmed over with the thought of facing so many men for the enjoyment of a collection of Masters, they Brickhill slaves all stepped down off the platform, revealing a circle of mirrors. 

It was all part of the show, I realized with some disappointment. They showed the immense masculinity of the collected male slaves to highlight my own femininity. It made sense, but I could not help but feel pangs of desire follow the exit of the Brickhill slaves.

In the mirrors surrounding the platform, I could see my gorgeous reflection clearly, the way my corset sparkled with jewels, contrasting so brilliantly against the deep natural tan of my skin. The mirrors were no doubt the sort that from interrogation rooms that I had seen in movies about police; people on the other side were watching. I could feel their eyes on me.

I liked their eyes on me. Quickly, I forgot all about the Brickhill slaves. I wanted these Masters to want me.

“This slave is brand new,” said the voice. “A Talreshan, as you can plainly see. She came to us as a natural submissive. She is happy to obey and even happier to serve. Her body is all natural, no surgeries. She is just barely eighteen, and—note her eyes, gentleman. Such a deep, bright green.”

I was allowed to pose for a bit. 

“Let’s start the bidding at fifty thousand, shall we? Do I hear fifty?” There was a ding from one of the panels. “Fifty. Can we go as high as one hundred thousand?” Ding. “One hundred. The current bid is one hundred thousand. Is there as much as one hundred fifty thousand? One hundred fifty thousand for this exquisite beauty?” Ding ding. “Two bids. The current bid is at two hundred fifty thousand. Is there room in our pockets for more? Two hundred fifty thousand. Going once—” Ding.

It went on like this for several minutes. My heart couldn’t stop racing. Within just a number of seconds, I had eclipsed Celene and Melinda’s price—and then it kept going up! 

By the time the bidding had ended, I was barely able to understand the numbers that had been thrown out. It was too much—far too much! And yet it was real! I wanted to stay on the platform forever; I wanted all of them to keep wanting me, to keep raising the price. 

But, a guard opened the door and called me back, and I had to obey.

I stepped backstage and met the other slaves. Some stared at me with contempt, but a few rare souls had wide, happy smiles on their faces. 

The Yoron from earlier met me with an excited smile on her face.

“One million guldoons!” she hugged me tight, her tits crushing on top of my own. “I can’t believe it. I can barely even fathom that much money! You’re so lucky. Your new Master wants you so very badly.”

I nodded, feeling giddy. Whoever bought me wanted me more than he wanted quite a lot else. 

I hoped so terribly much that I might like him even a fraction as much I adored my Trainer, the one Master who I knew would never own me.

* * * * *
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MELINDA AND CELENE, as sweet as they were, still had that trademark Talreshan relentlessness. They fucked me all day and night with the special dildo—and then just as I had gotten the hang of that, they started to use two dildos.

“You must learn to fuck two men at once,” Celene would say.

“Yes. You must learn to do anything at all that Master might require of you.”

After perhaps a week of their training, finally I was to learn just what Master would want of me. Even though he was only my Trainer, not my real Master, I was required to call him “Master” at all times. The failure to do so would result in severe punishment. 

I didn't mind. It felt good to recognize that I had a Master. It felt like that was my place. The proper place of a submissive sex toy like what I was born to be.

One morning, Celene and Melinda woke me, as they always did, but this time, instead of following me inside the training room, they stood at the door and pointed inside. 

“You must go in and learn,” said Celene. 

“Yes. It is so important that you learn well, today, and make us proud.”

My heart fluttered. I knew already what this meant. I stepped inside and then quickly settled down to my knees, crawling forward to the bed as I had been trained.

Inside, standing in front of the bed, was Master. I had learned, over the time of my training, that his name was Franklin, but to me he would only ever be Master.

He wore a loose pair of cloth pants and a tight white a-frame shirt. His torso muscles were broad and thick, stretching out the material of the shirt. His face was crafted in a harsh, handsome way, with a hawk-like nose and fierce, burning dark eyes. Looking at him, just briefly, I felt as though he could set me on fire with his gaze. 

But, mostly I kept my eyes on the ground, as was proper.

“Look at me.”

I raised my head. “Yes, Master.”

He was clearly a Berokian man. His short hair was styled in the typical Berokian manner, with curls falling just above his eyes. Surprised entered me slowly, like a hesitant lover. I thought for sure he would have been Talreshan—like myself, Celene, and Melinda—but I suppose that was only coincidence. 

Was I in Berok, then? Sudden, foolish daydreams entered my thoughts of seeing the many sights that the old country boasted—going up the Towers of Por, or the standing before the Arch of Victory with his hands around my waist. 

“Do you know what this is?” 

He held up a thick leather loop in his hands. 

“Yes, Master.”

“Tell me.”

“It is a collar, Master.”

“And what does it mean?”

“If I wear it, if I am allowed to, it means that I am properly trained, Master. It means that I am ready to be owned in a True House, and am no longer in need of processing.”

“Do you think you are ready for this collar?”

“Such decisions are best left to experts,” I said deftly. “I would not presume upon the opinions of a Master or his chosen servants.”

He harrumphed. “You’ve got some manners, I suppose.” 

He slid a hand through my thick hair and then down my naked back. I shivered as his fingertips dug into my spine. 

“Thank you, Master. I am glad to have anything at all that you say.”

“Oh ho!” he said with a smile. “Clever too, hmm?”

“I am whatever you require, Master.”

He took his hands off me, then, tossing the collar to the corner of the room. With much deliberation, I did not let me disappointment show.

“You did very well with the girls, or so they reported,” he said. “But now we must find out how good you are with me.”

“Of course, Master.

A million questions ran through my mind, questions I knew that the girls would never been able to answer. What manner of slave was I to be? How long would my service be? Would I be able to live in servitude forever, as my heart so truly desired?

But, as if by instinct, all I said was, “I live to obey, Master. Please, instruct me?”

He pushed me down onto the mattress. I let my legs fall outward, readying myself for him. He inspected me slowly, looking up and down. His fingers traced lines around my torso, and my pussy pulsed with excitement.

“They told me you were a virgin. How is that so? You're very beautiful.”

“I was waiting for the right one to be with. I wanted it to be...to be special.”

That did something to him, all right. His cock stirred visibly. 

“Kneel before me.”

I did as he asked, moving up off my back and resuming my kneeling position from before. My eyes remained deferent, staring only at his feet. 

“Bring me to hardness, slave.”

“With my mouth or my hands, Master?”

“Use your imagination.”

“Of course, Master. Right away, Master.”

I leaned in and slipped my hands around his cock. I held it gently, letting my mouth part. It was so big. I raised my eyebrows, highlighting my awe of it. He deserved to know his cock was terrific. Very quickly, he was completely hard. I sucked on his rod eagerly, so glad to finally know the taste of a real man's cock. It was even better than the training dildo—warmer, harder, larger. I loved every inch of it.

Groaning harshly, he pushed on top of me. His precum spurted up onto my neck, and he gathered it up and spread it over my naked breasts. In just a matter of seconds, he was fucking my thick tits. His cock was enormous, and pushed against my lips as he pushed his hot rod through the soft valley of my breasts.

“Take my cock, slave,” he ordered. “Take it how you were taught.”

Moaning, I did exactly as he said, craning my neck forward to wrap my legs around his hardness. This seemed to excite him all the more, and after giving my tits a few more forceful strokes, he pushed up higher on my torso and pushed himself completely into my mouth.

His fucking only intensified as he rammed his cock into my skull. I could not protest even if I wanted to, which I absolutely did not. I loved it. He was using me. He used me like property, like the sex slave I had become. There was no thought to me as a person, only as an object. His cock bulged in my throat, and he fucked my skull so hard I thought my brains would melt.

With an enormous, shuddering groan, he came into my mouth. Still spurting wildly, his seed so fresh and warm, he pulled out, spraying onto my face. I licked it all up, gasping and heaving, trying to stay conscious after the brutal, hardcore fucking my head had just received.

When I was finally able to recover, I noticed a fair amount of surprise on his face. It was surprise at himself, I noted—he had not thought, perhaps, that he would be overcome with lust so quickly for me.

I felt a little sliver of pride work its way into my heart at that knowledge.

“You served well,” he said, stroking my hair with admiration. “I see that I do not have to teach you eagerness, which is good. But you still must be taught finesse.”

“I long to learn from you, Master.” I licked up the cum I had gathered in my hands slowly, letting him watch. “I want to take everything you can give me, Master.”

The lust on his face was so great, then, so evident, that I almost misidentified as something else.

In that moment, I almost thought that he loved me. But of course he couldn't. 

A Trainer never fell in love with a slave.

* * * * * 
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AFTER THE AUCTION, I was led by a pair of stout guards into a black town car. It was very similar to the one that had taken me from my first home, with my father, and now it would transport me to my True Home. It felt like a rhyme in motion, like I lived in a poem.

For no particular reason, I thought about how I was no longer on birth control. They had taken me off of it—and my Trainer Franklin had stopped fucking my cunt—a week or so before the auction. With the way what I was on worked, there was no doubt that I was now perfectly fertile.

Inside the car was a lovely, older woman with a beautiful body and an even lovelier face. Right away I felt connected to her in a way that I couldn’t quite define.

She took my hand, guiding me to sit down right next to her. As soon as I had, her leg had slid over mine, revealing the long slit in her tiny, sparkling blue gown. Her heavy, hot breasts pressed against mine, and she bit her lip lustfully as she examined me.

“My name is Pasha,” she said. “I am the First Slave of my Master’s house. Or, our Master’s house, I suppose.”

“It is an honor to meet you, Ma’am.”

It took me a moment to place her ethnicity—but she was Berokian. Her bright blue eyes threw me off, as the Berokians so often had dark eyes the color of the night, but the olive complexion of her skin and her lustrous coiled brown hair, not to mention the fragrant accents of her speech, could identify her only as Berokian. Just like my Trainer.

Where I come from, the Berokians are rightly respected for their considerable abilities in bartering and networking—and, incidentally, spying. Frequent traders, and often hired often by other countries as ambassadors for the negotiations of treaties, they are known for sharp minds and sharper tongues. There is a joke that is passed around how if you don’t think you know any Berokians, you need only ask one, and they’ll be able to tell you of every last one that you’ve come across in your life. 

She was older than any slave I had seen before, though still not old, just more mature. There are preferences in Masters, or so it had seemed, for young women that were just barely eighteen and still quite susceptible to new training and teaching. This was only logical, as the mind at that age is so ripe for learning and instruction. If she had begun her service at the same age as I, then she had at least twice the amount of experience as I did.

Her bright blue eyes bespoke of a marvelous maturity. It was easy, right away, to know that she knew everything I was thinking and feeling without even saying a word to her, or her to me. 

“Now,” she said, sliding her hands over mine. “I know you’re probably just brimming with questions.”

“Questions are for idle minds, Ma’am,” I said automatically. “A good slave’s mind is never idle.”

She raised an eyebrow. “I see you’re better trained than most. Or just more trainable? The auctioneer sounded very impressed with you.”

“They have said that I took to service quite naturally, Ma’am.” I turned and looked her at her, full in the face. “I have no desire to contradict that sentiment.”

“I see.”

She stroked my hair for a moment, and then leaned in and kissed me. I responded appropriately, letting my mouth slide into hers, enjoying as our tongues melded together. I had no sense of propriety for such actions, no desire to wait. If she wanted to kiss me, I wanted to be kissed. In Master’s house, my new house, she held all authority over me. More authority than anyone, as a matter of fact, except for Master himself.

This had all been drilled into me by my Trainer. He let me know what to expect. He had been very kind to me, very thorough.

After several minutes of touching and stroking and more kissing, Pasha drew away from me. She looked me in the eyes, and guided my face until I looked right back at her once again.

“I want you to answer something for me.”

“Yes, Ma’am.”

The title of “Ma’am” was most appropriate for someone of her station—the most favored slave in a given house. In all things, even slavery, there are hierarchies.

“Suppose your Master ordered you to arrange a party for the most honorable guests in town. You put together a list, but a further inspection alerts you to the fact that two mortal enemies are invited. One supplies Master with fine silks, with which his slaves are able to make gowns and decorations. The other supplies Master with wool, with which his slaves are able to keep themselves warm in the wintertime. If either one is invited over the other, no doubt the merchant left out will be duly offended. And if both are invited, they will both be offended that the other has been entreated to, or worse, they will cause violence to one another in Master’s home. Who then is to be invited over the other?”

I had not expected such a complex situation. Probably, I was expecting something more along the lines of a simple test of obedience: “If Master told you to kill your father, would you? ‘Yes, Ma’am, and with a smile. With Master’s cock inside of me, if he wanted.’” Something like that.

I also was not expecting my own answer to come so naturally, however.

“Silk catches a fairer price in the market,” I began, “and so it would be more prudent to deal more often with the silk merchant and re-sell whatever Master is able to obtain from him for more wool.” At this, she raised an imperious eyebrow. “That is, however, only if you truly can invite only one or the other.”

“You are suggesting a third way?”

“Yes, Ma’am. I would send them both the wrong invitations.”

She chuckled a bit at that. “You mean send the silk merchant the wool merchant’s invitation, and vice versa? Why?”

“Then their ire is thrust on Master instead of each other. But both would know that the other is invited, and they would be sore pressed to not come to the party when they know their rival will be there as well. It’s possible that they might try to take out their frustrations on Master, but I doubt it.”

“Why?”

“Because slaves use lots of fabric, and often. Suppose along with the invitation, he sends for an order of their finest cloths. A crate, let’s say, paid in advance. They can’t very well besmirch him at his party when he’s just paid for their next several months of wages, and they won’t attack one another because they’ll be too busy fuming at him. After the party, or during, he can send a girl over as way of apology.”

“You wouldn’t have any trouble ordering a woman to service someone in the name of Master?”

“A slave’s duty is to serve, Ma'am, no matter the request.”

“I see.” 

She smiled warmly, clearly enjoying the touch of my body. This was a woman who had, for many years, touched whatever girl she saw in her Master's home, and did so however she liked. As a result, she was rather good at it.

“You are to serve a very important function for Master, as time goes on. It’s not final yet, and your list of responsibilities will grow slowly, so that you learn them all well. But you are going to do for him what I did for many years,” she said. 

Her hand slid against my cunt, then. My breath caught. 

“It is time for me to move on,” she said with just a hint of sadness. “He wants someone younger. More able to do as he pleases. I earned my freedom many years ago, but I did not want to leave his service until he found a suitable replacement.”

“You mean...?”

“Yes. You are his new First Slave.”

Her fingers pressed harder against my pussy. I almost asked her to bring him to orgasm, but the car suddenly stopped, and she slid off my lap.

“We’re here.”

The house was large and ornate. The exterior was tall and white, with wide, light green shutters around the windows. Very quickly I was led inside, seeing a trio of slaves busying themselves in the living room with the preparations for some kind of feast. I had almost no time at all to look at the house, because Pasha dumped me directly into a large bedroom with an incredibly large bed that took up almost the entire space of the room.

For some strange reason, it all felt very familiar. 

“Wait in here,” said Pasha, closing the door behind her. “He’ll be with you presently.”

* * * * * 
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EVERY DAY, MASTER TOOK me to the training room and had his way with me, filling my trainable, eager body with his enormous cock in any way that he pleased. I loved every second of it, and as often as he would allow me, I told him so.

I only wished I wasn't forced to be on birth control. If I could just have his child, then he'd own me all the way. I'd be his, forever. I would have loved for him to get me pregnant, to fill me up so hard and so hot that I wouldn't have any choice but to admit to the world how very his I was.

I wanted to tell him that it was him that I loved. I loved the way he owned me. I loved the way he teased me with the collar that I was so desperate to earn. I loved the way that he touched me, that he licked me, that he kissed me, that he fucked me. I loved everything about kneeling before my Master, and I never wanted it to stop.

I knew I was getting close to the final moment of real ownership, where I would be a proper slave who was properly processed and indoctrinated. My pussy and heart sang together in unison at the thought. But there were still some obstacles I had to overcome.

As what had become the custom, Celene and Melinda delivered me to the training room in the morning. And as always, Master was inside, though one day as I entered he had a dark look on his face.

I crawled inside as I had been instructed to do, waiting patiently at his feet with my delicate ass held high and my face pressed against the ground. He did not say anything.

“You seem upset, Master,” I said after some time, rising just slightly. “Is there anything I might be able to do to make you feel better?”

“You anticipate my needs, slave.” His voice was strangely thick. “But you forget your place. No one told you to speak.”

“You are right, Master.” I dropped closer against his legs, placing my face to the ground. “I humbly beg your forgiveness.”

“I am upset. There is something that needs to be done today that...I don’t entirely want.”

I had no idea what he was talking about. 

“Never mind,” he said quietly. “Let’s do what we’re here for. I want you to tell me, slave.”

I was confused. “Tell you what, Master?”

“I want you to tell me what you need.”

“I need...I...”

In the time since I had arrived, I hadn’t given much thought to my own needs. That was part of the refreshing nature of being there, to being processed. There was much uncertainty, but no cruelty, and I found myself in many ways fortunate to have been chosen to be trained as I was. 

Finally, I said, “I need to be fucked, Master.”

“Do you?” 

His foot came down on my back, nudging gently on my spine.

“I need to be fucked, Master. Please fuck your slave, Master? Please?”

“Is that all you need?”

“I need to suck cock. I need to suck whatever cock my Master wants me to suck.”

“Do you?”

“Yes, Master. I love cock. I love servicing the cock of a strong man who knows what I am.”

“And what are you, girl?”

He pushed my head, almost a playful gesture, except for the way his fingertips dug into my skin.

“I’m a slave, Master.”

“Are you? You don’t sound like it.”

Stepping away from me, he opened the door out into the hallway.

“Wh-what are you doing, Master?”

“Don’t call me that. You clearly don’t mean it.”

My world felt like it was crashing down. I had no idea what was happening.

“I...I don’t know what you mean, Master.”

“You don’t want to be a slave. You might as well leave.”

Struggling not to cry, I started toward the door. Why was this happening now? I had done everything he had ever asked with a smile on my face. I had been eager to obey, happy to suck and fuck in every manner that he ordered me to. As I passed him, slowly, I noticed a flash of uncertainty cross his handsome face.

This was all a test, I realized suddenly. All of this together, a test. I was supposed to learn my place. I was never supposed to reject my place, no matter what.

Right in front of the door, I dropped to my knees before him.

“What are you doing?”

“I’m staying, Master.”

“Look at that. You can’t even obey orders.”

“I need to stay, Master. I’ll die out there. I need to be here.”

“Why?”

His voice sounded excited.

“Because I’m a slave. I’m your slave. I’m Master’s slave. I’ll do anything to stay, anything at all! I don’t care what you ask.”

He was silent. My words echoed softly against the wet stones.

“I need to be owned, Master. Please? Please own me? Let me stay, please? I want to be a slave, forever. I want to be your slave.”

For several moments, he was silent. I was terribly afraid he didn’t believe me. 

“I don’t care how you treat me,” I said slowly. “I don’t care if you...if you beat me or yell at me or anything. I don’t care if you fuck me with ten other men. All those cocks sliding in and out of my body, using me like the property I am. I’m yours for your use, until you don’t want me anymore. But even then, even when you don’t want me...I’ll still want you, Master. And I’ll still be yours in my heart.” I gulped, and then added, “Master.”

“I see.”

Slowly, the door behind me closed. In a few moments, he had grabbed the collar—the collar that he had teased me with for so many days now—and slid it around my neck. 

His voice was thick as he said, “I think you’re finally ready for sale.”

And I knew, then, why he had looked so sullen when I entered. He knew I would pass this test.

He knew he would have to sell me.

* * * * * 
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IT WAS DARK OUTSIDE before my new Master entered the bedroom where Pasha had left me. When he opened the door, he stood in the shadow.

“Turn around,” he said. “Assume the position on the bed.”

“Yes, Master,” I said. “A slave obeys.”

His voice was rough, thick, but familiar. My heart began to beat quickly. Could it be...?

I tried to ignore the sudden pounding of my heart as I obeyed his orders and bent down onto the bed, getting on my hands and knees. I was obedient. I was a slave, through and through. My heart only sped up as I heard him approach and then slide onto the bed with me. His hands slid down my back, and worked through the thick tumble of my hair.

“Do you recognize my touch, slave?”

I did, of course. It was my Master. It was Franklin. But...

“...how is this possible, Master? I thought a Master couldn’t buy a slave he trained.”

He chuckled softly. “They often don’t. There are a number of prohibitions. But it’s not strictly forbidden. I bought you from the Guild, like I would any other slave. But...”

“But what, Master?”

“One of the provisions is that I have to give every other Master who took a bid on you a turn with your body.”

I gulped. “I am happy to obey in any way, Master.”

“That’s very good. I decided I would have them all take their privilege at the same time.”

“Yes,” said a man. “We're all quite jealous of Master Franklin, here. You're going to have quite a time keeping us satisfied.”

I gulped, barely able to contain my excitement. Not only was I to be owned, and not only was I to be owned by my favorite man in the entire world, but I was also to be blessed with a gang bang from a whole cadre of Master cocks!

“I live to obey, Master,” I said happily, drawing myself up. “I live to obey all of you!”

An appreciative murmur went up into the room—though Master Franklin held me still, preventing me from looking around. 

“You've had my cock in your cunt more times than I can count,” he said. “I'm going to fuck your mouth while I watch another man take you from behind.”

I nodded, shuddering with need. “Yes, Master. Please, Master. Let me serve you!”

The other Masters gathered around me, pushing me, touching me. Their hands so strong and rough. The hot, musty smell of their lust quickly filled the room. I could feel their hardening cocks sliding against my skin. The bed was just big enough for all of them to surround me at once, though I could see behind Franklin a few other men whose cocks were sliding in close to my face, their hard bodies pressed against his. 

“Yes, take it,” grunted a voice. “Take your Master’s cock.”

I slipped my mouth over Master Franklin's cockhead, eagerly slurping it down into my gullet. He leaned over, grunting appreciatively.

“Didn’t you tell me you wanted this, slave?” he whispered in my ear. “Ten men all at once, each with cocks hard just for your body?”

“Yes!” I thought, still eagerly sucking his cock. “Yes, Master! Please! Fuck me! All of you, please, Masters! Fuck me!”

They must have been telepathic, because as I moaned out my answers against Franklin's sweet rod, another Master put his huge hands on my behind and slowly pushed inside of my cunt. 

I wasn't on any kind of birth control, I remembered. With so many potent men around, it was almost impossible that I would end the night and not be pregnant. 

I didn't care. Master would take care of me. He would take care of all of it. I would be his hot pregnant fuckslave if that's what he wanted.

Soon, he and Franklin were pistoning hard into my body. Neither attempted to match the other; both were too firmly in control of everything in their lives to suddenly work with someone when it came to fucking. The Master behind me plowed into my cunt hard, and I could feel his thick, muscular belly pushing down on my ass as he grasped me harder and fucked me faster in my fertile cunt.

Meanwhile, I was doing everything I could do to make Master Franklin cum in my mouth. I wanted so badly to taste him; I knew that I would taste all the men around me, each in turn and some all at once, but I wanted all of their taste to work through the veil of the memory of Franklin's cum. His cock pushed against my throat, my cheeks, his fucking haphazardly hot. I could hear him grunting, and imagined him staring at all those other Masters, showing off what he owned.

Finally, with a hot groan, Master Franklin came in my mouth, and as I struggled to swallow his huge load down properly, the hulk behind me finished in my cunt. I moaned with an uncontrollable orgasm as he spurted hard against my g-spot and into my unprotected pussy. But even as I shivered and took in his cum, my cunt spasming and my throat soaked with fresh jizz, a new man entered my sloppy wet mouth and began to fuck it with his hard cock right away. I reached out to try and ask him to slow down, just even slightly, but as I did my hands wrapped around one cock and then another—two others who wanted a turn and did not want to wait. Master Franklin had trained me well in the art of giving a fast, eager handjob. As the new Master fucked my mouth like it was the cunt of one of his finest slaves, I stroked the other two Masters with eager frenzy.

Behind me, someone tried to enter—but was pushed aside.

“I want to watch her do this,” said Master Franklin.

He was hard again already, and pushed inside my slippery moist, tight cunt with ease. It made me quiver with lust, my body full of cum, to think of him so hard just as watching me fuck other men for him.

Just like always, he fucked me expertly, entering my body with supreme confidence and immediately pushing the tip of his huge cock against my most needy spots. My cum-wet cunt wrapped perfectly around his cock, and I felt my need for him grow and grow as his cock got harder and harder inside of me.

“Fuck, she's so good,” said the Master I sucked.

“You really have a treasure here, Franklin,” said another, I think one that I was stroking.

My heart swelled with pride. 

The men must have been announcing their inability to hold back any longer, because soon after they said their kind compliments, they began to unload together all over my face and down my throat. Their thick hot streams ran down my forehead, my chin, my lips, covering me in that hot precious white goo that I had learned to base my entire life around.

Watching the three men spray their cum on my face at once, Franklin finally emptied himself into me. Another hot load into my willing, needy fertile belly. His creampie of perfect white jizz felt so amazing inside of my cunt. I came with him, unable to stop myself. I was just a good slave, and a slave cums whenever her Master does.

For a few, sad moments, I was empty, and I was afraid it was all going to stop. But thankfully, I was wrong—it was just taking time for new Masters to slide forward and to give me the gift of their wonderful cocks. And so even as full of cum as I was, the Masters closed in on my slave body, sliding their hard cocks around my mouth and then into my cunt. 

I was ready for them. I was ready for anything.

I would be my Master’s perfect slave.

* * * * *
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THE FRONT DOOR WAS still open, there in front of me. Behind me, in the kitchen, I heard my fellow slaves fussing over the amount of cinnamon to toss into the morning’s bread. Very soon, I would have to tell them to quit and just get the job done. That was the most important thing. They need to come to recognize my authority in such matters, and there was no time like the present.

Before I did, though, I closed the door to the open world, feeling a small rush as I did so. The car with its keys was no longer in sight, and all thoughts of the horrors of freedom and exit from blissful servitude totally gone.

There was no other world than this one, to me. I was in my place, made to serve, and I would be here for as long as I pleased my Master.

# # #
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Sold! Owned By The Man of the House
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In a small sun room on my Trainer's estate, I sat across from another indoctrinate named Silah, the two of us fingering our pussies. We were both naked and covered in sweat, having been at this pleasurable exercise for hours now. The heels of our feet were pressed against one another, and we were instructed to focus on the bliss-inducing technique of the woman across from us. The idea was that no woman knew how to pleasure anyone quite so well as she knew how to pleasure herself. With intense, pleasure-fueled study of another’s methods, we might be better able to please others still.

All of a slave's life was devoted to pleasure. So much the better for us, then, that we were able to experience so much of it ourselves.

Silah kept two fingers slid up into her cunt, pushing up against the base of her clit, while she rubbed her thumb slowly around her moist pearl. As our heels pressed against one another, our knees slid lower and lower to the ground. Both of us had started with somewhat bad alignment and posture, many months before. I could barely sit up straight without exhausting myself, and I could no more let my knees touch the floor when in this position than I could build a ray of sunlight. 

But time and dedication netted every sort of result that true service required. Now, I sat up straight, my gently toned abdominal muscles holding my weight perfectly, even with my 36D tits bouncing slightly on my chest. My tits were braless, of course, and so were Silah's smaller, but still quite firm, breasts. After so many hours of exercise and months of practicing, my knees remained flat on the floor, as did my calves and thighs, and I stared straight into Silah’s beautiful blue eyes. She was a Yoron, and so pale of skin and deeply red of hair, her body soft and supple even after her many months of training. 

I myself was Talneshan, with sun-kissed bronze skin, deep dark eyes, and long, sweeping chestnut-colored hair.

The two of us chanted at one another, adoring our perfect servitude.

“Service is Pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Life. Life is Service. Service is Pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Life. Life is Service. Service...”

And on and on. In the nature of chants, there was much repetition, and as we fingered ourselves and came, again and again, writhing with pleasure, we never broke our repetition or our timing. Our voices, always, were in perfect unison; we even wracked with orgasm at the same time, so that the gentle catches of our voice on our waves of bliss matched one another. 

I knew Silah better than I knew most anyone; even so, I had not exchanged any words with her outside of our chant. This was the way of the Guild of Service. This is what the process required—the perfect method by which all indoctrinates are transformed into obedient, willing, happy slaves who would do anything their Master or Mistress asks, no matter how large or extreme an order. For us, nothing was taboo or off-limits. Nothing was forbidden, so long as we were able to obey.

Kana, one of my Trainer’s favored slaves, walked into the sun room. She was of Imperial Hundret origin, like Trainer Cochran. Her smooth black skin was shiny and gorgeous, her dark hair shaved close in the traditional style of their Empire. 

We were not in Hundret now—Trainer Cochran made his home in Talnesha. But everyone liked to be reminded of their homes, where they come from. 

Little did I know just then just how reminded of home I was going to be.

“Leandra?” said Kana. “You’ve been called to the estate.”

Slowly, I stopped my chanting. Like a stretch, an obedience chant with a fellow slave is not something you can simply withdraw from right away. Rather, you must ease your way out of it, slowing your breaths, carefully timing your voice so that it matches that of your partner. 

Silah and I locked eyes, smiling with one another. We both could not wait until later, when we were allowed to lick one another wordlessly in our shared cell. Over the last few months, I had grown to adore her pussy, her breasts, the soft nape of her neck, the way her hips locked so sexily when she came. Before I was enslaved, before the process started, I did not think very much of women or even men in a sexual way. 

Now, though, my need for cock was overwhelming at times, and the only thing that could sate me when I was not allowed to gorge on Trainer Cochran’s masterful meat was the pussy of Silah, or any other woman who I was so blessedly allowed to adore.

As our chant and exercise finally stopped, the words of Kana began to process, and I made sure that my response was precise and polite, like a good girl.

“The estate?” My voice was soft and supplicating, though I was puzzled. “Is there something wrong, Madam?”

“I did not question. You know that. Now, come along.”

I nodded, trying to show my eager and quick acquiescence. It wouldn’t do at this stage to suddenly develop a streak of stubbornness. Then, I’d never be sold, and never fulfill the one function in life that any good indoctrinate knows—to provide a profit for her Trainer.

It was mere days from the Fall Auction, and I had been fully trained for weeks now. I eagerly obeyed every order my Master gave me, and I knew that my appearance was in more than proper order.

Trainer Cochran was my Master, at least for the time being. I was to refer to him, while speaking, as nothing else. As such, he was also my Owner. He had been delegated the duty of processing me for the Guild of Service, of which he was a member. Every member of the Guild of Service (a great many Masters and Mistresses) were required every year to process a certain number of slaves to allow for certain privileges in society. Many of the Masters and Mistresses simply enjoyed training slaves, full stop, and so were happy to process as many as possible. Others enjoyed the abilities their status as Guild Members gave them in transactions of trade or political power. 

Trainer Cochran was one of those Masters who found plenty of enjoyment in simply training and owning slaves. He had dedicated his life to it, and it showed in the results with me, a normal Talneshan eighteen year-old transformed into a veritable sexpot in just about a quarter of a year.

It was a delight to be found pretty enough to be a slave. I had enjoyed enough of the process to know that for true. My hair, a deep red-tinged chestnut color, had lengthened out past my shoulders, flowing in lovely locks. My eyes, which always had been a bright and inviting dark brown, now were somewhat more sultry and sparkling even as they were full of unquestioning obedience.

My body, which under Trainer Cochran’s care was often not covered with much at all—unless you happen to count very tall heels as a manner of covering (I do not, though they are wonderful decorations)—was in better shape than it had ever been. Our diet was quite restricted, and we were given just enough calories to sustain the activities that we needed to do for the day. 

It has been my experience that it is the diet, much more than any exercise, that determines the nature of someone’s fit appearance. And so, even though our days were full of exercise—afternoon-long sessions of yoga, hour-long squats, days full of crunches and push-ups, and of course, all the furious fucking that Trainer Cochran gifted us with—I still feel it was our diet that enabled my body to be as slender and toned as it had become. 

She led me up out of the training house and through the estate of Trainer Cochran. Trainer Cochran believed his slaves ought to be the image of civility—they should be elegant, eager, and happy, fully-educated in the finer manners of noble life. When you bought a slave from Cochran, you knew that you were gaining a companion who could easily discourse with you on matters of philosophy and history, even as she lovingly stroked your cock and called you a King among men.

His estate was rather small, considering the large amount of slaves he held. Mostly, we slaves were partitioned off to a guest house behind his own house. His own house was actually rather small in comparison. He had room enough for hosting small get-togethers, and to have rooms for his three favored slaves, along with bathrooms for all and a kitchen. The rather large guest house had a double-sized kitchen to provide all the food necessary for the slaves and also several layers of housing for the different layers of training each slave needed. There were levels in the house for diplomatic training, intellectual training, and sexual training. All were equally important, according to Cochran. 

For me, though, only the sexual training was most important in the end.

We passed through the small garden between the guest house and Master Cochran's home. The azaleas bloomed, sprinkling their soft petals down all across the small stone path leading to the house.

“I love that slip on you, Madam,” I said. 

I did, in point of fact. Her lithe, nimble young body was gorgeous, and the soft violet of her slip contrasted incredibly with the deep ebony of her remarkably smooth skin.

It was a slave’s duty to admire other slaves—particularly when that slave was higher up on the hierarchy. Though Trainer Cochran had many slaves in his house at any one time, the amount of slaves he actually owned were only three: Kana, Keelah, and Sidone. Kana was his most recent acquisition, but still he had owned her for more than a year. Even if he had owned her for only a matter of hours, however, she still would have had rank over me, an indoctrinate.

“Thank you, Leandra. You’re very kind. Sister Keelah honored me with it. She sews, you know.”

“I have heard, Madam”

Sister Keelah, like many of a Master’s favorite slaves, did not dally around with the inductees very often. Instead, she spent her days crafting all manner of methods to please her Master—be it sewing beautiful clothing for his other servants, planning banquets, or arranging special visitors who might heighten his pleasure. 

As we approached the upper entrance to the house, walking up stone stairs leading to a balcony there, a girl walked by us, a helplessly blank look on her lovely face. There was nothing in her eyes—nothing of personality or spark. Just simple, blind obedience. She was utterly defeated, utterly broken. In the pale light of the day, she seemed almost like a ghost. 

“Par-don-me-Mis-tress,” she said, stepping past Kana. “So-ve-ry-sor-ry-to-step-here.”

Her voice was robotic, almost, completely void of emotion or care. I watched her walk past us. She was clearly not of Master Cochran’s favored slaves, and yet she walked around completely unaccompanied, which was unheard of, in my experience.

“What’s wrong with her?” I asked.

“Regina? They used the device on her,” said Kana.

“The device?”

“Yes. Don’t you know?”

I shook my head, luscious silken locks sliding gracefully around my face. 

“When a slave is disobedient, it’s what they use to guarantee she’s compliant. She’ll never have a single thought again outside of serving her Master. She won't be very creative when it comes to her service, of course, but that's hardly important.”

“They can do that?”

“Of course. We are property. It is our responsibility to be good property.”

“I...o-of course.” I gulped slowly. “It must be so nice for her, to never have to quell a disobedient thought.”

“Indeed.”

Kana’s indulgent smile let me know I had replied in the correct manner. And yet all the same, I worried about Regina and the implications she held. I rather liked my ability to be creative in my obedience to my Master.

More reason than ever to be as obedient as possible, I decided firmly. 

Kana led me in his house into the dining room, where he sat at one edge of the table, reviewing a series of very serious-looking papers. Papers and reading were such hard, difficult things to understand for a slave like me. It was better not to even try.

Trainer Cochran was a tall, black man; as a former member of Imperial Hundret, it was somewhat unusual how he resided now in Talnesha. Talneshan politics and society were notoriously xenophobic—almost every year there was some nature of societal scare regarding Brickhill immigrants or Berokian spies. 

Kana had told me stories of how he had to train slaves for the Talneshan Parliament for more than a dozen years before they allowed him his citizenship and the ability to own his own slaves for him to keep. In that time, he had managed to make a science out of his methods, and my perfect obedience now was a result of that science.

“Hello, Slave Leandra.”

He gestured toward Kana, indicating that she leave. I knelt down, letting my forehead touch the floor before him.

“Greetings, Honored Master. I am so very lucky to have been brought into your presence.”

As my eyes were focused, obediently, on the floor, I could not see him smile. But, I did hear him laugh.

“Yes, I suppose you are. Assume second position.”

Obediently as ever, I retreated backward, my thighs sliding back onto my calves and my ass onto my heels. Still, my eyes remained deferent, looking closer to his chest than his face. 

“You may witness, slave.”

Gulping briefly, I let out a happy sigh, admiring his handsome face as he had allowed me. 

“Your service here has been brief, but valuable, I should say. You have learned quickly.”

I smiled brightly. “Thank you, Master. I am glad to have pleased you.”

I was glad to be complimented. Hearing my Owner praise me was like feeling the tongue of a lover upon my clit, sliding gently over the nub and sending thrills of bliss through my body.

“Do you enjoy your service thus far?”

It was a puzzling question. My many days of subjection to the process meant that I could have no answer but “yes,” but it wasn’t as if that fact was lost on Cochran. 

“Of course, Master.” 

“That is good. You should know, you’ve been rather a pleasure to interact with. Your submission was much more natural and well-inclined than most. You know your place.”

Another thrill ran through my lithe body. It felt so good to be complimented. I smiled even more brightly, like a good girl. 

“Thank you, Master. If I may, it makes me very happy to hear that.”

“Good. Now,” He clapped his hands. “I have news for you. The auction is coming up.”

My heart started racing. That's what all this was about! He was going to present me as his best prize. I would be the special auction that he reserved for last. That’s what I deserved! That’s what I had earned!

I might even have an owner who would get me pregnant...the thought was better than almost any other. A slave was not allowed many dreams, but one that I held on to was getting filled to the brim by my Master and presenting him with the fruit of our labors.

“But, you will not be there. In matter of fact, you are to be shipped out tomorrow, little Leandra.”

All my hopes suddenly came crashing down. 

“I’m sorry, Sir?”

“You have been sold. The buyer is in waiting.”

“I...but...the auction, Sir?”

“The auction is canceled.” He sniffed. “For you, anyway. The other girls will still go, but you needn’t worry about them.”

I tried very hard not to let my disappointment show. 

“I see, Sir.”

“Your owner is to be a man named Philip Tower.”

That sunk in for a moment. Surely, he didn’t mean...

“From the town of Prute, Sir?”

“That’s right. You know him?”

“I...”

I didn’t want to answer, but I couldn’t suddenly become disobedient. Not after so long. Not when I was about to be sold. I coughed, trying to allow myself time to recover.

“Yes, Sir. He is...was...is my stepfather, Sir. He sold me into the Service Trade.”

Of course, Trainer Cochran already knew this. He had wished only to see my reaction. “He must have used his proceeds to invest in something quite lucrative. It takes a lot of capital to buy a slave before she even goes to auction.”

“So...” I was still trying to process what was happening. “Am I to be freed, then, Sir?”

I cannot deny that the prospect somewhat terrified me. Who was to say what a good little fuckslave like myself would do if she suddenly had a taste of freedom? Though it had its drawbacks, I had become quite accustomed to being a slave. I enjoyed it, even. It was a relief to obey, to feel that perfect pleasure that only exists when you know you are carrying out the will of someone better than you.

That was the process at work, of course. There probably was some part of me screaming for freedom, and jumping for joy at the chance of being independent. But the indoctrination process soothed over these thoughts, filling them with better thoughts—thoughts of sucking cock, of being ridden and bred, of taking in as many dicks as my little hot body could. The process had showed me how I could have any thoughts I liked, and I simply had grown to like those particularly dirty and filthy thoughts, thoughts of obedience and cock-filled service, much better than any others.

“No,” said Trainer Cochran. “That would be a different kind of contract. He bought you for Service. It’s all very clear.” He tapped the papers at the table.

Relief, and a strange confusion, swept over me. The process made me glad to continue to be a slave, but I was so confused—why would the man who raised me want me as a slave?

“You seem upset, slave.”

“It’s nothing, Sir. Nothing I cannot banish.”

“Good.” He took me by the cheeks, holding there firmly. “If you have any objections, you would be best to swallow them and forget about them.”

“Yes, Sir.”

Trainer Cochran continued. “Because you will obey him. You will obey everything he tells you. I don’t care who he is. You are a slave, and you will not ruin my good name be becoming disobedient. Do you understand me?”

Of course I did. No matter what, no matter my reluctance, I would be the best slave I could be.

A slave for the man I called Daddy.

* * * * *
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LATE THE NEXT DAY, a young Yoron slave drove me to my new owner’s house. He was a quiet sort, the Yoron, owned by some other Mistress on the other side of the city. This was the normal method of transfer; slaves of one owner were not permitted to transport that same owner’s slaves to a new owner or trainer. 

Yorons in my experience were rather quiet overall, usually to hide how dull their minds were. In Talnesha, and especially in my small town of Prute, we had little experience with the outside world, but I feel as though getting plenty of reports from the news and magazines filled us in fairly well. 

Some might say—about a thickly built Yoron fellow like the one who transported me—that he was quiet to prevent anyone from thinking he was stupid. But if he was that worried about it, didn’t that mean he was stupid to begin with?

Perhaps that thought was unworthy of me. I was upset as I traveled through town after town in that car, alone for the first time in I couldn't remember how long, a bit terrified at the prospect of seeing the man who had raised me once more. All this after feeling as though I had left that man's life forever. As a result, I took out my terror on the poor Yoron as I sat in the leather-lined seats of the small automobile that carried me to the new home, though I expressed my frustration in thought only. I was far too well trained to actually lash out at anyone, let alone another slave.

At any rate, it wasn’t long before I arrived at the house of my new Owner, at the house where I had been raised.

To the house of the man I had called Daddy.

The day was bright, sunny. For some reason, I wanted at least one cloud. Most preferably a dark cloud, one that loomed ominously above the house I was to stay at, threatening thunderstorms with every slight movement of the wind. But there was nothing but clear blue sky—there was not even the courtesy of strips of weakly sliding cumulus clouds, which might somehow congeal over time to create the clean-washing storm I so desperately wanted. 

Blue skies, bright sun. A clean slate, perhaps. 

The house, as I said, was the same one I had grown up in. It had a small cobblestone walkway up the lawn, which was square and faced the street. The house itself had two stories and a basement; the upstairs was tiny, sporting two small bedrooms and bathroom, though it had lots of closet space for storage. The kitchen, living room, and laundry were down in the basement, while the master bedroom, dining room, and study were on the first floor. 

When I last left him, my father (I have known him my whole life, since nearly I was born, and calling him my stepfather seems wrong to me somehow) was dead broke.

I knew him, overall, to be a kind and generous man. Despite what Trainer Cochran had told me, I thought that by buying me back, he hoped to give me my freedom. Maybe there was less paperwork in the way he had gone about it, or maybe there was less of a cost somehow. I would easily be able to forgive him that.

Truth be told, at that point, I still wasn’t sure very much that I wanted freedom. I enjoyed my service; I enjoyed my lack of freedom. I know very well that is the process talking, the same process that all slaves are subjected to, the same process that makes all slaves love to obey and become hot and bothered from the thought of carrying out their Master’s will. 

But even with as little certainty as I had when it came to being free, I had even less certainty about being the sexual property of my Daddy. That gave me a cold, righteous chill. It was so incredibly wrong!

The car stopped and I exited, never saying a word to the Yoron who I had judged for so long. I felt I owed him an apology, but then I felt again that would only confuse him. The door shut, and he drove off, leaving me alone on the lawn of my father's house.

I wore the traditional garb of a new slave—a thin white gown and a metal collar the color of gunmetal gray. As I stepped up onto the lawn, the front door of the house opened and my stepfather stepped out.

It surprised me that he would meet me at the door. It surprised me even more that a gorgeous young blond woman was at his side, hanging lustily on his arm. I thought for a moment that he had gotten married—good for him, I thought! He deserved a loyal, happy woman doting on him. My own mother had died when I was quite young, and so it was him who had done almost the entirety of raising me up. 

But then I noticed the gold collar around her neck, matching the fair color of her hair, and I understood. She wore a tiny pink sheer nightgown, even though it was the middle of the day, and tall black heels that elongated the lovely shape of her legs. He had come into more money than I had realized, apparently. One slave was, at one point, something like a fortune for a man of his stature. Two slaves were beyond belief.

My father was rich, and yet somehow, I was not. 

The thought crossed my mind, briefly, that somehow had we managed to hold out on his debts, if somehow there had been a way to dig in and ensure that we had remained together and that the Guild of Service had not snatched me up...if all that had happened, then maybe I would be rich. With a slave of my own, even.

But worldly possessions were beyond me now. Part of the process was the building of a resistance to any ideas of property or ownership of almost any kind. All the property I would ever have possession of was what my Master allotted for me, and even then, it wasn’t ever truly mine, simply allowed for my use. All I possessed in truth was my obedience and my service, and I guarded these most jealousy. It is easier to guard more savagely when you have less. 

I approached the pair and curtsied before him, as I would have any Master.

“This one is named Leandra, Master, and I am yours to do with as you will.”

“Yes,” he said, a depraved grin on his face. “I’m quite aware of that. You needn’t explain. Why, Diane here only arrived a month ago, and she taught me everything there is to know about owning a slave. Didn’t you, Diane?”

The blond slave nodded, somehow seeming both haughty and eager. “Yes, Master. It was my pleasure to show you all the ways I could obey. Do you think she’ll be as good as me?”

“Time will tell.” He ran his hand down Diane’s body, squeezing her ass hard. 

Then, he held out a hand, entreating me to grab it. I did so, of course, and was surprised at how tightly he took my arm. His pull into the house was not rough, but it was not gentle either. He placed me in the middle of the entry. 

The house was different than I had left it. Everything had received an upgrade. Gone was the stained carpet, now replaced with hardwood floors. Gone were the ducts hanging from the ceiling, now replaced with a new ceiling perhaps a few inches lower than the last. Gone was the old green paint on the walls coming off in strips from the heat of the summers, replaced now with a pleasant cream.

My new Master circled me, eyeing me up and down.

“You’ve grown into quite the woman, Leandra.”

His hand slipped over my ass, much as he had done to Diane only moments before. Thick fingers slipped under my bare lace panties and slid across the toned, tight cheeks into the warm crack resting between. Slowly, his fingers ran across the surface of my asshole and then up and under my cunt, gripping me there harshly.

My mind cried out in alarm, even as I physically trembled with desire. When we had been living under the same roof, before, he had never been untoward before me. Of course, there had been glances from time to time, but nothing so extreme as to suddenly justify this enormous shift in his actions. 

Unless, of course, he had been hiding his lust that whole time.

“Oh-hhh-ohhh!” My knees buckled. “T-thank you, Master.”

“’Thank you, Daddy,’” he corrected. “Say it.”

Already, this was becoming rather kinky. It became certain to me that he had bought me with full knowledge of what he wanted me to be. And he knew I could not disobey, no matter how filthy or extreme his requests. Why, he could order me to fuck a whole room full of strangers, and I would do it; if he ordered me to think only of his cock the entire time that I pleasured others, I would do that too. I was fully processed, and I wished no shame to be brought on the house of my Trainer, who still held a special place in my heart.

“T-thank y-you, D-Daddy,” I said, clearly troubled.

“That will do,” he conceded. “For now.”

With his hand still gripping the underside of my pussy, his other thick paw came around to one plump, tender young breast. His thumb and index finger gripped my nipple. Slowly, the small eraser shape grew erect, fully hard under his touch. I couldn’t help but be excited by what he was doing.

I knew it was wrong—deeply wrong—but all my training and all my desire had built me for this exact moment of meeting my new owner. It was all I could do to keep from cumming from my Daddy’s touch.

“You have some hesitation, I see,” he said. “Did they not train you well enough?”

“They trained me perfectly, Daddy,” said Diane. Her haughty attitude made my pussy warm with arousal. The delight she took in her place under him...I could only aspire to such devotion at that moment. “I wanted your cock right away.”

“Shush, Diane. No one is asking if you are a good slave or not.”

She nodded intently, but quietly. Even if she did have an attitude, it was clear that it was just for his benefit—and so her silence would be as well. 

Daddy turned to me, then, twisting my nipples hard, almost to the point of pain. My pussy began to leak softly, and I could feel juices of hot lust running down my thigh.

“I will allow you to get somewhat accustomed. I am not without my sympathies, my dear girl. My baby, baby, perfect little baby girl. But you will serve me as Diane serves me. And you will enjoy yourself as you do. Is that clear?”

I nodded. “Y-yes, Daddy. That’s all I want!”

There was no mistake; he did not believe me. But I believed what I said. I knew that I would have to prove myself to him, to prove my devotion. Otherwise, there would never be any happiness in our little house again.

* * * * *
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HE HAD GIVEN DIANE my old room. I wondered if that meant that he never meant to bring me back at all, or if he didn’t want me to think about the house as something of my own anymore. Without him telling me, I would not ever know. It was imprudent and impolite for a slave to ask questions about her Master’s preferences, unless it was to clarify the best way she might be able to act for him.

When a slave is sold, the Trainer often gives her a bag full of supplies to take to the new Master. A sort of dowry, though every gift is really for the girl, in some ways. Kana favored me, and had ensured that my bag was full of steamy story books depicting slaves adoring their Masters (ostensibly, I could read them aloud to Daddy while I stroked his cock), sexy clothing and lingerie to wear, and small sweet treats to feed him so that I may earn his favor.

As I unpacked these items, I recalled a conversation I had with my father, shortly before I began my indoctrination into the Service Trade. He had just sold me a day or two before, overwhelmed with guilt at the time, and we were in the market looking for fresh fruit and vegetables with which to make our final meals together. The market was a collection of stalls not far from the City Council Hall, each stall supplied with some different version of good or service. My father and I were examining apples. He always liked the pink ones best.

A few stalls down from where we stood, we saw a beefy Talneshan with a lovely redheaded Yoron girl. She had a leash around her neck, following her Master around with a loving, obedient look in her eyes. 

My father pointed at the pair. “Can a slave like that ever be truly obedient?”

“I don’t know.” I stepped away from the rows of apples to get a better look. “They seem to think so.” 

“I just don’t understand it. How could they possibly think to eliminate all traces of independence? All the elements of the human spirit? It seems...unnatural.”

“You’ve seen them. They look perfectly natural to me.”

He frowned, then. “I would have expected you to take my side. It’s not as if...you understand, don’t you? What they’ll do to you?”

“I think I do. They keep the process a secret. But I...I don’t see the point in fighting. They have all the power, don’t they? You did what you could. And now they’re going to do what they can. There’s no surprises here, Father.”

That calmed him. He always liked it when I called him Father. Daddy. He did not like to think that our relationship was not strictly natural.

Making up my room, setting down my suitcase with all my things, I thought hard about how he had changed in just the short time since I had last seen him. What had altered his opinion so thoroughly that he would not only be in support of slavery, but own two of his own? 

The look in his eyes when he had grabbed me...was his lust for me that great? Had it always been so? Was my Daddy just some natural pervert, wanting to enact his dirty desires on his daughter, and even more so now that she was a slave?

With no further orders after arranging the room designated to me, I knelt down in front of my small mattress. It was a neutral pose, easy on my knees and back, and allowed me to breath in deep and meditate on my situation. I repeated the same chant that I always did when waiting for new instructions to arrive:

“Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Life. Life is Service. Service is pleasure. Pleasure is Obedience. Obedience is Life. Life is Service. Service...”

All the while, my fingers softly attended my clit. I remained aroused, but not to the point of cumming. In this new life, I would have to receive permission to cum at will, and I had not earned that yet.

So, that was how I spent my day. Never once did I wonder why my Daddy did not fuck me immediately, or push me down and forcefully push his cock through lush mouth and down my tiny, tight little throat. His will was his alone, and I had no right to question it. I did not even think about how, perhaps, he had some doubt in his new possession, and Diane was in his ear all the while, stroking him and telling him how wonderfully right it was to own his own daughter, how perfect it would be once I recognized him as my DaddyMaster and Diane as my SlaveSister, and how, together, we would be able to help him break in all the slaves he wanted. 

No, of course, I did not think about any of that. It would have been unseemly.

Later in the day, after I had been fingering my cunt and chanting for several hours, he called me into his study. Or, rather, Diane opened the door and reported that he desired my presence there. 

Of course, I obeyed. Diane was still dressed in her pink gown from earlier, though it was slightly disheveled, as was her hair, and she smelled faintly of sex and cum. Desire rose in me immediately. It didn’t matter where it came from, the smell of sex was hard-wired into my brain as something good. 

She looped her arm in mine as she led me to his study, our high heels clicking in time, even though I knew perfectly well where it was. 

“I do hope you’ll obey nicely,” she said, pushing her soft, gorgeous body against mine. “It would be so very nice to have a confidant, here. Someone I could trust and rely upon.”

“Of course, Sister,” I said meekly. “I will defer to your judgment for these first many months, I should imagine, so that I can draw on your expertise in pleasing our Master.”

This seemed to satisfy her somewhat. My initial reading of her as haughty and desirous of praise seemed rather correct. 

“Yes,” she said. “That will be for the best. Don’t forget it.”

Her voice had taken a slightly icy tone, but I had no time to ask of it—she led me straight into the study, presenting her and myself before our Master. We bowed elaborately and then knelt down on the floor, assuming the submissive position.

“Good evening, my lovely girl,” said Daddy. “Diane, you may leave us. Attend to dinner.”

“Of course, Daddy.” She stood up slowly, letting her ass slide high in the air first, and then left to obey as instructed. 

Now, I was alone with him—my Daddy—and compelled beyond all possible compulsions to obey every last whim that he had.

“Now, I want you to come here, Leandra.” He waved a finger. “Like a good girl. Like a slave. Like they trained you. Let me see my obedient little girl come toward me.”

Obediently, from my position already on my hands and knees, I began to crawl toward him. Soon, I was right between his legs. My Master's thick, muscular legs.

“Take out my cock.”

I gulped. “Y-yes, Daddy.”

Slowly, my fingers drifted up over the zipper to his pants and pulled it down. Then the buttons, slowly again. I was taking my time. This all felt so very wrong. 

The feeling of wrongness only intensified when I saw his cock in the flesh, already half-hard. It was enormous! My mouth watered at the sight of it, just as I had been trained. I knew he was my Master, now, and I knew that when I saw my Master’s cock, it was only right and proper for me to drool. That was a slave’s duty—to let her Master know that his cock was worth salivating for. 

“I’m not hard all the way,” he noticed.

“Y-yes, Daddy.”

“Fix that, would you?”

Trembling, my fingers wrapped around his shaft. 

“Ah-ah.” He said, slapping at my wrist playfully. “Ask me how.”

I looked up at him with my big green eyes, open for instruction. 

“H-how would you like me to get you hard, Daddy?”

“I want you to lick my cock. But don’t take it in your mouth. Not yet.”

“Y-yes, Daddy. Of course, Daddy.”

Slowly, I dragged my tongue across the top of his shaft, just like how I had been taught. My mouth slipped up and down the shaft again and again, and I made sure to moan. Men liked it when women moaned as they pleasured a cock. 

Daddies liked it when daughters moaned as they pleasured a cock. I knew this, because I could tell how much he loved seeing his own little girl’s mouth on his hardened dick. My tiny face must have made his cock seem so big in comparison.

I could hear his breath becoming ragged with lust as he watched me slip my trained mouth over his meat. 

“That’s very good, my dear. Very good. Do you like that?”

His voice was very intense as he asked me that question. It was important to him that I was enjoying myself, I realized suddenly. He needed to know that I wanted this. 

As such, I tried to answer with all the enthusiasm I could muster. “Yes, Daddy. I like it very much.”

I hoped to mirror Diane’s voice and cadence, so as to give him the sort of submission that he was no doubt used to by this point. But he didn’t seem to buy it. Disappointment flashed on his face, and because he was disappointed, I was disappointed—only reinforcing his belief in return, no doubt, that I didn’t want this as much as I said.

But still, he knew that I would obey no matter what. And clearly, this was too much of a temptation for him to resist now that his cock was so hard.

“Take me, now. Into your mouth.”

“Yes, Master,” I said quietly, discouraged still.

Slowly, I let my lips envelop the thick, turgid head of his cock. With beautifully trained suction, I pushed forward, letting the entirety of his meat know my worshipful, longing mouth as I took him inside my body for the first time. My Daddy’s cock was so hard in my mouth. Lashing and licking, my tongue slipped over the thick surface of his shaft as he sank deeper and deeper down into my throat.

“Yes, just like that. Take me into your mouth. Yesss...that’s so good, Leandra. My good little girl.”

Despite all my misgivings, I still felt several waves of pleasure from the praise from my Master, my Daddy. A deep, purring heat exhaled from my mouth, pushing on his meat, as I moved him forward further down my tight throat. I wanted my esophagus to be his cock’s home. I wanted him to fuck my face like it was his own personal cunt. 

That’s what I had been trained for. In that perfect moment of sucking his cock, it didn’t matter that he was my Daddy—and if it did matter, it only mattered in the way that made it even hotter that that’s what was happening. 

I sucked harder and harder, losing myself in the action for what felt like hours. There was no way for me to tell the time. All I knew was that I had to keep sucking as if my life depended on it. 

Suddenly, just as I thought he might have been getting close to cumming, there was a knock on the door.

“Dinner is prepared, Daddy,” said Diane. “May I be of any help?”

“Yes,” he said, breaths hot now. “Assist your sister. Like we discussed.”

I could not see her approach, as I was busy obeying and sucking. But I heard her tall heels click on the floor as she came closer and closer.

She slipped up against Daddy's firm, muscular body, and then wrapped her hand in my thick hair. She was guiding me as I sucked, pushing me up and down. And as she did, she began to cheer me on. 

“Oh yeah, Leandra, suck him,” she said hotly. “Suck your Daddy. He’s so good. He deserves your mouth on him, yeah. He deserves his dirty little slavedaughter’s mouth riding up and down his cock!” 

Master turned toward her then, pleased, and began to make out with her hotly. As he did, her hand pushed through my hair and then over my face, wrapping around Daddy's massive cock. Soon, she was stroking his slick cock in tune with my sucks, pushing back toward the head as my lips slid back, and stroking in as my mouth took in more of his enormous meat. It wasn't long before her hand came out of tune with my mouth, and as she stroked him, she began to hit my face with the back of her hand. Showing her superiority to me. Displaying her arrogance. This only seemed to excite my Daddy, so even though it was plain that Diane didn't like me, I couldn't help but get excited as well.

Within moments of this hot abuse starting, Daddy started to groan and buck on the chair. His orgasm piled down my throat, hot jizz sliding perfectly and piling up in my young barely legal tummy.

Diane, smiling eagerly, licked her hand with a soft, pink tongue. Daddy looked down at me, tussling my hair slightly.

“Very good, girl. Very good. I may decide to keep you around, after all.”

The idea that he wouldn’t hadn’t even entered my mind. Even as I felt warmth from his Daddy load inside my good little girl body, I felt fear strike my heart.

I would have to serve as well as possible to keep his attention and good favor.

* * * * * 
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OUR DUTIES WERE NOT entirely sexual, of course. Daddy had a small household—just myself, Diane, and him. As a result, it was necessary for his two slaves to accomplish the entirety of the menial tasks like laundry, cooking, and cleaning. 

So, the next day, I found myself on the floor, in my tiny cleavage-baring uniform, next to Diane. We were bent over on the floor, scrubbing away with thick, head-sized yellow sponges. Both of us were in high heels and on our knees. The hems of our tiny uniforms just barely slipped past the delicious curves of our asses. As we worked, the edges of the uniform slid up our legs slowly. I self-consciously tugged mine down from time to time. Diane seemed content to let hers slide up to around her waist. Her ass was absolutely amazing. If mine were as good, I think I wouldn’t have thought twice about revealing it either. 

I had thought, at first, that Diane was a Yoron girl. Her golden hair was one of their trademarks as a race, after all, as was her seemingly naturally submissive nature. But later on, I noticed the pale violet color of her eyes—a trademark exclusively to Nator girls. This would explain, also, her eagerness for subservience. Nators were notoriously hard to break, but once they broke, they stayed broken, and often became some of the harshest taskmasters around for new indoctrinates. Diane's incredibly bust and wide, ready-for-pregnancy hips also testified to the fact of her heritage: Nators were known for their womanly ability in the area of fertility.

After an hour of dedicated work, we were allowed a five minute break. We slumped next to one another against the wall. Already we had become friendly with one another’s touch. This was quite normal. Slaves loved touching, to be touched. It gave us sublime comfort in our souls, and eased our tired bodies.

It didn't matter to me, very much, how vicious she had been when pleasing Daddy the night before. I knew she had done so purely out of a desire to please him. And, as my only true desire was to do the same, how could I be angry with her? If I wanted to be treated more nicely, I would have to earn that treatment day by day, service by service. 

Very quickly, our hands had interlaced. For slaves, this was not quite as intimate a gesture as it was for others. It was, as I said, a way to transfer comfort and well-being. The way that you might smile at a stranger on a train and let them know you were having a harried day, too. 

In our hour of work, we had covered only half the floor. It was layered with stains from cooking oils and strange residue from spices.

“I have let Master’s house become in quite the disarray in your absence,” Diane joked.

I laughed softly. “Soon, it will all be clean. And then we will start again.”

After a minute or more of silence and touching, she asked what seemed to have been on her mind this whole time.

“Do you like this? Do you like serving your Daddy?”

I have to admit I had not been expecting this question. She knew the answer was yes, of course—it would have to be, otherwise I wouldn't have been sold as a slave at all.

“O-of course I do. Serving Daddy is all I could aspire to as a woman.”

“Don’t feed me that nonsense. I know you know it’s sick, it’s wrong. You don’t have to lie to me.”

I gulped. This was a surprise. I wondered only briefly how she was able to ask the question in that manner at all. I wanted to be honest, but also, I knew that sometimes slaves could try to manipulate others—would try to gain favor by doing so.

“I-I want to obey,” I said again. “I love my Daddy.”

She slid in and pushed a hand up over my thigh. “Come on, sweetie. You can tell me the truth. I mean, like, as far as I’m concerned? You’re my big sister. You belonged to Daddy first. I just want us to be on the same page. If that’s really, truly how you feel, that’s great. I’ll make sure it’s how I feel too. But if it’s not...I mean...”

I wavered. She was so pretty, and I had so much stress built up in my body from all the work from the day and the sale to my father.

“I...I don’t know,” I admitted finally. “I’m with him, and it’s great. It’s so, so good. His cock is so delicious, and I love to take him into my body. But...you're right. It does feel sick. It feels so wrong. I didn’t think I would ever have to sleep with my father, Diane. I just...if I could be with a different Master, if that was a choice of mine, I would take it. But...it's wonderful that it's not. I am happy to serve.”

I leaned into her body for support. She slipped her arms around me, hugging me tight. 

“It’s okay,” she whispered in my ear. “It’s all okay. I won’t tell. I’m here for you. I’m here.”

Fool that I was, I believed her.

* * * * *
[image: image]


AS THE DAY WENT ON, I found my trust in Diane rising and rising. More than once, she corrected my form on orders of straightening and cleaning. While what I had done was technically correct, for example—like picking up Master’s coat and replacing it into the hallway closet—it was not always actually correct. Master preferred some things out for ease of access and use, and some things in a stately order of disarray to make himself feel more at home, and not living in some museum. 

Dinner was prepared by Diane and I, both. We made roast with whipped potatoes and a small side of cranberry salad. A simple meal, but one that Daddy enjoyed thoroughly. 

When six in the evening arrived, we were fully ready to serve dinner to Daddy. Of course, we were dressed in our evening outfits—Diane in gorgeous soft pink lingerie with a tight g-string, and myself in a lacy white teddy with soft elbow-length gloves. So arranged, we served dinner to Daddy, kneeling at his feet after delivering his food to him at the dining room table. Or rather, I stayed kneeling, and quickly Diane was called into his lap to stroke his cock and serve him his dinner, bite by bite, with the use of a fork. I looked on, fingering my cunt slowly as Daddy had ordered me.

“Daddy,” said Diane, in between serving bites, about halfway through the meal. “I’ve got some troubling news for you.”

Daddy seemed amused by this. Right away, I heard alarms ringing in my head—what was she talking about? What news could she have gotten? I was with her all day.

“It’s Leandra, Daddy. She’s been...well. I hate to say it, but Daddy? She’s been really naughty lately.”

Daddy appeared puzzled. His hand slipped up into Diane’s cunt, and she started to moan gently, clearly cumming already.

She was so incredibly well-trained. Even I didn't know if I could cum right away from my Daddy's touch. But god, I wanted to. As she shuddered, calming down, her hand still stroked up and down his huge cock in obedient fashion.

“Whatever do you mean, Diane? How could Leandra have been bad? I haven’t seen her be anything but a very good girl for Daddy.”

“That’s right, Master,” said Diane, eagerly stroking Daddy’s cock, leaning hard against his body. “She told me so many filthy, awful things about being your slave. She clearly doesn’t deserve it. She said she would serve another man if she got the chance.”

He sighed slowly, half in pleasure from her consistent stroking, but also half in obvious disappointment. Right away, he would know that Diane was telling the truth. She—just like myself—could not lie to him.

“That’s very distressing news,” said Daddy, turning to me. “Very distressing. You know, I was very eager to have you here.”

“I...” I struggled with the sudden tears in my eyes, not knowing how to protest. I had said those things, but I thought it was safe, I thought it was just to vent. I didn’t have any notion of truly disobeying my Daddy—not at all! I would die first! How could I make him understand? How could I make this right, so that he would love me with his perfect MasterDaddy cock once more?

“How...” Daddy moaned, Diane continuing her hot work on his cock. “H-how do you think we ought to proceed, Diane? You seem to have some ideas.”

“I don’t think you should fuck her pussy at all until she agrees to be a good girl for real, Daddy.” Diane kissed his chin, still casting me superior, haughty looks. “I think you should make her suffer a little, for making you suffer.”

“Yes. That’s a good idea. I like that.”

He stood up then, carelessly letting Diane fall down to the ground. His long, hard meat wagged before my face.

“We have to teach you that your will doesn’t matter,” he said to me. “I didn’t want to be so harsh with my baby girl, but you leave me no choice.”

He was not gentle. In short order, he stood me up and stripped the tiny white panties off my tight young bottom. Pushing my head down on the table with one hand, he slapped my ass hard with the other. Pain exploded through my bottom—pain, and pleasure too. I was trained to like whatever my Master gave me, even strikes. Even if that Master was my Daddy.

“I’m sorry, Daddy!” I moaned.

He slapped my ass again, and then again. 

“I’m s-so sorry, Daddy!”

“Not good enough,” he grunted, spanking me even harder still. I could hear his heavy breathing, the way he exerted himself as he spent his energy on my punishment.

“I’m so, so s-sorry, Daddy! Please, hit me again!”

Turning my head, I could see his cock leaking precum all over the floor. Next to him, Diane looked on with fierce eagerness in her eyes.

“You should fuck her in the ass, Sir,” she suggested calmly. “She’s a virgin there. They didn’t train her for it at all.”

This interested him a great deal. “Is that right, baby girl? Have you not been fucked in the ass the entire time you were trained?”

I gulped, nodding. “She’s right. They didn’t even use a dildo on me. Th-they said that most new Masters don’t even want to do it, so there wasn’t a point.”

Diane must have known that too, of course. Probably she wasn't trained in the ass either, at least not at first.

“Well, I want to do it. How about that?”

“That...th-that’s wonderful, Daddy.” I spread my legs out, trying to show my complete compliance. “Please, fuck my ass?”

“Let me get you all wet for her, Daddy,” Diane moaned. “I want to do it so you’ll have everything you want. I want you to go into her virgin asshole easy, Daddy. It’s what you deserve.”

Her eyes were full of zeal, so obviously in love with our Daddy. In some ways, I felt jealous of her inherent understanding of everything that was right and true when it came to servicing him. I don’t know that I had the same feelings at all, but her life seemed rather uncomplicated in that area. 

Smiling, he pushed Diane down to her knees slid his already quite hard cock down his blonde slave's throat. 

“Touch yourself,” he commanded me. “Get yourself wet while I fuck this slave's mouth.”

“Y-yes, Daddy.”

I watched as Diane pushed her thick lips over the thick, hard shaft of Daddy’s cock expertly. She was very good at this. 

It shames me to say it, but I was turned on as I watched them, and would have been even if I hadn't been touching myself. Diane’s body was so tiny and sexy, so perfectly muscled in all the right places, and her tits were so very large as they crushed against Daddy’s hairy, manly legs. Very soon, my pussy was dripping wet.

If Daddy wanted to fuck my cunt, he would have found an easy entrance.

But he didn’t want my cunt...he wanted my asshole. His cock fully wet now with Diane's slobber and love, he exited her mouth and began to push into my tight rear hole.

“N-no, wait,” I moaned, feeling his thick, turgid head spread into my most sacred entrance. “P-please, Daddy, go slow, you’re s-so big, and I-I...ohhhh!”

No willing to wait in the slightest, he slid his lubricated cock deep down into my virgin asshole.

“Oh god, Daddy! Dadddeeeeee!”

Broken in half. That’s how I felt. The enormity of his cock was too much for my tiny entrance, even with as lubricated as Diane had made him. I screamed in pain from his rushed, quick entrance, but the pain wasn’t because I didn’t want it. Pain is just pain—I just wasn’t used to such a perfectly huge mass of flesh being pushed so hard into my tight teenage asshole.

I wanted it, though, make no mistake. I wanted my Daddy’s cock in my ass. Even though I still felt it was terribly wrong, and even though huge sections of my brain were positively scandalized by what he did to me, I could not stop wanting what my Daddy was pushing into me. I wanted more. He drove into me harder, harder, harder. 

As he fucked my fragile asshole, he continued to slap my ass, spanking me more powerfully than ever. Or if he didn't spank me, he grabbed my thick tits, grinding his rough hands into their soft surface, just like he had earned.

His load was already warmed up by Diane's work, and so it wasn't long before I felt his pistoning movements speed up, becoming almost automatic as he completely lost himself in fuck the ass of his daughter. 

“Oh god, Daddy!” I moaned. “Oh god, yes! Get it! Take my ass, please!”

“Do it, Daddy!” Diane begged. “Please do it! Please unload in her! I want to see it, Master!”

Finally, with Diane cheering him on all the while, he came into my asshole. Even while he still spasmed inside of me, thick gobs of cum leaked out from my tiny, violated asshole, running in streaks down my legs. His rough hands ran over my tiny, tight body, letting me know how strong he was even after completely emptied.

Slowly, he exited me, pulling me up by the hair as he did. His mouth pressed against my ear.

“What do you have to say, Leandra? Will you be good?”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moaned eagerly. So desperate to prove that I wanted him. “I’ll be so good for you. Only for you. I belong to you, Daddy.”

I could only hope somehow to prove that to him once and for all.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT MORNING, AFTER I had recovered and eaten breakfast, Daddy called me into his study. Diane tried to follow me in, but she was quickly rebuffed by Daddy. 

“No, Diane. You wait outside.”

She pouted, but complied. In a few moments, I was sitting down in front of his desk, on my knees, ass on my heels. I wore a tiny violet corset and a pair of black, frilly-laced panties. Black patent leather pump heels adorned my feet, and my long thick hair tumbled down my back in luscious fashion. Despite all her manipulations, Diane had actually helped me get dressed and to do my hair—as if she knew that making me look hot for Daddy was what was best for all of us.

“How may I serve you, Daddy?”

For several moments, he just looked at me. I tried to be as presentable as possible, wanting to show him that I enjoyed his eyes on me. I did, despite all my reservations. 

Eventually, though, he stood up and walked over to his bookshelf. In the middle of the shelf was an ornate box with a gold lock. After unlocking it, he beckoned that I attend him and look inside. 

The interior of the box was a red velvet shell. Inside was a small helmet and a remote. Slowly, fear entered my stomach. My breasts, so proud and round, pushed tightly against my tiny corset as I breathed harder and harder.

“This is the Device. Are you familiar with it?”

I gulped, nodding. He waited for a proper response.

“Yes, Daddy.”

“I’m very disappointed in your lack of enthusiasm, Leandra. I want you to be enjoying yourself. I want you to be the properly good slave I was promised. And yet, you continue to disobey. You act sullen.”

“I-I’m so sorry, Daddy. I’ll try better. I’ll do better, please? I’m s-so sorry—”

With a gesture, he silenced me.

“That is the whole problem. All this talk of “sorry” and “trying.” What good is that to me? What good is your trying? I bought a slave, Leandra. Not a trier. I bought obedience, not apologies. And yet which do you provide me with? I thought you were supposed to pride yourself in your true service.”
That stung. He knew it would sting—he wanted to hurt my feelings. He wanted to goad me into a little bit of anger, I think. If I was angry at him, then I wouldn’t be so full of self-pity. 
My Daddy is such a smart man.

