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After all my fighting, all my struggling, all my attempts at escape, there was nowhere else to go. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But that’s not how things started.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn't care about anything he was saying.

“Who are you? Where am I?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Caldero.”

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

Now, he waited for me to speak. 

“What do you want with me?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I obey my betters very well.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Never, I promised myself. Never, ever.

And yet.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I didn't want to think about that.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Who’s that?” Her voice, suspicious.

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

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

“A prisoner, huh?”

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

“My name is Fernanda. Who are you?”

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

“Stephanie.”

She snorted. “Sounds like a fake name.”

I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I had to sit and think about that. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You must have done something.”

“Maybe. I don’t know.”

“Were you with anyone?”

“With anyone?”

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

“You’re being punished?”

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

“How?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

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

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

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

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

“They weren’t there.”

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

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

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

“They should have known better.”

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

* * * * *
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THEY SHOULD HAVE KNOWN better.

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

Why had no one come to rescue me? 

The door opened, breaking my thoughts.

It was Caldero, once again.

It was Caldero...and someone else.

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

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

I was suspicious, of course.

“What is it?” 

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

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

“Yes,” I said finally. “I want it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes!”

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

His? 

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

But I wanted...

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

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

“But I...I...”

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

They weren’t there? They left you alone?

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

They left you alone.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You need to cum, eh?”

I nodded weakly.

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

Once more I nodded weakly.

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

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

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

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

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

They should have known better.

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

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

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

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

That’s just the kind of girl I am.

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

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

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

I didn’t answer.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Did I still care?

“Are you going to do what I say?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They weren’t there? They left you alone?

Caldero’s way was my only way. 

“Yes,” I said finally.

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

“Very good,” said Caldero. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

She screamed his name.

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

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

* * * * *
[image: image]


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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fernanda?” I guessed

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Neither of us do.”

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

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

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

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

I was flattered, though.

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

I wanted her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Serve a strong man.”

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

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

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

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

“Truly?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But...they may split us up.”

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

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

“I...what?”

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

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

“You are a lesbian?”

“Bisexual.”

“How delightful. So am I.”

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

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

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

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

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

“But I...”

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

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

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

“I...I’m sorry, I just...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fernanda?” I asked, a bit dumbstruck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

—the door.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Hopeless, I thought. No escape.

Even my instincts were twisted around this man, now. 

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

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

His...his wife?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I loved it. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shuddered, biting one lip.

“Don’t you?”

“Yes, Caldero.”

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

More than anything else, morethananythingelseohgodplease.

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

“Then you must do something for me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I promise,” I said finally.

“What do you promise?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her gorgeous, blond form appeared on the screen. 

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

“Katrina?”

“Stephanie? Steph, is that you?”

I nodded. “It is.”

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

“I don’t know, Katrina.”

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

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

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

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

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

“They took me. Caldero. He took me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I was Caldero’s gal.

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

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

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

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

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

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

That’s what I fantasize about now...when I have the time. Being Caldero’s good girl is awfully busy, after all.
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Lust Fever
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Hour 20

––––––––
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THE TWO HAD FORGOTTEN their names long before. Such knowledge was extinguished before the all-consuming heat of the virus throbbing through their blood, fueling their lust. 

They were in a car somehow. Where they drove to was anyone's guess. They themselves no longer really had the ability to guess. All their brainpower had been rededicated to mindless, endless rutting. 

The woman sucked at the man's cock in fervent bobs as he gripped the wheel and kept them safe on the road. In all truth, she had forgotten more than just her name. She had forgotten that there was ever a time in existence when she hadn't had her mouth mindlessly attached to his cock. She had forgotten that other men existed. She had forgotten there was anything to living other than blindly moaning on a thick, ripped shaft of a masculine being, sucking him down and praying for another glorious spurt of his load down her eager, needy throat. 

And he, in turn, had forgotten that women were ever used for anything else. He had forgotten everything but the need to protect, to provide, and to breed. That's all he was anymore. That's all life was for him—the human brain, once the co-model of life's evolution, had been downgraded to those three simple tasks. 

And for his complete embrace of his true role, nature had rewarded him with a pretty young cocksucking female, whose other half of that model brain in turn only knew two roles of her own: to please and to breed.

* * * * *
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“IS IT THE SAME AS BEFORE?” asked Pruitt. “I haven't ducked in here in a couple of months.”

“Of course not.” Martinez shook his head. “We’ve already got the control case. We’re experimenting now.”

“Is it still transferable by contact? Kissing, licking, fucking...?”

“Transferable, totally. They’ll be in a clean room. No contact from the professionals unless there’s trouble. Or until they die from overheating.”

“Overheating?”

Pruitt shrugged. “They fuck too often and they overheat. It’s happened with all of them so far. Within about twenty-four hours of initial contact.”

“And we’re trying to stop that?”

“Well, it’s no use as a weapon if they die too soon to spread it. Ideally, they’d be alive for about a week or so. Even a month.” 

“A month is too long. It would get way out of control if it was a month.”

“Well, three weeks, then. I don’t know. I’m not the tactical guy. I’m just a chemist. They want people to last longer, so it’s going to be longer. Or, that's the idea, anyway.”

“So what else is different? From last time I was here?”

“Smell.”

“Smell?”

“Of emissions. Pheromones. It was in the last batch, but it’ll be more potent this time around. To help with the transfer.”

“How long do you think before they start fucking?”

Martinez shrugged. “Maybe three hours? It was five last time.”

“With a twenty-four hour life expectancy?”

“I’m hoping to bump it up to thirty. But more or less.”

“Twenty-seven hours of fucking.” Pruitt whistled. “What a way to go.”

“Wait till you see the chick. We got a beauty this time.”

* * * * *
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HOUR -2

––––––––
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FRANK ENTERED THE SMALL room with some trepidation. There was a table in the middle, and a heavyset middle-aged man sitting down on one side of it. He had his arms crossed, a pleasant smile on his face.

“Please, take a seat.” The man spread his hands.

The chair was metal and hard. Frank disliked interviews. One of the perks of running his own handyman business was that he never had to sit through any sort of job interview. Another perk, though, was that he made his own schedule, and this institute was offering five thousand dollars to qualified applicants for three days of their time. 

Frank, a larger man, didn’t fit all the way on the chair beneath him, and shifted uncomfortably, trying to find his seat. He’d had problems with his back for nearly a year now—common in his line of work—but the pain it caused combined with his relatively young age gave him worry.

The man spoke into a small recorder on the table. “Frank Tasset. Thirty-two years old.”

“That’s me.”

“We’ve just got a few questions here, Frank. We want to make sure you’re who we’re looking for.”

“I figured.”

“You’re uncomfortable.” 

It wasn’t a question. 

“I’m all right. It’s a little cold in here, is all. And you got us wearing these jumpsuits.”

He tugged at the paper-thin fabric that they had put him in. The outfit was a light teal. Easy to see in the bright lights of the large complex where they had brought him and several others. It was like the sort of scrubs a doctor might wear, except the material thinner, like what a hospital gown was made from. 

“They’re necessary. Sorry.”

“You’re not wearing one.”

The man wore a lab coat over a collared shirt and slacks. He shrugged. “We have different roles. May we approach the questions at hand?”

“Sure.”

“What do you do, Mister Tasset?”

That was all on the forms Frank had filled out. He figured the question was just to get him talking. That was fine. After four hours of waiting around in a cell, he was happy to gab a little. 

“I run a small handyman business in my hometown. There’s a few other people in town that do it, but I’m the honest one. Of course,” he laughed, “they say that too. So who knows.”

“Are you honest?”

“My word is my bond, I’ll tell you that. That’s why I couldn’t ever get married.”

“How do you mean?”

“I’d cheat on her. I like to fuck around. There’s no getting around it. I don’t believe in sticking with just one person. Doesn’t make any goddamn sense.”

The man shuffled his papers for a few moments, ticking off marks on the paper with his pen.

“What’s your sex life like?”

Frank laughed again. It was a harsh, rough sound that reverberated against the walls of the small room. “Wow. Right into it, huh?”

The man didn’t answer, waiting.

“All right. It’s pretty good. I haven’t been laid in, I don’t know, three days. Today’s Wednesday? So three days. Late Saturday. Or early Sunday. It was okay. She went down...do you want to know all this?”

“Any detail you provide will be helpful.”

“She went down on me and then after a couple of hours we screwed in the back of her car when I drove her home. I’d had too much to drink before then, was why we waited.”

“And before that? Was your sex life regular?”

“Sure. I’d say every other weekend or so. I got money and I spend it, so girls come around. I’m not particular in who I go out with. Sometimes it’s the same lady as some other night. There’s sort of a crowd, if you catch my meaning.”

“What’s your ideal woman?”

“Ideal woman?” he snorted. “I don’t really think there is one.”

“You’re straight, aren’t you? Heterosexual?”

“Of course I am. But you’re talking about ideal woman like I’m supposed to fall in love some day. Get shacked up.” He shook his head. “Not gonna happen. I’ve got a vasectomy. I only ever shoot blanks.”

“The vasectomy,” said the man. “That was your idea?”

“Oh yeah. I don’t like kids. Don’t want any. Never have. It’s just easier this way.”

“I see. But all of that means you don’t have an ideal woman? Don’t you like sex?”

“Hell, I love to screw. But if that’s what you’re looking for, fine. My ideal woman is, I don’t know. Big-breasted. Red hair. Thick red lips. Like that girl from that business show? The one where they're in the fifties or whatever and they sell stuff. That one. I fuck her, I leave her, she doesn’t whine or complain the entire time. She’s got a nice smile on her face for me when I arrive, while we’re together, and when I leave. That’s all.”

“You’d never stay with a woman?”

“I stayed with a girl for a few years once. We got on each other’s nerves after just a couple of months. I don’t see why it would be any different with anyone else.”

The man shuffled his papers again and then stood up. Behind Frank, the door opened. The man held out a hand.

“Thank you very much for your time, Mr. Tasset. I think you’ll be of great use to us here.”

“Yeah, what’s that about? Is it some kind of sex drug? Like the little blue pills? I don’t need that shit. I get hard on my own.” He considered for a moment. “But I’d try it.”

“All will be revealed in time.”

Another man in a lab coat stood at the door, gesturing for Frank to follow him out. Frank, sighing, exited the room and returned back to the holding area. 

* * * * *
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HOUR -1

––––––––
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REBECCA ENTERED THE room with a smile on her face. Presenting. Always presenting. They would be interviewing her and she could really use the money, as her new independent law firm wasn’t quite where she wanted it yet. It was tough, gathering clients, and tougher still since those bastards at Locke & Powers had dragged her name through the mud for months now. And for what? Because she’d spoken her mind, because she’d told them that she was quitting because of the way they wouldn’t stop telling her to smile and dress nicer. 

Pigs. She was better without them. 

There was a woman at the table—older than Rebecca by about ten years, into her forties. Her hair was tied in a bun, and she wore a lab coat over a pair of faded slacks. 

She spoke into a recorder on the table. “Rebecca Heberson. Age twenty-nine.” With a small smile, he looked up to Rebecca. “Have a seat.”

Rebecca sat. The chair was hard and uncomfortable. She shifted for a moment, finding her posture. Posture was important. Her shoulder blades flexed together, spreading her shoulders wide. The natural veer of her hands was to come together and cross against her modestly sized chest. She had spent many years convincing herself not to do just that—and instead to sit openly, relaxed but attentive, her body language ready for any discussion.

“I’m ready,” Rebecca said, smiling. “What is it you would like to know?”

The woman raised an eyebrow slightly and then read from the page in front of her. “What do you do, Miss Heberson?”

“I’m a lawyer. I practice law.”

“Civil? Criminal?”

“Real estate, mostly. It’s a growing business. We have a small clientele at the moment, but we’re gaining steam.”

“I see.” The woman ticked a mark or two. “And do you have any romantic involvements?”

“The application said that we had to consider ourselves single.”

She nodded. “Yes, but people lie. We’re offering a lot of money for very little time invested.”

That made sense enough. Rebecca shook her head. “No. I’m not romantically involved.”

“And your sex life? What’s that like?”

“Well, as I said, I’m not romantically involved, so...”

The woman gestured for her to go on. “So...?”

“I’m not the sort to just sleep around.” She laughed, as if the accusation—and that’s what it was, wasn’t it?—was ridiculous. Which it was. “I don’t go to bars and look around for men, if that’s what you’re implying.”

“I didn’t mean to imply anything.” The woman smiled. She set her papers down. “I apologize if I offended. We’re merely trying to get the full shape of you, that’s all. Many people are not romantically involved and still have sex with high frequency, and—”

“And many don’t, thank you very much.”

“Yes. And many don’t.” The woman nodded. “It’s all kosher here. We’re just trying to see what’s what before we move forward.”

They were quiet for a moment. Rebecca felt as if the woman was allowing her to cool down, which immediately she resented. She wasn’t upset. And anyway even if she was it was this horrible woman’s fault, asking her all those classless questions. 

“I couldn’t sleep with someone who I didn’t know intimately already,” she explicated. If she said enough, surely the woman would concede the point and realize Rebecca was right. “I couldn’t possibly. It’s too...I just couldn’t.”

“That’s fine, Miss Heberson. That’s all very fine.”

“Thank you.”

She had won that little battle. She straightened in her chair, wiggling upward and pressing her butt outward so that she could push her chest forward more. Authoritative. In control. This little outfit was so uncomfortable. Why were they dressed in paper, anyway?

“Another question, if that’s all right?”

“Of course.”

“What’s your ideal mate like?”

This was an easy one. She had thought this through many times.

“He is tall. Taller than me. Wiry, though. Not too muscular. Like, not bulky or anything. Thin. Looks good in a suit. Wears a lot of suits. Rich. Funny. Loves commitment. Responsibilities. Wants a family some day—but not too soon! God, I’ve got my own career to worry about. And he should respect that. And love that, in fact. He should be something of a crusader for rights.”

“Whose rights?”

“Who have you got? There’s not enough going around. Anyone in the LGBT community. Minorities. Women. Everyone.”

“So, an outspoken man?”

“Very much so. Except, articulate too. A way with words. No crass language.” Her nose drew up. “I despise men who swear. Women too. It’s so classless.”

“I see. And sexually? Any preferences there?”

“How do you mean? He would be straight, of course.”

“No,” the woman shook her head. “I mean in bed. Is there any particular manner you are fond of there?”

“I’m not sure I understand the question.” She raised an eyebrow. “I mean, you just get in there and do it, and that’s all. To be honest, that’s not all that important to me.”

“I see.”

The woman ticked a few more marks on her sheet and then stood up. The door behind Rebecca opened.

“That’s all?” asked Rebecca. 

She had much more to say. She was a mine of valuable information about every sort of topic. Didn’t they want to know about her cats or her knitting? Wouldn’t they like to hear what she thought of that idiot senator in her home state? What if she had valuable ways of framing her pet peeves?

“Oh yes,” said the woman. “You’ve been very helpful. I think you’re going to be a perfect fit, Miss Heberson.”

Rebecca smiled at that. A little bounce joined her steps as she headed back to her holding area.

* * * * *
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“THESE TWO? REALLY?” Pruitt shook his head.

“They’re perfect for each other.”

“What? Didn’t you hear the interviews? They’d hate one another.”

“Oh, they’ll definitely hate one another. That’s why they’re perfect for one another.”

“What do you mean? I thought—”

“How do you suppose, Pruitt, that we test this fuck drug without making sure it really, truly works? That’s what the personality test is for. We put opposites in the same room together. If they truly hate another, and they fuck, then the drug is working. It’s that simple.”

“Is that why the boys bet? Because if that’s why they bet, I want to put money down saying they’ll never fuck.”

Martinez snorted. “Man, you got it all wrong. Nobody makes that bet. Well, one guy did, but he lost all his damn money. They bet on how long it takes for them to start screwing. Smart money is around the three hour mark, like I told you. My bet is on minute one-sixty.”

* * * * * 
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HOUR 1

––––––––
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A FEW HOURS AFTER THE interview a nurse arrived at his door and escorted Frank down through the hallways of the complex. They follow a bright teal line, the same color as his jumpsuit. 

“What’s this about, now? Can you tell me?”

“Of course,” said the nurse. “You’ve been selected. You’re going to earn your money, Mister Tasset.”

“Oh.” He straightened slightly. “Well, that’s great.”

The nurse was pretty good looking, he thought. Nice red hair. Did they give him a red-haired nurse because he had said how he liked red hair? 

“You know a good place to spend five thousand dollars on?”

She smiled. “I can think of a few.”

“How about I take you there?”

Her laugh was mild—the sort that meant she didn’t really mean it. They stopped in the middle of the hallway. The line had run out. She pressed a panel on the wall, and the wall opened. 
“What’s this?” he asked.
It looked like a cell. As he looked in, the nurse poked him, hard, with some kind of syringe.

“Ah, jeezus, what’s the—” 

Unceremoniously, she shoved him into the cell. He stumbled forward, off-balance. Moments later, the door shut behind him. 

“Hey!”

He banged against the wall panel to no avail. 

What had she stuck him with? He felt...he felt fine. Was that the experiment? They said it wouldn’t be anything dangerous, but how would they know? That’s why they were experimenting, right, to find out everything it did? God, what if he had a condition? What if it wasn’t okay? 

He took a moment, breathing. Calming. Probably the nurse would have told him more if he hadn’t hit on her. Ah, well. Can’t say nothing to a broad these days. 

It took him a few moments more, but he calmed down. They had guaranteed his safety. Everybody here was a professional. He wouldn’t be any good to them if nothing happened. And so, fear assuaged for the moment, he took a look around. 

In every corner of the room was a camera. Two of them slowly whirred, following his movements. Overhead was a distant skylight, except it wasn’t natural light coming in. There was a difference in the frequency of the light waves, somehow. Frank had worked with enough lights to know the difference between almost sunlight and real sunlight. 

At one side of the room, there was a small bed, featureless. It was just a plain white mattress on a plain white slab. It didn’t even have any sheets or pillows. He sat uneasily, waiting.

“Is this it?”

There was a small washbasin in the corner, two bottles, and an extra tap to fill up the bottles of water. At least he wouldn’t be thirsty. He was a little hungry, but not really. There had been a big steak lunch they brought to him. He had finished just before the nurse showed up.

The wall opened up again. A woman stepped inside to the room—the cell, really. She was on the tall side, a little gangly, with breasts that Frank measured at around a handful or so. Maybe a little less. Her body in shape. Not great, but nothing to ignore, neither. She had blond hair—the prettiest thing about her—and blue eyes that quickly scanned the room.

“Thank you,” she said, turning to the door panel—but it was already closed.

She wore the same outfit as him, only hers had shorts instead of the pants he had. Why was that? Did they want him to look at her legs? They were nice enough. Shaved. A nice natural color. 

“Hey there,” said Frank. “Who are you?”

“I’m Rebecca,” she said, holding her arms against herself.

“Frank.”

It seemed like she felt overexposed in the small cell. 

She approached him with a hand out. “I suppose we should tell each other it’s nice to meet one another?”

“Sure.”

Her handshake was firm—really firm. Trying-to-prove-something firm.

“I don’t know what we’re doing in here,” she said, stepping away and wiping her hand on her shorts. “It all seems so mysterious. Do you know?”

Frank was still considering her looks. She was pretty enough, though she looked like a total bitch. Her hair all bunned up like that. Her nose was large—not gross or anything, but prominent. Her skin all freckled and pale. He wanted a tanned woman. A woman who spent real time on herself. Why didn’t this broad get a nose job or something. Didn’t she know what men liked? 

Ah, whatever. No reason to be unpleasant.

“Couldn’t tell you, lady.” He shrugged. “I think it’s sex stuff, though.”

“Sex stuff?”

“They asked me all these questions. Didn’t they ask you questions about sex?”

“They did, yes. But I made it very clear that I only enter into that sort of entanglement with someone I feel very strongly about.”

He shrugged again. “I don’t know what to tell you. They injected you with something, right?”

She rubbed her arm. “Yes. A little roughly, too.”

Tinges of pity pushed onto his heart. “Me too.”

“That doesn’t make us alike, or anything.” She held her nose up. “That doesn’t mean we’re going to sleep together.”

“The hell are you talking about?”

“You may think everything is about sex. Being a man. But I’m a serious woman, all right? Just because we both are here, and there’s a bed, and we’re just stuck together doesn’t mean anything outside of those facts, got it?”

She was in his face now, waving her finger up toward his nose.

“Sure, lady. Whatever. You asked what I thought this about. I told you.”

“Well.” She crossed her arms and walked to the other side of the room, huffing. “I didn’t know you would be so crude, that’s all. ”

Frank rolled his eyes and sat down, leaning slightly on the sink.

A few minutes passed.

“I'm sorry,” she said after a moment. “I was terse there. I can see that. I'm not used to this. Any of this. And it's...I don't talk about sex, often.”

Frank shrugged. “'S'okay.”

Another few moments passed, both of them idly kicking the floor. 

“I’m cold,” she complained.

“You women,” he laughed. “Always cold. You should dress warmer.”

“How can you—that doesn’t even—you’re an idiot!”

“Already? Already, I’m an idiot?”

“I’m dressed in what you’re dressed in!”

“And I’m fine with it. I guess that means I’m winning, huh?”

She glared at him. She looked kinda hot when she was angry, Frank thought. Too bad she didn’t know how to act like a real woman. 

“Listen,” she said finally, straightening up. “I don’t like you very much. I could tell straightaway I didn’t, and that comment just seals it. I tried to be civil to you, and now you've just continued being a dunce. So, for however long this goes on, you just stand over there and I’ll stand over here, and that’s that! We each get our half.”

She had given Frank the side with the bed. Fine by him. He walked over to it and kicked it slightly, as if it were the tire of a car. 

“Do we have to stand? Is sitting allowed, your highness?”

“You know what I mean!” She let out a strangled cry. “You’re impossible.”

Frank didn’t know how much longer he would last in this tiny room with this lady. But it seemed they didn’t have any choice. 

* * * * *
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“NOW THEY’RE NOT EVEN talking,” said Pruitt.

“They don’t need to talk out loud. Their bodies are doing all the talking now.”

“Did you see how they acted? They hate each other. Just like I said.”

“Just wait.”

“They hated each other right away, too. I don’t think I’ve seen people react like that.”

“It’s chemical.” Martinez tapped the monitor. “Those two? They’ll be fucking in no time. It’s just chemicals acting up right now. Out there in the real world, their own chemical dislike for one another would have kept them from ever being around each other. The injection accelerated that process. It has to burn them out, you see? So it gets them all out there and then starts its own stuff.”

“That’s the scientific term? ‘Starts its own stuff?’”

Martinez ruffled slightly.“Shut up.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 2

––––––––
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THEY CONTINUED TO PASS the time on opposite sides of the room. Rebecca had a hard time not pacing. What were they supposed to do here? Was this some kind of psychological experiment? To figure out how long two people could last in a room without killing each other? She wasn't sure it would go on much longer in that case. 

The cold of the room had left her, which surprised her. She felt like they had turned the temperature up quite a bit—maybe she shouldn't have complained. Maybe she should stop pacing? She was sweating. Her entire body felt hot. It was getting hard to think with all the heat sweltering up in the room.

Taking a break, she slid against the wall. The wall was cold, somehow, even with the heat of the room.

Wait, though—if the room felt hot but the walls felt cold, didn't that mean that she was...oh god.

“What. The fuck. Is that?” she pointed to Frank's pants.

He snorted. “What are you, a dyke?”

“A dyke?”

“You don’t know what a boner is, you must be a dyke.”

“How is that...” she shuddered and stamped her foot. “That is not how the world works!”

“Whatever. It’s a boner, all right? Grade A. I’ve had it for like, I don’t know. An hour now.”

He gripped it for a second and shuddered. Then, as if slightly afraid, he let it go.

“From what?”

“What?”

“What did you get a boner from?”

“I don’t know. Where did you get tits from?”

“You were born with a boner, is that what you’re telling me?”

He started laughing, as if he thought it was funny that she kept saying “boner” over and over again. She herself didn't know why the semi-swear came so easily. Normally, she never would have used such a filthy term.

“Yeah,” he said, chuckling. “Sure. Born with it.”

“You weren’t born with a boner, Frank. Come on. Why are you laughing? Stop laughing.”

What an ignoramus. When he had himself back under control, he still had the boner sticking hard out from his pants. What was that all about? Where had it come from? 

She couldn’t remember the last time she had seen a boner up close. Maybe back in school, when men still had a lot of trouble controlling their hormones. The businessmen she saw all week long never really seemed to be all that aroused. 

Which was sort of insulting, wasn’t it? Why weren’t they aroused? Wasn’t she a perfectly attractive young woman? Wasn’t she perfectly sexual? She kept herself in good shape. She was no model, but she was lovely enough. And fertile. Why wouldn’t she inspire a big hard cock now and again?

She shook her head. Her thoughts felt...strange. Fuzzy.

“Come on,” she said, trying to stay on task. “Do you have porn or something?”

“Porn?”

“Your cock. Dick.” She shook her head. “Your penis. Hard penis. Why is it hard?”

“I don’t know. It feels good though. And it’s not going away.”

His hand wrapped again around the shaft, thumbing it slowly through his jumpsuit. A stain started to form at the front end of the paper trousers.

“Can’t you make it go away?”

“Make a boner go away?” he laughed. “Sure. But I’m guessing you would want to turn around if I did.”

“Why would I want to turn—oh.” Her nose wrinkled. “That’s gross.”

“That’s not gross. That’s the most natural thing in the world.”

“Masturbating is the most natural thing in the world for you?” she scoffed. “That explains a lot about...” she waved a hand up and down.

“About what?”

“Well, you’re clearly single.” She gestured. “Look at you.”

“I’m clearly single? Why is that?”

“You obviously don’t take care of yourself.”

“Let me ask you this. Do you take care of yourself, princess?”

She scoffed. “Obviously.”

“And are you single?”

“Well, currently, I am, but—”

“And when’s the last time you were laid?”

“Not that long ago.”

“What does that mean? A week? A couple days? I got laid three days ago. I’m itching for another. Can’t wait to be out of here and rid of you.”

“It was...”

“What? Was it a month? That long? Jesus. You’re not that bitchy. You could get laid more than once a month if you smiled every so often.”

She wanted to protest—that it wasn’t just about sex. That she knew she could get laid whenever she wanted. That she shouldn’t have to smile and look pretty just to fulfill some idiotic standard that this primitive neanderthal laid down. 

But instead what she said was, “...three years.”

“Three years what?”

The admission startled her. Her voice was soft, even deferential as she said it.

“That’s...that’s how long it’s been since I’ve been laid.”

“Three years?”

She gulped and nodded, feeling weirdly ashamed. A hot flush spread across her body, fueling the heat already attending her sweating body. There was real compassion in his eyes. 

“I’m sorry. I had no idea.”

“It’s okay.”

“You’re not like, diseased or nothing, are you?”

“No!” she shook her head. She felt it important to reassure him, for some reason, that her body was clean. “Nothing like that. I’m just—I’ve—you know how it is.”

“I really don’t.”

“I’ve prioritized other things.”

God, it was hot in here. She tugged at the tiny paper shirt. Her sweat had started to make the outfit stick to her breasts. They felt heavy. Itchy. She rubbed them, not aware of how erotic the action was for Frank.

“What could be a priority over sex?” asked Frank.

“Living well? Having a career?”

“God, all that’s going away, lady. You’re gonna die. Don’t you know that?”

“Sure I do.”

“You’re gonna die. We all are. You gotta get all the fucking you can jammed in there.” He laughed. “Poor choice of words. Sorry.”

That he apologized for the double entendre surprised her. He was, even in his own stupid, idiot-man way, trying to be sensitive.

After a moment of watching her rub her tits together in her tight, sweaty top, he licked his lips. “You want to see it?”

She knew right away what he meant.

“Do I want to see your cock?” She shuddered. “Your penis, I mean?”

“You can mean whatever you like if it means you want to see it.”

Saliva wet her mouth. She didn’t know it right away, but her nipples began to tent in her jumpsuit. She touched one with her forearm, and the sensation was...electrifying. 

“I...I mean...”

“Have you seen a cock, a real cock, out in the light ever? I don’t think you have. I think all your sex has been in the dark. I bet it’s only lasted five minutes at a time.”

Her tongue darted out across her lips. The top row of her teeth raked across her bottom lip and she suppressed a low, galvanizing shudder.

“Show me.”

Within a moment, he dropped his pants. His cock was completely hard, standing horizontally in front of him. It was so lovely. There was a slight bend to it. His hair around it was thick and bushy and dark. 

A bead of precum sat on the tip. Waiting, it looked like. Patient like a pearl. Crafted by eons of evolution. Designed entirely for the tongue of a young, pretty woman to lick it up and ask for more, please, Sir? More?

Suddenly she wished there was some kind of partition in the room. She wasn’t skilled with playing with herself but she very much thought she could learn. Maybe once she was out of here...yes. That would be wonderful. Once she was out of here, then she would spend the entire day or week or month, maybe, in her apartment and just sliding her thumb against her clit the entire time. 

The entire time...thinking about that cock.

“Thank you.” She gulped. “You can put it away now.”

And he did, a knowing smile on his face.

* * * * *
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“YOU SAID THEY’D BE fucking by now.”

“I know what I said.”

“They’re not fucking.”

Martinez sighed. “I know what they’re doing.”

“This is like foreplay, sort of. But it’s not fucking.”

“I know. Okay? Do you hear me? I’m watching with you. Jesus Christ. Shut up already.”

“Is that guy still going around with the hat? I want to change my bet.”

“Every hour passes, he takes new bets. Just wait a while. He’ll come around.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 4

––––––––
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HE DIDN’T really put his cock away, the scoundrel. 

While Rebecca, sweating and heated, had pushed herself into the corner for the last couple of hours, desperate to ignore the barrage of arousal on her senses, Frank had been in the opposite corner, jerking off.

She caught him just in time to see it happen. The big it. The cumming, the orgasm, the huge load. She giggled slightly at all the filth filling her mind. 

The spray pasted against the lower edge of the wall where it met the floor. It looked like an entire cup of masculine product spilled out like a jet from a hose. 

“Shit, Frank!” she shook her head. “What the fuck?”

He stood over the new puddle for several moments, breathing and stroking out any last squirts of cum. Rebecca licked her lips as she watched. Her pussy burned with need, though she didn't know what that meant.

“I was...I had to.” He shrugged. “I had to.”

“You were jerking off? This whole time?”

“Yeah.”

“Were you...were you doing it to me?”

There was a strange tint of hope to her voice. Even she was surprised she said it so openly.

“I didn’t think—” he coughed. “I thought you’d be mad if I looked at you while I did it.”

“Oh.”

He seemed to sense her disappointment. “I was thinking about you, though. Yeah, I was. Thinking about your legs. I didn’t know I liked legs so much. But you got ‘em. Damn.”

“I see.” She struggled, trying to find her resolve. Her legs were sweaty and long. Wet. Shiny. Why was her sweat so shiny? It was like it was trying to show off her body. “Well. You’re...um, a pig. Then. Yes. A pig.”

Even she thought her words were hollow. She left them behind her in the corner, standing up and rapidly approaching the mess he’d made against the wall and floor. There was nothing to clean it with that she could see. The smell was intoxicating.

“It’s...god. There’s so much of it.”

“I know.”

“No, but I mean, look at it.” She shook her head, kneeling down. “There’s...god. There’s so much of it.”

“You said that.”

“But it’s like a centimeter thick. And it’s just...it’s like thick. Like dense. It’s just sitting there. Standing up. God.”

Her mouth hung open as she breathed between words. Her eyes were wide, her lips wet. Almost glossy. 

She seemed pained—and strangely, Frank took pity on her. 

“Here,” he said, stripping off his shirt. 

In a moment he had cleaned up the entire puddle. It stuck easily to his shirt, completely clingy. It was hard not to think of how his cum could stick so easily to her insides. It would slide up right into her canal, easily going all the way. Filling her fertile womb with a perfect concoction of potency and warmth. Look at how it stuck, how it weighed his shirt down! She would be pregnant in minutes. On the first try, without a doubt. 

Pregnant on the first time inside me. 

A wave of heat attacked her brain. That would be so perfect. That would be so perfect. That would mean they were meant together, and weren’t they already? Locked here in this room and feeling this tangible fucking fuck-heat between them. It would be so right, so right, so so right...

Then, for the first time, she looked at his shirtless body. He was...

Well. He was in rather good shape, wasn’t he? Not just a smoking big pole to boast about. He had a body to match. Sure, he wasn’t like, carved from marble, or anything, but he had plenty of muscles. His shoulders nice and broad, his stomach flat. Bulky. Burly, even. The kind of build you might imagine a caveman had. Lots of dense musculature and hair around his chest. A dark happy trail leading to his cock, which still bulged in his pants.

He was strong. He could protect her.

He tossed the shirt off to one side, and wordlessly, Rebecca followed it and crouched over it.

“What are you doing?” Frank asked.

“Nothing. I’m just...it...smells.”

“So you’re getting closer to it?”

She couldn’t explain it. But yes, it smelled, and yes, she was getting closer to it. It was an intoxicating smell. Her head felt dizzy, but she didn’t care. It was as if all her life, she had been living behind a window, and now all of sudden she was in front it. Sounds were more real. Sights more vivid. Every smell like someone had dumped a load of pheromones into her brain. All sensations were magnified, complexified, sexified. They all led directly to her pussy, dripping hopelessly down her legs, needing a firm cock to show her which way was right. She held the shirt up to her nose, taking in the deep, woodsy, campfire-musk of her man. Of...of the man, rather. Of Frank.

“You’ve got...” he gulped, gaping a bit. “You’ve got a little, there. On your nose.”

“Oh,” she said, distant. Without thinking to do it, she slid her tongue upward, gently licking it off the tip. The taste was still warm, even though it had been a few minutes since he had cum.

Suddenly, she was on the floor. Her legs not working quite right. Everything spun. Her body felt wet from head to toe, and warmth spilled over her entire being. Was this an orgasm? Was this how they were supposed to feel?

“Are you all right?” 

His hands were on her. Big, strong, man hands. God, she loved his man hands. His man arms. His man shoulders. Everything about him was so brilliantly manly. How had she ignored that before? That thick cut of his jaw. The thickness of his hair. Those big, sexy muscles that could just hold her down and fuck her until she was brimming over with his cum. 

Until she was pregnant.

She moaned at the thought. As the little droplet of cum slid further down her esophagus, leaving a hot wet trail all the way down, her skin absorbing more and more of the precious manly material, her thoughts became a train track along which every stop was that: he would get her pregnant.

She couldn’t get rid of it. It was all she could think of. 

They would escape, distract the guard, run away from this place, and then he’d get her pregnant.

Or they would be stuck there forever, rutting like maniacs, and then he’d get her pregnant.

Or the authorities would let them out, and she’d follow him home and beg to be filled with his cum, and he’d get her pregnant.

Or there would be some emergency, a fire maybe, and everyone would have to be evacuated, and he’d pin her against a table and shove his cock into her sloppy wet slit and then he’d get her pregnant.

Yes, he’d get her pregnant. He’d fuck her against the wall, hold her down, not let her get away (not that she would want to), claim his territory and mark her as hers. 

And what would that leave her with?

“Babies,” she said softly. “Lots of babies.”

“What was that?”

Slowly, the haze lifted. Frank was holding her, sitting her against the wall under the sink. She ignored, violently, how much that turned her on, pushing away from him and scrambling to the other side of the cell.

“You stay over there, you fucking maniac,” she warned him. “You’re not going to get me pregnant. No fucking way!”

For his part, Frank looked rather confused, especially as she had her fingers buried in her dripping snatch the entire time she made her speech.

* * * * *
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HOUR 6

––––––––
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SLEEP GAVE HIM RESPITE for a time. It was not good rest, nor consistent, but at least it was there. He had vivid dreams of fucking—fucking everyone he’d ever fucked in the past and everyone he’d ever wanted to fuck. 

Frank fucked his two ex-wives—including the girl he’d married only for a few weeks in Vegas. He fucked her until drool spilled out of her mouth, until she was unable to say anything but “cock” and “more.” He fucked every celebrity he’d ever jerked off to, every woman in the streets that he’d ever lusted after. Other images faded away—how to fix a pipe, or how to close a live wire’s circuit, or how to jimmy a stubborn lugnut off of its base. 

These thoughts and memories were replaced instead with magnified visions of every hot, lusty thought his mind could manage, until he saw all those women—an army of them, an army of sluts that existed in every horny man’s mind—as vividly in his troubled sleep as if they were standing in front of him. 

Waking approached slow. The first thing he felt was his hard-on, undeterred by his sleep and more active than any other part of his body. The thick meat of his cock pressed hard against the thin material of his outfit. It pushed against the floor. The floor itself was warm—it should have been cold. So much tile. But it was warm instead, and growing warmer still. 

In fact, it was wet and warm. Something wet and warm surrounded him. Groggily, he pushed upward, and found his hand covered newly in the same warm wet substance.

It was his cum. He lay next to a puddle of his own cum. It was everywhere in front of him, spurted outward from the constant wet dreams from the night. 

Across from him, Rebecca was on the floor, fingering her pussy madly. 

“It’s s-so much,” she moaned. “So much. S-so m-much. And you wouldn’t stop. You wouldn’t. You wouldn’t stop. Oh god.”

Her fingers rubbed intently over her pussy. She seemed to be cumming every few seconds, but he couldn't tell for sure—her pleasure looked constant. Her top was plastered against her tits—the material totally see-through now. See-through and wet. All of her body so very wet. Her tiny shorts were captured under her knees, and her feet splayed wildly across the floor. As such, he could see all of her pussy.

Her pussy was hot. He could tell it was hot just from looking at it. Not just “hot,” like attractive, but actually warm, actually having an oven-like temperature that wouldn’t cool anytime soon. 
“God, you know. Rebecca. I could...uh...I could really help you out.”
Despite all his cumming, his cock was hard as a rock. He let his pants fall down into the puddle of cum. They were sticky and wet anyway.

“N-no. No.” She shook her head. “Stay back. We have to...we have to resist. We can’t fuck.”

She might as well have been reciting a calculus equation. “We can’t?”

“No. If we fuck, then...then they win. We have to resist,” she huffed again. “We have to resist.”

Resist? She didn’t understand. That was idiot talk. Stupid dumb slut words. She really needed to figure out what the world was about. Frank would teach her. 

“But your pussy.” He had a hand on his cock now, stroking slow. Her eyes lit up at the sight, and he watched as another orgasm rollicked through her body. “Your pussy needs me.”

“No!” She put up a hand, the other still firmly in her cunt. “No. Stay back, okay? I don’t want that. I don’t want you. I just need to—nnngh.” She bit her lip, cumming once more. Her voice became quiet, but she kept fingering herself. “I just need to keep cumming. Cumming and resisting.”

She had said no. There was a part of him that wanted to ignore that, to take her anyway, no matter what she said—but he pushed it away. That was foolish. This here was a mate. You didn’t just ignore what a mate said. You respected her, and you showed her what she needed to have until her silly little female mind finally came around and recognized that she needed to be brimming with his young.

And she would. He was certain of that. His head lolled backward and he stroked harder. God, his arms weren’t even getting tired. His muscles felt hard as rocks. He’d been jerking off for what felt like hours now—even in his sleep, his hand had been attached to his cock.

“You can...” she gulped. “You can stroke it closer to me, if you want.”

He did want to. And so, standing over her, feeling something like a lord in a manor, he stroked his huge cock over her prone, self-fingering body. 

* * * * *
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“HERE WE GO.”

“Here we go?” Pruitt snorted. “Come on.”

“They’re about to get into it, man. I don’t know who won the bet, but it wasn’t me.”

“She’s still pushing him away.”

“Yeah, and that’s weird. Their chemical readings are off the chart. They should be on the seventh or eighth session, according to their chemistry. I don’t know why the grip is so slow on their brain. It’s like it’s...I don’t know. The effect is more symbiotic than parasitic.”

“The fuck does that mean?”

“It means,” said Martinez, “that maybe this little virus is smarter than we gave it credit for. But they're going to start soon, now. You watch. They're going to start and they won't be able to stop.

* * * * * 
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HOUR 8

––––––––
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IT WAS HARD EXACTLY to tell where the foreplay stopped and the actual sex began. After ten minutes of stroking his cock directly next to Rebecca, she had told him rather imperiously that he was doing it wrong. Directly, she began to stroke for him. 

Immediately, at their touching, all their sensations magnified once again. He came instantly, spraying all over her naked thighs. Her shorts, soiled completely, had to be totally removed. It didn’t matter. They were just in the way. All their clothes were gone now.

Wherever it started, however it would be measured as beginning, they rutted now like mad meth-laden rabbits. His cock felt like an extension of Rebecca's body, an extension of her very soul. 

Somewhere in her distant past, Rebecca had lost her virginity in a college dorm room. It had been a sad little affair like so many losses of virginity tend to be. There were posters of bad bands on the walls, and one of them played on the computer sitting only a few feet away through paltry laptop speakers that had about as much business blaring music as Rebecca did playing in the NHL. Pot smoke filled the air. The boy’s face—not a boy, really, an eighteen year-old, but next to what an ungodly perfect specimen of stud Frank was, all men had started to be referred to as boys in her recollection—was pimply and awkward. Too much hair in all the wrong places. He came almost right away, and the feeling had been disappointing, covered over by a thin rubber sheet that didn’t give her any of the primal warmth that she and every heterosexual woman had been born needing to have inside of her. 

He fell asleep afterward, right on top of her, and she had to suffer the indignity of feeling his cock shrink inside her barely-penetrated pussy. When he woke, he removed the sloppy condom from her, and some spilled out. 

She spent the next three weeks terrified that she might have gotten accidentally pregnant. When she was sure she wasn’t, she broke up with the young disappointment, and swore off the distraction of boys until she had finished school. Then, after a similarly disappointing experience soon after her graduation, she had sworn off men until she finished her law degree. Then, after that graduation and another disappointment, she had sworn off men until she  got her career on track. 

Her love life could wait. Everything could wait. Sex wasn’t important. Life was important. Money was important. Owning her house—that was important. 

She hadn’t ever had an orgasm until eight months ago. It was an unpleasant experience for her. Losing all that control. Not knowing where her limbs would go, how her legs would shake, how her mind would drift afterward and make it impossible to do anything else for the rest of the day. Afterward, she had written in her diary a simple note:

“Orgasmed today after playing with myself for one hundred and fifty-five minutes. One hundred fifty-five minutes! For ten seconds of pleasure that I barely even felt. Not worth it. 0/5 stars. Would not do again.”

Now, underneath Frank, her upper torso pinned in the corner of two walls and her ass jammed in between his thighs, that enormous fuckrod of his plowing into her cunt so forcefully, she came again and again. And again. And again. The pleasure was ceaseless. It replaced her thoughts, replaced her memories, replaced her morals and her ethics and everything else that wasn’t the primordial biological knowledge of how best to please a man’s cock, of how to get pregnant, of how to do anything in her power to feel cum inside of her again.

Tears dripped down her cheeks—tears of purest joy. She stared up at Frank with love in her eyes as he unleashed his strength on her comparatively tiny body. 

Her tits bounced and jiggled as he drove into her body again and again. A distant part of her brain wished they were bigger for him. And then she remembered—soon, she would be pregnant. All those new curves for her man. A thick hot belly to please his view. Bigger tits filled with lifegiving milk, all just for him. She would have her entire body dedicated to his sperm. Her every cell, her every atom devoted to cultivating what his amazing manly seed had given to her. It was so perfect. 

It only made sense that she served him, that she did as he said. That she submitted totally to his will. Her body was made to submit to his will—to change on a chemical basis to become the perfect vessel for the physical incarnation of his amazing masculinity. Why would her brain be any different? Why would her will?

Women were born to serve. It made total sense.

“Women are born to serve,” she moaned, testing it out.

She didn’t even know if she meant to say it to him—if she meant for him to hear. She just wanted to hear the words. But, it excited him. She could tell by how he increased the rapidity of his thrusts inside her. 

“Is that right, slut? You’re born to serve?”

Rebecca nodded eagerly, a hot happy breath parting her lips. He wanted her to speak. He wanted to know what was on her mind! God, he was so magnanimous. 

“Oh yes, Sir. Born for it. Born for your cock. I was made to be—oh fuck—”

She had to stop speaking because she started cumming. Her mind turned off.

When it turned back on, her mouth was moving, and words spilled from her lips, though strangely she didn’t feel like she was in control of any of them.

“Born to serve you. To suck your cock. Just your whore. Your dumb slut. Your three holes. Have to fuck you. Need to be fucked. By you. By you. By you. B-b-by y-you-oh god!”

And she came again, consciousness blinking out once more. 

Her mind became a sort of strobe light of consciousness, flashing this way and that. She saw Frank on top of her, grunting loud in orgasm. She saw her thighs dripping with his cum and her pussy juices all mixed together.

Cum.

She heard herself shout, “Give me your fucking babies, Daddy! Please, Sir! I need them so bad!”

Cum.

And the next thought was that she was bent over onto her knees, Frank’s enormous cock fucking hard into her pussy from behind. 

Cum.

Tugging at her short hair. She should have longer hair, she realized, so Frank would have more to play with. So she would have more to show off for him. Yes. That was a perfectly natural, perfectly good thing. A woman should have hot long hair so she can show off what a good little fucktoy decoration she is for her man. Why hadn’t she realized before?

Cum.

“Never done this before,” she giggled. And then she lazily slid her mouth over the top of his cock, slurping him down. 

“Oh, that’s perfect, love.” 

Cum.

Her head was automatically moving up and down Frank’s cock, slurping slow, but not quite fast enough. He wrapped his hair in her hand and began pumping her up and down.

He’s using me to masturbate his cock, she thought. My head, my mouth and tongue, are his lube. I’m just a fucktoy. I’m just—

Cum.

There was cum everywhere. All over her milk-filled tits. All over her neck and her mouth. It tasted so good. It tasted like—

Cum.

His seed was everywhere again. All over her tits. More of it this time. Double the amount. It made her breasts stick together on her chest, like she wore some tight hot dress. He climbed on top of her and pushed his cockhead through the cleavage. Slowly, the sticky cum pushed apart like buttery spread, and his cock spurted out layers of precum onto her skin and—

Cum.

Rebecca snoozed happily, snuggling tight up against her man. God, he was such a good man. He was going to fill her with so many perfect babies. Her cunt was still on overload. Just the slightest touch would set her off. God, her thighs were covered in his cum. They just soaked in a puddle of it. What if she shifted so that—

Cum.

* * * * *
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“WHAT’D I TELL YOU?”

“Shut up.”

“No, what did I tell you? I forget.”

“You didn’t forget. You’re just being an ass.”

“Yeah.” Martinez laughed. “Your report done yet?”

“Well, we gotta watch until they expire, right?”

“If they expire. I mean, we might have to terminate them eventually. I’m not sure when they’re going to let up.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well, the virus is changing, isn’t it? It wants to keep its host body alive. And so it’s...I don’t know. This strain is mutated somehow. Beyond just what we did to it. And so it’s lasting longer. I don’t know how soon it will kill them.”

“Will it kill them?”

“I don’t know.”

“So what do we do?”

“We wait.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 16

––––––––
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THE NURSE ENTERED THE room, gingerly stepping through the piles of fluids that had gathered on the floor. Frank saw her the way that man was intended to see women—noticing only the thick width of her hips, the steadiness of her stance, the heat emanating from her pussy. It was the same hot redheaded nurse from before, though Frank didn't remember that all that well. She wore a suit of some kind, her head in a bubble. Protected.

He could fuck her full and pregnant on the first try, he knew. He could do it in less than five minutes if she would let him.

He stood up—or tried. But his hands were bound to the railing on the side of the bed. She must have tied him up before he woke.
The nurse leaned over Rebecca, speaking into a microphone on her shoulder.
“Subject appears unconscious. Possibly comatose. I suggest—”

Beneath her, Rebecca suddenly began to shake violently.

“She’s having a seizure!” Frank said. His voice was low and gravelly, little more than guttural cavemen-like grunting. “Help her! You’re a nurse! You have to help her!”

The nurse knelt down. Thick fluids surrounded her knees. Cum, precum, pussy juice. The combination created a potent chemical mix. Frank continued to panic, tearing at his bindings. He'd gnaw through his wrists if it meant protecting his mate. 

Rebecca's eyes suddenly snapped open. She wrapped her legs around the nurse, and tore into the suit with her fingernails, detaching the bubble around her head. The nurse let out a frightened moan as her skin, her nostrils, her mouth was exposed to the heavy lust-layered air. Rebecca pulled her down and kissed her madly, pushing herself on top of the nurse's busty body. Soon, the nurse was sliding in the collected juices on the floor, apparently forgetting how to resist—forgetting perhaps that Rebecca carried a monumentally dangerous virus transferred by any physical contact. 

Finally, though, she pushed Rebecca off with a terrified cry, and stumbled out of the room, wailing. Alarms began to sound. 

Rebecca, smiling, rushed to Frank and untied him, using a scalpel taken from the nurse's belt. He took her by the hand and they rushed out of the room, blindly searching for a way to survive. The place was a maze. They rounded one corner, and there were men with guns and bio-suits on. He rushed at them, punching and elbowing, until they had scattered or were left on the floor, unconscious. Rebecca clapped her hands with glee, watching her man fight for her. His cum was everywhere. 

They continued to run, paying no attention to the intercom blaring overhead, entreating them to stop. Doors began to shut all around, locking and slamming. 

With no other recourse, they simply followed the lines in the hallway—a green one. Frank's stamina felt endless. His body completely reformatted for physical activity for hours at a time. He slammed through one half-open door, and inside was a garage.

Lucky.

There was a car waiting there, a man trying to start it. 

“Oh, shit. Martinez!” the man ran to the other side of the garage, banging on the door. “Martinez, you gotta let me back in there, man!”

Frank shoved him to the ground, his fingers clasping deep on his neck. Somehow, he knew the man was infected right away—even though he barely had a concept of being infected himself. He simply knew he felt correct. 

“Get in, baby.”

He slapped Rebecca on the ass and pushed her inside the military car. The keys were inside—and there was enough of his brain left behind to know how to operate it. With a roar, the engine came alive, and he powered out of the garage and up into the waiting world. Bullets sang against the car, trying to stop it, but somehow they missed, or deflected off the car's surface, or both. 

Rebecca kissed him madly as he steered them to safety—protecting her—and then sank her mouth down to his waiting, spurting cock.

He came just as they powered through the closing gates. And they were out, out in the world, free.

And the virus was free with them.

# # #
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Hour 1

––––––––
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MATTHEW’S LATEST TARGET was pimply, gangly, barely out of high school. A clerk at the gas station where they both stood. All the same, he had a kid and a wife, and so he was ripe for the picking.

“Look,” said the clerk, frowning slightly. “I don’t even make barely enough money to cover rent. We gotta put in Shannon’s income for it and even then we just only kinda make enough for groceries. Insurance just don’t make no sense.”

“Don’t you think,” said Matthew, leaning over the counter, “that that’s exactly why you should buy some?”

“I don’t know that I follow.”

Matthew was a tall man. It helped him make sales. People bought stuff—any sort of stuff: cars, boats, insurance—from people they put into positions of authority. Height was an easy way to get there. He had short red hair and a gut kept squarely in place by exercising late at night on the treadmill in his basement three times a week.

“This is a dangerous job, right?” Matthew held up a hand. “I know. You’re young. You think you’re gonna live forever. But say some crazy man walks in here with a gun? Or say some idiot drunk—and I know you’ve seen them, I can see your face—some idiot drunk swerves through one of those pumps out there and sets this whole place ablaze? Man, it happened in Bolta just two towns away not three months ago. Poor sucker held on as best he could, the one caught in the explosion, but they had to let him go in the hospital. His brain couldn’t cope with the burns.”

“You’re trying to scare me.” The kid shook his head. His hair was greasy and dark. “But I shut the pump off if something like that happens.”

“Suppose you’re in the bathroom, though? Or stocking something? Busy with a customer? I mean, life...” Matthew shrugged, smiling. “...it’s just madness. Nonstop madness. There’s no telling what could happen. Do you think you’re above getting caught in a tornado out here? Or suppose you drive home late at night—you work late, don’t you?”

The clerk nodded. “On Tuesdays and Wednesdays, yeah.”

“You drive home late, you fall asleep at the wheel. Or again, some idiot drunk hits you. Or the bridge back to town is out, or falls apart. That thing needs repair, don’t it? I bet it wobbles for you every time you go over.”

“It does.” He put his hands on his hips now. 

“You see? It’s dangerous, living. The more you do, the more you got to lose. But you, see, you’re lucky. ‘Cause you’re young, and you got me talking to you.”

“I’m lucky, huh?”

“Sure you are. You know how many policies I sell to young people like you?”

“No.”

Matthew smiled. “Not very many. You know why not?”

“We don’t need it?”

“Because you think you don’t need it. And then you’re dead—and you won’t need it then, you’re right. But your family will. Your wife, she’d have debts up to her nose trying to bury you. You know how much it costs to bury a person proper?”

The kid leaned back now—and even so, he was being reeled in. “I don’t.”

“It costs too. Goddamn. Much. I tell you what. It’s a favor, what we do. You want to protect your family from life, you get life insurance. It’s the only thing that makes any sense, kid. And we can start you in at twenty bucks a month.”

“Twenty bucks?” he laughed. “Is that it?”

“That’s our lowest premium, and you qualify, on account of your age. And moving forward—” Matthew stopped to pull out the literature from his suitcase and spread it out on the table. “Moving forward, okay? That price stays where it’s at for five years. Now, it’ll go up eventually—eventually—but you’re a young man, moving up in the world. You’re not gonna have this job forever, are you? I mean, probably you’re thinking—”

Outside, tires squealed. They both turned to look—a battered white sedan with military plates careened toward the station. It all happened in less than five seconds. The car’s tires tumbled over the curb, spinning in a fierce three-sixty maneuver, and knocked over the trash cans next to the pump. But it stopped, just short, of the pump itself. There wasn’t even enough room for the passenger side door to open. 

The kid was on it, though. Knocking the big switch right outside the door down in what would have been just in time—if it was needed. But it wasn’t. The car stopped safely, if too close, and it was all right.

“What I tell you?” said Matthew, voice soft. “People are crazy. What if...”

But the kid was gone, going after the people in the car.

“Hey!” shouted the kid. “Are you fucking insane? Are you out of your minds? You could have hurt somebody! You could have...”

The kid trailed off, and Matthew could see why. A tall, lovely woman stepped out from the car on the driver’s side. A man followed her. They were both dripping wet and totally naked.

It wasn’t so much that she was beautiful. Sure, she was attractive enough, physically. But not jaw-dropping, not sensational, not so beautiful that a man might stop anything that he’s doing just to look at her. 

So, it was hard to describe exactly why she had the effect that she did. 

To begin, sweat was plastered to her body. Every bit of her was wet from perspiration, and the shine from her sweat showed the heavy, full shape of her tits like nobody’s business. The kid kept trying to stammer out some protest, some accusation. Instead, the woman drew him in her arms and kissed him deeply. He fell to the ground, her saliva sliding from his lips, and she strutted past him, looking instead now at Matthew.

There was a crazy look in her eyes. In her eyes, and in the eyes of the man watching from the car. 

She pushed Matthew back through the door and against the counter inside.

“Now, listen here, miss, you can’t just...”

It wasn’t anger in her eyes, or even mischief. It was lust. Pure, unbridled lust—with no notion of morality, propriety, or maybe even humanity. It looked animalistic, basic, primal. 

She pulled his pants down and her mouth slipped over his cock. He was hard right away—barely an instant of softness as her lips scorched across his skin, setting his entire being on fire. He felt hot—not just the heat of arousal, but like he had been baking on a beach sun for hours. 

Outside, he watched the man slowly jerk and milk his cock as he filled up the car with gas. When had he turned the pump back on? It didn't matter. 

God, that man was jerking himself hard. It was like he couldn’t stop himself. His arm and chest muscles were incredibly developed, custom-built, it seemed, for that very purpose. He kept cumming, was the thing. Like cups of it, all thick and dense and hot, steaming, all over the ground at his feet.

Whoever the babe on the ground was, she was damn good at giving head. Matthew didn't last very long. When finally the warmth took him over, bucking his hips into her needy, waiting mouth and emptying out into her throat, she swallowed every last dropped. She even took a few extra seconds and licked him clean before smiling, standing up, and leaving Matthew half-standing against the counter with his cock out.

The babe took several packages of food into her arms, then dropped those onto a crate of water bottles, picking that up. A few bags dropped to the ground as she walked back to the car, but she didn’t seem to care. She stuffed them into the backseat and mechanically started eating bags of chips and downing water. When the man got back into the car, right away she slurped downward onto his cock and they drove away.

The entire encounter had taken maybe five minutes. Matthew walked after them, zipping up his pants, his mind full of questions. What the fuck had just happened?

“That was...intense,” said Matthew. “What do you think?”

The teenager was still out on the ground, trembling and looking like he was cumming.

Matthew walked back to his car, a bit in a daze. There was something...in the air. Some scent, some haze. 

A woman pulled up to where the car had been. Sniffing the air, she bent over and saw the puddle of cum on the concrete. Matthew saw her salivate—actual drool dripping from her mouth—and then slide the thick, sticky substance on one finger and lick it dry. 

Gulping, he drove away. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


HOUR 2

––––––––
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THE FEEL OF THE MADWOMAN’S lips were still on his mind—and on his cock, as he could feel the residual saliva and heat from the imprint of her mouth—as he drove into a diner closer in-town about thirty minutes later.

Matthew’s job took him all over Dancer County. It was a large area containing a smattering of towns—seven in all, each with a population of less than ten thousand. He lived just outside of a town called Bolta, which was on the other side of the county to Kitowa, where he was now. He knew every town well, driving through each of them at least twice a month and often more. As an insurance salesman, he was expected to make a lot of cold calls, and a lot of warm calls, and had to do a lot of legwork when clients got cold feet or if—god forbid—someone actually had to cash in on a policy. 

It was a tough racket, these days, insurance. It was like people didn’t care anymore if they lived or died. Matthew blamed the culture—all those zombie shows. Dystopia movies. Everyone waiting for the end of the world like it was already writ out. Like history had just played all the cards it ever could. It was madness. 

The diner was Dave’s Diner, run by the eponymous Dave, who supervised the night shift. The day shift was run by Corine, Dave's daughter. She was a knock-out, true enough, in a town that had maybe just the one.

She was a blonde, with legs as long as the day was long and breasts that made Matthew rather jealous of her tight uniform, able to hug their ample size so easily. The uniform was the classical sort of waitressing uniform—Dave insisted on it—and was colored pink with the little mini-white apron in front of it. 

Matthew sat down at his usual spot, watching the door. Always on the lookout for customers.

“Good morning, Mister Coffey.” Corine greeted him with a lovely smile. She was twenty-three years-old. “You all right today?”

Always, when he came by—three to four times a week—she was the one who waited on him. “Doing fine, Corine. I had a bit of a weird morning, but I’m fine.”

There was something lingering in his thoughts. Something he couldn’t get rid of. Usually, when he saw Corine, it sparked some fantasies—taking her out, seeing her smile underneath him, kissing her madly in the corner of a room. But now as he watched her stand over him, he couldn’t help but think of ripping her clothes off, bending her over the counter, and filling her up.

Fill her with a baby. Knock her pretty body up. Make her beg for more. Never let her know anything but your cum.

What he said to her was probably the last thing he should have said—given his recent circumstances—but he couldn’t help himself. 

“You wanna go out with me, Corine?”

He saw her struggling not to roll her eyes. Ultimately, she failed. He asked her that every time he saw her.

“You know, you ask me every time you see me, Mister Coffey.”

“Yes, I do. And I’m serious every time. I’d love to take you out on a date.”

Fill you up. Fill you full of my fucking cum. Bend you over that counter and fuck you until you're begging for more.

His thoughts were getting rather carried away from him, but for some reason, he couldn't stop. He could feel his cock getting excited.

“I don’t believe you, Mister Coffey.”

“Call me Matthew.”

“I’m going to call you Mister Coffey, because that’s how I talk to people who are just customers, all right?”

“I tell you what.” He took her hand in his. He watched as she began to roll her eyes once more, but then something shifted in her face. There was a slight heat there. A little shudder. “You go grab me my breakfast. And when you come back, I’ll ask you out. For real. How’s that?”

She moved her hand up to her nose, inhaling deep. “Is that...lotion?” Her voice was distant.

“Lotion?”

Oh god. Oh, fuck. After the blowjob, he had wiped his cock with his hand. Everything there—the saliva, the precum, the cum—all that residue had dried by now. But clearly it was still there. 

He gulped. “Yes. Lotion. A house call, earlier this morning. A woman offered me some.”

His cock pulsed suddenly, bulging against his pants. A woman smelling his cum. A beautiful woman like Corine. That was right—that was perfect. That was how it was supposed to be.
“It smells really good.” Her smile was broad and easy. Relaxed. “I’m going to make your breakfast. Don’t forget to ask me out.”
Ten minutes later, his breakfast was ready, and they made a date for eight o’clock that night. 

That was when Matthew noticed that his cock was hard, and that it was not going down at all. Corine’s position above him would have made it easy to see his bulge—impossible to miss, really. Her eyes had been darting at it the entire time she’d agreed to the date. 

* * * * * 
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“SO WHAT'S THE SITUATION?” The General asked.

They stood in a small command room deep underground.

Ryan shifted, looking at his clipboard. “Chemical attack, Sir. Top secret. Need-to-know stuff. That's all they would say over the phone. They're sending someone in who knows more. Martinez.”

“Okay, well. Get some troops on the ground in that case. Tell them to come equipped. All right?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Anything needs doing, it's going to need troops there first. That's Army 101, Ryan. And you can take that to the bank.”

“Yes, Sir.”

The General straightened. He liked a little excitement in his day.

* * * * * 
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HOUR 3

––––––––
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FOR LODGING IN KITOWA, Matthew had an arrangement with a friend in town, an older man named Fitzgerald. All of Dancer County was full of hunters, Fitzgerald foremost among them, and often pulling extra cash in the thick of hunting season by taking tourists out on the game trails for a good thrill and kill. 

What this meant, though, was that Fitzgerald was often not home, and did not mind if Matthew used his small house off the highway for lodging. It was a good two hour drive from one end of Dancer County to the other, and so Matthew appreciated the opportunity to stay in a safe, clean place for free.

Today, he decided he needed a cold shower. Since exiting the diner, his cock had remained hard. There did not seem to be anything that would make it softer. He’d been cut off in traffic, and listened to some sad news about the Middle East on the radio, and thought very hard about baseball, and it was nothing doing. His cock was hard, hard, hard. 

Thoughts of thick, furious rutting filled his mind. Rutting with Corine. Rutting with all the young teenage, barely legal beauties he smiled and waved to as they crossed the street in their tiny short-shorts. Rutting with older, mature women who had been married for years—his cock somehow the secret ingredient to powering through their menopause and making them fertile again. 

Fuck, but his cock was hard.

Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

That was all he could imagine. It wasn’t even a swear word anymore. It was just a command, some internal notion of need. He had to fuck.

Trying to get rid of the problem—Matthew had sales to make, after all, and he couldn’t spend all day fucking or even with a hard-on—he decided a cold shower would do the trick.

In Fitzgerald’s house, he stripped down and turned the shower to cold. After five minutes of this, his body still felt warm, and his cock was still raging with a long, thick boner. He had to admire himself, in a way. He couldn’t remember when he’d seen his cock so hard. Honestly, it might even have been...bigger? Was that possible?

No. No, probably not. Probably just his imagination, combined with the resultant lack of blood flow to his brain. His thoughts had been fuzzy all day. Ever since that weird encounter with that lady. Had she given him something? Would it act this quick?

The shower wasn’t even all that cold. How was that possible? Was he just that warm? In fact...was he sweating? 

The top of his head had only been lightly sprayed by the shower so far. And yet it was covered in wetness—his perspiration, he decided. 

How very odd. 

He decided with a small laugh that the shower seemed like a wash and stepped out. As soon as he did, however, there came a knocking at the door. Swearing a bit, he struggled to put himself back into his pants and collared shirt, taking the time to button it all the way back up and shift his cock around so that the bulge was not quite as noticeable. It wasn’t completely possible—his cock was big, and anyone looking for more than two seconds would easily see it wasn’t just a strange fold in his pants. But, Matthew was never one to turn down a caller, not even in his current state, and not even at Fitzgerald’s house. 

“Hi!” It was a bright-looking young woman with short, dark hair drawn up in a bun. “I’m Josephine Rotundo. Would you mind spending a few moments talking about the environment?”

Ah. A salesperson, then. Even if she was just selling good-personship, she was a salesperson all the same. Matthew always had time for salespeople. He considered it a professional courtesy. 

Especially when you want to slam her against the brick of the porch, rip her clothes off, and slather her body in your cum.

Fuck, yes he did. She wasn’t even his type, but somehow he knew how fertile she was just by smelling her. 

“I...” Matthew struggled. “I’d love to, but...”

There was something terrible wrong with him. The heat of his body. The lust that wouldn’t go away. The thick, hard cock that demanded release. Deep, blue eyes looked at him with some measure of concern—why wasn't he saying anything? She had a wedding ring sparkling on her finger. Her fingers twisted over it. She sniffed the air, waiting for the rest of his response. Then she sniffed again, raising an eyebrow. Then she stepped forward into him and inhaled deeply. 

A small blush suddenly attended her cheeks. Her gaze dropped down

“You have...” her eyes looked like they had been glazed over with sugar. “You have quite the situation there, sir.”

That was good. That was nice. Calling him “sir” like that. He liked that. That was correct.

“Yes,” Matthew nodded after a moment, remembering how society worked. “Sorry.”
He didn’t mean the apology, of course. Women should notice a cock like his. It was hard. Ready to fuck. What else did they need to know?
No—no! Fuck. 

What was happening? 

“I’m sorry—Josephine, was it?” He shook his head. “Normally, I’d love to talk to. But I’m feeling strange at the moment. Perhaps if you came back later, we could chat. But as things stand now...”

“No, but,” her hands spread out wildly, keep the door open. “I-I just...look at it. Let me look at it. I...can you take it out?”

She was licking her lips wildly. Her fingers crawled over his on the door, and the blush on her cheeks increased.

“Josephine. Come now.” He cleared his throat. “You’re clearly married, and I don’t know if this is appropriate behavior. I think that...that...”

She dropped to her knees in the open space in the doorway. There was a clear line of view from the porch to the road outside. Cars were passing by. One or two slowed down. 

“You’ll have to let me suck it now,” she said.

Matthew gulped. This had escalated fast.

“I do?”

She nodded intently, pawing at his pants. Precum spurted forth, and a low, hot pleasure spread through Matthew's body. He was already ready to erupt with more. The stain spread, and Josephine giggled. Her bright, blue eyes sparkled with glee.

“I won’t leave until you let me suck it. You have to let me.” A low, furtive moan exited her mouth. “You need it. Can’t you see that it needs me? My lips?” she licked them, as if proving her point. “I can make it all better. You’ve got a problem. And I’m not leaving this doorway until you let me...let me...just suck it...”

Matthew’s cock strained against his pants. The pleasure of that tight, constricting feeling was almost too much for him. He felt like it was going to burst through them. There was no telling how much or for how long he would fuck Josephine, if given half the chance. Whatever was happening to him certainly seemed to be affecting her too, and deeply. And god, she was tempting...

He took her by the hand, barely noticing her delighted glee as he tugged her inside. Quickly, he stuffed her into the bedroom, tossing her on the bed. And then just as quickly, he ran out from the room and shut the door behind him, locking it up with a chair.

Fitzgerald would be home later. He could figure out what to do with the poor woman. Matthew had to get out of there.

He was many things, but a ruiner of homes, he was not. He wasn’t going to wreck someone’s marriage just because his cock was...was...going insane, somehow. 

“Sir!” she banged against the door. “Please, Sir! I want to suck you, please! Fuck you! Either! Just...j-just put it in me, please!”

His car was parked out back. As she still slammed against the door, calling out his name in a lusty baritone, he fled once more. 

* * * * *
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“JUST GOTTA DO SOME business. That’s all. Just have to...take care of some business.”

This was the mantra that Matthew had adopted. He drove, calmly stroking his cock through his pants, paying no mind to the heavy excess of precum that had stained his pants completely. They were dripping wet with his substance now, but somehow this was invisible to him. He rationalized it by saying that they were dark pants, and that if everything was wet, then it was impossible to tell if any of it was wet. 

They might not even be wet at all, he thought, slowly stroking harder.

His brain was starting to shut down portions of his analytic ability. He was distantly aware of this. He was fully aware that he didn’t care. His cock was hard. He needed to...

“Need to do some business. That’s all.”

He knocked on the door of his first actual client for the day, Miriam Williams. She and her family had a nice, small two-story white-boarded home with blue shingles in the middle of Kitowa. Their neighborhood was heavily wooded, like all of Kitowa, and designed for people who were happy to speak regularly with their neighbors. 

“Hello, Mr. Coffey.” Miriam opened the door with a smile. “Nice to see you. I’m glad you could take time of your day to discuss our policy.”

Miriam was an awfully nice lady. Motherhood had treated her well, giving her naturally slender frame a little extra meat that only made her appear more fertile and more absolutely fuckable. She probably thought she was overweight, but she wasn’t. What she was, really, was fucking fertile and hot, and he wanted to trap her in a corner and ravish her body until it was brimming with their young.

God, why was he thinking like that? This was a customer. A ravishingly sexy, redheaded customer who probably needed his cock like a dog needed water after a long run. She wore a pair of tight khakis and a blue polo shirt with her teenage son's sports team logo on it. The logo was distorted against the rather large shape of her substantial chest.

“Of course,” he nodded slow. His eyes focused heavily on her shirt-filling tits, even despite all his blinking and trying to focus. They looked full of milk—or like they could be soon. All they needed was a little inspiration from his cock...

She walked him into the dining room, gesturing for him to sit at the table there. “Now, like I was saying on the phone, we’ve just got a few questions about...is something wrong? You look...well, heated. You’re sweating.” She placed a palm to his forehead. “My goodness, Mr. Coffey. You’re burning up.”

Her fingers drifted away slowly. She brushed deep into his hair, and then, as if realizing it, withdrew and let her hands mingle with one another on her lap. Then, the second hand drifted up to her neck, sliding around the newly blushed skin. There was no mistaking it—something had happened. He had an effect. A control, even. 

And his cock demanded to have its opinion on this matter heard. It strained mightily against his pants, aching to fill this beautiful mature woman. 

He gulped, shifting in his moistened pants. “Do you have a bathroom? I need to use it. Suddenly. I’m sorry.”

Her gaze had became distant, empty. She pointed to a door between a pair of matching vases. Matthew hurried there, pushing over a chair in his way.

Once inside, he immediately took out his cock and began stroking it. It was already well-lubricated. The thick, hard surface felt perfect and good in his hands. The cockhead was as thick around as his two meaty middle fingers. The sound was heavy and loud. Schlick schlick schlick. Like someone rubbing a mop over a tile floor at a fevered pace. God, he was so close, so close...

Miriam knocked at the door after a moment. 

“Are you all right, Mr. Williams?”

It had only been moments since he’d entered. She couldn’t actually be worried about him. 

“Y-yes,” he managed, breathing hard. 

He’d be fine once he came. Then all this crazy lust would leave him. 

“You’re...you’re jerking off in there, aren’t you?”

He couldn’t stop at this point. And being this aroused, there was no way for him to do anything but tell the truth.

“Y-yes. I’m sorry. I don’t know what’s come over me.”

She opened the door. Had he forgotten to lock it? He must have. A low, needy moan filled the house suddenly—the two of them matching sounds. His virile cock, needing release. Her fuckably fertile body, so desperate for his cock. All of these feelings all of a sudden. Moments ago they hadn’t been there. Now the chemicals of their instant attraction filled the house, unstoppable and undeniable.

Precum continued to gush forward on the bathroom floor. It covered his shoes and ankles. It was edging closer to her. The musky scent filled the small space. 

“I can’t fuck you. I’m sorry.” Her eyes went wide as his cock spurted out onto her feet. “I’m so sorry. But I have...my husband...children...” She licked her lips, staring at his cock. A long trail of saliva dripped down to her heavy breasts. “...I’m so sorry.”

“Do it. Stroke it.”

Groaning, rushing, her hands wrapped around his thick shaft. She needed both of them to get the work done. But she moved fast, expertly. Her years of marriage had perfected her ability to give a nice, steady, hot handjob. His head lolled backwards and he simply allowed the experience to happen.

God, this is what he had been missing. A woman doing her duty for him. A woman fucking his cock. How the fuck had he not given this to Josephine when he had the chance? 

It didn't matter. Her strokes were expertly timed, inspiring streams and streams of heavy precum. 
“I wish I could fuck you,” she moaned, stroking his cock harder. “I wish I could. Oh god, I wish I could fuck you...fuck your cock...”
Matthew's body started to buck wildly. He was going to spill everywhere. Her lovely face was positioned right over his cock fountain, and the soft ball of heat that had been building in his balls suddenly spread everywhere at once. With a groan, he unleashed, and his cum spurted all over her chest and face. There was so much of it—more than he had ever cum before. More than he had cum in the past week, just in one load. Strand after pearly strand of cum landed on her face, her neck, her chest, everywhere. 

“Oh,” she said dumbly, cum streaming off of her skin. “Oh dear. I have to clean it now.”

Her hand scooped it up. It glistened like melted butter in the bathroom light. Thick and gooey. Slowly, she rose her hand to her face and licked it. At first, the licks were tentative. Curious, even. But after that, her eyes closed, and she shoved as much of her hand as she could into her mouth. A rapturous, slow sound emanated from her mouth. 

“Oh...god,” she moaned. Her eyes were absolutely empty of anything but lust. “Fuck me. You can do it. I don’t care. About anything. I just need you to fuck me. Please, do it?”

Some calm, some measure of sanity had returned to Matthew’s mind as his cock softened once again. This was wrong. All of this was wrong. How had this gotten so wrong? What could he do?

“Fuck me, Mister Coffey, please!”

He would not. 

Backing up, he ran out from the house and away from the screaming, mad woman, begging for his cock inside her body. 

* * * * *
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“THEY’RE MOBILIZED NOW, right?” asked O'Reilly. 

O'Reilly was Martinez's new assistant. Today was his third day on the job. They were on a helicopter, on their way to Rogers Army Base to handle the situation in Dancer County.

“Yeah.” Martinez sighed. “The idiots. They should have gone straight to the last resort.”

“You don't think they can contain it?”

“I don’t know. I have no idea.”

“How long did the Zero Subjects make it?”

“That’s the thing,” said Martinez. “They were alive when we found them. Comatose. Dehydrated. But alive.”

“Dehydrated?”

“They had water with them, but they forgot to drink it.”

“But they were alive.”

He nodded. “And contagious.”

“Jesus Christ. Were they the only ones to leave the town?”

“It’s a Midwestern town adjacent to a major highway. They get at least a thousand people driving through it every day. Sometimes those people stop, sometimes they don’t.”

“And the virus is airborne. So...” O'Reilly gulped.

“Sure. Maybe they have their windows down. Maybe they stop for gas at place that’s near someone infected.” Martinez shrugged. “Maybe they’re totally fine.”

“What’s the radius we’re looking at?”

“I’ve put in orders to close down the quad-state area. They think I’m joking.”

“But you’re not.”

“No.”

* * * * * 
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MATTHEW COULDN’T EVEN explain why he picked up the hitchhiker. Probably, thinking back, it was because he knew exactly this would happen. Her mouth was wrapped furiously around his cock, working up and down. He was pacing himself, trying not to cum. Last time he had cum—with Miriam, in the house—she had gone sort of insane. He didn’t want that to happen again. At least, not until he could drop the hitchhiker off.

Her moans filled the small cab of the car. In the thirty seconds that they spoke before she insisted on going down on him to thank him, she told him that her name was Natalie. 

She told him she had never sucked off anyone before. That she was a virgin. He believed it; she was a thick girl, and people were so stupidly petty and superficial. Her heavy tits hung down loose and smashed around his thighs as she worked his huge shaft. Milk dripped down from them, making her wet all over. 

He loved her girth. She would be able to keep up with his rutting, if they got to that. She’d be able to carry all kinds of his babies. 

So many. 

Filled into her thick body. 

Fuck yeah.

Hot precum shot up into her throat as he imagined making her pregnant. He could feel the orgasm tremble through her body.

Since Miriam’s house, all he had been doing was driving and trying to calm down. It wasn’t working. Several times, he almost ran into a few houses, knowing pretty women lived there. He knew so many pretty women as an insurance salesman. A lot of his knowledge had disappeared. Where the women were had stayed. He knew that if he busted in and showed them his cock, his giant hot cock dripping with precum, they would go crazy about him just like Miriam did. 

As he drove through one street, he saw Josephine on the lawn—the same Josephine that had knocked the door at Fitzgerald’s place. She was on her back, getting drilled by an eighteen year-old with a varsity jacket on his back. Next to him, another girl—presumably the young man's girlfriend—was finger-fucking her cunt. 

Driving past the grocery store, he saw a pair of woman openly slurping down a man’s cock, taking turns to worship his shaft. They seemed like they were in competition, but they were willing to play with one another. 

At a few locations, he saw military vehicles parked. But there were no soldiers around that he could see. Perhaps they were hiding. Waiting. The thought made him nervous. Whatever was happening was the kind of thing that the military didn't like. 

A hot, swimming sensation broke him from his thoughts. He was going to cum soon. Cum right down this lovely Natalie's tight, hot throat.

“Get ready,” he said to her. “I think it’s going to be...be a lot.”

There was no reason it wouldn’t be. Everything about his cock was more and more lately. It felt like it had grown another inch since meeting Miriam.

“A lot” turned out to be an incredible understatement. He came for thirty seconds straight. Thirty seconds of hot, unbridled, white goo shoving its way up into and then down the throat of Natalie. After the first five seconds, he pulled over into the nearest drive, his vision blinding with the heated pleasure her young mouth gave him as she swallowed everything she could.

Gasping for air, Natalie popped off of his thick rod. More spray hit her in the face. She slurped and gobbled it, her chest heaving, like she was some starving woman. 

Then she took the remainder and wiped it into her skin, like it was tanning oil or moisturizer. It absorbed neatly, leaving her skin healthy and flushed. 

And sweating. Both of them were sweating so much. His entire car was drenched. 

After a moment of perhaps partial sanity, she noticed the big, waving erection still in her face. Tentatively, she stuck out a tongue and licked it. 

“You’re...” she gulped. “You’re still hard.”

“I know.” 

For some reason, he knew that if he wanted to, he could just tell her to suck it again. In fact, he knew he could go further. It was a woman’s place to suck the cock of a man like him, after all. But her place was more than that. She was fertile; he could smell it. Her womb was ready for him, ovulating even. It would be ovulating for the rest of her life; he understood that intimately. She would be such an easy picking, so easy to fill with his babies...

Really, he was being nice by just settling for another blow job.

“Suck it again,” he said.

“W-what? But I...” she gulped, eyeing the dripping cock. More jets of streamy, white goo flooded down the shaft. Her hands frantically cupped around the shaft, licked even as she shook her head. “I can’t suck it again. I just did. I—” lick, lick, “I really can’t. I’m sorry. It’s delicious, but,” lick, lick, lick, “we really, I mean, I have a boyfriend, sort of. But he’s,” lick, moan, glaze, “I...is sucking it all you want me to do?”

“Get on my cock,” he said, “now.”

She gulped. “Yes, Sir.”

There, thought Matthew, that was better. All that whining. Nothing like a properly good cock to shut up a woman’s prattling mouth. Why was she talking, anyway, when clearly her lips were so well-suited for sucking.

Very dimly, Matthew was aware that he was changing. He never used to be able to get so hard so quickly. An erection was a thing that took time and cultivation, barring a few pieces of morning wood maybe twice a week. 

It took slow, careful effort and continual, regular stimulation to get a properly hard cock. Oh sure, he could cum without being this hard; any man could. You could even fuck a woman with a cock that was seven-eighths of the way there. 

But there was another type of boner, the kind that felt like it was bursting, the kind that made you want to have two cocks just so could use all over your possible power to stroke yourself at once. That was the sort of hard-on he had now, all the time. 

And as soon as he came, his cock had softened to half-mast for only fifteen or twenty seconds before immediately returning itself to that full, unstoppable hardness again, the kind of engorged cock that made him feel like he could fuck through concrete. 

With this hitchhiker Natalie adoring his rod, he felt like was fucking at her mouth, past her throat, rather than truly fucking anything that was her. She was an object, a means to an end. And that end was the most important possible end of all—for him to cum.

There had been other things he had been concerned about at one point. Making sales. Collecting premiums. Paying down his credit card debts and putting money into a retirement account. All of that seemed distant and unimportant now, the way that he remembered also getting worried about what tie he would wear at his high school graduation. Such things never mattered except in the moment, and he had somehow managed to make those unimportant aspects his entire life. 

There was only one thing that mattered. Cumming inside of women. That was it. And minute by minute, second by second, he felt his brain narrowing down on that singular, perfect purpose.

Looking outside, he realized slowly he had pulled over in the parking lot of a motel. The lights above flickered on as the evening's incumbent dark descended upon them. Matthew came, again, and Natalie obediently licked it all up, again. 

After she did, she seemed to notice where they were. The motel light overhead flickered, like a beacon. Like maybe one of those lamps you used to burn out flies. 

“You can...you can let me off here,” Natalie said suddenly.

“You sure? You don’t want a ride home or anything?”

She shook her head. “No. That's...that's a motel.” Her voice was as glazed and heavy as her eyes. “And probably some men with cocks. I think I’ll fuck all of them until I pass out.”

From her expression and her posture, she didn’t seem to understand what she was saying. She stepped outside, steps wavering this way and that.

“You’re welcome for the ride,” he offered.

“Cocks belong in my body!” she said, with the same cadence someone else might say “Thank you very much!”

Matthew shrugged. She was certainly right about that. She was a woman, after all, and all a woman really ever needed was a good thorough fuck.

––––––––
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AT EIGHT IN THE EVENING, he arrived at Mansetti’s, the one decent Italian restaurant in Kitowa. 

Corine had dressed hot for the date—though it was Corine, so really it was more her than the clothes that looked hot. She wore a tight blue dress and tall, tall heels that made her almost as tall as Matthew himself. Though he was, of course, still just slightly taller. That was right. That was good. A man ought to be bigger than a woman. That was just how things worked. 

Her dress was tight on her slender form, pressing the ample size of her bosom forward. He couldn’t see her cleavage, but the tight pull of the fabric on her body made every last one of her curves easily evident. He took her hand and together they walked inside the restaurant, not saying anything to one another. Her body wrapped into his, one arm draping across his waist and pushing into his bulge. Her hand gripped him there and did not let go. She did this in full view of everyone. 

Whatever was affecting everyone else clearly had already affected her. They were both dripping from head to toe in shiny, slick sweat.

The host, a pretty young redhead, greeted them with a confused look on her face. “Welcome to Mansetti’s,” she stammered. “Do you have...um...”

“Reservation,” said Matthew. “No. Give us that table.”

She gulped, inhaled deeply, and nodded, a happy glazed smile on her face. Good girl. Doing what a man said. That was right. She didn’t have a choice in the matter anymore. A man had spoken, and so the female obeyed. That was how it was supposed to work.

He and Corine sat down across from one another. Languidly, perhaps not even consciously, Corine’s calf slid onto Matthew’s. Ever so slowly, it slid upwards, until her foot pressed firmly into his bulge. 

“Corine,” he said, smiling a bit. “What are you doing?”

He was going to fuck her rotten. Why were they even here at this place? Why hadn’t he just put her in his car and fucked the mind from her? Perhaps it was the agreement they made—to have a date. It was important for a man to keep his word. That was very important. A man was known by his word.

Matthew was a man. He was a man. His cock was probably never going to be soft again. He had never felt so masculine in his life, looking across at this gorgeous young beauty and knowing without a doubt that she would end the night under his body and filled with his cum.

Her voice was distant. Her entire manner was distant. Glazed. “I don’t...know.” She shook her head. “My mind has been...I’m...I had to leave work earlier today because I couldn’t stop cumming. I had to shut the diner down. Dad was really mad. The first time in twenty years it’s been closed. I didn’t even know where the keys were to do such a thing. I just parked my car in front of the front door and walked home. I almost fucked my neighbor when he asked me how I was doing. He’s just eighteen. I...”

Her gaze locked onto Matthew now. “I know we’re supposed to eat or something before we fuck, but I really don’t care. I want it.” Her heel pressed harder on his cock. His cock bulged beneath the heat of her weight. “Now. Please? Give it to me?”

Matthew suspected this would happen. She was just a woman, after all, and his cock was really made for fucking women. 

In just a few moments, he had her outside the restaurant, in the back. He pushed her behind a dumpster and bent her over. 

Her slit was ready. Wet. Sopping, really. Waiting for him. Of course, he was already perfectly hard, and bigger than he had ever been before. Her cunt turned out to be a perfect fit for his gigantic cock. With relish, he thrust in and out of her young, beautiful body, holding nothing back. Treating her rough, squeezing her ass and pulling her hips tight against his pelvis. Jackhammering with abandon into her perfectly tight canal. His body sang, feeling her light form tremble underneath him. Every thrust inside of her pushed her pretty, smooth face against the side of the building. 

“Yes!” she moaned. “Oh god, yes! Thank you! Oh fuck! It feels so good, oh my fuck! Yes!”

The door of the restaurant slammed open.

“Corine!” It was a man’s voice. “Corine! Darla told me you were looking drunk or drugged or something. Sweating. A man took you outside...”

It was Samuel, the owner of the restaurant. A paunchy fellow wearing an apron with a bad slick-backed haircut. He crossed past the dumpster and saw the two fucking furiously. Some instinct kicked on in Matthew—protective of his new fuck. He had to mark her. Fill her. Right away, he started to cum inside her. No one else could have her. 

“Yes! Yes! Oh fuck, Matthew! Matthew, yes!”

Her orgasming body shook around the thick, giant shaft of his cock. He looked on at the intruder with a wicked half-grin. 

Try and take her now. Belongs to me. Marked. Mine.

“C-Corine...?” Samuel asked. 

She slid off from Matthew. Hot seed dropped down from her entrance. She scooped some of it up and licked it down.

“You have a cock,” Corine said to Samuel. “You have a cock I could suck right now.” She turned to Matthew. “Would you fuck me again while I suck him off, Sir?”

Without any hesitation, Matthew nodded. He definitely would. The poor girl needed lots of cock. It was only right to help her out. 

Samuel, for his part, looked scared as well as turned on. He backed away. 

“Corine...I’m...we can’t do this. I’m your neighbor. I’ve known you my whole life...”

“I don’t care. You have a big dick.” Corine closed the distance between them and squeezed his crotch. “Oh god, you really, really do.”

There was a car parked just beyond the dumpster. Quickly, Corine pressed Samuel against one side of it, and bent over at the waist. Slowly, her mouth enveloped Samuel's rod. He seemed powerless to stop her—or even to want to. His hands came down on her head, guiding her further in. A long flush crept up his neck.

Matthew pushed Corine's dress back up, readying his cock to slide back inside. His trembling, lubricated cockhead pulsed against her folds when the back door of the restaurant opened again. 

“Samuel?” 

Matthew recognized the woman. It was Samuel’s wife, Darla. She was a gorgeous young thing with long dark hair. Pencil skirt, white blouse with the top few buttons undone, showing deep lovely cleavage. Her skin was the color of olives, her eyes bright and green. Matthew wanted his seed inside her. He stepped away from Corine. Her mouth was full of Samuel—she didn't seem to mind.

“Samuel, what are you doing?”

Matthew, grinning, took Darla by one arm. “Come here for a moment.”

“Come with you? But my husband,” she pointed madly. “He’s...what’s that smell?”

“That’s me. Come here.” He gripped his cock for a moment, and then slathered Darla’s face with cum from his cockhead. Right away, all her protests stopped. Her thoughts did too, though Matthew didn’t know that. She became a lust-infected, feverish fuckdoll the second she tasted his seed. From now until the moment she expired, the only thing that would change about her willingness to fuck would be the intensity of the feeling.

Dazed, Darla followed him over to the car. He pushed her body up against the hood. This way, she’d be able to watch her husband while Matthew fucked her. A nice gesture on his part, he thought. The car shook slightly as Corine fucked her own mouth against Samuel’s cock. 

Matthew's cock rested on top of Darla's ass for a moment, spurting out more precum. Her hands slid over the thick substance, scooping it and shoving more in her mouth. She was like a bear in front of a honey pot.

Suddenly, afflicted by some mistaken case of morality, Samuel pushed Corine off his body. 

“Darla!” he struggled to shove his hard cock back inside his pants. “Fuck me,” he exclaimed, wiping his sweaty brow. Perhaps he didn’t realize his phrasing. “Come on, Darla, we’ve got to get out of here.”

But she only looked dimly at him, scooping up more precum from the fountain of Matthew’s cock, and filling her mouth with it. Her swallows were loud and full of moans.

“I’m going to get the car,” said Samuel. He  looked shaken. “I’ll come back for you in just a moment.”

Matthew sighed, watching him run away. They would have to move if he wanted any privacy.

“Come on,” he said to Darla and Corine, taking their hands. “Let’s get out of here.”

* * * * *
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RYAN LISTENED TO HIS earpiece for a moment. “They’re all in position, sir.”

“Thank you,” said the General. “What’s their status?”

Footsteps, harried and frequent, approached from behind them.

Martinez grabbed the General's arm, voice urgent. “You’ve got to call them off, sir.”

“Call them off?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Whatever for? They’re going to do a fine job.”

“With respect, General, they’re not prepped properly.”

“What do you mean?”

“They’re just wearing gas masks. Aren’t they?”

“I was informed it was some manner of chemical attack. They’re wearing—”

“The attack, if you want to call it that, is viral. The virus is airborne.”

“Then the gas masks should be able to—”

“No, sir.” Martinez shook his head. “It transmits through skin. Through clothing. By scent and by body heat. By any which way. We don’t even know any more. It’s beyond us. We think it might be alien.”

“Alien? That’s...that’s not possible.”

“The bottom line is that we underestimated it, all right? Any men in there, you have to call out immediately and send to quarantine before it’s too late.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 16

––––––––
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DARLA, CORINE, AND a new girl—a curvy redhead named Trina—all knelt before Matthew, sucking on his enormous cock at Fitzgerald's house. Thick, heavy, creamy milk dripped down their luscious forms, its fertile flow inspired by his cock. 

His cock was definitely growing. There was no doubt about it anymore. He didn’t care very much one way or the other. His balls were bigger too—the better to create factories of life-seeding cum for as many women as he wanted. About five minutes before, he’d just finished fucking Trina. He was pretty sure he’d knocked her up. It was too bad she had a husband, but if he was such a husband, why hadn’t he knocked her clearly fertile body up already? Not Matthew’s fault, that’s for sure. Having a fertile girl like that in your house, wearing your ring, and not getting her as fertile as possible? That was a goddamn crime. He was like a crime solver; his cock was like a badge, or a gun maybe. 

Trina had arrived when they ordered a pizza. Matthew was hungry. When she arrived, he stuffed her mouth full of a handful of his cum and then had Darla and Corine tear off her clothes and lick her pussy while he satiated himself with the pizza and refueled his energy stores.

His girls weren’t hungry. They seemed satisfied to feed on his cum. That was how it was supposed to be. 

When he came, there were brief moments of clarity. 

He would realize he didn’t quite know what was happening. He would understand he wasn’t really in control of his body anymore, or his life. Something greater was at work; something that wouldn’t let him leave. He would consider it for a half-a-moment, but as soon as he did, he would take notice of the swell of Darla’s tits, or the curve of Corine’s ass, or the thick beautiful red hair of Trina, and he would forget all about it. Then, he would be lost again in the thick smells of lust and desire.

As the three girls warmed him up for yet another round of fucking, there came a tremendous, thundering knocking at the door. 

“Open up!” came the command. It was a harsh, masculine voice. “Open up right now! You’ve been quarantined! Everyone in town has to be escorted back to Rogers Army Base!”

“It’s more cocks...” said Darla, voice hungry. Her lips were wet with Matthew’s cum.

Giggling, Trina crawled to the door and opened it. Darla was right behind her. Corine, steadfast loyal Corine, stayed with Matthew. 

Behind the door were three figures. They wore military uniforms and gas masks. The soldier who burst madly into the house clearly was not ready for what he saw—and nor were the two other soldiers with him. They were Specialist Henkin, Specialist Cullen, and Lieutenant Powers. A man, a man...and a woman.

“Ladies, you have to come with us,” said Henkin. “There’s a quarantine in effect, and...” He gulped audibly. “Oh, wow, you are all very naked.”

Trina crawled up his leg. It was thick and muscular. Her body dripped with every hot sexual juice imaginable. Her hand snuck up into shirt, reaching to his belly. 

“Hey, that’s...” the soldier gulped again. “Hey. Don’t...”

He seemed to lose the power to protest as Trina’s arm moved up his chest inside his shirt. Skin on skin. Dooming him to a life of lust. He dropped to one knee, and Trina, giggling, pushed his gas mask off. 

Powers grabbed Henkin and pushed him to one side. 

“Get your shit under control, Henkin! This is serious! This is...” she looked at Matthew, who walked closer and closer, his erect cock bouncing in front of him. “This is really...hard.”

She gulped, looking around the room. Trina had pounced on the fallen Henkin, pushing his uniform off with ease. Next to her, Darla had wrapped her body around the skinny young Cullen, rubbing his gas mask into her tits. After only a few moments of this, Cullen stripped the obstacle off and let himself fall into the heated, sweaty, wet mass of her body. Her legs wrapped around his waist entirely as she littered his head with kisses.

Powers looked back at Matthew, who was right in front of her now. His cock dripped heavily onto her heavy boots. 

“What’s your name, sweetie?” his voice was deep and commanding. 

She giggled and almost curtsied in front of him. Then she stopped, shaking her head. Clearly confused. Clearly having no idea that she was ground zero in the lustiest place in town. 

“Ro...Rosalyn,” she said, her voice shy and deferential. 

He took the gas mask off her face. It wasn’t doing anything anyway. She giggled again, biting one lip as she looked at his powerfully built body and the enormity of the cock he now possessed. 

Just that quickly, the powerful lieutenant was gone. Remaining, for Matthew, was a handsome beauty of medium height and powerful build, her dark hair cut short around her forehead, and with nice big tits for him to grab. Which he did—which Rosalyn very urgently asked him to do more and more as he pushed his cock inside of her as they began to fuck on the floor.

Nothing could stand in the way of the virus. 

Very quickly, events started to break down. Any remaining clothes were stripped off quickly, and every available entrance was filled as needed.

In one corner, Darla gleefully rode on top of the younger specialist, Cullen. Her long hair shook vibrantly as she cheered and moaned, begging for his cum to fill her. In the other corner, Josephine grasped Henkin’s ass, shoving it into her face and taking his entire length down her throat. 

Henkin kept moaning out, “I’m sorry. Oh fuck, I’m sorry. I’m so sorry. I’m sorry, I’m sorry...”

Matthew got the idea the specialist was married. It was such a strange thing, marriage. His ability to understand it at all was going away. There were so many fertile pussies to fuck. Why would a man ever choose just one? Why would a hot, fuckable woman ever restrict herself to just one cock? Fucking was for everyone. 

He couldn’t think on it much. Rosalyn felt too good underneath him to really think at all. He fucked her into the corner of the living room, Corine right on top of him. The beautiful blonde was chanting.

“Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her in the cunt. Pregnant, pregnant, get her pregnant. Fuck her ‘til she cums!”

Over and over, her smile wide and happy. Of course it was a silly little chant—Rosalyn had cum several times already as Matthew thrust into her beautiful, military-hardened body. It felt beautifully firm underneath his thick fingertips as he ran them from one end of her torso to the other. Her abs pulsed with every new push of his huge cock. 

“I’m going to get you pregnant,” he said, slow enough for Rosalyn to really understand. “You hear me?”

Her body squirmed underneath him, cunt tightening on his shaft. “I...oh fuck. You are?”

Matthew could have laughed. Wasn’t she listening to Corine? Maybe not. Girls seemed to cum really hard when he fucked them—hard enough for their minds to go right out of their bodies. 

“You have kids?”

She shook her head no. “I’ve never even...I don’t know...oh god, you’re in so deep...”

His strokes remained casual, his heartbeat level. Fucking was as natural to him now as telling the time of day. “You want kids?”

There were tears streaming down her face now—tears of joy. It made her look pretty. She was smiling like she couldn’t stop, like she had just been asked if she would marry him. “I do. I really do. I didn’t before, but I do now, and I-I...don’t...understaaand...”

Her face contorted with another orgasm. Her mind happily gone away. Matthew, encouraged by this eager consent, unleashed with another gooey-hot load. His cum filled her tight cavern, overflowing it quickly. Corine got down on her belly and licked up every last bit of remainder that spilled out. 

For the moment, Rosalyn was sated. Matthew was still hard, though. His cock’s hardness was like a constant variable now, like anything multiplied by zero was also zero. Anything fucked by his cock was also impregnated by his cock. Corine was no exception. She slid her legs open before him, beckoning him with her fingers. 

“Gimme another?” she entreated, eyes empty and needy. “Please, Sir?”

Of course, Matthew slid right back into her again. He had about as much choice as she did in the matter. Their lust ruled all. 

* * * * *
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“YOU'RE TELLING ME THAT all of our available troops have been incapacitated?” asked the General.

“No sir.” Ryan shook his head. “I'm telling you they've all been infected.”

Martinez crossed his arms.“I told you so. I told you.”

“You shut up!” The General paced from one end of the room to the other. “This is all your fault! Your fault! You tell me how to fix it! You tell me!”

“We can wait for a cure,” said Martinez. “They might have one in, oh, three or four weeks. But...”

“But what?”

“Well, that's about how long it would take to infect probably half the nation.”

“God in heaven. Are you serious?”

“If we're lucky. Some projections, my own included, have it taking only half that time.”

“Then...what do we do? What do we do?”

“It's time to examine our last resort options, General.”

“You mean...bombing the place?”

“If you have any better ideas, General, you let me know.”

* * * * *
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HOUR 20

––––––––
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IN A MOMENT OF CLARITY after maybe his hundredth orgasm of the day, Matthew had decided to flee, taking Corine and Lieutenant Rosalyn with him. They took off in his car, Rosalyn’s mouth wrapped around his cock and Corine fingering herself in the backseat. 

It was close to dawn when he rolled up on the gas station to fill up his tank. He didn’t know where he was going, but he knew enough to know that he’d need a full tank of gas to get there. After a moment, he noticed that it was the same gas station he’d come to yesterday. God, had it only been yesterday? His mind was clouded so heavily with lust. With so few actual, analysis-requiring thoughts floating into his consciousness, time seemed to slow down considerably. 

Rosalyn and Corine were now in the backseat, and had been for more than an hour. They licked one another’s pussies with gusto. Just like he never seemed to run out of cum and precum, they didn’t run out of saliva or pussy juice. 

He exited the car. At the adjacent pump, a short man with a blond goatee waited for his girlfriend, who stood transfixed by something in the store. 

“Hey guy,” said the man. “Where are your clothes?”

Matthew ignored him. The sun felt good on his naked skin. Corine and Rosalyn exited his vehicle; Corine, automatically obedient, began to fill the car with gas. Matthew smiled as Rosalyn, clothes torn beyond recognition, descended upon the fellow. He barely had time to yelp before she was sticking her tongue down his throat. Matthew approached the girlfriend in the store, head tilted.

