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Synopsis

Elizabeth Harding is on a boat far out to sea, surrounded by a gang of hot and steamy pirates. On the way to visit her esteemed husband, Elizabeth must sit on her hands and behave. But watching the muscled crew work is driving Elizabeth absolutely wild with lust - no man has ever made her feel like this before.

Will Elizabeth succeed in seducing the rugged Captain Jim and his delicious crew? She needs their attention and will do anything to get it. But none of them wanted a woman on board in the first place. Elizabeth must do absolutely everything she can to get her way with them...
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Elizabeth sat on the edge of the boat, looking over the sparkling blue ocean. She filled her lungs with the salty sea air, breathing it out again and feeling peaceful. She had one leg straddled on either side of the ledge at the edge of the boat. The hard wood pressed firmly against her groin, making her slightly wet.

The sun beat down with a pulsing intensity. There was a gentle breeze coming in from behind them, cooling her hot skin. She turned her attention to the deck and watched the cabin boy Jorge, as he scuttled up and down the mast with the ease. She had been surprised when she found out Jorge was only 18. His black skin was dark and every inch of his torso rippled with muscles, arms as thick as oak branches.

Jorge wore a pair of simple white shorts, which were ragged at the end and tied around his slender muscled waist with a thin black rope. Apart from his head - upon which he wore a red bandana to keep off the sun - he wore nothing else on his body. With his feet pressed against the mast and his hands hooked around the pole, Jorge slowly walked himself up to the top.

Elizabeth looked at his forearms contract and shift as they pulled his weight to the top of the structure. Under the intense white sun his dark skin glistened.

Elizabeth was sat on the middle of the boat.  She turned her attention towards the stern where Chavez was swashing the deck with a dirty mop and bucket. The old oaken boat was so filthy she wasn’t sure that he was just pushing more dirt into the surface rather than taking it up, but she didn’t say anything. Chavez too was dressed in a similar fashion to Jorge, but instead of wearing white shorts his were black. He also wore a loose vest top that swung freely as he pushed the mop around the deck.

Chavez was paler than Jorge, but he was a native Spaniard, and had a deep bronze complexion. Like Jorge his sweating skin also glistened under the intense light of the sun. Elizabeth stared at Chavez as he moved the mop around the deck lazily. She wanted him so badly. Gently she rubbed herself against the edge of the ledge that she was straddling. She tingled and felt her cotton panties become wet as she moved her pussy against the dark oaken boards.

The boat was bound for Italy, where Elizabeth’s fiancé Henry now resided. Before this they had married and lived in London together, but now Henry’s work as an estate lawyer had dragged him to sunnier climates. Elizabeth loved Henry, but he was a traditional and polite gentleman, sometimes a girl needed more.

Henry had taken Elizabeth on their wedding night – (or rather Elizabeth had taken him). A vile traditionalist, Henry had spurred all of her advances in the months following their engagement, insisting they must wait for marriage. Elizabeth was driven so mad with desire during that time, she wished for nothing more than for Henry to fuck her every night. He made her wait until the wedding night, and with no excuses remaining,  he was finally forced to surrender to her lustful whims.

Elizabeth had straddled him as she straddled the ledge now, easing his disappointingly sized cock in side of her and riding him until...three seconds later when he blew his load everywhere. Always a lady, Elizabeth kissed him on the forehead and reassured his doubts that his efforts had been good enough. “No worry darling, we can make love again many times tonight.”” Henry had already fallen asleep.

Elizabeth spent the rest of her wedding night doing as she always had, seeing to relieving herself of the maddening tension that sprawled within her pelvis almost constantly. In the weeks and months following her lacklustre consummation, the marriage bed remained as lukewarm as it had done on the dreaded night and soon Elizabeth gave up on her attempts all together.

She still felt love for Henry, but in the bedroom and between her legs she needed something else altogether. Henry was a grown man, but physically he didn’t compare to the likes of the ship hands she had grown accustomed to over the last few weeks. Often she had watched him labouring over the flower beds in the garden during the English summers. His body was soft and flabby. ““Muscles into mind rather than body,” he had always joked whenever he had caught Elizabeth looking at him with a hint of disappointment in her eye.

No, Henry didn’t compare at all to the hands that were working here on the boat which carried her towards him. When Henry first approached the captain, the young sea dog had refused to take her on the voyage. The Captain’s name Jim and he was staunch and superstitious.

“Woman shouldn’t be on fucking board,” he’d roared at Henry while they negotiated her passage in the tavern. In the end the only reason he’d agreed to take Elizabeth on board was because of the hefty sum Henry had agreed pending to her safe arrival. Captain Jim was a young sailor, but experienced enough to know when to shut and take the gold. “We’’ll deliver her safe and unharmed…don’t you worry Mr. Harding.”

Still, there had been strict conditions for Elizabeth being on board. She was to stay in her cabin between the hours of twelve and six, and to “Stay out the fucking way whenever I see fit.” The other crew members were not much nicer to Elizabeth, also sharing in the suspicions of Captain Jim that having a woman on board was asking for some rather unfortunate to happen.

They treated her like she was something unpleasant, something to be avoided and to be skirted around at all costs. The first few weeks she had confined herself to her cabin, sulking and passing the hours away with endless masturbation. But eventually even Elizabeth had grown bored of that, and soon started slinking out of the cabin and eventually up on to the deck, to sit on the side of the ship and idle the day away whilst watching the crew work.

Captain Jim hadn’t liked it at first, but soon realised that despite how many he times he shouted at Elizabeth, she would always creep up five minutes later when no one was looking. The first couple of days on board she had been stupid enough to wear a full walking dress and heels, as if strolling through Hyde Park. The heat was far too much to bear however, and the dress had gone to the bottom of the large travelling trunk at the foot of her bed almost instantly.

As the weeks went past, the clothes she wore had become less and less. At first Elizabeth felt utterly shameful walking out on the deck simple in her underdress and tights, but the crew had seemed to take no notice of her. She decided to turn it into a game, trying to see how little she could wear before Jim would deem it too inappropriate, but he never said a word. Now she sat on the bannister of the ship’s side, wearing nothing but a short silk negligee that had never been intended to see the light of the day.

The negligee had been more than enough to capture the attention of the crew. Her large breasts positively bust of the v cut at the top of the dress, and it was the dress was so short it only just covered her ass when she was sitting down. She had a box full of white cotton panties that covered the last of her dignity. She hadn’t tried coming up on deck without them on. Not yet anyway.

Now she sat on the side of the ship in her usual spot, watching Jorge and Chavez as they moved across the ship seeing to their daily chores. The natural rocking of the boat on the rolling ocean helped to disguise Elizabeth as she moved herself back and forth gently against the hard grain of the bannister. She had managed to cum in secret three times this morning already. Revelling in the fact that none of the other crew members seemed to notice. Getting off in public got her really hot under the collar.

“Grub will be up in twenty minutes!” Captain Jim’s voice rang out from behind. She turned to see him standing at the wheel, steering it with one hand and drinking rum from a bottle with the other. Beside him stood the ship’s cook, a pale Nordic man whom the crew called ‘Dutch’ – for reasons unknown to Elizabeth.

Dutch went back under deck and Jim continued to tug against the wheel gently, probably paying more attention to the rum in his hand than anything else. Like Chavez and Jorge, Jim was thickly built, clad in the muscles one accrues from working a lifetime of hard and physical labour. Of the three men he was easily the most handsome. His head was cleanly shaven, but a thick brown beard strapped his rugged jawline, the sight of which sent Elizabeth’’s hand diving for her pussy most days.

She turned back around to ogle Chavez and Jorge a little more before they had to retreat for dinner and caught Chavez taking in a deep eye full of her busting cleavage. Realising that he had been caught, Chavez looked away immediately and continued to sweep the deck, as if he had been studying something far off in this distance behind her glorious breasts.

Elizabeth looked down at her heaving cleavage and admired how svelte her legs look as they dangled over each side of the boat. The weeks of sun had turned her formerly pale skin into a deep and sunken bronze. The waves below crashed against the boat’s side as it cut through the dark blue waters with a quiet brushing roar. The waters foamed as they lapped against the wood panelling, sending the occasional spray of cool moisture up to land on the bottom of Elizabeth’s foot and thigh.

Deciding it was time to go down for dinner, Elizabeth swung her leg back over onto the other side of the deck and stood up slowly, a little sleepy from sitting in the heat for the last hour or two. She straightened her short negligee out and climbed down the ladder that led to the underbelly of the boat.
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Elizabeth’s room was small and dark, with only one small window on the wall over the bed letting in a little of the afternoon sun. She stopped at the foot of her bed, dropped her soaking panties to the floor and stood looking at herself in the mirror. She hiked the negligee up above her waist line and held it there while she studying the svelte curves of her hips and pussy. Elizabeth liked to keep herself trim and had shaven all of her pubic hair off a few months ago at the recommendation of her friend Carmen. “It’s all the rage in France right now my darling, you have to try it.”

At first it had felt weird, but now she couldn’t have it any other way. Her lips were smooth. She brushed a finger against them, stuck it into her mouth and tasting her salty sweetness.

Suddenly the door opened and before Elizabeth had time to react Jorge was standing in the room. He stood in the door way for a moment, mouth agape at the splendour of her naked figure standing there in the room, his eyes taking in every inch of her.

“Yes Jorge?” Elizabeth said, not letting the dress fall to cover her.

“I’m sorry miss!” Jorge stammered whilst turning back around to exit the room. Elizabeth let the dress fall back below her waist and covered her nakedness.

“Jorge it’s ok – honestly,” she said with a hint of laughter in her voice. “I’m sure you’ve seen a naked woman before.” Elizabeth cast her eyes down to his waist and from the side she could see the outline of his cock bulging against his white shorts.

He didn’t turn back around to face her, instead staring down at the floor in front of him. “I have Miss, but that is not for you to hear. I came here simply to tell you that food is ready.” His soft French accent always made her insides tingle. Before Elizabeth could entice more words from his velvet tongue he had left the room and shut the door quickly behind him.