He tapped the helmet with one finger. “If I turn this on, all those disobedient thoughts will melt away. Of course, you’ll also be a shell of your former self. Is that what you want?”

“No, Daddy! I want to be good, I do.”

“It would be so very easy to turn it on...” He ran his finger along the edge of the helmet. “I think I might like you as a mindless little whore. A fuckpet for me to do with whatever I desire. There wouldn’t be all this indecision all the time. All this resistance.”

I could see his bulge coming forward in his pants. The idea did excite him...and so, naturally, it excited me. I was obedient in every way.

“Stroke me,” he said. “Stroke me while I think about you as a mindless little fuckpet.”

Much as the thought disturbed me, it also turned me on. The notion of him wiping me completely clean did have a certain appeal for someone as hard-wired to serve as I was. And more than that, the thought of making him hard, of stroking him until he came, was even hotter. To make him want that, even if I wasn’t sure that I wanted it...to encourage the man in charge of my life to completely fuck me over...god, my cunt was dripping!

Quickly I had his pants unbuttoned. Soon, my hand slid over his cock. Once again I was struck by how big his meat looked when compared to my tiny hands. 

An idea occurred to me suddenly. A way that I could prove my devotion. I pushed forward onto his body, snuggling close. 

“D-do it, Daddy,” I said slowly. “Please?”

He shifted, somewhat surprised. “What?”

“Do it. Use the device on me.” I stroked harder now, faster. His precum covered his shaft. “I want you to, please? Please, Daddy?”

“Why?”

“I don’t want you to ever worry about me disobeying ever again. Put it on my head.”

He didn't need much convincing. As I stroked him still, making him ever harder, he slipped the helmet over my head. It fit securely, the interior soft. Right away he powered on the remote. The helmet vibrated around my skull; sort of like how it feels to press your head against a car door during a long trip. 

“Yesss,” I moaned, stroking him harder. “You can do it, Daddy. You can do anything. You’ve already made your little girl into your daughterslave. You’ve already made me want to be mindless for you, Daddy. You’re so strong. You could do anything to me. Anything at all.”

“Anything,” he repeated dumbly, stroking the remote. 

“Please?” I closed my free hand on his on the remote, perfectly serious. If he wanted to wipe my mind, I wanted him to. “I’m so sorry I wasn’t good before. I want to be good for you. I want to do what you want, Daddy, I do! I just needed some adjustment, and it was so scary getting here because I knew you and I was so terrified I would disappoint you. But I know that’s not good enough. I know you’ll just have to wipe my mind totally, so that you can be totally sure.”

His face finally seemed to relent. He knew what I was doing, trying to convince him to keep me whole by trying to convince him to wipe my mind. And he liked that effort—he appreciated it. 

Softly, staring deep into my loving, gleeful eyes, he came all over my legs, his perfect seed spreading down my thighs. I could not help but want it to have spilled higher up, and inside of me. Then, he’d know that my loyalty was beyond question. Then he’d know I was such a good girl for him that I wanted to get pregnant by his seed alone.

“Come here,” he said, pulling me close. “My good little girl. My good girl. Come here. I’ve got you now.”

* * * * *
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THE FOLLOWING SUNDAY was a game day. In the Colosseum in the middle of Talnesha, a troupe of armed warriors fought a collection of bears and wolves with tempered steel maces and swords. These warriors were like rock stars to Talneshan culture. If they did well enough in these little displays of force, eventually they would be moved up to fight one-on-one with other fighters in non-lethal combat. And if they did well in those tournaments, then they would eventually move up to games where mortality was on the line.

Daddy had invited over four of his closest friends. He wanted to show me off to them. 

So far, he still hadn't fucked my cunt. I knew he was waiting to do it on a day that was sure to be special. Still, I couldn't help but continue to drop hints about how eager I was to get pregnant from his seed, to feel his throbbing cock fill me up with his virile womb-blessing seed.

Diane had told me already that she was dead-certain they were going to want to fuck me. Probably all as a group, too. They had done it every last week to Diane since she had been bought.

Ever since that day with the helmet, Diane and I had gotten along better and better. She was almost cordial to me at that point.

I knew all of them, of course. I had grown up with them almost as much as I had with my Daddy. There was Bryant, his best friend and our neighbor. He was a tall, single man who worked as a butcher not far from where we lived. 

There was Dr. Jarvis, our family practitioner. He and Daddy had become close after my mother died; Dr. Jarvis made many regular calls to the house after that. It’s possible, like Daddy, that he had been harboring a crush on me for some time. That was possible for all of the men, actually. He was a skinny man of average height, with his balding hair kept cut close to his head.

Then, finally, there were Hurrain and Harrell, the step-brothers who worked at the local steel mill. Hurrain was a supervisor now, and Harrell was a safety specialist, but both had worked for dozens of long years with their hands, building up stack after stack of muscle on their burly, hairy frames. 

“Good to see you boys,” said Daddy. “Come right in! There’s enough for everyone. Enough of everything.”

They knew my father as Cal, the once-poor tradesman who had struck it rich with his recent dealings with the nation of Imperial Hundret. Each of them were true friends—having offered my father money when he was down. He had turned down all of it, of course, not wanting the interplay of commerce, loaning, and lending to get in between their friendships. It had turned out to be a good decision.

All of his friends arrived shortly before noon, right as the pre-show was playing on the television. Apparently, all of them already knew Diane, greeting her with either a kiss or a slap on the ass. For me, they showed more restraint, not quite sure how Daddy wanted them to react to the presence of his daughter as a slave. 

That he held such control over these men excited me. Truly, he was an alpha stud in every respect.

Shortly, they were all seated in front of the television. Diane and I were dressed in identical maid outfits—tiny dresses that flared out around our thighs, complete with frilly white aprons and low-dipping cleavage-baring necklines. Our collars could be seen easily on the lines of our elegant, sexy necks, and our hair was arranged in matching, flowing styles. The only difference was the color—mine so thick and dark, and Diane’s so luxurious and golden. Otherwise, both of us had our hair pinned up in an ornate assembly atop our heads with long thick tails of hair sliding down our finely muscled backs. Little locks of hair framed our sexy faces, perfectly made-up just to serve these men.

And serve them we did. As the game began, we each came out with a tray of drinks and food, giving these males what they had earned after working so hard all week. They stared openly down our dresses, and we made sure to bend over for extra-long amounts of time to let them know we had no problem with that. They could look at our cleavage, or stare at our barely covered pussies and asses. We loved it all.

Eventually, half-time arrived. The games of the day included four fights, and so now two of them were done. Diane and I came out to refresh everyone’s drinks with new beers straight from the fridge. 

All five men were now properly tipsy on the long couch in the middle of the living room. I could feel their eyes on me—even more than they were on Diane, I noticed with no small amount of arrogance.

“She’s a beauty, Cal,” said Hurrain, stroking his beard. “I can hardly believe that’s Leandra all grown up.”

“Me neither,” said Harrell. “I used to bounce her on my knee. Now, look at her. Trained like that.”

“I’d like to give her another kind of bouncing altogether,” said Hurrain, slapping me on the ass and then letting his hand stay there, toying with the slender lace of my panties. His steel mill hands were rough on my smooth skin.

Bryant leaned forward. “Say, can we take a turn with you?”

“I offer no objections,” I said. My manner was serene, but my pussy pulsed with need at the thought. “But the decision is for my Master to make, not I.”

Daddy had ordered me to call him Master in front of others; there was some notion of decorum left in him, after all. Perhaps he didn’t want them to think about how he was my Daddy, and how close all of them were to being the same thing. They had all helped to raise me with my Mother gone. Now, they leered at me openly, drunk, wanting to ride my body and give me the fucking that I had so justifiably earned from being such a good slave.

“Sure, boys,” said Daddy. “You all have a turn with her.”

No one moved, however.

“What are you, shy?” Daddy smiled, standing up. “Fine, then.”

He took me by the hair and dragged me over to the table, pushing me down on table. My tits smashed on the crackers and cheese I had laid only only a half-hour before. 

His cock was already hard. I heard the other four gasp when they saw it. Before, when they all took a turn with Diane, Daddy had stayed out of it. He had kept his special cock hidden from them, waiting for me. And now, all his friends, all these men I grew up with, they knew for certain now that he was bigger than them, better. He was my Daddy. 

And now, the moment I had been waiting for. My Daddy's huge meat pushed deep inside my sopping wet cunt. I gasped with sudden, complete orgasm, my mind blissing out from feeling him inside of me so completely. I was a perfect fit for his huge cock. My tight, red hot cunt wrapped around him perfectly, clenching down, coaxing him to fuck me more and more. 

“Aren’t any of you going to fill her mouth, boys?” asked Diane. “She needs it so bad.”

She slipped next to Dr. Jarvis, cooing and smiling. “Look at her, Sir. Doesn’t she need your cock in your mouth? I bet she’d only protest a little bit...”

That excited him, all right. He stood up then, dropped his pants, and slid his cock around my lips.

“You like that?” he asked. “You want my cock?”

“O-oh, Sir!” I moaned, playing up my resistance just a bit. “I...I’m not sure, Sir...perhaps you shall have to teach me to enjoy it? My mouth is so delicate and unlearned, Sir, and—”

Apparently, that was all he needed to hear. His hardening rod pushed past my plush lips and right away his hands were deep in my hair. He fucked my mouth hard, driving his hips into the action. As he did, my Daddy continued to fuck my unprotected pussy. 

“Come on,” said Diane, now on Bryant’s arm. “You could fuck her ass. All they’d have to do is move her over a little bit, and you could slip right in...fucking that hot, barely legal slave ass. Wouldn’t you like that?”

Apparently, he very much would. In seconds, he was up, slapping Daddy and Dr. Jarvis on the arms. Nodding, they readjusted me, just with the power of their big, strong, man arms. I was twisted around so that I was face up, and lowered down toward the floor and onto Bryant’s big veiny cock. It somehow felt even deeper than Daddy fucking me before. The extra weight of gravity, and my greater ability to take a cock in my asshole now that Daddy had done it so often, made me that much better of a fuckpet slave for him.

“Oh, Sirs!” I moaned, playing it up. I wanted them to feel like I was surprised, like I was resisting just a bit...but they could tell easily by my juicing cunt, my spasming orgasmic body, that I was desperate for their cock.

Just as I got used to the feeling of his thick rod spreading up into that most forbidden entrance, Daddy pushed into my cunt, and right after that, Dr. Jarvis plunged his hard, saliva-soaked cock back into my mouth again. 

All three of my holes were full now, full entirely of the cocks of these men I had known my whole life. I could barely do anything—I was just a vessel for their cocks, an entrance to all of them. Completely dehumanized and objectified. I loved it. This was what a slave was meant to do. Hurrain and Harrell slid up next to me and I wrapped my hands around their thick, hard cocks, stroking as hard as I could. It was hard to breath with Dr. Jarvis's cock stuffing into my mouth so strongly. Sometimes the other three men fucked me so hard that I forgot where I was, and my hands only kept stroking on the step-brothers’ cocks by the force of the fucking that I was under.

My mouth slid over loosely the hardened knob of Dr. Jarvis. He had administered medicine to me when I was very young; gave me my first flu shot. Now, the cock of my old doctor was driving my mouth up his shaft. I moaned, hoping to coax hot, fresh precum down my throat. 

It worked. In fact, it worked for all of them. They all wanted to cum. I could feel their precum sliding over my hands, into my cunt, my asshole, from all five men. They were all so fucking turned on, and just for me. Out of the corner of my eye, past the seeming forest of manflesh and cocks that surrounded me, I saw Diane obediently fingering her cunt as she watched.

“Fuck,” said Dr. Jarvis. “I can’t hold out. Are we cumming together?”

“Just go whenever,” grunted Bryant, on the bottom of the pile. “I can’t hold out either, and—oh, f-fuck!”

Just like that, he started to cum up my asshole. It was so thick, so warm, so potent and good. Not as hot as my Daddy's cum, but still, it was absolutely perfect. The rest soon followed his actions, unloading like he did. When I felt the first wave of cum, I orgasmed immediately, like an obedient slave, and this must have only excited the other men.

Hurrain and Harrell sprayed all over my tits. Dr. Jarvis seemed content for a moment to shove his spasming cock down my throat further, but then he decided to pull out and spray all over my tits as well, mixing his cum with that of the other two men. It was so hot, so perfect to have my tiny young body slathered in their seed.

But best of all was when Daddy came, finally he came! Right inside my pussy, my slavecunt, my babymaking womb. It was just for him—made just for him.

There was no protection. He came into me knowing full well how fertile I was, how perfectly capable I was of getting pregnant from any load inside of my cunt.

For a moment, everyone just breathed hard, looking at the cum-covered angel they had before them. I swallowed for several moments, trying to take down all of Dr. Jarvis’s cum.

“Thank you, Sirs,” I breathed, grinning. “Thank you for letting me serve you.”

* * * * *
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THEY FUCKED ME ALL day long—through the rest of the games. I was much more entertaining than anything at the Colosseum When they tired of me, they fucked Diane, and she screamed like a siren for them; just for them. 

But only my Daddy fucked my cunt. He wanted to be the one to get me pregnant. He wanted to be sure it was his baby inside me.

Now, it's some time later, and Daddy can be absolutely sure of what he's accomplished. Both Diane and I have big, thick baby bumps now. Being a slave is so very good. We want this life for anyone, even those closest to us. My Daddy never doubts me anymore, and I never doubt myself either. I serve him and love him with all my heart.

Diane and I both love to serve our Daddy.

# # #
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Sold! Property of the Taboo Princes
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I was ready.

I knelt, bound, before my two dark-skinned princes. They would have me. The two imperial brothers, so perfectly muscular and handsome, would do whatever they wanted with me in this opulent palace bedroom.

And I would welcome every last, dirty, deviant act that they could dream of. My limbs bound with thick, soft ropes. My tightly toned ass desperate to be spanked with the crop I had given them. My entire lusciously curved body ached for their manhood, their princehood, to fill my needy holes. 

I was ready...

* * * * *
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I SAW IT FIRST, LIKE you would see anything in a helicopter, from a distance. Even from far away, it was a gleaming white mountain of luxury shining out to the heavens. My heart caught in my throat, and I struggled to maintain my composure. 

There. There would be my new home.

It would be understatement to say that I was adequately prepared for the opulence of the Palace Imperial. The majestic structure was home to the entire upper echelon of society in Bande, capital of Imperial Hundret. 

Normally, the trip to the fifteenth level of the Palace Imperial was a process that could take individuals their entire lifetimes, never once earning the right to step foot inside the most sacred level of imperial privilege. I, a slave from Talnesha, arrived straight at the top on my first visit there, and all thanks to the Guild of Service.

The small helicopter I traveled in set down slow and steady. When we touched the ground, it was as smooth a landing as any could have been. 

I was dressed simply—my lithe, toned form covered in a slight wine-colored gown with a scooping neckline went out of its way to enhance the swell of my already substantial breasts. My hair, pure Talneshan brown, but braided in the Imperial Hundret style, dangled down to nearly my waistline. 

When I stepped out from the helicopter, I was greeted by a small, thin Hundret woman with dark brown skin and a gorgeously arranged curly hair. The day outside was a little windy, but only just, and the flowers arranged on her business suit waved slightly as she approached. The helipad we landed on was above a large series of apartments, all featuring with the white marble pillars and arches of the Hundret style. I could see satellite dishes and antennae on some of the roofs. Bordering the helipad were thick rosebushes, their red flowers apparently quite sturdy to stand up to the whipping winds conjured up by the landing helicopter. 

The woman held out a hand to greet me. Immediately, I knelt and kissed it.

Being taller than her, with longer legs and considerably higher-heeled shoes on my feet, no doubt she saw it as something of an erotic gesture. As I had no idea who she might be—even my new owner, possibly—I very much wanted to leave the potential of my eroticism available to her. That was what I had been trained for, after all.

“Welcome to the Palace Imperial, Francesca,” she said, voice as smooth as silk. “We’ve been anticipating your arrival highly.”

“Thank you, Madam,” I said. These were the first words I had spoken in my new service, and I thought them good enough. “You are very kind to meet me here.”

“Madam, is it?” she laughed. “I’ll take it, though my name is Margot. Stand, please. We’ve arranged a suite for you at the other end of the Palace.”

I followed her through the large arches at the end of the helipad, and right away we entered a long hallway full of mirrors and portraits of Emperors past. To my pleasure, I recognized many of them; my extra efforts toward my education of their culture had paid off.

The Palace Imperial, as it was called, was built on top of a large hill in the middle of the Imperial capital, Bande. The walls of Bande had stood in place for nearly a thousand years, never giving way to any intruder nor insurrection. Even in the past century, with the advent of air power and artillery fire and all manner of immense bombs, Bande had remained unscathed. 

As such, so had the Palace Imperial and its fifteen levels. Each level stood on top of the last in a sort of long, gigantic staircase, with the bottom level being the widest and longest. Every step, except for the top, featured two sections, equally divided. Half of the level was open to the air above, and the other half—falling beneath the “step” of the level above it—was underground. The underground workers were largely menial or utilitarian—butchers, janitors, handymen, electricians, grocers. Anything and anyone who kept the Imperial Capital running. The outside levels, on the other hand, renowned for their beautiful gardens, opulent water fountains, and spectacular views of the river and mountains just beyond the city’s limits, were reserved entirely for people of “status.” Dignitaries, ambassadors, lobbyists, bankers, visiting royalty and the like all made their homes there. 

In this way, it was easy to discover what a person’s social standing was just by asking them where they lived. The fifteenth level underground (or “in step,” as it was known), for example, gave a person a higher status than the first level in step, but a lower status than the first level outside, or “out of step.”

The Palace Imperial was an immense building, built over a period of hundreds of years by thousands of laborers. Some freemen, some indentured, some outright slaves such as myself—though of course, not processed like myself. That sort of slavery—for labor—had long ago been outlawed in every state of Aurona.

The process was reserved more for engendering feelings of obedience and love of service in concubines and other such pleasure slaves. There was no real requirement for slaves of labor to feel love for their Masters, and with their lifespan so short (and often, tragically, shortened) no practical use for it either. And so, even though the process that had trained me to be so perfectly loving and obedient had been borne out from taskmasters trying to find the perfect manner in which to break the mind of a laboring slave, it was now reserved only for slaves such as I—made entirely for the pleasure of the men or women who owned us. 

From what I had understood of my many lessons of Hundret culture, more than twenty percent of their economy for nearly a century had been devoted to building this enormous palace. Considering that, during that entire time, Imperial Hundret had spread its arms farther and longer than almost any other nation, and had managed to remain a strong player on the international stage for that entire time—putting down the Brickhill Rebellions (or two of them, at any rate) and fielding the largest land army in the second Eastern War—this was no small feat.

At the end of the long open hall of mirrors, Margot stepped into a portrait and roughly pushed it aside. We stepped together into a much smaller hallway, painted blue, which I assume Margot thought was more private, as she only then began to speak to me. 

“I assume you have been told of your situation? You are now to be owned by royalty.”

“Yes, Madam. Or rather, I had inferred as such.”

“What were you told, exactly?”

“It was a silent auction. I had merely been informed, as was no more than my right, that a member of the highest station of Imperial Hundret had purchased me for his use.”

“I see. Then you don’t know quite everything. Your situation...” she stopped briefly, putting a hand to her head, “it is rather...unique.”

“I wouldn’t know, Madam. Politics are not my realm.”

“Neither are they mine. But I do pay attention, these days.” She paused, peering at me curiously. “So, you are perfectly prepared to serve two men at once?”

“I have been trained in all manner of lovemaking and pleasure, including service to two men at once. A slave has many holes, after all.”

She raised an eyebrow at this. Perhaps I had been too crude. My Trainer, Cochran, liked for us to talk dirty. To admit that we were nothing without cock in us, that we were made only for our three holes and to make babies. I had assumed, initially, that he liked this because all men liked this.

“That is not precisely what I meant,” said Margot. “By serving two men at once, I mean, specifically, that you will have two Masters at once. This is something they trained you for, also?”

The idea was rather foreign to me. “Do you mean I will have one Master and then quickly one after that?”

Margot had been perfectly clear. I think I said this only to try and negotiate with the notion in my head for a moment. 

“Not at all. I mean it as I said. Two masters at once.” She gripped my arm. “At the same time, two Masters.”

“...I see.”

“So, they did not train you for that?”

“No, Madam.”

We finally arrived at my quarters. Across from the door was a small entry out into a balcony, beyond which were the Hule Mountains. Their wide, sweeping expanse was evident even through the small vantage I had through the door. 

Inside, the room I had was small, but lusciously furnished. There was a wide bed at one end. Across from that was a velvet lined couch, the top of which was brocaded with some manner of gold cord. Thick black buttons the size of thumbnails dotted over the top of the back. On the opposite wall stood a tall chest-of-drawers, made from oak, I think, though it could have been cherry or walnut. I am not all that educated in the realms of that particular manner of wood. It would have held all the clothes I had easily in just one small corner of one of its drawers. I had no idea what to do with the rest of all that storage space. 

Indeed, I had little idea what to do with the entire room. I had forgotten that so much personal space could be allotted for anyone, let alone a slave. 

“...extravagant,” I said softly.

Margot raised an eyebrow. “What was that?”

“Nothing, Madam. Nothing important.”

“Very well.” She straightened. “As you are not familiar with the nature of your service, would you like for me to fill you in?”

“If it please you, Madam.”

Somehow, if it were possible, she straightened further. I got the impression that she was going to help me understand not because she particularly cared for me or my presence, but because the notion of someone not understanding some central role of theirs arrived to her as offensive. 

“Well. There are two Imperial Princes here, as you must know, both technically the sons of Emperor Horace. Prince Cullen, he’s the elder, and Prince Frederik. They have been feuding for some time, mostly over who is the rightful heir to the Imperial Throne. Are you aware of this?”

“No, Madam.”

“It’s required information in these quarters. No doubt you will be asked to take a side. I suggest you do your best not to.”

“How is there a dispute? I thought...”

I trailed off, realizing that really, I shouldn’t think about it at all. A slave’s place was to obey, not to think.

“Go on,” said Margot.

“Well. Doesn’t it just go to whoever’s oldest?”

“Normally, yes. Prince Cullen is the offspring from Emperor Horace’s first marriage to the Baroness of Elstuary in the south. When the Baroness died, Gods rest her, the Emperor married the Duchess of Forinsworth, who already had a son, Frederik, who was older than Cullen. There are those who argue that the Duchess’s line is more noble in lineage than that of the Baroness, and besides which, Frederik is the elder of the two available heirs. So, does the line of succession go to the first natural son of the Emperor, or his eldest step-son?”

I took a minute to think that over.

“This is all rather confusing.”

“Yes. Don’t let it bother you too much. I simply didn’t want you to say anything too...off-color. Both princes are quite bristly when it comes to this matter, and being that you are the olive branch that his Imperial Majesty has decided to use to bring the two young men closer together...”

“I see. I will be shared so that they will learn to share. The Emperor bought me to give to them.”

Such arrangements were not entirely uncommon. I had heard of them more with rich estates. Even in those arrangements, however, one man was given primary ownership, and instructed to lend out his new property. 

“Yes. You can see why, then, we spent as much money as you as we did.”

“’We,’ Madam?”

“The Emperor is known to take advice from all comers.” She blushed, just slightly.  “One last thing.”

“Yes, Madam?”

“Two weeks from today, there is to be a ceremony displaying the unification of purpose between the two heirs. Directly after that time, the Emperor will have to choose one or the other of the princes as his heir apparent, but as he would like a stable empire, he wants one of the two to abdicate their position publicly, and swear allegiance to the other.”

“I see...?”

Clearly, I did not see. On a nearby table was a drawing of a small meadow, probably somewhere deep in the mountains. For some reason, I felt a desire—quite short-lived—to flee there. Quickly, I staunched the feeling. I would do my duty, and obey, no matter what.

“We have tried everything to get the two princes to work with one another. Declarations by the Emperor. Trust workshops deep in the Hule Mountains. Pitting them against one another in fight training to let out their aggressions. All of it only served to heighten their desire to destroy the other. Perhaps, if we had another year and an expert psychologist, there would be much we could do, but right now, we are out of time and options.”

“That sounds difficult, Madam. I am sorry.”

Clearly, I still wasn't getting it.

“We have been told you are well-versed in the arts of...persuasion, shall we say?”

“I suppose so, Madam.” It dawned on me suddenly. “You want me to choose which one of the princes to become the Imperial Heir?”

“I did not say that. I merely mean to insinuate that part of your duties are to ensure that someone steps down. They would both be good rulers, and no doubt the threat of the other would be enough to keep them in line. It is up to you to convince one or the other to cooperate.” She walked over to the nearby closet, throwing it open. Inside were an incredible arrangement of shoes, lingerie, and clothing. “Now, let’s get you ready to meet your new owners.”

* * * * *
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THE QUARTERS GIVEN to me were rather larger than what I was used to from training—all I had known during that time was the small four-cornered rooms for learning new skills and disciplines. A slave did not need much space, for example, to kneel in a corner, finger her hot pussy, and repeat the chant of service for hours.

And so, that was how I occupied my time until late afternoon, after unpacking my meager possessions and picking an outfit with Margot for my date that evening with Cullen. 

At the designated time, I slipped into a violet gown with a draping v-neck, revealing all of my bountiful cleavage and considerably toned, soft torso, and had one of the palatial servants guide me to the left out from my room and toward Prince Cullen’s quarters. My tall heels clicked on the marble floors. I noticed, with more than a little satisfaction, that I caught the eye of several of the armed guards and puffed-up dignitaries wandering the halls.

Although in the past month—since I had learned I was to be sold to a person of some importance in Imperial Hundret—I had taken it upon myself to learn quite a bit about their culture and history, I still knew next to nothing about the individual who would own me. Or individuals, as I had found out.

I was a slave, sold as part of the Service Trade, and therefore registered in the Guild of Service. My Trainer, Cochran, was responsible for the finest slaves in the entire continent of Aurona, and known for his ability to create concubines who could easily keep up with the financial arrangements of wealthy businessmen or the deeply complex affairs of highest royalty. 

My own training had enabled me to become a veritable expert in all manners sexual and passionate, and I was excited—after nearly six months of exclusively pleasuring fellow indoctrinate women and Trainer Cochran alone—to finally wrap my mouth around the cock of the stud rich enough to buy me. Trainer Cochran was especially proud of the way I had turned out: my absolute obedience, my attention to every detail, and my efforts in my outward appearance. I caught the highest price he had ever heard of, apparently—and to the most prestigious buyer, back from his home country. 

Prince Cullen's quarters were guarded by large uniformed men with heavy automatic rifles in their hands. Beyond the front door was a short hallway lined with crisply attended-to ferns, fed sunlight from a series of windows overhead. Through the door at the end of the hall, I entered his study, where he was documenting figures off some log sheet.

“Right,” he said, without looking up. “Just a moment. Armies don’t feed themselves, you know. Or, well, they can, but nobody would much like...that...”

He looked up, slowly, eyes widening at my appearance. Warmth spread over me as I felt his approval of my appearance. It was so good to be wanted by your Master.

I was shocked, at first, at how young he was. I had been told he was eighteen, but there are all kinds of eighteen year-olds. I was eighteen, for example. He was the sort who wears his youth as an identity; the kind of athletic young male who you imagine when you think of the prototypical young man. Clean cut, square jawed, broad shoulders, cut from stone. He wore a tight military uniform with red trim, the collars of his shirt dipped in gold. His skin was, rather than the almost onyx, midnight color I had seen so frequently in the halls, a shade of dark brown, with hair that was dark and cut close to his skull.

“Francesca?” he ventured.

Very polite. Most often, an owner simply called a slave what she was—or more nastily-formed names.

“If you wish it, your Highness. I am to be called whatever you desire.”

“I desire to call you by your name, in that case.”

“Then you have it. Francesca, as you said.”

He stood up slowly, walking up to me stiffly. I could see, even with my head tilted down, that he was trying to discern the proper introduction. 

“We need be only as formal as you like, your Highness,” I said, trying to calm him. “There is no real ceremony to owning a slave. Only pleasure, at your discretion.”

From the way he bristled at this, I could tell that I had mis-stepped. 

“Formality is what keeps us from the animals,” he said, his voice as imperious as his office. “Without it, we are nothing more than savages burning to the ground every last beautiful thing we come across.”

“As you say, your Highness. My apologies.”

He seemed to relax slightly. “It’s quite all right. We shall learn one another, I expect.” His hands came out, and then retracted just as quickly. “I very much look forward to learning about you, Francesca.”

“You may touch me, if you wish it, Master. You may do anything at all.”

His hands slid over my shoulders, and then brushed my hair. He tilted my chin upward so that I looked him in the eyes. 

“You are very beautiful,” he said.

“Thank you, your Highness.”

“Do you know that?”

“That I am beautiful?”

“Yes. I’m always curious if women know it about themselves.”

The window nearby was open, and a bird—and then two more—dropped down onto the balcony leading out from it. There was bird seed scattered there. I had to imagine that Cullen enjoyed watching the birds come down to feed as he worked.

“Your average free woman does not, I don’t think,” I said. “She is subjected to a great many ordeals, all of which are in some way based on her pleasant appearance or lack of. But it all boils down to sex, and whether she is any good at it. Rightly or wrongly, this is the basis of much of the interactions of the free world.

“For me, for any slave, it is different. We don’t have to try to be above sex. We are what we were born to be. So yes, I’m very aware that I’m beautiful. But it doesn’t matter to me all that much outside of a way to make you aroused, my Prince.”

“So you don’t care if I call you beautiful?”

“I enjoy your compliments more than almost anything else, my Prince. Feel me, here.” I took his hands to my soft, full breasts. They swelled at his touch, so rough and strong. “Can’t you feel how warm I am? How my heart flutters from your words?”

Touching me so intimately, so soon, clearly bothered him. He pulled his hands away—but slowly. I could not tell whether to be disappointed at his lack of enthusiasm or not. The strings of civility seemed tightly wound around him.

“But you said it doesn’t matter to you.”

“It doesn’t in the way that, perhaps, being royal doesn’t matter to you. But you still enjoy it when I call you my Prince, do you not?”

“I do,” he admitted. “Very much. You say it differently than others do.”

“Others do not carry the affection I do, my Prince. I say it with heat, with arousal, with need, with lust. My Prince. I say it with luster and with the knowledge that finally, at long last, after being trained for so long, I know the vehicle of my obedience. I say it with everything I have...my Prince.”

This had an effect on him. I could see him attending to his bulge in his tight pants. My soft lips made a small “o” shape. I wanted so much to suck his cock, to make him know what perfect service I could provide him.

“I should like to kiss you, young Francesca.”

Nodding eagerly, I stepped forward. My breasts pressed hard against his strong chest. “I would like that very much, your Highness.”

His lips passed over mine, firm and unyielding. Luckily for him, I was designed to yield. My body gave in to his immediately, sliding forward onto his firm man-body. Tenderly, he looped one hand around my waist, curious and probing. I guided it against me harder, urging him to press me into him. I wanted him to smother me with his weight. 

Soon, he led me to the couch, sliding me onto his lap. I could feel the thickness of his manhood, the hardness of it, rubbing into my bottom. I ground harder, but he slowed my motions with a hand on my hips. I pushed my hand into his shirt, hoping to touch his skin, but again he slid me back down, making me wait. From these denials, my desire only became stronger. He was a much more patient person than I, Prince Cullen.

And so we passed many hours then, kissing on his couch, safely and sedately. In truth, I wanted more, so much more, but a slave is patient; and more important, a slave obeys.

* * * * *
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THE NEXT DAY, I WAS scheduled to meet Prince Frederik.

I wore a tight violet dress that generously scooped underneath my breasts, pushing them up toward the air in a fetching manner. The dress was strapless, revealing large portions of my back and all of my shoulders, and to look somewhat dignified as I walked, I draped a long white shawl over my naked shoulders.

When I exited my quarters, Frederik’s own rooms were all the way on the opposite side of that step of the tower, on my right. If you will recall, this was the opposite of where Cullen’s were—to my left. I was, before the time was done, to be in the middle of these two hunks in many more ways than just that one.

The entrance to Frederik's room was covered in long scrolls and giant piles of books. It was hard even to make out where the different doors were. He was not even taking especially good care of his reading materials—old plates littered with half-eaten meals and unfinished bowls of soup were everywhere. I saw bottle after bottle of whiskey and wine filling the floor—one corner was entirely stacked with absolutely licked-clean tumblers. 

A man who enjoyed his drink more than his food or duties, I expected. That was quite all right. I expected, as well, that he would have passions to match his appetites.

When I entered his sitting room, I found him laying upside down on a long couch, sipping acrobatically at a tall glass of whiskey. It was not quite the evening, though outside through the window,  the sun (which I saw only just barely over several large piles of historical books) was setting beautifully. Long purples streaks ruled the sky, cutting through fields of orange. 

He was older than Cullen, nearly twenty-eight, and rather more gruff in his manner and appearance. His hair was shaggy and long, and a thick beard coated his jaw. He was broader, too, with much more man-muscle on him. The sort of thick, dense muscle that was used regularly, like you might see on a warehouse worker or a teamster. His skin was also of a darker color, more of the sort that I had seen more regularly in the empire thus far from my dealings with imperial servants and so forth.

In my studies, I had found that at one point, the color of skin had been almost a symbol of status in Imperial Hundret, much akin to where one lived in-step or out-of-step. Those with darker skin had not ever dared for higher office, and the browner-skinned individuals held most positions of authority, despite never being numerically superior to those with darker skin. This sort of barbarity had been phased out many hundreds of years before, but still some remnants of its ideology remained with the more stubborn and biased individuals. At any rate, it was just one more way to differentiate between the two Princes for me.

“Greetings, your Highness.”

He unrolled himself from his “seat” on the couch, stumbling through a series of books and knocking over several dishes. Miraculously, he kept his glass upright and took another long sip.

“Don’t start with me with all of that nonsense. You’ll call me Frederik, or nothing at all.”

I stayed quiet.

He looked just a bit puzzled. “You do know that means to call me Frederik, right? The second option isn’t really intended to be an option.”

“I...yes, your...Frederick.”

“Is it that hard for you?”

“I am trained to respect those with authority, Si—Frederick. My natural inclination is to bestow upon you a great many titles, so that your complete authority over my every desire, whim, action, and thought is more transparent. And, at the same time, more pleasurable.”

He walked around me, perhaps seeing me for the first time. His hands fluttered through the transparent material of my gown, and he pushed my shawl down. I let him, of course—it was his privilege to touch me as he wished.

“It does make you uncomfortable, doesn’t it? To not call me something.”

“Yes, Ma—Frederick.”

“Very well. You can call me...I don’t know. Sir. Or Sire. How’s that?”

“That would be wonderful, Sire.” My hands came up underneath my breasts, pushing them up fetchingly. “My Sir is so very kind to me.”

“You’re quick.” One hand slid over the twin tops of my cleavage, and I purred with appreciation. “I like that.”

“Thank you, Sire.”

Of course, having seen one now, and then the other, I had to start drawing comparisons.

Frederik was the man; Cullen was the station. Both could use a bit more of either. For Cullen, power was simply the structure of the world, and he existed at the upper echelon of the structure. Strangely, though, with the formality of his training, he was less inclined to use that power. He knew it too well as simply movements and forces, the way I understood an arch in a building as a shape more than I did as something that hands had made.

But for Frederik, power was people. With less of a station, and less formal training in his home country, he had learned that the way to owning others was not by arranging them in this system or structure, but by owning their souls, their hearts. By commanding them with the authority he found in his very presence rather than his birthright. 

Cullen, a natural administrator. Frederik, a natural general. 

“So you’ll just do...whatever and ever?” His fingers pinched down on one nipple. “I could do anything to you. Is that right, slave?”

I nodded, biting my lip just slightly. “Anything at all, Sir.”

He slapped my ass, then.

“Thank you, Sire.”

He slapped harder, no doubt marking my flesh beneath the thin fabric of my tight dress. 

“Thank you, Sire,” I said again.

This seemed to please him greatly. He put his drink down on a bookshelf, ensuring that it wouldn’t spill. 

“Take off your dress.”

I nodded. “Of course, Sir. Thank you, Sir.”

Right away, I moved to do as he asked, and then remembered the zipper in the back. I turned to face him. 

“Would you assist me with this, Sir?”

“Certainly.”

His rough hands grasped the back of my dress. He let the zipper down halfway, and then, holding it firmly, ripped it off my body.

“How’s that?”

My heart was rushing. It was so incredibly hot to feel a man do that to your clothes. Of course, you have thoughts about replacing the clothes—how much it will cost, how much this or that is worth, and so on. But none of that really, actually matters. What matters most in the world is that a man you find desperately attractive has just gone out of his way to bare your body to him. And you want, no matter what, to show him that you appreciate what he’s done.

“Thank you, Sire,” I said softly. I shimmied slightly and let the ripped dress fall to the ground. “My Sir is very kind to show me his strength.”

He seemed not to notice the compliment, looking instead critically at the display I had created for him. 

“You have very large breasts,” he noted.

I breathed in deeply. “Yes, Sir.”

“How is they stay in the air like that? It's not just that bra. It's barely there. You must be very young. How young are you?”

“I am eighteen years of age, Sire.”

“That explains it, then.”

He grabbed one tit, lifting it up and then smiling as it bounced back down into place. His touch sent electric current through my body.

“If I may further explicate, Sire?”

He shrugged, continuing to bounce and play with my thick titties. “Go ahead.”

“All slaves are subjected to a thorough process which alters everything about us, from our thought-patterns to our desired behaviors. A-ah!” He squeezed a nipple roughly. “Thank you, Sire. Our entire body chemistry is rewired for aesthetically pleasing service. So, if, for example, even if I was much older, my breasts would still be this firm and bouncy. Though, it must be said, older slaves do not indoctrinate with as much ease as I did.”

This revelation, or series of revelations, seemed to give him pause.

“They’ve really done a number on your brain, haven’t they?”

“I am thankful for it, Sire. My thoughts are filled with obedience to you. You are the only source of possible stress in my life. How much stresses you out on a given day?”

I wanted to continue on, to explain how no matter his stress, I would gleefully attend his body. There are a great many schools of massage from all around the continent, and my Trainer ensured that I was well-versed in them. But a great cloud suddenly loomed on his face, and, recognizing his displeasure, I ceased all speech and movement.

“And my brother, you mean. My brother,” he spat. “And Cullen, you mean.”

“Sire?”

“Do not fence with me, slave. You are obedient to Cullen as well. Not just me.”

Suddenly, he slapped me. I fell to one knee from the blow, crying out just slightly. The pain licked all of my pleasure circuits, making my cunt wet with need.

“Thank you for the honor of your touch, Sire,” I said, meaning it completely. No slave was complete in his or her process without a severe masochistic streak. “And, may I mention, that should you desire to fuck me...you will have done so before Prince Cullen.”

When the sweet, blissful pain of his slap had left me, I noticed that he had taken his pants all the way down. His cock, proud and hard, stood out in front of him. Right away, instinctively, I began to drool. I wanted him inside me in any way that I could have it.

“Turn around,” he said. His voice was thick with whiskey and with lust.

“Yes, Sire.”

I turned and placed myself on my hands and knees, head arched up, belly drawn into my stomach. His entrance into me was shocking and wonderful. He wasn’t just big—he was enormous. His big black cock filled the entirety of my tight, needy canal, and I could feel my walls tightening down on his throbbing meat with perfect, aching need as he began to thrust in and out of my body. 

Harsh and swift, his hands started to come down on my ass.

“Thank you, Sire!” I moaned with each strike. “Thank you, Sir!”

He struck my ass harder and harder, no doubt bruising my skin. I didn't care. I wanted it. I loved his attention. I wanted the pain. It only fueled my pleasure, fueled my desire to feel his obedience. I knew that to give pain like that, he must have been full of stress. Full of anger and heat. I wanted to be his outlet.

As he spanked me, his thrusts into my tight body only increased. My heavy tits shook harder and harder as his frequency cranked up. The sound of his flesh powering into mine, the sound of my big titties slapping against my body as he took me over completely, filled the air of the study.

Grunting, his slaps began to taper off, and his hands swallowed my waist, pulling me close. With hot, heavy spurts, his cock spasmed inside my cunt and filled me with his seed. 

He would have known I was a fertile slut, made for breeding as much as I was for fucking. Very easily, he could have made me pregnant that very night. I would have welcomed it. I would have thanked him for it with days of blowjobs.

“That’s all,” he said, pulling off and out of me. “That’s all for tonight. No more.”

I could have been mistaken, but it’s possible that in his eyes I saw great terror at what he had done to me. The marks he left on my pristine polished ass. But that could not be—for I had enjoyed every last blow he had given me greater than the one before it. Cried out my thanks every time. For me, the night had gone perfectly, up until the point he told me to leave.

Of course, I obeyed, and left as soon as I had gathered myself and the remains of my tattered clothes around me. I took them up not because I felt shame at my nakedness in the halls, but because I did not wish to dirty his area further.

This Prince would need something of a gentle hand, I decided, to let him know that he was well within his rights to abuse my ass, and any parts of my body, as he wished.

* * * * *
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MY DAYS IN THE PALACE Imperial, at that time, were not especially interesting. Both of the Princes were busy during the day taking care of their Princely duties. I never met the Emperor, and nor did I expect to, consumed as he was with running the entire Empire. As such, I spent most of my time in my quarters, performing my chant and waiting to be called upon. 

The night after Frederik took his privileges with me, Prince Cullen decided that I was to be honored by being called into his quarters. As the dress I had worn with Frederik had such lovely results, I wore a similar outfit this time—though red instead of violet. I hoped the turn of my long legs and display of my proud, large breasts would be enough to encourage Cullen to be more forward with me this time.

When I got there, right away I could tell the tone was to be much harsher than the last time I was there. Perhaps it was the lateness of the hour, or the way in which the windows were shut and the only light came from the small lamp on his desk, but in any case, I knew straight off that Cullen was upset.

“I understand you recently spent time with my rival, Frederik.”

He sat on the front of his desk, one hand covering his face. 

“That is correct, your Highness.”

“Tell me what the two of you engaged in. Spare me no detail.”

I gulped. I did not want to disobey, and knew that I would tell him, but at the same time, I was fairly certain that what I would say would upset him.

Over the next few minutes, I revealed it all. The slapping, the spanking, the brilliantly furious sex.

When I finished, I found that I was wrong. He was not upset. He was furious.

“Show me,” he demanded. “Show me right now.”

Knowing what he meant, I turned around and lifted up the tight hem of my dress, showing him the marks on my ass.

“I cannot believe this! He has harmed you. You! Who could not harm him back! What sort of monster is he?”

I turned back around, stepping closer to Cullen.

“No, please, my Prince, do not be angry.”

“Do not be angry?” His face flamed. “Do not be angry? After how he treated you? I must fight him. I must harm him, now, to show him what happens when he takes advantage of innocents. I must...must...”

As he paced and built up his fury, I had followed him, sliding my hands down his pants and around his cock. Within moments, I had him entirely unbuckled, stroking him soft and sure.

“Shh, my Prince,” I cooed in his ear, stroking his cock. “It is all right. It is all quite all right.”

He seemed stunned by my forwardness. Had no one taken him in such a passionate embrace before? 

You could easily imagine such a thing happening. A prince like him, who had been trained and educated to operate exclusively with impeccable etiquette. Not a single woman taken advantage of, nor any fetching suitor cornered at a ball to fill with tall tales about all the honors he would bestow upon her should she favor him with a quick blowjob behind the curtains where no one would see.

Romance was a thing of abstracts for him—strange whispered signals that had no basis in reality, men and women operating in a series of satellite movements for one another on some esoteric gravitational path that had no pull on the planet he stood on. If he were to have a wife, it would be arranged for him by someone else, and no doubt she would have been in the same boat as he. Perhaps they would have discovered what passion was only years into their union, maybe even only after discovering that their only true passion was a dislike for one another. 

Not so for a slave, such as I. I knew that passion was a created constant—that it had to be worked at and manufactured regularly, even among the people who love one another. I knew that despite all my obedience, unless my princely Master knew the thrill of my touch on a regular, erotic basis, he would never know all the unique and varied ways I could serve him and him alone. 

And so I stroked his beastly, huge brown cock, smiling and moaning softly. I wanted him to know how badly I loved to touch him, how great my desire was for his cock and his cock alone in that moment.

“Please let me keep stroking, my Prince? My Master Prince?” I asked. “Won’t you please? I need to stroke your cock...I need to feel it. I want to know what your cock feels like as you pulse in my hands...yes, like that!” I gasped, happy at his response. “I want to feel what your cock does when you explode, when you cum like only you can cum. I want to know it intimately, Sire. I want to feel it so deeply that it is etched into the palms of my hands, please Master...

“Oh...my god. Francesca...I...”

He bucked in my hands, his body first tense, then relaxed, then tense again. 

“Do you like it when I call you my Master, my Prince? Does that please you?”

“Y-yes. Very much so.”

Soon, I was kneeling before his majestic cock, stroking it still. Every few strokes I would push forward, sliding my tongue along its surface, licking up the delicious salty product of his precum spasms.

“Please, cum on me, Master? Cum on my face? Cum on your slave, please?”

“Oh, Francesca...” he moaned, his body trembling with pleasure. “You have me so close.”

Encouraged by this, I stroked all the harder. My gentle, soft hand slid up and down his thick, magnificent rod, urging him still.

“Please cum? Please cum, Master? Please cum, Master? Please cum, my Master?”

Hips thrashing, he came, finally, all over my face. I eagerly lapped it all up, staring up at him with obedient, servile eyes.

“That’s enough,” he said suddenly, pulling away from me. “Enough for today. Leave me now.”

Still a bit blissed out from just feeling the cum of my Master on my face, his words—and command—didn’t quite register with me. 

“I can stay if you’d like, Master...”

“Did I mince my words? Leave, slave!”

Of course, I obeyed, some cum still on my face as I exited out into the hall. As I left, I made a careful note of his sudden embarrassment. 

Was he ashamed of his desire to be called Master?

* * * * *
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A WEEK PASSED, WITH my days split between Frederik and Cullen. The date of the ceremony was fast approaching. I still had yet to convince either to talk with the other; all they really wanted to do was use me sexually.

Which, of course, I was all for. I am, after all, terrific at sex. 

Neither mentioned their previous embarrassment with me. In fact, both had begun to not speak to me at all. Cullen would pull me into his quarters, and expected right away for me to say nothing and to give him a silent, obedient handjob. 

Frederik, on the other hand, ordered me to get on my hands and knees and stay silent as he drove his cock into my waiting, fertile cunt. 

Both men apparently abandoned what they enjoyed the most—what embarrassed them the most. The spanking and slapping for Frederik, and any hints of calling Cullen my Master.

This was quite all right. These sorts of things took time for anyone to accept. Everyone thought their kinks deeply forbidden when, most of the time, they were as natural and wonderful as could be.

But, in my role as concubine, I was also expected to facilitate some agreement between the two. 

Typically, a concubine was used primarily for sexual purposes for the first several weeks of her tenure. Over time, she would be able to reveal to her mated lover that she was capable of vast discourse on all manner of subjects. 

But, I had only been given two weeks time with which to formulate some meaningful dialogue between myself and two princes, not just one. If I’d had a month, it perhaps would have been doable, but with just a week left, it seemed hopeless.

I said as much to Margot, who rejected my protestations out of hand after she called me into her small steward's office to discuss the matter.

“This is what we bought you for,” she said, reviewing several documents for the upcoming ball. “And you tell us now that is not achievable?”

“I am doing my very best, Madam, I assure you—”

“I’m well aware. You can do no less, can you?”

I nodded firmly. “That’s correct.”

“And you were the very best we could buy. And yet here we are, with a goal that cannot be reached in the time it needs.” She sighed, setting her documents aside. “I need not tell you again the gravity of the situation, Francesca.”

“No, Madam.”

She stood up and began to rifle through a nearby cabinet. It, like her desk, was layered with documents and letters and a great many manila folders. Continuing to search, her entire body seemed swallowed up by the cabinet, until she was in almost more than halfway. Finally, she pulled out with a large bottle in hand.

“I happen to know that this particular vintage of whiskey,” she placed the oblong bottle in my hands, “is Prince Frederik’s favorite vintage. It is more than possible that he will view this gift with some gratitude. Tell him you got it from, oh, I don’t know. Say it was a gift from some visiting noble’s slave, perhaps, congratulating you on your high station. It’s not so very unusual to happen.”

“Thank you, Madam.” I held the bottle up. The liquid inside was thick and brown, almost red, and had a luster akin to polished cherry wood. “I shall put this to good use, I assure you.”

“Our very kingdom is on the line, my dear. Please be sure that you do.”

* * * * *
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LATER THAT EVENING, I met with Prince Frederik, as had become custom. 

He’d had rather a bad day, as it turned out. 

You would think that a Prince might have his days free and his nights freer. Not so for Imperial Hundret, whose pragmatic people, willing as they were to shower their royalty in opulence, quite expected their leaders to work for their high station and luxuries. 

Frederik’s division of responsibilities consisted of a great many executive branches in the government—including economics, military, infrastructure, and more—but on that particular day, what was giving him the most headaches was the price of grain.

“These damned Berokians!”

I heard him yell this, followed shortly by several thuds and a crash, right as I approached his door for the evening. After I entered, I saw him in a state, with his computer overturned to the floor and his phone smashed against the wall. Apparently, the Berokians and their network of spies had further delayed a shipment of grain to the capital, exacerbating the problem of feeding the many inhabitants and citizens of Bande.

In short order, I revealed to him the gift of the whiskey. For many hours beforehand, I had practiced and perfected my cover story for holding the gift, as Margot had instructed. I even found out the name of the sub-slave who would have been at work for the slave Tatiana, belonging to the Count of Heraten, whom I had picked as my “benefactor.” Through careful inquisition, I discovered their exact date of arrival in the palace, when they would leave, and the stops they had made on the way, should I need to talk about the particulars of the conversations we “had” with one another.

None of this was necessary. 

Frederik took one look at the bottle I presented him with, and with the pressures of the day weighing heavily on his mind, he immediately popped it open, becoming rather drunk in less than half an hour. As he drank, he bid me to sit on his lap, occasionally taking my own sips of the very strong, and very bitter liquid. I do not particularly care for the taste of alcohol or the effects it has on my performance as a lovemaker—like with most activities, alcohol seems to improve the sensations but in fact only dulls your mind to the real pleasures that wait therein—but like most men who drank heavily, Frederik did not like to drink alone. His pleasure was paramount to me, and so I took my sips dutifully, gaining a slight buzz as he got somewhat sloshy.

“I am very sorry you are upset, Sire,” I said finally, after his muscles started to relax.

“It’s not your fault.”

My hands slid down to his crotch, grasping there for his meat. He did not object.

“It’s not the Berokians fault either, damn them.”

“May I ask what is bothering you, Sir?”

“No.” He shook his head. “Yes. Sure. Why not. It’s this ceremony. You know about it, I have no doubt. I have no doubt, indeed, that that’s why you were given to both of us. Father’s political instruments are about as blunt as my cock.”

“Then might I assume they could easily be equally as effective, Sir?”

“Ha!” He squeezed my tight, encouraging me to massage his cock all the more. “They might, at that.”

The time had come, with him so drunk, to take a risk. 

“Might I ask what is, according to you, the real source of the problem between you and your brother?”

The whiskey had a strong smell to it. Over time, it had clung to his mouth. He took me forward and bid that I kiss him, and I did, gladly. The taste of the whiskey suited him; he was a whiskey sort of man, so broad of shoulders and muscular. Eventually, he pushed me back, and I thought that was all the answer I would receive. 

But then, he said, “He did not come to my mother’s funeral. I won’t forgive him for that.”

“Did he have any reason?”

“Oh, certainly. Cullen always has his reasons. Haven’t you listened to him? He as reasons for all the shitty manners in which he acts. 'Formality' this and 'tradition' that. It's all a cover for him wanting to be an ass.”

“That certainly sounds frustrating, Sire. But still, it seems as though the empire needs some sort of leadership.”

Briefly, he laughed. “True enough.”

“Do you think it would be possible at all for you two to talk?”

His drunk thoughts processed this over a great length of time as I stroked his cock through his pants—so great, in fact, that I had started to think he had forgotten I asked.

“Sure,” he said finally. “Sure. Put it down for tomorrow’s schedule.” He tapped one thick finger down on his date book. “Put it down! I’ll talk to him. If only to tell him what an ass he is.”

That would have to do. As long as the parties were talking, for whatever reason, then diplomacy was possible.

* * * * *
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AS I HAD EXPECTED, Prince Frederik passed out before we were able to make much headway with lovemaking. He was too fond of that particular whiskey and had suffered through too poor of a day to do otherwise. Still, in the future, I would try and entreat him to drink a little less, so that I might ease his pain in other, more effective manners. Manners, of course, that involved his preciously hot load piling into my needy, servile pussy.

The grain issues with the Berokians actually caught the attention of Cullen as well, as he was charged with feeding the military. He’d had to jump through a great many hoops to arrange some new influx of steady food for them, keeping him completely occupied while Frederik remained busy with trying to solve the initial problem. Meanwhile, I spent my time learning the castle, reviewing the names and duties of the various servants on the fifteenth step, and exploring the in-step as much as I dared with my armed escort. 

Before I knew it, the ceremony was just two days away, and Margot still breathed down my neck at least twice a day asking for what progress I had made. All I could admit to was all that happened—that Frederik had agreed to meet, and that I waited to speak with Cullen for any forward movement.

My chance came quite late in the evening, nearing my normal bed time. I was dressed in little more than a night gown and tight, smoky black stockings (which I wore always when going to sleep, just in case of such an event as this) when I arrived at Cullen’s quarters at his behest. 

He invited me to his bedroom, which was odd for him, and sat me down across from him at a small table. I imagined he took his breakfasts there, and perhaps some lunches and dinners as well. I could see the ring marks from his cups, the marks where his knife has missed their mark on the plate.

Very shortly, unusual for him, he got straight to the matter at hand. “I must admit to some jealousy, slave.”

“Oh yes, my Prince?”

“Yes. I...when I heard what Frederik had done to you, I was envious. I wanted that, from you. I thought to warm you up to such lengths, to let you slide in to the depths of my depravity.”

I tried not to laugh. Instead, I smiled as warmly as I could. “My Prince, let me assure you that no matter how low you may consider your depravity, should you simply order me to celebrate it, I will do so, and sincerely. This is the extent of my obedience to your honor.”

He stood up now, hands clasped behind his back. Clearly, no matter what I said, he expected to shock me. I tried to imbue my voice, accordingly, with some manner of awe—I thought it would please him to have his expectations fulfilled in this manner. 

“I am a fan of bondage, slave. Does that surprise you?”

I smiled warmly. “Nothing at all would surprise me when it comes to you, my Prince.”

“I have materials. May I show them to you?”

“Please, my Prince. I would adore to see what you have for me.’

He brought out his ropes, then, from a small cabinet near his bed.

I was surprised by the quality of the material he had chosen. Even without touching them, I knew they were soft and strong, the cords springy and full of give, even though they would hold me firm. Often in training, I would hear of Masters who wanted to play with ropes, but would fail to use the correct kind. They might grab bungee cords or the sort of rope you use for sailing, cutting off circulation or leaving unsightly marks on a slave’s hands. Not the sort of thing you wanted to subject an object of beauty and subservience. When he first mentioned ropes, I had some apprehensions, but I knew it would be a simple thing to guide him through the process of tying me safely, and perhaps even to send a girl to my room to retrieve the ropes I possessed for this very purpose. 

But that was unnecessary, as he clearly knew what he was doing. No doubt any knots he tied around my wrists would be completed with the utmost care and precision. I wonder who taught him such things, or if anyone even had to. There was an abundance of videos on the internet available.

“I would be delighted beyond measure to have you tie me up, my Prince. I would love it. If it please you, I will beg for it. In fact, I might beg for it anyway, unless you order me not to...Master.”

At the small inclusion of the title, I could see him stiffen and then relax. His bulge pressed forward in his pants just slightly. 

“Does that really give you pleasure? To call me Master?”

“Very much, Master. That is what you are to me.”

“I like it also. I think I like it better than you calling me your Prince.”

“Then, Master, so long as we are alone, and you feel safe, that is what I shall call you. Does that please you, Master?”

Taking my hand, he guided me up from my seat and pulled me against him. For a long while, we kissed, our tongues searching fruitfully for one another. I could feel his thick brown cock hardening against my legs, and I wanted so very badly to do every last thing he wanted.

Finally, he ended the kiss, cradling my delicate face in his big, strong hands.

“I shall tell you, my dear, that I have a great many desires when it comes to you. But I am not without my gentlemanly qualities. Whatever you want in return, I shall strive to give it to you.”

“Speak with Frederik,” I said right away.

He balked slightly, his hands dropping from my face. “I supposed I should have told you whatever you want within reason.”

“You asked me. That is the request. If you do not wish to fill it, that is your business. I am still happy to comply with whatever you want.”

He and I both knew, however, that his own formality required that he honor the request. He stepped away, shaking his head slowly.

“Why is that you want us to speak so badly?” 

“Frederik has mentioned his unhappiness, at several points, with the state of affairs between you.” This was a lie, but only sort of one, so I let it slip. “As his happiness is paramount to me, as is yours, I assumed that you might feel the same way.”

He frowned. “Perhaps. He truly said that he was unhappy about the manner of our relationship?”

I shrugged softly. The strap of my gown fell down, and I watched Cullen’s eyes follow it to the curve of my breasts. “In so many words.”

“Very well,” he said. “But this shall have to come at another time,” he tossed the ropes aside to his bed. “The prospect of speaking with that boor has ruined my mood.”

“Perhaps, then, it might expedite things to speak with him as soon as possible? After all...the quicker you tell him off, the quicker you shall be able to be here, with me.”

This seemed agreeable to him, and right away we began to make arrangements.

* * * * *
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I BID FOR CULLEN TO meet me at my quarters in precisely one hour’s time. Then, moving swiftly, I sent a servant to Frederik’s quarters to request his presence for fifty-five minutes time. I assumed—correctly, it turned out—that Frederik would arrive five minutes late, as he often did around court. Thus, the two arrived at my door at exactly the same moment. I wanted this, if only to encourage them, via structure, to begin to do some activities with one another. 

Perhaps you may have guessed already that I had quite the group activity planned for the three of us. Being a slave designed for pleasure, I knew only of one surefire way to ensure cooperation between two gorgeous, headstrong, big-cocked men. 

Before opening the door to receive them, I heard them bickering with one another. I heard tones more than voices—Cullen’s naturally imperious voice rising to even higher authoritative tones, and Frederik’s disgruntled grumble quick avalanching down to a rocky cavern of disapproval.

Smiling as prettily as I possible could, I opened the door, and immediately their talking ceased.

My outfit was, clearly, beyond what they had expected—either of them. As I knew this day would come (or very much hoped it would, at any rate), I had prepared accordingly. 

My two-sizes-too-small corset was inlaid with the finest jewels available, shining diamonds and rubies glittering all around my breasts. A thin trail of jewels led down my cleavage, making it glitter. A body chain wrapped around my neck in a thin collar and back around my hips. The same was true of my panties, purest silk, but the edges lined with more jewels. Stockings adorned my legs, as before, though I had traded them out for a shade of deep blue, the better to match the material of my panties. Tall, sexy heels decorated my feet, towering six-inch platforms that wrapped over my ankles and toes with slender, delicate straps. Long gloves, silk with flames embroidered around the edges, slipped up my arms just past my elbows.

“Please, Sirs,” I said, standing aside, “do come in.”

They each passed me, mouths hanging open, staring down my open and inviting cleavage and wide, fertile hips. Soon, I led them into the bedroom, and drew them both next to the bed.

“I thought this the easiest place to talk. It is where I am most comfortable, after all.”
Each nodded slowly, still staring at what my spectacular outfit did for the display of my body. 
“My princes...my dearest princes.” My hands went up to their faces, and I pressed my body against theirs. “You both make me so very, very happy. Can’t you see that?”

Frederick shifted his collar. “I can see that what I’m doing for you is clearly spilling over into whatever paltry efforts he’s giving out.”

“Hey,” said Cullen. “If anyone is creating a surplus of desire, it is me.”

I hate to be firm. I hate to be insistent, to be heard. But these two were going to tear one another apart, and in the process, my will to live. And I could not allow that...not when my will was so entirely based on their pleasure. I wouldn’t let them ruin the perfect pleasure I could give them. 

I stamped my foot down twice, breaking the heel of my shoe. “Your Highnesses.”

They both turned back to me, stunned. 

“Please be civil, Sirs. Please? Listen to me, just for a moment?”

Both were so taken aback at my insistence that I believe they complied more out of curiosity and general startlement than any sort of desire to do what I asked. Truth be told, that’s how I would like it. 

“You are both incredible, incredible men. I wish you each would believe me when I tell you this. If only you believed me, Cullen, when I tell you how amazing you are. How gentle, how furiously passionate, how handsome, how generous and how lovely. And you, my dear, perfect Frederik. So righteous, such conviction, with such desires that you need enacted and from a body so strong and brutal. If you believe me when I tell you that, Cullen, how wonderful you are, oughtn’t you to consider that perhaps when I tell you that Frederik is lovely, I am speaking the truth?”

Logic is a stupid tool in an argument. It is often used poorly, and more often misused for manipulation. You can logic your way into almost any sort of conviction, which is the problem with it in the first place. But, men respond to it. Isn’t that silly? In matters of emotion, where feeling is king, they want to break everything down to cause and effect, to logical chains of events and correlations. Luckily for me, I was trained by a man who knew this exact truth. 

Slowly, Cullen nodded. He looked even slightly sheepish.

“Frederik. You see he will listen to reason. Will you? You know what I say to him could be applied the same way to you.”

Frowning a bit, he had to nod. He would not like it—that would come in just a moment, when I made my next suggestion—but he could see the sense in it. 

Men! All they want is a good reason to do what they want to do anyway. Once you give it to them, the rest is quite easy.

“Thank you. Now, I have a proposal for you.”

“We know,” said Cullen. “You want one of us to abdicate before the ceremony.”

“Not at all. That is something to discuss later though, you are correct. Rather, Sirs, I would like to propose that you both fuck me.”

“We are fucking you, Francesca.”

I smiled adroitly. “Oh yes, Sir. And incredibly well. Both of you. But I would like for you both to do it...at the same time.”

At first, both shook their heads. 

Then, I reached forward began to stroke their cock through the fabric of their hands. With their thoughts thus dulled, I drew Frederik in for a long kiss, guiding Cullen in to my cleavage. And then I switched over, still tasting of Frederik no doubt, and began to kiss Cullen, pulling Frederik down to the same breasts where Cullen’s saliva still sat. 

“Please fuck me, my Princes?” I moaned, pushing my tits into their faces, their bodies. “I need your brother cocks both inside me. Both at the same time, please?”

Their desire was too great now. I had them.

“Okay,” said Cullen. “Yes. Let’s do this.”

“Yes,” said Frederik. “I want you. I don’t care.”

“Wonderful, Sirs. Thank you so much.” I stepped away just briefly, smiling as they stepped after me in time. “If it is all right with you, I have some gifts?”

Neither had an objection. I bent over at the waist, letting them admire my tight, perfectly shaped ass, and searched through the trunk at the foot of my bed for their gifts. Very soon, I had them.

With a bit of a flourish, I handed the crop to Frederik. “For you, Sire.”

It was a long device, a thick leather band at one end tinged with red. He grinned, slapping the thick leather down on his hand.

Then, I bent over—making myself an available target for a playful slap from Frederik's new crop, which I moaned at—and took the gift for Cullen.

“For you, my Prince.”

He took the ropes with a grin, smiling broadly. They were of a kind like what he had used, though wine red as opposed to black.

The two took a moment to look at one another's gifts. 

“I didn’t know you were so kinky, Cullen.”

“I didn’t know you were so kinky, Frederik.”

They both laughed—perhaps the first laugh they had ever shared together.

Biting one lip, I presented my wrists to Cullen. “I think if my Sire is fucking my cunt from behind and slapping my ass, my hands shall be flailing all about the place, causing quite the problem. Won’t you please tie them up?”

Cullen smiled. 

Within minutes, he had my hands bound behind my back, wrists completely encased in rope. But, building on my suggestion, he actually wrapped my breasts and neck as well, tying the cord around my hands to the harness built around my torso. Now, either man could grab me at will without risk of injuring me. A smart and devious man, my Prince Cullen. 

Soon, both brothers were naked, with me on the ground between them. Cullen took the front, and Frederik my fertile cunt.

“I've fucked her here so many times,” said Frederik, “I'm sure to get her pregnant soon.”

“Not if I do it first, brother.” 

Thus challenged, Frederik entered his dense black cock into me roughly, holding me in place with the harness around my back. With my head pulled backward, it was easy for Cullen to slide his hard brown member straight into my mouth. And thus held, they began to piston me back and forth between them. Frederik pushed me forward onto Cullen's cock, and Cullen back over into Frederik's furious pumping, and then back again.

My luscious, curvy body was completely full of their immense meat, all of my service-made body crying out with the need for more, more! I loved having the rods of these brothers meeting inside my slave body. These twin Masters used me just how I was made for, showing no mercy. Cullen pistoned into my mouth, fucking my throat furiously with a firm grip on the ropes. In fact, his hands came up over Frederik's at times, holding his brother close as he drove his manhood into my eager body.

As the same time, Frederik unleashed into me from behind, slapping my ass and back with the crop, beating me as he liked. As he had earned, as he deserved, as far I was concerned. I loved the pain from the sharp strikes of the crop as much as I loved the feel of Frederik's dark cock pulsing through my tiny, tight pussy, and as much as I loved the hot sensation of Cullen's member pushing through my soft lips.

The moment of their orgasm was pure magic to me. They did it together, just as they had been fucking together this entire time. I could tell, even before they did it, how special this moment was—how the two brothers were finally getting along. Their hands gripped together on top of my back, and as they exhaled and leaned forward, emptying themselves into me, their heads nuzzled together.

Their hot spunk filled me to my fertile core. Frederik's huge load flooded out from my unprotected cunt, and Cullen gave me more than I could handle, his hot seed sliding forward from my mouth even though I swallowed as much as I could.

Slowly, they exited from me. I could tell both wanted another go ‘round...and I was very willing to provide them with it. After a few minutes of dazed, sleepy sliding against one another's bodies, Cullen slid upward, touching his brother's chest and arms as he did.

“If we can do this together,” said Cullen, “I suppose we can do quite a lot. Couldn’t we?”

Frederik grinned and nodded in response. 

* * * * *
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AFTER A VERY LONG, pleasure-filled night, the ceremony arrived the next day.

The two decided that they would rule jointly, each supporting the other. And I had little doubt that later in the year when Horace finally abdicated the throne, I would be the first slave to be fucked by two emperors at once. And, not only that, but if they kept fucking me in such an unprotected manner, I would soon be giving them an heir of their own. 

It is such a joy to serve. 

# # #
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Helping Out Holly
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Head positively brimming with confidence, Holly arrived at work ready to take on the world. 

She had taken the morning off to get her hair done, and now her blond locks bounced jovially around her head in what she hoped was a rather sexy take on a Veronica-Lake-esque style, with a golden layer sliding fashionably right over her one eye.

She wore her purple top—the one with the ruffles that flattered her substantial chest, and didn't cling too close to her sides. More than most any other outfit, with this one, she felt actually attractive. She wished other tops could give her as much freedom to move in whatever direction she wanted without worrying what was popping out or what expanse of flesh was pressing too much into the cloth.

Her curvy nature made her constantly self-conscious, making her hate to wear tight jeans or t-shirts without jackets or sweaters on top of them. In an effort to feel better about herself, for the last few days, she had been dieting on nothing but salad and green tea. This was more for her own confidence than anything else—to be able to assure herself when the plan all went sour (if it all went sour, her simple threads of positivity desperately tried to remind her) that she had done everything she could have. 

She always had been blessed with a lovely face—full lips and bright blue eyes that she hoped were her strongest attribute, at least physically. But her body always left her with something to be desired—more from herself, she hoped, than anyone else. Even so, it had been more than a year since she had gotten any action. That was a figure that grew more gloomy with every passing day—as if every time she slept alone was another check on a logbook of why she deserved to be lonely. 

But no more! The resolution held strong as she stepped into the elevator of the building where she worked at, at least for the next few days. No more—she was attractive, she was hot, and she was going to land a man, by god.

Holly in fact felt a bit at-odds with herself when she judged herself so physically—she was a smart, versatile woman with an M.B.A. and ten years of experience in the finance sector. She knew how to make crème brûlée  and understood the importance of voting regularly. Her hobbies fulfilled her (especially knitting, she loved to make scarves for her friends), and ran a halfway home for dogs out of her small home on the edge of the suburbs.

And still, today, she was obsessed with her looks and so often felt rather like a huge betrayal to her hard-fought values of independence and equality.

But she was lonely. Her dogs at home were fantastic little chaps, but they passed through her life quickly. Because she was good at training them, they only lasted with her for about ninety days before making their way to a happy new home. 

And so today she was focused on her appearance; today was the day she was going to ask Rick out. 

Holly’s job with her accounting firm had her taking up temporary residences in offices all across the big city as she performed audits both informal and formal. The latest company was Card Industries, owned by some eccentric billionaire who Holly had never seen nor met. Her time with them was coming to an end, however—only a few days left—and so the moment of truth was now. She had to ask Rick out. 

For over a month now, she had been considering it. Their flirtations around the water cooler and coffee machine had been light, almost formal, but she was convinced he really wanted to go out with her. Over and over again, she had tried dropping hints to him about how she wanted him to ask her out, but to no avail.

He was shy, that was all.

Certainly, his shyness took a strange course, with the flashy red sports car that he drove, or those tiny-waisted big-breasted women that she saw him about town on when she grabbed drinks on Friday nights at the local pub or brewery. 

Not that she was following him of course! But she couldn’t help it if there were only a handful of good, classy places in town to grab a decent beer, and she wasn't to blame if she and he both knew it. 

So, she strolled up into the tenth floor of Card Tower, head held high. Her tight skirt swished as she walked, her modest heels clicking on the tile floor.

Her plan, initially, was to ask him right when she arrived at work. She saw him already at his desk, his handsome face scrunched in concentration at his cubicle. Pictures of his extended family were pinned to the gray wall of his area, and a dapper blazer hung in the corner.

She took a breath, stepping up toward him—and then promptly walked right past. 

Upon further examination, her initial plan to ask him out right away had all sorts of problems with it. 

What if he said no? Then she would be a mess all day and wouldn’t get any of her work done. Plus, he’d probably tell someone, or someone would hear, and then she would have to be in her office all day long thinking about who was talking about her. 

She stepped into her office, setting down her bag and clearing her scarf over her head.

At the end of the day, then? No, no, couldn’t do that. Sometimes—she had noted, in her crush-survellience—Rick left early. There didn’t seem to be any rhyme nor reason to that schedule, but she knew that if she bet on him being there past three, it was a hard bet to cash in on. 

Sliding down into her chair at her desk, she started to fiddle with a group of pens.

Well, the shyest and most awkward part of her considered, perhaps that was an excellent way to get out of this whole ordeal? Only ask him out if he’s leaving when you do. You can catch him in the hallway and just pull him aside for a moment, like you almost did three weeks ago when he was wearing that cute brown jacket and his jaw had looked so square and his face so handsome...

The pens in her hand squeezed under the stressing strain of her grip. 

No, no! She had planned for too long to cop out like that. The morning was bad, that much was clear—and the end of the day was as well. That left the middle. 

After lunch, perhaps? Or before it? The general concept of around lunch? 

Yes, okay. Yes. That was a good excuse to sit and talk with him anyway. “Can I grab you a coffee? A scone? Some sugar packets?” And so on et cetera ad nauseum and other Latin terms she hoped were correct. 

Good! A plan. A doable plan.

She spent the morning filing and crunching numbers. At this late stage of the operation, her job had mostly turned into tidying, and transforming the large mashing of numbers that she had accomplished over the previous thirty days into something easy to digest for her higher-ups. There were no real revelations left to find—unless she had made some enormous error in her pen-ultimate accounting more than a week ago. 

Thus occupied, noon swung around quicker than she could have hoped. 

Lunch time! It was signaled without announcement, everyone getting up from their desks almost in unison—some to the break room, others to the cafeteria down on the seventh floor. 

Feeling rather crafty, she picked up a folder of materials for Rick—reports of his accounts on the audit. So, at the very least, if she chickened out at the very last possible second, she would have a reason to still be there and not look like a complete fool. 

Downstairs, at the edge of the cafeteria, she saw Rick talking with a small group of his friends. For the life of her, she couldn't stop feeling like she was in high school.