Behind the counter, the pimply faced clerk from the day before and a girl were rutting wildly. They looked like animals, almost. No expression of humanity or intelligence remained. The clerk came, and then came again, and the girl underneath him seemed to cum in time with him. Their orgasms were synchronized, like watches on a secret mission.

“Hey there,” Matthew said to the girl. 

She was watching the mating session with something akin to horror on her face. 

“They won’t stop. I’ve been here for five minutes, and they won’t...they won’t...” she had turned to look at Matthew. His naked muscles taut and completely exposed. His cock swelled to full hardness as he saw how pretty her face was. She had dark blonde hair that went down past her shoulders. “Oh, fuck.”

“Come with me,” he said, holding out a hand. He smiled.

“I think...” she gulped. “I think I should leave. My...my boyfriend...”

He could smell how fertile she was. There was no way she was leaving here without his load in him.

“You mean that guy?”

He pointed outside. The young man with the goatee was fucking Rosalyn on top of his car—like actually on top of it, fucking on the hood. There would be a dent, no doubt.

“Oh.” A flash of anger passed over her face, immediately followed by longer flashes of arousal. “Yes. Wow. He’s really...really getting her...”

Matthew slid a hand through her long hair. His cockhead pressed against her leg. “Where were you going?”

“My sorority and I. We’re having a camping trip. We’re not supposed to bring boys, but...I was going to...he wanted...god. He’s so deep in her...”

He took her hand, not waiting for her assent. “Come on.”

Obediently, she followed him into the car. To keep her calm, he placed her hand on his cock and let her stroke.

“You take a hit off of that whenever you need, all right, girl?”

She nodded. Her eyes were bright with need. His precum spurted out and she gasped. It rolled thick over her hands. Her mouth watered. It wouldn’t be long before she gave in entirely. She already clearly wanted to suck him deep. Corine got in the backseat, leaning forward and kissing the girl on the ear. She moaned, and then moaned again as she watched Corine’s naked body immediately start to pleasure itself in the backseat. The new girl stroked as she watched, matching her movements with Corine’s gentle self-administrations. 

“W-where are we going?” she asked.

“You tell me,” Matthew smiled. “Where’s this camping trip?”

Before long, the young man with the goatee finished inside of Rosalyn, no doubt infected as thoroughly as her. They smiled at one another, and, of course still inflamed with lust, began to fuck again. 

Those two didn't know it, but overhead, a plane at a very high, very safe distance dropped a bomb directly toward their location.

But by that time, Matthew, Corine, and the new girl were already well on their way. 

# # #
[image: image]


* * * * *
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YOUR OPINION INFLUENCES other readers and matters quite a bit to me! If you're enjoying this sexy bundle, please leave a review on Amazon and let others know what you thought. I want to write what you love!

* * * * *
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Lust Fever 3



Hour 1
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ANNIE KEPT QUIET ABOUT her reservations about this spring break trip with her friends. They were all excited about visiting South Jefe Island, and Annie was too accommodating to ruin their good time. 

She, Josephine, Sara, and Rose had all piled into Sara’s gas-guzzling Rough Ranger at about seven in the morning and took off from Western University with Sara in the driver’s seat. It was a ten hour drive, and they were all in for the long haul. Annie, a natural morning person, wished she felt as sleepy as Rose looked—it would have been an easy way to pass the time. 

In the far back seat was Josephine, sitting by herself with her head drawn up between her knees. She seemed upset about something, but there was nothing for it until Josephine wanted to talk about it—Annie had learned that much in the seven months or so she had known her roommate. 

Rose was in the next seat up, alone in the middle row, and Annie sat in the navigator spot next to Sara. The brunette Rose snoozed lightly, her tight, child-sized university tee riding up far too high on Rose’s torso to be doing anything but showing off. Her shorts, spandex, clung fast to an ass that looked carved from beautifully polished cherry wood. 
Rose had a picture perfect body—something she worked for constantly in her bodybuilding efforts. She was tanned and immensely toned, her hair a vibrant shock of short red. Even so, she was always down on herself, unable to get rid of that last few layers of babyfat, and still retained plenty of feminine softness around her hips and face. 
It didn’t stop her abs from being a killer hot eight-pack, though—or her arms from being layered with sexy lean muscle.

The four friends all shared a suite at Western University. Annie didn’t know if she would call any of them her dear friends for the rest of her life, but they were all friendly and none of them had—miraculously—had a problem with one another in their tenure thus far. It seemed every other group of suite mates in their building was at each other’s throats by this time in the school year. 

But the four of them got along so well that they all thought taking the ten hour drive to South Jefe Island was a terrific way to spend time with one another. 

And of course, they each had some ulterior motives for the trip as well.

Sara was thrilled with the opportunity to connect with boyfriend after not seeing him in person for almost two-and-a-half months. Positively gorgeous, a cheerleader for the college football team, Sara was dark-haired and possessed beautifully youthful olive skin that made her seem immortal, somehow. Her weakness had always been boys, she would say, and Corey—the current boyfriend—was just her latest weakness.

Rose, their resident jock, a marvel at cross-country and weight-lifting, was thrilled for the opportunity to show off the beach body she had been sculpting for more than six months when the four friends originally planned the trip. 

Josephine and Annie—the “best friends” of the group—were just thrilled for the chance to get out from class and to have something like the traditional “college experience” that had been advertised to them so often as they grew up.

Unlike everything that the media advertised on television and movies, college was crazy heavy on work and studying. Beer fests that lasted for weeks and slip-n-slides down hallways—if they happened at all—were always more exhausting and annoying than they were some fountainhead to the primeval joys of new adulthood. 

Still, as Annie sat in the front seat, playing with the dashboard buttons, she felt nervous about what would happen. The brushy landscape outside passed by quickly—Sara drove fast.

The problem was that Annie knew she was going to be expected to drink during this spring break excursion. She knew that she would be expected to act sort of crazy, and maybe even get with a guy or two.

But that wasn’t her. That was craziness. She didn’t want to be with a guy; and especially not some random guy she didn’t care about. Annie was a virgin and proud of it. Sure, she no longer thought of herself as “married to God” as she had maybe a year ago—some time in her liberal arts college had cured her of that particular delusion—but her relationship with God was important to her, and part of that was retaining her virginity until she was good and married.

Most girls—even a crazy girl like Rose—could appreciate that.

But, what they had a harder time with was how Annie didn’t want to “party.” Oh sure, Annie enjoyed going to parties. And she enjoyed talking with people, and chatting, and playing games and socializing.

Where she started to feel left out—and wanted to be left out—was when all the drinking and wild times and smoking pot got involved. Even Josephine drank beer, and Josephine was like, the quietest, nerdiest girl Annie had ever met. It was partly what endeared her to Annie so much. 

Annie was a pretty young blonde at the stage in her life where being a pretty young blonde opened every social door a person could want. Her face was effortlessly cute; her hair long and shiny, hanging down past her shoulders; her body tight and toned from a lifetime of running cross country. Today, she dressed explicitly to be seen as cute—a tight denim skirt and a loose jacket attached tightly to her modest curves, displaying both attractiveness and, she hoped, the kind of naivete that turned men off.  

But having that many expectations that she should always be a pretty young blonde—that she should let that little inexact description be the exact measure of her life—was enough to drive a young woman up the wall. 

And so, with that cloud of expectations hanging over her head, Annie could already feel all the negations and declining that she would have to do for the next five days, and her stomach was slowly tying itself into a series of intricate knots as she turned over every possible situation again and again. There were myriad manners in which to disappoint her friends, for them to never invite her anywhere again, and all she could imagine, despite all her efforts, were the worst possible situations happening one right after another. 

Her stomach twisted slightly. The machinations of her mind often had very real physical effects on her body. An hour passed, and then two, and her mood only became more anxious.

She had to do something—anything—to take her mind off the gathering stress. Looking in the back, she saw Josephine with an odd, vacant look on her face. Josephine was probably the least pretty of the four, though that was a horrible way to think of anyone. 

Still, she was attractive—just mousy. She had foregone her typical extra-thick horn-rim glasses for the day for contacts, and the result was that her lovely face had more opportunity to shine. Her eyes were a bright green, her hair loose and brown. 

“Are you okay, Josephine?”

It took her some time to answer. Her eyes looked distant, as if she had been staring into a light for too long.

“Yeah. No. I don’t know.”

It seemed as though consciousness was slowly streaming back into her face now. But with it, so was a strange look on the petite, dirty blonde’s face—some kind of nervous apprehension that Annie had never seen. She turned the radio down, ignoring Sara's sudden glare, so she could hear her better.

“What’s up?” 

Annie was genuinely concerned. Josephine was the one who had convinced her to go on this trip. Her mood was always peppy and upbeat. It was distinctly unlike her to look so forlorn. 

“I had an incident with my study partner,” said Josephine. “It’s bugging me.”

“What sort of incident?”

Rose yawned and stretched, sliding up on her seat. “Something happened? Are we there?”

Sara rolled her eyes. “We’re only like two hours in, you weirdo. Josephine’s explaining how she went through some shit. What was it, Josephine?”

“Yeah, it was the weirdest thing,” said Josephine. “I was in my room, putting my stuff together. I was trying to hurry. And then I just like, sitting there, getting dressed, and my study partner, Karen—fucking note-copying partner is all, who’s barely said three words to me in a row all semester, fucking waltzes straight into my room and jams her tongue down my mouth. And puts her fingers in my cunt. And...”

“And?” Rose was shocked. “She did more?”

“Well...not really. It just lasted a few...I don’t know. Maybe a minute.”

“A minute?” Annie was baffled. “With her fingers...there?”

Josephine nodded. “I...I came.”

She shuddered. Thick beads of sweat dripped down her forehead. A ring of moisture had started around her sweatshirt. The other girls were all stunned. They had never heard of anything like this before. 

“It felt...really good.” Josephine licked her lips. “I didn’t think so at the time, but I really loved it. And it’s messing with my head now.”

“God, Josephine,” Annie shook her head. “That sounds so awful. How did you guys ever make up?”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...make up?” Annie said again. “Like did she apologize?”

“This happened like, twenty minutes before we got on the road.”

All three girls exclaimed collectively. Sara swerved slightly on the highway.

“You can’t be serious.” Sara chuckled. “That’s so...weird.”

“And you still came?” Rose asked, in disbelief.

“Rose!” Sara barked. “Come on. That’s not really pertinent.”

Rose shrugged. It definitely seemed pertinent to her.

“Yeah.” Annie shook her head. “We need to like, get you home or something...right?”

“No,” said Josephine. “No, I want to go on this trip. I want to have fun, okay? I don’t want this to be a big deal.” 

One by one, all the girls said okay—and Sara in particular seemed relieved by Josephine's decision. Annie had a hard time with it—certainly Josephine needed some time off, some relaxation! North Jefe Island was party central, where no doubt there would be lots of dancing, grinding, groping, and god knew what else happening. 

Definitely not the place for a girl in Josephine’s situation!

“What’s weird is...” Josephine shook her head. “Like, what’s really weird is how I wanted her to do it.”

“What?” Rose asked, incredulous. She turned and faced Josephine entirely. 

“I mean I’m thinking back now, and remembering, and it’s like...the second she entered the room, I knew something was up. It was something in the air. And I could have left, or shut the door. But instead I stuck my ass up. Hoping she would...I don’t know. Do what she did, I guess. And she did. Slipped her fingers right in there. Kissed me. I wanted her to.” She wiped her head. She was sweating profusely. “I never wanted a girl to do anything like that until five seconds before she did. Until the second I smelled her.”

* * * * *
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MARTINEZ ENTERED THE fourth sub-level of the large military complex. It had been seventy-two hours since the outbreak began. Somehow, they had managed to keep the truth off the media.

More and more, he was hoping this the right decision. Maybe a full-blown panic would save some lives. It certainly didn't seem like any of their efforts were helping.

He entered the small laboratory and waved to the woman who greeted him.

“So, they put you in charge of studying the virus.”

“That’s right,” she said. He knew her as Wendy; they'd been colleagues in the past. Technically, she was Lieutenant Pound. “Do you have a problem with a woman being in charge of this problem?”

“Only if you have a problem with giving orders to a man.”

She smiled. “We’ll get along fine today, then. Is the virus contained?”

“There’s no way to know right now. We’ve shut down highways halfway across the country, but it’s Spring Break. People want to drive on vacations.”

“College kids.”

“Sure. But parents with school-age children as well. It’s a convenient time to take a leave of absence. Everyone is on the move. They don’t want to pay attention when the highways are shut down, and it’s been nearly impossible gathering the manpower to close all of them.”

Her face shifted.“We’d do better if we told the public the truth.”

“The truth? That a virus we created is causing people to fuck their brains away and god knows what else? I’ve heard women in Idaho were growing bigger breasts. We can’t tell them that. Better to tell them it’s just a flu.”

“People underestimate flus.”

“Yes, but they understand them too. They don’t panic because of the flu. And the word from on high is to avoid a panic at all costs.”

* * * * * 
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Hour 5



[image: image]


Josephine had started to finger herself. 

Because she was in the backseat, it was not evident at first. Soft moans. Gentle movements of her arm. A soft, heady smell slowly entered the air. 

Annie noticed the movements and the sounds almost immediately, but pushed them aside as after-effects of her friend’s trial before the trip began. Josephine’s eyes were closed, and so it was perfectly possible that she was dreaming. 

Not wanting to find out the truth, Annie did her honest best to stay quiet and ignore her.

But then the illusion broke. Rose, roused from her dozing by smells and sounds, peaked over the seat and let out a gasp. She shifted hard forward to the front of the car, as if repulsed by a force shield, and put her hands on Annie’s shoulders.

“She’s masturbating!” she hissed. “Holy shit!”

Annie put her hands in her face. “Oh, god. What the hell is the matter with her?”

“I don’t know,” said Sara, “but she better not drip on my seats. Those are leather!”

If Josephine heard them, she made no real indication of it. Soft moans escaped her mouth.

“Hey, Josephine?” Sara asked. “Doll? Are you feeling okay?”

“Y-yesss. Yes. Yes!” Josephine moaned, squeezing her eyes tight. “I’m doing so good.”

Her moans became frequent. So frequent, in fact, that they began to roll on top of one another, culminating in what was clearly an orgasm. The heady, lusty smell in the car intensified immediately. All the girls began to feel lightheaded as they breathed. 

Annie, who had never seen a woman’s orgasm before—who had barely even felt her own—found the site of her lovely friend’s explosion intensely erotic. Her legs kicked the seat in front of her, her lovely jaw shuddering with moan after moan. 

Finally there was silence. Josephine's head lolled backward. All three friends were stunned for a moment. 

Then, with a moan, she began again.

“God, I wish I could treat myself like that,” said Rose. “I don’t even get off half the time. I have to be in real dedicated airspace. Like, ‘all electronic devices off. Here are your safety exits...’”

Annie suppressed a giggle. This wasn’t funny. This wasn’t normal.

And yet there was some heat in the air, some strange hot feeling that she couldn’t ignore...she licked her lips. Sweat had begun to form on her chest.

“This doesn’t make any sense,” said Annie.

Sara nodded. “Tell me about it. It’s like she doesn’t even know we’re here.”

“Like, yesterday she and I were talking about how we were just curious about masturbation. We didn’t even have any idea how to do it properly!”

Rose snorted. “Really?”

“Shut up! It’s not funny.”

“No, it’s not. Masturbating is great. Why wouldn’t you—”

“Focus, Rose!” Annie snapped her fingers. “The point is that if we didn’t even know how to do it yesterday, it’s sort of a big leap to just...to just suddenly do it right in front of your friends with no thought for propriety at all!” 

Sara shrugged. “Oh, I don’t know. When I first figured out how to do it, I was pretty well obsessed. I think I took a weekend. Maybe a week. Something like that. Orgasms on demand? Holy shit. It sort of fries the wires.”

“This bad, though?” Annie pointed at Josephine, who giggled wildly, legs waving this way and that as she stuffed her fingers deeper in her tight pussy. 

She had shed her pants entirely now. Clearly, they only got in the way. Her panties, purple and decorated with cartoon characters, remained on. They were soaked through. 

“Point taken.”

Rose slapped Sara on the arm. “You’re going to stop, right? We need to stop and get help.”

“No way.”

“Are you serious?” Rose was incredulous.

“Are you serious? I haven’t seen Corey in over two months. I am horny as hell and he is too stupid and way too hot to not bang someone else if our schedule goes wrong. This car does not stop for anything.” She looked at the dashboard. “Except gas. We’ll stop for that.”

They were all quieted for a moment as Josephine let out another series of rolling moans, this time followed by an intense, ear-splitting shriek of pleasure. She began laughing, the hot schlicking sounds of her efforts filling the small space. 

And then, eerily, Josephine began again. Her breaths were fast and frequent. The lusty smell in the car redoubled. Rose had probably the second-biggest set of breasts among the four, behind Sara, and her nipples were definitely hard inside her bra-less tiny tee. 

“Sara,” said Annie. “You have to stop the car.”

She snorted. “No. As if.”

“Sara, seriously. I think Josephine is sick. You have to stop the car. Something...something is wrong with her.”

Sara set her jaw. “Nothing’s wrong with her outside of her being crazy. And we can’t stop anywhere for crazy. There’s no mental hospitals on the side of the road, Annie.”

Annie huffed. “Seriously, Sara...why won’t you stop?”

“My man is waiting on me.”

“Your...your what?”

“He is waiting on me. He...” She shook her head. Beads of sweat trickled down her face. The A/C was on full blast. “You don’t have sex. You wouldn’t understand.”

“I have sex,” said Rose. “Try me out.”

Sara worked her jaw around and pressed down on the gas pedal. Annie noticed for the first time that they were going well over eighty miles an hour. They just passed a speed-limit sign posted for fifty-five.

“He’s going to break up with me,” said Sara. “I know he is. I can tell from his voice. The way he’s been writing texts. He’s going to leave me, and I have to stop him. I have to show him he’s wrong.”

Rose raised an eyebrow. “With your pussy?”

“Yes.”

“I mean, if he’s going to break up with you, Sara, then he’s going to break up with you.” Rose crossed her arms. “Fuck him anyway if he’s going to do that. You deserve better than some schmuck who would leave you.”

“What do you mean?”

“I mean...look at you. You’re hot as hell. Do we really have to get into it?”

Sara straightened. “I mean, I wouldn’t mind...”

“Oh god. Fishing for compliments. Have we already started that section of the road trip?”

“What if we have?”

There was something purely slumber-party about Sara and Rose’s banter. Something that girls sometimes just did—reaffirming each other’s hotness in a world where so much seemed contingent on a young beauty’s ability to dazzle men. 

And yet, there was a heavy, sweaty sheen on Sara’s skin. And the way she kept licking those full, perfectly pursed lips. One of Rose's hands had drifted over her tits. It may have been incidental, but then the hand lingered there, rubbing ever-so-slightly against a nipple. Rose's hands flickered up the chair to Sara's shoulders. 

The interchange between them began to carry a decisively erotic edge.

“You’re totally hot, Sara. You don’t have to worry about a thing. I mean, god, that hair of yours? Ugh. I’d kill for hair like yours.”

Rose’s hand slipped up into Sara’s thick, voluminous locks. Her hair was dark, shiny, soft, and long. It always looked effortless. Her eyes looked a little glassy as she touched her friend.

“Shut up,” said Sara. “Your hair is fantastic. And you’ve got that bod to match.”

Sara moved a hand backward. It landed on Rose’s midsection, floating across the flat slab of abs there. Sara and Rose let out identical little muffled moans, which probably would have been inaudible except for how 

This was thoroughly strange to Annie. Something was happening. Why were they just...touching each other? 

And why did they seem so turned on by it?

Josephine let out a long, howling cry in the back seat. It sounded almost painful. All the girls shared a quick flash of alarm. Josephine had disappeared, falling down between the seat edge and the seat in front of her. 

Rose rushed to the back.

“Hold on, babe. I'm coming!”

Josephine met Rose as she climbed over the seat. “Me too.”

Wet with sweat, aching with forbidden lust, Josephine wrapped her arms around Rose, drawing her in with eager, happy lust. Her arms were slender but toned, her dirty brown hair strangely shinier and more golden than it had been before. 

Rose let out a little yelp before being drawn down to Josephine’s lips. The brunette moaned heavily, licking Rose’s neck with luster before slipping her lips over the other girl’s. The embrace should have only lasted a few seconds—Rose was no lesbian—but instead it kept going. 

Josephine acted for all the world like she was in love with Rose—like she had never seen anyone so beautiful or so gorgeous as the toned bodybuilding babe. 

But that wasn’t the strangest part. 

The strangest part was Rose’s reaction.

Annie was stunned to see Rose, slowly but surely, begin to kiss Josephine right back. 

The toned beauty let out a deep, throaty moan of excitement as her mouth melded with Josephine. Little movements of her jaw became insistent and needy. Their hands ran through one another’s hair, tugging and massaging, wanting ever more.

And Annie could tell, very quickly, that the two found out where their fingers could go inside each other.

“S-Sara,” said Annie. “Are you seeing this?”

“Yes.”

“It’s scaring me, Sara.”

“Don’t...” Sara inhaled deeply. “Don’t worry about it. It’ll be fine. We just...I have to see Corey. That’s all.”

But Annie was worried. Sara’s nipples tented her shirt, advertising young, ready sex. Her thighs squirmed on top of one another as she drove, and Annie—try as she might—could not stop looking at her friend’s hot cheerleader body.

Sweat ran down her own forehead. It tasted sweet on her lips. 

* * * * *
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“THE MOST PROMINENT form of the virus now is what we’re calling the Reproductive,” said Wendy. “Carriers are Rebeccas and Randys.”

“Reproductive Randy? That’s a little crass.”

She shrugged. “Well, you won’t forget it. The virus centers on male-to-female relations. So, the reproductive organs of men became larger and more able for sustained periods of reproductive activity. Their emissions are more volatile and have a remarkable amount of volume. Auto-lubrication in women is increased by a factor of fifty.”

“So, men become studs with giant cocks and women become walking puddle machines.”

“Now who’s being crass?”

“The situation calls for it.” Martinez paced across the room. “What if there are no men around for women? Or vice versa?”

“ It works on homosexual encounters, but it’s much slower to act. Without actual sexual contact, it can lay dormant for hours. But...”

“But?”

“Well, it won’t stay dormant forever. It seems to...understand is the wrong word, but it’s the one I’ll use. It understands that women kissing bring men closer. That men banging away in public will draw interested women. Maybe because they want in on the action, or maybe to break it up. But the actions draw a crowd. Keep them isolated with the same sex long enough, and sex starts to happen.”

“What then?”

She ticked off fingers. “Airborne pheromones increase. Sex rate increases. Transformation heightens and regresses both parties to a more primal, lust-heavy mindset. And...”

“And?”

“And it’s stable.”

“Stable? You mean they’re not burning out? The early cases had everyone dying after a day or two. These new ones aren’t dying?”

“Right. They’re remembering to eat. They’re drinking water. They’ve retained some loose form of consciousness.

“And this is the most prominent form of the virus?”

“Yes.”

“This is bad.”

“Yes.”

* * * * *
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Hour 7
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Eventually, they had to stop for gas. 

Rose, giggling wildly as Josephine’s fingers slid up into her cunt through her spandex tights, insisted that she go into the convenience store selling the gas and pick up some liquor. 

“We won’t be—ha—able to get any—haha—from the island. They'll card us for sure. And—ohh, god—without liqour, that means no boys.”

Somewhere in Annie’s mind, there was the recollection that was not exactly a bad thing. And yet, the thought of not having men around felt irrevocably wrong.

Outside, Sara filled up the car—her fingers gently urging the nozzle into the gas hole again and again, cooing at the thickness of the metal rod. Her thighs were wet. Annie tried to pretend it was condensation from a bottle of water, even though there weren't any in the car. 

As Sara did that, the others went into the store. Josephine, after making out wildly with Rose for hours, eventually seemed to return to some semblance of conscious thought. Her lovely green eyes were wild, almost drugged, and she seemed to have a pleasant, aroused grin permanently affixed to her face—but she was coherent. 

Annie only came into the store because she was afraid that Rose and Josephine would run away or something if she wasn’t watching them. The constant mother hen—which was a bit ironic, she knew, as usually it was the plainest, least-sought-after girl in a group who mother-henned the rest. 

With this group of deliciously built college sophomores, it was difficult to tell who was the plainest, but Annie felt sure it definitely wasn't her. For some reason, it felt nice—good, even—to compliment herself like that. 

She was hot. She was a hot teen. She deserved to be admired for that. 

The store clerk’s name, judging from his large name tag, was Aaron. He wore a tall trucker cap and a thick flannel vest, a stained white a-frame shirt over his broad, barrel-thick chest. He had a heavy beer belly and large swaths of black hair up and down his torso and arms. 

From the second Annie saw him, she felt weak. There was something unmistakably masculine about him, something she couldn’t run away from or ignore. Her tight, teenage body exploded with eager emotions, aching somehow to please him. She didn’t understand any of this—and she didn’t want to. Her mind was torn between embracing the feelings and running from them. 

Aaron, to his credit, did his best not to openly ogle the sweaty trio. All their clothes stuck to their bodies. Annie didn't know it, but she had sweated off close to a pound in the past few hours. She had never felt better. She bought several bottles of water—enough for everyone—and carefully didn't say anything to Aaron. 

She did not trust herself in front of such a manly man. She might end up sucking his cock for hours, for some reason. 

From the fridge at the far end of the store, Josephine and Rose gathered up several baskets full of liquor, all of it hard and clear. They brought it up to the counter, hand in hand.

Aaron raised an eyebrow at their bundle.

“You girls are joking, right?”

“What do you mean?”

“Ain’t none of you are a day close to twenty-one. I’ll lose my liquor license if’n I sell this to you.”

“Come on, mister...” Rose tugged her shirt down, revealing those hot, thick sweaty breasts. Annie felt drool form in her mouth at the sight. “Please?”

“Yeah...” Josephine giggled, sliding up next to him. “Can’t we come to some sort of deal?"

Whatever the man had been expecting, this was not it. Two beautiful, willing co-eds offering themselves up for his enjoyment was simply not part of his repertoire of experiences.

Annie could hardly believe it herself. And what she found flat-out impossible to believe was how terribly turned on she was from witnessing it.

“Deal?” Aaron said, his voice weak. 

Josephine advanced first. Her hands swept down his body, like she was luxuriating in every hairy, thick part of his arms and torso. As she nibbled on his shoulder, Rose pulled his pants down and immediately wrapped her pert lips over the quickly-hardening shaft he possessed. 

In moments, the situation had regressed to some strange pornographic scene. 

The two of them went to town on his cock, sucking it in tandem like it was some kind of holy instrument and the only way they would be able to earn their salvation was by coaxing as much cum out of it as possible. They moaned with orgasmic delight as they pleased him. 

Pleasing a man. It seemed so right. Annie felt flickers of jealousy attack her.

“Fuck!” Aaron shouted. “Oh, jesus, fuck, you girls are...god, you girls!”

A hot, vibrantly red flush had lit up his entire torso, from his chest up to his neck and crawling in parts just past his cheeks. He was going to cum soon. 

Cum all over her friends. 

Some part of Annie was horribly excited at the thought. But another part—a superhumanly logical part—knew that all of this was wrong.

Terrified, Annie tugged at Josephine and Rose. Incurably drunk on Aaron’s gushing precum, they went with no fight. Rose’s arm looped around a bag of liquor bottles on the way.  Aaron stumbled after the three, his cock throbbing with orgasm and pulsing out wave after wave of thick, ropey cum. Annie had grabbed her friends just in time. 

In seconds, they were back at the car. 

“Get us out of here!” Annie yelled to Sara.

Sara, licking her lips at the scent of cum on her friends’ lips, complied readily.

* * * * * 
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MARTINEZ HUNG UP THE phone and sighed. “That was the General.”

“What did he say?”

“It was hard to tell. I think he was getting a blowjob.”

“Oh.”

“From three different women.”

“Oh, god.”

“He was in the most secure station in North America. If it's gotten to him...”

He sat down. He stood up, sat down, and stood up again. 

“I think we're done, Wendy. I think this is it.”

For a moment, she looked at the pile of research files gathered on her table. All the beakers and test tubes surrounding them in the lab. 

“So now what?”

“I don't know.” Martinez put his face in his hands. “I don't know. 

* * * * *
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Hour 9 
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After all the madness at the liquor store, Annie was rather terrified to go to the hotel at all.

She wasn’t stupid. She wasn’t completely without any sort of cultural or contextual awareness in her life. She was aware that some manner of event was happening. 

People didn’t just go magically sex crazy all of the sudden for no reason. And if they did, they didn’t make other people sex crazy just by kissing and touching them. That wasn’t how the world worked. 

It just...it just wasn’t.

By the time they rolled into the parking garage of Tropic Retreat Hotel, Sara had been touching herself as she drove for well over an hour.

“Just a little bit,” she explained. “It’s so hot in here, that’s all. I just really need to touch myself a little so that I can concentrate on the road.”

Her voice was soft and moany, full of lust and bad intentions. She sounded like she did on the phone with her boyfriend when she called him earlier in the day—weak, pliant, and submissive. That said, she did do an excellent job of letting them arrive safe, so Annie didn’t really know whether to complain.

In the back, Josephine and Rose continually traded their mouths between heavy gulps of liquor and long lick sessions on each other's cunts. They were orgasm factories. Annie had become somewhat inured to their sounds and smells. In a way, they were sort of nice. 

At the moment, her options felt limited. 

Clearly, she should go to a hospital. Let them know that there was an outbreak of some kind...some kind of sex virus happening. 

God, she felt silly even thinking it. But what then? Would they quarantine her? What if she was infected? 

She didn’t think she was yet, outside of being in the same car as the three clearly infected individuals, she hadn’t touched or kissed them or anything, even though she had wanted to really, really bad. She had been such a good girl. Such a good, good girl...

Such a good girl for a strong Man. 

As Sara brought the car through the hotel parking garage, Annie’s hands started wandering toward her crotch. With a huff, she pushed them away. She was not infected. 

She was just affected, that was all.

Though Sara clearly was infected. Annie didn’t know what to think about that. The gorgeous dark-haired cheerleader hadn’t touched or kissed Josephine or Rose either. So why was she acting so weird?

There must have been some...some spittle tossed through the air, or something. It landed on Sara’s skin. Annie had been very careful to keep her hoodie drawn up, face tucked inside of her hood and hands stuffed in her pockets for the entire ride. 

Yes. That was it. She was simply being more careful than Sara.

That’s why her nipples tented all the way through her brief jacket, and why she rubbed her warm, tanned thighs so hotly against one another. 

She had tried, during the trip, to press her face against the window and dream, but all her thoughts were sexy ones: 

Cops pulled them over and she was bent over the hood of the car, fucked furiously with her arms handcuffed. Or they picked up some big-dicked hitchhiker who sequestered them away to some mountain retreat where they all fucked and bred forever and ever. 

Right after parking the car, Sara leapt out and rushed into the hotel. 

“I’ve got to find him, Annie! Sorry! Check us in!”

That left Annie alone in the garage with the two cray-cray lovers. Great.

They were well aware of the situation. In the backseat their eyes glowed like those of a predator in the jungle.

“Join us, Annie,” Rose moaned. Her fingers were buried deep in her lover's cunt. 

“Yeah,” giggled Josephine. “If there’s three of us, we’ll land a guy in no time.”

The thought was sooo tempting. Annie gulped and did her best not to touch any part of her body. If she touched her tits or her pussy while the two spoke, she was certain she would fall into their arms and abandon herself completely to their wicked-hot lesbian love.

She left Rose and Josephine inside the car to lick one another’s pussies.

“Just...j-just lock the door when you’re done, okay?” 

They didn’t answer, giggling and licking with even more enthusiasm than before.

Annie rushed inside.

Once there, she found it relatively quiet. Shockingly so. Hallways were mostly empty. There was no thick smell of sex—except for the scent of her own heavy arousal, largely undetectable by her. 

The more she saw, the more was simply a plain—if full—hotel. Occasionally she heard riotous laughter or a television turned up too loud, or stereos blaring music. But no moans, no thumping furniture, no hot sweet sexy puddles of lust juice that she could fall into and lap up forever and fuck there was something happening to her thoughts, wasn't there?

Finally she made it to the entry, which was relatively unpopulated except for a clerk at the front.

“Hey,” she said to the front office clerk. He had curly brown hair, and clearly surfed on his off-time. He had that sort of tapered, hot build. Annie gulped. 

Oh, fine. If she was going to be infected by someone with a super sex virus, it might as well be him.

She shook her head. 

What was she thinking? No way!

“Can I help you?” he asked.

Annie had been staring off into space, imagining his cock as it fucked her against the wall. He could pin her easily, she thought.

“Oh, right.” She shook her head. “Sorry. I’d like to check in. It’s under Calhoun.”

After a few minutes, the clerk handed her keys to the room. She took special care only to grab the plastic card and not to touch his flesh—no matter how good she knew it would feel. 

“There’s nothing like, happening here, is there?”

“Happening?” asked the clerk. “How do you mean?”

“Just...the trip down, we had a lot of...nevermind.” Annie shook her head, smiling. “I’m just glad I’m back someplace normal.”

“There’s always a lot happening here,” said the clerk. “You know. It’s a party beach. So, there’s something happening, I’m sure. But I can’t tell you about anything unless you’re, you know, a little more specific.” He smiled. “Maybe I can show you myself? I get off before too long?”

Annie shook her head again. “No, I’m sorry. I’m just being weird. Blaaah.” She waved her fingers at her head. “I’d like to check in.”

Annie drifted happily upstairs, texting the room number to Sara, Rose, and Josephine. Maybe it was just a weird mood. Something to do with the air, or the end of finals, or something like that. Some way to relieve all the stress.

It was impossible to believe. She had seen too much that defied any sort of explanation except some kind of crazy sex-miasma filling the air. But it was what she wanted to believe. 

Once she entered her room, her fingers strolled down to her needy, moist cunt. She paid no mind, unable to process both what she desperately needed to think and what she desperately needed to do. Right away, her orgasm felt imminent. Her logical mind denied this inevitability firmly.

So she strolled over to the room air conditioner, turned it down to the lowest possible temperature setting and turned the air up to full blast, and made-believe that the heat in her body was just how she was getting rid of the stress for the day. 

She continued to believe this even as she daydreamed about the clerk skullfucking her into brainless oblivion. She kept right on believing as she fingered her hot, young teenage pussy with abandon, her fingers somehow knowing exactly what to do even though she hardly ever masturbated. 

Annie believed it would all be all right, this would all be some dream, as she screamed with agonizing pleasure with the cum of a lifetime—images of her own body pregnant and helpless, kneeling before the mammoth cum-leaking cock of some hunk who owned her cunt—before passing out with a contented smile on her face. 

* * * * * 
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“EVERY FEW HUNDRED THOUSAND or so will be anomalies,” said Wendy. “It’s only natural.”
“What do you mean?”
“Oh, someone who doesn’t get turned on. Or who gets turned on but doesn’t lose their minds. Or, who is turned on, but able to turn down sexual advances. That sort of thing.”

“One in every few hundred thousand.” Martinez shook his head. “Does that mean there still might be a chance at civilization?”

“If we’re very, very lucky.” 

He walked over to a small cabinet in the corner and pulled out a bottle of scotch. 

“What are you doing?”

Martinez shrugged. “Well. The military is mostly infected now. That means the government isn’t far behind. Maybe some towns will shut themselves off in a quarantine. But I imagine it won’t work too well. It’s just sex, Wendy. How many lonely folks out there wouldn’t love a virus that guarantees them to get laid? What guy—seeing the effects—would resist for long? Bigger cock and plenty of women to hump it. You wouldn’t be able to pay your mortgage anymore, but...”

“Why would you care? Society’s gone.”

She grabbed a glass and had him pour. They both blanched at the taste.

“This is stiff,” he said. 

“Yes.” She nodded, urging him on. “Pour me another.”

* * * * *
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Hour 15
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Around ten at night, Josephine and Rose made it into the room. Annie fell over her bed as they arrived, hiding between the bed and the wall. 

She didn’t know what was wrong with them, but she knew she wanted none for herself. Her dreams had brought no relief—just more thoughts of furious, terribly hot breeding.

Not just fucking—breeding. Getting fucked so hard and so furiously that she wouldn't have any choice but to be a hot preggo mom for the rest of her life. Becoming her Man's personal baby factory, his babybump sporting fuckslut made to suck him off whenever he breathed. 

Barely awake and definitely not conscious enough to resist, Annie had been fingering herself nonstop since she first came after entering the room. Every fantasy grew on the last. Her lips felt thick with saliva and want as she imagined, again and again, a hot white load shooting up inside her virgin cunt. 

She could not see Josephine and Rose clearly, though she did catch a few reflections on the window. The sounds she heard filled in the sights. The two giggled madly, putting on new clothes, making out while they made one another as hot as possible. 

“I'm going to get fucking preggo,” Rose bragged. “God, look at me.”

Rose, in her tight, hard bodybuilding body, looked fabulous in a hot pink minidress. It clung to her ass like a second skin. Her tits were far too heavy and big to be safely worn in the dress. Her cleavage was a valley between two soft mountains. There were wet stains in front of her nipples, like she was milking. She probably was.

“Yeah.” Josephine nodded. “Both of us, probably. Maybe by the same fucking stud.”

“Mmph.” Rose grabbed her lover. “That would be sooo hot.”

Josephine, such an innocent looking beauty, wore hot cut-off denims and a loose, sweat-sticky tanktop. 

Neither of them wore bras or panties. 

Within a few minutes, they left, leaving Annie alone once again. 

But, there was one big difference now.

Somewhere in all the madness, Josephine had tossed her pair of panties—the ones she wore on the roadtrip, the ones now thoroughly soaked with her juices and probably Rose’s saliva—across the room. They landed right on Annie. The smell was intoxicating. Her body felt like it was on fire, imagining where those panties had been. 

On Josephine’s pussy. So very close to that sweet, hot, young innocent cunt, so juicy and ripe and ready to be broken in by a real Man. 

Annie gulped. She wasn’t going to touch herself. 

She wasn't going to attach those panties to her mouth like a gas mask and finger her thoughts away until the only thing she knew anymore was that she was a hot fucking bitch and she was ready to get pregnant yesterday. 

No. 

Annie was going to stay in. She was going to look forward to hanging out at the beach tomorrow. She was going to have a great time there in her modest, sensible swimsuit. And she was not, not tonight or the next night or any night after that, going to touch herself. It simply wasn’t going to happen.

That’s why she wasn’t holding Josephine’s pussy-juice soaked panties. She wasn’t. They were just...underneath her bed, on the side, between her and the wall. So that she could touch them every so often. 

Her door came open suddenly. A huge shape filled it. Annie, half way on top of her bed again, screamed.

“Hey, calm down. Calm down, it’s all right.”

It was a man's voice. A Man's voice. He flipped on the light. 

“Listen, it’s cool. You don’t have anything to worry about.”

He had thick blond hair and a hot beard. His body was naked—totally naked—and his cock leaked out heavy precum down to the floor. Everything he said, everything he was, announced his pure authority in every single matter in the world. He was a Man, and Men were in charge of everything that women did or felt. 

That's just how the world was.

“Oh.” Annie nodded. “Okay.”

“I just really want to fuck you, that’s all. I could smell you. Smell how you needed a good fuck. And the door was open. So...”

Somehow, Annie had enough rational thought to be enraged at this over-simplified explanation of the invasion of her privacy. 

“So what? Get out of here!”

“You really don’t want to fuck this?”

He started stroking his cock. Thick pre-cum poured out from its immense length even faster and with more thickness than before.

Oh god, thought Annie. Oh fuck, that's so...that's so fucking sexy.

She could do it, she knew. 

Fuck that cock. Get herself pregnant. Nice and big and preggo. God, huge, too, not just a little bit but enormous. 

“I....I...yes.” She nodded finally. “I’m sure. I don’t want to...want to fuck it.”

He shook his head. “That’s too bad. You could go to town on my cock. All night, if you wanted. You could fuck me until you weren’t thinking about anything at all. You could fuck my cock...and I could fuck that pussy.”

It was such a shamelessly straightforward request. Annie’s heart pumped as she saw the cock, licking her lips. Her hand sank down to her cunt. Slowly, searching blind, she found the hot little nub of her clit. 

Right away she felt a response. Pleasure attacked her brain.

“Fuck, I can smell you.”

His cock was streaming hard now, raging upward. It would break her in half. She wasn’t sure why that was bad.

Gobs of drool slid over her lips, making talking hard. The purpose of the drool was hard to ignore, so thick and slippery as it ran down her chin and into her tits. She would use it to lubricate his cock even more than it already was. She hoped she started milking soon, like she had thought the others girl were. Then she'd have even more lubrication...

“I’d get you pregnant for sure,” said the hunk, stepping closer. “This other girl I fucked, I forget her name, but she was pregnant right away. I think she’ll deliver in about a month. I don’t...” he stroked his cock. Thick spurts covered the cheap carpeting. “I don’t know how I know that. But I do. She’ll have triplets.”

Triplets. Even that little word, all that promise, was enough to make Annie moan. 

“Please...” she said, backing up against the bed, “Please. Go away. I don’t want it.”

The man shrugged. “Your loss, babe.”

A few minutes later, Annie heard some startled voices next door as the door banged open—and then, after a few cries of protest, some resoundingly pleasured screams for more.

* * * * *
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“SO THEY’RE REPRODUCING, right?”

Wendy nodded. “Yup.”

“So...”

“So what?”

“Well, what happens?” Martinez waved his glass around. “I mean, they’re creating infected children, right? What will they be like?”

“I don’t know. Something...something irresistible, I expect.”

“How do you mean?”

“The entire point of this virus is to reproduce itself. So, we can imagine it will learn, as it progresses, what features best suit it to advertise sexuality. Thick muscles. Bigger dicks. Bigger breasts. Wider hips. Enhanced fat-burning capabilities. Endless sexual juices. We’ll be living in a very strange, very different world. Probably ten women to every man.”

“Because that one man can get them all pregnant, right?”

“Y-yes.”

“Are you all right?”

She shifted. “Of course.”

“You look flushed.”

“It’s nothing. I just...it’s a startling thought. A very alluring thought, given the right mindset.”

“Maybe so.”

* * * * *
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Annie had to leave this place. Her plan was to find Corey’s room and steal Sara’s keys. She would apologize later, maybe. But something told her that she wouldn't see anyone here ever again. They were all going to fuck on this island for the rest of their lives. 

She walked down the hall, her clothes absolutely soaked in sweat. Her skin had taken a warm, healthy sheen. Her white shirt was plastered to her tits, and she had to keep tugging her skirt up so it didn't reveal the hot wet globes of her ass. 

Outside, everyone was having sex. Thousands of young, hot teenagers had swarmed upon the island in recent hours, caught by the same Spring Break fever as the four friends in the Range Rover. 

Now, it had turned into what might have been the largest orgy in the history of the world. Women were on all fours, begging to be bred by any passing stud. Men with cocks as long and thick as beer bottles strutted around, slapping the asses of the women they wanted.

From a window, she could see the beach. It was like a throb of humanity, all of them on their backs and bellies. Cum covered the sand with such thickness that it glinted in the spotlights. In the distance, a helicopter wavered drunkenly, flying entirely too low next to the powerlines. No doubt the pilot was getting sky-head from some lucky tart. 

In front of the hotel, women were bent over the low-rising walls in a row, asses naked to the air. There were at least fifteen of them. Three men had claimed all fifteen. Bruises covered the men’s faces and bodies where they fought off intruders—claimants to their throne. The twitching bodies of the fallen tried to crawl away to safety. 

Soon, Annie realized, those three would turn on each other, and then one supreme stud would have all fifteen hyper-fertile beauties to himself. 

Her throat gurgled as she tried to keep herself from moaning the idea in the stud she found the hottest. He'd no doubt be grateful. 

In the lobby, now populated by three rutting couples, she approached the hotel clerk. Something about him was off.

“I need to know where someone is staying.”

He nodded dimly, not seeming to pay attention. 

“His name is Corey Perkins. Can you look him up, please?”

The clerk, instead, twisted the computer around and gave Annie full usage of the monitor and keyboard. Now that it was shifted, she could see what was distracting him. He was driving his cock hard into the mouth of an eager young woman in a bright orange swimsuit. Next to her, another beautifully tanned blonde sucked his balls, hoping to earn his load either down or in her belly. 

“They can make room,” said the clerk. “They do whatever I tell them.”

The girls underneath him moaned their assent. 

“N-no, thank you.”

Quickly, she looked through the computer, trying to make sense of the registry. Words and numbers were so hard. She was just a fuckpuppet babe who needed a hard cock inside her. Why was she reading?

But she fought through these sensations, and soon found her target—Corey Perkins, Room 415. 

The clerk, clearly turned on by Annie's presence, tried to grab her—and she just barely slipped away in time. 

Inside the elevator, she tried to breath. 

It helped if she slid her fingers across her clit and thought about big, healthy cocks filling her full of more babies than she could even imagine. That made everything better. 

* * * * *
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WENDY SHOOK HER HEAD. “There’s no hope of stopping it anymore, is there?”

“I don’t think so. I think whatever’s going to happen now is going to happen everywhere. It’s simply evolving too fast. We can’t keep up. By the time we have a vaccine for one strain, it will have developed fourteen more.”

“Are we the only ones left here? In this place?”

“I think so. Most people left to go keep their families safe. Some wanted to...well, you know.”

“See if their families were infected?”

Martinez smiled grimly. “Or if their crushes were. Or local celebrities. Or sororities.”

“God. We’re all just animals, aren’t we?”

“Yep.”

She stood up, wavering drunkenly. “I’m going to have a walk around.”

“Want a refill before you go?” He shook the bottle, nearly empty. 

Under the cabinet was another bottle. She poured him a glass and took the bottle for herself. 

* * * * *
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Hour 19



[image: image]


It took her an hour of careful walking and sneaking to get to room 415. The elevator powered down when she was on the third floor. There had been an explosion outside—perhaps that helicopter pilot hit something essential on his way down.

Luckily, the door was jammed open from a puddle of furiously sticky cum. In a pile right next to the elevator lobby were three women and an enormous man, his unconscious body still boasting a precum-spurting, totally hard cock. One of the woman, clearly asleep, suckled on the side like it was a pacifier. 

Light fixtures were broken everywhere. There had been a lot of wall-fucking. She snuck from one part of the hall to another, trying desperately not to get caught in line of sight from any of the many open doors. 

The infected had figured out, apparently, that if a door was kept open, it increased the chances of random sex beginning. And that was clearly all that mattered now. 

She knocked on 415, hoping desperately that she could overpower Sara and steal her keys before much thinking happened. 

Annie heard a soft, throaty voice from inside cry out, “I’ve got it, darling!”

It was Sara who opened the door...except it wasn't.

Her hair had somehow grown. It draped down her back like a rich, gorgeous blanket. Her body was covered in cum-plastered lingerie. A smile, permanent and empty, was affixed to her face. 

“Annie!”

Sara reached in for a hug, and Annie deftly moved aside. 

“I just want the keys to the car, Sara.”

“Keys?” Sara shook her head. “I hardly know how to drive. That's man stuff. I just want to snuggle up and suck his cock while Corey drives.”

“But you had the keys. Please, give them to me.”

Sara smiled wildly. She didn't seem to be listening. From deep inside the room, Annie heard cries of orgasmic pleasure.  

“I figured how to make sure he doesn’t leave me for another woman, Annie.”

Sara's body was so devastatingly beautiful and distracting. Annie wasn’t sure how she could deal with it. Every last inch of her beautiful, olive skin was shining and gorgeous. She had on tall heels for some impossible reason. They looked like they belonged to a stripper. 

“I-I’m so happy for you, Sara. But could you put...p-put some clothes...”

Beyond Sara's glimmering, wet, luscious form, Annie saw the unmistakable glint of keys in a pile of clothes on the floor. Miraculously, seemingly unlike most of the room (and probably the hotel at this point), they were not covered in piles of cum.

But as she leaned forward to look, Sara slipped her lips over Annie’s, lustful and needy. A hot, desperate moan escape Annie's mouth.

Sara.

Tasted.

So.

Good.

After what seemed like an eternity, the hot tongue-locking ended. Sara stroked Annie's hair, staring at her with an open plea.

“I just have to give Corey as many hot women as he wants. Josephine and Rose were so happy to comply. Won’t you help too?”

That was why the voices inside seemed familiar. The words were incoherent—barely understandable babbling about being more pregnant than an angel—but now Annie could hear who they belonged to easily. 

She couldn't end up like that. There was no way she could end up pregnant, even if she would be perfect with a big fucking hot babybump on her front. 

With a scared series of yells, Annie pushed Sara back into the room. She fell with a giggle. Annie grabbed the keys from the pile of clothes and scurried down the hallway, struggling with every step not to run back.

Her cunt was so hot. How was her cunt so hot? She had never even been aroused before yesterday morning! Why was it that all of a sudden all she could think to do was sucking and slurping on big, long, furiously hard cocks—to ride huge dicks until her orgasms melted her brain into butter? 

At the elevator, she saw the man who had been unconscious was awake again—and covering yet another woman in his cum. She bathed in it like it came from a fountain. 

Squeaking in fear, Annie rushed onward to the stairs. She could get out there. 

Not looking where she was going, she ran hard into someone in the stairwell. They both tumbled for a few steps—but the other person caught Annie and pulled her close.

It was a man. Annie gulped.

It was a man with a devastatingly perfect body.

“H-hi...” Annie managed.

“Hey.”

He let her go, suddenly aware of his hands.

“You're not...you don't want to fuck me?” he asked.

God, she really did. He was fucking hot. His hair was curly and brown, and his eyes a deep, somber blue. There was a clear, unmistakably huge bulge in his jeans. 

The fight left her like air from a balloon. She was so tired of running. There was a sort of biological chunking sound, somewhere in her body, as she submitted in totality. 

“No,” Annie lied quietly. Drool splattered to the ground from her lips. 

“It's been weird. I don't know if you've noticed.”

She gulped, trying to clear her mouth. “I have.”

“Yeah...this lady, she just...she tried to blow me. I couldn’t stop her. I came right down her throat. She called me Daddy. She wanted me to get her pregnant.” 

“Pregnant,” Annie said, her voice distant. “Blow you.”

Somehow, she was on her knees. He was such a fucking man. How was she supposed to stand when there was this Man right in front of her?

“Oh god,” he shook his head. “You've got it too.”

“Got it...”

Her hands drifted weakly up to his zipper. Pants were so difficult. She wished he was naked.

“You're way cuter than her.” He stroked her hair. She felt an orgasm incumbent just from that gentle touch. “Maybe if...maybe just for a bit...to calm down.”

Sensing her trouble, he undid his pants and brought out his cock.

It was twice as big as Annie had thought. Thick. Slippery. Pre-cum oozed down.

Her mouth was on it in an instant. She wrapped her lips all the way up to his crotch, like a sheath to a sword. Another instant, and he was shooting his load directly down her belly. The force of it was monumental. It pushed her off of him for an instant and then covered her face and chest in deep, thick layers of the perfect goo. 

“F-fuck,” he moaned. “That was fast. Fuck. Fuck...your legs. Why are you spreading...oh.”

She reached up and guided him down inside of her. 

“Need cock,” she said quietly. “Gotta get preggo. Gotta do it.”

The fact that she was a virgin was totally forgotten. Her body seemed to know exactly what to do. Her legs pushed him inside of her slippery wet entrance with ease. His cock was enormous, and yet even so, she felt very well-equipped to take him inside. 

The cock was hard already. It shoved up into her with ease. She was made for this. That's what she thought, again and again, as he powered into her body. 

Made for this. MADE for this. Made for this.

“Y-yes!” she moaned, cumming right away. “Yes, baby! Yes, Sir! Get me fucking pregnant!”

“Y-yeah,” he said, voice slowly becoming more sure. “Yeah. You slut. You hot fucking bitch. I'm gonna make you pregnant forever.”

His body was like one throbbing slab of muscle. Every part of him was ripped and delicious. She needed so badly to belong to him. It was all she had ever wanted, she realized. This is what God wanted for her. 

At his words, she came. And at the next thrust of his cock, she came. And as he shot his incredible load inside of her cunt, she came. 

It was going to be hard indeed to imagine a time when she did not cum. 

He did not take long to empty himself, but she did not care. Something told her he had reserves and reserves of cum waiting for her.

First, he had to get her pregnant. Then they could have the hours-long fuck session they needed. And he had gotten her preggo. So much cum, so warm inside her belly. She was sure that she belonged to him totally now. 

For some moments afterward, he paused, breathing hard on top of her. His thick, perfect load had filled her completely. A great mess of cum splattered down to the floor beneath them, exiting from her pussy.

“Why'd you stop?” she asked, eyes completely innocent. “Want more.”

She urged him forward with her legs, pulling at his buttocks.

He smiled, taking a hand to her throat and guiding her up even further down his cock than before. Her orgasm blinked away words she wouldn't have to use anymore, like “No” and “stop” and “don't.” Other, more important words were reinforced; words like “please” and “yes” and “sir” and “always.”

Now, they would take their time. 

* * * * * 
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AFTER A LONG ABSENCE, so long that he began to think she had left, she re-entered. A vial was in her hand.

“What’s that?”

“You know what it is.”

He gulped.

“You can’t be serious.”

“I am. I found the one I liked the most.”

“That you liked the most? This isn’t shopping, Lieutenant!”

“Wendy. My name is Wendy. Say it. Your name is Antonio.”

“Yes.” He sighed. “Goddammit. We can’t just give up.”

“Sure we can. I’ll take some of this,” she shook the vial, “enough of it so that I’ll forget all about wanting other things in about thirty seconds. I’ll be cockhungry and obedient. My hair will get longer. My skin shinier. I’ll be a sexy little fuckpet for you to play with.”

“You’re already lovely, Wendy.”

“Thank you. Now I’ll be lovelier. I’ll be a Reproductive Rebecca”

“Should I take some too?”

“You know it doesn’t matter.”

There was a gentle scuffling sound as she opened the vial. 

“Mmm. It smells like raspberries.”

“Are you just going to—fuck. You just drank it. All of it.”

A soft tinkling as the glass shattered on the floor.

“God,” she said. Her voice immediately breathy. “I think...I wonder if...I...” she giggled after a moment. “You have a cock.”

“Fuck. That worked fast.”

“Gimme cock. Want it.”

“Let’s just slow down a second. Fuck, you smell good. I just have to—”

Her body fell on his. He did not resist. 

“W-wann it, though.”

“Oh fuck. Oh goddamn, I’m hard as a rock down there. Christ, this works fast. Christ. Christ...you feel so good.”

* * * * *
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They were in the stairwell, using their discarded clothes for padding on the platform between sets of stairs. His cock was inside her still. Annie didn’t remember when he had started.

In fact, she couldn’t remember anymore when he had not been inside of her. Her whole life, it felt like, her whole existence revolved around having this amazing cock inside of her young, fertile body. It was so big, so strong. It had held up her entire weight as he pinned her against the wall. He fucked her just by moving his hands back and forth on her body. He fucked her by choking her and bouncing her up and down on his steel rod. Never before had she felt like such a woman. 

Used. Abused. Taken. And fertile.

Oh, fertile, yes. The thought made her tighten her already tight grip on his massive cock as it pushed deeper into her folds. She was so fertile for this wonderful man. She would be as fertile as he needed. Annie loved the thought of her belly swelling up for him. His cock’s incredible product emptying itself into her body, again and again, so much so that she wouldn’t have any choice but to be the most pregnant woman alive. God, maybe she’d have triplets. Quintuplets. Octoplets. More. So many more—she wanted them. She wanted to spread this amazing sensation of love and lust everywhere in the world. 

She wanted him to fuck as many women as he wanted. She’d trap them for him. She would do anything so long as she got to keep feeling this cock—so long as others got to feel what she felt.

His cock throbbed inside her now. Her consciousness floated on top of a tidal wave of constant bliss.

“Hey,” said her love. “I wanna know something.”

They both huffed slightly. Annie was between mind-melting orgasms. He wasn’t cumming and thrusting furiously into her cunt. There was a slight pause in the action, the first since they had begun their insane ritual rutting.

“Yes Sir,” she said. “Anything.”

She loved him. She loved him so much. It was God’s will that they were together. It was so perfect. There had never been a match more completely made in all of heaven, she knew. There was not a doubt in her mind. There was so little doubt in her mind that she could barely articulate that there wasn’t doubt; even the knowledge of the lack of it would have been too much. 

“What’s your name?”

She giggled and stroked his chest. “I’ll tell you as soon as you tell me yours.”

He laughed then, and as he did, his body shifted. The shifting of his body encouraged his cock inside of her to move, and any words that he said were drowned out suddenly in new waves of blissful ecstasy. 

The Man on top of her let the question slide away under this new torrent of lust. 

Ah, well. They had more important things to do than know one another’s names. 

# # #
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David stepped into the antique shop, a little on edge. Even with the friendly little door bell ringing away; the interior was poorly lit and full of unsorted items. He wasn’t sure what to get, and had never really shopped for antiques before in the first place. But regardless, he was going to find the perfect gift for the girl of his dreams, and she was going to love him for it.

Never having shopped for antiques before was most of the reason why he was going to this store in the first place, this “Possessions.” It was brand new in town, having opened just the previous weekend, and if he didn’t know what they offered or what could be found there, he was certain that there were a great many others who had come in as of late who were in the same boat as him.

Somehow, going to some established antique shop run by lifelong antiquers who knew everything there was to know about the carving methods for seventeen different styles of cuckoo clocks just filled him with dread.

So, he was going to some place new, to help him with what would be hopefully a new chapter in his life. Whatever he got for slim, blond, beautifully busty nineteen year-old Amy, it had to be incredible. Jawdropping. Pussy-wettening. All of those things at once. 

In his head, the ideal scenario was him sitting down with Amy and sliding the present across the table. They would have an isolate little spot in the coffee shop where no one could see. She would open it, tears of happiness brimming in her eyes, completely unable to form words before dropping underneath the table to suck him off.

Obviously, that wasn’t going to happen. But it was good to aim high, he always thought. That way when he fell short, he was still doing pretty well. A kiss, maybe. Or a blowjob after she sequestered him back to his apartment. 

Or her apartment, he wasn’t picky.

At times, David didn’t feel as if he was in Amy’s league. Even at twenty years-old, he had no idea of his own attractiveness—whether any woman would ever want to sleep with him or not. He was awfully skinny, and didn’t know what to do with the dark mash of his hair, but he was clueless as to whether that was something women enjoyed or not. He just hoped beyond hope that Amy—beautiful Amy, with her killer smile and deadly-gorgeous body—would love him for his heart, the way he loved her.

He scanned the store, looking for an attendant or clerk or something. He had left his wallet in his car, an old tactic to prevent himself from buying too much. Once he decided what to get, he would get a guaranteed time-out to go walk to the car and think about his decision. Lining the shelves, there were all sorts of items he basically expected—odd-shaped lamps, thick rugs, tall stacks of books with no names, chairs that didn’t look made for sitting, trays full of candelabras, tea-organizers made from old picnic tables. 

But then there was weird stuff too—used notebook full of scrawly handwriting, packets of balls, long ornate handkerchiefs that could double as blindfolds, tiny ornate statues of women in high heels and tiny skirts who were vacuuming or doing the dishes. And...was that a dildo, on that back shelf?

“Can I help you?” came a lovely, exotic voice from the other end of the store.

He turned to see a shape of a woman behind a curtain; she was putting something up on a shelf.

“Oh, hi,” he said, clearing his throat. “Hi. Yes, I’d love your help. Yes, please.”

Objects shuffled around as she continued to stack behind the curtain.

“Just a moment,” she said. “Anything in particular you are looking for?”

“I don’t know. It’s a gift for a girl.” He struggled with the wording. “It’s a thing for her and me. An anniversary, I mean. The gift, what I’m getting, what it’s for. I’m not sure what to get, though.”

He didn’t know why he was having so much trouble putting words together. There was something about the woman that put him off.

“This girl, she is your girlfriend?”

David shrugged, embarrassed now. “Sort of.”

The woman stepped out from behind the curtain. She was mesmerizingly gorgeous. David couldn’t tear his eyes away.

She wore a tight green gown that left her shoulders bare, a wide v-shape of perfect porcelain skin on open display for him to admire. And she clearly, obviously, wanted him to admire her. There was no doubt in his mind. Her hair was thick, long, and dark, floating down her body like some blanket woven from shiny black diamonds, somehow sparkling in the dim light of the store. Her face was elegant—regal, almost, as if she was some empress in hiding, her eyes enormous and green, her lips thick and incredibly kissable. She was like the premiere example of femininity. Everything about her seemed so lusciously...fertile.

Insanely, he wanted to grab her. He wanted to press her against the wall and have his way with her, right then and there. It was a thought that previously only Amy had inspired. Of course, he would never give in to such thoughts—he was a gentleman, after all.

The only woman he had ever seen nearly as gorgeous as this woman was Catalina Rubia, former cheerleading captain at his old high school and the bane of his entire existence. Catalina and Amy traded off places in his jack-off fantasies—Amy when he wanted someone to adore and hold, but Catalina when he wanted someone to fuck and dominate. 

Sometimes, he thought about them teaming up to seduce him. Apologizing for all the wrongs they had done them—and there were plenty—and sometimes he thought about Amy bringing Catalina over, putting her down on her knees in front of David, and then commanding her to worship...

The gorgeous woman’s gaze, eating him up, seemed only to encourage that kind of thinking. Like she thrived off of it, somehow. Her green eyes were brimming with understanding, as if she knew exactly the sort of thinking she encouraged, and about whom. 

She tsked softly, seeming to float toward him, her walk was so graceful. 

“Sort of girlfriend? What is this ‘sort of?’ A handsome boy like you, I think to myself, ‘Yasmin, he must have so many girlfriends. It is no use trying to be flirty with him. He has so many, he is fighting girls off with sticks.’ Myself, I do not like being hit with sticks. So don’t worry about me.” She placed a dainty finger inside of the deep, luscious line of her cleavage. “Now, who is this insane woman who is not sure if she is yours or not?”

Every word from this beautiful woman’s mouth—this Yasmin—swelled David’s pride more and more. She was talking about...about not just one girl, but lots of girls vying for him. That he would have to be in a position where women would come to him. If only! 

He was sure it was a sales tactic, but still, even that effort made him feel more appreciated than he thought he ever had from regular interaction with other women. With most women, especially beautiful women, he was awkward. It was hard to form words when women were always these lovely collections of everything that was hot and sexy and right in the world. 

But with this beauty, this Yasmin...it was easy to relax. Her smile so warm and inviting. He stared openly at her cleavage, and she repositioned her chest, making it even easier for him to look. 

Go ahead, she seemed to say. They’re decorated up just for you.

“Her name is Amy. She’s...we worked together. And went to school together, a while back.”

She only noticed him when they started working together and she needed a ride, of course. Six months ago, she had kissed him on the lips when he dropped her off. Since then, he had been in love—and nothing had been able to dissuade him from pursuing her.

“Ah. And she had some enormous crush on you that you are only just now noticing, so she is shy?”

He shook his head. “It’s more the other way around, actually.”

Yasmin’s eyebrows raised up. “Impossible! I cannot believe it! You are handsome! Young! What is the word...a stud! That is what you are!”

She slid on arm on his back, maneuvering him through the store. One big, delectable tit landed on his arm. He could feel the pressure in his pants starting to build. Soon, he’d have a hard-on. But somehow, with Yasmin so near, that did not seem like such an issue. Previously, it would have made him die with embarrassment. 

But again, with her, this feeling of wrongness that he had trained himself with was somehow morphing to rightness. She was a beautiful woman. Of course he should have a hard-on. He was a man, after all, and fucking gorgeous women was what men did.

Wow, what a feeling.

She took him to a shelf arranged with many closed boxes. 

“This is my exclusive shelf,” she said softly. Each breath coated in her exotic foreign accent. “I promise myself when I open this store, I say, ‘Yasmin, do not let anyone buy anything from this shelf. It is all too precious. Save it only for those customers who come back again and again.’ But then, this handsome man, this stud, he comes inside my shop, and my will disappears.”

She opened a box. Inside were a collection of ornate, violet ropes, coiled up playfully.

“Will is such a troublesome thing. I am so happy for it to be gone in front of you. Your girl, this girl you love, she will be happy it is gone as well.”

David shook his head. The thick fog of arousal this Yasmin produced was making it very hard to think. She was pushing so many buttons, all at once. Talking about her will being gone in front of him. Talking about Amy’s will being gone. But this gift, these...

“Ropes?”

“Of course. Feel them.” She guided his hand down to their soft surface. “So lovely, so right they feel. She will not be able to do anything but what you say when she is wrapped in them. She will love you, then, exactly how you deserve for being such a beautiful stud. Is that not what you would like?”

She pressed hard into his arm, enveloping his bicep with her large titflesh. She stared into his eyes, her own deep green irises seeming to absorb everything he was.

“Oh god,” he breathed. “Yeah...yeahhhh...”

That would be incredibly hot. Slim, busty Amy just doing only what he said. Amy wrapped completely in ropes, her big eyes looking up at him, expectant. Needing him to tell her to exist. Begging for him to own her more and more. Needing him to fill her until she was absolutely full of his seed. His cum. His babybatter. In his darkest dreams, his most emphatic fantasies, that was the image most prominent in his mind. Gorgeous blond Amy, so tiny and supplicating, her big tits wrapped down with constraints of his choosing. 

Fuck.

“You deserve to have your girlfriend do what you say, don’t you? That is what these ropes will do. They have power, David, just as you have power.”

Had he told her his name? She was so close, so soft...he didn’t care. 

Power, she was promising him. Power over Amy. Her hand slid along his bulge. His mind barely noticed it, though of course his body did. He was just staring at those ropes, imagining Amy in them. Helpless to do anything except obey his will. Needing his say-so to be let out, to be free. 

Constraining Amy. Containing her. Making her his and his alone. She would never be able to say no to him again. She would never say anything to him except “Please” and “Thank you” and an endless string of happy, angelically-crafted compliments. The thoughts ran over his mind without even beckoning them—it was like they belonged on his mind, like he deserved that kind of thinking.

Fuck fuck oh fuck.

“You deserve whatever you want for working so very hard,” Yasmin purred. “Won’t you take them? Take the ropes? Please?”

Her tits were so heavy and full against his chest. Her hands nimbly unzipped his pants, freeing his cock from the futile restraints they posed. There was nothing that could get in the way of this woman’s desires, he knew suddenly. She would have her way. And she would give him incredible pleasure as she did so. Darkness gathered up around the two of them. It was impossible to see anything except for the shelf and her.

Her lips brushed against his ear, breathing warmly. Everything about her was so warm—almost otherworldly so, as if she was from a completely different dimension. A dimension, perhaps, based entirely on sex, loving, fucking, and hot bondage games where everyone belonged to someone else.

Sprouting forward, his cock slipped inside her open hand.

“Oh yes,” her voice so soft and breathy. “Yes, that’s right. Pay me for my goods.”

“P-pay?” he asked softly, her hand so incredibly smooth.

Struggling to mend his reality with his completely shattered expectations, he remembered suddenly how his wallet was in his car.

“I...my money. Outside.”

“Don’t be silly. Money from a stud like you? No. I need only one payment.” She pressed her lips to his ear. “Give it to me, stud. Give me your gift. Pay me. Please?”

Her other hand waved through the air. Little blue light trails followed her fingers. Suddenly, on the top of the shelf with all the boxes was a tall mirror. He could watch her as much as he wanted—see how completely hot she was. 

“Look into the mirror. Watch my face, my breasts. Watch my excitement. This is what a woman should be for you.”

Shadows began to merge and meld in the darkness of the mirror. Behind Yasmin’s gorgeous reflection, the shelves of the store distended and morphed into a picture of Amy. The ropes from the box wrapped around her hands, and then framed around her tits. 

He could see her clearly, her styled blond hair looking deliciously sexy around her young, happy face. She was mouthing his name, moaning it, needing him. He could very nearly make out her voice.

Yasmin’s voice was soft and pressing as she stroked his hot, hard cock. Her tits bouncing against his arm. Everything about her was so warm and good.

“This is what you deserve, for being what you so clearly are. For being a hunk, a stud, an ace. You need women like this, serving you like this, at all times. This is your reward for gifting us with your existence. Cum, my sweet stud. Cum for me and let me give you my perfect ropes!”

Staring at Yasmin’s bouncing tits in the mirror, at Amy silently calling out for him, David could not help but cum. He sprayed some directly into her hand, all the cum somehow landing there. She licked it all up right as he watched, treating it like it was holy ambrosia. Her eyes—beautiful emerald eyes—seemed to get only greener as he watched her.

He closed his eyes. 

When he opened them, the lights of the store were no longer quite as dimmed, and the mirror on the shelf was gone. He could not even say for certain that it had ever really been there.

“Thank you, Sir,” she purred, closing the box and sliding it in his hands. “Get used to hearing that, holding those ropes. ‘Thank you, Sir.’ She will not be able to stop herself from saying it. She should say it. You deserve to hear it”

Still speechless, David stumbled out of the store, nodding and waving at the gorgeous store owner, not even remembering to zip his pants back up until he was outside.

* * * * *
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SITTING ALONE IN THE coffee shop, Amy sighed, getting off the phone with Hank, the boy she was seeing later that night for a free dinner and hopefully some good old fashioned making out. 

She didn’t like Hank that much, but he was super cute and a jock at the local university and it was a lot of fun to rope guys into giving her whatever she wanted when she needed it. 

She was an incredibly cute babe, and she knew it. It was okay that she was a little shorter than most other girls—she made up for it with a startlingly pretty face with big blue eyes and soft, precious lips and a dynamite body carved from years of working on cardio machines. Her tits were her pride and joy—they had netted her more jobs, more free clothes, and more admirers than she could even really handle.

She tried to get more and more anyway, of course. Where was the fun in being a pretty girl if you weren’t going to milk every idiot you came across for all he was worth? If they wanted to give her things for something she was born with, she was more than fine with it.

A barista came by, asking her if she needed anything, practically panting on her. For the third time, she said no.

Amy had tried to dress a little conservatively for the meeting. She had on a denim miniskirt and fun pink platform sandals, a plain white short-sleeved sweater doing little to hide the substantial curve of her cloth-stretching cleavage. Fun hoop earrings dangled from her ears. With her body, there wasn’t a whole lot she could do to dress stylish and conservatively at the same time.

Where was David? Already, he was five minutes late. She was going to give it another two before storming out. Nobody stood her up.

This coffee meet-up had been giving her anxious pits in her stomach ever since David had asked for it, and double that ever since she had accepted.
David was just some skinny goof who she had worked with for two weeks at the laser tag center in the county before she had quit the job, having used up all the fun from working in such a place. Somehow, he had gotten her number, and texted her incessantly. He was nice enough, she supposed, but she knew he was hopelessly in love with her.
She knew this largely because of the text he sent her a week or so before at 3 AM, reading: “Fuck, Amy, I am so helplessly in love with you.”

She believed him, of course. 

Of course he was in love her—lots of guys were. She knew her beauty, while not phenomenal, was of the exact kind that drove guys nuts because she was hot enough to be desired, but not so hot that she was intimidating. She had that kind of “girlfriend” level of hotness that made some actresses so appealing to the male demographic. A gift and a curse...though obviously, Amy felt it was more of a gift. She loved her body—loved the way her jaw was clearly defined, loved the way her tits were so naturally bouncy and firm (and probably always would be, judging from her mother), loved the lovely turn of her legs. Beauty was power in this world, and she had it.

She knew that, and her BFF Catalina knew it too. Catalina was getting married in a month or so to someone purely for power and cash—Amy was, of course, the maid of honor. She and Catalina saw eye-to-eye on everything—how their beauty made them privileged and better than other people, how guys were just suckers who deserved to have their stuff taken away from them, and of course, on David. 

Poor, sad, lovably loserish David.
So she had agreed to this meeting only on the terms that this would be their very last meeting, ever. That after this, she had complete power to shut him down and push him out of her life. She already had a speech planned. It ran in her head, over and over, as she waited out the clock:
“David, I think you’re a nice guy and everything, I guess? But really, you are just completely not my type. In this town? I’m practically a goddess. I deserve a guy who is rich, devastatingly handsome, and able to give me everything my heart desires. And you just aren’t, well, any of those things.”

It would be cruel, but she had to be cruel. He wouldn’t get the message if she was nice. Or at least, he hadn’t so far gotten the message when she had been nice in the past. The coffee shop door dinged, and in came David’s shambly dressed form. He wore a thin red hoodie, his rail-like frame barely supporting the skinny jeans hanging loosely around his waist. 

Oh god.

He had a present with him.

It was wrapped in a purple box with a red bow. It was about the size of a jewelry box, maybe a little larger. She hoped to god it wasn’t jewelry. She would take it, of course, and wear it if it were pretty, but some part of her would always feel a little naughty, knowing she had gotten it through breaking a boy’s heart. But odds were, with the way David dressed himself, that it would be as ugly as sin. She could just resell it on eBay or something, or have some guy do it for her. It was a game she knew pretty well, after years of having terrible jewelry gifted to her. Why was the taste of men so awful all the time?

He sat down, smiling broadly. He looked distracted, like coming to see her was almost an afterthought. Not a great start.

“Hi Amy!” he said happily. “I’m so glad you decided to come.”

She twisted her mouth a bit. “Yeah. It’s um...neat.”

He sat down, putting the box on the table, looking expectantly at her, like he wanted her to ask about it. She refused to indulge him. His hands tapped on the box arhythmically.

“This is six months to the day since we first met. Did you know that?”

Oh, yikes. Who remembered stuff like that?

She shook her head. 

“I hadn’t thought of that, nope. But it’s um...real swell that you remembered.”

“Yeah! I even got you a present. I just picked it up. ” He patted the box in front of him. “That’s what this is.”

She resisted the urge to roll her eyes. Duh, David.

“Why don’t you open it? I know you’re going to love it, Amy.”

His foot moved forward under the table. She could feel him slithering around under there, trying to find her leg. 

Oh, gross.

Her feet shuffled into the corner as she leaned forward and opened up the box, sighing a little. No matter what it was, she had resolved to be rather unimpressed. 

Inside was...rope?

“What’s this?”

“It’s my gift,” he said. “For you. It’s a good gift.” He got a faraway look in his eyes. “A good gift for a young woman who wants to experiment with her sexuality.”

“Uh,” said Amy, “what?”

Did David—nerd extraordinaire and big skinny loser—honestly give her fetish ropes as a gift for some weird made-up anniversary that only he knew about? 

Oh god. She covered her mouth, trying to hide the overwhelming disgust and humor she found in the situation. 

What a hopeless creep!

And experiment with her sexuality? What kind of slut did he think she was, anyway? Amy wasn’t a virgin, but she wasn’t exactly experienced enough to start experimenting. She got plenty of what she wanted without having much cock in her at all. Having an orgasm because of a cock inside of her would be an experiment.

“David...did you really think these were a good idea?”

She pointed down at the ropes, her fingertip touching them. A little bit of electricity ran through her body. Static shock, maybe.

“Well sure I did. I thought any guy would be giving you flowers or jewelry or whatever...I wanted to be more direct.”

“And you...directly want to tie me up, David?”

He put a hand around his neck, rubbing there. Some embarrassment finally seemed to find him.

“Come on! These ropes, they’re antique. I thought you would find it...you know. Cute. And sexy.”

“David...”

“What? It’s something fun. A good fit for a girlfriend’s gift.”

The words sounded repeated, orchestrated somehow. Like they were being channeled into his mind. It should have creeped her out a lot more than it did. In fact, this whole conversation should have been done already...but for some reason she stayed, her fingers stroking the violet ropes. They were...warm. It felt like stroking a nice day. No reason to stop now.

Still, though, she had to be firm with David.

“David, I am not your girlfriend. I don’t want to be your girlfriend. And I am not going to use these, or let someone use them on me.”

He looked lost.

“You...you kissed me, though!”

She sighed. She was afraid he was going to bring that up.

“Look, I was really drunk, okay? And it was barely on your lips. I was aiming for your cheek. You were nice to drive me home that night, but that’s all. I don’t want to be your...your ropeslut, or whatever.”

Ropeslut? How had that word entered her vocabulary all of a sudden?

It was a pretty cool word. 

Maybe she didn’t want to be his ropeslut, but that didn’t mean she didn’t want to be a ropeslut.

Ropeslut ropeslut ropeslut.

Yes...she liked that word a whole lot. It was exciting just imagining getting tied up and fucked really hard...

“Aw, babe. It’s not like that. I just thought this would be fun. Come on.”

Under the table, his feet found hers. Without thinking, she slid her leg across his. It was beyond a flirtatious gesture—it was openly sexual. Her whole body felt warm.

Fun, yeah. Ropes could be fun. Her whole hand was inside of the box now, the ropes tangling around her wrists and fingers.

“I just know you’d love it, Amy. We could make it really fun if you wanted.”

She wasn’t looking at him at all anymore, just the hot, perfect tangles of the rope wrapping around her skin.

“I would love it,” she said softly. “It’d be so fun if I wanted.”

She could hear David’s breathing increase. Her big, bright blue eyes turned up to look at him. She had no idea why she was so aroused, but she really, really liked it. Soft droplets slid through the folds of her pussy. Her leg slid up his a little bit more.

“That’s good,” he said. “Saying what I say is good. You can believe anything I say, Amy.”

She nodded, her mind adrift. The ropes felt so nice.

“Saying what you say is good. I can believe anything you say, David.”

His hand went around her foot, sliding it toward his crotch. 

“Rub there a little,” he instructed.

Smiling, biting her lip a little, she obliged him. She could feel his bulge thickening beneath her platform heels. She had to do as he said. It was impossible not to.

“You like doing what I say, Amy.”

“I like doing what you say, David.”

An unexpected thrill ran through her body, wrapping around her pussy, moistening her cunt even more. It felt good to do as he said. She felt like she was made for that.

“Oh...” she said softly. “Okay. Yes. Tell me to do other things, please?”

He stood up then and took her hand. The ropes were still intertwined around her fingers, but she simply was not going to let them go back in that box. They felt too terrific for that. 

“Come home with me.”

She nodded excitedly. 

“Totally,” she breathed. “I’m totally going home with you.”

Very soon, they were walking down the street. He tugged her along with the ropes. Passers-by could see. She cared a little, and almost protested, but knew that it was either being led along by the ropes or having the ropes not touch her skin anymore. And she certainly could not have the latter.

In front of the door to his small building, he turned to her. 

“Here we are,” he said. “Home sweet home.”

It was sort of a dump. The roofing looked caved in at certain places, and there were bars over all the windows.

“David...I...what if we went to my place?”

If they were there, surely she could figure out some way to extricate herself from him and keep the ropes, too. She liked doing what he said, but she thought what she really, really liked was the ropes.

“No. My place is better.”

She nodded sagely. “Yes. Your place is better, okay.”

It was a really great place. That roof caving was so modern art. Or art deco. Or something. It was neat, anybody could see that.

Erotic excitement flashed over David’s face. He reached over and grabbed her tit. Anyone could see. 

She was going to protest, but then he said, “You like this.”

She did. She moaned, her pussy completely moist. His hands were so fucking good and right! Who knew that geeky David had such wonderful tit-grabbing hands?

“I like that,” she breathed.

Her eyes were so big, her mouth open just slightly. She was practically panting. Between his legs, she could see his bulge jumping forward.

Very quickly they were in his small studio apartment just down the street. It had one large living space where his bed and television were, a small kitchen area, and an even tinier bathroom.

He didn’t say anything for a long time, instead he just kept looking at her, devouring her with his eyes. The ropes had started to fall from her fingers a bit.

“Your place is sort of gross, huh?” she said.

Frowning, he took the ropes. She protested wordlessly, making sounds and walking after them. He grabbed one wrist, though, and then the other, binding her arms behind her back. Thoughts of protest, of squealing out, scattered from her mind. All she could think of was that more of the ropes were covering her body. That was so fucking good.

Soon, her wrists and hands were completely immobile, locked on top of her ass, covered in the soft, tensile rope. He made it tighter than before, much tighter than when she had just basically been holding them.

“That’s...so tight.”

“Do you like that?”

“I...I don’t know. It feels good, but...”

“Then you like it.”

Amy breathed hard. Her nipples were fully erect now. 

“Say it, Amy. Say you like it.”

“I like it.”

He grabbed her at the waist, pushing her bound hands into his cock. Her fingers stroked along his thick bulge there playfully.

“You like being tied up.”

“I like being tied up.”

She really, really did. Why had she resisted so much? Sure, David wasn’t her boyfriend or anything, but he was really super cool to tie her up like this. After all, she really, really liked being tied up.

“You love this,” he said firmly. “You love it that I’m controlling you like this.”

“I love that,” she moaned. She really, really did. Having ropes around her body was her natural state of existence. She loved everything about being bound, being constrained and controlled. It was so very hot and nice.

“And you love it here, too. It’s really nice here. This is your real home. And you’ll make sure it always looks great.”

“It’s really nice here,” she said happily, each wrap of the rope around her wrist feeling like it was wrapping around her mind, binding her to his will. Brightly, she examined all the cool stains on the wall and the lovely mold crawling along the edge of the ceiling. “I love being here. It’s pretty much my real home, and so I’ll make sure it looks great.”

“Good girl,” he said, leaning forward and whispering in her ear. “You love it when I call you that. When I call you my good girl.”

“I love that.” Her voice was a soft little mew.

He leaned forward, grabbing her chin. “There’s no better compliment in the world. It makes your pussy squirm to be my good girl. Isn’t that right, good girl?”
Her pussy squirmed obediently. Hot juice started running down her lovely bare thighs. 
“Yes Sir.”

She was completely wrapped. No matter which way she moved, her hands would stay behind her back. She could hear his breathing get harder and harder.

He walked in front of her. “Kneel.”
Obediently, she got down to her knees, looking up at him with big, expectant, obedient eyes. He dropped his pants. His cock sprang forth from his boxers immediately, and he dropped those two.
“David,” she said, a bit surprised. “That’s your cock!”

“Yeah,” he said. “It’s huge. You love it.”

She was going to say that anyway, wasn’t she? She loved it. It was huge. 

“It’s totally wonderful,” she said sexily, positioning her chest upward. Maybe he would fuck her with it if she was a really good girl?
His breathing got harder. “Good girl.”
She gasped, pleasure coursing through her body, emanating from her vibrating hot pussy.

“You want my cock.”

She nodded hopelessly. “I want your cock, David.”

“Maybe you’ll get it,” he squeezed her cheeks roughly. “But first, we’re going to get some things straight.”

That was good. Straighten things out. Yes.

“You think I’m really cool,” he told her.

“I think you’re really cool.”

Of course she did. Why was he bringing that up?

“I’m the hottest guy you’ve ever seen, Amy.”

“You’re the hottest guy I’ve ever seen.”

Um, like, duh? Why else would she let him tie her up? It was so brilliantly awesome that she had convinced him to do this. He was the hottest guy she had ever seen. Everything about him was so incredibly jawdropping.

“You’re in total and absolute love with me, Amy.”

Yes. That was the word. Love. She loved him completely. He was her white knight. Her long lost dream hunk man, finally deciding she could spare his space.

She was so overwhelmed with her everlasting love that she barely heard what he was saying anymore, even though she knew it was shaking her to her core. Each new phrase that spilled out of her was completely true—she just barely had time to examine them before they popped out of her. 

“I’m your slave.”

That only made sense.

“I obey only you.”

Well, that’s what slaves did, wasn’t it?

“I need only you.”

Who on earth else would she need?

“I want you to have lots of slaves.”

Of course she did. He deserved that. He was such a hot guy.

One command and repetition after another, David brainwashing her completely. He owned her body, he owned her soul, he owned her mind, and she wanted so fucking bad for him to own even more of her and even more sluts to serve him like he deserved. That was what kings like him deserved. He was her fucking Master. She adored him in every way. She would die for him, steal for him, kill for him. Anything he asked, she’d do it, and cum while she did, just from him giving her an order. 

He stroked her face, and she stared at her Master with complete happiness and worship. 

“Cum.”

She obeyed, her body spasming as she stared up at him, her mouth struggling to form the proper words for her gratitude. 

“Thankkk youuuu Masterrrr,” she moaned out, so very happy to be obeying orders.

On his face, there was nothing but naked, hot arousal. Precum dripped down from his big, lovely cock. She wanted to lick it up so bad, to make him feel as good as he made her fee;. She bit her lip as her post-orgasm thrills worked through her body, moaning at his obvious perfection. He was masculinity, personified.

“Bend over, cunt.”

She could sense some anger in her Master. That was so good! It was a perfect opportunity to show how she was made to calm him and love him how he deserved. 

Bending over as he commanded, she stared back up at him worshipfully, lifting her ass in the air.

“I can’t wait for your love inside of me, Master.” Her voice so breathy and happy. “It will be so magnificent.”

Strong hands gripped her bound wrists. Without warning, he slipped his bare cock right inside of her moist pussy. She was so tight down there, so gleefully hot, that she knew she was gripping his wonderful meat just how he wanted. 

“Fuck,” he moaned, sinking himself into her. “You’re so good.”

That was so wonderful! He was filling her just how she needed, and she was so good! 

She moaned, “Oh yes!” as a hot, sweet orgasm rolled through her body. Her Master’s praise was so incredible and important to her. She knew instinctively that every time that he praised her, she should cum.

“You should have been my girlfriend, slave,” he grunted.

“I should have been your girlfriendslave!”

That was so very true. Master deserved Amy as a girlfriendslave. He deserved any girl at all that he wanted. She came again, just from the thought.

“You should have told me that you loved me from the moment you saw me.”

“I should have told you that I loved you from the moment I saw you.”

Oh god yes! If only! 

But then, would he be fucking her so hard, unleashing his hot, vicious thrusts that were filling her with so much fucking pleasure? Because that’s what he was doing now, fucking her like he was punishing her pussy with his cock, each and every stroke harder than the last. His cock was moving all the way out and then jamming inside of her in fluid, vicious motions. His hands on the rope on her wrists meant he could slide her forward and back in perfect rhythm with his harder and harder fucking. He was fucking the shit out of her, able to move faster and faster because of his complete control over her body. It felt phenomenal.

“You’re my little fuckbitch!”

“Your little fuckbitch! Yes I am!”

Oh god, she totally was.

“I’m gonna cum,” he grunted. “I’m gonna cum right in your fuckbitch pussy, and you’re gonna cum with me.”

“Oh fuck, please Master! Please do that!”

His orgasm shot through his body, and his load fired inside of her pussy, thick and powerful. Spurt after spurt of his sweet, hot cum sprayed inside of her, filling her more than she every new possible. Even if she wasn’t totally controlled by his will, his hands on her bound wrists would have kept her in place, jamming her back with every new squirt. She came with him, as ordered, every ounce of pleasure that emanated from her pussy feeling like it was doubled from the ropes around her wrists. 

Her Master was so very fucking good to her to treat her like such a hot ropeslut.

After a few heavy breath-filled moments, he pushed her off his big cock. Amy moaned with the exit, wishing that he was hard and inside of her forever. He turned her around, slapping her face a little with his cum-stained semi-hard cock. 

“You’re not really good enough for me now, are you?” he asked with a smirk. “I mean, you’re cute. You’re really pretty. Basically a princess in this town, like I’m sure you know. But I deserve better than a princess for my girlfriend. I mean, I know you really, really want to marry me now.”

She nodded, sliding her lips over his cock and cleaning it just right for him. God, marrying spending all her time with Master? That would just be something out of a fairy tale. She wondered how she would cook him all his meals when she was tied up in such sexy knots all the time. He shoved his cock into her mouth, stroking her hair. Her hands remained behind her back, resting on her ass. His cock bulged against her throat as she swallowed him eagerly. His cum was so thick and warm in her mouth, and in her pussy.

“But, at the end of the day, you just don’t deserve someone holding as much power as I do, do you slut?”

Amy sucked his cock happily, her eyes big and wide. She didn’t know how to answer. Instead she kept sucking, waiting patiently for his will to come down.

“You don’t. You get to be...I don’t know. A good little maid, or something. A cheerleader as I fuck better women than you. You’ll like that, won’t you?”

Amy nodded, moaning out a happy “Mmmmhmmm!”

Amy really, really needed David to have someone better than her as a girlfriend.

It just wasn’t fair to him to be stuck with just her his whole life. Of course, she was cute. She was really hot, actually. 
But she wasn’t jaw-droppingly gorgeous hot like her Master really deserved. 
And she knew just the girl to find for him.

* * * * *
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CATALINA RANG AMY’S doorbell, sighing a bit. 

She had not even talked to Amy in over two weeks—all that Amy had said was something mysterious about having David Holt as her boyfriend. Catalina, at the time, thought she had simply misheard her. Certainly Amy wasn’t in straits so dire as to require a boyfriend like David.

Catalina loved Amy dearly—they both understood that boys were simply a means to an end. What each of them wanted was power and wealth, and Amy was the only girl that Catalina felt comfortable with fantasizing about the kinds of men they could seduce to get whatever they wanted. 

Of course, Catalina wasn’t at all threatened by Amy’s obvious beauty—Catalina’s own beauty was much more dynamic. Amy was the ideal All-American blonde, but Catalina was a world class goddess, exotic and perfect in every respect. Be it her dark long hair, her sensational legs, her outstandingly firm, big breasts, or her completely divine face that needed hardly any make-up at all, with such lusciously arranged lips and elegant bone structure, Catalina had no trouble believing there were few women who had ever lived who could live up to the beauty she presented. 

She was born in Colombia, her father moving her to this town more than five years ago for business. 

Now she was twenty years-old. Between then and now, she had owned every social function, every school period, every room—hell, every minute that she had lived through. How could she not? Her perfection was too outstanding for anyone to think about anything else while they were in the room with her.

Today would be no exception. Skintight black boots wrapped around her awe-inspiring legs, leading up to a tight blue dress that made love to her sensational curves. A tight, gaudy jeweled belt wrapped around her tiny waist, sitting on her wide hips, and her lacy black bra was easy to see through the long v-neck of her dress, as were her stupendously bouncy breasts. Her hair was teased out to perfection—and she had worked so very little to get it that way, just spreading it out a bit when she got up in the morning. Maybe fifteen minutes of work, in all. 

It was completely unfair to other women, she knew. And she loved it, loved being so much fucking better than everyone she came across, and loved that no one, ever, would ever be able to change that.

She rang the doorbell again, impatient now. Where was Amy? They had so much to talk about. Was David secretly great in the sack, or something?

She doubted it, though anything was possible.

Two years before, Catalina had publicly humiliated David in the high school hallway. She told her jock boyfriend, Dave, to punch him in the stomach and then pull down his pants in front of the entire cheerleading squad.

“Look at that!” she squealed, as David was bent over and trying to retrieve his breath. “Look at David’s baby dick!”

Red-faced, looking close to tears, he scampered on to a bathroom, trying to nab some privacy. The little coward didn’t even have the guts to tell on Dave. His dick wasn’t really that small or anywhere close—Catalina had just enjoyed humiliating him.

That had killed any chances of getting laid in this town, ever. Or so Catalina thought.

Now, she was engaged to Dave. Their wedding was in just two weeks. Amy was her maid of honor, which was just lovely. 

Or at least, it had been. Then Amy had moved in with this David chump into a new fancy apartment after less than three days of dating him. 

“We just need more space,” Amy told her. “David is an expert negotiator, so we got a great deal. And we’re going to need lots and lots of space.”

Catalina was having second thoughts about letting Amy be her maid of honor if she was willing to bring down her social status to such a low level in town, dating David for goodness’s sake. Living with him! It was unthinkable.

Finally, she heard thumps behind the door. It opened up to reveal...David.

Oh. 

He was shirtless, wearing sweatpants. Had he gained some mass recently? She remembered him being incredibly scrawny, but now he was more...wiry. Ripped, really.

“Hey, good lookin’,” he said with a smile. “You look ravishing.”

She rolled her eyes. Maybe he couldn’t see it behind her designer sunglasses, or maybe he could, she didn’t care. Of course she looked ravishing. She was Catalina. Could there ever be any doubt?

“Um, yeah, whatever.” Catalina was confused. “Where’s Amy? I thought she and I were going out shopping for shoes?”

“Oh, she’s up here,” said David. “Just follow me.”

Before going into the apartment proper, they had to go up a narrow stairway. She followed him up the stairs. His back was layered with thick muscles, like he had been spending the past couple of weeks lifting and constantly staying in motion.

At the top of the stairs, there was a flash of movement, and she felt something tight and soft slip over her arms, binding them to her torso. She looked down. Was that...rope? She squirmed, thinking it was some joke, but the ropes only got tighter and tighter. She couldn’t move her arms at all.

“What...what’s this?” Her voice had just an edge of panic.

“Hey babes,” came Amy’s voice. The delectable blond slid her face forward, resting it on Catalina’s shoulder. “I’m like, so glad you decided to come over.”

“Wha...what is this?” Catalina straightened up, trying to power out. “If this is a joke, I am not laughing. Seriously. I do not like this.”

Except...some part of her did. The ropes felt...good. They felt like they were sliding over more than just her skin. Her brain, maybe. Hot little warm thoughts slid over her skin and into her mind.

“This isn’t a joke at all, babes,” Amy chirped. “We’re going to enslave you!”

The achingly hot blonde giggled, pushing Catalina into the living room. There was a thick, puffy, comfy looking blue couch and a dense brown rug underneath a tall lamp with three bulbs. Nothing else, not even a television. Like the only entertainment the two needed was blissfully humping every single day away. 

David walked in front of her, going slow, taking his time, examining her. Not a care in the world.

Amy hmmed a bit. “Or, I guess, Master is going to enslave you, really. Isn’t that great?”

In front of Catalina, David smiled, reaching forward and stroking the beauty’s chin. 

“Yeah Catalina. Isn’t that great?”

It...was sort of great. Wasn’t it? To...to enslave her? 

No! She had to resist, whatever it was that was happening.

“I’ll be right back. I have some more ropes. Amy, warm her up, will you?”

“Yes, Master.”

As soon as David passed from view, Catalina recognized her one chance. She had to try to get someone to hear her.

“Help!” Catalina screamed. “Help me please! Someone!”

Amy giggled, kneeling down next to Catalina and putting her own hands behind her back. For the first time, Catalina got a good look at her old friend. She was dressed in an outlandishly sexy outfit—entirely decorated in bright red lingerie. Red stockings decorated her legs, and a red lace corset wrapped around her beautiful torso, putting her huge, hot round breasts on perfect display. A silver collar adorned her neck, reading “HIS” in bright platinum lettering. The collar had a little metal loop at the front end of it. Her red six-inch heels had silly fluff sprouting out from them.

“Help! Help!” Amy cried at the top of her lungs. 

Her face took on such a frightened look that for a moment, Catalina thought she had somehow broken David’s control.

Then the blond bent over laughing, standing back up in her precariously high heels. A deep pit of fear formed in Catalina’s stomach.

“No one’s coming, babes.” Amy stroked a finger under Catalina’s chin, kissing her bottom lip. “No one can hear you. You may as well let the idea sink in.”

Catalina was aghast. She had no idea what was happening with Amy, but clearly, she was under the influence of drugs or something. Catalina started breathing hard, her big tits heaving in her tiny dress, but strangely, her panic was beginning to subside. She was getting the distinct feeling that, not only was everything going to be okay, but that it already was okay. She should just...let that idea sink in. Yes...

N-nooo...

“You’re crazy.” Catalina shook her head. “That’s it. You’ve gone totally bonkers.”

“Mmmhmmm!” Amy nodded happily, kissing Catalina’s chin and neck softly. “Bonkers for my Master. I’m nuts about him. And you will be too, really soon. You’re going to be his just as much as I am.” 

Amy licked her lips and slid her nimble fingers under Catalina’s dress, pressing into her moistened cunt. They slid inside easily.

“You’ll probably be even more his than I am,” enthused Amy. “With as hot as you are, you’re sure to stay in Master’s harem a long time. You might even be his harem slavequeen forever! Isn’t that super great?”

“Amy, that’s...that’s so wrong. This is...ohmygodthatfeelsgood...so...sooo wrong!”

“You’re going to be Master’s REAL girlfriend,” Amy cooed, planting even more wet hot kisses on Catalina’s neck as the dark-haired beauty bucked and swayed in her bindings.

Catalina’s pussy was just getting wetter and wetter. Amy’s fingers were so, sooo very good and her words were so strangely hot...

“Wh-what? You’re not making sense. Amy, you told me yesterday on the ph-phone you wanted to m-marry him!”

Amy’s face looked downcast for a moment, but then she brightened. “Oh, I know that I said that, and I do want that, but I don’t really deserve that, Catalina. You do, though. You’re so pretty. So much prettier than I am. He’s gonna make you his special slavewife bitch. Isn’t that totally hot?  He'll probably get you full of like, triplets at least. He's just desperate to see us pregnant together.”

David stepped back into the room, totally naked now. As promised, he had another pair of ropes in his hands. Amy got down on hands and knees and crawled toward him, her hips swaying sexily. She slid up his leg, licking his naked thigh. 

“She’s warmed up, Sir. Just for you. So ready to obey like a good girl.”

Catalina, gasping and sweating, her body flushed, noticed with a certain kind of pride that David barely noticed the blonde beauty’s subservience. After all, Catalina was so much hotter. So much better. She would make him notice when she knelt.

N-no! Banish those thoughts, girl!

He kicked Amy off his leg, sending her sliding and giggling across the floor, and she gasped with pleasure, so happy to be ignored and tossed aside by him.

“So, Catalina. Here we are.”

She just stared at him with a mixture of horror and hatred and complete arousal. She had never been so repulsed in her entire life...and never so very turned on.

“I suppose Amy here has already laid out the game for you, huh? You’re going to be my little fuckdoll really soon. How do you feel about that?”

“Go to hell.”

“Hey now,” he said, grabbing a chair and sitting down in front of her. His cock was right in front of her, already semi-hard. It was difficult not to stare right at it. “That’s not a feeling, sweetheart.”

He had all this...confidence now. If he hadn’t been trying to completely ruin her life, she could almost see it as sexy.

“You know what,” he said. “I’m going to let you have some dignity. That’s swell of me, isn’t it Amyslave?”

Happy nods from Amy. “Yes, Master. Anything you say, Master.”

“You hear that? It’s pretty swell of me.” He slapped the ropes in one hand against the palm of the other. “So here’s the deal. You apologize to me, for exactly-you-know-what, and I’ll...make this nice for you. Really nice.”

“You...you won’t let me go?”

He shook his head. “We’re not talking about that. Now, apologize.”

She swallowed her pride. It took her several tries—there was quite a lot of it to swallow.

“I am so, so sorry for what I did in high school. It was all my fault. It must have made you feel terrible. But please, please let me go. Don’t...don’t do to me whatever you did to Amy. Please. I won’t tell anyone about this. It’s between us, I swear.”

The words rang hollow to her, but not because she was lying about the apology. She felt she should apologize. She had been ordered to, after all. But did she really, truly, want to go? Or was she was just saying that now?

“It is between us,” he nodded.

Reaching out, he grabbed her hands, shifting them in front of her body underneath the ropes binding her arms until she was holding them in front of her pussy with her wrists up. She felt powerless to resist.

David nodded to Amy, who began untying the ropes around Catalina’s arms. Those ropes were being replaced—a better knot, tied by David around her wrists. That was so cool. Catalina couldn’t resist. Not in the slightest. The ropes had total control over her now. David had total control. Bit by bit, the ropes David wrapped around her wrists were tighter and tighter.

