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Taking a deep breath, I grip the steering wheel, hardly believing what I'm about to do. My car is still running and for a brief moment I consider leaving, knowing full well that I won't. I’ve come this far. I'm here to stay. I wanted this.

With a quick huff of air I snatch the plastic bag from the passenger seat and peer inside. It's a blue thong. Tiny and thin and risque. It’s not a man's thong either. Not like that would somehow  make the situation any better, but a swimsuit bottom totally designed for a girl.

My cock twitches at the sight. I feel hot shame on my face. I know that in a few short moments this may be the only clothing I own.

And I couldn’t be hornier...

I turn off the car and step out, bag in hand. I leave my phone, my wallet, and everything else behind. I won’t need it. Not where I’m going. The realization sets in as I slowly walk towards Miss Danvers’ front door. It opens as I tiptoe forward, making awkward, fumbling steps towards my destiny.

She greets me at the entryway, wearing nothing but a plushy white robe. It’s open slightly so I can see a valley of pristine cleavage. Her breasts are massive. I’ve been ogling them for weeks. But I’ve never been so close to so much bare flesh in all my eighteen years. She’s tall and imposing, towering over me by at least a foot. Her raven-black hair is tied up into a tight bun but her bangs cascade down either side of her beautiful, oval face. Her eyes are a mesmerizing green, amplified by a pair of thin designer glasses.

"Right on time, cutie pie," she says as I close the distance. Her silhouette in the doorway turns into her true form, dazzling and beautiful, haloed by the light from inside the house.

I shudder. "Do you have to call me that?" I’d never been the most masculine man. I even get mistaken as a girl from time to time, but she doesn’t have to rub it in.

"If I did, I'd have to deduct it from your pay, remember?" she replies.

"No! No!" I stutter, shuffling forward.

"No, what?" she says as a coy smile spreads across her luscious pink lips.

"No, ma’am."

Miss Danvers smiles again. It’s stunning but wicked, all-but sickening if it weren’t for her sculpted features. We stand there a moment, her eyes devouring me. Then she tells me to go get dressed and meet her by the pool.

The inside of Miss Danvers' home is even more exquisite than the outside. It’s a veritable mansion. No wonder she could afford all the lavish things I’ve seen her wear. No wonder she can afford to hire a personal servant.

I hear the front door close behind me and I jump… but don’t dare turn around. I can’t summon the courage to face her but I can hear her footsteps. Tiny, padded footfalls on the tile floor. They chase me slowly, intently, seductively… but I find the bathroom and scurry inside.

In a flash, my clothes are history and I stare at my nearly nude body in the bathroom mirror. I'm lathered in oil, just the way she wanted. The way she demanded. The thong straps are high on my hips and I can feel the thin string pulling taut between my girly, bubbly ass.

I pivot and turn, looking my lower half over. Smooth and blemish free, round and perky… I know it’s why she chose me.

"Are you really doing this?" I ask the mirror, even though I know the answer is yes. I tell myself that it's not about sex, that it's just for money. It was the same thing Miss Danvers said when she first proposed our ‘arrangement’.

I was just a lowly bagboy at a high-end supermarket, and Miss Danvers was a regular shopper. Each time she came in she spent hundreds of dollars, maybe even thousands. Always purchasing the most expensive of each brand or make. As time went on and her shopping became more and more frequent, I learned she was a successful, middle aged business woman. Obviously her beauty caught my eye first, but as a teenager who wasn't sure what to do with life, I was fascinated. There was just something about her. About her prowess or the way she held herself, and the mysterious power she exuded to all those around her.

I was confused about life and what to do after high school, about why adulthood seemed so crushingly difficult. I had done a semester at college. I was also working part time. The world had suddenly gone from a place of childish fun to a place of overwhelming responsibility.

"I can make your life carefree and fun again," Miss Danvers had told me one day.

She offered $500 dollars a week to come to her house every Saturday. "I want a cute little boy around the place. Liven things up a bit. You'll wear some things that will suit your body better, lounge around the pool, serve me drinks, hold my umbrella, fan me off if I get too hot. That's $2000 dollars a month for just a few hours of work."

“Like a maid?” I asked.

“Sort of,” she said. “Just read the email and come prepared. I’ll expect you Saturday afternoon.”

So here I was, oiled up and wearing a fucking thong, getting ready for my first Saturday as Miss Danvers’ new personal servant.

Swallowing hard, I exited to bathroom directly into the path of Miss Danvers at the outside bar. Her eyes locked onto my body instantly, like a hawk when it first sees prey.

It's far more degrading than I imagined. I feel exposed and violated by her eyes. I understood then, that the thong is not just for her viewing pleasure, but to also break my spirit. I stand there awkwardly for a moment, until she turns and saunters over to a long, reclining pool chair. She takes a seat and motions for me to follow. I strut around the backyard, doing my best to swing my hips like I was told. My tanned, oiled body glistens in the sun. My ass is shiny and robust. My best feature, brought to life by the thong and oil and sunlight. She keeps a stack of dollar bills on a side table. When I come over to refill her glass, or to bring a snack, she tugs at the thong strap and slips a bill against my waist. Then she snaps the thong back against my flesh.