She fell back on to the bed, flustered at the maddening sexual desire that needed releasing from her. Accidentally flashing Jorge just now had probably been the most erotic thing to happen to Elizabeth in weeks and still - nothing had happened. She threw herself forward again, shimmied into some new underwear and made her way to dinner.

Of all her friends, Elizabeth had always been a little bored of being a lady. When Henry first proposed the idea of her going on a trade ship to come over to Italy, she jumped at the chance. She spent many nights under the covers with her toes curled thinking about what all those burly men would do to her. Now she was actually here things were worse than ever, she often wondered if any of these manly men actually had cocks.

Regardless of her frustration, Elizabeth did love being on the ship and out on the open sea. The salty sea air and the atmosphere of being around the crew just felt right her to her. When she would land in Italy in several weeks’ time, she made a mental note to tell Henry that she wanted her own private yacht on which she could have her own excursions. Then she’’d fill the yacht with her own crew of seadogs like this and sail around all day whilst getting her brains fucked out.

Like all the other rooms on the ship, the dining quarters were dark and small. When the other men walked about the boat under deck, they often had to do so with a stoop in their walk, to save them from hitting their heads on the beams in the ceiling. Only small herself, Elizabeth didn’t have this problem at all and floated through the belly of the boat with ease.

“Good evening gentleman,” she sang as she glided into the room and took a place at the table next to Chavez. Captain Jim sat on the other side of her and opposite was Jorge and Dutch. Elizabeth held her head high and looked across at Jorge who was trying to find something interesting in the grain of the wood in front of him, rather than meet her eye.

She wondered if he Jorge had came into the kitchen straight away and told all the men how he had seen her. She wondered if the men had all secretly hoped that they were the ones to walk in instead of Jorge, and catch her in her act of defiance. If it had been Chavez instead of Jorge, would he have bent her over the edge of the bed and fucked her brains out instead of shuffling out like a horny teenager? She dropped her hand below the table and secretly massaged the fabric of her panties.

The crew grunted back their usual acknowledgments and proceeded to ignore her as usual. Dutch went to the kitchen, brought back a pot of the steaming food and they ate. While life on the ship was grimy and often left one wanting for the finer things at some point in life, Elizabeth could never say a bad word about the chef’s cooking.

They all sat together mostly in silence as everyone ate the stew, supping at their ales and rums until the food had all been swallowed down. It was customary after dinner for Captain Jim to break open another bottle of rum and share a glass with all of the crew. Up until now this had been an activity he had declined to involve Elizabeth in, but as he poured the drinks he set another empty glass on the table and looked over to her.

“Miss Harding?” Jim asked with the bottle resting on the lip of the empty glass. The invitation took Elizabeth by surprise.

“Oh certainly - yes!” Elizabeth said a little too excited. She had never been involved in their camaraderie before and was starting to feel like a real member of the crew. Captain Jim filled the glass up with a measure that was equal that of the ones he’’d poured for his crew members (if not a little more) and handed the drinks out to the table.

Elizabeth took the cool glass in her hand and looked up at the others for some hint to how she should proceed. Jorge was eyeballing her out the corner of his eye and she felt as if everyone was watching her for some reason. The boat swung slowly through the silence, rocking over the gentle waves. The old wooden beams above creaked slightly with the motion of the boat and the candelabra above rocked back and forth with each creaking roll.

“We’ve made some good progress today,” Jim held his glass up and the rest of the crew followed his lead. Elizabeth did so too. The dark rum swilled around the glass and left an oily tide mark on the edge of the dirty glass. The smell of the stuff was positively ghastly and burned her nostrils.

“So to celebrate, you can all take the night off and we’ll play a bit of cards in here,” Captain Jim paused and turned his attention to Elizabeth, ““Miss Harding you are free to join us if you wish.”

Taken by surprise once again, Elizabeth blushed, admonished a quick thank you and stared into the dark contents of her glass. With that Jim had finished his toast and knocked back the drink in one. Elizabeth looked around to see the other crew members following suit, lifting the bottom of the glasses up high and slamming them back down to the wooden table.

She picked the tumbler up with both hands. Not wanting to stand out, she drank the whole thing in one and placed the glass down on the table again gently. Elizabeth had drunk before, but mostly it was considered and un-lady like activity and she’d only had small tastes of the finest wines or champagnes. This was something different altogether. The dark liquid shot through her body, sent her into a coughing fit and the crew erupted in laughter.

“It’ll do that to you if you’re not used to it,” Jim said while wiping a tear of laughter from his eye. Elizabeth felt a little embarrassed, but took the blunder in her stride and stood up to bow a fake courtesy to the crew. She sat back down, almost instantly aware of the drink’s effect on her.

Dutch removed the pots from the table, Chavez pulled out an old deck of cards and sat shuffling them in a series of complex cuts and moves that Elizabeth struggled to keep up with. It was usual after dinner for the crew to smoke pipes and play cards long into the night, but the play would often be broken up with chores that needed doing for the evening. With everyone having the night off there was a jovial spirit in the atmosphere and Elizabeth was rather enjoying herself.

Smoke from their cigarettes and pipes filled the dark dining room. The thick curtains of grey silk floated slowly through the room, filled from the light of the candelabra above. Jorge asked her if she wanted a cigarette but she declined, even Elizabeth had her limits for exuberance. Instead she lifted her foot underneath the table and placed it directly onto Jorge cock, massaging his huge black cock through the fabric of his shorts. He looked at her at first in shock, but the chance had past now to refute the advance and he sat throbbing in silence as stroked his shaft with her feet.

“It’s been a bit boring round here lately,” Chavez said as he dealt out the cards to the crew. Elizabeth smiled to herself as she continued to flick her foot up and down Jorge’’s dick. “So to let off a little steam I suggest we play us a little game with Miss Harding here. If you’re up for it Miss?” Chavez looked at her out the corner of his eye as he finishing dealing.

“That depends on the game Mr. Chavez,” Elizabeth laughed nervously, looking around at the rest of the crew.

“Strip poker.” He said without meeting her glance.
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The room fell silent for a moment and Captain Jim erupted in fits of laughter from the other side of her. Elizabeth glanced at him quickly, and felt her self-reddening in the face. Chavez had intended to humiliate her, but she wouldn’t let him.

“Let’s play then.” Elizabeth said with a confident air to the room and looked Chavez in the eye. The rest of them sat in silence. The smile dropped from Chavez’’ face as he realised that she had called his bluff. Elizabeth still had her foot on Jorge’s cock, looked over towards him and continued to push against it again with the ball of her foot.

“Enough.” Jim said standing up. “I’ve had a fucking enough of this.”” He knocked back another glass of rum that he had been keeping topped up and stood looking down at Elizabeth. “You’ve been gallivanting across this ship the last few weeks, fucking yourself on that beam while you sit and distract my crew members.”

Elizabeth removed her foot from the space between Jorge’s legs and felt a lump in her throat. She blushed slightly at the Captain’s admission. So they had known what she had been doing. They had known all along.

“Well if you’re going to gallivant about the ship looking like a whore, then you fucking well act like one.” With this Captain Jim slammed his glass down on to the wooden table, walked over to Elizabeth and grabbed her by the arm.

Elizabeth had mind to protest at him grabbing her, but the second his thick sweaty hand touched the skin of her arm she felt tingles surging across her skin. Jim gripped her tightly and pulled her up, dragging her towards the end of the table.

There wasn’t a sound in the cabin, Elizabeth had expected at least one of the other men to protest but no one said anything. All the eyes at the table were fixed on her heaving bosom, as it fell and rose with excited breaths. They all wanted to see this, they all wanted it.

“Well, go on then,” Jim said. He unbuckled his pants and let them fall to the floor, the big metal buckle clanking against the wooden planks loudly as it hit the ground. “Go on then ‘Miss Harding’, act like the fucking whore that you want to be.”

She stared at him for a moment, looking down at his erect cock as it swung from side to side gently with the sway of the ship. Without saying a word, Elizabeth hiked up her skirt and pulled her panties down. Once they were past the curve of her legs she closed her knees together and let the underwear fell all the way to the floor. She lifted up her skirt and bent herself over the table, resting her elbows on the wood. One by one the crew stood up from the benches and took a step back.

Elizabeth moved her feet apart slightly, allowing her ass cheeks to spread and fully display her wet and glistening mound. She was ready for him; she was ready for all of him.

“Not like that you dumb bitch.” Elizabeth heard Jim walking forward and then suddenly something was pulling her hard by the hair. Jim had taken a bunch of her hair from behind, steered her around to look towards him and forced her down on to her knees. ““Whores fuck with their mouths, and you’re a whore, so suck my dick Miss Harding.”

Elizabeth stared at his cock, it was inches from her face now and she could see the pre-cum dripping from the end of his member as he flinched involuntarily in anticipation. She took the shaft in her right hand, it was hot and slightly clammy to the touch. She could feel the veins bulge and twist against the skin of her palm as she worked her hand from the base up to the tip and back again. Elizabeth looked up at the Captain who had rolled his head back and moaning softly as his eyes rolled around his head.

With her other hand Elizabeth grabbed his balls and started massaging them gently with a hypnotic palming motion. The Captain let out a deep sigh, he had no more words left to say – now her hands would make him say the rest.

Elizabeth stuffed his cock into her mouth and moved her head back and forth, pushing herself to go all the way down and back up again. She gagged a little the first few times when his head hit the back of her throat, but she quickly learned to ignore the sensation and even began to enjoy the feel of it as it brushed against the back of her mouth. It felt hot and solid in her mouth; she flicked her tongue across the bottom of his shaft as she moved her head back and forth faster and faster.

She kept one hand on his waist, and continued to suck his cock, squeezing the head slightly with her lips as it came out his mouth. With her other hand she undid the loose ties on the front of her negligee and pulled the garment open, letting her breasts fall free. She groped herself slightly whilst sucking him, brushing the hand down the line of her naval. Elizabeth slipped a finger into her pussy and massaged her folds with a rapid intensity as the Captain’’s cock slid in and out of her throat.