“But you’re not going to go anywhere. You’re mine, now, Catalina. Just how you should have been a long time ago.”

The ropes got tighter and tighter. Should have been his a long time ago. Yes. A long...long time ago.

She shook her head. All these hot ropes pulling at her silly girl brain. It was so hard to think. So hard to think when she was just a slavequeen for her David.
N-noooo...why couldn’t she fight this?
He smiled, finishing his tying. He slid a hand up one perfect leg, admiring her tight muscles.

“In about two minutes, you’re going to fuck me.”

“I’m going to fuck you.”

She may as well get used to the idea. That’s what guys wanted her around for anyway. Of course David did too.

“You’re only going to fuck me from now on.”

“Only...nnnh...” she resisted, still. “Getting...married...”

He tugged at her wrist-ropes. She felt her will evaporate even more. 

“You don’t love him, though.”

“I don’t love him.”

That was easy to say. She really didn’t. She was just using him. 

Amy had climbed up next to David, sinking her head into his lap and happily sucking him off as he gave Catalina more and more commands. She could see the rapture on Amy’s face as she worked...and she wanted it for herself. 

David’s voice was catching, husky with lust, as he kept talking.

“You’re going to milk him for all he’s worth for me. All that money is mine.”

“All his money is yours.”

Yes. She wanted to take it from the dumb fool anyway. She could agree with all of this.

“And so you’re only going to fuck me, now. Because I deserve all that money you’re going to get me. Because I’m the only one who deserves you.”

“I’m only going to fuck you now, David. You deserve me, and all the money I’m going to get you.”

Her voice was so warm and sweet. So happy and supplicating. She deserved him. She deserved all the wealth he was going to give her.

“You’re superior to every bitch in this town.”

Oh yes. Catalina could easily agree with that.

“I’m superior to every bitch in this town,” she said, smiling. 

She tossed her hair back. Even Amy, so lucky to be David’s slave already, was inferior to super hot Catalina. 

“Nobody is as hot as you are.”

“Nobody is as hot as me.”

“Tell Amy you’re better than her. That you always have been.”

She looked over at Amy, still fingering her cunt, looking at Catalina with big, expectant eyes. 

“I’m better than you, Amy,” she purred. “I always have been.”

“You’re Amy’s queen.”
Catalina nodded happily. “Yes, Sir. Amy’s queen.”
“My slavequeen. That’s what you are.”

“Yes,” Catalina breathed. “Your slavequeen.”

“You’ll rule all my slutslaves for me. You’ll gather them up and arrange them just how I deserve.”

“I will! Oh yes!” 

Catalina’s eyes were brimming with happy tears—the thought was so beautiful! So wonderful!

“Because I am your King, Catalina. Your Everything.”

He put his hands on her, pushing her back to the rug. She spread her legs out.

“You’re my King,” she whispered hotly, meaning every bit of it. “My everything. I need you, Sir! I need you inside of me, please! Give me your royal cock!”

She knew it would get her pregnant, most likely. So fucking virile and huge. She wanted that.

His cock slid across her belly, completely hard now. Amy was holding his torso, cooing softly in his ear. 

The lovely blonde was whispering hot little bits: “She needs it, Master. She’s superior to me, Master. Fuck her slavequeen cunt, sir, please?”

“How big is my dick, Catalina? It’s almost too big for you, isn’t it?”

“It’s huge! It’s massive! Oh my god it’s so fucking big! I need it, sir! I just hope it’ll fit inside my slavequeen pussy!”

He shoved his bare rod inside of her, then, ramming her cunt hard. He was so fucking big! Bigger than anything she ever could have imagined!

It filled up every part of her. Amy wrapped around Master, her hands sliding up and down his cock. She came hard, and then she came again. Whenever her orgasm subsided, he was still inside of her, plunging deeper and deeper, harder and harder, his cock owning her completely.

She thought it was the ropes who owned her. She was so wrong. It was his cock. His cock owned her. His cock ruled the ropes just like it ruled her.

Amy was cheering him on. “She needs it, Sire! Please fuck my queen harder! Harder! She’s your fucking queen, Sire! You own her so fucking hard!”

“Yes, Sir!” Catalina panted. “Fuck me! Fuck me like a King! Your slavequeen needs your big fucking cock!”

“No one else deserves her!” Amy cried out. “She’s so fucking lucky to be your favorite slave! I’m so fucking jealous and I love it! I know she deserves it more than me, Master! Oh god, you’re fucking her so hard! She won’t be able to walk!”

“Yes! Yes! Fuck me until my legs don’t work, Master!”

At last, he came. The torrent of his cum flooded her body. Next to him, Amy was cumming too, screaming out her bliss. Catalina of course came with him, even harder than all the times before put together. She was breathless with ecstasy. His cum seemed never ending, filling her up with load after wonderful load of hot, fuckhappy cum. It leaked down out of her pussy, completely piling up inside of her hot, tight pussy.

He put his hand on Amy’s throat, pushing her down next to the gorgeous Catalina. 

“Kneel down and join your slavequeen,” he ordered Amy.

Amy complied with a happy giggle. He stood up and walked away for a moment, and Catalina was intensely disappointed. When he came back, though, he had a gorgeous golden collar in his hands, a little metal loop in the front of it.
It read, “FIRST.”
As he slipped it across her neck, she came again. Her pussy was a hot wet volcano, needing to erupt more and more. All of her felt full of hot, molten cum, swirling in her core and making her feel wonderfully whole.

Sitting on the couch, he beckoned each girl forward, crooking his finger. They crawled forward sexily, and he positioned them around his cock, a girl on each side.

Working quickly, he took the rope he had taken off from Catalina’s arms earlier and wrapped it through the loop on Catalina’s collar and then Amy’s, so that each girl had only a millimeter of space between their noses. It was just enough space for them to share his cock. If he tugged on the rope, it just brought them closer together, forcing their lips to mix on his meat.

Their big tits rubbed hard up and down his massive cock, each girl taking turns slurping the head. Precum slipped up and down the shiny, slippery hot surfaces of their big breastflesh. Happily, they kissed each other as they adored his cock, their tongues sliding together on top of his cockmeat. 

“Master deserves this,” Amy cooed.

“Oh yes,” agreed Catalina. “He deserves this, and so much more.”

“I’m so happy he’s enslaved you,” Amy purred between kisses. “I wasn’t good enough for him on my own.”

“Of course you weren’t,” said Catalina, licking up and down his shaft. “You’re no slavequeen, you silly little slut. You need a superior fuckdoll like me to tell you what’s what.”

Seemingly unable to stop himself, their Master came again, hot white spray spurting across their faces. They licked it up eagerly, happily. Catalina got more than Amy, as was her privilege as the slavequeen, but Catalina was a generous ruler. She let Amy have two or three good squirts of the life-enhancing substance. The dense hotness of it was pure bliss running down their faces.

The Master looked down at his slavequeen then, considering. Thick gobs of cum ran down her gorgeous face.

“Don’t you have a hot roommate or something?”

Catalina nodded eagerly. 

“Two of them, Sire. They would make perfect pets for you to dominate.”

“You’re going to fetch them for me, aren’t you?”

Of course she would. She would do everything in her power to build her Master the enormous, hot-slave harem that he deserved. And she would be his hot slavequeen, ruling over the inferior slaves at his side, now and forever. Just like he deserved.

* * * * * 
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CURRENTS OF LUST ESCALATED in the night, floating on top of each other, intertwining and penetrating and looping into each other endlessly before finally exploding in hot miasma of desire. 

Standing on the balcony of her small shop, her exquisite body naked except for the tiny red negligee she wore, Yasmin smiled. David had done very well for himself. That was wonderful. He was turning into an incredibly useful tool for her cause.

Her hand slipped down to the sweet, slick mound between her legs. Biting her lips, she sucked in some of the passing lust, indulging herself just a bit. The currents of these humans were so strong—all these desires so repressed and passionate—that it was impossible not to nibble on the waves of their passing a bit. 

Her shop was doing very well indeed. If she kept selling items in this manner, her plan would continue to approach completion in a schedule even more timely than her Dark God had ordered. Just the thought of his good word, of his pleasure at the extent of her obedience, brought another cavalcade of thrills to Yasmin’s body. 

With only a few more fantastically erotic fantasies fulfilled as David’s were, her plan would come to fruition, and finally, at long last, her Dark God would be unleashed on this fun little realm, his will free to use all these inhabitants as his playthings as he had earned. And then Yasmin would feel his perfect, infernal seed in her belly, filling her finally with the child He deserved...

# # #
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Needing Sir In Charge
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Lillian set the table, laying out their very best plates—the blue ones with the flowery white trim. The silverware was polished, the wineglasses ready, with the wine carefully positioned in a bucket full of ice close to Henry’s seat. In the oven, the dish she had prepared was staying warm.

A quick glance at the clock told her it was nearing seven o’clock. He would be home soon, then.

This dinner had to be totally perfect. She couldn’t have anything that would put him off, or let him know exactly what she was up to. That was why her phone was down in her car—no distractions tonight.

She sighed for a moment, letting her head rest against the wall. Was she doing the right thing?

Her conflict of morals stemmed mostly from the fact that Henry was just almost perfect for Lillian. 

Lillian was a graduate student, studying anthropology, and had met Henry at a party of a mutual friend. They had hit it off immediately, and were whispering hot “I love you”s to each other within a week of meeting. It was a wonderfully romantic tale, one that Lillian loved recounting, more than a little smugly, to her single friends. 

Henry was kind, always bringing her little gifts like flowers or cards or fun t-shirts or notebooks for her to write in, usually on the monthly anniversary of their meeting. He was delightfully caring, always listening to her attentively and never prescribing advice unless she asked for it—he knew that when she had a problem, it was his job just to be supportive until she fixed it on her own. And on top of all that, he was loaded, and had a wonderful, stable engineering job with the aircraft firm in the city. 

All told, he was an ideal match for a husband, and as often as she dared, she dropped little hints to him. Nothing major, just making note of beautiful proposals her friends had, or pointing out romantic little spots in the city, or asking if he thought she looked good in white.

Okay, perhaps they weren’t all that subtle, but he got the idea, and knew that she wanted it, and hadn’t seemed to freak out, and that was great too. 

There was just one problem—Lillian really, really wished he was more active in the bedroom.

She wanted him to ask to tie her down, or to hold her down and fuck her silly, or to just force himself on her—to demand that they fuck right away, not taking no for an answer. From a stranger, of course, that sort of behavior would be intolerable, to say the absolute least, but from her boyfriend? Her cute, wiry-framed boyfriend, always with something funny to say and happy to please? It would be an enormously sexy change of pace.

The problem was basically that Henry was really terrific at making love. But that only went as far as it went. Lovemaking was a terrific thing to have—after a traumatic day, or after it had been a while, or after a fight. 

But Lillian? Most days, she needed to be fucked. She needed to be fucked, really, really hard. She wanted to have a headache the next day from her brain knocking around so much on her pillows. She wanted to not be able to walk for days after being manhandled completely. And Henry just wasn’t quite...extreme enough for that. 

Yet.

But she had a plan.

The first step was just how she was dressed. She had made it a point to put on her very sexiest lingerie—sultry smoky stockings and tall platform six-inch “fuck me” heels, matching the lacy black pantie set embroidered with red roses trailing over the hot globes of her ass. Lillian worked out constantly, mostly yoga and pilates, strengthening her core and keeping her stamina up for the furious fucking that she had longed for since she had become sexually active at eighteen, over five years before. 

Her skimpy bra matched her panties, the red lace roses intermixing with sexual black stitching, her ample C-cup tits on perfect display for her man once he walked in through the door. 

Having no idea when he was going to arrive, she had taken it upon herself to make the entire meal for his special dinner in her lingerie. 

Often, she would finger her sweet, hot pussy when she needed a little release, imagining Henry texting her and demanding that he do just that. 

Maybe he would after tonight.

Earlier in the day, Lillian had randomly walked into the new antiques store in the middle of town, Possessions.

It was a fun little place, filled with glass cabinets, old wooden furniture that was well out of her price range, marble and glass statues of animals, and some tin signs featuring pin-up girls from the fifties. Lillian had every intention of leaving without buying a thing, but then she ran into the store owner.

Tall, pale, busty, and devastatingly gorgeous, the store owner oozed sexuality in her practically see-through clingy black dress. She smiled at Lillian with a knowing glance, her green eyes blazing with barely-repressed lust.

“I see you, young woman,” she said to Lillian. “You are looking for something for your man, yes? You want something to let him know you are his, and his alone?”

Lillian was a bit stunned. She had not even said hello, and this woman had practically read her mind.

“Y-yes,” stammered Lillian. “I mean, well, I mean that’s private.”

The owner tsked, waving her hand. “Private? ‘Private,’ she says to Yasmin. I say to myself, I say, ‘Yasmin, this beautiful girl, she will know Yasmin is beautiful too, and so she will know there is no shame to be had between these walls. Beautiful women, we may talk to each other as we please.’ But I see now, I was wrong. You are not one to speak openly.”

Yasmin turned then, heading back into the office deep in the back of the store. Her shapely ass swayed in the sheer dark fabric of her dress.

“No!” Lillian exclaimed. “I mean, I am wanting something like that. What you described. My man...” she didn’t know how she had picked up the beautiful woman’s terminology, but it fit. “He’s not as...aggressive as I might like. In the bedroom. And so...”

“And so you are in love with him, but not with the way he takes you.” Yasmin tsked again. “This is too bad. A product of too much weakness in these times. Men, where I am from, they take a woman without questions. They have their way upon her. And any man with a wife knows his wife is for beautiful, exhausting, weeks-long periods of hard, passionate fucking for as long as he would like. This is what you would like, yes? For your man to act as such? To act like a real man, hard and terrible and powerful?”

Lillian was getting hot just listening to Yasmin. Each word she said was like it was weaved from the fabric of sex itself.

“Oh yes,” she said quietly. “I would like that very much.”

Yasmin crooked her finger at her then, and showed her to her special stock near the back.

Lillian didn’t even remember paying, was the odd part. She didn’t remember much of the meeting beyond leaving with the bottle of wine—which was large, dark, and without a label, and the promise that Henry would become, “the hunk he was born to be.”

That sounded perfect to Lillian. 

Now, though, as she stood in her lingerie, waiting for Henry to come home, doubts began to creep into her mind. Wasn’t she basically poisoning the love of her life? What would this wine even do? Make him more amorous? Increase his longevity in the bedroom? Wouldn’t it be better, perhaps, to just have an open and honest conversation about what she wanted in the bedroom? Why hadn’t she asked Yasmin more questions? Why couldn’t she remember much of the meeting? And why was her mind so spacey when she left, as if she had cum, multiple times, before leaving the shop?

But then the door opened, dashing all these thoughts away. Her man was home.

Henry walked inside, wearing his dark black suit and tie, head fixated on his cell phone.

“Hey babe, how come you haven’t been answering my texts? I’ve sent you like...oh. Hello.”

He let out a low whistle. Lillian had arranged herself on the door frame, one hand trailing up over her body, her long brown hair tossed to one side so it hung down all the way to her waist. One gorgeous, long leg slid in front of the other, her preposterously high heels making the sexy pose that much more over-the-top.

“Hello darling,” she said softly. “I’m so glad you’re home.”

She bit one lip, purring softly, and then strutted toward him. When she got close enough, she trailed her fingers up his suit and grabbed his tie, using its red surface to pull herself closer.

“You look...amazing,” he breathed.

She giggled and kissed him softly on the lips. “I’ve got dinner waiting for you,” she purred. “It’s all ready for my man. All for you.”

“Oh,” he said. “Did you...did you want to change so we can eat, or...”

Little flutters of panic attacked her. “You don’t like what I’m wearing?”

“I love it! I just thought that, you know, since we’d be eating...”

She giggled again, a little forced this time. He just wasn’t getting it. “I was thinking that, since maybe you’ve been working so hard, I’d just entertain you while you ate.”

“Entertain? You mean like dance or like—” her hand had found his crotch. “Oh. Like that. Oh. Okay. It’s just...

She looked down, somewhat dejected. “What? What is it?”

“No, don’t be like that. I just wanted to talk, that’s all. I’ve been wanting to talk to you.”

“Can’t we talk later? After you fuck my hot little girlfriend mouth?”

She could see his face conflicted. There was, surely, some part of him that wanted that, but he had had trouble in the past having any sexual activity when he had something to say. At the same time, he really wanted to make her happy and do this with her. 

“Here,” she said, strutting back over to the table in the adjacent room. “Why don’t I pour you a glass of wine and grab your dinner,” she bent over at the waist to pick up the bottle and a glass, pouring quickly. “And then you can think about what you would like to have happen to your big, delicious cock.”

She handed him the full glass of wine. She remembered, vaguely, Yasmin mentioning something about amounts—permanent versus temporary effects. But it was hard to remember. All she could really think about was Yasmin’s lovely green gaze filling her mind, and more than that, her man’s cock filling up her mouth.

Henry thought a moment before taking the wine, frowning just a bit. But then, seemingly just to appease her, he took a sip.

“Oh,” he said. “Oh wow. That’s good.”

Lillian smiled and nodded. “The first of many good things. Go have a seat, love. I’ll take care of everything tonight.”

He did as instructed—hopefully the last time tonight for that—and she strutted over to the kitchen, picking up the spicy beef casserole she had made for him. On several occasions, he had told her how it was his favorite.

When she had strutted over, he had already drank the full glass of wine. A contented, naughty grin had arrived on his face as he devoured her lingerie-decorated form. Smiling happily, she set down the casserole and refilled his glass. 

Half the bottle was gone now. It must have been very good wine indeed.

When she bent over to serve him, he slapped her in the ass. Squealing, she hopped up a bit.

“Henry!”

“What?” he said. “Your ass looks good. Don’t parade it around in front of me if you don’t want it to get slapped.”

Lillian cheered inside. Yes! This was exactly how she wanted to be treated. She turned around and nodded solemnly.

“Yes, Sir. I’ll remember that, Sir.”

He slapped her ass again, and again she squealed delightedly. The wine was working! She turned back to the serving dish, taking out a big portion for him to eat. She wanted his meal to last such a long time as she sucked him off. 

But when she turned back around, his portions finally totally ready, she saw the bottle of wine in his hands—totally empty. Little purple stains ran down his shirt. His head was back, lolling, his eyes closed.

“H-Henry?” she asked.

He wasn’t moving, wasn’t responding.

Oh god, oh god, oh god. 

Why wasn’t he moving? Oh god.

She had to call the ambulance! The police! Somebody!

She could not find his phone—it wasn’t in his pants or in his jacket. 

The only thing to do was rush downstairs to get hers. Thinking quickly, she rushed back to the entryway, put on her long brown raincoat near the door and opened the door.

Then she heard a terrible groaning sound from the dining room. Looking back, she saw Henry standing up, an almost-enraged look on his face. Beneath his clothes, there was nothing but movement—his muscles bulging and flexing and growing rapidly. 

With one enormous throb of his shoulders, his shirt ripped, and then when he turned to look at the damage, the shirt ripped away all around his torso. He slid the cloth tatters off, his body now enormous, Herculean in scope. He was easily seven foot tall, his legs shredding through their pants. Hard, chiseled muscles continued to sprout all over, dense bricks of flesh on top of other bricks, and soon, nothing of his clothes remained, not even over his crotch.

Lillian would have had to struggle to imagine about what kind of clothes would even work to cover such a mammoth instrument as the cock between his legs had become. His meat was enormous, half-hard, hanging down between his monstrous thighs. 

He was still obviously human—but also obviously something more. His thick scent rushed over Lillian, and her naturally submissive nature redoubled. She wanted to coo and adore every single part of him. Each and every tiny motion, each little sound he made in his confusion at his new body was worthy of thousands of years of worship. 

She wanted to be his. She needed it.

She fell to her knees in front of the door, breathing hard. Her coat slipped off her shoulders. Some part of her knew she should be worried—that Henry had changed so much—but a much larger part of her wanted only to be turned on by what she was watching. There was nothing she could do except feel her hot pussy get even hotter, to feel the wetness pooling around her thighs and calves grow and grow as her cunt juices dripped.

“Oh my god,” she moaned loudly. “Henry! My Henry! You’re...you’re...you’re a hunk!”

Big, dark eyes that only slightly resembled the kind eyes that Henry once boasted turned over toward her. She heard a deep rumble practically shaking the furniture around—and shuddered with lust when she realized it was a growl emanating from his lungs. He strode toward her, easily closing the distance with his long legs.

“Come to me, Henry. Make me yours. Make me—”

“Shut your mouth.” 

He slapped Lillian’s face with his big cock, and pinned her back against the front door with one enormous hand on her shoulder.

Stunned, Lillian did not know quite how to respond. Certainly, when she imagined him dominant, it was in a fun way. They would still have a dialogue about who wanted what, and how. She didn’t expect to be simply abused.

“What...what in the hell do you think—”

He slapped her face again with the heavy, cum-thick surface of his meaty cock.

“Shut up. You’re talking too much.” His voice was so deep. It was like hearing the universe sounding out. “You don’t need to say anything. Good little cockbitches don’t say nothing except please and thank you.”

Again, he slapped the massive surface of his cock across her cheek. 

None of these slaps hurt, really, just as the hand pinning her against the door didn’t hurt. It pinched a little, and stung maybe more than she would have liked, but there would be no lasting damage. It was all just hopelessly degrading.

“You’re going to take my cock, now.”

With a little fear, she looked at the massive length he had hanging from his body. It was enormous. 

“My m-mouth,” she stuttered, almost regretful that she had to explain, “I d-don’t think it’ll fit...”

Another cock slap.

“Please and thank you, remember.”

“T-thank you, Sir. For the reminder.”

She found herself meaning every word. How had that happened? Fuck, he was so fucking chiseled and enormous and godly and oh god she would do whatever he wanted if she could just taste him. His cock was dripping precum and oh fuck her tongue was wagging out, so very close...

She should...she should obey him. Yes. She needed that so bad. Fuck, his musk was so manly and overwhelming. 

The precum on her face didn’t feel like it was drying—rather, it felt like she was absorbing it. And getting even hornier.

As if seeing this absorption, Henry tilted his head. His cock became hard immediately—total control of his member, just like that!—and then he spurted a bit of cum into his hand. Lillian was in awe. The cum looked like just a small amount in Henry’s massive hand, but in reality it was more than Henry ever produced before by a factor of ten. He took the cum and ran it into two fingers and shoved them into Lillian’s mouth.

Each finger was bigger than Henry’s cock had ever been. She struggled to work her mouth around them.

She protested, just a little, at first. Then she tasted it. His cum was magnificent. It was like sucking down the sun, full of energy and power and warmth. 

Inside her body, millions of changes manifested to make her Henry’s perfect mate. Gifted with his first spurt of cum in his new form, she would be perfectly matched to fuck him just as she truly believed he deserved. Her musculature tightened and restructured to give her endurance for fuck sessions that lasted for weeks. 

Her gorgeous pussy became able to host thousands of orgasms, one right after another, for months on end. Her tits ballooned out, becoming even larger and rounder, but completely firm and buoyant. Her dark hair grew and grew, puddling around her on the ground.

This all happened within seconds, just from one tiny spurt of cum from her new God. 

“Now,” he said, hovering his enormous cock in front of her face. “What do you say?”

“Please, Sir! Please fuck my mouth with your godrod!”

He smiled and shoved his enormous meat into her newly-improved mouth, now designed ideally to take in the gargantuan meat of his cock.

Entering her roughly, his meat pushed past her mouth and into her throat easily. She could feel her entire body reforming now—completely made ready to take such enormous size perfectly. Her throat was like a hot, velvet fuckglove, and he could fuck it like a cunt. 

He did exactly that. Again and again, he rammed the full length of his meat into her body, his big balls resting on her enormous tits, his crotch shoving against her face. His forest of pubic hair was musky and manly, like motor oil and campfires.

She would surely have received several concussions, her head being banged so rapidly and so hard by the force of his shoves, if her enormous mass of hair was not acting as the perfect padding for her skull. As it was, she only felt manhandled and completely controlled—clearly under his force, but without the slightest bit of pain. Somehow, she knew that he knew that, that he wanted that.

Lillian knew, without any hesitation or dispute, that she was being fucked by her God. She stared up at him with grateful, worshiping eyes, silently promising to serve him until the end of time.

He came inside of her then, unleashing his gigantic load—enormous enough to be proportional with the size of his gigantic fuckmeat. It seemed to be endless, load after load spasming into her mouth, and Lillian could only swallow and pray for more on top of cumming herself. Her pussy had no choice but to orgasm again, again, again as more cum layered into her body. 

None of her had any choice in the matter whatsoever. She was his perfect fuckslut now and forever, and she would cum on command.

When she finally had to disengage, the cum building up too much, he sprayed her down with his cum, spilling it on her thick. Her body absorbed more and more, becoming ever more perfect for him. Her tits and hair expanding, her body becoming taller and tighter and sexier.

He was her Master. Lillian was his slave. This was how life was supposed to be.

* * * * *
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WAITING IN THE ELEVATOR, Lillian had to struggle not to finger her cunt needfully. Other guests might walk in, and she needed to convince someone to come back to the apartment with her.

Find more cunts for me to fuck, or I will tear down every wall to find one.

This was the order that Henry had left her with after she awoke from her cumbath. Spilling his seed unto her as he had had sated him only for a small while, and now her Master needed more.
Lillian was thoroughly happy to comply. She looked gorgeous, barely fitting inside of the once-far-too-enormous raincoat. It fit her now more like a tiny dress, her beautiful long legs reaching out with ease. With her enormous high heels on, she was easily over six foot five, looking like some disastrously gorgeous Amazon waiting to destroy any man who looked at her wrong. 
And she was ready to do that—she belonged only to her Master Henry. All others were not worth her time. 

In front of Master, even with her new growth, she barely came up to his massive, amazing shoulders. 

Fuck, she loved him so much. His bulk, his size, his endless endurance.

It was almost unbelievable that only an hour ago, he had been regular old skinny Henry, and that she had been eight inches shorter with tits that actually fit inside some of the bras she had. Hell—it was hard to believe that she had wanted or needed a bra at all. 

The elevator dinged open. In the lobby, she saw a lovely, tiny blond girl, fresh out of college, trying to open her mailbox near the front door. Over the last several months, she and Lillian had shared conversations doing laundry in the basement. Katie, that was her name. Short, busty, beautiful, wearing a delightful blue cleavage-baring dress with a big funky white belt. Katie with the gorgeous cheekbones and cute blond bob framing her lovely face and plump lips.

Master would love her.

Without a single thought besides that, Lillian rapidly approached Katie, wrapping her hands around hers. 

“Wh-Lillian?” Katie was caught off-guard. “You look—Lillian?”

“Yes! It’s me. I need you to come with me.”

“You look...how did you get so tall? And you smell like...and you feel...”

Her voice became very thick, like Lillian’s very touch was some kind of arousing soporific. 

“...feel really...good.”

Katie bit a lip, staring at Katie’s tits, so openly exposed in her little jacket. Lillian, sensing the opening, pushed her tits forward onto Katie’s arm, holding there firmly.

“Just...just come back to my apartment with me, okay? Please?”

Katie did not look as though she could decide whether to concentrate on Lillian’s words or her new enormous tits. “W-Why?”

“Mast...er...Henry. He needs us. For something. For...” Lillian tried to improvise. “...for heavy lifting. Right away. Please.”

As if she was drunk, Katie followed, stumbling every third step. Lillian made sure to continue to press her big, heavy tits against Katie’s frame for the entire walk, and when they made it into the elevator. Even so, by that time, it seemed that Katie had been able to clear her thoughts just a little.

“Lillian, you look...sort of scared.”

Katie was looking the gorgeous, Amazonian brunette up and down, licking her lips.

“I am,” said Lillian. “I can’t disappoint him. We can’t. I’m so terrified of that, Katie.” 

Lillian was perfectly serious. She hugged the pretty blonde then, holding her tight, stroking her short hair and staring soulfully into her eyes.

Katie’s mouth worked silently for a moment, just enjoying the feel of Lillian.

“It’s just...um, you know, if he’s...if he’s doing abuse...I mean, there are shelters...”

Lillian held back a laugh. As if there was any shelter that could hold back her Master from what he wanted. As if she even wanted such a thing. Before either of them could say a word, the elevator doors opened and they rushed down the hall, Lillian practically kicking down the door. Her Master’s pleasure was so close now!

But as they walked back inside, there were sounds of hard, furious, ecstasy-filled fucking filling up the whole room already. 

“Yes! Yes! Yes! Oh my god you’re so fucking good! You’re so much better than my boyfriend! Oh my god!”

The two beauties moved through the apartment and saw that on top of the dining room table, Lillian’s Master Henry was fucking a gorgeous Asian girl, her face contorted with bliss. Her long dark hair was spilled out all over the dining room table. Her legs were bunched up underneath his enormous abs, her face already slathered with his shiny white cum. 

On the other side of the dining room, there was an enormous hole in the wall. An enormous, Master-sized hole. He had actually torn the walls down. Lillian supposed he could smell the Asian’s hot cunt, needing to be filled up with his godly cum. 

That was so fucking cool. 

Lillian, eager, licking her lips, stepped forward with Katie into the dining room proper to get a closer look at what her Master was doing.

Was he...was that Jennifer from next door who he was fucking? Of course it was. She was barely eighteen! Lillian had a conversation with her yesterday about how she was due to get married in a couple of weeks!

God, Master just couldn’t be denied at all. That was so delightfully hot and sexy and wonderful, for Lillian to be owned by such a massive stud.

At her side, Lillian could sense Katie’s growing panic. Whatever control her own body had over the pretty blond thing was waning. 

Master seemed to sense it too, because he unceremoniously dumped Jennifer on the floor—who landed with a delighted giggle and a thump before starting to finger her dripping wet pussy as she examined Master’s heavenly back muscles—and approached Katie. His cock was massive, over a foot long, and completely covered with shiny wet pussy juice and precum. 

Behind him, Jennifer’s tits seemed to expand with every little finger stroke of her clit, and she was stroking quite quickly. She was also, of course, licking up all the cum she could that had been sprayed on her face—though much of it seemed to have been absorbed already, perhaps even before Lillian and Katie walked in.

Master towered over both of them, his enormous cock almost level with Katie’s face. Staring at it with big green eyes, Katie was teetering, her knees literally knocking together in her short blue dress.

“I um...I should really, I mean, I should go, because this is like, not really my thing, and I should go I think, and—”

Master came in his hand, just like he did for Lillian, and slathered Katie’s pretty face with his cum. His enormous palm could fit her entire head, and when he drew it away, her whole face was covered over with his precious white goo.

“Quiet,” he growled.

Her face was stunned, but also unmistakably aroused. Tentatively, her tongue slipped out and licked up what it could find...and her face went completely slack.

“Please and thank you. That’s all you get to say.”

Lillian nodded firmly. “Thank you for taking her, Master.”

Just a hint of a smile crossed his face. Lillian’s cunt heated up even more with the gentle flash of his approval. It was so wonderfully good to be admired by her Master. But just as soon as it had crossed his face, it was gone, and his face was stony again, duty-bound, walking back to Jennifer. Each step shook the walls.

Jennifer was barely returning to her feet when Master picked her up again, sitting her tits first on the dining room table. Jennifer, short and compact and perfectly muscled, suddenly had quite a lot of tits for that sort of maneuver. If she was one hundred and twenty pounds, then easily twenty of that was hot, perfect Asian breastflesh.

Lillian put her hand into Katie’s swelteringly hot cunt—a maneuver that got easier by the second, as Katie kept growing taller and more lithe. Katie, catching on, slid her hand over to Lillian’s cunt. Each moaned appreciatively, their fingers automatically knowing what to do. 

Together, they watched their Master fuck Jennifer into oblivion, her tits growing and growing, becoming larger than her own head. Her legs grew too—and though she was still shorter than Lillian, she had been made considerably taller than Katie, now the shortest hottie in the room even as she grew. Katie’s tits—already quite large—bubbled outward to rival Lillian’s beauties, both transformed beauties covered in a myriad of juices from fingering each other’s pussies and being washed over with the thorough heat pouring off of Master and Jennifer’s coupling.

Katie, though, still seemed to want to resist, even with Lillian’s fingers diving within her hot cunt and with the taste of Master’s cum.

“Lillian, I don’t know about this,” she moaned, starting to draw away. “I don’t know. This is t-too much. This is too w-weird.”

Master heard her, though. In between deep thrusts into Jennifer, he snapped his fingers, pointing at her. “Shut up.”

Katie drew up as if she had been shot, her eyes wide.

“Shut her up,” Master directed Lillian, “and keep her arms from moving. She’s next.”

Happily, Lillian forced Katie down to her knees and chicken-winged her arms behind her. Katie, whimpering, struggled even as her pussy dripped down juices to the floor below.

Meanwhile, Master kept plowing into Jennifer, who seemed to be having the time of her life, calling out promises for him.

“I’m gonna break my boyfriend’s heart!” the Asian beauty sang happily. “The wedding is totally canceled! I can’t wait to dump him for you, Master! I’ll throw the ring in his face!”

That seemed to please Master greatly. Groaning loud enough to vibrate the chairs in the dining room, he came in Jennifer. The hot Asian screamed with intense pleasure, her own multitude of orgasms making the rounds through her hot tight body. 

Even as he continued spurting, he withdrew from Jennifer, and aimed his sperm-spewing fountain at Katie, walking closer and closer.

Quickly, the lovely blonde was coated with Master’s gift, filling her mouth over. His cum bubbled out of her mouth, running down her big tits. Instantly, the still-cumming Jennifer was there to lap it up, her enormous breasts resting on Katie’s rapidly lengthening legs. 

Lillian squirmed with jealously, holding Katie’s now-limp arms. Lillian looked down and saw that Katie’s eyes had rolled completely backward into her head, her pussy convulsing with a seemingly endless amount of orgasms.

Sensing Katie’s change, their Master shoved his enormous cock inside of her mouth, pumping wave after wave of cum into her fertile body. It seeped out the slim edges of her mouth where his cock was not completely filling her hole. Katie’s moans were loud and robotic—she moaned because Master willed her to moan. She came because Master willed her to cum.

Lillian was—though completely assured of her Master’s virility—somewhat scared she would be left out of his cum shower. Didn’t he love her? Wasn’t she his first, special slave?

“P-pleaaase,” Lillian moaned, her cunt filled with the lava of overwhelming lust. “Pleeease, Master...”

Master’s enormous head tilted, looking down at Lillian’s perfection. He reached over and grabbed Lillian’s tits, pulling her closer.

“What, girl? Did you think you would no longer be my favorite, just because I’m stuffing her face?”

Lillian had trouble answering that with just please or thank you. She tried anyway, nodding, and then whispering “Please, Master.”

He ran a hand through her thick mass of hair, twitching a bit as he came even more pints of cum down Katie’s throat. Katie was eager now, sucking happily, totally transformed into a proper cockslut.

“Of course you’re my favorite, doll. Don’t ever think otherwise. But these other bitches needed to learn their place.”

Jennifer moaned in affirmation, so happy that she had already been taught. 

“But, you have been very good. So...”

Ignoring Katie’s sudden rush of moanful protests, Master pulled out of the rapidly beautifying blonde and picked up Lillian with one hand around her torso. He was so wonderfully strong!

Holding her in place with one enormous hand wrapped around her teensy, tiny waist, he bent Lillian over and shoved his massively slick cock inside of her sopping wet pussy. Then he let go—his cock holding her in the air entirely. It was amazing! 

Her entire inner body had been reformed completely to hold his cock—her organs arranged perfectly to contain his massiveness. Hot, orgasmic waves of bliss rushed over and over through Lillian, and her orgasms only intensified as Master shoved her face into the wall, once again her hair acting as padding. 

Katie and Jennifer, slathered in his still wet cum as it absorbed into their bodies, grabbed Lillian’s hands and held them behind her back, tugging at her massive wealth of shiny dark hair. Master grabbed both new slavecunts and shoved their heads next to Lillian’s face, encouraging them to join their endless praise.

“He’s fucking you so hard because you’re his best girl,” Jennifer moaned.

“I’m so fucking jealous of you, love,” cried Katie. “He’s going to just destroy your cunt. You won’t be able to walk for days. He could get you fucking pregnant.”

Lillian bucked and screamed, her face sliding harder into the wall. 

“Fucking own her, Master,” Jennifer and Katie cried together. “Ruin her please!”

“Please!” Lillian called out. She could only say please in front of Him.

Gasping and bucking, Master unleashed in her at last. His cum inside her seemed even more virulent than the constant fountain that he had been spewing for over an hour now, one final gushing hot molten outpouring of pure bliss filling up Lillian’s pussy completely. Lillian’s brain blinked on and off, flooded with bliss, feeling like thousands of orgasms were hitting her all at once.

And finally, the raging Henry seemed to power down, still shoved inside of Lillian, holding all three women inside his enormous grasp, and slept.

* * * * *
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HENRY WOKE UP SOMETIME the next morning, looking at the girls around him.

“Not a dream,” he said, half-aroused and half-horrified.

He saw Jennifer, her long hair tangled around her body, and Katie, a serene smile on her lovely sleeping face, each girl holding him possessively. But, where was Lillian?

Standing up, he felt off-balance immediately. The world was larger again. Stepping in front of the mirror in the bedroom, he was only half-surprised to see himself as his normal self again. No more behemoth size, no more massive cum fountain for a cock.

He walked out the room naked, groggy, feeling hungover, and saw Lillian hanging up the phone, saying goodbye to someone named Yasmin. She wore a white silk robe—the one he had got her last year on their anniversary. She didn’t have alarmingly gigantic tits, and wasn’t over six feet tall, and didn’t have an oversexualized face that could make a normal man cum just from a glance.

It was just Lillian. His real, actual beautiful Lillian. 

A series of feelings rushed over him, not the least of which were competing forces of relief and disappointment. 

“How is this...” he shook his head. “What happened, baby? What did we do?”

She smiled, coming close to him and kissing him lovingly. Her tongue pressed into his mouth hotly, licking at his lips when she drew away. 

“You were just amazing,” she said. “I never would have thought watching you dominate other women would be so fucking hot, but it really is.”

She pushed him down on the cushions of the overturned couch, and began stroking his cock. 

“Lillian...baby...don’t...”

Stroking him harder, Lillian bent down and started licking his shaft gently. His protests ran out. In many ways, he felt like he deserved a good handjob, a good blowjob. He had fucked his girlfriend hard. He had fucked lots of other women. 

That was what real men did. 

She just stared at him in open submission, open adoration, licking his cock again and again..

“Did you really want me like that, Lillian? Some hunk beast, raging and cumming everywhere?”

She nodded intently, moving her mouth off of him for a moment but still stroking his cock. “Yes, Sir. I really did. I really do. It’s so hot, Sir. I love it when you take charge.”

Her strokes increased as she talked about it, staring at his cock intently.

“F-fuck. Okay. Okay. Maybe we need to get some more of that wine. A lot more.”

“Thank you, Sir. I will.”

Behind him, in the bedroom, he could hear the other girls waking up, calling his name, adoration tinting their voices. He could definitely get used to this.

* * * * *
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YASMIN HUNG UP THE phone, smiling prettily. She could hardly smile otherwise.

The girl Lillian seemed to be quite happy to receive a complimentary box of her ancient wine. She also didn’t seem to mind that as her boyfriend took more and more of the wine, the effects would gain more and more permanence on her boyfriend and on whoever he fucked.

Perhaps Lillian would tell her boyfriend this. Yasmin doubted it. Nice boys always had such strange protests to being placed on the pedestal they deserved to be worshiped upon.

Yasmin, of course, didn’t bother to tell her that hundreds of other couples in town had been sent the same sort of wine. Probably, Yasmin supposed, Lillian would find out on her own. She didn’t seem to be a dullard, and it would be hard to miss the legion of hunks that were about to move through the streets, claiming cunts

Breathing in the sweet current of lust that was traveling through the morning air, Yasmin stepped downstairs into the basement.

There was a hot, musky, burning smell down there, like someone had taken the very essence of hot lust and made it molten, running it through the core of the Earth. 

Opposite the marble stairs, there was an ornate metal altar, complete with dozens of intricately cast figures caught in repose in lovemaking positions. If she watched it long enough, she would see the figures melting and moving, fucking each other in more and more sinfully perfect ways.

In front of the altar, there was a gigantic dense shadow of an enormous man-like being, almost given complete form. He was chained to posts arranged in front of the altar, struggling and snarling. 

Yasmin crawled before him, and when she was close enough, began fingering her pussy, eager to succumb to orgasmic delight to strengthen the figure in chains.

Soon, Yasmin would have built up enough power in the town to break the chains. And soon, her Dark Lord would be free to own this world as he wished—as he deserved.

# # #
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Possession
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“You have to be very careful,” said Gerald, driving through the town. “From all accounts, this woman, if that’s what she is, is highly seductive. Knowledgeable. You might even find her friendly, easy to laugh with or agree with. Do none of these things. If she says the sky is blue, affirm that it is red. Any agreement she makes with you, she will use to build another, and another, until you are very far along on the ladder to damnation. Do you understand, girl?”

“Yes sir,” said Olivia, looking at him solemnly.

“I know you don’t believe me all the way. That’s fine. But you have to trust that I know what I’m doing a little bit.”

“I do trust you,” she said. “And I believe you, too.”

He didn’t seem to believe her, though. He never did. That hurt more than anything, that she put so much of her trust and life and effort into this man who repaid so little of it.

Gerald was a demon hunter by trade, tall and bearded with dark eyes the same charcoal color as his hair. Olivia had been working with him for a little over a month now, helping to prepare his tinctures and sharpen his stakes, that sort of thing. It was not well-paying work, but Gerald seemed to always have money when he needed it and he was not shy about sharing when it came to necessities. 

There were worse situations, Olivia knew, than traveling from town to town on the road with a completely handsome bearded hunk.

They drove into the parking lot of the antiques shop known as Possessions. Inside, Gerald assured her there was an evil greater than any he or anyone else had ever encountered or experienced. 

Olivia had met him hitchhiking on her way out of her hometown of Little Hill, which was neither little nor had a hill. She hated the town, everyone in it, and everything it did, and wanted no part of the life it offered. Everyone was either a miner or the wife of a miner, and she saw no future for herself there.

Olivia wasn’t quite sure what she wanted her life to be about yet. Much like the denizens of her hometown, she was hardworking and practical, but her practical streak went beyond just seeing the opportunity for work right in front of her. 

Practically, she knew that a career in modeling wasn’t out of the question—certainly she didn’t imagine being a lingerie model walking on runways on network television or gracing the covers of big fashion magazines (although the thought of that did send thrills down her spine)—but she was certainly beautiful enough between her lovely face and delightfully sexy figure to get a little glamour work done on the side to pay bills while she was figuring herself out.

That’s all she really wanted—some time to figure herself out. And then, she had found herself alone with a self-professed demon hunter.

It had been dangerous, hitchhiking out of her town as a beautiful nineteen year-old girl. Olivia knew this. She knew that with her beautiful auburn hair and short, slender body, her big breasts so firm and bouncy on her tight frame, that she was a particularly vulnerable target. 

Her face got her in the most trouble—big brown eyes that held a beguiling spark, always making guys think she was flirting with them when she was just angry or annoyed, in combination with the soft tilted pads of her lips and the lovely turn of her nose, sent most men into slathering beasts around her. 

Most men, of course, except for Gerald. For whatever reason, he seemed immune to her charms of happenstance, and when she tried actively to flirt with him, he was non-responsive. 

When he had picked her up, all he said was, “I’m going this way. Are you?”

It wasn’t long before he told her what he was and what he did, and it wasn’t long after that before she volunteered her services, hoping to gain his favor.

Of course, Olivia would think often, the one guy who doesn’t want me is the one I’m so unstoppably turned on by.

She wasn’t sure what it was about him. He was awfully gruff with her, barely saying two words at a time while he drove. 

Perhaps it was his beard, so thick and unattended and wild, as black as his eyes. Or maybe it was those eyes, dark and always burning with a zealous fire that she was just completely desperate to see attuned to her body. 

Maybe it was the vast inventory of weapons and totems and fetishes he had collected over his many years of hunting. In the back of his modified SUV, he had four types of crossbows, a stockade of silver bullets, plenty of silver stakes, loads of silver rods and iron rods, a chest full of crosses, three gold-plated nets, and a plethora of vials, each containing its own special serum or herb that he assured her would take care of whatever assailants came his way. 

He was on the hunt for one demon in particular, he told her. An ancient evil force, one of the oldest—so old that its name had never been recorded. And he had been hearing many strange tales about an antiques shop in this particular town that matched up with tales in the past.

Every several hundred years, this big evil would try to gain ground in our reality, he told her, to unleash its own hell on earth. And someone like him would drive it back.

Just driving into the town, they had seen quite the display of odd behavior already. Gigantic naked musclebound studs fucked gorgeous teenage girls on the sidewalk, cars askew in the street, as if the chiseled hunks had stopped driving purely to start fucking some hot babes they saw walking about. 

On the other side of the street, a man came out of a shoe shop—advertising half-off all heels over five inches tall and doing booming business—with a trail of amazing beauties dressed in hot evening gowns and minidresses led along with a long rope attached to their bound wrists. Vapid, happy smiles seemed permanently affixed to their faces. Each of them, of course, wore very high platform heels in a matching shade of green.

Olivia found all of this eerie and disconcerting. It was more than enough proof that something fantastical and horrifying was happening in the town. She was somewhat concerned that she would stick out, that her comparatively nondescript appearance would draw attention to herself. She wore tight jeans, a loose blue t-shirt with her old high school wolverine logo on it, and stocky black boots that thudded as she stepped out of the SUV and toward the antique shop.

Gerald, tall and imposing, had utility belts criss-crossing over the plain white shirt on his torso, black jeans on his legs. He carried a small mechanical crossbow openly, apparently not caring if any police officers happened to see.

They entered the shop. A little bell rang. At the other end of the store stood a tall, pale, big-breasted woman dressed in a black, almost sheer gown, the straps lacy, her hips and legs totally exposed along with an enormous, narrow v running down the middle of her torso. The massive, hot flesh of her gorgeous tits so easy to see. Beautiful black locks of hair that ran down to the curve of her amazing ass. Her gorgeous face made Olivia instantly and irrationally jealous. 

The pale beauty was attending a younger woman—a redhead who looked an awful lot like Olivia—and leaning over, one of her large heavy breasts resting on the redhead’s shoulders. They were both looking into a mirror together. 

“You see,” Gerald whispered. “That’s her. Yasmin, the demon’s familiar. This is what I’m talking about. That’s a spell she’s casting, right now, at this very instant! That redhead has been completely entranced by her.”

Olivia considered. The redhead’s gaze did seem to be rather vacant. And her hands...oh wow. 

The redhead’s hands were slipped all the way down her tiny, tight jean shorts as she stared emptily into the mirror, frantically pulsing in her pussy. 

Oh, gosh. Oh, wow. It was like the redhead was seeing the object of her every desire and could not help but finger herself in response.

Olivia could not explain the instant heat she felt at the sight. She knew it should have caused her revulsion or fear, but instead all she felt was a distinct hot flash running up through her body.

There was real, distinct power here. Power over the wants and needs of the flesh. And that was thoroughly, absolutely arousing.

“Let her be, witch,” Gerald called out, bringing up his crossbow with one arm. 

The shop owner turned, but not before planting a small kiss on the redhead’s cheek. She smiled seductively at Gerald, and then doubly so at Olivia. Olivia did not know why, but she suspected that Yasmin could sense her arousal. The redhead stayed in front of the mirror, moaning and cooing vacantly as she continued to attend her shining wet pussy.

“Ah,” Yasmin said. “I thought it may be a customer, and so this vocabulary used, this ‘witch,’ it was so very confusing.”

Her accent was rich and exotic, coating every word she said and making it even sexier. Olivia felt it sliding against the corners of her brain, licking and massaging dormant acres of lust there.

“Stay where you are!” 

Gerald held up the crossbow with one hand, another grasped firm on a vial of holy water pulled from his utility belt..

Yasmin kept approaching through, her walk sexy, deliberate, and slow. Every foot in front of the other, her hips swaying enticingly. 

“But no, I see it is some evil-fighter. How good this is! I am no fan of evil myself. Evil is always so much trouble. Cutting, hurting, slicing, breaking.” She tsked, shaking her head. Her lovely dark locks slid around her shoulders, her back, like blanketed midnight. “I am much more a fan of delight. Are you not fans of delight then, that you would come into my shop to threaten me?”

“I am not threatening you, witch. I am ending you.”

And with that, Gerald threw the vial of holy water at her. Yasmin snatched it effortlessly before it could shatter, grinning, and then stared at it for a moment. Then she flipped the top off and swallowed it down. As Gerald watched, his eyes growing wide, Yasmin licked the vial clean, sliding her tongue around the long tube like it was a phallus. Her green eyes sparkled.

“Thank you, darling. It is so nice of you to give me a nice little drink like that. You are very kind for someone who wants to hurt me, yes? I think I shall suck you off for quite some time after I remove all these silly ideas about hurting me.” She smiled at Olivia. “Or perhaps I will encourage your little helper there to do it for me. Clearly, she wants to see what you taste like. Isn’t that right, little dearie?”

“Wh-what?”

“Don’t answer that, Olivia.”

“Don’t...don’t answer?” Yasmin laughed. “Oh, my dear man. You are just caught in a flood of denial, are you not? Can you not see how she wants you? How she would do anything for you?”

Gerald fired his crossbow. Yasmin, a slight flicker of annoyance flashing on her face, instantly blew on the incoming bolt, like some hair had slipped down over her eyes. The bolt disappeared into smoke.

Then she continued to speak, not paying any attention to the shock on Gerald’s face. “You ought to let her please you. Even if you do not want to do it my way, the eternal way, where she sucks you off for centuries to come, you still ought to at least let her taste your seed. That would only be nice of you. She wants it so very badly, after all. Don’t you, little darling?”

Olivia was stunned. “I...I...I...”

Yasmin smiled, snapping her fingers at the redhead at the back of the store. She could have passed for Olivia’s sister, and Olivia was beginning to think that was no mistake. 

The redhead approached Yasmin at her command and knelt down in front of her. Yasmin smiled and, with a wave of her hand, dismissed the lower part of her gorgeous gown as it had been some kind of illusion. The redhead obediently moved forward and began licking away at Yasmin’s delicious pussy, her face soon covered sprinkled with hot juices. 

“Come,” said Yasmin, breathing hard, a magnificent flush creeping up her pale breasts “Join us. It is so very wonderful here. You both will be wrapped in pleasure, always. It will be so very perfect for you. Please?”

“We have to get out of here,” said Gerald, grabbing Olivia’s hand.

Within ten seconds, they were completely out of the store. And Olivia could not help but feel a strong, palpable sense of disappointment—as well as a thoroughly hot sense of arousal from Gerald grabbing her and bossing her around.

* * * * *
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“THANK YOU FOR OPENING up a room,” said Olivia. “You don’t know how hard it is in this town to find a hotel that isn’t just a thinly disguised brothel.”

The proprietor of the hotel smiled and waved a hand. She was middle-aged and lovely, with gorgeous blond hair, her body kept in terrific shape. This hotel was on the other end of town from the antique shop, outside what Gerald hoped was Yasmin’s area of effect. All they had available was a single-bed room...for which Olivia had many hopes. Gerald had her handle things like this—finance activities, like arranging rooms and buying groceries. She used his credit card.

“Oh yes, I know all about that.” She handed Olivia the receipt. “Why hire other girls when you can just do all that work yourself?”

“I’m sorry?”

“No need to be sorry, dear. Now, what time would you like me to swing by and eat you out?” Her smile was seductive, her tits practically popping out of her tiny suit. 

Olivia stepped back toward the door of the small office. “Oh, there’s no...no need for that. I mean. I’m with my man, I mean, a man, so, it’s...”

“I see,” the proprietor smiled. “You’d rather us both please him together. I’m sure he deserves it. He is a man, after all, and the needs of men are far more important than our own, aren’t they?”

“Y-yes?”

The proprietor had a clipboard in her hand, clicking at a pen. “Okay, let me see here...” she traced her finger down the clipboard. “How about if I came over in an hour, so you can have made him cum already, and I suck him off until he fucks your mouth and treats you like the dirty cockslut you are? Does that work for you?”

“No, I think...I think we’re fine by ourselves.”

The proprietor tilted her head, as if she had just heard an oven barking. “Oh. Really?”

“Yes. We just got here, you see, and so we’re very tired.”

“Ah. You were slipping him handies all day in the car, I bet. I understand. Shall I pen you in for a morning fingering?”

“No. No, nothing like that. I think...I think we would prefer our privacy.”

The woman’s nose wilted a bit. Clearly, she was offended.

“Well,” she said, an exasperated lilt to her voice. “The phone is in your room should you need me.”

Olivia rushed out of the office, crossing the parking lot to her room. What was wrong here? What was happening? From what Gerald had told her of enchantments, they could only have a small range of effects at one time. Unless Yasmin was somehow pumping the town full of multiple enchantments...

Of course.

She opened the door, smiling at having figured it out. The room was small—a bathroom directly on the right, a queen-sized bed with a television set a little bit further in. In one corner was a short pale blue barrel chair. Gerald rushed to her, probably the most excited she had ever seen him.

“I figured it out,” said Gerald. “The antique shop. She’s been selling evil artifacts to whole town. Those roped women we saw? The Bindings of Aramac. Those big muscled guys, turning those women into amazons? I’d bet my life that was from Proteus’s Tincture. She’s been selling and reselling all these things for...for months now!”

Trying to hide her disappointment that she hadn’t finally been useful, Olivia nodded enthusiastically.

“That’s good! That’s really clever of you, Gerald. But what’s it leading up to?”

“There’s a ritual,” he explained. “A ritual that requires massive amounts of lust and decadence to be present in order to for the atmosphere to be just right for it to work. Usually, it never gets this far. But she’s been playing this very safe. Very smart. We need to be on guard. We are in enormous danger, Olivia. That’s why I want you to have this.”

He handed her a small, gilded box, the kind that jewelry was kept in. Instantly, Olivia understood.

They were in so much danger that he wanted to show her how much he cared. He had been keeping it a secret because he was scared one of them would die and would be hurt. But now, with so much on the line, he just couldn’t be silent anymore!

“Oh, Gerald,” she said, sitting down on the bed, opening it. “I never suspected...I never thought you would...I never...”

She opened the box all the way. Inside was a clunky vial of something that looked like salt. It was attached to an ugly, lead-colored chain.

“It’s essence of fairie. It’ll protect your dreams,” he said.

“Oh.” Her head drooped.

“This place, there’s so much magic...you can’t be too careful.”

“No, right. You’re right. That’s right.”

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing. It’s nothing. I’m just...I’m tired. I’d like to go to bed now.”

“I was going to stay up for a while and work on some modifications. I think by combining spectre-wart and cauliflower, some really potent stuff could be enabled. I could put in the holy water, and bam! I’d like to see her swallow that, huh?”

The last thing she wanted right now as to be around him. If he started working in front of her instead of joining her in the bed, inside of which were contained all her hopes and dreams of snuggling next to him and stroking that enormous cock of his, she was going to scream. 

“Could you do it in the car? I’m tired, Gerald. I’d like to get to bed. If you want to sleep, do bedroom activities, you know, then you can come in the bed too.”

“I’m wired.” His eyes were full of spark. “I’ll be outside, then.”

He left shortly. God, didn’t he see how disappointed she was? How much she wanted him? 

Ugh, men. They were totally fine until you gave them a problem to solve. 

She supposed she shouldn’t be trying to shack up with a professional problem-solver, then. Maybe she should just leave town. Why would she risk her life when he didn’t even seem to care about her very much?

Her before-bed routine was short—changing into a just-sexy-enough nighty that she hoped he would notice and enjoy, brushing her teeth and washing her face.

Twenty minutes later, Olivia at last laid down to sleep, not bothering to put on the amulet. She did not expect for sleep to happen well, or soon, or truthfully at all. But all the same, within minutes of putting her head down, she was dreaming.

Her dream then was very strange indeed. 

She was in her bed, still. The proprietor of the shop came into the room and slid her tits along Olivia’s lips, letting her suckle at her big, bountiful bosom. The nipples were the size of and even tasted like strawberries. It was lovely. She felt blessed, really, to be sucking on such big, lovely, beautiful breasts at all.

“Soon,” said the proprietor, “you’ll be able to suck these all day long. You’ll do anything you want. You’re so important, Olivia. We’ve been waiting for you. Won’t you come back to the shop? Won’t you make all our dreams come true?”

The proprietor was pressing harder, harder, harder onto Olivia’s mouth. She could hardly breath. Squirming, she stood up—and realized she had been dreaming.

She was sweating, but her body was covered with hot, sweet-smelling juices. Each sniff pushed the proprietor’s sweet perfume into her nose. It was a dream, but...but it seemed so very much like it had really happened! She teetered up off the bed and stepped outside, to go confront the older woman and discuss the situation with her like a rational human being. 

And yet, when she stepped through the door, it rang in a friendly fashion...and she was back inside the antique shop.

What?

The hard, audible clicks of Yasmin’s tall gorgeous ankle-strap heels on the wooden floor came ever closer. Every little click was like someone licking Olivia’s pussy. She only became more and more aroused. 

Yasmin arrived, looking somewhat sleepy, holding a candelabra that emitted hot, blue flames. Yasmin’s gown was blue as well, and sheer, her nipples completely visible...as well as her hot, delicious pussy. Yasmin’s hand slid down her body to one perfect breast, squeezing it invitingly.

“I see this girl come into my shop, so late at night, and I say to myself, I say, ‘Yasmin, this beautiful girl. She is here with clandestine nature, coming here in the darkness. Surely this is either for one of two reasons. She is very dark in her intentions, wanting perhaps to hurt me or my beautiful shop, or she is very ashamed, wanting to ask for something that she does not feel can bear the light of the day.’ So which is it, my lovely little thing? Do you wish me harm? Do you wish to thrust some stake between my heart?”

Olivia gulped, closely examining the exquisite curves of Yasmin’s tits. She didn’t feel capable of ever touching such perfection, let alone hurting it. God, her pussy was on fire. Something about Yasmin just made her so fucking turned on. Why couldn’t she turn it off?

Why did she even want to? It felt amazing. She felt like she was going to float away on her own cloud of arousal.

“Or do you wish to ask me for something? Something perhaps that your master would disapprove of?”

Olivia shook her head, trying to clear her thoughts.

“He is not my master. He’s just my...my boss.”

“And you wish him to be more, yes?”

Olivia didn’t know what to say to that. But she could nod. 

“I think this, I know this. My own heart is the heart of a girl, yes? I know the hearts of girls, pretty girls like you. We want the men in our lives to want us as we want them. With unrestrained lust! With passion that lasts for months at a time, with a need to be filled for weeks on end and to forget the rest of the world entirely! I know your heart, lovely girl. Do not doubt this.”

Olivia stepped closer, biting her lower lip. “What are you? How do you know all these things? Are you...a succubus? A demoness?”

Her knowledge of demonology was limited. She struggled to remember more from what Gerald had told her, but there was so very much...and Yasmin’s green gaze was so very lovely and enticing. It was hard to break her thoughts away from the gorgeous green eyes of the beauty.

Yasmin’s laugh was rich and lilted. If her laugh was ever put onto a stone, the stone would have to be marble, and it would have to be gilded with gold.

“No, my dear. Of course not. Such ridiculous things you say. I know both of those sorts of creatures. If they were here now, you would be quite dead, or well on your way. No, I am simply a woman, quite long-lived and well-versed in many subjects.”

Yasmin came close to Olivia, pursing Olivia’s arm between her big, wonderful breasts. Olivia, caught in Yasmin’s green gaze, barely noticed.

“But you’re...you’re so beautiful.”

“What is the purpose of being long-lived if you cannot remain beautiful? This was the deal I struck. Beauty and power for the pleasure of service. I begged my lord for the latter, and for my show of subservience to his will, he granted me the former.”

“You...you asked to be a servant?”

“Of course!” Yasmin nodded, her dark long locks stroking Olivia’s lovely face. “What could be better than knowing what you are supposed to do at all times? To have someone else decide that for you, to take away all pesky thoughts of anxiety and indecision?”

“But your will...your choice...”

Olivia’s lips were so very close to Yasmin’s now. It would be so easy to close that distance...so fun...

“Pesky, as I said. Unnecessary. My Master’s will is much more amiable to my mind. He is...” she stroked a lovely hand up the bountiful lands of her body, Olivia watching jealously. “...quite accustomed to being serviced. That way, when he tells me I do well, I know it must have been very well indeed. What possible better compliment could there be than to be praised by one who is constantly surrounded by the darkest, most sinful pleasures that this dimension or any other has to offer? I aim high for service...and the creativity I employ to serve is mine and mine alone. That is my choice. The vehicle of it, however, belongs entirely to him.”

“Are you...are you happy, serving?”

The thought bounced across Olivia’s head like a bowling ball. She had never really considered it before, serving like Yasmin was describing. Her idea of an ideal partner was someone who listened to her, who took in her input and valued her for who she was, not for the station that she filled.

But all of a sudden, the concept of kneeling, of being on her knees, seemed so very utterly hot. Yasmin kissed her neck. Olivia felt herself melting and flying away at the same time. Yasmin grabbed one of Olivia’s hands and slid it down to the lovely curve of her ass cheeks, so sparsely covered by the tiny hot gown the pale beauty wore. Olivia moaned.

“I have never been happier,” Yasmin purred. “I wake up each day with fresh, glorious purpose. I know what every beat of my heart is for.” Yasmin pressed Olivia’s body closer. She could feel each tender beat. “Can you feel it? Can you hear it? ‘Master. Master. Master. Master.’ That is the rhythm of my body.”

Olivia could hardly speak. Yasmin’s tits were so warm, so hot against her body! She felt like she was going to lose her mind forever in the deep, pleasant warmth of her amazing tits.

But then Yasmin pushed her away, smiling gently. 

“N-nooo...” Olivia whimpered softly.

“No? You like my breasts? My body? You like the thrill of my Master? You would like a thrill of your own?”

Anything to be back inside of Yasmin’s glowing warm touch. Olivia nodded. 

Yasmin held up a hand, drew it down, and then drew it back up again. A long, gorgeous mirror had appeared where her arm had waved. Olivia almost felt surprised...but not really. Yasmin was so lovely, so powerful. 

There was nothing Yasmin could not do, nothing Yasmin could not make her believe.

Oh god, why did she find that so fucking hot all of a sudden? That Yasmin could just...make her believe something...oh wow.

“N-no...” she tried to say. “W-wait. Stop...”

Yasmin wrapped her gorgeous body around Olivia’s, both of them facing the mirror. It was easy to see Yasmin’s firm, perfect tits crushed into even more perfect spheres against Olivia’s shoulder. Yasmin licked her neck, the action long and knowing, her tongue reaching up to flick Olivia’s earlobe. The entire time, Yasmin stared into the mirror, looking deep into Olivia’s eyes. 

“Isn’t this lovely?” asked Yasmin. “Aren’t you lovely? A lovely little treat, you are. A beautiful girl for a beautiful world.”

“N-noo...so...so fast. It’s...you’re...I’m...stopp, pleeaseee...”

“You don’t want me to stop, silly girl. You want me to keep going until you don’t know what stop means anymore. Isn’t that right?”

Yasmin slid her hand up inside of Olivia’s thighs. Immediately, she found the beautiful young woman’s pussy, already wet. Where were her panties? Didn’t she have some on?

“You did not come here by accident,” Yasmin said. “Neither of you did. You found him on purpose, because you are the one who can seduce him. I know this. I made it happen. And he is the one I need...the one I need for my Master’s ritual to be complete, for my Master to be whole in this world. You will help me, my darling girl,” Yasmin purred, softly pressing against Olivia’s cunt. “You will help me, and you will know how Gerald fucks you. Isn’t that what you want?”

There was a bright blue flash, blinding Olivia for a moment. When her vision returned, she saw herself in the mirror, Yasmin completely gone. Behind her instead now was Gerald. Gerald with a ferocious look on his face, wrapping one hand around her throat. Oh god, that was so good. Being held, being controlled like that. Oh yes please grab her throat like that. 

Gerald, driving into her from behind with sensational force. She could feel his cock, almost. She could feel him driving into her. She needed him so bad!

“Cum for him, Olivia,” purred Yasmin. “Cum for your Man. Say his name.”

“Oh Gerald!” she cried. “Gerald! Gerald! I’m yours! I’m yours! Fuck me! My Man! My Man! My Maaaannn!”

Sweet waves of orgasm blistered through her sensational young body. Her toes curled, her body twisted. She felt like she was screaming pure light. It was the most powerful sexual experience of her life.

She turned, and found herself on her bed in the hotel, the sheets twisted and her body covered in sweat. It had been a dream. Another dream. A dream to attack her with. She hadn’t been in Yasmin’s shop at all.

But oh god, she was so fucking aroused! Her pussy felt molten. If just one little finger dropped down there, then maybe she could find out just how aroused she had become...

Oh. Oh fuck. Her knees went weak, her arms lost all ability to move her off the bed, such immense thrills of pleasure cycling through her flesh. It felt like her pussy was the new center of her nervous system, capable of controlling every single movement, it’s only motive to bring itself more pleasure.

She had to resist. It would be so wrong. So very bad to give in. Yasmin would win if she gave in. Her Dark Master would rule the earth and then Olivia would have...Olivia would have Gerald...

No! No...no, she couldn’t finger herself. No...no, she couldn’t. If she did, Yasmin won.

Cum for him, Olivia. Cum for your Man. Say his name.

Ohhh oh god. Oh god how was she not supposed to cum when she needed to sooo bad? Her pussy was roiling with heat. She felt like her entire mind was disappearing, replaced by a singular need to cum and shout her Man’s name. 

Shifting in the bed only made the desire worse, heightening every sense and making her desperate to fuck, to be filled, to be her Gerald’s hot young teenage cumslut beauty.

“Oh god,” she moaned. “Oh please...please...”

Cum for him, Olivia. Let him know you are his. Say his name.

Her fingers slid down to her clit at last. Her orgasm arrived almost immediately, and then again, and then again, her body bucking in the now-entirely wettened bed, soaked with her pleasure.

“Gerald, yes! I’m yours! I’m yours! Gerald! Gerald!”

She thought of Gerald the entire time. But she thought of Yasmin, too, cheering her on as she fucked him.

That’s a good hot slut, she could almost hear the pale beauty cooing. You’re fucking your Man just how he deserves. 

“Geerrraaaald!”

At that instant, the door to the room opened.

“Olivia? Are you okay? I heard you calling my name...”

She had to take in several deep breaths, her body still pulsing with waves of pleasure. She felt like some of the fog had been removed from her mind, though it was still hard to think.

“Nothing,” she said, shaking her head. “It was nothing. Just a...a bad dream, that’s all. Please...come to bed soon.”

* * * * *
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GERALD WAS TAKING A shower. As he soaped his well-muscled body and rinsed his thick hair, he tried not to dwell on the idea that this very well could be his last shower ever. 

The demon-hunter was troubled by this town. He had been through quite a lot, but still, he was certain that whatever it was that was here was much more powerful than he had initially thought or that he was prepared to fight.

Just last night, for instance, when he was in his SUV trying to prepare materials for the town exorcism he had planned.

One girl was running from another. The pursuer was tall, blonde, perfectly proportioned, and gorgeous. Her face was gorgeous, like some movie starlet’s. The girl she was chasing was short, busty, and blonde also, though—if Gerald had to be chauvinistic about it—not very attractive. The tall girl cornered the shorter one against the wall and tapped her on the forehead with a long wand.

Right then and there, the shorter girl transformed—her legs growing longer, her hair becoming shinier, her tits becoming large and buoyant. She was, from all appearances, a perfect copy of the girl who had chased her down.

The new copy then slid the original into a loving embrace, kissing and holding, each of them sliding their fingers down to the other’s pussy to adore one another in perfectly matching rhythms. Another woman walked by in the darkened street...and the newly twinned girls rushed after her, wand in hand.

It was, all told, horrific and arousing. Gerald was ashamed of being turned on by it. 

That kind of magic was far outside of his bounds. Mostly he dealt with aberrations—haunted houses that needed clearing, poltergeists who needed mollifying. The thought of such an incapably powerful force being so permanent in the town and so widespread was chilling.

Still, though, someone had to stop them, and he was the only person he knew that was willing to do it. Olivia had scared him, last night. When he saw that she had gone back to sleep, he made sure the amulet he gave her was around her neck.

It baffled him that she hadn’t put it on before. Didn’t she realize he cared about her? Hadn’t he said over and over again that dreams were full of dangers?

He had slept on the foot of the bed, making sure that nothing affected her like that anymore. She seemed upset about this, but he was adamant. He wanted to respect her space, but he had to keep her safe, after all.

Sighing, he shut off the shower and grabbed the towel to dry off. After some morning bathroom rituals, he walked out of the bathroom, only the towel on.

Then he saw Olivia on the bed, her eyes lighting up at the sight of him. She wasn’t kneeling, really, sitting down with her legs curled up to one side, staring up at him with clear longing.

Her body—so tight and sexy and inviting—was covered with violet lingerie. Violet stockings on her long, delicious legs. Violet panties, sheer, right above that, and a lacy violet bra with sexy interlocking clasps above that. Her breasts on perfect display, in such amazing proportion to the rest of her body Her heels—when had she gotten such tall heels?—were violet as well. And around her neck was a violet collar with a little gold ring danging around her throat.

“Welcome back, handsome,” she purred. Her voice sounded both young and much older than it normally did—husky, sultry, full of hidden meanings and desperate needs. “I’ve been needing you to come out here with me...to come out and play.”

She smiled, drawing little circles in the carpet. 

“O-Olivia...Olivia, I think you’ve been affected by something in this room.” He began looking around for the culprit.

Still smiling, she shook her head, her beautiful auburn locks kissing her shoulders. “Oh no. It was a collar. Someone knocked and left it on the door.”

“And you just put it on? Just like that?” 

He couldn’t believe it. After all that he had warned her of! This girl! This...this beautiful, lovely, amazingly toned and big-titted girl. 

Oh, man.

“After I picked it up, I wanted to taste it...” she giggled. “So I licked it. And after I licked it—it tasted like grapes by the way, grapes and indigo—after I licked it, I just had to put it on. Because I want you to pluck me like a grape. I want you to crush me like indigo. I want you to fuck me until I don’t know how to think, Gerald. I’ve always wanted that.”

It was becoming very hard to put thoughts together. She had a way of drawing her shoulders together so that her cleavage became very pronounced. She had amazing cleavage, he found. Why had he not noticed that before? It had been there, right in front of him, this whole time.

“Don’t you want me, Gerald?” asked Olivia. “I want you. I want you so bad. I want to suck your cock, Gerald. For starters. Then we can spend the whole day just dreaming up hot new ways for your cock to be inside me. Please?”

“O-Olivia. I...I had no idea. I...”

No. He couldn’t answer her like that. That was engaging her on the terms of the illusion, the seduction. She didn’t really want him. The magic, whatever it was, was making her think that. No, what she wanted was...what she wanted was...he didn’t know. If he thought she really wanted him, he didn’t know how he would resist. He’d been unable to properly voice his attraction for ages. 

No. No. That was wrong. Maybe she did like him, somehow, some way. But that wasn’t important right now.

Olivia seemed to sense his indecision. She lay back on the bed, spreading her legs and crooking a finger at him.

“I want to be your slave, Sir. You can do anything to me. Anything at all. Won’t you please come here? We don’t have to fuck. Just hold me. Don’t you want to hold me, Gerald?”

A strong wind blew into the room, somehow. Was there an open window? His towel fluttered and dropped out of his hands. It was perfectly possible for her to see his semi-hardening cock.

“I know,” she said, licking her lips, her lovely eyes glowing at the sight of his manhood. “What if I just gave you a nice, hot little handjob, sir? Would you like that? And once you’re all hard, you can decide what you want to fuck me or not.”

“Oh fuck,” he moaned.

Leaning up and crawling toward him, Olivia’s tits easy to watch. The valley of her cleavage seemed deep and crafted from some holy place that Gerald had only dreamt of. Her lips began to land around his thighs, kissing him softly, her hand wrapped tight around his big, quickly hardening cock. 

It was not long before he was hard all the way, stroking her hair, looking deep into her gorgeous brown eyes. Fuck. She was so fucking beautiful!

“I need it, Gerald,” she breathed, staring up at him. “I need to feel your cum spray on my face, Sir.”

Her tits bounced rhythmically with every hot little tug of his cock. Precum was spurting out, making each stroke slicker and slicker. 

“Cum for me, Sir, please? Cum all over my face. I need your cum in my face, Sir. Please? Please spray on me?”

He was going to do just that. That was a hell of an idea. He couldn’t stop himself now. 

“Fuck yeah,” he grunted, tugging at her hair. “Fuck yeah, that’s what I’m gonna give you, Olivia. I’m gonna cum right in your face.”

Releasing at last, he unleashed on her face. Hot wads of his white goo ran down her cheeks, her forehead, her lips. Instantly though—almost in the few moments before he came—the tide of hormones receded from his brain, and he realized what was happening. 

She was under something’s control! She wasn’t acting of her will! And he had played right into Yasmin’s hands!

Spurting cum all over her face still, he grabbed his pants, skillfully disengaging himself from her grasp, and sprinted out to his SUV. 

He had exactly the right artifact to fix all of this. He hoped.

* * * * *
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AS THE SUN ROSE UP toward noon, Yasmin breathed in deep. Lust. Lust everywhere. Very, very soon, all would be ready. She could even smell the lust of that poor, misguided demon-hunter. Good. She wanted so very badly for him to feel pleasure. She hoped that he was happy. She hoped he was having a fun little orgasm to take his violent thoughts away for a while. It seemed like he was having far too many of those as of late. 

Soon, Gerald would fall right into the trap she had laid for him. And then he would become part of something greater than he had ever imagined.

Yasmin descended down toward her cellar where her Dark Lord awaited, surrounded by tall dark posts and flanked by an enormous metal altar sporting dozens of erotica figures. His enormous shadowy form was corporeal now, though not made flesh. He needed a vessel for that—someone willing, or someone made willing. 

She could hear him groan audibly as she approached. That was the only speech he could form, so far. All around his gigantic frame were thick chains—the chains that had been carried with him for thousands of years, when a cult of fanatics had imprisoned him. Over the last several months, Yasmin had weakened those chains, bit by bit, enough to grant him and therefore herself (and therefore again, him) even more pleasure.

Dropping to her knees, she crawled toward him, overcome with her lust. This lust had grown more and more with the more power she had unlocked for him, and lately she had been coming down several times a day to attend to his needs.

“Please, my Lord,” she begged as she drew close, pressing her head to the stones of the floor. “Please let me give you the pleasure you deserve, oh please!”

Countless others in this town she had transformed or manipulated, altering their wills and minds as simply as a cook prepared a meal. 

But in front of her Lord, her thoughts were pure. She wanted only to serve him. Please him. Obey him. She became a desperate, hot, worshipful schoolgirl, endlessly in love with everything about the Male who dominated her existence.

Desperate and needy, she wanted to taste the hot darkness of his endless lust spilling inside of her mouth, her throat, her womb, in whichever place he wished. 

If he were to cum endlessly for decades, she would be content to kneel in front of the stream the whole time, having her very soul soaked in his perfect hot seed. 

His shadowed form tensed for several moments, and then from it, there formed a visible head and shaft of an enormous shadowy cock. Gleefully, she attended to it, taking his enormity into her mouth. She knew that she was one of the few who had been crafted according to his specifications—one of the few who could take him without being injured or damaged in the slightest. 

Her gorgeous, overexcited body was so sensitive to his presence that she came immediately upon tasting him, her pussy almost vibrating from the speed and intensity of the orgasms being delivered to her all at once. Her tits bounced and slapped against each other sexily as she bobbed her head forward on his massive, perfect cock. It tasted like pure sin, wicked and delightful, giving her cum after cum, and Yasmin felt her mind turning off, and on, and off again as the orgasms kept hitting. 

She welcomed the hot blinking feeling of her thoughts no longer existing again and again, all sense of self disappearing, ready to be filled with whatever her Master decided. She could sense his incumbent orgasm, the walls shaking as he began to bless her with his hot spunk.

He unleashed inside of her body, his gloriously hot gift filling up her belly with shot after shot of forceful, endlessly perfect seed. It was hot and gooey running into her body, the very same as any cum from a man, just more potent and tasting even more delicious. Over time, he sprayed less and less, pints turning to cups, and cups turning to tablespoons. She swallowed all the she could, obedient little cumslut that she was for him.

Any that landed on her face disappeared almost immediately, absorbing into Yasmin’s hot, perfectly pale skin. They would have made her more gorgeous—though of course, that was hardly possible. She was as gorgeous as any woman could hope to be. Otherwise, she would not be so favored by her Lord.

And almost just as soon as his blessing had ended, her Dark Lord dissipated. Yasmin felt a strong pang of disappointment, but overcame it. Disappointment was a distraction to her Master’s purpose.

Someone was approaching, of course. Only Yasmin was attuned to be in her Dark Lord's presence. A security measure. If any human other than her tried to see him when he was not fully ready to complete the ritual, then he would be entirely invisible from all eyes, even Yasmin’s, just as he had become now. That way, she could not give away his location or behavior on accident.

She heard footsteps on the stairs. It was Olivia, dressed in sexy hot violet lingerie, her face shiny with dried cum. 

“Gerald is coming, Mistress” she said softly. “We should prepare, so that we may serve.”

Yasmin couldn’t agree more.

* * * * *
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OLIVIA WAS WAITING on a thick, fur rug for Gerald to come down the stairs. This time, he would fuck her. This time, she would win. Yasmin waited with her, Olivia in her lap, kissing the pale beauty happily. Yasmin wore crimson red lingerie, the sexy material contrasting hotly with her pale skin. It was a similar outfit to Olivia’s—lacy bra and panties, tight stockings, a sexy collar with a little gold loop in the throat—just of a different color. It was fun dressing so much like another girl just to serve a man. 

She could have sworn that Yasmin had some other motive...that she wanted to serve someone or something else. But of course, that didn’t make any sense. How could anyone want anyone else when Gerald was around?

Above them, they could hear the store bell ringing, and then the door slamming. His stomps were audible. He seemed angry, swearing and calling out.

“I hope he is not so upset,” cooed Olivia. “I want him to be so happy.”

Yasmin stroked her hair, delivering accented coos. “He will be, darling. I guarantee it.”

“Olivia!” Gerald called down the cellar.

“Here, my love!” Olivia called upward. 

He stomped down the marble stairs, clearly ready for anything.

“Olivia, I’m here to...here to...oh, wow...”

Yasmin had started kissing Olivia, and Olivia was happy to reciprocate. Yasmin was so very beautiful. She was such an amazingly generous woman, giving Olivia this hot violet collar to make her such a good, obedient loveslave. Olivia couldn’t wait for them both to fuck Gerald, as he so clearly deserved. Olivia’s hot ass slid against Yasmin’s lap, so happy to serve and be hers and hers alone.

Pulling away, Yasmin laughed delightedly. Her enormous breasts jiggled enticingly against Olivia’s.

“Do you like us, Sir? We knew you liked Olivia. You must surely like the both of us all dolled up, just for you.”

“N-no...no! I won’t let you do this!”

He pulled out a large flask and tossed it at the ground right in front of them. A thick cloud of smoke exploded upward, covering the both of them in sweet-smelling vapor.

When it cleared, they saw Gerald’s look of smug satisfaction turn to horror. 

“I don’t...I don’t understand,” he said, coming closer, examining the cloud. “That...that’s supposed to destroy any evil it ever encounters. It was supposed to just...wipe it right out. I paid dearly for it. I gave up five years of my life to study how to make that!”

“Oh, darling,” Yasmin laughed. “Didn’t you hear me? I’m not evil. I’m just sexy. Now, won’t you please come here and fuck us both like you so clearly deserve?”

“You deserve it,” Olivia nodded, sliding up off of Yasmin and stroking her hot young teen body as she got on her knees. “You’re so brave and strong, Gerald. Come fuck me with your big, brave cock. Please?”

Gerald wasn’t moving, still stunned that his tactics hadn’t worked. Yasmin smiled and stood up, strutting over toward him in her tight red lingerie. She slid up against him, enveloping his muscled arm in her tits. She blew in his ear, licking it softly. He was stiff all over.

“Please, Gerald?” Yasmin whispered. “Please? Won’t you fuck her pussy? Won’t you complete our hot little ritual? We’re just hot, sexy babes who don’t know what to think or how to be without your cock inside of us. If you fuck us hard...we’ll know what to think forever. Please? You’ll like it so much.”

“N-noo,” he gasped, as Yasmin began to tug at his cock. “No. It’s evil.”

“I thought we went over this, darling.” Yasmin stroked his hair. “It’s not evil. It’s fun!” Her green eyes glimmered. “You’ll get to have all the fun you ever wanted. All the hotties you’ve ever dreamt of, worshipping your hot cock. Won’t that be a delight?”

He pushed Yasmin away, and for a moment, Olivia was disheartened...but then he came straight toward her. He pushed her back on the fur, and Olivia spread her legs right away. He ripped away her panties like they were nothing. Then her bra, exposing her hot, young teenage tits. His pants quickly came down, his big, meaty length revealed once more.

“Can’t take anymore,” he grunted. “You’re so fucking hot, Olivia. I’ve needed this.”

“Oh yes,” she moaned. “I’ve needed this too! Please, Sir! Hurry!”

“Oh...god,” his thick, long cock slid at last inside of Olivia. “You’re sooo tight.”

“That’s because you’re my first, Gerald,” she cooed. “I wanted you for sooo long.”

That only seemed to encourage him to fuck her harder, not gentler. Oh, good. It was so good. As Gerald fucked her, he seemed to get more intense, more...dare she say it? More demonic. His fingernails clawed into her back, he bit her shoulder and left a deep red mark. 

But her hot young beauty seemed to be too much for him. His thrusts were so hard, so fast. He was going to cum soon. She could feel him bucking. 

If Olivia had the presence of mind to notice, she would have seen Yasmin chanting as he rocketed inside of her.

His cum spilled inside her, and all the darkness in the room rushed toward inside of his mouth. There was a long, earthy, primeval moan that emanated from his body. Olivia had never felt anything so hot, so powerful, flooding in her all at once. It overwhelmed her completely. She felt her body lifted up with bliss.

She had passed out. She didn’t realize it until she woke up, seeing Gerald on his knees beside her, starting to stand up. 

Except...it wasn’t Gerald, of course. It was...someone else. Something else?

“Olivia,” not-Gerald uttered.

This new being had Gerald’s shape, that was all. The kindness of his voice, the spark in his eyes was gone. Gerald's eyes, in fact, were gone entirely, replaced by two burning brimstones. He was larger than Gerald too—every muscle bigger, every bit of him more defined. His cock larger by half again the length and girth that it was before. Deep, primal waves of wild attraction pulled Olivia toward him.

“G...Gerald? Sir?”

Olivia didn't know what to think, really. She was desperate to be told, though. Yasmin nodded happily, sliding up against Olivia. Her big pale tits so heavy and warm. Her eyes so vibrant, so green, glowing in the dark of the cellar. 

“Oh yes. It is your Sir, darling, but it’s not really Gerald. Gerald is...gone now. And only our Dark Lord remains. Isn’t that wonderful? He's going to fill me, darling”

Yasmin’s gaze was so very beautiful. And not-Gerald had turned into something so utterly masculine, so impossibly arousing that Olivia was willing to believe anything at all that she was being told. 

“Yes,” she said, her eyes vacant, her mind entirely gone. “Won-der-ful.”

Gerald’s flesh seemed almost like it was burning, breaking away, like the skin could barely contain him. Little cracks formed, blackness searing out from it. Still though, his body was phenomenally muscular, his features made only more masculine and handsome with the transformation. His brow was ridged and thick, his jaw dense. 

Olivia’s cunt pulsed with constant orgasm. She needed this Dark Lord. She needed him to fill her up, for all eternity.

His muscular body turned toward Yasmin, mere feet away from his enormity. She melted in front of him, not quite kneeling but barely standing, her knees knocking, her entire body shaking with desire. It struck Olivia as somewhat odd and besides that thoroughly arousing that someone who had exerted so much control over an entire town was buckling with helpless, unrestrained delight at the sight of her Master, needing to serve him the way a newlywed bride needs to serve her groom.

“P-pl-please may I kneel?” Yasmin stuttered. “Please, my Master? Please, command me? I've done all you asked. I've prepared...I've made myself so fertile for you, so ready for your seed...”

Her tits were heaving before him. He lifted up one big hand, stroking her breasts, softly at first. Then he gripped them more firmly, rubbing his palm over one nipple and wrapping the tips of his fingers around her other enormous tit. Yasmin screamed with pleasure.

“For your service,” he said, his voice an avalanche of rocky maleness. “The first taste.”

Pushing her down to her knees, he pulled his enormous cock up. It was massive, veiny, the width of Olivia’s fist. She had no idea a cock that big could look so suckable, so amazing, so very much the definition of everything she had ever wanted to have. 

A thick dollop of hot white cum slid out of his cock. He ran it across her lips, and she sucked it down eagerly. The foundation of the cellar cracked open, so much lust was building up in the small space.

Pushing Yasmin down, their Master got on top of Yasmin and started fucking her big, sexy, plump tits. His precum was more than enough lubrication, each hot slide between the perfect valley of her tits creating a hot schlucking noise that was music to Olivia’s ears. There was so very much of his bare cock, though, that Yasmin could take it into her mouth! And so he was fucking her tits and her mouth at the same time. 

“Come,” he said to Olivia. “You will please me also.”

She came just hearing the command, automatically. There was nothing any female could ever do except cum helplessly, hearing such an amazingly dominant voice give orders.

She realized, looking at this Lord, that she had never really loved Gerald—the way he treated her, or more accurately, the way he dismissed her. She wanted him physically, though. And she was so, so, so perfectly in love with this new Master who knew how to abuse her and use her the way that a slaveslut like her really needed.

She came close and he took her by the throat and forced her down onto Yasmin’s tits, ass first. So as he fucked Yasmin’s mouth and enormous breasts, Olivia’s clit also rode hard on his enormous shaft. His hand on her throat meant she had no choice but to guide her rhythm to the jerks of his arm—though of course, she was happy knowing that she was acting exactly as he liked.

She and Yasmin began orgasming in time, their bodies so completely under the lustful control of their Master. They could not do anything other than obey and cum, obey and cum. Existing before him was obedience, and obedience was pleasure.

She could tell he was going to cum when he began increasing the speed of his strokes, tightening his grip on her throat—though of course she knew she was perfectly safe, having obeyed him in every way. The demon manhandled her entirely, fucking Yasmin’s big tits harder and harder and harder.

His cumming was akin to a volcanic eruption. The ceiling of the cellar cracked open, revealing sunlight from the cracked roof of the shop above. If it was possible for the two gorgeous babes to hear anything other than their own orgasmic cries, they would hear the chorus of orgasms exploding all at once from every person in town. The Master’s lust was unstoppable and insatiable.

His eruption of cum layered them in his steaming hot white goo, from head to toe he sprayed them down until they wore suits of his amazing hot seed. He tossed Olivia away and, still spurting wildly, filled up Yasmin with hot desperate strokes. She screamed wildly, loving it. He was doing it, finally. He was giving her the unholy child she had wanted for so long.

Olivia’s mind couldn’t handle it. It checked out entirely. 

There was nothing left in her brain except an enormous pleasure and obedience center. All cognitive ability, all critical thinking, had been completely crushed by the onslaught of pleasure. Master stroked her body and then Yasmin’s for a moment, taking in deep breaths after his overwhelming orgasm.

Covered in his thick cum from head to toe, Yasmin and Olivia began kissing hotly, their mouths filling up with the extra sperm that had accumulated on their faces. Yasmin seemed more active than Olivia, more able to comprehend and create hot new creative thoughts for her Master, but it was so hard to notice such things when Yasmin was such a wonderful kisser. Yasmin even took some of the extra seed and shoved it up into Olivia's fertile cunt.

“You can bear his will too, love.”

Olivia, pregnant with a demon's heir? The thought was incredibly fucking appealing, and she couldn't explain why. She didn't care. 

Lost in their bliss with each other, they failed to notice their Dark Lord making his way upstairs. There was a whole town out there, and soon a whole world, waiting to be bathed in his bliss just as they had been. It would be so very perfect, very soon.

# # #
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Taken By Cavemen



[image: image]


“You can’t fail me, Mr. Sanders!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“They do!” He smiled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But not Dr. Sanders.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh. My. God. 

He is so clueless.

“And I’ll pass the class?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh no. 

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

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

Then, I looked up.

There was a man waiting above me.

There was a huge man waiting above me.

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

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

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

He was a caveman, pure and simple. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Then he was inside of me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Before I could say anything, he was gone.

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

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

How would I know? Science is hard.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Oh no. It was four of them.

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

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

“Brog,” I said slowly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Or, that's my guess, anyway. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You built a time machine.”

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

“All by yourself.”

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

“And you want to test it on me!”

“I totally do.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It looks like some animal went at it.”

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

“Oh.” Laura dropped the bear. “Ew.”

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

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

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

“One hundred and forty years ago?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Alexander, finally, began to look dejected. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then the most insane, wondrous thing happened.

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

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

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

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

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

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

What the hell?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure?” He sounded concerned.

“Y-yes! I’m...just a walk!”

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

“That’s right!”

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

She was now officially living over a century ago!

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

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

“My name’s Karl. What’s your name?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh...oh god...”

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

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

“Oh my god...”

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

“You feel something you like, girl?”

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

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

“Please...please...I just...”

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

“P-please...” she moaned again.

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

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

He shushed her gently, stroking her hair. 

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

God, but she really did want it. 

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t...don’t stop...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * * * *
[image: image]


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

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

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

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

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

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

No, she thought, whores were paid. 

She was his cowboy slut.

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

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

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

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

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

But...but she had to get away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I see.” 

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

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

“Where’d you come from, girl?”

“Johnson...Johnson City.”

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

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

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

“Family? No...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“N-no...no, sir.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What was that, girl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Please,” she moaned. “Hurry...”

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

“Oh god...” Laura moaned.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Harlan opened the collar wide, presenting it to her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I dunno. Study?”

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

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

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

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

Paul was going to respond, but the doorbell rang.

“Are you expected anybody?” Paul asked. 

Alex shook his head. “Nope.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Paul and Alex exchanged glances. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Alex shrugged. “I guess so.”

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

“You certainly did.”

Paul’s eyebrows rose as he examined the ad:

ATTENTION LADIES: MAID NEEDED

LOOKING FOR A BEAUTIFUL GIRL 

TO CLEAN, COOK, AND GENERALLY

LOOK HOT WHILE WE TAKE CARE OF

SCHOOLWORK AND OTHER MANLY

TYPE ACTIVITIES

ONLY HOT WOMEN NEED APPLY. 

PAYMENT:

ONE THOUSAND A WEEK. 

FREE ROOM AND BOARD.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

* * * * *
[image: image]


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

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

The girl was like liquid sex, leaving hot trails of her hotness everywhere—more than enough to stay permanently turned-on by. Alex found himself trailing after her while she cleaned, watching the shiny locks of her hair or the tight curves of her incredible ass, the bounces of her continuously braless breasts. 

She had cleared that with them on her first day—not wearing a bra.

“It is okay, yes? I don’t like them much, and they are not needed, besides. If you want, sometimes, I wear for bed, or maybe for making pretty. Lingerie, and all of that. Is okay? You have no complaints?”

Neither of them did, of course. Watching the foreign beauty’s breasts bounce was like coming in first in some contest they had no idea they had been a part of. She watched them watching her, and seemed to enjoy it. 

Certainly, the case could be made for her showing off. Probably it wasn’t necessary for her to do the vacuuming in six-inch heels and a metallic string bikini—but that was how she had done it so far. She had been working for over a half an hour before “suddenly realizing” that the vacuum wasn’t even on. The boys hadn’t noticed either, sipping at beers in their chairs and watching her work. 

It was like that with most of her chores so far. Everything had a different outfit. Bikinis for vacuuming. Minidresses for kitchen work. Shorts and tiny tank-top for dusting and general clutter. They didn't request any outfits yet. It was brilliant just watching what she would put on.

Now, in the early morning, presumably up from bed, she wore incredibly small boy shorts and a skimpy white tee that seemed clearly overwhelmed by the volume of tit-flesh that Teresa put out. 

Before the dim light of the fridge, her body looked as perfect as it Alex continually thought it was. Her shorts—tiny and clingy—hugged her ass, showing off the perky globes that she had clearly worked hard on. Yesterday, Alex had watched her as she woke up early in the morning to work out. Pilates, mostly. She also explained that frequently she would incorporate lots of yoga and, if it was all right, she would occasionally indulge with Paul and Alex's elliptical machine “if she didn’t feel up to much work.”

Teresa turned and saw him as he entered the kitchen, her plush lips wrapped around the edge of a milk carton. Surprised, her grip faltered, and she spilled the milk all down the front of her tight tank top. In the dim light, he could clearly make out her nipples—hard and erect—the t-shirt plastered against her incredibly supple breasts. 

“Oh, nooo,” she moaned, rubbing the milk on her shirt. “You surprise me, big man. So strong. I do not see.”

Alex couldn’t tell if she was legitimately upset or if she just wanted to rub her wet tits together. Either way, the effect on him was to give him a perfectly hard cock, right away. 

“Shirt is no good, now.” She shook her head. “I must remove.”

With seemingly no inner-debate whatsoever, she slipped the shirt off—revealing her wet, perfect tits underneath. 

God, thought Alex. They were truly amazing. He wanted to call some kind of records book and let them know to stop looking for anything better.

The two of them—him and her—were both practically naked. Both of them without shirts, both of them only in underwear. Alex, without any conscious thinking, let his hand drift to his crotch. 

She couldn’t see him do it, he realized. He was angled behind the island in the middle of the kitchen, and she couldn’t really see if he positioned his hand just so and just...watched her. Gasping just slightly, he let the stiff surface of his cock slide against the hardness of the island. His fingers gently massaged his cockhead as he watched her sliding more and more puddles of milk up into her hands from where they had settled in her tight, hot cleavage. Trying to hide his activity, he bent over onto the island with his free hand out. 

“Perhaps you could help, yes?” she asked. “The paper towels?”

They were across the way on the counter. He tried to reach with his free hand, and couldn’t make the distance. Trying not to blush, he stood up straighter—rubbing his cock more into the hard island—and shook his head. If he walked over to grab them, she’d certainly see his boner in his boxers. Alex didn’t think he was huge, but he definitely was big enough for someone to notice that.

“You’re...” he shook his head, stroking the head of his cock. Pleasure coursed through his body. “You’re the maid. Clean it up.”

At first, she looked annoyed, which for whatever reason made Alex stroke a little harder. She must have seen him, though—because then she smiled wide. 

“I see, yes,” she said with a hot giggle. “Big, strong man wants his little hot maid doing his bidding? This is all part of plan, yes? Scare helpless girl, make her spill milk? You like wet, hot body, yes?”

He couldn’t answer. Her words were turning him on too much. His cock felt so thick, throbbing so hotly...

“Mmm, oh yes. I see very well. I suppose if no help is to be had, then I must clean myself some way...”

Slowly, she reached into the fridge and pulled open a bottle of water. Smiling, she cracked it open, and then poured it over her hair and body. Her tits, already damp from the milk, were cleaned at once, but still sparkling wet. And now the rest of her body was glistening wet as well, her tiny shorts soaked all the way through, perfectly molding to her tight and clearly hairless pussy. Alex stroked harder, unable to help himself. She was so fucking hot! His boxers dropped down, and he gripped his cock with his whole hand.

“You like, yes? Sir enjoys?” she asked, strutting over toward him. “Does Sir enjoy watching his maid working away for him?”

She crossed the plane of the island, and took a long, lustful look down. Her bright blue eyes locked on his cock, now out and free, and she bit her lower lip in open longing, watching him stroke it.

“That’s right.” She slid next to him, nodding encouragingly. Her cheek pressed against his, both of them looking at his cock. “Go on. Stroke it, Sir. Such big, strong, rich man. Please, do not stop? You won’t, will you, Sir?”

He shook his head. He couldn’t even begin to, really. God, her cheek was so very warm against his. Her body so tight and small and hot and busty. 

“Please then, Sir. Keep going.” She slipped away, her hands trailing down his torso. “Continue to watch, yes? Watch me clean. For you. Watch me...do your bidding, yes?”

She knelt down then, grabbing all the paper towels, and slowly began cleaning up the mess. She stretched and receded, stretched and receded, wiping up the spilled milk and water, on her knees the whole time. God, her back, her breasts, her hair! All of her so beautiful, so hot. Her muscles so perfectly toned. She cast looks back up at him often and easy, her face filled with lust.

She loved this, he realized. She loved showing off like this. She loved doing what he said. 

More than anything, he wanted to command her suck him off, to let him fuck her wild, but he was already so, so, so very close. He didn’t want to just enter her and be done immediately. That would be embarrassing—and god, it felt so good just to stroke with her watching.

“I’m gonna...” he moaned “I’m gonna cum...”

With a long, precious moan, she turned over and got on her knees, nodding and cooing, holding her wet tits together with her soft, soft hands. 

“Yes, Sir. My Sir. Big, strong man. Please cum, yes? Please, unleash all of it? I want to see it, Sir. It’s so, so important...”

Grunting, breath shaking his body, he came all over the floor. As bottled up as he had been, there was a lot of it. It spilled into the tiles, hot and gooey. Teresa's eyes lit up anew with each new spurt.

“Oh my, Sir” purred Teresa. “Another mess for me to clean, yes? So much trouble you are. Such a big, big mess you make.”

“I-I can take of it,” he offered, feeling embarrassed. 

“Oh, must you?” She leaned down, her mouth right over it, face full of hunger. “I had been looking forward to performing duties for you. I am...rather good at cleaning, yes? The apartment, it is spotless, hmm? Won’t you allow me, please? Please, Sir? Let me lick your mess off the floor, like good maids do?”

“Yes,” he said, still shuddering. He had cum so hard.

And then, as he watched, she licked up his cum off the tile floor in long, hot motions with her tongue. A contented, happy smile arrived on her face as she worked, eyes shining.

Then, she slipped up and kissed him on the cheek.

“Good night, handsome. Let me know if you need me to do any more...cleaning.”

With that, she strutted off, back over to her room.

“Holy cow,” said Alex. “Who am I living with?”

* * * * *
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IT WAS EARLY IN THE morning on Saturday, and Paul was going to be late for class. This was fine, he was always late to classes (and especially the once-a-week Saturday classes that lasted for two-and-a-half hours), but he preferred to keep it under twenty minutes after the start of class. There was a certain level of decorum to be respected after all.

But, he still needed a shower, and the water in the bathroom upstairs had been running for nearly half-an-hour now.

Paul banged hard on the door. 

“Come on, Alex! Hurry it up.”

Metal and pipes squeaked as the faucets were shut off. He could hear some light steps and a towel being pulled off the rack. Then, the door opened, steam blocking his view. Coughing a bit, he waved his arm, trying to clear it.

“Jeez,” he said. “Thanks for taking all the hot water.”

And then he saw that it wasn’t Alex at all—oh no. It was Teresa, fresh and wet and perfect.

Teresa stepped away, only wearing a towel—and barely that. You could not say it wrapped around the firm, hot cheeks of her ass, because it was held too loosely and stopped entirely too high. The only thing the tiny towel did cover, in fact, were the ends of her nipples, the luscious valley between her legs, and the tiny, toned, tanned torso in between. 