"Good boy," she says each time.

All my instincts tell me to reject this treatment, but something else in me falls under the spell. I'm degraded, dehumanized into a sexualized object. Yet I'm free. I want to slap her hand away or run screaming from her mansion, but why? Is pleasing this woman any worse than any other job I might obtain? Besides her weekly payments I got to keep her dollar bills. Most days I’d come home with another fifty dollars in ones.

I sometimes get to lay by the pool with her, mostly on my stomach so she can see my ass. She doesn't comment on my rock hard erection, and I do my best to pretend that being eye-candy for this older woman isn't making me hard.

This is our routine for weeks, with every Saturday growing a bit more degrading. First there were the light taps on my ass. The kind of quick pat you might give a pet for a job well done. Later, when I would bring her a drink and after she stuffed my g-string with another dollar, Miss Danvers would full-on slap my fluffy butt. She said she liked the way it jiggled. I didn't say anything. How could I? I just blushed, took the money and let myself endure the humiliation.

Then came the posing. First, she would just tell me to stand somewhere and pose like a Sports Illustrated model. Then she’d take pictures of me with her phone. I hid my face, embarrassed that every time I stuck out my ass or pulled the thong straps higher. The poses became more and more lewd each Saturday. Before long she had me bending over, spreading my ass, or sitting with my legs apart, toying with my puffy nipples. I was being fetishized and feminized… but I was desperate to hear those simple words of approval.

"Good boy."

But soon, even her slight praise would dwindle.

I'm not sure when she started calling me bitch. I think it was during one particular pose when I was on all fours, arching my back and sticking my ass in the air. I almost didn’t realize she had stopped calling me ‘boy’ honestly. But by the time her hands began caressing or squeezing my ass instead of slapping it: ‘bitch’ had become my name.

And that's how I ended up here, right now, grinding my hips into her crotch in time with some filthy rap song. I'm wearing makeup now. I'm also wearing heels because, again, Miss Danvers said so. I’m giving my best attempt at a lap dance, feeling the enormous girth of her cock press against the thin strip of cloth that is the only separation between her womanhood and my hole.

"Bend forward more and bounce on it," Miss Danvers says. I do as I'm told and am rewarded with a hard slap to my right ass cheek.

“Thaaat’s it, grind on it, bitch.” She hisses.

Once more I obey. I wrap my buns around her meaty fuckstick and gyrate, sliding up and down her length. She’s fucking huge, like a flagpole of hot flesh. But my smooth, pillowy globes conquer it fittingly. My best asset. It’s no wonder she chose me.

"You like being my bitch?" Miss Danvers asks.

"Yes mommy," I moan with a shudder. And it's true. Despite the shame. Despite the constant humiliation, being Miss Danvers bitch is better pay than I could've ever hoped for. My responsibilities and worries have been reduced to being the best eye candy I can be for her, and I know then that I'll do anything to continue having this life.

When she cums from my assjob she rubs her oily cock against me until she goes limp. I push and grind against her until she’s spent, then massage her cum over my bubbly ass like the oil. Sometimes this turns her on again and we start over. Other times she pays me my $500 and ushers me out the door.

It doesn't take long until MIss Danvers ratchets up my degradation. One day, while I was sliding my backside up and down her thick length, she gave me an order that chilled me to my core.

“Turn around.”

I turn and stand, and I am immediately in awe of my owner's beauty. Fully nude and reclined in her seat, she is like an amazon goddess plucked from Mount Olympus. Her breasts are massive and heavy, nipples fat and stiff, and her figure is robustly hourglass. Yet it is her cock that gives me the most pause. A near footlong monstrosity as thick as an ogre’s wrist. The behemoth python is only outdone by her full, voluptuous balls, hanging like two smooth grapefruits below her hole destroying timber..

“Knees.” She commands, pointing to the pool tile at my feet.

I obey. Of course I do. And as I kneel, Miss Danvers lifts both her heavy babymakers in either hand, unveiling a smooth and healthy taint. She doesn’t have to order me now. I know what she wants so I just obey and comply. I lean in, being sure to stick my butt in the air, and lick under her balls, running my tongue along her smooth, sweet, tangy skin while her plump, cum-filled sack rests on my nose. She smells of sweat and musk and flesh. And I fucking love it.

"Good little bitch," she says. Her right hand runs down my back and smacks my ass. She tugs at my pink g-string, pulling the thong strap further so it digs into my crack. I moan with a mouthful of taint, then another hard smack lands across both cheeks.

"That's it, bitch. Clean mommy's nuts."