“Hey,” she said to him, smiling brightly. “Could I talk with you for a second?”

“Sure.” 

He walked with her to a corner of the hallway outside the cafeteria. Holly’s heart pounded hard and fast. The high school analogy continued in her head, and she felt like some unpopular band girl trying to ask out some jock. 

With his easy, charming smile, gelled hair, broad shoulders, and long legs, he looked like a jock. A jock that she wanted to sink down to her knees in front of and suck the cock of like there was no tomorrow (or yesterday, or today).

“Is this about that Manchester report? “ he asked. “Because I really was never sure about those numbers...”

“No, no. Nothing like that.” She took a breath. “No, I was wondering if like, you had any plans tonight? There’s this great sushi place I know and I wanted to know if you’d like to grab dinner?”

Several beats passed. Holly's optimism slowly but surely fled out of her system with each one. The whole endeavor was dead from the start—she could tell from the look on his face. All she wanted for it to be now, inexplicably, was for it to be certain so she could go run home and never look at anyone ever again.

“Oh, wow,” his tone said, saying everything. “Listen, that's flattering, and everything, but . . . I mean. I was . . . I have a date already. A um, girlfriend. Right.” He shrugged. “Okay?”

“Oh.” Holly nodded, turning away. “It's just I sort of heard that you didn't. I'm sorry. I wouldn't have asked if I thought you did.”

“Ah.” He shrugged. “That's um . . . yup.”

He shrugged sort of helplessly, smiling, and then turned away.

She watched him walk back to his friends, turning the corner away from her. 

Drat. Drat, drat, double drat.

Holly walked away—but then she stopped. She still had his paperwork—may as well give it to him now, avoid any future awkwardness. 

At the corner, she heard laughter. Fearing the worst, she stopped and listened in.

“Wow, what a cow.”

It was like a knife twisting in her stomach. A slow, painful death, just for her.

“Right? I wouldn't let her suck you off, let alone me.”

“Gosh. Were you leading her on at all?”

“I guess a little. I wanted her to go easy on my audit, yeah? I mean, I was pretty sure of the numbers, but ever since that fiasco last year...”

Holly stepped out of hiding, her face full of pain. “Fuck you!”

She threw the folder of paperwork at Rick's head and stormed off to her office. Paper flew everywhere, harmless. All the guys around Rick looked at her in shock. And Rick—Rick especially, looked...sad?

Holly didn’t care. She hated him.

The one thing that she knew for sure was that she was never going to live this down.

* * * * * 
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AN HOUR AFTER THE OFFICE closed, there was a tentative knock at her door. 

“Go away, please.”

Her voice was congested. She had stopped crying a long time ago, but her sorrow had been replaced with rage as she worked through the long chain of paperwork from her work at the office over the last month. She sat on the small couch in her office, all her paperwork scattered around her.

Like anyone that was suddenly angry after being upset, though, she felt like a fool—her lovely face red, her golden hair mussed, her nose stopped up. Even if she wanted to go on a rant, she would sound ridiculous as she did so, voice coagulated with distant, dense parts of her nose and lungs.

The knock came again. “Ma’am? I hate to bother you.” 

She recognized the voice, and also the build from the shadow in her door. It was the security guard, Andre. He was a large, friendly man. “I really do. But I’m afraid I have to come and talk with you for just a moment.”

For a few seconds, he turned the knob this way and that.

“The door is locked for a reason,” she said.

“I believe you, ma’am. The problem is, they gave me all the keys to this place, irresponsible suckers that they are. So, it’s whichever way you would like. You can open it or I can use the keys.”

“You can use the keys, then.”

It was a childish thing to insist on, and she knew it. But maybe he was bluffing, or maybe he forgot which key was which and would get tired of guessing before long. Any number of fortuitous things could happen. She was due, after all. 

Instead, the key opened on his first try. Just her luck, the security guard knew how to do his job.

He was a large, bulky man, his dark brown hair kept in a severe crew cut. He was older—maybe ten years older than her, his face peppered with distinguished age. He was handsome, she noticed suddenly. The way his long nose straightened out, the friendly line of his lips. He was very handsome.

“I apologize for this,” he spread his hands, standing over where she sat on the couch. “But anytime there’s any kind of an incident and I hear about it, I have to come and talk to the parties involved. Especially if one is staying late at the office. Otherwise there’s liability, you understand.”

Holly shrugged and nodded. “Yes, I understand.”

“Now,” said Andre. “You’re all upset. How come you’re all upset?”

“I don’t want to talk about it.”

Sitting down next to her on the couch, he put a hand around her shoulder. And for a moment, Holly felt safe. Enclosed. He was strong, she realized. All that bulk on him was muscle, not fat. His scent was musky, masculine. Protective. He was a strong, strong man. 

Stronger than even Rick, maybe.

The thought, oddly, did some very strange things to her body. Her head felt a little light, her stomach fluttery. Just slightly, her legs slid open. Maybe that was a little forward...but it was forward of him just to sit down next to her like that. The two had barely exchanged three sentences before.

Feeling honest, she dished. “Rick turned me down for a date,” she said, feeling again like a high schooler.

Andre made a face. “Well, he’s a fool.”

“It’s not just that,” Holly said, feeling her sobs come up again, buried deep for so many hours now. “He was...he was mean about it.”

He was so strong, so assured, and so there. His hand pressed into her shoulder, pulling her into his warmth. That was the most important part, of course. He was a man and he was there, touching her. It was too much. 

She melted into his arms, holding him and sobbing loudly. 

“Mean?” Andre asked, looking incredulous. “What do you mean, mean?”

Holly looked at him, tears streaming down even as she tried to blink and push them away. “H-he said he wouldn't even let me suck him off!”

“Ah, sweetie,” said Andre. “That's a load of bull. Any guy would be happy to have you . . . do that. You know. With your mouth.”

She shook her head, pushing herself away.

“Like you would know.”

Raising an eyebrow, he said, “I would.” 

She shook her head, pushing against his broad chest, but then he put his hand on one knee, and then on her chin. 

“Hey, sweetie . . . I would. I really would.”

Moving in closer, he leaned in and kissed her on the cheek.

Holly had been kissed on the cheek before in a friendly way, of course, but this was different. Longer. Luxuriating in her skin, feeling her heat. His hand went to waist, slowly, guiding her into his muscled bulk.

“W-what are you doing?” she whispered.

Her heart was beating fast.

“Don't you know, sweetie?” 

His hand slid up her waist to the thick curve of her breasts. Open longing shone in his eyes.

“I've wanted you for the longest time.”

“Sh-shut up, Andre.” This day had been too much of a roller coaster for another mean trick or let down. “This is . . . this is...I mean...just stop it.”

Moving away just slightly, hands still on her hips, he looked her straight in the eye. 

“I want you, Holly. I want your lips, I want your tits, I want your whole body. I see you in this office every day, just being gorgeous, and I want you to know how I feel. If some asshole has made you feel like shit out there, I want you to know you can come to me and know that I'll take care of you.”

She looked away, shaking her head. “Andre, that's . . . ”

It was hard to say exactly what was on her mind. That was exactly what she wanted. But she couldn't just say that, she couldn't just let him know. What if . . . what if he was joking, too, just like those other guys were joking?

The shame would be too much.

She stood up, escaping his gentle-but-firm grasp, and pointed at the door.

“I think-I think I need to think about this. And I think you should go.”

He stood up and grabbed her shoulders, hard. His thick thumbs pressed into her soft skin, massaging. 

“No,” he shook his head. “I'm not going anywhere.”

He kissed her then, deeply, thoroughly. His tongue was so thick and warm in her mouth. Her every movement was controlled by him—his neck pushing forward, making her push back at him. His breaths escaped in soft huffs along her lips, her teeth, her chin, and he squeezed her shoulders inward, making her feel so small and easy to move around. She had never been kissed before, not like that. 

One of his big hands slid from her shoulder and instead wrapped around her expansive tits, squeezing them roughly. She moaned. Taking that as clear consent, his other hand sank to her panties underneath her skirt and pressed hard against the folds of her pussy.

It was too much, all at once. She drew away once more.

“Oh wow,” she breathed, her head feeling light. “Andre . . .don't . . .” Holly shuddered, thinking for a moment. “It's just . . . I haven't...it's been a while. And in the past, guys have been...they haven't like my figure. They've been...mean.”

“Come on, sweetheart. I'm not mean. I just want you,” he said. “I want to make you feel as beautiful as you are to me.” He cupped her chin and stared directly in her eyes. But you should know I am going to fuck you, hard. You're no fragile princess like all those other girls in the office. Your body deserves a good, hard fuck from a real man, and I want to give it to you.”

She gulped and nodded, and then he smiled and pushed her down on her knees.

“Now,” he said. “Let's see if you deserve it. Do you think you can get me nice and hard, sweetie? You do it almost every night anyway. I stroke my big cock thinking about your big titties.”

Her heart fluttered with that revelation. Suddenly, she didn't mind at all being on her knees in front of him. 

She pressed her fingers on his zipper and pulled it down. Right away, his cock sprang out—it was so big already! 

His was the first cock that had been in her face in the longest time. There was something basic and primal stirring in her, needing to feel that meat closer to every part of her body. It twitched, like it knew that she was watching, like it was getting bigger just from her looking at it. Longer and thicker it became, right before her eyes.

That was so amazing. Her heart swelled as she gently wrapped her hand around it.

“Like this, baby?” she asked.

“Oh yeah,” he nodded. “Stroke it slow.”

Little droplets of fluid flowed out from the tip. She gasped in appreciation. 

“Oh, wow . . .” she breathed. 

“Yeah,” he said. “You're doing that. That's all you, babe. Slide your thumb around on all of that and move it up and down the head—ohhh yeah, just like that.”

He ran a hair through her thick hair appreciatively.

“Man, Holly, you're really good at this.”

She squirmed happily. Her pussy was getting so moist and warm, just from watching his cock get so hot and hard.

“Can I . . .” she gulped. “Is it all right if I lick it? I'd really like to lick your cock.”

“Oh yeah,” he said. “I want you to lick it, sweetie. I want you to suck it. I want your hot mouth on my cock.”

Moaning, she licked the tip, running her tongue around the long cut of the head. It was so . . . warm. So fulfilling and real. She could hardly believe it was happening. Maybe that was why she threw herself so willfully into wrapping her lips around his cock.

“Oh yeah, sweetheart,” he groaned. “Do it for me.”

She hummed out an affirmative, happily sliding her lips up his shaft and then back down. She took him easily, expertly, as if all that time spent dreaming in her bed had prepared her for this exact sort of maneuver. It was so hot, the slurping sounds she could make as she tried to swallow as much of his thickness as possible. She loved the little trembles he would have when she ran her tongue around his shaft as she sucked downward.

Hot currents ran up and down her body. She wanted to adore his cock—wanted to make him feel as good and welcome and safe as he made her feel. 

In many ways, his thick, ramming-hard cock in her mouth was like a hot, thick measuring rod of her ability to be attractive. If she could do it for Andre, who clearly could have any type of woman he wanted as far as she was concerned, with how masculine and muscle-bound he was, she could make any man want her.

Her lips sank deeper and deeper down his cock, sucking hard and swallowing eagerly when he pumped precum down all the way into her throat. 

All his muscles seemed to tense up suddenly. His orgasm! Oh god, it was going to happen. It was going to happen! Her panties flooded with moisture from her excitement.

“I’m gonna cum, baby,” he moaned.

Perhaps he thought that meant she could slide her mouth off if she wanted. As if! Instead, she sucked him more forcefully, gripping his ass tight.

“Mmmhmm!” she groaned needfully.

Gripping her hair tight, he came, shooting hot loads down her throat. Again and again, he spasmed and bucked, sending white, thick pulses of delicious goo directly into her belly. It filled her mouth, and she let it swirl around her tongue for several seconds before sliding her lips off his hot, big cock with a smile. 

He smiled back. After a few seconds of massaging her hair and scalp, he collapsed down on the office floor with her and wrapped an arm around her body.

“Wow, that was so nice,” she cooed after a minute, sliding up around his leg. “Maybe...” she gulped, swallowing more of him...feeling brave and horny. “Maybe tomorrow we can try some other things, when you're all recovered?”

He smiled and shook his head.

“No, sweetie, look.”

Gripping her hair, he led her face down to his crotch where he had been stroking his cock. His hand was so wet with her saliva and his own juices, moving rapidly up and down the long shaft.

“You see that? I'm getting hard again already. Hard because you’re so fun to fuck. Isn't that nice?”

“Oh god, Andre...that’s so nice.” She looked up at him with eager, grateful blue eyes. “I want you to fuck me, Andre. I want you to fuck me however you want!”

The buttons on her blouse gave way to his grip, sliding off slightly with little pops. “You have such beautiful big tits, Holly.”

She blushed, her voice becoming quite small. “Thank you.”

“I want to fuck your tits,” he said, his words slow and heavy. “I want to fuck your big, sexy tits until I cum again all over your body. I want you to sleep in my cum, sweetheart”

“Ohhh,” she moaned. “Ohhh, Andre . . . ”

He picked her up and placed her on the couch. His cock slid between the heaving valley of her breasts, fitting in between them easily. Already his cock was well lubricated from the blowjob, and so it was a simple thing for Holly to just push her hot breasts forward onto his cock. 

“Fuck my tits, darling! Oh god! You're fucking them so good!”

He guided her hands down to form a bridge across her tit flesh, holding his cock in place. 

Grunting, he pumped his big cock inside of the warm valley of her tits again and again. It was so hot in there, so slick. It felt so good knowing that his big, hard meat was already lubricated and ready to fuck this special part of her body only because he had already asked her to suck his cock. Everything about his arousal, about him feeling good, was because of her body.

Her body! A dream come true.

Being titfucked didn't require much of her—just ensuring that as he drove his cock forward, she was ready to lick his thick, sexy cockhead when it passed by her face. She did that happily, and also made hot, pleading faces and noises as his fucking picked up in intensity. 

“You fucking take it, you fucking beautiful slut,” he grunted. “You take my cock like a good fuckdoll.”

“Yeah,” she moaned hotly. “I'm your fuckdoll, Andre! Fuck me like I'm your little sextoy!”

His ass continued to thrust forward, totally abusing her body. Just like the last time, she could feel his big, sexy muscles tightening up. He was going to cum.

“Give it to me, darling! Cum right in my face! I need it, oh god I need it so bad!”

With a grunt and a smile, he did exactly that. She had heard talk how usually a guy's second orgasm was weaker than his first—it didn't have as much volume. If that was the case, Andre was the exception that proved the rule. 

His hot spunk layered over her neck, her chin, and then her cheeks and lips and forehead, coating her completely. It was so deliciously warm and gooey. With her fingers, she scooped it up and slurped it down. Andre smiled as he watched her, biting one lower lip. 

“That's good,” he said. “You're a natural.”

“I'm just happy to please.”

When she was all cleaned off, he slid down next to her and wrapped an arm around her curves. She snuggled against Andre’s strong body, holding him tight. Next to him, she felt safe; and it was so nice knowing that at any given time, there would always be someone who thought she was perfect just the way she was.

* * * * *
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MONDAY AFTERNOON, HOLLY was humming along, finishing off her work in the office. Today was her last day.

All weekend long, Andre had drilled her beautifully. They planned to go out to nice dinners, but whenever they saw each other, all either of them could think to do was hot, beautiful, perfect sex right away. Afterward they just raided the fridge for leftovers. 

She had left her office for about ten minutes, transporting boxes of documents to her car. There was only one box left—all her office supplies. By this time, she had gotten rather good at transporting them.

In front of her office was Andre, a smile on his face. 

“I’ve got a surprise for you, gorgeous.”

“Oh yeah?” she smiled, putting a hand on her hip in a mock-sultry manner. “Whatever could it be?”

Obviously, she imagined the surprise had something to do with the wonderful meat in his pants. “Close your eyes, and take my hand, and you’ll find out.”

Obediently, she closed her eyes—she even put her free hand over her eyelids—and took Andre’s hand. The latching sound of the door to her office reverberated through the small, emptied building as he led her inside. This late in the day, there was no one left but them.

“You can open your eyes, now.”

She did, and gasped. The facts of the situation rolled over her slowly.

It was Rick. 

It was Rick, naked.

It was Rick, naked, stroking his hard-on while he looked at Holly. His taut, muscled body was tensed up with need.

Andre explained, “He and I had a talk over the weekend. You see, he felt just awful about what he said about you.”

“I did,” said Rick. “I do.”

“And he wanted to apologize.”

Rick nodded, still stroking himself. “I do apologize, Holly. I’m really sorry. I was just trying to keep up appearances. It wasn't fair to you at all.”

“Oh,” said Holly. “I sort of...sort of suspected something like that.” She recalled that sad, sad look on his face. “It's all right. It all turned out.”

Clearly relieved, Rick smiled. Holly could smell him—his hot manly musk, the sweat rolling off his muscles. 

“But,” Andre explained, gripping Holly's shoulders and kissing her on the neck, “we both wanted him to make it up to you a little more. And we decided the best way to do that was to show you how much we like a girl with some meat on her bones.”

Rick smiled, stroking his cock slow. “What do you say, Holly? Give me another chance?”

Eyes wide, pussy clenching with need, Holly nodded slowly. “Oh yeah,” she moaned. “I’ll give you another chance right now.”

Andre turned her around and kissed her then, pulling roughly at her blouse. Everything ripped off easily, her expensive blouse, her designer skirt. Soon all her clothes were in tatters on the floor, even her bra and panties. She didn’t care at all.

Then, Rick grabbed her from the other side and kissed her hard, his tongue hard into her mouth. His hands groped and tugged at her big tits, kneading them with strong, dense fingers. Both of them felt so warm and snug against her voluptuous offerings.

“You see,” Andre said into her ear. “Thicker girls...they can be used as rough as we like. And we do like to use ‘em rough. What do you think, sweetheart?”

Rick's hand reached up onto her pussy, squeezing, his fingers dipping into her folds. Andre's hand met Rick's from the other way around, both of them holding on to her middle like a handle.

Holly’s mind was positively melting. “Yes, please!” she gasped, her breasts heaving. “Please.”

“You want us to use you together?” Rick breathed into her other ear. “Fuck you at the same time, like the hot fucktoy you are?”

She nodded rapidly, hot greedy tongue sliding around her lips, dripping down flecks of eager saliva. “Uh huh!” 

Together, they pushed her down onto all fours. Her sexy body faced toward Rick; her rear positioned at Andre. Andre's cock was totally bare. He wasn't wearing protection at all. He let that fact slide over Holly's body as he circled her pussy entrance with his naked meat. 

Oh fuck, thought Holly. He could get me pregnant! 

She knew she was definitely well within her window...and she hadn't bothered taking birth control for a long time now. 

Rick slapped her face with his cock. “You like that, Holly? You like being used like my little fucktoy?”

Oh god, she did, she did! She loved it so fucking much! There was nothing like being used and owned by a man...nothing, except of course, being used by two men!

Holding her hair tight, Rick jammed her face full of his cock. From behind, Andre pistoned into her hot pussy, holding her thick behind hard. His fingers kneaded into the ample flesh of her butt, clearly loving how much there was to squeeze and hold with his rough man hands. 

Their hands came together at her waist, sliding over each other. They were so glad for the other’s strength—so happy to have another man to share all this woman with.

When Rick pushed, Holly did her best to push back—even as Andre pushed as well. And when Andre thrust forward, she squeezed her cunt walls tight, hoping to provide him with a hot, tight escape into her pussy.

She could feel both of them tightening, tensing, their muscles working together like a machine made to fuck and fill her. Andre spurted suddenly, letting out a hot gushing release of hot cum right into her unprotected cunt. At the same time, Rick moaned, his grip tightening on Holly's face, and shot his sweet, manly load right down her throat. 

Holly just couldn't hold back anymore. She came too—sudden and furious, her bliss matching every molecule of cum with ten megatons of pleasure.

Her orgasm shook through her body like she was a palm tree and it a hurricane. Swept away into the winds of this pleasure and absolutely soaked from the men filling her up, nothing was on her mind but rapture. Rick pulled out of her mouth and sprayed her face, marking her as his. Or at least, partly his.

Covered in Rick’s hot jizz, filled with Andre’s amazing spunk, she wrapped her arms around both men and guided them down on the ground, placing their faces into her big breasts. Their foreheads nuzzled together. There they all dozed, each so happy with the other. 

And just before dozing off for a few hours, before she took Andre and Rick home with her for even more three way fucking, she thought: what a nice day at the office.

# # #
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Taken By Teachers
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I sat in my chair in history class at the beginning of the school day, idly daydreaming about the town stud, Joey Rogers. He was such a hunk.

He had asked me out tons of times already. Each time, though, I said no. I wanted to drive his desire up and up and up. Most girls, they wouldn’t dream of telling someone like Joey “no” at all—but as the prettiest eighteen year-old at Bluebonnet High School, I knew I could do whatever I wanted.

I say that unequivocally, with no hesitation at all, by the way. About being the prettiest girl in school. I absolutely am. There are lots of pretty girls here, sure. There are lots of beautiful girls. There are lots of hot girls, and cute girls, and all the rest.

But there’s only one queen—and that’s me. And they all know it. All the girls...mmm. And all the boys, too.

They just can’t compete with me. My tits are too big and round and perfect—gorgeous 36DD boobies that make men drool with every little bounce. I have the type of tits that women buy push-up bras to get: buoyant, perky, firm, and always perfectly displayed in whatever tiny little tops I decide to wear.

My legs are too long for me to have competition. In my sexy, blue pleated skirt hat I wore that day for instance, the edge of the fabric came down only to the middle of my delectably toned thighs. Every time I adjusted myself in my seat, I ran the gambit of flashing anyone who happened to be looking below my desk. It wasn’t that big of a gamble, to be honest—most of the time, everyone gets so caught-up in looking at my face and my tits that they forget all about how perfectly sexy my legs are.

My waist is too narrow for me to have competition. It’s supermodel-thin, even though the rest of me is delightfully voluptuous. It’s super fun to be able to wear whatever clothes I want and look spectacular in them.

My hips are too wide for me to have competition. Hips are everything, especially on a hot young body like mine. Hips are what make men want to watch you as you walk—and they all watch me. My hips sway from side to side, showing off easily, though of course the high heels I wear help.

My body is too trim and toned and perfect from years of cheerleading and dieting right for me to have competition. It’s just in perfect balance thanks to winning a genetic jackpot and me having lots of dedication to my strict dieting regime.

No, I can’t have any competition; my hair is too long and blonde—golden, really. Men want lots of things, but if you put a drop-dead gorgeous brunette in front of them and have her compete with a drop-dead gorgeous blonde, the blonde will win every time. That’s just a fact. It’s science, and I’m the experiment that proves it.

And on top of ALL that (which I am, by the way, or haven’t you been able to tell?), my face is just too gorgeous for me to have any real competition. Pouty, perfectly full lips. Bright blue eyes. Sexy angled cheekbones, and a perfectly regal chin. 

I’m the best, that’s all. Get used to it. Everyone else has. 

I know that probably some of you are imagining I’ll be taught my place, I’ll be brought down a peg or two or three (because honestly, with the way I think about myself, I probably could get brought down about fifteen or twenty pegs and still be thoroughly haughty). 

Maybe you’re right. You’ll just have to keep reading to find out.

Regardless, I knew that I was just divine. So when I turned Joey Rogers down, you can be rest assured that it’s with a very specific reason. It’s the same reason that I go on and on about how perfect I am. It’s because I love to rile people up—I love to make them think I ought to be taught a lesson. 

When I did it to Joey, specifically, it’s because I wanted him to ignore what I say. I wanted to drive him so wild that he forgot all about me saying no. I didn’t want him to care if I was being reluctant or fighting...I wanted him to hold me down and force his body onto mine no matter what I said or did.

In my naughtiest daydreams, I would be an awful little bitch to him. 

“Leave me alone, you prick,” I might say. “You’re not good enough for this body. You’re not even good enough to look at me.”

“Is that right?” He would ask. “We’ll see about that.”

And then he would push me down on the ground. Maybe he’d even slap me—which I would love. He’d see how much it turned me on, and he’d do it a few more times for good measure, making my cheeks bright red. 

“You want this big cock, don’t you, slut?”

“No!” I’d shake my head. Making a big show. Guys love it when girls pretend not to want their cocks. In my daydreams, he would know what I really meant, though. He would see the lust in my eyes. 

“Stop being such a tease, whore.” He’d grab me by the throat, then, pulling my mouth up to his cock. “Beg for it. Beg for what you want. And then I’ll give you what you deserve.”

And slowly...as his hard grip cut off more and more of my air supply, I’d start to give in, just like I was made to do...

“Are we paying attention, Candice?”

I snapped back to reality. On the board, my teacher Mr. Young was writing the journal activity for the day. He started each day with us having to write about what we were supposed to study the night before. 

Mr. Young was young for a teacher—maybe around thirty—and was good looking in a classical way. Thick blond hair and a rugged five-o-clock shadow that never seemed to go away. He had bright blue eyes, and often wore button-up long-sleeved shirts with the sleeves rumpled up past his elbows. He wore tight, form-fitting slacks and always smelled like cedar.

“Yes, Mr. Young. Definitely. Paying that good old attention, yup.”

He turned back to the board and continued writing the journal, giving a little “humph” to show that he didn’t believe me. 

Well, he could not believe me all he wanted. Whether he did or not didn’t change the reality of who was really running that class. 

Of course I hadn’t studied, and so had nothing to write in the journal. All I’d been studying was my own reflection and how to make it sexier than ever. 

None of what was important to me had anything to do with stupid history class or Mr. Young. In fact, if you think about it, none of anything ever really would have anything to do with history class, ever, for the rest of my life.

I mean, like, why would I care why Napoleon did whatever thing in Germany or Africa or wherever it was? Who gave a crap if Anthony the Great conquered Greenland and then took over Rome? This sort of information was just useless. I could tell it all to you forwards and backwards, and it wouldn’t mean a thing anyway, because nobody in the real world ever uses that sort of information. 

So, instead of doing anything dumb like classwork, I had decided to put on a little lesson of my own. I wanted to show Joey Rogers just how well I could turn him on. It was quite the little show. Winking at him as he watched, I pushed my tits tight together in my tiny halter top, rubbing them together. Licking my lips. Sliding my mouth slowly down closer and closer to the immenseness of my titflesh. Joey could see, easily, how I could take my own nipple in my mouth and give it a nice, slow little suck. He had his folder over his lap, one hand deep in his pants, his face squirming with lust for me. 

Just for me.

“Candice!”

Mr. Young had finished writing his journal and had caught me in my display. He wasn’t happy about it.

I sighed, sitting back. God, I had been getting wet as hell, too. Joey certainly was too far gone—I could see him staring at my gorgeous body, still furiously handing at himself—he was going to cum. That was so fun!

If I couldn’t inspire Joey to take me brutally, fucking me without any regard to my consent or not, the next best thing was to make him cum his pants because he was thinking of me. Anything that made a man lose control over himself, I was all for. 

But Mr. Young blocked my view, just as I was about to see Joey’s o-face. He walked in front of my desk, shaking his head sternly.

“You’re making an erotic display of yourself on my time,” he said, tsking. “I would have thought better of you, Candice. Why don’t you see me after class?”

* * * * *
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AFTER CLASS, AS YOU might expect, I was stuck with Mr. Young.

I wasn’t completely against the idea. I mean, he was a total hunk. That was undeniable, in the same way that it was undeniable that I was a complete and total hottie, the queen of the school. 

Mr. Young probably would try to deny that I was a total hottie—citing decency, no doubt. He would also probably deny that I was the queen of the school. But the truth is the truth, no matter who believes it.

He had the door locked and had sat me down in the front row of the classroom. He sat across from me, on the edge of his desk, his arms crossed.

“Why don’t you explain to me what you and Joey were getting up to?”

For a moment, I considered playing dumb. Probably, if I thought I could actually get in trouble, that would have been the safer route. But of course, I didn’t think I could get in trouble. I was the queen of the entire school. 

“I was showing him how I could suck my own nipple.” I smiled, cupping my tits with dainty hands. “Would you like me to show you, Mr. Young? I do a really good job.”

His jaw dropped. Whatever response he was expecting from me, it certainly wasn’t the dead-honest truth. He was really cute like that, looking so surprised. He started to sputter.

“Y-you can’t act like this. I won’t have it in my classroom.”

I smiled, biting my bottom lip. “Oh,well...”

“Well, what?”

“It’s just, you remember how last year there wasn’t enough tax money to pay for all the departments?”

His sputtering stopped entirely. Now, he looked very serious. He took his glasses off and then put them on again. 

“Yes,” he said. “Yes, I remember that.”

“And don’t you remember how it was my Daddy who paid for you to have a job?”

“...yes.”

“I guess that means that if I said you were mean to me, he’d be pretty upset, huh?” Mr. Young said nothing. “I guess that means you’re just gonna have to live with it?”

He said nothing, his frown only deepening.

I giggled, delighted. “In fact, what that really means is that I can be as big of a bitch as I want, all day, to anyone I want, and you won’t do a single thing about it, will you?

Again, he said nothing.

His eyes were all over me, though. Inspired, I decided to try something a little...dangerous.

“Gosh, really, when you think about it, there’s nothing I couldn’t do in this smelly old class of yours. I bet I could just sit right in some stud’s lap and make out with him the whole class, and you wouldn’t be able to do anything, huh? I wouldn’t have to be a bitch. I could just, you know, be the biggest slut ever and really just put out however I wanted, and you couldn’t do anything, huh?”

I was tugging at my nipples now, turning myself on. Mr. Young’s eyes followed my fingers, waiting to see if there was more of myself that I would touch. More of my hot, barely legal body that I would reveal.

“Oh, yeah. I could probably just sink to my knees and start sucking that stud off...you know I’m a virgin, though, right? So I’ve never sucked anyone off before. It’d be all sloppy and hot, and I’d be moaning and asking him to teach me how to do it better and better.”

I could see the raging hard-on in his pants, growing thicker and thicker the more that I said. It was so hot, knowing that I was doing that to him.

“In fact, I could like,” I giggled again. “I could put my hands on your pants.” 

I got up out of my chair and knelt down in front of him. He tried backing away, but I pressed my tits up against his knees, and he groaned with need. My hands slid up his calves and then his thighs. I pouted sexily, licking my lips just for him.

“I could put them on your thighs...I could put them right up to your crotch and kind of...start to stroke...on top of the fabric where I can see your cock is so, sooo hard for me...”
“Candice...you can’t...”
“Yes, I can. Didn’t we talk about this?”

I squeezed his cock harder, pushing my tits up against his knees even more. He could see straight down into my cleavage. He could see how my nipples were erect, at full attention.

“Won’t you let me?” I asked, putting a hot coo in my voice. “Please, Mr. Young? Won’t you let me do whatever you want?”

I wanted him to grab my hair. I wanted him to take me and put me on top of his desk, spank my ass into oblivion, and then fuck me while I begged him to stop. I wanted him to pin me down with my arms behind my back and call me a bad, bad girl. I wanted him to show me how stupid it was to test men like him. 

Instead...instead, he gave in to me.

“Okay,” he said, defeated, watching with big eyes my hands on the thick outline of his cock.. “Do whatever you want.”

“I thought so!” I stood up and swirled back to the door. “Okay! Fun talk. I’ll see you later!”

I left him with a raging hard-on in his pants, half-formed words bubbling out of his mouth.

It was just too bad he wasn’t man enough to take me right then and there.

* * * * * 
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I’M NOT ENTIRELY SURE why I’m like this. I blame society. All my life, I’ve been trained to be a prim and proper pretty girl with no thoughts on her mind but the most pure and sterile of platitudes. But that whole time, I’ve been building a body made for sin. I’ve told you how insufferably hot I am—how could I not be insufferably vain at the same time, when entire civilizations seem to rise and fall for the want of a hot pussy like mine?

So, I would feel inescapably wrong if I just offered myself up to someone—my whole life, I’ve been told that’s the wrong thing to do. But if someone were to just take me...if he were to just make me his...why, then I would be free. I wouldn’t have to worry about whether it was right or wrong anymore. It would be totally out of my hands. I could just give in, like I was made to give in, and fuck, in the way that my body was made to fuck.

* * * * *
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A FEW PERIODS AFTER history, I was in gym class.

I loved gym class. It was such a great way to show off how hot my body was. All the other years in high school, I had been a cheerleader, but for my senior year I decided not to continue that particular trek. It ate up so much of my social life, and it wasn’t like I needed it to be popular. My body, and my face—my beauty—did all that kind of work for me. Why waste all that time practicing and jumping and flipping when I could just have everyone love me because of the way I was born anyway?

Sometimes, I still would come to school wearing my own cheerleading outfit—with a few adjustments. I’d make the skirt shorter, and gave the top a little plunging neckline so that my cleavage was visible, and altered it so that the bottom of the top rested high on my torso, revealing several inches of my long sexy abs. 

The other cheerleaders hated this. I didn’t really care what they hated or didn’t hate, though (as you might expect). It’s not the place of a queen to consider her subjects’ feelings, after all.

Gym class, for the most part, was set up as a sort of free-for-all with Coach Harris overseeing the whole operation. In one corner of the gym, kids played dodge ball. In another, there was wall ball. In another, there was basketball. 

I, and several of the other girls, were warming up and stretching. They followed what I did, of course—bending over at the waist to touch their toes when I touched mine, and stretching their arms high to the ceiling when I stretched high. Good little parrots. 

The gym was set up so that the coach’s office was at the head of it, where he usually sat the whole time, watching us behind his window. Our position for our stretching exercises was not so very far away from his office—and I’d be lying if I said I hadn’t planned it that way.

My gym outfit was sexy as hell—just like anything would be sexy as hell on my incredible body. My shorts were tiny and red, and the cloth was always clinging to my ass. I had on a tiny black thong—one that I put on just for gym class—that I pulled up over the edge of my shorts just to to draw eyes down to my sexy hips. My t-shirt was three or four sizes too small, especially with my tits, and I never bothered to wear a bra. I didn’t need the support, and I loved the way my boobs bounced and drew the eyes of all the boys. Why bother with a bra?

As I stretched, I noticed Coach Harris looking at me very intently through his office window. In fact, he was very, very close to the window—so close that he could have been rubbing his hard cock on the wall in an attempt to disguise how he was rubbing himself while he looked at me. 

Curious, I approached him, leaving all my parrot girls without anyone to parrot. They stayed in their last stretch. When I came close to Coach Harris, though, he shuffled suddenly and scattered behind his desk.

Now I was more than curious—now, I was downright intrigued. Intrigued now, I walked around and entered his office. 

Coach Harris was a large, hairy man. Burly is the word you would use, I think. He had a thick black beard, an enormous barrel chest, and the kind of thick, meaty, muscular arms that were unmistakably strong. He was the sort that you could very easily imagine riding around on a horse a thousand years ago, waving a giant sword around and lopping off people’s heads. He was gruff, and chewed tobacco ceaselessly, and had never had more than two words to say to me. 

I closed the door behind me. “Hey, Coach, I was wondering...”

Papers were scattered all across his desk. He grabbed one and then another, looking very intently.

“What were you doing?”

“Nothing,” he said quickly. “Get out of here. I’m busy.”

Now I really knew I was on to something. I felt daring—maybe inspired by my little jaunt with Mr. Young earlier in the day. Mr. Young hadn’t been man enough for me. But certainly, if any of the teaching staff were to be the ones to take me, it would be Coach Harris. He looked like a viking already—and vikings made their name by forcing their wills on others whenever they wanted.

“I know what you were doing,” I said. I tugged at the thin cloth of my shirt. “At least, I’m pretty sure...”

“Well, you’re not. Get out of here. Get out of here, or you’ll have detention.”

Smiling, my blue eyes dancing with lust, I closed the blinds in his office and then locked the door.

“You’d like me to have detention, wouldn’t you? You’d like to be able to have me all to yourself for an hour, huh? Then...then you could jerk off right in front of me, and not have to hide it like you were. Isn’t that right?”

“I don’t know what you’re talking about, but you better cut it out.”

I giggled, pushing my shirt up my tight, teen body, revealing more and more of my sexy toned skin.

“You were jerking off, though. Weren’t you? You were jerking off to my hot body.”

“No. Of course not. Don’t be silly.” He stood up now. He was enormous. “You cut all that kind of talk right now, young lady.”

“Sure you were. You were stroking that big, huge dick of yours...weren’t you? You were stroking it and looking at my tight, hot butt, thinking of how you could fill it up with your spunk.” I turned and pulled up my shorts, exposing the perfect globe of my ass. “Weren’t you?”

“That’s...that would be wrong, Candice. I thought no such thing.”

“Aw, really?” I pouted. “That makes me sad, Coach.”

“S-sad?”

“That’s right. I like it.” Leaning over the front of his desk, now. He could easily see down my tiny shirt. “I like the thought of you stroking your cock to me. Won’t you do it, for me? Won’t you do it right now?”

Subconsciously, his hand dropped to his crotch. 

“I...I couldn’t.”

I looked out to the closed blinds, the locked door, and smiled.

“No one’s coming.” I giggled. “Except...maybe you. Would you like to cum for me, Coach?”

I tugged my shirt down, letting him see how I wasn’t wearing a bra at all. There was just toned, tanned flesh...just for him.

“Oh god. Yes.”

“Oh good. I want that. I’m the kind of girl who wants men to look at her...so I’m going to show you my ass, now. My hot, thong-clad, teenage ass...and you’re going to cum to it for me. Aren’t you?”

Obediently, he had pulled his shorts all the way down. His cock, I must say, was enormous. It was big and bulky and covered in hair. Burly, just like him. It looked like it would tear a tiny teen body like mine apart without any real effort. It was the sort of cock you think about when you imagine yourself being taken in an alley late at night, by men with knives or a gun. It was a dangerous cock...a delicious cock.

“Yes,” he choked, eyes wide.

I bent over in front of him, and slowly started to pull my shorts down.

“Look at my ass. Look at my perfect, young, teenage ass. You love it, don’t you?”

“Yes. Fuck yes.” He stroked his long cock. I could see precum glistening out, making it wet.

“It turns you on that I’m just eighteen, doesn’t it? It turns you on that I’m sooo young, just barely legal, and I want to have you inside of me. I want to make you cum all the time, Coach Harris. Doesn’t that turn you on?”

“God. Yes.” He stroked harder now, faster.

“You want to fuck it, don’t you? You don’t even want my pussy. You want to fuck my ass. You’re so fucking sick you want to take my anal virginity while my pussy is still virginal. Aren’t you, Coach?”

My shorts were all the way down now, and all that was left on my ass was my tiny, tiny thong. I tugged and toyed with the straps, teasing and teasing. That really got him going. His thick arms flexing, his hairy face red as a beet. “Oh god, yeah! Yeah, please!”

“Stroke it for me, Coach. Show me how hard you can get it. Show me that you can deserve it.”

It was huge. And I had to admit I wanted it. But he wasn’t taking advantage. He was waiting for me to say okay. That wouldn’t do at all.

“Good...now...”

Just as it looked like I was going to pull my thong all the way down...I slipped up my shorts. 

“Finish yourself off, loser.”

“Wh-what? Wait!”

I took off then, such a tease, leaving him stroking himself off. With a giggle, I left the door open. It was rather funny, hearing him groan in frustration and then slam the door behind me.

* * * * *
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I HAD DETENTION AFTER school—given to me by my English teacher, Miss Batts. She was such an old cunt. I was just doing the things I got away with like crazy in the other classes—teasing boys, showing off my legs and my tits. The classes with male teachers had no problems with that. I guess my sphere of influence is only so limited. 

Miss Batts really, really hated the fact that I was young and gorgeous and would be forever—so she gave me detention on some flimsy excuse like my wardrobe not being school appropriate. Like, whatever, right? She wouldn’t know school appropriate if it strode up and spanked her in the ass.

On my way to the detention all, though, a student aide came by and handed me a note. 

“What’s this about?”

He shrugged, gesturing for me to read the note.

It said to meet Coach Harris in the locker room in twenty minutes.

Oh, God, I thought, rolling my eyes. He probably just wanted to look at my ass again.

Well, whatever. I had a few things to pick up from my locker anyway. And it wasn’t like I could blame him. I mean, my ass was completely perfect. I had a regular squat routine that I practiced to make sure that it was round and bubbly like a girl’s ass ought to be. One other advantage of being in gym class was being able to look at all the other girls and their bodies—and I knew that I was better than any of them. 

I mean, I wanted to be better than them, I made it a goal of mine—but it wasn’t even a contest. I knew without a doubt that there was nothing in this school that could ever stand in my way of getting what I wanted, because at the top of the food chain was always a man...and it looked to me like all the men in power just wanted to jerk off to my body. 

I slipped into the locker room, pulling out the books I had left there earlier. I had to give the nerds who did my homework for me something to study. How else were they going to be smart enough to work for me once I got to college?

“Candice,” came a voice.

It was Coach Harris.

“Candice, you’re late for detention.”

He had locked the locker room door behind him. Sensing something was terribly wrong, I rushed to the side door—and found Mr. Young there, locking that door as well.

“What’s going on?” I said with a laugh. “Why did you call me in here? Don’t you know I have shit to do?”

I had made them practically eat out of my hand before. I figured there was no reason I couldn’t make the same thing happen again. 

“You’re going to have to delay it,” said Mr. Young. “There’s only one thing you’re going to do in here, Candice.”

My heart started beating fast. Mr. Young and Coach Harris were both closing in on me, one on each side. They had dark, gritty smiles on their faces.

“W-what are you talking about?”

Coach Harris smiled, his teeth white through the black bristle of his beard. “Mr. Young and I, we got together, and we started talking. You know what we talked about, Candice?”

I gulped, shaking my head slowly.

“We talked about you. We talked about what a tease you had been. We talked about how someone really, really ought to teach you a lesson.”

“N-no,” I said, trembling. “You can’t. You can’t...do this. Any of this.”

“Yes, we can. We’re doing it. And you’re going to give us everything we want. Aren’t you, Candice?”

There was only one way I could get everything I wanted. I had to resist. Otherwise it would all be fake. 

“No!” I shouted, trying to run.

Coach Harris caught me though, holding me firm in his iron-hard arms, and Mr. Young slapped me. 

For a moment, they both looked stunned at their actions. And I, unable to help myself, let out a hot little moan, my knees coming together as my pussy clenched in lust. It was really, really going to happen.

God, it felt so good to be slapped like that.

Coach Harris grabbed my hair, tugging it back hard. My silky tendrils melded to his hand. 

“We’re not taking “no” for an answer from you,” he growled.

“No!” I cried.

Yes, yes, yes!

“We’re going to fuck you, Candice,” said Mr. Young. “We’re going to hold you down, and we’re not going to let you get away.”

Oh god, yes! Oh please!

“No! You let me go! You can’t do this! I’ll get you fired, I promise!”

Just as I hoped, Mr. Young slapped me again.

“You’ll do as you say, and you’ll be a good girl.”

I couldn’t help groaning in lust as he said those words. They could tell that I wanted it now—they could tell that they were doing the right thing, but it didn’t matter to me anymore. We were all the train now—right, wrong, these had flown out the window. They were going to fuck me the moment their rough man hands had gotten on my body.

Coach Harris’s grip on my arms was so strong. I couldn’t escape. He pushed me down to my knees. I watched as Mr. Young tugged his pants down. Behind me, Coach Harris did the same, his cock sliding up against my ass cheeks. Both of them started going at me, ripping my clothes down until they were in shreds, in a pile around me. I couldn’t run out of the locker room without being naked anymore.

Tugging at my hair again, Coach Harris tilted my head forward. Mr. Young’s cock was right in front of me. Enormous and bulky. I wasn’t sure it would fit.

“W-wait,” I pleased. “P-please...”

But nothing was happening on my terms anymore. It was all them, or nothing at all. Coach Harris shoved my mouth forward and I slowly enveloped Mr. Young’s dick through my pretty teen lips, and then down my throat.

I had practiced and practiced for this day, using dildos and cucumbers, getting rid of my gag reflex. 

It was worth it, so that now, when his meaty throbbing mass dipped into my esophagus, I could suckle and swallow and close my tight warm inner-grip on him, and it could be just how he needed.

“Fuck,” said Mr. Young. “She’s a natural. I thought she was a virgin...”

“She is,” said Coach Harris. “She’s just made to fuck, that’s all.”

Strong as an ox, Coach Harris picked me up by my hips now, his cock hovering over my rear entrance. He wasn't wearing any protection. I trembled.

“You remember, girl?” he teased, pushing his bare cockhead into my asshole. “You remember what you thought I wanted?”

He shoved forward, not waiting for me to ask for it, not caring if it hurt me. He was taking what he wanted from me. He was doing everything I had always dreamed of.

“You were right,” he grunted, fucking into my ass more, each thrust pushing him further and further up my narrow tunnel. “You were so, so right about what I wanted.”

Every time he thrust forward, I was pushed more into Mr. Young’s cock. I tried as hard as I could to lick and adore his cock, but it was my first time, and the way I was being fucked in the ass, it ended up slobbery and messy...just like I had told him it would. I could feel how badly he wanted it, though, I could feel how hard he wanted to cum. His balls slapped in my face, his muscles were so tight and full of lust. All that lust getting unleashed on me as he fucked my face again and again.

The two of them reached a rhythm, grunting and thrusting above the sound of my increasingly troubled moans. I had to act like I didn’t want it, even though the way my pussy dripped to the ground and how I kept slobbering all over Mr. Young’s cock spoke otherwise. Indeed, I tightened my ass muscles as much as I could, hoping to provide a hot, warm tight space for Coach Harris’s huge cock in my body.

“I’m gonna cum...” Coach Harris reached forward, touching Mr. Young’s hands. They gripped hands together, nodding, sharing an intimate look.

They were going to cum, unprotected, right into my body! There would be no barriers between their sweet hot cum and my hot teen self. And I was gonna cum too. I could feel it building and building. There was too much cock fucking inside of me not to need to cum constantly. 

“Oh god,” said Mr. Young. “Fuck...fuck, I’m gonna do it. I’m gonna cum right in her pretty fucking mouth. I’m gonna fucking show her what it means to tease a man...”

I moaned in need. I was desperate for the taste of him—and I was not disappointed. He shot load after load in my mouth, buckling and spasming into my face. So salty and delicious. At the same time, Coach Harris powered into my asshole with everything he had, delivering short, jackhammer-strength thrusts that resulted in an explosion of creamy hot white goo in my most sacred place, where I would never be a virgin again. 

I came, of course. So much cum throbbing and melting inside of me—I throbbed too. I melted too. My whole body vibrated with the solemn need to let them know how badly I appreciated what they had done for me. 

Just like that, I had been double-teamed by two real, actual studs.

We collapsed down to the floor of the locker room. Feeling obediently, I took care to wrap each of them around me, letting their hot man hands slide up and down my sexy body.

“You’ll be a good girl at school from now on, won’t you Candice?” asked Mr. Young.

“Sure,” I said. “But...”

“But what?” said Coach Harris, almost annoyed.

“Well, if you could pretend I wasn’t...then I could pretend too. Would you boys like that?”

They grinned. They’d love it.

It wouldn’t be as good as the real deal, of course...but pretending wouldn’t be so bad, I decided. And that way, I could have them slap me and take me whenever they wanted.

Anything to get more of their cock. That was what I had wanted all along. 

It was a dream come true.

# # #
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Lust Party
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She was covered in the seed of at least a dozen different men. Women all around her were moaning, their bodies writhing in pleasure, covered in thick seed much the same way as her. 

Her need for more cum, more penetration was uncontrollable. Sex was all there is. Sex was all there was. Sex was all there ever would be. 

Fragments of clothing still remained on her body. Bits of her torn dress and ripped stockings were plastered to her heated skin by the gallons of cum and sweat that had been sprayed and spread on her lithe young body over the course of the night. 

Every sight that entered her eyes was that of pure, unadulterated carnal heat—in the corner, a man had a woman on his shoulders, delivering cunnilingus as he slammed her busty body into the wall. She cried out in pleasure at each impact, each second of his tongue. On the couch, a businesswoman was wrapped like a burrito between two couch cushions, sucking off one man perched above her like some sexual vulture and being drilled in her needy, fertile cunt by another. 

She saw all of this and she marveled, forgetting for a moment at the sensational feeling of the cock inside of her own cunt—a man she had never met before tonight, a man who kept telling her that she was such a better lay than his own wife. 

That was only natural. She was young and hot, and probably a better lay than anyone in this room. 

But what she didn’t know was that practically every woman at the party thought that—that there was a strange, wicked force operating on them. Compelling them to believe new, depraved ideals. 

This was the doing of the elixir—the special concoction that their punch had been spiked with. Each of them took of the unique substance willingly, lured along by lusty promises of carnal delights. But none of them knew their minds and bodies would become this out of control. None of them knew that the elixir's effect would encourage sick, heated sex acts that would make the common person’s head spin.

Their bodies became more and more attuned to sex, more physically capable, more disastrously sexy as the night went on. Younger. Tighter. Hotter.

But this was nothing unusual for the man in charge. This was what he had wanted. This was what he had planned. 

This was the Lust Party.

* * * * * 
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MORGAN HUFFED, TAPPING slowly away at her computer. The words were not coming easy that day. 

Some days the words came very easy indeed. They flowed like the water in a river, picking up rocks and twigs and petals along the way, nothing getting in their way to that final, sweet destination of ever more flow. 

On those days, all she had to do was sit and consider for a moment, and then—coffee nearby, naturally—she started typing and the words seemed to beckon themselves from the ether, and it was only her job to snatch them up by their bobbing heads. 

But, that was not how it was today. 

Today, every word was a struggle, a battle hard-fought. Every last syllable seemed clunky and awkward, fighting with the one before it. Every intonation felt wrong, every sentence a mockery of the actual sentence it was supposed to be. 

There was nothing cooling, nothing soothing, no gentle flow of a river—only hard jagged edges that slipped against her soul like broken glass sliding through a sea of burning tires. 

Part of the problem, she knew, was just the story she worked on. 

Morgan was a reporter. 

She was a real reporter—she wanted to be in the dirt, picking up stories and getting down into the tiniest nitty-gritty details to help build her stories. She wanted to have boots on the ground, knocking on doors for interviews and retrieving statements from witnesses who the cops never bothered to talk to. She wanted to report the ideas that shocked and informed, she wanted to make people question every assumption they had. 

But what she had, today, was a story about cats.

Cats!

“Huff,” she said, tapping away with supreme ambivalence at the fifteenth adverb in as many sentences. Her editor, Lionel Powell, would have something to say about that many adverbs, no doubt. He would also clean it up for her. 

He was a good boss, and so he knew that cat articles were well below her area of expertise, but it was a slow news week. 

The expected fallout between the Rosington city manager and the new district attorney didn’t happen; if anything, they seemed closer than ever. The budget passed with an overwhelming majority. The latest sex scandal with the mayor had all of its witnesses disappear like smoke. The police were behaving admirably. Crime was down. Schools were turning in good test scores. 

There was nothing to report. 

And thus, cats. Cats brought into an old folk’s home who were supposed to be helping with longevity of life and the battle against senility. There was, Morgan tried to convince herself, something basically interesting about that. 

Probably.

To someone.

Just...not to her.

For the seventh time that morning, she leaned back in her chair and took a long sip of coffee, sighing at the barely filled screen before her. 

“Cats,” she muttered.

Morgan was young and full of ambition. She had graduated from Western University at the top of her class and had immediately landed an internship in a paper overseas in South America. A month later, a war broke out, and so she had become an impromptu war correspondent. 

After a few brushes with death amidst the war-torn countries she reported in (among them a near hostage situation and a few artillery strikes landing just too close for comfort), she landed back in the States in her home town of Rosington. Her plan was to take a few months off and regroup, try to get her head together while still building up her reporting credentials. She had gotten tired of that six months ago and had not yet been able to find a better job. 

“Malls, how’s that article coming?”

She looked up to see Lionel Powell standing above her. He was a large man who power lifted as a hobby, and had thick forearms and a hard, handsome face that were the subject of several of Morgan’s most vivid fantasies. His wife had left him just a few months past, and Morgan had been working up the will to become a swift and easy rebound fuck for the man. 

She was certain it would be sensational. All those muscles. She was much tinier than him, and often her mind centered on that fact. It would have been a simple thing for him to slam her against any amounts of furniture, to drive into her so fucking hard, but he might forget how strong she was. 

Morgan worked out too, on her legs especially. When he started losing himself in that perfect dynamo piston thrust right before cumming, she could clutch him around the waist, not letting him pull out. She would moan how she wasn't on protection...and he could dump his babymaking load right up into her fertile womb. 

All fantasy, of course. 

It was hard to imagine him turning her down. Morgan had a thing for older men, and Powell was more than fifteen years her senior. She was a lovely young woman with rich chestnut hair, bright blue eyes, and a tight body honed by years of proper diet and regular runs. She had dressed today in a smart, sleek, gray pantsuit with a tight jacket that admirably contained the heady swell of her young, ample breasts. She noticed his eyes flicking back and forth between the curve of her chest and her face—he was trying to be polite. 

Part of her wished he wouldn't.

“You know exactly how it’s coming, boss. It’s not.”

He smiled and tossed down a file onto her desk. It landed amid a heavy stack of other such files, all unsorted, papers upon papers of stories that had gone nowhere. Morgan hadn’t done proper reporting in more than a month and she had searched far and wide for something new. 

“Check this out for me, would you?”

“What is it?”

“It’s some high society party thing. Lots of deep pockets there. Maybe some political people.”

She scanned the file, her interest piquing slightly. 

“Why do we care?”

“Because it’s fascinating,” he smiled. “And because there might be sex involved.”

She raised an eyebrow. “Like an orgy?”

“We’re not sure.” He shrugged. “But maybe. You should check it out.”

“If I didn’t know better, Lionel,” she said, crossing her legs, “I’d think you just wanted me thinking about sex while I’m on the job.”

His face flushed then and he stiffened, though not in the way that Morgan would have liked. 

“I’ll finish the cat thing for you,” he said, “maybe give it to Jerry. I’ll expect something by the end of the week on this.”

* * * * * 
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CALIGULA BRADDOCK, Journal. Entry #1:

Eleanor’s condition rapidly diminishes. I do not think I shall be able to save her anytime soon. I sit with her at nights and hold her hand, but there is not much I can do in the bedroom and I loathe to waste my time there. 

When I am in the lab, I work to be with my wife. When I am with my wife, I cannot wait to be back in the lab so that I may protect and save my wife. But there is no one else for her. 

I have started this journal as a way to organize my mind. Between Eleanor's sickness and my own research, there is a great deal that weighs upon me. The thoughts bleed into each other like wine spilled on a page. This is my attempt at some manner of sponge. 

Efforts in the laboratory are not going as well as I would like. Shall I be able to hone in on the elixir before Eleanor dies? It is impossible to say. 

My latest serum merely overexcited the subject to the point of death. She screamed out many lewd comments about my genitals and then dropped dead. An autopsy revealed the cause to be a cardiac arrest. I wonder if it was due to the profanity she unleashed at my expense? Not the profanity itself, obviously, but her exultation in screaming it at me. Perhaps the over-excitement of her lungs to gather air deprived her of the oxygen she needed to breathe...anyway.

I am overextended between this and the duty of taking care of Eleanor. I must hire some help.

* * * * * 
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A REAL STORY. MORGAN, carried by the excitement of this development, practically skipped into the break room at the office. If this was even half as juicy as Lionel implied, then this was probably the best assignment she’d been given since arriving at this nowhere newspaper in this has-been town. 

It had all the perfect elements of a big story—sex, cover-ups, high society, maybe even drugs and probably scandal. If there was that much sex in one place, then there was little doubt that some people were sleeping with the wrong people. 

“You should be careful, you know.”

The voice startled Morgan, who was trying to fix herself a cup of coffee before returning to the file that Lionel had laid out for her.

Colette was a tall, winnowy girl who did not seem to fit in with much of anyone at the office. She was pretty, but Morgan had never heard her once talking about boys (or girls) and never saw anyone call on her. She was a bit standoffish and strange around the office, often snapping at people who asked her for information. 

But, she was a heck of a copy-editor and a great researcher. She wore a few different hats for The Edition. Most people had to, since the place was so small and funds for newspapers were so hard to come by. Colette dressed now in tight jeans and a loose t-shirt, highlighting the length of her body and the gentle curve of her behind while hiding the overall flatness of her chest. 

“What do you mean?” asked Morgan.

“That party. You should be careful. I don’t think it’s a good idea to investigate it.”

Morgan's reporter instincts flipped on immediately. “What do you know about it?”

“I hear things,” Colette shrugged. “Different things.”

Morgan crossed her arms. “You’ll have to be more specific than that.”

“I heard that the son of the governor went to one of those parties a virgin. Straight A student. On the model United Nations, all that sort of thing. He had an intern at some judge’s office. A week later, he was flunked out of college and,” she whispered now, “screwing every secretary at the judge’s office.”

“You can’t flunk out of college in a week.”

Colette spread her hands. “Then he dropped out, whatever.”

“So...you think what? If I go to this party I’m going to come back and bone everyone here?”

Colette blushed deeply now, eyes turning down. “I said what I wanted to say. You should be careful. In fact, you shouldn’t go at all.”

Morgan raised a perfectly sculpted eyebrow, looking Colette up and down. Was the nerdy copy girl attracted to her? That would be...odd? Flattering?

Attraction from women wasn’t totally outside of Morgan’s experience. Though she was totally straight (outside of, of course, a few experiments in college that had left her mostly cold), she seemed to have that sort of body chemistry that sometimes people have where they create the incorrect kind of attention from the same sex. 

“I’m a big girl, Colette,” said Morgan. “I can take care of myself.”

“You say that now. But just wait. It’ll happen, you’ll see. Weird stuff. Sex stuff. You’re going to have your whole life turned around.”

* * * * *
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JOURNAL ENTRY #2

Help has been hired. Her name is Yolena. She is from Brazil, a very fine young woman with a good understanding of her place in this house. She did not ask me any questions about my wealth or how I got it, which is what I would prefer. I do not enjoy the thoughts of what she might say or do should she know my dark alchemical secrets. 

“Dark alchemical secrets.” Listen to me. I sound like a supervillain. I suppose I should not precede “alchemical” with “dark” if I ever want my studies to have the prestige they deserve. I am an alchemist, that is all. If what I have discovered is dark, it is because the world is often a dark place, and it is the alchemist's job to source out what is hidden in the darkness for the betterment of mankind. 

And to make gold, of course...but I learned that secret long ago. No sense in sharing that until society is improved. 

Which is why I am working on this elixir in the first place. Oh yes, Eleanor's sickness is a useful motivator (if I wanted to be especially heartless about describing it), but I started my work on the elixir well before her sickness overtook her. Well before. Years before. Her condition merely accelerated my efforts, encouraged me to drop other projects that were going nowhere. 

Should the elixir be completed as planned—in the way that the books promise—then I shall be able to make the world a better place. I have means of mass production, synthetic creation that the old masters never did. Their elixir was confined to a spare few before they were found out and burned for being different. Mine shall be free to all the world. 

Then I shall let the world know of the secret of my wealth...should they still want it. I suspect they won't. 

The latest subject fared little better than the last. The outward appearances were different, at least. She appeared to regress much quicker than the last one, rapidly approaching forty or even thirty to my eyes. But again, once she reached that point where her beauty began to eclipse her age, her profanity began. At the sight of me, she became desperate for cock, cock, cock. 

Hiding myself did nothing. I only revealed myself after two hours, much longer than the ten minute period I had used previously (witnessing digital video the entire time), and still, the result was the same. 

I worry about giving such a serum to Eleanor, even in its final state, if all it is to give to her is some obsession with cock. Eleanor and I never had the most lively love life to begin with, and both of us preferred it that way. We had too much to do; I in my lab, and she in the courtroom. 

That reminds me. She has a number of callers next week from the political circles. I ought to tell Yolena to tidy up the house in addition to her duties in attending to Eleanor. I am afraid I have let this house fall into disarray.

* * * * * 
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THE HOUSE FOR THE PARTY was large and isolated, behind a series of tall iron gates. Morgan had managed to get past the gates and the guards with a pretty smile, which was her first surprise. They didn’t ask about her back story—which she had spent hours perfecting—and simply let her through after taking a look down the hot cleavage-baring red dress she wore. 

Now Morgan sat in her car, spending a few moments trying to psyche herself up for her entrance into the house proper. She wasn’t invited to this party, so she would be unequivocally crashing it. 

So, she had to re-prepare all her speeches, all her thoughts. She was posing as the cousin to an aide of the mayor—an aide who didn’t exist. So long as she didn’t speak to the mayor himself, it was likely to work. 

It was the sort of thing she had done before. For a story she had done on the mob, she invited herself to the wedding of the sister of one of the local crime ring’s top lieutenants. Morgan was pretty, and sociable, and so it had been easy to infiltrate the scene—she had even left with a few numbers. 

Of course, she hadn’t called them. It was one thing to pretend to be someone willing to date a mobster, but quite another to actually do it. 

Her risks were measured, thought-through, and delivered with care.

She had dressed for the part, at least. The file mentioned that people regularly reported heavy sexual activity after arriving in their hottest wear. Men wore expensive suits and women dolled themselves up to get attention. 

Her dress was tight and red, an expensive number she had picked up for a wedding earlier that year. The neckline scooped deep down her chest, revealing the heavenly expanse of her beautiful young breasts, and her legs—long, fit, and tanned—were shown off by a long slit on one side of the dress practically wrapping around to her crotch. 

It was very risque. 

The entire time she had worn it at the wedding, she had gotten stares—which was the point, she supposed. She had been in a mood to pick up a man, even though naturally she would never sleep with him that same night. 

As it went, she ended up not finding anyone on the wedding, and so the dress had been retired until this night. So, she would look hot and perfectly fuckable, and would almost certainly be asked to join whatever orgiastic festivities were occurring inside. 

Morgan, of course, had no intention of actually joining the orgy. That was ludicrous. But it would be fun to see if she had any offers to join in. 

Rather insulting, really, if she didn't. 

Her sexual history was not prolific, but for those lucky fellows who had landed her in bed, it was festive. She was an enthusiastic lover—but she had a heavy emphasis on love. Sex was for the people you really, truly cared about, not something to be thrown away at a party like a treat. 

She would have a special moral pleasure in exposing the people attending this orgy—if indeed that’s what it was. 

The file Lionel gave her contained names—people suspected of attending. Morgan raised an eyebrow at the ones she recognized—practically the whole of the city council, plus a number of high-profile businessmen and women who were worth almost the entirety of the city’s GDP by themselves. 

Taking a final breath, she left her car—struggling just for a moment in her expensive leather heels—and approached the house with her bag in hand. Inside the tiny handbag was a recorder and her smartphone for taking notes. 

Her memory was fast and quick, but her instincts always told her to be prepared. The recorder was running, and had battery life for at least eight hours. She would be able to return to every conversation later and enhance her after-the-fact notes. 

There were two heavyset guards at the door wearing matching maroon suits. 

“Hello, gentlemen,” she said. “I’m afraid I lost my invitation, but—”

“Come right in, Miss,” said one guard.

They opened the door for her straightaway. They had started, indeed, upon her walking up the stairs. 

She stopped, puzzled for a moment. “Well,” she said. “I assure you, I can corroborate my story if need be. I just—”

“The party’s started, Miss,” said the guard, smiling and leering down her cleavage. “Go right in.”

For a moment, she just stared at them. They stared right back, drinking in her lovely visage in her revealing dress. Then she shrugged and entered. 

The inside of the house was lavish. Crystal chandeliers sparkled light outward from high above. Tall smooth pillars held up the ceiling in the vast entryway leading into long, wide, spiraling marble staircases. Fires crackled merrily at either end of the hall, circulating warmth through the crowd. 

And what a crowd it was. Every man dressed in an expensive, designer suit, and every woman in some elegant gown or another, furs on their shoulders and expensive jewelry on their wrists, ears, and necks.

What she noticed first of all was that almost all of them were rather...old. Not just old money—though they certainly were that, as she noticed the progeny of industrial giants from decades past chatting it up with the nephews and nieces of high-ranking generals and politicians. 

No, they were just plain old. No one she saw was under the age of fifty. Not that fifty was old, but for everyone to be that age and above—soaring up to eighty or ninety in some places—made her very interested in what was happening. 

Morgan felt distinctly out of place, though she was glad that at least she hadn’t under-dressed. She had merely under-accessorized. That was unavoidable, though, as she didn’t have any furs or diamond jewelry to go around.

She began to work through the crowd, taking note of the faces she saw. From pop culture and movies, she had half-expected this party to be the costume kind with ornate masks, but apparently no one here minded others seeing who they were.

After about fifteen minutes of perusing, darting in and around the long snack table with its several punch bowls and assorted hors d’oeuvres—including garlic-roasted shrimp cocktail, ham and honey mustard palmiers, goat cheese crackers, and caviar—Morgan had identified the mayor, about five of the seven members of city council, several police captains, and all of their assorted spouses. 

Whoever was running this party knew a lot of names, and had quite a lot of pull. Would so many high-profile guests really be interested in attending an orgy? It was a hard idea to swallow. She couldn't imagine the mayor—a corpulent, hairy being—having sex in the first place, let alone having group sex.

There was not, at this moment, any sex happening, unless it was behind closed doors and very quiet. A violin quarter played, but they took frequent breaks and no moans or exultant screams of pleasure could be heard through their measured sound. 

But, Morgan could feel a tension in the air—a manifestation of waiting that all the guests shared. She had felt the same feeling in the spare moments before firefights broke out in South America, when both sides waited for the other to begin attacking. But what were they waiting for?

And why was no one drinking the punch? People drank glasses of wine—a lot of it—and consumed the hors d’oeuvres with gusto, but no one touched the punch. Morgan wouldn’t have noticed except for how plentiful the punch bowls seemed to be. There were two levels to the party, upstairs and downstairs, and in the dozen-plus rooms there was a punch bowl in each one. Each was ornately designed, scrawling with symbols that Morgan didn't recognize. 

“Good evening,” said a low, deep voice from behind her. 

Morgan turned to see a handsome, elderly gentleman standing next to the record player behind her. 

“H-hello,” she said, feeling surprisingly flustered. 

The man was older than her, but he was also deeply handsome. Like, as handsome as Lionel. Only there was something special about him. Something...intense. And there was a scent on him, something musky and intoxicating. 

She felt her nipples rising in her dress, and she felt herself not caring about the level of sudden, slick arousal spreading between her thighs.

It took a moment for Morgan to realize that the man had women with him—two women significantly younger than he. The first was a blonde, absolutely gorgeous with a brilliant blank smile, wearing a sparkling black gown that hung off her tits in a way that advertised open and ready slutty ease of access. Her skin shone with youth. 

On his other arm, hanging on him with at least as much gusto as the blonde, was a woman with skin the color of mocha. Her hair was deep ebony, shimmering in the chandelier light of the luxurious house. Her gown matched the blonde's, but it was white instead of black. 

“Are you having a good time so far?” Braddock asked.

“I suppose so,” she said. “Though I was expecting something more wild, I must say.”

“Ah, I see. This is your first time at one of my parties,” said the man.

“Yes,” she said. “You said your party?”

He held out a hand. “Braddock. Cal Braddock. “

“Morgan Malls.”

“A pleasure, Morgan. This is my wife, Eleanor.”

The stunning young blonde held out a hand in the way that people do when they expect people to kiss them. Morgan did not, opting instead to simply offer it a limp shake. Her touch was electric, and Morgan felt her body pang with lust.

“And this is...?” Morgan nodded to the stunning dark beauty on Braddock’s other arm. 

“Oh, this is Yolena. She is my oft-consort.”
“His concubine, he means,” said Yolena, her eyes brimming with desire as she slid her hands up and down Braddock's thickly muscular arm. The desire seemed all-encompassing—it was desire for Braddock, it was desire for Morgan, it was desire for everyone she saw. 
Morgan didn’t quite know what to make of this; whatever arrangement was had, all three seemed very happy with it. Eleanor and Yolena’s hands slid over Braddock’s body openly, not stopping at his arms. They drifted down to his crotch, gently squeezing the heavy bulge beneath at different points along the shaft. 

Braddock acted as if this were the most natural thing in the world. In fact, he seemed more than a little...disinterested in their attention, as if they were merely necessities to the persona he presented. 

“Now, my dear,” said Braddock. “What brings you here tonight?”

Her heart fluttered. Her story—return to it!

“Well, I’m the cousin of an aide to the mayor, and she said—”

“No, no.” Braddock shook his head. “It doesn’t matter how you found out.”

“Oh,” said Morgan, somewhat crushed. 

She had worked hard on that back story. And now apparently the man who ran the party would just let anyone come in? 

Bummer.

“I meant what I said. What brings you here? What did you hear that enticed you so?”

“What do you have to offer?”

She said it in a way that she hoped was flirtatious, smiling as she did. Men revealed more when they were being flirted with. Plus, he was cute. 

The two women at his side, naturally, did not mind in the slightest that Morgan was flirting with him. They seemed excited by it. Eleanor squeezed his shaft, a small moan escaping her lips. What was most odd about the eroticism of it all was that Morgan did not mind—did not think any of it odd. 

Looking at Braddock, how handsome he was, the intensity of his gaze and the heady feelings of lust his scent delivered to her, Morgan felt like he somehow deserved such attention.

“What do I offer?” He smiled. “An interesting question. What do you think I offer? You must have heard something. A lovely young woman like yourself must have plenty of...offers.”

He took a moment to relish over that last word. Morgan felt her pulse rising.

“Well...” she shrugged. “I heard there was a lot of free love. Sex. Orgies.”

“I think if it’s all in the same place, it’s just one orgy.”

“Still.” Her nipples were threatening to tear through her dress. She couldn't take her eyes off of Eleanor's hand on his shaft. “Isn’t that what happens here?”

He stroked his chin. “I offer the glories of youth. Sex. Gratification. Fun. A lack of worries or cares about consequences or harm. I offer...titillation, and a place that is free to indulge in it.”

His bulge grew evidently, and it took Morgan several moments to rebound and remember to ask another question. Her mouth was getting very wet.

“But how do you make so many people act like this at once? Isn’t it...I mean, I’ve thought a few times about the nature of an orgy. Isn’t there a big hurdle people need to overcome to actually get going?”

He smiled and produced a vial from his coat. “That’s why I have this.”

The vial he produced was small and pyramid shaped with dark purple liquid inside. Arcane scrawls were inscribed all over its glassy surface.

“And what’s that?”

“You’ll see. Now, if you’ll excuse me,” he said, “I have to make an announcement.”

She watched him, admiring the shapely turn of his behind and his broad, muscular back. And admiring too, she felt with a little flush of shame, the sexy struts of his concubine and his wife.

He approached the front of the dining room, the entire crowd gathered inside, walking up a step-ladder until he stood directly over the largest punch bowl in the house. 

“As you know, at these monthly swarees, I have been exposing you to some of my premiere stock. You’ve had fun, I know. We’ve all had fun. You especially, Mr. Mayor.”

A rumble of soft, self-deprecating laughter passed through the crowd.

Morgan didn’t know what he meant by “premiere stock,” but she guessed it had to do with the vial in his hands. But what could that be? Certainly, there wasn’t enough there for the entire party, was there?

Braddock continued. “But tonight’s stock is a rather...special dose. The effects will linger with you well after the events of tonight’s party. Don’t worry, they’re not permanent. Oh my goodness, no. I have to keep you coming back somehow, don’t I?” 

He laughed, and the crowd laughed with him. Even Morgan did, though she hardly knew what he was talking about. The man was charismatic. 

“But you will feel them in the days to come. And should you enjoy yourself, why...you can always come back for more. Anyone who attends is always welcome to return.” 

With that, he winked at Morgan. For some silly reason, she felt her heart fluttering. It had been some time since she had felt this instantly attracted to a man. 

He upended the dark vial into the enormous punch bowl, smiling wildly. “Let the festivities begin!”

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #3

Worst fears confirmed. Yolena wandered into the laboratory

She did this against my express wishes, though she insists it was innocent. She was, in her words, “merely trying to clean.”

When I found her in there, investigating (for what else could it be?), I immediately immobilized her and stuffed her into a cell. It was an unused cell, no one had died in there. I’m not a monster. 

I just need to think. 

She’s so very lovely. I must admit I think the implications of the serum are having some effect on me. I cannot help but wonder, from time to time, what it might do to someone with so much clear, vibrant youth. 

Would she survive it? Should I test it on someone younger, just to see what happens? Don't I owe that to the great science of alchemy?

Such an act might kill her, though. And that would be a shame. It would be hard to explain to the help service I used. They are already cross with me for firing so many before Yolena. 

Fortunately, I have not heard Yolena speak much of family. She has a taxi pick her up from my estate every day. I do not think she has anyone she cares about. It is a bit surprising, considering her looks, that she does not at least have some kind of paramour. 