“Come now, studly, big man,” she giggled. “Close your jaw, yes? There could be bugs.”

He realized suddenly that he wasn't really dressed to be in front of a woman like her. He wasn't dressed at all, actually—just wearing the boxers he slept in, and that was all.

“Uh...right.” He shook his head. “Why aren’t you using your shower?”

“That shower?” She rolled her eyes. “That shower no has many things I require. Not enough space for me to stretch. No interesting attachments for...interesting needs, yes?”

She was referring, he thought, to the shower-head with its many options. He and Alex, when they first arrived in the apartment, had joked that it was the sort of thing that women used to masturbate with. And now...Teresa had just had all but confirmed their theory.

He took a moment to consider that—Teresa pleasuring herself. Giving herself an orgasm. That perfect face driven on fire with bliss, her mouth opening and closing, her hot, tiny body wet and writhing, begging for more...

And now he was getting a hard-on. He shifted, trying to hide it in the door.

With no ceremony, she dropped her towel down, grabbing a vial off the bathroom counter. Her beautiful, young, perfect body was perfectly exposed to him. Her tits were exquisite, her torso sublime. Her snatch—completely shaved. 

“I would ask favor of you,” she said, giving the bottle in her hands a shake. “Could you oil my body?” 

“O-oil you?”

He had no idea why someone with such perfect, hot skin would need any oil at all.

“Yes, Sir. Rub oil all up and down my body. It is intimate, yes? As you and I are intimate. Living so close, after all. But perhaps not sexual. I am not able to oil my own back, you see?” 

She showed him how she tried—and clearly, she could reach, and was just holding back. She wanted his hands on her. Paul could tell.

“Well?” she said. “You help, yes? Or simply stare at my naked body all day? I admit, both have their advantages, though perhaps you have a preference?”

No doubt about it, Paul would be happy to oblige her.

He squirted the oil onto his hands—it smelled like some kind of flower. Lavender, maybe. It warmed as he rubbed it in his hands. Gingerly, he reached out and gripped her hip, steadying her while he rubbed the oil into her back. He wasn't sure how much pressure she would allow him to apply.

“You’re so strong, yes?” she said. They were in front of the mirror, and he could see the front of her amazing nakedness as he worked. “I’ve seen your muscles. I see them now. So big. Certainly you can touch me harder than that?”

Feeling a bit more confident, he ran his hand up her torso—tight and so amazingly toned. Her body, as luscious as it was, was as hard as a rock in all the right places. She moaned as he touched her—and so, feeling braver than ever, he slipped his oiled hand around her breasts.

That elicited a long, pleasured moan from Teresa's mouth. Her eyes, in the mirror, encouraged him to keep going.

His hands dug into her tits hard now, tweaking the nipples. She moaned even more, pressing her body hard back against his. Steadily, his cock grew and grew—and he knew she could feel it.

“There’s one really hard place to oil in proper way,” she said, reaching back and slipping off his boxers.

Her hand, quickly covered in the hot, beautifully-scented oil, wrapped around his cock, slathering it in the warming substance. Then, she turned and pressed her rear against him. Her ass cheeks had firmly planted on either side of his completely stiff cock. Her naked oily body moved up and down, stroking him with the pressure of her hot, toned muscles. His cock head slid up, continuously pushing against the small of her back.

“Oh god, you do such good job,” she moaned. “That place is so, so hard to do myself...”

He squeezed her big tits harder, using them like handles while he fucked the cheeks of her ass. “I’m doing you right, huh?”

“Yes, Sir. So right.”

He thrust harder and harder, using her entire body to masturbate his cock. It was somehow more demeaning than just fucking her—as he knew he wasn't going to make her cum. Still, though, she seemed to love it—the vicious, hot glint in her eyes letting him know that his every action was pure pleasure for her.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “I’m gonna cum, Teresa. I’m gonna cum all over you...”

“Oh yes, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, yes? Please, give me what I need...I want to spread it all over my body, please...”

The thought of that was just too much. With a yell, he came, erupting all over her back. Breathing heavy, he pushed her against the sink, collapsing and kissing her shoulder softly. His cum had sprayed all up the surface of her tiny, toned back.

As he watched, she used her nimble arms and slipped up all the excess cum into her palm. He expected her to clean it off with a towel or something, but instead, just as she had moaned and promised, she took all the hot, gooey mess and rubbed it on her tits and neck. 

“So good,” she exhaled. 

Slipping around, she gave him a soft kiss on the cheek. 

“So helpful,” she giggled, and then her face lowered, becoming very sultry. “I feel bad having you pay me when you help me out like that.”

And then she slipped out the door, leaving Paul alone in the bathroom. If not for the drained sensation of his balls and the oily residue in his hands, he might have thought it was a dream.

“Wow,” said Paul, the door shutting. “Who am I living with?”

* * * * *
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LATER THAT SAME DAY, in the early afternoon, Teresa dropped a vase in the living room as she was dusting. 

For whatever reason—their excitement, they both had guessed—she was wearing a French maid's outfit with the tiny black and white dress, white stockings, and high-heeled black pumps. Of course, she looked gorgeous in it.

She dropped the vase right in front of the boys—sitting in the couch in front of the television, craft beers in their hand, they both could see how she simply lost her grip. The vase shattered instantly, spreading out all over the living room floor. Alex got up to help her, but she waved him off, beckoning for her to sit. 

Carefully, she stepped around the mess and knelt down before them, crawling close. In her maid's outfit, it was quite the sight. Alex hadn't yet told Paul about his incident earlier that morning—and he had the feeling (though no proof, yet) that Paul had experienced something similar in the bathroom later on.

“My clumsiness does this household great insult.” Teresa, her eyes low, sniffed dramatically. “I must receive punishment.”

Neither of them really knew what she was talking about. 

Alex shook his head. “Really, it’s all right. That thing was junk, anyway. I think we barely paid a thousand for it. And you can’t get a good vase for anything less than five figures.”

“So much money,” she put a hand to her mouth. “I must receive all punishment.”

Without saying anything else, she crawled forward and then slid up into into Alex’s lap, her perfect ass facing upward. Her arms and face landed in Paul’s lap, right next to Alex. 

“Please, Sirs,” she gulped, tears in her eyes. “Punish. Please? I deserve. Please.”

“Punish you how?” asked Alex, disbelieving still.

“Spank. Hit. Slap. I need. I must be taught. Do not break anything again.”

Both of them hesitated, shaking their heads a bit. They mouthed the words to each other. Spank? Slap?

“Please!” Her voice so urgent. “Is so necessary. Please, you must!”

If it had been some other woman, or if he hadn't experienced with her what he experienced the night before, Alex might have ran away. But she had already, within the last twenty-four hours, begged to lick his cum up off the floor. She was a different sort of girl...one that he was learning had very exclusive, very hot needs. 

And god, her ass was so tight, so hot...and she wasn't wearing any panties at all under that tiny dress, he found.

Timidly, Alex spanked her. 

“Yes,” she moaned, grinding her pelvis down. “Good. Harder, yes? You must teach.”

With some shifting, her hands slipped around both of their cocks, on top of Paul’s loose pants and Alex’s shorts.

“Teach me,” she moaned again. “Punish me. Both of you. Is so good to be punished.”

Paul, shrugging a bit, slapped her across the face. Not hard—just enough to make a loud, hot sound fill the room.

Alex was stunned—not expecting this at all. But Teresa just squeezed their cocks harder, stroking them hard under their shorts. 

“Yes,” she moaned. “Punish me, please? I am so bad. I must learn lesson.”

Paul slapped her again, and again, Teresa moaned. Alex could feel her pussy dripping down onto his calves.

“Thank you, Sir,” she moaned. “Please, another? With spanking, as well?”

Alex, still timid, spanked her again. Paul, in time with that, slapped her again.

She moaned harder—her pelvis thrashing wildly on Alex’s thigh. She was getting off on this, he realized. She loved to be treated like this.

With gusto, now, he spanked her lovely ass hard. Paul, perhaps making the same realization, slapped her face a bit harder as well—hard enough to turn her face red. Teresa loved every second of it, every escalation. It was degrading, humiliating, and perfect for her twisted, hot mind. She loved the feel of their hands on her, using her, abusing her. She loved being made into their servant who needed to be punished and used at every opportunity.

Paul got the idea, apparently, to choke her while he slapped her—and that sealed it. With his hand wrapped around her throat, Alex spanking her with gusto, and Paul slapping her gorgeous face with his free hand, Teresa came, bucking hard and moaning in her native language, filling the air with endless praises of both of them. Her tight, toned body pressed down hard on Alex's thighs, and he could feel the vibration of her pussy as bliss coursed through her.

Alex, watching all this, feeling her gorgeous body thrash against him, feeling so very much in control of this foreign beauty, could not help but come as well. He gripped her ass hard, thrusting up in the air against her beautiful body.

She slipped off both of them, kneeling down completely. Alex saw that Paul had come, too, his pants completely stained. 

Teresa smiled and kissed their feet in turn. “My Sirs are so very good to me.”  She turned to the mess for a moment. “I must clean myself, first. Then this broken mess. I learn my lesson well.”

Then she crawled off, presumably to her room, covered in sweat and her own juices.

Paul and Alex took some time, breathing hard. 

“Who the hell are we living with?” they asked in unison.

* * * * *
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LATE SATURDAY NIGHT, six hours after the incident with the vase, Paul and Alex decided they had to make their move. They had just decided this, talking it over in the living room, when they heard the distinctive click of tall tall heels behind them from the entryway.

“Hi boys,” said Teresa.

She looked amazing, of course, but she always looked amazing. Even so, she had managed to outdo herself somehow. A tight blue dress sparkled on her knock-out body, garish and completely gorgeous. Bright jewelry shone in her ears, on her wrists. Every part of her a decoration.

Her legs were the real eyepiece, though. She had on tight black boots, leather, that wrapped all the way up to her thighs. But even then, she had so much leg that there was still a lot of her hot, tanned real estate showing there. And just like real estate, it looked better and better the closer they got. 

Both of them just stared at her, slack-jawed. She giggled, apparently rather used to this sort of treatment at this point. Paul felt his cock growing, his thick meat sliding forward happily in his pants.

“I go out for date. This country, it has many friendly people, I find. My cousin, she finds me good man to take me to dinner. Nice boy, she tell me. Of course, my cousin, I believe her. She is pretty. She is one to know a good boy, yes? Is good plan, yes?”

“No,” said Paul. He got up and stepped past her and locked the door. “You’re not going anywhere.”

Her face, for once, lost its giggling, girlish charm as confusion set in. “I lose your meaning. Why not? This is good night to go out, yes?”

“It’s a fine night to go out,” said Alex. “Saturday nights are good for that. But you’re not going out.”

“That’s right,” said Paul. “You still have a lot of work left to do here.”

Teresa shook her beautiful head, gorgeous blond locks shimmering. “This is not true. I do all work prescribed. I am very thorough. Now I go out. I am not property, to be kept.”

That last part almost sounded like a dare. She had raised an eyebrow, cocked out her hip with her leg out.

“Maybe you are,” said Paul, gripping her shoulder. 

From holding her shoulder—strong hands planted so firmly on her—Paul felt his cock give a healthy jump. He knew it was serious, from that point on, that they were really going to go through with this. Teresa, looking at the hand, merely raised an eyebrow. Some women might have been scared. She was just curious.

“Oh yes? What then do I do instead?” Her hand slid up to Paul’s, rubbing it softly.

“We want our money’s worth,” said Alex, stepping close to her.

“Yeah,” Paul pulled her into the corner now. “You’re not giving us what we deserve.”

Alex flanked her other side. His hand landed on her thigh. She did nothing to stop it—in fact, her thighs opened up, letting him search freely. Alex took advantage, sliding first lower on the cool leather of her boots, and then higher—her flesh so warm and supple.

“Oh yes? And what is it my two men, big and so strong, deserve?”

Paul squeezed her tits, hard. A soft, perfect moan exited from Teresa’s mouth. 

“You boys...you men...so strong,” she purred. “So decisive. I like very much. I am just girl, though. Very silly. No good thoughts. I don’t know how to decide anything.” 

Alex’s hand slid all the way up her dress—Paul saw that she wasn’t wearing any panties. Probably Alex could feel she was wet already. Her pussy folds probably pulsing against his probing fingers.

She gasped, smiling at Paul. “From me, you just have to take what you want. So much better when hot, strong men take charge of a situation and...establish control.”

Working Paul’s shorts down in record time, she slipped his hand around his semi-hard cock, stroking it hard. It felt incredible, like sexual lightning ran through her body and attached itself to him. He didn't mind Alex being right there, not at all. It was hot, she was hot. All of this was amazing.

“Please...teach me how to give you money’s worth? I want to be such good maid for you both.”

Paul pushed her down, bending her over at the waist. Alex, timid Alex, had to be encouraged—and so as Paul pushed Teresa's dress up over her waist, he also pushed her beautiful face into Alex's crotch. 

“Wait...” said Paul suddenly, almost pained. “Protection. I should...get...”

Teresa turned though, desperate for him to continue. “Please, no!” She bit her beautiful lips. “No protection. Come in me bare, yes? I need. You can make me pregnant...own me completely. Put that cum in my unprotected womb, please, sir?”

Oh god, it was such a risk. But Paul, so turned on, his cock right in front of her needy, hot pussy, didn't care anymore. Fuck it, he thought.

Like it had been made just for him, Paul's cock slid easy into Teresa's open, hot, waiting pussy. She moaned with bliss the second he entered her, her mouth sucking and gasping, needing to be filled by Alex's cock. 

Alex was only too happy to oblige her now, slapping her gently—eliciting a moan—before stuffing her hot face with his rich, studly cock. And so then she was bent over between them, completely under their control, being drilled by both young billionaire studs.

They wanted her to enjoy it, of course. Paul slapped her ass hard as he drove into her totally bareback, changing up which cheek he struck as he continued. Alex moaned every time he spanked her—Paul's spankings increased Teresa's moans and fellatio efforts, making it even better for Alex. And every time Alex gave Teresa a little slap, she pushed back harder against Paul's thrusts.

“God, you're such a fucking hottie,” said Paul. “Such a fucking good maid.”

“Yeah,” grunted Alex. “You're our fuckmaid.”

“I'm gonna fill you up, Teresa. I'm gonna fill my girl up. You're gonna be fucking flooded with it, oh god...oh shit...”

Bliss overcame him. His knees locked up, his ass tightened together, and he finally released. He came hard, filling her pussy up with his hot, white sperm. He could see Alex cumming at about the same time, Teresa dutifully swallowing every last drop that she could. Every bit of their white, hot jizz was gleefully taken by this beautiful foreign babe. That was pretty hot.

Even hotter, though, was how their combination fucking had made her cum over and over again. Paul could still feel her pussy pulsing and gripping for several seconds after he came as the throes of orgasmic rapture still gripped her gorgeous body.

After a few moments, they slipped themselves out from her, and they all collapsed to the floor. After a moment, she curled up between them both, holding them in her arms.

“I’m so glad to be your happy fuckmaid,” she purred, kissing one and then the other. “You teach me well. Perhaps I call my cousin who lives on other side of town, and you teach her as well? She is lovely, like me. Needs many lessons in behaving. You will like.”

Paul smiled—and saw Alex smiling too. That sounded like a lot of fun.

# # #
[image: image]


	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Owned By Bare Lust: The Call Girl
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Rule #1: Look terrific.

Vanessa sat at the carved wooden table in her kitchen, tapping a pencil on the sheet of rules her new john had emailed her. He was arriving later that evening. A half-full glass of orange juice sat near her, starting to sweat down to the little flower-shaped coaster she had placed beneath it.

This rule was both easy and hard for Vanessa. It was easy because she did, as she well knew, already look terrific in anything she wore. It was hard, of course, for the same reason. 

Maybe some women had only a few outfits that they really knew would flat out impress a man. 

Vanessa, on the other hand, couldn't stop impressing men no matter what she wore.

Having earned her liberal arts degree a few years back, she certainly could maneuver her way into a job that paid a living wage somewhere in the business world. Businesses would always need someone who could communicate. 

But, that kind of work didn't appeal to her, or make sense to her, when she was as drop-dead gorgeous as she knew she was.

It wasn't just every kind of woman who had such effortlessly voluminous chestnut hair, for example. Or a slim, heavily-toned frame that easily fit into all the designer clothes she wanted, or  full round tits that filled out any hands that she allowed to come her way. She had fantastic legs, because she had fantastic skin, naturally bronze, and fantastic bone structure—a result of her mixture of Brazilian and Swedish heritage. Her cheekbones and lips shaped her every expression into a vision tinged with desire. 

Modeling as an undergrad had brought her all kinds of offers, but the one that stuck, just a few years before, was when a man offered her more than two grand for a night with her.

Vanessa was a pragmatist. That was more money than she made in a month. Of course she said yes.

She specialized now in girlfriend experiences. A kind of fantasy for a man, letting him believe that his dream of having his own special fuck-fantasy sex toy for a girlfriend was something that had come true. 

It was enough of a specialized service that, when combined with her beauty, allowed her to charge outrageous prices for short amounts of time actual working. 

This surplus of cash had allowed her to move into her spacious, mid-city condo, with its enormously high ceilings, wooden floors, long hallways, and tall church-type windows. It cost her an easy ten grand a month to keep the place, and that was barely chump change. Her kitchen alone was six hundred square feet.

Most of the time on jobs? She just listened to the men. She would nod appreciatively at their accomplishments, coo at their appearance, and pat them on the back as they complained. Easy money. Sex, if it entered the equation, lasted for short amounts of time and required very little effort on her part. She had the unique ability—as probably many successful girls in her profession did—of never showing her boredom.

This new john, though, seemed like something different. Usually when a man was as specific as he was, it meant he had designs. 

So, back to the problem at hand. What to wear?

Having designs meant he would want something to design himself on. He was paying ten times her normal rate, so certainly she couldn't present him with the old panties-and-tee shirt route. Some guys loved how “natural” that was, even though her make-up would be done up perfectly. 

She got up from the table and strolled across her large apartment, past the living room, past the sun room, past the hallway bathroom, into her massive bedroom to her cavernous walk-in closet. 

Outfits were ordered by type, and then color. Dress by dress, top by top, she flipped through her enormous collection of choices.

It didn't take all that long to settle on a good idea, though. She had a knack for this sort of thing.

Silk black panties and her lacy push-up bra underneath. Her tits were too lovely not to show off to someone with this much money.

A silk lavender blouse, unbuttoned a bit on top, to move his eyes down to the little gold star necklace she would have dangling in her cleavage. Then a skirt of a paler lavender, the hemline hovering just around the decency mark, which would lead delightfully into the patterned black thigh-high socks she would have on. The socks were transparent in long lines down her legs, showing off plenty of skin. 

Her legs were like highways to her privileged pussy, and attention on her legs would draw his attention to where she would want him. 

Oh—he may have been ugly as a mule, but with the money he was paying, Vanessa definitely wanted him inside her. Those customers were the most regular. Most men were happy simply with blow jobs from her—usually, they thought asking more than that was an imposition! Another privilege of her beauty.

Glossy lavender leather calf skin pumps completed the outfit. 

Vanessa smiled wickedly. He wouldn't be able to help himself.

* * * * *
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Rule #12: Be Preparing Dinner As I Arrive.

VANESSA HAD A FLASH of inspiration with this one. 

She was an excellent cook—so often, that was what constituted a man's definition of “good girlfriend”—and so had prepared a lovely small little meal of braised chicken with tomato sauce and a small garden salad with walnuts and apple slices.

He was set to arrive at 7 o'clock, and so Vanessa started at 6:45. That was long enough to just finish preparations, and still set time enough aside to let him watch.

She knew he would want to watch her. She had left her blouse and her bra on a hanger in her bedroom. Covering her bare tits now was a green silk apron with lacy straps. Her heavy, hot breasts pressed against the fabric, creating a lovely line of cleavage. She had her hot mass of hair pushed up in a thick pony tail, coiffed and styled perfectly. 

She was just finishing off the sauce, wooden spoon in hand, when the doorbell rang. Her heels clicked down the wood as she approached the door.

It was hard to say why, but she felt herself getting excited for once.

Rule #5 stated to greet him with a smile and a kiss, so she was ready to do this anyway.

When he opened the door and happened to be a painfully handsome hunk, kissing him became much easier. 

He was tall, well-built, his tailored suit clinging perfectly to the wealth of muscles he possessed. His hair was cut short, a thick dark beard framing the delightful cut of his strong jaw. Everything about him—his frame, his arrogant stare at her displayed body, the wealth his suit exuded—just screamed a tantalizingly hot aura of strength.

Before, she had been prepared to kiss him—but she felt herself wanting to kiss him.

“Clint!” she squealed, leaning into his much larger body and sliding her lips against his. “I'm so glad you're here. Thank you for deciding to come straight home tonight.”

He seemed a bit stiff at first, but her lips pressed insistent. Her tongue flicked into his mouth, running quickly over his teeth, pulling on them just slightly. His hands came around her waist, the naked skin there. In her high heels, even with as tall as she was, she was just under his height.

“How are you, love?” she asked him, locking eyes with him. His were dark, with little flecks of green. “I hope work was okay?”

“Yes,” he said. “Long.”

His voice was deep and resonant, sitting in her belly like the roar of some wild animal.

“My poor dear.” She moved back for a moment. “Oh, drat. I've messed your face with the sauce. I'm sorry.”

This had been entirely on purpose, the reason for the spoon in her hand in the first place. She licked the sauce up off his cheek with a soft little giggle.

“There,” she purred. “All clean.”

His breathing had become heavy and somewhat ragged.

She knelt down and attended to his shoes. Rule number 9. They came off easily. She didn't have to kiss each foot before sliding it back down to the ground, staring up at him with her big brown eyes, but she felt it couldn't hurt, and it wasn't against any rules. 

She stood back up and took his suitcase and his coat.

“Here, darling,” she said. “You've had such a day. Let me take all of this for you, yes?”

He made an affirmative sound. 

“Thank you,” she cooed.

She strutted down the hall, bending over at the waist when she reached the little desk where she placed his suitcase. It had taken some time, finding a desk that low to the ground—but Vanessa knew months ago when she got it that it would be a lovely way to show off her amazing ass. 

“You don't have a top on,” he said. Almost critical. “Why not?”

She turned back and smiled. “Oh, that.” She fluttered her fingers. “It just gets so hot in the kitchen when the oven is preheating, you know? I was more comfortable like this. My top is in the bedroom. I was going to grab it after I finished up.”

She stepped forward, running one hand down her tight, busty torso. “You know. I mean. If you really want me to.”

He smiled at her, lips not showing any teeth. As if he knew exactly what she was doing. “I do, as a matter of fact.”

Vanessa was somewhat surprised, but she had planned for this. “I understand. Randy man that you are, you want something to rip off my chest later. An apron isn't good enough?”

“It's a nice apron,” he said. “I'd hate to see it get ruined.”

“The top isn't nice?”

“My feeling is, the less tops you have, the more likely you are to just walk around in an apron all day, and that's something that needs more active encouragement.”

Vanessa laughed and walked back into the kitchen. It was good he had a sense of humor. That always made a night pass more quickly. 

“This should be ready in just a little while,” she called out. “Maybe twenty minutes?”

She thought he was still in the hall, maybe checking out the place. Johns often did.

Clint did not. He was right behind her—sneaky man—and slid his hand up her skirt to the crack of her ass. His grip was enormous, hard, clasping down on the entirety of one cheek, treating her rear like a handle.

“Twenty minutes is fine.” he said. 

His fingers pressed forward, finding her slit. Vanessa gasped and held on to the marble counter, trying to find a grip. She pushed back into his grip to allow him ease of access.

“Finish,” he said, pointing at the chicken.

“Y-yes,” she said. “Of course, darling.”

She picked up the chicken, and his fingers pushed in more. She gasped, nearly dropping it. Her cunt was moistening quickly. Her decorated thighs rubbed together softly.

“Problems?” he asked, digging his fingers deeper.

“N-no,” she choked out. 

She pushed the oven down with the bottom of the dish, and stuck the chicken inside. His fingers pushed in and out of her now-totally slick pussy as she set the temperature and the timer. His other hand came up and pressed her head against the pleasantly warm door of the oven. She tried to jerk upward, and he held her firm.

His finger-fucking increased, pumping in and out for nearly a minute. She could feel his legs pushing up against her own, his bulge growing in his pants. The size of it, from what she could feel, was huge.

He was good at this. Most men had no idea how to properly finger a pussy, how to apply pressure in just the right places. But Clint was clearly, to be blunt, an old hand. Vanessa couldn't stop herself from moaning out.

“D-daarlliinnnggg,” she whined.

Abruptly he slowed. 

“I think it would be good if you got dressed for dinner. What do you think?”

“Yes, please,” she said. She tried to stand straight up again, and he let her. 

His fingers popped out of her pussy. He slid them in her mouth and she sucked obediently. 

“Thank you,” she breathed after he withdrew them.

Vanessa walked back to her bedroom, flushed and confused. She leaned on the wall, drifting her hand back down to her still throbbing, dripping wet pussy. Her knees were weak.

This whole job, her whole realm of safety, was about control. She always had it. Men did what she wanted.

There was some...some power he had. Some influence over her. She couldn't explain it. It wasn't natural, but it was acting on her. But she couldn't do anything about it, either.

Her control was rapidly going away. And, fingers dancing on her clit, letting herself ride that wave of euphoria she had just experienced for a little while longer, she couldn't say for sure that she minded.

* * * * *
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Rule # 4: Say Please and Thank You. For Everything.

THERE WERE A FEW THINGS she was learning about Clint. 

He liked her cooking, as seen by how quickly he was wolfing down his meal at the table. 

He liked the way she looked, as seen by how he kept wolfing down the sight of her tits and ass. 

And he liked it when she knelt down in front of him.

“Please, baby?”

“I'm still eating.”

“I know. But . . .” she bit her lip. “But, fuck, it's right there and I just can't stop thinking about it.”

She wasn't sure how much of this was an act anymore. She could feel his thoughts in her head, almost, pressing on her. Shaping her. Making her his.

She was sure that he was still definitely interested in fucking her, in having his cock inside of her. Even with her blouse on, covering up her beautiful tits, he was openly staring at the delicious curve they presented.  And he was definitely enjoying her hair falling down, no longer in its ponytail, halfway down her back. It was so thick—thousands of tresses and curls, all done up exclusively for him. Hot long hair that showed she was little more than a sex ornament to adore and desire.

“Please, can I suck you while you eat the meal I made you? I've been dreaming about it all week.”

He set his fork down on the plate for a moment, considering. He stared down at her. Vanessa straightened her back, ensuring her chest was out and up. She knew she had terrific cleavage. Her little pendant sparkled in the light.

“Go grab my suitcase,” he said. “I have something for you.”

She stood up, a bit confused, but of course obedient. She wasn't being paid to argue. She added a deliberate sway to her walk, her ass sashaying in her short skirt. 

What was in the case? Some weird sex toy that he thought would shock her? He would be sorely disappointed in that regard. Vanessa's collection of dildos wasn't exactly exhaustive, but it was remarkable. Many of them she had even used on clients.

She grabbed the suitcase and brought it back, setting it on the table before kneeling before him once again.

He wiped his mouth and hands with the napkin and moved the plate aside, popping open the latches to the suitcase. From inside, he pulled out a small box and handed it to Vanessa.

Inside was an ornate gold-and-emerald choker necklace. Brilliant green stones the sizes of marbles trailed down and outward like a waterfall of opulence. Vanessa's heart caught in her throat.

“I wasn't sure if I was going to give it to you,” he said. “I wasn't sure if it would mesh well with . . . hmm. Certain factors.”

Rule # 15 was giving him problems. Never break character. She needed to cover for him.

“It's been so soon since our anniversary,” she gushed. “I wasn't expecting you to get me anything!”

She crawled onto his lap, still holding the ornate necklace, and kissed him passionately. All of herself pouring into it. She couldn't help the outpouring of emotion. This monumental gift, just because he liked her so much already. He didn't have to give it to her; she never would have found out. No, he wanted her to be recognized for doing so well.

Her kiss was needy, greedy, sucking his wet tongue into her mouth and guiding it around, wanting him to feel the inside of her somewhere. God, he was such a hunk. Vanessa wished all of her clients were half as handsome as he was.

“Please,” she pressed again. “I want to thank you.” She squeezed the thick bulge of his cock. “Properly. Please?”

He nodded, pushing her down on the shoulder. 

“Do it how I like,” he said.

“Thank you, baby.”

She got down on to her knees, tossing her hair back. The choker slid on easy, the lock-clasp no problem to operate. The emeralds decorated her chest and neck wonderfully, turning her into a set piece of his liking. Of his design. The thought turned her on immensely.

With relish, she unzipped his pants and revealed his cock. Already half-hard, it was thick and long, an enormous masterpiece of sucking material. Her mouth watered.

When was the last time she had wanted so badly to suck a cock? Had she ever?

It was hard to focus on foreplay, so great was her need to feel his length in her mouth. But she was trained, practiced. Her soft tongue ran up and down the length of his immense shaft. Always, she kept her eyes focused upward, knowing that he would like it when she focused on him entirely. 

Closing her eyes was always accompanied by a eager moan, and she couldn't help but moan with each drag of her wet, perfectly shaped tongue down the long length of his meat. She kissed all around the head, and then slid away to his balls, kissing there, suckling needfully for a moment. 

She knew she was doing it exactly how he liked, somehow. She knew that...somehow, some way, he was running the show. His powerful mind expanding onto hers, making her what he wanted; molding her entirely. 

He moaned. It was so fun to hear him moan, someone so powerful like that. She could swing this back her way, she knew it. All she had to do was suck him off like she knew he could. Then, this rich stud would be wrapped around her finger, and he wouldn't be able to stop himself from giving her gifts like that necklace again and again. 

Her lips slid over his cock tip slowly, aching and exalting. She let out a deep throaty purr as the head penetrated deep into her mouth, rolling her tongue around its massive hardened girth. He had gotten very hard, very fast. 

It was all going her way, and she knew why. She was putting on her best effort. It was, with him, so effortless to try. It felt good to try—it wasn't a chore.

Was it the necklace? Was it because he had given her such an amazing decoration? She knew, of course, that's all she was to him. Something to decorate his busy life. He didn't have time to go out and capture a beauty like her legitimately. So he bought her, and then bought her something gorgeous to make this beautiful part of his life even more beautiful. 

Vanessa felt her heart swelling even as she sucked lovingly on his cock. She was beauty in his life. Of course he would be helpless against her. Everything up to now had been a front, an act to try and show that he was tough and strong. But in front of her beauty, he would fall like anyone else.

But, almost as soon as she thought this, he unceremoniously pushed her head off his cock. 

“No,” he said, “Not like that.”

It was like he was reading her mind. She thought, at first, that what he meant was that it was time for the main event. She stood up, ready to lead him to the bedroom. But instead, he held on to her hair and pushed her face down to the corner of the table. Not hard, but definitely insistent. He adjusted her posture, making sure her breasts were pressing down on the table and that the necklace was right in front of them. Her lips and chin hung off the table, in ready position.

He took a moment to slap her face with his cock, letting its broad girth thump on her cheek. She gasped. She couldn't look up easily, though her eyes were wide open, but she definitely heard him laugh.

The table was at waist level for him—he was so tall!—and it was nothing for him to push his thick rod straight into her mouth. He plunged deep into her, without warning, the tip of his cockhead pushing into her throat, and then deeper. 

And harder. Again without warning, he picked up his pace. 

Vanessa stared up at him with pleading eyes—slow down, slow down! She moaned with a distinct kind of terror. She didn't know what would happen to her from this; she had never been throatfucked with this sort of intensity before. He just held her  down, rubbing his hands through her immense blanket of hair.

Desperately, she stamped her feet, trying to gain traction or rearrange herself to something more comfortable. But her heels clicked helplessly, scuttling on the marble floor. All she really accomplished was to wave her tantalizing ass in the air at him. Everything she was doing, she knew, would only turn him on more. 

He reached one hand down and pulled up her skirt, revealing her smooth bare skin, the tops of her stockings already covered in her wanton pussy juices. He slapped her ass, hard. It stung horribly, and then he did it again. No compassion, no playfulness—just hard thwacking on her perfectly sculpted flesh.

She had never known she could be dominated so completely.

She had never known she would like it so much. Her volcanic pussy juices ran downward uncontrollably. His thoughts, somehow, were in her head—calm down, you're doing great, keep taking it in, you love it.

And she believed all of it.

All her life, she thought because she was gorgeous, men would automatically trip all over themselves making sure her needs were attended to. And now, here she was, being utterly abused to serve one man's very specific need. Her cunt was on fire. Each new pump into her precum-soaked lips was making her hotter and hotter.

Her hair was sucked against her nostrils, and it was getting hard to breath. His big shaft shining and wet as it plowed in and out of her lovely lips. She didn't know how much longer she could last. Her hands went up to his arm, tapping frantically. I give, I give! 

Clint didn't care. Her fingers wrapped around his forearm—so dense, so strong. He was in total control of her. Her position, her life, even her thoughts. What else was she supposed to be thinking about other than how absolutely thoroughly he was fucking her throat?

“Do you want it?” he grunted out, slapping her ass again. “Does my girlfriendcunt need my cum?”

Raggedly, she moaned out as affirmatively as she could.

He let himself go, his pelvis rocking hard against her mouth, her nose. When his load came, it never even touched her tongue at first, the hot gooey strands rocketing straight down her throat into her tummy. It was so warm, so filling. And so much of it. It felt like pints. He must not have cum in weeks.

He kept shooting as he pulled out of her, and she finally tasted it. Salty, but a little sweet, and still just so deliciously warm. He sprayed a few strands on her face as he exited all the way. Vanessa collapsed to the floor at his feet, trying to find her breath. It felt like the wind had been knocked out of her. 

Clint pulled his pants back up and sat back down. She heard  him picking up his fork off his plate and going back to eating dinner.

“Well?” he asked.

Oh. Of course. The rules. Yes. Follow the rules. Very important.

“Thank you,” she said, curling around his feet. She started kissing them. Slowly, affectionately. Making sure he knew it wasn't just some current in the air, that it was her taking the time to lavish adoration onto him. “Thank you, darling.”

* * * * *
[image: image]


Rule #14: Enjoy yourself.

THEY SAT ON ONE END of her enormous bed. It took up the size of two normal king-sized beds. She had it specially ordered—though of course, she paid less than ten percent of the asking price. 

Vanessa usually slept on one side, and served clients on another. If they wanted to fuck on her sleeping side, she would guide them back over. 

Of course, with Clint, this rule had gone to the wind. He was on her sleeping side, and she hoped he stayed there. His rules seemed so much better than hers, anyway. She clung to his body, possessive, not wanting him to get up for any reason. 

He had his pants off, his shirt unbuttoned. His muscles were so firm and defined, all of him svelte, like some powerful jungle cat. He must have worked out constantly. 

Her sensational body was covered only by her panties and bra, her new necklace, and of course her heels. Rule #6 was to never take off her heels. She liked that one. She looked fantastic in heels, and looking fantastic for Clint was quickly becoming her new favorite activity.

For the past thirty minutes she had just been lazily stroking his mammoth cock. Every few seconds she would sigh, just staring at it. She wanted it back inside of her. He had his hands behind his head, eyes closed, humming leisurely. It was adorable.

“May I ask you something, please?” 

He opened his eyes, looking down at her. “Sure.”

“It's about money.”

He frowned a bit. “ . . . okay.”

“How much of a chunk out of your pay was it to buy me this splendid, wonderful, amazing gift?”

He made a sound, and then he said nothing for a time. Vanessa was afraid she had made him angry. He had fucked her so mercilessly when he was seeming to enjoy her—what would he be like if she angered him?

“Well,” he said finally. “Put it this way: Every stone is real. Someone far, far less than me could pay for months of house payments with it, let's say. Or tuition. Or a new car. And I could buy probably several dozen more before my army of accountants noticed that my monthly allotment for personal expenses was only just starting to dip.”

Vanessa felt herself gulp. But the admission of such wealth created a kind of out-of-body experience for her. She felt distant, disconnected. She was staring openly at him, her mouth hanging open a bit, and her slim hand was on his giant cock, stroking it intently as she looked into his eyes.

He was so handsome, and so rich, and so powerful, and he just knew it.

“You like how rich I am?”

She nodded dumbly, barely thinking, and then shook her head. 

“I like you, love,” she said. “And that you're rich and give me nice things is a nice bonus.”

He smirked. “That sounds nice.”

He wasn't buying it. What territory were they walking into, here? She may as well just tell him the truth. She gave his cock a nice, deliberately long strong. She smiled when he shuddered.

“I'm a gorgeous woman,” she said at last. “We both know that.” She felt his cock jerk in her hands at her own admission of vanity. That was interesting. She continued.

“I have plenty of income on my own, so someone with a good amount of income isn't really of interest to me. So not just anybody can have me. That list is rather small. The list of people who can own me toe to tip . . .” she ran her hand up and down his cock again, slowly again, “that list is even smaller. And the list of men who can control my every single action, who can give me access to all the power this world has ever had  . . . well, that's not a list at all, is it? That's just a name.”

She leaned in close and whispered in his ear. “That's your name, Clint. So come show me how you rule.”

There was something supernatural about him. That was how he had garnered all his power. Being in her mind like he had. She couldn't bring it up to him, couldn't say it—that was the ultimate rule. She couldn't explain how she knew he was fucking her mind. Every time she tried, she just got hornier. 

But truth be told, she found herself not caring. It was hot to be fucked with. And she didn't even care if he made her think that much.

His smile grew. He moved her hand off his cock and picked her up by her tiny waist. He was so big compared to her. With no effort at all, he tossed her further up the bed. Each of his muscles rippling and large. Her knees gathered up on her chest, framing her tits, and he plunged into her.

God, his cock was so fucking enormous. It felt so fucking right, having him inside of her. She was so glad she was so utterly wet. That she had been wet all night, just for him.

She felt like he was splitting her in two. It matched what was happening in her head. The splitting of her philosophy—the one that had told her that she would be in control of everything she ever encountered, and now this stark reality of a man drilling her silly little beliefs into dust with every new perfectly placed stroke of his massive cock.

What had she been thinking, believing she could control this billionaire stud? It was all she could do to keep up with him.

He wrapped his hand around her emerald-decorated throat, holding her tight exquisite muscles there firmly. Vanessa's heart started pounding wildly.

“No one else,” he said, pounding into her. “You belong to no one else.”

Her eyes went as wide as possible. 

Was he talking in the fantasy, still? 

Did he mean it? 

Oh god oh fuck what if he really meant it?

“No one else!” she gasped out. His grip tightened, and her cunt's grip on his cock tightened as well. “I belong to no one else!”

His thrusts got harder, faster. She could feel his big balls slapping against her ass. He was so big, so fucking big, and his cock was just riding on her g-spot.

How long had it been since she had felt sexual bliss like this? How long had it been since she had come anywhere close to orgasm?

And here was this man, this rich fucking arrogant stud, owning her cunt like he owned everything else in his life. She was becoming just one more part of an enormous economy of objects that he controlled utterly.

And Vanessa was fucking loving it. 

His grip on her throat kept tightening, bit by bit, stroke by stroke. How was he just getting bigger inside of her? He hammered into her like some sexual demon.

“Fucking mine,” he said again, his voice thick.

She was outright choking now, and yet still she tried to nod in agreement. Fucking his.

Vanessa, for a few seconds, wondered if he would just kill her. Just fuck her into the bliss that she so desperately wanted him to feel and then wrench her neck until she felt nothing else.

Certainly, he could get away with it. He was fucking her so well that she didn't even think that she would mind. 

Vanessa realized that she had long ago now surrendered totally, utterly, completely to his overwhelming power over her every thought and act. 

The orgasm that flooded through her body with his swift, powerful strokes as he shuddered out another hot round of seed inside her belly, then, was panicky and life-clinging. 

This could be her very last bit of pleasure! He could take it all from her. Her money, her place, her life. She felt her mind grasping at everything—at the bliss he was giving her, at the gasps of breath that he suddenly let flow into her body, at the death grip she had taken on his back, her legs wrapping around his strong form so needfully.

Fuck fuck fuck.

He could have killed her and paid off the cops and whoever else and gotten away it totally clean. And she couldn't stop thinking about how hot that was and how hunkish he was and how twisted her thoughts had become around the massive mind-bending rod he called a cock.

His enormous load of cum felt even bigger than the deposit before from his throat-fucking. Both ends of her layered in his seed now. It felt so good.

“Thank you,” she breathed finally. Obeying. Following rules. “Thank you so much, love.”

* * * * *
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Rule #15: Never Break Character.

SHE SLEPT IN THE NECKLACE he gave her, its weight reassuring, even in her dreams. Usually her dreams were empty, squalid things. Walking in malls with men staring at her, or waiting in lines at amusement parks for rides that were just elevators shooting downward. But that night—though she could not recall the exact events or scenario—her dreams were pleasant.

She had hoped to wake up before he did, to give him a nice blowjob to guide his entrance to the day. That would be so hot, she thought. 

And after he came, after she thanked him for his cum in her belly, she would tell him how much she loved waking him up by sucking his cock like that. That would get him to come by often, wouldn't it? That would be a regular paycheck.

That would be a regular fuck from this brilliantly handsome, handsome, handsome man who she could not stop her tidal waves of feelings about. Who had fucked with her head somehow. Who owned her thoughts and her mind. She wanted that. She liked it.

But she hadn't woken up in time. Instead, she woke to him stepping out of the shower. She slid up on one arm and watched him dress, her long hair blanketing the bed beneath her. He had a terrific back, the muscles around his spine so thick and well curved. He had a terrific everything.

“Oh,” he said, seeing her finally. “I didn't mean to wake you, doll.”

She smiled. “It's all right. I wanted to wake you up.” Her smile turned into a pout. “In a very special way. You beat me to it.”

“Money doesn't sleep,” he said, wrapping his tie. “I never got used to the idea of doing it myself.”

She slid out of bed, taking the silk sheet with her, covering her body. She nuzzled her face up under his, staring up into his dark green-flecked eyes.

“I'll want to see my man again soon,” she said softly, kissing his chin. “You've really . . . really made me all gooey and puddly inside. Looking at you is just . . . it's almost hard. I'm jelly.”

He kissed her. Soft. Tender, but biting her lips just slightly. Was that a sign? Did he believe her? How could she make him believe her? 

She had been so obedient, so far. Wouldn't he just think she still was obeying?

The kiss ended slowly, each drawing away.

“I have so many things to say to you,” she said softly, her gaze drifting down. “I just . . . I don't want to break any rules. They're so important. You're so important.”

He put his hand under her chin, tilting her head. In control. “That's my girl.”

# # #
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Princess
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Camille, the young nineteen year-old handmaiden to the cruel Princess Mariana, once again found herself turning to Counselor Victor for comfort. She sat in his lap, as always. That was one of the rules he had. She could tell him whatever he wanted, but she had to sit on his lap, first. 

“It was awful!” Camille shuddered. She was so glad the Counselor was there, that he was so strong when she felt so weak. “She took Ana, that damned Tryptian whore, and just led her face down between her lap as I was right there! I was brushing the Princess's hair, and she just stops to get her cunny licked by someone else! Can you believe it?”

Victor tsked. “Tell me about that.”

“Well Ana, I mean, she's beautiful. That dark skin, you know. It's like chocolate. If I wasn't so in love with the Princess myself, I would be happy to watch someone like her lick someone like that. And Ana—she looked so scared at first! Like she wasn't really enjoying it, but she had to, because otherwise Princess Mariana would punish her somehow?”

Camille ran a hand down her half-open blouse. How had it gotten so open? Oh well. Victor was so nice. He wouldn't mind her cooling off. She tweaked a nipple. Her open blouse revealed a tautly muscled young torso.

“That's kind of hot, actually,” Camille admitted. “The look in her eyes, like that. Scared, but accepting. Right before she dove in, it looked like she was smiling. Like being that close to the Princess's pussy just turned her on too much. I'm just . . . I'm just jealous, is all.”

They were in his office in his tower, located in the back of Fairmount Palace. The room was spacious, filled with piles of books on every table and desk, with long groups of flasks and burners off to one corner in the back. 

His tower was sometimes known to the locals as the Cruel Spiral, due to allegations that he would kidnap portions of the populace and experiment on them—Camille didn't buy into such things, of course. Victor had never been anything but lovely to her. That's why she came straight to him with news like this.

His lap was expansive, as Victor was a large man. He had a shaved head, and a dark, trimmed beard, and was rather young to be a Counselor. 

She knew he was actually the youngest Counselor in the Kingdom for over five hundred years. Counselors were the right hands of the King, offering advice to the throne and enacting royal wills on the populace. Normally, there were two or three or even four Counselors at one time. But Victor was the only one the King had currently. 

His rise to power had come after a series of unfortunate deaths, sudden retirements, and one case of thorough madness from his long line of predecessors. They all had Victor as an apprentice, and much suspicion had at one time been cast upon him; but of course, he was innocent. If he wasn't innocent, how had he gotten the job? 

“How does that make you feel, dearie?”

Camille shook her head, her thick, long dark hair sweeping across her svelte form. She had to struggle to look into his piercing, ice-blue gaze for long. His eyes felt like they were breaking her mind apart, but in a good way. The way that cinnamon broke apart on top of a hot cup of tea. 

It felt sometimes like this was all so very wrong. That she shouldn't be sitting in his lap like this. That she should be fighting, perhaps. Or running away. Or telling someone she knew about what they discussed. But, then she would come up to him and complain, and he would calmly explain how much he cared for her and make her a special little drink that made all her cares go away.

Still, every little while, the thought crept back up. Why was she still a handmaiden? She remembered the herbalist, Dell, had offered her a job tending the garden, to be an apprentice underneath him. She even remembered being excited about it. Camille loved herbs, loved plants, loved watching the way they twisted and grew and vibrated with the force of the planet. 

But after she discussed the idea with Victor, it seemed like not a good idea at all. She made fun of Dell as she rejected him, called him a dirty old man. Victor suggested it all, and  Camille listened. The beautiful young brunette was lucky she had. The Counselor had made so many good decisions for her.

Victor's hand was on her thigh, fingers thumping along. He was so patient.

“It makes me feel . . . I don't know. It makes me wish that your love potion would hurry up and work.”

When Camille had revealed her love for the Princess—it was only a short time after she turned down the apprenticeship that she had realized her affection, making Victor's suggestion that she turn down Dell even better—Victor had crafted her a love potion to use. 

It looked awfully similar to the little drinks he made her, but Victor promised her that it wasn't the same. And it felt so good to trust Victor. He was so right and strong.

He nodded sagely. “Yes, I can see how you would want it to work. Though I would proposition that it already is.”

She looked puzzled. “What do you mean?”

“Have you noticed any—shall we say—other instances of amorous activity of the Princess before this?”

“Oh, no. Not at all.”

Princess Mariana was well-known throughout the kingdom for being rather icy. Glacial, as a matter of fact, when it came to romance. At eighteen, she was years beyond the proper age of betrothal. But her father, the King, was wrapped around her pretty finger, and let her do whatever she wanted.

It was easy to let Mariana do whatever she wanted. The young blond was beyond gorgeous—most of the populace was convinced she was a living divinity, some physical form of one of the Seven Divines. 

There was a saying—as Princess Mariana went, so went the Kingdom of Elysia. Certainly the King went along with anything she had to say, even more so since his wife's death some years past.

“Well,” Victor ran a hand through her hair. Camille trembled again, harder this time. She could feel it in her nipples, starting to stand up firmly against the loose cloth of her half-open blouse. “I would take that as a good sign, my dear. She was obviously overcome with emotion in your presence. Perhaps, being so long without a partner, or without any real affection, she simply didn't know how to proposition you correctly?”

Camille nodded eagerly. That made perfect sense. Victor was always making such good sense. 

When she had first come to him, weeks ago, he made sense right away. Well, she hadn't so much come to him as he had shown up in her quarters. But then he took out his wonderful crystal of truth. 

He explained, quite well, how no one could lie when the crystal was taken out. 

Look at how well it sparkled and shined. It was impossible to think that anything he said was something other than the truth, wasn't it? Wasn't that crystal nice?

That night, he revealed how much he cared for her. How he saw her as a daughter, or maybe a little sister. And how she needed to confide in him.

When Camille had first started talking to Victor, she believed silly things—like that she didn't want to be a handmaiden forever, even a royal one. That she had big, grand aspirations. Become an apprentice to someone. Maybe the herbalist? Maybe even be the royal herbalist someday?

Victor helped her realize that was just part of her latent repression of her sexuality. That what she really wanted was to fall in the arms of sweet, gorgeous Princess Mariana, and lick her pussy forever after. 

“I think you must be right, Counselor Victor,” she said sweetly. “It's just...it's so hard to see things how you do, sometimes. You're so wise and kind.”

“Perhaps my little crystal could make things a bit more clear?”

“Oh yes,” she said breathily, her chest heaving, one hand coming up to paw at his bicep. “Please, let me look into the crystal again?”

“Very well,” he said, reaching into his pocket. “Assume the truth position, my dear.”

Obediently, she slid off his lap, and knelt down in front of him. Staring up at him with her deep, dark brown eyes. He had explained to her that this was the only proper way to receive the truth he had to deliver.

“The oath, first.”

The young beauty nodded, her pouty lips forming a serious line. She knew the oath by heart. She held a hand to one breast, tweaking a nipple, as she raised her other hand in the air.

“I hereby promise to honor the crystal of truth, to recognize its power, to open my mind to its revelations, no matter how strange or foreign, and to enact its vision however I may.”

“Good girl.” 

Camille felt a slickness in her thighs at his words—in fact, at just saying the oath. That was new. When he took out the crystal from a pocket in his robes, the slickness intensified a hundredfold.

“Let's start with some affirmation, yes?”

“Affirmation,” Camille said, her voice sleepy. “Yes.”

Her mind was barely capable of describing the crystal, its effects. She felt like she was swimming in the universe, in the time before time began, bumping up against all the vibrations of the stars.

“You trust me.”

She nodded slowly. “I trust you.”

“I am your counselor.”

“You are my counselor.”

“My words are always right.”

“Your words are always right.”

He stroked her face. His touch so gentle, so caring. She moaned appreciatively. The wetness between her thighs increased.

“You love Princess Mariana.”

She nodded eagerly. “I love Princess Mariana.”

“She deserves to be Queen, right away.”

“She deserves to be Queen, right away.”

Camille's hand was still on one nipple, tweaking and fondling. Had it been there the whole time? Oh well. It was wonderful. Victor was wonderful. And so right.

“You'll do anything to make this happen.”

“I'll do anything to make this happen.”

“Touch your clit, dear. Finger your hot little pussy. You'll listen better.”

Camille complied with a moan. That made perfect sense. With as slick as she was, her fingers slid right in.

“I am the true King of this realm.”

“You are the . . .” she fingered herself harder, struggling to make it make sense.

“The true king of this realm. Remember your oath, Camille. Open your mind.”

Yes. Open her mind. Be a good girl. Her fingers pumped in and out, the soft wet noises filling up the space between her and the crystal.

“True king,” moaned Camille. “Mind open.”

“I am the true King of this realm.”

“You are the true King of this realm.”

She just trust Victor. So much. He had to be telling the truth. If she had been able to see herself, she would know that her eyes—deep dark brown—had been turned shining and blue as she stared into the crystal.

“The current King is an imposter.”

“The current King is an imposter.”

Yes, of course he was. Victor was the true King of the realm. The current King had to be an imposter.

“He deserves to die for his treasonous crime.”

“He deserves to die for his treasonous crime.”

They repeated this a few more times. It was drilled thoroughly into her head.

“The Princess deserves a real King.”

“The Princess deserves a real King.”

This only made sense. Camille's fingers plunged ever deeper into her cunt, her thumb working harder on her hot little clit. A puddle had started to form underneath her. Yes. A real King for Mariana. 

“The Princess deserves me.”

“The Princess deserves you.”

Yes, oh yes. Victor was the Real King. Mariana deserved a Real King. She deserved Victor. Of course she did.

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

“Princesses should . . . should serve . . .”

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

“Princesses should serve a true . . . a true . . .”

Camille whined. This was starting to feel wrong again. Her hot little fingers in her snatch began to slow.

Victor stood up for a moment, taking the crystal with him. Some of Camille's fog started to clear. Victor was . . . was a King? Was that right? It had to be, because he said it, and yet . . . 

He returned with a goblet in his hand.

“You should drink this.”

Camille nodded blankly. “I should drink this.”

The liquid was warm, thick, full of happiness and warmth. It wasn't wine, not exactly, because it was too milky and smooth, but it was red and had the tinge of alcohol. Just like every time before that she had drained this sort of drink, Camille felt like she was flying. She let the goblet clank down to the ground from an empty, strengthless hand.

“Princesses should serve a true King's every need.”

Her cunt felt afire Her fingers slid in and out with renewed vigor. She felt her orgasm fast approaching.

“Princesses should seerve aaa truuue King's. Mmmmm. Oh. Every need.”

“I am the True King.”

“You are the Truuue King.”

“Princess Mariana should serve me.”

Camille's fingers were deep in her pussy now, her thumb riding ceaselessly over her clit. It was sooo good. 

“Focus, girl. Give yourself a nice little cum, and focus.”

Camille came almost immediately, her hips bucking as her melting hot pussy vibrated with pleasure. It was the command. She just had to do what he said, and it was so easy to obey him. He was sooo strong. 

She had closed her eyes when she came, but when she opened them, the crystal was right there.

“Princess Mariana should serve me.”

“Princess Mariana should serve you.”

Camille licked her lips. Mariana wasn't the only one who should serve Victor.

“You serve Princess Mariana.”

“I serve Princess Mariana.”

“You should serve me.”

Camille's hand had snaked up his robes, gleefully finding the lack of any impediment to his already completely hard cock. 

“I should serve you,” she purred.

“I am your King.” His voice getting ragged now.

She made her strokes long, using her thumb around his cockhead to spread the precum around. Before long, his entire shaft was slick.

“You are my King.”

He pushed forward, his cock right in front of her face now. 

“My cock is the only one you need.”

“Your cock is the only one I need.” Her voice breathy, hot, tinged with the need he prescribed.

“You want to be filled by my kingcock.”

“I want to be filled by your kingcock.”

Drool was sliding past her lips, running down her chin. She could not help but lick his perfect shaft as he spoke. It tasted an awful lot like the substance from the goblet. How wonderful.

“You want to be bred by my seed.”

“I want to be bred by your seed.”

Victor grabbed her by her incredible volume of hair and shoved her forward on her cock. She had no say in the matter anymore, no control. He slid her back and forth, up and down his shaft, and she simply complied like a good servant. One of his hands still held the crystal over her eyes, completely transfixing her. 

“I am your King,” he said. “I am your Master. I own you. I own your cunt. I own your womb.”

She moaned out affirmatives each time. Her hot lips stayed slick on his shaft, and she made sure her tongue was actively adoring every precious inch of Master's flesh that she felt. He was so good to her.

He was so delicious and perfect. She was his. He owned her. Her MasterKingOwner. He was so perfect.

Her big, lovely tits were mashing up against his knees as he fucked her pretty face. He wasn't slowing down. She didn't care. It was so hot how she didn't care how hard he fucked her face. She was his plaything. He could do whatever he wanted. 

“When I cum, you cum,” he ordered.

“Mmmhmmm!” 

She was so close anyway. Her cunt juices had already ruined her dress. She had no idea how she was going to walk back to her quarters without being called out for being a slut. She didn't care. She was Master's slut.

She felt his balls tense up, his every muscle tighten. Then heaven arrived in her mouth in liquid form, every Divinity singing out the praises in her mind of this Masterful Lord and King who owned her. Her orgasm frolicked across her body, burying her in pleasure, even as his seed buried itself deep in her tummy. Its taste was transcendent, the feeling euphoric. The thick hot wetness slid hot down her throat, each inch of it sliding so perfectly inside of her young, willing body. 

Every hot new spurt was just dirt on the grave of that silly thing she had called a will. It made her so happy to not have to worry about any thoughts but her Master's thoughts from now on.

All the bliss must have knocked her out, because when the waves of bliss finally subsided, she was on the floor, and he was walking around naked, preparing mixtures. She watched him cum—almost as if by his own will—into a flask, and then pour that into a goblet with a few other tinctures. Camille pouted—she wanted to be the one to make him cum.

He set down the tray on a stool in front of her.

“Make yourself presentable, dearie,” he said. He pointed at the tray. “The goblet goes to the Princess, that's your second trip. Your first trip is to take the bottle to the King.”

“The imposter King, Master?”

He smiled. “That's right, pet. You tell the guards it's from Dell, the herbalist. For the King's cough.”

“This will cure the King's cough?”

Master smiled. “It will seem to make the symptoms subside, for about six hours. And then all of a sudden, he will not be able to stop. He should die within the week. Do you have a problem with that?”

She shook her head. Of course not. The imposter had to be punished. Master had to assume his proper position. And Princess Mariana should serve him as the Queen. 

All of these things made such perfect sense. She was so lucky Victor explained them to her.

* * * * * 
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MARIANA, FINALLY, WAS back in her quarters. She loved her Royal Tower—its enormous chain of bedrooms, the voluminous bath that was the size of some common people's houses, the enormous outdoor garden that had its flowers changed out three times a day. The size of it, the opulence, the wealth dripping off the walls—these were all just reminders to her that she absolutely deserved her exalted position.

The numerous mirrors she had positioned on every wall were similar reminders. The multitude of her reflections were, of course, each fabulously stunning. Be it her thick mane of gorgeous golden blond hair, her vibrant emerald green eyes, her sensationally trim form with such perfectly shaped breasts, her exquisitely long legs, or even her face—so perfectly angelic and haughty,  ideal for her station—all of these were just reminders that she deserved her place at the top. 

Furthermore, they were reminders that, if she was not one of the Seven Divines in human form (as she was so justifiably starting to believe as she grew in beauty each day), she was at the very least chosen by them to be their prophet of beauty and power to the Kingdom of Elysia. 

As Mariana went, so went the Kingdom of Elysia. The Princess had heard the saying. It was quite a lot to live up to, but she felt more than up to the task. Tomorrow, she would be coronated as Queen with the ceremony on the Ten Thousand Steps, and the belief in her as the divine ruler of the country would be solidified ever more.

Her outfit certainly wasn't doing anything to disprove that belief. Today, she had on a rich crimson gown trimmed with golden chain. Her delightful breasts were on full display by the cut of the dress. Long, wide slits in the fabric started at her hips and ran the length of her scorching hot legs. Tall stiletto heels decorated her feet, with golden ribbon wrapping upward from the heels on each leg to her thighs. Her ornate crown rested perfectly in her perfectly arranged volume of golden hair, the diamonds there sparkling with every move. Elbow-length gloves, decorated again with golden chain, completed the regal look.

She was glad to be back in these quarters, alone once more. The morning had been tumultuous, to say the least. There had been an overwhelming amount of evidence to convict that damned herbalist, Dell, for killing the King. 

Mariana had never had much love for her father, and in fact was rather glad to see him go. Just as she knew she deserved her position as Princess, she knew she deserved an even higher one, as the one Queen of the Realm. But still, punishments had to be dealt out. Even if Mariana didn't automatically believe he was guilty—and with his ratty grease-sponging hair and his misshapen face and body, it was hard not to—there were over twenty eyewitnesses that collaborated the story that said he had wanted to kill the king for some time now.

Still, it was quite odd how all of the witnesses just so happened to be some of the most gorgeous young women in Fairmount Palace.  And more than that, over half of them were Mariana's servants. When asked why they hadn't stopped the herbalist on their own, or why they had not alerted the guards, they simply said they never thought he was really serious. 

Mariana—the final decider in these matters, after hearing the prosecution led by Counselor Victor—felt it was a simple decision to make. She could hardly say all those gorgeous maidens were lying, after all, even if she knew firsthand that a great deal of them weren't quite maidens.

The herbalist denied it all thoroughly, of course. He was quite vehement about his innocence, and seemed rather shocked when he had been assigned to the dungeons for the rest of his life. That wouldn't be much longer, Mariana knew. One could hardly let a killer of kings go on living.

She sighed. She could really use a lay. Only a month ago, that thought would have never entered her head. She would have never considered calling in one of her handmaidens to skillfully lick her pussy while she looked down and stroked the dear pet's hair, cooing softly in royal tones. But now, it was second nature. 

At times, Mariana found it curious that her sexuality—now that it had finally decided to bloom—was focused so directly on women. Women were gorgeous, of course, delicious little playthings for her to admire and enjoy. But it did not seem the norm.

In her dreams, sometimes, she was pinned against a wall and fucked mercilessly by a tall man. One wearing a crown. She called him King. His shaft riding into her virgin cunt, throbbing inside her with the pulse of the universe.

But, every man she came across hardly measured up to those dreams. One of many disappointments to stomach as Princess, and soon, Queen.

She called out to the servants waiting just outside. “A drink!” she called.

There was no response. 

Annoyed, she called out again. 

“A drink, I said! One from Camille!”

The drinks from that particular servant were the only kind that did the job, as of late. Mariana did not know what the delectable brunette put in the beverages. She did not care. She just wanted more of them. 

There was still no response.

Ready to fly into a rage, Princess Mariana strutted back across the marble floor in her magnificent heels—she had never quite learned to walk without strutting and showing off how gorgeous she was—and opened the door.

Camille was right behind the door already, holding a goblet full of the milky red liquid. Frilly little green gloves decorated her hands as they held the goblet. The dazzling brunette was smiling warmly, wearing a green silk dress, the fabric entirely sheer. It was impossible not to stare at Camille's bulging pregnant belly, her milk-engorged breasts. 

Camille held the goblet up in a green-gloved hand. “Your refreshment, my Princess.”

Mariana snatched it from her, taking a sip. The euphoria swept over her instantly. Everything started to feel better.

“Where are my guards?” asked Mariana. “The other servants?”

Camille looked around. The usual posting of ten armed guards and a servant for each was nowhere to be found.

“I believe they moved down the hall,” said Camille. “To give you your privacy on this tiresome day.”

Mariana had already stopped listening. Tiresome. It was all so tiresome, that was exactly the word. She had no mind to keep track of the movements of servants. 

The gorgeous royal teenager strode back inside her quarters, and found the nearest couch to slide her luxurious body on. She sipped away at her drink, enjoying its thick texture, the constant state of euphoria it spread through her hot body.

“When did you get so pregnant?” she asked.

Camille had followed Mariana, sitting at the edge of an adjacent couch. Mariana was resting deep in the pillows, almost flat, and Camille was looking down at her. The long tresses of the brunette's sparkling, soft hair tickled Mariana's face pleasantly. Everything was so pleasant.

“Oh, not too long ago, Princess. My Sir . . . his seed is so strong. I won't be pregnant for much longer.”

Mariana giggled. “That doesn't make sense, dearie. I'll have to educate you sometime about how it all works.”

“I'd love to have you educate me, Princess.”

Camille placed a hand on her shoulder. Soft, small. It was only inches away from her breast. So daring. So bold.

“Do you think I'm pretty, Princess?”

Of course she thought Camille was pretty. What a silly thing to ask. Even though she was enormously pregnant. Maybe even partly because of that. Camille was positively glowing. And her breasts, formerly delicious little morsels, had turned into amazing feasts for the eyes. Perhaps for more than just the eyes.

“Oh yes,” said Mariana.

“It's just that,” Camille opined. “You've never let me lick you like you have the other girls.”

“Really?”

Certainly that wasn't true. Mariana took a deep gulp from the goblet. Camille was so very gorgeous, and Mariana had never slept with her? That was akin to blasphemy.

“Really, Princess. And I understand if you don't think I'm attractive. It's just . . . I would very much like to.”

Mariana took another deep gulp, the warm euphoria washing over her. What a novel idea, having Camille lick her. What a fun little task for the day. She sat up a bit on the couch, spreading her legs.

“Why don't you start, then?”

Camille's face lit up. She had such a gorgeous young smile. “Wonderful! Thank you, Princess!”

She got into position between Mariana's legs, started to move downward, and then stopped suddenly.

“I'm sorry,” she said. “My necklace here is getting in the way. Let me move it.”

She pulled out from her expansive cleavage a shiny, bright crystal. Mariana could not stop staring at it. The crystal shone and shone, pouring out blue light into the expansive quarters.

“Do you like it?” asked Camille. “Master gave it to me. The same man who impregnated me. He's so very good.”

“ . . . very good . . .” said Mariana, her eyes caught on the stone. 

“When the crystal is out, you have to watch it. You have to follow it.”

“Have to watch it. Follow it.” Mariana's voice had gotten very quiet.

“You know that everything I say is so true. So right.”

“Everything you say . . . so true. So right.” Mariana giggled, her eyes becoming more and more blank, even as little sparks of blue began to grow larger and larger in her pupils.

“You trust me,” said Camille.

“I trust you.”

Camille, still holding the crystal steady, slid off the Princess's panties. An easy maneuver. Mariana didn't notice at all.

“Everything I say is sooo right,” Camille said again.

“Everything you say. Sooo right.”

Camille slid one pair of gloved fingers around Mariana's pussy, stroking the folds gently.

“My words are your thoughts.”

“Your words. My thoughts.”

The goblet in Mariana's hands lost its battle with balance and tipped clumsily to the floor. The potent concoction spilled everywhere. Its hot smell slid into the overwhelming heat pouring out from the pussies of the two teenage beauties on the couch.

“Being a Princess is so hard.”

“Being Princess.” Mariana sighed deeply as Camille's fingers pressed more insistently. “Is so hard.”

“Being a Queen will be even harder.”

“Being Queen. So much harder.”

Camille's fingers were rubbing intently on Mariana's clit, now. It was such a hot little button. Camille loved it—loved everything about Mariana. 

“You belong with a husband.”

“I belong with husband.”

“You belong with a King.”

Mariana nodded helplessly. “Belong. With King.”

Camille, even though she was the one holding the crystal, was still rather vulnerable to it. So even as she was helpless to do anything but follow her Master's orders and carry out the induction for him, her eyes could not help but lock on to the crystal and reinforce all these beliefs that Master laid out for the Princess. As Camille hypnotized Mariana, Camille hypnotized herself.

“Touch your tits, Princess. It's good for you to touch your hot tits.”

“Good to touch my tits.”

Mariana complied happily, sighing and then moaning as her dainty, gloved fingers adored her nipples.

“You need a man to tell you what to do.”

“I need a man . . . tell me to do.”

“Your mind is just a weak female's mind.”

“My mind issa weak. Female mind.”

“Only one man is fit to rule you.”

“Only one man fit to ruuule me.”

Camille's gloved fingers were sliding in and out of Mariana's pussy fast now, hard. It was so wet down there. Her thumb still riding over the Princess's royal teen clit. So slick and hot. Her hot little fuckglove getting so primed for a thick, hard cock inside of her.

“Only one man is fit to rule this realm.”

“One man. Only. Rule the realm.”

“You obey this man.”

“Obey this man.”

“Counselor Victor is this man.”

Mariana nodded helplessly. It all made so much sense now that Camille said it.

“Counselor Victor is man.”

“Counselor Victor is your Master.”

“Victor is Master.”

“You obey Master.”

“I obey Master.”

Mariana's voice was clouded with the need to cum. She was sooo close. She just had to keep obeying, keep repeating. That was all sooo good and so was everything else in the world, thanks to her obedience. Camille was so wonderful to teach her like this.

“You love Master.”

“Looove Master!”

“You worship Master.”

“Worshiipp Masterrr!”

“Keep saying it. You obey Master. You love Master. You worship Master.”

Camille slid her face down at last to Mariana's pussy. 

She started licking immediately, relishing the Princess's sweet, royal teen cunt's juices all over her beautiful face. Master had taken so much of her mind, and justifiably so—so much of it was useless and served no purpose to Master's plan—but Camille still had enough of it to recognize that she had wanted Mariana's hot young pussy for the longest time. 

Every single lick, every little nudge of her lips, every hot gasp she breathed into her darling Princess's flesh, was heaven come down to Camille.

Mariana kept chanting out, obeying happily as Camille licked her.

“Obey Master. Loove Master. Worshiip Master. Obeeyyyy Masterrr. Loooveee Master. Worrrship Masterrr. Obeeyyy Master. Looove Masterrrrr. Worshiiiiip Masterrrrr.”

Camille's tongue was so soft, so slick and insistent. Mariana came with a hot chanting scream, thrashing up and down in the couch. 

“WorshIIPP MastERRR. OBEY MASterrr. LOVE Masssterrrr.”

For a moment there was silence as Mariana's mind tried to grasp what it was, exactly, that was happening. Or, it felt like silence—Mariana kept chanting, though, and there were still tiny schlicking sounds as Camille studiously attended the young Princess's pulsating cunt. 

Camille slid away after a moment, though.

“Would you like to meet him, Princess? Would you like to meet your new King?”

The double-doors banged across the quarters. Counselor Victor entered the room, immediately disrobing. Mariana gasped at his sensationally cut musculature, his throbbing pecs and solid brick of abdomen muscles. And his manhood! It was monstrously huge, thick as a bottle and just as long. It would rearrange her entire life just to have him inside of her. She was desperate for such change. 

He was godly. He was certainly her God. She needed to obey him. Love him. Worship him.

He closed the distance between them shortly, and put a strong hand underneath her chin. 

“Hello there, Princess. I'm sorry I'm a little late. I had to convince my other special girls that fucking guards to distract them wasn't betraying my trust.”

Mariana giggled helplessly. He was saying so many things at once. It was hard to focus on them all. She just nodded, agreeing happily. “Yes, Master.”

His smile broadened. Mariana felt her cunt do backflips just from that small gesture. He pushed Camille to the floor, where she landed with a little happy giggle. Her face was smeared with Mariana's juices. That was so hot. This was all so hot. Mariana pulled at Master, guiding him downward.

“Please, Master,” she moaned. “Please, fuck me like I deserve. Fuck your Princess like no one else can.”

He said nothing, just smiling intensely. His cock was so monstrously hard. Her cunt was slick, perfectly lubricated thanks to Camille's efforts. He entered inside of her with complete ease. Every throbbing inch of him pushing aside her maidenhood like it was nothing at all. She barely felt the pain—pleasure was the name of the day as his cockmeat filled her gentle teen pussy more and more.

His massive size dominated her entire mind—there was no other thought that could possibly penetrate her skull when he was penetrating her so thoroughly. Completely, that was the word. She was complete, now, with him inside of her. It was so wonderful, so perfect, that her very first man was actually her God, was her husband-to-be, was her supreme King.

And then. Then he started to fuck her properly. The enormous size pumping in and out of her tiny cunt. The meat so completely dominant, so large and veiny and diamond-hard. He ruled her, totally. She squeezed her tight snatch as best she could, hoping her soft warm wetness was so nice for him. There was nothing she wanted more than to possess the hottest, wettest, tightest place in the world for his wonderful cock.

She was so happy, serving underneath him. This was her true place, her true role. Princesses were made to serve Kings like him. He slapped her lightly on one cheek, and then the other, his hands moving downward to paw artlessly at her enormous breasts. She smiled at him, licking her lips.

Camille was on the ground next to them, fingering her pussy, cumming again and again from the sight of these two individuals fucking each other so hard. Her hair had become a tangled, sweaty mass around her pregnant body, wrapping around her tits and ass in a loving coil. Her dress was all disheveled, hanging loosely off of her swelling breasts.

“My Royal Slave,” grunted Master, as he fucked Mariana even harder.

“Your Royal Slave!”

He pumped harder and harder at Mariana's affirmation. His thumbs running over her big nipples.

“You are my PrincessFuckToy.”

“Your PrincessFuckToy!”

She pushed back into him as he pushed into her, hoping to massage his perfect cock even more as it delivered his holy message inside of her.

“My little Teen Queen.”

“Your Teen Queen!” She cried back, instantly.

“Mine to own.”

“Yours to own!”

Her eyes were getting maniacal now in their ferventness—unblinking, ever widening.

“You're mine to breed,” he grunted.

“Yours to breed!”

His load shot inside her with all the intensity of a thunderstorm. She felt like she was going to explode from the pure electricity of it, from the overload of hot, sexual bliss that he delivered. 

It was like the feeling from the drink that Camille delivered multiplied by thousands. Millions. Her head hung loosely off the couch, staring and giggling softly at nothing at all. Her mind felt totally gone. She felt him exit her cunt, and whined helplessly, one gloved hand raising up to beg for more. He had made her feel so good.

She turned to look at her Master's perfect body.

Oh god, he was still hard! Even after filling her full of his fuckdaddy superstrong breeding cum, he was still sooo hard. His cock was slick and wet with her juices still, with his juices. She licked her lips.

He sat down on the couch, at the other end from her.

“Camille,” he called out. “Attend me.”

Mariana put a dainty hand to her mouth, taken aback. She sat up on the couch, her heart pounding fast. Some of the fog clearing away.

“My darling Master,” she gasped, “Am I not allowed to clean your cock? Have I been . . . demoted?”

He smiled, clearly enjoying her shock at possible rejection..

“Of course not, my dearest. Come,” he said, guiding Mariana's hand. “Join Camille. Join your sister-in-servitude.”

“Yesss,” Camille purred, staring happily into Mariana's green gaze. “Join me, love, please!”
Mariana could not resist her Master's command. She did not know if she had the fortitude to resist anything Camille said now, either. She was sooooo stunning. A slave. Just like her. 
They both began stroking and kissing Master's cock, happily obeying.

“I deserve lots of Slave Princesses, don't I, girls? And lots of Slave Queens, too. Lots and lots.”

“Lots and lots,” they echoed together, and then giggled at how they both said it at the same time, in the same adoring sing-songy voice.

“Good girls.”They both swooned. Stroking him even harder. Mariana's hand on top, Camille's below. Their gloves shining and sparkling, getting covered over with streams of precum.

“Now, because I do, so unquestionably, deserve a few Queens, it only makes sense that you two would be the first of so many, since you're both so unbelievably gorgeous. Mariana has just the slightest bit of superiority, since she was a real Princess in the old world, but Camille . . . Camille, you were the one first responded so positively to my concoctions. Before you, I had many failures. But you are the symbol of my triumph. The symbol of how I deserve so much. So much more than only Mariana as my Queen.”

They each nodded. Smiling at each other knowingly.

“And once I have enough Queens...well, that means it will be time to promote the two of you. The idea of the Seven Divinities ought to be somewhat updated, I think. ”

Their hearts both caught in their throats. Promotion! They were so excited. Of course they knew they deserved it.

“Now, I want you two to tell each other how much you care for each other.” He stroked Mariana's hair with one hand, and then Camille's with the other. “How much you adore each other, and want so desperately to make each other happy. For me.”

“Yes, Master!” they cooed.

Mariana went first. “Camille, I think you're incredible.” Her voice sugaring each word. “I love the way your cheekbones are so proud and amazing, how your jawline is so utterly smooth and perfect, your glorious face, your simply ravishing body, your sense of style, your hair...you are the complete package, and then some. You are just...” she moaned, watching Camille get turned on by the talk, watching her glorious brown eyes brim with need for more praise from her new sister-slave. “...just amazing. I love you, Camille. I adore you...and I hope you adore me.”

Camille nodded, bringing her face closer to Victor's cock. The two of their faces so close to the pulsing, throbbing meat, as they stared desperately into each other's eyes, looking for more angles of devotion.

“I...I chose this dress for you, Mariana.” She flattened out the green sheer fabric that was barely still on her body. “Because I know it's your favorite color, because it's just like your eyes. I wanted you to know that all the things that are your favorites are my favorite too. And I want you to know I think you're so fucking precious and gorgeous and amazing and I just so utterly, completely adore you so fucking much and—”

Mariana cut her off with a sizzingly perfect kiss, melding their wet, thick lips together with ferocious passion. Their mouths, so close to Master's cock, quickly latched onto it, making out with each other as they ran their lips up and down his magnificent meat. They each adored his massive length, their perfect lips overrunning.

Mariana loved her fellow slave Camille, loved how completely in love they both were with Victor, loved how they both worshiped him with everything they had. It was so utterly perfect.

Their tongues molded down on Victor's cock, adoring it, loving it, loving him, loving each other. There was enough of it for Mariana to suck and deepthroat the head while Camille went on to suckle on his shaft, and vice versa. 

Master's body tensed up. They each moaned in their kisses, knowing he would gift them with his cum so soon. 

And, just when it seemed like he wouldn't, when it seemed like they couldn't live any longer without one more second of his seed, he came. The hot, thick, brilliant white strands sprayed deep into Mariana's throat, Master shoving her down first on his orgasming member. Then he pulled her off and shoved the meat deep into Camille's perfect, waiting mouth. The slaves moaned and shook with orgasm, their tits all mashed together, their legs intertwined with their Master's, his cum soaking the mass of their perfect, silky soft strands. 

They swallowed it down eagerly, loving the warm, perfect feeling of it oozing into their bodies, of each perfectly crafted atom decorating their utterly beautiful beings. They giggled and laughed richly, almost crying in joy.

"Thank you, Master," they cooed together. "Thank you, King Victor."

Mariana loved the feel of his warm goo all over her, the blanket of wet hotness it provided.

Inside her belly, Mariana could already feel her Master's seed going to work, filling her up with life. Her belly swelling just slightly, her tits growing. His power grew within her, just as it grew in the realm. For as Mariana went, so went the kingdom of Elysia.

# # # 
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The two of them, Derek and Estelle, sat alone in her tent on Saturday morning. It was early in the day, about an hour before the second weekend of the Breaker County Fall Renaissance Fair began. Warmth spread out from a small space heater ran underneath a rock which attempted to hide the anachronism. The weather outside was cold and drizzly, and yet both of the young players seemed to have a glow to their complexion. After the vigorous, thoroughly hot night they had shared the night before, this was probably to be expected. 

In her tiny medieval witch outfit, Estelle looked even more preposterously busty than she normally did. The red lacy corset just barely wrapped around her oversized breasts—which had grown in the past year since she had bought it at the age of eighteen, though none of the rest of her body had, staying short and otherwise slender—and the skimpy black-and-red dress on top of the corset displayed more than it hid. Across from Derek, her long, tanned legs were no mystery—and neither was expanse of beautiful black hair, or her ruby red lips, or her smoldering dark eyes. All of this was entirely focused on Derek—arranged, she hoped he could see, just for him.

“Thank you for coming in here,” she leaned forward. It had the desired effect—he looked straight into her exposed cleavage. “I know you have a lot to prepare.”

Derek shrugged. His armor clinked. Most of it was plastic, but there was enough metal to make it appear and feel largely realistic. As a knight, Derek had one of the most physically demanding jobs in the fair, always preparing and recovering from the latest joust. The jousts were choreographed and arranged, of course, but that didn't mean people weren't really falling from moving horses. 

“No problem.” He had a nice smile. “What’s this about?”

Estelle smiled. He was being coy. That was fine. She could work with that.

“I just want you to know...” she took a breath. She had practiced this, dang it! It was supposed to be easy. “I just want you to know that all the feelings you have, I have too.”

“Oh, really?” He grinned suddenly, incredibly relieved. “That’s great.”

Her heart soared.

Before last night, Derek had always struck her as something of a dullard, if a cute one. After every rehearsal on Friday night, the renaissance fair players celebrated with a night out, partying and drinking at the house of their boss, Hazel. Usually, Derek hung out with his lovely girlfriend, Britney. But, Britney had been called away early in the night to take care of something family-related, and Derek and Estelle ended up having several drinks together. Enough for Estelle to really get to know Derek, and to discover the poetic heart he had underneath all that brash exterior. 

The things he said to her...the way he told her he felt about her, the way he had felt about her for ages! It was the stuff of beautiful, beautiful romances. For months and months now—since their senior year, he said—he had held a steadfast crush on Estelle. And last night, finally aware of all that passion (and rather influenced by the shots and beers she had taken in over the night), Estelle quickly allowed him to capitalize on his love.

“Yes,” she gushed to him, holding his hands tight. “I just...I feel now that I could sense how you’ve felt for a long time. It makes sense, now.”

Derek slipped his hands out of hers, leaning back and letting out a big sigh. 

“Oh god, that’s a relief. This tiny tent...us sitting this close. Man.” He shook his head. “For a minute there, I thought you were crushing on me or something. I’m glad you know this was all just casual.”

Like a turbine suddenly without steam floating through it, Estelle’s thoughts powered down. 

“What?”

“You said we had the same feelings. Those are my feelings.”

“What are your feelings?”

“That it was all casual?” He smiled, as if she was joking. “I just said that. I don’t want anything serious with you. I’ve got Britney.” He adjusted his sleeves, armor clinking. “She won’t have sex until we’re married, so I’m probably gonna marry her. You really helped me get some release from all this blue balls I've had lately. I’m glad you’re not gonna talk about this or anything.”

Estelle was speechless. He must have taken her silence as acquiescence, because he stood up to leave.

Voice strangled, Estelle said, “You t-told me...you said you loved me, Derek.”

“Oh, right.” He laughed. “You know, that’s just something people say, isn’t it? I mean, when you bang? Doesn’t it just sort of...” he waved his hands. “Make it all hotter? Adds to the magic of it, right? You’re a 'witch.' You should appreciate that.”

Clearly, he thought he was being funny.

“You can’t do this to me.” Her words had taken a manic edge now. She stood up, pointing at him. “I won’t let you just do this to me.”

He frowned, realizing only now how serious she had been. “Look, I don’t want anything more to do with you, okay?” In a clatter of plastic and metal, he stood up. “Don’t contact me anymore. If you try and tell somebody, I’ll just put out the word that you’re a slut and a liar. Do you want that?”

This...this bastard, though Estelle. This utter and complete bastard. He had let her feel—he had told her—he had promised—he had said—

“I curse you, Derek! I curse you!”

He laughed at her, a reaction probably more damaging than anything else could have been. 

“You are getting way too much into character, honey. I’m out.”

And he left, leaving Estelle alone, dejected, and miserable. She wanted to sob and breakdown, but the fair would be opening soon and she could not be seen like that. A witch had to have composure, or else she would ruin everyone’s experience.

Estelle would break down later. Yes—at home, over some chocolates and ice cream, maybe. But she wouldn’t let Derek ruin the day of those who had come to enjoy her little show. 

She sat down at her little “spell table,” completely overwhelmed. In front of her was a rather-realistic looking skull, some formaldehyde jars of fake body parts, and a few oddly-shaped flasks filled with menacingly-colored liquids. All of it would glow faintly when she turned the lantern light down.

As if of their own accord, her hands found the little fetish she had picked up in a market yesterday morning on her way to rehearsal. It sat next to the skull, and was the most recent addition to her table. 

Her boss, the athletic and far-too-sullen Hazel, was always encouraging them to get into character and to bring in bits that could “layer” the experience for any guests. Knights with cross necklaces under their armor where no one could see them, using shoddy, small period-accurate mirrors to adjust make-up, or tapestries hidden under their feet. With all the excitement from Derek, she had practically forgotten about the new fetish.

The strange old woman who had sold it to her had asked for almost nothing. Two dollars? Four, maybe? Estelle couldn't even remember. It was exactly however much cash she had on her at the time, she remembered that much. The fetish itself was a small dark cloud, various lightning bolts carved into the surface. Now that she looked at it, Estelle considered that it looked rather phallic, with its long heady protrusion and significantly thick, cylindrical shape. 

It was the only thing nearby that had enough substance to throw in a rage—and so Estelle picked it up, fully intending on doing so.

And yet...

Yet. As she held it in her hands, the thought of throwing it somewhere began to strike her as terribly wrong. Instead, she fell to her knees, staring at its exquisitely carved surface. She stroked it. Licked it, even. All her hatred of Derek, all her humiliation and embarrassment, all her desire for him to have those very emotions instead of her, poured out of her. 

All her desire, as well—all her need to be taken and rescued from this horrible situation, to have a strong, powerful male to fuck her brains out and make everything right. Someone to make Derek sorry. She wanted Derek to lose his girlfriend—for Britney to fall in love with someone else and reject Derek as completely as Derek had rejected Estelle. More so. She wanted her revenge in dividends. The next man she touched! The next man Britney touches who wasn’t Derek, she falls feverishly and slavishly in love with for the rest of her life—that was what Estelle wanted more than anything.

All of this vitriolic emotion poured into the little fetish—and Estelle knew, somehow, feeling it in the air itself, that all her desires and needs were being channeled into something tangible in the world. She knew without a doubt that her every last wish would soon be fulfilled.

And then the fetish crumbled in her hands, becoming nothing but dust.

* * * * *
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JAKE WAS A STRANGER to Renaissance Fairs. His friend, Nathan, had pulled him into this one, but Nathan was now off watching jousts all day long.

As a rule, Jake was not a fan of much in the medieval realm. He didn’t quite understand the whole appeal. In today’s world, he had television, computers, cars, refrigeration, medicine, and nobody was trying to kill him based on his profession or his background (or at least, not in any specified way). Going back five hundred years or so meant literally all of those things were undone. Craziness.

So, he walked through the crowded, muddy camp of the Renaissance Fair with a kind aghast amusement at the fervor with which all the players went about working their roles, and the glee so many of the patrons had in participating in the fiction with them. 

Strong men proudly brandished their muscles, paying no attention to the low wind chill permeating through the crowd. Fire-breathers very appropriately shot fire up into the air, casting a bit of warmth into the cold of the day. Middle-aged men and women made-up to look older or grosser than they actually were sat behind stalls and carts, calling out the availability and prices of their wares. 

Most of the players, it seemed, knew better than to approach Jake. Probably his aloofness was a tell-tale sign that he wasn’t worth their time and effort—and probably he was not the first such person to be dragged to a Renaissance Fair.

Even so, Jake didn’t actively try to dump all over everyone else’s fun. Even if he didn’t understand it in the slightest, he had no wish to ruin someone else’s good day just because he was being a stick in the mud. If he had his way, he'd be at home somewhere in front of a computer screen, maybe shifting between jerking off and playing a videogame, or both at the same time. That was the best way to relax, he had found. But—oh well. Nothing for it now but to make the best of what was in front of him. 

And that was how he found himself in front the old-style tavern. If he had spent one more minute with Nathan gushing about jousting statistics and techniques, how the green knight was actually better than the red knight even though the red knight had the longest lance, Jake probably would have gone off on some sort of rant. 

A drink or two—he double-checked that the tavern did, in fact, serve alcohol—would calm him down and make the whole affair more enjoyable, besides. Nathan was Jake's ride, and he, unfortunately, had every intention of staying at the affair until dark. It wasn’t even noon yet.

A little early for alcohol, but what the hell. People drank all day in Renaissance times, if Jake's memory served him.

Inside the tavern, the first sight to greet him was a beautifully busty blonde hostess. The absolute first thing he noticed about her, of course, was how low-cut her top was. The fabric skated right above the nipples, and was bound tight, exposing two beautiful semi-spheres of glorious bouncing young flesh. Every breath flirted with a wardrobe malfunction. 

Despite the open invitation to share and admire her, Jake tried to be a gentleman and did his best to look in her eyes—which were beautiful, beautiful blue. 

“I’m Britney,” the beautiful server gushed happily. “Around here, they know me as the ‘friendly tavern wench.’ Won’t you let me show you to your table?” 

She said this with an elaborate wink, holding her arm out. All part of the show. It embarrassed him a bit, being shown to his table in this fashion—there was an older couple sitting at a table just a few feet away, looking at him expectantly. Jake very nearly walked out right then. 

Ah, whatever. She was gorgeous from head to toe. Might as well enjoy holding her arm to a table. 

The inside of the tavern was layered with the mounted heads of animals—boars and deer, mostly—as well as a few shields and swords and spears and so on. It looked old-timey enough, and while he could see that the lights were electronic, they were kept behind blurred glass and remained dim and flickery enough to give the area some verisimilitude. 

The tavern was largely empty—a few couples here and there having some beers or chips and dip. They walked halfway across the range of tables before her hand brushed against his. Then, almost immediately after that, her fingers slipped between his, intertwining affectionately. 

Something...something had Happened. Something with a great deal of Significance, bearing quite a lot of Capitalization in Jake’s mind. 

Her touched had Changed something. He didn’t...he didn’t know what. He couldn't define it—he just Knew it to be True. All of sudden, her entire demeanor had changed, and the rest of the rather empty tavern faded from thought. 

That he and Britney had business to attend to was all he knew for certain.

There were plenty of open tables. Before their hands touched, she seemed set on guiding him toward a small table near the bar. But, her flesh now rubbing against hers, and—to Jake’s great surprise—her hips intently pushing onto his, chin sliding downward onto his shoulder like they were old lovers, she led him to a dimly lit booth in the back. If no one walked directly by, they wouldn’t be able to see in. 

“Is this acceptable, Sir?”

He could hear the capitalization in her voice. Things changing in her mind, maybe, just like in his. Sitting down at the booth, he could not help but admire her tight, gorgeously busty body. Her formerly gushy, friendly attitude now had a serious streak of seductive awareness to it. She knew that her body was on display...and more importantly, that it was displayed that way just for him to enjoy. She seemed to be a bit surprised at herself...but also didn’t seem to care all that much. 

“Yes,” he said. “Though...all I really wanted was a seat at the bar.”

She leaned over the table, happily pawing at his arm. Her cleavage was incredibly visible. Trying to be a gentleman, still, he did his best not to stare...and largely failed. 

“Don’t worry about that at all. I’ll make sure you get everything you want. I’ll go grab you our best beer and be right back to serve you. How does that sound, Sir?”

“Great.”

With a delighted giggle, she ran her fingers down his arm, squeezing it playfully. Just on reflex, he flexed—and noticed a surprising bulge in his shirt where there was a strong, dense bicep now. What the  hell? He forgot his almost-fearful surprise, though, when Britney let out a soft gasp of desire, squeezing his arm even more. Finally she left, carefully strutting and swaying her ass for him to enjoy.

Well, thought Jake. That certainly was...a bit out-of-place in his rather virginal life. At the age of twenty-one, he had never had sex before, but he was rather used to that whole situation by now. Sex was sort of like some far-off level in a video game, he just hadn't earned enough experience to get to that level yet. 

And now, to have this absolute sex-pot of a babe practically fawning all over him, and right away, with no real effort on his part...

It was nice. It was really nice. A strong, glowing, warm sensation filled his chest. 

In fact, this affection from her didn’t feel out of place at all. No, it felt deserved.

Wasn’t it about time that he got the affection he had so richly earned from his existence? Wasn’t he due for a little worship for being, well, just plain better than others? It was a kind of imbued right, wasn't it? A Divine Right, as a matter of fact. His cloth was the sort that Kings were cut from.

Huh?

He rubbed his eyes, leaning over at the table. Where had that thought come from? Better than others? A King?

It was a thought that required more sorting out, but when he opened his eyes again, there was Britney with his beer. She nimbly sat down next to him in the booth, sliding forward until her long, tanned leg swung over his. Her firm, young, hot breasts pushed into his arm, and she bared her cleavage again. 

This time, he did not try to be a gentleman in the least. A tiny bead of sweat ran from her neck down into the dark shadow between her perfectly positioned tits. He watched it openly...and she adjusted her top, allowing his view to improve. 

“See something you like, Sir?”

“Quite a bit, actually.”

“That’s so good.”

She was a virgin, he realized suddenly. He had no idea how he knew, but he did know it for certain, the same way that he knew her hair was blond and her eyes were bright, sparkling blue. The same way that he knew she would absolutely adore being stuffed full of his cock in every hole she had.

Confidence flooded him, allowing him not to view her as some imposing, intimidating avatar of busty beauty as he had when he entered the tavern, but rather as a simpering, giggly, sexy little pet, eager to please him in any way possible. Just a girl. Less than that. A toy to enjoy until he tired of it, and then something to discard easily—even though her love for him would be eternal if her body allowed it.

Adjusting his arm around her body, his hand slipped around her waist, and she cooed out her approval. His fingers dug into her soft, firm flesh of her back, fingertips sliding across her spine, and she purred with happiness, crushing her tits even harder against his chest.

She stared up at him with happy adoration, biting her lower lip with trepidation. “Can I tell you something, Sir?”

“Certainly.”

His voice boomed. He had never heard his voice boom before. That was cool. If he could take his eyes off her tits, he would probably notice that he was getting quite a bit taller, that his clothes were starting to shred off from all the muscle mass he was adding...but it was too much fun to stare at Britney with this feeling of perfect, complete ownership to notice all that.

Besides—hadn't he always been this muscular and defined?

“You’re...”  Britney bit her lip, looking a bit scared. “You’re important to me. Like, really, really important. I don’t...I don’t know if I even have words. I have a boyfriend? And like...I don’t even...” she took a breath, waving air into her face. She giggled. “I just am not caring about him at all. It’s like every feeling I ever had about him is redirected onto you, but tenfold. A hundredfold. I...I love you so much and it almost hurts...” Her voice became very serious, her eyes smoldering with heat. “I want to suck your cock so fucking bad. I just want you to feel how badly I need to be yours. God...”

She ripped at her blouse, baring her tiny lacy black bra beneath her outfit. 

“Please tell me you’ll take advantage of me? Please let me suck your monster fucking cock, oh god...Sir, please, please, ple—oh!”

Unable to contain himself, Jake’s free hand gripped her breast through the lacy fabric of her bra. So soft, so warm. He used his strong, iron grip to tug her forward, while his hand on her back pushed her forward. Soon, he was kissing her—and she was most definitely kissing him, moaning, her tongue immediately pressing into his. He soon found his way past the flimsy barrier of her bra, and tweaked her nipple, continuing to delve into the pleasures of her soft, beautiful flesh. 

Meanwhile, his other hand dove downward, beneath her silly period-accurate skirt, tugging at her very-period-inaccurate lacy pink panties. Her ass was tight and firm, just like the rest of her. His hand took up almost the whole of her ass-cheek. He was a hulk, now, enormous everywhere. 

His cock reflected this change. A cock fit for a king, nearly a foot long and getting thicker by the second as he enjoyed this wench's body.

She pulled off what remained of his muscle-shredded pants, moaning with hot, forceful need as she breathed on his stiffening rod. 

Jake realized for a moment that he hadn’t remembered it being so big...so thick. Was he getting bigger?

Of course not. He had always been huge. That’s why he deserved the total adoration of babes like this Britney. He shoved her head down against his crotch, guiding her to lick him, love him, as was her proper place.

He was her King. He was her fucking King, to be able to treat her like this. He was going to cover her in his cum. He was going to fill her up and breed her, make her pregnant. That’s what Kings did.

As she gorged on his cock, stroking him with her hands to make up for what she couldn't swallow, he tilted his head back and enjoyed life, as a King would.

* * * * *
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HAZEL WAS SO INCREDIBLY pissed with Derek. Sleeping with that stupid, slutty Estelle! How dare he!

She walked through the muddy grounds of the Renaissance Fair, trying to avoid any visitors for the day. 

Even so, opportunistic men catcalled her, thinking she was part of the show. Of course, she technically was, but her duties extended far beyond just being a player in the Fair, and today of all days, she had no intention of partaking in pleasantries with guests for very long. 

Even so, it was easy to understand the misunderstanding with what she was wearing. In her tight, silly princess gown, she certainly looked like a posh princess. But, with Derek enraging her the way he had, she just was not very amiable to playing the part of the helpless damsel right now. 

As a point of fact, she knew she was often not any good at that role in the first place with her often cold and standoffish moods, so with as agitated as she was, it would have been an exercise in complete futility to appear flirty, vulnerable, and attractive all at once right now, even if she was a fucking knock-out in this skimpy gown. Her red hair—her pride and joy—trailed all the way down to her trim, perfect ass, and she knew she provided a lot of ammunition for horny men. She would have been lying if she said she didn't enjoy their looks, at least a little bit.  

Estelle! Once again, Hazel shook her beautiful head. God. Derek really drove her nuts.

More than anything, Hazel was just looking for something to take her frustrations out on. So, she headed to the tavern—if she was going to work on something, it may as well be a quick shot and a beer, she thought. Just to relax a little bit.

Derek had come clean to her earlier in the afternoon. It was important for him to be honest to her, he said—because of how he couldn’t be honest all the way with Britney, really. Whatever that meant. He was an asshole, cheating on Hazel with Estelle when he was supposed to only be cheating on Britney with Hazel. 

Of course, Hazel found it hard to find any ground to stand on. She herself was something of a homewrecker—if Britney and Derek actually lived together, anyway, which they didn’t. She had thought that, being a good five years older than Derek, she would be able to handle him easily enough. But, she was wrong, suckered in by his cute demeanor.

God, if only they didn't all work together...

It was a tricky business, being the manager at the Renaissance Fair. Most everyone she employed was under the age of thirty, like herself, and so all of them were high-energy, with lots of ideas. If she didn’t point them in the right directions, they got all squirrely and started taking out their frustrations in the weirdest of ways. 

Inside the tavern, she found the place weirdly empty. There were a couple of guests, but many seemed ready to leave. She walked up to the bartender, Dave.

“Hey, what’s the deal?” she asked. “Where is everyone?”

“I don't know. Something's...something's going on in the back. I don't know what it is, but...but I know I'm not allowed back there.”

Hazel raised an eyebrow. “What do you mean, you're not allowed?”

“I just...I can't. It is his Law. We cannot disobey. Our lives are in his service and we must not interfere with the King's wishes, Princess Hazel.”

“Drop the act, okay? What's really happening?”

But Dave didn't say anything more—he merely looked toward the back, shaking his head and kneeling down in the corner. 

What in the hell was happening? Where was Britney? Even if Derek was playing her for a fool, she normally had a pretty good head on her shoulders. 

There was something to what Dave said—even if it looked like he was in the midst of some nervous breakdown. There was a kind of...a sort of presence in the back of the tavern. Something big and ominous. Hazel approached, hearing delighted moans and exaggerated sucking sounds. 

She was not prepared for what she saw. Britney, clothing in tatters, was in the middle of being showered with a thick layer of gooey white cum, jerking off the enormous cock of an even more enormous stud—the absolute most perfect, handsome man Hazel had ever seen. 

“W-wh-what’s going on here?” she asked, not nearly as confident as she would have liked. She tried again. “Britney! Get off the guest!”

Britney, confused, turned to Hazel, licking up thick strands of cum off her hands and arms as she did.

“B-but...Hazel...I...”

The man she was with—the King, Hazel supposed—smiled grimly at Hazel. His cock—it was hard. He had just cum so, so much, covering Britney...and his cock was hard.

Fuck. The smell was overwhelming. 

“Bring her here,” he said to Britney, nodding at Hazel. “Make her mine.”

Britney nodded. “Yes, Sire.”

Hazel immediately started backing away, and yet...it was all so sexy, so overwhelming...and there was so much beautiful cum.

“Princess Hazel, won't you come join me? I know I am just a lowly servant...but as the Princess, you really ought to do as the King asks. It sets an example for us all. Won't you speak to him and see what he wants while I suck his cock for you?”

Princess Hazel—no, no, just Hazel—felt her resolve weakening. Something felt so very right about joining Britney. 

“N-no!” She said, backing away again. “This is all...this is insanity!”

The King reached out and slapped Britney on the ass. “Try harder, wench.”

Britney squirmed with the helplessly eager need to please. She reached out toward Hazel with her free hand, still a bit slathered with cum. “Just...come sit down, please?”

“No!” Hazel looked disgusted, batting Britney’s hand away. “I’m not going to do anything like that. In fact, I’m going to call...I don’t know. The police or something. I think you’ve been drugged, Britney.”

Britney looked at her King, conflicted. 

“Grab her,” boomed the King. “Bring her to me. You want me to take your friend. You want her to be mine.”