I moan again and she presses her firm grip against the back of my head, wrapping her legs around my shoulders. My face is pressed against her moist perineum and my tongue finds her asshole. She purrs as I lap at her sweet orifice, then her thighs, each one the thick as a tree trunk, envelop the sides of my head. I try to breathe but get no air. My body reacts. Panic ripples through me. I try and paw at her massive thighs but it’s no use.

Then I hear her laugh.

"Moan for me slut," Miss Danvers says.

And so I moan, hoping she feels the vibrations and lets me go.

With a giggle, she does. I gasp as I pull away. Spindles of spit trail between us, connecting my face to my owner's nethers. My vision is blurred. My mind is a foggy haze. I feel the collar around my neck. It tightens and I hear a ‘click’. 

She giggles again. Finally my eyes adjust. She pulls my leash so that I’m forced to look up at her, up at my new master, up at the woman who has reduced me to a submissive fuck toy.

“Hmph!” She spits on my face. "Dumb bitch," she says. The words make my dick even harder. The shame of being this woman's slut, the humiliation of being a vapid asslicking whore for a superior creature makes my dick harder than diamond.

Next Saturday I'm wearing makeup: thick black mascara, purple eyeshadow, glossy pink lipstick, and even glitter along my cheeks. My hair is tied in boxer braids. My only clothing is the tiny pink thong and a pair of matching stiletto heels.

And of course my collar, bearing the name "Slut." It's all for my emasculation. The clothes (or lack thereof), the makeup, the shoes, and the leash all take away my masculinity, to dehumanize me into a sex object for the woman who owns me. Miss Danvers says I’m not a man. She tells me I’m a girl now. I have no choice but to believe her.

We’re back by the pool again. I’m on my knees at the foot of her favorite recliner. My owner looks down at me with a grin on her face. She’s beautiful as always. Nude as always.

"Open that pretty mouth, whore." She says.

I open wide with my now pierced tongue stretching out of my mouth. She grips her semi-hard cock in one hand and slaps the thick rod against the stud. It makes a soft, wet ‘pat, pat, pat’ sound each time it connects. As her monster rod gets stiffer she beats me across the face with it, tapping either cheek before slapping herself back on my tongue.

"Good girl," she says.

I take the head of her cock in my mouth and savor the taste. I suck up the precum, melting at the salty deposits on my tongue. Miss Danvers pulls the leash towards her body so I'm forced to take more of her delicious womanhood in my mouth.

"That’s it bitch. Get on that cock."

My mouth drools around her thick, circumcised masterpiece. I swirl my tongue around the head as I bob up and down, worshipping her weapon. I lift my head slightly, just enough to create some separation, and unleash a glob of saliva onto her cock. With both hands I scoop up the drool and stroke it around my owner's veiny, throbbing shaft.

I know what’s coming. She told me so. Her hands are on my head, tugging on my braids. She bucks her hips as she pulls me down. She wants to break my throat today.

"Let me get it wet so I can take it all, mommy." I hear the words come from my mouth, but can't believe I'm saying them. She grimaces from impatience. She’s hungry and doesn’t want to wait, let alone care about my preparedness. But my life is devoted to pleasuring her. I spend my days sexually satisfying my goddess who in turn treats me like a common whore. I tell myself not to disappoint her.

Sucking in all the air I can muster, I impale my throat on her cock. The many inches don't fit at first. I struggle. My back spasms, my legs twitch involuntarily, and my body convulses in an attempt to change my mind’s decision.

"Mmm! Yes! Get it down, slut." Miss Danvers growls.

My eyes water as she forces the last few inches into my throat. The cock slips past the barrier and lodges deep in my windpipe. I kick the ground with my stilettos as I struggle for air. Tears stream down my face and my eyes roll into my skull. I hear my owner moaning and know what comes next. Her strong hand holds the back of my head, pushing downward, somehow forcing even more of herself into my mouth. My nose is soon pressed against her pelvis. I can’t see anything but her tanned flesh. She’s buried and hilted but still needs to punish.

My body flails. It's an involuntary response. I can't breathe. I feel like I might die serving her cock. My painted nails slap against my master's thighs. She laughs.

"A few more seconds, slut." She hisses, emphasizing her dominance with a slap to my ass.

As I start to see stars she releases my head. I fall back and purge the cock from my throat with a wet, unsheathing SLURK! Spit gushes down my chin. Thick strands of saliva rope off my lips as I tilt back on my haunches. I can’t help but cry as I gasp for air.

"Let's go bitch, you got more to do," Miss Danvers says. She pulls the leash and I'm launched forward, back on my hands and knees between her legs.

She spreads her thighs to invite me back. Her fat cock shimmers with wetness. It droops ever so slightly from its own gargantuan weight. She tugs my leash again and flexes her rod. As my lips find the tip, it swells.

When I open my mouth Miss Danvers yanks down on my leash, piercing my mouth and threatening my throat once more. I must have failed her, because now she’s swift and unmerciful, gripping my head and pulling my leash as she thrusts.Then, with no regard for me as a fellow human, she savagely fucks my throat, pounding the length of her cock in and out at a vicious pace.

