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CHAPTER ONE




Ibumped and rolled in the sack as I was dragged along the forest for what felt like hours. It had been long enough that I stopped wondering about who kidnapped me and why, but I could only ponder over my own ailments. The cuts, bruises, and broken bones I sustained in the capture and the travel since.

It was only weeks prior that I had set out on my adventure, leaving my village and family behind. Being eighteen now, I had a choice, if you could call it that. Be forced to marry one of the three girls of my approximate age and of no relation to me, then purchase land to farm on loan from either my father or my homely bride’s father. From there, my life would have been decided for me. Enslaved to my debts, I would spend decades farming to pay off the dowry I owed for a wife I did not want and land I did not choose, only to have children of my own–not out of desire but out of necessity for cheap labor.

Given this grim-sounding future, I renounced my pitiful inheritance, and my father renounced me. My village cast me out, and I left gratefully. Living off the berries I picked, the leaves I boiled, and the game I could hunt with my bow, I walked for weeks south. Farther south than any man in my village had ever gone into the thick woods. There were towns beyond the forest, or so traders told us when they came through. Large towns with trade and markets–each ten times the size of the pitiful village I scrounged about all my life. Oh, how I longed to see something so wondrous. My excitement and foolhardiness might have proved to be my folly, though. Instead of following the long, winding trail around the Tormented Forest as the traders did, I cut through the land.

After all, I have been through many woods to hunt as a teen; why fear this one? I thought.

I barely made it a day’s walk into the Tormented Forest before being swept up. I was a strong man and a survivor, but that didn’t make me a warrior. At six feet tall, brown-haired, and well-muscled, I could deter most fights before being challenged with my youth. That said, I had never held a sword or shot a bow at anyone other than a deer. If my captor was a true warrior, I would stand little chance against him. I got only a glance at my taker before the burlap sack was wrapped around me. I must’ve hit my head because it looked like a woman, but that could not be. She was taller and broader-shouldered than any woman I had seen. My eyes were surely just making a fool of myself. But that didn’t matter anymore.

The burlap sack and I inside it struck a downed tree and rolled over it, crashing to the ground with a thud. I groaned, and I heard a horse neigh in response.

I am a fool for leaving my village. I left with the clothes on my back, my bow, and five arrows, and now I’m about to lose all of those things, plus my life, all in pursuit of adventure. A fool’s tale, this is…

“Haughty!” a voice called out. “Is what you caught inside that sack?”

“It is,” my captor replied as she mercifully slowed to a halt.

“You fool! You could have broken him!”

“A man broken so easily isn’t a man at all.”

I panted and struggled to right myself inside the sack. When I finally thought I had succeeded, suddenly, the sack was pulled, and I was dumped out onto the dirt like a sack of potatoes. Coughing into the dirt, I rolled to my backside. Setting sunlight cut between the many women who stood over me, each peered down on me with inquisitive expressions, but it wasn’t their beautiful faces or gorgeous figures that caught my attention first; it was their size.

Tall, lean, and long of reach, every single one of them. The shortest among them must have been six feet tall. Scantily dressed, they walked without fear of harassment from men, and it was easy to see why–besides their size, they each carried a spear or sword at their side. Dozens of them. Perhaps this was a dream. Why would so many sizeable women be dressed like harlots but armed like warriors?

“See? Not broken,” Haughty, my captor, announced, self-satisfied. She was black of hair that was cut short so it brushed her shoulders. Her face was angled in a permanent scowl as she stared down at me.

“Ugh, Haughty, you will be the death of us all,” another woman said, stepping forward. “He is barely in one piece!”

Haughty shrugged dismissively and disappeared into the crowd of dozens who had formed a circle around me.

“My name is Andeese. What is your name?” the second woman asked.

“Daniel,” I said hesitantly. “Where am I? Why have I been taken?”

“I apologize for your treatment thus far,” Andeese replied, her eyes undoubtedly searching the crowd for Haughty to glare at. “As for the answers you seek, they must wait. You require care for your injuries.”

Andeese’s fingers gently touched my arms, body, and legs, inspecting me like a mother would after a bad fall.

“Izabella,” she called, and a younger woman about my age stepped forward. “See to this boy. Make him well.”

“Yes, mother,” Izabella said with a brief bow.


CHAPTER TWO




It wasn’t until I was carried into one of the larger keeps on the far side of their village that I felt the pain in my leg sing louder than the rest of my pains. Several women fussed around me inside the hut, whispering and giggling at my struggles to not cry out in pain. They started a small fire in the fireplace but were dismissed when Izabella entered. She spent several minutes mixing potions and grinding herbs and various leaves with a bald rock and stone before bringing a tonic to me to drink.

I pulled back reflexively, “What is it?”

“A tonic for your wounds,” the girl replied. She batted her eyelashes, and a soft smile crept onto her lips. “I will not harm you. I give you my word.”

It was strange. Despite my recent kidnap and treatment in travel, I found myself believing Izabella’s words completely. Reluctantly, I took the small cup and downed the bitter liquid. Izabella’s smile grew slightly, and I was immediately ensorcelled.

Now, I must remove your shirt,” she said as she was already doing so. Izabella hissed a sympathetic sound as she saw a checkerboard of black, off-green, and purple bruises covering my arms, chest, and back. “Ooo… You are fragile.”

I shrugged, “When hit against the ground repeatedly, I tend to break before the Earth does.”

“Hm, it is so,” Izabella said as she mixed an ointment together. With a wooden bowl in one hand, she knelt beside me and applied the balm to my bruises. Her palm was gentle as it rubbed over my skin. When she leaned close to apply it to my neck, I could smell her natural odor of lilacs and berries and felt my heart palpate in my chest. Izabella’s top was blue and was barely half a shirt. The two folds crossed below her cleavage, hardly covering her ample breasts. Her belly was exposed, revealing a piercing on her belly button that was a silver chain of emeralds that dangled several inches lower.

Licking my lips, I adjusted my position slightly as I felt a warmth fill me. Izabella closed her eyes and parted her lips for several seconds as her hands continued to rub my neck and shoulders despite there being nothing left to rub into me. Suddenly, she blinked, saw me staring at her, and quickly stood, returning to her table of supplies.

“We, uh, we must remove your pants now,” she flicked a look at me. “I must see your leg.”

“Uh, I don’t- um,” I hesitated, glancing down at my lap, but before I could manage a response, Izabella was at my side. In one swift motion, she tore the fabric at the seams, and I was naked. I covered myself feebly. The act of tearing my pants off was concerningly easy for her, and yet she knelt at my side, panting and struggling to hide it. 

Taking my foot in her lap, she found the break in my ankle and carefully set the bone, splinted it, and began to wrap it in a strong material. I didn’t know if it was the tonic she gave me or the level of my infatuation with her, but I barely felt the pain of my wounds. My eyes followed the curve of her smooth skin along her thick thighs. The blue skirt she wore was long on one side but was raised to just below her hips on the other side. It allowed me to see her long leg and left a shadow beneath her skirt where her sex was. I felt my manhood grow and flex beneath my hands and failed to hide it.

Izabella was about to begin applying the healing ointment to the bruises on my legs when she staggered from her kneeling position and caught herself.

“Are–are you okay?” I asked, concerned.

She blinked, rolling her eyes and taking a deep breath, “Yes, just–I was dizzied.” She regained her composure and smiled coyly at me. The crackling fire shadowed the gentle curves of her face as night fell outside, “You are very kind to ask.”

Not knowing what to say, I remained silent, and she began applying the lotion to me. She began with my ankles and calves, but when she neared my thighs, I was throbbing so hard I worried I’d injure myself. Izabella leaned over me. Her lips were inches from mine. Her shirt dangling open for me to see her swaying breasts beneath her clothes. I felt a drip of pre-cum ooze from the tip of my penis and saw a weakness form in Izabella’s eyes as she stared into mine. It was a rabid desperateness I had never seen before, as if she was drunk at my sight.

Her hand slipped up my inner thigh where I had no bruises, and I felt her fingers brush on the underside of my ball sack. Lips parted and breathing heavily, Izabella rolled my testicles between her fingers for several seconds before her exploring touch raised to my shaft. 

She leaned forward as I did in a trance, and we kissed. Her warm lips matched mine as our tongues met and tasted another. Her fingers dragged up my shaft to the tip and back down several times before I felt her fingers close around me. A shiver went through her, and she groaned into our kiss when my cock flexed in her palm, and she stroked me slowly and with passion. 

“Let me see you,” she said, breaking from the kiss with hope in her eyes as she glanced down. It was then I realized my hands still covered myself. Removing them, I saw the wonder and excitement in Izabella’s eyes as she continued to stroke me. The intensity of her attention was as intoxicating as her touch. I had never been with a woman before. There were so few in my village that I could barely even speak to anyone outside of the purview of my family. Now, this gorgeous woman couldn’t get enough of me.

My hands reached out to touch her breasts but they moved too timidly for her. Izabella pounced upon me with alarming speed and strength. Kissing me hard, she stroked me with one hand while lying on top of me. I panted as I watched her hike her skirt up, revealing her glistening tight lips. 

A million questions passed through my mind at once and with speed that made it difficult to focus. There were a thousand reasons for me to stop what she was doing to me and only one reason not to, but that one reason was powerful at that moment. I felt the warmth and moisture of her pussy as she fed the tip of my cock between her pussy lips. I gasped as I entered her.

“Ohhhh…” Izabella moaned as she threw her head back. I gripped her hips but could do little to nothing compared to her strength. Even if I wanted to stop her, I couldn’t. The deeper down my shaft she slid, the more lost I became in the tight walls of her dripping sex. 

“Ohhh my God, yes. Deeper!” she demanded, then sat on my lap. “Oh fuck!”

I winced, worried that her screams would attract others–including Haughty, but there was no going back now. Izabella began to ride me. Her hips worked separately from her body, making her ass shake and waist circle me with every drop. The louder she moaned, the tighter I could feel her pussy walls squeeze on me.