He let out a loud groan now, Elizabeth felt him grow harder in her mouth and then he shot his load all over her tongue. She tried to keep her lips wrapped tight around his dick and keep the majority of his load in her mouth, but some forced its way free and trickled down her chin. The Captain grabbed Elizabeth by the back of her head with both his hands and forced her deep all the way down on to his dick as the last of his semen fired into her mouth and down the back of her throat.

When he had finally finished cumming the captain dropped his hands from the back of Elizabeth’s head and took a couple of drunken steps backwards, flopping into a chair behind him and breathing heavily. Elizabeth stayed knelt on the wooden floor boards for a moment, fucking her pussy with her fingers, wondering what would happen next. A hand grabbed her by the shoulder and pulled her around. Elizabeth looked up to see it was Dutch, the Nordic chef. He had removed his shorts and was looking at Elizabeth expectantly, stroking himself slowly as she worked herself with her own hands.

An expression of shock crossed Elizabeth’s face. All the men around the table were naked now and stroking themselves as their eyes burned into her. Dutch grabbed Elizabeth by her neck and lifted her up to her feet forcefully. He had always seemed like such a timid gentleman when Elizabeth had watched him pottering about below the deck. Now his fingers gripped tightly onto her throat and made her feel slightly short of breath. She liked it.

Dutch threw her onto the table from the side and Elizabeth nearly fell off the other from the force of the throw. A pair of hands grabbed her shoulders to stop her from slipping off the table. She looked up and saw Jorg’s standing directly above her. From this angle she was laying at the bottom of his black cock which was directly above her face. Without thinking Elizabeth wiped the Captain’’s jizz from off her chin, sucked it from her fingers and stuffed Jorge’s giant black cock into her mouth.

From the other end, she could feel Dutch push her legs back, spread them and slide his hard cock all the way of inside of her. Elizabeth lay on her back, face fucking Jorge from underneath and being slammed in her pussy from the other end by Dutch. They both felt so hard and hot and good inside of her body. With one hand she twisted her right nipple between her fingers and with the other she rubbed her clitoris, teasing herself towards the orgasm that was looming ahead.

Every pump from Dutch sent shivers of pleasure rippling from her core and out through her body, and every taste of Jorge as his giant black cock slid back and forth into her mouth rapidly were pure heaven. Elizabeth felt like the slut that she always wanted to be. She lay there getting fucked by both the sailors wondering what Henry would think if he could see her now, his perfect little lady was a getting ganged by a group of rugged sailors –– and she loved every minute of it.

Dutch was the first come, and Elizabeth shook with pleasure on the table as she felt his semen blast inside of her. Watching his shipmate shoot his load off into Elizabeth’s pussy must have been a turn on for Jorge’s, because right after Dutch had finished cumming inside of her Jorge’’s cock hardened and filled her mouth with his sweet and salty seed.

Elizabeth gulped his load down into her throat and lifted her head lazily in an orgasmic haze. She had must have had three or four small orgasms now and her body was glowing with the heat of the sperm inside of her. Every time one of the men squirted their spunk into her mouth and pussy a mini-orgasm filled her entirely and built her up to her crescendo even more. She lay there for a moment in her post fuck stupor, head flat on the table starting lazily at the swinging candelabra on the ceiling.

Another set of hands grabbed her. This time it was Chavez. He was the only one so far not to have fucked her. She craved his cock and she craved his load inside of her. Chavez flipped Elizabeth over on the table as if she weighed nothing. She hadn’t noticed but somewhere in the last few minutes her dress had been torn from her body completely. She didn’’t care. She lay on her stomach in anticipation, waiting for Chavez to shove his cock inside of her pussy that was already dripping with the semen of his crewmates.

Something hot dripped onto her asshole. Elizabeth turned around and saw Chavez spilling oil from a small bottle on to her ass. He shoved his thumb inside of her and Elizabeth cried out with a moan of ecstasy. Having her pussy fucked from Dutch had been utterly delightful; she had never even anticipated that she could be fucked in her –

Ass. Chavez shoved his dick all the way into her tight butthole and began to fuck her viciously. He wrapped both of his hands around her waist and thrust himself hard against her backside, his giant cocking filling her entirely. The ass fucking felt similar to the when she had been fucked in her pussy, but yet it felt different at the same time. Elizabeth closed her eyes and moaned loudly as spasms of ecstasy jolted through her body and pelvis. Behind her she could hear Chavez grunting loudly as he slammed himself in and out of her asshole rapidly.

A hand grabbed her head and Elizabeth opened her eyes to see Captain Jim standing there again in front of her, dick erect – ready for another attempt. Without waiting for him to enter her mouth, she grabbed his cock with both hands and shoved it greedily into her mouth, taking him whole. Jim let out a cry of pleasure in surprise and wrapped his fingers around the back of her head. He started thrusting, fucking her mouth with no restraint.

Again Elizabeth was a human fuck toy, a bridge between two sailors whom she had wanted to swallow all the weeks she had been on the ship. She felt her pussy growing intensely hot with the thought of her absolute subjugation. She was the ship’s toy, their fuck thing, their cum slave – and she loved it.

She rubbed her pussy furiously with one hand, almost reaching the swelling orgasm that had been building since the moment Jim first shoved his cock into her mouth. Chavez grew harder inside of her ass and started fucking her faster.  Captain Jim’s cock went rock solid as well, they were both about to come.

Sensing the impending explosion, Elizabeth pushed her fingers deep inside of her and let the building pressure explode out across her body in one swooping motion. Behind her Chavez’s dick squeezed and exploded deep inside of her ass hole, filling her with his warm hot semen. Captain Jim took his cock out of her mouth and shot his hot semen all over her face. Each splattering of his seed slapped against her skin and dripped down her face and into her mouth.

Elizabeth focused her mind on the explosions of her own pleasure which rippled across her body with great intensity and she had to grip the edge of the table top hard to stop her from falling off as she twinged and shuddered on the surface.

Elizabeth rolled on to her back and lay on the table with her chest falling and rising rapidly. All of her breath was spent. Looking around the cabin at the crew, she judged that they were spent as well. Each of them lay there in their post fuck stupors lighting pipes and staring idly around the room.

She lay there feeling the last of the warmth spread across her body. She rolled her head softly on her shoulders tracing her mind over what had just happened from start to finish.

A huge grin spread across her face, when she stepped onto the ship she had been a lady. But now as she lay on the desk she was something so much more - she was the ship’s whore, and she never wanted to be anything else ever again.

[image: ]

Synopsis

Elizabeth has been turned from a lady into the ship's slave. One night after a day of satisfying the insatiable demands of Captain Jim and his lusty crew, Elizabeth decides to get some fresh air up on deck.

That's when she sees it, a strange green light coming towards her from the sky. A powerful green laser comes down, strips Elizabeth of everything she owns and she is taken deep into the belly of the strange UFO.

Now she must face the strange alien men on board. But why have they taken Elizabeth here and what could they possibly want with her...?

= This is Book 2 in the genre defying Elizabeth Harding series, but it can be read as standalone short. =
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Upon the deck the night air was fresh. Elizabeth looked out at the reddening sky, watching the sun as the last of its peak sank below the horizon. The sky was marred with deep blues and purples as the last of the light faded from the day.

On either side of the boat she could hear the waves lapping gently against the wood. She took a deep breath and smelled the salty sea air, it smelled good.

Taking a spot at the stern of the ship, Elizabeth ran hair hands over the course oak grain and listened to the mast creaking overhead. The last couple of days had been wild. She had spent nearly three weeks on the boat now, most of which she had spent locked up and insatiably horny.

It was only recently that the crew had finally had their way with her, and now she got out of bed each morning with a spring in her step – ready to be their cum slut for the day once more.

The day had been a productive one. It had started when the ship’s cook Dutch had snuck into her room and woke her with a light spanking. Elizabeth eyed him sleepily with a smile and got on to all fours so he could fuck her from behind.

After breakfast, Jorge and Chavez had stopped her in the hallway for a quickie before they had to go up on deck. Jorge ate her out while Chavez fucked her in the ass from behind.

Captain Jim hadn’t paid her much attention all day, and she had started to wonder if he wasn’t feeling well, but just before retiring to bed he pulled up to the wheel house and fucked her silly from behind.

She felt the red marks on her wrists were he had bound them tightly with rope to the ship’s wheel. It had been the first time anyone had ever tied her up during sex – Elizabeth had liked it.

After the crew first had their way with Elizabeth, some ground rules were established by Elizabeth and by Captain Jim on behalf of the crew. “You can all have me in any way, any time of the day – unless I specifically say so.” Elizabeth was delighted to see the crew’s eyes sparkle when she said this.

The truth of the matter was that she wanted the crew all the time and she doubted she would ever turn them down, but she thought wise to include it anyway.

Captain Jim’s rule was that the crew must all share her, if anyone else wanted to jump in on Elizabeth while she was being fucked, it was fair game. Elizabeth had been having a brilliant week.

She looked back towards the dark ocean, in the direction the ship lazily moved to in the darkness. She couldn’t help but notice that the clouds on the horizon looked strangely peculiar.

The sky was dark blue and the surrounding clouds were a darker black, which was perfectly normal. But deep in one cloud directly ahead and above, a green light seemed to permeate from the dark cover.

“What on earth is that?” Elizabeth said to herself, and stood up on the stern of the boat to get a closer look at the unusual sight.

The green light grew brighter now and the dark clouds in front of it parted, revealing something gliding through the sky, directly towards the boat. Elizabeth couldn’t be sure, but from where she was standing the far off object looked strangely metallic, yet boat like at the same time. What was this thing?

Pins pricked all up and down Elizabeth’s spine. She had a strange feeling that she should run below deck and wake Captain Jim and the rest of the crew, but something else held her to the spot. Something else kept her gaze transfixed on the green hypnotic lights and the metallic boat that was floating towards her.