"Gluck! Gluck! Gluck! Gluck!" Vile, degrading noises fill the air as my throat is fucked. My face is nothing but a hole for my owner's pleasure. The wet sounds of a giant cock rapidly and repeatedly penetrating me are all I hear. Miss Danvers holds my hair tightly as she stands, fucking constantly. My face is a mess of tears, spit, and makeup. New, fresh tears join the old. Not from gagging and choking on a cock. I’m used to that. I’m crying because I know what comes next.

"Thaaat’s it. Now be a good whore," she says. “And take it all you filthly, fucking slut!” She pulls the leash tight in tune with her thrusts. 

She's grunting now. I know she's close. I bury the cock in my throat. My nose is filled with the mound of her pelvis and whatever liquids have accumulated on her belly.

Her pace quickens and she grips me tight.

"Mmm!” She purrs, humping like a wild-woman. I stick out my tongue and start lapping at her balls with the cock wedged down my throat. She lets out a moan that could wake the dead.

“GOOD. FUCKING. SLUT!" She groans, screams, then finally deposits her creamy load directly into my stomach.

I swallow like a good girl. There’s so much cum. She holds me there for what feels like a month, letting her balls empty.

I was so delirious, so cosmically enthralled in my servitude, that I barely registered the voice behind me.

"You weren't lying, Danvers. That's a nice bitch ya got there."

Slowly and meticulously, Miss Danvers unsheathes herself from my esophagus and laughs along with the voice behind me. I wanted to run but collapsed instead, unknowingly sticking my ass out towards the mysterious stranger.

Back arched, I feel my leash jostle. I wipe at my face to clear my view, trying desperately to correct my incredibly lewd position. Eventually my neck works, and I peer down between my legs.

My pink thong is soaked through. It's practically transparent with how wet it is. Looking past my tiny, swollen pouch, I see the guest. The sides of her head are shaved, giving her a villainous, viking look about her. She’s stunning though, with short blonde hair styled up in a pompadour cut and a muscular pornstar body. Massive fake tits are stuffed inside a stained wife beater while a flat, toned tummy leads down to the swell of perfectly carved hips. Furthermore, she’s covered in tattoos. Almost nothing is untainted except her beautiful, feminine face - a stark contrast to her chiseled pro wrestler body.

She smiles at me, like a demoness welcoming me to hell. Whoever she is, she scares me. A fear only amplified in this moment as she witnesses my role as a sticky sex object.

"Looks well trained." the guest says.

"This little bitch is one of the most eager I’ve had," Miss Danvers muses as she takes her seat back on the lip of her chair.

"Well, let's test the whore out," the mystery woman says as she tugs off her jeans to the dirty briefs underneath. She looks and smells like she just came from a Sturgess Event. and her disrobing unveils even more tattoos on her limbs: tribal patterns, barbed wire, skulls, smoke, bullets... all in various stages of ink.

“She’s all yours,” Miss Danvers says, filling me with absolute dread.

To my absolute horror, she throws my leash to our guest. The woman catches it with ease and licks her lips. "Git over here, faggot," she says.

The word makes my chest hot and my dick ache. She pulls the leash hard, forcing me to spin and crawl towards her. The Stranger takes a seat on a matching chair opposite Miss Danvers and I slink between her graffitied legs. I cower before her, eyes fixated on the gargantuan swell at the front of her soggy briefs. She pulls my attention to her eyes with a rough hand.

"My, my…” she purrs. “You're a pretty lil girl, aren't you?"

She strokes my face with a long, thick yet delicate finger before sticking her thumb in my mouth. I wrap my lips around it, fellating it slowly, letting her push deeper if she wants. I coil my tongue around her digit, savoring her taste as she plays with it.

"Ooohh. She is a nice one," The Stranger says.

She pulls her thumb from my mouth and strokes it over my lips. “You got a sweet little tongue to match those cocksucking skills.”

I nod weakly.

My God. How much had she seen? How long had she been there watching Miss Danvers pummel my face? I realize it doesn't matter. I’m just some sissy slave. I'm a lowly, cocksucking faggot. I'm a girl, good for nothing but sexual pleasure. I'm a bitch, made to be abused and degraded. A whore, a sex object, a toy made for my masters amusement.

“Wanna see what I’ve got for you, bitch?” The Stranger says, tracing a finger over the distended bulge in her underwear.

I nod again, still suckling her thumb. She removes her thick digit to aid her other in yanking the front of her briefs down.

“Holy fuck,” I whimper. What looks like an arm spills out and I gasp in shock.

It might be a foot long - and it’s not even hard. It’s an absolute monster, covered in veins and completely hairless. Her balls match: giant, perfectly round orbs of sweaty, nasty sheflesh. It has tattoos on it as well, but it takes me a moment to comprehend the sheer depravity of the thing.

They’re notch marks. Like a ruler. Inch after inch, climbing as they go, tip to stem. I stop counting after twelve. The rest disappear in a wiry tuft of dark, unkempt pubic hair.