Can I kill her, truly?

I do not know.

I do know that  Eleanor comes first. And for Eleanor to come first, the science of alchemy must be above all.

* * * * *
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THE ESTATE HAD MANY servants. Morgan had noticed that most all of them were busty young women with beautiful faces and long, sexy legs. They wore tight uniforms, dresses with long buttons going down their front, complete with tight smoky stockings.

These servants had all had vials of their own and emptied them out in the other various punch bowls until all of them were spiked. 

It was hard to notice at first, what was happening to the people who drank the spiked punch. Morgan resolved not to—she didn't take anything into her body that she wasn't sure exactly what it was. 

For several minutes, nearly a half-hour, she had thought that there was nothing at all in the punch—that it was just some placebo that people blamed on unleashing their sexual desires so that they didn’t have to feel guilty about participating in an orgy. But people were definitely drinking it. And in large, large volumes. 

And then...

...then, events began to occur. 

She noticed more and more couples doubling up. Some people were tripling up. They all danced very close together, and the dances were often not very complicated. The violin quarter, all women, had been traded out for a deep bass-heavy dance music blaring out from speakers in the corners of every room. 

Women turned their backs into the men they were with, grinding their asses against hardening crotches. Tits spilled out of dresses and women did not correct themselves, and nor did other women point out any need for correction. Men, of course, simply stared, and Morgan watched their bulges thickening in their tight pants. 

It occurred to her, after a moment, that she no longer felt like the youngest woman there. When she had arrived, it had seemed obvious. Morgan was in her late twenties, and the youngest person she had seen as she walked from one end of the party to the next seemed to be in their late thirties. Most of the guests were well over that. There was definitely an age gap.

But now...that seemed like a wrong assumption. The men and women she saw mostly seemed in their younger forties, not their fifties or sixties. Some seemed even younger. Many appeared to be in their twenties. Morgan thought she might have even seen a teenager walking around. 

So, the dancing that she saw would have been almost comical with the guests she had seen when first arriving. But now, with all these younger hot bodies, it was erotic. It was sensual. It was...enticing.

The need to dance, to join in, was very real and present in her mind.

What she saw didn’t track with her reporting instincts. She was sure she had seen most of the crowd, and she was sure she was the youngest one around. And yet, as she looked—that certainly wasn’t so. There were young beautiful women right over there in that love seat wrapping a thick fur blanket around themselves and...

Oh. 

Oh my. 

They were kissing heavily, those two young beautiful women, and it was clear the blanket was there to allow them some modesty while their fingers went to work on each other's pussies. Morgan saw the woman on top sink herself down onto the waiting index and ring fingers of the woman below her, a soft moan escaping red-painted lips as the two began to grind and ache against each other. 

No one paid any mind. This was simply what happened at this sort of place. 

Morgan, transfixed by the sight, forgot to move and to breathe for a moment. It was arousing. The woman on top saw her watching and shot her a wink, beckoning for her to come over and watch. Perhaps to join. 

Morgan shook her head and quickly exited the room, keeping her head down until she was in a library of some sort. It was still crowded, but less so than the last drawing room she had been in. 

Next to her, she overheard a conversation between a devastatingly handsome young man and a gorgeous redhead in a sparkling green gown. 

“You look lovely tonight, Cassandra.”

“Thank you, Franklin.”

She toyed with the buckle of Franklin's belt, pawing greedily at his shaft beyond.
“I’ve wanted to fuck you, you know. For a long time now.”
His hands came on to her tits, squeezing them tightly. Cassandra let out an appreciative moan and then a giggle, as if he had given her some intimate compliment. 

Cassandra laughed. “Of course I know about that, Franklin. Do you think me blind?”

“I’ve noticed your husband hasn’t been coming to these parties.”

“I don’t tell him about them. What’s the point of frivolous adulterous sex if you have a husband around?”

“I have a point for you, Cassandra.”

His hands were hard on her hips, pulling her against the straining erection in his pants. 

“Oh my, Franklin. You certainly do.” 

Cassandra's hands hurried on his belt buckle. Soon his pants were around his ankles. Morgan gasped when she saw the size and girth of his cock. 

Holy fuck, Cassandra! Good choice!
“I’m going to fuck you until you forget all about your husband, Cassandra. I’m going to fuck you until you hate him.”
His cock pushed up against the sparkly fabric of her dress, spreading precum all over the expensive cloth. 

“That won’t take much, darling...hurry.”

Franklin took Cassandra and pushed her against the nearest bookshelf. Books came tumbling down, landing hard on a globe. The sound boomed in the small space, but none of the other guests seemed to notice. They were all Cassandra and Franklin, all dancing too close than what was proper, all grinding and bumping like mad if not stripping one another outright. 

Cassandra wrapped her hand around Franklin's cock and began to jerk him with gusto, whispering something in his ear that Morgan couldn't hear. Her hand was slick and wet, Franklin's cock impossibly hard. It looked like it could fuck its way through a redwood. 

Overcome with awkwardness, Morgan coughed briefly. Cassandra and Franklin looked up, some puzzlement in their eyes, as if they couldn’t imagine why she was feeling uncomfortable.

Cassandra raised an eyebrow, all interest. “Did you want to suck his cock while I whispered dirty things to him about my husband, dear?”

Franklin's cock raised at that, and Cassandra stroked him appreciatively. 

“N-no...that’s all right.” Morgan blushed deeply. 

“Where’s your punch?” asked Franklin. 

“I...er...I um...” 

Morgan had no idea why she was so flustered. She was a professional. She had been through wars. What was making her cool composure come undone like this?

It was all this sexiness. All this hot heavy scent of lust in the air. It was impermeable. 

“Here, dear,” said Cassandra, taking her drink from the bookshelf and spilling it gently on her tits. The color was deep purple, and the liquid stuck to her skin easily. “Have a lick. You’ll love it.”

Even despite the astounding array of hors d’oeuvres downstairs, it was the most delicious sight Morgan had seen all night. She wanted it. She wanted to lick a woman's tits. She wanted to fuck this man, this stranger. She wanted to be fucked by him while Cassandra watched.

She wanted to make Franklin, who she knew nothing about, forget all about his crush on Cassandra, who she also knew nothing about. A primal biological competition was spiking in her, the need to be the prime breeding machine in the room, the top fuck, the one all the men fought to penetrate. 

And, stunned with this observation, she ran from them both.  

She had to take a break. She had to slip away. 

With no real forethought, she started running into rooms. In one, she saw a man and a woman about to go down on one another, naked. They didn’t seem to mind Morgan’s presence. In fact, she was sure she saw the woman beckon her closer like the others had. 

Another door. A man had a woman bent over in a supply closet, very closely examining her panties. Her ass cheeks jiggled with delight and the man’s nose continually pressed up into her pussy.

Another door—and a bathroom. Empty at last. Hearing a bustling outside, she quickly locked the door. 

It was just in time. She heard a heavy slamming on the outside of the door—and then a series of moans. The bumping increased, reaching a rhythm.

Someone was fucking right on the door outside. 

Morgan slid down to the bathroom floor, hugging her body tight, doing her best not to sink her fingers into her needy, completely soaking cunt. 

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #4

Yolena is an exceptional young woman. Or rather, an exceptional woman. I do not believe she is truly young at all. In fact, I think she may hold the key for my elixir.

She entrapped me in conversation earlier today as I made the rounds in the laboratory. She expressed admiration for the gathering of my subjects, the senile and the unfit from the worst retirement homes in the state, where no one would mind a few missing residents. 

It may sound monstrous to take these people, but they were well on their way to the grave. If I sent them there a bit sooner, I have little doubt that were they in their right minds, they would thank me for it. What’s more, if I were to be successful in my experiments, then I know for a fact they would thank me for my work. 

She recognized the logic in this quite innately. With exceeding clarity, she laid out the case for an elixir such as what I am working on—as if she had been reading from my notes herself. That very well may be, and I cannot discount that she might have searched far and wide in my laboratory before I found her. 

There was, throughout this conversation, no pleas to be let go. No complaints about her situation inside of her cell. I was surprised at this. It made me feel as though she were not trapped in there at all, that she could, if she wished, leave at any time. 

But what’s more is that she says she herself knows the missing components to my elixir. If I allow her back her freedom, and if I help her in some grisly task she has in mind, then she shall aide me. 

The grisly task frightens me. There is a glint in her eyes when she speaks of it, though she will give me no details. I suspect the foulest arts are in play—with her considerable beauty and with her designs on the world. 

I am not alone in my study of the dark arts, if they must be called that. The occult. People of every profession and speciality manage to congregate to one another one way or another. Lawyers meet at courthouses. Doctors meet at conventions. Writers meet at bars. In the world of the occult, the alchemical, where so much depends on chance and fortune and coincidence, it is little wonder that I have found another who is equally invested in these sciences by pure happenstance. 

Yolena's desires give me a great chill. I had trouble sleeping last night. 

But Eleanor must be saved at all costs. 

* * * * *
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ONCE SHE HAD SUCCESSFULLY calmed down—humming to herself while plugging her ears with her fingers for about an hour—Morgan stepped out of the bathroom and saw that everything had taken a decisive turn for the insane. 

Down the hall,  she saw a busty young woman giving an exuberantly hot blowjob to a man in the corner.

What was insane—outside of the blowjob, of course—was that she had seen those same people not ten minutes before rushing to the bathroom. They had been talking, their heads very close and intimate, clearly wanting to get to know each other very well. 

And yet when Morgan had seen them, the man and woman had both appeared close to forty. Both had been rather attractive, with only a few lines around their eyes and some extra weight around their hips belying their age. 

But now the same two people were different. Again, outside of the obvious difference of the man’s thick, heavy cock being slurped down by the woman’s eager, plush mouth—both appeared rather younger. There were no more lines in their faces. That extra weight around their hips seemed to diminish somewhat. 

The woman's hair, which had been a mousy blond in a sort of bowl cut, had become a vibrant mass of platinum locks stretching down her back and floating above her ass. The man, in turn, was shockingly muscled, tall and powerful with biceps the size of melons.

She was still convincing herself that it was just a trick of the light when a gorgeous young blonde took her by the arm. Her touch was warm and sensuous, and Morgan had trouble remembering that she wasn’t sexually attracted to women. 

“Hi!” she chirped. “I’m Gloria. What’s your name?”

“Morgan.”

Gloria was spectacularly busty, spectacularly leggy, and spectacularly blonde. Her hair stretched down near to her ass and her eyes, bright and blue, were vapid and friendly. She also had two drinks in her hands.

“Do you want a drink, Morgan?”

“Oh.” 

Morgan took a look around at the party and all of its inhabitants. A small tray flipped over, spilling glass and wine everywhere, when a redhead crawled on top of the lap of a circuit judge. The crash came because she had pushed away a young Asian beauty to take her place on his cock. 

His cock was still spurting heavy, forceful streams of cum as the redhead sank down, and the Asian moaned, begging for more while her cunt dripped his seed on the carpet. 

Two young men began to fight over the fallen Asian until she slipped her mouth around the cock of one, leaving her behind open for the other. He chose to fuck her ass—and there was no complaint from the buxom exotic beauty.

“I-I don’t think so,” she said. “It’s not for me.”
“Come on,” said Gloria. When she spoke, her tits jiggled. They were surrounded by heavy diamond jewelry, and so her body sparkled with youth and luxury. “Everybody’s doing it.”
“If everyone jumped off a bridge, would you do it?”

Gloria seriously considered this question. “I don’t know. Would we be able to fuck on the way there?”

Morgan laughed. As she did, she inhaled—and took in much of Gloria’s heavy, heady scent. It was light and airy, a sweet fruity freeflow that made Morgan’s thoughts swim merrily. Gosh, this Gloria was pretty. Was she single?

Wait, they were at an orgy. Everyone was single.

No—no, that wasn’t the point. Morgan wasn’t a lesbian! She wasn’t even bisexual. 

But Gloria was...really pretty. And Morgan's cunt—despite all her efforts in the bathroom—was still really, really wet.

“W-who are you, Gloria?”

“You already know, silly.” She giggled. “I’m Gloria. I'm a friend of Master Braddock.”

Morgan heard that—the “Master” instead of “Mister,” but she cast it off as just a slip of the tongue. 

“How long have you known him?”

“Years and years, now.”

“Oh. Are you his daughter? His niece?” 

Gloria giggled. “Don’t be silly. He’s much too old for me to be related to him like that. Though I wouldn’t be too surprised if he had fucked my mom at some point or another.”

“What are you talking about?”

“He’s very old. He has a regimen, though, and he stays very healthy. I joined up with him after he visited my practice for an appointment.”

“You work at a doctor’s office.”

Gloria giggled again, those tits jiggling like mad. “No, silly. I am a doctor. Can’t you tell?”

She looked like a model—like a lingerie model who belonged in tight clothing and swimsuits all the time. To imagine her as a doctor was essentially the beginnings of some obscene fantasy.

“How about that drink, gorgeous?” 

Gloria sloshed the drink slightly. Sitting right above her breasts, as it was, some of it spilled out and onto her picture-perfect skin. The shine combined with Gloria’s tan made them very appealing indeed. Morgan looked at them, already feeling somewhat drunk. Why was she feeling this way about Gloria? Why had she never felt this way about another woman? Why was everything so syrupy and hot inside her head?

“I don’t know,” said Morgan. “I think I’m feeling unwell. You’re really pretty—” why did she say that? “—I mean, gorgeous really—” and why did she say that? “—but I just can’t...it’s too...”

Gloria was tracing the line of liquid that landed in her heavy cleavage from one end of her tits to the other. Morgan’s eyes were wide, watching the finger work its magic. 

“Please?” Gloria held out the drink, hopping up on down slightly. “You’ll like it. I promise.”

Gingerly, Morgan took the drink. It was so hard to resist. Her cunt felt like it was melting. Why resist? Why be so stubborn when it would feel so very good to give in? She had trouble holding the glass steady while Gloria was in front of her—and looking so, so very fine. 

“Maybe...maybe just a sip?”

Such words had sunk sterner ships than the S.S. Morgan. She took a brief sip, as intended. Berries, fruits, and gentle spice, maybe just a hint of a pepper? 

Another sip, just to find out. Yes, definitely pepper. And...what else? 

She took another sip. Then, raising an eyebrow, took another, and then another. She hardly noticed when Gloria replaced the first glass with another, which she immediately downed, sipping be damned. 

The sensation was pleasant, heady, and immediate. The room spun without moving, and Morgan felt like she could see everything at once. And everything she could see was sex, sex, and ever more sex. 

“Yes,” said Gloria, as if reading Morgan's mind. “My first time, the drinks hit me very hard. I think your brain needs a few exposures for you to really keep up mentally. I don’t have any problem now. It’s all benefits, no fuzziness.”

Everything Gloria said was awfully fuzzy, and Morgan realized that the gorgeous blond was so very pretty that Morgan didn’t have to pay much attention. She could just look at her smooth tanned tits instead and admire the lovely turn of her chin and nose. 

Somehow, time had passed and Morgan found herself on a nearby couch with Gloria lodged between her and the arm of the chair. With so little room, Gloria had to swing her long, tanned legs over Morgan’s. They both had really, really sexy legs, Morgan thought with smug approval. How fun was that. 

Her eyes followed the happy, diamond-sparkly trail of Gloria’s legs up for several inches until the sight was intercepted by Gloria’s forearm. It led directly into Morgan’s pussy, where Gloria’s fingers had arrived and snuck inside. 

“Oh...” Morgan said. 

It was really more of a moan than any actual verbage. Her pussy lips felt soft and wet—softer and wetter, indeed, than they had ever felt before—and it became easier and easier for her to spread her legs while Gloria fingerfucked her wildly. The tips of her fingers slid hard across that special spot at the top of her canal where the g-spot rested, and Morgan twitched with constant pleasure.

“How old would you say I am?” Gloria asked. 

Her cunt was dripping onto Morgan’s dress. The beautiful, overwhelmed brunette barely knew how to reply. “O-old? Oh. Ah. Oh god.” She gulped. “I don’t know. Tw-twenty-two? Nineteen?”

Nineteen seemed like some kind of magic word for Gloria, who moaned and shuddered, grasping Morgan tight. Morgan then noticed for the first time that her own fingers were buried deep inside Gloria’s cunt, her knuckles sliding against the jewel-crusted silk panties as her fingers slid ever deeper into Gloria’s teenage-tight cunt. 

“N-nineteen!” Gloria moaned in Morgan’s ear. “Oh fuck yes, yes darling, just like that. Finger me like I’m fucking nineteen!”

They were quickly reaching a crescendo. Morgan felt her orgasm on its way like the not-so-distant whistle of an arriving train. Her entire body tensed, a whirlpool of pleasure gathering itself inside of her. She stared up at Gloria's sparkling blue eyes, moaning with sweet understanding. This was how the world was supposed to be. 

“That's it, darling,” Gloria moaned. “Make me cum. Oh fuck, yes. Make me fucking cum like I'm fucking nineteen.” 

With grasping, gasping motions, the two came together, legs sliding up and down. Their juices soaked through the coach they were on top of. Gloria kissed Morgan long and hard, laughing at the young beauty's need for more. 

“Fifty-two, by the way, darling,” she cooed, sliding her youthful, lithe body up.
“Huh?” Morgan asked, feeling drunk from the orgasm. “Wuzzat?”
“I’m fifty-two, love. I’ve been coming to these parties since the very beginning. I don’t miss a single one.”

Morgan’s lust-addled mind was confused and over-stimulated. But even she knew that didn’t make a single bit of sense. 

* * * * * 
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JOURNAL ENTRY #5

The deed is done. I made the sacrifice as Yolena instructed, with her guiding me through the process every step of the way. It was a grisly task, working on the animals like that, but it was a necessary one. 

The new elixir waits in my laboratory. Time will tell if it works or not.

There is another part of the ritual Yolena had us do that I hesitate to tell, as this is a record. But I must make this a complete record if it is to be a proper record. 

After the sacrifice, she pulled me down on top of the pentagram and had me enter her body. I was hard already, watching her exquisite body writhe and dance as she called upon her spirits. It was all I could do not to empty myself in her body right away.

She was so lush. So very...fertile.

Earlier today, as I was calibrating some of my equipment, she asked me if I should like to fuck her again. She spoke at length how good she found me at the task, and thought it a shame that a man like myself was confining my cock only to a wife who could not return my affection. 

I turned her down...but even I have to wonder if that was the right choice. Would not Eleanor understand? She has been sick for so very long, and a man has needs. Better some of the hired help than to go out of the house and search around, to be absent. Were I to bed Yolena regularly, I could stay home as much as needed and always be on hand for Eleanor...

Such rationalizations have brought down many a marriage, I am sure. But Yolena assures me Eleanor will never have to know. 

The elixir, once it is perfected, will work on anyone. However I wish it too. 

I could alter Yolena's preferences in this manner...alter Eleanor's. 

A man with the elixir of youth should be able to say he's earned two young beautiful lovers, I think.

* * * * * 
[image: image]


MORGAN WANDERED THROUGH the party, her dress slowly slipping down from her shoulders. Men and women grabbed her heavy tits and she just giggled, thanking them for the time. Dimly she realized that she needed to find the exit—that getting out was a good idea.

But it was a hard sell. Everything felt so good. Everyone smelled so nice. And every person she saw looked so...fuckable.

She hadn’t had a cock inside her body for more than a year. It felt like an obscene thing to say. She was sure the second such a fact left her lips that her every available orifice would be so pumped full of cock that she would be able to pass for a pincushion.

Once she nearly found the exit. There was a great wide set of ornately carved wooden double-doors. She recalled having entered such a set long, long ago when the party started, though that felt like years ago. 

Would it be years ahead? Was she reverse-aging as well? How much younger could she get, when she was already twenty-five?

Twenty...five? Twenty seven?

Twenty four? How old was she, again? She was so hot, and each year she shaved off her mental understanding of herself made her feel so much hotter.

She cast the thought of her aging away, affirming herself to the notion of leaving through the doors. There was no one stopping her. No giant set of tits nearby for her to ogle until she lost her nerve. But there was...

There was a fountain of the punch available. She licked her lips, seeing its dark purple shades sliding up against the magnificently luxurious glass bowl. 

Just...just one sip. You know, just a glass. That was it. A nightcap. The drink was so good. How did they make it so well?

She filled up a glass and drank it down. It was delicious, just as she remembered. And then, spinning happily, she took another one and drank that one down too. 

She began to hear music. For a moment she wondered if it was really happening or if she was just hearing things in this hyper-aroused hallucinogenic state she seemed to be in. Then she realized it didn’t really matter, as the beat was fantastic. 

Morgan spun and danced her way into a small study, her drink forgotten and spilled out onto the ground somewhere. A big-titted servant picked it up, her naked ass high in the air, inviting a quickie to any man who wanted to fuck someone in the tiny, daring outfit. 

In the study, Morgan slid her hands across the heavy leather bindings of the books and files, pushing her sweating face close up against the shelves and breathing in deep. Everything about the smells, the sensations turned her on. 

Heavy. 

Leather. 

Bindings. 

“F-fuck me...” she moaned, shoving her fingers up into her pussy. 

Knowing herself so well, she did a better job than Gloria. That was no knock against the lovely young (older?) blonde; Morgan simply had a whole lot of hands-on time to get acquainted with her cunt, like anyone. 

“I can oblige you, sweetheart.”

Morgan turned, seeing a tall, handsome fellow in a thin dark suit approaching. His cock was already out, hanging thick like a heavy sausage. Morgan saw it and her mouth instantly began to drool. Heavy dollops of saliva landed on her swollen, needy breasts. 

There had been a whole lot of fucking she had seen, and much nudity. But so many of the cocks had been inside of others that she hadn’t actually seen a cock like this in a while. Big, long, thick and beautiful. 

“Do you think she can handle two, Holt?” asked a man behind the first. He wasn’t as tall, but where the first—Holt—was thin, he was thick and muscular.

“Sure, Duncan. Why don’t we ask her?”

Duncan smiled. “How about it, sugar? Can you handle two?”

Both men were soon naked. They ripped their clothes off, not bothering very much with formality. Their bodies were spectacular. Hard abs locked in rock hard hard torsos, pectorals like the vision of god staring her in the face. She wanted to chew on their bodies, they were so hot, but really what she wanted to do was suck...and suck...and suck....

There was too much spare saliva in her mouth—altered, she knew already, to be thick and syrupy, the perfect lubricant for an incumbent cock—for her to actually give a proper answer. And so instead Morgan began ripping at her dress and dropped to her knees. 

Her tits, heavy and thick, were exposed to the air. Bright nipples the size of full erasers stuck forward. Remnants of her clothing remained, sticking to her skin as a result of the sweat from the delicious, endless heat that the party provided.

She needed cock. She needed as much cock as she could muster. There was nothing more important in the world for a young woman like her, a young beautiful woman with so much sensuality and desire to offer, than to be fucked brutally and thoroughly and for as long as possible. Her body, scintillating and amazing, was made purely for taking in as many cocks as possible. 

“Oh yeah,” said Holt. “She can handle us. What a good girl.”

Holt stepped forward, his cock hardening at the sight of the kneeling Morgan. Precum dripped down like a leaky faucet, and Morgan moaned with need. 

His cock already exposed, Morgan could not stop herself from sliding her mouth directly over the shaft when he came close. The movement took him off guard a little—but only a little. In short order he was raking his hands through the thick, silky tangle of her gorgeous chestnut hair and guiding her up and down. 

In the mirror on the wall, Morgan could see her body. It looked younger, fitter, than it ever had. 

But she couldn’t hold the image for long. Holt’s cock simply tasted too good. A good girl was supposed to close her eyes while she sucked a man off—or if not that, then to look up at him and let him know what a subservient whorish slut she was just for his use. 

So wrapped up with serving Holt was Morgan that she almost forgot about Duncan. Just from tasting Holt's cock, she was close to cumming. It was all her sexified body needed at this point. 

And then, from behind, Duncan entered her hot, waiting cunt. She was surprised by the entrance, but she definitely welcomed it. Her slit was sopping wet, so eager to take in cock, so happy to be filled by a member that was as thick and large as Duncan's was. He drove into her with abandon, strong hands grasping at her wide fertile hips and jackhammering up into her cunt. 

Hands—she didn't know whose—slipped over her tits and nipples, squeezing and playing. That sent her over the edge. She moaned as an orgasm struck through her body, purest pleasure lighting up every atom she had—and then it kept going and going. Every stroke from Duncan became another hot orgasm lighting her brain on fire. Every slurp and suck of Holt's cock was another round of blissful waves, sending her mind to the next level of consciousness. 

She was nothing but a fertile cock vessel, and that was how life should be. Any thoughts of her ever being anything else, wanting to be anything else, were fucked right out of her stupid, small, empty little head. There was no room for anything but serving cock. 

The two men loved her body, groaning and sputtering. 

“Fuck!” they would groan. “She's so fucking tight!” 

“So fucking good!”

“So goddamn hot!”

“Gotta cum. Gotta empty myself in this cunt.”

Whose voice was whose hardly mattered. All that mattered were their cocks, their cum. She waited, aching, and then finally felt it. Holt emptied down her throat, covering her mouth and esophagus with layers of his startling hot white goo. .

Spurred by his friend’s eruption, Duncan unloaded himself, creaming into Morgan’s fertile cunt. She took all of it, squeezing her cunt muscles to take more and more, desperate to feel as much of his sweet liquid gift in her pussy as possible. 

They each took a moment, pumping silently into her hot, waiting body as she absorbed their cum and cleaned them dry with her mouth and grasping pussy. When they exited, both seemed out of breath. 

Morgan turned then, opening her legs to the two men. Hot seed dripped from her cunt. Dribbles of it ran down her chin.

“Come on boys,” she cooed. “Is that all you’ve got for me?”

The two young men high-fived. It was not. 

* * * * *
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HOURS LATER, THE SUN finally rose. A servant gifted Morgan with an elegant silk robe that she could wear on her drive home now that all her clothes were ruined by all the fucking

After Duncan and Holt, there was William, and then Reggie, and then Paul, and then Hannah and Ivy. There was no doubt about it any longer—Morgan was definitely not a prude anymore. She loved sex. She loved fucking. She loved lust and she absolutely loved the Lust Party. 

That was what she was calling it now, in her head. She had heard it once or twice around the crowd, and it was a brilliant name for the wonderful event.

There was a lot she didn’t understand. All her stamina. The seeming fountain of youth that Braddock provided. The nonstop feelings of arousal pumping through her system. 

But that didn’t feel very much like it mattered, anymore. All that really mattered was getting her fertile fuckbody full of some stud’s cum. 

With all the raucous fucking that Morgan had enjoyed throughout the night, one might have expected her to be staggering out, maybe limping. But instead she frolicked out to her car, with more sexual energy than she had felt in ages. She felt like there was nothing she couldn’t do—no one she couldn’t fuck. 

She licked her lips. This was going to be fun. 

And there was one thing she knew for certain—she would have to go back to the next party. 

# # #
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THE FUCKING HAD BEEN going on for hours now. It wasn't right to call it an orgy, exactly. There were lots of men fucking, but only two women. They had become the stars of the show. Other women there—cheerleaders—could only look on with wanton jealousy at the two girls that had become the favorites of the men in such a short time span. 

All they had done was show up, and their presence, their beauty, had demanded the cocks of the dozen-plus ripped athletes who were there already. 

Both young beauties were covered from head to toe in sparkling hot cum. Their skin glistened with it. They were full of it on the inside. 

And still they wanted more. 

Always more. 

The gorgeous young hotties would never have enough, would never feel enough cocks inside of their beautiful bodies. All they wanted in the world was to be fucked. To have whatever cock they wanted stuffed in their beautiful bodies until their minds blinked off from overload.

And they would get it. Because this was a place where everyone got what they wanted. This was a place where the nastiest, dirtiest fantasies came to life. 

This was the Lust Party...and guests never had to leave. 

# # #
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Lust Party 2

––––––––
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THE DAY AFTER HER FIRST Lust Party was mostly a wash. Morgan stumbled home, her body full of the cum of strangers, and slid into her bed. She slept the day away, waking from time to time to raid her fridge for the most carb-heavy, calorie dense foods she could find. There was a distant memory in her head of sending a text to her boss at the newspaper where she worked, The Edition, informing him that she wouldn't be arriving that day. 

But the next morning—after the day long rest that she was able to have, Morgan woke up in her bed feeling terrific. She slid out of her sheets and stretched her lithe, tight body long and high, shaking her hair out until the fine, glossy chestnut locks settled into their natural wavy length, framing her angelic face and resting at the halfway point down her back. 

Wait...what?

She stepped over to the full-length mirror she kept attached to her closet door across from the bed, one perfectly constructed eyebrow raised curiously. 

At the Lust Party two nights ago, she had been fucked, and thoroughly, several times. She had imbibed Braddock’s “Elixir of Lust”, or whatever he wanted to call it—probably a lot more than she needed to. In her half-awake calculations the day before while she recovered from its grogginess-inducing after-effects, she had written the substance off as merely some form of very strong booze. But now that she looked at herself in the mirror, that write-off seemed very hasty indeed.

Morgan was twenty-eight years-old. She was attractive, though not stunning, and while she turned heads from time to time she had to go out of her way to really make men look for a long time—to get the kind of open, jaw-dropping looks that made her thighs tremble and her stomach quiver. 

It was a nice in-between and she had used what looks she had from time to time to give an advantage to her journalism career, where a pretty face could go a long way toward loosening tongues. 

She had shoulder-length chestnut hair that always seemed a bit drab to her; she had modestly-sized breasts and, though not in perfect shape (thanks to a regular habit of stress-eating whatever bread and cheese was on hand, usually on the weekends), she ran nearly every day and kept herself in physical form. 

That was not the reflection that looked back at her in the mirror this morning. 

What she saw was, at most, a twenty-one year-old. And more than that, a twenty-one year-old porn star, with magnificently sculpted, naturally perky tits that seemed like they would burn bras off if any dared to disgrace the sight of their physical perfection. 

They were easily 36Ds, when Morgan before had been a much more modest 32B. Her muscles were toned and visible—the soft surface of her abdominals was layered with tight, compact muscles that made Morgan’s mouth drool just looking at them.

Her reflection was turning her on. 

Little wonder. 

Her hair, as she had found out first, was long and luxurious, each lock a glossy silken strand that made love to Morgan’s skin as it stretched down her toned back. She had grown at least four inches, well beyond her previous height of five foot four. Her posture was a perfect C shape—chest out, ass out, belly in. It felt more comfortable than any manner of holding herself she had felt in years. 

It was not lost on her that this was the perfect way to display her body to men, too. 

The coup de grace was her face. There was not a hint of any blemish, no sign of any imperfection. Her face held all the glory of youth—smooth shiny skin that practically begged to be kissed, her lips plush and full, her dark eyes brimming with sultry mystery. Cheekbones had been raised and enhanced just so, and her jawline evened out, and so while she was still recognizable as Morgan, she was definitely an improvement. 

“Fuck,” she said, her voice an earnest, breathy whisper, though she had intended to speak at full volume. “I’m amazing!”

She was indeed. That was why, mere moments after catching the sight of herself in the mirror, her hands slipped down to her cunt and began exploring. She was sensitive there—much more sensitive than she could ever remember being. 

A gentle touch sent a lightning bolt of pleasure through her body that dropped the buxom beauty to her knees, and she had to keep going from there. Her fingers expertly knew how to pleasure this new body, working in and out of her slippery hot pussy with delicious ease, and her fingers knew also to grasp the raspberry-sized nipples waiting for her touch.

When she woke from her round of six or seven orgasms—there was really no telling how many there were, all in rapid fire succession just from the most surface exploration of her rich depths—she stumbled into the shower and finger-fucked herself again to another seven orgasms, one right after another in a hot chain of pleasure that curled her toes and made her scream at the top of her lungs. 

An hour later, she was already two hours late for work and Morgan simply didn’t give a fuck. She sent off another quick text to Lionel Powell, her boss at the newspaper The Edition, and told him she would need another half day before coming in. 

* * * * * *
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MORGAN’S NEW SIX HUNDRED dollar heels clicked happily along the pavement as she stuffed her latest round of purchases into the back of her sedan. 

Her new suit was daring, bold, and undeniably sexy. It was scarlet red, a tight jacket with a deep v-neck attached with two large golden buttons that seemed loose and easy to detach for ease-of-fucking. Beneath the jacket, barely visible, was a sheer black top clinging to the underside of her tits and only just covering her nipples. 

The skirt she wore was tiny and red, matching the jacket, slipping down her thighs halfway to her knees. If she sat the right way—and she would always make sure to—then it slid up so that part of her ass cheeks were exposed to any viewing her heavenly visage. Smoky dark stockings decorated the shining skin of her newly-long legs, matching the dark leather gloves eagerly clasping the cock-handling hands she now possessed. 

The young female clerk who had been helping her try on new clothes picked up outfit after outfit for Morgan—after a while, it was apparent the poor dear just wanted to see Morgan’s hot-fuck-me frame in as many sexy combinations as possible. 

Morgan couldn't blame her. She herself was sneaking off a quick chain of orgasms after every new outfit she tried on. 

After the fifth such outfit, Morgan started winking for the little smartphone camera the girl kept sliding under the door of the dressing room. 

Give her something to dream about. No doubt the girl was full-on lesbian now, if she wasn’t already before. Morgan knew, knew, she had that effect on women now. 

It would have been simple to convert a straight woman to full lesbianism with her beauty—like sliding a nut over a bolt, that easy. Something that had always belonged and merely needed to be shown how to attach. 

Maybe the clerk would post Morgan's amazing beauty to some website. Strangers all over the world could jerk off to her. The thought made her hot. She slid her fingers against her hyper-sensitive clit, imagining some man or woman pleasuring themselves in front of a computer screen or a tablet or a smartphone, thoughts racing with this person she knew nothing about getting their sweet bodies off at the thought of Morgan's body becoming ever sexier and more undressed. 

Morgan did not mind, at all, that her sexuality had expanded to easily, frequently, and exuberantly include women. It only seemed natural. Women were hot. They deserved a bit of hot lust as much as anyone. Why exclude them?

The trunk of her car now was absolutely stuffed with new outfits. She had blown through more than a month of pay entirely on clothes. Within three hours of waking up, she had drained her savings of five thousand dollars to pay for dozens of brand new outfits, heels, and accessories. 

There was so much that she could be wearing. Why the fuck had she been spending all her time in such drab clothes and with such a full bank account full of useless cash, just sitting there? 

Although, it was fun when she found out she could simply take a few things for free, so long as the clerk was into her. 

That was how she gotten a brand new set of designer belts, retailing for close to a hundred dollars each, for little more than her hand sliding up and down the young teenage clerk’s cock behind the counter. He was obviously eighteen, his face still somewhat scarred by acne and his hair thick and loose, but Morgan didn’t care. 

In her mind, she knew she was a distant twenty-eight, but her body only felt three years old than him...and when it came to his cock, he was certainly not of a mind to protest their age difference. 

It was the middle of a Tuesday, and no one was really at the mall. So, when she walked into Cloud, the latest designer shop, it was just her and the clerk. His voice squeaked wildly as he greeted her, and Morgan just found that so cute.

In less than ten minutes, she had her hand slid around his cock and was urging him to cum all over her tits. She had taken off her hot scarlet jacket, of course, leaving her heavenly tits exposed as she knelt before the young stud. 

“You’re so fucking pretty,” he moaned, hips thrashing as he emptied himself on her chest. “You’re so f-fucking pretty...”

“I know dear.”

As it turned out, she didn’t even have to wipe up the cum. Whatever had happened to her had made her skin happy to absorb the hot cum of strange men, leaving only a happy shiny trail from her neck to her tits and leaving her looking sexier than ever. 

And then, when his wits returned to himself, and he protested that she was taking too much, she made him cum again. That kept him quiet. 

Morgan would be the subject of every erotic fantasy he ever had again. No other woman would ever be able to match up to her. The poor soul would be constantly lonely, aching to find someone even a fraction as hot as the mysterious woman who blew into his life and stroked his cock for a mere ten minutes. 

The thought gave her a thrill, knowing she was ruining him like that. 

Morgan shut the door on her trunk, smiling at the memory, only a hour or so before. The clerk would be bragging about her to all his friends for ages. That felt good. That felt...right.

She deserved to be bragged about. She was a hot fuck goddess, dressed to rock and roll with every cock man enough to step to her. Morgan licked her lips. It was time to go to work. 

* * * * * 
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SHE STROLLED INTO THE office close three in the afternoon. The brunette beauty had made a few stops on her way to the newspaper office—most notably, several bars with several men inside. 

Morgan, being a reporter, knew the strip of bars that all the lawyers, bankers, and other such high-rolling corporate fellows went out to in the middle of the day for lunch. Quite a few of these rich studs had offered to buy her drinks, and even more had given her their numbers. In a matter of hours, her love life had suddenly become more festive and exciting than it had in years. She had dates lined up for weeks. 

The thought of having some young, hunky stud wrapped around her fingers, begging to give her ever more cash and clothing and jewelry just to fuck her one more time made Morgan’s heart race. And she knew there was nothing stopping here. There really had been nothing stopping her before, outside of a lack of confidence. And now that her body was so spectacularly splendid, that lack of confidence had gone “bye-bye.”

Of course, there was something else, too. Some sort of dark, heated energy she felt in her bones. Some inner-burning, a need for attraction, a need for attention, a need for sexual energy, a need for...lust.

“Morgan?”

Lost in thought, Morgan had been strutting merrily to her cubicle in the middle of the office. Before, she had hated such placement—being in the middle of so much activity, and so very many male gazes. 

And yet, now...now, the thought excited her. All those men looking at her. Wanting to take her. Wanting to pick her up over their shoulders and stuff her into a closet, tie her down and fuck her at their leisure. Wanting to breed her, fill her up with babies, make her their hot, bound pregnant cunt. 

Her cunt moistened at the thought of a man actually strong enough to keep her like that. 

With a soaking pussy, she turned to face Colette, who had called her name. “Hello dear. How are you this morning?”

“Is that...is that you?” Colette asked. 

The young copy-editor and researcher wore what she always wore to work—tight blue jeans and layers of clothes on top to hide the abject skinniness of her frame: a hoodie over a sweater over a long sleeved t-shirt. Fingerless mesh gloves wrapped around her hands.

“Of course it is, love,” Morgan smiled. Her voice was soft and low, a sultry whisper that spoke of dark candlelit nights and centuries of passionate lovemaking by the sea. “What do you mean?”

A few reporters nearby had lifted their heads up above the cubicle, man and woman. Their eyes widened as they saw Morgan’s daring outfit—the tiny skirt, the tall heels, the thick bundle of her gorgeously glossy hair as it swished gently in the A/C. She soaked up their attention and, in turn, let their attention soak her cunt. 

But, Colette had to ruin it. The willowy brunette tugged Morgan by the arm and shoved her into a nearby office, emptied due to budget cuts. 

“You know what I mean!” Colette hissed. “You know exactly what I mean! Two days ago, I tell you not to go to that crazy party. I told you it would change you. And here you are, totally changed! You look...you look like some fucking slut, Morgan! What’s the matter with you? What—what are you doing?”

As Colette spoke, Morgan had been stepping around the office, closing all the blinds very deliberately. Even though the cords were easily within arm’s reach, she bent over at he waist to grab them, showing off the long svelte lines of her legs and the incredible shape of her ass. Her hair, so thick and long, fell down to one side like a luxury blanket, the sort given out at five star hotels. 

“I’m giving us some privacy, dear. Isn’t that okay?”

“A-and there’s that! That too! Calling me ‘dear.’ ‘Love.’ You never used to talk like that. I’m like a year older than you, besides! What the fuck is—”

Morgan placed a gloved finger to Colette’s lips. “Shhh.”

Colette, confronted so immediately with such an intimate gesture, appeared to be stunned into babbling. Morgan's tits pressed confidently on Colette's. The resulting shape was enticing and inviting, and Colette moaned as she saw the sweet crushed cleavage formed on her body.

“What...what is...”

“I know the problem here, sweetness.” 

The brunette bombshell’s voice had effortlessly turned into a symphony of succubine seduction, sliding into every part of Colette’s brain and soaking it in hot intentions. 

“Y-you do?”

“Of course I do. You’re attracted to me. You’ve been attracted to me for a long, long time. Haven’t you?”

She blushed furiously, looking away. “That’s...that’s not...”

Morgan put a hand on Colette’s hip, clenching just right. “It’s all right, love. You can tell me. I want you to be attracted to me. Because I’m attracted to you. I really, really am.”

Their lips were dangerously gloss. Morgan's were wet, glossy, and pink...and looking ever so soft. 

Her attraction perhaps wasn’t as specific as Colette’s—the researcher had been building her crush for some time now ever since Morgan had arrived at the office. Morgan’s own attraction had started the second she saw Colette that day, simply because available lust in the air turned Morgan on more than anything else in the world. 

“Really?” Colette’s face softened. Yearning, open and pleading, was obvious on her face. “You’re not just saying that? Because if you aren’t, then I—”

Morgan cut her off with a long, sensuous kiss. Her jaw worked up and down, their tongues eagerly sliding together in the silence formed by their meeting.

Colette moaned into the embrace, arms flailing outward for a moment before wrapping up and around Morgan’s body. Her hands tugged at Morgan’s tightly muscled back, running through her thick hair, fingers sliding hard into her scalp and shoulders. 

“Oh fuck,” Colette breathed after a moment. “No. We really...we shouldn’t. You smell so amazing. You’re like heaven and berries, oh my god. But we...we can’t. We have to...you’re under their influence somehow. We can’t just—”

Morgan cut her off with another kiss, this time using her hands to unbuckle Colette’s pants. The skinny beauty melted before her, knowing where this was going. Her panties were ripped away, easily disposed of—Morgan was stronger than she had ever been, fueled by lust, confidence, and whatever dark power brewed inside of her.

A small trail of downy brown hair led to Colette's pussy. She kept herself trimmed there. Morgan felt drool entering her mouth, looking at the juicy cunt already so moist and hot because of Morgan's disastrously hot body. 

As Morgan’s fingers slipped up into Colette’s beautifully tight pussy, she began to whisper in Colette’s ear. “I tell you what sweetling. I have an offer for you. A proposition.”

“I...ooh, oh my god, ohfuck oh fuck you’re so good at that, you’re so good, you’re so-so-so pretty, so-so-so—”

“Pay attention, darling. I’m trying to talk to you.”

“I’m sorry.” Colette gulped, eyes wide with fervent adoration. “Tell me whatever you like. Tell me anything, j-just keep doing thaaaaaat...”

“If I make you cum,” Morgan kissed Colette’s neck, knowing perfectly well she would already do that, “then you’ll come along with me to the very next party Braddock throws. And you can see for yourself whether anything is amiss or not.”

It only made sense, in Morgan’s mind, to tell others about the party. For her, it had changed everything—made her entire life better and more satisfactory in less than a day. Why not do the same for Colette? She was such a sweet girl, crushing on Morgan like she had. Morgan wanted to do something nice for her. Morgan wanted to change her, to make her life hot and amazing like hers was. 

“Nnn—” Colette moaned. 

Morgan suspected the sweet darling was trying to resist. Her thumb pressed hard on Colette’s clit, an intense grin on Morgan’s face.

“You don’t want to cum, baby? You don’t want to cum just for me? After all this time? All that longing? All that need? All those sweet, delicious nights you spent under the sheets wishing and hoping something just like this would happen? Won’t you say yes for me, Colette? Won’t you tell me what I need to hear?”

“Y-yes!” Colette moaned, her volume out of control. Everyone in the office could hear. “Yes! Make me cum, oh my god, anything, please! Just make me cum!”

Whatever dark energy burned within Morgan also gifted her with a natural understanding of just what a girl needed to have the hardest orgasms she possibly could. She applied that knowledge know, administering her fingers and thumb to Colette’s clit and g-spot with exactly the rhythm she needed. 

Moaning wildly, thrashing against Morgan’s sure, strong body, Colette came, her cunt gushing down Morgan’s brand new leather gloves. 

The two brilliant beauties kissed as pleasure overcame all of Colette’s senses. Morgan, having pleased her target, felt warm satisfactory thrills run up and down her body—the equivalent of an orgasm for her yesterday. Today, it was merely warm-up. 

“L-love you,” Colette mumbled, staring in awe at Morgan. 

She had just been gifted with the hottest, most powerful orgasm of her life. Her entire worldview had shifted. There was nothing she wouldn't do for Morgan now, no one she wouldn't lie to or deceive, no task she wouldn't dare. Morgan was who she wanted. Morgan was everything to her. 

Nuzzling Colette close, Morgan whispered into her ear. “I’ll let you know when I get the details, dear.”

* * * * *
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“ARE YOU GOING TO TELL me what that was all about?”

Almost immediately after exiting the empty office, Morgan’s boss, Lionel Powell, had pulled her aside and shoved her into his own office. 

Colette was a hot, sweating, cunt-dripping mess, and would need an hour or two before her sanity all the way returned to her. She remained in the abandoned office, absently fingering her cunt while looking at pictures on her smartphone that Morgan had encouraged her to take. Morgan could pose like a model now with perfect ease. 

Her body was made sure showing off from top to bottom, so it was only natural that her flexibility and ease of movement could on board with the program. Her hair was so shiny, her tits so large and buoyant, her legs so perfectly long and sleek—every part of her demanded admiration at all times. Colette was practically required to worship Morgan from this point forward just by biology. 

Naturally, Morgan did not have a hair out of place, and if anything, she looked even more dynamite than she had before. The heated flush in her cheeks from the fingerfuck session with Colette only heightened the smoky gaze she put out, and the lesbian workout had built up a gentle sheen of sweat that made every part of her skin look even more delectable than before. 

“You mean between Colette and I in the office?”

Lionel took a seat at his desk. Morgan had already noted that the blinds were closed. Lionel liked his privacy when he was trying to put out the final pages of their weekly installment of The Edition. His chair was tall and leather, the desk hard oak and littered with papers. 

He was not an exceptionally clean man. Morgan had regular fantasies of dressing up in a maid’s outfit and cleaning his desk and office for him. Perhaps she would be occupied with a stain on the carpet, and he would be overcome with lust after seeing her lack of panties, his brilliant mature cock so right as it slid right into her cunt...her unprotected cunt. 

There would be nothing stopping him from getting her so very pregnant...and then she would be able to raise his babies and suck his cock all day long like a good girl...

“I mean all of it, Morgan. You come in six hours late for work. You don't even show up yesterday. You’re dressed like...well, there’s not a lot of appropriate words for it that aren’t insulting, so let’s just say it’s completely inappropriate. You’re—”

She slid up on Lionel’s desk, crossing her long legs. She allowed herself several seconds for the motion, at least five to stretch one leg all the way out, and then another ten to let it gently and effortlessly cross high up on the thigh of the other. Her expensive new heels, strapped tight to her ankles, dangled precariously close to his crotch. 

“What are you doing?” he asked, sliding back in his chair. 

“You don’t seem to like my outfit,” said Morgan. She began to pout. “I have to admit, Lionel, I’m a little hurt. You’re the reason I’m wearing this, actually.”

His argument seemed absolutely forgotten from the onslaught of sensory information being delivered to him by Morgan's body. 

“I am?”

“You are. I wore it especially for you. I wanted you to see how I look in red. I think I look dynamite. But I suppose you don’t agree.”

“I...I...of course you...” he shook his head. “No. Look.” He rapped his knuckles on the arms of his chair. “How attractive you are isn’t really the question. Do I smell booze on you? Because that’s not—”

“So you do think I’m attractive?” 

She turned bent forward, letting him look down the heavy expanse of her cleavage. His eyes locked on immediately to the smooth, young, healthy, full tits she possessed. Tits that were, as she had just said, decorated solely for his attention. 

As he was transfixed, she noticed the picture of his ex-wife still on his desk. What a piece of trash, leaving this beautifully masculine man. Morgan flicked it carelessly off the desk—and the photo landed, appropriately, in the bin waiting below. An indulgent smile cross her lips. Lionel didn’t seem to notice. 

“I mean, Morgan...of course you’re attractive. That’s not really...wait.” He put a hand to his face. “Do you smell that? It’s so...it’s really hot in here.” He tugged at his tie. He had begun to sweat. “It smells like...berries. And clouds, somehow. You don’t—what are you doing?”

Her heel had landed on his knee. The long tip dug into his flesh, though not enough to hurt him. Just enough to get his attention. 

“Something you like. Don’t you?”

He gulped. 

“Morgan...you’re...clearly not in your right mind. Did you go to that party? Is that what’s causing this? Because I did some digging on my own, and I found these reports, and—”

Her heel slid up higher on his thigh, heading quickly toward the rapidly forming bulge in his crotch. “I don’t want to talk about all that boring stuff, Lionel. Baby. I want to talk about the best way to shove your cock into this fertile young body. Isn’t that more exciting?”

“F-fertile?” he gulped again. “Young? Morgan, you’re—oh fuck.”

Her heel landed on his cock. She began rubbing the toes up and down his thick, heavy rod, licking her lips as she delivered the pleasure she knew that he wanted. Calling herself “fertile” had been a bit of an ad-lib. 

But then, she was fertile, wasn’t she? She could have as many babies as Lionel could pump into her. God, that would really seal the deal, wouldn’t it? If he made her pregnant. Then he would have to fuck her all the time, just to keep her in line. 

Maybe he could convince her to fuck Colette too. Get her pregnant. The two of them waiting on him and his huge cock hand and foot, all day long, each girl trying to have a more pregnant belly than the other...

“You work so, so hard all day long, Lionel. Mister Powell. Won’t you let me your day a little easier?”

“If you want...shit.” He was huffing now. “If you think, I mean...if you want to go out, Morgan, I mean...I’m your boss. But even then, we can’t just do it something here. We have to—”

Her heel had relinquished its soft pressure on his cock, but only because she had dropped to her knees. “Do something here,” she said, smiling and licking her lips. “What a lovely idea, Mister Powell. I just finger-fucked Colette in the other room. I know you overheard us. I know you wanted to watch. I can make sure you watch later on. Would you like that?”

Whatever answer he had was cut short when he realized she was sliding down to her knees between his legs. 

In short order, she had her hands unzipping and freeing his cock from the confines of his slacks. His hands came up to stop her, but she merely placed them on the side of her head, where the silken soft locks of her hair felt too good to massage to actually bother trying to stop her from giving this perfect man a beautiful blowjob that he so clearly deserved. 

His cock was large and mostly hard, a fierce red pole of masculine power. It was everything she had ever hoped for in all her fantasies at home.

“I’ve wanted this,” she moaned, “for a long, long time.”

And then she slid her mouth over the turgid head of his member, suckling gently as he slid all the way down her throat with ease. There was no gag reflex, no hesitation. She knew exactly how to beautifully suck a man’s cock in the same way that she knew how to amazingly finger a woman like Colette. 

As she slurped up and down his dense meat, Morgan’s perfect countenance remained intact, as if her beauty had a power unto itself. Her hair did not fall out of place no matter how much Lionel massaged her scalp or pulled at her shimmering locks. Her face remained angelic and needy, not a smudge of make-up anywhere. 

Her lips, pink and glossy, remained moist and warm, creating a happy suckling home for her boss’s beautiful cock. And her clothes remained easily in place, though she would have been perfectly happy if they did not. 

If Lionel wanted to, in fact, he could have ripped every piece of clothing from her back and fucked her wild. Fucked her into the corner, maybe, trapping her with his cock and making sure she had no choice but to take his babymaking sperm and get her as pregnant as possible. 

But, he didn’t. Instead he threw his head back, groaning and grunting, encouraging Morgan to suck ever more of his big cock with helpful thrusts and gyrations of his hips. 

“Take it, baby, yeah.” His voice was breathy and heavy. “Take all of it. Oh shit, holy shit, you’re so good. You’re so good, Morgan. I had no idea. No idea...no idea you wanted this. I would have...fuck, ages ago, before Lynn left me even...goddamn...Oh fuck...oh fuck...”

He was going to cum soon. Morgan was delighted to feel his balls tighten, his shaft begin to vibrate just so. There was no mistaking when a man’s orgasm was arriving. She sucked with ever more gusto, eager to swallow him down, aching to feel his white load flush down into her system. 

She moaned loudly, knowing her sounds on his cock were only increasing the pleasure he felt from her sex-bomb body. Louder and louder her moans grew, filling the office, filling—she hoped—the ears of everyone listening outside. With some sort of lusty telepathy, she knew they were there, and she knew the staff were all touching themselves in tandem, aching, wishing they were as lucky as Colette or Lionel.

“”F-fuck...fuck, Morgan, I'm gonna...you're gonna make me...I have to, you might want...”

She stayed latched on, desperate for his cum. Her boss emptied himself into her mouth and throat, spraying hard. Gushing streams of heavy cum landed inside her and she swallowed each of them down with glee, eagerly awaiting more and more as he emptied himself into her body. 

Once he finally sputtered out, the spasms of his cock leveling down to gentle trembles, Morgan slipped her mouth off his rod and began to gently lick and clean him up.

“Fuck,” he said, face in his hands. “Oh, fuck. Fuck me.”
“Whenever you’re ready,” she purred, sliding a hand up his abdomen. 
“What?” He shook his head, and pushed his chair back from her. He furiously buttoned up his pants, shaking his head. “This was a mistake. All of this. You have to...you’re on suspension.”

“Suspension?” She raised an eyebrow, not quite believing him. 

“With pay,” he said. “Because of how...because of your work before this. But you have to clean yourself up. You can’t just come in here to work and...fucking christ, you fucked me and Colette in the matter of half-an-hour, didn’t you?”

She shrugged. “I’m efficient, Lionel.” She was still on her knees, and crooked a finger at him. “Why don’t you come over here and I can show you how suspended I should be?”

He took a few steps forward, and then shook his head. Turning to the window, he opened it and stuck his head outside, taking several deep breaths. When he returned, his face was clear. 

“You’re suspended, with pay. And that’s final. Call me in a week and we’ll talk about...” he waved his hands. “Whatever just happened. If you’re...serious. About something you feel for me, then you’ll wait.”

Morgan stood finally and left the office without saying anything else. A normal woman might have been hurt, insulted, or even outraged. She was merely curious at his resistance. She supposed she should have let him fuck her tits? 

Deep in thought, considering how she might have pleased him better, she did not notice the heavy looks of arousal that nearly everyone in the office was giving her. Apparently it had become common knowledge, quite quickly, that if someone simply dragged Morgan into an office then they were asking for a romp with the sexiest woman they had ever seen in person. 

Her phone buzzed in her pocket. She pulled it out and her eyes grew wide with pleasure. 

It was Braddock. He had texted her:

New party tonight. Special event. Bring whoever you like. Starts at 7 PM. 

Morgan's smile was alive with delight.

* * * * *
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EIGHT HOURS LATER, Morgan and Colette drunkenly stumbled into the Braddock house with their arms intertwined tight. Colette’s resistance to coming to the party—as, looking at Morgan, there was no doubt what it would mean for herself—had been worn down after Morgan extracted her from the office and had her down several bottles of wine while licking the sweet young brunette’s pussy. 

Morgan herself had her own turn having her pussy licked and drinking plenty of wine last, a heated pleasant warmth spreading through her body to match the heated pleasant warmth of the near-constant orgasms that Colette’s tongue delivered to her over-sensitive clit. 

But despite all of this, Morgan's thought processes remained clear and her goals were adamant—she had to go to the Lust Party, and she had to bring Colette with her. 

And so, when they arrived, they were both positively smashed and feeling rather in love with each other. Colette, for her part, was already hearing wedding bells and had heavily considered breaking it off permanently with the three on-again, off-again girlfriends she had. Living in the lesbian world meant that her circle of friends had quite a few people who simply slept with everyone, Colette included. Morgan made a mental note to introduce herself—and some of Braddock's elixir—to all of them. 

But Colette had no second-thoughts about breaking it off with these girls, even though she had known them since she had entered college more than a decade before. Even being Morgan’s permanent footstool and pussy-licking servant was an upgrade in Colette's mind. Any way to be close to the brilliant, sun-like scorching hotness of Morgan was an immediate win for the nerdy babe. 

Morgan, while rather enamored with Colette, was mostly wrapping the researcher around her leather-gloved finger simply to add more fuel to the lust fire when she inevitably tried to seduce Lionel once again. Certainly he felt compelled to turn Morgan down after a blowjob at work, but how would he feel about turning down the two of them, dressed in nothing but lingerie, heels, and overcoats, showing up at his house and begging for his cock?

Begging for his cock, and begging to be bred. Begging to be his pregnant little hand servants, to be ordered around at his leisure and taught how best to suck and serve to please him the best...Morgan's mind was on fire with this fantasy. She needed to make it come true. 

And so she simply had to go to the Lust Party to make sure that Colette was on board with the idea as well. 

Colette might have been a lesbian now, but Morgan was certain she could turn her around. If the Lust Party didn’t do it, then Morgan would simply tie the silly girl up and lick her pussy while flashing a thousand gigabytes of cock pictures at her in a dark room for...oh, maybe just a few days. That would turn anyone around. 

The only morality Morgan had anymore was her own pleasure. Every code of ethics and line of right and wrong that she had ever been taught took a firm and steady backseat to doing whatever she could to make sure that the only sensation she felt was endless bliss. There was no competition.

Morgan was still dressed in her stellar red suit, looking stunning still even after hours of fervent lovemaking. Colette looked dazed, dressed in a tight black cocktail dress that Morgan made her wear (one that she had bought earlier that afternoon, quickly modified so it fit the brunette's frame), but still was attractive with her natural lithe, skinny frame fitting inside of the tight confines of the dress so well. 

The first thing Morgan noticed upon entering was how subdued everything seemed to be. There was only one bowl of punch located in the dining room—a stark difference between the several of the other night—and it was almost all gone. There were no bowls anywhere else. There were no party-goers madly fucking in the corners, no newly-fashioned paramours going down on each other in every study and library in the expansive mansion. 

She dragged Colette over to the bowl and gave her a long drought of the stuff. Filling the cup meant that all that was left were mere droplets in the ornate bowl. 

“Drink,” she said, holding the cup up to her lover’s face.

Colette’s time for refusals was long, long past. Grinning and giggling, she tipped the glass back and took it all down in one go. 

“Was that good, Morgan?”

She could have easily replaced “Morgan” with “Mistress” and kept the same worshipful, obedient tone. Anyone who gave a woman more than a dozen orgasms in the space of eight hours would earn the same kind of loving adoration as Morgan had earned from Colette. 

“Good girl,” said Morgan, petting her head and kissing her on the neck. “That’s my good little pretty. You’re such a good babydoll.”

The other woman giggled with clear pleasure at following commands. She was naturally a submissive, and Morgan had to work only a little to find all the right words to make that submissiveness come right to the surface. 

Then, Morgan noticed the little vial—the one that Braddock must have dumped into the punch. One little vial of that had been enough to affect an entire bowl of punch all by itself. Its potency, its power, attracted her greatly. 

She shook the vial in her hands, examining closely. There was not much of the substance left, whatever it was. But there was a short little swig there. 

No doubt that small amount, in its concentrated form, that would have been enough to fill several, several drinks. Morgan licked her lips. Next to her was Colette, giggling and cooing, pressing against her shoulder. Morgan could feel the soft, melting heat of Colette’s cunt as it pressed against Morgan’s thighs.

Whatever had happened to Morgan—all this beauty, all this confidence—it was a result of this substance. The thought of making two of herself was inescapably hot. There was no way, no way, that Lionel would be able to resist that. 

And then finally...finally she could get to wrap her legs around his waist. Finally she would be able to feel him thrust inside of her, emptying himself, filling her with his fucking children and getting her so fucking pregnant...

Morgan took Colette’s cheeks and popped her mouth open, emptying the vial into the other girl’s throat. Colette giggled, simply going along with whatever Morgan said at this point, and downed the dark substance in one go. 

“Fruity,” Colette breathed after swallowing. She burped slightly, and then giggled at the decisively unladylike gesture.

And then, abruptly, she passed out. Morgan managed to catch her before she fell all the way to the ground. A contented smile was on Colette’s face. Morgan shook her, trying to wake her. Oh god—had she just killed her new lover?

“Yes,” said a deep voice. “I did my own experiments with testing out the substance by itself without adulterating it with the punch. The effects are more potent, as you’ll notice, but they do create an intermediate period of stasis for a while. Not much good for parties. I can’t very well be giving out drinks that make everyone pass out on the first sip, can I?”

Morgan turned to see, of course, Braddock. He was just as handsome and mature as he was the day before, a true silver fox. Heated desire, real and potent, overwhelmed her. She let Colette drop roughly into a nearby leather chair and focused all of her considerable charm on the new man. 

He had a cock, and there was no doubt he knew how to use it—and she wanted to serve and pleasure him without any reservation. 

“You’re so smart and strong, Sir,” she cooed, mincing her knees together, bringing her hands up under her considerable tits to push them out even more. “So wonderful and good. I’m so lucky to be in your presence.”

He wore a deep black robe, barely tied shut. She could see his considerable musculature thriving beneath, and edging around the opening in the middle was the thick head of his cock. Morgan began to drool. She hadn’t considered herself as having any feelings for this man before ten seconds ago, but now that she saw him, those feelings of love and adoration were all that she felt. 

Dimly, she began to notice that his wife and concubine, Eleanor and Yolena, were behind him on the floor. They were kissing his robe. 

Yolena looked heavily pregnant—six months or more. Morgan's eyes grew in surprise. She had seen the woman just two nights ago and her stomach was flat as a board. 

The dark beauty must have been incredibly fertile...and Braddock incredibly virile. Morgan felt her cunt's juices getting thick, aching to take him in and keep him there for the rest of her life. 

He took a hand and caressed Morgan's face, taking a few moments to guide his fingers through the thick locks of her stunningly smooth hair. 

“My elixir did quite a good job on you, I must say. I haven’t had many opportunities to test it out on women who were already young and beautiful, outside of Yolena here. But those were...special circumstances, shall we say? With a bit more visitation from the arcane.”

Morgan just giggled. He was talking about so many ideas. She could hardly keep up when all she wanted to do was suck his massive babymaking cock.

“Mostly, it’s women who are, you know...high-society,” he explained. “The long-term wives of men with ambition, or, occasionally, women with ambition. Not enough of that latter category, really.”

Morgan tried desperately to keep up with what he was saying. He had done this to her, all of it. All these feelings. All this beauty she had now. She was so grateful for it. She loved him for it. She should tell him. 

“I’m in love with you,” she said, realizing it as soon as she said it. “I just...I totally am. And I want...I don’t know what I want. I want your cock. I want to be yours. Forever. Please?”

This buxom bombshell, who had spent all day manipulating others due to the sheer force of her overwhelming lust and beauty, was trembling with heady need after barely a minute in the presence of her creator. She loved being this sexy, this confident, this beautiful. She loved everything that had happened to her. There wasn't a single aspect of her being that she was dissatisfied with, and it was all due to him. More than that, it made her cunt ache with need that despite all her hotness, despite all the stares and lust that had been thrown her way all day long, she still ached with desperate, schoolgirl-ish need from just one man. 

Morgan, illogically, hoped she was pretty enough for him. She could have graced the cover of any fashion magazine in the world, could have seduced any billionaire she set her eyes on, and even so, she wasn't sure of herself in the face of Braddock's overwhelming masculinity. That was his effect. 

She leaned forward to kiss him, fully expecting to soon have her lips ride over his, their tongues meeting and aching together, her tits on his hard chest. 

But instead he put a finger on her lips, smiling gently. 

“Not yet,” he said. “I have many lovers. Many concubines.” He gestured down to Eleanor and Yolena. “And as I said, you may yet outdo them. But the effects you are under are currently...temporary. You’ll be feeling more of yourself tomorrow. Your body will change back the day after that. If you still mean what you say—if you want to be mine, then you can return at any time and then we can make the effects permanent. I've perfected the process only just recently. But for now, I must work.”

“Work?” Morgan scrambled, trying to make him stay. “But there’s...the party...”

“Party?” A blare of music sounded through the house as a door upstairs opened. “Oh yes. Up there. Feel free to join them. Basketball players and a bevy of cheerleaders. More young subjects. I’m rather excited to find out what happens.”

He began to walk away, and Morgan trailed after him, eager to suck his cock, to kneel at his feet all day long and just be his gentle high-heeled cockwarming mouth rug. But he noticed, and held up a hand, and pointed again to the upstairs. Eleanor and Yolena did follow after him, crawling like good girls after their Master. Both of them shot haughty, knowing smiles to Morgan, indulgent in the fact that they were better than her—that they got Master's cock while she didn't. 

It should have insulted Morgan, but instead she was just turned on by it. 

If she had to prove herself to him by taking the cocks of all those basketball players, then take those cocks she would. 

* * * * *
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MORGAN’S NEW BODY GAVE her a considerable strength she had not had before. Her muscles, tightly toned and adapted for hours of endless fucking, were strong and had high endurance. So it was not too much trouble to take Colette’s rapidly changing form and to bring her up the stairs with her. 

The beautiful brunette was rapidly becoming blond. Or, perhaps she been dyeing her hair this whole time? Who could say. 

The brown locks slowly streamed outward, the coloration becoming closer and closer to platinum at the roots and then spreading down to the tips. Colette did seem sort of like the kind of girl who would dye her hair one color to appear more serious and straightforward, and maybe just to stop getting hit on by men. 

Outside the door to the party, Morgan held Colette up against the wall. She watched as Colette's breasts rapidly ballooned outward, flesh creating more of itself seemingly from nowhere. Her platinum locks continued to grow and thicken, falling over the newly-enlarged breasts in an inviting manner. Her skin became youthful and shiny, her face clear of all marks or moles, dissolving like they had been specks of dirt or food. 

Within a matter of minutes, she had transformed entirely from a bookish nerd into a porn-worthy teenage beauty. Her face, fresh and innocent, was also full of a seductive vigor that Morgan herself found it hard to match. 

Slowly, Colette’s eyes fluttered open. She saw Morgan there and licked her lips. 

“Fuck,” she said, groaning happily and stretching her arms up. “I feel great. I feel...” She held her nose to the air, turning quizzically. “I smell cock.”

The young lesbian, transformed and sexualized, every facet of her lovely face designed to elicit arousal, turned away from the brunette beauty and opened the door to the party with one singular goal in mind—stuffing her body with as many cocks as possible.

The party was being held in a large dining hall decorated with glass cases containing strange artifacts that Morgan had never seen before. Mystic symbols decorated ancient ankhs and poles and plates, floating feathers flew high on long handcrafted weapons, and terrible masks loomed over them from high overhead. 

Inside the party was, as Braddock said, an entire team of college basketball players with a full squad of their cheerleaders. These were the young athletes and beauties who had so quickly burned through Braddock's punch. There was no telling how he had gotten them here—but it wasn't as if college kids needed much of an excuse to find a place to drink and party and fuck. 

Morgan saw that many of them still had their jerseys and outfits on, either not bothering to or not remembering to change after hearing the promise of participating in a wild orgy with the apexes of masculinity and femininity in their society. 

They were already naked and rutting. Those that weren't had merely recently finished, or were about to begin again. Huge cocks of every color were wet with precum and pussy juices. Cheerleaders, tight-bodied and gorgeous with huge tits and wide fertile hips and teensy tiny waists were covered from every end in heavy, dense loads of cum. 

Immediately, Colette fell on the cock nearest to her. It had just popped out of a cheerleader’s cunt, still spurting wildly impregnating seed, and Colette sucked it down like it was the sweetest bottle of nectar in the world. The black player suddenly finding himself sucked off by this incomparably hot platinum blonde high-fived a nearby teammate drilling a cheerleader’s ass from behind. 

This was the first cock Colette had ever had in her body. The first cock that had ever shoved inside of her mouth, and she took it with as much skill as a fish to water, sucking expertly and driving the basketball player to distraction. Within moments of beginning, the drop-dead-gorgeous platinum blonde made the prospect of high-fiving or bragging anymore completely impossible because his body was overloaded with pleasure from her plump vibrating lips. 

Morgan, at the sight of so much cock, tits, and ass, needed a taste for herself.

She put herself down on all fours in the middle of the room, sliding her skirt up at her waist and pushing down beneath her tits. Her heavy breasts dangled in the air, her tight, shiny ass exposed to every player in the room. 

“Come and get it boys,” she said, smiling sultrily. “The water is fine.”

Immediately, every man not currently fucking a cheerleader—and several who were—lunged forward to stuff Morgan’s body. 

Two men stood out immediately, pushing aside the others and quickly dominating their way to Morgan's cunt. One was tall and black, heavy muscles dripping with sweat. The other, Hispanic and lanky, but with an amazingly huge cock, grinned down at Morgan with lust. 

“You ready for this, Greg?” asked the Hispanic. 

“Shit yeah, Tomas” said Greg. “I want this ass more than any other here.”

She slipped over onto her back and pulled Tomas on top of her thick, buoyant tits. With ease, he ripped apart her blouse and the two of them quickly discovered that the gobs of precum he produced were perfect lubricant for fucking her tits. 

His cock was so huge, in fact, that he could fuck the massive pair she boasted and still land more than four inches of cock into her needy mouth. Her lips sucked down on his hard rod, suckling and pleading for his cum.

At the same time, Greg wrapped her legs up around his neck and started driving into Morgan's tight pussy. Even though she had been fucked by several men just a few nights before, her cunt was tighter than ever and more needy of cock than she had felt in her life. Greg's entrance into her body was welcome, filling her completely with his huge black cock in a way that she had never felt before. The thick shaft powered against her g-spot and filled her cunt all the way to the edge of her available space, almost perfectly designed for her cunt. 

She moaned in bliss as orgasm after orgasm shook through her tight, tiny frame. There was only pleasure with cock inside of her. Their precum spilled into her, more than the loads of cum of normal men—but these athletes, so perfectly chiseled, were no longer normal men. They had been gifted with Braddock's elixir, and so even their precum was thick and syrupy...and delicious.

Tomas gripped her tits tight, holding the throttle on her with ease, and just from feeling his manly grip on her huge nipples alone, Morgan would have cum. That, in combination with the cock in her mouth and her cunt, made her every nerve alight with a symphony of excess. 

Next to her, she could see Colette being fucked much the same way. She was on her hands and knees, being fucked in the ass by some massive white athlete while she blew another. The one behind her was fucking her so hard that she was sucking even harder on the cock in her mouth, being pushed up and down it by the piston-like thrusts into her behind. 

The men knew that these women were cumming for them—cumming because of their cocks. There was no need to prolong the experience. It was entirely about their pleasure, entirely about getting off as soon as possible so that another could take their place. They held back nothing and emptied all their aggression and passion into these gorgeous women. All the other cheerleaders had suddenly become unfucked because of the gorgeous two invaders—the athletes only had eyes for Colette and Morgan now, and the cheerleaders were lucky if allowed even to stroke the cocks of the players to keep them hard. 

When they emptied, in a perfect groupthink, they all emptied at once. Colette was showered with cum—and filled with it. The first cum to ever touch her body was at that very moment, spraying over her backside and filling her ass while another man filled her throat and tummy.

And for Morgan, Tomas jizzed all over her tits and mouth and face while Greg unloaded inside of her incredibly fertile womb with his precious white hot goo. 

They all took a moment, breathing hard. There was a space of silence after the climax. Everything made sense. Everything was perfect. Every movement Morgan made, she felt more cum inside of her, and so she felt another orgasm frolic happily through her system. 

She rolled over, covered in cum. Another man was approaching, tall and muscular and naked, and clearly ready to fuck. She saw Colette do the same.

“I need some cum in my cunt,” Colette moaned. “Nobody’s even tried to get me pregnant yet tonight.”

The men surrounding the two girls gave it their best shot. 

* * * * * 
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MORGAN WOKE THE NEXT morning on the lawn of the Braddock estate. She was by herself. The party was long over. There was no one around. Cool air ran over her mostly naked body and she tried to cover herself, much to no avail. 

Her breasts, heavy and danging, felt foreign on her body. The long sheets of hair she possessed tangled in her limbs and her long legs felt stilt-like and strange. It took her several attempts to balance herself and stand, muddying herself more each time. She turned from one end of the yard to the other, searching for something, anything to cover herself with. Eventually she came across a blue plastic tarp set over some lawn equipment near a shed. It did nothing to block the cold, but at least it allowed her some dignity. 

The day before she would have walked proudly with her naked body exposed. 

Today, she knew that something was terribly wrong. She knew that all of this—all the sex, all the cock, all the pussy—was not what she truly wanted. She was a reporter, for god’s sake, and she had to get to the bottom of this. 

A great pink fog had been lifted from her brain, receded back into the ether of primal nature from whence it came.

Braddock had changed her somehow, him and his elixir. It was unnatural. It was dangerous. Who knew what might have happened, thin busty girls like her and Colette and all those cheerleaders among so many manly, masculine basketball players and...and...