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Give it to me! Release inside me! Ohh!” she cried.

Her downward thrusts became so powerful that my thighs went numb and I worried a false move on my part could break a part of me in half. Then, between her thrusts and while watching her perfectly sculpted breasts bounce nearly free from her blue shirt, I felt the surge in my crotch and the pleasure permeate everywhere else.

“Ugh, cumming. I’m cumming,” I grunted.

Izabella lowered her hips and arched her back, ensuring every inch of me was inside her as my cock spasmed and my cum spurted inside her. Immediately, her eyes rolled backward, and the whites of her eyes twitched as her body spasmed.

“Oh my God, oh my God–yes! I–I feel it inside me!” she gasped, her palm rubbing over her belly and down her pelvis. Shock struck her face as she doubled over with a violent tremor. “I’m… I’m cumming!”

With her thighs clamped to my sides and her body pressing down, I was trapped. We stayed in this position for several minutes. My cock was still inside her and slowly softening. When she finally released me and stood, Izabella adjusted her clothing and gathered her bowls, herbs, and other items.

My head still spun from the excitement, but I had the wherewithal to ask before she left, “Um, Iz-Izabella, right?”

She paused, smiling down at me as if I was a pet, “Yes, this is my name.”

“Is there another set of clothes for me?” I asked, glancing at my torn pants.

“You will get clothes later. First, you must wash,” Izabella said as she left the keep with arms full of her supplies.

“Wash?” I repeated.

“I hear your name is Daniel,” an aggressively accented voice said. A figure stepped from the shadow of night outside and into the keep. Her golden hair matched the tethers of golden fabric that hung from her shoulders and was barely enough to hide the hard nipples on her massive, plump breasts. The areolas were pink to purple and obvious. While Izabella was skinny and about my age, this woman was easily twice my age, with more curves to her, but easily the most sexy woman I had spoken to.

“My name is Tanica,” she said. A mischievous smile grew on her lips as she looked me over. “It sounds like you are ready for your bath.”
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CHAPTER THREE




“Um, Okay…” I said, but my focus was split between trying to speak, what just happened with Izabella, and the stunning body of Tanica. Not staring was not an option. Her bountiful breasts sucked in my gaze like nothing I had ever seen before. 

Tanica giggled. Her sharp but lovely accent was music to my ears, “You look as though you have never seen a woman before.”

Suddenly, my shame and embarrassment were enough to drop my gaze away and down. It was then I remembered I was naked. My cock still glistened with the remnants of my cum and Izabella’s juices. I covered myself.

“Sorry, I, um–”

“Don’t be, my shy little boy. You have nothing to, um…” Tanica started to enter the keep but stopped halfway to me. Her hand touched her forehead, and she swayed sideways as if she might fall. My instincts to help kicked in, and I tried to stand, but the surge of pain returned to my ankle all at once as I remembered my injury.

“My Lady, are you okay?” I asked through gritted teeth.

Tanica rested her hands on her knees for a moment, gathering herself before looking up at me. Her eyes softened, and a curl of smile appeared on her lips. 

“Yes, my boy. It’s been a while since I’ve smelled that familiar scent,” she said and continued over to me.

Tanica helped me to my feet slowly. She pulled at my arms and lifted at my back gently as she might break me, and I thought she could have with how little she strained with my weight.

“We will walk across the way to the bathhouse. You must be cleaned of your filth,” Tanica said, guiding me to the doorway. I had an arm around her shoulders as she covered for my injured leg with every step. Her hand pressed on my back and chest simultaneously. I could feel this woman’s hot breath panting on my right pectoral muscle as her body formed mine.

“Shouldn’t I–I mean… I’m naked. Do you have a cloth for me to cover with?” I asked.

“Nonsense. Clothes are to protect your sensitive bit from the elements or for shame,” Tanica scoffed, her eyes glancing down at my flopping member between my thighs. “It is a wonderful night, fresh, warm air, and you have nothing to be ashamed of.” Without warning, Tanica reached beneath the tassel of fabric that covered her chest and scooped one of her breasts free and exposed. The massive fat breast nearly struck me in my face before she dropped it back to her chest with a clap.  “Here. Do I have anything to be shamed for?”

Not knowing what to say, I bit my lip and followed Tanica’s lead.

Cringing, I limped with Tanica outside and saw half a dozen fires lit around the village. The huts keep, and two large halls in the middle were bathed in orange light from the flames. The giant women paused their duties and went silent as they watched me stagger across the dirt. It was surprisingly nice outside. Warm with a slight breeze, but most astonishing, not a single bug or mosquito in sight. It was as if the insects of the forest had forgotten this village carved in the middle of the trees.

By the time we made it inside the bathhouse, I had noticed Tanica changing. Her hand on my chest softened and rubbed exploringly, inching lower to my navel. Her parted lips brushed my chest from the angle I leaned on her. She might have even wetly kissed the muscle of my chest a few times. I was going to ask about it, but I forgot as soon as I set foot inside.

The bathhouse was larger than I realized. It was a log structure built alongside a small hot spring beside a mountain. It was like a small pond of bubbling water heated from the gasses of the Earth. Logs from chopped trees lay across the pool of water, dividing the body of water into more than a dozen smaller sections, with one large hexagonal pool in the center. Four small fires were lit in the corners of the room, which gave light to the twenty women who were already naked and bathing in the spring.

Whispers competed with the sounds of the bubbling water. Tanica giggled and pulled me along.

“Come now, boy. No shame, remember?” Tanica whispered.

Tanica walked me onto a narrow stretch of dirt that extended to the center pool of the spring. She separated enough to undo the pieces of cloth and let them fall to the ground.

“Come now. Into the water,” she commanded.

Looking at the drop into the water, I hesitated, hopping on one leg. “I don’t think I–”

Tanica me into the air with ease, throwing me over her shoulder as she carried me into the water. The warmth drowned my legs, body, and head before pawing at the water to stay afloat. It was not a bath or even a pool. I felt no bottom and began to panic, for I could not swim. My last gasp of air was taken before I slipped under the water. The deeper I went, the warmer the water became. Dropping like a rock, I suddenly wondered if I was going to drown before I was burnt to death by the extreme heat boiling from the hidden earth below.

Then, when all hope was lost, a hand gripped my wrist and yanked me from the depths such force I was nearly launched out of the water. I gasped for air in a panic as hands wrapped around my chest and pulled me backward.

“Relax… relax, boy…” Tanica’s calming voice whispered into the back of my neck. “You are safe… breathe…”

I did as commanded and slowed my breaths. Between the dancing orange flames around the room, I saw all the eyes and breasts staring at me. 

“There you go…” Tanica hummed, her hands releasing me and allowing me to sit on the small ledge between her legs. “You are reborn in the Springs of Olynia. Your soils are washed. Feeling the cleansing water enter your skin just as it enters ours.”

Others entered the room. A seemingly endless line of women filed in and began removing their clothes. Each more beautiful than the next. They walked into the water with grace and filled the spaces between the ones already watching me.

“What’s happening? Why are they all watching?” I asked, looking over my shoulder. Tanica’s blonde hair was wet and strung over her shoulder. She was a full head taller than I from our angle which meant my eyes were level with her right breast.

She looked down at me, biting her lower lip. “They’re waiting for us to begin.”

“Begin?”


CHAPTER FOUR




Tanica’s right arm swam between my legs, and I felt her palm slip around my balls, massaging them.

“Oh,” I said, and I went straightening up but was stopped. Tanica’s left arm tightened around my chest, holding me in place. 

“Hold still,” Tanica sighed, her eyes closing as she moaned. “Good heavens, my boy. You have such wonderful testicles. They fill so fast. And your cock…” I felt her fingers close around my shaft, which answered with a flex in return. “Yes, you have the strength of youth.”

I gasped a groan as she started to stroke my cock beneath the water. Each pump grew my shaft back to strength in her lap.

“I don’t think, um,” I hesitated, seeing all the women begin to sway and lick their lips. “I don’t know if I can, uh, you know… with everyone watching…”

Tanica did her cute giggle and turned me in her lap so I could face her more. “Let me worry about your orgasm, my boy. You are in very good hands.”

As she spoke, her hand rubbed the tip of my shaft, and the pad of her thumb rubbed a circle over the tip of my cock. The feeling made me gasp, and my cock flexed, releasing a small spurt of pre-cum. 

A reverberation went through the room like an energy had lifted into the air. A collective sigh formed from the audience of naked women bathing around me. They began to move, but my eyes were pulled away as Tanica guided my cheek toward her. Her soft lips went to mine like they were called to another. I felt her tongue explore my mouth and her pur with approval as her hand continued her slow and steady strokes. My cock flexed to an iron rod in her fist, begging for more contact from her loose grip.

“The Gods have brought you to me…” Tanica purred as she broke from the kiss. Her tongue lapped at my neck as her lips kissed to my ear and sucked on my earlobe. “I don’t… I don’t know if I can stop myself. I feel your hard body… I feel your hard cock… your seed… Your cum…”

The women who watched Tanica molest me were lost in the moment as much as this mature woman was. Their hands massaged their breasts and body like they were with me. They masturbated themselves and each other. More than one woman reached around another and fondled and fingered. Moans and coos filled the room.

Tanica moaned suddenly and rocked back and forth. It was a moment before I realized that she had just orgasmed without me even touching her. No one was.

“Oh, come here, boy, come here, my boy…” Tanica grabbed the back of my neck and pulled me to her breasts before I could react. The mature woman’s breasts were enormous and full to the touch. As her nipple was pressed into my mouth, my hands cupped the outside, squeezing and massaging them. 

Tanica moaned in a high-pitched voice as she looked down on me, “You’ve… you’ve brought something out of me, boy, yes… oh gods, yes, tongue that nipple. Oh my good boy, yes, you can suck them. You can suck them. You can suck…” 

The curvy woman’s hand tightened on my cock as I rocked forward and back, fucking her hand beneath the water. Massaging the outside of her breast in ever-expanding circles, I began to suck harder and harder on her nipple.