“Yes, Sir,” Britney nodded solemnly, staring lustfully at the growing totem of cock rising up higher and higher. “Anything, Sir.”

The King leaned forward, obviously excited. He could take Hazel anytime he wanted, she realized. He just wanted to watch Britney bring her forward—because he thought it was fun. Because women were playthings to him. 

And rightfully so. Weren't all cunts just born to serve their King and beg to hold his precious cum in their wombs, to be fucked and bred just as he had designed them for? A princess ought to serve more than any other...

Oh god, what was happening? It was like her thoughts were turning into some eroticized, twisted version of feudal philosophy!

She hardly had time to consider it. Britney, breasts bouncing, grabbed her by the throat and arm and tugged her over past the overturned table and pushed her to her knees before the King's might cock. 

“What the fuck?” Hazel squealed. “What are you doing? You’re fired! You’re—”

Jake’s hand touched her cheek. Hazel calmed, instantly. 

“Please,” she said quietly. “Just let me get up and...um...”

She got to her knees on top of the table. His cock was right there. His royal cock. His Kingly cock. A princess ought to know her King's cock very well. That was her most precious, most sacred duty, after all. Licking her lips, Hazel got closer and closer to it.

“Just let me...let me um...let me look...”

Unable to resist anymore, her mouth sank over his cock. Her eyes closed in luxurious pleasure, as if she were sucking some chocolate-covered lollypop.

“You're just my little fuckprincess, aren't you? My princess pet. My princess fucktoy.”

Princess Hazel—and she knew without a doubt that was who she was now—moaned in agreement, working her mouth up and down his disastrously perfect cock. Her whole being belonged to her King now, just like it was supposed to be.  Next to her, moaning for position, Britney slid in and started to lick the long length of the King's cock where Princess Hazel could not quite reach down. He was so massive, so thick! The two beauties took turns on his cock, guided by his big, strong hands.

“I'm going to gift you, Princess,” he grunted. “For submitting so readily. For being such a good little pet. For knowing your place.”

Bliss ran through Princess Hazel's body at the praise—and then pulsed through her again when she could feel her King's body tensing up, preparing to unload inside of her mouth.  

He sprayed hard into Hazel’s mouth, unloading load after load of cum down her throat. But he only kept cumming, and so he pushed her off—spraying a bit on the floor all the way across the room—and pulled Britney’s mouth down. They continued like that—trading off and swallowing down all the cum he could—for two more whole trades. Their King had an unearthly expanse of the hot, white, delicious goo at his disposal, covering the faces of the two girls in it.

When it was all over, they panted for several seconds—before Britney moved to clean Hazel, while Hazel cleaned the King. 

A  lovely young brown-skinned woman—the royal court's fortune teller, Yolanda, approached the booth—presumably drawn by the sound or the stench. She slipped, though, right in one of the far-reaching shoots of the King's cum. 

“Ew,” Yolanda exclaimed, her backside now covered in his juices. “What’s all this?” 

She slid one her finger in his spent cum, and held to her face, sniffing it. 

“Is this...is this cum?”

It was only then that she turned, seeing the half-naked trio and the scene they made. 

“Oh.”

A shadow passed briefly over her face, changing her disposition instantly from surprise to lust. With careful consideration, she slipped the cum directly into her mouth, moaning as she slurped it all down. She crawled over onto her knees, happily sliding through the sticky cum toward her new owner. 

“My King. It is so good to kneel for you. How may I serve?”

* * * * *
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AT THREE IN THE AFTERNOON, Estelle’s lunch break finally arrived. She entered the tavern at the edge of the camp, a bit put-off by the odd “closed” sign. Why on earth would it be closed?

Luckily, she had a key—sometimes she had to close the fair down at night, when Hazel or one of the other supervisors was unavailable.

By now, seeing so many people and casting so many little “spells,” she had forgotten her episode with the fetish. All the strong sensations of something surely happening had fled from her, sort of in the way that adrenaline left the body after an almost-accident on the highway. 

It had crumbled because it was old, that was all. Old and weird.

The first thing that she noticed inside the tavern was the smell. It positively reeked of sex—and not just sex, but hard, furious fucking that involved lots of sweating and hot juices and plenty of cum. 

Then she heard the sounds. Soft, sweet, moans and giggles, filled with delight.

At the other end of the mostly-emptied tavern, Derek was standing in his armor, the color drained out of his face.

“No,” he moaned, shaking his head. Tears streaming down his face. “No...please, no...”

Estelle could not help but feel a warm, happy sense of contentment at his pain. It was twisted, maybe, but it had been a twisted sort of day.

“Estelle!” Derek’s face contorted. “You’ve got to stop...you’ve got to stop them!”

Curious now, Estelle approached.

She saw that the booth he looked at was not so much a booth as multiple booths broken down by someone very strong, all the partitions lifted up and replaced with the cushions from around the tavern. A sort of harem bed. 

And what a harem it was. 

All the most beautiful girls from the fair—Hazel, the acrobats Claudia and Kylie, the fortune teller Yolanda, the contortionist Anna, and even Derek’s girlfriend Britney—were naked and moaning, vying for position to please the enormous throbbing cock of the hulk of the man at the head of the pile. 

The King. They were all moaning and calling him the King. 

Oh god. 

Estelle was drooling, saliva dripping down from her plush lips. She didn’t care how it looked. She wanted that. She wanted to serve him, and right away. 

“Come,” said the stud, his voice booming and perfect. “Take my hand.”

Somehow—she had no idea how—she could sense the magic operating in the tavern. It was clear as day to her now—tendrils of power wrapped around each girl, weighing them down like beautiful chains. 

“If I do...” Estelle began, eyeing the chains greedily. “...I will be just like them, won’t I?”

He smiled and nodded. “Yes.”

“And you want that?”

He eyed her greedily. “Very much. I don’t have a proper dark-haired pet yet. And I deserve one.”

He did. God, he truly, totally did. He deserved a witch pet too, someone who could control all that power he swam in...

And she knew, now, that she was a witch. Wasn't that lovely, to know something so completely? She could feel the magic working on her, and allowed it to—let the tendrils slide over her mind, changing her memories and her desires. All those girls looked so perfectly blissful. Estelle wanted that too.

“I will,” she promised. “B-but...but first...”

“A request?” 

He grunted a bit, filling up Yolanda's mouth with a spurt of cum. His stock seemed endless. Right away, Anna took her place, sliding onto the meat fountain.

“Yes. May I?”

He waved a massive hand. “Very well.”

“The blonde, there. Britney. She...she was his girlfriend. I want to hear her tell him...” Estelle felt a wicked thrill just knowing how incredibly possible what she hoped for. “Will you have her break his heart?”

“Estelle!” Derek cried. “You foul witch! Y-you can't! I'm a knight! You can't do that to me!”

The King smiled. “Of course she can.” He led Britney up to his cock, pushing aside Yolanda and Anna. “Go on,” he commanded, as Britney began to obediently stroke her Master’s enormous cock. “Tell the inferior what you think of him.”

Britney obeyed happily, so thrilled to do what her new King asked. 

“Of course, Sire,” she gushed. “I would adore to, Sire.”

With every fiber of her being so intrinsically worshipful of this King, Britney seemed incapable of malice. And yet, when she turned toward Derek, all that happiness and serenity transformed instantly into spiteful hate and vicious disdain. She cocked an arrogant eyebrow, eyeing him as if he were some worm sliding up onto her dinner plate.

“You and I are done, Derek. We never should have happened in the first place. Our relationship? Nothing but a mistake. Just a waiting game, really, for me to see who my Master was.”

Estelle, hearing all this, could only helplessly begin to finger her cunt. She dropped to her knees, gasping with overwhelming heat. It wasn’t just Derek’s humiliation that turned her on...it was knowing that this new Master had such complete control over Britney, to not only make her say such things—but make her believe them.

And even more than that was the knowledge of the inevitability of the circumstances. The King would take her as well. Completely.

“He’s the one I really love,” Britney continued. “You’re nothing compared to him, Derek. He took my virginity right away. Like a real man. Something you wouldn’t know anything about.”

“Stop, please stop,” Derek moaned, clutching his chest. “I’m think I’m gonna...oh god, my heart...Britney...you’re breaking my heart!”

Insult to injury, she had already stopped listening, turning back to her Master and sliding her sopping wet cunt onto his enormous cock.  

Derek, thoroughly humiliated, left the tavern, sobbing and gasping, clutching his chest. 

Estelle watched him go, completely satisfied and purring with contentment. She crawled forward, approaching on top of the mass of adoring beauties. They didn’t seem to mind her hot, lithe legs sliding in among theirs, her breasts crushing into their faces as she employed them as stools and steps.

“Please,” she moaned to the King. “Please let me lick your hand. Please, take me? Let me serve with them?”

“By all means.”

He held out his hand. With a soft, happy moan, Estelle leaned into it, and licked it softly, languidly, like a cat. 

And then everything...everything Changed. Bliss filled her, magic overtook her, rapture became her. All was lost in a parade of white lights and happy feelings.

When her mind returned to itself, she was riding on top of her Master, her King, her Sire, her God, calling out worship for him. His cock filled her so completely. She could feel it deep inside of her torso—of all his slaves, he could fuck her most completely, her witch magic allowing her body to change to accommodate his massive dick. 

“Please, cum in me, Sire!” she moaned. “Please make me pregnant! Cum in my unprotected fucking pussy, oh my god! My King! My King!”

Gripping her small body tight, he came, flooding her pussy with his cum as he bounced her viciously up and down his gigantic shaft. Warmth and bliss flooded her again—orgasming over and over—though this time she happily retained all her conscious being, experiencing it in full.

When at last he stopped twitching inside of her, she lay on top of him, crushing her enormous tits against his huge, broad chest.

Estelle wondered distantly if she was pregnant now. She certainly hoped so. She was glad to still have her mind—glad to still be able to think critically and serve her Master even better with all her capacity.

“I wanted it,” she moaned. “I wanted to be as happy as they are. And I am. And now you have your very own witch at your command, Sir.”

From now on, spell or no spell, he was her King.

# # #
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Owned By Bare Lust: The Supermodel
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Juliana Santos had made up her mind—she wasn't going to call Nathan Southern. 

There was simply no way. She didn't care about him or what hot, delicious ideas he had about her.

Waves crashed up on her body, bursting the completely improper thought of his tall, handsome form pushing down on her again. She pushed her chest out, letting the saltwater gather in her eye-catching cleavage.

She was modeling on a beach in Peru. She had been there for two days already, putting on bikini after bikini, and there were two more days yet to go. 

A tiny red string bikini was wrapped around her impossibly hot curves as she stood in the water, the waves continually rushing into her slender, busty form. The thin material of the bikini enhanced the already substantial sight of her breasts and clung desperately to the twin globes of her amazing ass, as if it were as in love with her as anyone else that had ever been so close to her jaw-dropping beauty. 

Well, almost anyone else, she thought, once again imagining Nathan.

The photographer, Kevin, lobbed encouraging phrases at her as she stood in the slow, purposeful waves of the water. She turned this way and that, pushing out hot little smiles. One shy, another arrogant, another knowing. Another wave crept up on her ass and she jumped one foot up, dangling it behind her while pressing her gorgeous tits together inside the tiny confines of the bikini. Everything about her was wet, sexy, and sensational.

“You're beautiful,” he said. “Lovely! More of that, with your hair!”

Juliana knew all these things—that she was beautiful, that she was lovely, that more of anything to do with her delicious arrangement of purposefully dampened hair was good. 

And she knew, most of all, that she was not going to call Nathan Southern.

She didn't care how many billions he had, or if he owned fourteen island countries and two or three mountains, or if every politician in America was begging for just five minutes of his time so that he could fund yet another successful congress bid for them.

She didn't.

Taking a breath, posing again with her hair sliding out behind her toward the water, Juliana tried to concentrate. Be beautiful, now. Worry about Nathan later. 

Or even better, she told herself, don't worry about him at all.

The shoot was going well even if she was distracted. For Juliana, it was impossible for a shoot to go poorly. She was just too gorgeous. 

Beauty held no secrets from her. It did not excite her like it seemed to other people. Most men, in her presence, could not pick up the pieces of their crumbled, awestruck selves to spare more than two sentences with her. They seemed totally emasculated by her ability to simply exist in total perfection. Most women seemed to resent her for how effortless she made it seem.

If Juliana were to make it seem less effortless, though, paradoxically it would require more effort than she  usually put in.

The focus on her beauty made her angry at times. It wasn't her fault her Brazilian genes had gifted her with incredibly soft, smooth skin, or large, bright emerald green eyes, or lusciously full lips, or angelic cheekbones, or a body with the kind of tight musculature that would make a gymnast squeal with envy and the kind of large, gravity-defying breasts that most men didn't even think existed outside of magazines. 

She had been born with all of this, and yet she wasn't supposed to enjoy it. And if she dared to enjoy it, she certainly wasn't supposed to be proud of it. But, a woman born with sensational ability in running was supposed to run, was supposed to enjoy it, was supposed to be proud of her running accomplishments. These kinds of standards bothered Juliana—but she tried to keep it out of her mind. If she thought about how much she liked being beautiful, all kinds of thoughts popped up . . .

I know exactly what you are, slut.

The daylight started to fade. Kevin snapped a few final shots of Juliana as she hopped through the waves, letting it crash into her delectable breasts. Her hot, wet tits were the subject of dozens of magazine covers.

“Let's call it a day, hon,” said Kevin. “I got a few beers calling my name.”

Juliana nodded and stepped out of the water. Her assistant, Shana, was there with a thick, fluffy white towel. Shana was fairly new—only working for Juliana for the past six months or so—but she was good at her job. 

A short girl, slim and busty, she was always attentive and cheerful, her pretty face always crowded with a fun-loving smile. Juliana appreciated that—she liked having positive energy surround her.

“How about you?” Kevin asked her. “Will we finally see the reclusive Ms. Santos out at night once again?”

She smiled and shook her head, wrapping the towel around her waist. 

“No, I don't think so. A quiet night for me. Some television and yoga.”

He waved a hand at her, shaking his head. 

“You ought to go out, you young thing. You're missing out on the best years of your life!”

She smiled and shook her head again. 

She liked Kevin. He was honest with her at all times, and he didn't treat her like a goddess just because she existed. Being around beauty all the time, like she was, had given his mind a healthy dose of immunity to the hot curves she couldn't help but advertise.

With Shana behind her, Juliana walked back toward the small house her agency had arranged for her. Though it was not large, it was more luxurious than any other dwelling in a thirty mile radius. It had full air-conditioning, electricity, running hot water, gorgeous wooden floors and paneling, and a hot tub in the bathroom. Her success allowed her certain privileges such as these.

These privileges pressed the burning, sensitive guilt button that took up a large portion of her brain. If she had to be honest, though she was a respected, hot up-and-coming model, much of her success simply wasn't her doing. 

For the last six years, ever since she had turned eighteen, she had been in the world's top runway shows as the main event. Men paid extra to see her walk live in what small bits of clothing they had her wear. As the highest paid model in the world, she could name her desire and have it attended to in just moments. 

Always, she felt guilty about this, even as she felt she deserved it in many ways (and of course feeling guilty for that feeling as well). 

So, she gave an incredibly large portion of her money to charity—over seventy-five percent of her income last year (this still netted her deep in the top ten percent of income earners, though). Charities for disease prevention, clean water, poverty elimination, education in small urban schools from her hometown in Brazil and all the areas surrounding it—anything that needed money, she tried to give it out.

On top of all of that, she carried a degree from an ivy league university that she had earned during her years traveling. She had a lot of time to do schoolwork in hotels and airports. 

Just a month ago, she spoke at a summit about the objectification of women and the false images of beauty that had given her a career.

It was important to her to spread the truth about beauty—how it was just a collection of inherited ideals from centuries of privilege. She tried her best to put the focus on her words, and not on her splendid body. But even in the long skirt and conservative sweater she wore at the event, there was no hiding the sensuality of her face.

Sliding open the door of the small house where she stayed, Juliana reflected on the same words she had spoken at the summit. She had won a genetic lottery—there was no doubt about that. From her perfect 36C breasts, her slim eighteen inch waist, her gorgeous dark hair, or her extravagantly blemish-free skin, anyone could tell from hundreds of feet away what a natural beauty she was. It wasn't her fault that she could eat whatever she wanted, whenever she wanted, and barely put on weight.

So, yes, she tried to explain at the summit, she had benefited enormously from this legacy of beauty. But oughtn't we try to change what that legacy was to be more inclusive?

It was on the summit where she met Nathan Southern. After she had spoken, he cornered her in the little office where they had her prepare.

That's where he called her all those names.

Whore.

Ornament.

Slavecunt.

Her thoughts drifted far too often to him, her pussy shuddering helplessly every time she did.

She thought she was so fiercely independent. How had he gotten this hold over her mind?

Right inside her door was a package.

“Did you leave this here, Shana?”

Juliana's thick, Brazilian accent layered over her words like icing. For a long time, when she had first been learning English, she tried to reduce her accent—but people seemed more pleased when it remained.

The slim, blonde girl picked up the package, shaking her head. Whatever was inside did not rattle or shift.

“No. Do you want me to check it? It might be  something . . . you know. Wrong or something.”

Juliana shook her head. “I appreciate the concern, but no. If someone was going to leave me something dangerous, they'd threaten me first. That's just how it goes.”

A few years ago, Juliana had a stalker. Police had taken care of him rather quickly. They ran her through the entire behavior pattern of those individuals—information that Juliana was careful to keep on file.

Shana inspected the package for a moment. “There's no markings on it.”

A cool breeze swept into the house, giving Juliana a distinct sense of fatigue.

“It's probably from the owner of the place, then. Or someone on the team. Don't worry. I'll look at it later. Why don't you go out and grab a drink?”

“For you?”

Juliana smiled. “For you, girl. You've been working all day. Go relax. I'll be doing the same.”

Shana looked at her with soft, open adoration in her eyes. “You'll call me if you need me, right?”

“Of course.”

As Shana exited the house, Juliana closed all the curtains and windows. She wanted her privacy.

Shana clearly had a crush on her, and had for a while, now. That was why she had fired her old assistant, and the one before her, and the one before her. All of them were women, except for one, who had identified themselves as lifetime heterosexuals. The one gay assistant Juliana employed had been a man, who was writing her love letters after seven months. 

It was something she got used to, after a while. Most people couldn't help but fall in love with her after doing errands for her for so long. The poor dears just became entranced by the endless wealth of sensuality she exuded.

She placed the package on the island in the kitchen. The wine glasses were in the counter above the sink, and a new bottle of wine was thoroughly chilled in the fridge. She poured herself half a glass, and stripped the package of its brown paper.

Inside was an envelope, and a carved ebony box.

The envelope read, “Juliana.”

She opened it up.

Inside was a card, a picture of a jeweled collar on the front. The inside had a message:

You can't hide from what you need, slave.

- Master

She had to set her wine glass down, pushing back against the refrigerator. Her hand immediately undid the towel around her waist, letting it drop to the floor as her fingers slid into the sweet, hot warmth of her pussy.

Slut.

Whore.

Slavecunt.

She whimpered helplessly, remembering the rendezvous with Nathan. His powerful chest. His enormous cock sliding down her throat. That feeling of mindless, obedient bliss when he touched her...

That's all that you are. Just my slavewhore fuckcunt little sexdoll. You'll be such a hot ornament for me to show off.

Her fingers slid up and down the smooth, wet surface of her mound, sending hot pulses of pleasure through her incredible body. Closing her eyes, concentrating, she moved her shaky fingers over to her wineglass and took a deep gulp.

For several minutes, she drank the glass of wine and simply stared at the package.

Perhaps it was . . . some kind of an apology?

What if it was a collar, like what was on the card?

Slave.

Whore.

Cunt.

A brilliantly engraved collar with her name on it, branding her as his property for now and forever.

Her cunt quivered, needy once more for the touch of her knowing fingers.

Instead, she slid open the box, pausing just for a moment to admire the smoothness of it, the craftsmanship.

She gasped. Inside was a large, solid gold dildo There was another card on top of it:

For good slaves only.

Disgust poured through Juliana's body. That . . . that pig.

What, she was just supposed to play with herself with something he had delivered because it was him who delivered it? She was supposed to become some masturbating slut, filling herself with a gold sex toy, because she was worth millions and millions of dollars and desperately needed to be on her knees at all times before him?

She was . . . she was supposed to kneel . . .

The disgust in her quickly translated into heat, her pussy throbbing. She slid her fingers over the dildo.

She was never going to use it, of course. She respected herself too much.

Her fingers danced along its long curve, the thickness of the head.

It was so smooth, though. 

And if she used it, he would never know anyway, unless she told him. And she, of course, had no intention of ever speaking to him again. 

Probably he had planned on her using it, somehow. He had licked it, maybe, or run his precum-dripping cock all over the gold.

Shivering, she held the toy up to her nose, sniffing. Was that just the faintest hint of his smell, there? That manly, dominating musk that had put her in her place right on her knees before his overwhelming masculinity?

It was her smell that she remembered most clearly. It stayed in her head. Affected her thoughts. Made her go deeper and deeper down, unquestioning and fervently obeying. Just the trace of it, now, was enough to drive her wild.

Juliana put the dildo down, struggling to keep her hands still. It clacked on the counter.

If she were to take the long, damp tresses of her hair, say, and tie them around that towel rack, and lean forward just a bit, that would feel . . .

That would feel almost like it was when he had tugged her hair back. When he had unveiled the incredible, hot force of his will on her.

Biting her lip, she tried it out, looping the thick hot mesh of her hair around and tying it through. She leaned forward.

Oh god. That hot yanking sensation. Her knees fluttered, almost giving out completely. The pure, sexy thrill of being tugged in a direction opposite of what she tried.

The gold toy was just within arm's reach. She leaned forward—feeling that hot tug again—and grabbed it. For just a few moments, she luxuriated in its feel, how smooth and cool it was, before untying her bikini bottom. The thin fabric falling revealed her tight, already moist pussy, completely bare of any hair.

The gold dildo slid inside her fabulous cunt easily. It was so wonderful to pump inside of herself, to massage her clit with one hand and fill her needy, wet snatch with the dildo in the other.

Slave.

Sextoy.

Decoration.

She whimpered, picking up her pace. There was no telling what most every man would give to see such a sight; her supermodel body writhing in pleasure from a gold sex toy that must have cost thousands and thousands of dollars.

She couldn't get the thought of her head—on her knees before him, sucking him on his command. Having her face fucked by his perfect rod, being used by her utterly.

Object.

She hated the idea of being objectified. And yet it couldn't be just coincidence that it turned her on so much . . .

Slavecunt.

Oh god, yes. Sometimes she really did feel like she had a hot little slavecunt, waiting to be filled by only the right man. 

My slave.

Her cunt dripping down on the dildo, a sweet hot wave of orgasm rushed through her body. She spasmed and pushed forward against her own hair as she did, being yanked backward hard as she bucked against the gold toy.

Breathing hard, Juliana let the gold toy clatter down to the floor.

Normally, after something like that, she felt like she would be squirming with shame, unable to do anything for the rest of the night.

But for some reason, the balance had shifted. Even though she felt that shame, that humiliation sliding through her bones, it only fueled her desire for more. For an interaction with another.

* * * * *
[image: image]


BEING THE WORLD'S HIGHEST paid supermodel meant that even the throwaway clothes you took with you to a small Peruvian town were lovingly made and thoroughly expensive. 

Her high-heeled over-the-knee boots were dark and suede, her tight two-tone red and black minidress soft, sensual cotton. The cloth over her perfect ass was bright red, shifting into  a deep, lovely black around her back and chest, where it dipped into a happy, wide “V” shape, showing off how shiny, round, and sensationally sloping her tits could be. 

Just to make sure whoever saw her knew she was out for fun, she put on thick gold hoop earrings and matching gold bangles on her wrists. Her hair, still somewhat tangled from her cunt-drippingly perfect experiment with the towel bar, was put up in a thick, long low ponytail, tied off with a diamond-studded band.

Juliana paused in front of the mirror next to the door for a moment, examining herself. Anyone that saw her, man or woman, would immediately think she was on the prowl for a good, thorough fucking.

Good.

Dressed fully, she strutted out the door. It was about eleven o'clock at night. The bar where the shoot crew always hung out—where they had invited her to come out for the past two nights—was only a ten minute walk away.

At eleven, the night in Peru was just getting started. Couples were just meeting to have dinners, and children still played in the streets. Juliana noted with a grin every time a man stopped whatever he was doing—drinking a beer, talking to his wife, watching traffic—to see her sway by.

Tonight, she was an object. She was something to be admired by the gazes of others.

Slavecunt.

The name of the bar was “Amistoso,” written on a thick black board with white paint that had faded a long time ago. It was a small place—Juliana's penthouse bathroom in New York was probably bigger—with smoke and loud, thumping music pouring out of the windows. 

A crowd of men smoking cigarettes stood at the door, eyeing Juliana hungrily. But then, of course they were.

Object. 

Trophy.

Whore. Whore. Whore.

They moved aside for her when she smiled appreciatively, passing out winks like they were candy. As if they could possibly one day sample what she had. 

Inside, she felt time slow down as all the eyes locked on to her. She bent over at the bar—her heels making her so tall, pushing up the delectable heart-shape of her ass—and ordered a bottle of beer. Of course, it arrived right away, and of course, five men offered to pay for her. 

Feeling generous, she let one of them do it. She took a moment to let the bottle slide against her plush lips, twirling her tongue around the opening, before cocking her head back and downing a long, luxurious gulp.

The beer mixed with the wine in her system, heightening the giddy, head-swimming heat she was already swimming in.

Deep in the corner of the bar, she saw Shana, suddenly sitting by herself. Juliana got the impression that only moments before, Shana—so lovely in her lowcut black dress and pump heels—had been receiving the lion's share of the attention in the small, dingy arena.

A song with a thick beat came on, and a hot notion took Juliana. 

She started taking long, slow, deliberate steps toward Shana, a model's walk in tune with the beat of the song playing. Everyone cleared out of her way. That was only correct—to make way for Juliana, when she was so heart-achingly gorgeous.

Juliana strutted right up to the table of Shana and then thrust out her incredible rear, shaking it from side to side. Like she was posing on a runway. Then she walked back to the bar, with the same hot, long steps. Her heels clicking with every beat of the song. She could hear them clearly.

Click. Click. Click.

Slave. Slave. Slave.

Men started clapping as she danced, thrusting her hips from side to side, pushing her hands through the thick, silken mess of her hair. She would take a long step and stop to grind her hips back and forth. Another step, another long grinding session, like she was dancing with some invisible lover who was feeling up her hot body. Thick beads of sweat started to form on her neck, her chest, making her skin shiny and sparkling in the dim light. 

The song's beat died out, and Juliana was back in front of Shana's table. The poor girl was awestruck, her mouth open. Shana's dress had translucent mesh from her chest to her neck, and Juliana could easily see the long flush moving from her forehead all the way down to her cleavage. 

I'll make this easy, Juliana thought. 

Giggling, she slid on Shana's lap.

“I-Juliana,” the blonde stuttered. “You're so beautiful. I mean, you're great. I mean, you're really . . . wow. You're so beautiful.”

Juliana just giggled, tracing her finger along Shana's chin, and then the rosy tilt of her lips. Normally, it would have turned her off to hear such open praise about her appearance. 

But tonight, and maybe only for tonight, it didn't bother her. She may as well enjoy it.

So she nodded, her long hair sliding up and down Shana's bountiful cleavage. 

“You're right.” Juliana purred. “I am. Great. Beautiful. And 'wow.'”

Juliana leaned forward, pressing her tits into Shana's chin. Shana breathed in deep, closing her eyes, like she was going into a trance as Juliana's heady scent slid directly into her boozed braincells.

“You know, Shana,” Juliana purred, “I've wanted you for the longest time, now.”

“You have?”

Juliana nodded with false earnestness. The motion pressed the hot crease of her cleavage into Shana's chin even more.

“Oh yes. I've wanted you to come into my bedroom at a hotel, or at my place in the city, or in my little house back by the beach, and I've wanted you to be wearing nothing but . . .” 

She giggled softly, once, sliding a hand up Shana's dress.

“ . . . nothing but a tiny little dress and some sexy 'fuck-me' heels. And I've wanted you to tell me to lick your pussy or else you would quit.”

Shana still had her eyes closed, her head sliding backward. It was as if she was afraid that opening her eyes would end the dream.

“Oh, Juliana . . .”

“Is that naughty of me?” she licked her lips. “Was that bad? Should I have kept my mouth shut?”

“No.” Shana shook her head fervently. Her slim hands started running up Juliana's side. “No! It's just . . . I have so many feelings, and you're so, so beautiful, and, Juliana, I like you so much—”

Juliana cut her off with a charged, spark-forming kiss. Their lips locked together for several seconds, the entire bar erupting in applause. Shana tasted like beer and honey.

The smoking hot supermodel slid her lips off of Shana's, and pressed her mouth against the blonde's ear. 

“Take me home.”

Shana nodded eagerly.

They left, arm in arm, walking quickly through the streets that Juliana had navigated less than fifteen minutes before. Shana said nothing the whole time, exhaling happy little sighs and pressing her body against Juliana's.

Right outside the door, Shana slipped her hand around Juliana's chin and tugged her in for a moaning, needful kiss, their jaws working together in tandem.

When they broke off, Shana looked up at her with open, easy love.

That was going to be a problem. Juliana didn't want a snugglefest with some happy-go-lucky crush. She wanted to be fucked hard and ruthlessly by someone who knew her. Someone that knew what she was.

Slut.

Slavecunt.

Inside the house, Shana flipped on the lights. Juliana put her hand over Shana's on the switch.

“No,” she said. “Lights off.”

Shana smiled, doing her best to look naughty. “Mmmhmm. I can enjoy that.”

“Good.” 

The lights flickered back off, and Juliana strutted into the bedroom. 

She knew Shana was following. How could the poor girl not? She loosened her dress so that the front of it was down, exposing her braless tits. Dark shadows hugged every part of her amazing curves.

Shana slid close, moaning softly at the sight of Juliana's body. Of course, Shana had already seen Juliana naked—no assistant to a model could help it, there were too many wardrobe changes. But there was a monumental difference in accidental nudity as a product of a work environment and intentional nakedness before a lover.

“You have to do something else for me,” said Juliana. “A few things.”

Shana nodded, eyes focused almost entirely on Juliana's tits. Her hands came up, sliding over Juliana's thick, erect nipples.

“I'm going to answer everything you do with 'thank you.' Beg for everything I want with 'please.' If I don't, you're going to spank me, and no matter what I say, you're going to call me your slave. Your slavewhore. Your supermodelslut.”

Shana's eyes had widened. “I'm . . . I'm not sure, I mean. Wow. That sounds hot, but . . . ”

“No.” Juliana shook her beautiful head. “No buts. Those are the terms. Take it or leave it.”

She could see her smile in the darkness. Probing, Shana's hand slid further up Juliana's exposed chest, and then higher, wrapping lightly around her neck. She held on there and pulled her Juliana in tight. 

“You don't set the terms here, slut,” she growled. 

Juliana felt her pussy flood over with lust. This was unexpected. Shana's grip on her neck tightened again.

“Get on your knees for me, slave.”

“Yes, thank you,” Juliana mewed, obeying happily.

“Lick me, slut.” 

Shana shoved Juliana's face into her crotch. Eagerly, Juliana took Shana's panties down and plunged in.

Her high, carved cheekbones melted into Shana's hot thighs. It was so easy to obey, to lick, to obey, to nuzzle, to obey, to kiss, to obey, obey, obey.

“That's a good slave.” Shana's voice was high-pitched and breathy. “Such good licking.”

After a few minutes of Shana's moans, though, Juliana's licks slowed. Something was wrong. She didn't want to lick pussy, not really. That was a lie she told Shana to bring her here.

She moved away for a moment, and saw the box sitting on her nightstand. She crawled over to it.

“Jul . . . slave, what are you doing?”

Juliana grabbed the toy and slid it into Shana's hands. It was so heavy. The hot musk of Juliana's hot, orgasming cunt emanated from it like heat from a furnace.

“Fuck me with it, please,” whispered Juliana. “Please fuck me with that?”

A long little whimper slid out of Shana's mouth. 

“Oh,” she said simply. “Oh, yes, slut. I am going to do that.”

Shana reached down and grabbed Juliana by the neck one more time, leading her up off the ground. Then, fingers still wrapped around Juliana's hot, slender neck muscles, Shana shoved the supermodel's face into the bed.

“Bend over like a good slavewhore.”

Juliana moaned, pushing her pussy far up in the air. Her designer dress was all bunched up, her boots sliding up Shana's legs. With her heels still on, Juliana's ass came up almost to Shana's chest. 

Just like before, the dildo slid inside her cunt perfectly.

Not like before, Shana rammed it inside of her with no mercy. Each thrust was accompanied by a hot, hard spanking of Juliana's taut, amazing ass.

“Take it, slut!” Shana moaned. “Take your fucking like a good supermodelslave!”

“Oh yes!” Juliana shouted. “Yes, please! I'm a good supermodelslave!”

Straddling one of Juliana's statuesque legs, Shana began rubbing her hot clit against her impromptu supermodel fucktoy. The blonde slapped Juliana's ass harder and harder, and with each slap, her fucking of Juliana's hot, needy pussy with the golden dildo increased even more. 

The dildo was soon slick with Juliana's hot juices, the luxurious toy entirely covered with the luxurious slut's essence. 

Just as quickly, Juliana's leg was soaked through with Shana's warm pussy juices, the boot there absolutely ruined. Juliana didn't care. It felt so good to serve.

It didn't seem that Shana had it in her to process the hotness of the situation for very long. This supermodel she had loved for so long, opening herself up to her so freely—anyone would be prone to cumming fast and hard. Juliana knew that she was unattainable to Shana—that was why it had been so hot to take her home.

Shana shoved the dildo inside of Juliana with increasing frequency, her moans getting higher in pitch.

“O-oh, oh Ju-Jul-slaave!” Shana struggled. “I'm gonna cum, slave!”

Juliana felt Shana's hips thrashing against her own. Shana seemed to lose herself in the sweeping thrills of her body, slapping down on Juliana's ass harder and harder. 

The strong, unrestrained slaps on the perfect bare flesh triggered Juliana's own climax, her shame superseded by the hot sweet thrill of her daring, of getting what she needed, of being called what she was.

Slut. 

Whore. 

Superslave. 

Fertile cunt.

Supermodel fucktoy. 

Oh yes.

She bucked against Shana, against the dildo, biting the softness of the bed beneath her.

For several minutes, Shana just settled on top of Juliana on the thick mattress, the gold dildo falling down somewhere into the pristine silk sheets of the bed. It seemed like they would go to sleep that way, and Juliana was trying to come to terms with that—she would have really rather have been alone—and then Shana slid her arm around Juliana.

“That was really hot,” she whispered into Juliana's ear. “I'm so glad you told me how you felt. God, I've never done anything like that before. I never even thought about it. I think I could do it more. But, next time, I'd really like—”

Juliana got up then, covering herself with her sheet.

“O-out.”

Her voice somewhat querulous, rough.

“What?”

“I said, out.” 

Her voice stronger, now. She pointed toward the door.

Shana looked horrified. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No. Yes.” 

Juliana shook her head, her long silky locks sliding against her bare chest.

“It doesn't matter. Get out. I don't want you here anymore.”

“I . . .” Shana was lost. “Can we talk about this tomorrow? After the shoot?”

“There is no shoot tomorrow. Not for you. You're fired. Go home, Shana.”

Tears welled up in the petite blonde's eyes. Her bottom lip trembling. 

“F-fired? B-but Juliana, we j-just . . . I mean . . . how can you be s-so cruel?”

Juliana just stood there, pointing at the door. 

Shana didn't matter. Her feelings didn't matter. She wasn't what Juliana had wanted. It had been foolish to think that this sniveling little mess of a girl could fill the void Juliana felt in her soul.

Huffing, trying to keep her composure, Shana stood up and grabbed her shoes that had been tossed off her body in the moment. Disappointment and panic flooded her cute face, as well as open lust for Juliana's barely covered body. 

For a moment, Juliana hoped Shana would refuse her. That she would demand to stay. That she would say:

Shut up, whore. I'll do as I please. You're going to beg me to stay, and then maybe I'll let you feel my  hands around your neck again.

But instead Shana just left, shaking her head and muttering in confusion.

Juliana considered what to do in the darkness for nearly an hour after Shana was gone. 

The need in her had not been sated. If anything, it was just exacerbated. 

There were two more days of the shoot, but Juliana didn't care. They could finish without her. Or just use what she had given them already. 

Probably Shana would try to sue, or go to the press. It was entirely possible the paparazzi had already gotten a hold of the story of their rendezvous in the bar.

Ornament.

Slavecunt.

She wasn't going to call Nathan, not at all.

No. She was going to meet him at his house. 

* * * * *
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SIX WEEKS AGO

Juliana's time speaking at the summit had gone wonderfully. 

She had said all she wanted to, detailing her thoughts on the image of beauty that she had so unfairly benefited from, and how odd it was to celebrate her for winning some genetic jackpot. The crowd had responded to her jokes, no one seemed put off by her accent, and some even stood up as they applauded.

For once in her life, Juliana felt celebrated for the thoughts on her mind instead of her body.

So why did she feel so . . . empty?

If the clothes she was wearing weren't so light, it would have been muggy in the auditorium. Her sweater was light, though, her hair tied back elegantly, and her skirt was long enough to be matronly but fitting enough to not appear as though she was trying to downplay what the beauty that she so obviously had in spades. That would have been dishonest.

Right after she spoke, a gaggle of well-wishers met her behind the curtain. There was her manager, her publicist, her assistant Shana, and many faces she didn't recognize at all. Most all of them shook her hand as they spoke.

“Wonderful speech—”

“—just inspiring stuff—”

“You ought to consider taking it abroad—”

“—college kids would really—”

Juliana nodded and smiled at everyone's comments, trying to be nice enough to get away. Someone handed her a bottle of water. That bought her a few moments respite, as luckily no one expected her to speak while she drank. 

Over in the corner, she saw the door to her dressing room. A break. She just needed to cool down, be by herself for a moment. The speech just had her nerves up, that was all.

“Thank you, everyone,” she said, her hot accent soaking over her words, “but I really would like some alone time for now to cool off.”

They all nodded in understanding, if a bit disappointed.

She rushed into her room, leaning against the shut door behind her. For a few moments, she just breathed, letting her head fall down loosely.

Relax, she told herself. It's all done now.

But all she could think about was how if she had just spent fifteen minutes exposing the modeling industry, saying these words she believed, then why did she feel like such a fraud?

The room she was in was painted dark blue, with one mirror layered against the wall. In front of the mirror was the desk where she had done her make-up—at this point, she was an old hand at doing her face. It never required much work, except for the really high-concept fashion shoots. 

She looked in the mirror, and saw a man sitting down on the long leather couch against the opposite wall. She gasped, turning.

He smiled—a tall man, dark-haired and devilishly handsome, his firm, muscular frame covered in a brown twill suit—and started to clap slowly. He looked to be maybe in his early thirties.

“You should get out of here,” said Juliana, “before I call security.”

“Oh really?” he smirked.

“They'll kick you right out of here. I've seen them do it.”

For some reason, Juliana couldn't say why, she felt instantly attracted to the man. Maybe it was his casual nature—how easy it was for him to be in front of her. Maybe it was the predatory stare he was giving her body, or the smirk on his face that seemed so common and permanent.

He stood up, nodding. “I'm sure you have. Though, I am going to go ahead and guess that when you did that, it wasn't here.”

“No,” she admitted. “Not here exactly. But the idea is the same.”

“It is,” he nodded again. “Except that I own this building. And the security guards. And that door that you have locked there. And,” he spread his hands out, “well, the whole thing, really. It's all mine. I think I even own that little speech you just gave.”

The entire time he talked, he kept walking closer to her, so that when he stopped speaking, he was directly in front of her. Juliana was not wearing heels—they would have objectified her even more—but even if she had been wearing her very highest pair, he still would have been taller than her. 

Without hesitation, without even the slightest bit of nervousness, he put his hand on her chin and guided her eyes to his. 

“Hell,” he said. “I probably even own you.”

For some reason that she could not explain, her cunt quivered. Her breath caught, her mouth working without forming sounds, her mind short-circuiting suddenly from the realization of his wealth, of his attitude. She inhaled his heavy, masculine scent, and all her thoughts of objection took a long backseat lounge. She wanted him. She could feel her very existence beginning to wrap around his approval.

Even so, she pushed his hand away, and walked across the room. 

“You're the owner of this place,” she said. “Southern, is that your name?”

“You can call me Nathan,” he said. “For now.”

“For now?”

His smile widened. He looked her up and down. 

“I have what you might call . . . designs . . . on you.”

Purposefully, he walked toward her again. 

She should yell out. That's what she should do. Yell out, and stop looking at this handsome, handsome rich man as he advanced on her with bad intentions.

Instead, she just watched him, heart in her throat. Feeling his influence crowd her mind.

“You see, you spent all that time talking about women not being objects and prettiness just being some societal conception, and I understood it all. It even makes some sense. But it doesn't change two things.”

He picked up a glass and the carafe of water on the coffee table in front of the couch, pouring a drink, which he handed to her. She took it, hands shaking a bit. It was so hard to interrupt him. He was so sure, so deliberate in each word.

“Number one, you don't really care a whit about any of that stuff.”

He made himself a glass and took a long sip. His eyes—blue and narrow—never left her body.

“Number two, societal conceptions be damned, I still want to fuck you like the hot little trophy slut you are.”

She should slap him. That's what she should do. Juliana should slap him and run out of this door and just take off from this city forever. Instead, she just watched as Nathan finished his drink and set the glass down on the table. 

“I've studied you. I see something I want, and I find out about it. And make no mistake, you are something I want. So I know you have a master's degree, girl. You don't need to work in this manner if it disgusted you. No, you like it.”

“It's . . .no. You don't understand. T-there's money . . .”

“Money?” he laughed. “Yeah, I don't understand money. You cleared what, forty million last year? I made that washing my car last Saturday.”

He shook his head for a moment.

“You know, doing all that stuff for money, a lesser man would call you a whore. Is that what you are, girl? A whore?”

Juliana was breathing fast, now.

“D-don't call me that. I'm not—”

“Oh, I know that. I know you're no whore. I know exactly what you are, doll. I know you'd be doing this if they didn't pay you. I see you, Juliana girl.” He leaned in close to her, whispering in her ear. “You've always needed to be objectified. But it couldn't be by just anyone, no. You needed a strong, hard man to do it for you. A man that takes whatever he wants, whenever he wants. And because you couldn't find that, because you thought it didn't exist, you took the adoration of millions instead. You thought it would be enough.”

With a sharp yank, he tugged her hair back. She cried out weakly, staring up in his gorgeous eyes. Her glass trembled out of her hand and shattered on the floor.

“And it wasn't. You need a strong, sure hand to make you the object you need to be. To become the perfect little slavecunt that you have always needed to transform into.” 

His rough hand slid into her dress, touching the moistness of her cunt. He brought his damp fingers back up to her face, running her own juices over her lips. 

“You see? I know exactly what you are, slut.”

He was...he was doing something to her. What he said wasn't true. It wasn't. But all the same, she was believing it. Inhaling lung-full after lung-full of his heady scent, taking in his pheremones. God, they were like magic. She had wanted him all this time. Someone like him. Someone strong.

She had been lying when she said she thought she was good as a man. She wasn't.

In front of him, all she could feel was fertile. Happy. Needy. Feminine. Aching to feel his seed inside her.

He led her away from the broken glass on the floor toward the thick leather chair sitting adjacent to the couch. Tugging sharply again, he put her on her knees, and then slid his pants down. His cock was large, half-hard already. Thick. Commanding. The head of it pulsed thickly as it grew larger and larger.

“Suck me off while you think about it,” he said.

She felt like she had no choice. Were the things he was saying true? She didn't know. 

But she did have to suck his cock. 

She wanted to. 

She had to. 

He told her to. 

He commanded her. 

Mmph.

Thoughts in her head faded away. Her lips slid over his rod eagerly, enveloping his fast-hardening meat. In the modeling world, Juliana was known for world-class perfection in all of her features, and her lips were no exception to this. 

For a few moments, she just imagined the sight—the world's highest paid supermodel adoring the cock of the world's highest paid businessman. The pure luxury of their surroundings amplified a thousandfold simply by it being the two of them in action. 

She almost never sucked cock. The last had been several years ago, when she was nineteen and wanted to win the heart of a boy. She won it, of course, and then stopped caring. She had taken time with that blowjob, adoring every inch of the cock.

That wasn't the case here. Though she was adoring every second, Nathan's cock was abusing her mouth. Punishing her, almost, for taking so long before getting down and doing service to it. He pushed her head up and down, even as she worked on it herself.

His cock was so large and thick in her throat, fully hard almost right away, that she couldn't stop herself from making hot, sultry slurping noises as she ran her head up and down his massive pole. Each moan and purr of exultation was coated in her hot, steamy Brazilian accent.

“That's a good trophy.” His voice breathy, full of heat. “You fucking ornament. Suck my cock like a proper slave.”

His hands drifted into her wealth of hair, layering and re-layering it on top of her head as she sucked him.

“You're going to be a wonderful decoration. Something to be admired by the gazes of others as you sit pretty on my arm.”

His words only fired up her pussy the more. She slurped harder on his cock, needing to feel his spray against her throat. 

“That's all that you are,” he grunted. “Just my slavewhore fuckcunt little sexdoll. You'll be such a hot ornament for me to show off. My supermodel fucktoy.”

Juliana sucked vigorously, desperate for his cum now, needing it. Only his hot, perfect spray would validate her, would give reason to every action leading to this point. 

He seemed to sense her urgency, his hands sliding through the enormous silken tangle of her locks and curls. With a low moan, he came deep in her throat, his rod throbbing inside of the warm glove of her mouth.

“Fucktoy,” he grunted out, in time with each spurt of his hot load. “Fucktoy, fucktoy, fucktoy.”

She swallowed it all down, each drop. Loving it. Happy for it. 

After several spurts, it was just too much, all the cum he had to deliver. She slipped off and he kept cumming, spraying her gorgeous face with his hot white seed.

Marking her.

For several minutes afterward, she just sat in his lap as he called her those wonderful titles again and again, firmly stroking her hair. She cleaned his cock dutifully, lapping up the delicious droplets of cum left behind, and then went to work on her face, making sure to slide each delicious drop down her throat.

“Fucktoy. Ornament. Sexdoll. Supermodel slave.”

So many of those words made so much sense to her. She wanted to believe in them. So much of her did believe in them. But . . . she couldn't just buy into it. She couldn't just change everything about who she was like that.

After a time, she slid off his cock, reluctantly positioning herself away from him.

“How about it, slave?” He asked her, tugging on her hair a bit. “You can leave all this behind. This false life you're living. Come home with me, like you deserve, and live on your knees in luxury like you belong.”

She back up against the leather couch, not daring to look into his eyes. 

Somehow, his influence had lost its hold on her. Her mind found some pocket of hard-earned resistance, holding out.

“N-no,” she shook her head. “I'm not . . . I'm nobody's slave, Nathan.”

Disappointment showed on his face, and then a quiet, still anger. His tongue moved inside his mouth from one cheek to another. Sniffing, he reached into his jacket pocket and took out his billfold. Emptying it, he grabbed a thick wad of bills and wrapped it around his business card. Then, he shoved it all inside of her bra. 

Of course, he felt up her tits when he did. 

Of course, she was powerless to stop her.

“I guess that just makes you a regular old whore, then. What a shame.”

With that, he got up, zipped up his pants, and walked out of the door, like none of it affected him at all.

“That card has my number. Call me when you realize what's what.”

Dripping with lust and shame, her pussy on fire and her body shaking with humiliation, Juliana promised herself she would never see him again.

* * * * *
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THE SOUTHERN ESTATE took up over forty square miles, deep in the Pacific Northwest. The mansion itself was the biggest on the West Coast, easily taking up over one hundred fifty thousand square feet. The rumor went, in elite circles, that over a thousand of those were dedicated to an enormous bed that he had built for fucking whatever rich trophy cunt he had elected for that week.

At the thought of being fucked by Nathan for over a thousand feet, Juliana's cunt went slick.

It two days since Juliana had kicked Shana out of the small house in Peru. She had spent that entire time preparing to come be with Nathan.

The mansion was châteauesque, with tall spires and steep-sloped roofs crowding around gorgeous red masonry. She arrived in a car, but her driver was detained by the security guards, and Juliana had to walk up the mile-long driveway in her heels.

And what heels they were, covered in gemstones and five-inches high, pushing her tight butt to the sky and flexing her calves with each step. Juliana had pulled out all the stops for Nathan. She couldn't dare to imagine him refusing her—she would break down in tears. And with the way she looked now, if he did turn her down, she couldn't imagine him ever wanting her again.

She wore a shimmering blue gown, made from sheerest silk. On either side of her hips, there were long gaps, openly displaying the twin curves of her dynamite ass and the diamond-adorned silk thong that only just covered essentials.

Long silk ribbons, again covered in tiny diamonds, wrapped around her picture-perfect legs, leading down into her five-inch designer heels inlaid with little sapphires. 

A tight choker necklace clasped around her  tan, soft neck—essentially a collar made up of interlocking gold and precious gems. The tight collar matched her orchid-shaped earrings and the ornate bracelets around her wrists, which were covered by elbow-length white calf leather gloves.

But the star of the show was what was on her chest. The gown's tight constraints covered her amazing tits only barely, held up by a precarious little string around her neck. Beneath the tiny strip of cloth, her breathtaking chest was showcased by the ten million dollar bra she wore, made entirely out of gold latticework interlaced with brilliant diamonds, topazes, opals, and sapphires. 

The bra had been given to her as a gift for her sensational runway walk just last year. Normally, they didn't let the models take home such expensive jewelry, but the designer had an enormous crush on her.

Juliana was used to such things. She knew—being Nathan's property—that there was nothing wrong with abusing such privileges with weaker males. They would give her things, and she would use whatever she could gain however she could get it to obtain Nathan's favor. That was only proper.

The outfit, in all, cost over twenty million dollars. She would, probably, never wear it again. She didn't care. Nathan was worth it.

He opened the door. He had on a pair of loose tan slacks and an open shirt, his muscular six-pack easily visible. Thick pec muscles dominated the sight of his chest. She imagined sliding into them, cuddling there, leaning into his perfect strength and knowing its hot weight as he pressed in on her.

For a moment, Juliana enjoyed the growing lust on his face as he openly devoured her from head to toe with his eyes. 

She posed, as best she knew how—and Juliana knew how to pose incredibly well. All of her thick, soft hair landed on one side, and she put her finger to her open mouth.

“Oh Nathan,” she purred. “Oh, Nathan.”

It was so hard to control herself, to not kneel right there. He was so hot. So rich. His scent filled her nostrils, and she welcomed it openly.

And the money wasn't the object to Juliana. It was just the power it represented. That even as she could seduce and almost own any man alive, he could own her will so completely, so easily. Like he had been made to do it, and she had been made to let him. 

God, he could just buy and sell nations.

He could buy and sell her.

The overwhelming lust on his face seemed to get reigned back under control.

“Hello again, Juliana.” His voice calm and measured. “I've been expecting you. Though . . . I don't know that I was expecting all of this.”

He waved his hand up and down, indicating the outfit.

“I hoped . . . ” she pressed her lips together, opening her eyes wide at him, “ . . . I hoped you would like it.”

“It looks like a decent enough outfit for a hot slavecunt.”

She blushed, heat flooding up her bare neck and shoulders. His control over her thoughts, her actions, was palpable. 

“I wish you wouldn't . . . wouldn't just start like that.”

Not for the first time, she wondered why it was so hard just to make demands of him, to let him know what she wanted like a normal person.

And not for the first time, the answers spiraled down to her pussy: because she wanted him to make demands of her, because she wasn't a normal person, because she was supposed to be a slave.

His slave.

One hand on his hips, Nathan frowned.

“Start like what? That's what you are. I know it. You know it. I'm not going to play any games with you. You know exactly what I want. Are you here to give it to me?”

“I wanted . . .” she put a hand through her hair. “I wanted to try and start over with you.”

That smirk of his danced across his face, banishing the frown.

“You got my gift?”

She nodded, her eyes lighting up. 

“It was very lovely, Nathan.”

“If you got it, then there's nothing to start over. If you want to approach what we have a different way, I'll go ahead and tell you—there is no other way.”

“But there can be. It's just, the way you treated me—”

“The way I treated you is why you're back here now, my little slaveslut.”

Her pussy twinged from his words. She shook her head.

“That's what I'm talking about. You can't just—”

Still smirking, he reached forward and put his hand through her hair, where her hand had just been. His was so much rougher, so much larger and stronger. The gorgeous turn of her cheeks melted into his thick palm. She surrendered completely.

“I can do anything I like, slave. Why are you talking so much? Pretty objects like you shouldn't be so talky.”

She couldn't look up in his eyes. He was so strong, standing over her like that. So tall. 

Weakly, she raised up a hand to his chest, trying to push him away. Instead she just slid her gloved fingers over his open shirt, trailing down the magnificent musculature waiting there.

“You can't . . .” her voice had downgraded to a whisper. “You . . . you shouldn't . . .”

It ate her up inside, but she wanted this. She loved being objectified by him. 

It was something she had considered on the ride over. Other men, they tried to objectify her because the reality of her being a woman was too much for them. They couldn't handle the thought that she had problems, complaints, grief in her life. Times when she wouldn't look gorgeous or would seem flawed.

Nathan didn't care about any of that. She was an object to him because everyone in his life was object. He was only being honest about it with her, though. 

That made her special to him. She was his slave, someone who needed him utterly.

Others want to use him for the same reason they wanted to use her—for what he represented, what he owned. He wanted her for the hot grip he held on her mind and her mind alone, and she wanted him purely because of that. This was the most honest thing in her life.

And it terrified her that she might ruin it somehow.

She pushed her face forward into his chest as he stood in the doorway, kissing it softly. Trying as best she could to supplicate herself. His head nodded down onto hers, letting her feel his thick jaw on her mane of hair. 

There was no shame with him. Nothing terrified of what he was born with, of what he imposed on the world. 

Juliana wanted that lack of shame. His money could fix anything. It could even fix how terrible she felt about being so privileged. If, from then on, she lived in nothing but that glorious privilege, if she experienced nothing but opulence, she would never have to feel bad about what she had been gifted with ever again.

“I j-just . . . I wanted you . . .”

Her hand slid down lower, resting right above his crotch. It took all of her self-control not to dive her fingers right in there. She could see his enormous bulge thickening from her proximity. Her head was getting foggy with lust.

“I know you want me, slave. That's what females do. They want strong men like me to tell them how to live. Tell me what a toy does.”

His hand slid down to her ass, gripping it firmly. Juliana let out a short, sharp gasp of pleasure. 

Her ass was like a handle for him, leading her wherever she pleased.

“A t-toy . . . a toy wants you and serves you, however you want. To be filled by you. To give you the heirs you want. A progeny. A brood.”

She felt so fucking filthy saying all that—but in her heart, with his perfect thoughts pushing on her mind, she knew it was all correct.

He nodded. 

“Good.”

Stepping to one side of her, he adjusted his grip on her ass so that he could toy with her diamond thong as he finally led her into the house. 

The interior was enormous. There were little tables with vases and busts lined up down the cavernous entryway. Ornate wooden fixtures decorated the walls, every floor made from polished marble. Chandeliers dangled down in long rows in every room, each area flooded with an abundance of light.

It was a lovely place. Even so, Juliana could not help but imagine it with a woman's touch. With her own ability of creating warmth to make it even better for him, so that when he was fucking her again and again, it was in a place that she had made perfect for him. 

Nathan's fingers dipped past her thong entirely, slipping up inside her pussy. Juliana gasped and clung to him, needing his big, strong frame just to keep standing. 

All she could think was that she was so lucky he was there to catch her fall. 

He brought her into a study. Books completely lined the twenty-foot tall walls, arranged on gloriously carved cherrywood shelves. There were a number of thick, oaken tables with leather-backed chairs surrounding them. He pushed her against one of the chairs, his fingers sliding out from inside of her.

“If you're a good enough slave,” he told her, licking his pussy-juice covered digits, “then maybe I'll let you go to my bedroom next.”

She nodded meekly. Yes. She had to prove herself. That was only right.

“Y-yes,” she moaned at last. “T-take me, Nathan. Fill me.”

“Sir.” He shook his head, tsking a bit.

One hand slid up her dress, roughly grabbing her bra. He tugged it down, away. It was a fragile thing—dozens of the multi-thousand dollar gems clattered to the floor. They were nothing to him. Nothing to her, anymore, just decorations for the decoration that she had become. She stared at him with open need, her breasts heaving in his hands as her breaths got quicker and quicker. 

His other hand slid down her slender, perfect abs and pushed down her diamond thong, plunging fingers into her cunt. 

“You call me Sir,” he said.

“Y-yes Sir!” 

Pleasure flooded through her body, her knees feeling weak. Her hips pushed down into his fingers.

It wasn't enough to call him Sir. No, not by half. He needed a better title. He deserved a better title.

“Yes M-Master!”

His fingers twitched at that, and he pulled her in for a kiss, clearly happy with her initiative. His breath was hot inside her mouth, his tongue tugging at hers. All of him wanting more of her closer to him. He was so wonderful.

“Bend over for your Master, slut.”

There was no helping it—Juliana moaned happily, her pussy gushing into his fingers.

“Yes, Master!”

She did as he ordered, bending over with a happy, vapid smile on her face. Her thoughts were rapidly diminishing, focusing only on order to the next. 

She didn't need to think when Master was here. Master would do all of her thinking for her. Thinking was such a silly exercise for a hot slavecunt like her. Best not to do it at all.

She watched him drop his pants. With a grin, he slapped her on the ass.

“Oh!” she gasped. 

He slapped her again.

“Oh, yes!” she cried.

He slapped her again, and when he did, he slid his bare cock deep inside her pussy.

Deep inside her slavecunt.

Without warning, without any kind of an idea of how, Juliana came right away. Weeks and weeks of need were being sated and exploded so suddenly that her body's only conceivable reaction was to cum.

It was so perfect. Her slavecunt being filled with orgasmic bliss by her Master's thick, perfect rod. If he noticed that she came, he recognized it only by fucking her harder.

That was fine by Juliana. She existed for his cock now. Fucking an orgasm into her with the very first stroke. From now on, his word was law. 

The position was so similar to what Shana had done, except a million times better with her Master's actual cock inside of her. 

He picked up legs by the heels, pressing her shins under his arms. Her heels clacked on top of his shoulders. Every part of her was dominated so completely.

She bucked against each thrust, every inch of his cunt-owning meat filling her more and more with each passing second.

“Yes!” she moaned. “Fuck your little bitch! Fuck your supermodel whore, Master!”

“That's my fucktoy,” he grunted, ramming into her harder and harder. “That's a good sexdoll ornament, doing what Master says.”

He wrapped a thick length of her hair around his fist, holding her tight. 

Picking up his pace, he practically bent her over backwards, pulling her head toward his chest. Juliana was flexible from years of yoga, and was happy to finally know why. All that bending and stretching to be fucked as perfectly as this. She maneuvered her head backward, leaning against his. Her tits were easy to access. His thick, rough hands slid over them, ripping her ten million dollar bra apart. 

If he really wanted, he could replace it with thousands more in a heartbeat without even hurting his bottom line.

The feeling of his big hands on her big tits was so natural and perfect. She didn't know how she had been living her whole life without them there before. Grabbing onto her plump flesh so roughly, telling her how fast to fuck, how much he was enjoying himself. Big squeezes were for when he was having trouble holding back. Little squeezes were for when he was grinding his cock into her pussy just right, the cockhead pushing up against her g-spot.

“Please come,” she begged him. “Please cum in my pussy. Fill me up full of your hot jizz, Master! Your fuckslave needs her Master's hot white cum, please!”

The second most perfect moment in Juliana's life was when she felt him nodding against her face, indicating his orgasm was on its way.

The most perfect moment, of course, arrived just seconds later. A few more hard, finishing strokes and he came explosively, his seed piling inside of her pussy in liquid hot jet spurts. There was so much of it. She could feel it dripping out of her pussy onto her million-dollar heels, staining the ribbons and dress. 

Unable to do any different, she came with him, so incredibly turned on already by the soaking wet feeling of this billionaire stud penetrating her cunt, penetrating her mind, penetrating her very will. Every possible way to be fucked, he fucked her. When she came, she felt like her soul was twisting inside out.

“Thank you, Master,” she purred. “Thank you so much.”

Shuddering, she squeezed onto his still-trembling cock, hoping to keep his bliss-inducing shaft inside of her for as long as possible.

Her entire outfit was ruined, all twenty million dollars of it. It would be impossible to wear it again. And it had been so worth it, just to be fucked once by this incredible stallion of a man. She slid up next to her stud, happily nuzzling against him. 

Almost casually, he picked her up and brought her down with him onto a long, soft cloth couch. Juliana naturally gravitated downward toward his cock, cleaning it with her tongue. His cum still oozed out of her sparkling hot pussy. Probably she was ruining the couch. She didn't care. It was all replaceable, just like her.

“That's a good fuckslave,” he said, stroking her hair appreciatively. His thick fingers taking up so much space on her head. “You'll sleep down there tonight, where you belong.”

Sleeping next to his cock? God, she almost came again.

“Yes, Master.”

“And if you want anything tonight, you start your request by servicing my cock.”

She nodded again, moaning affirmatively. It would be so hot to want to get up in the night for a glass of water, but only be able to leave by sucking off her amazing Master first.

He owned her so well.

And how could he not? He was Master, and she was just Juliana the slavecunt decoration fucktoy.

All night, she snuggled up to the cock that owned her, the man who completely enslaved her million-dollar supermodel pussy.

# # #
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Her Alpha, Unleashed
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Elly woke in a strange room, on the floor, her body layered thick with what felt like cum, thick and wet and smelling heavenly.

Alarmed, she rolled around on the floor, trying to get her bearings. She was in a dark room—a hotel room, judging from the long air conditioning unit along the wall and tiny television set on top of a flimsy shelf.

She was naked—or nearly so, wearing only the tight fishnet stockings she had worn to spice up her day a little bit on the advice of her best friend, Rhonda. She remembered having no real intention of engaging in any sexual intercourse that night, and so was surprised to find her pussy sore from the sweet, perfect feeling of being fucked hard and long. 

Her entire body felt good, relaxed, like she had been cumming over and over again, unable to stop herself. Like she had been lost in an ocean of bliss, placed there by someone with strong arms and an indomitable will.

Normally, having a black out and then waking up to knowing she had been fucked probably would have terrified her. But for some reason, she felt totally calm. She knew, somehow, that nothing was wrong with feeling like she was. She knew something monumental had occurred.

She struggled to get up off the floor, and had to use the nearby desk to steady herself. The room was dark, and so her voluptuous form was difficult to make out in the mirror positioned over the desk and even if she looked down at herself. Still, she could make out some things—her short red hair was a mess, in tangles around her ears, and she wasn’t hurt or bruised or anything like that. 

She was sure now that she was in a hotel room. That much seemed evident from what she could make of the cheesy decor and the cheap furniture.

Snippets of memory began coming back to her, hot kisses and passionate words, but then she heard the noise.

It started slow, sort of insidious—the way an alarm can be going off while you sleep, and your brain tries to make up all kinds of excuses for why the sound is suddenly there. Your dog is talking to you about the childhood friend you haven’t seen in fifteen years, and all of a sudden it’s blaring mad sounds from its mouth. 

What she heard now approached her consciousness a lot like that. She had heard it since she woke, but at first she thought it was maybe her own body—sounds of distress from whatever she was going through. Then she blamed it on someone outside, and then on someone next door. And it was only turning over toward the noise that she finally came to believe it was coming from inside the room.

Hot, animal grunting and moaning. Purrs and coos. Long strings of half-formed syllables sliding over each other. That was the sound.

And the source was fucking. Not making love, not sex. Fucking—hard fucking, the kind you saw in a porno and wondered how the two taking part could do it for so long and not break into pieces. 

On top of the hotel bed was a hulking hunk of a man, thick dark masculine hair layered over his arms and chest. His naked ass was chiseled, tightening and flexing as he thrust into the cunt of his chosen woman. Elly didn’t get a good look at him, but she could have sworn his eyes were...were glowing yellow somehow.

Was it special contacts or something? Drugs?

She realized, a warm glow filling her body, that it must be his cum that was plastered all over her body. Again, she knew she should be angry about that somehow, but it was just...just so sexy that he had fucked her mind and memory away and covered her in his seed. 

Her inner submissive had been quiet for so very long as she tried to work toward success in the business world. Now that that side of Elly had a clear instance of domination to see, her knees felt only like melting and her voice like crying out in aching, perfect submission at long last.

Clouds slid off from the moon outside, and pale light flowed into the room. Elly could see the woman on bottom, struggling and moaning and grinding her sexy ass upwards for more as her man held tight to her arms, restraining her movement. His hands groped her tits, manhandling her completely.

“Oh Master,” cried the hot blond being drilled. “Yes, Master. Fuck me, Master. Fuck it all away. I need it. I deserve it. Please, Master, more!”

Elly gasped, seeing who the beautiful woman was.

There, face being plastered into the wall from the hard forceful thrusts of the hugely hung hunk, was her best friend, Rhonda.

Why was she here? Why was Elly here? What was happening?

And why was Rhonda, a thoroughly public lesbian, moaning to a man and calling him Master?

* * * * *
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EARLIER THAT NIGHT, Elly had been waiting at the bar in the downstairs of the hotel lobby. Her friend Rhonda was due to arrive any minute now. Elly was nursing a short vodka and tonic as she waited, not really wanting to get drunk, but bored enough to indulge a desire for a little bit of a buzz.

The hotel had a special on vodka and tonics until nine in the evening, and was only ten minutes from where Elly worked, and fifteen from where Rhonda worked, all of which together was more than enough reason to choose it as a convenient starting point for fun on Friday nights. 

It was six o’clock on a Friday now, and there was not much of a crowd at the bar, even with their special—at that moment it was just Elly, the bartender, and a couple of congenial old drunks who each bought Elly a drink without expecting anything in return. 

She took a little time to relish the fact that she was still found pretty enough for such a gesture—her voluptuous, red-headed form often had her being over-critical of her appearance, even though she worked out regularly and paid attention to her diet. She was all hips and breasts, and tried to dress in a manner that flattered both.

Elly had, so far, been taking part in a rather long week. Her job running social media for a local chain of music shops was fun—she enjoyed blogging and tumbling and tweeting and so forth, and thought she did a good job of advertising promotions and even offering a few new promotions as well. 

Even so, this week had been sort of killer. Every new task she gave herself also had ten thousand roadblocks, most of these from the new regional manager, Chris. Chris had taken it upon himself to decide that he was the only one in the entire chain of successful stores who knew how to act and work. So, everything that Elly was allowed to do was cut back, and even that little bit that she could still do was ordered to be closely supervised by Chris again. 

Unfortunately, since Chris had ordered essentially every other employee to cut back like Elly and to be supervised by him like Elly, work slowed to a crawl. Eventually, she hoped, he would realize this was not an effective management style. 

Until that point, however, she was stuck twiddling her thumbs and spinning her big mental hamster wheel.

So, Elly was excited to be out and about. Rhonda was a counselor by trade, and didn’t mind letting her good friends use her to vent a little bit. Elly was positive that after a few minutes of spilling out her guts to the spunky, good-natured and fiery remarks of Rhonda that she would be able to really let loose and have a great time. 

She and Rhonda had fooled around a bit ages ago in college, which is where they met. But, it had never progressed further than making out. Still, Elly had to admit that her blonde friend—a former ballet dancer who still retained her slender, lithe form—was a knockout. And something about her smile made Elly’s heart race from time to time. She couldn't help but feel attracted to Rhonda's killer smile, or her sexy penchant for deciding to do long yoga stretches in the middle of a conversation, or the tall, tall heels that she walked around in so effortlessly.

Elly entertained a few thoughts of meeting a man in the bar, and quickly pushed them away. She didn’t have time for a man in her life right now with work being so busy. Besides, Rhonda certainly seemed to be doing fine without ever being with a man—without ever wanting one in her life at all! So Elly felt wrong to get all worked about how she hadn’t had a honest-to-god hard cock inside of her for ages, and almost never talked about this with Rhonda.

Even the few men Elly had been with didn’t really fill her up like she had wanted. Elly’s sexual needs were rather intense—she longed to be dominated and ruled in the bedroom. When a man just willing to just go with the flow, that was nice at times, but when it came to sex, Elly was desperate to be ordered around.

Taking a long sip of her vodka and tonic, Elly concluded that tonight, like every other night, was not going to be the magic time wherein she would be able to desperately kneel and beg a fuck-king of a stud to drill her cunt hard like she deserved.

Then, through the double-doors of the other end of the bar, a man walked in.

No, the man walked in. Elly couldn’t tear her eyes off of him, and found her hands gravitating toward her blouse, unbuttoning it without any conscious effort. Her breaths picked up, becoming hot and heavy, and her entire body felt flushed. Little beads of sweat formed from behind her ears.

Elly had trouble even identifying exactly what it was she found so mesmerizing about him. He was plainly dressed, in jeans and a button-up short sleeve shirt, his leather shoes scuffed a bit. In truth, he looked a little lost and very awkward, and while he was not skinny, he was only a few steps up from that, with a thin layering of muscle around his narrow bone frame. He had dark eyes and dark hair, his square jaw freshly shaven. 

Elly never really thought of herself as having a type, appearance-wise—she was always far more interested in what a man had to say. But one look at this man, this stud, and she could not help but think that everything he was fascinated her. 

Something in his face, honest-looking and open, made her think—hope—that he recognized her immediate attraction. 

She wished she was wearing something more flirty. Her dress was cute—short and blue, going just past her knees, and doing a decent job of showing off her sexy hips and especially her fabulously built chest, which she had often though men viewed as her best asset. She rather liked her legs, though, and so enjoyed decorating them from time to time to give any potential onlookers something else to think about—tonight it was the fishnet stockings and fun leather ankle-boots with a modest amount of heel.

He sat down at the bar just one stool away, clearly having trouble keeping his eyes off of her. For the first time since she could remember, Elly decided to take the initiative.

“What are you drinking?” she asked him, flashing him a smile.

“Oh...uh, decisions! Right.” His brow furrowed. “Whatever’s on tap, I suppose.”

She gestured to the bartender to get the man a beer. Then she went back to smiling at him. She felt like she couldn’t do anything but smile at him. The bartender quickly gave the stud his drink—he took a sip and smiled.

“Thanks.” His voice was level and cool as he raised the beer to her.

She smiled broadly. “You’re welcome.”

They sat in minute silence for a bit, both of them just staring at the other.

“Good night so far?” she ventured.

“Oh, ah...yes? Sure. It’s been okay. Nothing bad has happened, so that’s a good start.”

“You met a pretty girl who bought you a drink.”

“I did do that,” he said, smiling and laughing a bit.

She slid forward, letting her arm rest on stool next to him. If he wanted, he could look right down her shirt. Her breasts were full 36D cups—sometimes a hassle when shopping for clothes, but definitely not when trying to pick up the most attractive man she had ever been in front of. His gaze dropped immediately. She felt a warm flush spread over her skin. She squeezed her shoulders in, letting her breasts touch and form a delicious line for him to enjoy.

“So now that I’ve bought you a drink, will you tell me your name?”

He looked surprised. “Oh, it’s William. You...you didn’t know?”

She shook her head, tossing her short hair a bit. “Why would I know that?”

“You...you’re my date, right? Monica?”

She shook her head no, pulling herself in closer to him—she sat on the stool right next to him, formerly empty. He didn’t draw away. Whoever Monica was, Elly was ready to kick her ass out of there to keep talking with William.

“I really wish I was right now, though,” she said. “I’m Elly, and I’m actually waiting for a friend of mine also.”

Her leg, almost of its own volition, closed across the space between them and slid up his. He let out a long gasp, slowly sucking in one full bottom lip.

“Me too.”

His hand slipped into hers. It felt so natural, so right, so hot, that Elly didn’t dare to even think about pulling away. She rotated her thumb on his palm, putting her other hand on top of his. His hands were so large, so strong. She liked them immediately.

“I think that, the two of us, being independent adults, can decide to start a date right now.”

“And the people waiting for us?”

She shrugged. “Screw ‘em?”

Her hand traipsed down from his and down to his inner thigh, squeezing there. He was already hard—and already she knew he was a fucking monster down there. That. Was. Hot.

He moved his own hand forward, sliding over the fishnet stockings and up toward the instant-oven that her pussy had become. She was sure he could feel the wet, hot warmth pushing out from her body down there. Her every atom sang for him to slide more, to probe deeper.

This was insane. She knew nothing about this man. She didn't know anything beyond his name and the primal threads of attraction pulling her into him. But she didn't care. She didn't want to know more. The only thing she wanted more of was his cock, and there was nothing that she was going to allow to get into her way for that.

There was a cough from behind the bar. The bartender was wiping up Elly’s drink, which had spilled somehow in her daze of lust.

“Not to sound cliche,” said the bartender, “but maybe you two should get a room?”

Within short order they were giggling at the front desk, holding each other's hands where they were weren’t holding each other's waists. 

Never before had she felt anything like this! Her heart was fluttering, her mind filling with pleasant pink fog. Everything about him was so captivating. 

They fumbled through the room check-in process—neither of them thought to bring up the possibility of waiting until they could get to their respective places of living—and quickly made their way into an elevator.

“This is amazing, right?” he asked her, holding her tight, kissing her forehead. “I mean, this is really amazing.”

She nodded urgently, dabbing little kisses on his chest and neck. “Yes.” She felt such hot, perfect strength in his muscles. “Oh god, yes,” she whispered.

Elly wrapped her arms around William’s neck and drew him in to the corner of the elevator for a searingly hot kiss. 

He slid his mouth over hers, gripping her waist tight against his fit, well-formed body. 

Despite some persistent, lingering doubts about whether any of this was a good idea, she kissed him back. Hard. She kissed him with everything she had. 

Her lushly curved body, tight and small and fiercely busty, when faced with his compact and svelte muscles, could have no other reaction than to want him to hold her and kiss her tight. Her hands ran through his thick dark hair even as his swept through the short, cute red sweep of her hair. One long leg slipped up his, trying to feel as much of him as she could.

The kiss was perhaps the most erotic experience of Elly’s all-around frustrated sex life. Her knees went weak—her leg around his was practically holding her up. He was a fantastic kisser, his tongue dancing with hers, sliding over it in heavenly waves. Her inner submissive was begging for her to kneel right there, to call him Master, to announce that she was his to rule.

The elevator door dinged open. They fumbled down the hall, losing their clothes along their way. His jacket dropped down, and then hers, and then his shirt—ripped away with a moan by Elly. She actually ripped it off, breaking several buttons in the process. 

He didn’t seem to care, and especially not when she ran her plump mouth over his solid chest, licking from his nipple up to his neck and biting at his jaw. 

One of them—she wasn’t sure anymore—got the door open, and they spilled inside the dark room, not even bothering to turn on the lights. She pushed him down on the bed and disposed of his shoes and pants.

His cock, hard already, stood at very tall attention.

“Oh fuck,” he moaned. “I’ve never...never been this hard. I don’t think it’s ever been this big...”

Elly felt her insides bubbling with hot, slippery need at his words. He was big—enormous, even. His cock was easily ten inches, and as thick as her fist. She wasn’t sure she could take it all...but she sure as hell didn’t care anymore.

If either of them were able to think, they may have noticed an enormous tension in the air, hanging among their lust. Sensational volumes of power, swirling around them, waiting to be unlocked. Something ancient, something fated, using them as agents of destiny.

But of course, their minds could focus only on each other. 

William leaned into her, her big tits crushed even more. His lips reached hers to join in another sizzling kiss. Roughly and quickly, he slid his hand up between her crotch and began stroking her slit through the slim, silky fabric of her panties.

Elly moaned, her pleasure palpable.

“Rip them down,” she purred. “Take me. Take me now!”

Her own need surprised her, it had surprised her this whole time, but she didn’t care anymore. She was so turned on and he was so hunky and right there. Very quickly, her panties stopped being part of the equation. 

She straddled his lap, guiding his big, thick cock with her hand.“I want to ride you,” she moaned, kissing him deeply. “It’ll go soooo deep.”

“Y-yeah,” he grunted. “Yeah. It’s just I’ve never...never been ridden before,” he blurted.

“It’s okay. It’s so good...” she continued to position. “Oh my god, yes, just slip it right there and yessss yessss...”

She moaned hotly as she lowered her volcanic cunt down onto his giant cock, using her sexily muscled thighs to push up and down. The lips of her cunt formed a perfectly wet, hot entrance for his meat to shove in and out of, and soon they were grinding and pushing into each other with ease.

Her arousal level was so high that she could not help but need to cum almost right away. She had always felt her sexual stamina was fairly normal, but something about this stud had her feeling so fucking insane with lust!

And she felt it was true about him as well—that something inside of her, and only her, had unlocked this lust in him. That she was the only one capable of making him feel this way, the only one capable of unleashing this hot rock-hard unrestrained passion that he gave her, bouncing her on his thighs.

As if her thoughts had been transmitted somehow, a low, primal, guttural roar emptied out from William’s lungs as he thrust into her again and again. His head lunged forward, his teeth clamping down on her shoulder, biting hard—not hard enough to break the skin, but definitely hard enough to leave a mark. His eyes had somehow turned a burning yellow, filled with intensity. 

The lights in the dark room all suddenly turned on at once, and then just as quickly overloaded, showering sparks down on them. 

The pleasure rocking through her body was so intense that she didn’t even have time to wonder how it had happened. Had she unlocked something in him after all? How had the power surged? 

She couldn’t focus on these thoughts. Her orgasm was imminent, and so was his. He began thrusting upward more and more, gripping her tightly with hands that seemed to feel stronger and stronger as they continued. It was such a sudden shift—one thrust was mostly her bouncing up and down, and the next was all him, completely controlling the weight of her body as he filled her with his incredible rod. She thought she could even feel it growing inside of her, filling her tight hot entrance even more! 

He was so fucking perfect, so fucking good, and her pussy was so wonderfully filled by his mammoth rod. It pushed up harder, higher, filling up more and more of her body, and—she felt—her very soul.

He came hard, spraying up inside of her. The feeling of his perfectly hot masculine jizz filling up inside of her tight, warm pussy was too much for her mind to handle. She came with him, her body shaken to the core. He came forward again, biting her shoulder. She let him, holding his head tight, loving the feel of his teeth pushing into her body. 

He was in control. It was almost like he was marking her. That was so hot.

For a moment, he looked at her in the eyes. His eyes seemed like they lit up the room—so big and glowing and yellow. How had that happened? 

She decided she didn’t care. He was soooo perfect and her body was soooo dreamy and relaxed. 

He bit her again, harder this time, on her other shoulder, his fingers gripping her like she was meat, like she was his toy. Despite herself, she enjoyed it.

Her body, so relaxed, began to slip off of his cock. She tried to work with it, but her muscles were so weak, like some enormous inner strength that she had not been aware of had been spent when he fucked her. Landing to the floor with a thump, his still-hard, still-wet cock was right in front of her. 

Looking down at her with those sunglobe eyes, William grabbed her by the hair and slapped her face with his cock.

Again, Elly couldn’t help but feel she was being marked. As she looked up into his fiendish eyes, she didn’t see William in there any longer—instead she saw some primal, territorial being, some fiercely masculine unit of studly fucking that saw her only as an object.

She whimpered, feeling so helplessly turned on. She knew that something very odd, something possibly even very dangerous was happening to her, but how was she supposed to care about that when this alpha stud had marked her as his property? 

The thought that she was good enough to be owned by such a complete stud had her pussy filling up with lust again. Her pretty mouth worked up and down, trying to form words of adoration. 

“Suck it,” he commanded, his voice low and booming. “You suck me off. Be a good slut.”

The command made her completely weak inside. She didn’t know how to refuse him. Most every part of her didn’t want to. The thought of being dominated by him again—and this time knowing that was what was happening all the way through the act—made her even wetter than anything else that had happened that night.

Her lips slid over his cock, and every cell of her body exploded in applause. He tasted. So. Fucking. Good!

She slurped up and down his cock, doing everything she could think of to please him. She licked up and down his rod and slid her lips on the head with wet kisses. Her hand jacked up and down the long length of shaft that her throat simply couldn’t take down. 

But he wanted her to take it anyway. Hold her hair in one hand, he cranked her neck back and began to shove his cock deep down her mouth and into her throat. The massive length went deeper, deeper, deeper—much farther than Elly could ever have thought she could take him. It was like her body was changing just to fit him, just to accommodate this stud! His incredible wealth of meat was entered all the way into her body so that her lips were touching his incredible crotch...and then he pulled out and shoved in again!

In and out like that he used her, abused her mouth like she had been designed for his pleasure. Maybe she had. Her body began vibrating with the need to cum again, and she could feel his own balls tensing up as he fucked her face and her throat.

He came again, shooting his hot load all over her face and body, practically drowning her in an endless stream of white hot jizz.

She could only murmur in surprise, her pussy drowning in wet hot lust, as he walked away and looked out the window of the hotel.

Moaning wordlessly, she crawled after his now tall, hulk-like form. His cum dripped off of her. She slid her tongue around and captured some of it—it tasted heavenly. His body seemed to be growing more and more muscles by the second, his cock looking even more enormous. The thick head of it pressed up against the window pane and stained it with his and Elly’s juices.

“You’ve done something to me,” he said. 

His voice had become monstrously deep, like there was someone else living inside of his body now. She noticed again how his muscles had become more defined, his body even more wonderfully ripped than before. It was pornographic just to look at the hard edges of his ass, his pecs, his triceps and biceps, all bulging with hot strength. His cock stood at full attention, presiding over Elly’s kneeling form like some king in a court. 

He bent over, pulling her chin up with a single finger the size of three of Elly’s put together. He was like some animal current given form, some primal being, some force of nature.

“You’ve done something to me...and I’m going to thank you for it.”

Then he tossed her on the bed, and the rest was a blissful darkness.

* * * * *
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NOW THAT SHE HAD BEEN able to think about it, Elly could barely remember what he did to her on the bed now after seeing his transformation—the only thing that filled up her memories was pleasure. Hard, forceful, rough pleasure penetrating into her body again and again, almost more than she could stand. Or, perhaps it was more than she could stand. That’s why she didn’t remember anything.

Looking at Rhonda, though, and the way her face kept slapping against the bed frame as William pumped into her from behind, she could venture a few guesses about what had happened to her.

It wasn’t so hard to figure out how Rhonda had arrived up there—she arrived at the hotel bar, and her always-punctual friend Elly was nowhere to be found. Rhonda asked the bartender, and perhaps was confused by his description of straitlaced Elly seeming to fall all over herself to get at some stranger. A good friend, she decided to investigate any foul play. Instead, she met the hunk-god that William had become...and was unable to stop herself from begging for his cock to fill her up like she had never known she always needed.

The hunk seemed to notice that Elly was watching. He grinned at her, his yellow eyes glowing. His fucking increased, his thrusts more forceful.

Elly found her breath catching, her cunt quivering with need. She knew that wasn’t William—she knew that whoever it was might not even be human, but she couldn’t help wanting him. 

With a deep roar he came, spraying inside of Rhonda and then pushing her off to spray all over her. The amount of his cum was almost beyond belief—covering Rhonda’s whole body. Rhonda was lost in orgasm, as if each new sensation she felt with his cum inside of her was worthy of another orgasm. Elly shivered, dragging a finger up her body and tasting—the same cum covering her, covering Rhonda. 

Something about the both of them being marked, being owned by this alpha stud, was so very hot to her. It made her knees feel like jelly. Her and her best friend, property. God, she hoped he would order them to make out so he could watch. 

But the stud slipped out of Rhonda and seemed to become smaller. Not just his cock softening after the huge orgasm—all of him became smaller. Muscles, hair, everything.

He turned to look at her—and she saw William’s scared face inside of the stud’s form.

“What’s...what’s happened?” he asked, looking around at the wreckage of the room.

His voice sounded equal parts terrified and amazed. That was rather how Elly felt, though with a heaping dosage of arousal on top of that. 

“You...you fucked me, William. You fucked me...” she bit her lip, whimpering a bit. “You fucked us an incredible amount. And her, too.”

“Her?” 

In a daze, he looked over at Rhonda, who was humming happily, gobbling down heaps of cum she found all over the bed and her body. It was like ambrosia to her.

“Your slave, Master,” Rhonda cooed with perfect delight.

Elly had never heard her friend so content, or so perfectly sexified. 

Rhonda continued. “I am your slave, now and forever. Thank you so much for fucking all of my horrible will away.”

“I did...I did what?” William put a hand to his head. “Oh god. I did fucking what?”

Elly stepped forward. “You...you don’t know?”

“Of course I don’t know! I’ve never even...I mean with you...I mean that was my first time. Ever. With anybody! I got set up on that date by my sister. She thought I was too...too introspective, I don’t know. A shut-in.”

A glimmering feeling of pride swelled within Elly, even though she knew it shouldn’t have. She was his first. Her alpha god had been brought to this earth by whatever special force her hot cunt had laying in wait.

“No,” he wiped his face, pacing. “No, I can remember now. Images. It’s like looking through a lens or something. I felt...I feel something with you. Something really, really old. Like we’re magnets or something. Am I nuts? Do you feel that?”

Elly definitely did. She nodded eagerly. “I don’t know what it is. And I know that what’s happened to Rhonda is wrong, but...” she rushed toward him and then held back, holding her hands around her sides. “...but oh my god I still just want you so much, William. I can’t explain it.”

He sat down on a chair. It took all of Elly’s willpower not to hop on his lap and stroke his hair and kiss his cute face. He pointed at Rhonda.

“I don’t know exactly what’s happened...but I did everything to that one—”

“Rhonda.”

“Right, Rhonda. I did everything to her that I did to you. And you’re not...”

“Mindless? Hypnotized by lust? Your complete devoted servant?”

Bits of anger had leaked into her voice. Elly couldn’t tell if it was because Rhonda’s life had abruptly been shattered, or because the same hadn’t been done to her.

“Right. Look, I know you must be mad with me, but...” he took a breath, holding his chest. “That wasn’t me. I don’t know what’s inside me. I just know that something about you unlocked it...and something about you is able to withstand it. And if...Elly, if it comes out again, I might take someone else. Please...you’re the only one who can help me. You must feel that. I think you’re immune somehow. Otherwise you’d be...you’d be just like her.”

She had noticed that too...and she couldn’t ignore that surge of power she had felt when they fucked for the first time. Certainly, much of it had come from him, but she also felt something coming from within herself as well. Was there something special about her, interacting with whatever it was that had unleashed in him? 

Sighing, she came closer to him. Despite herself, she felt even a little bad for him. Who would want to completely wipe out the mind of some complete stranger? It was a terrible thing to have on a conscience.

Even if—some naughty and terrible and quite vocal part of her mind whispered—even if it was sort of hot.

Even if that was the sort of thing that she fantasized about so often—having a stud in control of her life, her every decision. A stud so powerful that he could take whoever he wanted—an alpha stud god who needed her to even become that stud to begin with...and needed her to tame him as well. Her pussy sent thrills of pleasure up and down her body at the thought.

She took his hand and drew close to him.

“I do feel it, William. I’ll help you. I’ll do whatever I can.”

“I have an idea about that, but I don’t know if you’ll like it.”

“Yes?”

She hoped he was going to suggest kissing him. She felt herself needing to do that again now that she had touched him.

“I think...I think this...this thing inside me. I think it's tied to my arousal. I think if I'm turned on for too long, it comes out. And then even if it cums a lot, it's still not sated. Not until every woman I see...it sees, is filled. So I have to nip it in the bud. So could you...I mean—”

“You need to me to make you not be aroused?”

He smiled, sheepish. “Yeah. Could you just, you know, stroke me off? I...I need it, Elly. To stay in control. I need...I need you.”

Her heart leapt. Oh god yes. She could do that. She wanted to so bad. Trying not to let her need and lust show so nakedly on her face, she nodded and slipped down onto one of his legs, stroking his naked, stiffening cock. Feeling tender, she kissed his forehead as she began. He kissed her back. 

“I can’t help but feel the most disastrous feelings for you, Elly.”

“I know,” she said. “Me too.”

And Elly held this man so tight, this man who had so quickly become her entire world, stroking his thick, hard cock in the quiet hotel room. She kissed him, trying to lose herself in his lips, his hardness, and struggled to keep her mind free of thoughts of what she had gotten into, and whether she ever wanted to get out.

# # #
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Bound by forces they had no comprehension of, William, Elly, and the newly-christened slave Rhonda arrived at Elly’s small one-story house in the suburbs early in the morning, trying to sort out what to do next.

Well, that was only accurate up to a point. Elly certainly wanted to know what to do next, but she was busy trying to negotiate between parallel parking on the street and stroking William’s cock, trying to keep his new urges under control. In the backseat, Rhonda was watching the redheaded Elly’s efforts with longing, fingering her clit and giving herself orgasm after shuddering orgasm, which William had allowed her to do on the way there after much begging from Rhonda. 

The voluptuous Elly stroked William so diligently because if he went too long without orgasming, they had discovered, his arousal level would build up enough reserves to unleash the massively built, incredibly dominant stud god hidden somewhere inside of him. And then, he might break the minds and wills of more women just like he had done to Rhonda. For whatever reason, Elly was immune.

It was, Elly had to admit, a very odd situation all around.

Of course, Elly loved stroking him. She loved the feel of his cock in her hands, how strong he was, how slick his rod felt from his precum and all the numerous times he had cum since they had met only hours before. 

He stared at her with clear lust in the seat across from her, moaning and groaning through another round of spurting, covering her hand with his white gooey gift. She put the car into park and licked her hand dry, trying to show him how much he meant to her, already, even after just meeting him mere hours before in the hotel where they had come from. 

Their connection was raw, hot, animalistic. She didn’t know why it was so strong. She didn’t care.

It was six in the morning now, and Saturday. Elly had hoped that would be early enough for no one to see them—she didn’t really know how to explain the man who was naked except for a pair of torn pants (William’s alter-ego had destroyed much of his clothing) and her friend Rhonda who was doting after the half-naked William and calling him Master. They drove William’s car, as it had been closer to them in the parking lot next to the hotel where they had all met.

“Okay,” he said, nodding. “I’m ready.”

Already, she could see his member stiffening slightly as he looked at her. She felt a rush of pride move through her. His stamina and endurance had apparently increased quite a bit with the awakening of whatever beast was inside of him. Elly wore her dress from the night before, short and blue, showing off quite a bit of leg.

They stepped out of the car and rushed across the short lawn to get inside Elly’s house. She heard a door open next door, and saw her neighbor Katya begin arranging the trash cans to take them out to the curb. She was dressed in a tight pair of shorts and a faded gray tee. Waving her hands, Elly rushed William and Rhonda inside, turning around to smile at Katya. 

The cute young eighteen year-old had long straight blond hair that stretched halfway down her back. She was rather slender—and would have seemed almost dangerously skinny if not for the clear lean musculature filling her arms, torso, and legs. Her eyes were enormous and blue and somehow managed to always captivate Elly’s attention when they were talking.

“Hey there, stranger,” said Katya, beaming a bright smile. “Having guests over?”

“Oh, yeah. Yep. Guests!”

Elly really had no idea how to answer. Her mind, while somewhat alert, was also thoroughly exhausted by the night’s erotic events. An arrangement of weird nods and hand wavy motions accompanied all her words.

“Did you guys go clubbing all night or something?”

Elly nodded, still not knowing what to do with her eyes or mouth.

“You just, y’know. I’ve never seen you stay out before.”

A long, elaborate shrug pushed through Elly’s body, seemingly of its own volition. Words started spilling out of her, all by themselves. 

“Oh we just had, you know, sort of a late night. It’s been a weird night all around!” Elly tried to laugh. “I guess we’ll see you later okay bye!”

And with that, Elly rushed inside, feeling bad.

Katya was a sweet girl, new in town. She was going to school at the university downtown not too far from where Elly worked. They had run into each other a number of times, and so far, Elly had turned down Katya’s frequent offers to grab a cup of coffee.

Katya had been asking about three or four times a week, as a matter of fact. 

That was frequent, wasn’t it? That was really frequent. She must have really been looking for a friend.

It wasn’t that Elly wasn’t happy to talk with her. She just hadn’t had time. She hoped that Katya didn’t think she disliked her—and with the way Elly just blew her off, now Katya had even more reason to think that was the case.

Great. World’s worst neighbor. 

Elly sighed. She could worry about it later. 

Inside her small house, William was already fending off the lithe, slender Rhonda. She bit down on her thick lower lip, gazing needfully at her Master.

He had sat down on the couch, and Rhonda was there in front of him, on her knees, begging with her hands up.

“May I just nuzzle your feet, Master?” she asked. “I promise not to suck your toes if you don’t want me to. But please, can I curl up next to them?”

William looked over at Elly, desperate for help. Elly thought he looked a bit cute, and had to resist the urge to tell him to let the poor girl be his footwarmer.

Rhonda was her friend, her dearest friend, this was totally true. And Elly did want her friend to have her mind and her will to herself. But at the same time...Elly’s cunt just got so quivery and hot from imagining Rhonda sucking off her new lover. These competing desires seemed to be par for the course when it came to William.

“What if you got us some drinks, Rhonda?” suggested Elly.

Rhonda, excitedly, nodded up at William. “Master? Would you like a drink?”

“Yes. Some...some water, please. With ice. And whatever Elly wants.”

Rhonda turned to Elly, that same vacant, pleasant emptiness in her eyes.

“None for me, thanks.”

The interior of Elly’s home was quaint, nice. She had framed posters of old sixties rock-and-roll bands on the red-painted walls for a sort of vintage look. Her living room had the standard arrangement of television, couch, coffee table, and a few potted plants in the corners. Her bedroom was down the hall at the end of the living room, as was the bathroom and the laundry room. The kitchen, next to the entryway, was at the other end.

William tugged her close, pulling her down on the couch on top of him. They kissed for a moment. She loved his lips, the shape of them. Such perfectly shaped, perfectly thick lips. She dragged her teeth off them as he pulled away. 

“I really need you to stroke me off again.”

“Already?”

“Yeah.” 

His cheeks were flushed. He was embarrassed! That was cute. She pulled his pants down, admiring his wiry musculature. He was so cut. The turn of his obliques melding down to his hips made her heart race.

“I’m sorry. She’s just...so hot. And so eager. It’s...so...”

Elly was already stroking him. Elly enjoyed giving him the handjobs, but she had to make them so quick! She knew that William was afraid of his dominant side—his alter-ego. Stud-ego. Studform.

Mmmph. Elly had to struggle with herself not to let that happen. It was so tempting to encourage that hot, wickedly dominating side of his come out to play, to dominate her. Maybe...maybe if he was out long enough, then he could shatter whatever immunity Elly seemed to have? Then she wouldn't have to have any cares or worries ever again. Just hot, blissful obedience to her Master.

She knew it was wrong to want that, but...god. He was so fucking hot like that!

“Yeah, Master,” she moaned, sliding her hand up and down on his cock. “Tell me what your slave is to you...”

She got a thrill from calling him that. 

“El...Elly...”

Rhonda strutted back over and handed William his drink. Shaking a bit, he took it. 

Taking a long sip, he kept his eyes on her. She imagined the slippery feel of the drink sliding down his throat, and wanted her own special drink just from him. 

She knew that they needed to spend some time on fixing their problem, on focusing on whatever it was that was happening to them. 

William wasn't the only one who had power awakened within him. Something had woken up in Elly as well in the hotel. Something that had both woken William's studform, but also calmed it as well, something that had been able to bring William back to himself. It was like—if Elly was willing to give in to her romantic thoughts—like they were made for each other. 

She could feel that power within her, even now, pushing and tingling her insides, like her soul was on fire. But William was so close, and so good, and so warm and it felt so nice to snuggle up against him and hear him speak. 

“That...that’s so hot...” he said finally, taking a long sip from his water glass. “When you call me Master. I like that a lot. But I’m afraid if you keep talking like that, I’m going to change again.”

She slowed her strokes. “You’re right.”

“Can we talk about something else?”

She slipped her legs over his, sliding her thigh forward gently into his crotch. Fuck, he was sooo hot. He had a lantern jaw and deep dark eyes that made him just so impossible to ignore. 

Still stroking his thick, precum-slathered cock softly, she stared at him soulfully as his hands slid up and down her soft thighs. Occasionally, he would lean forward and give her a squeeze on her ass, her hips, her waist with his free hand. She didn’t mind in the slightest. She liked the way he touched her, his hands so rough but still so gentle.

They couldn’t just stare at each other this whole time—though it seemed William was very content doing just that. She set his glass down on the nearby coffee table, wanting his hands more free to adore her.

“So, Mr. Mysterious William. What do you do?” she asked him.

She certainly felt like she should know something about him other than the fact that she was desperate for his cock practically all the time. 

He smiled, shaking his head. “I’m a security guard, for now. My brother is too, and he landed me the job when I got laid off.”

“You used to be in business?”

“No, I was a firefighter. Just for about six months, though. Budget cuts, plus my rookie status, meant I was one of the first to go. I still volunteer, but...”

“It’s not the same.” 

“Right.” He toyed with the blue fabric of her dress. “What about you? What do you do?”

“I'm just working in an office right now. I do social media stuff. Nothing exciting like security.”

He laughed. “Trust me. It's not that exciting. It's better that way.”

“Did you save anybody? As a firefighter, I mean.”

He shrugged. “Sure. I mean, probably. Where I was, we had a lot of brushfires. So we saved a lot of houses, a lot of livestock. We had to work in tandem with park rangers, local police, that sort of thing. But nobody out of a burning building, if that’s what you mean.”

She leaned forward, pressing her big tits, so perfectly primed in her tight dress, against his arm. 

“I bet you would have,” she purred, feeling flirtatious. “I bet you would have saved so many people. You’re so very brave.”

“I’m brave, huh?”

“Oh yes. I have a sense about these matters, and I can sense all sorts of good things about you.”

Rhonda appeared to be waiting for the slightest pause in Elly and William’s conversation, which had appeared now. Her eyes were latched firmly onto William's cock, still being stroked by Elly.

“Please, Master? May I touch it? May I serve you? Oh Master, please?”

She was sliding her fingers over her crotch, not quite being ordered to touch her pussy and so therefore not doing it.

“Rhonda...Rhonda, stop that,” said William, making a face. “Stop touching yourself.”

She did, clearly in discomfort. Elly was worried.

“Rhonda...are you okay?”

Rhonda clearly heard her, but did not respond. Perhaps in her Master’s presence, she felt obligated only to respond to whatever he said. William picked up on this as well.

“Rhonda, are you all right?” he asked.

“I am in your presence, Master. All is wonderful and well.”

“You look like you're in pain. You sound like it, too.”

“I...I cannot lie, Master. Not pleasuring you is discomfiting for me. And to see you in pleasure, without touching myself...that is very difficult. I feel as though my soul is being spread apart, like bread dough.”

“Oh god,” said William, head rolling back.

Elly took a breath. “What do we do?”

“I don’t know...I don’t know!” 

He tried to sit up on the couch somewhat. Elly followed him, keeping her hand on his perfect cock. God, she wanted to just sink her mouth down and suck him for the rest of the day. 

William continued. “I mean, I don’t want to force myself on her, but if it’s hurting her not to pleasure herself...”