Why the fuck was she getting wet at the thought of all of that? 

After much searching, she found her phone at the front door, pinning down a handwritten note.

Remember my offer. The body is gone after tomorrow. A normal life awaits you. Or, one of luxury, lust, and uninhibited desires for all of time, if you like. All it will take is one more dose.

- Braddock

Morgan set her jaw. This maniac had drugged her. He had...he had given her the time of her life, that was true, but he had drugged her. 

She would get to the bottom of this, somehow. She would make it through the next few days, turn back to normal, and totally fuck up his plans. 

How hard could it be?

She wrapped the tarp close around around her, dialing the number for a taxi. As she did, jolts of pleasure shot through her body—her supercharged lust-happy erogenous zones still existed, even if her mind wasn’t as completely obsessed with dick. She caught her gorgeous reflection in the window of Braddock’s house, and felt her fingers drifting toward her over-sized nipple, aching to touch herself just as the very sight of her new body. 

Oh, she thought suddenly. This was going to be very hard. 

# # #
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Lust Party 3

––––––––
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IN HER DREAMS, SHE was gorgeous and admired. She walked down streets and made men cum with just a wink. Women stopped her and begged her to lick their pussies. The strongest men held her down in alleys and stuffed her full of their potent, alpha cum, probably getting her pregnant.

This was what she truly wanted.

This was what she deserved.

All thoughts of propriety, decency, went out the window. Any thought that she might have some normal, boring life was obliterated. 

The closest to normalcy she would have would be to become the adoring, obedient housewife of some alpha stud. She would clean for him all day long in lingerie and cook his meals in high heels and stockings. 

When he came home, she would be on her knees, mouth open and eyes closed, waiting for his cock to pound into her mouth. If she dressed hot enough, he would reward her with a throatfuck in the corner. And if she dressed truly hot enough, then he would reward her by throwing her to the bed and filling her cunt with another baby. 

These were her dreams...the dreams brought on by the Lust Party, where dreams became reality.

* * * * * 
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MORGAN WOKE, GROGGY and angry, in the cold of her apartment. She had taken to leaving the temperature low to save money. There was no guarantee, after all, that she would get her job back after her misfired attempt to seduce her boss. 

Her phone buzzed—Colette again. No doubt desperate for sex, or for seduction, or for another Lust Party. But Morgan was done with all of that. She had quarantined herself successfully and she did not want to have to start from day zero. 

The troubled beauty had gone three days. Three days without an orgasm. Three days without running off to the nearest Lust Party and giving herself up to it like she wanted to—needed to so badly.

Her body felt different, like she was going through withdrawal. Life felt...boring. Plain. Muted. Like someone had suddenly turned off all the color. Several days before, when she had been in the thick of the transformation, every last sensation was incredible because it was just another brick in the house of another orgasm. 

There was no need to have an excuse for cumming—cumming was its own excuse. 

She had watched over the last few days as her body slowly regressed to normal. And what a disappointing normal it was.

Her bountiful curves became ever-less-bountiful. Her long, thick shiny mess of perfect hair fell out in waves, dissolving on the floor like sugar in water, and became her old, normal drab cut. Her face became slowly less sexualized, her eyes less bright and her lips losing their natural come-fuck-me gloss. The five inches in height she had gained slid away, vanished like leaves in the wind, and that hard-to-burn tummy fat that had vanished so effortlessly with Braddock’s elixir made its return with a stubborn resolve to never leave again. 

In all, she was still an absolutely lovely—if particularly worn out, on this day—young woman. Just not the mouthwatering, jaw-dropping bombshell that she had been under the influence of the elixir. She took a turn in front of the mirror, trying to feel any glimmer of gratitude for having her old self back. 

It was difficult. Elixir-Morgan, Bombshell-Morgan, had been a force of nature. She had been something...someone incredible. 

And how many times in a person’s life could they say that they had been someone incredible? 

Someone who could sprout boners with a mere wink, who could seduce all comers, who could wear any outfit and become a walking wet dream? 

She took a breath, turning away from her reflection. If she looked at herself too long, she started having weird, half-hallucinatory visions of her “old” self, her former flawlessness mocking her, that soft, exotic breathy voice cooing how easy it would be to return to the way things were.

You'll love it, the voice would say. It will be so easy...so very easy. Just a little drinky, and poof! You're exactly what you should be again.

But Morgan wouldn’t allow it. She had been good for three days. If she could do it for that long, then she could do it for three weeks, and three months, and so on. She was normal again, and that was fine. 

Yes, everything had returned to normal...except for her need to orgasm. 

It wasn’t everything, this need. Not like it had been when she was fully under the effects of the elixir. But it was more present, always in her mind, always beckoning, calling, needing. 

And Morgan knew that she would only need to give in one time for the whole mess to come tumbling down around her. 

With nowhere to go—being suspended from her job at The Edition—Morgan took it upon herself to still establish some sort of routine. The first part of that, every day, was to take a long cold shower. Usually that brought her need to cum down to a low boil. Not entirely possible to ignore, but enough to let her know she could control it somewhat. 

Her phone buzzed wildly as she dried herself off. When she took a look, she quickly wished she hadn’t.

It was a series of pictures, taken again and again, of Colette. 

The first few were of her face, beautified and enhanced in every erotic way, just as Morgan’s had been. These were enough to show the tops of the slippery hot lace on Colette’s sexy, sweaty body. 

That Colette was this sexy was Morgan's fault, sort of. It was the elixir and Braddock's influence that had made Morgan give Colette the dosage to change her body and mind. But still...that didn't stop Morgan's dreams of being full of Colette's sexy body. It didn't stop her memories from being ripe with thoughts of Colette's tongue on Morgan's tits, on her abs, on her cunt...

The pictures only got more erotic from there. The photos slipped downward, sliding to the tops of Colette’s suddenly very full, very large breasts. She had been close to flat-chested before, and now her tits were properly tits, easily 36E though her frame had stayed just as skinny and trim as before, if not more so. In fact, the supple, tanned, toned nature of her skin was doing as much to turn Morgan on as every other part of her friend’s body. 

Long blond hair was in every shot as the breasts were revealed in their tiny lace lingerie and beyond, down to the tight abdomen with its perfectly formed fuck-me muscles. The hair would never need a comb, never need any sort of solution in it. Morgan remembered. The hair simply did as told, arranging itself in whatever sexy way she wanted without the need for any sprays or gels.

And then the images stopped. Morgan was soaking. Her every atom pulsed with the need to see more. 

The text came in: Want it?

Colette was toying with her. 

And then another image—below the magic area between the upper thighs and the lower abdomen, below the crotch where no doubt Colette’s brilliantly naked, perfectly trimmed pussy waited for hard fucking and long nights of licking. Instead, she showed the tops of her tight blue fishnet stockings wrapping around her thighs, and another at her knees, and another still at her calves, finally ending in the long red platform heels of the young beauty decorating her body. 

Another text: I know you want it. You can’t help yourself.

Morgan really couldn’t. Her cunt was dripping down her naked thighs. The towel she had brought with her out from the shower was long forgotten and discarded on the floor. Hands, soft and insistent, spread across her body. Squeezing her tits, sliding down to her eager, sopping pussy. 

It took her several moments to realize these were her own hands, and several more to realize that perhaps she ought to stop. 

But as soon as the thought occurred to her, a final photo came in—Colette’s pussy at last. Gleaming and wet, spread open by gentle fingers, eager to be filled and fucked and licked and owned just like Morgan’s and oh-oh-ohfuck—fuck!

Her fingers pushed up hard into her pussy and she was off to the races. There was nothing that could slow her down, no way to stop the flood of sensations that she had destroying all sense, all reason, all logic with a steady artillery barrage of endless lust and a need to cum. 

Morgan didn’t care about her quarantine, didn’t care about her three days clean from orgasms; all she cared about was indulging herself just like she knew she deserved. 

She dropped to her knees, thrusting her hips down and forward into her fingers, knowing exactly where to hit her g-spot to bring on a cum before she could second-guess herself. And the entire time, she was looking down at her phone at that sweet, hot young pussy. 

When her orgasm finally arrived, she was entirely on the floor. Her legs had scaled up the bed, pulling down the sheets over her body. A pillow fell on her face and she bit it hard, screaming in pleasure as shock waves of bliss powered through her body. 

That was a good cum, she thought. A very good cum.

But she still...she felt like herself. 

Hope sprang in her body, filling her with an urgent desire to dance, to cry out. She had cum and she was herself. She had orgasmed—held out for as long as she could!—and she was still herself. She could do it whenever she wanted now.

And she knew she would want to do it a lot because cumming was terrific and even that one, after days of build-up, wasn’t nearly as hot or good as even the lightest orgasm she’d had when she was...

When she was under the influence of the elixir. 

Her elation left her. She truly was back to normal. Normal body. Normal thoughts. Normal orgasms. Was all of that truly what she wanted? Yes, she was in control, but god, when she had been manipulating men and women left and right, she’d felt very in control then. 

There was a knock at the door. Morgan approached rapidly, half-expecting and half-hoping that it was Colette, wearing nothing but a trench coat and that scandalously hot lingerie. But instead it was a package. Though she had answered as quick as she could, there was no sign of the deliverer. 

Inside her kitchen, sitting down at her table, she opened the package. 

Beyond a mess of packing peanuts and newspaper wrapping was a small vial and a tight, sexy red outfit. The one she had left behind—the one that all those basketball players had fucked her in. It had been cleaned, but when she held her nose to it, she could still smell the cum. 

The memory rushed through her senses quickly, making a soft moan escape her lips. 

There was no question about what the vial was, naturally. It was the elixir, contained behind that small glass vial with all of its occult symbols scribbled up and down its surface Braddock was clearly having fun with her. 

Attached with the vial and outfit was a note. It read:

You are missed. We could use your mind for our cause.

Their cause. The cause of unmitigated lust, adultery, cumming, fucks, and every kind of depravity. 

Morgan stared down at the vial, her fingers hovering over the stopper. 

And she knew what she would do.

* * * * *
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SOME HOURS LATER, SHE had cleaned herself up and dressed and, with nothing on her schedule for the day, easily made the time to go to Braddock’s house once more.

She dressed conservatively. Her hope was that it would heighten the effect, to present herself as a composed, self-contained woman who knew exactly what her business was. Her drab brown sweater was contained under a bulky dark jacket, baggy jeans hiding her form. She didn’t want to be sexualized or presented in any way. 

She made her way inside, expecting to knock down every door in order to find Braddock. Morgan was surprised, then, when the lovely dark-skinned Yolena in the entryway, apparently waiting for her. She wore a tight maid's outfit, her tits practically spilling out from it. 

“Welcome back, my dear,” she said, that exotic accent ringing her words. “You want to speak with the Master of the House?”

“...yes,” said Morgan, after a moment. 

At every turn, all her energy with this case was subverted. Just a few days before she had worked herself up into a frenzy to crash the first Lust Party she went to, only to find out that all were welcome. Now, she was ready to tear down this house to confront Braddock, only to find him perfectly willing to speak with her. It was as if he could read her mind, almost, and knew how to make all her energies and desires seem useless. 

Useless...or girlish. Like she was a little girl throwing a tantrum. 

That was how his attitude, his methods made her feel. 

It was too bad that it sort of turned her on, being second-guessed and controlled like that. 

Yolena led her to a large waiting room toward the back of the house. After finding a seat, Morgan watched with some amazement as the wall opened up. Very briefly, she saw an intricate and expensive laboratory through the opening. White tables, clean walls and floors, all manner of lab equipment sitting in rows. The instant Braddock stepped through, however, it all disappeared behind the wall again. 

“That’s a neat trick,” said Morgan.

Right away, she tried to hide the instant and total heat her body felt for Braddock. Whatever was happening to her, whatever he was responsible for, perhaps that’s what she hated the most. She couldn’t stop feeling turned on by the whole affair...or by him. 

He was masculinity incarnate. She couldn't be around him without thinking of him being fucked and served by a multitude of fertile women, each more willing and desperate than the last. 

“Oh, that?” He shrugged. “With as many amorous party guests as I have looking for private rooms, it only makes sense not to have the lab in an area where they can easily access it. Thus, secret entrance. Though not really a secret. I don’t mind people knowing about it. I just don’t want anyone to start rutting so hard they ruin all my work.”

The words carried Morgan’s thoughts away for a moment. She thought of Braddock lifting her up on the table, her legs wrapped around his hips, thick cock planted hard inside her and driving her closer and closer to orgasm, closer and closer to getting pregnant, closer and closer...

“—I said, what is it you would like to talk to me about?” Braddock asked. 

Morgan’s mind was clearly not as together as she would have liked. 

“I want to talk about this.” She procured the vial from her purse. “What’s the meaning of this?”

“It’s a gift,” he shrugged. “Most take it. In fact, I have to admit, I am surprised to see you here in this state. I was certain you would have taken it.”

“I don’t care right now whether you’re surprised or not,” Morgan snapped. “I am not here in a personal capacity. I’m here in a professional one.”

Braddock raised an eyebrow, nodding slightly. “You’re a reporter, isn’t that right? So you want to...investigate? Report?”

“Yes.”

“I am busy. I don’t have much time for any dilly-dallying with reporter types. Even if they are lovely. I have many other lovelies hanging around.” 

“I’ve noticed.”

As if on cue, his wife Eleanor appeared at the door to the waiting room. She wore nothing but black and white lingerie, smoky stockings covering her startlingly sexy legs. She was busty, blond, and extraordinarily young...looking no older than perhaps twenty or twenty-one. She minced forward for a few steps and then began to crawl—a gesture from Braddock allowed her to continue. 

Morgan knew Braddock had used his serum to change his wife too. She had looked her up online—a former trial lawyer, and a very successful one at that. Her actual age was close to seventy-one.

“I hope you don’t mind,” said Braddock. “But she hasn’t had a drop all day, and she gets antsy if she goes too long.”

At first, Morgan didn’t understand what he meant. Then Eleanor, without even turning to Morgan, pulled out her husband’s cock from his pants. It was long and thick, the kind of cock that women dream about. 

Morgan felt a clamor of drool gathering in her mouth. Eleanor beat her to the punch, apparently, slobbering on her husband’s heavy meat before sinking her lips across the head and shaft. Braddock let out a long sigh, clearly enjoying himself.

Morgan gathered herself. If that was how he wanted to play, that was fine. She could roll with the punches. Clearly this was a tactic to scare her off—but she was not running.

“That’s my first question. Did you do this out of sexual frustration?”

He smirked. “Beg your pardon?”

“You won’t have it. You clearly had a tough time getting laid before creating the elixir. Isn’t that why you started this whole sex virus business?”

“Sex virus?” He snorted. “How droll. Who would enjoy a sex virus? This isn’t even a sex elixir. It’s a youth elixir, as I have said in the past. Sexual energy and proclivity is part of the side effects.”

“And having a devastatingly beautiful body? That’s a side-effect too?”

“In a way. It’s a result of the elixir’s ability to make you young. You stay young better with a body in tip-top shape. It perpetuates itself, in some ways, with sex. So, it encourages sex with aesthetics. If you have enough doses of this latest batch of elixir, all you need to remain young afterward is enough sex.”

“And if you won’t? Will you die?”

“Die?” He looked mortified. “Heavens, no. I’m not a monster. You’re free to go, as you found out. The only thing that would trouble you would be your memories. It’s hard to let go of the memory of feeling this good.”

Of this, she was well aware.

“The elixir,” he continued, “has three basic waves. The first is what I have come to call the Heat. This is when you feel drunk, high, and as if you're tripping all at once. You feel invincible and turned on. You can’t remember much or make many decisions, all you can do is fuck. Then comes the High. You experienced this also. Confidence and desire, the need to control others to spread the Heat and the High become the foremost concerns.”

“Like a virus.”

Eleanor was becoming loud and enthusiastic in the sucking of her husband's cock. A wet puddle of drool and precum gathered on the floor, dripping down from Eleanor's mouth and tits.

“It’s not a virus,” insisted Braddock. “It’s a...it’s a movement, shall we say? To focus on what really matters in life. Fucking and reproduction. That’s all.”

Eleanor, earnestly sucking his cock, let out a happy moan of approval. 

“You’re certainly taking advantage.”

“This?” He gestured down at his wife. “Oh, Eleanor was thirsty, that’s all, and she’s convinced she can only be sated by my cum. She’s wrong, of course, but I like to indulge her. Honestly, it gets rather in the way. I’ve got a lot of lab work to do, and it’s hard to move around in there with someone suckling at your cock all the time. Work must be done, you see, for progress to be made. Eleanor’s decided she only cares about my cock.”

Morgan shook her head, getting angry. “You made her that way.”

He shook his head. “Not at all. The third stage of the elixir’s effects is the Awakening. This is the really exciting portion, the most fun to study. Honestly, watching people have sex, even beautiful people, can become mundane after a long enough period. But what I’ve found is that, when people realize they have essentially eternal youth and beauty, their mindsets change entirely. Some very serious-minded people become entirely obsessed with frivolity and fucking. Some very light-hearted folks have become serious, sultry, and ambitious. Others remain entirely the same. It’s a way to unleash their inner desires on the world and set them free. This is what I’m offering with my elixir. That you became a sultry sexbomb during the High would suggest that there’s a part of you, a very large part, that simply wants that and nothing else. Or perhaps you want that and to also pursue...other interests. It’s all...” He was breathing heavily, his orgasm incumbent. “...’scuse me.”

Eleanor moaned again as he began to cum down her throat, her heavy slurps becoming sloppier and hotter as her lips and mouth were coated in his heavy seed. Morgan watched it all, clutching the sides of her chair desperately. She wanted more than anything to shove Eleanor off and take her place...but that would be insanity. 

Finally, Eleanor's slurps slowed and she merely began to clean her husband's cock with a soft dutiful hum.

“Look,” said Braddock, starting to stand. “I have to return to work. I’m terribly sorry, but it just can’t wait. I’ll have Yolena send you my lab notes, hmm? And then you can see for yourself the relative harmlessness of what I’ve been creating.”

Naturally, Morgan didn’t agree that any sex-inducing liquid was harmless, but having her hands on his materials was a huge get. 

She nodded amiably. “That’s fine.”

He stood up and pressed a series of buttons on the wall, allowing himself to re-enter his lab. After he was gone, Eleanor stood up and stretched, a massively content smile on her lovely face. She turned to Morgan, as if noticing her for the first time, and had no little amount of condescension in her eyes for Morgan’s conservative outfit.

“We’re having a Holiday Party tomorrow night,” said Eleanor, wiping her mouth clean. Braddock had cum a lot. Much of it was still pooled in Eleanor's substantial, decorated cleavage. “It’s going to be quite a lot of fun. And there will be plenty of private rooms—it’s the Derring Center, downtown. Do you know it?”

Morgan nodded. She did indeed. It was the most luxurious event hall in town. 

“We’d love to have you there,” she said. “You can even come as a reporter, if you like. We’ll be happy to answer more questions.”

“May I ask you something, Eleanor?”

Eleanor’s smile brightened the entire room. “Of course, dear. Whatever would you like to know?”

“Are you...are you happy, with this life?”

“Six months ago, I was going to die. I was seventy years old.” She smiled that flawless smile, not a wrinkle on her perfectly young skin. “I suppose I still am. I would have wasted away into nothing, my entire body decomposing before my husband’s eyes. And he saved me. He not only saved me from dying, but saved me from the last ten years of my life before that being a self-pitying waste as the disease slowly took away more and more of my vitality.” Eleanor held Morgan’s hands tightly for a moment. “Now, I get to make my husband cum whenever I want. His cock is enormous and delicious. We fuck like mad rabbits with his assistants every night. He makes me cum almost without trying. I don’t care very much about my career anymore because,” she shrugged, “I never much cared about being a lawyer. It was a good way to make money, but we don’t need that anymore. And all I really need, truly, is the cock of the love of my life.” She licked her lips, eyeing the shut entrance to the lab. “Quite badly, actually. Do you think I can convince him to give it to me again?”

Eleanor didn’t bother waiting for an answer. She left Morgan in the entryway alone, turned on and more conflicted than she had been before.

* * * * *
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BACK AT HER APARTMENT, Morgan sat at her kitchen table, looking soulfully at the vial of dark violet elixir. 

One drink from that vial, she thought, and it all goes up in smoke. Everything I thought was real or allowed by the physical world suddenly becomes an entirely new reality, unchained by anything related to the familiar. 

One drink from that vial, and my entire life becomes a fever dream of sex and seduction, with every last man and woman falling under my spell simply because I’ll be that fucking hot. 

One drink from that vial, and I can have those orgasms again. Those sweet, sweet orgasms that feel like they last for hours, that provide a pleasure plateau well over and above the normal world with peaks of bliss that rocket up into the stratosphere. 

One drink from that vial, and I can have Lionel’s cock inside my body again, fucking me into silly putty while I beg for more.

One drink.

She considered this sitting on her hands, because before, when she had been studying the vial, her fingers would subconsciously move to her zipper and try to slide inside of her pants. It was a good thing, she knew, that she had worn pants and not a skirt. If she had worn a skirt, then likely the battle would have been over already. 

“Just throw it away,” she said out loud, to herself. “It’s too unpredictable. Who takes drugs from some maniac who whips it together in his basement? It’s madness. Pure madness. Just throw it away.”

Except it wasn’t entirely madness. She had felt the transformation. She had been changed. And Braddock, while absolutely an eccentric, wasn’t accurately a “maniac” either, as his entire approach was thorough and scientific. 

He had given her the notes on his elixir and the process of refining it for her to study. He apparently didn’t care who knew how to make it at this point. The more the merrier, in his mind. 

What she could make out of his information-dense notes all seemed rather straightforward. One trial after another. 
Although—perhaps he wasn’t telling her everything. Even the first trials he supplied were successes of some kind, with the subjects feeling fine after the effects of the elixir had worn off. The issue then hadn’t been to find the right effects, it was simply to make them exponentiate—for them to last longer. Wasn’t that odd—for him to formulate an elixir like this whereupon the very first attempt was an qualified success? Were there other trials...trials he wouldn't reveal to her? 
There was so much that smacked of the occult about this whole ordeal. The supernatural. There were all those scrawls and arcane symbols all over his house, his punch bowls, this very vial. Where did that figure in? 

As she considered this, the vial had arrived in her hand once again, unbidden by her conscious mind. Her thumb was toying with the stopper. Earlier, she had uncorked the vial entirely and the heady, delicious smell of the elixir had entered her nose—and it had taken everything she had, plus a cold shower, to convince herself not to drink it then and there.

There was a knock at the door. Morgan rose to answer—another delivery? More vials?

She opened the door, looking down at the mat, expecting to see a package. Instead she saw a set of gorgeous white heels attached to an even more gorgeous pair of legs. A small pit of dread opened in her stomach, combating with the instant spread of arousal blossoming in her chest and pussy. 

The legs slipped up into a tight, white minidress, the kind club sluts wore when they wanted to get laid fast, with little patches of open skin on the side and up the front revealing toned tabs and impossibly huge tits. 

It was Colette. Her blond hair curled down one side of her impeccable face, bright blue eyes staring with predatory desire at Morgan. 

“Hey doll,” she chirped. She blew a big bubble of pink bubblegum. “Wanna go grab some young hungry cock to stuff our holes?”

Just a week before, Colette had been a firmly, fully confirmed lesbian. She had, in fact, crushed on Morgan for some time. 

“I...” Morgan gulped. 

Colette was very attractive. Her tits were mouthwatering in that tiny dress, so amazing in their display. And Morgan, in her right mind, was not bisexual. But the elixir had woken something in her—something that didn’t care about man or woman, male or female, so long as there was sex involved. And with Colette, there was a lot of sex involved. 

“Come onnnn!” Colette took Morgan’s hands, inviting herself inside. “Let’s go! Get dressed in like, something cool like the other night, and let’s go have a ball! I’ll lick your pussy beforehand if you want.” She caught the look in Morgan’s eyes. “Or you can lick mine?” 

Morgan shuddered, trying to block the hot image that gave her. 

She summoned all her strength. “I think you should go, Colette.”

“Really?” Colette clasped Morgan’s hands to her breasts. “You want me gone? You want these gone?”

Morgan gulped, feeling the heavenly warmth of the full, firm tits beneath her grip. 

“I was at the office today, doing what you did. I hopped from cubicle to cubicle, just seducing, sucking, slurping, and fucking. It was so easy.” Colette took Morgan’s fingers, wrapping them in her cleavage. They disappeared quickly. “People just end up wanting to do what a pretty girl like me says. Don’t they, Morgan?”

“Y-yes,” she said, voice quiet and soft. It was so easy to be led along by Colette, who was so sure and true.

Somehow, they were on the couch. Colette had the vial of elixir in one hand. How had that happened?

“It’s just easier to do what a pretty girl says. To think the way that a pretty girl says to think. Isn’t it?”

Morgan nodded minutely, and Colette giggled and leaned forward, kissing her on the chin and neck. The kisses were slow, wet, and warm; Colette’s clear need shining through. The smell of cock and cum was heavy on her breath and Morgan wanted to inhale it forever. 

“Why don’t you drink the little elixir like you had me do? Then we can be sisters again. Cock-loving fucksisters, having fun out on the town. Doing whatever we want. Making everyone else do whatever we want. We could have brand new cars by the end of the night, I bet. The both of us. One each. Hot little sports cars to hold our hot little bodies, given to us by hot-bodied studs who need to see beautiful babes in big bad ass cars. What do you think, Morgan? Wouldn’t that be nice?”

Morgan's jaw shuddered. She wanted that more than she could possibly say. 

She tried, still, to protest. “But it’s...there’s something wrong with it all. There’s...it’s...it’s not you. It’s not us. You didn’t even like men a week ago!”

“Right?” Colette giggled. “What a stupid cocktease I was. Women are made to take cocks. Oh, pussies are nice. Very nice,” she slipped her hand down Morgan’s loose pants, middle finger slipping just over her clit. Morgan let out a long moan. “But cocks are really where it’s at, aren’t they? Cocks are what it’s all about. Serving and loving and sucking and fucking cock. Getting preggo from cock. Teaching others how to take cock. That’s what we want, isn’t it?”

“F-fuck...” Morgan whispered. “Fuck. Stop. You have to...have to fuck...stop...”

She didn’t know if she spoke to herself and her pleasure or Colette. Either way, the protest landed on deaf ears. Her body was brimming with heated bliss, and Colette stroked her clit more urgently than ever. 

“I left Lionel for you,” Colette purred. “His cock, totally untouched. Still straining and yearning, probably, just for you. You want it, don’t you?”

“Y-yes,” Morgan whispered. “Yes, very much.”

Hispregnantfuckslavesoeagerandsowantingonmyhandsandkneeseverydayachingtobefilledwithhisbrood

Colette, squeezing a breast hard, slid the open vial against Morgan’s lips. “Then drink, darling.”
Her resistance broke, crumbled like the sandcastle that it was, that it had always been. The second the elixir hit her mouth, Morgan knew she had made a brilliant decision. Confidence, easy and sexual, rushed through her body and every part of her knew that what was happening now was destined to happen. 
Colette made to kiss her, perhaps to taste some of the elixir for herself, but Morgan pushed her off—pushed her down—so that Colette’s luscious mouth was mere inches away from Morgan’s rapidly changing pussy. Her scent suddenly flooded the room, a heady mix of pheromones and musk that made the delicious young blonde’s mouth drool with desire. 

“F-fuck, Morgan,” Colette whimpered. All her sultry cool was gone, all her ready seduction gone in an instant in the face of this new primal need to taste the cunt of her superior. “Fuck me, please?”

Morgan looked down at her, enjoying the view as Colette grew smaller and Morgan taller. Her pants began to rip at the waist and thighs as her muscles toned and lengthened. The tight denim split so much that it was easy to rip them off and admire her legs as they grew every more shapely and long, the length and tone utterly fascinating her to the point of her almost forgetting to admire her other rapidly evolving body parts. 

Almost, but not entirely. It was, after all, hard to forget about her sensationally expanding bust as she was staring down anyway. The nipples became ripe, erotic raspberries of delight, the amazing tear drop shape expanding quickly to a size even more impressive than they had been already. 
Morgan pushed Colette’s needy mouth into her drooling pussy, catching her reflection now in the tall window of her apartments. Her breasts were easily bigger than Colette’s, whose own immense breasts pressed hard against Morgan’s newly-perfected legs. 
Colette clung to Morgan’s body, her hands clenching into Morgan’s hot, firm ass that was without peer in the world of man. Every lick was soft, urgent, and sensational, sending hot thrills through every part of Morgan’s body. 

Her hair and face transformed as well. The face easily regressed into the angelic mixture of pouty and wicked, the heavily hot “come and try it” attitude written all over her every centimeter of flawless perfection. Lips full and wet, her cheekbones angling out into sharply defined totems of pure sexuality. Her chestnut locks became thick and vibrant, sliding down her back in long voluminous waves that were thicker altogether than her newly-tinified waist. 

Colette, staring up at her and licking for her life, came uncontrollably at the sight of the freshly-minted love goddess she pleasured.

“Yes,” Morgan moaned, throwing her lustrous hair back. “Yes, just like that. Just. Like. That. Just like that!”

She didn’t have to cum, not if she didn’t want to. With the power that filled her now she could feel the easy control over her own orgasms, to dictate when and how they arrived like a general scattering soldiers about. But she did want to cum, and she wanted it now, and so she unloaded with Colette beneath her. 

One lithe leg rose up and wrapped around Colette’s head, pulling her in for her own uses. 

The orgasm shook through her, blowing away every other orgasm she'd had in her life—and making the one she'd had earlier in the day a bare distant thing, like a bird singing on the other side of the world. 

Her pleasure was so great that it eclipsed her own body, spreading into Colette's, who twitching and thrashed beneath her with unstoppable bliss. 

Colette collapsed to the ground, licking Morgan’s feet obediently. Still awash with pleasure, Morgan looked at her for a moment, carefully stroking her lover’s thick blond hair with one flawlessly pedicured foot. 

“Good girl,” she said with a grin. “Such a good little doll for me.”

She straightened, eyeing the massive pile of designer clothes in the corner. Her gaze glimmered with possibility. It was time for Colette and her to put on a little fashion show for the town. 

* * * * *
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THE EDITION had no idea what hit it. 

Morgan walked in the next morning, completely bypassing security when she flashed a wink at the old guard. He was barely able to stand up to check her identity card to get into the building, and once he did stand, the size and intensity of his immediate boner made him sit down again almost instantly. 

A tiny blue skirt did nothing to cover the long expanse of her peerless legs and instead did everything to display them. The skirt was barely eighteen inches in length. 

Her top was a trendy micro-blouse, half-unbuttoned and baring all over her braless cleavage, held together by all appearances by sheer force of will and its skintight clinginess to Morgan’s rockin’ bod. Boots, skintight and suede, slid up over her thighs and clicked smartly on the tile floor as she strutted from one end of the office to another. Her hips and legs had developed a natural model’s walk, one foot right in front of the other, hips swaying sexily, advertising their complete fertility and ability to bear as many children as whichever alpha studs could manage to hold her down and make her give them to him. 

Tight gloves, leather and long, stretching up past her elbows, completed the sexified look. She was a walking decoration; a living reason to stare; an argument for the objectification of every female in the world. She wanted eyes on her. She wanted to be treated like a trophy. 

She wanted Lionel Powell. 

Colette walked with her. Her own outfit was a sort of school-girl chic. This was especially true due to her bright red pleated skirt, only inches longer than Morgan’s, swishing merrily around her bodacious ass and gorgeous legs. 

Boots, again—tight, dark, and suede—wrapped up just over her knees with thick useless tassels hanging off the sides, there purely to entice whatever man was around into looking. Her sweater was soft and white, and though it did not show any cleavage, it was so tight and sheer that the busty blonde was practically topless inside of it. Her nipples, thick and erect, were easily seen. 

When she bit her lip at a passing couple, the man walked into the wall and then forgot about his partner altogether, following after Colette with a bloody nose and a thickly hardening cock. 

The two of them walked through the office of The Edition, not bothering to give anyone the favor of a glance or a smile. Colette was sorely tempted, but then, after last night, she was Morgan’s creature now, and Morgan had given her very strict orders. 

Rather than going out on the town immediately, Morgan had opted to tie Colette to the bed with some of her newest pairs of stockings. The giggly blonde could not stop the newly Awakened Morgan in all her glory, not even if she wanted to—which Colette most certainly did not. 

And so Morgan then spent the following eight hours with her tongue attached to Colette’s clit, her fingers sliding in and out of her moist, ever-so-tight cunt, licking and sucking and kissing and bringing Colette to orgasm again and again and again. Morgan’s mouth, literally, had taken possession of Colette’s cunt. And Colette would do anything now—anything at all—to get even a fraction of such attention again. 

So the two of them walked with great determination straight to the door of Lionel Powell. From all the commotion at their arrival, he had stepped outside and—naturally—became rather dumbstruck as he witnessed the two model-level beauties eyeing him with unbridled lust, licking their lips. Morgan grabbed him by the tie and delivered a long, scintillating kiss, their faces melding together for what felt like hours but was only a spare few seconds. 

“Inside,” she purred, pulling on his tie, “With us.”

She pulled him in and Colette shut the door behind them. In short order, Lionel was on the couch in his office and Colette had closed all the blinds. 

“This is...very irregular...” 

He sounded tired, but he wasn’t. There was just so much blood rushing away from his head and into his cock that his body was losing its way to keep up.

Standing over him, so very tall in her high-high heels, Morgan bent over and began to unbuckle his pants. 

“What are you doing?” he asked. His voice was dazed, looking and re-looking at everything Morgan had to offer. Her body was a wonderland of supernaturally sensational delights. His gaze seemed fixed on her tits inside her tiny outfit, pressed together so easily and hanging just in front of his face. 

“Something you want,” she explained, sliding her leather-clad hand around his cock. “Isn’t this what you want, Lionel? Don’t you want me giving you a hot leather-gloved handjob like this?”

“I...I...I...”

He gulped, struggling for air. She didn’t want to give it to him. Lurching forward slightly, she pressed his face into the tanned, soft expanse of her perfectly crafted cleavage. For a moment, he moaned in protest—and then the moans shifted, his breathing changed, and he began to lick at the deep valley between her hot tits. 

All the while she was still stroking his rapidly hardening cock. Precum began to spurt out the tip and she rubbed it in to his cockhead and shaft with her supple leather gloves. They were probably ruined forever but that hardly mattered—she could also just seduce some other weak-willed fool into giving her more. Or buying some for her. Somehow, that was even more exciting than simply being given the gloves. 

His cock soon became fully hardened. She stroked it with gusto, moaning and aching, licking the tip as more and more precum slid out. Colette dropped down with her and the two of them traded long, sensual kisses across his cockhead. Their tongues intermingling and meshing as they melted up and down his thick shaft. Lionel just moaned, his hands lost in their hair, as Morgan continued to stroke.

But it wasn't enough. She needed him inside of her, and she needed it now. She pushed Colette away and turned around, pulling her skirt up. Lionel ripped her panties aside, their silk fabric easily tearing from his powerful grip. Morgan lowered slowly, rear-end facing Lionel, and soon his cock slid up entirely into her moist, ready cunt. 

Taking initiative, Colette positioned herself at the top of the couch, lowering her hot, fresh young cunt down onto Morgan’s face. Her hands climbed up onto the blinds covering the window. Morgan had to crane her neck to lick properly, but it was worth it—Colette’s cunt was so fresh and sweet. 

Lionel's cock felt amazing inside of her body. She'd never been so thoroughly pleased with a cock inside of her—not even at any of the Lust Parties when she rode the high of the elixir. She'd needed Lionel's cock in her cunt for so very long, and now she had it. It was hard, thick, long, and beautifully filling as she squeezed her folds up and down, up and down. 

Each gyration up made her press her face into Colette's cunt even harder, and the beautiful platinum blonde cried out with open orgasm into the office. Everyone in the building could probably hear her. Her tits, so huge and delectable, pressed hard against the blinds. 

“Christ,” Lionel said, pumping his hips reflexively. “Christ, good god, goddamn. You girls are so...so...” he huffed strongly, clearly approaching his orgasm, “so fucking hot.”

“I know,” purred Morgan. “Cum in me, baby? Cum in my cunny, please? I need it...I need you sooo bad...”

He needed it too. Lionel's grip clamped down on her hips, keeping her luscious body tight against his. She abandoned all efforts to lick Colette's hot clit—the gorgeous blond quickly adapted, sinking down behind Lionel and sandwiching herself between him and the couch. She brought the blinds with her, still fingering her orgasming cunt.

With the blinds down, everyone could see Lionel—and Lionel alone—fucking the glorious Morgan. She moaned as orgasm after orgasm shuddered through her, anticipating his. Her body, a good girl's body, knowing that cumming was the best way to tighten her pussy which in turn was the best way to please a cock inside of her. 

She felt him spurt up inside of her body, her entire being shivering with delight at the feeling. His cum, thick and warm, filled her needy fertile cunt like no one else's. Morgan shuddered, holding him close against her tits, her body lighting up as his tongue went wild on her exposed nipples.

After a moment, Colette slid out from her trapped space on the couch and began licking up Lionel’s excess cum where it gathered at the joining point of his and Morgan’s pelvises. 

“So, darling,” Morgan said, wrapping her hands around Lionel’s neck. She tossed her hair back and smiled sexily. “Shall we go again?”

Behind them, the entire office was watching. Several were touching themselves. Between herself and Colette, they probably all had new objects of erotic fascination 

Lionel didn't seem to care. He was hard in mere moments.

* * * * *
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THE DERRING CENTER was located in the middle of downtown, a five-story affair with a great number of glass windows and heavy steel beams supporting its weight all over the frame. 

Inside there was a large Christmas tree, stretching twenty feet up with a scantily-clad angel scraping the ceiling. 

Before arriving with Lionel in tow, Morgan had stopped at home so that she and Colette could change. 

Now she wore a tight red leather dress and sexy tight black boots. Her long red leather gloves had been traded out for shiny, vinyl black gloves—even tighter and hotter than the ones before. They were as shiny as her tip-top-tall boots. A little Santa hat perched on her temple, held there effortlessly with heavy strands of hair. 

Colette had put on a tight pink lycra miniskirt with white fluff around the hemlines. Her top was essentially a bra with only slightly more fabric, the same sort of white-fluffed lycra with a deep scoop into her substantial cleavage. 

Together, the duo looked like sexy Santa’s Helpers. Lionel had one girl on each arm, looking rather overwhelmed. Being told it was a simple holiday party, he had worn a gauche red sweater—the kind with happy snowmen on it—and his standard khakis. Morgan didn't care. All she cared about, really, was getting his cock again...and again...and again...

And the best way she knew to slake her endless thirst, she knew, was to ensure that Lionel had plenty of elixir in his life. 

There were great bowls of punch, all of them already heavily darkened with the violet elixir of Braddock. Other party-goers were melding close together, their dances becoming slowly more erotic. The trio had arrived just after the unveiling of the elixir, apparently, which meant that the orgy would start soon. 

Braddock and his smashingly gorgeous wife Eleanor were near one punch bowl, watching as the concubine Yolena emptied out more and more of the cups for their guests. Sometimes she poured it in her tits, her cleavage, forcing some of the more attractive guests to drink it that way. 

None refused, of course. 

Upon seeing Braddock, Morgan immediately melted. All that cool, sultry exterior she had faded away until she was giggly and coquettish, eager to do whatever this older man said. 

“You’re looking very fine, Morgan,” said Braddock. “At last.”

She giggled. “Thank you, Sir.”

“And you...Barbara, was it?”

Colette giggled too. “Colette, Sir.”

“Of course. How could I forget the name of such a delicious beauty?”

Again, Colette giggled. Every time she did, her magnificent breasts threatened to spill out of her top entirely. If they did, it wouldn’t be out of form. Behind them, a woman tore off her top as she kissed a man’s wife, much to the man’s delight. Both women had hands crawling into his pants, reaching for his stiffening cock. 

Braddock pulled out a dark purple vial—darker than usual. 

“I have a very special concoction for your man here,” said Braddock. “I think you’ll find he rather likes the results.”

“But...” Morgan licked her lips, looking at the vial. So many possibilities. “I thought we shouldn’t take it all at once?”

Braddock shrugged. “You did. Colette did. He can. It’s more of a matter of style, not effectiveness, to do it the other way. I like spiking things. It excites me.”

Whatever excited Braddock was fine by Morgan. “Wonderful, Sir.”

“When he takes it, he’s going to change. He’s going to dominate you. Utterly. You’ll be his plaything from now on.”

“I...oh?”

That seemed...wrong? Different? Wasn't Morgan the one in control? Wasn't that what she wanted?

“That is the natural way of things, Morgan.” Braddock patted her on the head like he would a child. “Haven’t you figured that out yet? You’re subservient to me, aren’t you? You’re my pet. You’ve done everything I’ve wanted this entire time.”

She nodded, hopeful. Pets were rewarded sometimes. “But I...I also, I mean. I chose him. To fuck. I’ll fuck him. I want him. That’s my decision.”

“Perhaps. But it really oughtn’t be up to a woman who she sleeps with,” Braddock tsked. “Men are supposed to be in charge. That’s what this world is all about. Eleanor used to be quite the uppity young woman. Barking orders this way and that. Lawyers, you know. Now, she understands her place. Sucking me. Serving me. Doing my bidding, even if sometimes she gets in the way.”

“But she said...” Morgan gulped. “She said she was happy. You said that...that we had a choice of who we became...”

“She is happy,” said Braddock. “Happy being a happy little fuckpuppet for me for the next few hundreds or even thousands of years until I get tired of her. And she has a choice. Sometimes she dresses like a maid or a secretary to turn me on.”

A great conflict of thoughts rose in Morgan. Had she been lied to this whole time? But even if she had, fuck she felt so good...did it even matter?

Yes...?

Thoughts were so hard when Braddock kept telling her not to worry. 

“But I...I want...I wanted to be a reporter still. To get the stories. To expose...to use this power I have for good.”

“There’s no greater good than serving a strong man, my dear, and that vial will make your love struck beau there as strong as any man. Probably stronger. Now, be a good girl, and tell him to drink it.”

Be a good girl. Right. Do what Braddock says. That was important. 

Morgan handed the vial to Lionel, gently removing his mouth from one of her tits. “Drink this, darling.”

Naturally, he did as he was told. The man was utterly mesmerized with Morgan, and if she had stayed away from this party, he would have essentially been her slave for ever.

The second Lionel finished the vial, he collapsed in a heap. Colette caught him, holding him effortlessly. Her youth and beauty gave her many exciting gifts, one of which was an easy strength. 

“You’re excited about this new development, Morgan,” said Braddock. “You want to be dominated.”

She...she didn’t know that she was, but she was all of a sudden. Braddock was such a man, and when men like him said things, they had to be paid attention to. That was like, the cardinal rule of womanhood. 

His wife was stroking his cock—his hard cock, getting him off. Braddock's face was red. Probably Eleanor's stroking encouraged him to say and do all sorts of things he wouldn't otherwise. 

“You’ll fuck others for him, maybe, or seduce for him,” said Braddock. “You’ll be his happy little seductress out in the world. Elegant and perfect, just the sort of trophy a man deserves. But when you’re at home, you’ll be nothing but his submissive, darling little housewife fuckdoll, and you’ll do everything he says with a smile on your face. Won’t you, doll?”

Morgan knew she would.

* * * * * 
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SHE AND COLETTE MADE out on a couch near the dozing Lionel for about an hour before he woke up. Colette suggested, several times, that they make each other cum, but Morgan knew that something like that would be against what Braddock wanted. 

Braddock wanted her cums and Colette’s cums to wait until Lionel woke so that all their pleasure could be focused on him. The Man. 

The Man was who was important now, and Colette and Morgan both belonged to him, whether they knew it or not. Whether they wanted it or not. A girl's consent was never important. Only a Man's will.

At around the forty-five minute mark, Morgan started to notice the changes in his body. They had stripped him while he waited—it was just easier that way, and all those torn clothes got in the way sometimes, as Morgan had found out. So it was easy to watch him change.

He hadn’t been in bad shape before. A man in his early forties, he worked out regularly as a power lifter and watched what he ate, but still indulged from time to time in alcohol and sweets, giving him just a bit of a gut—but not the kind that was hard to look at. His body was mature, which was part of what attracted Morgan to him in the first place. 

As she watched, his body began to brim with muscle from head to toe. Thick pectorals developed, lodging themselves against dense deltoids and amazing abdominals. Quad muscles became huge and defined. His entire body looked like it was cut from raw marble, and he looked close to three hundred pounds of solid muscle. Morgan, watching this transformation, just drooled. 

Lionel began to stir, and Morgan felt her heart singing with need and desire. He would see her soon...he would see her, and then he would fuck her.

Slowly, Lionel stood up entirely. 

He was massive now. Huge. Her body sang with desire. She wanted every part of him—and she especially wanted his cock. It was massive and thick, as big around as a coffee cup at the base, and it wasn't even hard yet. Precum dripped from it—this new form of Lionel was in a constant state of primal arousal. 

Morgan melted. All her succubine exterior was long forgotten—the sexual dynamo that had been created by the elixir still existed, but she was a dynamo of service, not of will. Before, she had thought that she could enforce her will on anyone, that she could make herself the sex queen of the whole city. 

What a silly thought that was now. What a stupid little girl’s idea that had become. She was supposed to belong to this man. She was designed to be his trophy. That’s all that really mattered to a woman like her. Anything else was secondary. 

Lionel noticed her, finally, and she melted, dropping to her knees. He seemed to be able to read her mind. His cock pressed against her cheek, soft spurts of his precum dripping down her neck and chest.

“You didn’t really want to be in charge of me, did you, little girl?”

Morgan trembled with inequitable desire. This hunk, this stud, this God was speaking to her. Her! Of all the women in the world that he could be talking to—he had chosen her! Her delight was that of a hormone-fueled schoolgirl toying with the pleated edge of her skirt while the biggest football stud in town singled her out for a date to the prom. Her excitement was youthful and unstoppable. Her excitement was orgasmic. 

“N-no, Sir,” she shook her head. Her voice was low, breathy, a blissful whisper. “Of course not, Sir.”

Colette wasn't being spoken to, so she simply shook her head quietly, right next to Morgan. Her eyes were transfixed on Lionel's cock, the biggest she had ever seen. 

Not so long ago, Colette was a lesbian, and now she was a complete cockslave to Lionel without even having tasted or touched his cock. This was the power of the elixir. This was the way life was supposed to be for beautiful good girls in the presence of their men. 

He gripped her by the throat, then, holding her steady and even lifting her off the floor, her knees suspended just above the ground. Morgan felt her control over her orgasms, over her body disappear. A blinding hot ball of scorching pleasure began to spin in that magic center just above and behind her cunt, a fireball inferno of bliss slowly unwinding and spreading through her limbs. He lifted her up by the throat, her tall and busty goddess-like body so small in his grip.

“Master,” he said, correcting her. “You’ll call me Master. Or Daddy. You know I’m your Daddy, don’t you, little girl?”

Morgan nodded, eyes big. She knew anything at all that he told her; his word was the truth.

“Yes, DaddyMaster.”

“Good girl.”

She cried out, the swirling inferno of pleasure inside of her spiking as he named her his good girl. But her cry was that of pleasure, not pain, even though his grip on her throat clamped down in his excitement at seeing her pleasure. With ease, he pushed her back into Colette. The blonde operated as a mattress for Morgan, her huge tits so soft. His cock, enormous and hard, pressed against the flawless lines of her thigh, leaving long drops and trails of precum all along her body. 

“Gonna fuck you now, good girl,” he grunted, sliding her booted legs up onto his chest. “Gonna fuck you right.”

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please, Daddy. Please fuck me, Daddy, please!”

He powered down onto her, thrusting inside of her cunt hard. His grip was around both her and Colette, and he was able to squeeze both of them effortlessly up into his body. Even so, he drove down with authority, filling Morgan entirely on the first thrust. Each subsequent thrust only filled her more. He backed up until almost his entire cock was out of her, and then powered all the way back in. There were no short, hard spurts—no, they were all long, and they were all furious. 

He did not care about pacing himself. He did not care about taking his time. In front of him, around him, was the most fertile cunt he'd ever come across. Nothing would let him slow, nothing would allow him to do anything except fill her up as quickly as possible. 

Everything about him was big, enormous, and his hardened cock was no exception. It became Morgan's whole world.

“Oh yes, Daddy!” she moaned. “Please Sir! Please fuck me harder! Oh god, oh my god, please! Please fill me up! Give me your fucking babies, oh my god! Get me pregnant, Master, please!”

“That's right, you slut. You fucking slut. You're my slut. My good girl. My slave. I'll fill you forever. You'll never be not pregnant again, never in your life.”

“Yes!” Morgan moaned, completely dominated by his strength. There was nothing she could do, nowhere to move. He had her totally trapped. She could feel Colette's trembling-hot cunt boiling over with orgasm behind her. Morgan's own orgasms were unceasing. 

“Do it!” she begged him. “Oh god, oh fuck, do it please!”

With their voices joining together in a chorus of exultation, he emptied himself into Morgan’s waiting body. His cum was thicker than it had ever been before, denser. There was more of it than ever and yet she was able to take it all perfectly. Her belly felt swollen by the amount of hot white goo he dumped inside of her. 

Pregnancy was almost assured. Morgan had never felt so complete in all her life. As her new Master exited her cunt, she stooped low to clean him and suck him down. He was totally delicious.

“F-fuck...” Colette moaned, watching, trembling, quivering, her entire body a mess of bliss.

Together, they turned and looked at Colette. Morgan’s fucking had been so thorough, so forceful, that Colette actually looked a little bit scared. Even so, her cunt was dripping wet—mostly what the beautiful blonde felt was arousal. 

“Come here, sweetie,” said Morgan, eager for her fucksister to feel as pregnant as she did. “Come and join us.”

Colette gulped, crawling forward slowly. 

“I...it’s just...he’s so big...” said Colette, voice full of wonder. “Will you be gentle, sir?”

Lionel smiled, petting Morgan's head. “Not at all.”

* * * * * 
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HOURS LATER, SHE WOKE, her body wrapped around Lionel’s. She could feel his seed still brimming inside her, no doubt making her as pregnant as she possibly could be. She hoped for twins. Triplets. More. That was what a woman should do. That was what lust was all about. 

It was so simple. She’d spent all this time resisting, trying to figure things out, hoping to escape. 

But resistance was so silly, impossible really, for a woman. 

And the only thing she needed to figure out was the best way to please her man and spread as much lust around as possible. 

And the only escape she needed, truly, was to take another long suck of her man’s cock while he dozed. She stirred now to do exactly that, noting that her body was just as gorgeous as it was the day before—and that for as long as she would be fucking Lionel, it always would be. 

The Lust Party would never end for her. It was only just beginning. 

# # #
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Working Girl Wendy
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Wendy took a breath and stepped out of the bathroom. 

Their dorm room was small—just a bathroom and a living space that included their two beds. They had a corner room with two windows, and two small desks underneath each window. 

Her gorgeous young roommate, Silvia, was in the dorm room already, sitting down on her bed with her laptop place on her perfectly tanned legs. Their beds were adjacent to one another in the other corner, and at night, Wendy could hear Silvia's softly contented moans whenever she decided to pleasure herself. 

Even working as a prostitute, Silvia just couldn't get enough orgasms. She was completely sex crazy. Wendy felt that rather worked to her own advantage, given what she had in mind.

“Hey babe,” said Silvia. “What's...”

Her voice drifted off, eyes widening as she saw what Wendy was wearing. Or more accurately, what Wendy wasn't wearing.

Covering Wendy's red-hot body was red-hot lingerie. Fishnet stockings on her legs. Toweringly high platform heels, sparkling and jeweled. A tiny red bra supporting her buoyant, amazing breasts. Tiny g-string panties stretching over her tight ass, her perfect snatch. 

“That's um...” Silvia took a breath. “Wow. You have a date tonight?”

Wendy shrugged, sliding forward onto Silvia's bed. “Not yet. I'd like one, though.”

Silvia raised a flirtatious eyebrow. “Oh yeah? Anybody in mind?”

Without any subtlety, Wendy slipped her breasts onto Silvia's leg and slid slowly upward. Her perfect, 36D cleavage easily encapsulated the sexy blonde's perfectly slender calf. 

“Oh...” Silvia moaned softly. “Oh my.”

“I really, really want to come and work with you tonight, Silvia. Won't you let me?”

For weeks now, Wendy had been dropping hints about how interesting she found Silvia's work. Silvia boasted regularly how she made enough to pay off her tuition and room and board in less than two nights of work when she started up her craft at the start of the semester. Everything else since then had just been gravy. 

But even so, Silvia had obstinately refused to let Wendy join her.

“You don't want to get started up in this work,” she told her again and again. “It's just not for some girls.”

Wendy, of course, knew that she wasn't 'some girl.' She was the girl—and she could do anything she wanted. She was certainly hot enough. 

Silvia had, in the past, dropped hints that she wouldn’t mind working with Wendy—but always behind these hints were vague warnings about the man she worked for, Tony. Wendy of course wasn’t scared of any man, not even a pimp—she knew that her beauty could charm anyone.

Now, with Wendy crawling up Silvia's body, rubbing and moaning, sliding her rich mass of hair along the tender blonde's belly—Silvia's will seemed to be crumbling.

“Hey...that's not...not f-faiiir...” Her voice became high and breathy. “God, you're so pretty, Wendy, b-but Tony says...”

Always with what Tony says. Wendy shook her head. She didn't care about Tony—no matter how many times Silvia said how much she loved him and only wanted to do what he said.

“Come on, Silvia. You know you want me to work with you.”

Wendy slid her hand up on her best friend’s leg, just above the knee. Her grip was light but insistent, fingertips slowly moving higher on the smooth surface of the dazzling blonde’s leg. Silvia—even as a professional—looked rather flustered.

“Wendy...” Silvia bit her lip, looking away. “I-it’s not that simple. Even if I wanted to let you work with me, we still have to clear it with Tony, and he’s n-not...n-not...”

“Not what? Not a guy I can reason with?” Wendy smiled and tossed back her lustrous brown hair. “Such a man doesn’t exist babe.”

The two young beauties were sequestered away in their large college dorm room, completely alone. It was the middle of the afternoon, and all of Wendy’s classes were over. Not that it mattered—she didn’t end up going to class that much. Why bother, when it was so easy to have nerds take notes and tests for her? Most of her days in college were spent shopping on other men’s dimes, or vainly admiring her reflection in one of the many mirrors in her dorm room, or plotting a seduction of yet another easily-conquered male. 

Wendy loved to seduce others. It was simple for her—with her angel face, her smoldering dark eyes, her gorgeous mane of chestnut brown hair, and her perfectly proportioned hourglass body. She knew just how to twist words around, to manipulate space, to coo and moan to make others see that she was really right most of the time. 

Take, for example, just the fact that Silvia was her roommate. When she had started in college, her roommate had been some cave-dweller; a hulking softball player who barely knew what conditioner was. That simply wouldn’t do for Wendy. She needed someone who understood class and elegance. She needed someone who understood society—who understood that girls really ruled things, so long as they were gorgeous and lovely and made men do anything they wanted with a smile and a suggestion.

When Wendy first met Silvia, it had been in a library. Wendy had been there, trying to track down some nerd to take care of her advanced calculus take-home test for her. 

Instead, Wendy caught the beautiful blond Silvia jerking off a young football stud in one of the small study cubicles. She almost hadn’t caught it—the way Silvia arranged herself, it was possible to see what she was doing only from one particular angle.

“That’s it, baby,” Silvia moaned into his ear. “You like that? Is that good?”

He seemed thoroughly in love, just staring helplessly at Silvia with admiration in his eyes. In short order, Wendy, spying from behind a pillar, watched him convulse and cum. Silvia licked her hand clean and strutted off.

Wendy caught her afterward—counting a stack of twenties.

“Oh my god,” she said, eyes wide. “Did you just paid to jerk him off?”

Silvia put a hand on her hip, clearly expecting Wendy to judge. “So what if I did?”

“That’s just, so completely totally great,” Wendy gushed.

They made quick friends, and within a week they had petitioned for their new dorm room—which they received, of course. The poor boarding counselor barely knew what to do with himself when the two mini-skirted beauties arrived in his office.

Now, two months later, Wendy had essentially used up all the avenues for cash that a gorgeous girl like her could find without whoring herself out. 

And, honestly? It just wasn’t enough cash for her.

So, all that she saw left open was to join up with Silvia’s business. 

Now, sliding over Silvia's body, trailing her face against the lovely blonde's neck and inhaling deeply, Wendy knew that she was winning. Silvia's body—tense and trembling—was practically bursting with lust from the sight of Wendy's hot lingerie clad body so very warm and so very close. 

Wendy needed that money. She really, really needed to get away to Europe. She was a beautiful college girl! How would she operate without going off to Europe to have lots of fun with strange men and stranger circumstances? It just didn’t make any sense at all for her to be stuck in the states that whole time. 

She supposed that she could convince enough of her boyfriends to bankroll her visit, but then they might hear about it and get all hurt when she didn’t take them, or maybe they’d demand exclusivity for such a sum that she required—Wendy, after all, would only be staying in five-star hotels. 

She was a fucking goddess, and goddesses like her deserved to be pampered at every possible interval. Silk robes, bouquets of flower at ever hour, mad passionate love with foreign-language-spouting studs who only knew enough English to call her gorgeous, champagne, new jewelry—she deserved all of that and more.

In the dorm room, Wendy’s lips hovered just above Silvia’s, soft moans between them echoing in the small space. 

“Come on, baby. You can split all that money with me...I know you can.”

“I...I just...” Silvia’s voice wavered, lips trembling. “God, you’re so pretty...”

“I know I am, sweetie. So why don’t you let me come with you tonight? You don't need to tell Tony. We can just...keep him out of this one.”

The man Silvia had described for her date tonight, Jackson, sounded like an easy mark. Wendy had little doubt that she could seduce him quickly and efficiently. Soon, he would know that he didn’t need to pay Silvia and Wendy. Just the gorgeous brown-haired siren was more than enough for him—more than enough for any man, as a matter of fact.

Silvia had plenty of clients, after all. She operated like a happy little faerie, taking away bits of cash for bits of pleasure. 

Meanwhile, Wendy thought of herself more as a succubus, draining men dry and overloading them with pleasure in the meantime. She was so hot, after all, that mere smiles and suggestions meant more coming from her than blowjobs from lesser girls. She knew that just one wink from her brilliant eyes meant a man might have enough jerking-off material for years of his life. 

Every man that she had ever slept with—just a handful—sent her at least a dozen emails every day, begging this way and that for her to return to their lives. Of course, she mocked them and derided them and had them send her ever more streams of gifts—not enough to live on, of course. Their obsession with her was so absolute that they could barely leave the house due to jerking off to the memories of her body on theirs. 

Mewing on the bed, Silvia resisted even still. Soon, Wendy knew, Silvia would be one more obsessed little puppet. That was quite all right with her. She had never had a girl in love with her before—or at least, not one that she had actually fucked. She was sure that many of the stares she got from women weren't completely out of jealousy of her goddess-ness.

Smiling, Wendy slipped her fingers down into Silvia's panties and pressed hard down on her clit.

“Oh my god!” Silvia screamed suddenly. “Ohhh god, that's my clit!”

Wendy nodded happily, and continued the hot, sexy little rotation she had started. Silvia squirmed underneath her. 

“Please,” the blonde begged. “Please kiss me now? Please kiss me right now.”

Wendy obliged her, their mouths meeting in a sexy, tongue-filled dance. Wendy's pert pink tongue slipped through Silvia's lips just as her fingers slipped up inside of Silvia's other set of pink lips. The gorgeous blonde moaned heavily into Wendy's mouth. Her body bucked underneath Wendy, who only fingered her harder. Wendy's educated thumb stayed right on top of Silvia's clit, continuing the hot rotation as her fingers pushed in and out, in and out. 

Distantly, the thought occurred to Wendy that the two of them could have charged big, big money just for someone to watch such a display. Perhaps that was what they would do later tonight—for Wendy was already convinced of Silvia's answer.

As if reading the brunette's mind, moaning and pawing at Wendy’s heavy, sensational breasts, Silvia finally acquiesced. She came as she gave in, nodding, her body shaking with pleasure.

“Yes,” she squeaked out, cumming hard. “Yes, yes yes!”

As Silvia calmed, Wendy slid her fingers out of the blonde's pussy and licked them dry. Then she stroked her roommate's face. 

“You’ll let me see him?”

“Yes,” Silvia nodded eagerly. “You're definitely going to see him!”

* * * * * 
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THEY ARRIVED AT THE apartment two hours later. Wendy had her sexiest outfit on on top of her lingerie. 

A tight black dress clung to her behind. A short beaver fur jacket over her torso, displaying her incredibly buoyant breasts beneath her dress. Tight, thigh-high red boots decorated her legs. She was on display—and she knew it, and she loved it. She loved that she was the only kind of girl who could get away with such an obviously attention-grabbing outfit and still make it look classy and elegant. Her beauty was everything to her—and for whomever she was with, it was everything to them as well.

“You’re paying for this,” the outfit said, “But we both know you’d pay me just to look at me.”

They stopped at an expensive apartment complex on the nice side of town. Wendy was impressed—she had expected maybe some rundown house, the wife whisked away on a business trip for the night, something like that. But this was a place for trendy young single people. Every car she saw in the parking lot looked like it cost well over a hundred thousand dollars.  

Silvia, like Wendy, was dressed to kill. The leggy blonde wore a tight yellow dress that showcased the stark tininess of her torso compared to her wide hips and sexy bust. Her leather jacket was brief and existed largely only for decoration. 

Strangely, Silvia had not said much since their encounter earlier in the day. Usually, by this point after sexual contact, Wendy was courting marriage proposals and offers to buy her every desire. Silvia, though, remained quiet. 

The pleasure had simply overwhelmed her, that was all. Wendy was certain. It wasn't unheard of in front of a beauty like herself.

The two strutted inside the apartment complex and rode the elevator up the eleventh floor. The hallways had impressive pillars and ornate light fixtures in the shape of nymphs and dryads and satyrs and the like chasing each other. 

Oddly, Silvia didn't even knock to get inside the apartment. Rather, she just opened the door—not even using a key. 

Wendy supposed, for a moment, that she had simply called ahead. 

“We're here, Sir,” Silvia called out meekly.

That was...odd. Wendy followed her in.

Inside the apartment, sitting on a high-back chair, was a tall, dark-haired man. He was completely naked, his ripped body was overloaded with muscles.

It was the scar on his face that let Wendy recognize him. This wasn’t Jackson, the easy mark Silvia had mentioned. 

No, this was Tony. This was Silvia’s pimp. She had described him several times to Wendy...often touching herself inappropriately. Silvia seemed to really, really love him, even though he pimped her out to anybody he could find.

He stood up. His hulking mass made the large apartment seem small. 

God, he was enormous. 

God, his cock was enormous, hanging down like a third leg.

Wendy felt her knees suddenly go weak. Steeling herself, she let her rage work through her body. Silvia had lied to her!

“Good evening, pet,” he said to Silvia. “Why don’t you come and give me a kiss, like a good girl?”

Silvia eagerly obeyed. Wendy watched with dropped jaw as Silvia strutted forward and then dropped to her knees, crawling forward until she wrapped around Tony’s leg. Leaning in, she kissed his naked crotch, burying her face in his bristly pubic hair. 

Tony, smiling, led her up with a single digit under her chin, Silvia coiled around his body the whole way.

Wendy tossed her hair back and glowered at Silvia. “What the fuck is going on?”

“I’m sorry, Wendy.” She didn't sound very sorry, lovingly staring up at Tony. “I had to tell him.” 

“No, you fucking didn’t have to tell your pimp about our deal, you bitch!”

“You don’t understand.” Silvia kissed his pec muscles. “He’s not...he’s not my pimp, really. He’s more like my boyfriend...or, I guess sort of like my owner. And I want him to be your owner too.”

“Yeah, baby,” said Tony, slapping Silvia's ass. “We’ll have a great time together.”

“I’m not here for a great time,” said Wendy. “I’m here for cash.”

Tony shook his head. “Shit, girl. You’re gonna have to learn to check that attitude.”

“Fuck this,” Wendy turned away. “I’m out of here. You can’t keep me here.”

Tony rushed forward, leaving Silvia behind, and slapped the door closed. His hand, enormous, held firm even as Wendy tugged at the knob. 

“Sure I can.”

With a snap of his fingers and a point downward, suddenly Silvia was on her knees below him, quickly crossing the apartment space. Obediently, she began to slowly and lovingly stroke his naked cock while he examined Wendy. Silvia paid no mind to the panic beginning to form on Wendy's face—obsessed, clearly, with Tony's huge cock.

Wendy, for one, couldn’t believe the shamelessness of her friend. It was like the only thing she cared about in the world was happily obeying Tony’s will. That her friend saw her adoring his meat didn’t seem to bother Silvia in the slightest. It seemed, in fact, to excite her a bit, judging from the ecstatic glint that Silvia's big eyes had garnered.

Wendy put as steely an edge as she could in her voice. “Let me go.” 

Tony just laughed. “Ooooweee. The girl’s got some spirit, huh? We can get rid of that. We surely can.”

This was scaring Wendy now. Get...get rid of her spirit? Was there something he planned to do to her—something like what he had done to Silvia? 

She swallowed deep and composed herself after a moment. “Just...j-just what is it that you want?”

“Straight to business, huh? I can respect that. Well, the long and short of it is that we fuck,” he said. “And after that, you work for me how I want. You’re a pretty girl. I can use you.” He stroked her face, obviously enjoying himself. Silvia was enjoying herself as well. “Real pretty. Hell yeah, you could be my best girl. I think you could out-earn Silvia.”

Beneath them, between them, Silvia moaned with a sloppy mouth full of cock—as if the prospect of being outdone excited her.

“You can’t just do this,” she protested. “You can’t just keep me here against my will.”

“Against your will?” he laughed. “You came here to get paid. Girl, I’ll pay you.”

Dislodging himself from Silvia’s moaning ministrations, he walked over to the cabinet on the nearby wall and pulled out a thick wad of bills.

“I’ll pay you as much as you want. You’re a fine piece of ass. Don’t tell me I’m keeping you here, shit. I ain’t keeping nobody nowheres.”

“And if I just want to leave?”

“Go on and leave then.”

He pointed at the door. 

“But,” he said, waving the cash, “I got an offer for you.”

Silvia had followed Tony by this point, reattaching herself to his cock. Soft slurping sounds filled the apartment. Tony tolerated it like you would the attentions of an eager dog or cat.

Wendy crossed her arms haughtily. “What’s that?”

“You’re here to make some cash, right? Well, I like how you look. So I’ll tell you what. You prove that you know how to suck a cock, and I’ll give you some work. How’s that?”

“I wanted to make cash tonight.”

“Damn, girl. Fine.” He pulled out several hundred dollar bills. “How’s that feel you?”

She took a moment to count the bills, doing a little mental arithmetic. Then, she tossed back her hair elaborately. “Fine.”

With little ceremony, she pushed Silvia aside. The sound of the blonde's lips popping off reverberated off the empty walls of the large apartment.

Wendy took a moment and tried to kneel down elegantly—Tony would have none of it, though. He pushed her down hard, her knees slamming to the ground. She glared up at him, face fuming with anger.

He slapped Wendy’s haughty face with his cock. “You’re gonna suck me now, good girl. You’re gonna suck me dry.”

It was a frightening proposition—given the size and girth of his cock—and also, even though she hated to admit it, an invigorating command for the exact same reasons. It was such a thick, hot rod of man. She couldn't even say, in her wildest fantasies, that she had even dreamt of a cock as impressive as the one Tony boasted.

Cautiously, she slid her lips over the head—warm, fleshy. 

Yummy, came the thought, unbidden. She tried to force it down...to no avail.

It really was yummy. She slurped down more and more, realizing that at most, she could only get about half the shaft. 

Tony didn't seem to give a fuck what she thought she could do.

“I said you're gonna suck me,” he said sternly, gripping her hair with both hands. “That means sucking all of me, girl.”

With that, he thrust his cock down her throat, hard, bypassing all of Wendy's natural inclinations. His mammoth, veiny member down her throat instantly caused her to to gag and then swallow—and she noticed that he moaned throatily when she swallowed, her body vacuuming down on his impressive cock. 

For whatever reason, very quickly, her gag reflex simply disappeared. 

His cock wasn't the only thing getting harder and harder. Also getting harder was the ability to deny that she really was made to fuck enormously-gifted men like Tony. The way he just thrust down her throat, the way she deepthroated him so effortlessly, the way he could facefuck her gorgeousness with such ease—it was all so fucking exciting. She felt guilty, swallowing on more and more of his shaft, as she felt herself getting progressively wetter.

“Yeah, girl,” he grunted. “You are fucking hot as hell. You're gonna make me cum right inside your hot-ass body, baby.”

True to his word, she felt his balls tensing upward, his body vibrating—all the telltale signs of a future orgasm. Her plan had been to disengage herself from the shaft—but Tony held her firm, his cock deep down her throat.

Fine, then. She had paid her way. She may as well stick around for the whole ride.

Thrusting harder down her slick, wet throat, he came. His cum down her throat was warm and salty. 

It was...it was the most delicious thing she had ever had inside of her. She could have eaten nothing but his cum for weeks. She slurped down every bit of it that she could, and when he pulled out of her, her tongue followed his shaft, gobbling down any droplet of cum she saw. It was a mystery to her—how badly she needed to taste more of him. 

He smiled down at her heavily-breathing body smugly—no mysteries for him.

“You like that, girl? I know pretty girls, they like my cum.”

“It was all right. I've had better,” she lied, holding herself and standing up. “But I’d like to wash myself now.”

With that, she fled into the bathroom, and tried to calm herself down.

* * * * * 
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“OH GOD! OH GOD, TONY! It’s so fucking good! It’s so fucking good!”

Silvia was crying with pleasure on Tony's bed as her owner thrusted inside of her, apparently trying to wake up the entire city block. Wendy had just started to step out of the bathroom after trying to recover from the brutal fucking her mouth had received—and, much to her chagrin, trying to resist the urge to finger her slippery wet pussy. The thick, hot warmth of Tony's seed sat low in her stomach, feeling just perfect. Now, watching Silvia and Tony's hot lovemaking, she stopped on her way out of the bathroom, hiding behind the door just a bit.

Wendy would have suspected that Silvia's exhultations were some kind of show, of course, put on to make Wendy want to get fucked as well (and she would have been hard-pressed to say it wasn’t working). But, Silvia’s performance seemed completely genuine. 

“Oh god, Tony!” she cried, thrashing on the silk sheets of the bed. “Right there! Right there! Oh god! Oh god! You're my god! Oh baby, oh love!”

Silvia's orgasm was obvious, her lithe blond body lighting up a distinct red flush. She bit hard into Tony's shoulder, who seemed to hardly notice. It was easy to see how he could just ignore a bliss-soaked woman biting him, there was so much muscle-mass in his arms.

“Oh god, Tony...you must have done it this time. I just feel pregnant, you know?”

Wendy's eyes grew wide at that revelation—she hadn't known Silvia wanted Tony's babies!

After Silvia seemed to power down, snuggling up against Tony’s enormous mass in the bed, Wendy finally stepped all the way out of the bathroom.

“Hold on there, girl.”

Tony stood up off the bed, sending out hot spurts of cum onto Silvia, looking over at Wendy. His cock was still hard...and still shooting cum.

Holy shit, thought Wendy. How in the hell was his cock still hard after cumming down her throat and filling up Silvia? He was a machine.

A machine that wanted her. Hot flutters of deserved pride filled her chest.

“I got another offer for you,” said Tony.

Somehow, Wendy already knew what it was. Even so, she asked, “What’s that?”

“You let me fuck you, and if you don’t cum—and baby, I’ll know if you’re cumming or not—then I’ll pay you double whatever Silvia said what you would earn tonight.”

Double? That, plus what he gave her for the blowjob, would land her more than halfway toward her goal for the Europe trip. 

“I tell you what,” he said snidely, slapping her ass again. “You fuck me good enough, I won’t even have work you on other fellas. I’ll just keep you to myself. How’s that? One cock for all your monetary needs, baby. That’s a good deal.”

She would have liked to have said that she needed lots of convincing. But just the opportunity of having Tony inside of her again got her wet.

“F-fine,” Wendy said. “Fine, okay. Let’s do it.”

With no warning, he grabbed her and threw her down on the bed—she landed on top of Silvia’s back, who, lost in bliss, didn’t seem to care or notice. Wendy squirmed a bit, uncomfortable, but Tony's strong hands pinned her down. His thick hands ripped her panties and her clothes off in very short time. Wendy wondered just for a moment how she was going to get home—and then saw his big cock arrive in front of her pussy.