“Ah! Fuck,” she gasped. “Good boy… good boy… oh, good boy…”

A splash hit my tongue and I withdrew in shock, but Tanica’s hand clamped my head to her chest. Her orgasm struck just as I realized she was lactating and my lips were milking her.

“Oh yes, cumming… cumming… Suck harder, I’m cumming!” she cried, and I did.

Tanica's thick thighs clapped together beneath me as her breasts jiggled and grip tensed. I bit her nipple and sucked, making her head fling backward and a scream to be released that nearly echoed. More moans filled the bathhouse. Splashes in the water as women arched, shook, and writhed.

The curvy woman whose breasts I suckled at wouldn’t let me stop. She gripped the back of my neck and fed her other nipple into my mouth. Her fist beat my cock  faster. I felt her palm making long strokes from the base of my shaft all the way to the head and back. Tanica pressed her lips to my forehead, kissing and whispering breathlessly.

“Oh gods–yes, yes… suck so hard. Drink me down. I need you to cum. I need your seed, young man. Let it go. Feel my hand stroke your big cock, my boy. I feel you flex, gods…” she gasped and panted. “Give it to me… give it to us… cum for me… cum for me… cum for me, my good boy…”

I released a gurgle of a groan into her plump breast. Milk spilled down my cheek from the corner of my lips. My shaft spasmed as the orgasm struck me like a wave. I flexed as my milky cum exploded from my shaft, and euphoria took me elsewhere for a moment.

Instantly, I was brought back when a chorus of moans was let out. Every woman in the room, including Tanica, shuddered and moaned. Their orgasms were powerful and unrelenting.

The spots in my eyes slowly disappeared with every blink of my eyes. Finally, Tanica’s hands released me, and I breathed, lifting from the massive breasts. Eventually, the bathhouse came under control as the women gathered themselves. They didn’t leave the water but floated and basked more in it.

“Come now,” Tanica said abruptly and lifted me out of the water with ease. “Don’t worry about them. They will be there for some time.”

Every moment that passed raised more questions for me, and yet I had no answers to any of them. But my captors weren’t exactly mistreating me, so I wasn’t worried.

Tanica brought me to a small hut near the largest fire in the center of the village. There, a straw bed was made, and fresh garments were waiting. Dressing me, she pulled a fresh shirt and pants on before laying me down.

“Sleep now. You will need your rest for tomorrow,” Tanica said.

“Why?”

Tanica smirked. “That demonstration was just for the young ones. To satisfy the women your age, my boy,” Tanica smirked. “Tomorrow, the women will have you.”

“Have me?” I asked.

She giggled and left, leaving me worried and with even more questions. With a broken ankle and physically exhausted from the day’s adventures, I figured there was only one option. Closing my eyes, I allowed sleep to take me. My dreams took me to places I did not know and to pleasures I could not conceive, but only one person continued to appear in my mind’s eye throughout the night. Her blue dress draped over her body as she danced.

Izabella…


CHAPTER FIVE




With a sudden jolt, I awoke. The morning sun silhouetted a figure standing over me at the entranceway, and on instinct, I tried to sit up, only for a sting to the ankle to remind me of the previous day. Calming myself enough to focus, I breathed and looked back at my early morning visitor.

Black straps of leather hung over her shoulders, barely draping over her nipples and plump breasts. Her soft curves were only able to hide some of her hard, lean, muscled interior. Her short black hair dangled to one side as she looked down at me with a wicked smirk. That was when I recognized her.

“Good. You’re awake,” Haughty said.

My captor…
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CHAPTER SIX




Isat up and heard my stiff joints snap, crackle, and pop into place. If my injuries hurt yesterday, they were screaming this morning. Every bruise seemed to have bore deeper inside me while my injured ankle felt locked in place. I couldn’t think about any of this, of course. It was hard to focus on the pains of yesterday when your kidnapper was knelt beside your bed, tying a gag around your mouth.

“Mmmmph!” I protested as I felt the cloth cinch tight over my mouth. Immediately, Haughty shoved her hand between my thighs and snatched my balls so hard I thought she might rip them off. Wincing, I held still, praying to the Gods that my manhood was still intact after this encounter.

“You will be quiet, or I will make you not a man anymore, do you understand, boy?” the older woman warned. Everything about these women and this place was strange to me. I could tell Haughty was older than me by years, perhaps decades, and yet her skin was as fresh and nubile as a virgin. It was the way she spoke down to me and the strain in her eyes that gave away her maturity.

After a moment, I nodded, and Haughty took her time removing her hand from my crotch. Her fingers roughly explored my member with a twisted smirk on her lips before she stood and hoisted me onto her shoulder with inhuman ease. I hummed a quiet whine as everything ached as she carried me out of the keep. It wasn’t dawn yet, but the dark night was turning gray with anticipation. Small, dwindling fires burned around the camp left over from the night before.

Haughty took me to the edge of the village, sticking to the shadows the entire way. When we entered another keep, it was larger, made of wood, and on the edge of where the forest began. She set me down and went to work, removing boards from the wall to reveal a hidden compartment.

“In,” she said, nodding at a small black hole in the wall she had created. I hesitated, and she responded by reaching her hand between my legs again. I flinched and quickly crawled into the hidden compartment in the wall. “If you make a sound, if you try to escape, it is I who will hear. It is I who will know. I will take your testicle and leave you with only one, do you understand?”

Wide-eyed and terrified, I nodded.

Haughty slid the boards back into place, locking me in a tomb of wood between the walls. Panic was fast to set in as the darkness became total, but Haughty’s threat and my fear of her quelled the terror from bubbling over.

It was clear that this tribe of women had a desire for me, and it was more than sexual—although the sex appeal was evident. They treated me as if I were a bar of gold that was worth a fortune, and I was just stolen as such. With the exception of Haughty, the women had all been so kind to me, but was this just a veil to hide their true intentions? Is Haughty just more forthright about her emotions? I had been lulled into relaxation by the constant, and frankly, welcomed molestation by the beautiful women, but has this all been a trick? Am I just a cow being fattened before the slaughter?

In the hours that followed, I spent my time considering this and wondering if I should be trying to escape. But without a horse, escape was futile with my ankle in such a state. It seemed I was at my captors’ mercy for the time being.

As dawn broke, the quiet night gave way to shouts and hard footfalls. The women of the village ran in circles and shouted to one another in a foreign language I had not heard before. I didn’t need to understand to know they were in a panic searching for me. Twice, I heard steps just outside where I was stashed, and twice, I thought to yell out but stopped myself for the sake of my testicles.

Judging by the growing warmth, it was close to midday when the commotion and shouts went quiet, and the boards began to be removed again. Haughty yanked me out of the opening and left me on my back in the middle of what I assumed was her keep. She moved the curtain blocking the entry and looked both ways suspiciously as she removed the small black cloths that covered her sex.

“Take off your pants, boy,” she commanded. I hesitated again, but this time, it only took a stern look for me to move into action.

Haughty moved with martial swiftness and mounted me and shoved me down on the ground as she lowered her crotch to mine. Roughly, she grabbed my limp cock and tried to line it up but found no success in its flaccid state.

“What’s wrong with you? I need your seed,” Haughty demanded as she flopped my ropy cock this way and that in my hand. Her head angled to the side as she took on a warning tone and glared at me. “Make it hard.”

“Uh, well, that can be a challenge,” I mumbled nervously.

Haughty made a face, “Why? Don’t you want to be inside me?”

“Yes?” I said, unsure of my answer. “It’s just…”

“What!” Haughty boomed. Even her voice was wielded as a weapon.

I flinched, feeling a knot form in my belly from my nerves. “I can’t really get hard for a woman if I’m terrified.”

Haughty rolled her eyes and released an annoyed sigh as she stepped outside her keep and looked about, confirming, again, that no witnesses were near. When she re-entered, she released another breath, this time, her harsh stance and angled shoulders visibly relaxed.

“Tell me, what happened to the real men of the world?” Haughty asked. There was an undertone of disgust in her voice. She stepped closer to me and unlatched the black cloth that covered her breasts. My mouth hung agape as I stared at the large, perfectly sculpted tits that held firm with hard pink nipples. “Hm? I remember a time of ancient man. Six and a half heads tall. Hairy chested. Muscle bound. Thick bearded and fierce—where is such a man? Do they still exist out there?”

I closed my lips and worked saliva around in my mouth. “There are some,” I admitted, “But not many. The Great War is over. The warriors died with it. We… um, we are mostly merchants, farmers…”

“Hm,” Haughty huffed indignantly as she kneeled beside me. Her hand pressed on my chest, flattening me to the Earth. “The world of man. It is a wonder you managed to survive as long as you have. The real men die so that the weak can propagate.”

Haughty’s hand fell on my cock that stood at half-mast after the display my captor had given me. While the fear was still there, my arousal by her perfect figure lured me in.

“Well…” Haughty’s voice softened, and a rare smile grew on her lips as she gazed down at my growing cock. “I suppose there is strength inside you after all.”

Her grip secured around the meat of my shaft as she began to pump my cock from a thick rope to an iron rod. Up and down, she stroked my cock as she leaned over me. Her breasts swayed in my face as she looked down at me in her grip. At a strange angle, Haughty lifted my upper body into her lap, my head resting on her thighs as she stroked me.

“The men of old are gone,” she panted. Her breaths grew more intense as the ferocity in her eyes struggled to remain. “All that remains are boys… Mmm… Gods, you’re so fucking hard…” Haughty lowered herself to me, wrapping her other arm around the back of my neck; her hard nipples brushed my chest as they swayed with every stroke of my cock. “Boys who want nothing more than to be mothered… Do you like this, my delicate boy? Do you like being milked like a cow? Huh? Answer me!”