"You like?" The Stranger says as she gives her mammoth weapon a few swift tugs. It starts to harden right before my eyes and she taps it against my face. I almost cum right then and there, just from having this bitch smack her meaty cock against my face. I try and kiss it each time it reigns down on me, and let out a moaning squeal when I succeed.

She laughs. "Like a bitch in heat. Open up that mouth and give it a taste, girly."

I open wide and stick my tongue out so she can rest the juicy head of her enormous cock against my tongue. "Do you know what faggots like you are best for?"

I shake my head.

WHAP! She slaps me hard across the face and spits on me. Her loogie hits my cheek and splatters into my right eye. I yelp but it’s immediately drowned out by her fierce and angry tone. "You call me daddy you dumb fuckin’ slut! Now I asked you a fucking question. Do you know what faggot sluts like you are best for?"

Who the hell is this woman? I clutch my cheek and hold back tears. “N-no daddy,” I whimper, feeling her fresh spit sliding down my face.

She smiles down at me. I look up at her evil, twisted smile. She's an abuser. Just like Miss Danvers. She's cruel and evil, and here I am, dressed like a pornstar, on my hands and knees, wearing a leash, and calling her daddy. A few weeks ago I was a man, and now I'm a feminized open-mouthed bitch, drooling as I await my next orders. Part of me wants to run. Part of me wants to tell them I'm done, put my clothes on, and drive to the nearest police station.

I think about getting a respectable 9-5 job, paying my taxes, living in a small apartment. I think about a life without giant girlcocks, spit and cum. I think about getting a girlfriend, starting a family, Thanksgiving, Christmas, and every other holiday where relatives clash and be merry.

But then I twirl my pierced tongue around the head of her gorgeous, smelly cock.

No. Fuck no. I'd rather be here. On my knees for this woman I literally just met. For Miss Danvers. She may be mean and rude and cruel. She may treat me like nothing more than an object. But she, for reasons beyond my comprehension, takes all my worries away. When I'm here, between a pair of knees, my whole responsibility no, my whole WORLD, is the cock in front of me. Nothing else matters. And because of that, because cock takes away all the crushing worries of the world, I'll worship anyone who will use me.

But then… the unthinkable.

"Faggots like you make the best urinals," The Stranger says.

Then, a stream of hot piss explodes from her cock and into my mouth. It fills my gullet instantly, spilling out the sides and onto the warm stone. I retch, spitting up what was first inhaled and turning away in disgust. She continues on, laughing while I serve as a dressed-up-urinal for her. The Stranger douses me, emptying her bladder over my head, hair and body.

But I let it happen.

I don’t scream or protest. I don’t run or scramble out from under her stream. I just sit there and take it. Sit there and get pissed on amidst two laughing witches.

All thoughts of defiance are gone, and this moment is the last surrender of my pride.

She wipes the last dribbles of urine across my face. "Now, what do ya' want faggot?"

I bite my lip and look back up at her, "I want to suck your cock, daddy." I moan and pout, begging her to let me give head like the lowest, most disgraceful whore I can imagine. “Please?”

The Stranger smiles. "Show me what you can do, bitch."

I get to work with eager enthusiasm. Never breaking eye contact, I slurp her meaty weapon  halfway down, while licking all the way, making sure to rub the tongue stud along the underside of her shaft. I twirl my head and create suction with my lips, making a tight wet hole for her. I watch as her eyes close and her head rolls.

She grips my head and puurs, "Mmm, a well trained whore!" She gropes my ass and I can feel her fingers dance against my smooth, oiled cheeks. I suck more vigorously, taking more of the dick into my mouth, swirling my tongue, and moaning so she can feel the vibrations against her thick rod. I let drool spill from my lips, coating her shaft and balls with a layer of saliva.

"Yeah! Suck that dick, slut. Take it alllll the way down your throat you little leashed faggot."

I suck more eagerly, hoping she's pleased with my efforts, praying that she's not going to force the whole cock down my throat. Suddenly I feel a pull against the leash and my face is yanked off her cock. With one hand tugging the leash taut, she grips my chin.

"Tell daddy what you want."

"Your cock," I sputter.

"Oh yeah? Beg me for it then."

"Please, daddy. Please, let me have your cock."

"Open wide," she says, slackening the leash. I open my mouth and she sinks down my throat. There's still a long way to go but the angle is perfect. Her free hand finds a braid and pulls me deeper. "You ain't going anywhere, bitch. You’re either gonna choke to death or learn to take this whole dick today."

"GAWK!" I scream. She’s big. Really big. Longer and thicker than Miss Danvers. My eyes grow cloudy with tears. My stomach convulses. I taste acid bile in the back of my throat. There’s another pull. "GLUCK!" I cry again. My legs kick and I dig my nails into her thighs.