For a moment, she saw his enormously meaty cockhead, floating in between her legs like some mystic totem of fucking. It seemed unreal in its hugeness, still, even after Wendy had already had it inside her.

“I don't use protection, girl. I'm gonna fuck you pregnant.”

She moaned in response—that hadn't been part of the plan! But she didn't know if she cared anymore.

Wendy—just from looking at the big, fat, unprotected cock—was completely wet. She realized, even before he entered her, that she did not in any actuality stand a chance. He was going to make her cum, hard. He was going to fuck her without a condom on. And she was going to love every second of it.

Then, suddenly, he was inside of her. Wendy's world exploded with pleasure. His long, massive girth pushed past her tight folds, forcing her walls to hug tight to his meat. Her orgasm—so sudden and so completely amazing—became the new dominant force of her entire reality. With one stroke, one stroke! He had completely changed her entire viewpoint on life, giving her an orgasm that felt like it had turned her brain into melted cheese.

She loved it. She was pretty certain she loved him. She knew for a fact she would do anything he said for the rest of her life. It was just that good.

“Ohhhh my god,” she moaned, tears forming in her eyes. It all felt so perfect. “Oohhh my god!”

God. That was the perfect word for Tony. She might as well just surrender to the idea of it.

He grinned at her, smug and arrogant. He knew what he was doing to her. He had known the whole time this is what would happen—and he hadn't even started thrusting regularly yet. He let his thumb slide over her perfect lips, pushing in just slightly. She sucked on his digit hungrily, wanton. She didn't care about pretending anymore. From now on, she would do anything Tony said.

No one else alive could fill her like he did.

Then, he started to thrust—and Wendy knew that no one else alive could fuck her like he did. His crotch pistoned into her in perfect time with her own gyrating motions, her amazing abs pushing back with every stroke that he gave.

The fucking he provided was absolute. Wendy couldn’t even believe it was happening to her. The pleasure was so overwhelming that she felt like she was a witness to her own body—a religious experience. 

“You belong to me, slut,” he grunted in her ear.

She nodded helplessly, her eyes so wide. Tears of hot, happy pleasure streaked down her face.

He shook her, her head banging against Silvia's hot muscled back. 

“You say it now,” he commanded. “You belong to me.”

“I belong to you!”

He pumped into her harder and then surprised her by slapping her beautiful face. “Your cunt belongs to me.”

The slap was new to her—but somehow felt soooo very good. She liked it. It was painful—but more like a sharp reprimand than anything else. A reminder of her new place.

“B-belongs to you,” she moaned. “M-my cunt belongs to you.”

He slapped her face again. The fleshy smack bounced off the walls.

“Thank you,” she moaned happily. God, it felt so right to be slapped by his hand, to know that she deserved that kind of attention—and it felt even more right to thank him for it. It was symbolic—that he knew she could stand up to his abuse, that he knew she could handle anything he threw at her.

“You fucking beg for it, you haughty bitch. You beg for my cum.”

“I'm begging you,” she moaned. “Please, Tony. Please, baby, please cum in me! Please, Tony, baby, I need it! Please!”

His reserves of strengths seemed to fade away, looking at this gorgeous creature that he owned so completely. After a few more forceful thrusts, he gripped her tits hard, pushing them together and roaring loudly as his potent, impregnating cum filled up her pussy.

Wendy's own orgasm matched his, unable to stop herself once she saw all the pleasure she was giving him. Oh god, to know that she had given this musclebound hunk such pleasure! To know that she was good enough to provide him with that! It was ecstasy, pure and simple. Her orgasm rang in her ears as she shouted and screamed out Tony's name, just as Silvia had been.

Her brain seemed to turn off for several minutes. Tony repositioned her so that he was on one side of his body, and Silvia on the other. When she could finally move again, she and Silvia slipped on either side of Tony, moaning and cooing appreciatively in his ears about what a stud he was.

“You are both going to be fantastic little earners for me,” he said. “If I can find it in myself to loan you out at all.”

Wendy really, really hoped he could. There was no better way to show her love for her new man than to fuck someone to earn money for him. She had to prove how worthy she was of his cock, of his attention. She had to make him know she could be his best working girl.

# # #
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Part I: Overload
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It was close to done now. Brall’s men had been fucking the girl for more than an hour, and with there being six of them and only one of her, she was finally starting to tire out. They worked inside a circle of small white stones, standing on thick jet black sand in a small valley between the rocky, desert hills beyond the town of Temple.

Not long ago, the girl was a prospect for marriage in Temple. Might be she could have ended up with some rich merchant or even a tradesman of some kind, or even married into the Family—the gang that owned Temple. But she was a gorgeous girl. Thick-waisted, with enormous breasts and a face that could melt any heart, save possibly for Brall’s. But even he had smiled at her once or twice as she served him drinks in her tight little corsets and tiny skirts. A rare honor, one she bragged of often. Not many earned Brall’s favor. Fewer kept it for long.

Brall was an enormity. Just over seven feet tall, his weight far past three hundred pounds. All of it muscle and bone. His hair thick and dark, running down halfway past his shoulders in a tangled mess. A beard gathered densely around his face. Under the night sky, he was shirtless, wearing only ragged canvas jeans that wrapped tight around the bulging muscles of his thighs. His immense chest gleamed in the light, thick with sweat from the heat pouring out off the bonfires they had arranged.

Vivienne was the girl’s name. She had stood up well to the indoctrination. Six of Brall’s finest men had pounded her voluptuous body and for every step of the way she had urged them on, swallowing their cum deep and moaning with hot lust as more and more of their cum spilled on her devilishly hot curves. 

There was a glazed, orgasmic smile on her face. It had been there since the men started. She had been on her knees, calling out for more and more men. Only three men, technically, were required to perform the rite of passage on a new girl, making her officially one of the Cauldron Girls. Most girls asked for four, to ensure that all knew how enthusiastic they were about being owned and fucked by the soldiers of the Cauldron. 

But Vivienne had asked for six huge studs to break her body and mind. That was as many as Brall had ever seen. Only a few others had been able to manage so many. Vivienne loved it. All those cocks pounding into her at once. All of her lusciously developed curves covered in a gooey, shiny mixture of cum from several biker warriors. Her thighs glistened with the hot substance, her mouth and face was sticky with it. None of the men seemed to mind all the cum everywhere. They had seen it all before, on different girls. Hell, they had participated in it—each soldier got to indoctrinate sooner or later.

This, the gang bang, was the indoctrination. Claiming Vivienne. Making her a member of the Cauldron and the Cauldron alone. After this, all of Temple would know that no other sort of man could ever have her. Only the Cauldron. And if anyone tried, they’d be strung up and left for dead in the middle of town, where everyone would see, and everyone would get the message.

Because Vivienne was gorgeous. Gorgeous girls in Temple belonged to the Cauldron, as far Brall was concerned, and the Cauldron belonged to Brall. They rode for him, they fought for him, and they killed for him, and nobody nowhere would ever stand in the way of what he wanted. 

Yesterday, the leader of the Family had died. An old man. His time past due in this overheated wasteland, every breath a labor and every movement worked through a fog of radiation and terror. 

His strength was what had kept the Family together; his confidence the mesh by which their various equipments found a common holding. Temple was a battleground, a fertile ground in a land where there was almost no fertile ground left. It was fertile for farming, and so fertile for commerce—and for Brall, fertile for drugs, guns, and trade. 

He and the Family had battled much, but the old Skull leader, Titus, had kept him at bay. A crafty one, Titus. Always with three or four extra plans for every move Brall made. 

No matter, now. Brall’s sights were on Temple for good. And yes—Titus’s daughter, Abigail, who had denied him for so long.

Vivienne collapsed in the stone circle, the last man finally done with her, ejaculating hard down her thoroughly-fucked throat. Two other men stroked themselves off on her face, all that cum hitting her all at the same time. Vivienne shivered in bliss, suckling up as much as she could, and then fell. The men wiped themselves off on her lovely body, a few giving her an admiring pat on the ass or hair.

“She’s in,” Brall said to his second-in-command, Carthage.

Carthage, a huge black man made for wars and warring, nodded and signaled to the troops. The initiates began to clean it all up. 

Brall's soldiers, his veterans, had women at their sides already, women who passionately stroked their men’s cocks while they had witnessed the indoctrination. These women had been indoctrinated themselves, willingly. They’d give up anything to have it happen again, to feel the lust of so many primal warriors piling into their hot, fertile bodies once more. Brall’s power over the men, therefore, gave him terrible power over the women. At any time, he could give any last one of them their true heart’s desire in a furious gang bang. 

But Abigail yet eluded him. Daughter of another gang. Owned by the Family.

He would take her, and then she would be his, forever.

––––––––
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Chapter 1:

––––––––
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THUNDER OF DOZENS OF engines powered through the cemetery air. The old King was dead. All that was left now was to crown the new one. 

All atop an old hill outside town they had gathered. Family and Kin and citizens alike. All of them paying their respects for the old ways. None of them knowing yet that new ways were upon them, seizing their underbellies hard and fast and furious. The day was hot, but the days were always hot out there in the apocalyptic wastes leftover after the Long War. 

Several hills formed a perimeter around Temple, part of its natural defenses. The cemetery had been started long ago by Titus, the very man buried there that day, Case’s father, and it had started off as small thing on the hill, barely taking up a portion of its space. Now the graves were overcrowded and often the Family would not bother to report the dead of those who were not members of their warrior circle. The Family were the only ones who mattered, after all. Titus had taught them that. 

Bikes made the din of the day, crowding out every noise. No one could talk and hear themselves; it was the entire Family warrior retinue revving their bikes, sending Titus off to the afterlife. They would go on for five or ten minutes yet and then file back down to the Family’s Compound and garage their bikes. After that, there would be a lot of drinking and fucking and then the men would file back out once again, but this time into the wastes to retrieve wealth for the town of Temple. 

The grave was nice enough and the tombstone made from real granite, not limestone like so many of the others circulated upon the embankment. Case was pleased with the arrangement, if not his father’s death. It had not come at a good time for him. Probably a murder never did, though. 

If he could, Case would throw all of his resources at finding out who was responsible for his father's murder. But there was no time for that—the fabric of society in Temple was fragile, and always needed more attention.

Another two years, maybe, and Case would have had everything well in hand. Brall and his damnable Cauldron would have been taken care of, Troy would have been quietly killed off, and he would have married Abigail the very same week his father died. That had always been his mind.

The patrons began to file back out down toward the town. Case stayed at the grave, watching them go. Abigail had gone with them, had gone with her mother, Sandra, before leaving Case with a short hug around his muscled form, which was all she was able to give him in public. It was not enough. He wanted all of his stepsister, and he wanted her all the time.

Then Case was left alone at the top of the hill with a shovel in his hand and a hole to fill and nothing but time to do it with. Case shoved his boot into the dirt, walking around the grave. They had buried the old man with his bike—or the shell of it, anyway. The engine was too good to throw away and probably Brall’s people would have tried to steal out the grave if anything valuable was left behind. The Cauldron might have had a code, and were damnably disciplined, but they didn’t have morals. 

Even with his size, which was considerable, Case had plenty of stamina. Plenty of endurance. His muscles were large and the leather vest denoting his status as a leader of the Family fit tight around bulging lats and rock-like trap muscles. He was about six foot five, his body tapered and almost deceptive in the way sometimes he would look lean, even though every part of his body was overloaded with hard, dense, work-earned muscle.

It took Case a good hour to fill in the hole and then he rode back down to town himself, following the same path as everyone else. The streets of Temple were paved with broken concrete, holes layered over with gravel and sometimes black pitch. There were a few sturdy buildings—the bank, the armory, the eponymous temple itself—but besides that everything outside the Family’s Compound was made to break. Boards and clay and tents. On the far east side of Temple, outside the town's walls, was the shantytown where Brall and his Cauldron reigned. He was a problem, and Case had known it to be so. But Troy wanted to deny the collected power of so many people under such a man as Brall, and Titus had lost his teeth with age. Once upon a time, it would have been war, right away, after the first suspicion that Brall had taken a trade shipment from the Family. 

Old days, gone away now. But Case would start new days, and better times. All he needed was a little luck. 

The Family's Compound was a series of squat concrete buildings reinforced with steel and layered over again with lead. A safe place from the ever-oozing radiation of the world outside. 

The bar in the Compound, the Mud Pit, was open to pretty much anyone with money. Traders would come in and spend their dime there on the Family’s whores and good moonshine. But anyone who wasn’t Family, or didn’t give the Family good regular money, took their chances by being present. Death was common, and fights more common still.

From just outside the poorly-painted building, Case could hear the reverie. Stories being swapped by old timers and veterans at the near end of their riding time themselves. Lots of swashbuckling bravado being spouted about Brall and the Cauldron by the younger men—each one to a man, almost, being one of Case’s men. 

The men were divided up now between belonging to Case and belonging to Troy. Troy had been Titus's second-in-command, and had earned much loyalty from his duty to the Family. And always, there was the talk of his sister, Robin—probably the most beautiful girl in the entirety of the wasteland.

But Case and Troy were at odds to running the family. Case knew it; Troy knew it; everybody knew it. They had to consolidate power soon or else all of Titus's work would be for nothing. The peace was uneasy between the Family and the Cauldron. It rested only on the fact that not a single drop of blood of either side had been shed so far. Not even in bar fights. Brall’s men were disciplined, Case had to give the man that. 

The second Case walked inside the Mud Pit, the swarming chatter reduced to a somber rumble. Case pointed to the bartender and ordered everyone up another round on the house—the whole night on Case, as a matter of fact—and there was a cheer went up behind him as he walked to the back. 

Troy sat at one end of the bar and Sandra the other. Both blamed one another for Titus’s death, gunned down in the open street. No witnesses—and in the town of Temple, no witnesses only meant that everyone who knew was paid off, loyal, or dead. Temple was too small for no witnesses. 

The idea was that Troy had murdered Titus to gain power; or that Sandra had murdered Titus to put her stepson in power, who she had always favored so much. Case rejected both of these hypotheses; too distasteful by half. But Case would have to deal with the dislike between Troy and Sandra, and soon. They weren’t the allies he wanted, but there was a war coming with Brall. 

Like Titus always said, you don’t go to war with the army you want. You go to war with the army you have. 
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Chapter 2:
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THERE WAS A CLOUD OF grief hanging over The Mud Pit, and Robin wanted no part of it. She lived in a cloud of grief. For everyone else to be feeling sad only made her feelings seem all the more disingenuous. But there was no one to talk to—no one who understood, anyway. 

Abigail was Robin’s best friend, and her advice wasn’t ever any good.

“Just kill him.” Abigail would say. “I’ve fought off five or six guys like that. No one seemed to mind.”

“You weren’t killing your own clan, though.”

Abigail would grin at that. As if maybe to say—just give me the chance.

Across the bar, she saw Troy looking at her again. Eyes roaming up and down her body. Her stepbrother was an enormous brute, thicker almost than he was tall and far too cunning to ever take for granted. If Robin had a little more time, in a year or two, she might have been able to take over for Sandra’s position as auditor, deciding where to send out the Family for loot. And she might have decided to send Troy out into the White Waste, a heavily radiated area blasted by nuclear energy where no one ever returned...

A comforting thought, but not a real one. Troy glanced at her again. Robin caught his glance this time, glaring back at him and then rolling her eyes. He just grinned. 

Robin was used to male attention. She was a looker, or so Troy said. So many men said. Blue eyes. Her hair a deep, dark chestnut color and vibrantly thick. Her body was athletic, toned with muscle from the hard-living in the wastes, but she had trouble finding clothes to fit over the impressively large bust she sported. Even now, sitting at the bar after a funeral, her button-up blouse only managed to close just above the line of her nipples, leaving a long line of enticing cleavage open for any prying eyes. Her neck, slender and fair, was like a handle for any of the strong men in the bar to pin and fuck her against the wall until she was begging to be bred for years and years, begging to be relieved of all thoughts of responsibility and worry. 

And she knew it. A Family girl knew exactly what her place was, or else. 

Titus had taken a soft spot for Robin. Protected her for all the years that Troy had wanted to fuck her brutally and invoke his right of clan on her body. But now Titus was dead.

The right of clan was taken from time to time to ensure that a family’s bloodline was protected. It would never result in marriage—that was strictly forbidden. Families, even stepsisters and stepbrothers, could not be allowed to intermingle. After the Long War had devastated so much of the population—Robin had heard estimates as high as ninety-five percent of everyone just being gone—the humans left had a population to rebuild. That couldn’t happen well by intermixing self-same bloodlines through marriage. 

But. A bloodline could be continued, if it was small enough and its clan felt threatened, by invoking the right of clans, whereupon a stepfather could take a stepdaughter, or a stepbrother a stepsister, solely to get them pregnant. 

Robin knew that Troy jerked off to just such a thought. She knew it because he told her almost every day, that sick grin on his face.

She had lived in fear. Now, with Titus dead, she lived in terror. 

Case walked across the bar and spoke to his stepmother, Sandra, and then across the other way and spoke with Troy. 

Sandra was a small woman with deeply tanned skin. Nearing forty, she was almost the oldest of any woman that Robin had seen in her life. Easily the oldest who looked as good as she did. Her hair, dark and full, still retained some shine, and her skin had not yet developed overmuch the telltale wrinkles from years of radiation exposure. She stayed inside as much as she could and lived easy, ensuring to only eat the crops nearby which had been crafted with safe conditions. It was an expensive way to live, to be sure, but the wife of the Family’s leader could afford it. 

Titus had run the overall decisions of the Family. Who to attack. Who to trade with. Where to fortify and where to retreat. The Family’s region was nearly the size of the entire Texan panhandle, with several towns under their purview, and all of their strength relied on Titus’s clear decision making. But it had been Sandra who ensured that warriors were fed, that supplies were delivered, and yes, that women were passed out equally. Warriors had to be taken care of with plenty of fresh, willing pussy.
Any man in the Family could take any woman he wanted. But Sandra, as the Matron, held final say as to whether a woman would be able to be married in. A woman had to have the right mix, she would say, of eagerness and submission. Knowing how to anticipate her man’s needs. Knowing how to cook for him, to clean for him, to keep the home free of filth and distasteful activities. 
A rider for the Family could spend weeks or sometimes even months away on business, protecting their home. How awful it would be for him, then, to return to his haven and find it ill-kept. A woman had to know her place, and Sandra kept all the girls in line. Looking pretty, smiling amiably, never talking back. Robin believed all of this with her heart and soul. She burned inside to some day be a good wife for a strong, sure man who could lead her around, fuck her rotten, breed her stupid until she was drooling out praises and mindlessly sucking on his cock for hours at a time.

That Abigail got away with doing absolutely none of that must have driven Sandra wild, but Titus had favored the girl and treated her like a son, even though she was not his natural daughter. He’d always wanted two boys, he would say, taking Abigail and Case out on some hunt or raid. 

Case, Sandra, Abigail and Troy walked to the back room, the conference room. Robin watched them go past and then turned back to the bar, ordering another beer.

“No,” said Sandra. “Inside.”

“What?”

“You may as well get used to it now. There’s no stopping it.”

This surprised Robin. She ran the numbers for the gang’s legitimate businesses—Titus had always wanted her to be the face of their public side. She was a chameleon—able to slide effortlessly between the leather-and-denim world of The Mud Pit and the suits-and-skirts land of the rich traders who came in from Dallas, a bustling metropolis which was still standing from all accounts (if, of course, rather drastically reduced in size and population from the Long War). From the brutally primal warrior men of the Family, she was afforded, if not respect, at least deference in matters of money. 

But now Titus was dead. 

And Troy was alive and well—her stepbrother, so hulking and terrifying. Eyes always on her. Waiting to have her alone with him in the house. Maybe in charge soon, if Case didn't edge him out. Or kill him.

God, wasn't that a lovely thought? Big, strong Case, strangling Troy to death. Maybe Robin could cheer him on while it happened.

Not that she would, of course. It was just a fantasy. Troy had fucked with her life for far too long to not fantasize about such things.

They stepped inside the conference room and circled around. Overhead was a long hanging light, the sort that went over a pool table. Pre-war pictures of dogs and landscapes were on the wall. Robin sat in one corner. Abigail sat next to Case, and Troy far down the table on one end. Sandra sat across from him, glaring coldly.

“There’s a problem here and we’ve got to sort it,” said Case. 

“I don’t see a problem at all,” said Troy. The rubber lining around the table squealed and shifted in his hands. 

Case gave him a look. “I want us to find some agreement amenable to both of us, all right? We’ve got to get along. Otherwise those Cauldron bastards will run right over us.”

Troy had something else smart to say, Robin could tell. But he swallowed the remark and nodded. 

“Okay,” said Case. “We need to bring our families together. Titus talked about it all the time. You had your loyalty to him. All the work you two did for one another.”

“He was my blood.”

“And I’m not. And I know that. But I know you respect blood. And I know as much as you want other things, you don’t want war with the good men you’ve fought with. And you don’t want the Cauldron to ruin everything we’ve made.”

“You been thinking hard, boy. But you’re dead wrong if you thinking you walk out here in charge.”

“I’m proposing a joint rule. Everyone on the council gets a vote, and we each get a veto. That way, we aren’t stepping on each other’s toes.”

Titus had, beneath his own rule, set up a council of sorts of veteran riders and even women. Well, one woman—Sandra. But he had let it slip that he wanted Robin on the council in the future. 

Case let that simmer for a minute.

“And?” Troy's posture languid, unimpressed.

“And,” said Case, “you’re to mate Sandra. After a year passes.”

Troy snorted. “A year?”

“She’s got to show mourning. Otherwise all the boys, they’ll get ideas about what happened. Not me, you understand. I know you’re clean as—”

The chair banged as it hit the wall. “If you think for a minute those boys will suspect me—”

“People suspect any old thing, Troy! But only if you let them. You wait a year. You’ll have the biggest estate in the region under your control.”

Part of being the boss was owning the most land. 

“And what do you get out of that, huh? Pimping out your mother like that? Who are you mating to?”

Robin gulped. She had already put it together. It was simple addition, really—and these men had just reduced her to a number for acquisition.

Case turned right to her. “Robin.”
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Chapter 3:
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THE SHOPKEEPER WAS old and small, nearly fifty in a land that tolerated almost no one over thirty. His skin hung loose on his bones and his hair was all whittled and white. Abigail, smiling, picked up a long gold chain with a curious small jeweled pendant. It was not pretty—nothing really was pretty anymore, unless you were talking about Temple women—but it was nice enough.

“That’s seven.”

“Seven?” Abigail shook her head. 

“...Six?”

If she wanted, she could easily flirt with the shopkeeper and convince him to just give her the jewelry. She had done so before, with other traders, before she learned of the greater power she possessed by being in the Family. But Abigail was a beautiful woman—even in the town of Temple, known all across the Texan region for holding some of the most gorgeous women left in the world. Her body was stacked with huge 36E breasts, her waist narrow, her hair golden and long. Bright ice blue eyes shone out from her almost unreal beauty, her entire face capable of melting men to pieces with a simple little pout. 

But she did not pout—she smiled, small and cruel. She had done this before. 

“Why don’t we go to my brother, and let him decide how much it ought to be?”

Sweat ran down the shopkeeper’s brow. He knew the score. He had, most likely, known before Robin even walked inside. But it was just occurring to him now how screwed he really was.

The shopkeeper shook his head quick. “N-no. That’s all right. You know what? Why don’t you take it?”

“Just take it? I couldn’t leave you with nothing.”

“Oh, then...half of one? Then...”

Abigail’s smile was dead inside; she waited for the shopkeeper to notice.

“No,” he said again. “No, no. My gift to you.”

Abigail knew how to live in the world as it was, now. Her father had taught her history. 

The Long War had torn everything apart. Ruined everything. Civilization did not necessarily crumble—too ingrained for that—but it did fray and burn, like a quilt left over a burning fire. Pieces remained, none of them truly part of the fabric that had once been.

After the war, with so many men fighting, there had been an excess amount of women. Only the prettiest—the sexiest, the most willing to submit and comply—had been left. Others had been left behind and unused, unbred. Women now were largely busty, largely wide of hip and narrow of waist. Their bodies beautiful in every way, some voluptuous and some skinny and some slender and some athletic and some a mixture—but always lovely. Always pleasing to men. Otherwise they would not be alive. 

Men got bigger and meaner, then, the ones who were left. To fight over the women who had survived. It was possible to think that with all the women being so pretty, it was impossible to tell which ones were truly more attractive than others—but the body knew. The body always knew. Cocks knew, and pussies too. 

Abigail knew she was horribly attracted to Robin, for example, but the only worse thing than her attraction to her stepbrother was an attraction to a woman; at the end of the day, even a stepbrother could get a stepsister pregnant and give her that perfect feeling of purpose in her life. Two women could not say the same thing for each other, and that was inexcusable in the new order. Lesbian forays were permitted, but only for the display to and pleasure of men. 

Their town, Temple, was one of only five or six such towns that they knew about. Sometimes they would get traders coming in with tales from the East and the North—big protected, shielded supercities that were relatively untouched by the Long War. But Temple was not one of those places. They lived where the Long War had not spread, in the hot badlands of what once was Texas. 

The closest city was Dallas, and Abigail had never been there. They had law there, and order. 

In Temple, the order was the Family, and the law was whatever the Family decided.

The Cauldron, fools that they were, thought they would infringe on the Family’s territory—to their demise, most likely. Other gangs had tried, and Abigail had seen many of them fall. 

And so, Abigail operated with the shopkeeper with perfect confidence, knowing that she didn’t even have to use her considerable feminine qualities to get what she wanted. All she really had to use was reputation.

The door rang—or tinged really, a small piece of tin hitting brass on the edge of the poorly crafted door. 

Like a mountain in motion, Brall walked in. He did not make a pretense of looking around at other items. He was there for one object, and one object only—Abigail. She knew it as well as he. 

Brall wanted Abigail. He had made no secret of this. Even Titus had known, before he died. It was one of the few times that the brutal wasteland barbarian-turned-warlord had offered any kind of a deal. Common terms of open negotiation for business in Temple, so long as Brall was able to indoctrinate Abigail into his gang. 

“Indoctrinate.” Abigail scoffed inwardly. As if that were any term for a gang bang. 

Titus had refused, of course. Abigail was a Family member. She would never be allowed to suffer under the brutal gang bang tutelage that the Cauldron required. 

“Hello Abigail,” said Brall. “Fancy meeting you here.”

“I doubt its coincidence.” She shook her head. “Who do you have following me today? The one with the lazy eye? Or maybe that fellow who carries a hook around?”

He smiled. “Neither. You’re important enough for a man to do his own recon work for.”
She supposed he meant it as flattery. Being such an important, strong man, following her himself. 
Abigail’s place, in his world—or any man’s world—was as an object.

There wasn’t much of a place in the world anymore for women. If a girl didn’t have a man’s approval or protection, she was basically walking naked through the streets. Forced marriages were common. Many women said they got used to them...but if they didn’t say that, Abigail knew, they’d have hell to pay.

Case was her protection. The biggest, baddest guy in the region. Or at least, he almost was. Only Brall was the clear stand-out tough guy who could top Case’s reputation.

Brall was bigger. Tougher. Monstrous, really. In a town full of monsters like Troy and Case and even Brall’s second, Carthage—Brall was the worst. Everyone knew it. 

And he wanted Abigail, according to him, worse than he had ever wanted anyone or anything.

It was an exhilarating feeling. If every part of her didn’t already feel completely owned by Case, she would have probably easily accepted. Brall was a hunk and that was easy enough to see. Probably hung like a fire hydrant. 

Hell, she might have accepted now except for a couple of small reasons, like sparking a war that might kill her entire clan and the fact that Brall would never, ever just accept a simple fuck from her. Brall fucked for keeps—his cock didn’t touch anyone he didn’t own. 

Of course, since Case's cock didn't touch anyone he didn't own, and Abigail had been thoroughly fucked by Case's cock over and over again, she could feel the appeal of Brall's ownership easily enough.

“Your father’s dead,” he said. 

“I had noticed.”

“His stupid decisions kept you from me. But we both know that was wrong of him. You should be mine. There’ll be peace in it. Lots of blood avoided.”

“That’s why you want me?” Slowly, Abigail gripped the knife she kept right above her waist. “To avoid blood?”

Abigail’s knife was a gift a long time ago from Titus. It was a wicked, curved thing, shaped like a crescent moon. The blade was hard steel.

He smiled. “You know why I want you, girl. You know why it is I deserve you.”

“That’s big talk from a man who isn’t even welcome in this part of town. If any of my brother’s men see you this close to me, they’ll shoot you.”

“They better shoot on target, then. Else they’ll wake up with their guts in their mouths.”

He closed the distance between them, pushing her up against the wall. His hands so big on her shoulders The shopkeeper sputtered out some protest. Silence overwhelmed him the second Brall turned his head.

“I want to fuck you for days,” said Brall. “God, you even smell pretty. Do you know that? Of course you do. I want to ruin your life, girl. I truly do. I want to ruin every last thought you'll ever have with my cock.” His hands ran up her waist, gripping tight. His grip was rough and hard, and Abigail fought to ignore the hot excitement she felt at his urgency in needing her. She had been bred, after all, to reward exactly this sort of forward behavior. Her cunt sang with the need to give in—submit, submit, please, lick, suck, submit!

But she wanted Case. Her love for her brother was everything to her. Everything.

She pressed up into Brall’s crotch with her blade. Instantly, Brall’s eyes widened, and his touch relinquished. He tilted his head slowly, smiling without teeth.

“If you talk to me again, if I see you again,” she held the knife up against his cock, thickly outlined in his tight pants, “you will not have much to boast about for the rest of your life.”

Brall smiled at her. “If you try that, I’ll kill you.”

“If I try it, I very well might succeed. You wouldn’t be the first that this blade has tasted. And how would you like that? Can you risk it?”

He let her go, slow. Desire still burning in his eyes.

Despite all her bravado, Abigail was a bit terrified. But the terror only encouraged her lustful rage that he would touch her. She wanted to be wanted, it was true—she wanted to be admired by all, held in high opinion by each and every man she came across. But she wanted to do it at Case’s side. No one else. Her heart thrummed with the need for all to know that her brother’s cock was the only one she had ever tasted, the only one she had ever had enter her. 

Brall, exquisite a specimen of manhood though he was, was not her brother. And therefore, he would not do. 

Slowly, he backed away. “I leave you, now. But you know where to find me once you change your mind.” He smiled. “And I know where to find you.”

“You’ll find me in your nightmares, animal. Fearing slaughter like every other pig.”

But despite her words, she found it hard to catch her breath, and harder still to fight the desire roiling in her pussy. She needed to find Case, right away, and work this out.
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BRALL RETURNED TO THE shantytown outside of Temple. In truth, the shantytown was not much worse off than Temple itself; it simply did not have walls around its edges to create protection nor any solid stone-and-steel buildings to create legitimacy. But otherwise, much the same. Buildings wrought from spare sheet metal, some houses built from the stacked, hollowed-out bodies of automobiles that no longer operated, pathways paved with long boards over puddles of mud that could have been inches or feet deep. 

His headquarters was a large tent bordered by a line of turned over tanks and a long trench, a moat really, filled with broken glass and gears.

Inside of the tent were a number of beds. Carpeting on the ground where there wasn’t shined and polished wood. A small liquor cabinet. A heavy table loaded down with navigational tools and maps—so valuable now in the days beyond regular communication with others. There was a long rack with several guns and a wickedly-bladed axe and a crowbar painted yellow. There was a small fire in the middle of the tent that was kept just beneath smoldering. Outside there was a couple of women tending a large fire, every so often bringing a coal in to keep the tent warm. They had done that for nearly three months now and the tent had not been cold once. 

Cauldron women knew their place. They knew their jobs. They would not dare to deny a man like Brall. The Family had gotten too lax in showing women their proper place. 

Along one side of the tent was a long couch they had taken from a city well past the borders of Texas. There had been plenty of men and women in that city once, and now there none—now there were a great many corpses and women who served at the command of Brall and the Cauldron. If the men had surrendered, Brall would have let them live. He could always use conscripts for his army. Servants to take care of what the army needed. The Cauldron had a code. But the men didn’t submit, and Brall had been clear about what that would mean for them. War was war, after all; life was war.

On the couch was his second, Carthage, enjoying the services of a skinny broad with thick dark hair.

The girl’s name was Miranda, as far as Brall could remember. Last week, Brall and Carthage had picked her up in the middle of a raid on a drug lab outside their border. Stupid Deathheads thinking they could get away with selling their own product in Brall’s market. 

Carthage took a liking to Miranda. Busty and short, hair stretching shiny all the way down to her ass, she was Carthage’s type. She was cooing something in Carthage’s ear, stroking his enormous cock underneath a blanket. 

This was fairly normal for Carthage. Hell, for Brall. Why would he mind? There was a blanket. 

“How long before that Sooner crew gets here? I want those reinforcements soon.”

His entire body burned with lust for Abigail. If he had to burn down Temple to get her, then so be it.

Of course, he couldn't really burn down Temple. They had too many plans for the town. It's fertility was impossible to ignore, like a beautiful woman just on the cusp of knowing her true place in the world. The Cauldron's plan—Brall and Carthage's plan—had always been to take Temple for their own. 

But the want of Abigail, burning down the town was damnably tempting.

“A few days at most.” Carthage reached over and grabbed a piece of paper, handing it to Brall. “Wire came in this morning. Said a dust storm put them on the delay.”

Brall took the paper and read it and then balled it up and threw it against the edge of the tent. He took the heavy map table at one end and overturned it, taking a leg off with one hand and then bashing into the liquor cabinet with the other. 

Carthage watched all this, apparently nonplussed. Miranda tried to slide off but the huge black man kept her in place with a single hand around her tiny waist.

“I take it you want to attack sooner than that?”

Slowly, Brall began to calm. “Yes. I want it sooner than that.”

“It’s not like you to be so impulsive.” Carthage wavered. “Mostly, anyway.”

“It’s different this time.”

“How?” Carthage grunted, his face lighting up. “H-Hold on.”

Grunting, he took Miranda by the back of the head and shoved her underneath the blanket. Right there in front of Brall, she sucked Carthage dry, moaning and mewling. 

Sexuality between the two men was nothing new. Women were the spoils of war and they had always taken what they wanted; any sense of propriety about where and when to fuck had long ago been stripped away by the sheer excitement of fucking some willing, wet, eager submissive beauty just after a battle, when always there were dozens waiting on them. In this new and ancient world, nothing got a woman going like watching blood spilled for her.

“There is a girl.”

“Of course there is!” Carthage laughed. “You always have a girl. Always a girl, and always you are confused. Have you noticed a correlation?”

“You’re not listening.”

“I have.” Carthage huffed now, close to cumming. “Noticed a correlation, I mean.”

“There is a girl,” Brall said again, his tone humming dangerously low. “She is meant to be mine. I know this for a fact.”

“You’ve known that for a fact in the past, as I recall.” Carthage’s head rolled back. Miranda must have been very good. “With Sara. And Hannah. Yolanda. Eve.”

“They were all...” Brall searched for a moment. “They were unworthy. This one is different.”

“Of course she is.”

Finally, Carthage erupted in Miranda’s mouth. She moaned with hot pleasure, swallowing him down, every drop. Some heavy spurts landed on her nose and eyes, and she slid them up with one finger and sucked them dry. When she was done, Carthage pushed her off, and she crawled away, cumdrunk and giggling. 

“Now,” said Carthage, a relaxed smile on his face. “What do you want to do about her, then?”

“It’s complicated.”

“How is it complicated? You want a woman, and you take her.”

“She is...claimed. More or less.”

“More?” Carthage asked. “Or less?”

“It’s complicated. I do not think she has a husband. But her status is protected in the town.”

“The town will be yours, ours,” Carthage grinned, “soon enough. I would not worry over such things if I were you.”

“I do not worry,” Brall snapped. “You asked me why I was in a mood. She is the mood. That is all.”

Carthage considered this for some time.

“Women like to be wooed. Find someone she does not like and destroy him in front of her. That should make her grateful enough.”

These were brutal men and brutal times, and the logic made only perfect sense to Brall’s violent disposition.

Chapter 5:
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AFTER THE INCIDENT with Brall, Abigail needed to cool off somehow—or let out some of the hot pressure that the hulking brute had created inside of her pussy. 

The Family's garage was possibly the most ornate of any structure in the town. Built inside of an old pre-war government building, designed almost by itself to withstand the blasts of bombs from the enormous conflict. The building—and a few other buildings like it—were why Temple had been founded by the Family in the first place. The town was pre-equipped with bunkers and shelter; pre-equipped as a base for any conflict that might occur. That the land was fertile was a nice bonus. Probably men and women would have drifted to the sturdy, tall buildings regardless to get some protection from the ceaseless raiders and threats that the wastes churned out. 

Auto parts filled the walls. Shiny chrome and dark steel intermingling in a sort of neoclassical fashion so alien to the waste beyond these walls. 

Case was working on someone's bike, not his own. Clearly bothered still by grief, by all this sudden responsibility. He worked on bikes when he wanted to be alone.

Just from looking at Case, she felt like her body had melted into nothing. All she wanted to be was a puddle at his feet, forever surrounding the warmth of his skin. Warming him, warmed by him. Touching him, touched by him. Loving him, loved by him. They were alone in the garage. 

Long ago, she had been confused about her feelings for her brother. So many would say it was wrong. Most, even. But Abigail had learned not to care. It was easier to surrender to her desire. It was easier to accept where she knew she belonged in the world. 

“Hey, big bro.”

The words were innocent enough, but not in the way she said them.

“Hey, sis.”

His tone was cautionary. 

“Where is everyone?” she asked. “Out for duties already?”

“Training. With Troy. I wanted to look through everyone’s bikes. Give them one last check.”

“Like Titus used to do.”

“Yeah. Like he used to do.”

The way they were positioned in the garage, no one would be able to see them do anything without Abigail or Case hearing them first. The side entrance was on the other wall, and the front bay doors were closed. Their bodies were completely hidden behind row after row of metal and leather. Abigail pushed her hands forward on her brother’s thighs, loving his strong, dense tissue. 

“Come on,” he said. “I’m stressed. We can’t do this. I’ve got to take care of...”

His voice trailed off. Abigail let off a small wicked grin, her hands massaging the shape of his thick cock through his jeans. 

“I want it,” Abigail moaned. “I really, really do. I’ve been burning all day for it...”

“Come on. Haven’t you heard? I’m gonna be a married man soon.”

Abigail frowned. Not a subject she was fond of. She loved Robin—truly did. She was a terrific friend. And often Abigail had these hot fantasies of them being more than just friends, even serving Case together at the same time...but the thought of Robin being Case's personal property, his breeding pet, his fertile fuckwife darling, made Abigail's stomach turned. Robin was gorgeous, and Case would forget all about how he wanted to fuck Abigail until she was too pregnant to walk. 

But she didn’t have to show Case those fears. More flies with honey, and all of that.

“But that doesn’t mean you and I stop having fun, does it?” Her lips brushed against his slow. “It doesn’t stop us from being brother and sister, does it, big bro? Won’t you still love me?”

“Of course I’ll love you, Abigail.”

She giggled softly and kissed him deeper, her tongue probing into his mouth. Finally now, he kissed her back, his hand sliding through her thick golden hair. Abigail moaned, pressing her slight frame against his huge, tough body. Loving how thick he was, the way her huge tits flattened on his muscles, how soft and pliable she felt in those strong arms. 

Abigail bent over and pulled at his zipper slowly, smiling.

“Come on, big bro. Just let me suck you and we’ll forget about this, okay?” Her hand wrapped around his revealed cock, already stiffening. “God, you’re so big. Please, let me suck it?”

Case nodded briefly. It was all the invitation that Abigail needed. Her mouth immediately slid around his shaft. Deep, happy moans emanated from her body. When his cock continued to grow, she jerked the base of her shaft in one hand. Hot saliva lubricated the skin.

There was nothing in the whole world better than sucking her brother off. She had adored it since the very first time—when he showed up in her room in the middle of the night and slipped into her bed. At first it had just been a repeat of a very normal activity—he would visit her in the night after a raid or a hard day in the shop and hold her tight, and she would feel safe and protected in the terrible wastes of the world. 

But one night he came in, with his cock hard already. It was a few years back, after they had both turned eighteen. They hadn’t spoken at all. She simply turned into his body and wrapped her hand around his thick manhood—and then her mouth. 

So it was now. As good as the first time, if not even better. His sweaty, salty meat so delicious and nourishing in her body. 

She could feel him shifting, pulsing. His hips thrusting up into her face. So close, now—so close! This was how he always acted right before exploding in her mouth. She had learned her brother’s habits inside and out.

“Stop.”

Case tugged her off his cock.

“But I-I wanna...”

Abigail didn’t understand. Had she done something wrong? But she sucked him how she always, always had...

“Wasn’t it good?”

“It was...it was great.”

He spurted, slightly. The cum landed on Abigail's hands and she licked it up slow. A shiver of small orgasm passed through him. But the load was slight—Abigail knew his loads were dense and huge, and always portents of so much, much more to be delivered in her body.

“I’m going to be married soon. And I’m the boss now.”

Oh, she thought. He didn’t want a blowjob. That was fine by her. 

The last time he fucked her, he said he’d gone too far. He said he thought he had started fucking with her head. They had fucked maybe four or five dozen times—it was hard to keep count. At first it was gentle and passionate, the two young siblings exploring one another’s bodies as was only natural. But then it became...all so dirty and hot. 

He would make her promise she belonged to him. He fucked her until she begged to be his mate, to only be fucked by him, to only know his cock. To be bred by him—damn the consequences. She agreed to all of it. So hot and perfect and fun. She wanted all of it.

“So...so you want to fuck me again? You said we couldn’t anymore, but I don’t care, Case. I’ll do it. I’ll fuck my big bro’s boss cock any day—”

“So,” said Case, “I’ll be under more scrutiny. I can’t have the community knowing about us.”

“Who cares what they know?”

“Because the people care about the image. They want a boss who’s married and not fucking his sister.”

Abigail shrugged. “Give them a generation of watching you fuck me rotten, and they’ll get used to it. And if anybody else complains, just kill them.” Her eyes lit up, hands sliding up to his cock once again. “Gosh, you could kill of them for me...”

The thought lit her cunt on fire. Her warlord brother, destroying anyone who thought to indemnify them for their perfect, loving relationship.

“You’re crazy. Good lord.” He stood up, sliding himself back in his pants. “This is done. You and me. All this. No more blowjobs, no handjobs, no dirty little notes or looks. Done. Okay? I’ve got to be with Robin now. I’ll be good to her, don’t worry. I know you two are friends.”

Perhaps they were, thought Abigail. She watched her brother walk away, her desire stoked but not slaked. Needing more; needing her Man no matter the cost. 

Even a friendship was small potatoes compared to the value of true love.
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Chapter 6:
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TWO DAYS AFTER TITUS'S burial, Abigail asked Robin to come with her on a walk through town, and Robin had of course agreed. She loved Abigail’s presence—her off-kilter look at the world, the cruel way she was able to simplify all problems down to sex and violence. 

There were even, she had to admit, certain physical benefits to being around Abigail. As much as Robin longed for a real man in her life, she'd never been able to find one who she thought was truly worthy of her time. And she and Abigail had participated in all those late-night practice sessions of kissing and loving, trying to be so ready for the men who would own them some day. Robin's body felt electrified every time she was in Abigail's presence. Her nipples stood up and out, her pussy ached gently, urging her to do something stupid with her friend.

But, joining Abigail was also just simple courtesy. Women weren’t much allowed, really, to walk alone through the streets. If a woman was taken against her will, a witness had to be present to account for it. Men always had plenty of witnesses to account to the contrary; a woman had to have her own witnesses, a woman witness—and always it was the woman’s word that was taken over the man’s. 

Women may have been a commodity, but men in this land had been built for fucking and killing, and so were not often trusted. 

They walked through the streets, Abigail with her eyes brazenly meeting anyone who dared to look at the two gorgeous beauties walking together. “Brall tried to come on to me again. Yesterday.”

“Again?” Robin laughed. “Gosh. He’s really into you. Do you want him, too?”

“Have you seen him? Of course I do. Just not as much as...some others.”

Robin was dressed that day in a light blue dress. Her walking boots had a small heel—every woman was expected to walk through life wearing heels. They were natural decorations for women, enhancing the length of the leg and the turn of the rear. Robin had started when she was under twelve to get the feel right. Her long, lovely legs looked fabulous encased in the tight leather. She took special pride in her legs. Often her tits were so prominent that men forgot to look there. It made her feel good to not be seen as just a nice set of tits, but rather, the whole package. Tits, legs, looks—and a brain smart enough to know her pretty little place.

Abigail had on tight knee-high boots, a significant heel to each. Her jeans were tight and largely intact—just a few holes, a luxury—showing off her tanned skin where they weren't. Her shirt was tight, expertly made in Dallas, a short jacket around her busty form. 

“I haven’t seen him,” said Robin. “Up close, I mean. Brall. I saw his speech last month, when he asked for terms.”

Everyone had seen him. Up on top of the ramparts at the edge of town, using a megaphone to make his case. Every muscle so huge. Bigger than Troy. Taller than Case. Robin had gotten an idea of his true scale when he stood next to the mammoth flag pole on the wall, and came up past the half-way point. 

Abigail shook her head. “Why don’t you have a man already? I mean, besides Case now, I guess.”

“Your dad wanted me working the accounts. I worked the accounts.”

“You do everything other people tell you to do?”

“Of course. I’m...” she shrugged. “I’m a good girl. I have to be. It’s the right thing to do.”

“How do you feel about being with Case?”

Robin shrugged. “Your brother is a good man. I am...I am honored to be with him.”

Only she wasn't, really. There was something just slightly off about what she felt about Case. But she thought, being a good girl, that she would grow into her affection of him. 

They stopped in front of the general store.

It was run by Calhoun, a younger man who once had ridden with the Family. But he lost his leg during a raid, and used his decommission pay to buy himself a new shop in Temple. His connections with the Family had, of course, enabled him to push anyone else trying to open up a general store right out of business.

Inside—speaking of the devil himself—was Brall.

Abigail squirmed slightly. “Go in there, would you?”

“That’s Brall in there.”

“So what?”

Robin shrugged. “He scares me, that’s all.”

“Don’t worry about it. Just get it, okay? If I go in, he won’t stop bothering me, and I just put the fear of God in him yesterday.”

“The fear of your knife, you mean.”

Abigail smiled. “Six in half, half-dozen the other. God’s nothing without a few blades to do his dirty work, huh?”

Gathering herself for a moment, Robin walked into the store. She didn't know what to expect from Brall except for nothing good. Her hope was that she could walk around for a moment and gather what she needed before he worked up the will to talk to her.

But instead he approached her right away. All confidence. No fear of rejection or that their conversation wouldn't go exactly how he wanted.

“...hi.” Her voice was small.

“You’re gorgeous.”

His enormity was held in only by scuffed denim and his leather vest. No shirt. Every muscle visible. There was a soft smile on his barbarian face; his dark eyes solid.
Despite herself, Robin blushed furiously. In front of this huge, hulking stud, she had trouble thinking. Her life was built around numbers, and so therefore designed around analysis. Some objective viewpoint might have been able to tell her that she was just responding chemically, like women had for thousands of years, even far, far before the War. That her emotions were being jump-started by the primal, heated smells he gave off, all motor oil and musk, and that the lightheadedness should be expected in such a situation. 
And, in being expected, also disregarded as some spontaneous spark of true, fiery love that would burn for a thousand years before it ever cooled.

Somewhere in her body, she knew this. But all she could do, standing there in front of this impossibly built stud, was mew softly and smile. Fuck, he was so hot. How was she supposed to let any thinking be on her mind when he was so fucking hot? 

“Th-thanks.” She gulped.

His hand came down on Robin’s shoulder. So thick and rough. The palm cradling the entire ball of her shoulder easily. God, she was so little compared to him. She had never felt so tiny in her life, not even in front of Troy.

“Do you like that? Me touching you?” His hand slid down her body, fingertips tugging at her skin in the holes in her dress. She wished suddenly, desperately, that she was dressed up more. Her best finery on, just to impress him. 

That was suddenly all that was really important. Impressing this monster of a man. Making him want her enough so that he would take her back to whatever cave he lived in and fuck her until she was full, full, full of his...seed, his warmth, his...

God, I want his babies. I want to be his woman, his bride, his fucking everything. What the fuck is happening?

Whatever it was, it was instant. Like a lightning bolt had come down and struck the both of them.

Outside, she saw Abigail grinning with a somewhat wicked look on her face. Robin didn’t have time to wonder what it was all about. Brall pulled her toward the back of the store. 

“What are we...” She was breathless. “What’s happening?”

“Something wonderful.”

His hand rose up on one tit. Never before in her life had she ever felt such a sudden onset of pleasure as she did then. Her body shifted, eyes sparkling wide, mouth dripping open slow. 

“I want you.”

Her mouth formed the words before she had time to stop them, consider them. For the first time in her recollection, she was acting without considering all the variables, all the endless ways in which propriety would find her culpable, all the different rules and ethicalities of her actions and how they reflected back again on the women of the Family.

She wanted Brall. And she didn’t care who knew or what they did about it. 

“Good,” he said. Leaning down, he kissed her roughly. His face was almost twice the size of hers. A giant. She loved it. Loved his strength, his bulk. The incredible animalistic brutality lurking beneath his every action.

Surprised at her own fierceness, she slammed him back against the back of the store. The look on his face made it seem as though he thought she was going to fight him off. But Robin had only the opposite in mind. 

Roughly, she ripped open his pants and pulled out the massive cock waiting underneath. A monster. Already mostly hard, and as thick around as her wrist. Warm saliva rushed to her lips, threatening to eep out in layers of drool. With no ceremony or waiting for permission, she lunged her mouth forward, sucking up the monstrous manhood of this impossibly built alpha god. His cockhead, so thunderously thick, plunged deep down her throat and Robin just kept sucking and moaning. 

She could feel her eyes rolling back into her head, her body pulsing with shivering bliss as she took him inside of her. Nothing had ever felt so good in her life as tasting this man, taking him, enjoying him, giving him everything that she knew instinctively he had been waiting for. 
“Lord,” said Brall, his voice shuddering and almost vulnerable. “Lord, god.”
Their gazes met once more, sweltering the air between them. The locking of his eyes on her forcing new shivers of intimate pleasure into Robin’s tiny, fertile little body. 

There was so much of his cock. More than she could take properly—at least so far. Instantly she began to daydream of a day far in the future, when she had been fucked and bred and owned by him for years, when he would return home from a day full of conquering the worst and most evil of the wasteland’s bad men, and she would reward his hardship with a deep, soulful, loving blowjob the second he returned home. But for now, she took his massive meat in the tininess of her delicate grip and stroked him passionately. Her other hand rubbing along his thick balls. They must have been full beyond almost all measuring with potent, lifegiving cum. Her cunt was on fire with need. She was desperate to feel this hunk’s unearthly seed spreading all throughout her. 

“Shit,” he moaned. “I’m going to...to...”

Robin knew what he was going to do. In her mouth, this powerful animal of a man had been reduced to a helpless muscled mass of need. Her body vibrated with the thrill of knowing that it was her, and her alone, who had done that to him. She knew instinctively that no one else ever had—because if they had, he would be fucking that woman right now instead of her.

The load splashed hard against the back of her throat, shooting down fast into her tummy. She moaned, slurping it all down. Her first blowjob. So perfectly performed, so effortless in her enthusiasm, and all of it so very sudden and surprising. 

He slid down to the ground, cradling her in his thick arms. For several moments she just snuggled deeper into the thick muscles of his body, kissing him and adoring him. 

Her entire world had just blown up, rearranged, just like that.

After nearly half an hour of this intimate cuddling and holding, though, Robin knew they had to get moving. It was a miracle they hadn't been seen already. They were right close to the wall of Temple, and always there were Family warriors making patrols.

“I think...”

He shifted. “What?”

She shook her head, almost not willing to say it. It was too much. So soon. It was the most stark of all possible foolishness. 

“You’re in love with me?”

Her lip trembled. He had just thrown it out there. His fucking confidence.

“It’s all right, you know. You can be.”

“It can’t be all right,” she smiled, shaking her head. “That is the opposite of all right.”

“It’s perfectly all right if I feel it too, isn’t it?”

She gulped, nodding slowly. “Do you?”

“I do.”

“Tell it to me.”

“I love you. I want you to be mine.”

“I am yours. I love you too.”

Somewhere in her mind, she knew the words to ring false. Not because she did not mean them—she meant them, indeed, more than any others she could ever remember saying—but because there was no way, no possible way, to ever make them last.
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TOWARD THE END OF THE day, Case and Troy made their weekly trip to Farner’s tavern, The Smoking Gun. It was outside of the Compound and open to any visitors who made their way into Temple. 

Before Titus died, Case and Troy had gone together amiably for this duty. It was the errand that Titus had used to bring them together and for Troy to teach Case the ropes. 

It was always the same. Troy was the muscle, and Case did the talking. 

When they entered, the Tavern was rather full, as it usually was toward this time of day. Farmers were back from their fields, and traders had finished their trading for the day. A great many men sat at a number of tables, playing cards or rolling dice, and many more just sat and drank, swapping stories.

“Listen up.” Case rapped on the table. “Time’s come for donations to the Family.”

Groans went up in the crowd. It was never good news to be taxed.

“You all know the drill,” Case continued. “We keep you safe. We keep you protected. You want to stay protected, you gotta keep the fund going.”

Troy opened a thick leather pouch in his hands and began to walk around. When the first man he approached didn't pay right away, Troy swatted him in the face with the bag. That was enough. Soon, the bag started to fill, clinking with currency, and Troy walked to the next table over. 

“Now,” said Case, “pay the man so we can leave you nice folks alone.

The Family was set up to serve all of Temple. They earned their income by raiding the surrounding territories and taking land, loot, and women for trade. Family members got first pick of each. Then those favored by the Family—the Kin, as they were called. And then just the normal denizens of Temple, so long as they paid their taxes. 

Anybody could live in Temple, those were the rules. But only the tax-payers would actually receive the true benefits of the protection under the Family’s reign. 

Currency was standard for all of the post-war arena of Texas—pieces of gold, silver, and bronze. Legend had it that the coins they had were forged from the first founder of post-war Dallas, an adventurer who had robbed the old Fort Knox and melted down all its earnings. 

Whatever the truth, the coinage was around now and used widely.

Troy approached the barber and dentist, Hanley.

“I got nothing this week. I’m sorry, boss. But my daughter, Evelina, you know she’s of age. I can send her over later on.”

Case traded a glance with Troy. Troy shrugged.

“She’s a fine looking girl,” said Troy. “I’ll take a look. But we ain’t making no promises.”

A man who gave up his daughter to the family essentially paid off any debt he might owe to the Family for a year. If he had no debts, then he got his pick of more land, more loot, or more women coming his way before any others in the town. 

And so, men had lots of daughters—procreation was important in Temple. It meant more protection, more favors.

In this way, the importance of women in their society had grown and grown. A father had to be good to his daughter, else she might catch the ear of a Family member and his debts might not go away, or he’d get his picks of the share last.

Sons were important too, of course. If a son was taken into the Family, then his entire clan would share his benefits. 

After some ten minutes or so they had gathered up money from nearly everyone in the tavern, and left for a walk back to the Compound. As they did, Troy stopped against an alleyway not far from the tavern and looked inside the bag. He began taking out large portions of coins and stuffing them in his pockets.

“What are you doing?”

“Funds go to the Family. We’re running the Family. Funds go to me.”

“That ain’t how Titus worked it.”

They had taken the funds and put them in a safe, keeping them until they needed them. 

“Titus ain’t around, is he? We got a new relationship. Time for some new rules.”

“Put it back.”

Troy stuffed his pockets once again. “The hell with you.”

Case punched him in the head once, and then once again. Troy stumbled and then tackled Clay, the two of them quickly grappling with one another in the dirt. The money bag flew to the ground, gold sprinkling across a small mud puddle. 

And all the while Case thinking: maybe it was him. Maybe he killed Dad. Might as well strangle him and be done with it.

Someone approached from behind them. Robin.

“Hey,” she said. “You two. Cut that out.” 

They continued. Case's hand wrapped around Troy's throat, squeezing just enough to choke him. 

“Hey!” She grabbed at Case and then Troy, shoving them away from one another. Case was surprised at her strength. “Cut it the fuck out! What are you thinking? You’re in the middle of the street?” She looked around. “It’s just barely sundown. You think people aren’t seeing you? You think they aren’t already talking?”

Troy pushed himself upward onto his feet, crowding Robin. “You need to calm your mouth, little girl.”

Without a single pause, she slapped Troy across the face. “You need to watch how you act, little boy. No one is going to respect you two if you don’t respect each other.”

They all stared at one another for a time. Finally though, Troy walked off, muttering and cursing.

Case was impressed. He gathered up the coin and looked back at Robin.

“Where you been, Robin?”

She looked suddenly and intensely guilty.

“I’ve been...I was...with Abigail. We got separated.”

Case laughed. “No, girl. I meant all my life. Where’s this Robin been?”

“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “Things happen. Changes wake up in people.”

It was no answer, but it was the only one he gave her. 
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THE NEXT MORNING, ABIGAIL moved to the next stage of her plan. She walked to the outer edge of Temple, where the addicts and the booze hounds lived under shambling masses that were less even than shanties, just sheet metal lean-tos pulled up over concrete blocks.

For Brall and Robin to hit it off was delicious. Her initial impulse was to follow in after Robin and thrust Brall’s attention on the dark-haired beauty in that way. But their own desires—like some magic spell rushing through them both—had superseded that notion.

Fine by her. Now, she had to escalate. 

The thought occurred to her that maybe now it would all take care of itself. Maybe Robin would run off with Brall, and Abigail would have Case back to herself. She was the pick of the litter, after all, and he could invoke the right of clan. Or, she could. Women had done it before, in times of crisis.

But no, Robin was a coward. She would try to keep her love a secret for months or even years. After a little while, she might even tell Abigail about it. All the while, married to Case and carrying on an affair with Brall.

All the while, Abigail not getting any of Case’s cock back in her body. 

She found Carthage knocking the shit out of a smooth addict near the eastern water station. 

“You got my money now?” Carthage asked, kicking him again and again.

Abigail felt her blood rise, watching this hulking dark stud completely abusing someone helpless and weak. Fuck, but she was a slut for strength. Feeling her arousal at his actions made what she was about to do so much easier. 

Still, she had a little sympathy for the addict. Smooth was an artificial drug, made in underground labs around the region. Most prominent in their region were the Deathheads—a gang that not even the Cauldron tolerated. 

The drug got its name from the way it left a person’s brain—after enough usage—completely smooth and free of wrinkles. All their lessons, eaten away over enough time and hits. Apparently, it was quite pleasurable, though Case firmly ensured that none of his crew or family were ever on the stuff. Too many problems possible. That didn’t stop them from selling it, though. That trade was an ocean of money to be tapped.

Finally Carthage finished with the addict. He stepped away and picked up a bucket, one wary eye glancing up at Abigail. He sat down on the bucket, his bulky form straining the metal, and lit up a cigar.

“I ain’t ask you to be around here. What are you doing here, girl?”

It was a mistake, Abigail knew, to let her prey set the terms of the engagement. Her father had taught her that well enough. 

That was partly why she had dressed how she had. Tight denim short-shorts molded to her ass. High-heeled boots. Her shirt barely hanging down past her tits, baring her midriff, all of her hot body on display.

“It’s too bad he couldn’t give you a real fight,” said Abigail. “I bet you’re a monster in a real fight.”

He smiled and nodded, chewing his cigar. “I am.”

“You ever fought in the arena?”

“The Temple Arena?” Carthage scoffed. “I find better fights across every inch of the wastes. I don’t need to fight there. I seen ‘em. Don’t get me wrong, now. But they ain’t what I like. All those rules.”

“Sometimes, there’s no rules.”

“Sure. And sometimes an addict pays you what he owes. But I don’t count on it.”

“Fair enough.”

“What you want, girl? You want to talk to me about Arena fights?”

“I want to talk to you about joining your gang.”

He laughed. “Girl, I knew you was crazy. I knew for a long time now. Other fellas, shit. They don’t wanna listen. They wanna talk about how you hot. And you are, that’s for damn sure. But you want to come talk to me about my people? Girl.” He shook his head. “You don’t want to have that conversation.”

“Why not?”

“Because what do you think you gonna offer me? I know you're Family. You gonna take me in, is that it? Your boss dead, they offer you up to me to bring ol’ Carthage into the Family, huh? That’s how it is? It won’t work. I’m Cauldron. For life.”

“That’s savvy,” said Abigail. “I could see that happening, actually. Not a bad play.”

“Except for how it won’t work.”

“And except for how it’s not what I wanted to talk to you about. I said I wanted to talk about joining your gang. Not the other way around.”

“All right. I bite. Everybody listening? You listening?” He kicked the addict again. More blood on the stones. “What’s on your mind, girl?”

“I want to be indoctrinated.”

“You want...” Carthage shook his head. “What is it that you want?”

She smiled. He wanted to hear it all the way? Fine.

“I want the cocks of every last member of your gang inside me.”

“No way.” He shook his head. “No fucking way. You’re crazy. I like you, all right? You got more balls than most my dudes just walking right in here up to me. Especially looking how you do.” He whistled, taking a look up and down her tight, luscious form again. “But no way. That’s an invitation for disaster.”

She strutted forward now, knowing his eyes were glued to her tits, her waist, her supple, muscled torso. She leaned over and put her hands on his thighs, grinning.

“Come on. Why does anyone else ever have to know?”

“Have you lived in this fucking place? Everybody knows everything, and all the time. Don’t give me that. You know why people will know.”

“We’ll keep it quiet. We will.” Her hand slid up on his cock. “You want to fuck me. You know you do. And your boss does too. Brall. Probably he's talked to you about some girl he wants but he can't have. It's me, naturally. And I turned him down for a long time...but I've changed my mind. I want to surprise him with my indoctrination. And once I’m indoctrinated, why...your boss, he might decide you get to use me whenever you want. Wouldn’t that be nice for you?”

“Damn.” Carthage shook his head. “Goddamn. You wild.”

“Yes, I am. And I’m perfectly serious.” She squeezed his thick manhood one last time. It was hard now. Huge, too.  “Talk to your boss. Make the arrangements. Send me a message through the general store. I’ll be checking there every morning and evening.”

And she walked away, smiling to herself. Knowing he was watching the hot sway of her hips, the tight flexing of her short-covered ass, his mind running away from him with the thought of what he could do to her tiny, hot, busty blond body. 
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NOT FAR FROM BRALL’S tent was a training area for the cauldron. It was inside an old gym. The ceiling was mostly gone, one lip of shade in the corner providing some reprieve from the sun. The floor had once been wood, and in parts around the edges the thick boards could still be seen. But mostly the floor had been dug out and cleared away to get to the dirt underneath. 

Brall’s men held knives, clubs, chains. Whatever weapon of their choice. They were spread out wide enough so no one would hurt the other as they moved.

He bellowed a command. “First attack!” 

The men all followed through with overhead blows, stepping into each movement. 

“Second!”

They responded with another movement, swiping to the side. 

“Third!”

More movement forward, swiping up from under. And so on—moving up, down, to the side—and then backward making the same motion. The early part of training was always these warm-ups. The men knew how to fight; they always had. This was just to get them used to hearing Brall’s voice—or the voice of his sergeants—and to get them used to following orders. Later in the training day, he would have them do the more important work: learning positions of attack. Forming up ranks. Mock-battles and studying tactics.

There were more than seventy-five soldiers who followed him, and another hundred attached to those soldiers as whores, merchants, life-partners, or just otherwise hangers-on. Nearly two hundred mouths to feed needed only one thing more than food, and that was discipline. 

So, he trained them. 

A man with a belly full of food and a mind full of chaos was the most dangerous sort of person underneath a leader. Contrarywise, a man with an empty belly and a disciplined mind could be reasoned with—food is coming, you could say. Just follow me a little longer. It had saved Brall’s life in the long, famine-prone journeys in the wastes on more than one occasion. 

Brall felt drained, unloaded, but somehow more full than he ever had been in his life. Sated for the first time since he didn’t know when. 

She’s different. She can take me.

That was always the problem. Finding a woman who could stand up to his desires, his mercurial attitudes, his need to relief every last ounce of stress in his bones and muscles through rampant lovemaking. And Brall had a lot of bone, a lot of muscle, and so a lot of stress that could build up in his body.

He would meet her tonight, this time behind Farner's tavern. A darker place. More time for privacy. He couldn't wait. The only thing that kept his mind off of Robin was training, and so he kept training.

Brall continued the training.

At the side entrance, he saw Carthage leaning against the door. He picked out Garner from the crowd of training men, and told him to continue the practice. A good man, small and wiry and covered with tattoos. 

When he was sure that Garner would do the men justice, he turned to Carthage. 

“Did you get your money?”

“No. Taught him a lesson, though. And I learned something.”

“What’d you learn?”

“I learned who you want. I learned she’s into it.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

Brall would never admit it, but he felt some self-awareness and even embarrassment at the suddenness of his affection for Robin. She was everything to him. She eclipsed Abigail in every possible way.

But just yesterday he had been telling Carthage that Abigail was everything. 

His passions ran deep and dense, and he could not explain them; without being able to explain them, he did not want to be held accountable for them. 

But this was all deep beneath his surface. All Brall truly knew was that Carthage asked about his business, and Brall found no reason to oblige his questions.

“It’s that Family girl, isn’t it?”

Brall felt a glimmer of fear enter his heart. The wrong words whispered around his men would end him.

“What?”

He pushed him out of the gym and they walked back toward the tents, toward Temple.

“Ah, yes now. Come, my friend!” Carthage clapped his back, squeezing his shoulder tight. “You need not hide such understandable wants from me. She is a beauty. A fine, fine beauty. You'd be doing right to make her yours, that’s true enough.”

Brall eyed him, suspicious still. “No one knows about this. How do you know about this?”

“What are you, some double? Some doppelganger stolen in the night to replace my old friend?” Carthage was laughing. Brall’s deadly serious look made him stop. “I...you’re serious? You’ve been talking about her for weeks, now. Weeks and weeks. I didn’t know it, of course. It was always ‘the blonde, the blonde, the blonde.’ But it is her, yes? It could not be another.”

“...no.” Brall shook his head. “The one I spoke of is...nothing. Old news. Not for me. My heart belongs to another.”

“Shit. I don't believe that for a minute. The words you said, friend! The way you romanticized!” Carthage let out another big belly laugh. “There ain't no way she's just been cast aside for some other.”

“I’m telling you the truth, now.”

“Of course you are.” Carthage winked.

“Don’t do that. Don’t fucking do that. You know me.”

“I know. I know. You a man who says what he wants. But sometimes a friend knows better than the man.”

“Not this time.”

Brall had much more to say still. They arrived at his tent, and he was about to invite Carthage inside and explain the entire matter to him, but a runner arrived.

He looked at the paper, grinning slow.

“New wire from those Sooners. Said they made up some time. They’ll be here tomorrow.”

Carthage nodded, and left to prepare. There would be a battle soon, and battle for the Cauldron took precedence over all things. 

And yet Brall could not help but think, with Robin's life in the balance, that some sort of peace could be worked out. Perhaps he would sit down with Case or Troy or whoever ran the Family, and see what terms they could come to, just so long as he could have Robin at his side.
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Chapter 10:
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WHAT ROBIN WAS REALLY good for was accounting, but when the riders were at home, and the numbers were all crunched, her duties took her elsewhere. 

She and Abigail worked on the long driveway leading out into the wastes, just inside the wall surrounding Temple. The driveway led directly into the series of garages owned by the Family in the Compound. 

Robin stood over a tall metal pot set over a fire. The need for this task was regular enough that the fire had its own square built from stones. Abigail had pieced it together years ago using scrap from abandoned houses further out in the area surrounding Temple. The fire boiled pitch inside the pot, and as Robin stirred it around Abigail gathered up scoops of the thick black substance with a long wooden ladle and spread it out onto the drive. 

All through the wastes the men put their bikes on the hardest land around. The tires had to pass over rocks and dirt, bones and metal, scrap and rodents. When they got home, they deserved an easy path back into the safety of the Compound. Titus had insisted upon it, and so it became the law of the land. A strong home was a strong Family. Home life was built on a series of shared expectations, regular anticipation of others’ needs, and no lipping about what needed doing.

But the men were always away, and so it became the women’s duty to perform maintenance such as this. Women also were responsible for patching holes in roofs, for clearing stuffed pipes, for rehabbing broken staircases and walls, for re-insulating houses that had been allowed to decay. 

Robin did not look much at Abigail. She felt ashamed for what had happened with Brall—but also joy. True joy. She knew that he would take care of her.

She could not wait for tonight. She would lose her virginity then, she knew. Finally. To a real man. To a man who deserved her beauty, her body. She would fuck him rotten, and be fucked rotten.

Maybe I'll even get pregnant.

The thought delighted her dreamy, hot young mind. 

All the details were uncertain, now. Her body burned with the possibility of tasting him again, knowing his intimate touch once more. And her mind burned with the possibilities he promised, how their life might be once they declared for one another. The two sensations were in competition with one another. She could not possibly keep up them both and hope to remain a whole person. It would be like launching yourself into a fire with a rocket at your back.

But she didn’t care. It felt so gloriously good to be consumed by something, anything that wasn’t fear. Fear of Troy, fear of the wastes, fear of the world. 

It would mean a betrayal of her family, a betrayal of her values, but somehow that wasn’t as important anymore. She knew he would take care of her, and that she would take care of him. She felt like he would need her. God, the way he had shuddered when he said her name, the way she had emptied him. She knew that she was important to his life now. It was integral to her being, knowing she suddenly couldn’t live without him—and knowing that he, too, in turn could not live without her. Once again, it was difficult to determine which was more exciting.

Abigail leaned against the mop, staring at Robin as she stirred distantly. 

“I have to admit something to you.”

“Oh?” Robin let the stirring stick settle for a moment. Leaning forward, she focused all her attention on her friend. “What’s up?”

“The man I’ve said I’m in love with? The one I see?”

This was a sudden turn in talk, but that was fine. Abigail had been distant all day long. 

“Your mysterious Romeo?” Robin nodded. “What about him?”

“It’s Case.”

“It’s...it’s Case?”

This was even more shocking than Robin’s own hidden romance. She struggled with the sudden revulsion that shook her. Revulsion that centered squarely around the thought of fucking a stepbrother—when fucking her own, Troy, was the worst idea in the world to her. 

“My brother. Yeah. The one...you’re marrying.”

“Right.” Robin had almost forgotten about that. “Right. Yes. I see.”

“He loves me back. It’s not just me being crazy.”

“Of course he does.” Robin nodded. “Of course he does. Why wouldn’t he? You’re terrific.”

Be supportive. Try and understand. Abigail knew what she was doing. What she described was taboo, but Abigail had always been out there. 

God, what a taboo, though.

“It’s just that...now with the marriage, he wants for us to stop. Because of what people might think.”

But Robin’s mind raced. If Robin went to Brall, then Case would have to turn back to Abigail. He’d be emboldened, even, by Robin’s move. Abigail would comfort him. They would be together.

Everyone would get what they want.

“It will all...” Robin shrugged. “It will all work out. I know it will.”

She did not look convinced. “How?” 

“It just...will, that’s all.”

Abigail's mouth became hard, then. 

“Do you have anything to tell me?”

“W-what do you mean?”

“Anybody you’ve been seeing? Anything that’s happened?”

Abigail knew. Of course she knew. Abigail always knew what was happening with Robin.

But still, Robin shook her head. “Nothing. Sorry.” She gestured back to the pitch, and her bag of documents beyond. “Boring life.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Abigail. 

But strangely, she didn’t seem sorry at all. She left soon after, to where Robin did not know.
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AS THE EVENING FELL over Temple. Carthage dragged Brall out from his tent and walked him toward the hills surrounding the town. 

Brall didn't want to go—he was due to meet Robin—but Carthage insisted.

“What have you got, big Boss? Who ain't gonna wait on you? Come on. This is important. You'll like this.”

Brall didn't know to explain himself without revealing far too much. And so, he went along with Carthage, feeling trapped though he didn't know why. 

Robin would understand, he told himself. He'd explain it all the next he saw her. Get a message to her through someone in town. That would be simple enough. And then he'd make it clear—well clear, beforehand—that he was not to be disturbed during that time.

Just a kink to work out. That's all this delay was. And then he'd sink himself into Robin just how he had always needed.

Hell, if they finished up soon enough, he might even still see her. She would wait. He knew she would wait.

He continued to press onto Carthage, asking him what was happening. At first, the big man would reveal nothing of his intentions, but after several minutes of Brall’s demands, Carthage finally gave in.

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” he smiled. “Your girl. We’re going to indoctrinate her.”