“Ahh…” I winced when she squeezed my cock, and to my surprise, my cock flexed back. “Yes, yes, I like it. I like it! Shit!”

“Mmmm… that’s my good boy,” Haughty giggled. Her voice was wrecked with emotion. The fury that hovered behind her eyes was replaced with a look of maniacal infatuation. Her body ground against mine as she began to sniff at my chest and all the way up to my throat. She bit her lip and rolled her eyes as she gasped. “Gods be good. Your odor is singular… I can’t… stop…”

Haughty began kissing my neck and grew more desperate with each wet peck until her lips found mine. Her tongue bullied its way inside my mouth as she kissed me hard and deep. Her exasperated moans sent directly down my throat as her pumps grew faster. I hummed from the mix of pleasure and pain she brought to my cock. Her grip edged on the verge of pain. Reactively, my hands raised to her bare breasts, and to my surprise, she did not swat them away but seemed to grind harder into me. I could feel the wetness between her legs as she mounted my thigh. It was as if she was trying to bore her body into mine. Her skin touched mine in every way that it could.

Her pumps became so quick that the moment overcame me. My breathing went stagnant, and I groaned into Haughty’s mouth before she broke away from the kiss.

“Are you cumming?” She gasped, glancing down at my twitching head. Her eyes brightened as the first spurt of seed shot across my belly. Quickly, her lips lowered and wrapped around the head of my cock. Despite the pleasure of her tongue lapping circles around my tip, the sheer amount of pressure from Haughty sucking hard on my head had me worried she would injure me. And yet, my cock continued to flex and dump my warm seed over her tongue.

Haughty’s entire body writhed as she drank me down. Her eyes flirted with the back of her skull as her eyebrows stood tall in a blissful state.


CHAPTER SEVEN




Aminute passed, and when my shaft began to soften, Haughty shifted, keeping her body glued to mine as she maneuvered into the sixty-nine position. There was no preamble or request made, but I watched Haughty’s leg lift over my face as she straddled me. Lowering her pussy onto my mouth, I knew what she wanted. Extending my tongue, I made long laps from her clit down to the base of her pussy.

Arching her ass into the air, Haughty groaned as she gripped my shaft with both hands and began to suck my cock as if it was a battle. My shaft might have softened, but the woman angled her head in every which way to lick, suck, and swallow every inch of it. The feeling was euphoric, and I could barely concentrate on lapping at her pussy until she forced me to. I could feel strength returning to my hardening cock.

When she began to drip incessantly, suddenly Haughty sat her soaking wet pussy lips down on my mouth, and she began to ride my face. Extending my tongue, I tongued her hole as best as I could but struggled to breathe. Popping her lips from my battered cock, Haughty growled a moan as her pussy suffocated me.

“Yes, yes! Yes! Fuck that pussy, boy!” she demanded. Clamping one of her own nipples in her fingers, she finally relented, lifting her hips off me long enough to retain one gasp of fresh air before she squirted a downpour on my face and chest.

Still catching my breath, I worried for a moment that she was about to lower on me again, only for her to crawl down my body so her hips lingered by mine in the reverse rider position.

“Finally hard again, I see,” Haughty said breathlessly over her shoulder. A coy smile curved the corner of her lips. “Stay that way this time.”

Arching her slender back, Haughty lifted and fed the wide, bulbous head of my cock between her tender pussy lips and slowly pushed down on it. I winced and felt just how tight the woman was—it was almost too tight. Yet, the woman continued to work her way lower on me.

“Oh… Gods…” Haughty gasped, holding her raven hair bunched on the top of her head. “This must be heaven for a boy like yourself. You can’t blame—ugh—me for taking you. A cock like this deserves to be shared—Gods, yes!”

“Ugh,” I grunted as the woman sat down on my cock, and I felt my entire length inside her. Her pussy walls squeezed and digested my cock like nothing I had ever felt before. The feeling bordered on pain but flirted with pleasure. Right now, it hovered in the arena of mildly uncomfortable as I felt the pressure of squeezing at the base of my shaft.

A devious smile crept onto Haughty’s lips as she looked down on me from over her shoulder, “You feel that boy? You feel, mm, you feel the way my body takes yours?” she began to swirl her hips around in circles causing her round ass cheeks to brush across my lap as my throbbing cock poked and ground across the inside of her vagina. Haughty rubbed her palms up her curves, cupping her breasts as her hips danced on my cock. “I’m a warrior, boy. Every muscle in my body has been trained to perfection. Mmmmm… I could break your pathetic manhood in half if I wanted to.”

As she spoke, she leaned forward, grabbing my ankles as the strength of her humps became greater and her sopping wet pussy slammed harder down my throbbing meat. The claps of our bodies filled the room, and then some as she rode me like I had never been ridden.

“Uggghhh! Take that pussy, boy!” she growled, whipping her hair to the side as she glanced back at me. “Listen to my wet cunt swallow you—ugh! Fuck me, you little shit!”

I winced as my cock flexed hard like a spear and timed my thrusts up as she smashed down on me. The fat of her ass jiggled with each flex of her muscles as she forced herself down on me.

“Oh, my Gods! Oh fuck! Yes! Make me cum, boy!” Haughty sang with an edge to her voice. “Make me fucking cum!”

Her humps became violent to the point I worried my cock would break or my legs might. I held up my hands to slow her, but Haughty snatched them and pulled my hands around to her front, clasping them on her bouncing breasts. Stuffing my shaft deep inside her, Haughty arched her back against my chest as she came. The orgasm overpowered her body as she trembled, and I felt the impressive muscles of her body flex.

The grip her pussy took on the base of my shaft numbed my cock. It wasn’t until her orgasm relaxed enough that so did her grip that my climax came. I groaned in her ear, and she rubbed her clitoris as my cock pumped its seed deep inside her pussy. for the next several minutes, the woman writhed on me, digging her back into my chest, pressing her cheek into mine, and circling her hips on my cock. She basked in the moment until she suddenly sat straight on alert.

Without a word, she got off me and slipped the gag over my mouth before I could protest. This time, she also bound my wrists and ankles as she dragged me back into my hole in the wall. It was a minute later that I heard the sounds of women returning to the village. They searched the village more thoroughly this time. Hours passed, and a cramp grew in my thigh before the boards were removed, and I was released a second time. It was late afternoon this time, and Haughty readied me for another ride.

The bindings around my wrists and ankles kept me immobile and barely able to worm from side to side. I just wanted answers–and preferably, to be released from the bindings. Ideally, not in that order, either. How much longer could this life captive life continue?

“Now…” Haughty said, running a hand down my naked body until it arrived at my limp cock.

“Mmmm!” I hummed through my gag, but I could do little else.

“Quiet!” She gripped it tightly like a tree branch, and I howled from the pain. “Now… where were we?”

With violent speed, the wall to one side of Haughty’s keep was ripped away on one side, distracting her long enough to release my manhood, thankfully.

“How dare you–” Haughty began but was not allowed to finish. She, too, was ripped away from her keep at a speed so great, my eye could not follow. She struck the dirt several feet away and bounced twice before rolling to her knees.

It was then I saw the back of the woman who stepped between me and my captor. It was difficult to recognize her from behind, but I still did. Of course, I did. How could I forget her?

“You do not take what is not yours to receive,” Izabella said.


CHAPTER EIGHT




“You do not take what is not yours to receive,” Izabella said.

“You’re one to talk,” Haughty growled, and she raised to her feet across the field. Her voice is barely loud enough to hear, “I found him; I took him. He’s mine!”

“You were scavenging for the Gathering. Not for Haughty…”

Haughty lowered into a fighting stance. Her lip raised in a snarl. “Out of my way, girl.”

Izabella didn’t respond but lowered into her own stance. Her feet were wide, and her arms raised to her front and side. Launching into a sprint, Haughty leaped the distance between them in three lunges that would have taken any normal man twenty paces. Suddenly, Haughty went from afar to on top of Izabella, crashing a downward strike with her elbow on the younger girl, only for the strike to be blocked. The hard impact of their bodies sent reverberations through the air.

Izabella quickly lowered and swept the woman’s leg, but Haughty turned the trip into an acrobatic backflip, which, as soon as she landed it, sprung into a series of strikes. One punch turned into a spinning back fist, followed by a lunging jab. Izabella backtracked defensively.

The combat was fast and flowing, coming from every angle like nothing I had ever seen before. It was a struggle to follow the fight, but I could tell Izabella wasn’t winning. I struggled against my bindings until my wounds hurt, but I could not break free. Haughty pressed the action with powerful, direct strikes that overwhelmed Izabella’s looping blocks and parries.

I was able to pull my gag down enough to take a full breath. I could not have done much if I was free of my bindings. The strength the women expended was inhuman. No man in this world could achieve this power.

Leaning forward, I tried to peer out of the keep to see where the women warriors continued to fight when a blur of a woman smashed through both walls of the already damaged keep and still rolled several paces. It was Izabella.

“No!” I yelled and tried to crawl through the rubble of debris to get to the battered and limp woman. Still unsure of what I could do—but I can at least be there!

“Come here, you,” Haughty barked, appearing behind me without warning. The butch woman grabbed my good ankle like she would the neck of a burlap sack and began walking to the nearest patch of forest. My back dragged against the dirt as I flailed and tried to claw at the ground to hold my place, but it was useless against the woman’s immense strength. There were others shouting around the camp. Women stirred from the commotion. But none of their voices were close.

This can’t be happening. Haughty is kidnapping me all over again.

“Iz—Izabella!” I called, turning to look back at the patch of dirt where she still lay.

“Quiet boy. You belong to me now,” Haughty growled through heavy breaths. She stepped into the thick brush of greenery as the forest swallowed us, and she pulled me in. But just then, Haughty stopped and released my ankle. There was no explanation, but I did not require one. On my belly, I crawled as quickly as I could back into the village.