Within her eyesight now, Elizabeth could make out the oddity in the sky. It was a boat, much like the one she had been sailing on these past few weeks. There was a stern, a tall metallic mast sticking up from the deck and – those sails! Instead of cloth sails, the sails of the metallic ship were fields of pulsing green light.

Feeling afraid, Elizabeth gripped her hands at the hem of her night dress, staring at the sky boat apprehensively.

The boat was directly over her now, floating in the sky perhaps just thirty feet. The hull of the sky ship was a perfectly polished metal, the likes of which Elizabeth had never seen before. At the very centre of the hull, at the bottom was a port of some kind.

The wind picked up, and Elizabeth brushed her hair from her eyes, aware that the waves around the ship seemed to be blasting away from the metal behemoth floating directly above them.

A loud and eerie humming noise emanated from the hull, Elizabeth could feel the thick bass vibrating through her very bones. The port at the bottom of the hull opened up and a green cone of light descended slowly, moving down directly towards Elizabeth.

As the beam of light grew closer, Elizabeth felt herself completely immobilised and unable to run. She couldn’t get away now even if she wanted to. The beam of green light washed over the top of her head and stopped at the deck beneath her feet.

The light felt warm and secure, like Elizabeth had slipped into a hot bath with a favourite cup of her chamomile tea. All around her she could hear the noise of the air crackling. Looking down Elizabeth saw that her night gown was – disintegrating?

As if being lit on fire tiny holes appeared all over the dress. The holes grew bigger and bigger until more of her flesh was exposed and soon the dress was completely gone altogether. Elizabeth stared down at her naked body, remarking how strange her breasts and naked form looked in the eerie green light.

This feels strange. Elizabeth thought to herself. I should feel totally terrified right now, but it’s almost as if this light is soothing me in some way. I could almost fall asleep.

The sound of crackling in the air intensified and Elizabeth felt a sudden weightlessness surrounding her. She looked around in surprised and found herself floating up, up towards the port in the metallic boat above.

Elizabeth looked down at Captain Jim’s boat below; she had passed the top of the mast now. From above, the wooden ship looked like a small toy in the distance below.

She slipped through the port hole at the bottom of the metallic ship and into complete darkness. The green light had disappeared and with it so had the warmth that had been surrounding her. The port door closed beneath her and Elizabeth dropped on to the cold metal floor below with a bang.

She stood up and tried to listen for anything in the darkness. She had been abducted, and she had no idea where she was.

2

Elizabeth strained in the darkness, trying to see anything. Anything that could indicate a way out the dark place she had been taken to. Squinting in the darkness, she felt the cold amplify and goose bumps danced upon down her arms and legs. She shivered slightly, shuddered with the cold and her teeth chattered.

“Damnation its cold in here.” Her voice echoed around the dark chamber.

A warm humming noise rose from the floor and then suddenly light filled the room. Elizabeth held a hand over her eyes to shield them from the intense glare, squinting for a moment until they adjusted to the new brightness.

The room was round and large. The were no distinct walls, just a floor that curved continuously up and back on itself to form a ceiling. All around the chamber there were rows of concentric lights that decorated the floors and ceilings. Elizabeth heard something open behind her and shot around.

Before her there was a square hole in one of the curved sections between the floor and ceiling. Standing in it was a naked man. At least, Elizabeth thought he was a man; he looked exactly the same except his skin was a bright green colour.

The green man suddenly began to float in the doorway and glided silently through the air towards Elizabeth in the centre of the chamber.

He set his upon the floor without making as much as a sound. Elizabeth slowly worked her way up the strange man’s body. His legs thick and knotted with powerful muscles, his…penis was bigger than Elizabeth had ever seen.

The  cut V above his groin, chiselled abs and well defined pectorals. She looked at his arms and hands, big enough to crush a melon between. When her eyes fell upon his face, Elizabeth felt as if she could pass out with arousal.

Although his skin may have been peculiar, this man’s face was no stranger to handsomeness.

“Hello Elizabeth.” The man said to her. He spoke slowly, lightly and the sound of his voice seemed to relax Elizabeth almost immediately. Although he was right in front of her, it sounded as if his voice was coming from all sides, from inside her mind itself.

“We’ve been watching you for some time now. It’s nice to finally meet you.”

Every word from this alien Adonis was like honey in Elizabeth’s ears. Elizabeth felt her knees weaken. Standing there completely naked, she had never felt more comfortable before a man.

“My name is Vaatu, and I am the captain of this – ship.” He raised a hand motioning around the room to the chamber in which Elizabeth was standing. ““I hope the beam up was ok?”

Elizabeth looked down at the port beneath her feet, from which she had entered the chamber. “It was quite fine thank you,” she said curiously. “If you don’’t mind Vaatu – can you explain why I’m here?” He looked back into her eyes and smiled.

“My people and I come from a long way away from here. You may have noticed that we are not really of this planet. We glide through the stars and galaxies, searching for sexual energies with which we can interface and continue our legacies.”

Elizabeth stared at him with a fixed expression of curiosity.

“We were several galaxies away when we detected a pulse of sexual energy coming from your planet ‘Earth’ – the likes of which we have never detected before. At once we set sail to come and visit you, realising that we had to see you in the flesh for ourselves.”

Elizabeth felt herself blush slightly, but was also aware she was massively turned on. Her nipples hardened as Vaatu’s words continued to pour over her. “You mean you came from the stars in the sky?” Elizabeth asked him, trying to shake her disbelief.

“Yes,” Vaatu answered, “and that is where we are heading towards now. Since you arrived on this ship we have been moving quickly through space, away from your planet.”” Elizabeth stared at him wide eyed, not really sure if she could believe anything that she was hearing.

Vaatu smiled at her reassuringly, as if he could see what she thought.

“I know this might all be hard to take in,” he said, “So please. Follow me – I will take you to the star room on the main deck.”

Elizabeth simply nodded back at Vaatu in confirmation. All of her energy was now being directed in restraint to not fuck herself right there in front of him. Vaatu walked towards Elizabeth, picked her up with one neat scoop of his arms and held her as if she weighed nothing.

“Brace yourself Miss Harding, it’s only a short journey from here.”

The same feeling of weightlessness washed across Elizabeth’s body as she lay in Vaatu’s thick strong arms. He floated gently up into the air once more and spun around to face the door from which he had come. The chamber the door ahead approached quickly.

As they entered through, the wall seamlessly closed behind and they went deeper into the heart of the alien ship.
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The star room was even bigger than the initial chamber in which Elizabeth had met Vaatu. After being on board the boat for the last few weeks, it was a nice surprise to have the space to move around freely.

Even though the last couple of days on Captain Jim’s boat had been a blast – Elizabeth had still felt a little stir crazy. They touched onto the ground and Vaatu released Elizabeth. 

The room was oval shaped again like the first, but this time a long window ran along one side of it, through which Elizabeth could see a stunning vista of stars and galaxies.

She walked right up to the window; hands pressed against the glass with her mouth slightly open at the view before her.

“Quite something isn’t?” Someone said from behind her. She spun around and saw two other men standing in the room with her and Vaatu. They too were naked, tall and had bodies the likes of which Elizabeth had never seen. One of them had purple skin and the other red. The purple one was speaking.

“Hello Elizabeth, it’s a pleasure to finally meet you. My name is Zell and this Dax.” The two alien men both offered a slight bow to her and she curtsied back.

Elizabeth looked at Zell and Dax standing next to each other, and felt her pussy getting wetter now. Vaatu had been enough, but with all three of them standing there in the room together – the atmosphere felt electric.

Zell walked straight over to Elizabeth, placed one hand around her – cupping her ass – whilst pressing his lips against hers intensely. He flicked his tongue into her mouth, causing Elizabeth to moan gently.

She felt him harden against her, and he pressed his erection against her stomach. Then he broke away from the kiss and stepped back.

“I’m sorry Miss Elizabeth, but we’ve travelled so far to come and see you – I cannot contain myself any longer. Your energy truly is unlike any other that I have ever seen before.”

Elizabeth felt dizzy with ecstasy after the brief encounter with Zell, and she wanted nothing more than to jump right back on him and slip his cock into her wet slit.

“Did you simply bring me up here to fuck me then?” Elizabeth asked, looking at the three alien gentlemen.  She stared at Zell’s hard on which was bigger than any she had ever seen, her eyes widened at the thought of taking it.

The red alien man called Dax stepped forward and laughed. “Well – no, but it would certainly be a waste of time to come all this way and not bother.” Dax was slightly shorter than the other two, but physically he was still very imposing.

“The truth is Miss Harding, our ships and technologies are designed to run on a particular kind of energy that is very difficult to come across from where we’re from. That energy is called sexual energy.””

Vaatu continued. “Yes Elizabeth, I mentioned it to you earlier in the docking room. But I didn’t explain exactly just how much we need you. You see our ship is very low on fuel, and we are too far from our usual sources to get back to it.

Normally we wouldn’t be this irresponsible but we came across another group who use sexual energy for bad reasons – and they nearly wiped us out. We managed to escape, and that’s when we picked up your signal on our radars.””

Elizabeth looked around at the towering star room; every surface was covered in panels of strange dials and buttons. There were moving pictures of some sort on a black looking window towards the end of the room.

It was gigantic; perhaps double the size of Captain Jim’s boat itself. Strange red characters and images flashed across it. Elizabeth thought they looked like warning messages of some sort.

“So Miss Harding,” Dax said, “We ask this favour of you and hope we can extend a favour in return to show our appreciation.”” All three of them seemed to stare at her with a hunger in their twinkling dark eyes the likes of which she hadn’t seen with earth men before.

Here she was standing with these three alien gods and they wanted her…no, they needed her. Elizabeth looked down and noticed she was twisting one of her nipples between her fingers. She hadn’t even noticed.

Without saying anything back, Elizabeth marched towards the three men and stopped just in front of them. Her eyes poured over their exquisite frames and their long erect cocks, probing the air just waiting for her.