“What?”

“I know who your girl is. I found out. Very smart, your friend Carthage is. Now she’ll be yours. Consequences be damned. We are the Cauldron. If they want to fight us, let them boil.”

Brall’s heart hammered with anticipation. He would have her, finally. Robin. His cock in her cunt. All his thoughts of working out kinks felt immediately wiped away. He was going to have her. 

Goddamn, what a friend he had in Carthage. He suddenly could not walk quickly enough to the indoctrination area. 

She could take the other men. He knew she could. And once she had been through that trial of fire, that tribulation of cocks and cum and brutality, he’d know for certain that she was his and his alone. Forever. 

But when they arrived finally in the small valley in the hills, the sand black and torches lit up in a circle to illuminate their dark ceremony, it was not Robin in the middle of the stones.

It was Abigail. Not Robin. Not the love of his life.

Abigail.

She looked like she had arrived early, before the sun had properly started to set past the mud-red horizon. But it was dark now, and all the men were waiting for Brall to arrive.

In the circle now, she was surrounded by six men. Each of them with muscles hard as the land they stood on. All of their thick, veiny members glistening with precum, stroked slowly and sure by helping Cauldron Girls aching for their own taste of the hot, delicious substance contained in every man. The soldiers thrummed with anticipation now that Brall had arrived—they would start soon. 

Abigail got down on all fours in the circle, her tight ass held high. Long blond hair draped to one side, the tips sliding in the dirt. Her thighs were wet already. She may have been a Family girl, but she was still a woman—all those hard, dripping cocks around her was driving her wild.

“This isn’t enough men,” she called. 

A happy grumble struck up among Brall’s men. They all wanted a turn with Abigail. Even if she had not been a Family girl, and so all the more taboo of an offering, she was gorgeous. Positively gorgeous. Possibly the sexiest babe any of them had ever had chance to come across in the past, saving maybe for Robin. She was like an angel, fallen from on high, waiting to be corrupted and destroyed by their sinful ways. Their eyes shifted to Brall, each of them hoping to take the honor of having Abigail for themselves. 

Abigail continued. “And none of your number will be enough, truly...unless...”

Her eyes blazed and rested on Brall. She brought up one hand slowly, like she was composing at a concert. 

“You. I want your cock to claim me.”

Before, Brall had tolerated this exercise. Knowing something was up with the girl, knowing that she had her mind on evil things. It was the way of a mind like hers. But now his mood, always volatile, had ramped up to a strange grinning fury. He could not turn down her request in front of all his men. And yet his heart burned with endless, furious hot passion for Robin. Only for Robin. The thought of fucking another woman—someone so close to Robin, as well—was not a welcome one. And yet he felt trapped. There was no choice in the matter.

If he lost face in front of his warriors, he lost everything. Already, he had waited too long. To hesitate much longer would bring questions. 

Approaching the blond vixen his stance was tall and strong. He took off his vest and then the shirt beneath, revealing the massive musculature that had won him his primal kingdom of killers. Then his pants, his thighs dense and cut with rivulets of defined flesh, his cock half-hard but already more massive than any other in the mob. The Cauldron women in the crowd, previously purring in the ears of the soldiers next to them, stared in awe at his reveal. Muscles stacked high, each one chiseled and hard. Like a statue from old. His appearance struck something primordial in each of them, a distant relationship to the gods they had long ago abandoned for slaughter and hedonism. 

This was so even though almost all in the crowd had seen him before in such a manner—naked and hardening. Their awe was only re-doubled by seeing the force of his nakedness once more. Women stroking cocks stroked them harder, helpless before the power of so much manliness. Their minds consumed with the thought that maybe, somehow, by stroking the cock in their hands hard enough that it would take on the perfect form of the one on Brall which now filled their suddenly vacuous minds. Drool formed at their lips, and all jealousy from the other men struck away by this increase in pleasure encouraged by Brall’s colossal appearance.

Even Abigail was impressed. As if she had to rethink what she knew upon seeing him—this new god in the primitive wastes of the earth. He held her by the face, stroking her downy soft hair. The strands thick and golden, streaming through his fingers like tangible sunlight. His cock pulsed just under her chin, and her breath caught, feeling the stark heat of him against her body.

He placed his lips next to her ear so that only they two could hear. 

“I will make you pay for this.”

But she only smiled up at him. A wicked, devilish thing. “Do you promise?”

She was no fallen angel. She was a succubus, brought up from the depths to torment him. It was the only explanation.

Very well. If she was a demon, he would exorcise her from his mind and his body forever after.

He powered his throbbing manhood into her mouth, fucking her brutally. Enjoying the pained, pleasured moans that she let out. Other men fucked her from behind, pushing her all the way to the ground. Her body contorted so that one man could enter her asshole while another fucking into her tight young pussy. Abigail loved all of it.

Excited from so many watching him, from finally fucking this demoness who had tempted him for so long, he chose not to hold out long in his cumming. He wanted more. He wanted to fuck her body everywhere. He unleashed with a hot, quick series of spurts in her mouth, loading down her tongue and throat with much of his cum. 

But he wanted more, now. 

Exiting her mouth, another man entered it right after, and Abigail’s cum-soaked tongue slid around his cock in a torrent of fever-pitch fellatio. Moaning and cooing for more.

After he came, he was still rock hard. Her body was too perfect. He wanted her again. He’d take her as many times as he wanted. He was the boss, wasn’t he? He was the leader of the Cauldron. He was the fucking king of this town. He shoved a soldier, Garner, back from her asshole, pushing him out roughly. Garner stumbled and rose back up, annoyed, but a harsh look from Brall kept him at bay. The smaller man satisfied himself with stroking his cock on the sidelines, looking on, grabbing her tits and rubbing her back as he edged himself to climax.

Brall thrust back inside Abigail—into that tightest of spaces, her tiny little asshole. It had been spread open already by Garner—but Brall pumped deeper into it still. The cum and precum of the former fucker lubricated his entrance, and he pounded inside her. 

“Fuck you,” Brall grunted. “Fucking...fuck you...”

Abigail moaned with ceaseless enthusiasm. 

That was good. All fine by Brall. He’d fucked girls into loving him in the past. Always, he had worn through them in days or weeks. Tiring them out or getting tired of them. All the better to do it to Abigail—to exhaust her possibilities for him. If she fell in love with him, all the better. He wanted to rip her heart out for making him do this to her. To Robin.

His hands groped up and down her body, joining the hands of five or six other men as they felt up her tits, squeezed her luscious thighs and ass. Her entire body covered over with manly grips. She was made for this, made for abusing and fucking just like this. 

Brall couldn’t hold on. He didn’t want to.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Gonna...yeah...”

He erupted inside her body in a long shuddering orgasm. This one more triumphant than the last—given after so much effort and care and thrusting. Beneath him, he felt Abigail quivering with her own orgasm as her body was overloaded with hot goo, a white flood of perfection that melted right through to her core. Brall, heaving and laughing slightly, slid out from her.

But it wasn’t over. Abigail held her asshole high, even as it dripped with Brall’s cum. 

“More!” Abigail cried.

It was beyond belief. Brall had given her everything he had. Shrugging, he waved on another two men. They would tire her out, soon enough, and she would be indoctrinated all the way. 

The Family would hear about this. What Brall had done to Abigail. It would mean war. 

He approached Carthage, smiling on the sidelines, a woman kneeling and sucking his cock. Miranda again.

“Whenever she’s done,” Brall said to him, “you tell her she’s in.”

Then, he began the walk back to Temple and his tent.

Wars needed generals; generals needed plans. 
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Part II: Lust War
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It was all going rather well for Troy.

Beneath him was a lovely young thing who seemed designed entirely for his pleasure. Just barely eighteen. Her hair red and shoulder-length, freckles on every part of her body. He fucked her furiously, her body bent backwards beneath his weight. She held her shoulders off the ground with strong arms, practically doing a handstand upward into the hard thrusts of his big, meaty cock. 

His room was located in the remains of a former game hall, converted over into a barracks. Troy was one of the few warriors to have his own room. Outside he could hear the other warriors milling about, some fucking their own catches for the day. Deeper outside, he heard the rumble of bikes as men patrolled the town of Temple. 

His room was flooded with light—he wanted to see her, wanted her to see him. Her pale, supple, bouncy flesh so delectable. His cock, enormous and thick, nearly the size of the girl’s forearm, stretched out her tiny entrance and had made her howl with that hot, lovely mixture of pleasure and pain that Troy so loved to hear from women. 

She had cum long ago, nearly at the point of his starting. His cock was just too big for anything else, riding up under the woman’s g-spot and pushing into it so perfectly. More pleasure than she knew what to do with.

Not that Troy cared all that much. He knew a woman’s place. Cumming wasn’t part of it. Enjoying sex wasn’t part of it. Enjoying sex was for the man and the man alone. That’s why it was nothing for him to slap at her meager tits, to tug at her hair, to bend her over like he did and fuck her so ruthlessly. 

She seemed to love it all anyway. That, or the force of his fucking overrode any hesitations or dislikes, plunging her deeper into Troy’s sadistic dreamscape of fucks with every new thrust into her tiny cunt. Her body so frail, so tiny, so breakable. He could see his bulge pushing up in her tummy if he angled her right. The thought excited him. It was too bad she was too skinny to properly bear children, otherwise he might even think about taking her as a mate. 

“I’m going to-to...oh god,” her voice was low and exhausted, pushing into his sheets. “A-agaiiiin...”

Troy didn’t care. For some, an orgasm from a woman was a badge of honor. Something to be touted about with pride. For Troy, it was just affirmation that his cock—and his importance—were exactly what he knew them to be.

But hell, he hadn’t finished with a girl in some time. Why not give it a try. He let himself go, letting his will dissolve, and immediately his thrusts spasmed and jerked in wild order. His cock emptied out, but only on top of her. The hot goo spilling down onto her crotch, her belly and tits. Cruelly, he withdrew as she came, leaving her pulsing cunt empty, the overwhelming pleasure sourceless except for his thick, heavy load landing on her skin. 

She wouldn't have his child. She didn't deserve it. His seed was reserved only for the very best of women. Someone like Robin, say—or just Robin herself. He'd love the look of his stepsister pregnant with his  load. 

He stood over her, catching his breath. She looked exhausted. Troy could definitely wear out a woman. 

Only moments after he set himself down to the rags of his bed, he pushed her away and toward the door. Her skinny frame rolled easily, compliantly. 

“Out.”

She gathered up her clothes around her arms and tiny breasts. Big green eyes shining in the light. His cum dripped down from her tummy, intermingling with the juices from her sopping wet pussy, all across the floor.

“I-I was hoping...that maybe, you and I...I mean. You made me cum so, s-so, so hard, and—”

“Get out. I won’t tell you again.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He eyed the cum she let drip everywhere.

“And get someone in here to clean up your fucking mess!” he called after her.

A few minutes later, as Troy dozed in his heady post-orgasmic fog, someone knocked at the door.

“Come in, already. Took you long enough.”

But it was Pontoon, his second-in-command. Troy had his men, and Case his, and until the marriages were all final, the division between the various forces of the Family would remain. Pontoon was an older man, well past Case's or even Troy’s age. His hair thick black with streaks of gray, his handlebar mustache veteran in the world.

“I was at the Mud Pit with Case. Why aren’t you up?”

“Up? What do you mean, up?”

“Word just came in to Case a minute ago. They said everybody else had been told.”

Bilious rage rose up in Troy’s chest. Left out. Put apart. Not given the news. The same old shit. Was this what he was in charge for? Was this what Case meant when he said sharing the load on top of the Family? 

“Everybody else.” He made a fist. “Been told what?”

Pontoon stepped lightly now. Old enough to know to stay out of an angry man’s way. “It’s Abigail. I mean, she’s fine. More or less. But the Cauldron, they took her. And they made her their own.”

“Indoctrination?”

“Yessir, that’s the whole of it.”

Troy took this news with delight. He could feel his rage subsiding, passed over by intense feelings of purpose. 

“All right.” He stood up and began to get dressed. “You gather up the boys. Our boys. The ones we can trust. No more than five or six, I’d say, not including you and me. We got something to do.”

“Yessir. I’ll see to it.”

Leave him out of the news, eh? Time to make some news on his own. 
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BREAKFAST WAS HARDTACK and whiskey, served on the small table in Brall's tent. He approached it slowly; his stomach was a bit uneven that morning. In truth, Brall felt something he had never felt before.

In the long road on the wastes, there was never a lack for dust running into a man’s face. Wild storms of grit and steel passed overhead, the winds ripping so furiously that you had to take shelter or else be lambasted by the wreckage of extinct cities caught up in the air. Always in the air around these dead cities was the stink of death; rotting bodies of animals and men that had not survived the war and had not yet been completely exposed to the elements so that their remains could be eroded under the wind and sun. After a day’s ride, his enormous body would be thick with grime and dirt, every muscle layered in the darkness of the land. So much so that when he took off his clothing, thick outlines remained, millimeters thick sometimes, so that it looked as though he had been riding through some volcanic waste where the land itself was spraying onto him.

And yet that morning, as he ate his breakfast in the cool air outside his tent, Brall felt dirty for the first time in his life.

Taking Abigail like that. It had been wrong.

Oh, sure, she had wanted it. She had taken every last inch of him with gusto, and would have had a smile on her face if her mouth had not been stuffed full of cock the entire time. She had moaned his name, Carthage’s name; the names of every last alpha stud in the Cauldron that she had known. She had taken eight men on. Eight men inside her. Eight hard, warrior men with virtually limitless stamina and the endurance and strength to ride for days on end so long as their was fuel in their bikes. Men with muscles hard as the engines that took them from battle to battle, men with hearts that burned only with the desire to ravage and destroy, and she had taken eight of them, and had been covered with their cum dozens of times over.

She was an impressive, beautiful little demon, but no less a demon for it. 

In his own heart, his own burning, conquering heart that itself had once wanted nothing more than to ravage and destroy, he felt a fraud. Fake. A liar and a fool. 

He took a long sip of whiskey and then followed it with another mouthful of the hardtack of his breakfast. He wouldn’t have had a drink so early but he felt hungover from the night before. He'd had nothing to drink, but still his emotions and his mind felt wrenched like he had assaulted them all through the night with the liver-eating poison of alcohol.

Cradled in his arms, not even a day before, he’d held Robin and told her he loved her. Only her. Told her he wanted to be with her. 

And he did. That was what he wanted, still. 

His thoughts were caught up with the images of her tight young beautiful body. Holding her beneath him—fucking her mouth and giving her all that he could. The thickness of his shaft stretching out her lips, her throat, marking her as his and his alone. 

Maybe putting her on the ground underneath himself. Sitting on those big beautiful tits, letting her gorgeous body feel the full weight of his body on her. Letting her know he was in control—that he was the one calling all the shots. His big balls resting of her chest, just underneath her chin. Right there for her to massage them with those slender fingers. His cock jamming down into her mouth and then down her throat. 

When he was close enough, he would slide up on all fours, emptying all his passion, all his fury down into her mouth with unrelenting force. Every moan, every aching, heated cry would be a cry for more, no matter how much his cock strained her throat.

Or fucking her. Spreading out that beautiful set of legs and thrusting into her tight virgin cunt. The only man there. The only one. Never belonging to anyone else. Fucking her until she couldn't walk, couldn't move without the memory of his hardness filling her totally. The only time she would ever, ever in her life feel complete—with his cock delivering that completion.

And not just fucking her, but filling her with his child. Getting her nice and pregnant. His permanent partner. Marked by him. Owned by him. Layering her womb with wave after wave of his potent, hot cum. Brall had gotten many women pregnant in the past, but none had survived all the way to term. Pregnancy was hard on a woman on the road he led. But Robin would survive. She was strong. And when he owned Temple, with her at his side, there would be no stopping them. 

He wanted Robin that badly, and yet still some part of him felt false for what had happened last night. 

Leaving his breakfast aside, he stepped out from tent and into the camp of the Cauldron. Only a few hundred yards away were the walls of Temple. His camp, his soldiers, were positioned on either side of the road leading into the fertile town.

He knew enough of the Family to know Abigail and Robin were close. For Brall, a woman was a woman was a woman, and he could fuck any that he wanted. Were Robin to join with him, she would have to be all right by that. She may become his mate, she would surely be favored above any other he took, but Brall was a warrior natural-born and could not be expected to restrict the thriving virile gift of his seed to one woman alone.

No doubt Robin, raised in the family how she was, would understand that. 

But still, that he had fucked Abigail would hurt her. He knew that. That in fucking Abigail, indoctrinating her into the Cauldron, he had hurt the Family—that would hurt Robin more. Somehow, in the hours preceding the gang bang—which had been as much a surprise to him as anything in his life—his heart had begun to soften. Considering what peace terms he might set out to live side-by-side with the Family. 

And then that bitch had ruined it all. 

No way would there be peace now. Not any time soon, anyway. Now, there was too much pride at stake. The sister of the Family’s leader? No way. Not even if they split leadership between the two men—Troy and Case—like Brall had heard.

Across the camp grounds he waved to Carthage. There was a man who could sort all this out. Always with a plan. Always with something smart to say, even if he didn’t look it. Large, black, with a wide flat face that looked like a mountain torn open. A crude man himself, Carthage knew all the crude angles to get things done. Normally, if a woman was indoctrinated into the Cauldron, she was indoctrinated, and that was that. There hadn’t been any sort of turning-back process for as long as the Cauldron had been around.

But what if a woman was sick? Wouldn’t they be obligated to leave her out then? Oh sure, cure her if they could cure her. But the Cauldron was for the strong. Not the sick or the elderly or the weak.

And in Abigail he saw a sickness to be sure. A sickness of the mind that afflicted her every action, that poisoned even the air she moved through. It stunned him that he had not been able to see it before. His idiot lust had blinded him. 

She was crazy, sure enough, and crazy didn’t have a place in the Cauldron. Foolhardy, sure. Brave, definitely. Mean, callous, vicious, and dangerous—all of these had a place. 

But the Cauldron was built on a bedrock of discipline, and discipline had no place for crazy for crazy itself had no place for discipline. 

Carthage approached through the camp, walking through the various shanty tents and tall spiraling piles of wood that the Cauldron used for its signal fires. The Sooner crew—hard soldiering men from Oklahoma that Brall trusted as steadfast shock troops in the thick of battle—hailed Carthage as he walked past. With those men, Brall soon would be ready for war. A few days at most.

Bikes rumbled down the trail. A convoy, most like, though Brall had not heard of one leaving that day. 

Strange.

At the head of the group was Troy—the lieutenant from the Family. His gun out. Brall could see it all happening before it did, useless foreshadowing that preceded the action itself only by moments. Not enough to be heard. Not enough to change anything. Only enough to feel helpless. 

Two bikes rushed forward and knocked Carthage around in the road. Chains swinging out like thunderbolts. A pipe, reading at easily fifty miles an hour, hit him in the leg. Somehow he only fell to a knee, swearing and promising revenge. The next bike hit him in the head. Like clockwork they went, knocking him down. Troy swept by and shot him three times in the back and then all seven of them drove out into the wastes. 

Their bikes motored into the distance and Carthage was left motionless on the ground. Dead or dying. No way around it.

Brall grabbed Garner. A stout man, long burn scars down one side of his face. He was fast and able as any on his bike.

“You bring me a head from them,” Brall pointed to the trail of dust behind Troy and his men, “or you don’t come back here.”

Garner nodded and in less than a minute he and six others were off. 

Brall, though, stayed behind. Everyone understood. It wasn’t just to grab Carthage’s barely alive body and get it out of the road—though there was that. It was in case there was another round of attacks. The Cauldron would need leadership present. There was a protocol to every eventuality.

And whether Garner succeeded or not, there was another protocol the Cauldron was now apart of. With the indoctrination of Abigail, they had hit the Family. The Family had hit back.

––––––––
[image: image]


Chapter 13:
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ROBIN SNUCK OUT FROM the Compound on her own—with Abigail nowhere to be found to serve as an escort (and with Robin certainly not trusting anyone else to escort her)—and arrived at the general store a full half-hour before she had arrived the day before, hoping beyond hope that Brall might have the same idea. They could ease the day away again, somehow morphing the bare minutes of time they had together into hours or even days of full-blast loving. Instead, though, she waited, and waited. Just like she had waited last night.

God, to taste him again...to feel that gorgeously hot spray land against her throat. Her fingers digging into those chiseled-hard abs. Nails sliding into that tight, sculpted ass, tugging it hard so his crotch slammed against her needy face for more and more of his enormity. Her body burned with the need to feel that again.

To feel that, and to feel so much else. To feel him inside of her. For him to be her first. For him to know that she was pure, totally pure, totally his. His little virgin slut, made for him to fuck and own and even impregnate, if he wanted.

God knows Robin already wanted that. Her body swelling and changing because of his seed. Her tits filling up with milk his load had inspired. Her belly pushed outward, a new curve for her brutal stud warlord to admire. Her body gaining that weight, that heft, so that she could withstand his hard, ruthless fuckings even better. 

Her body felt somehow incomplete without that seed now. Without his cock inside her. Without being pregnant just for him. 

She didn't know why he hadn't shown up last night. She could only assume—when she was being positive—that he had been held up for some reason. He must have had a million responsibilities as the leader of the Cauldron.

But a darker part of her mind insisted that she was just some fuck to him. That he told her he loved her just to keep on a string. That he was a brutal warlord, incapable of real feelings like love or trust. A being of pure lust, of pure instinct. But that made her hot to think of, and getting hot made her think that maybe it was all real, that he did want her like she wanted him, that it was all meant to be between the two of them...

The town felt strangely empty, like something had happened. But if it had, there was no one around to tell her. She nodded to the general store owner, Kachen. 

“Quiet today.”

“Yes, ma’am. There was a ruckus outside the walls earlier. I think it spooked everybody. You want a walk home, you let me know and I’ll shut down the shop.”

She took his deference with dignity. “Thank you, Mister Kachen. But I don’t think that will be necessary.”

After wandering through the shop for a few moments, pretending to care about the dry-packaged peach slices coated in “real pacific salt!”, she stepped toward the back, pretending to notice something out the door. It was a stupid charade, and probably Kachen saw straight through it, but she couldn’t stop herself from trying. Just like she couldn’t stop herself from hoping Brall would be there early.

But instead of Brall, it was Abigail. Her lovely, busty blond friend wore her usual tight garb—skintight jean pants and a t-shirt full of holes, showing her expanse of tit flesh to the world. 

“H-hey!” She smiled at her old friend. “Where were you last night? Case was asking about you.”

“You and him are getting tight and tidy already, huh?”

Robin shook her head, face quizzical. She had seen Abigail acting this way before—her stance and her tone. It was the way she talked to men who weren’t Case. The men she thought weren’t worthy to fuck her. The men she thought weren’t worthy to be around her. 

“I...” Robin smiled and laughed, trying to warm her friend up. “If you think I’m super excited or whatever about screwing with what you and him have, I’m not, Abigail. I was a little freaked out yesterday, I admit. But if I can help you, I’ll help you.”

She interlaced her fingers into Abigail’s. A gesture they had made a million times chatting about this excitement or that. To their right, behind the shop, was the long wall that surrounded the town. Bikers could be heard outside of it, rumbling and rolling. The sheet metal shifted and rattled, clanking against the hard concrete underbelly of the wall. This was a common sound and neither of them took much notice of it.

Abigail’s eyes cast down. There was shame, there? Recalcitrance? It was hard to know.

“Really,” said Robin. “I know it’s taboo, or whatever, with him being your brother.” He was really Abigail's stepbrother, but Abigail had never referred to him as such. “But if you two love each other you ought to be one another. No matter how forbidden or anything. I want you to be with him. If we came to him together, we could make him see it. Couldn’t we? I could even like...” she shrugged, smiling wickedly. “I could urge him on to do it, or something. I could tell him what a man he’d be, to be the first one to marry his sister proper. It’s not like you’re blood related. It would be fine.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“Well, not all by itself, but—”

“No. None of it. You’re late to the game, Robin. I put it all in motion already.”

Robin’s head tilted. More riders circled outside, their thunderous vibrations rolling across the wall. They were close, for some reason. The roof of Kachen’s store shook up and down from the trembling air.

“What are you talking about?”

“I know you were coming out here to be with Brall, Robin. Did you think I was stupid? Do you think I am now? I’m not stupid, Robin.”

Robin stuttered. “I-I know you’re not stupid, Abigail. Nobody thinks you’re stupid.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me about Brall when I told you about Case?”

“I-I-I don’t know.” Her shrug was deep. “I just, I don’t know, I—”

“Never mind. It doesn’t matter.”

“Sure it matters. You’re mad about it. So let’s talk, and—”

“I slept with Brall. With all of them.”

Around them, the motoring sounds of the bikers were suddenly gone. All that thunder, all that vibration, no longer around. The words were like firebombs thrown in the dark. Molotov cocktails, spinning and spinning through the air, their contents not quite landed yet. The fire still not catching.

“I don’t understand.”

“I went to Carthage. You know, their big black guy? He’s like Brall’s second-in-command. I went to him, and I asked to be indoctrinated. And Carthage set it up for me. He thought he was doing Brall a favor, I think. He thought Brall was still in love with me. You remember that, right? I guess it’s just normal for you to be what men move onto after they’re done with me.”

“That’s not fair, Abigail. I—”

“—Anyway. I went to their camp last night and they fucked me. All of them. Or, eight of them. But that was enough. It was some time just walking here, I’ll tell you. Those Cauldron boys,” she licked her lips. “They really know how to fuck a woman. All I was to them was just three holes and a pulse. I loved it. Every last second of it. And I loved it when Brall fucked me, too. I think I might keep him. His love for you was so new, I mean. The crush he had on me?” Abigail put a finger to her chin. “That takes precedence. I think I’ll draw it out of him again. It should be pretty easy. He seems to just love any kind of woman he shouldn’t have. You know, his cum inside me felt fucking terrific? I wonder if he got me pregnant. I bet he did. So virile. And you haven't even fucked him yet, have you? Not properly? He'll never knock you up now that he's—”

Robin slapped her. The sound was thick, reverberating around the two for some seconds.

The skin on Abigail’s cheek became red. Her gaze murderous just for a few instants. And then she started to laugh.

“So angry, Robin. And for what? Some guy you barely knew who didn't even take your cherry? I’m your friend. You should be on my side.”

How dare she. Robin couldn’t believe her ears. The way the truth got twisted up in Abigail’s head. It was like words and perception went in one end and got caught in a grinder, all mixed together and tossed out in a mess of cluttered, concentrated thought.

“You should be on my side,” insisted Robin. “Instead you’re just...I don’t even know what you’re doing. What’s your game, Abigail? Why are you doing all of this?”

Abigail appeared hurt. She circled her toe in the dirt. “Maybe it’s because I’m just super attracted to you and I want us to be left alone with each other?”

Before Robin even had time to react to that—and it would take quite some time to—Abigail had slipped her hands around her neck and pulled her in for a deep, scorching-hot kiss. Their tongues melded together easily, sweetly. All the kissing practice they had done in the past was just that—practice. Practice for men. It was nothing for Temple girls to practice their kissing, to make sure they would be good enough for men. 

But this was the real deal, with real passion behind it. A hot, mewing noise emanated from the back of Robin’s throat as she found herself sinking into her beautiful friend’s clutches. 

And then just as soon as she found herself truly forgetting where she was, forgetting all about what was happening, what was said, believing even that maybe Abigail was nursing some big-time crush on her, Abigail pulled away. Laughing. Giggling. That wild look in her eyes.

What the fuck was happening?

“’Maybe it’s all really about me! Maybe I’m the center of it all. Maybe Abby's got a great big ol' crush on me?' God.” Abigail rolled her eyes. “You’re past due for some growing up, Robin. I’ve got my reasons for everything, but I don’t trust you for a minute, and why should I? You want to make every last thing about yourself.”

The words were one thing. But there was real, hot passion in that kiss—the same sort of passion that Robin had felt from Brall. Maybe Abigail wasn’t able to feel anything real without throwing up walls around it, directing anyone who probed all the way ‘round her needs. That way, they were safe. Untouched. They couldn’t be maimed in any way. They couldn’t be called taboo or forbidden. They couldn’t be shot down by people with more power than her. 

“That’s not true,” said Robin. “You know that’s not true. I’m—” she took a breath. “You seem really upset about a whole lot, Abigail. I think a lot of terrible things are about to happen because of what you did. Case is going to be furious. I wish you had...” she stopped, shaking her head. “I wish it had been possible for us to talk about everything before it got this bad.”

“We didn’t.” Abigail walked off. “And it’s your fault, as far as I’m concerned. Deal with it.”
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Chapter 14:
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ROBIN’S TASTE WAS STILL on Abigail’s lips when she returned to Brall’s camp.

She ignored the sweetness of it, the residual warmth that she hadn’t ever felt from a woman before. It was, despite all her posturing, the first time she had kissed a woman like that. Beyond practice. Beyond pretending it was Case—she kissed Robin and kissed Robin, no pretending it was a man. She hadn’t expected herself to like it so much.

The camp was in a bustle. Something had happened. She’d been gone all morning, leaving before first light to get into Temple without any questions asked of her.

Women in the Family were kept, it was true. But they had certain rights to be enjoyed. Freedom to move about the town. Freedom to make purchases on their own judgment, to make repairs at their own convenience, to settle disputes between other women or even Kin, and even if the Kin were shopkeepers or traders. She could do whatsoever tasks she set her mind to doing and whatsoever she thought needed doing took priority. In short, she had free will, within certain parameters. And free will within parameters was most of civilized life anyway, as far as Abigail could tell. 

Life for women in the Cauldron was...different. A strange combination of more discipline and more debauchery. 

First of all, a woman seemed to belong to any man at all unless she was told explicitly otherwise. And a rider who claimed a woman for his own had to forgo extra shares after looting or raiding or any legitimate transactions, to make up for what he was shorting his brothers in pussy. 

And yet even though the women were passed around more freely than in the Family—and seemed incredibly open to being shared and used—they still had their own duties to attend to. The maintenance, repair, and cleanliness of all weapons, vehicles, and structures was left solely to the women, each with a specified task. A woman would work solely on cleaning and polishing guns, and another next to her would work on tightening its barrel or adjusting its sights, and another next to that one would work solely on cleaning and polishing another sort of gun, and so on. 

It was all stratified and decided beforehand, with efficiency as king. If a woman was called by a rider to attend him as he rested, she would leave her work exactly where she left it, and after being dumped full of hot, virile seed in her mouth or ass or pussy, she would return to work with a pleasant smile on her face and the knowledge that her work was helping her men do their jobs.

The organization and discipline surprised Abigail, she supposed, because Brall and his road-worn compatriots did not look—at first glance—like they would thrive on such discipline. But they truly did. 

Brall stood over a table, maps arranged in the open with small stones keeping them in place. His lieutenants were around him, each of them conferring with one another and with Brall in kind.

It was their dress, Abigail realized. Or their lack of it. The Cauldron wore mostly what the Family wore—whatever they could put together. Loose leathers, canvas pants and shirts, buckles crafted from melted down bullet casings and helmets rounded out from hubcaps. The main difference was their black and red patch—canvas again—stitched onto their leather vests.

But the Family had vests, just as the Cauldron had vests. Vests with badges of honor and respect; vests that were as good as anything about signifying who they were. 

It did make them seem similar, though, despite all their differences. She wondered idly how the Cauldron would respond to the suggestion of actual uniforms. Brall would probably love it, as he loved all instances of uniformity to his will.

Quickly, though, Abigail shut the thought away. She didn’t care. These weren’t her people. They never would be. 

Brall saw her sauntering through the camp and called her over. He looked upset.

“Where have you been?”

“In town. What’s it to you?”

“There’s places for women in the Cauldron, and—” he wiped his jaw briefly. “I ain’t getting into it. Nevermind. Just know that you got a job. The Matron was wanting to put you on duty in the garage this morning.”

Their “garage” was little more than a long series of tents connected to the outside of a gym they used as a training area. She didn't do a good job of not showing her disbelief.

“Anyway,” said Brall, “it doesn't matter. We’ve been rounding up the women to get below deck.”

“What for?”

“You didn’t hear?” His eyes narrowed. “You didn’t hear. Carthage was killed.”

“Carthage? Your Carthage?”

“Yeah. Shot down. Right there.” He pointed to the road leading into Temple. 

“By who?”

“Who the hell do you think?” He shook his head. “I ought to string you up and leave you to dust out in the wastes. He was worth a thousand of you.”

She had expected a response. Her plan was, all along, to make Case so incensed that he would force himself on her—perhaps even in public, mmph!—just like Abigail had wanted all along. And in the meantime, she got to hurt Robin, who would spread the message around to anyone who would listen: Case was Abigail’s man, and hell was waiting for anyone who danced with a contrary idea for even a moment. 

Robin had hurt Abigail from the second she hadn’t virulently rejected Case’s offer of marriage. The hurt only doubled when Abigail had revealed to Robin the affair between herself and Case. 

But this response was more than she expected. It didn’t seem like Case to act so quickly. So rash.

“Case did this? My Case?”

It didn’t seem possible. Case was a cautious player of the game, examining all the angles. He would act with vast speed when he had to, but at the same time, suddenly attacking one of Brall’s men was an enormous gamble. Sure to start a war.

“Who else would have ordered it? The men rode through here and killed Carthage like some dog in the street.”

“But you’re sure it was Case?”

“It doesn’t matter if it was that sumbitch or some other. Your Family’s all together, aren’t they? They told me over and over. An attack of one was an attack on all. Well, they attacked me, and that’s an attack by all.”

But who would want a war with a man like Brall?

“Yeah,” said Brall, “you think about it until it all makes sense. Tell me if you come up with something. Meantime, you and me are going underground until nightfall.”

“Underground?”

“We got a sort of bunker. Little secret of ours. Found it underneath one of the shanties when we cleared them away. Ain’t you people ever do any salvaging of your own damn town?”

Despite Brall’s teasing, the bunker was in fact new—built by his men. It descended through an opening in the false bottom of a shack, and was wide enough for three bikes to ride side by side. 

Some minutes later, Brall pushed Abigail down the ramp into the bunker. There were other women and men down there already. The women performing their functions—gathering ammunition and preparing vehicles for riding.

The floor was solid dirt. The only surfaces to rest on had been brought in from above, but there was no stone or steel to support the sides or the people inside. Wood planks held up the earth, sometimes reinforced with a pole here and there, but mostly wood. More of a mine shaft than a bunker—nothing like what the Compound boasted. In the Compound, the lights were pure electric, run by a generator deep inside the bunker; one of the most heavily guarded places in the entirety of Temple. 

Here, all the lights were gas or oil. Lamps and open flames were common, even around the weapons and ammunition. 

Abigail couldn’t be here. She couldn’t be stuck in a bunker with Brall. How was she supposed to go to Case—to gauge his reaction, to make her see how badly he needed to be with her? To know the jealousy she had caused, wasn’t that what this was all about? 

There was nothing Abigail wanted more than for Case to burn for her the way she burned for him. She might have been gang banged, “indoctrinated,” but every cock she took in her was only ever Case's. Every single hot, throbbing, huge meaty rod was his to her. Entering her mouth. Spraying in her throat. Layering her pussy with white hot loads. Emptying into her asshole. It was all Case. All him. She didn't care about the reality—she made her own reality. Everyone did. 

Once she returned to him, she knew that his jealousy would be raging. He'd be taken over with possessive needs. She had little doubt that Case would take her on the spot. No matter who was watching. Bend her over, slap her ass, tug at her hair in that perfect way he did, calling her name and making her call his. He would shove his huge cock right inside her tight needy cunt, where so many other men had now been, but only he truly belonged. 

“Who the fuck owns you?” he growled in her ear. 

“You do!”

“Who is your mate?”

“You are! Oh, my love! My love! Only you! Only you...”

The thought left as unbidden and as sudden as it had arrived. There an instant and then gone again. The things he’d made her promise when they'd fucked in the past—what he had made her say...she would make him live up to all of it. That was certain. She would make sure he never, ever forgot what he had wanted from her. What she had promised that only he would ever hear, ever know, ever own. 

There wasn't a bone in her body that could consider Case ever doing anything else but taking her again. He was made for her, and she for him.

Brall led her through several areas, having to duck through most of them. He was too big for the bunker and it showed. He was too big for any enclosed space, a titan among men. As much as Abigail absolutely adored Case, and loved being with him, even she had to admit that Brall’s prowess as a lover was rather...pronounced. 

They arrived in a small room—again, far too small for Brall—with a table. Papers lined the walls; contracts and maps, pinned with small metal stakes into the wood. 

“Sit,” he said.

She did. Planning all the while. 

“You and I need to come to some sort of understanding,” he said. “You’re crazy as a bat and I know it. I don’t care if nobody else does. And I know that my man wouldn’t be dead right now if it weren’t for you. But I can’t kill you, like you deserve for that, because you’re our property now. Precedent.” He sniffed. “There ain't no discipline without precedent, and as such you can't have good discipline by setting bad precedents. So. We're gonna to talk about how to unfuck your head as best as possible.”

This wasn’t really the conversation Abigail wanted to have. 

“There’s probably a whole lot of men out there hoping to kill you,” she said idly. One finger came up underneath her lovely chin. “A real man would go out and meet the enemy head on, don’t you think?”

He laughed. “Time enough for that later. There’s no worse strategy than an abandoned one. Now, listen. I’ve got a few jobs for you. Things to keep you busy, all right? I’ll even let you choose which one is best for your temperament.”

Maybe she could seduce him, she thought. Promise him herself, and Robin too. That was one thing she had over him—she knew all about his dirty secret with Robin.

“You can’t keep me here.”

Brall laughed. He stopped, realizing that she wasn’t laughing, and then he laughed again. 

“Of course I can. You serious?” He leaned back in his chair. Even sitting, his head was only a foot or so from the ceiling. “Of course I can.”

“You can’t keep me down here like this. You can’t.”

“I can do anything I like, girl.”

“I’ll fucking rip your guts out. I want you to know that. I’ll tie you up by them and see how you like it.”

He shrugged. “Guts are slippery. Easy for a man to slip from. I’d use rope if I were you. There’s better ways to torture somebody. Our man Carbunkle knows them. You want me to get him? You two could have a talk. Hey!” he shouted out the door.

“Stop it.”

He would do it, Abigail knew. All she needed to give him was the excuse. 

“I can get him.” Brall pointed. “That guard there? He’ll get him in no time.”

“You made your point. Stop it.”

“You still gonna kill me?”

“Of course I am. Are you serious?” She tilted her head. “Of course I am. The second you let your guard down.”

“My guard’s been up my whole life, sister. How do you think I run this place?”

“Is it through fucking my best friend?”

“What?”

Abigail smiled indulgently. Now she had him surprised. 

“You’re fucking Robin. I know it and you know it.”

She spread her legs now, sliding her tight jean-clad limbs on his desk, rolling her head back. “Did you enjoy it, last night? Fucking me? You took so many turns on my body. In my mouth, and then my pussy, then my mouth again...” She licked her lips, moaning just slightly. “You’re a real beast, Brall. Even I didn’t think you would last so long. But you came in me more than anyone else. You didn’t need to, though, did you? Not to prove you were on board. You could have walked away after one.”

“I was...I wanted to teach you a lesson.”

“About what a good fuck you are?” She giggled. Legs spreading wider now. “Message received. Lesson learned. Do you think you could own Robin and me both? We could each be on our knees, slobbering over that thick knob of yours, taking it in like it was God. What would that be like for you? Were you trying to fuck me into submission?” A hand came down to her nipple, tweaking it. She was exciting herself, being this way. “Do you want to find out if it worked, Brall? Sir?”

He wasn’t flustered. That was the wrong word for it. But his face had reddened with desire, and those sexy muscles in his neck and shoulders were bulging. He clearly wanted her. 

“You are crazy. You’re so crazy I might even think you mean all that.”

“Come find out, why don’t you?”

She spread her legs out all the way, practically doing the splits on her chair, dipping her fingers inside her slit through her pants. 

“Come on, Brall. Come fuck me again. Robin will never have to know. I know you want to.”

He stood up, approaching her slow.

“How many women have you broken entirely? How many became just plain, boring, predictable little tarts after you had them a few times? I bet they fell all over themselves trying to be complacent and good for you. But that’s not what you really want, is it? Is it truly? Robin’s a good girl, and sooo pretty, but she’ll need to learn to be a little more crazy to be the kind you want, won’t she?”

His hands were on her now. Sliding over her throat, her breasts. She would fuck him to exhaustion. She didn’t care. She could last longer than him—she had proven that just the night before. 

And then she would kill him.

“I could teach her what you really need.” She stared at him soulfully. “Wouldn’t that be so good for you? I bet you’d love that. Two hot babes on their knees...I could hold her head, teach her really how to suck a cock right.”

His smile in response was cold, cruel.

And she knew suddenly that any desire he’d seen on his face—while absolutely real—was completely under his control. 

They were too much alike to ever really work as any sort of couple. Each wanted total control of the proceedings, even if Robin was perfectly content to top from the bottom.

“Know you why we’re called the Cauldron?” His hand squeezed slowly on her throat. 

“No. I don’t care either.”

“You ought to. Considering that’s what you are, now. A Cauldron girl.”

“I am not. It was a game for me. It means nothing. Your indoctrination. It’s nothing. I wanted to get fucked and I got fucked.”

“Really? Is that what your people believe, too? Because they know about it.”

She stayed silent. Thinking perhaps about the same truth that he knew, that the difference between perception and truth was thin indeed, and if a person wanted to stay on one edge of it then they had to be careful never to obfuscate the slightest detail of their lives. 

“You tell me. If I can send you out there and you stay alive, if you can not get strung up like the crazy whore you are, I’ll do it. I don’t want your blood on my hands, though. Got enough blood for today. Don’t need a woman’s on it.”

“You don’t kill women?”

He let his hand off her throat now. Point proven. 

“I don’t. No. Some of my men do. But only when I tell them.”

“So you do kill women.”

“If that’s how you want to see it.”

“There’s no how to it. That’s how it is.”

“I won’t kill you. ‘Less’n of course you make me. Which you may yet. You’re not all there in the head.”

“Maybe you fucked something out of it.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? To blame me. But it started before me. Before I even wanted you. I wanted you because of how damn crazy you were. I thought maybe if the crazy was turned for me, it could be something. But it’s not for me. It’s for someone else. You, maybe. Though I doubt it.”

“Why?”

“I don’t think you’re the type to get fucked by eight men straight just because you wanted to start a gang war for yourself. There’s something else happening there.”

It was for Case, she knew. All for Case. But she couldn't tell him that. She didn't want anyone new holding that power over her. 

“Why, then.”

“Why what?”

“Why are you called the Cauldron?”

He considered baiting her, not telling her. But there had been enough arguing.

“It’s an old sort of pot. Black and iron.”

“I know what it is.”

“It was for cooking, but for big meals. The old ones, you couldn’t break them. They were made to last for centuries. Every type of thing could go inside it, and it’d make one meal. It would cook for the longest time, and hold up under any sort of temperature. Any sort of stress. And in some stories it was made for witches and the like. Magic spells brewing inside. Potions. Black arts. Demon souls mixing with water and fire. All of it held within, and served at the leisure of the maker.”

Her laugh was soft, sort of disbelieving. “And you’re the maker?”

“Girl, if I ain’t him, he better get the fuck out of my way.”
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Chapter 15: 

––––––––
[image: image]


THOUGH ROBIN DIDN’T know it, her own situation was much like Abigail’s across the boundaries of Temple and across again the boundaries of the Compound, in the bunker reserved solely for the Family and its most closely regarded Kin. 

Earlier in the day, outside the Compound walls, a crowd had gathered demanding entrance. They wouldn’t disperse until the guards turned their guns on them and told them to get on home before they opened fire. Anybody that was allowed to come into the Compound would be notified, they said, and the best way to be notified was to stay in their homes where they could be found easy.

Robin had seen all this because it had happened when she was trying to get back in after the altercation with Abigail. In front of the Compound gates and walls there was about thirty feet of cleared space on any side. If ever a person took up space with a caravan or a wagon, the Family would—within just minutes of its arrival—confiscate the obstruction immediately. There were warnings posted all over the walls, and guards always on duty to warn people away, and so they considered themselves justified in this action. 

So, to stay out of the view of the crowd, she had crouched beneath a fallen billboard until they were properly dispersed. And then she entered herself easily, the guards recognizing her. Everyone in the Family knew Robin by conversation, by name, or at the very least by face. It was hard to forget a beautiful face like hers even in the worst of times. She always did her honest best to look as beautiful as possible, knowing her place as a woman—to look as pretty as she could for the pleasure of strong, sure men. 

The guards truly displayed some despicable behavior, Robin had thought. Turning their weapons on the citizen of a place. A citizen these warriors were supposed to be protecting—the whole reason why they were warriors in the first place. She didn’t think you could turn a weapon on someone without the intent to use one—that wasn’t what she had been taught by Titus or even Troy. If you aimed at someone with a loaded gun, that was intent. And the intent didn’t just wash away if an ultimatum was there. It lingered like the bad taste of a rotten onion far past its time. 

Desperate times called for equally desperate measures, she supposed. But it would be nicer if the measures had been more thought out. Desperate times were never that far away in the wastes. 

So, holed up in the bunker, alone in her concrete quarters, she said nothing about the behavior to anyone. 

There, alone in that concrete cube, she was left alone with nothing but her thoughts. This was the worst place to be for a woman like Robin. She loved accounts and numbers because there was always some new way to adjust them. Some new way to approach them that would create a long-term gain as opposed to a short-term one. Or to pay down this craggy debt over here instead of that easy one, and then stack the next few payments so that it would go down quicker. Or allocate the money to spread it all out even, pushing everything down like it was beneath some kind of fiscal press. 

But the defenses of the Compound were well-seen to. All the men knew their job, and the Family was nothing if not prepared for any eventuality—even attacks on their own property. Titus, who was war-born and knew the savagery of man with an intimate reality, made sure of this and had instilled it deep in his children. And even if Case or Troy had let something slip, it had been days only since Titus’s death. Not enough time for any of his old preparations to get out of hand, yet.

God, days ago. Robin ran a hand over her face and then swept her fingers through the thick blackness of her hair. It seemed like weeks. Months. But it had only been days before that Titus was at dinner, laughing and flirting with Sandra. Making jokes about those high-hats in Dallas. 

She didn’t want to be left alone in the confines of the concrete bunker. She didn’t want to be down there at all. She wanted to be with Brall, and Brall alone. Her body ached for him. His touch. His cock. His seed. She felt like drowning in it. Being soaked in wave after wave of his cum until every last one of her thoughts was washed away, until she was baptized in his name. A full believer and worshiper in the Church of Brall. Her pussy tinged at the thought. She’d have to ask him about that if she ever got the chance. What he thought about being called God. About being called Master. Just as a way to get them both off. 

Or, she thought heatedly, as a new way to live her life.

She walked out into the corridor and to the North, following carefully inscribed yellow arrows to the command center where Case paced back and forth around his table. Worry on his thick brow, every heavy muscle flexed with tension. She opened the door without knocking.

“Have you heard anything?” he asked, thumbing through the bookshelves in the corner. “Are they still holed up?”

“How would I know?”

“How would—” he turned, seeing her now. “Oh. It’s just you.”

“Nice to see you too.”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m glad to see you, Robin. I’m just...worried, is all. And I don’t like being holed up here. This the worst kind of being for me, I have to tell you. If I could be anywhere else, doing anything else...doing something...” He shook his head. “Instead we have to wait for them to act, because that’s how this works. That fucking idiot—” he paused. “Shut the door.”

Robin did.

“That idiot. Your brother. I can call him that, can’t I?”

“I wish you wouldn’t call him my brother. It makes me a little sick to think about.”

“You’ve got a tongue on you, sure enough.” Case smiled, but just as soon as it arrived, it fell away. “I could have...fixed it. I know I could have. I wanted to, right away. Had thoughts of how. But then Troy went and did what he did...goddamn.” He shook his head. “What’s the point of having a bicameral leadership if no one talks to one another?”

“Unity, I think.”

That's what Case had talked about when he introduced the idea, anyway. 

“Does this look like unity to you? All my men holed up. All Troy’s men gallivanting around like they’re accomplish something. And the Cauldron attacking tonight, somewhere. I know they will.” His voice became quiet. “It’s what I’d do, anyway.”

Robin had little doubt of that.

“Is there any chance of me getting out of here anytime soon?”

Thoughts of Brall surged upward. Holding her down. Choking her while driving his cock into her tiny hot pussy. Singing his praises while she stroked his cock all day long...

“Not really.”

“I didn’t do anything, Case.”

He laughed. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“If you’re mad at me. I didn’t do anything.”

“Sign of a guilty conscience.” He said, smiling.

“What is?”

“Insisting you’re innocent when no one is accusing you of nothing. What’d you do, girl?”

“Nothing.”

“Ah,” he nodded. “Guilty again.”

“How is someone not guilty, in your eyes?”

“I guess first they gotta not say anything.” He laughed. “And then not do anything. And then die, never having said or doing nothing.”

“It can’t be that everyone’s guilty.”

“You might as well say that it can’t be that the land’s not hot. But it’s hot. All day and up ‘til the night. It’s hot and we live in it. You’re guilty and you live with it. There’s no changing that.”

“So are you, then.”

“Yes ma’am, I am. And I know it.”

The thought arrived suddenly that Case really was attractive.

She could just fuck him, she realized. He wouldn’t mind, most like. Case was a real man. He fucked whoever he wanted, whoever he came across. Abigail didn’t seem to mind that he fucked so many other women—so why not Robin? She could just fuck him to get out of there.

That’s something Abigail would do, but that didn’t make it a bad idea. Abigail couldn’t be caged. 

He was strong, like Brall. In command, like Brall. And there was something deliciously savage about his countenance, his actions, even with all the thought he put into his work.

“Why do you want out so much? What’s out there for you? Your job? You don’t gotta worry about those numbers, girl. They'll be waiting for you.”

“It’s not that.”

“Your girl? Abigail? I’m worried about her too. Don’t tell Troy that, though. He’ll get high and mighty. And I’m pissed with Abigail. But I don’t want her hurt. You got my word on that.”

“It’s...that’s good. Thank you. But it’s not that either.”

He adjusted his weight slightly, sitting down on his desk and examining a map on his wall. “What is it, then? You got a man or something?”

Robin froze up, searching for an excuse. She hadn’t expected to be asked so directly. She hadn’t planned on making anything up. This is why Abigail was so good at misdirection—always contingency plans. 

Case turned around slow. “You got a man?”

“I...” she shook her head. “No. It’s something else.”

He nodded. “You got a man. Listen, that’s fine, all right? I’m not gonna begrudge you nothing. It don’t surprise me none. In fact, I’m surprised nobody spoke up for you before. What happened? It was almost all settled, then you and I got declared, and he got cold feet? I don’t blame him.”

Neither would Robin, had the man Case referred to existed. Anybody in the Family put their life on the line by trying to take something from the leadership. 

“What’s his name?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“So you do have a man.”

Her mouth twisted. “I’d rather not say.”

“Fair enough. You don’t gotta tell me. You don’t have to do nothing, really. But it should stop. And soon. It’ll have to stop by our mating ceremony. Better sooner, don’t you think?”

Tell him what he wants to hear. Tell him anything to shut him up. Let him keep believing this.

“...yes.” She nodded. “No, yes. You’re right. I’m sorry.”

“Ain’t nothing. A girl’s gotta have somebody. It was right unnatural, pretty as you are, staying unattached. I’m sorry I have to ruin somebody’s day for it. But that’s how it’s got to be.”

He took his hands in hers. The palms giant, meaty. Almost as big as Brall’s...almost. Robin knew Brall would be driven wild by this sort of close, intimate touching. He would fight Case to the death for the dishonor of it.

“You listen to me, now. We’re important to this family. The both of us. We’re going to give it peace. You know what’s more valuable than peace?”

Love.

But she said what he wanted to hear. “Nothing.”

“That’s right. I don’t aim to hurt you none, got me? I’m sorry we’re having to start like this. But we’ll smooth it out, all right? You and me. I’ll give you one hell of a ride in the sack, too.”

Robin, the beautiful babe who just the day before had been wildly rutting with the rival gang leader basically in public, somehow managed to blush. 

“You like that, huh?” He stroked her cheek. “God, you are pretty. How about it?”

He dragged her hands down his body. Robin didn't fight him. He was so strong, so confident. Every muscle so smooth and hard. Fuck, but he was turning her on. Soon, her hands rested on his pulsing bulge beneath his pants.

“How's that? You've always been a good girl, Robin. You want to be mine? I'll fuck you better than your other man, that's for sure. Better than any man in the Family.”

Slowly, he took out his cock. Already half-hard and nearly as thick around as her wrist. Drool filled her mouth. Little droplets of precum dotted the head. It wasn't Brall's cock, but it was a cock of a well-hung stud, and Robin certainly had the taste for that now. It was beautiful, so thick and long. She wanted to lick the head clean of all of its precum. It would be so easy. She could have it done in just a few moments. 

“Why don’t you give it a try now? I could show you how.”

She wasn’t sure she wanted that. Her body did—that was for sure. Just the offer made her salivate a little more. Her pussy moistening. Her heart belonged to Brall, and she knew that to be completely true. She only ever wanted to be his, in mind, body, and soul. But the both of them—Case and Brall—were so similarly strong and powerful, so totally male, that it was hard to push her urges down. Even if she thought she didn’t want it, her mind also quickly created thoughts of what it would be like to suck on Case’s cock. To wrap her lips slowly over the head, luxuriating in his dense man taste. To feel her own moans reverberate off his engorged skin.

To be throatfucked like Brall had done to her just the day before. 

Putting me on my knees. My mouth slipping over his member, eyes wide. Tears forming not from fear or even joy but from the soft, urgent pleasurable pain of taking so much inside of me at once. Like the back of my throat is connected to my cunt, and every hot thrust jamming there is a hot hand running against my clit. Oh god oh god.

It would be hot.

“I...no.”

She backed away. Soon, her ass was against the door knob. Case smiled, and, sighing, put his cock back in his pants.

“You’ll have to, sooner or later. It’s a good wife’s duty.”

“I know. It’s just...I’d like to wait. For now.”

“All right, girl. But I don’t take kindly to asking twice and getting turned down again. You hear me? Be ready.”
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LATER THAT EVENING, Case stepped outside into the open air. He took a breath of the hot air, wishing for some reprieve from the heat out in the open air. Sometimes at night the air would cool, but not this night.

God, but Robin had gotten him horny. She really was a beautiful woman. She would make a lovely wife. If only he could have brought Abigail around on the idea. If only he had been able to explain...

A guard, Fenton, approached from behind. 

“Sir, you really ought to stay in. At least until the rest of the riders get back. It’s—”

He waved the man off. If someone was going to kill him, then they would kill him. 

Case couldn’t bear to be holed up for very long. Even in a tight place with a beauty like Robin—who’s gorgeous features only became more gorgeous as he closed his proximity to her—his cooped up feelings intensified as the hours went on. He felt pressed upon, weighed down by the concrete and the earth. It was a disagreeable condition for him.

Trying to sober himself, he thought back to an interaction earlier in the day with Sandra. 

You cannot forget your father's death. I won't let you. 

He shook his head. Sandra really was focused on it. It was a good mystery, but it was a mystery, and Case only wanted to deal in absolutes. 

Sandra appeared to have some plan, some notions, but he couldn't tell what they were yet. Only that she was diving headlong into trouble, and that he wouldn't be able to stop her. He couldn't stop her doing anything. 

Something shifted in the air. He could feel it before anything actually happened. Some momentous turning in the atmosphere. 

And then it happened—an enormous flame erupted from the south side of the compound, hitting the wall. An explosion.

The sound was deafening, and the heat of the night sucked away briefly as all the air outside burned up and inward to the sudden tower of fire. And then a hot, terrible wind as the flames pushed the air back out. Immediately Case's skin began to sweat.

The garage, he thought, a dead feeling emptying his chest. How many were left inside?

Several riders rushed outside, hoping to look at what happened. But Case knew explosions. He knew terror.

When he was young and Temple had not yet been fully tamed, a particularly virulent set of gangsters—not all that different from the Cauldron, really—who had decided that they would run a guerrilla war against old Titus. 

The war had lasted for the better part of three years, finally ending in a shoot-out in the eponymous Temple in the middle of town. Titus had the gangster in charge crucified, not cutting his body down for more than six months. The desert winds and irradiated heat stripped his body to the bone and by the time they buried him the only thing that was whole was his pelvic bone. 

But before they had been snuffed out, the guerrillas loved to use explosions. And explosions never came in ones—always twos. One to get people to look, and the second one to shred them with debris when they were standing up like idiot prairie dogs barking at each about the latest disturbance. 

Case ran and shoved his men back inside—his immense strength able to take care of any reluctance his men showed.

Trajan was beneath him. An old hand, and loyal. “What gives, boss?”

“Shut up and stay down,” Case growled.

A few seconds later, another explosion boomed through the town. This one sounded bigger than the first.

“What was that?” asked Trajan.

It came from the same south side of the compound.

“Grain tower, I think.” Case spat. “And the garage, the first one. Son of a bitch wants to starve us out. What was the guard detail there?”

Trajan knew. “Five riders, boss.”

“Goddammit.”

Five men dead or maimed, that was for sure. Even from just hearing the explosion inside the bunker, he knew it was bad.

Outside the whole town was lit up. It looked like daylight; it was that bright. Shadows danced under buildings from the flickering flames. A man walked down the street, stumbling and shuffling, his entire back smoking. Case could see easily through the dark alleys between all the shanty-built buildings, the stacks of sheet metal and plywood that had been arranged like children’s blocks. 

He had to go help. He gathered two men and told them to gather two more, and so on, until everybody was helping. There couldn’t be a panic. Not in Temple. 

Just as he was about to go through the gates proper, Troy put his hands on his shoulders and stopped him.

“What are you doing?” Case asked him.

“What are you doing?” 

“We’ve got to help these people, Troy. It’s our duty.”

He shook his his head. “There ain’t no duty but survival, Case. Didn’t your Daddy teach you that?”

“It’s what he taught me that’s making me help. What did he teach you? How to stir up a war?”

Troy appeared willing to let that one slide. 

“The more buildings that burn down, the better we’ll be able to fight him. The only buildings we control directly are in the compound. Anything outside of it is expendable. We've got to put out our own fires first.”

“These people depend on us for safety, Troy.”

“They should depend on themselves. We do.”

“We depend on them to pay us. Where do you think we’ll be without their funding?”

“I'd like to see them try to survive for long without paying us. Why are you insisting that everything be fair? Ain't nothing's fair. We already got all the power. All you’re asking for in a negotiation in terms. A fluctuation in prices from time to time. I'm asking for the same thing in different words.”

“You’re asking for people to get hurt.”

“People get hurt all the time. They die.”

“Not today.”

He left Troy to deal with the fires in the Compound. He knew he wouldn't change the man's mind. Let him deal with the Compound, then. Someone had to.

Case helped all he could. Running through the streets. He told everyone to gather on the North side of town with whatever weapons they could carry. Any able-bodied men needed to get on the water brigade and start chugging pails into the flames.

There was a brigade out there already started, standing in front of the flames where they threatened to spread out from the Compound walls and into the rest of Temple. 

Brall was there. Him and his men, doing their part from all appearances—trying to control the flames.

A sick pit rose in Case's stomach. 

The son of a bitch. Hadn’t he done enough? Hadn’t he killed enough of his men?

Rage boiling, Case walked up to him and punched him in the mouth. Brall stumbled a bit, and then smiled. His lip was bleeding. He waved his men off and gestured for them to keep working on the blaze.

“I haven’t had someone hit me like that in some time,” he said. Then his gaze became steely and deadly. “Don’t do it again.”

“You started this fire.”

“I did not. But I can see your point.”

“What do you mean, you didn’t? I don’t care if it wasn’t you personally. It was you, what you did to my—to Abigail. That started this. You, you, your hand, started this fire.”

“I don't have to explain anything of myself to you. Not a thing. I didn't start this fire. And now I’m helping to extinguish it. Do you want me to leave?”

Case's fists tightened. The one still stung from bouncing off Brall's face.

“I want to punch you.”

“You can fight me, or we can get these folks out of there. What do you think?”

He was right, damn his bones. Right to the core.

“I think we can fight later.”

“Good.”

They worked together then, the rest of the night. Slopping water from one place to the next. When they finished, the embers burning down low, Case tried to find Brall again—now he would fight him.

But Brall was gone into the night, and his men with him.
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ABIGAIL SNUCK UP BEHIND the guard posted at the end of the long underground hall. She could seduce him, but that took a long time, and she was in a hurry.

She had been gone for too long from Case’s grasp.

There was a pipe in her hands. She swung it hard over his head, and he collapsed with a crash. It was possible she had hit too hard—that he wasn't unconscious, but dead.

She didn’t care. Nothing mattered. Nothing but being with Case.

It was this simple truth that had allowed her to do all that she had in the last forty-eight hours. Robin and her friendship didn’t matter. Family didn’t matter. Starting a war didn’t matter. Having eight studs fuck her brutally giving her orgasm after brilliantly perfect orgasm didn’t matter.

The only thing that mattered was that at the end of the day, she was wrapped around Case’s body, giving him the love he so clearly deserved. And in doing so, finally, he would give her the love she so clearly deserved.

Chaos was the best way to accomplish this, that was all. The structure of Temple, of the Family, had been in her way. And now, soon, it wouldn’t be. With no stupid expectations from society hanging around, she could fuck her brother just like she was meant to.

She knew a secret way into the Compound via a sewer tunnel outside the walls. It was a secret way—known only to herself and a select few others. She had to crawl through a series of busted pipes, with all sorts of nastiness getting on her as she worked. Finally, when she exited, she traversed up to her room and showered, changing clothes, so that when she met Case again she would do so looking lovely. 

She did not have many dresses, but she wore one then. It was a light rose color, the neckline scooping deep just above her nipples. Her braless tits bounced happily as she imagined Case's eyes on her. The dress clung tightly to her hips, the hemline well above her knee, showing off every part of her busty young blond body. 

It was close to dawn now, and a great many men were still dealing with the fire at the Compound's perimeter. Bikes had been drawn out from the garage and put in rows—those working, those not working. With so many occupied, it was simple to sneak into the bunker and find her way to Case's room. 

Once there, she found Robin and Case there already, speaking in what Abigail knew already was some conspiratorial, lover's tone. That fucking bitch had already moved in on her man. Abigail's rage began to slide upwards, taking hold of her throat.

“I don’t get it,” said Case. “He started the fire. Why would he help put it out?”

“Why did you kill his man?”

“I didn’t. That was Troy.”

“You didn’t stop Troy, though.”

“No. I couldn’t. It ... it got out of hand.”

“I wonder how many people will say that during this war? I wonder how many sides?”

They looked intimate. Close. She watched as Case’s hand came on Robin’s shoulder. Case looked closely at Robin, doing that little shuddering sigh he did when he was exhausted but horny. His eyes firmly affixed on Robin's breasts in her tiny blouse, the slick wetness of her luscious lips. 

“I could really use some release, Robin. And with you taking the job, I really need to know that you can stand up to what I hand out.”

Abigail saw, she saw, the way that Robin's eyes lit up at the offer. Of course, Case noticed it too. His hand dropped to her nipple and began slowly to rub the erect flesh between his fingertips. Robin let out a soft moan, her hands coming up against Case's chest. All that muscle, so thick and hard, made for pummeling women like the toys they were born to be. Robin was so beautiful, and Case so incredibly virile. She would get pregnant right away. She'd be Case's perfect little cocksucking wife. Abigail could see it in Robin's face already, the parting of her lips, how her hands dragged down to Case's abdomen.

Case leaned in and kissed Robin slow. She turned away, but Case found her again, locking his lips to her. Robin, a good girl, began to kiss him back. Her jaw working against his, hands sliding around his muscled torso.

No.

Abigail’s entire being thrummed with rejection, and she burst into the room, eyes wild. The two parted at her sudden entrance.

“Abigail?” Robin exclaimed. 

“What are you doing here?” Case asked.

“Don’t touch her,” said Abigail. “She’s...she’s unclean. Tainted.”

Case snorted. “You’re one to talk.”

Abigail ignored this. He would understand later. She would make him understand. 

“Robin and Brall, they—”

“Abigail!” 

Robin was shocked. Her face reading full betrayal. Abigail didn’t care.

“Those two...” Abigail smiled. “They were together.” She could see that Case didn’t understand. “Two days ago. At the general store. They fucked like rabbits. I even heard Robin tell him that she loved him.”

Case turned to Robin. “Is that true?”

She looked away, sullen. Was it because she was exposed, or because she hadn’t gotten to suck off Case? Either way, Abigail felt glad to see her hurt. Robin was not allowed to give Case pleasure.

Robin's voice was very quiet. “Yes.

“You just don’t stop, do you?” He shook his head. “I see it now. You started all this. And for what?”

“For you, Case. Because I want us to be together again.”

His face suddenly was stoic—a warning sign. “We are not alone, Abigail.”

“She knows already. I told her. She doesn’t care. I want you. I thought she wouldn’t get in my way.”

“I won’t, Abigail!” Robin tried to step forward, but Case held her back. “I won’t, but you won’t let anyone help. You’re so impatient, and—”

“Quiet.” He turned coldly to Abigail. “I don’t want to see you again after this.”

“What?”

“You betrayed us, Abigail. All of us. You set all of this in motion. You’re dead to me. Leave now, before I have someone lock you up.”
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AN HOUR LATER, TROY entered Robin's room and sat down in front of her with the chair-back in front of him, under his hands. His fingers dug into the wood, warping it this way and that. He enjoyed breaking things. Any last thing he could get his hands on.

“I’m disappointed in you, sister.”

“I’m not your sister.”

“Ah.” He smiled. “Another disappointment already. Denying me. And me being the only real family you’ve got left.”

“I have family. I have The Family.”

“Do you now? And do you think you’ll still have them when each and every one of them knows where you’re wandering cunt has been off to?”

She had no answer for that.

Guilt ravaged her mind. Guilt for betraying the Family. Guilt for betraying Abigail by kissing Case. Case had kissed her, to be sure, but after a few seconds she had kissed him right back. She couldn't help herself. She was only a good girl, after all, and Case was such a fucking hunk. 

“We can always find other girls, Robin. Other girls good with numbers, even. You’re good, for sure. But how good you are don’t rank that high if you’re fucking men outside the Family. Men contrary to the Family, especially.”

“You can’t tell me who to sleep with and who not to.”

“You’re right. I can’t. But I can tell you what will happen if you keep going down on this path.”

He stood up and took her hand, placing it on his cock through his pants. It was hard already. Bulging. So big. 

Big like Brall's. Not as big...but...still...so, so big...

It throbbed underneath her touch. Robin felt like she was hyperventilating, but her breaths were calm. Even. Measured. Why did her soul feel like it was swallowing madness when every thought came to her so cool and clear? She felt drugged, though she knew she hadn’t been.

“What is it that you want to happen?”

Troy rubbed her hand up and down for a moment, reveling in her touch. Robin didn't pull away. She wasn't sure she wanted to. She was so cock-crazy lately that it was impossible now to just move away the second that she touched one. Even if it was Troy's.

“I want to make sure you can’t get away from us anymore. I want you marked as ours. In the same way they marked Abigail for theirs.”

Indoctrination. Gang bang. 

And no doubt Troy would involve himself in the proceedings. He would fuck his sister, just like he had wanted for so long. Now she pulled her hand away. Troy, grinning, did not stop her. 

Robin blanched. “That’s...barbaric. We mate in the Family. We don't indoctrinate. Why wouldn’t you just marry me to Case?”

“This was Case’s idea. He wants to send a message. He wants to use you to do it.”

Case...send a message? But this sounded nothing like him.

Crazy. Everyone was going crazy. Abigail was off back to the Cauldron with Brall where she didn't want to be. Robin was going to be fucked by Case and probably Troy too—and why was her cunt quivering with lust at the notion? Did she want that? 

“You can do it or not, girl. But there’s more than just you at stake, whether you like it or not. And if you don’t want it, we’ll lock you up in a cell so dark that a match would be like a sun.”
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IN THE MIDDLE OF THE Family Compound there was a yard. During cool weather they would sometimes hold picnics there. Thick, stout tables delivered onto the grass with all manner of sandwiches and barbecue and moonshine served out. It would be a time for the Family alone, no citizens of Temple or even Kin allowed. There would be great laughing and feasting and come the night they would dance and play games until almost the sun was up again. So many of them died, and all the time. There were so many causes to go around, and most of them not even violent. Sickness, radiation, accidents, and even infection were all common and all commonly deadly. This was as much cause as any needed to celebrate among their own. Hoisting their heads to the sky and yelling out, daring whoever was listening to come take them that night.

Now, placed around the grassy square were several torches lighting the area. Their flames were thick and almost waxy in their appearance, pushing out heat and light into the darkness of the night. The illumination in the square was absolute, free of shadow. Robin stepped inside it, her robe still clasped around her neck. The grass cool under her feet. With the torches burning so bright she could see easily everywhere in the square, but the light above her—the stars and beyond—was obfuscated and out of sight. All the space outside the torches was in shadow and darkness. Occasionally she would catch a spare sight of a face or a torso, but it was all momentary. She did not need the sights in any case. These were people she had grown up amongst and she knew their presence by intuition alone. She knew that in the far north corner was Hicks with the moonshine belly, thick and covered over with his dense red hair. She knew that next to him, then, would be his mated woman Kelsey, who was a few years older than Robin and who used to give her advice on how best to sew up her pants when she tore them. 

Across from Hicks was Calcutta, a tall brown man whose brown dome of a head had been a subject of much fascination for Robin when she was growing up. Just behind Robin was Greeneard, the small man whose height only barely made him tall enough to be able to ride. He’d had a custom bike for several years before it was destroyed in a raid not more than nine months before. 

And now, approaching Robin in the square, was Case. Handsome, strong Case. Clean of chin, his eyes blue and probing in the torchlight.

“Are you ready, Robin?”

His voice was low. Perhaps not everyone had heard him. She understood his intent—this could be a gentle thing. Not quite the brutal, taxing affair that no doubt Abigail had put herself through. 

But Robin knew the real truth. If it was gentle, if it was at all loving, then she would be under suspicion forever by her own people. They would never be able to take her seriously. They would never learn again to take her into their confidence, and if nothing else, Robin had been raised for the Family. She could not let them down. 

Her voice was clear and loud. She wanted everyone to hear her. “Take your pants off.”

Case hesitated. Emboldened now just by the act of deciding, she undid the clasp around her neck. Her beautiful naked body was revealed to the entire crowd. Her delicate nipples already completely erect. Her legs long and sinewy, her torso slender even though her hips were wide and ready for child-bearing. Long hair draped nearly to her ass, her only covering.

“Take your pants off,” she said again, “and take what you’ve claimed.”

I can pretend he’s Brall, she told herself. Every last one. Wasn’t that enough to get her wet? To make her enjoy it? She could pretend every last one of the men was Brall. 

That was a thought worth having. Four, five, six, seven or even eight Bralls, gathered around her. Touching her body. Forcing her down, forcing her on their cocks. She would relish the opportunity.

But she was already wet anyway even without that fantasy. She couldn't deny how excited she was to think of so many cocks inside of her. Brall had unlocked a lust in her for men that would never again be denied for long. 

Case quickly took his pants off, not able to lose face in front of his men. As soon as he did, Robin took her hands around his cock and began to stroke. He was of a goodly size. Thick. Her hand barely able to fit all the way around it once he began to harden all the way. 

Some part of her loved that Abigail must have hated this. She didn’t want to be spiteful, but the spite was there whether she wanted it or not. Slowly, her lips slid up over Case’s cockhead and she sucked him down. Lovingly, almost—even if it was just the love of a cock in her body. The love of thinking about Brall’s cock sliding deep inside of her once again. Her big eyes remained closed, careful not to look up at Case’s ruggedly handsome face, to see his expressions as he oohed and ahhed while she sucked harder and harder. 

Another man now approached her from behind. Robin didn’t know who it was—except that she knew to her, it was Brall. All of them Brall. His hands were rough, digging deep into her backside, and his cock already trembling and hard. 

But he, whoever it was, hesitated. “Should I go now? Or...”

She moaned in affirmation. Now. Do it.

He needed no second encouragement. His cock slipped into her sopping wet pussy, finding an easy entrance there. Her virginal resistance easily pushed aside—lost in almost an anonymous fashion. It would be lost again and again all night long. Her body so young and lithe and shapely. Practically made for serving cocks like this. 

The boldness of the man who entered her cunt encouraged yet more men to come forward. The began stroking themselves around her face, over her body. Working themselves like she was some altar of fuck that they needed to offer up their sacrifice of sperm to. It was lovely. It was amazing to be able to encourage this much lust among men. It was, she realized, part of what she had been made for all along.