“Help! Hel⁠—”

“No!” Haughty snarled loudly from inside the forest. It was only a second later that the bushes shook, and a hard impact was heard. Haughty flew the length of ten men into the air, knocking several birds from the treetops before she flailed and fell to a spot on the dirt not far from Izabella.

Looking back to the forest I came from; I saw the leaves part as Queen Andeese stepped out and into the opening. Her slender face was strewn into an ugly, hateful expression.

“You dare lay a hand on my daughter, Haughty?” Andeese pointed to where her body landed. “I will have your right hand for this betrayal!”

Haughty stammered as she found her footing, her hand cupping a wound on her shoulder. “Your blood has made the betrayal, not me!” Haughty stabbed her finger out to Izabella, who raised to her knees, appearing dazed and exhausted but otherwise unhurt. “Your daughter has already taken his seed!”

A gasp sucked through the village as other ladies appeared, pushing through the brush as they surrounded the trio of women. Whispers bounced between the gathering crowd, and all eyes turned to me, then slowly shifted to Izabella.

Andeese stepped forward, her gaze transfixed on her daughter. “Izabella, is this the truth?”

Izabella hesitated, her face revealing doubt, before stepping forward confidently. “It is true. We have paired. It is done.”

Gasps arose throughout the women gathered. Suddenly, the focus of the group shifted from Haughty to Izabella. Even I, who had no idea what was happening, could tell Izabella had made a graver infraction of rules than striking the Queen’s daughter, but I didn’t understand what that was.

“Okay,” Andeese said, hesitated, then said it again as she straightened from a fighting stance. “Okay. There will be no more fighting today. Lower your fists.”

Reluctantly, Haughty lowered her hands, though her feet remained in place as if keeping the option of dashing into a fight was still on the table.

“Andeese, the council must be called,” a woman near the Queen said.

“We must discuss this. The Amazons have a right to have their voices heard,” another woman said, her voice more demanding.

“What is left to be heard,” Haughty said, shaking her head. “The deed is done. All that is left is to divide what remains of his time.”

My eyes went wide, “Wait, what?”

“Quiet, woman!” Tanica stepped from the bushes to Izabella’s side. “You’ve done enough.”

“Watch your tongue, you old hag!” Haughty lowered back into a fighting stance, readying for battle. Tanica did the same with Izabella ready at her side, but all were startled by the conflict.

Queen Andeese raised her fists into the air and slammed them into the ground hard enough to send a vibration through the dirt. Birds took flight, and critters in the brush scurried away. Had I not already been on my side, the rattle in this world was sure to have put me on my ass.

Queen Andeese spoke in a guttural growl, “No. More. Fighting.” After a moment of tenseness had passed the Queen continued, softening her tone. “The council will be called tonight. Until then, Izabella will be confined to her keep and I will speak to the man in mine. Is that clear?”

“And what of Haughty?” Izabella protested, “Look at what she has done to him?”

“Quiet girl!” Andeese snapped, her anger boundless. “Haughty’s fate should be decided at the council meeting tonight.” The Queen nodded to Tanica and another woman, “Now, bring the man to me,” Andeese said as she turned to her keep.


CHAPTER NINE




“Is it true?” Andeese asked with an intensity that concerned me. “Did you have sex with Izabella?”

The questioning began as soon as the two women carried me into the queen’s keep in the center of the village. The wooden cabin was the largest of all the keeps and, unlike the rest, was fitted with a door, though this was the first time I noticed it being used.

“I, um…” I hesitated. Suddenly, the easy access to sex with the various women seemed like it came with consequences. Not once had I considered having sex with the queen of this village’s daughter a bad thing until now. “I did, but I meant no disrespect. Y-Your daughter is quite lovely.”

Andeese cursed to herself and turned away to pace along the wall of her keep near the fireplace.

“If… I care about Izabella quite a bit,” I said, trying to make my brashness right. “She’s a bit tougher than most women I know—all of you are, for that matter—but I’m still fond of your daughter. I’m willing to make it right with an engagement with her if you would accept the proposal, that is.”

“It is not the act that bothers me,” Andeese said, slowing her pace. “You are but a man. It is my daughter who should have resisted temptation.”

“I don’t understand,” I said.

Andeese sighed and shook her head reluctantly. “I have promised you answers for your capture and so should you receive them.”

“Are you Gods?” I asked with more than a little fear in my heart. Having seen the superhuman strength and speed as Haughty and Izabella fought had all but confirmed the truth for me.

“No, but we are daughters of the Gods. The ancient ones before your time and long forgotten. For centuries, we defended man from the mystical realm and kept this world safe from supernatural destruction.”

I shook my head, “Meaning no offense, but I have not heard of this or of you.”

“You would not have,” Andeese said, she moved to a wardrobe and began to undress. Removing her sword and hilt from her hip, she disrobed the filthy clothes of the day, revealing her bare ass to me and the side of her plump breasts. “We are from a time a thousand—mmph—a thousand years before you…”

I felt my cock swell under my dirty robes and saw Andeese clutch her wardrobe as if she was about to fall. She hung her head, taking several breaths before removing fresh clothes more befitting a lady, a red silk dress-like cover that dangled from one shoulder and reached down to barely cover her sex.

“You are Gods…” I gasped, equal parts terrified and humbled.

Andeese gathered herself and turned to face me with a small smile. “No, the Gods are forever and ultimate power. We are mortal, but our years last longer than yours. We live much longer. We are stronger because we are designed to protect man.”

“Then why did you kidnap me?”

Andeese hung her head and knelt in front of me, taking on a sorrowful look, “That should have been handled better. Haughty is… not built for diplomacy. You were brought here to help us—so we could help each other,” she corrected quickly.

“How? You say your people are daughters of God meant to protect man, and yet you hurt me. You say you live for thousands of years, but I have never heard or seen your people before…”

Andeese raised a calming hand and nodded, “I understand your misgivings, given the current situation. Tell me, what do you know of this forest.”

“It is the forbidden forest. I—we were told never to enter it,” I said. “I was a fool thinking I was brave by cutting through it.”

“Your act was brave and foolish,” she smiled, but it quickly soured. “Me and my people used to protect man, and we were great warriors. The demons of old would have overrun this realm eons ago if it weren’t for the Amazons. We were all but unstoppable until, one day, a young warlock devised a scheme to do the impossible. Using powerful magic that was beyond his understanding, he cast a spell that trapped my people in this forest and, I imagine, more of my people elsewhere in this realm. We can’t come within a hundred paces of the edge of these woods without being knocked back to the center.”

“You’ve been trapped all this time… is there no magic that can set you free?”

“At first, we had supporters who would visit us. Men of the time, who could come and go as they pleased, investigated our circumstances. The magic that holds us is strong—so powerful that it drained the magic reserves from the portals that bridged this world to the demon realm. Instead of keeping the portals open, the flow of magic kept the Amazons trapped. So, in a way, the warlock who tried to doom this realm by trapping us, saved it. Now, no new demons can enter this world, and all of the demons that were here were stuck.”

“But I have never seen a demon,” I said, shaking my head. “The world outside is a peaceful one for the most part.”

Andeese nodded. “So I know. The warrior men of our time slayed most of the remaining demons, and the few others went into hiding. They now walk amongst you, hidden in shadows, sowing their plots. Trying to reopen the portals home.”

“I don’t understand how this all could be. If you had allies in men, how did we forget you? Why was the forest cursed and abandoned?”

Andeese pursed her lips and took a breath before continuing. “Over the years, men found peace from demons comfortable even with us imprisoned. They grew less motivated to free us.”

“Is there a way to free you?” I asked, and Andeese eyes brightened.

“There is,” she said, standing, “One of the wizards of our time discovered the old magic scrolls used to jail us. The reason the spell was so powerful was it preyed on our weakness. We are women. There are certain things we lack.”

“Men,” I said apprehensively.

“The spell was enchanted in such a way that the only way it could break was if an Amazon gave birth to a man—a beyond rare event on its own, but a nearly impossible one given our limited access to men for sex in the first place.”

“For months following this knowledge, our allies sent men into the forest for breeding. They did not complain, but then we learned of a second part to the spell that cursed us.” Andeese clenched her fist, frustrated. “Once a man paired with an Amazon and she birthed became pregnant, the man would become infertile. No Amazon could bear children from him again.”

“What?” I gasped.

“This meant usually, within days of having sex for the first time, the man became useless to us. We found ways around it—the enchanted springs allowed men to inseminate multiple women for the length of their lives. But once a man completes the act of sex with one of us, as you have with my daughter, the countdown to your infertility has begun.”

“I… I can’t believe this…” I said, processing my soon-to-be inability to father children. “This is why you have kidnapped me? What happens now? If I am to be infertile, I should be released, yes?”

“Calm yourself,” Andeese said, squatting by my side and placing a hand on my shoulder. “You are not infertile yet.”

I realized that Queen Andeese’s hand rubbed my back in expanding circles as she neared me. Her breasts hugged my shoulder through her red gown.

I looked up at her, “What?”

“We will get several more days of use from you,” Andeese smiled seductively as she pushed me onto my back and threw a leg over my hips.
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CHAPTER TEN




My head spun as I struggled to process what I had just been told. It felt like a race to understand as I felt the Queen advancing on me. She removed my loose trousers, leaving my half-hard cock on display. Her hand cupped my inner thigh and quickly slid up to my balls. Her powerful hands were delicate with my member as she inspected it.

While Queen Andeese was the mother of Izabella, but she did not look it. Andeese’s skin was smooth and clear. Her flowing blonde hair was bright and full of life. There was not a hint of a blemish on her thick thighs or full, mother-sized breasts. The only thing that might have illuded to her age was her eyes. At the edges of her soulful eyes were the beginnings of crowfeet. While that might have made her look a few years older than the rest of her, it certainly didn’t make her appear hundreds or thousands of years old.

Could she really be that old? I always thought the stories of magic and evils were just that. Stories. If what they speak is true, then what else is real? I wondered in awe as she looked from my cock to my eyes.

