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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. 

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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.”

* * * * * 

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. 

* * * * * 

“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.”

* * * * * 

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.

* * * * *

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.”

# # #

Gang Heat: The Stewardess

––––––––

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. 

* * * * *

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. 

* * * * *

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. 

* * * * *

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.

* * * * *

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. 

* * * * * 

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. 

* * * * * 

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. 

# # #

Gang Heat: The Cheerleader

––––––––

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. 

* * * * *

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. 

* * * * *

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. 

* * * * * 

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.

* * * * *

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...”

* * * * *

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.

* * * * * 

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. 

# # #

Your opinion influences other readers and matters quite a bit to me! PLEASE leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *

I think you’re pretty terrific for reading my naughty thoughts! Let's get in touch.

You can:

See the hottest new erotica releases from tons of erotica authors via my Facebook Author Page! 

See what’s happening with me on Twitter @nadianightside.

And finally, enjoy some of my favorite dirty pictures and NSFW .gifs via Tumblr!

* * * * *

What's next?

––––––––

What other thoroughly hot stories about studly hunks dominating sexy, submissive babes has Nadia Nightside written? Wonderfully enough, there are lots and lots! Here's a few:

––––––––

Ruling His Hot Students

A regular guy receives a magical artifact that gives him god-like powers over the women around him. He can transform them however he likes and alter their minds so they're eager and willing to be his sex slaves...forever.

––––––––

Ruling His Own Strip Club

Jacob's lust for power increases when he takes over a strip club and falls in love with a gorgeous stripper. He can have any woman he wants and can transform them to his liking, but his obsession with this new girl threatens to unravel his new erotic lifestyle. 

––––––––

Sexcretary

Delilah is so desperate to save her talent agency that she entertains the insane plan of a young software developer to control all her clients. The problem is, he can control ANYONE with his software...including her. And what he wants is to turn gorgeous women like her into his personal slaves. 

––––––––

Get GREAT deals and save money on stories with these bundles:

––––––––

BARE Delights; BACK for more; STORIES for the Lusty

No action is more sensual or heated than a man unloading into the unprotected womb of a fertile babe with his bare cock. Each and every one of these NINE stories features that very act—in threesomes, in group sex, in gang bangs, in taboo situations, and in SO much more. 

Bimbo Servant Bundle

NINE incredible stories of lactating bimbo goddesses serving one lucky man. These fertile nympho babes are so desperate to be filled, they'll do anything to make their Master happy. 

Gang Lust Virgins

There's too many alpha male studs needing to breed...and not enough hot women for them all to have one for themselves. The solution? They start to share, all at once, whether the women ask them to or not. It's gang loving like you've never seen before, done only the way Nadia Nightside can. 

Heir Salon: The Series

Stalwart feminist Betty has always abhorred her own good looks, preferring to be judged by her values and accomplishments. But in the fertile town of Passion Heights, a woman is only good for her ability to breed and look perfect for her Man. Betty vows to get to the bottom of this bimbofying tale, but will she avoid becoming a bimbo herself?

Lust Fever: The Bundle

An epidemic of lust breaks out across the nation when Lust Fever strikes. Men are turned into primal, virile alpha studs without a care except for hardcore breeding, and women are eagerly transformed into their willing, fertile pets. It's Lust Fever...and there's no cure.

Lust Party Bundle

Stalwart reporter Morgan Malls investigates a series of strange orgies thrown by an enigmatic millionaire. She never thought she herself would join the festivities...or become their star attraction. 

Nadia Nightside's Best of 2015

SIX of the most erotic, sensational tales from 2015 are now available in one convenient bundle! Mind control, breeding, barely legal babes, taboo relations—this bundle has it all and then some!

Owned: The Series

Robert is a regular guy except for one thing...his nigh-omnipotent power to change others with merely a touch. He tries to hide this power, but the gorgeous Maria finds it sexier than anything else she's ever seen—and she's dying to make Robert realize the God he should be, just so long as she can be his submissive Goddess. 

Revenge By Trance Bundle

The entire sexy saga is contained in one convenient volume! Warren, a down-on-his-luck stage hypnotist, finds a magic watch that lets him hypnotize any gorgeous, fertile woman he wants for real. Soon, he's reminded the snobby women in his life of their proper place—on their knees before him in slavish worship.

The Unprotected Trance Series

Lifelong virgin Victor finds out the taste and touch of his manly seed puts women into deep, hypnotic trances—and he takes full advantage, conquering every last babe he comes across!

Virgin Heat Bundle

Three smoking hot tales of helplessly sexy virgins and the alpha male studs who know exactly what they need—a big heaping helping of their massive cocks full of baby breeding seed.

Love fun, sexy, free stories?

––––––––

Subscribe to the Nadia Nightside New Release Newsletter for a private link to THREE completely free stories available ONLY for subscribers! Not only that, but you'll receive exclusive access to regular special offers and discounts! It's free, it's instant, and you get hot, free stuff!

––––––––

Hope to hear from you soon!


  	
	    
	      Did you love Gang Heat: The Bundle? Then you should read Ruling His Own Strip Club by Nadia Nightside!
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Jacob used to be a regular guy until the tablet entered his life. Now he possesses the powers of a god, able to change his normal body into the kind that makes women bow over with unstoppable lust. He can also transform beautiful women into his eager, willing sexual servants with swipe of his fingertip. With the world at his feet, he does what any red-blooded man would do—he decides to take over a strip club and make every last fertile beauty there his delectably sexy breeding lovepets. But what he doesn’t expect is that there’s one dancer who steals his heart away—one more gorgeous than all the rest, and one who is terribly turned on by the prospect of being owned by a god. She wants to convince him that every God needs a Goddess…one who will still be utterly obedient to him in every way, of course. 
And yet, there is trouble in paradise. The immortal sorceress Celeste aches for the power Jacob holds, and if she tracks him down, she’ll crumble his new kingdom to dust…

	    

    
	    
	      
	      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:


http://eepurl.com/zl7dX 
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