Case trembled in her mouth. His balls surging forward against her face. She remembered how it was from her encounter with Brall—he was going to cum soon. She thought of Brall, wishing so desperately it were him. Hoping it would taste like him so she could continue in her fantasy.

Case delivered his load down her mouth, his muscled abdomen pulsing against forehead and cheeks as she took all of him into her. All that gooey, hot warmth sliding down her esophagus and into her belly. It was filling. Not quite as good as the day before, but an immense load nonetheless. 

And now that he was done, Troy approached and pushed Case aside.

“You’ve had your turn,” he said. “Take a new side and let someone else at her.”

Of course this was coming. Robin had been expecting it. Case’s seed still dripped down her mouth. Looking at Troy, she wiped it off onto one hand and then licked it up, moaning as the whoever-it-was fucked her from behind. Apparently the sight of her licking up the cum was too much for one of the men jerking off over her body and he came wildly all over her back. She giggled and moaned again, playing up her pleasure.

It felt good, that was certain. She was being fucked. She was a woman. Women felt terrific when they were adored and fucked by so many men at once. But all the same, she played it up more for Troy, acting rapturously, her face mature and completely adult.

What Troy wanted was a scared nymph, perfectly good at fucking but also perfectly afraid of his strength and position. Robin knew that. She realized suddenly that she had always known that. It was just that before, she had been scared of Troy. 

But look at how easy it was, she thought, to not be scared. To just take whatever he decided he would give her without any fear or hesitation. Troy had no idea what to do with that. She could see it in the way he began to slow as he unpacked his cock from his pants. Case moved whoever it was from her cunt and then re-entered her from behind, his cock still hard. Or hard again. Robin was causing so many boners she could hardly be expected to keep track. Still, Case was surely quite a man to be fucking her again already.

“Come here, then,” she moaned, sliding her hand around Troy's cock. “Fuck me hard if you’re going to fuck me.”

Her actions on Troy were driven by spite, she told herself. Spite, and spite alone. She held no deep-seated attraction to her stepbrother. She didn’t imagine sometimes at night what it would be like if he fucked her, took her, even forced her. And even if she did, those were all just fantasies, not the reality she faced now. In reality, she despised Troy, and would prefer him dead. 

But if they were going through with this farce, by god she was going to make it a farce to remember. She wanted to leave no doubt in their minds that she was as dedicated to peace, to Temple, as anyone. 

The second her lips suctioned around her brother's thick, hard cock, she pushed herself forward. Her cunt sliding forward also, moving off from Case’s cock. But Case was lost in the movements of their harsh fucking now, and drove himself deep inside as she pushed forward onto Troy.

She sucked him aggressively, almost needfully. Her body brimming with pleasure from Case's hard, furious fucking. She could feel her orgasm approaching—and Case's too. And Troy's. They would come together. They would bring the Family together like this, cumming unanimously if they could agree on nothing else. 

Her ball of pleasure roiled in her stomach, turning and turning, faster and faster, until Case unleashed his load right up into her g-spot. It was too much sensation, and she came, slurping down harder than ever on Troy. He seemed caught off-guard by her wanton enthusiasm, Troy, and unloaded down her throat, the slick hot load of his balls joining Case's down her throat and belly. 

Slowly, taking their time, rubbing their hands over her body, the men withdrew. Others slowed their jerking sessions. Surely, they thought, it was done now? They had made their point. 

Abigail was smart, Robin realized. When you did something like this, when you let men own you as completely as possible, they thought they had power over you. And in that power, they ignored what you would do next. They began to take you for granted. And for a girl like Abigail, a smart babe like Robin, that was the most dangerous thing in the world.

“More,” she called out. “Give me another. I want more of these studs inside me. Give me every last one.”

They came. Cum-soaked and not yet filled to her capacity, Robin grinned and moaned and called them forward with lust in her eyes and desire burning bright in her heart.
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Chapter 20: 
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HOURS PASSED WITH ROBIN filled again and again. On the ground, then, all the men finally done. Her body exhausted. Even her thoughts vibrated in the after-fuck euphoria. Women picked up their mated men and helped carry them home. Robin smiled at the sight. 

Took their legs from them, she thought. Too much for them.

It was rather delicious, wasn’t it? Knowing what she could do to them if she wanted. It was remarkable to her that she had never bothered really to try before. All this time, she had been living under the impression that it was truly the men with all the power in Temple. But the men needed the women to fuck and to breed. To keep the home going. Oh sure, Robin loved giving in. To Brall especially. But it was something else entirely to know that her beauty, her sexuality, would inspire such a shockwave-like effect on the entire community that she had grown up with.

Slowly, a plan started to come together in her mind. A plan to leave her with Case. To take care of Abigail. And to leave this mess in the state that Robin wanted. 
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Part III: The Big Gang Theory
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As evening fell, the young beautiful women were surrounded by the seeming legion of huge, musclebound studs. Apocalyptic soldiers, wasteland warriors whose only purpose in life was to ravage, kill, and loot. And to rut, of course, with enormous cocks all bursting with the need to flood the women's pussies with lifegiving seed.  And they had the young beauties totally surrounded. There was nowhere to run. Nowhere to go.

Gorgeous female bodies, naked already in the dim light, thighs glistening with the taint of arousal, shook with anticipation as the men approached. 

The men all were naked as well, or near enough, their cocks exposed and hardening. Sometimes other women stroked these studs to get them harder, cooing in their ears about how exciting the ceremony was to prepare the men for the primal dance with the beauties in the middle of the circle. 

In that circle, the lovely creatures knelt down, their souls thrumming with the lustful tones of the night. The combination of their own heavily aroused thoughts, their sweet wistful moans of desire, the aching sighs of the women watching but not participating, and the heated breaths of the approaching men created a vibration that felt as though it pulled in the entire universe. Even the divines must bear witness, in such a ceremony, to the unfolding drama of lust. The beauties got on all fours next to one another, right in the center of it all. They would be taken all at the same time. There was no stopping it. 

But they didn’t want to stop it. Surrounded by thieves and murderers, looters and pillagers, what these gorgeous women wanted more than anything else was to be filled completely, again and again, their tight bodies stuffed until dripping with the avalanche of cum that these men could unleash. 

There had been a war in the town of Temple, and all over a woman.

No matter what, this savage ceremony was going to end it all.
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Chapter 21:
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IT DID NOT SEEM RIGHT to bury Carthage at the Temple cemetery. The man had never liked the town. It was a struggle just to get him to agree that it was a place worth establishing underneath the Cauldron—a home base for their future operations of conquest in the wasteland. But there were plenty of hills around Temple and plenty of ground worth digging in, and Brall’s men found a spot worthy of a man like Carthage after just a little time. 

It was early in the morning, just past dawn. The sun dripped upwards on the horizon, blood red in the mud of the sky. Everything was hot, and long sheets of sweat had dripped down Brall’s brow since he woke. More sweat came still after he dug out the grave for Carthage, working mostly by himself. He did not need a break. Brall was a large man, and by the time he was done digging, it was nearing noon and he had made a hole as tall as himself. Garner was outside of it and helped him out and up. 

“We would have wetted the ground for you,” said Garner. “Made the job easier.”

Brall shook his head and shoved the man away. He didn’t understand. There was a cleansing to effort. You could imagine the soul somewhere in your chest. And so in the way that hard work burned at your lungs, a man might imagine it burns also at some part of what tainted the core of him.

Nothing felt right. Nothing about this. He was in a war and it all felt wrong. Even the feeling of wrongness felt wrong—war—conflict—in the past had always been where Brall felt irrevocably right.

Somehow, he knew it all went back to Robin. God, he wanted her. 

The last woman he’d had was Abigail. And even though she was perfectly hot, those big tits, that tight body, that long hot mass of luscious blond hair, she still wasn’t Robin. All Brall wanted was Robin. He did not care how. He did not who had to die for it. He just wanted his woman and he wanted her now.

Garner walked away, but now approaching was Miranda—Carthage’s girl. Petite, brown-hair, light blue eyes and a phenomenally balanced set of tits. They were perched appealingly in a tiny, tight leather vest. Brall looked down at them, leering openly, cock shifting. Even at a funeral, his friend’s funeral, he could not stop his body from knowing how full well he could dominate any old pussy he came across.

“Thank you for burying him,” said Miranda.

He shook his head. “Nothing to do for you.”

“Thank you all the same.” She minced slightly, one leg and then the other. 

“What do you want?” asked Brall. “Ain’t you got work to do?”

Miranda shifted again. She clearly wasn’t used to talking back to Brall. Women in the Cauldron weren’t used to talking back to men, period. Women had a purpose under the Cauldron, but it was all for tasks. The infrastructure of the gang. Not a lot of thinking or talking. Women were prizes, not speakers.

She looked down at the grave that Brall had dug. And then she looked at the body of Carthage on the wagon nearby. He was covered entirely by a dark tarp; his death, like so many in the wasteland, had been a brutal one. There was no sense in looking at the stark, mean remains of his body. 

“This war has gone on long enough,” she said softly.

“War? This ain’t a war. This ain’t even started.”

“Then don’t let it. You can stop it at any time. You can. You know you can.”

“Stop?” He laughed bitterly and shook his head. “Blood needs blood. That’s how it’s always been.”

She pointed at Carthage. “Where did that get him?”

What he heard from her was something he had not heard from any woman besides maybe Abigail—anger. And not just anger, but righteousness. She didn't have any doubts. She really did think the fighting had gone on too long.

That sort of thought was anathema to Brall. There was nothing to life except fighting. You fought, and fought, and when you were done you had either been killed or wasted away. That was all there was. If there was something else, it was as outside of him as the stars were to the dust-covered land he stood in now.

“Carthage knew our way,” said Brall. “He wanted that kind of end, believe it or not. Maybe not so soon. But that’s how he’d want to go.”

“And what is it you want, Brall? Do you want a war? Really? You want to see more men die? Or do you want something for yourself?”

She left then, dropping a few gathered flowers at the foot of Carthage's grave. His anger was rising and it would take a fool not to see the incumbent rage for what it was. 

He wasn't angry with Miranda. He was angry with the Family, angry for his friend's death. But as he continued with the day’s work, sliding his friend into the grave and then burying him down, his head filled with Miranda's words.

What is it you want, Brall?
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Chapter 22:
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THE MORNING AFTER ROBIN had been filled—utterly—by all the worthy and strong male studs of the Family, she was in her room in the bunker again. Hostilities had not ceased with the Cauldron, and as a valuable commodity—a beautiful, fertile woman—she was to be protected in the safest of all possible environments. 

Of this—being treated like property—she had little opinion. That was the way it had always been. Why change it now? It was enjoyable, in a way, to be treasured and admired for what she possessed by birth. She had been raised to believe this was how it should be. 

But at the same time, her heart sung with rebellious thoughts. She wanted Brall. Was that possible anymore, at all? She thought not. She thought perhaps he was too proud a man to take someone who had been fucked like she had last night. And that made it all the more unfair for her—it was good, what happened last night. Case’s cock. Troy’s cock. Everyone’s cock—she had been born to take a fucking like that. Her tight, firm body was ready for another, even now. 

If anything, she felt more equipped to deal with a super-stud like Brall than ever because of what she had been through. Her plan was still formulating, but she knew that if she could just speak to him for a little while—somehow, some way—that all the pieces could fall together in the right order. But she was stuck in this stupid bunker, far from the man she wanted. The man she loved. 

Did he love her? Could he, still, after what had happened? Her heart shook with anxiety. 

It wouldn’t be fair of him to reject her because of what she had done, what she had loved. But that’s how men were in Temple. That’s how men were in the wastes. If you weren’t their special pretty dirty princess, and theirs alone, they got all up in arms about morality. 

And that hurt her too—because as much as she had loved taking every last cock she could find last night, practically bathed in layer after layer of cum, she would been perfectly happy curling up underneath Brall's feet for the rest of her life, suckling mindlessly on his cock whenever he had need of her. 

Events had conspired against her. 

She stood over her bed, working over a ledger she had for the supplies for the next month. The Family would be well-stocked for the coming conflict, but she didn’t know if they would be able to hang on long with the Cauldron waiting outside to attack at any time. The Family's compound was secure, but the areas outside the compound—the town of Temple itself—was very much not. There was no easy way to keep the Cauldron out. 

Now that Robin had been made a proper part of the Family, she had her own leather vest. It was slender, but tough, like her. A patch with the Family seal was on the top left, on one shoulder. She liked the vest. It went well with the tight white shirt she had, displaying her globular tits, the skinny leather pants that shaped her long legs and framed the luscious shape of her ass. She thought she looked tough—but hot, too. It was important to look hot for the men in the Family, for men generally, even still. 

She had spent her whole life making sure she was pretty enough—her thick dark hair coiled in a small bun above her head—and she wasn’t going to just stop now. After all, Brall might come around. 

He might. 

There was a knock at her door, and her heart jumped just slightly. Could it be? Just like that? Just from thinking of him?

She opened it to find two leather-vest men with guns in their hands. Both of their cocks had been in her the night before. Neither were as big or as brutally hot as Case. 

One had a long scar over his lips and neck. “Come with us.”

They were not Case’s men. They were Troy’s. She knew them both—Potter and Altan, those were their names. Potter had a thick, silver-handled handgun at his belt. Altan had a rifle slung around his shoulders. 

“For what?”

“You just have to come with us. You don’t have to say nothing.”

“You don’t have to make this rough, neither. But it can get that way in a hurry.” Potter smiled. “We already know you got no problem taking us in you.”

Go along, or else they'll fuck her until she was too cumdrunk to fight back. A tempting thought. Her pussy tingled with the idea, letting that phantom sensation of two cocks inside her body once again float her thoughts upward. But she pushed it away—she may as well be businesslike for a while. And so, she went along without protest.

Abigail would have protested. Abigail would have gutted them both, a seductress one moment and then a demon the next. Robin was mad at her friend—former friend?—but still missed her. Robin missed Abigail's fire, her zest, her sureness in all her insanity. Robin wished she could have all those qualities from Abigail. She felt like she had been channeling her friend all last night. 

Potter and Altan took her across the underground lair of the Compound and into the section where all of Troy’s men congregated. The bodies of old automobiles made up the different sections of the walls and ceilings, adding extra support and color to the hallway. 

The gunmen led her to Troy’s small office. He was behind a desk, head rolled back. Underneath his desk, Robin saw high heels sliding around. Soft schlicking and slurping sounds filled the air. 

“Hello, Robin.” He smiled lustily. 

His hand floated down, holding the girl on his cock firm. Her legs spread out wide, a surprised moan filling the office. Her heels spread out side, her entire weight thrust into his shaft.

Robin sniffed. “Brother.”

That got him excited. “Sister...”

Now he thrust harder. The girl on his shaft groaned even louder, heels lifting up off the ground as she took shot after shot of his goo into her throat and stomach. You could not hear a man cum, not really, but all the same she felt she heard his hot load striking the back of whatever sexy bitch he had underneath his desk. Her moans were loud, theatrical, and Troy kept whispering that part—“Sister, Sister, Sister...” as he shuddered and came. 

“Out,” he said, when he was finally done.

He spoke to the girl under the desk. She crawled out past Robin, a glazed look of lust on her pretty face. Robin knew her, but could not recall her name right at that moment. Shaunda? Colette? 

When the girl was finally gone, Troy gestured for Potter to shut the door behind her. Troy leaned forward then, his cock maybe still hanging out for all Robin knew, leering openly at his sister’s hot body. 

“You got me excited last night, sister. I've been goddamn insatiable ever since.”

She smiled, a false thing. “I'm glad to have had an effect.”

“I'm sure you are. You were really asking for it last night. Really and truly. I always knew you were a slut. Your good girl, prim-and-properness all some mask. A slut like all the rest of them.”

It's only an insult, thought Robin, if you let it hurt you. 

“Perhaps I am.” Robin shrugged. “I guess that means your cock isn't very special, if I'll just take anyone's. Potter offered a turn with me before we got here. I think I'll give him a handjob after we talk so he doesn't get too excited.”

Potter's face lit up, tapping Altan excitedly. But Troy stood, his massive shaft slapping hard and wet on his desk. 

“No!” He banged the desk. “Potter, you touch her, and I'll cut off your goddamn hand. Got that?”

Immediately, Potter's grin faded. “You got it, boss. No touching.”

Troy sat back down, still displeased. His thick face a long grimace. 

“Here’s how it’s going to be,” said Troy. “You’re going to be under my care, now. Not Case’s. Certainly not the Cauldron’s. Mine. Mine alone. You understand that?”

Robin raised an eyebrow. “No.”

There was no reason to play along if he was just going to make her do whatever he wanted anyway.

“Well, too bad. That’s how it is. You’re mine, now. Just like you were supposed to be.”

“You don’t own me, Troy. The Family does.”

“I am the Family, you understand me? I am your family. Don’t you tell me what I own and don’t. Or I’ll make it all real, real unpleasant for you.”

“You're going to fuck me again, Troy?” She smiled, seductively she hoped. Her best Abigail impression. “Do you promise?”

“What a fucking whore you've turned into. All it took was a little cock.” He shook his head. 

Robin smiled. “Is yours the little cock we're talking about?”

“That's right, it—”

Altan coughed, trying to hold in a laugh. 

“Enough!” Troy banged the table again. “You're such a stupid goddamn slut. I'm not gonna fuck you until I say. And no one else is either. I'll keep you in line a better way, all right? You think I keep killers and looters around me just for show? What, because I like their fucking company? No. It's because they keep cunts like you in line.”

Robin was surrounded by two men with weapons. This time, she stayed quiet. Slowly, Troy seemed to calm. He zipped up his pants, shaking his head. 

“That girl of yours? That Abigail? Goddamn, she is just an agent of chaos. You see, me?” He laughed. “I was gonna wait a while. Let things settle. Get good and married to Sandra, you know. The works. Make it seem like I was gonna give it an honest shot. Then, something would happen. Maybe Case would have an accident. Or maybe somebody of mine would have an accident and we’d all know Case was to blame. That sort of thing.”

It dawned slowly on Robin that he was revealing a lot to her that he shouldn’t. Unless, of course, he didn’t mean for her to leave at all. 

Or live for very long.

“You were going to betray him anyway,” she said. “Even if Abigail hadn’t started what she did.”

“’Course I was! Shit. I’m a man, honey. I don’t abide living under the boot of no one.”

“You lived under Titus.”

“Because I was promised power. That’s all. Ain’t nothing to it outside that. And I like me the taste of power, that’s all. I like it a lot. The worse for Titus that I do.”

“What does that mean?”

“You’re a smart girl. Ain’t that what they keep on telling you? You’ll figure it out.”

He had killed Titus. He had been the one. The truth of it gripped her slow, cold around her heart. 

“Anyway,” he wrapped her hands tighter around the post. “Ain’t nothing for it now. Full war with Brall and his Cauldron boys. That’s fine. We’ll kill them dead. Case has got to be angry with him now, after the incident with the grain tower and the garage.”

“Was that you, too?”

“Any number of things could and couldn't be me.” He grinned, though, and Robin knew without a doubt that he had been the one to start the explosions. It wasn't guilt he emitted, but pleasure. She recalled that none of Troy's men had died in the attacks. “Don't fret your mind about it. All you gotta know is we got the numbers on that fool now, with Case coming with us. That’s all it really comes to, ain’t it? Numbers. You should understand that, being an accountant and all.” He could see the look on her face. “Ahh, you still like that Brall, huh? Surprising no one that you was born to be a whore after your whore mother brought you into this world. And after we kill Brall, well. People don’t look twice much often when a man like Case, fighting man, strong man, dies in the line of duty. Do they?”

“I’ll expose you,” she said. “Everyone will know.”

But she already knew his response. It was all too obvious. Potter took her arms and locked them behind her with a pair of handcuffs. 

“Who you gonna tell, girl?” Troy grinned. “You ain’t going nowhere.”
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Chapter 23:

––––––––
[image: image]


THERE WAS MUCH ACTION to be taken. The war with Brall was on. Case had to organize his men, prepare an attack. he lived for knowing what the next action was. Even if it was the wrong action. So long as it was forward movement. The worst thing in the world in a conflict was to do nothing. 

But alone in his room in the Compound—above ground where the danger was, so that he could fly into action quicker if need be—all he did was pace from one wall to another. Outside his windows he could see the town of Temple. The charred remains of the fallen hotel still smoked in the morning light. The fire was long out but still occasionally small pockets of flame would rise up, hot embers exposed to too much oxygen all at once from collapsing structures around them.

He had two main thoughts that were not related to the war at hand.

The first was that he wanted Abigail at his side. Always something smart to say. Always with encouragement. Always letting him know his will was correct, that his cock filled her like no one else’s, that he was perfect for fucking her like only he could. 

God, but he missed his sister. He wanted her. He would even be able to find forgiveness in his heart, if she would just apologize...but she wouldn't. She was too stubborn, even when it was, all of this, entirely her fault. 

And the second thought was that that—the gang bang—was not how he had wanted to fuck Robin.

Of course, he had always wanted to fuck Robin. He couldn’t think of a single man in Temple who wouldn’t have, given half a chance. She was gorgeous, and seemed permanently so—like Sandra, beautiful well into past the age where most women in the wastelands were already wasting into dust and disease. Robin would be beautiful forever. That his cock had been sliding into her, taking her virginity, pushing her past her boundaries and letting her know what a piece of property she was to him and the Family—that got him hard just imagining it. 

But even if that was so, in truth, he wasn’t sure he had ever wanted to get married to her. Even so, a man’s duty was a man’s duty, and the leader of a tribe like the Family had more duties still than almost anyone else. Robin seemed to have carried the same dutiful mindset. In that way, it would have been a good match. But the woman he really wanted, always, was Abigail. But it couldn’t have worked with her. It couldn’t have worked before, and it certainly couldn’t work now. Not after all that she had done. 

But that did not stop him from wanting her. 

Outside his room he heard shoving, scuffling. Someone demanding to be let in—his mother, Sandra.

He opened the door and saw her with a knife to his guard’s throat. The blade slid close along his Adam’s apple.

“Better let her in, Branson. The lady is serious.”

Branson nodded carefully. “Yeah, boss.”

In a few moments, Sandra had her knife back in her belt and she and Troy sat down at the small table in his quarters, the door shut behind them. The building he stayed at in the Compound had once been a motel, and he had taken three rooms for himself on the top floor, the walls broken down between them. Long tattoos were inked into Sandra's shoulders, wire and roses highlighting the dense muscles beneath. 

“I thought it was Abigail who carried a knife.”

Sandra smiled. “Who do you think planted the idea in your father to give her one?”

He shrugged. “Fair enough.”

“You assume you’re the only one who notices anything, don’t you? You think we’re just blind, walking through this world, because we choose to serve you.”

“We” meaning men, and “you” meaning men. Sandra liked to get philosophical at times.

“You think I don’t know about you and Abigail, Case. But I do. I always have.” Case tried to protest, but Sandra shook her head. “It’s rather unorthodox. I don’t know that I care for it. But I’m not sure how much I really care to stand in the way of you two. It seems like you’re pretty well set on being together.”

“Maybe.”

He wasn't sure what to say now. She had caught him off guard. 

“Oh yes, you are. And you better get used to the idea. Otherwise Abigail will run right over you. But you’re the one who should be in charge. You’re the man, after all. She’ll be better off taking orders. I was, too, and I was just as crazy as she was once upon a time.”

Annoyance filled him. He didn't want to talk about this, not in the open. It was better as a secret.

It felt like it should have had more of an impact, someone else knowing. Maybe it would hit him later. But then, he'd never been able to keep anything from Sandra. That he hadn't kept this from her was no surprise. And he knew he didn't have to worry about her trustworthiness. 

“Is that what you want to talk about? How I want to fuck my sister?”

“You’re right. No. It’s not. I’ve got something else.”

He spread his hands. Go on.

“I know you’re looking out for Temple. For what’s best for all of us. I want you to know that I’ve been looking out too. You’ve been trying to take care of Cauldron and Brall. But there’s rot in our house, and we can’t take care of anything if we don’t clear out the rot first. I’ve got witnesses—”

“Rot? What rot?”

“It was him, Case. It was Troy.”

He leaned forward now. “What do you mean?”

“Someone killed Titus. Someone murdered him. And I’ve got witnesses—multiple witnesses—who put Troy at the scene.”

She leaned across the table and grabbed Case’s hands, as if they were joining in a prayer. Her eyes, bright and blue, brimmed with the seriousness of her portent.

“Troy killed your father. He killed my husband. He killed Titus.”

The annoyance at Sandra pushed away easily, like old cobwebs in an ancient house. But those cobwebs weren't pushed away, they were burned. Caught in the sudden, terrible blaze of rage as Case's heart set on fire.  

“Fine,” he stood up. “Fine. Let’s go kill him.”

Somewhere he had a gun in this room. Where was it? 

“Wait,” said Sandra. “You men. Always so ready to go destroy any last little thing that gets in your way.”

Case slammed the table. “You don’t want to destroy him? I’m going to nail his ass to my bike and ride him halfway across the wastes.”

“Good.” She nodded. “Good. But we have to do this right. He owns half our men. We have to discredit him, or else—”

“Or else they’ll turn on us.” The fire did not leave Case, but it did still, just for a moment. He nodded. “Okay. We'll wait. But not for long.”
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THEY ATTACKED THE SPRING right near dusk. It was heavily guarded, full of well-armed Family men. But with the sun coming down, the light was in their eyes, and Brall had the element of surprise on his side. 

It was a short, bloody affair. By the end of it, Brall had lost two men and the Family had lost five. The rest surrendered, and Brall put them in chains. Later, he could sell them back, or use them as hostages to trade for peace. 

There would be a certain amount of clemency in his conquering. He wanted to rule these people. They would not thank him for taking all their men away from them. 

The stream originated from a cave deep in the rocks. The water was clean, untouched by the radiation of the land. When the fighting was done, and his men had cleared out the lot, he strolled through the rooms himself, surveying what he now owned. Having the water was a major advantage. There were other sources that the Family owned and could use, but none so close or as readily available as this. Without steady, regular water, they would weaken. 

He walked into the darkness of the cave, stepping through small pools of blood and on top of emptied shotgun shells and bullet cases. Trickling sounds from the water filled the closed area. The air was cool, a welcome relief from the heat outside. A soft, troubled moan pushed him to search further in, toward a light. 

Locked away there in the back corner, hands tied behind her back, was Robin. Brall’s heart began to thump immediately. Why had his men not told him she was here? Was she hurt? Was she scared from the fighting? She could have been shot; she could have been killed. He wanted to take her to his chest, hold her there, let her feel the reassuring weight of his mammoth presence on her body. Let her know that it would all be perfectly all right from now on. 

His rage at being ignorant of her presence subsided after a moment. 

Deep, calm breaths. Be rational. Approach this with calm. She is scared and alone. Comfort her.

His men hadn’t let him know, of course, because they did not know of the relationship. If that’s what it was. Could it truly be such when they had only shared barely an hour together behind an old building? 

As he approached, taking her scent in, feeling her presence flow through him, he knew that even just that hour was enough. It was enough for him. 

God, but he wanted her! She was dressed only in a small shirt and panties, her body looking small and defenseless. Her legs drawn up against her chest. They had stripped her, he realized. Perhaps made her dance or serve them in some way. He was suddenly glad he had killed one of their number in the battle; that his men had killed more.

She stared up at him with lust in her eyes, heavy lips parted just slightly. Her tongue slid slowly along her bottom lip, wetting it. But she waited for him to speak first. 

“How did you come to be here?” he asked her, kneeling down. Even then, he was still much taller than her. 

It was an easy thing to undo her bindings. Just metal. She was not strong enough to break them with her hands, but he was. They were tossed aside like foil. 

“He wanted me—Troy did—in the most heavily guarded area he had. Did you come for me? Did you want me back?”

In her eyes he could see the desperate need for validation. That their feelings were real—that she wasn't making it all up as she went along. He knew the look because he had it himself. 

But instead he said, “I wanted the water. I want the town.”

And I want you. Desperately.

Disappointment showed on her face. “I thought perhaps...” she shook her head. Looking down. “Never mind. I suppose you wouldn’t want me at all anymore, after what they did to me. That was the the purpose of it. Even I know that. To claim me.”

Brall shifted. “And did they claim you?”

“They tried. They took me, that’s for certain. I fucked every last one they brought to me.”

He noticed then, all of a sudden, that he was alone with her. All the fighting and thickness of battle and then quiet and now he was in this small alcove, hidden in a cave with the one woman he wanted.

She waited for his judgment. He did not know what he thought about that—so many other men having taken her before he could. Taking her virginity—that virginity he had wanted for himself. That bliss of exclusivity, knowing she would only ever be his, past, present, and future. 

It struck him, looking at her sitting across from him, how little he actually knew about this beautiful young creature. 

What do you want, Brall? Do you want a war?

“I ought to...” he shook his head. “I heard what happened. I did. I had hoped it was lies.”

“It was not. They all fucked me. And I enjoyed it.” She thrust her chin out. So lovely. “If that scares you, you should tell me now. I will not be ashamed of it.”

There were many types of men in the world. Most, at this point, would want some kind of apology. They would want an apology from Robin even though none of it had been her fault or her doing. 

Brall perhaps even thought he was one of those men, wanting one of those false apologies. But she wouldn’t give it to him. He could see that plainly.

“If you can’t fuck me,” she dared him, “if you can’t own me even after all those men fucked me, then you’re not the man I thought you were.”

A challenge, thrown right out there. The gauntlet across his face.

“You think I cannot fuck you?” His voice was playful but dangerous. 

She pushed her body up further. “I have seen no evidence to the contrary. You think you're special because you fucked my mouth? Six other men could make the same boast. What have you done to stand out?”

Now he was angry. But lustful too, yes, and all his rage directed into one simple, beautiful act—fucking this lioness, this woman he loved. 

Growling now, he spread her legs and lifted her body to his. His mouth slipped onto hers, first just with lips and then meeting with tongues. His heart skipped as her long, beautiful legs wrapped around his waist. The lovely hips sliding on top of his manhood underneath his pants.

“Give it to me, Brall,” she moaned. “Give it to me, Sir. If you can.”

If you can. Another challenge, still. 

With all her weight on his body, he pushed her up against the wall of the cave. As massive as he was, she was light to him. Almost weightless. He could do anything with her—and yet it felt in a way still like she directed him. As she held onto his body, he ripped his pants down. Her own ragged panties ripped away easily, and suddenly his thick manhood was hard and against her thighs. Precum drizzled down, splattering onto the cave wall. 

“You want my cock in you, Robin? You want to be my property? My girl?”

Her moan, lusty and heated, was all the confirmation he needed.

In a moment, he was inside her. Her entrance was tight, still—tight even after what had happened just the night before, tight even after that most brutal of hot, brilliant gang bangs. Tight, wrapping around his shaft, her hold on him thrilling every atom in his being. 

Their connection felt right.

He gasped, driving into her again and again. His cock sliding up against the top of her canal, riding on her g-spot. Her tiny body—compared to his—slammed against the wall, but she seemed to love it. His love would leave bruises, but she didn't care. Her legs only tightened on his backside, fiercely dragging his thick cockhead deeper inside of her. 

“Fuck me, yes,” she moaned. “Fuck me please! Fuck me, oh my love! My love!”

“My girl.” Brall pinned her against the cave wall now, tossing himself wholesale into the motions their union required. “My fuckdoll. My girl.”

“Y-yes!” Robin nodded. “Your fuckdoll! Yours! Your girl. Your girl!”

Robin's arms and legs pulled him ever tighter, wrapping in a desperate bid to be closer to him, always closer to him. His own hands ground into her backside, fingernails marking the flesh there, tugging her body against his as he shuddered and thrust into her body again and again. 

He could stand for longer, but he wanted her to feel him even deeper. And so he moved her off the wall and let her bend backwards until her head was on the ground, neck off to one side at what would have otherwise been an uncomfortable angle except for the massive pleasure he gave her from his cock. He squatted down into her body, holding her legs up against his chest, driving the massiveness of his cock straight down into her cunt.

“You're going to fucking cum for me, Robin.”

She nodded, her voice frantic. “Y-you're going to cum for me.”

He grinned, knowing how true she was. He could already feel his release building up. The sensation of being in control of this perfect young woman was too much. He needed to fill her. Needed to empty inside of her. Fuck, even get her pregnant. He didn't care anymore. All he wanted was to own her.

“You want that, Robin?” He thrust harder now, as hard as he could, amazed at her ability to withstand his efforts. “You want my fucking cum inside you?”

“Yes!” Her voice was choked with pleasure now, all flirty resistance forgotten. “Yes, please! I want it! Fucking fill me! Oh fuck, oh Brall, Sir, I'm going to cum, I'm going to—”

Her voice morphed into a hot, whining cry of pleasure as her orgasm shook through her, molding her tight pussy walls to his cock. At the same time though, he emptied inside of her warm embrace, his seed spilling into her luscious young body. Every last gooey white drop of his seed emptied into her belly, filling her totally. 

Huffing, he rearranged himself so that his still semi-hard cock remained inside her body as he lay down upon her. She moaned and kissed him, loving the feel of his weight on her, dominating her sensations totally. 

There was much to be done, a war to be fought. But in that moment, Brall simply enjoyed the woman at his side. His woman. His love. 
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ABIGAIL HAD EVADED notice by the Cauldron guards and snuck out of camp once before. It was easy to do so again, especially with Brall gone on his attack mission. Soon, she was inside the confines of Temple, heated thoughts of her stepbrother on her mind. 

He could defame her and denounce her all he wished. But she was not going to stay away—not ever. 

The town was not deserted, though it seemed that way. All the townspeople had holed up in their homes, many of them in their basements if they had them. The people of Temple lived on the whims on the Family and its enemies; many of them were probably grouped together in basements, huddled over small flames and sparse food, waiting for the good news of peace.

As she crossed through the back alley behind the tavern, closing in on the Compound's walls, Case crossed into her path. They both stopped for a moment, tension hanging in the air between them. She wanted him. Always she wanted him, and always she forgot just how much she needed his touch on her body, his scent in her nose, his appearance in her mind until just up to the point of having it once again. Like an appetite never sated except for when the stomach was being filled. 

She was dressed, at least, in a way that would pull his attraction. Tight leather pants showcased the long, slender nature of her legs. Her top was ripped in places, but formed neatly around her heavy bust, showing off the line of eager cleavage she possessed. The biggest, best tits in Temple; a boast she would never say aloud, but one that she loved that Case could enjoy. His sturdy, muscled form looked somehow despondent, aloof—he only wore his leather vest on his back, letting Abigail see the heavily ripped form of his abs, the long cut muscles of his shoulders and arms.

It was Abigail who spoke first. “Hello, brother.”

She said the word with all the relish she could draw from. Despite everything that had happened, she loved him still. She always would. She didn’t care if he banished her, killed her, defamed her, defiled her. She would always, always, always be his. And she wanted him to know that. She wanted him to have to live that truth as much as she did. 

“Abigail.”

He looked despondent. His hand gripped the knife around his belt tight. Was he so afraid of her? 

No. No—that murder in his eyes was not for her. Abigail knew at least she had not earned that. 

“Can we talk?” she asked.

“We’ve talked already.”

She stepped up close to him, putting a hand on his arm. The shape of his forearms had always excited her. So large and prominent on his body. Sculpted like the rest of him. She wanted to lie under their blankets and stroke them all night like she had in weeks past. Around them was the tall walls of the tavern and the close, nail-heavy wooden planks of several stacked houses. 

“I want to talk to you. Please.”

He shook his head. “I have to see Troy.”

“Can’t it wait? Please?”

Taking his hands in hers, she stroked his palm. This had once calmed him. But he took the hand away and pushed her roughly aside. 

“No.” He stepped by her, moving on. “I’ve no time for dead women.”

Anger, sudden and liquid, flooded through her body. Heart pulsing, she grabbed Case at the shoulder and pushed him back into the wooden wall of the tavern. 

“Don’t you dare say that to me. Do you know what I’ve done for you? All for you?”

“I didn’t ask you to do any of that. None of it. Not a single bit.” He wouldn't look her in the eye, but meant his gaze edged downward and lingered onto her cleavage.

“And who’s fault is that? How many times did I ask you for guidance and you wouldn't give it to me?” She pushed him again against the wall. “How many times did I let you know that all I wanted to do was follow your will? I would have been happy to just...to just live in a closet next to your desk. A hole in the door. You could come fuck my mouth through it whenever you want. I’d be ecstatic. But you won’t let me. I’d take any situation at all that you’d offer so long as it was close to you. Serving you. Doing what you wanted.”

Case seemed to soften somewhat. “Abby...”

“No.” She stepped away, crossing her arms. “Fine. Move on. Let you go do your stupid work. Fine. That’s fine. Go on, then. Leave me in the dark.”

She didn’t mean it. But she could not face his rejection anymore. She could live with it. Hold it in her heart. Know that it was true. But she could not face it anymore. She could not look at him, this perfect man who was all she wanted, and see him turn her away. It was too much for her. Behind her, she could hear Case shuffling slightly. The dirt beneath his feet scattering about.

He asked, “What more do you want to say?”

His hand came on her shoulder. Right away, her knees went weak. Not far from where they stood was a cloth attached to a pole, swinging in the wind. She felt like she was that pole, in and out, unable to do anything but move to the power of her brother’s winds. 

She didn’t care. Living on his whims. So long as he loved her. So long as he fucked her.

“I don’t know,” she shook her head. “I think I said it already. It wasn’t just...me being crazy. Not entirely. I really would live in a closet next to your desk. I don’t care who you marry. You can fake my death and put me in a hole or a cell somewhere, and I’ll live off your cum. That way, you won’t have to take food from anyone else.”

“Goddamn.”

His hand pulled on her shoulder, bringing her into his body from behind. Her breaths felt hot in her chest, her mouth. His hands so big, so strong. She took a hold of one, bringing it down to her waist. The flesh there so supple, so ready to be touched. The skin of his fingers was calloused and rough, but it felt good against her body. She loved his touch; she always had. Slowly, her hips began to gyrate into his body. Their joining so close, so very “almost” for so long now. The length of his cock felt hard on her ass and she wanted more, so much, much more.

“I’ll do anything, Case, I promise. I’m so sorry I’ve been bad. But it was all for you. If you just tell me what to do, I’ll do it. I’ll do anything you say. All I want to do is follow your will. I’m rudderless without you.”

“Fuck.”

Thick fingers squeezed on her plump nipples. Bliss powered through her body and she shuddered, head leaning back. Finally, then, he kissed her. His lips falling over hers, their mouths intertwining for what felt like the first time in a thousand years. 

It had not been nearly so long, of course, but it had to Abigail. Her want for him felt eternal, and any delay was like a century of agony. His hand reached onto her throat, choking her just slightly, just how she loved. Owning her breath; owning her. Her body turned into his, sliding down onto the ground, tits rubbing hard on his chest.

They were out in the middle of the street, practically. In a small alley. Even with everyone holed up from the war, anyone would be able to walk by and see what they were doing. Their forbidden, taboo desire, so openly pronounced and displayed for the world. But they didn’t care. 

Abigail turned and tugged at his pants, needing to suck on the meat inside.

“Please, baby. I need it so bad. I’ve needed it for so, so long, please...”

“Do it, girl. Suck me off. Be my good little sisterslut.”

His good little sisterslut.

Oh fuck, it was too much. In a frenzy, she took his pants down, sliding her mouth around his already throbbing member. Her legs splaying on the dirt of the ground. Mind hazed over with lust. The only sensations were his hardness in her throat, the salty taste of his precum powering around her tongue, the hot smell of his musk as she pushed deeper and deeper down. Abigail could deepthroat easily—even Case’s enormous length—and she did so now. 

His bulge was clearly visible in her throat as his length shoved down deeper. Her mouth slurped down onto his cock, and then back up again, a warm wet glove just for him. This is all she was, all she was truly made for. A servant for her brother’s cock. A mad slave made to do anything to make him happy. 

She sucked him as hard as she could, moaning, cunt juicing with arousal, sliding up and down. 

Almost, she thought, he was getting close. Balls tightening up, his thrusts into her skull more and more frequent. More urgent. But he seemed to be controlling himself somehow. Holding back. Abigail moaned harder, trying to show how much she needed him to unleash. She wanted to feel his spray down her throat so bad.

After several minutes of this, he finally pushed her off. Abigail’s heart sank. This had happened before. He had changed his mind. He wanted something different. Someone else. He wasn’t going to fuck her like she thought. He was going to—

“What are you waiting for?” He got on the ground next to her. His cock pushed up like some monument to his godly masculinity. 

“What?”

“Get on top. I want you to ride me.”

Oh god. Oh fuck. Oh yes. Yes, god, yes!

In moments she had her pants kicked off and forgotten. With relish, she climbed up on top of her brother’s thick rod, sliding the huge length of his member alongside her glistening wet slit. Soon, she had his entire manhood covered over with her hot juices. 

“Do it,” he grunted. “Fuck, Abigail. I want you. I love you.”

I want you. I love you.

These words reverberated hard against her head, pushing away all other thoughts. Her body acted on impulse, adjusting her angle and sliding her pussy down so that slowly, surely she was impaled by her stepbrother's cock.

Finally, he entered her again. Abigail, her lust beyond all comprehension or control, came immediately. Her body couldn’t handle the sudden, new, forbidden entrance—the entrance she thought she might never have again. Pleasure riveted her body to his, their joining complete, her cunt squeezing hard as she gyrated her hips up and down. Milking him. Needing him to fill her as soon as possible. 

Her mouth came down on top of his and she moaned into his neck, kissing and loving. The throes of orgasm still upon her, and another feeling like it was on the way. His cock pressed so hard against her g-spot; so perfect and true in her tight canal. 

Strong hands wrapped around her hair and took her solidly into his grip, whipping her head this way and that. Owning her. They slid in the mud in the ground, neither of them caring how dirty it was. It was all so very dirty, so taboo. Fucking his sister. Riding her brother’s massive cock in the dirt.

The orgasm he gave her loosened her tongue completely. All the filth she could imagine began to spill out from her mouth.

“Put a baby in me, Case, please?” At that, he gripped her even tighter, shoving her down on his cock. 

“Oh fuck, please? Then I can be your wife, please? They couldn’t keep us apart then. They couldn’t. They couldn’t. It would be so right, so fucking right, I want your babies, oh god...I want twins, triplets, I don’t care, I just need your fucking seed inside me, please?”

“Fuck yeah,” Case nodded, thrusting upward wildly. Abandoned in the moment. “My seed in your tight little cunt. Full of my babies. Pregnant just for me. That’s what you want?”

They shifted on the mud, the ground, wrestling this way and that. Abigail would be on top, then pushed down underneath his mass, and then pushed on top again, breathing hard. His hand wrapped around her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breath. 

“Yes, yes! Please!” she moaned. “More than anything. I need it. I need it so, so bad, please. Do it. Fuck me full of your cum. Fuck me full of it.”

She continued to milk his cock with her glistening tight cunt. Grabbing and pulling expertly, made for his shaft, his length, no extra room or wasted space. All just for him. The look in his eyes told her he would be hitting his climax soon. There was no mistaking that look. Her own felt dangerously close. 

Cum with him. Cum with your love.

It would be so perfect, she knew. It would be so, so—

With a series of shuddering, lust-heavy grunts, Case exploded upward inside of her. His hot load sprayed her inside, filling her up from the bottom. As he did, Abigail's own orgasm shook her and she bit her brother's thick, manly shoulder to keep from crying out in pure ecstasy. Their bodies pulsed for several moments, Case emptying into her and Abigail filled by him. 

When the waves of bliss left her, she collapsed on her man. Her brother. Her Case. She felt complete again—good again—since this entire fiasco had begun. 
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THERE WAS A SECRET way back into the Compound. Most of the Family didn’t even know about it. As far as Robin knew, Titus had only ever told it to Sandra, Case, and Abigail—and Abigail had of course told Robin about it. Once upon a time, they didn’t have any secrets from each other. 

The path was not especially favorable. It was located in the sewers that led out of Temple, dug to exit from the town more than a mile away into a stream in the hills that led to a river much, much farther away down south. To get back inside of the Compound using the sewer,  one had to walk above the sewage itself—and even through some.

Robin went at night. There was no guaranteeing that Troy’s men would not be on the walls. If they saw her, she suspected that Troy had given them orders all to shoot her on the spot. She had knowledge that could damn him, after all, and he knew that Case would believe what she had to say. And besides that, Case himself probably had ordered her dead. She had left the Family—and after their “permanent” indoctrination. 

Through filth and yards and yards of grossness, she finally made it up through a tunnel and out inside the walls of the Compound again. She was on the wall opposite where the long garage had been hit and burned from Troy's sabotage. She looked at the wreckage and shook her head—more he would have to answer for. 

Nobody knew the insides of the Compound better than Robin. She had grown up there. And so, it was an easy thing to traverse from one end to the other without being seen by the guard patrols. She had done it plenty of times as a child. 

Soon, she was inside of Abigail’s small room in the reformatted hotel where so many of the Family lived. Her thought was to wash up—get the stink of sewer off her—and then find Abigail in the bunker, where she would doubtless be, and reveal Troy’s plan. Nobody wanted to believe someone who smelled like shit; this was a fact much, much older than Robin was or ever would be.

Abigail’s room was small, unadorned. A huge contrast to Robin’s own room. There was little else in it outside of the shower, the bed, and a lone chair against one wall. 

Some minutes later, after a nice warm shower, Robin stepped out and saw Abigail was there—knife in hand. She looked sexy as hell in her tight leather pants, her cleavage-baring torn t-shirt. 

“It’s a shame you came all this way just to take a shower and get stabbed,” she snapped. “They don’t have water in Brall’s camp?”

Robin's beautiful body was glistening wet. Despite her words, she could see Abigail’s eyes lusting after her form.

She would use her body. That’s what Abigail would do. 

“You don’t want to hurt me, Abby.” Robin bit her lip. “You want to fuck me.”

Abigail laughed a bit at that. “I’m fucking Case now. Like I should be. Brother and sister joined just right. I don’t need a woman.”

That was surprising news. But, not unwelcome. That would make Case and Abigail very happy—which ultimately was one of the many things Robin wanted. 

“It’s not the same, and you know it.” Robin stepped forward. “There are certain ways that a woman can please another woman that a man just can’t compete with.”

She let her towel drop to the floor. Abigail’s eyes grew wide. Nipples erect, belly tucked in, standing up on her tippy toes, Robin made herself as erotic a spectacle as possible.

“I know we’ve said some harsh things.” Robin’s hands slipped around Abigail’s knife. It came gently and then clattered to the floor. “But I forgive you. And I want you to forgive me. And then I want us to work together. Very, very closely.”

Abigail drew in to her friend slow, hands gingerly sliding around the naked, hot flesh she touched. 

“I don’t...I don’t know if I should trust you. You could be working with Brall.”

Robin nodded. “I am. But I’m working with you, too. We can all work together. Can’t we? Wouldn’t that be nice?” She leaned in to Abigail’s ear. “I can be Brall’s special good fuckpet, and you can be your brother’s little cockwhore slut, and in the meantime, we can please each other stupid while they’re away. Or just if they want us to, if they want to jack off to watching us making out and eat each other’s pussies. Why not, Abby? Wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

A low, deep, needy moan emanated from Abigail’s mouth. She nodded slowly—but then shook her head. 

“No...Robin, I...I don't know that...”

“Please, Abby? I want it from you. I really do. You woke something up in me.” She kissed Abigail's neck gently, and then moved up, facing no resistance. “I want us to explore one another.”

Abigail moaned—and, giving in totally—nodded urgently now.

After that, it was purely academic. They kissed hot and heavy, finally expressing the true attraction they had held for another for so long. Robin stripped off Abigail's tight clothes—the leather pants, the ripped shirt—getting rid of all barriers to her hot young flesh.

In moments they were in the bed. Their legs intertwining, warm tongues sliding against one another. Every moment so pure and virgin. Even for all their shared experience in the last several days, neither of them had ever been with a woman before. 

They arranged themselves in the bed, wrapping each other’s legs around the other’s head. Robin loved Abigail's legs, so long and smooth. She had always thought they were beautiful.

Slowly, they began to lick one another's pussies. It took them a little bit of time at first—searching gently with their tongues until finally landing on the right spot. 

“Don't tell me I'm alone in this,” Robin giggled. “You haven't ever had a girl lick you, have you?”

Abigail shook her head. “You're the first.”

Her breath was heated against Robin's clit, and Robin took pleasure in knowing her own breath must have then felt good on Abigail's. She had always been so interested, so invested in Abigail licking her. Now it was happening. Easily, slowly, Robin began to lick Abigail just as Abigail licked her. 

The first several minutes were just an easy, hot warming up process. They each knew each other so well—they knew how they would want to be licked instinctively. Robin moved in small circles, and Abigail moved up and down, steady and sure. For what seemed like ages, they build up the steady, needy levels of arousal until their thoughts were too full of lust to do anything but think of cumming. Their spare limbs thrashed on the bed, whipping out every so often as they cried aloud from the overwhelming pleasure. 

Simultaneously, again reading each other's minds, they unloaded with all the ability of their mouths, darting their tongues in rapid fashion against each other's clits. Each and every bit of pressure served only to make the hot sensations even hotter, their sweaty, wet bodies seething with lust. 

Robin did not know for sure if Abigail needed to cum—her intense moans and constant clutching against her ass cheeks certainly would indicate that she did—but she did know for certain that she herself did. 

“So good,” Robin moaned, licking furiously. “Don't stop, baby. Please don't stop!”

“Don't you stop!” Abigail cried in return. “I'm gonna cum so hard...so hard!”

The harsh, hard fucking of a man was brilliant. Wonderful. But so too was the gentle administration of a beautiful woman. Robin's tongue lashing fiercely, owning the clit she pleasured so intimately. Their barrage of licks and kisses continued, both girls moaning and aching as they worked one another's tiny pearls. Robin was already floating in bliss—this was so good, so perfect. Never in her wildest, naughtiest dreams had she ever thought it might be so very good. Abigail was like the perfect lover, generous in giving and eager in receiving. Their hips thrust forward into one another's mouths, and thunder struck them—they came, and hard, together. 

For several, several minutes, they dozed with one another, enjoying the soft feel of each other’s arms. Spooning beautifully, their sexy bodies a delight for the other. Fingers ran up and down nipples and still-juicing cunts. Tongues tasting at the skin of this forbidden desire, so newly explored. 

But eventually, Robin had to break the pleasant silence of their mutual adoration.

“Troy killed Titus,” she said.

“I know.”

It was Robin's turn to be surprised. “You know?”

“Sandra figured it out and told Case. We’re just waiting now.”

“Did you know he blew up the grain tower, too? And the garage?”

“No,” said Abigail. “But it doesn't surprise me. He was always a bastard. Case will take care of him good.”

Robin nodded. “If he would work together with Brall...they could solve it easily. The combined numbers might even encourage Troy’s men to surrender.”

“I don’t know,” Abigail shook her head. “Case is too stubborn.”

“So is Brall.”

Robin thought about this for a moment. Sometimes, when two glaciers met, the best thing for it was a long, brilliant storm to blow them out of each other’s way. That, or some massive amount of sunlight, melting their stolid wills down until they were one.

“Are we?” Robin asked distantly.

“Are we what?”

Robin coughed. She hadn't realized she had actually spoken. 

“Too stubborn. To solve what’s happened.”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so. I think...” Robin shrugged. “I think I forgive you. Sure. Yeah. Why not?”

“Because men died because of what I did. Because I ensnared your man in a trap to fuck me.”

“Did you fuck him well?”

Abigail snorted. “Of course I did.”

“Then what do I care?”

“I just thought you would, is all.”

“Maybe I would have used to.” Robin snuggled harder into Abigail's arms. “But it’s all...different now. He’s not my property. If anything, I’m his. If he wants to fuck you, let him. Do you mind that I fucked Case?”

Abigail thought about that for a moment. “I think all I really care about is that I keep getting stuffed full of his cock whenever he wants me.”

“You see?” said Robin. “So, maybe we can use that somehow.”

“How?”

Robin smiled. She had a plan.
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Chapter 27: 
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BY THE NEXT MORNING, the terms of the war were set. No more sneak attacks. No more slow consumption of this side or the other. They would meet in the open, outside of town, and have it out. Case's plan on paper, the one he discussed with Troy all night, was to wipe Brall out completely—and the bigger plan was to solve this whole conflict once and for all. 

Troy leapt on the idea, of course. He loved the notion of a melee.

They were gathered outside the walls now. Rows and rows of thundering loud bikes, revving and roaring in their war cries. Men armed with every kind of weapon—hatchets, planks, spikes, knives, chains, shotguns, and spears. Both sides clamored for battle, the Family sporting more than the Cauldron by perhaps half again their number.

It was close to the agreed upon time—each row of front line warriors waiting for the other to move, waiting for the order from their leaders.

Case himself was ready, keeping a watchful eye on Troy. In the distance, though, he could see Brall. Dressed for the fight of his life. Leather over his broad form, a thick pipe in one hand and a gun in the other. Which made sense. There was no guarantee that Case would keep his word. Case himself was dressed for a real battle for the same reason.

Troy held his arm up, readying his men. Case knew he loved a good speech. 

“Boys!” he cried. “We're gonna have ourselves a battle today. We're gonna have ourselves a victory! We're gonna have ourselves—”

But he had to stop talking then—because no one was listening to him anymore. Sandra had walked out in front of all of them, a terrible serious look on her face. The roar of the bikes died down so that she could be heard. Heard in front of all the men, all at once. Just like Case and Brall had planned it. Behind her were five men and women—townspeople from Temple.

She spoke plainly. “I am here to speak against this man.” She pointed to Troy. “You all know him. You all know what he is. He is a snake, pure and simple, and he always has been. Always.”

Some murmurs in the crowd. No one necessarily disagreed. Even Troy's own men saw his snake-like qualities as something of a plus. Troy himself looked uneasy at this declaration, his gaze casting shiftily at the townspeople behind Sandra.

“To escalate the conflict against the Cauldron,” Sandra continued, “Troy acted alone and killed their man Carthage. When Case did not respond immediately, Troy took it upon himself to destroy the grain tower and part of the Compound to incite his actions against Brall.”

These accusations held weight with the crowd. The first was true beyond doubt—and the second made a certain sort of canny sense. Everyone knew Troy to be devious.

“But his worst offense—what I cannot forgive him for, what I find even worse than the murder of innocents under our protection in Temple, is that it was Troy who killed Titus. My Titus. Our Titus. And this conflict, however it shall end, cannot continue with a traitor in our midst.”

The crowd did not like this at all. Some murderous insults came out against Troy—plenty of people already believed it had been him who did the deed. Some others called for proof.

She gestured to the men and women behind her—five in all.

“These good people—who have no stake in this conflict, who do not care who runs Temple—they all saw Titus run down and shot in the head by Troy. Just like he did to Carthage, which we all know Troy did. The very same way! This man,” she pointed to Gadson, the town baker. “He received favors from Troy up until this point. Special protection, special payments for his goods. Why would he turn on Troy now, you ask? He was protected and paid. He turns on Troy now because this has gone too far! Because he wants justice.”

The crowd was boiling now. Case's men and Troy's men began to separate out—but curiously, even Troy's men began to separate from their own. There were plenty who were willing to believe such truths about Troy and not follow him. Not bad men, all. 

Foregoing all deception, though, Troy lunged at Sandra with the knife in his hands. She sidestepped his clumsy attack, though, and knocked him into the dust. Troy leapt up and charged again, but Case was there and punched him down. 

It felt good, hitting the bastard in the mouth. The son of a bitch who killed his father. Case decided he would do it again. He kicked Troy's knife away and then kicked him in the ribs, knocking the wind from him. Then he pummeled him on the ground. No one interfered, and before long Troy's face was bloody from Case's efforts.

Case wanted to beat the man to death. But Troy's personal retinue approached fast, and they would protect Troy no matter what Sandra said. They were paid by Troy; they depended on him. So slowly, Case backed up toward his own men. Maybe there would be a battle after all.

“Kill him! Kill both of them! Kill the traitors!”

But his voice carried no weight anymore, not with the crowd. Now they were against him. It was one thing to be accused of murder. But to try to attack the matron of the entire Family, the widow of their leader? Heavy rumbles of disapproval littered the crowd. Troy’s warriors tapered away one another, thinning out and merging into Case's crowd. Only his most faithful stayed behind and circled up around Troy; there were not many. Brall’s soldiers, as agreed upon, gave them nowhere to run. Troy and his people were surrounded.

“You sons of bitches!” Troy yelled, his voice distorted from his broken nose. “You wouldn't be nowhere without me. Nowhere at all!”

It might be possible to kill Troy without losing any more men himself, but Case couldn't take the chance. 

“Leave here,” Case told him. “Leave, and never return. Take your poison elsewhere, and we’ll let you live.”

“Fine.” Troy spat on the ground. “The hell with all of you.”

Troy made to walk off. Waving a hand, Brall ordered his soldiers to make a path for them. 

Case turned then to his mother-in-law. “Are you all right?”

“Yes. I—Case!”

Troy ran at him, that long sick knife in one hand. But Brall was there in a flash, inhumanly fast for a man his size, and clubbed him hard over the head with the pipe he carried.

Troy fell to the ground, dead instantly from the mighty blow. Brall tilted his head slow, watching the life fade from Troy's eyes.

A cheer went up from the crowd watching—both Family and Cauldron. There was never a bad time for either group for a little good sport.

Case looked at Troy's new corpse for several moments, shaking his head. Then, he turned to Brall.

“You saved me.”

Brall shrugged. “I guess I did.”

They shook hands. The crowd cheered again. 

“You and me, we ought to talk,” said Case. “About this town. How to run it. I'm starting to think we can do more together.”

“That,” Brall smiled, “is not such a bad idea.”

It was only now that Robin and Abigail approached, hand in hand. 

“Boys,” said Abigail. “If you’re done being best friends and all, we had something we wanted to talk to you about.”

“Oh yeah?” Case laughed. “What’s that, doll?”

“It was more like a proposal. A ceremony,” explained Robin. “To bring us all together. And to get your dicks real, real wet in us.”

Brall and Case both were interested now. And their interest only grew as Robin and Abigail explained the entirety of their plan.
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THE TWO GANGS MET ON common ground. In the middle of town, outside of the Compound walls, where everyone could come watch. Robin loved it—loved the attention it garnered her. It made feel like Abigail, purposefully going after the gaze of others on her body, but she didn’t care. She enjoyed it. She luxuriated in it. 

She deserved it, she realized finally.

All her life she had been trying to be shy. Trying not to overstep, to stay out of everyone’s way. To stay out of Troy’s way, honestly. If ever she was too loud, too good, too pretty, too bad, too anything that wasn’t completely neutral and just enough out of his way that he wouldn’t notice how out of his way she was being—then he was hounding her. Tormenting her. Urging and trying to be inside her.

Inside her, where he had been.

And it had been glorious, that entering. It had been glorious because it had left not a mark on her, not a taint. It was her triumph, the one moment where she knew absolutely what she had hoped for all along—that a man like Troy couldn’t own her anymore than a hawk owned the sun simply because it flew in front of it from time to time. 

But Brall...her perfect, mammoth Brall. There was a man. A real man—no, a Real Man, a Real Male, a God to keep her in her place at his feet. Her pussy ached with such thoughts. Her soul burning, sides aching, lungs quaking to have him push her down and enter her once more. 

Across from Robin was Abigail. Together, they wore almost nothing—just thin white cloth robes to cover their stately, toned bodies. The robes flattened from the wind against their bodies, revealing their curves and the large swell of their respective chests. For some reason Robin couldn’t surmise, Abigail looked nervous as the men closed in on them.

“Are you all right?”

Abigail nodded slow. “Yes. I think so. It’s just...” she shook herself. “Before, when I did the indoctrination, it was all about me, even though it was about everyone. It affected everyone, I mean. Now it’s about all of them, too, and I know it.”

“We are all of them,” said Robin, shaking her hair out as the men approached. “They’ve nowhere to be if they’re not flooding us with their cum. Filling us with their cocks. They’re nothing at all if they’re not fucking us.”

She said this was a casually imperial attitude, with all the intellectual capacity and emotional reserves she had at her command. The men had thought they ran things—and certainly they did in many ways—but it was for women that they did all their fighting.

Abigail bit her lip. “I don’t feel like I’m anything without Case fucking me.”

“That’s called balance, love. And it’s a beautiful thing.”

“I’m so glad it’s us,” Abigail said to Robin. “You and me. We deserve it.”

Abigail pulled her in then, kissing her fierce and hard. Their soft lips sliding over one another in furious, aggressive motions. God, she loved the idea of performing for men. They were all watching, all hooting and hollering at the beauties loving on one another. 

When they finished the kiss, they were surrounded. All those men waited for them to give the say-so. And so, they each pulled at the other’s robes, revealing their naked bodies and kneeling down, facing one another. Slowly, grinning, they scooted back a bit—allowing enough room for two men to stand between their faces. Their beautiful, hot faces that soon would be fucked by the hardest, biggest cocks that their gangs had to offer. 

Case and Brall approached together—their claim was first. 

As a symbol of the peace between them, Case approached Robin, and Brall towered over Abigail. The girls leaned in and slid their mouths over the cocks of the other woman’s man, getting them nice and hard for one another. Robin’s heart filled with lust from the knowledge that the hard-on she gave Case would go on to fuck her best friend senseless. 

It turned her on so much to watch Brall fuck another woman’s mouth and throat. Why wouldn’t it? What she loved most about him was how utterly masculine he was. That meant being virile; it meant having an uncontrollable, animal-like lust within him. If he had to exercise on it another woman—on any other woman—then all Robin expected was to be given the courtesy of being aware of it. She would cheer him on if he liked; she would gather virgins for him if that was what her man needed. Ancient Empresses did it for Emperors long ago; Robin read books. Why not do it for her own Emperor, her perfect conquering man?

Her lips slid hotly around Case’s cock, moaning with happy lust as his shaft grew in her mouth. He was going to be so hard, so wonderfully hard as he fucked his love. And it would be because of how well Robin sucked him. 

At about the same time, the two men decided they were hard enough to get to the real business. Both of them were such virile hunks that even with a crowd of more than a hundred people watching, they easily got hard. Their ripped, hulking bodies only served to make Robin’s pussy drip more. She got down on her back, holding her pussy up to her man as an offering of love.

“No,” said Brall, grinning. “Turn around. I want to take your ass. I’ve already gotten your pussy.”

Robin knew he was teasing—he would want her pussy if that’s all she offered. But she offered everything to Brall, and he knew it. She gladly gave up her ass to him, bending over at the waist so that he could slide right in. Robin was not a short woman, but she did not have to bend her knees or adjust her posture at all to let Brall’s slick enormity, wet still from Abigail’s saliva, push into her tightest, most private entrance. Nothing had ever felt like that before—stretched so far, pushed into a space so tight. 

Brall let out a long, shuddering grunt, slowly pumping out layers of precum into that forbidden canal as he slid deeper and deeper. The first thrust didn’t get him all that far, but the precum did its work for his shaft. After five or six slow thrusts, he was able to power up and go all the way in, balls deep. 

His hands wrapped tight on her wide hips and clutched her tight to his pelvis, and Robin screamed with agony and ecstasy, both. Mostly the latter—it felt too fucking good to be filled like that to really be in much pain for long. 

Robin couldn’t tell if Brall entered her first, or if Case entered Abigail first. But honestly, it didn’t matter—they were both fucked at just about the same time, entered fully and their faces pushed into one another. The two beautiful young women kissed wildly, their men pushing their mouths into one another as the girls kissed more and more.

Brall’s man—Garner—approached her from in front. Another cock for her: good! Eagerly, she slid her lips across his shaft, taking him inside of her warm, wet mouth. He started half-hard, perhaps nervous. But Brall—seeing his woman suck another man—only fucked Robin harder. Jealous, perhaps. The thought turned Robin on more, being able to spur a man like Brall to even higher heights of emotion. 

But Brall’s new encouragement of strokes served in truth to make Robin suck Garner’s cock harder—to force her mouth faster and surer up and down his thickening shaft, indeed making it thicken all the quicker. Soon, Garner was fucking her throat wholesale. To make it hotter for him, Robin opened her eyes wide, staring up into him as he pushed down into her warm embrace.

Across from Robin, Abigail’s own brutal fucking was going gloriously, perhaps even better than Robin’s own. Case’s huge cock was driving hard into her cunt, but then of course he was—that was what Case deserved after so much bloody conflict. A nice, hot warm cunt from his special sisterslut. 

Two other men besides Case were fucking Abigail now—such a showoff, she was. Always having to one-up Robin. Robin didn’t mind, though. 

One man had gotten underneath Abigail, sliding his thick, hard cock directly into her ass. Case, then, continued to fuck her pussy. But, as he did, he pushed her mouth further up the shaft of the man fucking her throat. Abigail’s eyes, if they opened at all, were glazed and empty. Her entire being relegated to being simply three holes for men to use. 

Robin knew the feeling. Her own asshole felt like it was made just for Brall’s use. She couldn’t say if she ever wanted another man there in her life. And Garner, while maybe not as furiously energetic as Case or as big as Brall, was still fucking her face just how a good girl fuckslut like Robin always wanted.

More men began to arrive then. Jerking off their cocks and standing over their bodies. Holding their tits. Slapping their hot young skin, gifting their sweet flesh with love bruises. 

By the end of this, all this, nobody would be able to doubt that these two women belonged completely to every man. And if they belonged to every man, then they belonged to the leaders of those men—Brall and Case. This gang bang would be the seal of peace between them. And if they had to do it every so often just to reinforce the peace, all the better. 

Brall’s thrusts got faster and harder in Robin’s tight asshole. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Case losing it on top of Abigail. After so many minutes of furious, unbridled fucking, both men were about to explode. 

With a thunderous grunt, Brall came inside of Robin’s tight asshole. The flood of all that cum at once put intense pressure in all the right places, and Robin’s body unloaded in warmth and bliss, her own orgasm sliding through her tight young body. Blissfully, she moaned into Garner’s cock, and the furious intensity that moaned up and down his shaft with encouraged his own orgasm and he sprayed his goo all over her beautiful young face. 

As she licked herself clean—using her fingers to wipe herself dry even as Brall unloaded a new wave of cum into her tight asshole, overflowing her so that hot cum dripped to the dirt beneath them—she watched Case unload inside of Abigail’s tight cunt. 

The man fucking Abigail’s throat was still doing it as Case unsheathed himself from her cunt. And so, he roughly pushed Garner aside and slid back into Robin’s mouth. 

“Clean me off, girl.”

Robin did, of course. With pleasure, she sucked Case until he was hard again, and ready for a new go with Abigail—maybe even in another whole. Case was torn between watching Robin work her beautiful mouth up and down his shaft, kissing and licking his balls, and watching the men still inside Abigail cumming and filling her up. They had a lot to give, and soon sprayed over her face and ass, just as what had happened to Robin. 

Both girls dripped from end to end in hot biker cum.

Case, hard again in Robin’s mouth, detached and climbed on top of Abigail once more, ready to go another round already. Behind Robin, Brall was hard as well, pushing more men into the fray to fuck his woman. 

Robin’s body was full of cum and she had been fucked from head to toe, but there was more where that came from. The night was just beginning. 
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CASE SCRIBBLED DOWN onto the contract in front of him. “That’s the deal, then.”

Brall nodded after a moment, examining the paper on the table. He held out a hand, and Case shook it. 

“That’s a damn good deal,” said Brall, writing out his signature. “We're gonna have a hell of a territory, here.”

Just outside the conference room, in the Mud Pit, warriors and soldiers waited. Drink had been suspended until the meeting was done; nobody wanted some drunk idiot to ruin the good work that went in to creating the peace.

Brall and the Cauldron would take care of the trade routes between Temple and Dallas and any other city or town that Temple managed to contact. In the meantime, if there were any hostilities against Temple, the Cauldron would be on call. With as disciplined as Brall’s troops were, it was the best place for them—regimented, regular work. No more wandering in the wastes. No more months and years without a place to call home. When the Cauldron was in Temple, they would have full access to all of the Compound’s supplies and lodgings. Drink, women, and sleep were free. Everything else was paid for.

There was a mythos to the Temple Family already established very well. It had a name that carried through the wastes. The Cauldron could marry in, if they wanted, and would be given special preference for newly matured Family girls.

But it wasn’t just the Cauldron getting a good deal. The Family would still maintain Temple security. Temple itself was under their control. Their riders would be the ones to search out new territory in the wastes, to raid old ruins of towns or cities, searching for scrap and materials for fabrication and production. They would get first haul of any loot brought in; they would be the face of Temple to the outside world. 

A little bit chaos, a little bit order. That was the way of things now.

The idea was that, if one group or the other went away, then the remaining would have enormous difficulty in re-establishing themselves in control. The Family couldn’t wipe out the Cauldron, for example, and expect to maintain the high standard of living that closely-guarded trade routes delivered to them. And just the same, the Cauldron couldn't wipe out the Family and safely run the town that remained behind, or establish the connections that needed to be held for money to flow in.

They walked back out into the bar. Robin quickly moved her self against Brall, one arm around his waist. On the other side, Abigail’s hands tugged close against Case’s thick arm.

“We got a deal,” Brall announced to the waiting men.

“That’s right,” Case nodded. “We got a deal, and drinks are on the house!”

Cheers rose up in unison—cheers clamoring for both Brall and Case, Family and Cauldron. 

There were a great many threats waiting them in the wasteland. But from then on, they would face them all together. 

# # #
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Alpha Male Dreams—A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of brilliant super hunks taking who they want, how they want, when they want. They don’t take “no” for an answer and women drop to their knees to serve their every ultra-muscled need. 

Virtual Meeting – The Series

This three-story collection features a special helmet that controls and transforms the minds and body of the men and women who put it on—resulting in erotic pairings, taboo intimacy, and harem delights!

Haughty Queen Dreams – A Bundle

This brilliant collection features TWENTY of the hottest Nadia Nightside stories about women so hot they make every other girl ache with jealous lust and compel men to cower...but in the end, they always kneel for one powerful Master.

Frisky Dreams – A Bundle

Get it while it’s hot! This bundle is so full of sin that it’s been banned twice in less than a month! TWENTY sensationally sexy stories wrapped together in a package that could be gone any instant!

Rough Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY stories of the roughest, hardest rutting around—always fertile, unprotected, and barely legal!

Mesmerizing Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY amazing stories of explicitly hot, super sexy mind control of gorgeous women under the thrall of one harem-craving man!

Lucky Nerd Dreams

TWENTY amazing tales of sensational, arrogant babes falling head over heels in love and lust, whether they like it or not, with the luckiest nerds alive—thanks to magical devices, potions, and other naughty machinations.

Homewrecking Dreams – A Bundle

TWENTY brilliant stories of the most forbidden of kinks—aching to break up a marriage for a hot young thing who happily seduces men away from the wives who disappoint them.

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories—including one NOVELLA-LENGTH erotic tale—available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll also receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free and you get hot, free tales! 

Hope to hear from you soon!
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HOPE TO HEAR FROM YOU soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Gang Desires - A Bundle? Then you should read
              
                Bimbo Packages - Female Designs by Nadia Nightside!
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        Overwhelmed, overweight, outmatched Samantha is ready to explode, driven to distraction by the infidelities of her husband, Michael. But when Mira arrives at her doorstep—her young, sensually beautiful neighbor—needing help with some strange packages, Samantha feels compelled to help. Inside the packages are pieces of beautiful clothing, begging to be worn. The two women, investigating, try on piece after piece, transforming into erotic goddesses as they do. Their hair lengthens, bodies tighten, busts enlarge, and their cups start to overflow! Drowning in lust, they crave to worship at the altar of masculinity, and to fill their fertile bodies with unprotected seed. But each package of clothing has a role for its wearer, and when Michael returns home, he finds that his wife and neighbor have a harem surprise in store…WARNING: This hot, transformative tale features a haggard wife, her hottie neighbor, and her husband's paramour becoming the bimbofied harem of their Alpha Male owner, desperate to please him as erotic servants!


    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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About the Author

        
            For Nadia Nightside, life is all about sex, and sex is all about power and control. She spends all her time dreaming up hot new ways to delight readers with stories including these themes--whether they include science-fiction, fantasy, paranormal, or more realistic aspects. If it involves hot, steamy submission, or one dominant personality asserting just exactly how dominant he or she is, Nadia loves it, and she wants to write about it. She LOVES hearing from fans and hopes all day long that someone will send her an email so they can chat about what naughty notions she can include in her stories.

Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter. It’s free, and you’ll receive special discounts and THREE exclusive stories not found ANYWHERE else:

Starting in 2020, I have a NEW mailing list, so if you signed up before or are brand new, please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:


http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH

        

    
	    
	      
	      Read more at Nadia Nightside’s site.
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