She placed one hand on to Vaatu’s chest and another onto Dax’s, their muscles felt hard and warm. She traced slowly all the way down to their giant cocks and wrapped her hands around each firmly.

Elizabeth lowered herself to her knees, and started stroking the giant throbbing alien members. Zell stepped in behind her and she was now in the centre of a triangle of alien dicks.

She worked the cocks hard with her hands, growing wetter as she felt the rigid shafts move through her palms. She opened her mouth and wrapped it around the head of Vaatu’s green cock.

The cock was hot and solid in her mouth. Vaatu pushed forward slowly and the giant penis slid all the way into her mouth, the tip going deeper than Elizabeth thought possible.

The cock was deep in her throat; Elizabeth closed her eyes and savoured the taste and sensation.  She continued to work Dax with her other hand, pumping faster and harder now.

She started to bop her head back and forth on Vaatu’s cock, letting it slide all the way in and out of her throat each time. She heard herself moaning through the mouthfuls of his penis.

Vaatu’s cock grew tense and hard and exploded all over Elizabeth’s mouth. His seed tasted delicious, it was quite unlike anything she had tasted before. There was so much cum that Elizabeth couldn’t help but let it spill from her mouth, hot strands of juice dripping down her chin and onto her breasts.

Not wasting any time, she turned around to meet Zell’s waiting cock, which he had been stroking alongside Dax as they watched Vaatu face fuck her.

Elizabeth grabbed Zell’s cock and shoved it into her mouth and all the way into the back of her throat. She took it out and did the same with Dax’s cock. Both of their cocks had gotten some of Vaatu’s semen on them.

Elizabeth placed one hand onto her pussy and gasped at how wet she was. She fingered her wet slit, whilst groping at her cum soaked breasts with another, twisting her hard nipples between her fingertips. Dax’s tip reached all the way to the back of her throat.

He pulled out quickly and then she felt something even bigger entering her mouth, Elizabeth opened her eyes and saw that Dax and Zell were fucking her mouth with both their cocks at the same time. Shivers of arousal flickered over her body and she could hear the wetness of her pussy as she thrust her fingers into herself.

Dax and Zell each had one hand on the back of her head, pulling Elizabeth in closely and sending both of their dicks sliding all the way down to the back of her throat. Elizabeth moaned in ecstasy, she had never felt anything like this before.

They both exploded at the same time, and Elizabeth contained to struggle the small ocean of cum that spilled from her mouth. Both Dax and Zell held her head their firmly whilst they ejaculated inside of her, letting her break for air once their orgasms had finished.

Elizabeth looked down at herself; her body was soaked from the semen of the three alien men. She caressed a hand over her waist and ass – wanting to take them all again immediately.

“That seems to have done the trick for now.” Zell said. They each looked over to the giant black window at the back of the room. The pictures on it were a healthier looking amber now, no longer flashing their red warning. Elizabeth looked at the images, wondering what they meant.

“Was that enough for what you needed?” She asked, standing up to be level with the three alien men.

“It’s certainly a start,” Dax smiled at her, “But we will definitely need more.”

Elizabeth placed a hand on his chest and ran it across his defined pectorals. “Please, take me right now – I’m more than ready for all three of you.””

Vaatu interjected. “I’m afraid that must wait Miss Harding. You see your sexual energy is powerful – but we need to harness as much as we can in the little time we have. So we will make you wait a bit before we take this any further, in order to drive your anticipation even further.”

Elizabeth looked at him with fire in her eyes. “You will fuck me now!” she demanded.

“Soon Miss Harding,” Zell smiled. Elizabeth wanted to protest further but she suddenly felt very drowsy. Her legs gave out and she fell to the floor – all went black.
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“It’s time to wake her, we haven’t got long left.”

Elizabeth lay on a bed in a strange room, it was large and soft. She looked around at the strange surroundings, struggling to remember how she had got here. The walls were covered in plush purple velvet and she had been dressed in violet underwear.

For a moment Elizabeth struggled to where she was and how she had got there. Then she saw Vaatu stood in the doorway and suddenly it all came flooding back. Just looking at him was enough to get her pussy wet.

“Am I allowed to fuck you yet or what?” Elizabeth asked Vaatu. He simply smiled back at her.

“There is something I haven’t told you yet so far Miss Harding, about the reason why we came here.”

“Didn’t you say you were stranded here by another race?” Elizabeth sat up slightly in the bed, and ran a hand against the edge of her violet panties.

“Yes, but that’s not the entire truth. While it’s true we were stranded out here, we had already detected the signal of your sexual energy long before. There is another group out there somewhat like us who detected it at a similar time.

We have been in a race with them to get to you before they did.” He paused momentarily and looked down, a grave expression on his face.

“Who is this other group?” Elizabeth asked, “What would happen if they found me?”

“They would use your sexual energy for something completely different. They would use it to try and destroy your world and many more around it.”

Elizabeth felt her mouth hanging open at Vaatu’s words; she jumped up on to her knees and pulled her panties down, allowing Vaatu to see the haven between her legs.

“Well in that case we need to work now,” Elizabeth said, whilst pushing a finger between her lips and spreading them, “I want you inside of me Vaatu.” Vaatu stood up and joined Elizabeth on the bed, she looked down at his erection and marvelled at its size.

“After we are finished here Elizabeth, we must hide you in another time – it’s the only way to make sure they don’t find you.”

But what about Henry?  Elizabeth thought to herself. She knew that she wasn’t exactly being a prized wife here, but still she worried that she would never see him again.

“You will see him again.” Vaatu said, reading her mind, “Do not fear Miss Harding.”

To the left and right of Elizabeth the air crackled and clouds of red and purple hung in the air momentarily. The smoke disappeared and before here stood Dax and Zell. They were both standing naked with their erections held high in the air, waiting to bury them deep within Elizabeth.

Having had enough of thinking, she bent over double on the large round bed, and shoved Vaatu’s penis into her mouth. The member was just as long and hot and hard as she remembered it from before.

Bobbing her head up and down his shaft and fumbling his balls, her nipples grew erect with arousal and she felt her sex dripping with anticipation to be fucked.

A hand touched her ass from behind; she looked behind momentarily to see Dax, his deep purple muscles rippling and so perfect in the light of the bed chamber. He lowered himself down to her ass and tongued between her cheeks, sparks of lightning fired across her skin and body.

She turned around and continued to suck Vaatu’s cock.

Zell crawled onto the bed and beckoned for Elizabeth to climb on top of him. She paused for a moment between Vaatu and Dax and lifted one leg over Zell’s body, until she was directly on top of him. She lowered herself down again and stuck Vaatu’s cock back into her mouth.

Her breasts swept against Zell’s face and he paid them great attention with his hands, rubbing his hands over the mounds and her nipples wildly, kissing them with his lips and tongue.

Elizabeth moaned with pleasure, she could feel Zell’s dick pressing hard against her the groove of her sex, she shuffled around on top of him, trying to get his tip to slide into her.

Dax had knelt behind her again now and was gently teasing her ass with his tongue, slipping the occasional finger in and running his hands across her ass. Zell shifted underneath here and finally guided his cock inside of her; she slid all the way down his pole until she felt herself touch the base.

He was so rigid and uniformly massive she felt like cumming straight away.

Behind her Elizabeth could feel the tip of Dax’s cock pressing against her ass. He too slid himself inside of her and buried his cock all the way into the base. “Oh…my……fucking…god…” Elizabeth moaned to herself.

The group took a moment to adjust their movement and syncopate their rhythms, but suddenly it clicked it and they all started to move as one, sliding in and out of Elizabeth with a fluid precision, like a well-oiled fucking machine, with Elizabeth as the battery in the middle.

Vaatu’s cock slid back and forth into her mouth and down her throat. Beneath her Zell held both his hands firmly on her breasts while berating them with hot and steamy kisses. From his waist he pumped up and down gracefully, sliding his cock all the way into her sex and back again. Meanwhile, Dax fucked her ass from behind.

Elizabeth had never had this many men (or aliens) inside of her at once. Not only did it feel better than having just one man, it amplified the sensation of her arousal by what felt like a hundred times.

“I think I’m coming….” She said to the group and suddenly her body shuddered as a thousand volts of pleasure coursed across every inch of her skin. She moaned loudly to the room, and the three alien men continued their relentless assault on her various orifices.

As Elizabeth rode the wave back down from her orgasm and settled back into the movement of play, she felt another surging from inside her now –– spreading deeper than ever before. All around the room the lights surged and great rumbling noise come from somewhere deep within the ship.

“It’s working Vaatu,” Dax yelled behind her while he continued to pound her ass, “She’s getting close now.”

All at once Elizabeth felt their cocks harden inside her and grow hot. Dax came first, exploding vast quantities of his seed into her asshole. Elizabeth reached a hand behind; stringy lines of his semen were dripping from her.

She scooped as much up as she could with her fingers and sucked his salty pleasure off her fingers. Vaatu and Zell came together. Zell came so much Elizabeth could have sworn he had completely filled her pussy with semen.

She sent her fingers back for more, scooped his love from his inside of her vagina and suckled the taste, swallowing it down.

“Now for you,” She said, looking Vaatu in the eye. He stuffed his cock back into her mouth and exploded instantly, semen filling her mouth, exploding down her throat and even dripping from between her lips.

She focused her mind on the sensation of all the cum inside of her, imagined it combining together somehow and twisting into a great ball of white light. From somewhere in the room she could hear someone having the loudest orgasm she had ever heard. It was her own voice.

Elizabeth sat, buckling up and down on top of Zell, and between the other alien figures. Her body shook with such intense pleasure she lost all context of where, who or even what she was.

“It’s happening!” Vaatu shouted between his breathless pants of post-orgasm. Elizabeth opened her eyes hazily and looked around her; the room was glowing intensely bright now and the engines of the ship roared fully below them. “We have harnessed enough sexual energy to escape,” Vaatu said.

They fell on the bed together in a pile, and Elizabeth lay there thinking of nothing – feeling as if she was in the warm clutches of the abduction ray once more.
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“But what if I don’t want to go?!” Elizabeth protested. This was all complete nonsense. She wasn’t going to forward in time, if such a thing was even possible.