“What is this?” Andeese asked with concern in her voice. “Your skin is red here. And your balls, they are bruised.”

“Hm? Oh, um, it-it has been used quite a bit over the past few days. I-I⁠—”

“Well, this is unacceptable,” Andeese huffed and stood, moving to the door. She whispered something to a guard or servant outside, who ran off. A moment later. Izabella walked inside. I reached to cover myself, but Izabella barely seemed interested in my nakedness while in her mother’s chambers.

This tribe’s customs are so bizarre, I thought, then remembered that I was kidnapped as a breeding slave, and now they plan on keeping me forever…

“Um, Queen? Queen Andeese?” I tried to wave and get her attention. “Can we discuss my return to my village once I’m⁠—”

“Quiet, young man,” the Queen said and turned to her daughter. “Izabella. This man’s genitals are wearing raw. Treat him. He must be well for these next days.”

Izabella furrowed her brow, “But Mother, his seed is already inside me.”

“Yes, but his seed is likely to have not taken root yet. It could be days before that is so. That makes the next hours precious which is why we need him healthy. Now quickly now,” Andeese clapped her hands and pushed her daughter forward, clearly on edge. She had seemed this way ever since gaining sight of my cock.

A conflicted look formed on Izabella’s face as she looked at me and then hung her head. Strands of her strawberry blonde hair fell in her face. Removing her satchel, she quietly mixed herbs, liquids, and water together in silence while her mother paced in the background. After spending a day stuffed in a wall and used by Haughty, I didn’t want to do anything to upset these two women who seemed as close to being on my side as anyone, so I remained silent.

When Izabella finished, she had a thick, milky white paste formed in a small bowl. Flicking her hair over her shoulder, the young woman knelt before me in a delicate way. Her kind and gentle eyes found mine, and for a moment, I was lost in them. They were a brief holiday from my daily woes.

“Relax now. This won’t hurt, but it might be cool to the touch,” Izabella warned as she scooped a gob of the cream on her fingers.

“Here. I will take him,” Andeese said. She sat on the floor beside me and slightly behind me. I suddenly felt surrounded and began to panic on the inside, which Izabella must have perceived.

“Shhh…” Izabella whispered and pressed her clean hand to the center of my chest. My heart pounded like a drum. “Be still. You are safe with me.”

I saw a small smile in the corner of her lips that instantly put me at ease and relaxed me. Andeese took me in her arms from behind. Slowly, my body relaxed until I was leaning back and to my side, nestled between Queen Andeese’s breasts. Izabella slowly and carefully began to spread the cream over my shaft. It was true; the cream was cold, but it did not hurt, especially since Andeese took it upon herself to more than distract me. Despite her daughter’s presence, she allowed her top to come undone, exposing her breasts, and began fondling them.

“Here, kiss me,” Queen Andeese said and fed her nipple to me.

I did as I was told, welcoming the distraction as her daughter stroked my growing shaft. The thick, wet sound overtook the home, and there was a slight sting as the balm found its way into my damaged flesh. Queen Andeese’s hands caressed the back of my head, neck, shoulders, and chest increasingly aggressively. The longer I licked her hard nipple and sucked on her teat, the faster her chest rose and fell and the more her palms pressed upon the back of my head. She hummed a panicked note as she neared the edge of the cliff of pleasure, only to be halted by her daughter’s cold words.

“I am finished, Mother,” she spat, and both Queen Andeese and I stopped our actions to see Izabella standing over us. “He should rest.”

“And so he shall. Leave us if you can not watch,” Queen Andeese commanded. Her daughter did not look pleased as she turned and left at once. While I felt safer with Queen Andeese than I did with Haughty, Izabella was the only woman I sensed cared for me more than as an object.

“She appears upset. Should I go?” I suggested.

Queen Andeese looked at me as if I had insulted her. “You will do no such thing. Here and under my purview is the only place I can guarantee your safety. Besides, my daughter may be decades older than you, but she is still young. She must learn to master her emotions rather than be controlled by them.”

Sitting upright, Queen Andeese allowed what little clothes she wore to fall away. My cock flexed, and I watched the Queen’s eyes tremble and nearly roll backward.

“Besides, you aren’t thinking of my daughter right now, are you?” she asked.

“No,” I mumbled.

The queen smiled, pleased with herself, “Good…”

Unlike the other women who seemed eager to feed my members inside them, Queen Andeese took her time. She seemed to revel in the moments that led to sex. Once on my backside, she lay beside me. Her hand rubbed over my chest as she kissed my chest, then my neck. Andeese seemed to revel in my odor as she took my earlobe in her mouth. One of her legs sprawled over my thigh and rubbed up down on me. By the time her lips made their way to mine, I was lost in the spell of the queen’s attention.

Humming with approval, her kisses were long and sensitive. Our tongues circled each other until my hand found her breast and squeezed it.

“Ahhh,” she moaned, looking to the heavens. I seized the opportunity and pressed my lips to the queen’s throat, kissing and sucking below her earlobe just as she had done for me. “Oh, yes… just like that…”

Rolling her onto her back, I took the initiative as I crawled between her thighs. I had an inspired thought that if I was going to be having sex with this woman regardless, I should put forth my best effort. She was, after all, the queen of these women. If anyone had the power to release me, it was Queen Andeese. It made sense to do all I could to please her.

Kissing down her chest, my lips fell to her left nipple for some time then moved to her right. Andeese’s body writhed, and her large, round breasts fell from side to side with her movements as she groaned.

“Oh, yes, boy,” she gasped, “bite those nipples. Just like that—ahhh!”

My right hand scooped down to her exposed sex. Her tender flesh was moist and begging for attention. Rubbing lightly over her clit and lips drove her mad.

“Ugh! Do not tease your queen—oh, God…” She grunted and spasmed unexpectedly. Before she could finish her words, I repeated the motion with my palm. Rubbing up and down on her clitoris caused her back to arch and her fingers to rake over my back and head with almost unbearable pressure. A reminder that should she choose so, Queen Andeese could crush me like a bug. “Gods be good—ahhh! I am—am cumming!”

The Amazon’s thick thighs quivered and her breasts jiggled as her entire body arched and a splash of an orgasm emptied from her pussy. The seizure of pleasure ran through her for several more seconds before her eyes opened, and when they did, her hands snatched me to her immediately.

My lips locked to Andeese’s as her arms and legs locked my body to hers. As the kiss grew and I felt her fingers digging into my back, I noticed Queen Andeese was maneuvering me so that my long hard cock rested on her trembling slit. While much of the cream remained on my member, the icy pain was gone, and my shaft was miraculously healed from its wearing.

When my cock suddenly flexed, pressing down and against the queen’s clitoris, she gasped, pulling away from our kiss. “Oohhhh…” biting her lips, she squirmed her hips this way and that, trying to get my cock to touch her just right. “If you don’t stop teasing me now, boy, and put that thing inside me… mmm… I shall put you on your back and do it for you,” she warned.

Needing no more threats to motivate myself, I sat up and slid my head down the queen’s clit one last time, making her roll her eyes backward and lift her knees to spread her legs wider for me. The tip of my cock fed inside her, and instantly, I felt her wet warmth engulf me.

“Oh, yes… yes…” Andeese whined as she pawed at the ground. “Fuck me!”

Following my command, I bucked my hips and impaled the queen with the length of my shaft, making her scream. Pulling out, I bucked at again, gaining a pace.

“Oh, yes! Gods, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me!” she cried as I rammed inside of her.

If Queen Andeese was worried at all about those outside her keeping hearing, she did not let it on. Her desperate voice filled the home, and then some as her thick tits began to bounce and clap with every thrust. It was difficult to do with my injured leg, but I favored my good side as I kneeled and humped the taller woman. My long cock filled her to the brim with every thrust and made her cry out.

“Ah, fuck fuck fuck! I’m cumming, again—fuckkk!” she screamed like I had never heard before.

Watching the gorgeous mother grab her bouncing tits as she writhed in ecstasy put me over the edge as I slammed deep inside her one last time and unleashed my load of cum. As if she knew instantly that my seed was dumping inside, Queen Andeese cinched her arms and legs around me so I couldn’t leave even if I wanted to. Growling and groaning like a mad woman, she ground her hips into me as her pussy continued to milk every drop of cum from the shaft.

Minutes passed before things had finally settled down, and still, the queen rested on my chest; my limp cock remained inside her. For a minute, I wondered if she would allow us to leave this spot ever or if she was just waiting for me to grow hard yet again, but alas, she stood after some time and slowly dressed.

“You may stay here for now,” she said, sliding on her loose-fitting dress. “My guards will protect you.”

“Where are you going?” I asked.

“A council meeting.”

“Will I be able to leave tomorrow?” I asked with pleading in my voice.

She glanced at me for a second before replying, “Rest now. You will need your strength.”


CHAPTER ELEVEN




It was the middle of the night before I was summoned. Hours had passed, and I had fallen asleep. Before I had passed out, one of the guards had visits with a tray of fruits, vegetables, and even meat. I feasted until I was near overflowing—I was famished. It was not long after that I dozed off to sleep, exhausted from the day’s adventures and activities.

When I woke, I felt the gentle touch of delicate hands. I startled awake, only to recognize Izabella’s silhouette, kneeling over me, her hands raised.

“You are safe,” she whispered, “Breathe…”

I did as she said and relaxed. The fire crackled behind her, bathing her in orange light. I didn’t know if she made the fire or one of the guards when I had fallen asleep.

“What’s happening?” I asked groggily.

“I am checking your wounds,” she answered and made a point not to meet my gaze. She carefully touched my leg and ran her fingers over my ankle, then did the same with the other bruises on my body.

“I never thanked you,” I said, feeling guilty. “You protected me against Haughty.”

There was a brief flick of Izabella’s eyes to mine before returning to her work.

“The others were searching the forest for me,” I continued, “They thought I escaped, but you knew Haughty had taken me.”