Elly couldn’t help but feel turned on the thought of her man ordering her best friend around. It seemed completely right, somehow, for Rhonda to be doing it. She was a slave, now. She was a slave and William was her Master. Whenever they could change that, maybe they would, but for now, that was the reality of the situation. They should just accept it and make the best of it.

And have her man fuck as many women as possible. Elly suppressed a moan with the thought.

“You should do it.”

William nodded, shrugging and making a face.

“I’m sorry, I know she’s your friend, I just—”

“Shh, it’s okay,” Elly put a finger to his lips, smiling wickedly. “I know you don’t want her enslaved. And neither do I. We’ll fix that, somehow. But while she’s like that...we may as well enjoy it, right?”

“What?”

Elly started picking up the pace with her strokes. His cock twitched hotly in her hand. She leaned in and whispered in his ear.

“I think it’s really hot you’ve enslaved my friend, William. I really do. I...I find it so fucking hot that you’re the only cock that’s ever been inside of her...I find that so hot, Master.”

He moaned at the title, just like she had wanted. 

“And I find it even hotter that you could make her do whatever you say. I think that’s so, so sexy.”

“Oh fuck. Oh...oh, Elly...”

William’s cock strengthened once again in her hands. Elly purred with the need to see him cum again.

Elly wanted her friend to return to normal. She really did. And yet, she couldn’t help but feel that it would be so hot, so incredibly, earth-shakingly, pussy-wettingly hot if Rhonda never did. If her will was lost, forever. If she was serving and adoring Elly and especially William for the rest of her life.

Something about that made the hot lusty engines of Elly’s wicked mind purr in attention. 

“Yeah,” Elly moaned. “Cum for me, baby, please? Cum thinking about my friend being your slave. Cum thinking about us both serving you...cum because you’re my Master.”

“Oh god, Elly...”

“Call me your slave? Please, Master? Say I’m your slave.”

“You’re my slave,” he moaned, like a chant. “You’re my slave. You’re my fucking slave. You’re my slave oh fuck oh Elly...”

“Tell Rhonda to touch herself, please? Tell her to cum? Call her your slave too!”

“Rhonda...cum for me slave. Touch yourself and cum, slave.”

Rhonda moaned with delight. “Yes, Master!”

Watching Rhonda respond immediately, needing only the barest of touches before another wave of orgasms rushed through her, must have been too much for William. With a long shuddering moan, holding Elly tight, he came, spurting all over Elly's dress. 

She loved watching the bliss cross over his handsome face. Staring into his eyes while he came was like some kind of perfect dream come true. She licked up his cum, sliding each and every bit into her mouth. After breathing hard for several moments, he stood up, gently moving her off of his lap. 

“I need a shower, all right? I think I’m okay for now. But I’d like some time to think.”

Elly was amazed—and always had been, really—at the ability of an orgasm for men to clear their heads. Her orgasms only left her more turned on, usually. They turned her thoughts to sorghum. With a man, it seemed like the orgasm just cleared out his docket, and let him focus on other things. William was, apparently, not so different in that regard.

She watched the ass of her man as he walked into the bathroom, so nicely shaped, and let out a long sigh.

Fuck, I love him.

And then she thought—oh no.

She...she loved him. Oh wow. Oh no. Oh...oh god, could she really be sure about that?

It was just that she had never felt anything like this before. This felt so good, so real and permanent. Everything about him was so endlessly fascinating and her entire body felt like it was lit on fire when he was near and ohh oh god...

There was a gentle knock at the door. Elly, still in a daze, didn't bother to change out of her cum-stained dress or even move Rhonda somewhere less visible as she walked over to answer it.

It was Katya—dressed now completely differently than she had been before.

She wore a tiny denim skirt with a metal-studded belt. Her long, tanned legs looked splendid and polished. She had not a hair out of place, framing her youthful, vibrant face. Her halter top was tight, allowing the firm, perky lift of her breasts to be on sexy display.

“We need to talk,” Katya said, barely looking at Elly as she rushed inside. 

“Wait, no—”

It was too late. She walked right by Rhonda fingering herself, moaning and purring against the ground in a post-orgasmic haze, whispering “Master...Masterrr...”

Elly was certain that Katya was going to call the cops as soon as she saw the slender blonde having her way with herself. Instead, she merely raised an eyebrow. 

“I suppose that’s why I noticed such spikes of raw power emanating from here. Do you know that every second she thinks about him, she’s only more and more enslaved? That’s some seriously powerful stuff, Elly.”

Elly closed the door, shaking her head. “I...what? You what? Second what?”

Katya smiled. Her eyes, clear and blue and large, dominated much of her beautiful face. 

“Right. Sorry. You don’t know.”

She grabbed Elly’s hands. Her grip was soft, her palms softer.

“Sit down with me, yes?”

They both sat down on the nearby couch, facing each other. Katya kept her hands attached to Elly’s. On the other end of the house, Elly heard the shower starting. 

“You need to hear something, and you need to hear it right away. It’s the only way any of this is going to make any sense at all.”

“O-okay?”

Elly’s head was spinning. She felt like Katya’s grip was the only thing keeping her attached to the ground. 

“You’re a witch, Elly. That’s why I’ve been trying to talk with you.”

“Wh-what?”

“You’re a witch. I’m a witch too. We are both witches, you and I. We possess immense amounts of power and are part of an incredibly ancient sisterhood.”

Elly waited for signs of a joke. Some glimmering of a smile floating around Katya’s lips. But there was nothing—just brutal, stark sincerity. She could hear Rhonda’s gentle schlicking sounds in the background, her moans punctuating the constant quivers of her pleasure.

“That’s...that’s a lot to take in.”

“I know, dear. But you need to know it. There’s so much you need to know—so much you need to train! There is, I can sense, a rather large reserve of power within you, and the sooner you learn how to control it, the better off you’ll be.”

Elly tried to look away from Katya's gaze, finding it a bit hard. Looking away from such a beautiful woman had not been high on Elly's priority list as of late.

“What do you mean? Can’t I just...just ignore it? I’ve been doing that so far.”

“Ignore it?” Katya drew back, like she had been slapped. “No. No, you can’t do that. It’s a wonderful thing, being gifted, and besides that, when witches go too long without using power, the result can be...rather unfortunate.”

“What do you mean?”

“You know how if you’re constantly pouring hot water into a tupperware, and it gets all melty and weird? It’s sort of like that.”

“Oh. Oh god.”

“Right. So we’re going to learn, yes?”

“Yes.”

God, yes. Anything not to have melty parts. She wondered if she could learn from home. Was witching like a correspondence course? Were there schools? Tutors? She had so many questions running through her mind—and they all seemed valid. She decided to start small.

“Why didn’t I know earlier?”

“Witchery isn’t puberty, dear.” Katya let out a small, slightly condescending laugh. “It takes time to develop and set in. It takes years and years and years. Many witches don’t even know about their powers until they’re forty or fifty. I was fifty-eight when I found out.”

“Fifty-eight? What are you talking about?”

Katya giggled and tossed her long, lustrous blond hair back. “I know, right? I look amazing, don’t I?”

“Well, yes.”

“That’s part of our gift. We’re immortal. Sort of. We need to...well.” Katya made a face. “This next part is sensitive, so I need you to hear me out, all right?”

This sounded bad. 

“It’s sensitive?”

“You may not like it. And it involves hurting people. Well, mortals, anyway. I know you think of them as people right now, but once you’ve lived a few hundred years, that opinion starts shifting around.”

“You don’t think of mortals—” Elly stopped herself. “You don’t think of people as people?”

“More like children squabbling around in a playground. You’ll see. But look, we stay immortal through draining.”

Elly's heart started pounding, and not in a good way.

“That...that sounds probably exactly as evil as I imagine it is.”

“'Evil’ is such a harsh word. Try 'necessary.'”

At this point, Elly wasn't sure if she could try anything that Katya said. 

The problem was that, if Elly was willing to sift through the haze of lust that had been the last twelve hours or so, there wasn't any other explanation for what she had seen and felt that even began to make the slightest bit of sense. And now that she had a name for it—that she was a witch, of all things—she was already starting to attach herself to the idea. 

Magic. Real. 

Yes, she could believe that.

“So...” Elly struggled. “...we drain just any old person?”

Katya shook her head, smiling and gripping Elly's hand tighter. “No, of course not. That would be evil. And draining a normal mortal wouldn’t last us very long, besides. A few years, maybe. No—there are men. Special men. Men with power. Lots and lots of it. They don’t know about it—sort of like how you didn’t.”

A deep dread started to form inside of Elly's heart.

“You’re drawn to William, dear, because there’s an enormous reserve of power inside of him. Your power is awakening...and the threads of fate just sort of started pulling you two into each other by proximity. It’s completely preordained that you would drain him with me, Elly.”

“Drain him? Are you kidding? I love him!”

She said that with such conviction, as if it had been true for ten thousand years. That is sort of what it felt like—even though the truth was that she had only known (if she could call it knowing) for less than ten minutes.

“Oh, dear.” Katya tsked, shaking her head. “Oh dear, dear, dear. That won’t do at all. You don’t understand, do you? We can harvest his power...I can share him with you. If what I've been sensing is correct, he’s powerful enough to give us both at least a good two or three hundred years of youth and beauty. Could you imagine?”

“I do understand all that, I think,” said Elly. “But I’m not sure if you do. Understand me, I mean.”

“Look, if you’re worried about losing a good fuck, I completely understand, dear. I really do.” Katya nodded sympathetically. “But imagine! You’ll be as hot as you like for two hundred years! Do you know how many doors open up to gorgeous women? I’ve earned over five figures just last month from men who were in love with me.”

“And I suppose you didn’t use any magic to convince him of that.”

Katya smiled with a rather lascivious amount of guilt. “Well, maybe a little just to push their minds in the right direction...but that was only speeding up the inevitable.”

Elly sighed, brushing her hair back. Katya really was so very fucking pretty. Her recently re-awakened bisexual side—so thoroughly indulged in with Rhonda—was having trouble not noticing Katya’s clear beauty. So, it was an easy thing to imagine Katya extorting or blackmailing or just plain convincing men to give her money through her beauty.

But, this wasn't going to work. Elly couldn't allow anything to happen to Katya.

“I mean,” said Elly. “I really, really appreciate that you are...trying to show me the ropes, here. I do. I think it’s very...” Elly searched for tact. “...very gracious of you. But I just can’t drain the man I love. Can’t there be...other men? You’re so gorgeous now. Certainly you’ve got many years of beauty ahead of you. Why not just wait?”

Katya's face had become very serious. “A find like this isn’t something we wait on, Elly. There’s bigger concerns.”

“Bigger concerns? Like what?”

“Don’t worry about it.”

“I am worried about it.”

Katya shrugged. “I think, that if you've seen what's happened to Rhonda there, then you already know our concerns.”

“Oh...” Elly sighed. “Oh god.”

“He won't stop, Elly. Your immunity has lasted you this long, but if he has enough power built up inside of him, it won't matter. He'll take everyone he sees.”

“I just...I thought I was...different.” Elly's head drooped down.

“I'm sorry, dear.”

A terrific sadness had replaced the dread inside of Elly—or had landed on top of it, and now the two wrestled for dominance in her roiling belly.

“No, I mean, I could feel it. I could feel that it didn't affect me.” As she said the words, the memory of the feeling became that much more clear. “That it almost...didn't want to, I think.”

“I understand. I'm just telling you that whatever you thought you felt was just a result of our natural immunity from being witches. I'm as immune as you are.”

Elly wasn't sure she believed that. But maybe she just didn't want to believe it. 

God, she wished she knew more about magic!

“I don't care. I don't care!” Elly stood up, pointing at the door. “I’m sorry, but I need you to leave, please. I just, I don’t want any part of it. I want you to leave until William and I can figure this out, okay?”

Katya stood up with her. She cupped Elly's face—her hands were filled with warmth, and sent a long, hot shiver through Elly's body.

“Ah, well. It’s a shame you don’t want to cooperate. I suppose you can just hang out in the closet, okay?”

Elly tried to say something in response, but then felt the hot tendrils of Katya’s magic slinking around her. She realized suddenly they had been wrapping around her for quite some time now—it was only now, though, that she realized they were there. Like a snake in hiding, they struck and constricted—and Elly couldn’t move or speak.

Casually, Katya picked her up—levitating her off the ground and leading her through the small house on a sparkling leash—and slipped her into the bedroom closet. 

“I know you’re thinking, ‘You bitch. What are you doing?’ Right?” 

Katya giggled. Her tits bounced in her tiny top. 

“Well...um, that’s sort of a dumb question though, right? Obviously, based on the conversation we just had, I’m going to completely seduce the love of your life and then transform him into a lifeless husk, duh. And make you watch, also. Because you need to learn this lesson to be a proper witch.”

Elly continued to struggle as Katya levitated her into the bedroom—locking the door behind her to keep Rhonda out—and then into the closet. She shut the door. 

Elly could see through the slats of the closet into the room—her queen-sized bed with its green sheets, the beige walls, the dresser with the long mirror on top. Idly, she wished she had less shoes—her legs were mashed against at least half a dozen pairs and it wasn't very comfortable in there.

She could hear the water of the shower turn off. Katya smiled and winked at Elly, and arranged herself on the bed. Elly watched her try out a few poses—bent over, laying supine, elbows-up on her belly. Her body, with each pose, looked more and more sexy.

She could hear William step out of the shower and grab a towel off the rack, drying himself.

“Elly?”

Katya had settled on just a normal sitting position, her legs crossed and swinging. Her legs were long, exquisitely muscled, and bronzed. 

After another minute, William walked out, looking down at himself and the teddy-bear plus hearts shirt he had stretched over his broad chest. “Elly, I put on a shirt of yours. I hope that’s all right. It doesn’t really fit, but it was the only thing you had. Some sweat pants too.”

Inanely, Elly worried that he would think that she was some insane shut-in when he had seen the gross amount of sweat pants and flannel pajama bottoms she had. It got cold in the house, dammit!

She sighed, frustrated with herself—that was really not the main issue at hand right now. 

“Hi there, stud.”

Katya’s voice dripped sex. In fact, all of her did. Where only minutes before, her body language, posture, gestures and even her intonation bespoke of an innocent teenage girl who was just learning the ways of the world, now that was all changed. Now, Katya was pure teenage seductress, a girl who had been with all kinds of men—but who especially needed the one she saw now.

Elly could sense sharp tugging sensations in the air—strings of magic wrapping around William, pulling him toward Katya. And if she focused on those sensations, she could just almost see sharp, twinkling, glittering bands running through the air.

Magic.

“Who are you?” asked William.

“I’m Katya, darling. Didn’t Elly mention me to you?”

“Elly? No. Where is Elly?”

“She’s out. She went to get you some new clothes. She thought you would need them.” Katya smirked. “It looks like she was right.”

“Listen, I don’t know who you are, but you...you’ve got to get out of here.”

“Do I? But I just got here, and this bed is so comfy. Come try it. You look like you need to relax a little.”

William shook his head. “What were you going to talk with Elly about? I can...I can tell her, and you two can meet again later.”

“She said...she said some things that I found really hot.”

“Wh-what do you mean?” William gulped. 

“She said you were just...irresistible. And that you turned all these women into slaves.”

“Just...just one woman.”

“Mmm.” Katya tossed her hair back, touching one erect, visible nipple. That’s sooo hot. I bet you could turn anybody you thought was hot into your slave, couldn’t you?”

“No. I mean, maybe. I mean, I don’t know. I’m not sure how it works.”

Inexplicably, Elly was so fucking turned on by this. Katya was doing a hell of a job of making the room hot. She was, in fact, rooting for William to turn into his dominant side. Turn, she screamed at him with her thoughts. Turn! That's the only way you can live!

Katya slid a finger down her neck to her breasts. 

“Do you think I’m really hot, William?”

He nodded dumbly, eyes tracing the line her finger was making. Katya had centuries of seduction experience wrapped in the body of a hot, tight, perfect eighteen year-old girl. She was irresistible. Elly found herself not blaming William at all for falling for the witch babe.

“I could be all yours, you know. Alllll yours. You wouldn’t have to worry about Elly at all. Or you could have me and her together. Would you like that? Would you like to fuck both of us? To own both of us? Sir?”

William groaned long and deep, his voice beginning to sound otherworldly. He wrapped his hands around his chest.

“Please...I can feel...I can feel it trying to get out. You don’t know what you’re asking. I’m going to...going to...”

“You’re going to what, Sir? You’re going to get all big and hunky? You’re going to fucking own me?” Katya slipped up on the bed, getting on all fours and slipping up her tight skirt to show William her ass—and her complete lack of panties. “Go on, then. I want it. I can handle it. Get fucking big. Fucking own me, baby.”

Through the slat in the closet, Elly watched him change. For a moment, it just seemed like he was shaking. Then a long, deep rumbling filled the house. The walls cracked open, and the radiator in the corner burst apart.

The shirt of hers that he had put on ripped apart, practically dissolving. The pants split open and then fell down in tatters, his massive cock quickly rising to hardness. It was enormous. He was enormous. Easily over seven foot tall and four hundred pounds of solid, incredible muscle. Each part of him was chiseled from stone—god, to even suggest that he had a six-pack was ridiculous. He had a ten-pack at least.

Outside the room, they could hear Rhonda moaning and purring against the door, calling out for her Master. Elly could imagine her best friend’s fingers buried deep inside of her pussy, needing so bad to see her Alpha Stud God. 

Elly was feeling much the same way. Her pussy was on fire. Oh god, she wanted to touch herself so bad! Now that she had seen the Stud again, she couldn't imagine being anywhere but on her knees. Her submissive nature was crying out for release.

She had never been one for monogamy. Before she had met William, when she imagined herself being attached to someone, it always constructed in her mind as more of a partnership. She and that partner would look out for each other, and be the first priority to each other, no matter what. 

If Elly decided to sleep with someone else, that shouldn’t have been a problem for her ideal partner—and if her partner decided to sleep with someone else, Elly had decided not to have a problem with that.

It was only now, though, as she watched William (or Other-William) about to fuck Katya that Elly realized how much her man fucking another woman really turned her on.

Katya’s big blue eyes had become even bigger, her perfectly formed mouth trembling with lust. She dropped to her knees, her hands tugging at her tiny top, trying to strip it off herself..

“Oh...oh my...oh my fucking shit...”

Elly could see all of the tendrils of Katya’s magic glowing bright red in the room—and then shattering into small clouds of sparks as the Stud walked right through them.

“Oh...oh my god.” Katya had succeeded now in ripping off her top, revealing the pert, perky nature of her full, sexy tits. “Oh my god. I was wrong. I was so wrong. Oh my god, please! Please fuck me! Please, take me now!”

Katya’s immediate transformation—from haughty seductress to needy slut—was both gratifying, terrifying, and electrifying for Elly. She was so turned on by the thought of that vain, arrogant witch getting her mind fucked away by her Man...and she knew that she would be able to watch. William would go on to live, and go on to conquer, and she would be right at his side, begging him to do it more and more.

The Stud was fully hard now, his cock as hard as a crowbar. He pushed Katya down to her knees on the bed—his cock was level with her torso. He dwarfed the hot witch, and she looked like she enjoyed the size difference, that it turned her on how he could break her in half without even much of an effort.

“Naughty little slut,” he boomed, “trying to control that whelp of a man. You should know better.”

Katya nodded enthusiastically. “I should know better, Master. I should be taught a fucking lesson.”

Gripping her by the throat, he brought her gorgeous face up to his gigantic mouth.

“You worship me, now. I am all that is to you.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned, her eyes full of terror and need. “All that is!”

Elly knew, intrinsically, that all of Katya’s terror was terror of not being good enough to please her new Master. It was the terror that he would let her will return, that he would end his total and complete dominance of her mind. He pushed her down back on all fours, her ass up at him.

Thrusting violently, he pushed his enormous cock deep inside Katya's tight, needy pussy. A hot, long bulge was visible beneath the flesh of Katya’s taut, tiny sexy belly. 

Katya's hair flew all over, her tits bouncing, as he drilled into her again and again.

Elly was so turned on as she watched. There were just so many angles of him she could see now! His amazingly chiseled ass, flexing and unflexing. The massive and intricate lines of his heavily muscled back. The mountains of his shoulders, the throbbing hot rocks of his triceps. 

And the pleasure that he was giving! The pleasure he was receiving! There was something so incredibly erotic about watching the man of her dreams thrust and fuck harder and harder into Katya’s cunt, owning her, more and more of Katya’s weak, frivolous will being dissolved and eradicated with each new mighty pound of his enormous cock. 

He was a God. He was a Stud God on this earth.

And he was there...just for Elly.

Elly realized she could move. She could go and worship just like she needed! She burst out of the closet.

Immediately she slid on top of the bed with him. He took her by the throat and drew her near. His grip on her body, on her throat, felt so right and so hot.

“More witch cunt,” he growled. “Good.”

His mouth came over hers, his hot, rough tongue pushing down inside of her mouth. Elly moaned, bliss filling up her body.

“Oh yeah, Master,” moaned Katya, her Stud’s cock filling her completely. “Kiss her. Kiss your chosen girl. Kiss your fucking mate. Yeah!”

“That’s right, girl,” said the Stud. “You are my mate.”

His mate. The very word made Elly's cunt fill with hot bliss. There was nothing else she could imagine being better than to be the one chosen, by him, to be his forever. 

The only thing better was—and in her heart of hearts she knew this to be the truth—that it wasn’t just him who had chosen her. It was, as Katya had intimated earlier, something more along the lines of the universe dictating it. That they had met because the music of the cosmos needed their union to sing at its very loudest.

“I'm your mate,” Elly moaned. “I'm your mate!”

“Beg me to cum,” he ordered. “Beg me to own this slut.”

“Please!” she moaned obediently. “Own her! Cum in her! Please, Master, cum! I need to see it, oh my god!”

And at her behest, the Stud God came, spilling himself inside of Katya. His exhalation was deep and long, his huge hands digging hard into Katya's tight, young, small body. 

His magnificent pleasure filled the room, the house. Elly could hear Rhonda cumming outside the door, and could certainly see Katya cumming as her pussy overflowed with his white, hot, gooey seed. He pulled out and sprayed down Katya's back, covering her body and hair with his yummy jizz. 

Elly came with him too—and felt herself releasing something as she did. Something old, something powerful...something that wrapped around William even as she wrapped herself around him.

And so, breathing hard, the hot yellow light fled from the Stud's eyes, and he slowly shrank down and reverted back to his normal William self.

“Fuck.” He put a hand on his face. “It happened again, didn't it?”

In his daze, he looked at Katya, staring up at him with complete worship.

“Do not fret, Master,” she moaned, turning over on the bed, smearing his cum everywhere. “You will be yourself again. We can make sure of it. I know spells that can aid your transformation.”

“You can make me normal?”

“Oh yes. You will be your normal, studly self forever...and this mortal form will fade from you forever.”

He withdrew from her, like she had opened a bag of snakes.

“No,” he said, throwing his hands up in the air. “No, that’s not what I want. I...that other one...he’s different. It’s me, but it’s not, do you understand?”

Elly nodded, moving toward him. She wanted to touch him, to love him, so badly. “I think so. It opens up things you want, but...those things, all of them feel like they’re out of your control.”

“Yes,” he said, looking at her with some relief. “How did you—”

“Because that’s how I feel every time I look at you.” She slipped her hands around his waist, staring up at him, trying to exude every bit of her feeling for him. “Because...because I’m in love with you, William. Already. I am, completely. And I can’t help it, and it’s shaping every decision I make...and I already just gave in to it and I want to help you do whatever makes you feel right.”

William's mouth opened and then closed again. “Wow...wow.” 

He drew her closer. His breaths landed on her lips, so hot. But he didn't kiss her.

“Elly, I...I think I may feel the same way, but it’s not fair to say it to you.”

“N-not fair? What do you mean?”

“I mean...I mean you...you have to go. It’s not safe for you here, with me. She thought she was safe, right? She must have. She had some...some plan? That's what this other side is telling me. That she was dangerous, and I took care of the danger. Well, what if whatever’s protecting you goes away?”

Tears started forming in Elly's eyes. She shook her head. 

“I won’t go. I won’t, ever. I need you, William. I love you! This is real, true love!”

“Yes,” moaned Katya. “I love you too, Master! True love!”

He waved his hand at Katya in frustration “Do you see? Do you see how difficult this is? You love me...she loves me. I am...I'm flattered, I'm conflicted, I'm totally confused. I don't know what to trust, Elly.”

Her love was different, though. It was. She needed him...needed him in a way that only she could. It wasn’t because of his power, it was because of him.

But for William...it must have been so hard to see the difference. He shook his head again.

“I’m sorry, Elly. If you won’t go, then I have to. I can’t let whatever’s in me hurt you. I care too much about you.”

She hung her head down. “Cared” for her. Didn’t “love” her. Why couldn’t he just say it? She saw it in his eyes...or she thought she did. She hoped she did.

Taking a long breath, she tried to think. She took a few breaths, doing her best to ignore the strong sense of sex she was inundated with. Katya stayed on the bed, panting needfully. 

As she thought, William dressed once more in Elly’s clothes—this time sweatpants and a hoodie.

“Okay,” she said finally. “Okay. I left your keys by the door. But, take Rhonda.”

She walked over to the bedroom door and opened it, where Rhonda crawled in, like a puppy left out in the rain.

“What?”

He tried to keep Rhonda at bay, holding the top of her head with one hand and squirming his hips back. 

“You have to. She’ll be in pain without you. And you need someone...someone who can keep you normal. It may as well be her. She’ll follow orders to the letter.”

Rhonda beamed, nodding. Mouthing “please” silently.

Eventually he nodded. “You’re right.”

Knees slipping together, Rhonda slipped her arms around William’s waist and whispered out a chorus of thank-yous. 

Elly felt stabs of jealousy attack her heart. 

She had no problem with William sleeping with Rhonda—but for her to be the only one he slept with! It was going to drive her wild...but at least it was someone he could trust. Rhonda would never betray him, not for anything. 

William stepped over to the bed once more and grabbed Katya, who immediately let out a long sigh of shuddery lust. 

“Serve Elly,” he said. “Serve her like you serve me. Take pleasure from her commands. Protect her, and love her.”

“Yes, Master. I would adore to do that.”

Katya turned to Elly and knelt down. 

“Mistress,” she breathed. “My darling, perfect Mistress.”

Elly felt her heart and her cunt quivering, despite the situation.

“Goodbye, Elly.” 

He kissed her then, holding her jaw up to his. It was a kiss more passionate, more fevered, more filled with need than any of their others. It was a kiss farewell, forever, with each passing instant that their lips touched made more passionate, more fevered until Elly thought it would never end.

And then William stepped away from her and out the door, out of the house, and out of her life. 

Despair filled Elly for several minutes. She sat down on the bed, a horrible emptiness encompassing her entire being, even with the gorgeous Katya slipping down to kiss and nuzzle against her leg.

“Mistress...” Katya breathed.

“Please don’t call me that. I don’t...I don’t want to be that. Is there something else we can use?”

Katya struggled for a moment. “Sister, perhaps? We are both in the Sisterhood, after all.”

“Yes. That’s all right.”

“I love him so much, Sister.”

Elly nodded. “I do too.”

“He ordered me to help you, serve you.”

Elly nodded again. Katya grasped her hands.

“What he didn’t tell us to do was to not find him. He didn’t tell us to solve this, somehow.”

Hope, frail and naked, perked up inside of Elly's heart.

“How can we solve this?”

“I can teach you the art of our gift. And...and then we can try and negotiate with the Queen.”

“The Queen?”

“The WitchQueen. If we do nothing, she will kill him. Her power is ancient...older than this world, perhaps.” Horror slid over Katya’s face as she said the words. “She’ll kill him...and we’ll never get to be with him again. With his power so awake now, he won’t be able to hide himself from others as he has been. There are so many who wish him harm, Elly. We must protect him. We must protect him, or the Witch Queen herself will slaughter him.”

# # #
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Revenge On His Hot Assistants
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Gorgeous women. Three of them. All kneeling in front of Warren, chanting his name in admiration. In worship. 

They wanted him. By god, they all wanted him. 

His body, tall and layered with dense muscle, felt electric. It wasn’t just lust. Of course there was that, as he was going to fuck each and every one of these beauties until they were overflowing with his unprotected seed. But it was more than that—it was power. Pride. Fulfillment. He deserved this. He had earned their adoration.

Their beautiful bodies were encased in tiny lace lingerie. Supple, hot breasts showcased just for his enjoyment. No one else. No one else had earned this—it was just for him. Their eyes were frantic with lust, watching him slowly take off his pants. 

At the moment of the big reveal, the moment they saw his cock, each of them gasped in awe. They had seen it before, of course. But it still amazed them. The size. The thickness, the length, the way it hardened so quickly.

And they thought all of this—they knew all of this to be absolutely true—because he had made them think it. All three of these perfectly gorgeous creatures were absolutely and totally under Warren’s control. He had reshaped their thoughts, reformed their minds, and re-wrapped their every atom until they were living, breathing totems of devotion to his Will. Their pussies would only ever cum for him for the rest of their days.

His cock rose proudly, veins throbbing. Precum slid out, glistening over the head. Each loveslave before him moaned, licking her lips, hoping to be the honored vessel who took the first taste of the day of his cum. 

Warren was born to be a showman. He’d known it since he was very young. 

He was going to give these girls a show they’d never forget. 

* * * * * 
[image: image]


JUST THIRTY-SIX HOURS before that messy, depraved scene, Warren arrived at his small workshop early in the morning on Monday. The weather outside was cool, and he wore a light jacket over his sweater, hoping it would be enough to keep him warm all through the day. A cold front was expected toward the afternoon, but he had forgotten all about it until he had driven halfway to work.

His focus layered on the incumbent cold to take his mind off the mess of his professional life. He had a show this Saturday, and he was resting all his future on it. 

One big success. That’s all it will take. Just one good house and I can pay down the loan in good faith.

Loans. Pay down the loans.

God, but wasn’t that depressing. His life’s goal—the one thing that would relieve all the stress he felt right now—would to be able to begin to pay down his loans. Not to pay them down completely. Not to be rich, or have a nice house, or to run shows in Vegas and Los Angeles and New York—no, none of that.

Just one big show to pay down the massiveness that was his debt.

His workshop was a small place located at the corner of an industrial district deep in the inner-workings of Alder City. It was not an ideal place for a magician’s workshop, as the placement made commutes long and the trips he needed to make—trips for supplies to rehearse with or use in shows, or lunches with suppliers to lower prices down the line, or drinks with theater owners to maybe get a few points on the house take—were always made longer. And longer trips meant more time away from rehearsal and his ever-more-disagreeable assistants, Belle and Katie.

But, the rent was cheap. The rent was affordable. Or it would be, if Warren had anything closely resembling a living wage from his life’s work as a stage hypnotist and magician.

All around the workshop, then, were factories and distribution warehouses. He regularly had to swerve out of the way of truck drivers as he arrived. The workshop was squat and gray, several cloudy windows dotting the parameter of its surface. 

Directly inside was a small office where nothing ever got done, no matter how he badgered Belle and Katie to work on inventory and dates for shows. At the rear of the first office were two doors. One led to his own office, where he lamented over his deplorable finances. The other led to the workshop area proper, where he and his assistants rehearsed shows in front of an audience of broken assembly-line machines that Warren couldn’t afford to have taken away. 

Surprisingly, Katie and Belle sat in the front office, waiting on him. Usually, they were late.

Belle was a positively gorgeous young woman. Her thick dark hair was tied up in a loose ponytail that slipped down one side of her face. Her hair was dense and soft and shiny, made for gripping during desperate gasps for life in the deepest, hottest, most brutal ruts that a man could imagine. Her face, all cheekbones and bright blue eyes, dripped complete haughty distaste in a fashion that only the most beautiful of women can do. Her body was tight, toned by hours and hours of kickboxing and pilates (which of course, she dragged Katie to—she had a horrible fear of being alone), and her bust had been “enhanced” some years before when she thought it would help her acting career.

It didn’t, but it certainly caught Warren’s attention. She possessed a whopping pair of 36E tits, enough to catch most men’s interest. He’d desperately tried to fuck her before settling with just having her work for him, and occasionally—shamelessly—hitting on her every day. Over the past five or six months, he’d stopped hitting on her, if only because his lack of good pay had fast eroded any good will Belle once felt for him.

Katie was sort of the opposite of Belle. Friendly, down-to-earth. She looked like a surfer girl, with long dirty blond hair that shimmered as she moved in the early part of the day, but would tangle into thick knots and rope-like braids as the hours of rehearsal stretched on. Her smile was easy, her body sensationally slim, and with a much more modest bust than Belle’s at 34B. The two were dear, good friends, though from time to time Warren got the feeling that Katie would love it if Belle wanted more than that. But Belle was either too firmly heterosexual or—as Warren suspected—to firmly asexual to care. 

It was strange. He’d never encountered someone with so much pure physical beauty and so little sensuality as Belle. Sex was too light and frivolous an activity for her. She was all hard edges and discomfort. 

It was a real shame. He’d have fucked her rotten in an instant—the both of them, really—wife be damned. 

Warren would never admit it—to anyone, ever—but Belle was hired largely because of her similarity in appearance to his wife, Melinda, who in turn looked remarkably similar to his stepsister Joan. There was a whole nest of forbidden, hot taboo lust snakes curled around the roots of Warren’s heart. The thoughts were intimately his, and he would have been lying if he said that Joan’s face did not haunt him in his most private orgasmic thoughts. 

But they were his private orgasmic thoughts, and as no one had ever called him on his choice of wife or assistants—they were positively gorgeous, after all—he rather thought he was getting away with something. 

Besides, he thought often—Joan had dark green eyes. Melinda’s were more light green, and Belle’s were blue. They were all very different.

He had no sooner set his bag on the front office desk than did Belle sit down at the small folding chair across from it, arms crossed. She adjusted her skirt only briefly, not seeming to care overmuch that Warren had started to leer at her tanned legs. Her sweater was unbuttoned by necessity, revealing much of her overflowing cleavage. Behind her, Katie stood like an attendant, wearing tight leather pants and a hoodie that highlighted her slender, fae-like form.

“Katie and I have some concerns.”

Uh oh. He knew what this meant. Namely, that Belle had some concerns. 

He smiled. “I’m always willing to listen to constructive criticism.”

“See, that’s the thing. There’s not a lot to be constructive about. That implies that something can be built again. Salvaged. I don’t think it can. Our take—Katie and I's—from the house has gone down for the past six months.”

“Of course, of course.” He began to drink from his water bottle. “This economy, you know. It’s not doing anyone any favors—”

“And your take has remained steady. I looked at the books.”

He coughed, water sputtering. For the first time since arriving, he noticed (with some embarrassment, a showman was supposed to be attentive, after all) that his office door was ajar. 

“I-I see. Well. You have to understand, my income is the business’s income. What you get paid is derived from a series of equations, and...”

He trailed off. She wasn’t buying it. 

The truth was that the only reason his income had remained steady and theirs had decreased was because if he gave himself less money, then the rent on his apartment with Melinda and the rent for the workshop would have nowhere to come from. He was a magician, it was true, but he couldn’t just make money appear from nothing. Instead, he used the next best thing—loans from the bank. And a few other less reputable sources. 

Belle and Katie’s salary had become token as a matter of course. Warren made exactly zero dollars of actual profit. At least the two of them could get by on what he squeezed from their “revenue” from the loans. If he had his druthers—and what druthers he had—he’d pay the two girls top dollar. They did, he would openly admit, absolutely deserve the very best in pay. Thus far, he’d been lucky to keep them around. Their patience and dedication to his skill humbled him quite a bit.

Or, it had, anyway. Up until a few months ago. Then Belle started getting really nasty. 

“We have a proposition for you, Warren,” said Katie, smiling. “We really think it’s best for everyone.”

“I’m listening.”

Belle squeezed her partner’s arm. Katie looked at her with quick flashes of lust, remembering to correct herself only after a moment.

“Katie has become something of an expert in card tricks,” said Belle.

“I’ve noticed. She’s tremendous. A great asset to our venture.”

“And my illusions are strong enough to carry a show all on their own.”

The standard set-up of their shows was that Katie would do a card trick or two to warm up the crowd. Belle would get them going with a few illusions, usually with Katie as her assistant, and then Warren would come out at the end and wow everyone with his own illusions and then really send it all home with a little hypnotism. Shows were just over an hour.

“Ladies,” he shook his head. “If you think that you can carry this show on yourself, then by all means, feel free to try.”

“That’s exactly what we’re proposing, Warren. We’re done with you.”

He coughed once again. That bluff had worked in the past. He supposed that was the problem with bluffs, though. Short shelf life.

“No matter the problems between us,” he tried again, “I’m sure we can come to some form of restitution. I know that business is on a downturn, but that’s only to be expected. If you’ll just stick with me for a few more shows, I know—”

Belle rapped her knuckles sharply. “We don’t want to work for you anymore, got it?”

“W-what?”

“We don’t like it. We never did. We don’t like the way you leer at our bodies. We don’t like how you make us wear those ridiculous outfits. All those idiotic feathers and sequins. We don’t like how your shows don’t draw. And frankly, Warren, we just don’t care for you.”

Warren had nothing to say in response, and even Belle looked rather surprised at her own vitriol. 

He gathered his dignity.

“There's nothing keeping you here. And no one. You want to go? You can go.”

And so she got up and left, snapping for Katie to follow.

Katie simpered out an apologetic smile. “She was a bit meaner than I would have liked, but we really do apprec—”

From outside, Belle shouted in. “Katie!”

Her car was starting up. Katie's face squirmed.

“Coming!”

The hot, goofy blonde stood up and ran out to catch up with her worse half. Warren was left alone, in the workshop, hands on his forehead, trying to work out what to do next.

* * * * *
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AFTER SOME TIME SITTING in the silence of his workshop, Warren decided finally to go home. Maybe Melinda would have an idea of what to do. Maybe she would even volunteer to work for him again. God, that would be something. He’d been a fan of many women in his time, but on a good day (which was most days for his wife), Melinda put them all to shame. 

Excepting, maybe, Joan. 

There was a race he'd pay to see. 

He pushed those thoughts aside as he got back in his car and began his long drive home. The traffic was light enough, being the middle of the day. 

Despite all evidence to the contrary—all the money he owed, all the women he lusted after—Warren thought himself a rather simple man with a simple enough dream.

Being a stage hypnotist, a performer, was his dream. 

Clean, straightforward. That was it. To do that and make money off of it.

But the crowds—they wanted something else, always. Something more. He made compromises. 

Learn a little magic, he told himself. Just to ease them into the hypnotist act. And he did. Hire a few assistants. Let them do some nice sideshows for a while. Draw them in with a little flagrant tits and ass, and then he could do what he did best.

Do the show in a smaller venue. Work your way up.

Do the show less often. Make them really wait, really anticipate for the show.

All of these compromises were borne from his situation—he ran a show that apparently no one wanted to see—and none of them preceded more success. His patience wore thin. So did his wife’s. 

When he was very young, he had gone to see a stage hypnotist. The Great Santini. He watched Santini every day for two weeks, going back again and again to the show. Watching it work. A funny looking balding man with a large paunch and a penchant for red suits. His suit had frills down the front, like some pirate’s wear. He held a wand, the end of it shiny, and would wave it from one end of a volunteer’s face to another. By the end of the show, he’d have them jumping like rabbits and barking like dogs and bokking like chickens, all the favorites. Hopping on one leg, jumping jacks for the duration, drinking warm butter like it was water. Any old strange thing you could think of, Santini did.

Right away, Warren glommed on to the act. 

All that power—the ability to shape and change a person’s perspective just from swinging a watch or a pendant...it was pure magic.

Of course, later on he learned that was pure charlatanism. There really wasn’t hypnotism that worked on a stage. Real hypnosis—the true power of it—took time and care in an intimate setting over a series of hours-long sessions. And, some years before his stage career started, Warren had worked as a hypnotherapist and helped a number of patients with all kinds of issues. Hypnosis could help with bringing subconscious desires and fears to the light, relieving them of their power. It could help with relief for chronic pain sufferers—particularly those with nerve damage or burns. 

But Warren’s heart was on the stage. 

What happened with stage hypnosis was a curious addition of some actual suggestibility and the power of peer pressure. Not true hypnosis, but the crowd bought it, most of the time, and Warren was able to believe it as well. 

He could pretend his way through the rough parts—enough for the crowd to buy that, at the very least, Warren bought it. 

Maybe that was his problem, he thought, stopping at the light just beyond his house. Too good at putting a happy face on shit. How long had it been since a good show? Months? A year? 

He had met his wife, Melinda, at his first show. He “hypnotized” her into going out on a date with him. By some twist of fate, she’d actually agreed to see him in the bar after the show, and they hit it off. In less than forty-eight hours, she was his new assistant. In less than six months, they’d gotten married. 

She was gorgeous. Dark-haired. Green eyes. A true beauty for the ages, and a natural show-off. She could draw the eye of the crowd like no one else he had seen before or since. She had a background in gymnastics, having trained for the Olympics at one point before running out of money and interest. She  somersaulted and flipped around the stage like it was nothing at all, and in her tight little outfits, the crowd loved it. 

But she tired of the work, always being on the road and being on display. She wanted to go back to school to pursue her engineering degree, and Warren certainly didn’t want to stand in the way of the woman of his dreams following her dreams.

Finally, he drove up into the parking lot outside their small apartment complex. 

Once inside the apartment, he set his bag down on the small side table next to the front door, shaking his head. Melinda was sitting down on the couch, long legs crossed. Her outfit was tight and black, like she was ready for a funeral. She looked, of course, beautiful.

“Hell of a day today.” 

“Warren, we need to talk.”

He didn’t hear her. “God, you won’t believe Belle. Katie. The stones on those girls. You know what they’re asking?”

“We need to talk, Warren.”

For the first time, he noticed how his wife sat. Upright, at attention. A conservatively skirted power suit covering her luscious young frame. 

They had been married five years and had been madly in love for about one and a half. Since then, it had been a long, slow decline. Warren had tried to jump start affection here and there—gifts, vacations. But it was all on the downward bend. Before another word came out of her lusciously formed mouth, lips so effortlessly sweet and soft, every inch of her made for furiously passionate lovemaking and breeding—he already knew what was going to happen. 

This was going to end, and very soon. 

The only thing keeping her with him, this woman he loved, was his stubborn insistence on optimism.

“Certainly,” he said brightly. “Let’s talk. I’d love to talk. Can we talk about how pretty you are? Because man, you are looking great today.”

He saw her struggle not to roll her eyes. 

“We need to talk about us. Our future.”

“So, kids? I’ve been telling you—I’m desperate to have them. I think you’d be a great mom. Heck, I’d even be an okay dad. But—”

This was a horrible sticking point between them. She refused to have children. She said she could never sacrifice her body like that. 

“No, Warren. Not that. I want to talk about your future. Yours and mine. And how it’s separate.”

“Well, each person has their own path. It’s true. But I take a special comfort in knowing that we’ll always be at each other’s side, comforting the other.”

She frowned now. She could see what he was doing. She could see that somehow, inconceivable to her, he knew what was on her mind. He knew that the very idea was an affront to her—that anyone could think of what she thought. Melinda had long thought herself above such trivial things like the notions of other people. To find herself contained by them, and accurately, was remarkable indeed. 

Her beautiful head tilted now. “You and I are through. Can I be clearer than that? We are done. Over.”

Slowly, he started to cough. Buying some time for a response. Trying to think of anything.

Elaborately, he looked at the coffee table between them. “I don’t see any divorce papers.”

“They’re coming. Believe me.”

“I believe you. I also believe I’d love to fix this, if I could.”
“There’s no fixing it, Warren. I’ve got no desire to stay with you. I was angry about it before.” A lie, clearly. She was angry about it now. “But I’m not anymore. I just want to be done with you. You’ve worn me down all the way. I’ve got no patience for you anymore. Your schemes. Your shows. Your ‘next show’ mentality. It has to end. For me, at least. I can’t be part of it.”
He didn’t know what to say, what to do. His head held down. He couldn’t even meet her eyes. 

“Don’t do this. Not now. Please.”

“It has to be now, Warren. It’s all very clear to me what’s happened. You’re a professional liar, and you’ve wrapped me up in your lies. Lies that you’d be successful, that it would turn around. But you’re a farce, Warren. Your whole career. And you’re drowning us in debt. I can’t keep supporting you.”

“We’re right at the turn, Melinda! We’re right there. If you’ll only give me some time—”

“You’re out of time. And I’m out of patience with you.”

He thought for a moment. “Who’s the guy?”

“What?”

“You wouldn’t be so sure about this unless you had some other honeysuckle dripping down your throat. Who’s the guy?

She straightened and then stood up. “That’s none of your business.”

“You are my wife! How is that none of my business?”

Already, she had bags for him next to the door. Just now, he noticed them. He’d have to get more attentive somehow. She pointed at them, her gorgeous body a collection of beautiful curves. 

“Here are your things. You have more, I know. But this should get you through in the meantime. I don't want any of your stupid crap, don't worry. Soon, you’ll be receiving some papers. I’ll arrange an appointment with a lawyer. Then I won’t be your wife anymore, and it really won’t be any of your business.”

* * * * *
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WARREN DIDN'T DRINK all that often, but he felt as if he needed one. A nice stiff one to knock his thoughts back. But he would feel odd going into a bar when it was still light out, and so, in his daze, driving around the city with all his clothes in his trunk, he wandered to a coffee shop named City Grounds. 

It was a small place with a strange layout, like it had used to be the home for a much larger shop. There were multiple rooms, but all connected to a central serving area, and the register where he ordered only looked like one of many possible places to catch a barista's attention.

There was only one barista on duty. Alder City did not have a lot of downtown traffic these days.

The barista was petite, busty, and redheaded. Her scowl looked permanent. 

“What are you doing here?”

He wished he could answer that question in any real satisfactory way.

“Coffee, please.”

She sighed for five full seconds. “You want cream?”

“Uh, I'm not—“

He was going to say “not sure,” but the barista was already gone.

“Whatever. Here you go.”

The barista slammed the coffee down. Some spilled over the top. Warren frowned, tugging out his wallet. It was possible, he thought, that she was having as bad a day as him, but her expression seemed far too sullen for it to be a transitional occurrence. 

Suddenly, he felt a dark presence behind himself. 

“Hey.”

A hand came down hard on his shoulder, shoving him away from the counter. His coffee spilled everywhere. Warren tried to gain his bearings, limbs flailing wildly, but whoever held him knocked him into the side exit door and then tumbled him out into the alley outside.

It was Larry, the loan shark.

Warren’s coffee had spilled everywhere, all over his pants. 

“Fuck!”

“Hello, Warren. Where's my money?”

Larry was a large man. Wide. Not very tall, but made up for it with nearly two hundred and fifty pounds of bulk. He had on a leather jacket, his dark beard groomed neatly.

Warren pushed out a smile. “Uh, well, Larry, that's interesting—“

Larry shoved him again, pushing him against the alleyway dumpster.

“I've been asking around town. And you know what I found out? You owe a lot of people. So, nice guy that I am, I bought up all your debt.”

“Y-you did?” Warren cracked out a smile. “Hey, that's great, Larry. So...oh.”

Now, he owed Larry all that money. Larry, who broke legs for a living. Larry, who Warren had met by distracting a cop while Larry hid a gun in a gutter some months before.

“That's right. And it's come to my attention that you've got a show coming up. Right?”

“Yeah. That's what the money is for. So it's just—”

“I get the take.”

“The take? What take?”

“The house. I get all the take from the house.”

The ticket money from the show that Warren depended on to start his life over. That take. And even if Larry was paid, that wouldn't save Warren from the banks. He wasn't sure which was worse.
“A-all of it?”
“All of it.”

“Can’t I just pay you? I have...”

He didn’t have anything, though.

“Nothing?” guessed Larry. He laughed. “Thought so. Yeah, you got nothing. So you’re gonna give me the take. All of it. And if it don’t fill my coffers, guess what I’m gonna take?”

“A nice walk?”

Larry smiled. “Ah, you’re a funny guy. Funny guy. Guess what, Funny Guy? I’m gonna take your car. I’m gonna take your stupid little workshop. We’re gonna burn it down and collect the insurance if we have to. Then I’m gonna take your house. I’m gonna burn that down too. I’m gonna take your wife, and have her give up everything she’s got. And if I still don’t have my money, plus interest, I’m gonna kill you. How’s that?”

Warren held up a shaky thumb. “You got it, boss.”

Larry shoved him a final time, tossing him hard into the dumpster, leaving Warren bruised and aching on the ground. 

* * * * * 
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BLIND OPTIMISM, ONCE the only way that Warren moved from one day to the next, had become strangely able to see. And in its clarity, slowly morphed into pessimism. 

His luck had seemingly devolved down into only two forms—bad and worse—and the one place he could think of to go to was not pleasant in the slightest. Even in his brightest, most optimistic form, all Warren could imagine was, “perhaps they won’t shit on me that much when they hear about the day I’ve had?”

There were not many places Warren could think of to go. Any hotel would want to check his credit cards—all of which, of course, were maxed out. He had no real friends in the area. There were work friends, of course—the theater owners and suppliers who he wined and dined so regularly—but to be with them he’d have to tell them the truth about his situation. And he couldn’t bear to let his professional contacts know anything about that. If nothing else, he was scared that they might smell which way the fire was burning and abandon ship along with everyone else. 

And so, there was always Joan. It wasn’t a good resort, but it was the last one he had. 

Joan was his stepsister. They had grown up together from a very young age when his loveless mother and her loveless father somehow decided to enter into a loveless marriage and lovelessly raise two children. 

His sister—always, as far as he could remember—hated him. She blamed him for her own father’s issues with running a family well, and somehow even managed to take his mother’s side against Warren as well. 

Joan might say something like: Who could blame her for being a shell of a woman when you robbed her of everything good she once had? 

Or something to that effect, at any rate. 
Joan ran a local feminist literary journal. Her partner, Edith, helped her run it. It was a small journal and Joan only made a living from it due to the generous donations she received from philanthropists across the region. Every year, she had to suck up her ego and go suck the dicks—figuratively, of course—of every rich high-hat in the quad-state area. 
Joan and Edith had met at college. They traded through a veritable of army of lovers in their lesbian circles, as college lesbians are oft to do, and eventually decided they liked one another best. Warren got the distinct impression that Joan loved Edith because it had been Edith who had laughed the loudest when Warren invited Joan and all her friends to one of his earlier shows. 

As far as he knew, Joan and Else had wanted to get married for years. The only reason they hadn’t was because of the state laws on the matter.

She lived in the inside of Alder City, on the opposite side of his own small place. Her house was a tall two-story that she owned, a fact which she never failed to mention to him in all her visits to his workplace or home, which were few. 

Shoulders drawn up close to his chest in an unconscious pre-protective stance, he knocked the door.

Joan’s gorgeous face was lit up with glee as she saw him, originally, and then slowly the glee faded into cool, joy-abandoned steel. 

“What are you doing here? I’m expecting guests.”

This, the response from the sister whom he had not seen in more than two months.

“It’s nice to see you too, Joan. May I come inside?”

She made a face. “I guess? But you can’t...don’t eat anything. Or touch anything.”

She walked inside. Warren struggled not to have his heart race as Joan's choice of wardrobe for the evening—a tight black cocktail dress that dipped deep into the well of her cleavage. She looked phenomenal. Sexy stockings led down into tall, red heels, and Warren was assaulted with oft-fought thoughts of holding his sister and kissing her thoroughly. 

Inside, the house smelled brilliantly of baked bread and fresh cheese. There were a great many wine bottles chilling in a great many ice buckets on different tables and at different stations throughout. 

God, thought Warren. And it’s only a Monday. 

“Is that Carlton?” Edith called. “I’ve been waiting to tell him that hilarious horse story. You know the one, where—” she stepped out into full view. 

Blonde and voluptuous, Edith was a walking pin-up model if ever there was one. Warren had cum thinking about her more than once. About her and Joan, together. Watching them kiss was like witnessing a star explode. Impossible to turn away. Easy to burn up inside of. She wore tight white leggings and a trendy leather jacket, tall golden strappy heels on her feet. 

“What’s he doing here?” Edith asked, raising one lip in a long sneer. 

All day with this. Desperate for an end to the judgment, to the dislike, he turned back to Joan. 

“I need a place to stay, Joan.” 

“Of course you do. Do you need ten thousand dollars in the meantime?”

“Sure,” said Edith, giggling. “Or maybe we could just buy a house for him. How about that?”

Joan’s eyes lit up, clearly enjoying Edith’s enthusiasm. “Yeah, how about that, big bro? You want us to give you a house, too? I mean, we’ve just got all this charity sitting around. You might as well have some of it.”

Venom. Pure venom, right away.

“You two aren’t being fair. You’re not even...you won’t even hear me and I just got here.”

“What’s to hear, Warren? You’re ruining my dinner party and it hasn’t even started yet.” She put her hands at her well-formed hips “Well? What is it? Tell me what you need, go on. Money? Time? You want me to tell my friend about your pathetic shows where you humiliate women and make those poor ex-models dress up like idiots in sequins and feathers?”

“The feathers...they’re for the show. Why does everyone hate the feathers?”

“What?”

“Nothing.” He swiped one hand down his face. “Melinda left me, all right? And the assistants quit. And I’m just...I’m in this sea of debt, and it’s all gone wrong. All of it. I’ve got nothing to show for myself. Not a damn thing. And you’re the only person in the world I know, okay? The only one. I came to you because I’m hurting. And you’re family. And I need you. I just need a place to stay until I sort all this out.”

Joan and Edith exchanged a look. Edith gave a little shrug and then a look, as if to say, Gosh. Maybe he deserves a break?

“If he stayed in the back during the party...” Edith began.

Warren latched on to it. One wild hope for human connection today. Human kindness. “Yes.” He clapped his hands. “Absolutely. The back. I’ll even hide my car down the street. You’ll never hear a peep from me. Just one night. Please?”

He had taken Joan’s hands into his own, pressing them together. 

But an evil little smile arrived on Joan’s face. She stepped away, shaking her head no.

“You have to go, Warren. This is my house, and you’re not welcome in it.”

His heart sank to the floor. Past it. 

“Please. Joan, really. I’m begging you. This isn’t a time for...for cruel jokes. I need you. I really do.”

“I’m sorry, Warren. But I’m not sorry. I’ve never wanted you in my life. Now, splayed out at my feet, is a perfectly good chance to show you that for a fact. Maybe now I won’t have to suffer any of your ridiculously stupid life any longer.”

Somehow—and Warren wasn’t sure how—he ended up outside. Had they tossed him out? Had he left of his own accord? His mind felt like it was skipping time. He only bothered to move from their walk when he noticed guests arriving.

He’d have to stay out of their way, yes. Or else Joan would be angry with him.

Warren stumbled. He felt drunk from isolation. All ties to the world lost. Eventually he made it back to his car. 

Down the road there was a pharmacy with a large parking lot. He could drive in there and sleep for a while.

* * * * *
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THE MOST MORNING HE woke with purpose. Simple enough. He had next-to-no possessions, and his wife was set to take all he had, no matter what she might have said. The only thing to do was to sell whatever he could before she got a mind to take the clothes off his back and the stuff in his car as well.

He drove over to his workshop and began to stuff it full of what supplies he thought might fetch a fair price. 

Alder City was a small city, but a city nonetheless. It had a population of just over a hundred thousand people. The winters were cold and the summers hot, and in between the months fluctuated between warm and cool. It was fall now, and being fall, all the women had started to wear fetching tights and sexy tall boots, and Warren could not help but wish he had known this was all coming. He would have given Melinda more to be angry about. An affair right now would be a hell of a thing—any human kindness at all.

Certainly, a partner who wasn’t bringing in money wasn’t doing their fair share. But it was a good partner’s duty to stand by someone through the thickness of poverty, wasn’t it? The lean times of struggle, when nothing felt like it was going to end well. By god, if you could depend on one thing, wasn’t that it? Wasn’t it marriage?

Marriage, he thought, or family. At least Joan couldn’t divorce him. Last night, though, she had done all but that. He did not know when, if ever, he would be able to work up his will to talk to his beautiful sister and her delectably shapely lover again. 

God, even now, knowing what they had done to him—all of these women—he could not help but find them furiously attractive. His curse was to want beautiful things around him.

Maybe that was the problem. Maybe he objectified them all too much. Forgot about what they wanted. Put himself first. 

But, dammit, if only they’d worked with him some, given him just a little more time, maybe he’d have been able to really, truly get himself off his feet. Then he’d treat them however they wanted. However they needed. 

And dammit, didn’t he support Melinda in getting her degree? Her job at that firm downtown? And where had it gotten him?

She was probably sucking off some fucking architect right now. The thought made him sick to his stomach. 

From his workshop he managed to gather a number of possible supplies to sell. There was always gadgetry and machinery to have as an illusionist. He had a printer, two computers, office furniture and filing cabinets. He had all manner of wiring and gears. Several dozen books on the craft of magic. 

He stopped in front of the white room. God, how much had he sunk into that? And never being able to make it work. Not truly.

The white room was an experiment of his back when he still moonlighted as a hypnotherapist. 

The subconscious was like a swamp full of mines. If it didn’t suck you in and cover over your life, it would blow you to bits. No one was safe from it, not really. Everyone acted on subconscious impulses. Warren knew that he did, even. He knew that his obsession with his sister—no matter how much he denied it—was part of some desire to feel some form of feminine love in his life after his mother steadfastly refused to show him any. 

And there had been a time, a very brief time in his childhood, when he and Joan were close. Some part of him clung to that, trying forever after to recreate that blind, simplified liking that just appreciated someone else for being nearby during a struggle.

Anyway. Everyone had their own problems. Warren tried to remind himself of that. To absolve his guilty feelings, perhaps, of never quite being able to convince his sister that he was worth her time. If only he had somehow been good enough—

No. Down that road was madness, he knew. Her displeasure with him was her problem. As was Belle’s. As was Melinda’s.

But damn. If one person wanted you out of their life, then that person was just disagreeable. If every person wanted you out of their lives, though...

Maybe it was all bad timing. God, what he would do for a round in the white room right then. It was too bad he didn’t trust anyone but himself to operate it. 

He opened the door. Inside the air was sterile, flat. The assistants didn’t know about it, he was almost sure. Not even Melinda did. 

The idea was that if you could empty someone’s mind completely, then you could relieve them of all that subconscious junk that stuck with them from childhood. Disarm all the mines. Clear away all the gunk. Leave only a simple, easily traversable grassy plain full of life and light. 

But it worked...well. It worked a little too well. He’d put one woman in it for an hour, and she couldn’t remember her name or how she had gotten there for more than six. And afterward, she showed no signs of improvement. No response to any triggers or suggestions that Warren implemented. 

He'd always thought if he increased the frequencies slightly, he could have really produced some interesting results, but it was, frankly, too much to experiment with. A person's mind was at stake. He couldn't just wipe someone out and reprogram them.

After that—his trial run, his first attempt—he gave it up. Oh sure, he still tinkered with it from time to time. Changing the frequencies, altering the notes, experimenting with different intonations and trance patterns. But he never put another human in there.

It wasn’t that the woman had minded. God, no. She had actually loved it. All that empty space in her head was a major stress reliever. But she hadn’t remembered that she’d already paid him. She hadn’t remembered her terrible mood before arriving. She hadn’t remembered that her children had needed someone to pick them up from their football game; her cell phone had seventeen frantic messages waiting on it when she was done.

It was too powerful a tool. It worked in dynamite when all Warren had been looking for was a chisel. 

So he put it away. 

Maybe this was an opportunity, he thought mildly. To bring it back.

No. Best not. He was in enough trouble as it was. 

An hour of packing and stuffing his car later, he drove into the pawn shop down the street. Across the way was a grocery store where someone was shot every few months. It was a heavily afflicted part of town, and Belle had always told him she never felt safe walking around. She was too pretty to be seen in such an area without a gun in her purse or a big, massive hulk at her side keeping her steady. Warren was fairly muscular, and kept in regular shape, but he didn’t think he was the hulk she was speaking of. 

Inside, the shop seemed more like antique store than pawn shop. There were a great many chairs everywhere, chairs and tables, all of them overfull with trinkets and baubles, figurines and small signs with sardonic sayings like “A Happy Wife is a Wife Drinking Wine.”
Behind the desk was a tall, woman with jet black hair and with gorgeously caramel-colored skin. She was hunched over on the desk, poring over some sort of record with a red pen in her hands. Her hair fell in a delicious mound to one side of her face, highlighting the statuesque nature of her beautiful face. For a moment after entering, Warren just stared at her. She was like some ancient Egyptian goddess of lust. Her lips pouting just so in her confusion as she looked at her documents.
Eventually though, he approached the desk, knocking it softly. The woman rose up, as if from a deep sleep even though her eyes had been open. 

“Hi.” She shook her head, appearing perhaps to shake away the problems she had been working at. “Sorry. Hi. I'm Tasia. Welcome. Please, have a look around.”

“Actually,” said Warren, “I’m more interested in selling.”

“Selling? Oh, no.” She shook her head. “No, no. We can’t take anymore inventory right now. None at all, I’m sorry.”

“Really?”

He looked around. Most of what was there looked like it had just come in, no dust on it at all and all unsorted, which implied to him that there was a great deal of traffic happening.

“Really. We’re...I mean, I am going out of business. Sort of. I mean, not going out? Not like, we failed? Or I failed? But just...done. Giving up the shop. So I can’t possibly take any more. I’m sorry.”

“What happened?”

Warren was curious now. Perhaps it was just because she was so beautiful when she talked.

“My husband.” Her face contorted. “He died. He ran the shop. He was going to convert it into an antique shop. You know the kind. With the bookstore doing so well up a few blocks, East Side Pages? We thought we would try to emulate their success a little bit. Gentrify, all that. Get out of the pawn store game. But I was...I am a student. And I just don’t have time to run a shop. I don’t know the first thing about it.”

She smiled self-indulgently, as if suddenly realizing how much of herself she had revealed. Warren smiled back, showing an appropriate amount of concern.

“That’s too bad about your husband. I’m sorry.”

She shrugged. “It was sudden. He didn’t feel a thing. Don’t worry yourself.”

Warren turned and looked at the shop. “God, you know, I’ve only just come in here the first time, and now you’re leaving.” He laughed. “It was the one thing I had thought worked out for me. My workshop is just up the road. I’m clearing it out.”

“Another business closing?”

“Sort of. I had a falling out with...everyone, really.”

But he wasn’t truly paying attention to the conversation anymore. There was a watch on the table across from the beautiful shopkeep, hanging down from a jewelry stand. Swaying just slightly, catching the eye. It was a gunmetal gray except for the deep silver trim across its edges. A beautiful piece. There was a sun engraved on one side, with an eye inside the shape of the sun.

“My husband,” he heard the shopkeep say. “He bought all this stuff from some vendor. It just arrived yesterday. But I can’t find out the name of it for the life of me. Nobody stayed behind to help me load it in. It was just there in the loading bay all of a sudden.”

He approached the watch, lifting it up slightly.

“How much for this?”

Her steps were light, barely there. Tall as she was, she was slender, too. Her blouse clung to her tiny waist like spandex. Her denim pants were so tiny they fit like tights. Her panties were visible just over the edge of her belt line.

“I’m not sure,” she reached over his shoulder, trying to touch it. 

For whatever reason, the thought of her touching the watch at the same time as he filled him with fury. He couldn’t allow it. He wouldn’t. It was inhuman, abomination. He spun away from her, gripping the watch tight by the chain. As he did, a great, blinding light flashed outward from the watch as it swirled through the air. 

“Just back up and let me have a look, all right?”

She nodded slow, turning dumbly and striding back into the counter. She bumped it several times, unable to work her way around. It was only after looking up again that Warren noticed she was actually walking backward. 

Odd.

“Hey,” he said. “You don’t have to get snotty about everything.”

Her face was distant, serene. “Don’t get snotty. 'Bout everything.”

“I’m...I’m serious,” he said. “You don’t have to joke.”

“So serious.” She sighed contentedly. Her demeanor entirely shifted from the hunched, stress-balled form he had just seen her as—now her posture was relaxed. Laid back. Almost...empty. “Won’t joke. Okay.”

Her smile was languid. Blissful, almost.

“Holy shit,” said Warren, looking at the watch in his hands.

It couldn’t be. Could it...could it really be?

“Jump on one foot,” he tried.

She did. Her heavy tits bounced merrily.

God in heaven.

“Smile. With teeth. Like you’re posing for a picture.”

She tossed her hair back and smiled wide, her eyes flashing glee at some invisible camera.

His cock pulsed against his jeans. This was a discovery, he thought dumbly. This was...this was the discovery of a hundred lifetimes.

The door rang—another customer walked in. An old woman. Luckily, somehow, she was distracted by some piece right in front of the door. A plate, he thought.

Quickly, Warren stuffed the watch into one pocket and then moved Tasia back into the small office behind the counter. Her face had started to smile less, her movements less and less easy to coerce.

He stepped back out, a smile on his face. The customer in question was a small old woman, perusing calmly between the aisles.

“I’m terribly sorry, ma’am, but we have to close.”

“Close?” she looked around. “It’s the middle of the day.”

“I know!” He smiled amiably, nervously. Part of the act. “It’s a shame, isn’t it? But I’m the only one who works here, and I’ve just gotten a call about a family emergency.”

“I’ll only be a moment,” said the woman, returning to her browsing. “You know, you can just leave me here. I can lock up. I won’t take anything, my boy.”

“Ma’am.” Warren’s voice gathered a hard edge. “You have to leave. Now. Please.”

The old woman huffed. Her hands and arms gathered around her side like she held groceries.

“No reason to become indecent about it.”

He pushed the door open. “All the same.”

“You can bet I won’t be coming back here! And I won’t be recommending it to my friends, either! They buy this sort of thing!”

“Good afternoon, ma’am.”

He closed the door and locked it tight.

* * * * *
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THE SHOPKEEP WAS STILL in trance in the back, if not quite as adamantly so as before. It seemed as though allowing her to relax and just feel what she felt was a good way to let the trance—if that’s indeed what it was—last longer. 

The office was small. Long rows of binders—presumably full of accounting and inventory records—filled one wall. On the back wall, on a shelf, were pictures of the shopkeep with her husband and their dog. Several of the photos had been turned down or pushed away. He took a moment and turned the rest down. Nothing and no one looking at him now. He wanted no witnesses. 

Finally he sat down in front of the shopkeep. They were both in front of a hard, old oak desk that looked much like an antique itself. Her face was gorgeous and he had to resist the urge to kiss her as she smiled so serenely.

“Tasia,” he said. “I want you to tell me what you’re feeling.”

Slowly, she stretched her neck, laughing softly.

“Calm. Warmth. Trust.”

“Good. That’s so good.”

“Yes. Good.”

“I want you to unbutton your top, Tasia.”

It was a thin, blue blouse. Her tits hung heavy in it. They looked gorgeous from the outside. He wanted to see what color her bra was. And more than that, if she did that, then she would definitely be completely hypnotized. Somehow. He could figure out the mechanics later.

“Un...button?” Her hands came to her shirt. She fiddled with the top button, fingers sliding over one another in doubt. “But...” She shook her head. “No. I don’t...want to.”

Warren felt panic shuddering through his body. Stomach knotting up. Palms sweating. She was coming out of the trance, and fast. But...why? What was different? 

He reached into his pocket and held onto the watch. 

The watch! Yes! Something with that, of course.

“How did...how did we get back here?” she asked. Gaze clearing. “Why are you in my office?”

Her head was in her hands, rubbing as if she had some tension headache. 

He traced back his steps. He had told her to back off. He’d told her to calm down and relax, to go into the office.

“I think you should calm down,” he said, posturing with the watch in front of her face.
“What?” Her look was harsh. “Don’t you tell me to calm down. You’re in my office. Why are you holding that? Do you want to pay for it? You better. I’m going to call...someone.”
“Wait!”

As she reached for the phone on her desk, he did too, and the watch dangled down from his hand. It swung from side to side, and the dark beauty’s eyes flashed with vibrant, filling light. Slowly, she stopped. Transfixed now by the easy pendulum motion of the watch.

It was the swing, he thought triumphantly. The swinging motion was the key. Of course. Just like an act. How had he missed that?

“Sit back. Relax.”

“Yes,” said Tasia. “All right.”

Warren licked his lips. Everything about her, ripe for the taking. Just waiting for his will. God, what a feeling!

“You’re going to be very attentive now, and very open-minded. Do you understand?”

“Yes.”

How deep was she, truly? He had to know.

“You should say ‘Sir’ when you address me, Tasia. It’s only natural. It’s a sign of respect. And you respect me deeply.”

“Yes, Sir. I respect you deeply.”

Her voice eminently calm. Almost a monotone except for the soft, breathy pleasure in every syllable. 

“Every time you call me Sir, you’ll feel yourself respecting me more and more. More than anyone you can recall. You know that my authority is right and good.”

“Right and good. Yes, Sir. I respect you so very, very much.”

If he gave her a chance to respond, or indicated that he wanted a response, she would respond. Interesting. But what if he just wanted to actually trance her—like he had tranced all those patients of his before? Would she be able to sit through a full induction?

“I want you to imagine yourself in a house, Tasia. You don’t need to talk for this unless I ask you for a response. You just need to listen and obey. Respecting my voice. Following my voice. Everything I’m saying, you’re seeing and feeling. It’s all so very real. You’re in a house—your house. You’re alone there, even though you can hear my voice. And you trust my voice. The house is furnished with all your thoughts. All your worries. All your stresses and responsibilities. They take the form of regular objects, but you know them for what they are. Can you see it?”

“Yes.”

His cock was hard. Why was his cock hard?

Because you can make this beautiful woman beg to fuck you until the day she dies, stupid.

Oh. Right.

A real induction didn't work like this, of course. It took repetition, calming sounds, the right environment, deep trust in the hypnotherapist, and lots and lots of emphasis on relaxation. It took years of practice and hours in sessions to get as deep as Tasia had gone in an instant. And all because of the watch. 

“You’re going to stuff each object in a box outside the house, Tasia. Each and every object. All your stress from work. All your stress from driving. All your stress from living. All your stress from your husband’s death. It all goes in the box outside. Each and every last object. Everything on the walls. Every bit of carpet. Every last piece of furniture. Is it there?”

“Yes, Sir.”

“Good. Now I want you to watch the box. It’s a void, can you see that? Outside your house, your mind, there’s only a void. Black. Empty. And you can see the box fly away, farther and farther gone, until it blips into nothingness. All gone. All that stress. Totally, irrevocably, gone forever. Isn’t it?”

“Yes, Sir” she moaned.

He reached forward and felt her shoulders, her thighs. There was no tension in them whatsoever. No stress. No effort.

“Who do you have to thank for that, Tasia?”

“You, Sir.”

“That’s right. I relieved you of all your problems. Now, I want you to look back into the house. There’s new furnishings, now. Better ones. Better pictures on the walls, of you and me together. You can see them. Better plates in the kitchen. Better carpet on the floors. Better paint on the walls. You can see it all. And it’s all better because it’s made from obedience to my Will. It’s formed from the pleasure of knowing my thoughts, knowing my wants, doing what I say. Doesn’t that make perfect sense, Tasia?”

She licked her lips slowly. “Yes, Sir.”

“Pick up a vase, there on the counter. Can you feel how it’s made from obedience? Pleasure? Can you feel how it’s crafted at the atomic level from the sick, hot, perfect thrill you get when you suck my cock and take my cum into your stomach?”

What the fuck was he doing? Why couldn't he stop himself? His cock was in his hands now. One hand stroking, one hand swinging the watch. He was so furiously turned on. Precum shot out, sliding over his cockhead and lubricating his strokes.

“Yes, Sir.”

“Put the vase down. Sit down in the couch. Lay back. It’s made from knowing I am your Master. This is an entire room in your house, as a matter of fact. Knowing that I am your Master. That you are my slave. That you can never disobey me. You can never leave me. You will never hurt me or make me sad. You will do everything in your power to surround me in pleasure at all times, won’t you Tasia?”

“Yes, Master.”

He took her hand and wrapped it around his exposed cock. “Do you feel that, Tasia? Do you feel how hard I am for you?”

“Yes, Master.”

“This is the foundation of your house. Your mind. Your thoughts. Your will. It is my cock, and my cock alone. No one else’s. Ever. Not before or after this moment have you or will you desire another cock in your life. This is it. This is the only. The one and only cock that you need, that you worship, that you love with your entire heart. It makes you so deliriously happy to know this. To understand this. It fills your heart with joy. Isn’t that right?”

She choked back a joyous sob, her smile permanent. “Y-Yes, Master!”

He stopped swinging the watch now, putting it back in his pocket. Tasia stroked him slow, her face empty of all thought, all purpose except for her new Master's.

“Make me cum, Tasia. Make me cum like the good little servant you are.”

Her hand worked up and down fast, faster, faster. He was so close already. 

Pleasure thrummed through his body. He was going to explode. “Fuck...fucking...suck me off. Suck it down, Tasia. Suck down my cum.”

“Y-yesss, Master!” 

Her mouth wrapped around his throbbing, squirting shaft, taking hot spurts of his precious jizz across her face before finally slurping down completely on his shaft.

Come down from the high of arousal and power, he saw Tasia in front of him for what seemed like the first time.

The worship in her eyes. The open, heavy arousal. 

Slowly, he raised up the watch, about to hypnotize her again. To undo all of it. He’d gone too far. All that stuff about obeying only him, never leaving him...god, he was as transparent as could be. 

But she stopped him, licking her lips as she looked at the watch.

“You want to give it to me again, Master?”

Her beautiful, silky voice was an indulgence. One he never wanted to let go of.

“I...no.” He shook his head. “No, I suppose I don’t.”

“What’s next, Master?”

The question terrified him. Like he had found a bag full of millions of dollars in the middle of a war torn country. There was nothing but possibility in front of him, when less than an hour before he’d had nothing. 

* * * * *
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AN HOUR LATER, HE RETURNED to City Grounds. It was deserted. It was just after lunch, and everyone had returned to their jobs. There was only one other patron, and he was passed out—a drunk probably—with his earphones over his head, leaning hard against the window. 

He’d told Tasia to return all his things to his workshop, giving her the address and a key. And then he’d taken her car—which he now knew was his car, whether he had intended that or not—and drove to clear his head.

With Tasia, his boner got the best of him. It made him go deeper, farther, harder than he would have thought to do in the first place.

But did Warren have to go that far? He had to investigate. He’d been given the keys to the entire kingdom of pussy. 

And yes, it was pussy on his mind. Pussy and money. He could have both. As much as he wanted. There was little standing in his way. He’d just have to make sure he was discreet. Quiet. 

And then he’d take his life back, one woman at a time. What would Joan think, he thought with a cruel smile, once he transformed her into his perfect little French maid? Maybe he’d give her some trigger word to let her know what was what. Who would be kicking who out of who’s life then? 

God, to see that beautiful face of hers beg...

But. Experiments first. Make sure. One experiment was just being out and away from Tasia for this long. He’d had to make sure that his influence could last on her. Every twenty minutes, she texted him on his cellphone.

His phone buzzed, right on time: 

I love you, Master. You’re my Everything.

And he didn’t have to text back a thing. That was power. The ability to ignore social convention? Oh yes, power indeed. 

At the counter of the coffee shop was the same barista from yesterday.

“Empty,” he said.

“Yeah,” she nodded, shrugging. “Boss is on break for an hour. It’s just me and the coffee, basically.”

Fuck, but she was cute. Short red hair and a freckled face. A sort of girl-next-door type. The kind of deliciously lovely girl who would be best friends with Warren, but never truly want to bang him. He always attracted a darker, more virulently sexual kind of woman. The sort who wanted to fuck him as much as she wanted to fuck him over. It was a tight tug of war, and for the most part, he liked that.

Before seeing the barista, Warren wasn't sure exactly why he was here. But now he knew. He was a slave to his subconscious—and soon, this girl would be too.

He ordered his coffee and asked her to bring it to him when it was ready. She huffed and agreed. Apparently, she had no recollection of seeing him the day before. He found a seat near the back, away from the front door and any windows. There was a back room with several card tables. The coffee shop hosted board game nights from time to time. 

She arrived with the coffee after a few minutes. 

“Anything else?”

With the implicit caveat in her tone—there better not be.

“Oh, yes. Let me tip you.”

Her face lit up for a moment, and he pulled out the watch from his pocket.

Instantly, her face slackened. He led her down to the seat and slowly began to massage her palm with his fingers, still swaying the watch all the while.

Blunt force. That was the method here.

“You’re desperate to suck my cock. Truly, completely desperate. You can’t explain it, but you don’t care. You know that, unless you suck me off and swallow every last drop of my cum, you’re going to go insane. It turns you on more than you can comprehend. You know you’ll only need to do it once to be satisfied forever. For the rest of your life. Your body is on fire with lust right now just imagining it. Your pussy dripping. Your nipples growing ever more erect. Your mouth salivating. Needing it. You need—absolutely need—to cum. You’re starving for it, like you would be starving for food after not eating for two days straight. You know the only way you’ll ever cum again, just for now, is if you suck my cock. You don’t much care if I say yes or no. You know you’ll have to take it even if I won’t let you. The second I snap my fingers, you’re going to be fully aware of all of this, but you won’t remember my watch or question why you feel this way. When I snap my fingers afterward, you'll forget about everything we did.”

Smiling, Warren tucked the watch away. Her face followed it, pouting just slightly as it disappeared into his jacket. Then, he snapped his fingers. 

The barista’s eyes lit up slowly. Embers of lust heating and then blazing hard. 

“Hi.” She said, pushing the table over. It spread out into the dining area, knocking over a few other chairs. “Hi. Hi. I’m...hi.”

She was between his legs now. Her hands sliding up and over his thighs. She took in a deep, sucking breath, eyes wild.

“I need to...I need...I n-need...”

She was having trouble speaking without drooling. She licked constantly, but the saliva slipped down past her plush lips and over her tits, soaking into her blouse. 

“Hey now,” he said, quite amused. “What’s all this?”

He continued to paw at his zipper, trying to get it open. “Please, pleeaseee...”

Her mouth came forward, surging onto his crotch, biting gently to pull away the fabric.

She was too turned on to think, he realized. Not even able to operate a zipper. 

Her voice became very small. “Please.”

Warren smiled and unzipped and unbuckled his pants. “Go right ahead, my dear.”

“Thank you!”

She lunged into his crotch, tearing down his pants roughly. Her young mouth slurped over his knob, taking it all the way into her mouth. Very quickly, he was hard and just along for the ride. She pushed all of herself into the sucking, practically fucking her own mouth with his cock. He felt almost like a living dildo. 

Moaning, her feet scrambling every which way, she continued to slurp and slobber, kissing and worshiping his cock with everything she had. Tight, warm suction surrounded his dick. Her tits spread out over his legs, and his hands pushed deep into her hair and back.

It was the most enthusiastic, hot, passionate cocksucking session he had ever had in his life.

No one was watching. No one saw. It was just him and her. Her moans became more and more intense, and Warren struggled to maintain his level of arousal. Fuck, he could cum right down her throat. Right down her pretty little throat, and she would thank him for the privilege.

She would have to thank him. She had been commanded to thank him.

“Fuck me,” he grunted, squirming in the seat. “Gonna cum, babe. Gonna fucking...give you my load, oh fuck, fuck, fuck, fu—”

His seed erupted down into her, spraying against the back of her mouth and sliding heavily down her throat. As he came, she came, hips bucking, tears of joy streaming down her face, as she sucked his load down. 

Slowly, almost sad, she kissed his cock and licked it clean, until she had taken all of his available taste into her mouth.

“Thank you,” she moaned. “Thank you so, SO much.” 

She began to kiss his hands, and then his feet, still crying out tears of gratitude. Like he had saved her life, or bought her back the home where she grew up.

Warren stood up, leaving her in a pleasure-filled mess on the floor. She giggled, asking him where he was going. But he saw no reason to let her know. 

Behind him, the back corner of the restaurant was in disarray. The tables overturned. The chairs broken from the barista’s kicks of overwhelming pleasure.

The barista stood up, as if to follow him, and he snapped his fingers once again. She stood in a daze, her mind slowly returning to her. So, he thought pleasantly, the rough ‘n tumble method works pretty well.

Outside, returning to his car, he called Tasia.

“Hello, Master!” she breathed deeply, clearly hyperventilating. “How can I...what can I...I love you so much, baby. So much. Oh, god, oh Master...”

“Shush, doll. Calm down.” 

“Mmhmm.”

The struggling sounds she made to obey his orders and contain her pleasure sent electricity through his spine.

“I have something very specific to ask you. What have you got in the way of sexy clothing?”

Her breathy, aroused sounds instantly became giggly and excited. 

* * * * * 
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“AND THAT’S THAT. DON’T you think, Miss Durant?”

Slowly, Rebecca’s mind returned to her. In front of her was a man. A handsome, handsome man. Incredibly so. The most handsome man she had ever laid eyes on in her entire life. The most handsome man anyone had ever laid eyes on, ever.

“Yes,” she said thoughtfully, her fingers sliding up to her lips. “Yes, quite right. I think so. Though please, call me Rebecca.”

She had no idea what she was agreeing to. It could have been anything. 

“So the Performing Arts Grant. You’ll set it up for me?”

Leaning forward, she hoped that her breasts were on display for him. It was very important that he find her attractive. Otherwise, she might never fuck him.

God, he might even leave the office without fucking her. That was unacceptable. She stood up, sliding around her desk, and crossed her legs languidly at the front. She lifted one leg so that it rested on his, her heel gently digging into the flesh of his thigh. The heel was a modest three-inches—certainly not out-of-line for a bank manager. 

In fact, her entire outfit was rather appropriate attire for a young woman running a bank. 

It was funny. At the back of her mind, she thought she had worn a pantsuit today. Yes. Gray, the jacket with a dark blue trim. And her hair had been collected in a bundle at the top of her head. 

Now she had on a tight, tiny little blue dress. Her heels were fabulously ornate, with tiny leather straps sliding over her delicate, sexy feet. Her hands were decorated with lace gloves, each one tied off with little puffs of string. 

But that was...that was what she had worn all day. Wasn’t it? 

Of course it is. You were born to dress this way. There’s no better way for a beautiful woman like you to look.

She was a beautiful woman, she thought smugly. Even at thirty-four and a bank manager, everyone always was stunned by her beauty. Deep, gorgeous chestnut-colored hair. Large breasts, still plump and lusciously fertile. Deep, dark eyes. A face that melted hearts. She was lovely, and she knew it. She loved being beautiful, because it meant that men like this one—whatever his name was, and oh god it was probably the most perfect, most handsome name ever—found her attractive enough to fuck.

“Mrs. Durant?”

She smiled at him. This handsome, perfect man. So gorgeous. Fuck. She couldn’t even quantify what it was about him. In fact, she didn’t even know his name.

“Oh yes. It’s yours. Completely. Mister...?”

She gave him an embarrassed smile. How the fuck could she not know his name? His perfect, perfect, incredible name? It would have to be at least as perfect as the rest of him. At the least. In response, he slid his hand up her calf. Rebecca rolled her head back in orgasmic pleasure, instantly cumming from his touch. 

His phone dinged. He looked at it briefly, and then put it down.

“I don’t think that’s all that important, do you?”

Cumming wildly just from his touch, she could offer no counter-argument.

In no time, she was bent over on the desk, and his cock was driving wildly into her volcanically hot slit. She could not scream—she knew that she couldn't—but she desperately wanted to. It was the best fuck she had ever had in her entire life. He filled her. He made her whole. She was complete. He was her reason for being. His cock, so hard and huge, rammed again and again into her tight hot snatch while she had her forearms down in front of her computer.

On one edge of the desk, his phone dinged again. She saw all the messages of the past several minutes. From someone named Tasia:

I love you so much, Master!

You’re a fucking God and I love you, Master.

Fuck, I just...I love you so, so, so much. Oh my god, MY God...

Master. That was a lovely name for him...

“Concentrate,” he said, pumping slowly into her snatch. “Do what I told you.”

The computer was in front of her. She was supposed to add money to the grant. Right. She put down a number, not remembering really what he had asked for. Probably it was the perfect amount.

“More,” he ordered. 

She added another zero. 

“M-more,” he grunted. “More, more, more, more...”

He kept grunting out the word, fucking her face into the computer screen. 

“Christ, I'm going to cum right in your fucking belly.”

She wasn't on protection. She didn't care. His bare, hot cock felt so amazing. His load would be perfect, so perfect. This was all...all...

Perfect.

His warmth filled her body. It was immaculate. Wonderful. She was probably pregnant now with some perfect new child. She came, crying and moaning, biting down on her arm to prevent from screaming. The pleasure thrashing through her body as his hands ripped away at her ridiculous, tiny little outfit. Her hand stuck on the zero key, adding more and more and more until the computer dinged with error. 

Slowly, he exited her body and slapped her on the ass.

“Good job, Mrs. Durant.”

She had a husband, somewhere. It was hard to care. This man was perfect. Her husband was nothing.

His fingers slid around her mouth, sliding the cum from her pussy down across her tongue. She licked it up eagerly. Then she watched as he deleted most of the long line of zeroes she had entered. 

“There,” he said. “Five hundred thousand. That’s easy enough to hide, isn’t it?”

“Yes, baby.” She nodded urgently. “Anything you say. Sure.”

“No, really.” He held her face. “You can hide that, right? No questions? No trouble?”

Quickly, she did the math, and then nodded. “Yes. There’s...yes. Trusts. So many. They’ll never notice a thousand here or there. I know which are oldest. It will be fine.”

He left her then. In his hands were her clothes and also a giant bag of cash. When had he gotten that? She didn't care. It was probably at the perfect time. 

Her work was only beginning. She changed back into her other set of clothes—kept the entire time in a small pile in the corner, where she had forgotten about them. She remembered them now—remembered that it was very important to put them on and put on a happy, smiling face for her workers. 

Even though, truly, she was dead inside without the cock of her Man inside of her, leading her, guiding her, telling her what to think and how to feel. But that feeling would fade. She knew it would. Something certain inside of her mind told her so.

But her work did not stop there, with allocating the money. Oh, no. She had given away a great deal of money today, and it would take a lot of dedication and craft to ensure that no one found about it. 

A voice inside her told her that she would be happy with her life. Perfectly happy. Everything would be tip-top and fine. She would even forget about doing all of this; she could deny ever having set it up. Already the memory of his cock had faded from her thoughts.

But if he came calling, she would remember everything. And serve him as he deserved.

* * * * *
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THAT HAD GONE VERY well. Better than he ever could expected or hoped.

God. All his debts, completely erased. Just like that. 

Or his official debts, anyway. The ones through the bank. He still, of course, had a few loan sharks to worry about—but they would be easily paid off now. And he had no desire or need to ever take money from them again. 

Heart filled with confidence, he put his wife on the phone as he drove back to his workshop. He planned a mocking, sly message to make her wonder about whether leaving him was a good idea. To his surprise, she actually answered.

“Yes, Warren?”

“Hello, Melinda.” His smile was auditory. 

“Hello, Warren. Did you call to apologize?”

“For what?”

“For making a mockery of our marriage? For being a mockery of a man? For pretending like you were ever worthy of being at my side? There’s a lot to choose from. Let me think for a moment, and I’ll pick for you.”

He was not going to be goaded into an argument. He was not.

Soon. Very soon indeed—he would use the watch on her. He’d make her beg to apologize to him. He’d make her grovel and crawl, to wear only potato bags for a year. Every last demeaning and humiliating thing he could think of, and she would take it all with a grateful smile and a sad tear for not being able to suck his cock.

But he swallowed his rage at his betrayal. It wouldn’t do to show his hand. She'd be suspicious. She was massively intelligent and possessed an animal cunning that always put herself first.

“Let’s be adults, shall we?”

“Oh? Adult? Is that what you’re calling yourself now?”

“Please, Melinda. I would very much like to...reconcile, somehow.”

“Excuse me?” she scoffed.

“You caught me very much by surprise yesterday. Surely you can see that. I didn’t get to say much in edgewise.”

“I don’t know very well that you deserve to, really. I said everything I wanted to say. I was the one with something to say. You would have only...done what you’re doing now. Try to change my mind. Try to plead and cajole.”

A text from Tasia dinged on his phone:

I love you so fucking much!

Warren smiled.

“I don’t want to plead and cajole. I want to hear you. Hear what’s on your mind. I want to...” he took a breath. “I would like an accounting. Where you think it all went wrong. No matter what you may think of me now, we were happy, once. For a time. And even if I can’t do that with you anymore, I should very much like to know how not to fuck up any other relationships I might have.”

A slip. He shouldn’t have revealed that much. God, but it was too easy to talk to Melinda. Her voice was so silky, so smooth, so warm and vibrant even as he hated the mind behind it. 

“Other relationships? Are you sleeping with someone already?”

Drat. She had caught that, eh? Oh well. Go on the offensive. Keep her off-balanced. 

“You’re getting mad about me sleeping with someone? Really?”

“It’s different. You’re not supposed to—” she huffed. “You know what? Nevermind. I don’t care. Sleep with anyone.”

“Will you meet with me? Tomorrow, let’s say. At the house. Seven in the evening.”

“Very well. Tomorrow. Don't expect dinner.”

They hung up. 

* * * * *
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HE PLACED A BRIEF CALL to Tasia to clean herself up and then meet him at the workshop, and arrived back there himself. 

But outside already was Belle’s old jeep.

“The hell?”

He had given up on seeing them again. His mind, for the night at least, was pre-occupied solely with Tasia. Training her for the show Saturday—because, oh yes, he had to perform, and he would perform better than ever—and then fucking her while she wore one of Belle’s old stage uniforms. They were of a similar sort of busty, slender build, though Tasia’s tits were all-natural. 

Inside, the two beauties were practicing. Belle wore a tight pink yoga outfit—deliciously grabby tights with sexy white tennis shoes bouncing softly as she corrected and suggested while Katie moved. Her hoodie was pink as well, no shirt underneath, but rather a black sports-bra that barely held her enormous tits inside. 

Katie had on tight, spandex black shorts and a pink tank top displaying her modest breasts. Her tennis shoes pink. 

Had they...coordinated outfits? If they had, then he suspected Katie had spearheaded the event. Belle was not one for such contrivances. 

With a smile on his face, he picked up a small box that had been used for storing envelopes. He cleared out the envelopes and placed the watch inside, and approached the ladies as they walked through movements for a show—presumably the show they hoped to steal from him on Friday. 

“So, you’ll run this way, passing out cards.”

“The real ones or the flaming ones?”

“The flaming ones, of course. We can’t pass out your real cards. They’ll just hit the audience in the face, you twit.”

“Right, Belle.” Katie nodded meekly. “Sorry, Belle.”

Warren cleared his throat. Katie jumped. Belle merely turned coolly. 

“Hello, loser.”

Warren frowned. The weight of the watch in the box he held was pleasant. A comfort. “What the hell are you doing here?”

“We thought we would keep rehearsing here, actually.”

“And why did you think that?”

“Well, Katie can actually afford the rent.”

Katie shrugged sheepishly. “It’s my Dad who can. But he does whatever for me.”

“And you can’t,” said Belle. “We thought we would allow a concession. Let you pay a little to stay. Maybe that weird room in the back that you try to hide. Yeah,” she laughed. “See? I told you he thought we didn’t know about it. Look at his face.”

Warren was going to let that slide. He was going to let it slide all the way down to the ground, when she was on her knees, licking his heels like they were candy. 

“I had something to show you.”

“Oooh,” said Katie, a smile on her face. “Is it a present?”

“Who cares what it is?” Belle crossed her arms. “He doesn’t have money to give us anything worthwhile, anyway.”

He smiled. “You’d be surprised. And yes, Katie, it is a gift. But before I give it to you...”

“You’re not getting anything in return.” Belle shook her head. “Not a single thing.”

“Before I give it to you,” he continued, “I have to know something.”

Belle crossed her arms. “I really, actually, totally am not going to sleep with you.”

“Yeah!” Katie crossed her arms too. “Me neither!”

God, they were like dutiful little detectives in a children’s story. Thinking they had outwitted the big bad boss. 

“There’s no way to work it out between us?” Warren asked. “No way that you’ll ever go back to work for me?”

“Not even if you grew thirty feet tall and could shit fire balls. No. Possible. Way.”

He had asked, at least. Somehow, it made him feel less accountable. He had made every effort to be civil. But his livelihood was on the line. His very life. 

Tasia would make for an excellent assistant, it was true. But didn’t Warren deserve more? Belle and Katie were both incredible at their jobs. To control them absolutely as they worked would only make them better. 

“Well, then.” Warren held the present out, and opened the box. “You’ve earned this, then.”

“What is it?” Katie reached in to touch.

Slowly, Warren held it up, dangling without swinging.

“It’s a watch, my dear.”

“A watch?”

Slowly, the watch began to swing from side to side. 

“That’s right. A very special watch. Isn’t it special?”

“Sp...special,” they said, completely in unison. Even the small stutter was said in tune with the other, in the same warm monotone. 

These two unmatched beauties stood before Warren, their minds completely ready and willing to take on every thought he had ever had. Every dirty piece of his will. Every last, filthy, horrible thought he’d had about filling their bodies to the brim was now available to him at any time. 

“I need you girls to listen to me, carefully. With an open mind. With full attention.”

“We are listening, Warren.”

He smiled. Their beautiful, luscious faces blank and ready to do anything he said. It was amazing.

“You don't need to respond unless I say so. You are listening so deeply, so attentively, right now, that it's like you're in a classroom. In fact, that's where you are. In a class room. You can see the board at the front. You can see the other seats, but it's only the two of you there. You can see the teacher's desk, and the door, but you don't ever want to leave. You can hear my voice, and you know it’s deeply important, but you have only each other there. But you’re not focused on one another. You’re focused on the board. What are you focused on?”

They replied in unison. “On the board.”

“That’s right, girls. And on the board is everything you know to be true in this world. All your thoughts. All your beliefs and responsibilities. All your values. There's so much. It fills the board. Writing on top of writing on top of writing. It's hard to keep track of it all, but you know every last thing is there. All your stressors. All your worries. All on the board.

“Now. In one hand, you have an eraser. Both of you. You can feel it. The softness on one end. The residue of chalk in the fabric. You’re going to take that eraser...and you’re going to wipe it all away. Wipe away those thoughts. Wipe away those values. All those beliefs and responsibilities. All, all gone. What’s on the board, girls?”

“Nothing. Nothing.”

“That's right. From now on, when you hear my voice, you’ll know that everything I say will be etched on the board. Inscribed on it. Irremovable. Irreducible. Undeniable. My words fill your boards. You will be able to write new words on top, but only in chalk. My words, my Will, is there forever. What fills your boards?”

“Your words fill our boards.”

“Good. My voice is so important to you. My work is important to you. My cock is important. My pleasure. My happiness. You can’t imagine anything more important to you than my happiness.”

He continued on. On the boards of their minds, he wrote out a long treatise of the correctness of his rule over them. They would never disobey. They would never leave. They would apologize for even once considering it. They would love him, always. If they were uncertain of an order, they would always ask for clarification. Their highest ruling philosophy would be to protect him and give him pleasure. They would never do anything to harm him, or each other, or—Warren thought of Tasia now—any other slave he owned. 

And then he gave them a very specific set of instructions, smiling and stroking his cock all the while. 

* * * * *
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TASIA SQUIRMED AT THE door, conflict clear on her face. She had spent the whole day, almost, cleaning out this place and making it look lovely, but Master had ordered her to go home and shower and dress pretty. Then, she was to wait outside until he said it was all clear, and so that’s what she did.

She was looking pretty. A bright orange dress decorated her lithe, gorgeous caramel form. Her long hair was loose around her shoulders, her breasts braless in the overtight confines of her outfit. Heels on her feet displayed her legs, her ass. The wind picked up, and she had to hold down the short edges of the dress to make sure her bare pussy wasn't shown to the world.

Panic struck her suddenly. Had she sent him the required text? She checked her phone for the most recent:

You’re the most amazing Man alive. I love you.

Slowly, she cooled. That was the hundredth such text; the hundredth such panic attack. In ten more minutes, she would send him another, even though he was right inside. He had ordered her to do it, after all. He had ordered it. You didn’t just ignore an order.

She was a good slave.

And fuck, wasn’t that strange?

She was biting one thumb, conflict clear on her face. She didn’t know why she was there at this warehouse in the middle of the city. Her compulsion was evident on her face, scrawled in the small worry lines forming on her smooth dark skin. Should she be there at all? Why was she there? How long had she known him? Wasn’t this all rather sudden? 

But then the door opened. He was there. Her everything. Her existence. Her entire life. Suddenly, her knees buckled.

“Hello, my lovely.”

“Oh.”

Suddenly, it all made sense to Tasia. Everything about this—everything in the world. Of course she had been waiting to see him. Wanting to see him. Desperate to. Of course she had come running when he called—fucking look at him. He was perfect for her. The perfect stud. The most perfect man in the world.

“Oh,” she said again. “H-Hi. Hi, Master.”

It wasn’t lost on Tasia that she was pretty. Men did all sorts of things for her. Free coffee. Free drinks at bars. Cops let her off tickets. When her husband died (what husband? What? Did I have a husband?) people kept saying how terrible it was for her to have to be such a beautiful young widow. 

But all knowledge of her worth was lost once she found herself once again in the gaze of her Master. 

“I’m so, so happy to see you again.” She took his hands into hers, kissing them. He tolerated it, like the adoration of an overexcited puppy. “I’m just...” she shook her head. “You have this...this fucking effect on me, Sir. I can’t explain it. Like...like I just called you Sir! Just now!”

She put her head in her hands. “It’s so hard to think when I’m around you. And I like to think. I do. But you’re...” she nipped little kisses at his chin, his neck. “You’re so fucking handsome, and all I end up wanting to do is needing to kiss you, and serve you, and just...j-just do anything at all that you tell me, Master.”

But all he did in return was smile. Tasia melted all the same.

“I want to show you something.”

He pulled her into the office and then back into the workshop area. 

There, standing in ornate, gaudy outfits, were two gorgeous young women. One was busty, her body clearly fertile and fuck-ready from a young age. The other was tall and reedy, almost, her beauty eager on her face.

They were speaking on unison on cellphones in their hands. 

“I'm just a stupid slut. I'll never be anything more than a stupid, cockloving whore. This isn't a joke. This isn't a prank. I haven't lost a bet. A whore is all that I am. All that I can ever hope to be. I don't want anything else except to be filled and sprayed with cum. I want everyone to know. I'm such a dumb, dumb, idiot whore. All that I am for the rest of my life are three holes to be used and abused by men. It's all I'm good for. It's all I'll ever be.”

They hung up in unison, each dialing a new number on their own phones, and beginning again. “I'm just a stupid slut...”

Warren, smiling, showed his phone to Tasia and the social media feed, where those same exact words were posted again and again on the girls' newsfeeds.

“This is Belle and Katie,” Warren explained. “I've had them call a number of their associates. Family members. Old boyfriends and girlfriends.”

Tasia's eyes widened a bit. That was...sort of diabolical. These girls were humiliating themselves on every stage of their lives. Anyone who knew them would know that they were just calling themselves stupid, cockloving whores. 

“They were very rude to me. Do you know what they did?”

Of course she didn’t. She let her Master talk. 

“They tried to kick me out of my own place of work. They wanted to endanger my life. My livelihood.”

Rage rose up in Tasia. These bitches. These cunts. How...how dare they? Master was too good to ever deny. He put a hand on her shoulder, calming her. 

“But we’ll see if they can make it up to me. Perhaps their minds have changed. Your God is a forgiving God, Tasia.”

He snapped his fingers. Instantly, the two girls straightened, shaking their heads slightly, as if coming out of a trance. They turned their phones off and threw them away.