"Dumb bitch," she grunts. "I said take it tall!" The Stranger pushes harder against my face. Spit and mucus explode from my nose. My eyes roll into the back of my head and my world goes blank. I feel the cock deep in my throat, maybe in my lungs. She rocks her hips back and thrusts deeper. I start going limp, feeling myself impaled on the might of her giant girlcock.

The Stranger thrusts again. I can't tell where her groin ends and my face begins as she plunges her cock deeper into my gullet. I can't see anything. I feel the air leaving and I hear myself being mocked, but I can't understand the words. I scream, desperate for air, but my cries are muffled by the foot-long dirty cock down my throat.

I can feel my soul slipping away. My eyes roll over white and flutter closed. Her grip is like a vice. There is no escape. This was it. She was right. It was either take all of her or suffocate. And my body was choosing the latter.

Finally, as if God himself came down to unclog my ears, two words were spoken.

"Good bitch!" The Stranger says, releasing my head. I fall back crying and shaking. I gag and retch, spitting up Miss Danver’s cum from earlier. I try to get up onto my hands and knees but I convulse and spew more semen again.

I hear her laughing. She and Miss Danvers chortle and giggle but their words are lost somewhere in the cloudy ether of my psyche. It’s like I’m underwater trying to hear two people whisper on dry land.

Once more I’m ripped from my reverie by The Stranger’s stern and powerful grip. She yanks on my leash and pulls me close to her groin with her other hand. "Read it!” She growls.

I blink rapidly, trying to clear the saliva from my gaze. I can hear her words but don’t yet fully understand them, “Read my fuckin’ tattoo, bitch!"

Sure enough, there was a tattoo made from thick black letters on her pelvis. She had hiked up her wife beater, and it was now on full display. I looked at the words, having to take a moment just to remember how to read.

“Bitch breaker,” I mutter through the mess of spit in my eyes.

"That's right, slut. Bitch breaker. And that's what I intend to do today. Break a bitch."

The Stranger spins me around and shoves my face into the puddle of cum I had just spit up. "And you can start by cleaning up your mess," she shouts.

Shakily I move to the reused semen. It’s still hot, cooking on the stone that encircles Miss Danvers pool. My makeup is smeared across my face, with black tears running down my cheeks. I'm dizzy from lack of oxygen but my cock is rock hard inside my single piece of clothing.

Suddenly, there’s a foot on the back of my head and The Stranger pushes my face into the puddle of cum. "I said clean your fucking mess you dumb whore."

I open my mouth as she pushes me down. My cheek is mashed against the warm ground and wet semen. I lap up what I can while she laughs and calls me a slut.

"Naaasty! Heh, she'll make a good whore," The Stranger says.

"Got to fully break her in first," Miss Danver coos. They smile at one another. Their chemistry is something otherworldly, like two halves of a whole. They could probably communicate telepathically with one another but instead choose to spout their vile obscenities out for the world to hear.

"Oh, don't worry. That comes next!" The Stranger laughs.

“That’s why you're here, my love.” Miss Danvers replies.

When my mess is cleaned I finally take a moment and look up at Miss Danvers. She’s fully erect again, stroking her fat, throbbing cock and spread eagle on the lip of her chair. She licks her lips and cups one of her breasts when we lock eyes.

“Bet you’re wondering who she is, hmm?” Miss Danvers asks me condescendingly.

My worried look is all the answer she needs.

“Well too fucking bad, slut. Not get back to sucking that dick!” Miss Danvers smiles.

Once more I'm yanked up by my leash so that the enormous bitch breaker is dangling in front of my face. "Didn’t you hear her? Give it a kiss, bitch" The Stranger says. I kiss the tip of her mammoth dick and an involuntary shudder passes through my body. I don't have much time to consider it as she yanks back on my leash and forcefully opens my mouth by the chin. When my hole is wide enough, she aligns her monster phallus and sinks back inside.

Not even halfway and she begins to fuck, pumping her thick piece inside me.

"Gluck, gluck, gluck." The Stranger pummels my throat, jack hammering downward like a battering ram.

My thoughts go blank as my mouth: once the mouth of an adult male, once the mouth of a college student, the mouth of an informed citizen, the mouth of a man debating careers... is used as an obscene fuck hole.

"Gluck, gluck, gluck." The assault continues. I have no thoughts. My body may as well be made of rubber. I melt into the warm embrace of being a brainless cock slut, a stupid bimbo devoid of reason or opinion, good for nothing except pleasuring superior creatures.

There’s movement behind me. I try to crane my neck but The Stranger has a hold of me, pistoning her wet length down my throat.

"Time to lose your virginity, slut," I hear Miss Danvers say. My owner. My master. My mistress. I stupidly think about how I already lost my virginity to Stacy Peterson Junior year of high school. My first and only girlfriend who broke up with me the next day for having a tiny ‘needle dick’.  Then I feel Miss Danvers pull my ass apart. My hole winks, trying to eat the tiny string of the thong’s back.