“No, not at first,” she blurted out and seemed to admonish herself for speaking to me. “I knew your injuries were too severe to flee. It was later in the day when I suspected Haughty. She was our best tracker and yet showed little interest in the search. Spying on her led me to you.”

I smiled sheepishly. “Well, thank you. Watching you move—fight her—was incredible.”

Izabella paused, and her eyes went wide as they searched mine. A smile began to form before she shook it away.

“I should not be talking with you,” she muttered and returned to her work.

“Is that what they told you in the council meeting? Were you punished for… well, for being with me?” I asked.

“I was,” she said emotionless, and opened my legs to observe my cock.

“Would the punishment lessen if I told them I, too, wanted to be with you?” I asked and felt her eyes dance over me once more. She took my half-hard cock in her hand and turned it over, observing the skin. By the time she had finished, my shaft was flexing erect.

Izabella licked her lips and sighed as she leaned back, “It would not make a difference.”

I hung my head and exhaled, “They are not going to let me go, are they?”

Izabella hesitated for a long moment, just staring at me before she stood and left.

I had only a few moments to try to read her reaction before Tanica entered. The curvy woman smiled down at me, past her massive breasts.

“Time for another bath, boy,” Tanica said. I nodded and was more prepared this time for when she lifted me up and carried me to the springs. Despite not seeing Izabella again that night, I worried for her in the back of my mind and hoped she was not facing a greater punishment in her absence.

While the forest and night sky were pitch black, the spring’s water glowed a turquoise blue, as if a blue sun were buried in it. The water was already full, and naked Amazons floated along its edges.

“Is Queen Andeese near?” I asked as I was lowered into the water.

“She is not,” Tanica said.

“I would like to speak to her before we, uh, begin.”

“She cannot be here tonight or tomorrow during our sessions,” Tanica said, allowing me to float in the water. “This is the payment for her daughter’s transgressions against the tribe.”

This is the punishment for Izabella touching me. The mother and daughter had to leave while the rest of the tribe got their turn. I looked around at the many faces surrounding me and did not see Haughty either. The three must face similar fates.

“Now, boy,” Tanica said, rubbing her hands down my chest and to my cock, “Relax…”

I nodded and complied. I will do whatever I can to see that Izabella does not receiving any punishment.

Tanica took her time this time around. Her hands, gentle and soothing, stroked my cock in the warm waters. Every time I thought I was close to cumming, Tanica slowed her stroke and edged me to oblivion. Meanwhile, the women sharing the springs slowly inched closer. Their moans filled the room as they fingered, suckled, and ate each other.

When I finally did orgasm, it was with my ear in between Tanica’s lips and my neck nestled between her breasts.

“That’s it, baby. Let it out. Release your seed…” Tanica purred into my ear.

“Release your seed for us,” several women surrounding us hummed.

I came hard and felt it through my entire body. Like the first ‘bath’ experience I had, the rest of the women, including Tanica cried out in pleasure as they came at the same time.

“Mmmm… very good,” Tanica panted, “very good…”

My body relaxed as I readied to leave the pool of water, but to my surprise, I was met by two naked women I had not seen before. It took a moment for me to realize the pair were twins.

“Open,” the first girl said.

“Your mouth,” the second prompted. I looked between the blue-eyed girls for a moment before I did what they said. The twin on the left extended a cup and poured a fruity liquid into my mouth.

“Come here, boy,” Tanica said. Her hands closed around my chest and pulled me back to the center of the springs.

Whatever the liquid was that I swallowed began to have an effect on me right away. My cheeks warmed, my heart raced, and within seconds my cock was growing hard again. The amazons in the pool began to moan immediately.

This night was far from over.

When the sun finally rose hours later, I was still in the hot springs. I had lost count of the number of times I had come and swallowed more of that fruity liquid. The orgy of women continued, and I was passed around like a pet. The last orgasm I had was with a marvelous redhead and raven-haired woman kissing on both sides of my shaft.

It was a relief when Tanica returned to carry me out of the springs. My body was exhausted from the use, but instead of returning to my keep to rest, I was brought to a great tree at the center of the village. A line was formed, and the women had turned my cock into their personal sex toy. Their lips, breasts, pussy, and more were used on my body, and sex acts that would have been a fantasy when I was younger became mundane. Each new woman who stepped to me began by pouring a shot of liquid in my mouth before having her way with me.

Morning came and went. The afternoon came and went. And it was nighttime again.

“Ahhhhh ughhh!” the woman moaned as she rode me through the orgasm. My consciousness was a blur going in and out. It wasn’t until the woman stepped off of me that I realized a silence had fallen over the crowd.

Tanica stepped to the center of the center and guided Izabella ahead of her.

“It is so,” Tanica announced, and the celebrating women stopped, “she is with child.”

A somber mood settled over the once rambunctious crowd. Slowly, the sadness gave way to anger as all eyes turned to Izabella, who only stared at her feet. Despite my surreal circumstances, there was a brief time when I felt the reality of what was just uttered. I’m going to be a father. I’ve she’s pregnant with my child…

After an appropriate moment had passed, Queen Andeese stepped forward.

“The night has passed. Everyone should return to their steads for rest,” Andeese commanded. Slowly, the dozens of women parted and went their separate ways, leaving me sat on the ground, battered and exhausted.

“Does this mean…” I glanced from Izabella to Andeese, “Do I get to leave now?”

The queen looked down on me and back up to Tanica, “Take him to his keep to rest. Stay the night as guard.”

“Yes, my queen,” Tanica said.

Tanica carried me naked back to the original home they had me in. Inside, there was a small fire beneath the chimney, a pile of clothes to wear, blankets to keep warm, a tray of food, and three buckets of water.

“You have all you need, young man. Should you need anything else, call for me,” Tanica said. she gave a small smile and went to leave.

“Tanica,” I whispered, and she paused, “Will your tribe let me go tomorrow?”

The woman hesitated. Though she looked as young as the other women, she appeared to be one of the elders of the tribe. I could tell by the way Haughty and other women looked at her that she was respected and feared. The hesitation I saw in her face now meant not that she didn’t know the answer, but she knew I would not like the answer.

“Rest now. We will talk more tomorrow,” Tanica said and left the home.

I woke hours later to the familiar sight of Izabella treating my wounds. There was a repetitive cycle that was beginning to play out to this place. It felt as though my life was on a loop.

How much longer can this go on?

“Why…” I groaned; my muscles were sore from use. “Why did you sleep with me if you knew this would happen?”

“I’m sorry,” Izabella whispered, and her eyes met mine. They were tender and earnest. “I will apologize to the end of days if it would make it up to you, but I was only doing what I thought was best.”

“Best for me? Or best for you?” I asked, looking at her.

Izabella slumped and nodded. “It is true, I used you for personal gain, but as bad as you think you have it now. I believe I have spared you the worst fate.”

I sat up some, “What do you mean?”

Izabella chewed on her lip and glanced back at the entryway. The two guards had stepped away from the entrance, giving them privacy.

“Our last man to visit the forest died four years ago. We’ve patrolled, hoped, and prayed for another man to enter the forest for years before you came. A man’s arrival in the forest is not a trivial thing, and it only grows rarer as time passes. Thus, my Amazonian sisters have become more obsessive over the years.”

I furrowed my brow and let the silence carry for a beat, “What do you mean?”

Izabella sighed, and a guilty expression grew on her face. “Our last man may have died four years ago, but he first arrived in the forest thirty-two years prior.”

“What?” I gasped, my mind struggling to comprehend the time frame.

Izabella took my hand between hers. “Damion was his name. He was held captive and immobile for decades. He bred us Amazons for years using the sacred hot springs.” She sniffled and blinked several teardrops down her cheek.

Silence hung between the two of us for some time. Finally, she stood and started to leave, having thought I had fallen asleep.

“Izabella,” I called, stopping her at the entrance. “You carry my child?”

Instinctively, her hand went to her belly as she turned to face me. Her face was vulnerable for the first time. “I do,” she whispered.

I nodded, unsure of what to say. The only thing I could think of was to do what my father did not, “I will… if I can… I will be there for the child. I will do all I can to provide for the both of you.”

Izabella gasped and took a step forward but stopped herself. My face turned to puzzlement before the young woman turned and left the keep.


CHAPTER TWELVE




Iawoke in a groggy state. My injuries might have been on the mend, but my muscles ached from the hours of sex throughout the day and night. Someone was at me door. I heard the muted conversation between Tanica and this person. By the time I had sat up and gathered my bearings, Izabella stepped inside.

“Izabella,” I said.

“Quiet,” she whispered. “We don’t have much time.”

“What do you mean? Time for what?”

She set her satchel down beside the fire, which was close to just embers at this point. Using the little light it gave, she unraveled a sleeve of pre-mixed tonics and balms.

She paused, wide-eyed, “You must focus now.”

“On what? What’s happening?” I asked. Izabella took two of the tonics and emptied them into my mouth. By the time I swallowed them, she was already undoing my pants. “No, Izabella, I⁠—”

“For your rash,” she said as she lather her hands in the familiar milk ointment. I stopped fighting her and allowed her to rub the cream over my shaft and balls, waking them up from their slumber. Izabella seemed to have to focus and breathe carefully as my cock hardened and pointed toward her. However, my sudden grunts of pain put a stop to any incidental arousal I may be having.

“Ahhmmmm!” I groan, but Izabella quickly covers my mouth to keep me quiet. The pain in my ankle, foot, and leg were excruciating for a second, but quickly went away. When her hand went away, I ask, “what was that?”

“You leg. It’s better now, yes?” she asks, leaning back.

I furrow my brow. Of course not, it’s broken. It takes longer to heal…

The thought trails away as I rub my ankle and move my foot around in circles.

“How?” I ask.

“The tonic. Here, drink this. It will make you feel strong,” she said, dumping another vial down my throat. “Come on. Get up.”