Was that what it was? Was that...had her Master done that to her? With the watch?

Intense feelings of calm suddenly sat down on her brain. Who cared? He was perfect. Let him do what he wants. 

Belle and Katie slowly came out of a long daze, and when their eyes refocused, they saw Master waiting for them to speak. Warren wrapped his hand on Tasia's ass, gripping hard. Tasia started breathing fast, her pussy leaking down past her thighs.

“We’re so sorry, Sir,” said Belle.

Katie nodded. “Yeah. Super sorry.”

“It was totally wrong for us to think we could do the show without you. How could we possibly?”

“We couldn’t possibly. We're just stupid sluts.”

Belle pouted. “Really, super dumb whores. We have to work for you again. Please, Sir?”

“Please? We’ll do anything.”

Warren smiled. “Anything?”

“Oh yes, anything!” they said in unison. 

“I want you to suck my cock.”

“Oh my god!” Belle’s face brightened immediately. “God, I thought you would...you would want me to burn down a hospital or rob a bank or something insane.”

Katie nodded. “Right? I thought he would like, want us to wrestle in mud or take food from children or something. We’d be happy to suck your cock, Sir.”

Belle nodded. “Oh yes. So, so happy.”

His grip on Tasia's ass tightened.

“First, you two should kiss.”

Katie nodded urgently, eyes wide, sliding her mouth into Belle’s, and they kissed passionately.

“Katie's never kissed Belle before,” he informed Tasia. “I made sure she still had a crush on her. And Belle has one on Katie. Neither is quite sure the other is really attracted to her, so they're always going to be trying to prove it to one another. You see?” He pointed, watching Katie stifle hot little moans as she ran her lips down Belle's luscious neck. “I'm not so bad a guy.”

He sounded somewhat like he was trying to convince himself.

“You're wonderful, Master,” said Tasia. 

Soon, he tired of the show, and wanted to join in himself. Tasia led him to where she had set up a mattress, at his orders. King-sized and big enough for all of three of them in the middle of the warehouse. Nearby were a series of pillars and an old table that once held some kind of robotic arm. 

Warren undressed completely, all three girls waiting on the bed for him. Touching one another at his order. Tasia's hand in Belle's pussy, Katie's hands in Tasia's pussy, Belle's hands in Katie's pussy. Rubbing clits, moaning softly as they waited. 

Tasia had never touched another woman like this before. She didn't care. It was so, so right to do whatever her Master suggested. 

He approached with his cock already fully hard. Smiling, he slid the length across Belle's face, then Katie's, and then finally Tasia's. Each delivering soulful kisses to the shaft as he crossed their paths. 

In short order, Tasia was the only one left on her knees, sucking her Master's cock lovingly. |To his right was Belle, to his left Katie. He kissed one while the other cooed in his ear or cheered on Tasia, and then he would switch off. When one of the girls whined enough, he pushed Tasia off her knees, having her switch places with Katie. Then Belle sucked him as the other two performed as before. And so on this circuit went for several minutes, getting him excited enough to fuck one of them.

But who would it be? Tasia prayed for herself...but Master had eyes especially for Belle, it seemed.

He pushed the dark-haired, big-titted beauty down on the mattress, spreading her legs wide. His hands gripped those big, fake tits, squeezing tight and wrenching this way and that, until Belle squeaked in pain. That made him grin. Then, shuddering and heaving with heavy, aroused breaths, he shoved inside of her cunt. 

“Fuck,” he stuttered, entering her whole-heartedly. “You're...you...are you a virgin?”

Tasia had taken to tracing Master's back muscles with a longing finger, adoring the firm musculature he boasted. His body was so perfect. She saw no flaws, anywhere—just like he had ordered her.

“Yes, Master,” said Belle. Any pain that she might have felt had been wiped away with the pleasure of obedience instilled in her. “Is that acceptable?”

“No...I mean, yes.” He grunted, pushing in and out, clearly hard as a rock. “I'm just...fuck. Surprised. It's perfect in there.”

“Lots of girls get pregnant on their first time,” Tasia suggested, kneeling down next to Master. “Maybe Belle will too?”

“You'd like that, huh? For me to get her pregnant?”

Tasia nodded intently. “Yes, Sir. You deserve pregnant sluts worshiping your cock with their fertile little bodies. Doesn't he, Katie?”

Katie looked dazed from lust. All this talk of pregnancy, fucking, had an effect. “Yes. Oh, fuck. Yes. And me too? And Tasia? All of us pregnant? You can do it. You're so fucking virile...”

“B-but me first?” Belle moaned. She was gyrating her hips, eager for more movement of his cock. “Please? Fuck me, Sir, please! Teach me a lesson! Teach me how to serve you. I'm just a stupid slut. I won't know how to do it unless you show me.”

Her voice was husky, lustful. All of their voices were. Warren thrust harder inside of her, gathering her legs up under his arms. Her knees pressed against those big fat tits, the angle of his penetration deep.

“Yeah, do it, Master! Teach her!” Tasia kissed and bit his shoulder. “Show her what it means to obey.”

Katie nodded. She had her hands wrapped around Belle's throat, restricting her airflow. The positioning made it easy for her to kiss Master again and again as he drove deeper into Belle's virgin-tight cunt. 

“God, yes,” moaned Katie. “I want to watch this bitch strain from your big cock, Sir. Please? Won’t you teach her?”

“Yes!” Belle’s eyes glimmered with need. Her voice husky and low from Katie's choking. “D-do it! Show me how wrong I was for defying you. Please, won’t you?”

In that moment, Tasia’s heart filled with community and love. They all wanted the same thing. They wanted their Master’s vindication; they wanted their Master to feel the absoluteness of power that only he and he only deserved. 

“Do it, Master,” Tasia urged him. “Please. We all need it. We do. Cum in her. Oh god, please, cum in her now!”

“Ruin my life, Master.” Belle urged him. “Own me with your seed.”

“Yes, Master, please!” Katie choked Belle harder now, restricting her voice entirely. “She won't be able to do anything when she's pregnant. You'll tear her life apart. Do it, please! Do it! Fucking ruin her! Ruin her body! Ruin her life with your seed, oh god Master please!”

His thrusts became wild and fast. There was no stopping him. Tasia's heard overturned with pleasure and lust as she watched him empty inside of Belle. His seed overflowed from her cunt, spilling out onto the mattress below.

“Thank you, Master.”

Tasia said it in time with the other three. In her orgasmic haze, she could not tell truly whether it was her voice or theirs that she heard as she wrapped her body in a loving embrace around her only true reason for living. Her hand took a hold around her Master's cock, and she was surprised and even a little scared to find it still hard. How was he doing it?

Master turned then to Katie, ordering her to spread her legs. 

“Do it,” Belle urged in her cumdrunk voice, wrapping her hands around Katie's throat. “Ruin her life, Sir. Fill her up. Get her pregnant. Ruin her forever...mark her as yours.”

Tasia's jaw trembled with lust as she watched her Master's wicked grin. She knew he would have no mercy on Katie. None at all. 

* * * * *
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WARREN SIGHED. CONTENTMENT. That was this feeling. Belle still happily marrying her mouth to his cock. Vow after vow of obedience and trust. 

Tasia was wrapped under one arm, Katie the other. Their noses cutely snuggled one another on his broad chest. 

The day was done, and a complete success. But he still had to attend to his wife. And the loan shark. And Saturday's show. 

He thought he knew very well how ready he was. But truly, he had no idea. 

# # #
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Gang Up: A Bikerland Novel








Part I: Overload


[image: image]


––––––––
[image: image]


IT WAS CLOSE TO DONE now. Brall’s men had been fucking the girl for more than an hour, and with there being six of them and only one of her, she was finally starting to tire out. They worked inside a circle of small white stones, standing on thick jet black sand in a small valley between the rocky, desert hills beyond the town of Temple.

Not long ago, the girl was a prospect for marriage in Temple. Might be she could have ended up with some rich merchant or even a tradesman of some kind, or even married into the Family—the gang that owned Temple. But she was a gorgeous girl. Thick-waisted, with enormous breasts and a face that could melt any heart, save possibly for Brall’s. But even he had smiled at her once or twice as she served him drinks in her tight little corsets and tiny skirts. A rare honor, one she bragged of often. Not many earned Brall’s favor. Fewer kept it for long.

Brall was an enormity. Just over seven feet tall, his weight far past three hundred pounds. All of it muscle and bone. His hair thick and dark, running down halfway past his shoulders in a tangled mess. A beard gathered densely around his face. Under the night sky, he was shirtless, wearing only ragged canvas jeans that wrapped tight around the bulging muscles of his thighs. His immense chest gleamed in the light, thick with sweat from the heat pouring out off the bonfires they had arranged.

Vivienne was the girl’s name. She had stood up well to the indoctrination. Six of Brall’s finest men had pounded her voluptuous body and for every step of the way she had urged them on, swallowing their cum deep and moaning with hot lust as more and more of their cum spilled on her devilishly hot curves. 

There was a glazed, orgasmic smile on her face. It had been there since the men started. She had been on her knees, calling out for more and more men. Only three men, technically, were required to perform the rite of passage on a new girl, making her officially one of the Cauldron Girls. Most girls asked for four, to ensure that all knew how enthusiastic they were about being owned and fucked by the soldiers of the Cauldron. 

But Vivienne had asked for six huge studs to break her body and mind. That was as many as Brall had ever seen. Only a few others had been able to manage so many. Vivienne loved it. All those cocks pounding into her at once. All of her lusciously developed curves covered in a gooey, shiny mixture of cum from several biker warriors. Her thighs glistened with the hot substance, her mouth and face was sticky with it. None of the men seemed to mind all the cum everywhere. They had seen it all before, on different girls. Hell, they had participated in it—each soldier got to indoctrinate sooner or later.

This, the gang bang, was the indoctrination. Claiming Vivienne. Making her a member of the Cauldron and the Cauldron alone. After this, all of Temple would know that no other sort of man could ever have her. Only the Cauldron. And if anyone tried, they’d be strung up and left for dead in the middle of town, where everyone would see, and everyone would get the message.

Because Vivienne was gorgeous. Gorgeous girls in Temple belonged to the Cauldron, as far Brall was concerned, and the Cauldron belonged to Brall. They rode for him, they fought for him, and they killed for him, and nobody nowhere would ever stand in the way of what he wanted. 

Yesterday, the leader of the Family had died. An old man. His time past due in this overheated wasteland, every breath a labor and every movement worked through a fog of radiation and terror. 

His strength was what had kept the Family together; his confidence the mesh by which their various equipments found a common holding. Temple was a battleground, a fertile ground in a land where there was almost no fertile ground left. It was fertile for farming, and so fertile for commerce—and for Brall, fertile for drugs, guns, and trade. 

He and the Family had battled much, but the old Skull leader, Titus, had kept him at bay. A crafty one, Titus. Always with three or four extra plans for every move Brall made. 

No matter, now. Brall’s sights were on Temple for good. And yes—Titus’s daughter, Abigail, who had denied him for so long.

Vivienne collapsed in the stone circle, the last man finally done with her, ejaculating hard down her thoroughly-fucked throat. Two other men stroked themselves off on her face, all that cum hitting her all at the same time. Vivienne shivered in bliss, suckling up as much as she could, and then fell. The men wiped themselves off on her lovely body, a few giving her an admiring pat on the ass or hair.

“She’s in,” Brall said to his second-in-command, Carthage.

Carthage, a huge black man made for wars and warring, nodded and signaled to the troops. The initiates began to clean it all up. 

Brall's soldiers, his veterans, had women at their sides already, women who passionately stroked their men’s cocks while they had witnessed the indoctrination. These women had been indoctrinated themselves, willingly. They’d give up anything to have it happen again, to feel the lust of so many primal warriors piling into their hot, fertile bodies once more. Brall’s power over the men, therefore, gave him terrible power over the women. At any time, he could give any last one of them their true heart’s desire in a furious gang bang. 

But Abigail yet eluded him. Daughter of another gang. Owned by the Family.

He would take her, and then she would be his, forever.
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Thunder of dozens of engines powered through the cemetery air. The old King was dead. All that was left now was to crown the new one. 

All atop an old hill outside town they had gathered. Family and Kin and citizens alike. All of them paying their respects for the old ways. None of them knowing yet that new ways were upon them, seizing their underbellies hard and fast and furious. The day was hot, but the days were always hot out there in the apocalyptic wastes leftover after the Long War. 

Several hills formed a perimeter around Temple, part of its natural defenses. The cemetery had been started long ago by Titus, the very man buried there that day, Case’s father, and it had started off as small thing on the hill, barely taking up a portion of its space. Now the graves were overcrowded and often the Family would not bother to report the dead of those who were not members of their warrior circle. The Family were the only ones who mattered, after all. Titus had taught them that. 

Bikes made the din of the day, crowding out every noise. No one could talk and hear themselves; it was the entire Family warrior retinue revving their bikes, sending Titus off to the afterlife. They would go on for five or ten minutes yet and then file back down to the Family’s Compound and garage their bikes. After that, there would be a lot of drinking and fucking and then the men would file back out once again, but this time into the wastes to retrieve wealth for the town of Temple. 

The grave was nice enough and the tombstone made from real granite, not limestone like so many of the others circulated upon the embankment. Case was pleased with the arrangement, if not his father’s death. It had not come at a good time for him. Probably a murder never did, though. 

If he could, Case would throw all of his resources at finding out who was responsible for his father's murder. But there was no time for that—the fabric of society in Temple was fragile, and always needed more attention.

Another two years, maybe, and Case would have had everything well in hand. Brall and his damnable Cauldron would have been taken care of, Troy would have been quietly killed off, and he would have married Abigail the very same week his father died. That had always been his mind.

The patrons began to file back out down toward the town. Case stayed at the grave, watching them go. Abigail had gone with them, had gone with her mother, Sandra, before leaving Case with a short hug around his muscled form, which was all she was able to give him in public. It was not enough. He wanted all of his stepsister, and he wanted her all the time.

Then Case was left alone at the top of the hill with a shovel in his hand and a hole to fill and nothing but time to do it with. Case shoved his boot into the dirt, walking around the grave. They had buried the old man with his bike—or the shell of it, anyway. The engine was too good to throw away and probably Brall’s people would have tried to steal out the grave if anything valuable was left behind. The Cauldron might have had a code, and were damnably disciplined, but they didn’t have morals. 

Even with his size, which was considerable, Case had plenty of stamina. Plenty of endurance. His muscles were large and the leather vest denoting his status as a leader of the Family fit tight around bulging lats and rock-like trap muscles. He was about six foot five, his body tapered and almost deceptive in the way sometimes he would look lean, even though every part of his body was overloaded with hard, dense, work-earned muscle.

It took Case a good hour to fill in the hole and then he rode back down to town himself, following the same path as everyone else. The streets of Temple were paved with broken concrete, holes layered over with gravel and sometimes black pitch. There were a few sturdy buildings—the bank, the armory, the eponymous temple itself—but besides that everything outside the Family’s Compound was made to break. Boards and clay and tents. On the far east side of Temple, outside the town's walls, was the shantytown where Brall and his Cauldron reigned. He was a problem, and Case had known it to be so. But Troy wanted to deny the collected power of so many people under such a man as Brall, and Titus had lost his teeth with age. Once upon a time, it would have been war, right away, after the first suspicion that Brall had taken a trade shipment from the Family. 

Old days, gone away now. But Case would start new days, and better times. All he needed was a little luck. 

The Family's Compound was a series of squat concrete buildings reinforced with steel and layered over again with lead. A safe place from the ever-oozing radiation of the world outside. 

The bar in the Compound, the Mud Pit, was open to pretty much anyone with money. Traders would come in and spend their dime there on the Family’s whores and good moonshine. But anyone who wasn’t Family, or didn’t give the Family good regular money, took their chances by being present. Death was common, and fights more common still.

From just outside the poorly-painted building, Case could hear the reverie. Stories being swapped by old timers and veterans at the near end of their riding time themselves. Lots of swashbuckling bravado being spouted about Brall and the Cauldron by the younger men—each one to a man, almost, being one of Case’s men. 

The men were divided up now between belonging to Case and belonging to Troy. Troy had been Titus's second-in-command, and had earned much loyalty from his duty to the Family. And always, there was the talk of his sister, Robin—probably the most beautiful girl in the entirety of the wasteland.

But Case and Troy were at odds to running the family. Case knew it; Troy knew it; everybody knew it. They had to consolidate power soon or else all of Titus's work would be for nothing. The peace was uneasy between the Family and the Cauldron. It rested only on the fact that not a single drop of blood of either side had been shed so far. Not even in bar fights. Brall’s men were disciplined, Case had to give the man that. 

The second Case walked inside the Mud Pit, the swarming chatter reduced to a somber rumble. Case pointed to the bartender and ordered everyone up another round on the house—the whole night on Case, as a matter of fact—and there was a cheer went up behind him as he walked to the back. 

Troy sat at one end of the bar and Sandra the other. Both blamed one another for Titus’s death, gunned down in the open street. No witnesses—and in the town of Temple, no witnesses only meant that everyone who knew was paid off, loyal, or dead. Temple was too small for no witnesses. 

The idea was that Troy had murdered Titus to gain power; or that Sandra had murdered Titus to put her stepson in power, who she had always favored so much. Case rejected both of these hypotheses; too distasteful by half. But Case would have to deal with the dislike between Troy and Sandra, and soon. They weren’t the allies he wanted, but there was a war coming with Brall. 

Like Titus always said, you don’t go to war with the army you want. You go to war with the army you have. 
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There was a cloud of grief hanging over The Mud Pit, and Robin wanted no part of it. She lived in a cloud of grief. For everyone else to be feeling sad only made her feelings seem all the more disingenuous. But there was no one to talk to—no one who understood, anyway. 

Abigail was Robin’s best friend, and her advice wasn’t ever any good.

“Just kill him.” Abigail would say. “I’ve fought off five or six guys like that. No one seemed to mind.”

“You weren’t killing your own clan, though.”

Abigail would grin at that. As if maybe to say—just give me the chance.

Across the bar, she saw Troy looking at her again. Eyes roaming up and down her body. Her stepbrother was an enormous brute, thicker almost than he was tall and far too cunning to ever take for granted. If Robin had a little more time, in a year or two, she might have been able to take over for Sandra’s position as auditor, deciding where to send out the Family for loot. And she might have decided to send Troy out into the White Waste, a heavily radiated area blasted by nuclear energy where no one ever returned...

A comforting thought, but not a real one. Troy glanced at her again. Robin caught his glance this time, glaring back at him and then rolling her eyes. He just grinned. 

Robin was used to male attention. She was a looker, or so Troy said. So many men said. Blue eyes. Her hair a deep, dark chestnut color and vibrantly thick. Her body was athletic, toned with muscle from the hard-living in the wastes, but she had trouble finding clothes to fit over the impressively large bust she sported. Even now, sitting at the bar after a funeral, her button-up blouse only managed to close just above the line of her nipples, leaving a long line of enticing cleavage open for any prying eyes. Her neck, slender and fair, was like a handle for any of the strong men in the bar to pin and fuck her against the wall until she was begging to be bred for years and years, begging to be relieved of all thoughts of responsibility and worry. 

And she knew it. A Family girl knew exactly what her place was, or else. 

Titus had taken a soft spot for Robin. Protected her for all the years that Troy had wanted to fuck her brutally and invoke his right of clan on her body. But now Titus was dead.

The right of clan was taken from time to time to ensure that a family’s bloodline was protected. It would never result in marriage—that was strictly forbidden. Families, even stepsisters and stepbrothers, could not be allowed to intermingle. After the Long War had devastated so much of the population—Robin had heard estimates as high as ninety-five percent of everyone just being gone—the humans left had a population to rebuild. That couldn’t happen well by intermixing self-same bloodlines through marriage. 

But. A bloodline could be continued, if it was small enough and its clan felt threatened, by invoking the right of clans, whereupon a stepfather could take a stepdaughter, or a stepbrother a stepsister, solely to get them pregnant. 

Robin knew that Troy jerked off to just such a thought. She knew it because he told her almost every day, that sick grin on his face.

She had lived in fear. Now, with Titus dead, she lived in terror. 

Case walked across the bar and spoke to his stepmother, Sandra, and then across the other way and spoke with Troy. 

Sandra was a small woman with deeply tanned skin. Nearing forty, she was almost the oldest of any woman that Robin had seen in her life. Easily the oldest who looked as good as she did. Her hair, dark and full, still retained some shine, and her skin had not yet developed overmuch the telltale wrinkles from years of radiation exposure. She stayed inside as much as she could and lived easy, ensuring to only eat the crops nearby which had been crafted with safe conditions. It was an expensive way to live, to be sure, but the wife of the Family’s leader could afford it. 

Titus had run the overall decisions of the Family. Who to attack. Who to trade with. Where to fortify and where to retreat. The Family’s region was nearly the size of the entire Texan panhandle, with several towns under their purview, and all of their strength relied on Titus’s clear decision making. But it had been Sandra who ensured that warriors were fed, that supplies were delivered, and yes, that women were passed out equally. Warriors had to be taken care of with plenty of fresh, willing pussy.
Any man in the Family could take any woman he wanted. But Sandra, as the Matron, held final say as to whether a woman would be able to be married in. A woman had to have the right mix, she would say, of eagerness and submission. Knowing how to anticipate her man’s needs. Knowing how to cook for him, to clean for him, to keep the home free of filth and distasteful activities. 
A rider for the Family could spend weeks or sometimes even months away on business, protecting their home. How awful it would be for him, then, to return to his haven and find it ill-kept. A woman had to know her place, and Sandra kept all the girls in line. Looking pretty, smiling amiably, never talking back. Robin believed all of this with her heart and soul. She burned inside to some day be a good wife for a strong, sure man who could lead her around, fuck her rotten, breed her stupid until she was drooling out praises and mindlessly sucking on his cock for hours at a time.

That Abigail got away with doing absolutely none of that must have driven Sandra wild, but Titus had favored the girl and treated her like a son, even though she was not his natural daughter. He’d always wanted two boys, he would say, taking Abigail and Case out on some hunt or raid. 

Case, Sandra, Abigail and Troy walked to the back room, the conference room. Robin watched them go past and then turned back to the bar, ordering another beer.

“No,” said Sandra. “Inside.”

“What?”

“You may as well get used to it now. There’s no stopping it.”

This surprised Robin. She ran the numbers for the gang’s legitimate businesses—Titus had always wanted her to be the face of their public side. She was a chameleon—able to slide effortlessly between the leather-and-denim world of The Mud Pit and the suits-and-skirts land of the rich traders who came in from Dallas, a bustling metropolis which was still standing from all accounts (if, of course, rather drastically reduced in size and population from the Long War). From the brutally primal warrior men of the Family, she was afforded, if not respect, at least deference in matters of money. 

But now Titus was dead. 

And Troy was alive and well—her stepbrother, so hulking and terrifying. Eyes always on her. Waiting to have her alone with him in the house. Maybe in charge soon, if Case didn't edge him out. Or kill him.

God, wasn't that a lovely thought? Big, strong Case, strangling Troy to death. Maybe Robin could cheer him on while it happened.

Not that she would, of course. It was just a fantasy. Troy had fucked with her life for far too long to not fantasize about such things.

They stepped inside the conference room and circled around. Overhead was a long hanging light, the sort that went over a pool table. Pre-war pictures of dogs and landscapes were on the wall. Robin sat in one corner. Abigail sat next to Case, and Troy far down the table on one end. Sandra sat across from him, glaring coldly.

“There’s a problem here and we’ve got to sort it,” said Case. 

“I don’t see a problem at all,” said Troy. The rubber lining around the table squealed and shifted in his hands. 

Case gave him a look. “I want us to find some agreement amenable to both of us, all right? We’ve got to get along. Otherwise those Cauldron bastards will run right over us.”

Troy had something else smart to say, Robin could tell. But he swallowed the remark and nodded. 

“Okay,” said Case. “We need to bring our families together. Titus talked about it all the time. You had your loyalty to him. All the work you two did for one another.”

“He was my blood.”

“And I’m not. And I know that. But I know you respect blood. And I know as much as you want other things, you don’t want war with the good men you’ve fought with. And you don’t want the Cauldron to ruin everything we’ve made.”

“You been thinking hard, boy. But you’re dead wrong if you thinking you walk out here in charge.”

“I’m proposing a joint rule. Everyone on the council gets a vote, and we each get a veto. That way, we aren’t stepping on each other’s toes.”

Titus had, beneath his own rule, set up a council of sorts of veteran riders and even women. Well, one woman—Sandra. But he had let it slip that he wanted Robin on the council in the future. 

Case let that simmer for a minute.

“And?” Troy's posture languid, unimpressed.

“And,” said Case, “you’re to mate Sandra. After a year passes.”

Troy snorted. “A year?”

“She’s got to show mourning. Otherwise all the boys, they’ll get ideas about what happened. Not me, you understand. I know you’re clean as—”

The chair banged as it hit the wall. “If you think for a minute those boys will suspect me—”

“People suspect any old thing, Troy! But only if you let them. You wait a year. You’ll have the biggest estate in the region under your control.”

Part of being the boss was owning the most land. 

“And what do you get out of that, huh? Pimping out your mother like that? Who are you mating to?”

Robin gulped. She had already put it together. It was simple addition, really—and these men had just reduced her to a number for acquisition.

Case turned right to her. “Robin.”
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The shopkeeper was old and small, nearly fifty in a land that tolerated almost no one over thirty. His skin hung loose on his bones and his hair was all whittled and white. Abigail, smiling, picked up a long gold chain with a curious small jeweled pendant. It was not pretty—nothing really was pretty anymore, unless you were talking about Temple women—but it was nice enough.

“That’s seven.”

“Seven?” Abigail shook her head. 

“...Six?”

If she wanted, she could easily flirt with the shopkeeper and convince him to just give her the jewelry. She had done so before, with other traders, before she learned of the greater power she possessed by being in the Family. But Abigail was a beautiful woman—even in the town of Temple, known all across the Texan region for holding some of the most gorgeous women left in the world. Her body was stacked with huge 36E breasts, her waist narrow, her hair golden and long. Bright ice blue eyes shone out from her almost unreal beauty, her entire face capable of melting men to pieces with a simple little pout. 

But she did not pout—she smiled, small and cruel. She had done this before. 

“Why don’t we go to my brother, and let him decide how much it ought to be?”

Sweat ran down the shopkeeper’s brow. He knew the score. He had, most likely, known before Robin even walked inside. But it was just occurring to him now how screwed he really was.

The shopkeeper shook his head quick. “N-no. That’s all right. You know what? Why don’t you take it?”

“Just take it? I couldn’t leave you with nothing.”

“Oh, then...half of one? Then...”

Abigail’s smile was dead inside; she waited for the shopkeeper to notice.

“No,” he said again. “No, no. My gift to you.”

Abigail knew how to live in the world as it was, now. Her father had taught her history. 

The Long War had torn everything apart. Ruined everything. Civilization did not necessarily crumble—too ingrained for that—but it did fray and burn, like a quilt left over a burning fire. Pieces remained, none of them truly part of the fabric that had once been.

After the war, with so many men fighting, there had been an excess amount of women. Only the prettiest—the sexiest, the most willing to submit and comply—had been left. Others had been left behind and unused, unbred. Women now were largely busty, largely wide of hip and narrow of waist. Their bodies beautiful in every way, some voluptuous and some skinny and some slender and some athletic and some a mixture—but always lovely. Always pleasing to men. Otherwise they would not be alive. 

Men got bigger and meaner, then, the ones who were left. To fight over the women who had survived. It was possible to think that with all the women being so pretty, it was impossible to tell which ones were truly more attractive than others—but the body knew. The body always knew. Cocks knew, and pussies too. 

Abigail knew she was horribly attracted to Robin, for example, but the only worse thing than her attraction to her stepbrother was an attraction to a woman; at the end of the day, even a stepbrother could get a stepsister pregnant and give her that perfect feeling of purpose in her life. Two women could not say the same thing for each other, and that was inexcusable in the new order. Lesbian forays were permitted, but only for the display to and pleasure of men. 

Their town, Temple, was one of only five or six such towns that they knew about. Sometimes they would get traders coming in with tales from the East and the North—big protected, shielded supercities that were relatively untouched by the Long War. But Temple was not one of those places. They lived where the Long War had not spread, in the hot badlands of what once was Texas. 

The closest city was Dallas, and Abigail had never been there. They had law there, and order. 

In Temple, the order was the Family, and the law was whatever the Family decided.

The Cauldron, fools that they were, thought they would infringe on the Family’s territory—to their demise, most likely. Other gangs had tried, and Abigail had seen many of them fall. 

And so, Abigail operated with the shopkeeper with perfect confidence, knowing that she didn’t even have to use her considerable feminine qualities to get what she wanted. All she really had to use was reputation.

The door rang—or tinged really, a small piece of tin hitting brass on the edge of the poorly crafted door. 

Like a mountain in motion, Brall walked in. He did not make a pretense of looking around at other items. He was there for one object, and one object only—Abigail. She knew it as well as he. 

Brall wanted Abigail. He had made no secret of this. Even Titus had known, before he died. It was one of the few times that the brutal wasteland barbarian-turned-warlord had offered any kind of a deal. Common terms of open negotiation for business in Temple, so long as Brall was able to indoctrinate Abigail into his gang. 

“Indoctrinate.” Abigail scoffed inwardly. As if that were any term for a gang bang. 

Titus had refused, of course. Abigail was a Family member. She would never be allowed to suffer under the brutal gang bang tutelage that the Cauldron required. 

“Hello Abigail,” said Brall. “Fancy meeting you here.”

“I doubt its coincidence.” She shook her head. “Who do you have following me today? The one with the lazy eye? Or maybe that fellow who carries a hook around?”

He smiled. “Neither. You’re important enough for a man to do his own recon work for.”
She supposed he meant it as flattery. Being such an important, strong man, following her himself. 
Abigail’s place, in his world—or any man’s world—was as an object.

There wasn’t much of a place in the world anymore for women. If a girl didn’t have a man’s approval or protection, she was basically walking naked through the streets. Forced marriages were common. Many women said they got used to them...but if they didn’t say that, Abigail knew, they’d have hell to pay.

Case was her protection. The biggest, baddest guy in the region. Or at least, he almost was. Only Brall was the clear stand-out tough guy who could top Case’s reputation.

Brall was bigger. Tougher. Monstrous, really. In a town full of monsters like Troy and Case and even Brall’s second, Carthage—Brall was the worst. Everyone knew it. 

And he wanted Abigail, according to him, worse than he had ever wanted anyone or anything.

It was an exhilarating feeling. If every part of her didn’t already feel completely owned by Case, she would have probably easily accepted. Brall was a hunk and that was easy enough to see. Probably hung like a fire hydrant. 

Hell, she might have accepted now except for a couple of small reasons, like sparking a war that might kill her entire clan and the fact that Brall would never, ever just accept a simple fuck from her. Brall fucked for keeps—his cock didn’t touch anyone he didn’t own. 

Of course, since Case's cock didn't touch anyone he didn't own, and Abigail had been thoroughly fucked by Case's cock over and over again, she could feel the appeal of Brall's ownership easily enough.

“Your father’s dead,” he said. 

“I had noticed.”

“His stupid decisions kept you from me. But we both know that was wrong of him. You should be mine. There’ll be peace in it. Lots of blood avoided.”

“That’s why you want me?” Slowly, Abigail gripped the knife she kept right above her waist. “To avoid blood?”

Abigail’s knife was a gift a long time ago from Titus. It was a wicked, curved thing, shaped like a crescent moon. The blade was hard steel.

He smiled. “You know why I want you, girl. You know why it is I deserve you.”

“That’s big talk from a man who isn’t even welcome in this part of town. If any of my brother’s men see you this close to me, they’ll shoot you.”

“They better shoot on target, then. Else they’ll wake up with their guts in their mouths.”

He closed the distance between them, pushing her up against the wall. His hands so big on her shoulders The shopkeeper sputtered out some protest. Silence overwhelmed him the second Brall turned his head.

“I want to fuck you for days,” said Brall. “God, you even smell pretty. Do you know that? Of course you do. I want to ruin your life, girl. I truly do. I want to ruin every last thought you'll ever have with my cock.” His hands ran up her waist, gripping tight. His grip was rough and hard, and Abigail fought to ignore the hot excitement she felt at his urgency in needing her. She had been bred, after all, to reward exactly this sort of forward behavior. Her cunt sang with the need to give in—submit, submit, please, lick, suck, submit!

But she wanted Case. Her love for her brother was everything to her. Everything.

She pressed up into Brall’s crotch with her blade. Instantly, Brall’s eyes widened, and his touch relinquished. He tilted his head slowly, smiling without teeth.

“If you talk to me again, if I see you again,” she held the knife up against his cock, thickly outlined in his tight pants, “you will not have much to boast about for the rest of your life.”

Brall smiled at her. “If you try that, I’ll kill you.”

“If I try it, I very well might succeed. You wouldn’t be the first that this blade has tasted. And how would you like that? Can you risk it?”

He let her go, slow. Desire still burning in his eyes.

Despite all her bravado, Abigail was a bit terrified. But the terror only encouraged her lustful rage that he would touch her. She wanted to be wanted, it was true—she wanted to be admired by all, held in high opinion by each and every man she came across. But she wanted to do it at Case’s side. No one else. Her heart thrummed with the need for all to know that her brother’s cock was the only one she had ever tasted, the only one she had ever had enter her. 

Brall, exquisite a specimen of manhood though he was, was not her brother. And therefore, he would not do. 

Slowly, he backed away. “I leave you, now. But you know where to find me once you change your mind.” He smiled. “And I know where to find you.”

“You’ll find me in your nightmares, animal. Fearing slaughter like every other pig.”

But despite her words, she found it hard to catch her breath, and harder still to fight the desire roiling in her pussy. She needed to find Case, right away, and work this out.
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Chapter 4:
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Brall returned to the shantytown outside of Temple. In truth, the shantytown was not much worse off than Temple itself; it simply did not have walls around its edges to create protection nor any solid stone-and-steel buildings to create legitimacy. But otherwise, much the same. Buildings wrought from spare sheet metal, some houses built from the stacked, hollowed-out bodies of automobiles that no longer operated, pathways paved with long boards over puddles of mud that could have been inches or feet deep. 

His headquarters was a large tent bordered by a line of turned over tanks and a long trench, a moat really, filled with broken glass and gears.

Inside of the tent were a number of beds. Carpeting on the ground where there wasn’t shined and polished wood. A small liquor cabinet. A heavy table loaded down with navigational tools and maps—so valuable now in the days beyond regular communication with others. There was a long rack with several guns and a wickedly-bladed axe and a crowbar painted yellow. There was a small fire in the middle of the tent that was kept just beneath smoldering. Outside there was a couple of women tending a large fire, every so often bringing a coal in to keep the tent warm. They had done that for nearly three months now and the tent had not been cold once. 

Cauldron women knew their place. They knew their jobs. They would not dare to deny a man like Brall. The Family had gotten too lax in showing women their proper place. 

Along one side of the tent was a long couch they had taken from a city well past the borders of Texas. There had been plenty of men and women in that city once, and now there none—now there were a great many corpses and women who served at the command of Brall and the Cauldron. If the men had surrendered, Brall would have let them live. He could always use conscripts for his army. Servants to take care of what the army needed. The Cauldron had a code. But the men didn’t submit, and Brall had been clear about what that would mean for them. War was war, after all; life was war.

On the couch was his second, Carthage, enjoying the services of a skinny broad with thick dark hair.

The girl’s name was Miranda, as far as Brall could remember. Last week, Brall and Carthage had picked her up in the middle of a raid on a drug lab outside their border. Stupid Deathheads thinking they could get away with selling their own product in Brall’s market. 

Carthage took a liking to Miranda. Busty and short, hair stretching shiny all the way down to her ass, she was Carthage’s type. She was cooing something in Carthage’s ear, stroking his enormous cock underneath a blanket. 

This was fairly normal for Carthage. Hell, for Brall. Why would he mind? There was a blanket. 

“How long before that Sooner crew gets here? I want those reinforcements soon.”

His entire body burned with lust for Abigail. If he had to burn down Temple to get her, then so be it.

Of course, he couldn't really burn down Temple. They had too many plans for the town. It's fertility was impossible to ignore, like a beautiful woman just on the cusp of knowing her true place in the world. The Cauldron's plan—Brall and Carthage's plan—had always been to take Temple for their own. 

But the want of Abigail, burning down the town was damnably tempting.

“A few days at most.” Carthage reached over and grabbed a piece of paper, handing it to Brall. “Wire came in this morning. Said a dust storm put them on the delay.”

Brall took the paper and read it and then balled it up and threw it against the edge of the tent. He took the heavy map table at one end and overturned it, taking a leg off with one hand and then bashing into the liquor cabinet with the other. 

Carthage watched all this, apparently nonplussed. Miranda tried to slide off but the huge black man kept her in place with a single hand around her tiny waist.

“I take it you want to attack sooner than that?”

Slowly, Brall began to calm. “Yes. I want it sooner than that.”

“It’s not like you to be so impulsive.” Carthage wavered. “Mostly, anyway.”

“It’s different this time.”

“How?” Carthage grunted, his face lighting up. “H-Hold on.”

Grunting, he took Miranda by the back of the head and shoved her underneath the blanket. Right there in front of Brall, she sucked Carthage dry, moaning and mewling. 

Sexuality between the two men was nothing new. Women were the spoils of war and they had always taken what they wanted; any sense of propriety about where and when to fuck had long ago been stripped away by the sheer excitement of fucking some willing, wet, eager submissive beauty just after a battle, when always there were dozens waiting on them. In this new and ancient world, nothing got a woman going like watching blood spilled for her.

“There is a girl.”

“Of course there is!” Carthage laughed. “You always have a girl. Always a girl, and always you are confused. Have you noticed a correlation?”

“You’re not listening.”

“I have.” Carthage huffed now, close to cumming. “Noticed a correlation, I mean.”

“There is a girl,” Brall said again, his tone humming dangerously low. “She is meant to be mine. I know this for a fact.”

“You’ve known that for a fact in the past, as I recall.” Carthage’s head rolled back. Miranda must have been very good. “With Sara. And Hannah. Yolanda. Eve.”

“They were all...” Brall searched for a moment. “They were unworthy. This one is different.”

“Of course she is.”

Finally, Carthage erupted in Miranda’s mouth. She moaned with hot pleasure, swallowing him down, every drop. Some heavy spurts landed on her nose and eyes, and she slid them up with one finger and sucked them dry. When she was done, Carthage pushed her off, and she crawled away, cumdrunk and giggling. 

“Now,” said Carthage, a relaxed smile on his face. “What do you want to do about her, then?”

“It’s complicated.”

“How is it complicated? You want a woman, and you take her.”

“She is...claimed. More or less.”

“More?” Carthage asked. “Or less?”

“It’s complicated. I do not think she has a husband. But her status is protected in the town.”

“The town will be yours, ours,” Carthage grinned, “soon enough. I would not worry over such things if I were you.”

“I do not worry,” Brall snapped. “You asked me why I was in a mood. She is the mood. That is all.”

Carthage considered this for some time.

“Women like to be wooed. Find someone she does not like and destroy him in front of her. That should make her grateful enough.”

These were brutal men and brutal times, and the logic made only perfect sense to Brall’s violent disposition.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 5:
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After the incident with Brall, Abigail needed to cool off somehow—or let out some of the hot pressure that the hulking brute had created inside of her pussy. 

The Family's garage was possibly the most ornate of any structure in the town. Built inside of an old pre-war government building, designed almost by itself to withstand the blasts of bombs from the enormous conflict. The building—and a few other buildings like it—were why Temple had been founded by the Family in the first place. The town was pre-equipped with bunkers and shelter; pre-equipped as a base for any conflict that might occur. That the land was fertile was a nice bonus. Probably men and women would have drifted to the sturdy, tall buildings regardless to get some protection from the ceaseless raiders and threats that the wastes churned out. 

Auto parts filled the walls. Shiny chrome and dark steel intermingling in a sort of neoclassical fashion so alien to the waste beyond these walls. 

Case was working on someone's bike, not his own. Clearly bothered still by grief, by all this sudden responsibility. He worked on bikes when he wanted to be alone.

Just from looking at Case, she felt like her body had melted into nothing. All she wanted to be was a puddle at his feet, forever surrounding the warmth of his skin. Warming him, warmed by him. Touching him, touched by him. Loving him, loved by him. They were alone in the garage. 

Long ago, she had been confused about her feelings for her brother. So many would say it was wrong. Most, even. But Abigail had learned not to care. It was easier to surrender to her desire. It was easier to accept where she knew she belonged in the world. 

“Hey, big bro.”

The words were innocent enough, but not in the way she said them.

“Hey, sis.”

His tone was cautionary. 

“Where is everyone?” she asked. “Out for duties already?”

“Training. With Troy. I wanted to look through everyone’s bikes. Give them one last check.”

“Like Titus used to do.”

“Yeah. Like he used to do.”

The way they were positioned in the garage, no one would be able to see them do anything without Abigail or Case hearing them first. The side entrance was on the other wall, and the front bay doors were closed. Their bodies were completely hidden behind row after row of metal and leather. Abigail pushed her hands forward on her brother’s thighs, loving his strong, dense tissue. 

“Come on,” he said. “I’m stressed. We can’t do this. I’ve got to take care of...”

His voice trailed off. Abigail let off a small wicked grin, her hands massaging the shape of his thick cock through his jeans. 

“I want it,” Abigail moaned. “I really, really do. I’ve been burning all day for it...”

“Come on. Haven’t you heard? I’m gonna be a married man soon.”

Abigail frowned. Not a subject she was fond of. She loved Robin—truly did. She was a terrific friend. And often Abigail had these hot fantasies of them being more than just friends, even serving Case together at the same time...but the thought of Robin being Case's personal property, his breeding pet, his fertile fuckwife darling, made Abigail's stomach turned. Robin was gorgeous, and Case would forget all about how he wanted to fuck Abigail until she was too pregnant to walk. 

But she didn’t have to show Case those fears. More flies with honey, and all of that.

“But that doesn’t mean you and I stop having fun, does it?” Her lips brushed against his slow. “It doesn’t stop us from being brother and sister, does it, big bro? Won’t you still love me?”

“Of course I’ll love you, Abigail.”

She giggled softly and kissed him deeper, her tongue probing into his mouth. Finally now, he kissed her back, his hand sliding through her thick golden hair. Abigail moaned, pressing her slight frame against his huge, tough body. Loving how thick he was, the way her huge tits flattened on his muscles, how soft and pliable she felt in those strong arms. 

Abigail bent over and pulled at his zipper slowly, smiling.

“Come on, big bro. Just let me suck you and we’ll forget about this, okay?” Her hand wrapped around his revealed cock, already stiffening. “God, you’re so big. Please, let me suck it?”

Case nodded briefly. It was all the invitation that Abigail needed. Her mouth immediately slid around his shaft. Deep, happy moans emanated from her body. When his cock continued to grow, she jerked the base of her shaft in one hand. Hot saliva lubricated the skin.

There was nothing in the whole world better than sucking her brother off. She had adored it since the very first time—when he showed up in her room in the middle of the night and slipped into her bed. At first it had just been a repeat of a very normal activity—he would visit her in the night after a raid or a hard day in the shop and hold her tight, and she would feel safe and protected in the terrible wastes of the world. 

But one night he came in, with his cock hard already. It was a few years back, after they had both turned eighteen. They hadn’t spoken at all. She simply turned into his body and wrapped her hand around his thick manhood—and then her mouth. 

So it was now. As good as the first time, if not even better. His sweaty, salty meat so delicious and nourishing in her body. 

She could feel him shifting, pulsing. His hips thrusting up into her face. So close, now—so close! This was how he always acted right before exploding in her mouth. She had learned her brother’s habits inside and out.

“Stop.”

Case tugged her off his cock.

“But I-I wanna...”

Abigail didn’t understand. Had she done something wrong? But she sucked him how she always, always had...

“Wasn’t it good?”

“It was...it was great.”

He spurted, slightly. The cum landed on Abigail's hands and she licked it up slow. A shiver of small orgasm passed through him. But the load was slight—Abigail knew his loads were dense and huge, and always portents of so much, much more to be delivered in her body.

“I’m going to be married soon. And I’m the boss now.”

Oh, she thought. He didn’t want a blowjob. That was fine by her. 

The last time he fucked her, he said he’d gone too far. He said he thought he had started fucking with her head. They had fucked maybe four or five dozen times—it was hard to keep count. At first it was gentle and passionate, the two young siblings exploring one another’s bodies as was only natural. But then it became...all so dirty and hot. 

He would make her promise she belonged to him. He fucked her until she begged to be his mate, to only be fucked by him, to only know his cock. To be bred by him—damn the consequences. She agreed to all of it. So hot and perfect and fun. She wanted all of it.

“So...so you want to fuck me again? You said we couldn’t anymore, but I don’t care, Case. I’ll do it. I’ll fuck my big bro’s boss cock any day—”

“So,” said Case, “I’ll be under more scrutiny. I can’t have the community knowing about us.”

“Who cares what they know?”

“Because the people care about the image. They want a boss who’s married and not fucking his sister.”

Abigail shrugged. “Give them a generation of watching you fuck me rotten, and they’ll get used to it. And if anybody else complains, just kill them.” Her eyes lit up, hands sliding up to his cock once again. “Gosh, you could kill of them for me...”

The thought lit her cunt on fire. Her warlord brother, destroying anyone who thought to indemnify them for their perfect, loving relationship.

“You’re crazy. Good lord.” He stood up, sliding himself back in his pants. “This is done. You and me. All this. No more blowjobs, no handjobs, no dirty little notes or looks. Done. Okay? I’ve got to be with Robin now. I’ll be good to her, don’t worry. I know you two are friends.”

Perhaps they were, thought Abigail. She watched her brother walk away, her desire stoked but not slaked. Needing more; needing her Man no matter the cost. 

Even a friendship was small potatoes compared to the value of true love.

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 6:



[image: image]


Two days after Titus's burial, Abigail asked Robin to come with her on a walk through town, and Robin had of course agreed. She loved Abigail’s presence—her off-kilter look at the world, the cruel way she was able to simplify all problems down to sex and violence. 

There were even, she had to admit, certain physical benefits to being around Abigail. As much as Robin longed for a real man in her life, she'd never been able to find one who she thought was truly worthy of her time. And she and Abigail had participated in all those late-night practice sessions of kissing and loving, trying to be so ready for the men who would own them some day. Robin's body felt electrified every time she was in Abigail's presence. Her nipples stood up and out, her pussy ached gently, urging her to do something stupid with her friend.

But, joining Abigail was also just simple courtesy. Women weren’t much allowed, really, to walk alone through the streets. If a woman was taken against her will, a witness had to be present to account for it. Men always had plenty of witnesses to account to the contrary; a woman had to have her own witnesses, a woman witness—and always it was the woman’s word that was taken over the man’s. 

Women may have been a commodity, but men in this land had been built for fucking and killing, and so were not often trusted. 

They walked through the streets, Abigail with her eyes brazenly meeting anyone who dared to look at the two gorgeous beauties walking together. “Brall tried to come on to me again. Yesterday.”

“Again?” Robin laughed. “Gosh. He’s really into you. Do you want him, too?”

“Have you seen him? Of course I do. Just not as much as...some others.”

Robin was dressed that day in a light blue dress. Her walking boots had a small heel—every woman was expected to walk through life wearing heels. They were natural decorations for women, enhancing the length of the leg and the turn of the rear. Robin had started when she was under twelve to get the feel right. Her long, lovely legs looked fabulous encased in the tight leather. She took special pride in her legs. Often her tits were so prominent that men forgot to look there. It made her feel good to not be seen as just a nice set of tits, but rather, the whole package. Tits, legs, looks—and a brain smart enough to know her pretty little place.

Abigail had on tight knee-high boots, a significant heel to each. Her jeans were tight and largely intact—just a few holes, a luxury—showing off her tanned skin where they weren't. Her shirt was tight, expertly made in Dallas, a short jacket around her busty form. 

“I haven’t seen him,” said Robin. “Up close, I mean. Brall. I saw his speech last month, when he asked for terms.”

Everyone had seen him. Up on top of the ramparts at the edge of town, using a megaphone to make his case. Every muscle so huge. Bigger than Troy. Taller than Case. Robin had gotten an idea of his true scale when he stood next to the mammoth flag pole on the wall, and came up past the half-way point. 

Abigail shook her head. “Why don’t you have a man already? I mean, besides Case now, I guess.”

“Your dad wanted me working the accounts. I worked the accounts.”

“You do everything other people tell you to do?”

“Of course. I’m...” she shrugged. “I’m a good girl. I have to be. It’s the right thing to do.”

“How do you feel about being with Case?”

Robin shrugged. “Your brother is a good man. I am...I am honored to be with him.”

Only she wasn't, really. There was something just slightly off about what she felt about Case. But she thought, being a good girl, that she would grow into her affection of him. 

They stopped in front of the general store.

It was run by Calhoun, a younger man who once had ridden with the Family. But he lost his leg during a raid, and used his decommission pay to buy himself a new shop in Temple. His connections with the Family had, of course, enabled him to push anyone else trying to open up a general store right out of business.

Inside—speaking of the devil himself—was Brall.

Abigail squirmed slightly. “Go in there, would you?”

“That’s Brall in there.”

“So what?”

Robin shrugged. “He scares me, that’s all.”

“Don’t worry about it. Just get it, okay? If I go in, he won’t stop bothering me, and I just put the fear of God in him yesterday.”

“The fear of your knife, you mean.”

Abigail smiled. “Six in half, half-dozen the other. God’s nothing without a few blades to do his dirty work, huh?”

Gathering herself for a moment, Robin walked into the store. She didn't know what to expect from Brall except for nothing good. Her hope was that she could walk around for a moment and gather what she needed before he worked up the will to talk to her.

But instead he approached her right away. All confidence. No fear of rejection or that their conversation wouldn't go exactly how he wanted.

“...hi.” Her voice was small.

“You’re gorgeous.”

His enormity was held in only by scuffed denim and his leather vest. No shirt. Every muscle visible. There was a soft smile on his barbarian face; his dark eyes solid.
Despite herself, Robin blushed furiously. In front of this huge, hulking stud, she had trouble thinking. Her life was built around numbers, and so therefore designed around analysis. Some objective viewpoint might have been able to tell her that she was just responding chemically, like women had for thousands of years, even far, far before the War. That her emotions were being jump-started by the primal, heated smells he gave off, all motor oil and musk, and that the lightheadedness should be expected in such a situation. 
And, in being expected, also disregarded as some spontaneous spark of true, fiery love that would burn for a thousand years before it ever cooled.

Somewhere in her body, she knew this. But all she could do, standing there in front of this impossibly built stud, was mew softly and smile. Fuck, he was so hot. How was she supposed to let any thinking be on her mind when he was so fucking hot? 

“Th-thanks.” She gulped.

His hand came down on Robin’s shoulder. So thick and rough. The palm cradling the entire ball of her shoulder easily. God, she was so little compared to him. She had never felt so tiny in her life, not even in front of Troy.

“Do you like that? Me touching you?” His hand slid down her body, fingertips tugging at her skin in the holes in her dress. She wished suddenly, desperately, that she was dressed up more. Her best finery on, just to impress him. 

That was suddenly all that was really important. Impressing this monster of a man. Making him want her enough so that he would take her back to whatever cave he lived in and fuck her until she was full, full, full of his...seed, his warmth, his...

God, I want his babies. I want to be his woman, his bride, his fucking everything. What the fuck is happening?

Whatever it was, it was instant. Like a lightning bolt had come down and struck the both of them.

Outside, she saw Abigail grinning with a somewhat wicked look on her face. Robin didn’t have time to wonder what it was all about. Brall pulled her toward the back of the store. 

“What are we...” She was breathless. “What’s happening?”

“Something wonderful.”

His hand rose up on one tit. Never before in her life had she ever felt such a sudden onset of pleasure as she did then. Her body shifted, eyes sparkling wide, mouth dripping open slow. 

“I want you.”

Her mouth formed the words before she had time to stop them, consider them. For the first time in her recollection, she was acting without considering all the variables, all the endless ways in which propriety would find her culpable, all the different rules and ethicalities of her actions and how they reflected back again on the women of the Family.

She wanted Brall. And she didn’t care who knew or what they did about it. 

“Good,” he said. Leaning down, he kissed her roughly. His face was almost twice the size of hers. A giant. She loved it. Loved his strength, his bulk. The incredible animalistic brutality lurking beneath his every action.

Surprised at her own fierceness, she slammed him back against the back of the store. The look on his face made it seem as though he thought she was going to fight him off. But Robin had only the opposite in mind. 

Roughly, she ripped open his pants and pulled out the massive cock waiting underneath. A monster. Already mostly hard, and as thick around as her wrist. Warm saliva rushed to her lips, threatening to eep out in layers of drool. With no ceremony or waiting for permission, she lunged her mouth forward, sucking up the monstrous manhood of this impossibly built alpha god. His cockhead, so thunderously thick, plunged deep down her throat and Robin just kept sucking and moaning. 

She could feel her eyes rolling back into her head, her body pulsing with shivering bliss as she took him inside of her. Nothing had ever felt so good in her life as tasting this man, taking him, enjoying him, giving him everything that she knew instinctively he had been waiting for. 
“Lord,” said Brall, his voice shuddering and almost vulnerable. “Lord, god.”
Their gazes met once more, sweltering the air between them. The locking of his eyes on her forcing new shivers of intimate pleasure into Robin’s tiny, fertile little body. 

There was so much of his cock. More than she could take properly—at least so far. Instantly she began to daydream of a day far in the future, when she had been fucked and bred and owned by him for years, when he would return home from a day full of conquering the worst and most evil of the wasteland’s bad men, and she would reward his hardship with a deep, soulful, loving blowjob the second he returned home. But for now, she took his massive meat in the tininess of her delicate grip and stroked him passionately. Her other hand rubbing along his thick balls. They must have been full beyond almost all measuring with potent, lifegiving cum. Her cunt was on fire with need. She was desperate to feel this hunk’s unearthly seed spreading all throughout her. 

“Shit,” he moaned. “I’m going to...to...”

Robin knew what he was going to do. In her mouth, this powerful animal of a man had been reduced to a helpless muscled mass of need. Her body vibrated with the thrill of knowing that it was her, and her alone, who had done that to him. She knew instinctively that no one else ever had—because if they had, he would be fucking that woman right now instead of her.

The load splashed hard against the back of her throat, shooting down fast into her tummy. She moaned, slurping it all down. Her first blowjob. So perfectly performed, so effortless in her enthusiasm, and all of it so very sudden and surprising. 

He slid down to the ground, cradling her in his thick arms. For several moments she just snuggled deeper into the thick muscles of his body, kissing him and adoring him. 

Her entire world had just blown up, rearranged, just like that.

After nearly half an hour of this intimate cuddling and holding, though, Robin knew they had to get moving. It was a miracle they hadn't been seen already. They were right close to the wall of Temple, and always there were Family warriors making patrols.

“I think...”

He shifted. “What?”

She shook her head, almost not willing to say it. It was too much. So soon. It was the most stark of all possible foolishness. 

“You’re in love with me?”

Her lip trembled. He had just thrown it out there. His fucking confidence.

“It’s all right, you know. You can be.”

“It can’t be all right,” she smiled, shaking her head. “That is the opposite of all right.”

“It’s perfectly all right if I feel it too, isn’t it?”

She gulped, nodding slowly. “Do you?”

“I do.”

“Tell it to me.”

“I love you. I want you to be mine.”

“I am yours. I love you too.”

Somewhere in her mind, she knew the words to ring false. Not because she did not mean them—she meant them, indeed, more than any others she could ever remember saying—but because there was no way, no possible way, to ever make them last.
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Toward the end of the day, Case and Troy made their weekly trip to Farner’s tavern, The Smoking Gun. It was outside of the Compound and open to any visitors who made their way into Temple. 

Before Titus died, Case and Troy had gone together amiably for this duty. It was the errand that Titus had used to bring them together and for Troy to teach Case the ropes. 

It was always the same. Troy was the muscle, and Case did the talking. 

When they entered, the Tavern was rather full, as it usually was toward this time of day. Farmers were back from their fields, and traders had finished their trading for the day. A great many men sat at a number of tables, playing cards or rolling dice, and many more just sat and drank, swapping stories.

“Listen up.” Case rapped on the table. “Time’s come for donations to the Family.”

Groans went up in the crowd. It was never good news to be taxed.

“You all know the drill,” Case continued. “We keep you safe. We keep you protected. You want to stay protected, you gotta keep the fund going.”

Troy opened a thick leather pouch in his hands and began to walk around. When the first man he approached didn't pay right away, Troy swatted him in the face with the bag. That was enough. Soon, the bag started to fill, clinking with currency, and Troy walked to the next table over. 

“Now,” said Case, “pay the man so we can leave you nice folks alone.

The Family was set up to serve all of Temple. They earned their income by raiding the surrounding territories and taking land, loot, and women for trade. Family members got first pick of each. Then those favored by the Family—the Kin, as they were called. And then just the normal denizens of Temple, so long as they paid their taxes. 

Anybody could live in Temple, those were the rules. But only the tax-payers would actually receive the true benefits of the protection under the Family’s reign. 

Currency was standard for all of the post-war arena of Texas—pieces of gold, silver, and bronze. Legend had it that the coins they had were forged from the first founder of post-war Dallas, an adventurer who had robbed the old Fort Knox and melted down all its earnings. 

Whatever the truth, the coinage was around now and used widely.

Troy approached the barber and dentist, Hanley.

“I got nothing this week. I’m sorry, boss. But my daughter, Evelina, you know she’s of age. I can send her over later on.”

Case traded a glance with Troy. Troy shrugged.

“She’s a fine looking girl,” said Troy. “I’ll take a look. But we ain’t making no promises.”

A man who gave up his daughter to the family essentially paid off any debt he might owe to the Family for a year. If he had no debts, then he got his pick of more land, more loot, or more women coming his way before any others in the town. 

And so, men had lots of daughters—procreation was important in Temple. It meant more protection, more favors.

In this way, the importance of women in their society had grown and grown. A father had to be good to his daughter, else she might catch the ear of a Family member and his debts might not go away, or he’d get his picks of the share last.

Sons were important too, of course. If a son was taken into the Family, then his entire clan would share his benefits. 

After some ten minutes or so they had gathered up money from nearly everyone in the tavern, and left for a walk back to the Compound. As they did, Troy stopped against an alleyway not far from the tavern and looked inside the bag. He began taking out large portions of coins and stuffing them in his pockets.

“What are you doing?”

“Funds go to the Family. We’re running the Family. Funds go to me.”

“That ain’t how Titus worked it.”

They had taken the funds and put them in a safe, keeping them until they needed them. 

“Titus ain’t around, is he? We got a new relationship. Time for some new rules.”

“Put it back.”

Troy stuffed his pockets once again. “The hell with you.”

Case punched him in the head once, and then once again. Troy stumbled and then tackled Clay, the two of them quickly grappling with one another in the dirt. The money bag flew to the ground, gold sprinkling across a small mud puddle. 

And all the while Case thinking: maybe it was him. Maybe he killed Dad. Might as well strangle him and be done with it.

Someone approached from behind them. Robin.

“Hey,” she said. “You two. Cut that out.” 

They continued. Case's hand wrapped around Troy's throat, squeezing just enough to choke him. 

“Hey!” She grabbed at Case and then Troy, shoving them away from one another. Case was surprised at her strength. “Cut it the fuck out! What are you thinking? You’re in the middle of the street?” She looked around. “It’s just barely sundown. You think people aren’t seeing you? You think they aren’t already talking?”

Troy pushed himself upward onto his feet, crowding Robin. “You need to calm your mouth, little girl.”

Without a single pause, she slapped Troy across the face. “You need to watch how you act, little boy. No one is going to respect you two if you don’t respect each other.”

They all stared at one another for a time. Finally though, Troy walked off, muttering and cursing.

Case was impressed. He gathered up the coin and looked back at Robin.

“Where you been, Robin?”

She looked suddenly and intensely guilty.

“I’ve been...I was...with Abigail. We got separated.”

Case laughed. “No, girl. I meant all my life. Where’s this Robin been?”

“I don’t know,” she shrugged. “Things happen. Changes wake up in people.”

It was no answer, but it was the only one he gave her. 
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Chapter 8:
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The next morning, Abigail moved to the next stage of her plan. She walked to the outer edge of Temple, where the addicts and the booze hounds lived under shambling masses that were less even than shanties, just sheet metal lean-tos pulled up over concrete blocks.

For Brall and Robin to hit it off was delicious. Her initial impulse was to follow in after Robin and thrust Brall’s attention on the dark-haired beauty in that way. But their own desires—like some magic spell rushing through them both—had superseded that notion.

Fine by her. Now, she had to escalate. 

The thought occurred to her that maybe now it would all take care of itself. Maybe Robin would run off with Brall, and Abigail would have Case back to herself. She was the pick of the litter, after all, and he could invoke the right of clan. Or, she could. Women had done it before, in times of crisis.

But no, Robin was a coward. She would try to keep her love a secret for months or even years. After a little while, she might even tell Abigail about it. All the while, married to Case and carrying on an affair with Brall.

All the while, Abigail not getting any of Case’s cock back in her body. 

She found Carthage knocking the shit out of a smooth addict near the eastern water station. 

“You got my money now?” Carthage asked, kicking him again and again.

Abigail felt her blood rise, watching this hulking dark stud completely abusing someone helpless and weak. Fuck, but she was a slut for strength. Feeling her arousal at his actions made what she was about to do so much easier. 

Still, she had a little sympathy for the addict. Smooth was an artificial drug, made in underground labs around the region. Most prominent in their region were the Deathheads—a gang that not even the Cauldron tolerated. 

The drug got its name from the way it left a person’s brain—after enough usage—completely smooth and free of wrinkles. All their lessons, eaten away over enough time and hits. Apparently, it was quite pleasurable, though Case firmly ensured that none of his crew or family were ever on the stuff. Too many problems possible. That didn’t stop them from selling it, though. That trade was an ocean of money to be tapped.

Finally Carthage finished with the addict. He stepped away and picked up a bucket, one wary eye glancing up at Abigail. He sat down on the bucket, his bulky form straining the metal, and lit up a cigar.

“I ain’t ask you to be around here. What are you doing here, girl?”

It was a mistake, Abigail knew, to let her prey set the terms of the engagement. Her father had taught her that well enough. 

That was partly why she had dressed how she had. Tight denim short-shorts molded to her ass. High-heeled boots. Her shirt barely hanging down past her tits, baring her midriff, all of her hot body on display.

“It’s too bad he couldn’t give you a real fight,” said Abigail. “I bet you’re a monster in a real fight.”

He smiled and nodded, chewing his cigar. “I am.”

“You ever fought in the arena?”

“The Temple Arena?” Carthage scoffed. “I find better fights across every inch of the wastes. I don’t need to fight there. I seen ‘em. Don’t get me wrong, now. But they ain’t what I like. All those rules.”

“Sometimes, there’s no rules.”

“Sure. And sometimes an addict pays you what he owes. But I don’t count on it.”

“Fair enough.”

“What you want, girl? You want to talk to me about Arena fights?”

“I want to talk to you about joining your gang.”

He laughed. “Girl, I knew you was crazy. I knew for a long time now. Other fellas, shit. They don’t wanna listen. They wanna talk about how you hot. And you are, that’s for damn sure. But you want to come talk to me about my people? Girl.” He shook his head. “You don’t want to have that conversation.”

“Why not?”

“Because what do you think you gonna offer me? I know you're Family. You gonna take me in, is that it? Your boss dead, they offer you up to me to bring ol’ Carthage into the Family, huh? That’s how it is? It won’t work. I’m Cauldron. For life.”

“That’s savvy,” said Abigail. “I could see that happening, actually. Not a bad play.”

“Except for how it won’t work.”

“And except for how it’s not what I wanted to talk to you about. I said I wanted to talk about joining your gang. Not the other way around.”

“All right. I bite. Everybody listening? You listening?” He kicked the addict again. More blood on the stones. “What’s on your mind, girl?”

“I want to be indoctrinated.”

“You want...” Carthage shook his head. “What is it that you want?”

She smiled. He wanted to hear it all the way? Fine.

“I want the cocks of every last member of your gang inside me.”

“No way.” He shook his head. “No fucking way. You’re crazy. I like you, all right? You got more balls than most my dudes just walking right in here up to me. Especially looking how you do.” He whistled, taking a look up and down her tight, luscious form again. “But no way. That’s an invitation for disaster.”

She strutted forward now, knowing his eyes were glued to her tits, her waist, her supple, muscled torso. She leaned over and put her hands on his thighs, grinning.

“Come on. Why does anyone else ever have to know?”

“Have you lived in this fucking place? Everybody knows everything, and all the time. Don’t give me that. You know why people will know.”

“We’ll keep it quiet. We will.” Her hand slid up on his cock. “You want to fuck me. You know you do. And your boss does too. Brall. Probably he's talked to you about some girl he wants but he can't have. It's me, naturally. And I turned him down for a long time...but I've changed my mind. I want to surprise him with my indoctrination. And once I’m indoctrinated, why...your boss, he might decide you get to use me whenever you want. Wouldn’t that be nice for you?”

“Damn.” Carthage shook his head. “Goddamn. You wild.”

“Yes, I am. And I’m perfectly serious.” She squeezed his thick manhood one last time. It was hard now. Huge, too.  “Talk to your boss. Make the arrangements. Send me a message through the general store. I’ll be checking there every morning and evening.”

And she walked away, smiling to herself. Knowing he was watching the hot sway of her hips, the tight flexing of her short-covered ass, his mind running away from him with the thought of what he could do to her tiny, hot, busty blond body. 
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Not far from Brall’s tent was a training area for the cauldron. It was inside an old gym. The ceiling was mostly gone, one lip of shade in the corner providing some reprieve from the sun. The floor had once been wood, and in parts around the edges the thick boards could still be seen. But mostly the floor had been dug out and cleared away to get to the dirt underneath. 

Brall’s men held knives, clubs, chains. Whatever weapon of their choice. They were spread out wide enough so no one would hurt the other as they moved.

He bellowed a command. “First attack!” 

The men all followed through with overhead blows, stepping into each movement. 

“Second!”

They responded with another movement, swiping to the side. 

“Third!”

More movement forward, swiping up from under. And so on—moving up, down, to the side—and then backward making the same motion. The early part of training was always these warm-ups. The men knew how to fight; they always had. This was just to get them used to hearing Brall’s voice—or the voice of his sergeants—and to get them used to following orders. Later in the training day, he would have them do the more important work: learning positions of attack. Forming up ranks. Mock-battles and studying tactics.

There were more than seventy-five soldiers who followed him, and another hundred attached to those soldiers as whores, merchants, life-partners, or just otherwise hangers-on. Nearly two hundred mouths to feed needed only one thing more than food, and that was discipline. 

So, he trained them. 

A man with a belly full of food and a mind full of chaos was the most dangerous sort of person underneath a leader. Contrarywise, a man with an empty belly and a disciplined mind could be reasoned with—food is coming, you could say. Just follow me a little longer. It had saved Brall’s life in the long, famine-prone journeys in the wastes on more than one occasion. 

Brall felt drained, unloaded, but somehow more full than he ever had been in his life. Sated for the first time since he didn’t know when. 

She’s different. She can take me.

That was always the problem. Finding a woman who could stand up to his desires, his mercurial attitudes, his need to relief every last ounce of stress in his bones and muscles through rampant lovemaking. And Brall had a lot of bone, a lot of muscle, and so a lot of stress that could build up in his body.

He would meet her tonight, this time behind Farner's tavern. A darker place. More time for privacy. He couldn't wait. The only thing that kept his mind off of Robin was training, and so he kept training.

Brall continued the training.

At the side entrance, he saw Carthage leaning against the door. He picked out Garner from the crowd of training men, and told him to continue the practice. A good man, small and wiry and covered with tattoos. 

When he was sure that Garner would do the men justice, he turned to Carthage. 

“Did you get your money?”

“No. Taught him a lesson, though. And I learned something.”

“What’d you learn?”

“I learned who you want. I learned she’s into it.”

“I don’t know what you mean.”

Brall would never admit it, but he felt some self-awareness and even embarrassment at the suddenness of his affection for Robin. She was everything to him. She eclipsed Abigail in every possible way.

But just yesterday he had been telling Carthage that Abigail was everything. 

His passions ran deep and dense, and he could not explain them; without being able to explain them, he did not want to be held accountable for them. 

But this was all deep beneath his surface. All Brall truly knew was that Carthage asked about his business, and Brall found no reason to oblige his questions.

“It’s that Family girl, isn’t it?”

Brall felt a glimmer of fear enter his heart. The wrong words whispered around his men would end him.

“What?”

He pushed him out of the gym and they walked back toward the tents, toward Temple.

“Ah, yes now. Come, my friend!” Carthage clapped his back, squeezing his shoulder tight. “You need not hide such understandable wants from me. She is a beauty. A fine, fine beauty. You'd be doing right to make her yours, that’s true enough.”

Brall eyed him, suspicious still. “No one knows about this. How do you know about this?”

“What are you, some double? Some doppelganger stolen in the night to replace my old friend?” Carthage was laughing. Brall’s deadly serious look made him stop. “I...you’re serious? You’ve been talking about her for weeks, now. Weeks and weeks. I didn’t know it, of course. It was always ‘the blonde, the blonde, the blonde.’ But it is her, yes? It could not be another.”

“...no.” Brall shook his head. “The one I spoke of is...nothing. Old news. Not for me. My heart belongs to another.”

“Shit. I don't believe that for a minute. The words you said, friend! The way you romanticized!” Carthage let out another big belly laugh. “There ain't no way she's just been cast aside for some other.”

“I’m telling you the truth, now.”

“Of course you are.” Carthage winked.

“Don’t do that. Don’t fucking do that. You know me.”

“I know. I know. You a man who says what he wants. But sometimes a friend knows better than the man.”

“Not this time.”

Brall had much more to say still. They arrived at his tent, and he was about to invite Carthage inside and explain the entire matter to him, but a runner arrived.

He looked at the paper, grinning slow.

“New wire from those Sooners. Said they made up some time. They’ll be here tomorrow.”

Carthage nodded, and left to prepare. There would be a battle soon, and battle for the Cauldron took precedence over all things. 

And yet Brall could not help but think, with Robin's life in the balance, that some sort of peace could be worked out. Perhaps he would sit down with Case or Troy or whoever ran the Family, and see what terms they could come to, just so long as he could have Robin at his side.
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Chapter 10:
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What Robin was really good for was accounting, but when the riders were at home, and the numbers were all crunched, her duties took her elsewhere. 

She and Abigail worked on the long driveway leading out into the wastes, just inside the wall surrounding Temple. The driveway led directly into the series of garages owned by the Family in the Compound. 

Robin stood over a tall metal pot set over a fire. The need for this task was regular enough that the fire had its own square built from stones. Abigail had pieced it together years ago using scrap from abandoned houses further out in the area surrounding Temple. The fire boiled pitch inside the pot, and as Robin stirred it around Abigail gathered up scoops of the thick black substance with a long wooden ladle and spread it out onto the drive. 

All through the wastes the men put their bikes on the hardest land around. The tires had to pass over rocks and dirt, bones and metal, scrap and rodents. When they got home, they deserved an easy path back into the safety of the Compound. Titus had insisted upon it, and so it became the law of the land. A strong home was a strong Family. Home life was built on a series of shared expectations, regular anticipation of others’ needs, and no lipping about what needed doing.

But the men were always away, and so it became the women’s duty to perform maintenance such as this. Women also were responsible for patching holes in roofs, for clearing stuffed pipes, for rehabbing broken staircases and walls, for re-insulating houses that had been allowed to decay. 

Robin did not look much at Abigail. She felt ashamed for what had happened with Brall—but also joy. True joy. She knew that he would take care of her.

She could not wait for tonight. She would lose her virginity then, she knew. Finally. To a real man. To a man who deserved her beauty, her body. She would fuck him rotten, and be fucked rotten.

Maybe I'll even get pregnant.

The thought delighted her dreamy, hot young mind. 

All the details were uncertain, now. Her body burned with the possibility of tasting him again, knowing his intimate touch once more. And her mind burned with the possibilities he promised, how their life might be once they declared for one another. The two sensations were in competition with one another. She could not possibly keep up them both and hope to remain a whole person. It would be like launching yourself into a fire with a rocket at your back.

But she didn’t care. It felt so gloriously good to be consumed by something, anything that wasn’t fear. Fear of Troy, fear of the wastes, fear of the world. 

It would mean a betrayal of her family, a betrayal of her values, but somehow that wasn’t as important anymore. She knew he would take care of her, and that she would take care of him. She felt like he would need her. God, the way he had shuddered when he said her name, the way she had emptied him. She knew that she was important to his life now. It was integral to her being, knowing she suddenly couldn’t live without him—and knowing that he, too, in turn could not live without her. Once again, it was difficult to determine which was more exciting.

Abigail leaned against the mop, staring at Robin as she stirred distantly. 

“I have to admit something to you.”

“Oh?” Robin let the stirring stick settle for a moment. Leaning forward, she focused all her attention on her friend. “What’s up?”

“The man I’ve said I’m in love with? The one I see?”

This was a sudden turn in talk, but that was fine. Abigail had been distant all day long. 

“Your mysterious Romeo?” Robin nodded. “What about him?”

“It’s Case.”

“It’s...it’s Case?”

This was even more shocking than Robin’s own hidden romance. She struggled with the sudden revulsion that shook her. Revulsion that centered squarely around the thought of fucking a stepbrother—when fucking her own, Troy, was the worst idea in the world to her. 

“My brother. Yeah. The one...you’re marrying.”

“Right.” Robin had almost forgotten about that. “Right. Yes. I see.”

“He loves me back. It’s not just me being crazy.”

“Of course he does.” Robin nodded. “Of course he does. Why wouldn’t he? You’re terrific.”

Be supportive. Try and understand. Abigail knew what she was doing. What she described was taboo, but Abigail had always been out there. 

God, what a taboo, though.

“It’s just that...now with the marriage, he wants for us to stop. Because of what people might think.”

But Robin’s mind raced. If Robin went to Brall, then Case would have to turn back to Abigail. He’d be emboldened, even, by Robin’s move. Abigail would comfort him. They would be together.

Everyone would get what they want.

“It will all...” Robin shrugged. “It will all work out. I know it will.”

She did not look convinced. “How?” 

“It just...will, that’s all.”

Abigail's mouth became hard, then. 

“Do you have anything to tell me?”

“W-what do you mean?”

“Anybody you’ve been seeing? Anything that’s happened?”

Abigail knew. Of course she knew. Abigail always knew what was happening with Robin.

But still, Robin shook her head. “Nothing. Sorry.” She gestured back to the pitch, and her bag of documents beyond. “Boring life.”

“I’m sorry to hear that,” said Abigail. 

But strangely, she didn’t seem sorry at all. She left soon after, to where Robin did not know.
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As the evening fell over Temple. Carthage dragged Brall out from his tent and walked him toward the hills surrounding the town. 

Brall didn't want to go—he was due to meet Robin—but Carthage insisted.

“What have you got, big Boss? Who ain't gonna wait on you? Come on. This is important. You'll like this.”

Brall didn't know to explain himself without revealing far too much. And so, he went along with Carthage, feeling trapped though he didn't know why. 

Robin would understand, he told himself. He'd explain it all the next he saw her. Get a message to her through someone in town. That would be simple enough. And then he'd make it clear—well clear, beforehand—that he was not to be disturbed during that time.

Just a kink to work out. That's all this delay was. And then he'd sink himself into Robin just how he had always needed.

Hell, if they finished up soon enough, he might even still see her. She would wait. He knew she would wait.

He continued to press onto Carthage, asking him what was happening. At first, the big man would reveal nothing of his intentions, but after several minutes of Brall’s demands, Carthage finally gave in.

“I’ve got a surprise for you,” he smiled. “Your girl. We’re going to indoctrinate her.”

“What?”

“I know who your girl is. I found out. Very smart, your friend Carthage is. Now she’ll be yours. Consequences be damned. We are the Cauldron. If they want to fight us, let them boil.”

Brall’s heart hammered with anticipation. He would have her, finally. Robin. His cock in her cunt. All his thoughts of working out kinks felt immediately wiped away. He was going to have her. 

Goddamn, what a friend he had in Carthage. He suddenly could not walk quickly enough to the indoctrination area. 

She could take the other men. He knew she could. And once she had been through that trial of fire, that tribulation of cocks and cum and brutality, he’d know for certain that she was his and his alone. Forever. 

But when they arrived finally in the small valley in the hills, the sand black and torches lit up in a circle to illuminate their dark ceremony, it was not Robin in the middle of the stones.

It was Abigail. Not Robin. Not the love of his life.

Abigail.

She looked like she had arrived early, before the sun had properly started to set past the mud-red horizon. But it was dark now, and all the men were waiting for Brall to arrive.

In the circle now, she was surrounded by six men. Each of them with muscles hard as the land they stood on. All of their thick, veiny members glistening with precum, stroked slowly and sure by helping Cauldron Girls aching for their own taste of the hot, delicious substance contained in every man. The soldiers thrummed with anticipation now that Brall had arrived—they would start soon. 

Abigail got down on all fours in the circle, her tight ass held high. Long blond hair draped to one side, the tips sliding in the dirt. Her thighs were wet already. She may have been a Family girl, but she was still a woman—all those hard, dripping cocks around her was driving her wild.

“This isn’t enough men,” she called. 

A happy grumble struck up among Brall’s men. They all wanted a turn with Abigail. Even if she had not been a Family girl, and so all the more taboo of an offering, she was gorgeous. Positively gorgeous. Possibly the sexiest babe any of them had ever had chance to come across in the past, saving maybe for Robin. She was like an angel, fallen from on high, waiting to be corrupted and destroyed by their sinful ways. Their eyes shifted to Brall, each of them hoping to take the honor of having Abigail for themselves. 

Abigail continued. “And none of your number will be enough, truly...unless...”

Her eyes blazed and rested on Brall. She brought up one hand slowly, like she was composing at a concert. 

“You. I want your cock to claim me.”

Before, Brall had tolerated this exercise. Knowing something was up with the girl, knowing that she had her mind on evil things. It was the way of a mind like hers. But now his mood, always volatile, had ramped up to a strange grinning fury. He could not turn down her request in front of all his men. And yet his heart burned with endless, furious hot passion for Robin. Only for Robin. The thought of fucking another woman—someone so close to Robin, as well—was not a welcome one. And yet he felt trapped. There was no choice in the matter.

If he lost face in front of his warriors, he lost everything. Already, he had waited too long. To hesitate much longer would bring questions. 

Approaching the blond vixen his stance was tall and strong. He took off his vest and then the shirt beneath, revealing the massive musculature that had won him his primal kingdom of killers. Then his pants, his thighs dense and cut with rivulets of defined flesh, his cock half-hard but already more massive than any other in the mob. The Cauldron women in the crowd, previously purring in the ears of the soldiers next to them, stared in awe at his reveal. Muscles stacked high, each one chiseled and hard. Like a statue from old. His appearance struck something primordial in each of them, a distant relationship to the gods they had long ago abandoned for slaughter and hedonism. 

This was so even though almost all in the crowd had seen him before in such a manner—naked and hardening. Their awe was only re-doubled by seeing the force of his nakedness once more. Women stroking cocks stroked them harder, helpless before the power of so much manliness. Their minds consumed with the thought that maybe, somehow, by stroking the cock in their hands hard enough that it would take on the perfect form of the one on Brall which now filled their suddenly vacuous minds. Drool formed at their lips, and all jealousy from the other men struck away by this increase in pleasure encouraged by Brall’s colossal appearance.

Even Abigail was impressed. As if she had to rethink what she knew upon seeing him—this new god in the primitive wastes of the earth. He held her by the face, stroking her downy soft hair. The strands thick and golden, streaming through his fingers like tangible sunlight. His cock pulsed just under her chin, and her breath caught, feeling the stark heat of him against her body.

He placed his lips next to her ear so that only they two could hear. 

“I will make you pay for this.”

But she only smiled up at him. A wicked, devilish thing. “Do you promise?”

She was no fallen angel. She was a succubus, brought up from the depths to torment him. It was the only explanation.

Very well. If she was a demon, he would exorcise her from his mind and his body forever after.

He powered his throbbing manhood into her mouth, fucking her brutally. Enjoying the pained, pleasured moans that she let out. Other men fucked her from behind, pushing her all the way to the ground. Her body contorted so that one man could enter her asshole while another fucking into her tight young pussy. Abigail loved all of it.

Excited from so many watching him, from finally fucking this demoness who had tempted him for so long, he chose not to hold out long in his cumming. He wanted more. He wanted to fuck her body everywhere. He unleashed with a hot, quick series of spurts in her mouth, loading down her tongue and throat with much of his cum. 

But he wanted more, now. 

Exiting her mouth, another man entered it right after, and Abigail’s cum-soaked tongue slid around his cock in a torrent of fever-pitch fellatio. Moaning and cooing for more.

After he came, he was still rock hard. Her body was too perfect. He wanted her again. He’d take her as many times as he wanted. He was the boss, wasn’t he? He was the leader of the Cauldron. He was the fucking king of this town. He shoved a soldier, Garner, back from her asshole, pushing him out roughly. Garner stumbled and rose back up, annoyed, but a harsh look from Brall kept him at bay. The smaller man satisfied himself with stroking his cock on the sidelines, looking on, grabbing her tits and rubbing her back as he edged himself to climax.

Brall thrust back inside Abigail—into that tightest of spaces, her tiny little asshole. It had been spread open already by Garner—but Brall pumped deeper into it still. The cum and precum of the former fucker lubricated his entrance, and he pounded inside her. 

“Fuck you,” Brall grunted. “Fucking...fuck you...”

Abigail moaned with ceaseless enthusiasm. 

That was good. All fine by Brall. He’d fucked girls into loving him in the past. Always, he had worn through them in days or weeks. Tiring them out or getting tired of them. All the better to do it to Abigail—to exhaust her possibilities for him. If she fell in love with him, all the better. He wanted to rip her heart out for making him do this to her. To Robin.

His hands groped up and down her body, joining the hands of five or six other men as they felt up her tits, squeezed her luscious thighs and ass. Her entire body covered over with manly grips. She was made for this, made for abusing and fucking just like this. 

Brall couldn’t hold on. He didn’t want to.

“Yeah,” he grunted. “Gonna...yeah...”

He erupted inside her body in a long shuddering orgasm. This one more triumphant than the last—given after so much effort and care and thrusting. Beneath him, he felt Abigail quivering with her own orgasm as her body was overloaded with hot goo, a white flood of perfection that melted right through to her core. Brall, heaving and laughing slightly, slid out from her.

But it wasn’t over. Abigail held her asshole high, even as it dripped with Brall’s cum. 

“More!” Abigail cried.

It was beyond belief. Brall had given her everything he had. Shrugging, he waved on another two men. They would tire her out, soon enough, and she would be indoctrinated all the way. 

The Family would hear about this. What Brall had done to Abigail. It would mean war. 

He approached Carthage, smiling on the sidelines, a woman kneeling and sucking his cock. Miranda again.

“Whenever she’s done,” Brall said to him, “you tell her she’s in.”

Then, he began the walk back to Temple and his tent.

Wars needed generals; generals needed plans. 
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Part II: Lust War
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It was all going rather well for Troy.

Beneath him was a lovely young thing who seemed designed entirely for his pleasure. Just barely eighteen. Her hair red and shoulder-length, freckles on every part of her body. He fucked her furiously, her body bent backwards beneath his weight. She held her shoulders off the ground with strong arms, practically doing a handstand upward into the hard thrusts of his big, meaty cock. 

His room was located in the remains of a former game hall, converted over into a barracks. Troy was one of the few warriors to have his own room. Outside he could hear the other warriors milling about, some fucking their own catches for the day. Deeper outside, he heard the rumble of bikes as men patrolled the town of Temple. 

His room was flooded with light—he wanted to see her, wanted her to see him. Her pale, supple, bouncy flesh so delectable. His cock, enormous and thick, nearly the size of the girl’s forearm, stretched out her tiny entrance and had made her howl with that hot, lovely mixture of pleasure and pain that Troy so loved to hear from women. 

She had cum long ago, nearly at the point of his starting. His cock was just too big for anything else, riding up under the woman’s g-spot and pushing into it so perfectly. More pleasure than she knew what to do with.

Not that Troy cared all that much. He knew a woman’s place. Cumming wasn’t part of it. Enjoying sex wasn’t part of it. Enjoying sex was for the man and the man alone. That’s why it was nothing for him to slap at her meager tits, to tug at her hair, to bend her over like he did and fuck her so ruthlessly. 

She seemed to love it all anyway. That, or the force of his fucking overrode any hesitations or dislikes, plunging her deeper into Troy’s sadistic dreamscape of fucks with every new thrust into her tiny cunt. Her body so frail, so tiny, so breakable. He could see his bulge pushing up in her tummy if he angled her right. The thought excited him. It was too bad she was too skinny to properly bear children, otherwise he might even think about taking her as a mate. 

“I’m going to-to...oh god,” her voice was low and exhausted, pushing into his sheets. “A-agaiiiin...”

Troy didn’t care. For some, an orgasm from a woman was a badge of honor. Something to be touted about with pride. For Troy, it was just affirmation that his cock—and his importance—were exactly what he knew them to be.

But hell, he hadn’t finished with a girl in some time. Why not give it a try. He let himself go, letting his will dissolve, and immediately his thrusts spasmed and jerked in wild order. His cock emptied out, but only on top of her. The hot goo spilling down onto her crotch, her belly and tits. Cruelly, he withdrew as she came, leaving her pulsing cunt empty, the overwhelming pleasure sourceless except for his thick, heavy load landing on her skin. 

She wouldn't have his child. She didn't deserve it. His seed was reserved only for the very best of women. Someone like Robin, say—or just Robin herself. He'd love the look of his stepsister pregnant with his  load. 

He stood over her, catching his breath. She looked exhausted. Troy could definitely wear out a woman. 

Only moments after he set himself down to the rags of his bed, he pushed her away and toward the door. Her skinny frame rolled easily, compliantly. 

“Out.”

She gathered up her clothes around her arms and tiny breasts. Big green eyes shining in the light. His cum dripped down from her tummy, intermingling with the juices from her sopping wet pussy, all across the floor.

“I-I was hoping...that maybe, you and I...I mean. You made me cum so, s-so, so hard, and—”

“Get out. I won’t tell you again.”

“Yes, Sir.”

He eyed the cum she let drip everywhere.

“And get someone in here to clean up your fucking mess!” he called after her.

A few minutes later, as Troy dozed in his heady post-orgasmic fog, someone knocked at the door.

“Come in, already. Took you long enough.”

But it was Pontoon, his second-in-command. Troy had his men, and Case his, and until the marriages were all final, the division between the various forces of the Family would remain. Pontoon was an older man, well past Case's or even Troy’s age. His hair thick black with streaks of gray, his handlebar mustache veteran in the world.

“I was at the Mud Pit with Case. Why aren’t you up?”

“Up? What do you mean, up?”

“Word just came in to Case a minute ago. They said everybody else had been told.”

Bilious rage rose up in Troy’s chest. Left out. Put apart. Not given the news. The same old shit. Was this what he was in charge for? Was this what Case meant when he said sharing the load on top of the Family? 

“Everybody else.” He made a fist. “Been told what?”

Pontoon stepped lightly now. Old enough to know to stay out of an angry man’s way. “It’s Abigail. I mean, she’s fine. More or less. But the Cauldron, they took her. And they made her their own.”

“Indoctrination?”

“Yessir, that’s the whole of it.”

Troy took this news with delight. He could feel his rage subsiding, passed over by intense feelings of purpose. 

“All right.” He stood up and began to get dressed. “You gather up the boys. Our boys. The ones we can trust. No more than five or six, I’d say, not including you and me. We got something to do.”

“Yessir. I’ll see to it.”

Leave him out of the news, eh? Time to make some news on his own. 
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Chapter 12:
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Breakfast was hardtack and whiskey, served on the small table in Brall's tent. He approached it slowly; his stomach was a bit uneven that morning. In truth, Brall felt something he had never felt before.

In the long road on the wastes, there was never a lack for dust running into a man’s face. Wild storms of grit and steel passed overhead, the winds ripping so furiously that you had to take shelter or else be lambasted by the wreckage of extinct cities caught up in the air. Always in the air around these dead cities was the stink of death; rotting bodies of animals and men that had not survived the war and had not yet been completely exposed to the elements so that their remains could be eroded under the wind and sun. After a day’s ride, his enormous body would be thick with grime and dirt, every muscle layered in the darkness of the land. So much so that when he took off his clothing, thick outlines remained, millimeters thick sometimes, so that it looked as though he had been riding through some volcanic waste where the land itself was spraying onto him.

And yet that morning, as he ate his breakfast in the cool air outside his tent, Brall felt dirty for the first time in his life.

Taking Abigail like that. It had been wrong.

Oh, sure, she had wanted it. She had taken every last inch of him with gusto, and would have had a smile on her face if her mouth had not been stuffed full of cock the entire time. She had moaned his name, Carthage’s name; the names of every last alpha stud in the Cauldron that she had known. She had taken eight men on. Eight men inside her. Eight hard, warrior men with virtually limitless stamina and the endurance and strength to ride for days on end so long as their was fuel in their bikes. Men with muscles hard as the engines that took them from battle to battle, men with hearts that burned only with the desire to ravage and destroy, and she had taken eight of them, and had been covered with their cum dozens of times over.

She was an impressive, beautiful little demon, but no less a demon for it. 

In his own heart, his own burning, conquering heart that itself had once wanted nothing more than to ravage and destroy, he felt a fraud. Fake. A liar and a fool. 

He took a long sip of whiskey and then followed it with another mouthful of the hardtack of his breakfast. He wouldn’t have had a drink so early but he felt hungover from the night before. He'd had nothing to drink, but still his emotions and his mind felt wrenched like he had assaulted them all through the night with the liver-eating poison of alcohol.

Cradled in his arms, not even a day before, he’d held Robin and told her he loved her. Only her. Told her he wanted to be with her. 

And he did. That was what he wanted, still. 

His thoughts were caught up with the images of her tight young beautiful body. Holding her beneath him—fucking her mouth and giving her all that he could. The thickness of his shaft stretching out her lips, her throat, marking her as his and his alone. 

Maybe putting her on the ground underneath himself. Sitting on those big beautiful tits, letting her gorgeous body feel the full weight of his body on her. Letting her know he was in control—that he was the one calling all the shots. His big balls resting of her chest, just underneath her chin. Right there for her to massage them with those slender fingers. His cock jamming down into her mouth and then down her throat. 

When he was close enough, he would slide up on all fours, emptying all his passion, all his fury down into her mouth with unrelenting force. Every moan, every aching, heated cry would be a cry for more, no matter how much his cock strained her throat.

Or fucking her. Spreading out that beautiful set of legs and thrusting into her tight virgin cunt. The only man there. The only one. Never belonging to anyone else. Fucking her until she couldn't walk, couldn't move without the memory of his hardness filling her totally. The only time she would ever, ever in her life feel complete—with his cock delivering that completion.

And not just fucking her, but filling her with his child. Getting her nice and pregnant. His permanent partner. Marked by him. Owned by him. Layering her womb with wave after wave of his potent, hot cum. Brall had gotten many women pregnant in the past, but none had survived all the way to term. Pregnancy was hard on a woman on the road he led. But Robin would survive. She was strong. And when he owned Temple, with her at his side, there would be no stopping them. 

He wanted Robin that badly, and yet still some part of him felt false for what had happened last night. 

Leaving his breakfast aside, he stepped out from tent and into the camp of the Cauldron. Only a few hundred yards away were the walls of Temple. His camp, his soldiers, were positioned on either side of the road leading into the fertile town.

He knew enough of the Family to know Abigail and Robin were close. For Brall, a woman was a woman was a woman, and he could fuck any that he wanted. Were Robin to join with him, she would have to be all right by that. She may become his mate, she would surely be favored above any other he took, but Brall was a warrior natural-born and could not be expected to restrict the thriving virile gift of his seed to one woman alone.

No doubt Robin, raised in the family how she was, would understand that. 

But still, that he had fucked Abigail would hurt her. He knew that. That in fucking Abigail, indoctrinating her into the Cauldron, he had hurt the Family—that would hurt Robin more. Somehow, in the hours preceding the gang bang—which had been as much a surprise to him as anything in his life—his heart had begun to soften. Considering what peace terms he might set out to live side-by-side with the Family. 

And then that bitch had ruined it all. 

No way would there be peace now. Not any time soon, anyway. Now, there was too much pride at stake. The sister of the Family’s leader? No way. Not even if they split leadership between the two men—Troy and Case—like Brall had heard.

Across the camp grounds he waved to Carthage. There was a man who could sort all this out. Always with a plan. Always with something smart to say, even if he didn’t look it. Large, black, with a wide flat face that looked like a mountain torn open. A crude man himself, Carthage knew all the crude angles to get things done. Normally, if a woman was indoctrinated into the Cauldron, she was indoctrinated, and that was that. There hadn’t been any sort of turning-back process for as long as the Cauldron had been around.

But what if a woman was sick? Wouldn’t they be obligated to leave her out then? Oh sure, cure her if they could cure her. But the Cauldron was for the strong. Not the sick or the elderly or the weak.

And in Abigail he saw a sickness to be sure. A sickness of the mind that afflicted her every action, that poisoned even the air she moved through. It stunned him that he had not been able to see it before. His idiot lust had blinded him. 

She was crazy, sure enough, and crazy didn’t have a place in the Cauldron. Foolhardy, sure. Brave, definitely. Mean, callous, vicious, and dangerous—all of these had a place. 

But the Cauldron was built on a bedrock of discipline, and discipline had no place for crazy for crazy itself had no place for discipline. 

Carthage approached through the camp, walking through the various shanty tents and tall spiraling piles of wood that the Cauldron used for its signal fires. The Sooner crew—hard soldiering men from Oklahoma that Brall trusted as steadfast shock troops in the thick of battle—hailed Carthage as he walked past. With those men, Brall soon would be ready for war. A few days at most.

Bikes rumbled down the trail. A convoy, most like, though Brall had not heard of one leaving that day. 

Strange.

At the head of the group was Troy—the lieutenant from the Family. His gun out. Brall could see it all happening before it did, useless foreshadowing that preceded the action itself only by moments. Not enough to be heard. Not enough to change anything. Only enough to feel helpless. 

Two bikes rushed forward and knocked Carthage around in the road. Chains swinging out like thunderbolts. A pipe, reading at easily fifty miles an hour, hit him in the leg. Somehow he only fell to a knee, swearing and promising revenge. The next bike hit him in the head. Like clockwork they went, knocking him down. Troy swept by and shot him three times in the back and then all seven of them drove out into the wastes. 

Their bikes motored into the distance and Carthage was left motionless on the ground. Dead or dying. No way around it.

Brall grabbed Garner. A stout man, long burn scars down one side of his face. He was fast and able as any on his bike.

“You bring me a head from them,” Brall pointed to the trail of dust behind Troy and his men, “or you don’t come back here.”

Garner nodded and in less than a minute he and six others were off. 

Brall, though, stayed behind. Everyone understood. It wasn’t just to grab Carthage’s barely alive body and get it out of the road—though there was that. It was in case there was another round of attacks. The Cauldron would need leadership present. There was a protocol to every eventuality.

And whether Garner succeeded or not, there was another protocol the Cauldron was now apart of. With the indoctrination of Abigail, they had hit the Family. The Family had hit back.
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Chapter 13:
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Robin snuck out from the Compound on her own—with Abigail nowhere to be found to serve as an escort (and with Robin certainly not trusting anyone else to escort her)—and arrived at the general store a full half-hour before she had arrived the day before, hoping beyond hope that Brall might have the same idea. They could ease the day away again, somehow morphing the bare minutes of time they had together into hours or even days of full-blast loving. Instead, though, she waited, and waited. Just like she had waited last night.

God, to taste him again...to feel that gorgeously hot spray land against her throat. Her fingers digging into those chiseled-hard abs. Nails sliding into that tight, sculpted ass, tugging it hard so his crotch slammed against her needy face for more and more of his enormity. Her body burned with the need to feel that again.

To feel that, and to feel so much else. To feel him inside of her. For him to be her first. For him to know that she was pure, totally pure, totally his. His little virgin slut, made for him to fuck and own and even impregnate, if he wanted.

God knows Robin already wanted that. Her body swelling and changing because of his seed. Her tits filling up with milk his load had inspired. Her belly pushed outward, a new curve for her brutal stud warlord to admire. Her body gaining that weight, that heft, so that she could withstand his hard, ruthless fuckings even better. 

Her body felt somehow incomplete without that seed now. Without his cock inside her. Without being pregnant just for him. 

She didn't know why he hadn't shown up last night. She could only assume—when she was being positive—that he had been held up for some reason. He must have had a million responsibilities as the leader of the Cauldron.

But a darker part of her mind insisted that she was just some fuck to him. That he told her he loved her just to keep on a string. That he was a brutal warlord, incapable of real feelings like love or trust. A being of pure lust, of pure instinct. But that made her hot to think of, and getting hot made her think that maybe it was all real, that he did want her like she wanted him, that it was all meant to be between the two of them...

The town felt strangely empty, like something had happened. But if it had, there was no one around to tell her. She nodded to the general store owner, Kachen. 

“Quiet today.”

“Yes, ma’am. There was a ruckus outside the walls earlier. I think it spooked everybody. You want a walk home, you let me know and I’ll shut down the shop.”

She took his deference with dignity. “Thank you, Mister Kachen. But I don’t think that will be necessary.”

After wandering through the shop for a few moments, pretending to care about the dry-packaged peach slices coated in “real pacific salt!”, she stepped toward the back, pretending to notice something out the door. It was a stupid charade, and probably Kachen saw straight through it, but she couldn’t stop herself from trying. Just like she couldn’t stop herself from hoping Brall would be there early.

But instead of Brall, it was Abigail. Her lovely, busty blond friend wore her usual tight garb—skintight jean pants and a t-shirt full of holes, showing her expanse of tit flesh to the world. 

“H-hey!” She smiled at her old friend. “Where were you last night? Case was asking about you.”

“You and him are getting tight and tidy already, huh?”

Robin shook her head, face quizzical. She had seen Abigail acting this way before—her stance and her tone. It was the way she talked to men who weren’t Case. The men she thought weren’t worthy to fuck her. The men she thought weren’t worthy to be around her. 

“I...” Robin smiled and laughed, trying to warm her friend up. “If you think I’m super excited or whatever about screwing with what you and him have, I’m not, Abigail. I was a little freaked out yesterday, I admit. But if I can help you, I’ll help you.”

She interlaced her fingers into Abigail’s. A gesture they had made a million times chatting about this excitement or that. To their right, behind the shop, was the long wall that surrounded the town. Bikers could be heard outside of it, rumbling and rolling. The sheet metal shifted and rattled, clanking against the hard concrete underbelly of the wall. This was a common sound and neither of them took much notice of it.

Abigail’s eyes cast down. There was shame, there? Recalcitrance? It was hard to know.

“Really,” said Robin. “I know it’s taboo, or whatever, with him being your brother.” He was really Abigail's stepbrother, but Abigail had never referred to him as such. “But if you two love each other you ought to be one another. No matter how forbidden or anything. I want you to be with him. If we came to him together, we could make him see it. Couldn’t we? I could even like...” she shrugged, smiling wickedly. “I could urge him on to do it, or something. I could tell him what a man he’d be, to be the first one to marry his sister proper. It’s not like you’re blood related. It would be fine.”