“We have no other choice Miss Harding,” Zell said, with a sad expression on his face. “We must hide you before the others come across your sexual energy. We’ve expelled it for now, but already we can feel it growing back stronger, even greater than it ever was before. It won’t be long before they’ll be able to tap into that and track you down –– and that will be a problem.”

She looked at Vaatu and Dax, trying to weed some sympathy out of them and get a way out of this.

“It’s true Elizabeth,” Vaatu said whilst running a hand down her cheek, “This is the safest way.”

She looked in the mirror and felt like crying. “But I look ridiculous!” She had protested being dressed again in the first place, much preferring the company of her nudity – but they had insisted. She’d acquiesced, but hadn’t realised it would mean…this.

They had placed tight blue pants on her legs, laughing when Elizabeth had said only men wore pants. She thought they looked absolutely bizarre, but she was hard pressed to disagree that they made her ass look fantastic. They were also extremely comfortable.

On her top half they had given her a simple white shirt that barely contained her massive breasts and a leather jacket of some sort.

“You look like you come from that time.” Dax said. “And that is all that matters.”

“And just where exactly is that time?” Elizabeth asked whilst looking herself up and down in the mirror. She didn’t want to admit it out loud, but she was starting to like the way the new Elizabeth looked.

Before they could respond, the ship shook with a giant thud and warning sirens blared through the air of the ship. “Quickly! They’re here!” Vaatu shouted over to Zell, who hit a button on a panel next to him.

A round and flat disc of bright blue light appeared in the air before Elizabeth. The air crackled against the edge of the disc and a slow roaring noise seemed to emanate from the disc, filling the room with more noise.

“We’re sending you to Miami!” Dax screamed over the sound of the calamity, Elizabeth could barely hear him. “1973! You need to hide there for a while until we get this sorted. Take your bags and go, go now!”

Elizabeth picked up her case and stared at the portal in front of her for a second, rooted to the spot with anxiety. A blast came from the wall beside her. Elizabeth ran for the portal and looked back for a second to where the explosion had come from.

The intruder stood in the crater where the wall had been. He skin looked to be made completely out of metal. For a moment Elizabeth locked eyes with the intruder and started into the burning red eyes. What was this creature?

The portal closed behind Elizabeth and she disappeared into the ether between worlds.
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Synopsis

After being abducted the powerful Vaatu and his crew of domineering Aliens, Elizabeth was used and abused whilst traveling at the speed of light. There are other Aliens after Elizabeth however and they’re willing to use her sexual powers for evil.

Now she’s been sent back to 1970’s Miami to hide and help stop the mysteriously sexy Voodoo Killer. She’ll have to interrogate the bad guys by any means possible, adjust to living in a new century and somehow keep a whole team of burly policemen satisfied.

Will she be able to do all this without being detected by the evil Metallic man?

= This is Book 3 in the genre defying Elizabeth Harding series, but it can be read as standalone short. =

1

The year was 1973. Elizabeth walked down the beach in the warm Miami summer air and went into the police station. She had been here for three months now. Vaatu and the others had been good enough to give her a pack with everything she would need to get herself off the ground.

She was early; no one else had come into the station yet. She sat down at her desk and lit a cigarette. In the time that she had come from, Elizabeth had never been much of a smoker – it wasn’t really seen as a lady like thing to do. But here in Miami in the 1970’’s, it was downright strange if you didn’t smoke. Vaatu had said to Elizabeth before she jumped through the portal that the most important thing was for her to blend in – so she did.

She sucked at the cigarette and blew the air into the empty police station office. A lot had changed in the past couple of months. When she had first got here the shock had been so intense she hadn’t left her hotel room for weeks. Now there had been a bit of a chance to get used to this century and all the changes from a couple of hundred years before, Elizabeth felt more settled. It still felt down right bizarre to her, but it was getting easier.

She had woken up that morning intensely horny, part of the reason why she had arrived at the station early. She’d been up since 5am that morning frigging herself stupid on the hotel bed with her legs spread wide opened and feet pointed towards the grim hotel ceiling. Since she’d got a job at a station, the girls had helped her pick out some clothes that were more appropriate for the time. She’d gotten strange looks coming in on her first day in jeans and a t-shirt that were way too tight.

Now she looked like a “Sexy Secretary,” if Detective Jones’s opinion was anything to go off. She sat back in her chair, put her heels up on the desk and crossed her legs. Her short pencil skirt barely finishing above her knees. Maybe this hadn’t been such a good day to forget to wear panties.

“Looking hot today Harding.” Detective Smith clicked his fingers at Elizabeth as he walked past her and fell into his desk.

“Well good morning to you too Mr. Smith.” Elizabeth replied sarcastically. “Do you want a cup of coffee?”

“You read my mind chick.” Smith replied back. He opened a newspaper to the sports pages at the back. Elizabeth looked over at him but could see nothing but the front page. In large black print the headline read ‘VOODOO KILLER SUSPECT APPREHENDED’.

Elizabeth placed the hot cup of coffee on Smith’s table. “I still can’t believe we got him.” Elizabeth said. They’d been hunting the Voodoo Killer ever since she’d started working at the station. Just one day prior they finally managed to catch him.

“Huh? Oh yeah. Son of a bitch. He’s rotting away in holding now. We’ll get the answers we need from him. But we need them before his lawyer can get him out.”” He lifted the paper back up and his face was obscured again.

Someone spoke from behind. “You couldn’t get air out of a balloon Smith.” It was Detective Porter. Smith simply laughed back at him and flipped him the bird.

Elizabeth got coffee for Porter. She’d just placed the cup on his desk when Detective Jones and Captain O’Reilly entered.

“Morning everyone,” O’Reilly shouted to the room, “Nice to see we could all make it on time today. Elizabeth you’re looking great as usual.” He slapped her on the ass as he walked past. Elizabeth jumped at the stinging sensation and felt her pussy tingling slightly. It felt good.

“It’s a busy morning, as you know we’ve got Jonny Gaskell in holding, also known as the suspected Voodoo Killer. We’re going to get the information we need out of this bastard before his scumbag lawyer comes in and tells us we can’t hold him anymore. Smith and Porter go and get him from holding right now and get him in that room.” Smith and Porter got up reluctantly and disappeared towards holding.

O’Reilly disappeared into his office at the back of the room and shut the door. Elizabeth liked working at the police station; it was a bee hive of testosterone and bravado. She was man handled, slapped, pinched, groped, verbally subjugated – and she loved every minute of it. She sat down at her desk, and started with her work for the day.

A few minutes later, Elizabeth looked up to see Detectives Porter and Smith walk in as they dragged Jonny Gaskell with them. Gaskell was a hulk of a man, towering close to seven foot and weighing at least 300lbs of solid muscle. She suspected that if Gaskell wanted he could break the chains like parcel strings and crush their heads together with ease. He went quietly and easily however.

His eyes flashed up from the ground and locked with Elizabeth’s for the briefest of seconds. She felt him staring into her soul. He was the Voodoo killer, the man who had dissected fifteen women in a grotesque ritual fashion. Her soul felt bare underneath his intense gaze. He looked at her like a lion would a juicy gazelle. Was she being hunted? Elizabeth wondered how big his cock was, and twisted in her seat trying to relieve her arousal.

*

Sometime later a defeated Porter and Smith emerged from the interrogation room without Gaskell. They wondered over to their desks and threw themselves down in exasperation.

“He’s not saying anything.” Porter said as O’Reilly stepped out his office for an update.

“Well we need some fucking answers! His scumbag lawyer is on the way over here and we need to hold him for as long as possible!”

“Don’t look now,” Jones said, whilst leaning out a window, “But I can see that cocksucker pulling up now.”

O’Reilly’s jaw dropped in disbelief. “Shit!” He looked around for a moment trying to think. “Harding, you stay here, everyone else, come with me – we’re going to stop this piece of shit lawyer from getting in here. They all rushed out and Elizabeth was alone in the station office.

Her eyes flicked over to the interrogation cell where Gaskell was being kept. Her body grew warm in anticipation. This was her chance.

“Mr. Gaskell,” Elizabeth said as she shut the door behind her. My name is Detective Harding; if it’s ok I’d like a few words with you today.” She strutted over to the table confidently and sat down on the opposite side to Gaskell. He stared back at her with the same fiery intensity as he had done before, he said nothing.

“Can I get you a drink or-”

“I ain’t saying anything. Especially not to a cunt like you.” He spat across the table and the glob of saliva hit Elizabeth square in the face. She felt herself twinge with excitement.

“Oh you’ll talk,” Elizabeth reassured him, “If you want to play it that way though it’s fine.” She pulled a clip from her hair, letting it fall and bounce to her shoulders.

“Admit that you did it Gaskell, we all know you did it anyway.” Elizabeth stared back at the hulking figure of a man, brooding angrily from behind the other side of the desk.

“Even if I did I wouldn’t admit it to a cunt like you. You’re only good for fucking.” Gaskell snarled back at her.

“You sure like that word don’t you? Well – maybe it’s time you learned what it meant.”

Elizabeth got up, locked the door behind her and crawled underneath the desk, placing her hands on Gaskell’s huge cock through his pants.

“What the hell kind of detective are you?” Gaskell said, pulling back in surprise.

“Oh I’m the best honey.” With that she pulled Gaskell’s trousers down, unleashing his mammoth cock completely. She took it in her hand, stroked her palm against it – felt the heat radiating from the shaft, growing wet at the stiffness of his member.

Gaskell betrayed a couple gasps of pleasure. “You…aren’t a detective…here-” he moaned as she continued to pump her hand up and down his shaft. Elizabeth placed the cock into her mouth, slurped the pre-cum from around the meaty head and slowly slid her lips all the way down towards his balls. Gaskell moaned even harder now, his cock twitching in her mouth. With his hands chained behind him he couldn’t grab Elizabeth’s hair from behind and force her down even deeper. She knew he wanted that though, so she did.