I hear Miss Danvers gather a mouthful of saliva then spit it hard onto my hole. It’s warm and wet and slimy. Then, without even moving the thong aside, I feel her place her hot, steely dick against my asshole. I come back to my senses and claw at The Stranger's inked thighs, desperate to get away. I kick my legs, suddenly full of regret, suddenly ready to fight back against this humiliation.

She’s too big. She is way too big. There’s no way it will fit.

"Too late for all that," The Stranger says. She pulls her mighty dick from my throat and smears globs of spit across my eyes. "I wanna see your face when she does it," she says. She pulls me by the collar so that I'm looking into her eyes.

I obey, feeling Miss Danvers mount me, her cock poised at my little exit.

Miss Danvers grips my hair, tells me to be a good girl, and sinks her hot girlcock into my folds. Immediately and forcefully she breaks my rings, shoving the full length of her fat weapon to the hilt. I scream and tears quickly roll.

"MMM, FUCK!” Miss Danvers bellows. “Take it! Take it all my little slut!"

She bores into my bubbly butt, sinking fast until I can feel her hefty balls against mine. Once she’s lodged within she doesn’t wait. Doesn’t give me a single moment to prepare. Doesn’t give my insides time to align to the invader. Instead she swiftly begins pounding against me as I scream and spurt out gibberish. The Stranger watches my face, laughing and jeering as I cry out from the anal ravaging.

Miss Danvers uses a free hand and slaps my ass. A fistful of my hair is still in her clutches and she pulls my head back to hiss into my ear, "Twerk that ass you little bitch. Twerk for your fucking master."

I hesitate. Not because I don’t want to but because I physically can’t. I heard the words, the command, but my bones are jello. My muscles are shredded. I’m lightheaded and woozy. I can’t see anything except for The Stranger’s giant ‘Bitch Breaker’.

Whimpering, still being violently pummeled, I slowly rock my hips backwards and forwards, feeling my owner's cock slide in deeper and then slightly out. I moan. "Little girl's starting to like it.” The Stranger growls. “That's it faggot, back your ass up on her cock."

I'm imprisoned inside the bliss of ownership, the true power of a woman’s cock to destroy my manhood. I push my hands into the floor, desperate to get leverage to throw my ass back harder against my master's glorious beast.

"That's it, slut. Fuck that dick." Miss Danvers slaps my ass again.

Purpose returns. My thoughts focus. I hone in on what is now all-too natural. I open my mouth to take the Bitch Breaker back between my lips. What a sight I must have been, groggy and nearly blind, trying to find her hot meat with my mouth. Just when my lips find it though, she pushes me away and laughs.

“Nuh uh, you little cocksucker!” The Stranger says.

I whimper again, still fucking myself on Miss Danvers glorious staff. The Stranger rolls backward, lifting her legs in the air and pulling my head to her asshole. "You got a different job now, whore." She adjusts further my mouth situates at her hole. It's pink and hairless. "This is where sluts like you belong."

My master thrusts harder into my ass. She ruts me with magnificent, powerful thrusts. My tongue laps at the other woman's ass crack. The Strangers ass is a tantalizing mix of sex and musk. Her taste drives me wild. She clutches my head with either hand, cramming my tongue inside her. When she’s had enough she rolls forward again, cramming her hot length back into my battered throat. This is where I belong. A pathetic spit roasted whore.

Miss Danvers pounds away. I can feel her wet balls slapping mine and her hot sweat dripping onto my back. My heels ‘click’ and ‘clack’ on the ground, the only other sound other than two cocks sawing in and out of my body.

Suddenly a hot, wet, filling sensation fires through me. Miss Danvers clamps down on my love handles and groans. She slams in deep, rooting her stem into my bowels. I feel her tremendous cock swell and I realize she’s cumming inside me. She hisses, gripping tighter as her balls empty. I cum along with her, shuddering and moaning. The Stranger chuckles as my body tenses, then goes slack.

“Good slut,” Miss Danvers purrs as she pulls out. She leaves my guts and I can feel the warm air on my colon. Her seed gushes out, pouring down my taint and splattering on the stone. I groan again, a gurgling mess of vowels that send bubbles of spit around the Bitch Breaker.

The Stranger jeers again, yanking me off her cock by a braid.

I gasp as I collapse. The ground is warm from the afternoon sun. She and Miss Danvers stand over me, their cocks dripping and their mouths curved in smiles.

“Broken in yet?” Miss Danvers asks her endowed lover.

The Stranger chuckles, “nah. Not yet.”

She can’t be serious… I think. I can hardly move let alone stand, crouch or kneel.

But undeterred, The Stranger moved behind me. She lifts one leg and I feel more cum ooze out from my anus. But my spigot is swiftly plugged by the fat head of Bitch Breaker.

“Mmm, fuck yeah. I love sloppy seconds.” The Stranger says.

If I said words, I don’t remember. But if someone told me I screamed like a thirsty whore I would believe you. Even loosened by Miss Danvers' beautiful cock, Bitch Breaker still found resistance sinking it. Lubricated with cum and spit, it was still a baseball bat of thick, veiny muscle.