I coughed as I choked down the last tonic. Surprisingly, it was quite sweet compared to the others. “No, I don’t think I can stand…”

To my surprise, not only could I stand—I could jump. I felt amazing. A moment ago, my muscles ached, my skin was covered in bruises and rashes, and my leg was broken. Now, I felt better than new.

“What? How is this possible? Could you have fixed me the entire time?”

Without another word, Izabella yanked me out of the keep by my arm. I constantly found myself forgetting how superhuman and strong she was until I felt her power. Part of me wondered if there was a point in me protesting at all. The amazons could force me to do anything they wanted even if I didn’t want to.

Tanica turned as we exited. She didn’t look surprised.

“Izabella, this is no good. There is nowhere for you to go,” Tanica warned.

“But there is a place for him,” Izabella replied.

Tanica sighed, shaking her head, “This will end badly for you. There will be pain.”

A half smile formed on Izabella’s lips, “Someone once taught me pain was but a lesson life was trying to teach.”

Tanica smiled sadly and looked like she might cry. She cupped Izabella’s cheek tenderly, and Izabella kissed the woman’s palm.

“I’m sorry,” Izabella whispered.

“Don’t be,” Tanica replied.

Without warning or hesitation, Izabella spun in a circle and smashed the bottom of her fist into Tanica’s cheek. The woman flew away several feet and crumbled to the ground, motionless.

“Izabella, what are you doing?” I yelled in a whisper.

Izabella ran to Tanica’s side to check on her, and then, once satisfied, she returned to me and grabbed my arm.

“Come now,” she commanded.

I was pulled through the shadows of camp to a stable at the back of the village. Within minutes, I was saddled onto a horse behind Izabella, and we were galloping out of the village and into the dark woods. It was several hours before the horse came to a trot and finally stopped. The woods had gotten thicker and the trail smaller. Of the sky that I could see through the brush overhead, I could see the sun beginning to rise as dark turned to light.

“We must go by foot from here,” Izabella said, her voice still slight. She put her forehead to her horse’s cheek and whispered something to him before he trotted off the way they came from.

“Izabella, wait,” I said, and I appreciated her stopping to listen rather than just pull me along. “Thank you for healing me and getting me out of there, but what is happening? Why did you strike your friend?”

“I had to. Had I not knocked Tanica unconscious, she would have shared in the blame for what I’ve done.”

“What did you do? What is happening?” I asked again.

“My mother was not going to let you go—none of them were,” Izabella said. She looked downward and ashamed as she spoke.

“But why? She said once the first Amazon became pregnant with my seed, I would become infertile.”

“Yes, this is true.”

“Then why not allow me to leave?”

“We don’t have time for all these questions. Come now,” Izabella started off in a march through a thick patch of brush.

“Izabella…” I said.

She paused and sighed, “They will keep you as a toy. They will use you. They will use your body for entertainment. They will keep you prisoner for many years until your body breaks beyond repair.”

My thoughts circle the wide array of possibilities that were put before me. In a way, it is a man’s fantasy to live a life surrounded by beautiful women and unlimited sex. However, I have had a rather short experience of what that can be like, and after only a few days, my body was beginning to wither. My face must have betrayed my thoughts because Izabella shook her head with a shallow smirk.

“You men are all the same. You all love the prospect at first. You treat it more like a holiday than a kidnapping. But when days turn to weeks and weeks to months, the holiday ends.”

I nod, “Thank you for what you have done for me, but what will happen to you? If I escape, you can’t leave until a male child is born, right? Will they hurt you?”

Izabella smiled at my concern, but before she could speak, a noise only she could hear caught her attention. Panic flooded her face as she grabbed my hand. “Come quickly now!”

A thumping sound reverberated through the air before I could react. Izabella yanked my arm, and a long arrow snapped by my face and stabbed into the tree in front of me.

I ran like I had never run before, and still, I could barely keep up with Izabella. Leaves and vines whipped at our faces, and the brush thickened as I tried to escape the forest. There was movement to the left and right in the greenery. More arrows came, but they came for Izabella, not me. Izabella released my hand to dodge left and right, then summersault between two trees as arrows darted into the ground beside her and into the trees behind her.

When Izabella returned to me, we had reached the edge of the forest. The last line of trees gave way to the bright blue sky and open green fields.

“Here, you must go now!” Izabella panted.

I stopped short just before the fields and looked back to see a blur of motion fast approaching.

“What about you? I can’t leave you,” I said.

“Izabella!” an angry voice yelled, filling the forest with her rage.

Izabella looked back and returned her worried eyes to me, “Save yourself. Let me do this one good deed.”

“Don’t let him leave! Wound him!” Queen Andeese shouted as she approached. There was a familiar thumpf sound, and I watched the arrow arc down toward my leg. At the last moment, Izabella dove, taking the arrow to her belly.

“No!” I shouted and grabbed for Izabella. She looked at me with weak eyes.

“Run,” she grunted.

My eyes bounced between her eyes, and the arrow protruded from her gut.

“Not without you,” I gasped as I grabbed Izabella’s arms and began to pull. Reaching the green field, I grunted as I pulled Izabella to me. A green fog shimmied and buzzed. The transparent cloud reached for the sky and revealed a dome that covered the forest. “Not. Without… you…” I grunted as I pulled and pulled.

The green fog vibrated and raged until finally, it happened, and I fell backward with Izabella lying in the open field beside me.

“What? How did you…” Izabella muttered, “We’re free…”

I smiled, “We’re free.”

Thunk! Thunk-Thunk-Thunk!

The arrows rained against the green fog and exploded upon contacts, dissolving into slivers of wood.

“Come on, we have to go,” I said, but Izabella could barely rise to her knees. It was my turn to carry her. To my surprise, the skinny girl weighed the same as I expected for any skinny girl. The magic in her veins was impressive.

With Izabella hoisted on my shoulder, I ran into the field.

“Izabella, bring him back!” Queen Andeese yelled. “Izabella!”

I stole a final glance over my shoulder and saw Queen Andeese and several other Amazons stopped at the edge of the forest.

Free. Isabella and I are finally free!
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Mob Boss’ Wife: Discovered


I changed lanes and my eyes alternated their focus between the rear view mirrors and the road ahead in a continuous cycle. No tails. The boss had called him specifically to be on alert this week. To watch his wife with a close eye. He wasn’t specific, but if the boss was calling, it was something serious. The last time I spoke to the boss was over a year ago, when I was first introduced to the family. I wasn’t Italian, of course. Like most Americans nowadays, I’m a hodgepodge of a dozen different nationalities, but that worked in my favor when I joined the Italian mob. They like Americans, in general. If I had been Greek, Spanish, or Irish, forget about it. They wouldn’t have touched me. But American? They know Americans don’t take sides. There’s no blood oath that we carry. We’re individuals, and that’s what the boss needed.  

However, until now, the work I had done for them was a bit more sporadic. One-offs. Asset protection and delivery, transportation… a year straight of having five thousand dollars deposited in my checking account a week from an LLC that employed me as a contractor. And all I had to do was wait for a phone call that came two, maybe three times a month. For an entry-level job for a dishonorably discharged soldier, the pay wasn’t bad, considering my assignments. Now I was questioning that.

“Hey, new fucking guy? Is this as fast as you can go? I’m going to be late?” Marlene yelled from the back seat. The lingering touch of her distant Italian accent folded the end of each word. “Hello? Are you deaf?”

“No, ma’am,” I said with as much composure as I could muster. “I’m going the speed limit. Your husband said not to draw any extra attention to⁠—”

“My husband lives in Italy,” Marlene said, waving her hand at the rear-view mirror. I tried to respond, but I could hear Marlene cursing to herself or whoever was on the phone with her. She ranted in Italian for several minutes and shot glares at the back of my head. All the while, I could only wonder, how long will this assignment last?

It had been five days, but the boss hadn’t said there was a particular end date. All my other assignments lasted three to four days, six days max. I was told they were adding to Marlene’s security because of some kind of deal happening. They wanted someone with my skills as a former special forces operator to watch her rather than the regular guy who was more gangster than professional. Surely this can’t last much longer?

“Ohh, oh, I must go, love you, mwah!” Marlene signed off her call as she answered a second. It was her husband. The boss. They spoke in Italian as she held the phone up to her body and giggled as they must have been video chatting. I made several more turns and pulled to a stop at the red light. Marlene sighed and released a small moan.

My eyes flicked up to the rear-view mirror and saw that Marlene had hiked her long red skirt up to her taut belly with one hand as she spread her legs. All the while, she held out her phone with the other hand, filming it. Marlene wasn’t wearing any panties. Slipping a finger between her lips, the gorgeous woman began to masturbate in the car. There was a honking horn, and I realized the light was green and quickly lurched forward. Marlene’s eyes glanced at me, then quickly looked back to her phone as a smirk competed with the look of pleasure on her face.

Listening to the wet sounds of her fingers pumping in and out of her pussy was hard enough, but the added moans and screams made it nearly impossible for me not to react. My cock twitched, then stretched out in my boxers as I made the last turn. There was an obvious code amongst the guards against flirting or even looking like you were lusting after the Boss’s women. Doing so was a swift way to end up with your feet stuck in a bucket of concrete and being dropped at the bottom of the ocean.

“Ohh ohhh yahh oh fuck! I’m cumming! I’m cumming!” Marlene moaned with her feet spread to nearly touch both doors. Her hips raised and fell in the air as she smacked her wet pussy and convulsed as she came.

I cleared my throat as I pulled into the event. It was some Miami Independent Film debut. A red carpet event for people who were local celebrities. Marlene said her goodbyes while adjusting her dress and lowering her skirt. When I pulled into a park, I exited the SUV and handed the key to the Escalade to the valet. The half dozen photographers waited to see who was inside, and I realized Marlene was waiting for me to get the door for her. Opening it, I took her hand and helped her out of the vehicle to a sea of white flashes and catcalls by the photographers. It wasn’t until she had moved on that I looked down and felt the wet pussy juices on my hand from hers.
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