“I think I’m going to cum.” Gaskell warned her, and she felt his cock grow hot and ready to explode.

She pulled her head away from his crotch immediately, letting it flop onto his stomach.

“What are you doing?!” Gaskell screamed at her. “Finish me off!”

Elizabeth pulled out cigarette and lit it. “Tell me you killed all those women,” She said, whilst taking a drag of the camel.

“You…I…please – finish me first!”” All the intensity and bravado of Gaskell had disappeared and he was reduced to a whimpering boy.

“No dice Gaskell.” She picked up a recorder from the table and clicked it on. “Admit that you’re the voodoo killer on this tape and I’ll shove your dick back into my mouth. But until that happens, you can squirm.”

Gaskell shifted in his seat, his erection rubbing against his stomach – poised to explode inside of her mouth.

“Argh…..fine! Okay. I did it! I killed all those women!” Gaskell threw the words from his mouth as fast he could. “I’m the voodoo killer! Now please, suck my fucking dick!”

Elizabeth clicked the recorded to off again, got to her knees and shoved his dick back into her mouth, pumping away with her mouth fiercely. He exploded all over her tongue almost immediately; she slurped every drop off him up and swallowed it down greedily.

“It’s been a pleasure Mr. Gaskell.” Elizabeth stood and stared at his flaccid cock as it dribbled the remains of his load over his legs. ““I’ll have one of the men help you get dressed when they get back from speaking with your scumbag lawyer. You can thing about this cunt long and hard while you rot away in a prison cell.”

Gaskell sat slumped back in the chair, looking completely spent. He lifted his head to Elizabeth meagrely. “Mrs. Harding?” Gaskell asked timidly to Elizabeth as she walked out the door.

Elizabeth turned back. “Yes Mr. Gaskell?”

“See if you can get them to send me to one of the prisons with conjugal visits – maybe you and I….?” He left the sentence hanging in the air with a hopeful smile on his face.

“Maybe,” Elizabeth said, pretending to give it thought, “Or maybe we could just send you to the chair!” The smiled dropped from his face and she shut the door to the interrogation room behind her, walking back to her desk.
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O’Reilly raised a glass and the rest of the office joined him.

“I’d like you all to take a moment in welcoming our latest member of the team. She started off here as a secretary merely a few months ago. But now I’m proud to welcome the lady that put the Voodoo killer behind bars….our first female detective….Detective Elizabeth Harding!”

A cheer erupted from the room and everyone raised a glass in Elizabeth’s honour. She raised her glass alongside them and knocked the cheap champagne back.

That night, they hit the town. Captain O’Reilly and the detectives dragged her through every bar on the strip, celebrating her promotion for putting the Voodoo killer behind bars.

“You’re one hell of a woman Harding,” O’Reilly told her later as they took a cab back to side of the town where they both lived. He placed a hand on her thigh and slid it up her dress towards her panties. Elizabeth pulled him in close and met him with a passionate embrace. O’Reilly pulled back from her mouth, “I shouldn’’t - my wife would kill me.” He looked into Elizabeth’s eyes and down at her heaving bosom before going back for more. “Ah –– fuck her.”

The taxi pulled up some time later and they stumbled out of the taxi like horny teenagers. Once inside Elizabeth’s apartment, she stripped herself instantly and bent over her kitchen counter, beckoning for O’Reilly to come over and join her. Eyes glazed over, he stared at her pussy like a dog staring at a piece of meat. He unbuckled his pants clumsily, walked over to her and brushed his hands over ass and hips.

The kitchen counter was cool on Elizabeth’s elbows. O’Reilly’s hands felt warm and slightly course against her smooth skin. He had the hands of a real man. He rubbed his fat cock against her pussy, causing Elizabeth to let out a moan of pleasure across the dark of her small apartment.

“Fuck me Captain,” Elizabeth pleaded him.  The Captain pushed his cock inside of her smooth lips and slowly pushed his shaft all the way into her. Elizabeth let out a whimper of pleasure. Not only was the Captain long, but his cock was entirely fat as well. It filled Elizabeth’’s pussy to its limits. “Oh Captain,” she moaned as he thrust his cock deep inside of her from behind.

“Your my little cum slut aren’t you Harding?” He said as he fucked her fast and hard.

“Yes,” Elizabeth moaned, “Fuck me Captain, Fuck me!” O’’Reilly’s hands clasped at her waist, his short fingernails biting into her skin as he tightened his hold on her. She felt him stiffen inside of her, on the verge of orgasm, her sex tightened around his shaft as he filled her pussy with his hot load. Spirals of pleasure danced up and down Elizabeth’’s spine and arched across her body. “Oh Captain…” she cried as they sat in the afterglow of the climax.

The Captain zipped up his trousers and headed towards the front door. “I’ll see you in the office tomorrow Harding, don’t think that just because you’’re a detective now you get special treatment. Be on time like everyone else.”

Elizabeth brushed a finger between her lips and felt the Captain’s jizz drip from inside of her. She sucked it from her fingers and stood up from the counter lazily to face the captain.

“I know, I know.” She said. “I’m just one of the guys now. Just like everyone else.”

“That’s right Harding,” O’Reilly reminded her. ““Now get that sweet pussy of your to bed and get some fucking rest.”

*

Elizabeth tossed and turned in her bed that night. Nightmares taunted her in her sleep. She had visions of Vaatu, Dax and Zell – the alien men who had sent her to this strange time in the first place. They were travellers from a distant planet. They had told Elizabeth that she was host to a sexual energy that was stronger than any they’’d ever seen. “None other is as powerful.” That is what they had said.

Only a few months ago she had been a simple Victorian lady, on a boat full of hunky sailors on the way to be with her beloved Henry in Italy. She had been unable to control the maddening lust within her, and fucked every man on the ship red raw. Only weeks before they were due to land, she had been out on the deck one night after being fucked by the boat’s Captain, when she had first seen the strange alien craft in the sky. The warm crackling abduction ray pulled her into this ship where she had met Vaatu and the other alien men. As with on the ship, her eternal lust controlled her every waking moment, and she fucked the alien men even harder than she had fucked the sailors.

They had sent her here to hide her. “There are others like us out there.” Vaatu had warned, “But they will use your power for evil.”” Before she had come through the portal to 1973 the others had stormed the ship, and Elizabeth caught glance of the eternal evil that was hunting her. Her mind traced over the scene, the metallic man standing in the fire, with his burning red eyes fixed on her.

This was the image that haunted her. What did the others want with her? Why did they want to use her sexual energy for evil? She had tried to keep herself behaved in Miami, but it was no use. She’d barely been at the station three hours before fucking someone in a closet. But it wasn’t enough, she wanted all of them inside of her, she wanted to take them all at the same time.

The metallic man spoke to her. “I’m going for you Miss Harding.” His voice was hollow and echoed through her mind. “Gaskell only had one more to take – and he could summon us. He will get another, and the gates will open, bringing me right to you.” In the darkness his hand reached out and touched her. The metal claw grasped at her breast firmly, the surface was so cold –– colder than anything Elizabeth had ever known.

Elizabeth shot up in bed; a small yell escaped her lips. The room was dark. She looked at the time on the alarm clock; the red numbers read 3:04AM. Elizabeth lay back down again, her chest heaving from the panic of the nightmare, her skin was cold and clammy.

Had the nightmare been true? Was Gaskell connected to the others somehow? Was the Metallic man getting closer to Elizabeth? She stared at the ceiling thinking his warnings over, before drifting back to sleep once more…
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Elizabeth was late to the station for her first day as a Detective. She threw herself down at her desk and tried to organise herself. Jones wheeled his chair over to her desk. “Hey sugar tits,” Jones said. “Have I got some good news for you.”

“What’s that Jones?” Elizabeth said between sips of her morning coffee.

“That Gaskell bastard. They found him dead in his cell this morning. Apparently he hung himself with his bed sheet last night.”

Elizabeth’s mouth dropped open. The nightmare had come true.

“What’s a matter Lizzy?” Jones asked her. “You look like you’’ve seen a ghost.” But before she could respond O’Reilly walked into the room.

“Alright you bastards listen up. I’m sure you’ve all heard the news about Gaskell,” he nodded at Elizabeth solemnly, “Well good riddance to the bastard I say – the world is a better place without him.”

“Did they say anything about how it happened?” Elizabeth asked. The other detectives in the room also stared at O’Reilly, searching for clues in his face.

“They reckon he hung himself early in the morning. Before he did so he’d drawn one of his Voodoo pentagrams onto the floors and walls with his blood. Same crazy shit that Gaskell always did. I wouldn’t worry about it too much. It doesn’t affect any of us; we all did our job getting him behind bars.”

“I just wish that bastard didn’t get to take the easy way out.” Detective Porter said from the other side of the room.

“Me neither Porter, but such is the way of life. There’s still plenty of criminals for us to catch out their anyway so let’s all of us get on with it. If you need me I’’ll be in my-”

The station shuddered as if hit by an earthquake and the lights flickered off and on. Elizabeth looked around the room at the worried expressions on the Detective’s faces. “Must have been a small earthquake,” O’Reilly began but another shudder rocked the station now.

Elizabeth felt the hairs on her skin stand up.

“What the hell is this?!” Detective Smith yelled and stood up, pointing in horror at his table. The stationery had lifted from the surface and was hovering curiously in the air.

Elizabeth looked at her own table and around the office, noticing other objects hanging in the air of the office around them. Desks, chairs – the coat stand by the door. Elizabeth felt her own chair moving up slowly. She leapt out it and watched it float up and careen gently with the ceiling tiles above.

“What the fuck is going on here?” O’Reilly said to no one in particular.

Elizabeth felt a strange sensation in the air, a familiar sensation. The air was crackling and the room felt warm, much like the air had when Elizabeth was first abducted by Vaatu…could it be?

By the entrance to the station three wisps of cloud appeared. One green, one purple and one red. Thick coloured smoke bellowed from the cloud and filled the station room. The screen started to thin and three silhouettes stood in the door. The detective’s threw their guns up. “Who goes there?!” Captain O’Reilly screamed.