The Stranger groaned as she sank inside me. I could feel every bump, vein and nodule. She tore me open, feverishly pushing and rearranging my once pristine tunnel. I couldn’t breathe as she ground into me. Any air was caught in my throat as she pinned me down, pulled my leg into the air and rooted her skyscraper of cock inside my swollen, puffy hole.

My first gasp for air came later. What felt like minutes after she hilted inside, and her mighty balls crashed against my thigh. “Like that fuckin’ cock, bitch?”

I groaned in reply.

She pulled out slightly then SLAMMED back in with a wet SMACK!

“I said you like this cock, hoe?!” She growled again.

“Y-Yes!!” I cried, half-blathering.

She smiled, took a deep breath and said, “that’sa good girl. I know you do.”

What followed was a swift and violent defilement. The Stranger assaulted me like a prisoner in a jailhouse shower. No ceremony, no love, no passion, just a hard, raw, visceral rape brought forth from a timber treetrunk of hot, seething muscle. My body wasn’t ready. It clawed at the tile and stone of the pool. It wailed and muled as it was rutted. I lost all control over every atom holding me together. Nerve-endings I never knew existed fired and sparked. For what felt like hours I was literally re-wired, root-to-stem by a sasquatch-sized hunk of flesh that was aptly named.

Miss Danvers watched throughout. I would occasionally see her, when my vision cleared and when my face wasn’t mashed down into the stone, sipping her drink or smoking a thin cigarette.

Meanwhile The Stranger gouged me, remolded me, and fucked me into oblivion.

It was hell until I went numb. When the pain finally subsided and I just felt the hard, heavy slapping against my backside. She was caked in sweat. We were now two writhing bodies, heaving and smacking against one another. The gel in her hair had long since been washed away by gallons of sweat, now fallen into wet locks over her face.

Soon I could feel her cock and balls throb, but when her gasps quickened and heightened, she grabbed my boy parts in one firm squeeze. I yelped as she closed down tighter. I thought she was going to pop my useless dick and balls like grapes. She pinched them in the palm of her mighty grip, and fucking SQUEEZED.

I screamed in retaliation, balling as she tightened her grip and squeezed harder and harder and HARDER as she jack hammered me.

“No, bitch!” She hissed, running me through. She had my leg over her shoulder now, long-dicking me with feverish, virile strokes. “You’re not cumming again until I do. Hear me? You can’t cum till I drown you in my fuckin babies!”

I watched her muscles tense. Her arms bulged. She was an animal. Veins popped and sweat flowed, all the while she crushed my tiny grapes in a powerful, superhuman grip. I watched helplessly as her inches vanished and reappeared. The numbers on her ruler tattoo were a blur. Wet, carnal SMACKS pilfered the steamy, summer air.

Tongue-wagging, mind blank, eyes white, I moaned. I heaved and muled, cock drunk as the Bitch Breaker, true to its name, rewired my brain. My colon would never be the same. I would never be the same. No cock would ever satisfy me like this one, but now I would devote my life to fill the void it left in me. I would suck and fuck every last dick to sate the need Bitch Breaker was instilling in me, no matter the consequences.

Finally the choking burst of semen came. The Stranger thrusted deep and howled, firing a crushing tidal wave of torrential cum deep inside my stomach. It felt like she had a straight express lane straight through my intestines, rerouted by Bitch Breaker.

I screamed as she filled me and convulsed as I came, spewing through my panties despite her iron-grip. I felt like I was going to burst from inside, even noticing my once flat belly protruding slightly from her deluge. I was pregnant with a Strangers seed, broken by Bitch Breaker, covered in sweat and cum and spit and piss… and I couldn’t have been fucking happier.

Her meaty fuckpole slid out of me with another awesome, wet, SLURPING belch, allowing pints of hot spunk to spill out onto the hot, sun-scorched tile. I was powerless to stop it. I could feel my gaping asshole attempting and failing repeatedly to keep her contents within. So I just laid there, limp and thoroughly used.

Out of air and out of my mind, I watched as the Stranger stood, her cock still oozing white semen. Then she gave the amused Miss Danvers a peck on her cheek, collected her things and left without so much as a word.

I must have passed out. Because the next thing I knew it was night and I was staring up at a star-filled sky. I coughed and choked but all I could taste was cum. I almost thought what had occured was a dream until five figures encircled me, blotting out my view of space.

Their massive cocks came next, dangling around me, swollen and monstrous. Five thick and heaving poles needing my attention. Miss Danvers sat perched on her recliner, drink in hand, with a slight and timid boy beside her. He looked like me, only pale, with shorter hair. He was dressed in nothing by a tiny blue thong that showed off his plump rear end.

But who he was wasn’t important now, Miss Danvers said.

I had five beautiful, meaty cocks to address.

And I best not keep them waiting.

THE END
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