The smoke cleared and the silhouettes turned into men.  A smile broke across Elizabeth’s face; it was Vaatu, Dax and Zell.

“Stop right there!” Detective Jones and Porter yelled in unison, their guns fixed on Elizabeth’s alien friends. The aliens raised their hands in surrender.

“No stop!” Elizabeth screamed and ran over to her friends, standing between them and the Detective’s line of fire.

“Get out of the god damn way Harding!” Smith yelled, “It’s not safe!””

“It is safe!” Elizabeth cried back, “They’re my friends –– please – lower your weapons.” The detectives kept their guns fixed on the aliens. Elizabeth pleaded with them again. “Please!””

O’Reilly lowered his weapon first, the others followed suit.

“Do you want to explain what’s happening here Harding?” O’Reilly asked her. Elizabeth looked to Vaatu and the two other alien men for an answer.

“My name is Vaatu, and these are my companions Dax and Zell. We are aliens from a far and distant time. We are here to protect you and Miss Harding from a terrible evil.” Elizabeth heard O’Reilly snort from the other side of the room.

“If this is your idea of a joke Harding then it ain’t funny,” O’Reilly said, “Get your naked friends out of here and come and see me in my offi-”

Squealing feedback shrieked from the intercom, causing everyone to throw their hands over their ears. The speakers went quiet again and then a voice bellowed from them. Elizabeth felt her stomach drop.

“Greetings humans. It is I – Radvax. I am here for the one you call Harding, let her go with me freely and I will not disturb you. Get in my way and it will mean you death. You have three minutes to deliver her to me before I blow up this station.”” The intercom crackled out and then fell silent.

Elizabeth looked at Vaatu for an answer.

“Radvax. He is the one you know as the metallic man – he has found you and is here to harness your sexual power. We must fight against him.” Vaatu looked at Dax and Zell.

Elizabeth looked down the hall, through the front window of the building and out into the car park, Radvax stood there perfectly still, his burning red eyes fixed on Elizabeth. His metallic skin flared brightly in the intense Miami sun.

“But how?!” Elizabeth said. “What can we do?” She felt herself beginning to panic.

“Radvax’s has one weakness – and that is your sexual energy. We must use it against him before he tries to kill us all. The stronger you become Elizabeth, the weaker he will be. You have been restraining yourself haven’t you? You must let it go now. We have to defeat Radvax.”

Elizabeth looked around the room. The three alien men looked at her. She looked over to the other side of the office at O’Reilly and his three detectives. She knew what she had to do.

“O’Reilly, Detectives – strip off everything. I need to fuck you. I need to fuck you all right now.”

The police stood there for a moment and stared back at Elizabeth in disbelief.

“You heard her gentleman!” Dax shouted, let’s fuck this woman!”

Elizabeth ripped open her shirt and let her breasts fall out. The cops on the other side of the room stared at her with mouths open – finally seeing the treasures they had so secretly longed for. Elizabeth felt their attention on her and felt her pussy grow warm with anticipation. She ripped her skirt off and placed a hand on her soaked pussy.

Jones and Porter were the first ones to make a move. Before Elizabeth could realise what was going on they had stepped out of their trousers and ran over to rip off her panties. Jones was enticed in a hot embrace with Elizabeth from the front, while Porter was on his knees behind her, running his tongue delicately over her asshole and pussy. Jones nuzzled at her neck with his mouth, Elizabeth let out a long and quiet moan. She looked over to O’’Reilly and Detective Smith, who had also taken their pants off and were stroking themselves while watching her. “Come over here boys.” Elizabeth moaned as Smith fingered her softly from behind.

Porter was the first to enter her; he slipped his fat cock into her asshole. She felt her body tighten around his swollen member as it slipped in and out of her tight hole. “Oh Smith,” Elizabeth moaned. “Fuck me harder.”

Detective Jones stood up on a table, pulled Elizabeth’s head towards his cock and shoved it in her mouth. He was longer than Smith, but narrower too. He teased her, only sliding the tip of his cock in. Elizabeth placed one hand his waist and slid his cock all the way to the back of her throat. Smith got in front of Elizabeth and underneath Jones as he stood on the table. He squatted down slightly, took Elizabeth’s waist in his hands and slid his cock into her dripping pussy. “Oh fuck me-” Elizabeth cried out. She felt her arousal mounting now –– she was being dominated by the police force that she had wanted for so long.

Porter pounded her ass from behind, Smith fucked her pussy and Elizabeth pushed Jones’s cock all the way to the back of her throat. They all tightened together, bodies ready to explode. First she felt Smith fill her pussy with his semen, and then Jones blew his load all over her mouth, whipped his cock out and finished the rest on her face. Porter was the last to cum, but his was the most intense. Elizabeth felt that her ass couldn’t hold any more of his semen. They all fell apart and Elizabeth stood standing bent over a desk heaving heavily. As if running a little late, the orgasm came from nowhere and hit her hard, sending her flying forward on the table. She pushed her breasts into the wood of the desk, while grinding her pussy against the corner of the table. ““Fuuuuuck-” Elizabeth cried as the orgasm skittered through her body.

The detectives and the aliens stood there watching, as Elizabeth rolled on to her back on the desk, massaged her pussy gently, and waited for the next round.

“It’s good Elizabeth,” Vaatu said, “I can feel his energy weakening. But it’s not enough. We need more.” Elizabeth continued to rub her pussy, whilst groping a breast in another hand. “I need more cocks Vaatu,”” she said. “Bring me more.”

Vaatu nodded his head silently as if to say he understood and then closed his eyes. For a moment they all stood there and watched the green man, watched as nothing happened. The air crackled and more smoke came from behind them, near to where O’Reilly’s office had been. The haze cleared. Elizabeth looked and there stood Captain Jim and his sailor crew standing there looking rather confused.
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“Gentleman!” Elizabeth cried out to the room. “There’s no time to explain. You all need to fuck me. Right now!” Elizabeth’s sexual energy had grown to new heights the likes of which she had never known before. Her body writhed with thirst for cock. She brushed her bare ass against the wood of the desk.

“You don’t have to tell me twice lady!” Captain Jim said and ripped of his shorts. Elizabeth fingered herself whilst watching the sailors undressing, as if moved by her very words. Jorge whipped out his giant black cock, as did Chavez and the ship’s chef Dutch.

Elizabeth looked over to her left at the alien men, who stood there with throbbing erections, stroking themselves while she masturbated on the table.

“Vaatu,” Elizabeth shouted, “You’re the biggest one in the room, I need you in my pussy now! Captain O’Reilly, get in my mouth, everyone else get around me and start stroking!”

They did as the she said without hesitation. Vaatu pushed her legs back, eased his giant tip between her lips and started to fuck her pussy. Captain O’Reilly tilted her head back, slipped his cock in and with his hands on either side of her skull started fucking her mouth.

The two alien men, the three detectives and the four sailors all stood around the desk masturbating as Elizabeth was wedge fucked from either end by Vaatu and O’Reilly. Waves of orgasmic pleasure the likes of which she’d never known before ripped through her body now, causing her pelvis to shake and judder, slamming her ass into the desk and bringing it back up again.

“Oh Fuck me – I’m so close,” Elizabeth said before O’’Reilly shoved his cock back into her mouth.

“It’s working!” Zell yelled. “Radvax is nearly defeated!””

Elizabeth lay on the table with her eyes closed, struggling not to go mad with the sensation of pleasure and arousal. There were nine men standing around her, stroking it to her body. One of them fired off and their jizz skirted through the air. She felt the hot load land on to her breasts. “Oh fuck-” Elizabeth moaned once more. A chain reaction of ejaculation began and the men around her started to climax one by one, firing their seed through the air and dousing her body in their hot sticky loads. O’Reilly’s cock hardened in her mouth and exploded everywhere, filling her cheeks with his load; she drank it all down greedily. Vaatu was the last to cum, his enormous member filling her pussy entirely as he slid in and out of her with ease. Her pussy was on fire as her arousal thundered across every arc of her body.

“Keep going!” Zell shouted. “We’re almost there!””

Vaatu unleashed his mammoth load inside of Elizabeth’s hot and tiny pussy. She felt waves of his sperm shooting from the tip of his giant dick, pulsing into her and pushing up further and further. Elizabeth lay on the table, back arching towards the ceiling and screaming in exasperated moans of ultimate pleasure. “Fuck – fuck – Fuuuuuuck!” She screamed.

The orgasm released and fired across her body with hot intensity. Elizabeth gasped with moans of pleasure, her legs shaking and pelvis buckling as she was delivered to the heights of an orgasm that she had never known before. She lay on the table, rubbing her hands across her semen soaked front, scooping up as much of the seed as possible and shovelling it into her mouth.

To Elizabeth, it felt like eternities passed while she lay on that table riding the heights of her orgasm. The waves cooled off now, leaving prickles of pleasure all over her body. Her arched back lowered back towards the table and she lay glowing from the warmth of the orgasm.

“Oh my god…” Elizabeth said. The eleven men around her all laughed and looked at her body as it trembled.

“Radvax is defeated.” Vaatu said boldly. “Your sexual energy was far too much for him to bear. I don’t think we’ll be seeing him again anytime soon.”

Elizabeth looked at him for a moment, looked around at the faces of the men she had just fucked one by one, felt a smile break across her face and dropped her head back to the table, too happy to say anything else.

THE END
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HUMILIATION: 3 Days of Chastity, Submission & Femdom

Out in the hall way they’re just plain old Mark and Hannah. But behind closed doors, they’re Mistress and Slave.

After bumping into each other at a conference sparks fly immediately, but Hannah has one rule. If Mark wants to play then he has to be her sex slave.

They have three days together. Humiliation, chastity and Femdom will all take place.

Mark has no choice but to be submissive to Hannah’s humiliation. He will be forced into becoming an obedient and submissive sex slave and Hannah will make him love it.

CLICK HERE TO BUY NOW!
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