“That’s not going to happen.”

“Well, not all by itself, but—”

“No. None of it. You’re late to the game, Robin. I put it all in motion already.”

Robin’s head tilted. More riders circled outside, their thunderous vibrations rolling across the wall. They were close, for some reason. The roof of Kachen’s store shook up and down from the trembling air.

“What are you talking about?”

“I know you were coming out here to be with Brall, Robin. Did you think I was stupid? Do you think I am now? I’m not stupid, Robin.”

Robin stuttered. “I-I know you’re not stupid, Abigail. Nobody thinks you’re stupid.”

“Then why didn’t you tell me about Brall when I told you about Case?”

“I-I-I don’t know.” Her shrug was deep. “I just, I don’t know, I—”

“Never mind. It doesn’t matter.”

“Sure it matters. You’re mad about it. So let’s talk, and—”

“I slept with Brall. With all of them.”

Around them, the motoring sounds of the bikers were suddenly gone. All that thunder, all that vibration, no longer around. The words were like firebombs thrown in the dark. Molotov cocktails, spinning and spinning through the air, their contents not quite landed yet. The fire still not catching.

“I don’t understand.”

“I went to Carthage. You know, their big black guy? He’s like Brall’s second-in-command. I went to him, and I asked to be indoctrinated. And Carthage set it up for me. He thought he was doing Brall a favor, I think. He thought Brall was still in love with me. You remember that, right? I guess it’s just normal for you to be what men move onto after they’re done with me.”

“That’s not fair, Abigail. I—”

“—Anyway. I went to their camp last night and they fucked me. All of them. Or, eight of them. But that was enough. It was some time just walking here, I’ll tell you. Those Cauldron boys,” she licked her lips. “They really know how to fuck a woman. All I was to them was just three holes and a pulse. I loved it. Every last second of it. And I loved it when Brall fucked me, too. I think I might keep him. His love for you was so new, I mean. The crush he had on me?” Abigail put a finger to her chin. “That takes precedence. I think I’ll draw it out of him again. It should be pretty easy. He seems to just love any kind of woman he shouldn’t have. You know, his cum inside me felt fucking terrific? I wonder if he got me pregnant. I bet he did. So virile. And you haven't even fucked him yet, have you? Not properly? He'll never knock you up now that he's—”

Robin slapped her. The sound was thick, reverberating around the two for some seconds.

The skin on Abigail’s cheek became red. Her gaze murderous just for a few instants. And then she started to laugh.

“So angry, Robin. And for what? Some guy you barely knew who didn't even take your cherry? I’m your friend. You should be on my side.”

How dare she. Robin couldn’t believe her ears. The way the truth got twisted up in Abigail’s head. It was like words and perception went in one end and got caught in a grinder, all mixed together and tossed out in a mess of cluttered, concentrated thought.

“You should be on my side,” insisted Robin. “Instead you’re just...I don’t even know what you’re doing. What’s your game, Abigail? Why are you doing all of this?”

Abigail appeared hurt. She circled her toe in the dirt. “Maybe it’s because I’m just super attracted to you and I want us to be left alone with each other?”

Before Robin even had time to react to that—and it would take quite some time to—Abigail had slipped her hands around her neck and pulled her in for a deep, scorching-hot kiss. Their tongues melded together easily, sweetly. All the kissing practice they had done in the past was just that—practice. Practice for men. It was nothing for Temple girls to practice their kissing, to make sure they would be good enough for men. 

But this was the real deal, with real passion behind it. A hot, mewing noise emanated from the back of Robin’s throat as she found herself sinking into her beautiful friend’s clutches. 

And then just as soon as she found herself truly forgetting where she was, forgetting all about what was happening, what was said, believing even that maybe Abigail was nursing some big-time crush on her, Abigail pulled away. Laughing. Giggling. That wild look in her eyes.

What the fuck was happening?

“’Maybe it’s all really about me! Maybe I’m the center of it all. Maybe Abby's got a great big ol' crush on me?' God.” Abigail rolled her eyes. “You’re past due for some growing up, Robin. I’ve got my reasons for everything, but I don’t trust you for a minute, and why should I? You want to make every last thing about yourself.”

The words were one thing. But there was real, hot passion in that kiss—the same sort of passion that Robin had felt from Brall. Maybe Abigail wasn’t able to feel anything real without throwing up walls around it, directing anyone who probed all the way ‘round her needs. That way, they were safe. Untouched. They couldn’t be maimed in any way. They couldn’t be called taboo or forbidden. They couldn’t be shot down by people with more power than her. 

“That’s not true,” said Robin. “You know that’s not true. I’m—” she took a breath. “You seem really upset about a whole lot, Abigail. I think a lot of terrible things are about to happen because of what you did. Case is going to be furious. I wish you had...” she stopped, shaking her head. “I wish it had been possible for us to talk about everything before it got this bad.”

“We didn’t.” Abigail walked off. “And it’s your fault, as far as I’m concerned. Deal with it.”

	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]






Chapter 14:



[image: image]


Robin’s taste was still on Abigail’s lips when she returned to Brall’s camp.

She ignored the sweetness of it, the residual warmth that she hadn’t ever felt from a woman before. It was, despite all her posturing, the first time she had kissed a woman like that. Beyond practice. Beyond pretending it was Case—she kissed Robin and kissed Robin, no pretending it was a man. She hadn’t expected herself to like it so much.

The camp was in a bustle. Something had happened. She’d been gone all morning, leaving before first light to get into Temple without any questions asked of her.

Women in the Family were kept, it was true. But they had certain rights to be enjoyed. Freedom to move about the town. Freedom to make purchases on their own judgment, to make repairs at their own convenience, to settle disputes between other women or even Kin, and even if the Kin were shopkeepers or traders. She could do whatsoever tasks she set her mind to doing and whatsoever she thought needed doing took priority. In short, she had free will, within certain parameters. And free will within parameters was most of civilized life anyway, as far as Abigail could tell. 

Life for women in the Cauldron was...different. A strange combination of more discipline and more debauchery. 

First of all, a woman seemed to belong to any man at all unless she was told explicitly otherwise. And a rider who claimed a woman for his own had to forgo extra shares after looting or raiding or any legitimate transactions, to make up for what he was shorting his brothers in pussy. 

And yet even though the women were passed around more freely than in the Family—and seemed incredibly open to being shared and used—they still had their own duties to attend to. The maintenance, repair, and cleanliness of all weapons, vehicles, and structures was left solely to the women, each with a specified task. A woman would work solely on cleaning and polishing guns, and another next to her would work on tightening its barrel or adjusting its sights, and another next to that one would work solely on cleaning and polishing another sort of gun, and so on. 

It was all stratified and decided beforehand, with efficiency as king. If a woman was called by a rider to attend him as he rested, she would leave her work exactly where she left it, and after being dumped full of hot, virile seed in her mouth or ass or pussy, she would return to work with a pleasant smile on her face and the knowledge that her work was helping her men do their jobs.

The organization and discipline surprised Abigail, she supposed, because Brall and his road-worn compatriots did not look—at first glance—like they would thrive on such discipline. But they truly did. 

Brall stood over a table, maps arranged in the open with small stones keeping them in place. His lieutenants were around him, each of them conferring with one another and with Brall in kind.

It was their dress, Abigail realized. Or their lack of it. The Cauldron wore mostly what the Family wore—whatever they could put together. Loose leathers, canvas pants and shirts, buckles crafted from melted down bullet casings and helmets rounded out from hubcaps. The main difference was their black and red patch—canvas again—stitched onto their leather vests.

But the Family had vests, just as the Cauldron had vests. Vests with badges of honor and respect; vests that were as good as anything about signifying who they were. 

It did make them seem similar, though, despite all their differences. She wondered idly how the Cauldron would respond to the suggestion of actual uniforms. Brall would probably love it, as he loved all instances of uniformity to his will.

Quickly, though, Abigail shut the thought away. She didn’t care. These weren’t her people. They never would be. 

Brall saw her sauntering through the camp and called her over. He looked upset.

“Where have you been?”

“In town. What’s it to you?”

“There’s places for women in the Cauldron, and—” he wiped his jaw briefly. “I ain’t getting into it. Nevermind. Just know that you got a job. The Matron was wanting to put you on duty in the garage this morning.”

Their “garage” was little more than a long series of tents connected to the outside of a gym they used as a training area. She didn't do a good job of not showing her disbelief.

“Anyway,” said Brall, “it doesn't matter. We’ve been rounding up the women to get below deck.”

“What for?”

“You didn’t hear?” His eyes narrowed. “You didn’t hear. Carthage was killed.”

“Carthage? Your Carthage?”

“Yeah. Shot down. Right there.” He pointed to the road leading into Temple. 

“By who?”

“Who the hell do you think?” He shook his head. “I ought to string you up and leave you to dust out in the wastes. He was worth a thousand of you.”

She had expected a response. Her plan was, all along, to make Case so incensed that he would force himself on her—perhaps even in public, mmph!—just like Abigail had wanted all along. And in the meantime, she got to hurt Robin, who would spread the message around to anyone who would listen: Case was Abigail’s man, and hell was waiting for anyone who danced with a contrary idea for even a moment. 

Robin had hurt Abigail from the second she hadn’t virulently rejected Case’s offer of marriage. The hurt only doubled when Abigail had revealed to Robin the affair between herself and Case. 

But this response was more than she expected. It didn’t seem like Case to act so quickly. So rash.

“Case did this? My Case?”

It didn’t seem possible. Case was a cautious player of the game, examining all the angles. He would act with vast speed when he had to, but at the same time, suddenly attacking one of Brall’s men was an enormous gamble. Sure to start a war.

“Who else would have ordered it? The men rode through here and killed Carthage like some dog in the street.”

“But you’re sure it was Case?”

“It doesn’t matter if it was that sumbitch or some other. Your Family’s all together, aren’t they? They told me over and over. An attack of one was an attack on all. Well, they attacked me, and that’s an attack by all.”

But who would want a war with a man like Brall?

“Yeah,” said Brall, “you think about it until it all makes sense. Tell me if you come up with something. Meantime, you and me are going underground until nightfall.”

“Underground?”

“We got a sort of bunker. Little secret of ours. Found it underneath one of the shanties when we cleared them away. Ain’t you people ever do any salvaging of your own damn town?”

Despite Brall’s teasing, the bunker was in fact new—built by his men. It descended through an opening in the false bottom of a shack, and was wide enough for three bikes to ride side by side. 

Some minutes later, Brall pushed Abigail down the ramp into the bunker. There were other women and men down there already. The women performing their functions—gathering ammunition and preparing vehicles for riding.

The floor was solid dirt. The only surfaces to rest on had been brought in from above, but there was no stone or steel to support the sides or the people inside. Wood planks held up the earth, sometimes reinforced with a pole here and there, but mostly wood. More of a mine shaft than a bunker—nothing like what the Compound boasted. In the Compound, the lights were pure electric, run by a generator deep inside the bunker; one of the most heavily guarded places in the entirety of Temple. 

Here, all the lights were gas or oil. Lamps and open flames were common, even around the weapons and ammunition. 

Abigail couldn’t be here. She couldn’t be stuck in a bunker with Brall. How was she supposed to go to Case—to gauge his reaction, to make her see how badly he needed to be with her? To know the jealousy she had caused, wasn’t that what this was all about? 

There was nothing Abigail wanted more than for Case to burn for her the way she burned for him. She might have been gang banged, “indoctrinated,” but every cock she took in her was only ever Case's. Every single hot, throbbing, huge meaty rod was his to her. Entering her mouth. Spraying in her throat. Layering her pussy with white hot loads. Emptying into her asshole. It was all Case. All him. She didn't care about the reality—she made her own reality. Everyone did. 

Once she returned to him, she knew that his jealousy would be raging. He'd be taken over with possessive needs. She had little doubt that Case would take her on the spot. No matter who was watching. Bend her over, slap her ass, tug at her hair in that perfect way he did, calling her name and making her call his. He would shove his huge cock right inside her tight needy cunt, where so many other men had now been, but only he truly belonged. 

“Who the fuck owns you?” he growled in her ear. 

“You do!”

“Who is your mate?”

“You are! Oh, my love! My love! Only you! Only you...”

The thought left as unbidden and as sudden as it had arrived. There an instant and then gone again. The things he’d made her promise when they'd fucked in the past—what he had made her say...she would make him live up to all of it. That was certain. She would make sure he never, ever forgot what he had wanted from her. What she had promised that only he would ever hear, ever know, ever own. 

There wasn't a bone in her body that could consider Case ever doing anything else but taking her again. He was made for her, and she for him.

Brall led her through several areas, having to duck through most of them. He was too big for the bunker and it showed. He was too big for any enclosed space, a titan among men. As much as Abigail absolutely adored Case, and loved being with him, even she had to admit that Brall’s prowess as a lover was rather...pronounced. 

They arrived in a small room—again, far too small for Brall—with a table. Papers lined the walls; contracts and maps, pinned with small metal stakes into the wood. 

“Sit,” he said.

She did. Planning all the while. 

“You and I need to come to some sort of understanding,” he said. “You’re crazy as a bat and I know it. I don’t care if nobody else does. And I know that my man wouldn’t be dead right now if it weren’t for you. But I can’t kill you, like you deserve for that, because you’re our property now. Precedent.” He sniffed. “There ain't no discipline without precedent, and as such you can't have good discipline by setting bad precedents. So. We're gonna to talk about how to unfuck your head as best as possible.”

This wasn’t really the conversation Abigail wanted to have. 

“There’s probably a whole lot of men out there hoping to kill you,” she said idly. One finger came up underneath her lovely chin. “A real man would go out and meet the enemy head on, don’t you think?”

He laughed. “Time enough for that later. There’s no worse strategy than an abandoned one. Now, listen. I’ve got a few jobs for you. Things to keep you busy, all right? I’ll even let you choose which one is best for your temperament.”

Maybe she could seduce him, she thought. Promise him herself, and Robin too. That was one thing she had over him—she knew all about his dirty secret with Robin.

“You can’t keep me here.”

Brall laughed. He stopped, realizing that she wasn’t laughing, and then he laughed again. 

“Of course I can. You serious?” He leaned back in his chair. Even sitting, his head was only a foot or so from the ceiling. “Of course I can.”

“You can’t keep me down here like this. You can’t.”

“I can do anything I like, girl.”

“I’ll fucking rip your guts out. I want you to know that. I’ll tie you up by them and see how you like it.”

He shrugged. “Guts are slippery. Easy for a man to slip from. I’d use rope if I were you. There’s better ways to torture somebody. Our man Carbunkle knows them. You want me to get him? You two could have a talk. Hey!” he shouted out the door.

“Stop it.”

He would do it, Abigail knew. All she needed to give him was the excuse. 

“I can get him.” Brall pointed. “That guard there? He’ll get him in no time.”

“You made your point. Stop it.”

“You still gonna kill me?”

“Of course I am. Are you serious?” She tilted her head. “Of course I am. The second you let your guard down.”

“My guard’s been up my whole life, sister. How do you think I run this place?”

“Is it through fucking my best friend?”

“What?”

Abigail smiled indulgently. Now she had him surprised. 

“You’re fucking Robin. I know it and you know it.”

She spread her legs now, sliding her tight jean-clad limbs on his desk, rolling her head back. “Did you enjoy it, last night? Fucking me? You took so many turns on my body. In my mouth, and then my pussy, then my mouth again...” She licked her lips, moaning just slightly. “You’re a real beast, Brall. Even I didn’t think you would last so long. But you came in me more than anyone else. You didn’t need to, though, did you? Not to prove you were on board. You could have walked away after one.”

“I was...I wanted to teach you a lesson.”

“About what a good fuck you are?” She giggled. Legs spreading wider now. “Message received. Lesson learned. Do you think you could own Robin and me both? We could each be on our knees, slobbering over that thick knob of yours, taking it in like it was God. What would that be like for you? Were you trying to fuck me into submission?” A hand came down to her nipple, tweaking it. She was exciting herself, being this way. “Do you want to find out if it worked, Brall? Sir?”

He wasn’t flustered. That was the wrong word for it. But his face had reddened with desire, and those sexy muscles in his neck and shoulders were bulging. He clearly wanted her. 

“You are crazy. You’re so crazy I might even think you mean all that.”

“Come find out, why don’t you?”

She spread her legs out all the way, practically doing the splits on her chair, dipping her fingers inside her slit through her pants. 

“Come on, Brall. Come fuck me again. Robin will never have to know. I know you want to.”

He stood up, approaching her slow.

“How many women have you broken entirely? How many became just plain, boring, predictable little tarts after you had them a few times? I bet they fell all over themselves trying to be complacent and good for you. But that’s not what you really want, is it? Is it truly? Robin’s a good girl, and sooo pretty, but she’ll need to learn to be a little more crazy to be the kind you want, won’t she?”

His hands were on her now. Sliding over her throat, her breasts. She would fuck him to exhaustion. She didn’t care. She could last longer than him—she had proven that just the night before. 

And then she would kill him.

“I could teach her what you really need.” She stared at him soulfully. “Wouldn’t that be so good for you? I bet you’d love that. Two hot babes on their knees...I could hold her head, teach her really how to suck a cock right.”

His smile in response was cold, cruel.

And she knew suddenly that any desire he’d seen on his face—while absolutely real—was completely under his control. 

They were too much alike to ever really work as any sort of couple. Each wanted total control of the proceedings, even if Robin was perfectly content to top from the bottom.

“Know you why we’re called the Cauldron?” His hand squeezed slowly on her throat. 

“No. I don’t care either.”

“You ought to. Considering that’s what you are, now. A Cauldron girl.”

“I am not. It was a game for me. It means nothing. Your indoctrination. It’s nothing. I wanted to get fucked and I got fucked.”

“Really? Is that what your people believe, too? Because they know about it.”

She stayed silent. Thinking perhaps about the same truth that he knew, that the difference between perception and truth was thin indeed, and if a person wanted to stay on one edge of it then they had to be careful never to obfuscate the slightest detail of their lives. 

“You tell me. If I can send you out there and you stay alive, if you can not get strung up like the crazy whore you are, I’ll do it. I don’t want your blood on my hands, though. Got enough blood for today. Don’t need a woman’s on it.”

“You don’t kill women?”

He let his hand off her throat now. Point proven. 

“I don’t. No. Some of my men do. But only when I tell them.”

“So you do kill women.”

“If that’s how you want to see it.”

“There’s no how to it. That’s how it is.”

“I won’t kill you. ‘Less’n of course you make me. Which you may yet. You’re not all there in the head.”

“Maybe you fucked something out of it.”

“You’d like that, wouldn’t you? To blame me. But it started before me. Before I even wanted you. I wanted you because of how damn crazy you were. I thought maybe if the crazy was turned for me, it could be something. But it’s not for me. It’s for someone else. You, maybe. Though I doubt it.”

“Why?”

“I don’t think you’re the type to get fucked by eight men straight just because you wanted to start a gang war for yourself. There’s something else happening there.”

It was for Case, she knew. All for Case. But she couldn't tell him that. She didn't want anyone new holding that power over her. 

“Why, then.”

“Why what?”

“Why are you called the Cauldron?”

He considered baiting her, not telling her. But there had been enough arguing.

“It’s an old sort of pot. Black and iron.”

“I know what it is.”

“It was for cooking, but for big meals. The old ones, you couldn’t break them. They were made to last for centuries. Every type of thing could go inside it, and it’d make one meal. It would cook for the longest time, and hold up under any sort of temperature. Any sort of stress. And in some stories it was made for witches and the like. Magic spells brewing inside. Potions. Black arts. Demon souls mixing with water and fire. All of it held within, and served at the leisure of the maker.”

Her laugh was soft, sort of disbelieving. “And you’re the maker?”

“Girl, if I ain’t him, he better get the fuck out of my way.”
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Chapter 15: 
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Though Robin didn’t know it, her own situation was much like Abigail’s across the boundaries of Temple and across again the boundaries of the Compound, in the bunker reserved solely for the Family and its most closely regarded Kin. 

Earlier in the day, outside the Compound walls, a crowd had gathered demanding entrance. They wouldn’t disperse until the guards turned their guns on them and told them to get on home before they opened fire. Anybody that was allowed to come into the Compound would be notified, they said, and the best way to be notified was to stay in their homes where they could be found easy.

Robin had seen all this because it had happened when she was trying to get back in after the altercation with Abigail. In front of the Compound gates and walls there was about thirty feet of cleared space on any side. If ever a person took up space with a caravan or a wagon, the Family would—within just minutes of its arrival—confiscate the obstruction immediately. There were warnings posted all over the walls, and guards always on duty to warn people away, and so they considered themselves justified in this action. 

So, to stay out of the view of the crowd, she had crouched beneath a fallen billboard until they were properly dispersed. And then she entered herself easily, the guards recognizing her. Everyone in the Family knew Robin by conversation, by name, or at the very least by face. It was hard to forget a beautiful face like hers even in the worst of times. She always did her honest best to look as beautiful as possible, knowing her place as a woman—to look as pretty as she could for the pleasure of strong, sure men. 

The guards truly displayed some despicable behavior, Robin had thought. Turning their weapons on the citizen of a place. A citizen these warriors were supposed to be protecting—the whole reason why they were warriors in the first place. She didn’t think you could turn a weapon on someone without the intent to use one—that wasn’t what she had been taught by Titus or even Troy. If you aimed at someone with a loaded gun, that was intent. And the intent didn’t just wash away if an ultimatum was there. It lingered like the bad taste of a rotten onion far past its time. 

Desperate times called for equally desperate measures, she supposed. But it would be nicer if the measures had been more thought out. Desperate times were never that far away in the wastes. 

So, holed up in the bunker, alone in her concrete quarters, she said nothing about the behavior to anyone. 

There, alone in that concrete cube, she was left alone with nothing but her thoughts. This was the worst place to be for a woman like Robin. She loved accounts and numbers because there was always some new way to adjust them. Some new way to approach them that would create a long-term gain as opposed to a short-term one. Or to pay down this craggy debt over here instead of that easy one, and then stack the next few payments so that it would go down quicker. Or allocate the money to spread it all out even, pushing everything down like it was beneath some kind of fiscal press. 

But the defenses of the Compound were well-seen to. All the men knew their job, and the Family was nothing if not prepared for any eventuality—even attacks on their own property. Titus, who was war-born and knew the savagery of man with an intimate reality, made sure of this and had instilled it deep in his children. And even if Case or Troy had let something slip, it had been days only since Titus’s death. Not enough time for any of his old preparations to get out of hand, yet.

God, days ago. Robin ran a hand over her face and then swept her fingers through the thick blackness of her hair. It seemed like weeks. Months. But it had only been days before that Titus was at dinner, laughing and flirting with Sandra. Making jokes about those high-hats in Dallas. 

She didn’t want to be left alone in the confines of the concrete bunker. She didn’t want to be down there at all. She wanted to be with Brall, and Brall alone. Her body ached for him. His touch. His cock. His seed. She felt like drowning in it. Being soaked in wave after wave of his cum until every last one of her thoughts was washed away, until she was baptized in his name. A full believer and worshiper in the Church of Brall. Her pussy tinged at the thought. She’d have to ask him about that if she ever got the chance. What he thought about being called God. About being called Master. Just as a way to get them both off. 

Or, she thought heatedly, as a new way to live her life.

She walked out into the corridor and to the North, following carefully inscribed yellow arrows to the command center where Case paced back and forth around his table. Worry on his thick brow, every heavy muscle flexed with tension. She opened the door without knocking.

“Have you heard anything?” he asked, thumbing through the bookshelves in the corner. “Are they still holed up?”

“How would I know?”

“How would—” he turned, seeing her now. “Oh. It’s just you.”

“Nice to see you too.”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I’m glad to see you, Robin. I’m just...worried, is all. And I don’t like being holed up here. This the worst kind of being for me, I have to tell you. If I could be anywhere else, doing anything else...doing something...” He shook his head. “Instead we have to wait for them to act, because that’s how this works. That fucking idiot—” he paused. “Shut the door.”

Robin did.

“That idiot. Your brother. I can call him that, can’t I?”

“I wish you wouldn’t call him my brother. It makes me a little sick to think about.”

“You’ve got a tongue on you, sure enough.” Case smiled, but just as soon as it arrived, it fell away. “I could have...fixed it. I know I could have. I wanted to, right away. Had thoughts of how. But then Troy went and did what he did...goddamn.” He shook his head. “What’s the point of having a bicameral leadership if no one talks to one another?”

“Unity, I think.”

That's what Case had talked about when he introduced the idea, anyway. 

“Does this look like unity to you? All my men holed up. All Troy’s men gallivanting around like they’re accomplish something. And the Cauldron attacking tonight, somewhere. I know they will.” His voice became quiet. “It’s what I’d do, anyway.”

Robin had little doubt of that.

“Is there any chance of me getting out of here anytime soon?”

Thoughts of Brall surged upward. Holding her down. Choking her while driving his cock into her tiny hot pussy. Singing his praises while she stroked his cock all day long...

“Not really.”

“I didn’t do anything, Case.”

He laughed. “What does that have to do with anything?”

“If you’re mad at me. I didn’t do anything.”

“Sign of a guilty conscience.” He said, smiling.

“What is?”

“Insisting you’re innocent when no one is accusing you of nothing. What’d you do, girl?”

“Nothing.”

“Ah,” he nodded. “Guilty again.”

“How is someone not guilty, in your eyes?”

“I guess first they gotta not say anything.” He laughed. “And then not do anything. And then die, never having said or doing nothing.”

“It can’t be that everyone’s guilty.”

“You might as well say that it can’t be that the land’s not hot. But it’s hot. All day and up ‘til the night. It’s hot and we live in it. You’re guilty and you live with it. There’s no changing that.”

“So are you, then.”

“Yes ma’am, I am. And I know it.”

The thought arrived suddenly that Case really was attractive.

She could just fuck him, she realized. He wouldn’t mind, most like. Case was a real man. He fucked whoever he wanted, whoever he came across. Abigail didn’t seem to mind that he fucked so many other women—so why not Robin? She could just fuck him to get out of there.

That’s something Abigail would do, but that didn’t make it a bad idea. Abigail couldn’t be caged. 

He was strong, like Brall. In command, like Brall. And there was something deliciously savage about his countenance, his actions, even with all the thought he put into his work.

“Why do you want out so much? What’s out there for you? Your job? You don’t gotta worry about those numbers, girl. They'll be waiting for you.”

“It’s not that.”

“Your girl? Abigail? I’m worried about her too. Don’t tell Troy that, though. He’ll get high and mighty. And I’m pissed with Abigail. But I don’t want her hurt. You got my word on that.”

“It’s...that’s good. Thank you. But it’s not that either.”

He adjusted his weight slightly, sitting down on his desk and examining a map on his wall. “What is it, then? You got a man or something?”

Robin froze up, searching for an excuse. She hadn’t expected to be asked so directly. She hadn’t planned on making anything up. This is why Abigail was so good at misdirection—always contingency plans. 

Case turned around slow. “You got a man?”

“I...” she shook her head. “No. It’s something else.”

He nodded. “You got a man. Listen, that’s fine, all right? I’m not gonna begrudge you nothing. It don’t surprise me none. In fact, I’m surprised nobody spoke up for you before. What happened? It was almost all settled, then you and I got declared, and he got cold feet? I don’t blame him.”

Neither would Robin, had the man Case referred to existed. Anybody in the Family put their life on the line by trying to take something from the leadership. 

“What’s his name?”

“I’d rather not say.”

“So you do have a man.”

Her mouth twisted. “I’d rather not say.”

“Fair enough. You don’t gotta tell me. You don’t have to do nothing, really. But it should stop. And soon. It’ll have to stop by our mating ceremony. Better sooner, don’t you think?”

Tell him what he wants to hear. Tell him anything to shut him up. Let him keep believing this.

“...yes.” She nodded. “No, yes. You’re right. I’m sorry.”

“Ain’t nothing. A girl’s gotta have somebody. It was right unnatural, pretty as you are, staying unattached. I’m sorry I have to ruin somebody’s day for it. But that’s how it’s got to be.”

He took his hands in hers. The palms giant, meaty. Almost as big as Brall’s...almost. Robin knew Brall would be driven wild by this sort of close, intimate touching. He would fight Case to the death for the dishonor of it.

“You listen to me, now. We’re important to this family. The both of us. We’re going to give it peace. You know what’s more valuable than peace?”

Love.

But she said what he wanted to hear. “Nothing.”

“That’s right. I don’t aim to hurt you none, got me? I’m sorry we’re having to start like this. But we’ll smooth it out, all right? You and me. I’ll give you one hell of a ride in the sack, too.”

Robin, the beautiful babe who just the day before had been wildly rutting with the rival gang leader basically in public, somehow managed to blush. 

“You like that, huh?” He stroked her cheek. “God, you are pretty. How about it?”

He dragged her hands down his body. Robin didn't fight him. He was so strong, so confident. Every muscle so smooth and hard. Fuck, but he was turning her on. Soon, her hands rested on his pulsing bulge beneath his pants.

“How's that? You've always been a good girl, Robin. You want to be mine? I'll fuck you better than your other man, that's for sure. Better than any man in the Family.”

Slowly, he took out his cock. Already half-hard and nearly as thick around as her wrist. Drool filled her mouth. Little droplets of precum dotted the head. It wasn't Brall's cock, but it was a cock of a well-hung stud, and Robin certainly had the taste for that now. It was beautiful, so thick and long. She wanted to lick the head clean of all of its precum. It would be so easy. She could have it done in just a few moments. 

“Why don’t you give it a try now? I could show you how.”

She wasn’t sure she wanted that. Her body did—that was for sure. Just the offer made her salivate a little more. Her pussy moistening. Her heart belonged to Brall, and she knew that to be completely true. She only ever wanted to be his, in mind, body, and soul. But the both of them—Case and Brall—were so similarly strong and powerful, so totally male, that it was hard to push her urges down. Even if she thought she didn’t want it, her mind also quickly created thoughts of what it would be like to suck on Case’s cock. To wrap her lips slowly over the head, luxuriating in his dense man taste. To feel her own moans reverberate off his engorged skin.

To be throatfucked like Brall had done to her just the day before. 

Putting me on my knees. My mouth slipping over his member, eyes wide. Tears forming not from fear or even joy but from the soft, urgent pleasurable pain of taking so much inside of me at once. Like the back of my throat is connected to my cunt, and every hot thrust jamming there is a hot hand running against my clit. Oh god oh god.

It would be hot.

“I...no.”

She backed away. Soon, her ass was against the door knob. Case smiled, and, sighing, put his cock back in his pants.

“You’ll have to, sooner or later. It’s a good wife’s duty.”

“I know. It’s just...I’d like to wait. For now.”

“All right, girl. But I don’t take kindly to asking twice and getting turned down again. You hear me? Be ready.”
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Chapter 16: 
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Later that evening, Case stepped outside into the open air. He took a breath of the hot air, wishing for some reprieve from the heat out in the open air. Sometimes at night the air would cool, but not this night.

God, but Robin had gotten him horny. She really was a beautiful woman. She would make a lovely wife. If only he could have brought Abigail around on the idea. If only he had been able to explain...

A guard, Fenton, approached from behind. 

“Sir, you really ought to stay in. At least until the rest of the riders get back. It’s—”

He waved the man off. If someone was going to kill him, then they would kill him. 

Case couldn’t bear to be holed up for very long. Even in a tight place with a beauty like Robin—who’s gorgeous features only became more gorgeous as he closed his proximity to her—his cooped up feelings intensified as the hours went on. He felt pressed upon, weighed down by the concrete and the earth. It was a disagreeable condition for him.

Trying to sober himself, he thought back to an interaction earlier in the day with Sandra. 

You cannot forget your father's death. I won't let you. 

He shook his head. Sandra really was focused on it. It was a good mystery, but it was a mystery, and Case only wanted to deal in absolutes. 

Sandra appeared to have some plan, some notions, but he couldn't tell what they were yet. Only that she was diving headlong into trouble, and that he wouldn't be able to stop her. He couldn't stop her doing anything. 

Something shifted in the air. He could feel it before anything actually happened. Some momentous turning in the atmosphere. 

And then it happened—an enormous flame erupted from the south side of the compound, hitting the wall. An explosion.

The sound was deafening, and the heat of the night sucked away briefly as all the air outside burned up and inward to the sudden tower of fire. And then a hot, terrible wind as the flames pushed the air back out. Immediately Case's skin began to sweat.

The garage, he thought, a dead feeling emptying his chest. How many were left inside?

Several riders rushed outside, hoping to look at what happened. But Case knew explosions. He knew terror.

When he was young and Temple had not yet been fully tamed, a particularly virulent set of gangsters—not all that different from the Cauldron, really—who had decided that they would run a guerrilla war against old Titus. 

The war had lasted for the better part of three years, finally ending in a shoot-out in the eponymous Temple in the middle of town. Titus had the gangster in charge crucified, not cutting his body down for more than six months. The desert winds and irradiated heat stripped his body to the bone and by the time they buried him the only thing that was whole was his pelvic bone. 

But before they had been snuffed out, the guerrillas loved to use explosions. And explosions never came in ones—always twos. One to get people to look, and the second one to shred them with debris when they were standing up like idiot prairie dogs barking at each about the latest disturbance. 

Case ran and shoved his men back inside—his immense strength able to take care of any reluctance his men showed.

Trajan was beneath him. An old hand, and loyal. “What gives, boss?”

“Shut up and stay down,” Case growled.

A few seconds later, another explosion boomed through the town. This one sounded bigger than the first.

“What was that?” asked Trajan.

It came from the same south side of the compound.

“Grain tower, I think.” Case spat. “And the garage, the first one. Son of a bitch wants to starve us out. What was the guard detail there?”

Trajan knew. “Five riders, boss.”

“Goddammit.”

Five men dead or maimed, that was for sure. Even from just hearing the explosion inside the bunker, he knew it was bad.

Outside the whole town was lit up. It looked like daylight; it was that bright. Shadows danced under buildings from the flickering flames. A man walked down the street, stumbling and shuffling, his entire back smoking. Case could see easily through the dark alleys between all the shanty-built buildings, the stacks of sheet metal and plywood that had been arranged like children’s blocks. 

He had to go help. He gathered two men and told them to gather two more, and so on, until everybody was helping. There couldn’t be a panic. Not in Temple. 

Just as he was about to go through the gates proper, Troy put his hands on his shoulders and stopped him.

“What are you doing?” Case asked him.

“What are you doing?” 

“We’ve got to help these people, Troy. It’s our duty.”

He shook his his head. “There ain’t no duty but survival, Case. Didn’t your Daddy teach you that?”

“It’s what he taught me that’s making me help. What did he teach you? How to stir up a war?”

Troy appeared willing to let that one slide. 

“The more buildings that burn down, the better we’ll be able to fight him. The only buildings we control directly are in the compound. Anything outside of it is expendable. We've got to put out our own fires first.”

“These people depend on us for safety, Troy.”

“They should depend on themselves. We do.”

“We depend on them to pay us. Where do you think we’ll be without their funding?”

“I'd like to see them try to survive for long without paying us. Why are you insisting that everything be fair? Ain't nothing's fair. We already got all the power. All you’re asking for in a negotiation in terms. A fluctuation in prices from time to time. I'm asking for the same thing in different words.”

“You’re asking for people to get hurt.”

“People get hurt all the time. They die.”

“Not today.”

He left Troy to deal with the fires in the Compound. He knew he wouldn't change the man's mind. Let him deal with the Compound, then. Someone had to.

Case helped all he could. Running through the streets. He told everyone to gather on the North side of town with whatever weapons they could carry. Any able-bodied men needed to get on the water brigade and start chugging pails into the flames.

There was a brigade out there already started, standing in front of the flames where they threatened to spread out from the Compound walls and into the rest of Temple. 

Brall was there. Him and his men, doing their part from all appearances—trying to control the flames.

A sick pit rose in Case's stomach. 

The son of a bitch. Hadn’t he done enough? Hadn’t he killed enough of his men?

Rage boiling, Case walked up to him and punched him in the mouth. Brall stumbled a bit, and then smiled. His lip was bleeding. He waved his men off and gestured for them to keep working on the blaze.

“I haven’t had someone hit me like that in some time,” he said. Then his gaze became steely and deadly. “Don’t do it again.”

“You started this fire.”

“I did not. But I can see your point.”

“What do you mean, you didn’t? I don’t care if it wasn’t you personally. It was you, what you did to my—to Abigail. That started this. You, you, your hand, started this fire.”

“I don't have to explain anything of myself to you. Not a thing. I didn't start this fire. And now I’m helping to extinguish it. Do you want me to leave?”

Case's fists tightened. The one still stung from bouncing off Brall's face.

“I want to punch you.”

“You can fight me, or we can get these folks out of there. What do you think?”

He was right, damn his bones. Right to the core.

“I think we can fight later.”

“Good.”

They worked together then, the rest of the night. Slopping water from one place to the next. When they finished, the embers burning down low, Case tried to find Brall again—now he would fight him.

But Brall was gone into the night, and his men with him.
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Chapter 17: 
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Abigail snuck up behind the guard posted at the end of the long underground hall. She could seduce him, but that took a long time, and she was in a hurry.

She had been gone for too long from Case’s grasp.

There was a pipe in her hands. She swung it hard over his head, and he collapsed with a crash. It was possible she had hit too hard—that he wasn't unconscious, but dead.

She didn’t care. Nothing mattered. Nothing but being with Case.

It was this simple truth that had allowed her to do all that she had in the last forty-eight hours. Robin and her friendship didn’t matter. Family didn’t matter. Starting a war didn’t matter. Having eight studs fuck her brutally giving her orgasm after brilliantly perfect orgasm didn’t matter.

The only thing that mattered was that at the end of the day, she was wrapped around Case’s body, giving him the love he so clearly deserved. And in doing so, finally, he would give her the love she so clearly deserved.

Chaos was the best way to accomplish this, that was all. The structure of Temple, of the Family, had been in her way. And now, soon, it wouldn’t be. With no stupid expectations from society hanging around, she could fuck her brother just like she was meant to.

She knew a secret way into the Compound via a sewer tunnel outside the walls. It was a secret way—known only to herself and a select few others. She had to crawl through a series of busted pipes, with all sorts of nastiness getting on her as she worked. Finally, when she exited, she traversed up to her room and showered, changing clothes, so that when she met Case again she would do so looking lovely. 

She did not have many dresses, but she wore one then. It was a light rose color, the neckline scooping deep just above her nipples. Her braless tits bounced happily as she imagined Case's eyes on her. The dress clung tightly to her hips, the hemline well above her knee, showing off every part of her busty young blond body. 

It was close to dawn now, and a great many men were still dealing with the fire at the Compound's perimeter. Bikes had been drawn out from the garage and put in rows—those working, those not working. With so many occupied, it was simple to sneak into the bunker and find her way to Case's room. 

Once there, she found Robin and Case there already, speaking in what Abigail knew already was some conspiratorial, lover's tone. That fucking bitch had already moved in on her man. Abigail's rage began to slide upwards, taking hold of her throat.

“I don’t get it,” said Case. “He started the fire. Why would he help put it out?”

“Why did you kill his man?”

“I didn’t. That was Troy.”

“You didn’t stop Troy, though.”

“No. I couldn’t. It ... it got out of hand.”

“I wonder how many people will say that during this war? I wonder how many sides?”

They looked intimate. Close. She watched as Case’s hand came on Robin’s shoulder. Case looked closely at Robin, doing that little shuddering sigh he did when he was exhausted but horny. His eyes firmly affixed on Robin's breasts in her tiny blouse, the slick wetness of her luscious lips. 

“I could really use some release, Robin. And with you taking the job, I really need to know that you can stand up to what I hand out.”

Abigail saw, she saw, the way that Robin's eyes lit up at the offer. Of course, Case noticed it too. His hand dropped to her nipple and began slowly to rub the erect flesh between his fingertips. Robin let out a soft moan, her hands coming up against Case's chest. All that muscle, so thick and hard, made for pummeling women like the toys they were born to be. Robin was so beautiful, and Case so incredibly virile. She would get pregnant right away. She'd be Case's perfect little cocksucking wife. Abigail could see it in Robin's face already, the parting of her lips, how her hands dragged down to Case's abdomen.

Case leaned in and kissed Robin slow. She turned away, but Case found her again, locking his lips to her. Robin, a good girl, began to kiss him back. Her jaw working against his, hands sliding around his muscled torso.

No.

Abigail’s entire being thrummed with rejection, and she burst into the room, eyes wild. The two parted at her sudden entrance.

“Abigail?” Robin exclaimed. 

“What are you doing here?” Case asked.

“Don’t touch her,” said Abigail. “She’s...she’s unclean. Tainted.”

Case snorted. “You’re one to talk.”

Abigail ignored this. He would understand later. She would make him understand. 

“Robin and Brall, they—”

“Abigail!” 

Robin was shocked. Her face reading full betrayal. Abigail didn’t care.

“Those two...” Abigail smiled. “They were together.” She could see that Case didn’t understand. “Two days ago. At the general store. They fucked like rabbits. I even heard Robin tell him that she loved him.”

Case turned to Robin. “Is that true?”

She looked away, sullen. Was it because she was exposed, or because she hadn’t gotten to suck off Case? Either way, Abigail felt glad to see her hurt. Robin was not allowed to give Case pleasure.

Robin's voice was very quiet. “Yes.

“You just don’t stop, do you?” He shook his head. “I see it now. You started all this. And for what?”

“For you, Case. Because I want us to be together again.”

His face suddenly was stoic—a warning sign. “We are not alone, Abigail.”

“She knows already. I told her. She doesn’t care. I want you. I thought she wouldn’t get in my way.”

“I won’t, Abigail!” Robin tried to step forward, but Case held her back. “I won’t, but you won’t let anyone help. You’re so impatient, and—”

“Quiet.” He turned coldly to Abigail. “I don’t want to see you again after this.”

“What?”

“You betrayed us, Abigail. All of us. You set all of this in motion. You’re dead to me. Leave now, before I have someone lock you up.”
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Chapter 18: 
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An hour later, Troy entered Robin's room and sat down in front of her with the chair-back in front of him, under his hands. His fingers dug into the wood, warping it this way and that. He enjoyed breaking things. Any last thing he could get his hands on.

“I’m disappointed in you, sister.”

“I’m not your sister.”

“Ah.” He smiled. “Another disappointment already. Denying me. And me being the only real family you’ve got left.”

“I have family. I have The Family.”

“Do you now? And do you think you’ll still have them when each and every one of them knows where you’re wandering cunt has been off to?”

She had no answer for that.

Guilt ravaged her mind. Guilt for betraying the Family. Guilt for betraying Abigail by kissing Case. Case had kissed her, to be sure, but after a few seconds she had kissed him right back. She couldn't help herself. She was only a good girl, after all, and Case was such a fucking hunk. 

“We can always find other girls, Robin. Other girls good with numbers, even. You’re good, for sure. But how good you are don’t rank that high if you’re fucking men outside the Family. Men contrary to the Family, especially.”

“You can’t tell me who to sleep with and who not to.”

“You’re right. I can’t. But I can tell you what will happen if you keep going down on this path.”

He stood up and took her hand, placing it on his cock through his pants. It was hard already. Bulging. So big. 

Big like Brall's. Not as big...but...still...so, so big...

It throbbed underneath her touch. Robin felt like she was hyperventilating, but her breaths were calm. Even. Measured. Why did her soul feel like it was swallowing madness when every thought came to her so cool and clear? She felt drugged, though she knew she hadn’t been.

“What is it that you want to happen?”

Troy rubbed her hand up and down for a moment, reveling in her touch. Robin didn't pull away. She wasn't sure she wanted to. She was so cock-crazy lately that it was impossible now to just move away the second that she touched one. Even if it was Troy's.

“I want to make sure you can’t get away from us anymore. I want you marked as ours. In the same way they marked Abigail for theirs.”

Indoctrination. Gang bang. 

And no doubt Troy would involve himself in the proceedings. He would fuck his sister, just like he had wanted for so long. Now she pulled her hand away. Troy, grinning, did not stop her. 

Robin blanched. “That’s...barbaric. We mate in the Family. We don't indoctrinate. Why wouldn’t you just marry me to Case?”

“This was Case’s idea. He wants to send a message. He wants to use you to do it.”

Case...send a message? But this sounded nothing like him.

Crazy. Everyone was going crazy. Abigail was off back to the Cauldron with Brall where she didn't want to be. Robin was going to be fucked by Case and probably Troy too—and why was her cunt quivering with lust at the notion? Did she want that? 

“You can do it or not, girl. But there’s more than just you at stake, whether you like it or not. And if you don’t want it, we’ll lock you up in a cell so dark that a match would be like a sun.”
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Chapter 19: 
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In the middle of the Family Compound there was a yard. During cool weather they would sometimes hold picnics there. Thick, stout tables delivered onto the grass with all manner of sandwiches and barbecue and moonshine served out. It would be a time for the Family alone, no citizens of Temple or even Kin allowed. There would be great laughing and feasting and come the night they would dance and play games until almost the sun was up again. So many of them died, and all the time. There were so many causes to go around, and most of them not even violent. Sickness, radiation, accidents, and even infection were all common and all commonly deadly. This was as much cause as any needed to celebrate among their own. Hoisting their heads to the sky and yelling out, daring whoever was listening to come take them that night.

Now, placed around the grassy square were several torches lighting the area. Their flames were thick and almost waxy in their appearance, pushing out heat and light into the darkness of the night. The illumination in the square was absolute, free of shadow. Robin stepped inside it, her robe still clasped around her neck. The grass cool under her feet. With the torches burning so bright she could see easily everywhere in the square, but the light above her—the stars and beyond—was obfuscated and out of sight. All the space outside the torches was in shadow and darkness. Occasionally she would catch a spare sight of a face or a torso, but it was all momentary. She did not need the sights in any case. These were people she had grown up amongst and she knew their presence by intuition alone. She knew that in the far north corner was Hicks with the moonshine belly, thick and covered over with his dense red hair. She knew that next to him, then, would be his mated woman Kelsey, who was a few years older than Robin and who used to give her advice on how best to sew up her pants when she tore them. 

Across from Hicks was Calcutta, a tall brown man whose brown dome of a head had been a subject of much fascination for Robin when she was growing up. Just behind Robin was Greeneard, the small man whose height only barely made him tall enough to be able to ride. He’d had a custom bike for several years before it was destroyed in a raid not more than nine months before. 

And now, approaching Robin in the square, was Case. Handsome, strong Case. Clean of chin, his eyes blue and probing in the torchlight.

“Are you ready, Robin?”

His voice was low. Perhaps not everyone had heard him. She understood his intent—this could be a gentle thing. Not quite the brutal, taxing affair that no doubt Abigail had put herself through. 

But Robin knew the real truth. If it was gentle, if it was at all loving, then she would be under suspicion forever by her own people. They would never be able to take her seriously. They would never learn again to take her into their confidence, and if nothing else, Robin had been raised for the Family. She could not let them down. 

Her voice was clear and loud. She wanted everyone to hear her. “Take your pants off.”

Case hesitated. Emboldened now just by the act of deciding, she undid the clasp around her neck. Her beautiful naked body was revealed to the entire crowd. Her delicate nipples already completely erect. Her legs long and sinewy, her torso slender even though her hips were wide and ready for child-bearing. Long hair draped nearly to her ass, her only covering.

“Take your pants off,” she said again, “and take what you’ve claimed.”

I can pretend he’s Brall, she told herself. Every last one. Wasn’t that enough to get her wet? To make her enjoy it? She could pretend every last one of the men was Brall. 

That was a thought worth having. Four, five, six, seven or even eight Bralls, gathered around her. Touching her body. Forcing her down, forcing her on their cocks. She would relish the opportunity.

But she was already wet anyway even without that fantasy. She couldn't deny how excited she was to think of so many cocks inside of her. Brall had unlocked a lust in her for men that would never again be denied for long. 

Case quickly took his pants off, not able to lose face in front of his men. As soon as he did, Robin took her hands around his cock and began to stroke. He was of a goodly size. Thick. Her hand barely able to fit all the way around it once he began to harden all the way. 

Some part of her loved that Abigail must have hated this. She didn’t want to be spiteful, but the spite was there whether she wanted it or not. Slowly, her lips slid up over Case’s cockhead and she sucked him down. Lovingly, almost—even if it was just the love of a cock in her body. The love of thinking about Brall’s cock sliding deep inside of her once again. Her big eyes remained closed, careful not to look up at Case’s ruggedly handsome face, to see his expressions as he oohed and ahhed while she sucked harder and harder. 

Another man now approached her from behind. Robin didn’t know who it was—except that she knew to her, it was Brall. All of them Brall. His hands were rough, digging deep into her backside, and his cock already trembling and hard. 

But he, whoever it was, hesitated. “Should I go now? Or...”

She moaned in affirmation. Now. Do it.

He needed no second encouragement. His cock slipped into her sopping wet pussy, finding an easy entrance there. Her virginal resistance easily pushed aside—lost in almost an anonymous fashion. It would be lost again and again all night long. Her body so young and lithe and shapely. Practically made for serving cocks like this. 

The boldness of the man who entered her cunt encouraged yet more men to come forward. The began stroking themselves around her face, over her body. Working themselves like she was some altar of fuck that they needed to offer up their sacrifice of sperm to. It was lovely. It was amazing to be able to encourage this much lust among men. It was, she realized, part of what she had been made for all along.

Case trembled in her mouth. His balls surging forward against her face. She remembered how it was from her encounter with Brall—he was going to cum soon. She thought of Brall, wishing so desperately it were him. Hoping it would taste like him so she could continue in her fantasy.

Case delivered his load down her mouth, his muscled abdomen pulsing against forehead and cheeks as she took all of him into her. All that gooey, hot warmth sliding down her esophagus and into her belly. It was filling. Not quite as good as the day before, but an immense load nonetheless. 

And now that he was done, Troy approached and pushed Case aside.

“You’ve had your turn,” he said. “Take a new side and let someone else at her.”

Of course this was coming. Robin had been expecting it. Case’s seed still dripped down her mouth. Looking at Troy, she wiped it off onto one hand and then licked it up, moaning as the whoever-it-was fucked her from behind. Apparently the sight of her licking up the cum was too much for one of the men jerking off over her body and he came wildly all over her back. She giggled and moaned again, playing up her pleasure.

It felt good, that was certain. She was being fucked. She was a woman. Women felt terrific when they were adored and fucked by so many men at once. But all the same, she played it up more for Troy, acting rapturously, her face mature and completely adult.

What Troy wanted was a scared nymph, perfectly good at fucking but also perfectly afraid of his strength and position. Robin knew that. She realized suddenly that she had always known that. It was just that before, she had been scared of Troy. 

But look at how easy it was, she thought, to not be scared. To just take whatever he decided he would give her without any fear or hesitation. Troy had no idea what to do with that. She could see it in the way he began to slow as he unpacked his cock from his pants. Case moved whoever it was from her cunt and then re-entered her from behind, his cock still hard. Or hard again. Robin was causing so many boners she could hardly be expected to keep track. Still, Case was surely quite a man to be fucking her again already.

“Come here, then,” she moaned, sliding her hand around Troy's cock. “Fuck me hard if you’re going to fuck me.”

Her actions on Troy were driven by spite, she told herself. Spite, and spite alone. She held no deep-seated attraction to her stepbrother. She didn’t imagine sometimes at night what it would be like if he fucked her, took her, even forced her. And even if she did, those were all just fantasies, not the reality she faced now. In reality, she despised Troy, and would prefer him dead. 

But if they were going through with this farce, by god she was going to make it a farce to remember. She wanted to leave no doubt in their minds that she was as dedicated to peace, to Temple, as anyone. 

The second her lips suctioned around her brother's thick, hard cock, she pushed herself forward. Her cunt sliding forward also, moving off from Case’s cock. But Case was lost in the movements of their harsh fucking now, and drove himself deep inside as she pushed forward onto Troy.

She sucked him aggressively, almost needfully. Her body brimming with pleasure from Case's hard, furious fucking. She could feel her orgasm approaching—and Case's too. And Troy's. They would come together. They would bring the Family together like this, cumming unanimously if they could agree on nothing else. 

Her ball of pleasure roiled in her stomach, turning and turning, faster and faster, until Case unleashed his load right up into her g-spot. It was too much sensation, and she came, slurping down harder than ever on Troy. He seemed caught off-guard by her wanton enthusiasm, Troy, and unloaded down her throat, the slick hot load of his balls joining Case's down her throat and belly. 

Slowly, taking their time, rubbing their hands over her body, the men withdrew. Others slowed their jerking sessions. Surely, they thought, it was done now? They had made their point. 

Abigail was smart, Robin realized. When you did something like this, when you let men own you as completely as possible, they thought they had power over you. And in that power, they ignored what you would do next. They began to take you for granted. And for a girl like Abigail, a smart babe like Robin, that was the most dangerous thing in the world.

“More,” she called out. “Give me another. I want more of these studs inside me. Give me every last one.”

They came. Cum-soaked and not yet filled to her capacity, Robin grinned and moaned and called them forward with lust in her eyes and desire burning bright in her heart.
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Chapter 20: 
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Hours passed with Robin filled again and again. On the ground, then, all the men finally done. Her body exhausted. Even her thoughts vibrated in the after-fuck euphoria. Women picked up their mated men and helped carry them home. Robin smiled at the sight. 

Took their legs from them, she thought. Too much for them.

It was rather delicious, wasn’t it? Knowing what she could do to them if she wanted. It was remarkable to her that she had never bothered really to try before. All this time, she had been living under the impression that it was truly the men with all the power in Temple. But the men needed the women to fuck and to breed. To keep the home going. Oh sure, Robin loved giving in. To Brall especially. But it was something else entirely to know that her beauty, her sexuality, would inspire such a shockwave-like effect on the entire community that she had grown up with.

Slowly, a plan started to come together in her mind. A plan to leave her with Case. To take care of Abigail. And to leave this mess in the state that Robin wanted. 
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Part III: The Big Gang Theory
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As evening fell, the young beautiful women were surrounded by the seeming legion of huge, musclebound studs. Apocalyptic soldiers, wasteland warriors whose only purpose in life was to ravage, kill, and loot. And to rut, of course, with enormous cocks all bursting with the need to flood the women's pussies with lifegiving seed.  And they had the young beauties totally surrounded. There was nowhere to run. Nowhere to go.

Gorgeous female bodies, naked already in the dim light, thighs glistening with the taint of arousal, shook with anticipation as the men approached. 

The men all were naked as well, or near enough, their cocks exposed and hardening. Sometimes other women stroked these studs to get them harder, cooing in their ears about how exciting the ceremony was to prepare the men for the primal dance with the beauties in the middle of the circle. 

In that circle, the lovely creatures knelt down, their souls thrumming with the lustful tones of the night. The combination of their own heavily aroused thoughts, their sweet wistful moans of desire, the aching sighs of the women watching but not participating, and the heated breaths of the approaching men created a vibration that felt as though it pulled in the entire universe. Even the divines must bear witness, in such a ceremony, to the unfolding drama of lust. The beauties got on all fours next to one another, right in the center of it all. They would be taken all at the same time. There was no stopping it. 

But they didn’t want to stop it. Surrounded by thieves and murderers, looters and pillagers, what these gorgeous women wanted more than anything else was to be filled completely, again and again, their tight bodies stuffed until dripping with the avalanche of cum that these men could unleash. 

There had been a war in the town of Temple, and all over a woman.

No matter what, this savage ceremony was going to end it all.
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Chapter 21:
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It did not seem right to bury Carthage at the Temple cemetery. The man had never liked the town. It was a struggle just to get him to agree that it was a place worth establishing underneath the Cauldron—a home base for their future operations of conquest in the wasteland. But there were plenty of hills around Temple and plenty of ground worth digging in, and Brall’s men found a spot worthy of a man like Carthage after just a little time. 

It was early in the morning, just past dawn. The sun dripped upwards on the horizon, blood red in the mud of the sky. Everything was hot, and long sheets of sweat had dripped down Brall’s brow since he woke. More sweat came still after he dug out the grave for Carthage, working mostly by himself. He did not need a break. Brall was a large man, and by the time he was done digging, it was nearing noon and he had made a hole as tall as himself. Garner was outside of it and helped him out and up. 

“We would have wetted the ground for you,” said Garner. “Made the job easier.”

Brall shook his head and shoved the man away. He didn’t understand. There was a cleansing to effort. You could imagine the soul somewhere in your chest. And so in the way that hard work burned at your lungs, a man might imagine it burns also at some part of what tainted the core of him.

Nothing felt right. Nothing about this. He was in a war and it all felt wrong. Even the feeling of wrongness felt wrong—war—conflict—in the past had always been where Brall felt irrevocably right.

Somehow, he knew it all went back to Robin. God, he wanted her. 

The last woman he’d had was Abigail. And even though she was perfectly hot, those big tits, that tight body, that long hot mass of luscious blond hair, she still wasn’t Robin. All Brall wanted was Robin. He did not care how. He did not who had to die for it. He just wanted his woman and he wanted her now.

Garner walked away, but now approaching was Miranda—Carthage’s girl. Petite, brown-hair, light blue eyes and a phenomenally balanced set of tits. They were perched appealingly in a tiny, tight leather vest. Brall looked down at them, leering openly, cock shifting. Even at a funeral, his friend’s funeral, he could not stop his body from knowing how full well he could dominate any old pussy he came across.

“Thank you for burying him,” said Miranda.

He shook his head. “Nothing to do for you.”

“Thank you all the same.” She minced slightly, one leg and then the other. 

“What do you want?” asked Brall. “Ain’t you got work to do?”

Miranda shifted again. She clearly wasn’t used to talking back to Brall. Women in the Cauldron weren’t used to talking back to men, period. Women had a purpose under the Cauldron, but it was all for tasks. The infrastructure of the gang. Not a lot of thinking or talking. Women were prizes, not speakers.

She looked down at the grave that Brall had dug. And then she looked at the body of Carthage on the wagon nearby. He was covered entirely by a dark tarp; his death, like so many in the wasteland, had been a brutal one. There was no sense in looking at the stark, mean remains of his body. 

“This war has gone on long enough,” she said softly.

“War? This ain’t a war. This ain’t even started.”

“Then don’t let it. You can stop it at any time. You can. You know you can.”

“Stop?” He laughed bitterly and shook his head. “Blood needs blood. That’s how it’s always been.”

She pointed at Carthage. “Where did that get him?”

What he heard from her was something he had not heard from any woman besides maybe Abigail—anger. And not just anger, but righteousness. She didn't have any doubts. She really did think the fighting had gone on too long.

That sort of thought was anathema to Brall. There was nothing to life except fighting. You fought, and fought, and when you were done you had either been killed or wasted away. That was all there was. If there was something else, it was as outside of him as the stars were to the dust-covered land he stood in now.

“Carthage knew our way,” said Brall. “He wanted that kind of end, believe it or not. Maybe not so soon. But that’s how he’d want to go.”

“And what is it you want, Brall? Do you want a war? Really? You want to see more men die? Or do you want something for yourself?”

She left then, dropping a few gathered flowers at the foot of Carthage's grave. His anger was rising and it would take a fool not to see the incumbent rage for what it was. 

He wasn't angry with Miranda. He was angry with the Family, angry for his friend's death. But as he continued with the day’s work, sliding his friend into the grave and then burying him down, his head filled with Miranda's words.

What is it you want, Brall?
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Chapter 22:
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The morning after Robin had been filled—utterly—by all the worthy and strong male studs of the Family, she was in her room in the bunker again. Hostilities had not ceased with the Cauldron, and as a valuable commodity—a beautiful, fertile woman—she was to be protected in the safest of all possible environments. 

Of this—being treated like property—she had little opinion. That was the way it had always been. Why change it now? It was enjoyable, in a way, to be treasured and admired for what she possessed by birth. She had been raised to believe this was how it should be. 

But at the same time, her heart sung with rebellious thoughts. She wanted Brall. Was that possible anymore, at all? She thought not. She thought perhaps he was too proud a man to take someone who had been fucked like she had last night. And that made it all the more unfair for her—it was good, what happened last night. Case’s cock. Troy’s cock. Everyone’s cock—she had been born to take a fucking like that. Her tight, firm body was ready for another, even now. 

If anything, she felt more equipped to deal with a super-stud like Brall than ever because of what she had been through. Her plan was still formulating, but she knew that if she could just speak to him for a little while—somehow, some way—that all the pieces could fall together in the right order. But she was stuck in this stupid bunker, far from the man she wanted. The man she loved. 

Did he love her? Could he, still, after what had happened? Her heart shook with anxiety. 

It wouldn’t be fair of him to reject her because of what she had done, what she had loved. But that’s how men were in Temple. That’s how men were in the wastes. If you weren’t their special pretty dirty princess, and theirs alone, they got all up in arms about morality. 

And that hurt her too—because as much as she had loved taking every last cock she could find last night, practically bathed in layer after layer of cum, she would been perfectly happy curling up underneath Brall's feet for the rest of her life, suckling mindlessly on his cock whenever he had need of her. 

Events had conspired against her. 

She stood over her bed, working over a ledger she had for the supplies for the next month. The Family would be well-stocked for the coming conflict, but she didn’t know if they would be able to hang on long with the Cauldron waiting outside to attack at any time. The Family's compound was secure, but the areas outside the compound—the town of Temple itself—was very much not. There was no easy way to keep the Cauldron out. 

Now that Robin had been made a proper part of the Family, she had her own leather vest. It was slender, but tough, like her. A patch with the Family seal was on the top left, on one shoulder. She liked the vest. It went well with the tight white shirt she had, displaying her globular tits, the skinny leather pants that shaped her long legs and framed the luscious shape of her ass. She thought she looked tough—but hot, too. It was important to look hot for the men in the Family, for men generally, even still. 

She had spent her whole life making sure she was pretty enough—her thick dark hair coiled in a small bun above her head—and she wasn’t going to just stop now. After all, Brall might come around. 

He might. 

There was a knock at her door, and her heart jumped just slightly. Could it be? Just like that? Just from thinking of him?

She opened it to find two leather-vest men with guns in their hands. Both of their cocks had been in her the night before. Neither were as big or as brutally hot as Case. 

One had a long scar over his lips and neck. “Come with us.”

They were not Case’s men. They were Troy’s. She knew them both—Potter and Altan, those were their names. Potter had a thick, silver-handled handgun at his belt. Altan had a rifle slung around his shoulders. 

“For what?”

“You just have to come with us. You don’t have to say nothing.”

“You don’t have to make this rough, neither. But it can get that way in a hurry.” Potter smiled. “We already know you got no problem taking us in you.”

Go along, or else they'll fuck her until she was too cumdrunk to fight back. A tempting thought. Her pussy tingled with the idea, letting that phantom sensation of two cocks inside her body once again float her thoughts upward. But she pushed it away—she may as well be businesslike for a while. And so, she went along without protest.

Abigail would have protested. Abigail would have gutted them both, a seductress one moment and then a demon the next. Robin was mad at her friend—former friend?—but still missed her. Robin missed Abigail's fire, her zest, her sureness in all her insanity. Robin wished she could have all those qualities from Abigail. She felt like she had been channeling her friend all last night. 

Potter and Altan took her across the underground lair of the Compound and into the section where all of Troy’s men congregated. The bodies of old automobiles made up the different sections of the walls and ceilings, adding extra support and color to the hallway. 

The gunmen led her to Troy’s small office. He was behind a desk, head rolled back. Underneath his desk, Robin saw high heels sliding around. Soft schlicking and slurping sounds filled the air. 

“Hello, Robin.” He smiled lustily. 

His hand floated down, holding the girl on his cock firm. Her legs spread out wide, a surprised moan filling the office. Her heels spread out side, her entire weight thrust into his shaft.

Robin sniffed. “Brother.”

That got him excited. “Sister...”

Now he thrust harder. The girl on his shaft groaned even louder, heels lifting up off the ground as she took shot after shot of his goo into her throat and stomach. You could not hear a man cum, not really, but all the same she felt she heard his hot load striking the back of whatever sexy bitch he had underneath his desk. Her moans were loud, theatrical, and Troy kept whispering that part—“Sister, Sister, Sister...” as he shuddered and came. 

“Out,” he said, when he was finally done.

He spoke to the girl under the desk. She crawled out past Robin, a glazed look of lust on her pretty face. Robin knew her, but could not recall her name right at that moment. Shaunda? Colette? 

When the girl was finally gone, Troy gestured for Potter to shut the door behind her. Troy leaned forward then, his cock maybe still hanging out for all Robin knew, leering openly at his sister’s hot body. 

“You got me excited last night, sister. I've been goddamn insatiable ever since.”

She smiled, a false thing. “I'm glad to have had an effect.”

“I'm sure you are. You were really asking for it last night. Really and truly. I always knew you were a slut. Your good girl, prim-and-properness all some mask. A slut like all the rest of them.”

It's only an insult, thought Robin, if you let it hurt you. 

“Perhaps I am.” Robin shrugged. “I guess that means your cock isn't very special, if I'll just take anyone's. Potter offered a turn with me before we got here. I think I'll give him a handjob after we talk so he doesn't get too excited.”

Potter's face lit up, tapping Altan excitedly. But Troy stood, his massive shaft slapping hard and wet on his desk. 

“No!” He banged the desk. “Potter, you touch her, and I'll cut off your goddamn hand. Got that?”

Immediately, Potter's grin faded. “You got it, boss. No touching.”

Troy sat back down, still displeased. His thick face a long grimace. 

“Here’s how it’s going to be,” said Troy. “You’re going to be under my care, now. Not Case’s. Certainly not the Cauldron’s. Mine. Mine alone. You understand that?”

Robin raised an eyebrow. “No.”

There was no reason to play along if he was just going to make her do whatever he wanted anyway.

“Well, too bad. That’s how it is. You’re mine, now. Just like you were supposed to be.”

“You don’t own me, Troy. The Family does.”

“I am the Family, you understand me? I am your family. Don’t you tell me what I own and don’t. Or I’ll make it all real, real unpleasant for you.”

“You're going to fuck me again, Troy?” She smiled, seductively she hoped. Her best Abigail impression. “Do you promise?”

“What a fucking whore you've turned into. All it took was a little cock.” He shook his head. 

Robin smiled. “Is yours the little cock we're talking about?”

“That's right, it—”

Altan coughed, trying to hold in a laugh. 

“Enough!” Troy banged the table again. “You're such a stupid goddamn slut. I'm not gonna fuck you until I say. And no one else is either. I'll keep you in line a better way, all right? You think I keep killers and looters around me just for show? What, because I like their fucking company? No. It's because they keep cunts like you in line.”

Robin was surrounded by two men with weapons. This time, she stayed quiet. Slowly, Troy seemed to calm. He zipped up his pants, shaking his head. 

“That girl of yours? That Abigail? Goddamn, she is just an agent of chaos. You see, me?” He laughed. “I was gonna wait a while. Let things settle. Get good and married to Sandra, you know. The works. Make it seem like I was gonna give it an honest shot. Then, something would happen. Maybe Case would have an accident. Or maybe somebody of mine would have an accident and we’d all know Case was to blame. That sort of thing.”

It dawned slowly on Robin that he was revealing a lot to her that he shouldn’t. Unless, of course, he didn’t mean for her to leave at all. 

Or live for very long.

“You were going to betray him anyway,” she said. “Even if Abigail hadn’t started what she did.”

“’Course I was! Shit. I’m a man, honey. I don’t abide living under the boot of no one.”

“You lived under Titus.”

“Because I was promised power. That’s all. Ain’t nothing to it outside that. And I like me the taste of power, that’s all. I like it a lot. The worse for Titus that I do.”

“What does that mean?”

“You’re a smart girl. Ain’t that what they keep on telling you? You’ll figure it out.”

He had killed Titus. He had been the one. The truth of it gripped her slow, cold around her heart. 

“Anyway,” he wrapped her hands tighter around the post. “Ain’t nothing for it now. Full war with Brall and his Cauldron boys. That’s fine. We’ll kill them dead. Case has got to be angry with him now, after the incident with the grain tower and the garage.”

“Was that you, too?”

“Any number of things could and couldn't be me.” He grinned, though, and Robin knew without a doubt that he had been the one to start the explosions. It wasn't guilt he emitted, but pleasure. She recalled that none of Troy's men had died in the attacks. “Don't fret your mind about it. All you gotta know is we got the numbers on that fool now, with Case coming with us. That’s all it really comes to, ain’t it? Numbers. You should understand that, being an accountant and all.” He could see the look on her face. “Ahh, you still like that Brall, huh? Surprising no one that you was born to be a whore after your whore mother brought you into this world. And after we kill Brall, well. People don’t look twice much often when a man like Case, fighting man, strong man, dies in the line of duty. Do they?”

“I’ll expose you,” she said. “Everyone will know.”

But she already knew his response. It was all too obvious. Potter took her arms and locked them behind her with a pair of handcuffs. 

“Who you gonna tell, girl?” Troy grinned. “You ain’t going nowhere.”
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There was much action to be taken. The war with Brall was on. Case had to organize his men, prepare an attack. he lived for knowing what the next action was. Even if it was the wrong action. So long as it was forward movement. The worst thing in the world in a conflict was to do nothing. 

But alone in his room in the Compound—above ground where the danger was, so that he could fly into action quicker if need be—all he did was pace from one wall to another. Outside his windows he could see the town of Temple. The charred remains of the fallen hotel still smoked in the morning light. The fire was long out but still occasionally small pockets of flame would rise up, hot embers exposed to too much oxygen all at once from collapsing structures around them.

He had two main thoughts that were not related to the war at hand.

The first was that he wanted Abigail at his side. Always something smart to say. Always with encouragement. Always letting him know his will was correct, that his cock filled her like no one else’s, that he was perfect for fucking her like only he could. 

God, but he missed his sister. He wanted her. He would even be able to find forgiveness in his heart, if she would just apologize...but she wouldn't. She was too stubborn, even when it was, all of this, entirely her fault. 

And the second thought was that that—the gang bang—was not how he had wanted to fuck Robin.

Of course, he had always wanted to fuck Robin. He couldn’t think of a single man in Temple who wouldn’t have, given half a chance. She was gorgeous, and seemed permanently so—like Sandra, beautiful well into past the age where most women in the wastelands were already wasting into dust and disease. Robin would be beautiful forever. That his cock had been sliding into her, taking her virginity, pushing her past her boundaries and letting her know what a piece of property she was to him and the Family—that got him hard just imagining it. 

But even if that was so, in truth, he wasn’t sure he had ever wanted to get married to her. Even so, a man’s duty was a man’s duty, and the leader of a tribe like the Family had more duties still than almost anyone else. Robin seemed to have carried the same dutiful mindset. In that way, it would have been a good match. But the woman he really wanted, always, was Abigail. But it couldn’t have worked with her. It couldn’t have worked before, and it certainly couldn’t work now. Not after all that she had done. 

But that did not stop him from wanting her. 

Outside his room he heard shoving, scuffling. Someone demanding to be let in—his mother, Sandra.

He opened the door and saw her with a knife to his guard’s throat. The blade slid close along his Adam’s apple.

“Better let her in, Branson. The lady is serious.”

Branson nodded carefully. “Yeah, boss.”

In a few moments, Sandra had her knife back in her belt and she and Troy sat down at the small table in his quarters, the door shut behind them. The building he stayed at in the Compound had once been a motel, and he had taken three rooms for himself on the top floor, the walls broken down between them. Long tattoos were inked into Sandra's shoulders, wire and roses highlighting the dense muscles beneath. 

“I thought it was Abigail who carried a knife.”

Sandra smiled. “Who do you think planted the idea in your father to give her one?”

He shrugged. “Fair enough.”

“You assume you’re the only one who notices anything, don’t you? You think we’re just blind, walking through this world, because we choose to serve you.”

“We” meaning men, and “you” meaning men. Sandra liked to get philosophical at times.

“You think I don’t know about you and Abigail, Case. But I do. I always have.” Case tried to protest, but Sandra shook her head. “It’s rather unorthodox. I don’t know that I care for it. But I’m not sure how much I really care to stand in the way of you two. It seems like you’re pretty well set on being together.”

“Maybe.”

He wasn't sure what to say now. She had caught him off guard. 

“Oh yes, you are. And you better get used to the idea. Otherwise Abigail will run right over you. But you’re the one who should be in charge. You’re the man, after all. She’ll be better off taking orders. I was, too, and I was just as crazy as she was once upon a time.”

Annoyance filled him. He didn't want to talk about this, not in the open. It was better as a secret.

It felt like it should have had more of an impact, someone else knowing. Maybe it would hit him later. But then, he'd never been able to keep anything from Sandra. That he hadn't kept this from her was no surprise. And he knew he didn't have to worry about her trustworthiness. 

“Is that what you want to talk about? How I want to fuck my sister?”

“You’re right. No. It’s not. I’ve got something else.”

He spread his hands. Go on.

“I know you’re looking out for Temple. For what’s best for all of us. I want you to know that I’ve been looking out too. You’ve been trying to take care of Cauldron and Brall. But there’s rot in our house, and we can’t take care of anything if we don’t clear out the rot first. I’ve got witnesses—”

“Rot? What rot?”

“It was him, Case. It was Troy.”

He leaned forward now. “What do you mean?”

“Someone killed Titus. Someone murdered him. And I’ve got witnesses—multiple witnesses—who put Troy at the scene.”

She leaned across the table and grabbed Case’s hands, as if they were joining in a prayer. Her eyes, bright and blue, brimmed with the seriousness of her portent.

“Troy killed your father. He killed my husband. He killed Titus.”

The annoyance at Sandra pushed away easily, like old cobwebs in an ancient house. But those cobwebs weren't pushed away, they were burned. Caught in the sudden, terrible blaze of rage as Case's heart set on fire.  

“Fine,” he stood up. “Fine. Let’s go kill him.”

Somewhere he had a gun in this room. Where was it? 

“Wait,” said Sandra. “You men. Always so ready to go destroy any last little thing that gets in your way.”

Case slammed the table. “You don’t want to destroy him? I’m going to nail his ass to my bike and ride him halfway across the wastes.”

“Good.” She nodded. “Good. But we have to do this right. He owns half our men. We have to discredit him, or else—”

“Or else they’ll turn on us.” The fire did not leave Case, but it did still, just for a moment. He nodded. “Okay. We'll wait. But not for long.”
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They attacked the spring right near dusk. It was heavily guarded, full of well-armed Family men. But with the sun coming down, the light was in their eyes, and Brall had the element of surprise on his side. 

It was a short, bloody affair. By the end of it, Brall had lost two men and the Family had lost five. The rest surrendered, and Brall put them in chains. Later, he could sell them back, or use them as hostages to trade for peace. 

There would be a certain amount of clemency in his conquering. He wanted to rule these people. They would not thank him for taking all their men away from them. 

The stream originated from a cave deep in the rocks. The water was clean, untouched by the radiation of the land. When the fighting was done, and his men had cleared out the lot, he strolled through the rooms himself, surveying what he now owned. Having the water was a major advantage. There were other sources that the Family owned and could use, but none so close or as readily available as this. Without steady, regular water, they would weaken. 

He walked into the darkness of the cave, stepping through small pools of blood and on top of emptied shotgun shells and bullet cases. Trickling sounds from the water filled the closed area. The air was cool, a welcome relief from the heat outside. A soft, troubled moan pushed him to search further in, toward a light. 

Locked away there in the back corner, hands tied behind her back, was Robin. Brall’s heart began to thump immediately. Why had his men not told him she was here? Was she hurt? Was she scared from the fighting? She could have been shot; she could have been killed. He wanted to take her to his chest, hold her there, let her feel the reassuring weight of his mammoth presence on her body. Let her know that it would all be perfectly all right from now on. 

His rage at being ignorant of her presence subsided after a moment. 

Deep, calm breaths. Be rational. Approach this with calm. She is scared and alone. Comfort her.

His men hadn’t let him know, of course, because they did not know of the relationship. If that’s what it was. Could it truly be such when they had only shared barely an hour together behind an old building? 

As he approached, taking her scent in, feeling her presence flow through him, he knew that even just that hour was enough. It was enough for him. 

God, but he wanted her! She was dressed only in a small shirt and panties, her body looking small and defenseless. Her legs drawn up against her chest. They had stripped her, he realized. Perhaps made her dance or serve them in some way. He was suddenly glad he had killed one of their number in the battle; that his men had killed more.

She stared up at him with lust in her eyes, heavy lips parted just slightly. Her tongue slid slowly along her bottom lip, wetting it. But she waited for him to speak first. 

“How did you come to be here?” he asked her, kneeling down. Even then, he was still much taller than her. 

It was an easy thing to undo her bindings. Just metal. She was not strong enough to break them with her hands, but he was. They were tossed aside like foil. 

“He wanted me—Troy did—in the most heavily guarded area he had. Did you come for me? Did you want me back?”

In her eyes he could see the desperate need for validation. That their feelings were real—that she wasn't making it all up as she went along. He knew the look because he had it himself. 

But instead he said, “I wanted the water. I want the town.”

And I want you. Desperately.

Disappointment showed on her face. “I thought perhaps...” she shook her head. Looking down. “Never mind. I suppose you wouldn’t want me at all anymore, after what they did to me. That was the the purpose of it. Even I know that. To claim me.”

Brall shifted. “And did they claim you?”

“They tried. They took me, that’s for certain. I fucked every last one they brought to me.”

He noticed then, all of a sudden, that he was alone with her. All the fighting and thickness of battle and then quiet and now he was in this small alcove, hidden in a cave with the one woman he wanted.

She waited for his judgment. He did not know what he thought about that—so many other men having taken her before he could. Taking her virginity—that virginity he had wanted for himself. That bliss of exclusivity, knowing she would only ever be his, past, present, and future. 

It struck him, looking at her sitting across from him, how little he actually knew about this beautiful young creature. 

What do you want, Brall? Do you want a war?

“I ought to...” he shook his head. “I heard what happened. I did. I had hoped it was lies.”

“It was not. They all fucked me. And I enjoyed it.” She thrust her chin out. So lovely. “If that scares you, you should tell me now. I will not be ashamed of it.”

There were many types of men in the world. Most, at this point, would want some kind of apology. They would want an apology from Robin even though none of it had been her fault or her doing. 

Brall perhaps even thought he was one of those men, wanting one of those false apologies. But she wouldn’t give it to him. He could see that plainly.

“If you can’t fuck me,” she dared him, “if you can’t own me even after all those men fucked me, then you’re not the man I thought you were.”

A challenge, thrown right out there. The gauntlet across his face.

“You think I cannot fuck you?” His voice was playful but dangerous. 

She pushed her body up further. “I have seen no evidence to the contrary. You think you're special because you fucked my mouth? Six other men could make the same boast. What have you done to stand out?”

Now he was angry. But lustful too, yes, and all his rage directed into one simple, beautiful act—fucking this lioness, this woman he loved. 

Growling now, he spread her legs and lifted her body to his. His mouth slipped onto hers, first just with lips and then meeting with tongues. His heart skipped as her long, beautiful legs wrapped around his waist. The lovely hips sliding on top of his manhood underneath his pants.

“Give it to me, Brall,” she moaned. “Give it to me, Sir. If you can.”

If you can. Another challenge, still. 

With all her weight on his body, he pushed her up against the wall of the cave. As massive as he was, she was light to him. Almost weightless. He could do anything with her—and yet it felt in a way still like she directed him. As she held onto his body, he ripped his pants down. Her own ragged panties ripped away easily, and suddenly his thick manhood was hard and against her thighs. Precum drizzled down, splattering onto the cave wall. 

“You want my cock in you, Robin? You want to be my property? My girl?”

Her moan, lusty and heated, was all the confirmation he needed.

In a moment, he was inside her. Her entrance was tight, still—tight even after what had happened just the night before, tight even after that most brutal of hot, brilliant gang bangs. Tight, wrapping around his shaft, her hold on him thrilling every atom in his being. 

Their connection felt right.

He gasped, driving into her again and again. His cock sliding up against the top of her canal, riding on her g-spot. Her tiny body—compared to his—slammed against the wall, but she seemed to love it. His love would leave bruises, but she didn't care. Her legs only tightened on his backside, fiercely dragging his thick cockhead deeper inside of her. 

“Fuck me, yes,” she moaned. “Fuck me please! Fuck me, oh my love! My love!”

“My girl.” Brall pinned her against the cave wall now, tossing himself wholesale into the motions their union required. “My fuckdoll. My girl.”

“Y-yes!” Robin nodded. “Your fuckdoll! Yours! Your girl. Your girl!”

Robin's arms and legs pulled him ever tighter, wrapping in a desperate bid to be closer to him, always closer to him. His own hands ground into her backside, fingernails marking the flesh there, tugging her body against his as he shuddered and thrust into her body again and again. 

He could stand for longer, but he wanted her to feel him even deeper. And so he moved her off the wall and let her bend backwards until her head was on the ground, neck off to one side at what would have otherwise been an uncomfortable angle except for the massive pleasure he gave her from his cock. He squatted down into her body, holding her legs up against his chest, driving the massiveness of his cock straight down into her cunt.

“You're going to fucking cum for me, Robin.”

She nodded, her voice frantic. “Y-you're going to cum for me.”

He grinned, knowing how true she was. He could already feel his release building up. The sensation of being in control of this perfect young woman was too much. He needed to fill her. Needed to empty inside of her. Fuck, even get her pregnant. He didn't care anymore. All he wanted was to own her.

“You want that, Robin?” He thrust harder now, as hard as he could, amazed at her ability to withstand his efforts. “You want my fucking cum inside you?”

“Yes!” Her voice was choked with pleasure now, all flirty resistance forgotten. “Yes, please! I want it! Fucking fill me! Oh fuck, oh Brall, Sir, I'm going to cum, I'm going to—”

Her voice morphed into a hot, whining cry of pleasure as her orgasm shook through her, molding her tight pussy walls to his cock. At the same time though, he emptied inside of her warm embrace, his seed spilling into her luscious young body. Every last gooey white drop of his seed emptied into her belly, filling her totally. 

Huffing, he rearranged himself so that his still semi-hard cock remained inside her body as he lay down upon her. She moaned and kissed him, loving the feel of his weight on her, dominating her sensations totally. 

There was much to be done, a war to be fought. But in that moment, Brall simply enjoyed the woman at his side. His woman. His love. 
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Abigail had evaded notice by the Cauldron guards and snuck out of camp once before. It was easy to do so again, especially with Brall gone on his attack mission. Soon, she was inside the confines of Temple, heated thoughts of her stepbrother on her mind. 

He could defame her and denounce her all he wished. But she was not going to stay away—not ever. 

The town was not deserted, though it seemed that way. All the townspeople had holed up in their homes, many of them in their basements if they had them. The people of Temple lived on the whims on the Family and its enemies; many of them were probably grouped together in basements, huddled over small flames and sparse food, waiting for the good news of peace.

As she crossed through the back alley behind the tavern, closing in on the Compound's walls, Case crossed into her path. They both stopped for a moment, tension hanging in the air between them. She wanted him. Always she wanted him, and always she forgot just how much she needed his touch on her body, his scent in her nose, his appearance in her mind until just up to the point of having it once again. Like an appetite never sated except for when the stomach was being filled. 

She was dressed, at least, in a way that would pull his attraction. Tight leather pants showcased the long, slender nature of her legs. Her top was ripped in places, but formed neatly around her heavy bust, showing off the line of eager cleavage she possessed. The biggest, best tits in Temple; a boast she would never say aloud, but one that she loved that Case could enjoy. His sturdy, muscled form looked somehow despondent, aloof—he only wore his leather vest on his back, letting Abigail see the heavily ripped form of his abs, the long cut muscles of his shoulders and arms.

It was Abigail who spoke first. “Hello, brother.”

She said the word with all the relish she could draw from. Despite everything that had happened, she loved him still. She always would. She didn’t care if he banished her, killed her, defamed her, defiled her. She would always, always, always be his. And she wanted him to know that. She wanted him to have to live that truth as much as she did. 

“Abigail.”

He looked despondent. His hand gripped the knife around his belt tight. Was he so afraid of her? 

No. No—that murder in his eyes was not for her. Abigail knew at least she had not earned that. 

“Can we talk?” she asked.

“We’ve talked already.”

She stepped up close to him, putting a hand on his arm. The shape of his forearms had always excited her. So large and prominent on his body. Sculpted like the rest of him. She wanted to lie under their blankets and stroke them all night like she had in weeks past. Around them was the tall walls of the tavern and the close, nail-heavy wooden planks of several stacked houses. 

“I want to talk to you. Please.”

He shook his head. “I have to see Troy.”

“Can’t it wait? Please?”

Taking his hands in hers, she stroked his palm. This had once calmed him. But he took the hand away and pushed her roughly aside. 

“No.” He stepped by her, moving on. “I’ve no time for dead women.”

Anger, sudden and liquid, flooded through her body. Heart pulsing, she grabbed Case at the shoulder and pushed him back into the wooden wall of the tavern. 

“Don’t you dare say that to me. Do you know what I’ve done for you? All for you?”

“I didn’t ask you to do any of that. None of it. Not a single bit.” He wouldn't look her in the eye, but meant his gaze edged downward and lingered onto her cleavage.

“And who’s fault is that? How many times did I ask you for guidance and you wouldn't give it to me?” She pushed him again against the wall. “How many times did I let you know that all I wanted to do was follow your will? I would have been happy to just...to just live in a closet next to your desk. A hole in the door. You could come fuck my mouth through it whenever you want. I’d be ecstatic. But you won’t let me. I’d take any situation at all that you’d offer so long as it was close to you. Serving you. Doing what you wanted.”

Case seemed to soften somewhat. “Abby...”

“No.” She stepped away, crossing her arms. “Fine. Move on. Let you go do your stupid work. Fine. That’s fine. Go on, then. Leave me in the dark.”

She didn’t mean it. But she could not face his rejection anymore. She could live with it. Hold it in her heart. Know that it was true. But she could not face it anymore. She could not look at him, this perfect man who was all she wanted, and see him turn her away. It was too much for her. Behind her, she could hear Case shuffling slightly. The dirt beneath his feet scattering about.

He asked, “What more do you want to say?”

His hand came on her shoulder. Right away, her knees went weak. Not far from where they stood was a cloth attached to a pole, swinging in the wind. She felt like she was that pole, in and out, unable to do anything but move to the power of her brother’s winds. 

She didn’t care. Living on his whims. So long as he loved her. So long as he fucked her.

“I don’t know,” she shook her head. “I think I said it already. It wasn’t just...me being crazy. Not entirely. I really would live in a closet next to your desk. I don’t care who you marry. You can fake my death and put me in a hole or a cell somewhere, and I’ll live off your cum. That way, you won’t have to take food from anyone else.”

“Goddamn.”

His hand pulled on her shoulder, bringing her into his body from behind. Her breaths felt hot in her chest, her mouth. His hands so big, so strong. She took a hold of one, bringing it down to her waist. The flesh there so supple, so ready to be touched. The skin of his fingers was calloused and rough, but it felt good against her body. She loved his touch; she always had. Slowly, her hips began to gyrate into his body. Their joining so close, so very “almost” for so long now. The length of his cock felt hard on her ass and she wanted more, so much, much more.

“I’ll do anything, Case, I promise. I’m so sorry I’ve been bad. But it was all for you. If you just tell me what to do, I’ll do it. I’ll do anything you say. All I want to do is follow your will. I’m rudderless without you.”

“Fuck.”

Thick fingers squeezed on her plump nipples. Bliss powered through her body and she shuddered, head leaning back. Finally, then, he kissed her. His lips falling over hers, their mouths intertwining for what felt like the first time in a thousand years. 

It had not been nearly so long, of course, but it had to Abigail. Her want for him felt eternal, and any delay was like a century of agony. His hand reached onto her throat, choking her just slightly, just how she loved. Owning her breath; owning her. Her body turned into his, sliding down onto the ground, tits rubbing hard on his chest.

They were out in the middle of the street, practically. In a small alley. Even with everyone holed up from the war, anyone would be able to walk by and see what they were doing. Their forbidden, taboo desire, so openly pronounced and displayed for the world. But they didn’t care. 

Abigail turned and tugged at his pants, needing to suck on the meat inside.

“Please, baby. I need it so bad. I’ve needed it for so, so long, please...”

“Do it, girl. Suck me off. Be my good little sisterslut.”

His good little sisterslut.

Oh fuck, it was too much. In a frenzy, she took his pants down, sliding her mouth around his already throbbing member. Her legs splaying on the dirt of the ground. Mind hazed over with lust. The only sensations were his hardness in her throat, the salty taste of his precum powering around her tongue, the hot smell of his musk as she pushed deeper and deeper down. Abigail could deepthroat easily—even Case’s enormous length—and she did so now. 

His bulge was clearly visible in her throat as his length shoved down deeper. Her mouth slurped down onto his cock, and then back up again, a warm wet glove just for him. This is all she was, all she was truly made for. A servant for her brother’s cock. A mad slave made to do anything to make him happy. 

She sucked him as hard as she could, moaning, cunt juicing with arousal, sliding up and down. 

Almost, she thought, he was getting close. Balls tightening up, his thrusts into her skull more and more frequent. More urgent. But he seemed to be controlling himself somehow. Holding back. Abigail moaned harder, trying to show how much she needed him to unleash. She wanted to feel his spray down her throat so bad.

After several minutes of this, he finally pushed her off. Abigail’s heart sank. This had happened before. He had changed his mind. He wanted something different. Someone else. He wasn’t going to fuck her like she thought. He was going to—

“What are you waiting for?” He got on the ground next to her. His cock pushed up like some monument to his godly masculinity. 

“What?”

“Get on top. I want you to ride me.”

Oh god. Oh fuck. Oh yes. Yes, god, yes!

In moments she had her pants kicked off and forgotten. With relish, she climbed up on top of her brother’s thick rod, sliding the huge length of his member alongside her glistening wet slit. Soon, she had his entire manhood covered over with her hot juices. 

“Do it,” he grunted. “Fuck, Abigail. I want you. I love you.”

I want you. I love you.

These words reverberated hard against her head, pushing away all other thoughts. Her body acted on impulse, adjusting her angle and sliding her pussy down so that slowly, surely she was impaled by her stepbrother's cock.

Finally, he entered her again. Abigail, her lust beyond all comprehension or control, came immediately. Her body couldn’t handle the sudden, new, forbidden entrance—the entrance she thought she might never have again. Pleasure riveted her body to his, their joining complete, her cunt squeezing hard as she gyrated her hips up and down. Milking him. Needing him to fill her as soon as possible. 

Her mouth came down on top of his and she moaned into his neck, kissing and loving. The throes of orgasm still upon her, and another feeling like it was on the way. His cock pressed so hard against her g-spot; so perfect and true in her tight canal. 

Strong hands wrapped around her hair and took her solidly into his grip, whipping her head this way and that. Owning her. They slid in the mud in the ground, neither of them caring how dirty it was. It was all so very dirty, so taboo. Fucking his sister. Riding her brother’s massive cock in the dirt.

The orgasm he gave her loosened her tongue completely. All the filth she could imagine began to spill out from her mouth.

“Put a baby in me, Case, please?” At that, he gripped her even tighter, shoving her down on his cock. 

“Oh fuck, please? Then I can be your wife, please? They couldn’t keep us apart then. They couldn’t. They couldn’t. It would be so right, so fucking right, I want your babies, oh god...I want twins, triplets, I don’t care, I just need your fucking seed inside me, please?”

“Fuck yeah,” Case nodded, thrusting upward wildly. Abandoned in the moment. “My seed in your tight little cunt. Full of my babies. Pregnant just for me. That’s what you want?”

They shifted on the mud, the ground, wrestling this way and that. Abigail would be on top, then pushed down underneath his mass, and then pushed on top again, breathing hard. His hand wrapped around her throat, squeezing just enough to restrict her breath. 

“Yes, yes! Please!” she moaned. “More than anything. I need it. I need it so, so bad, please. Do it. Fuck me full of your cum. Fuck me full of it.”

She continued to milk his cock with her glistening tight cunt. Grabbing and pulling expertly, made for his shaft, his length, no extra room or wasted space. All just for him. The look in his eyes told her he would be hitting his climax soon. There was no mistaking that look. Her own felt dangerously close. 

Cum with him. Cum with your love.

It would be so perfect, she knew. It would be so, so—

With a series of shuddering, lust-heavy grunts, Case exploded upward inside of her. His hot load sprayed her inside, filling her up from the bottom. As he did, Abigail's own orgasm shook her and she bit her brother's thick, manly shoulder to keep from crying out in pure ecstasy. Their bodies pulsed for several moments, Case emptying into her and Abigail filled by him. 

When the waves of bliss left her, she collapsed on her man. Her brother. Her Case. She felt complete again—good again—since this entire fiasco had begun. 
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There was a secret way back into the Compound. Most of the Family didn’t even know about it. As far as Robin knew, Titus had only ever told it to Sandra, Case, and Abigail—and Abigail had of course told Robin about it. Once upon a time, they didn’t have any secrets from each other. 

The path was not especially favorable. It was located in the sewers that led out of Temple, dug to exit from the town more than a mile away into a stream in the hills that led to a river much, much farther away down south. To get back inside of the Compound using the sewer,  one had to walk above the sewage itself—and even through some.

Robin went at night. There was no guaranteeing that Troy’s men would not be on the walls. If they saw her, she suspected that Troy had given them orders all to shoot her on the spot. She had knowledge that could damn him, after all, and he knew that Case would believe what she had to say. And besides that, Case himself probably had ordered her dead. She had left the Family—and after their “permanent” indoctrination. 

Through filth and yards and yards of grossness, she finally made it up through a tunnel and out inside the walls of the Compound again. She was on the wall opposite where the long garage had been hit and burned from Troy's sabotage. She looked at the wreckage and shook her head—more he would have to answer for. 

Nobody knew the insides of the Compound better than Robin. She had grown up there. And so, it was an easy thing to traverse from one end to the other without being seen by the guard patrols. She had done it plenty of times as a child. 

Soon, she was inside of Abigail’s small room in the reformatted hotel where so many of the Family lived. Her thought was to wash up—get the stink of sewer off her—and then find Abigail in the bunker, where she would doubtless be, and reveal Troy’s plan. Nobody wanted to believe someone who smelled like shit; this was a fact much, much older than Robin was or ever would be.

Abigail’s room was small, unadorned. A huge contrast to Robin’s own room. There was little else in it outside of the shower, the bed, and a lone chair against one wall. 

Some minutes later, after a nice warm shower, Robin stepped out and saw Abigail was there—knife in hand. She looked sexy as hell in her tight leather pants, her cleavage-baring torn t-shirt. 

“It’s a shame you came all this way just to take a shower and get stabbed,” she snapped. “They don’t have water in Brall’s camp?”

Robin's beautiful body was glistening wet. Despite her words, she could see Abigail’s eyes lusting after her form.

She would use her body. That’s what Abigail would do. 

“You don’t want to hurt me, Abby.” Robin bit her lip. “You want to fuck me.”

Abigail laughed a bit at that. “I’m fucking Case now. Like I should be. Brother and sister joined just right. I don’t need a woman.”

That was surprising news. But, not unwelcome. That would make Case and Abigail very happy—which ultimately was one of the many things Robin wanted. 

“It’s not the same, and you know it.” Robin stepped forward. “There are certain ways that a woman can please another woman that a man just can’t compete with.”

She let her towel drop to the floor. Abigail’s eyes grew wide. Nipples erect, belly tucked in, standing up on her tippy toes, Robin made herself as erotic a spectacle as possible.

“I know we’ve said some harsh things.” Robin’s hands slipped around Abigail’s knife. It came gently and then clattered to the floor. “But I forgive you. And I want you to forgive me. And then I want us to work together. Very, very closely.”

Abigail drew in to her friend slow, hands gingerly sliding around the naked, hot flesh she touched. 

“I don’t...I don’t know if I should trust you. You could be working with Brall.”

Robin nodded. “I am. But I’m working with you, too. We can all work together. Can’t we? Wouldn’t that be nice?” She leaned in to Abigail’s ear. “I can be Brall’s special good fuckpet, and you can be your brother’s little cockwhore slut, and in the meantime, we can please each other stupid while they’re away. Or just if they want us to, if they want to jack off to watching us making out and eat each other’s pussies. Why not, Abby? Wouldn’t that be wonderful?”

A low, deep, needy moan emanated from Abigail’s mouth. She nodded slowly—but then shook her head. 

“No...Robin, I...I don't know that...”

“Please, Abby? I want it from you. I really do. You woke something up in me.” She kissed Abigail's neck gently, and then moved up, facing no resistance. “I want us to explore one another.”

Abigail moaned—and, giving in totally—nodded urgently now.

After that, it was purely academic. They kissed hot and heavy, finally expressing the true attraction they had held for another for so long. Robin stripped off Abigail's tight clothes—the leather pants, the ripped shirt—getting rid of all barriers to her hot young flesh.

In moments they were in the bed. Their legs intertwining, warm tongues sliding against one another. Every moment so pure and virgin. Even for all their shared experience in the last several days, neither of them had ever been with a woman before. 

They arranged themselves in the bed, wrapping each other’s legs around the other’s head. Robin loved Abigail's legs, so long and smooth. She had always thought they were beautiful.

Slowly, they began to lick one another's pussies. It took them a little bit of time at first—searching gently with their tongues until finally landing on the right spot. 

“Don't tell me I'm alone in this,” Robin giggled. “You haven't ever had a girl lick you, have you?”

Abigail shook her head. “You're the first.”

Her breath was heated against Robin's clit, and Robin took pleasure in knowing her own breath must have then felt good on Abigail's. She had always been so interested, so invested in Abigail licking her. Now it was happening. Easily, slowly, Robin began to lick Abigail just as Abigail licked her. 

The first several minutes were just an easy, hot warming up process. They each knew each other so well—they knew how they would want to be licked instinctively. Robin moved in small circles, and Abigail moved up and down, steady and sure. For what seemed like ages, they build up the steady, needy levels of arousal until their thoughts were too full of lust to do anything but think of cumming. Their spare limbs thrashed on the bed, whipping out every so often as they cried aloud from the overwhelming pleasure. 

Simultaneously, again reading each other's minds, they unloaded with all the ability of their mouths, darting their tongues in rapid fashion against each other's clits. Each and every bit of pressure served only to make the hot sensations even hotter, their sweaty, wet bodies seething with lust. 

Robin did not know for sure if Abigail needed to cum—her intense moans and constant clutching against her ass cheeks certainly would indicate that she did—but she did know for certain that she herself did. 

“So good,” Robin moaned, licking furiously. “Don't stop, baby. Please don't stop!”

“Don't you stop!” Abigail cried in return. “I'm gonna cum so hard...so hard!”

The harsh, hard fucking of a man was brilliant. Wonderful. But so too was the gentle administration of a beautiful woman. Robin's tongue lashing fiercely, owning the clit she pleasured so intimately. Their barrage of licks and kisses continued, both girls moaning and aching as they worked one another's tiny pearls. Robin was already floating in bliss—this was so good, so perfect. Never in her wildest, naughtiest dreams had she ever thought it might be so very good. Abigail was like the perfect lover, generous in giving and eager in receiving. Their hips thrust forward into one another's mouths, and thunder struck them—they came, and hard, together. 

For several, several minutes, they dozed with one another, enjoying the soft feel of each other’s arms. Spooning beautifully, their sexy bodies a delight for the other. Fingers ran up and down nipples and still-juicing cunts. Tongues tasting at the skin of this forbidden desire, so newly explored. 

But eventually, Robin had to break the pleasant silence of their mutual adoration.

“Troy killed Titus,” she said.

“I know.”

It was Robin's turn to be surprised. “You know?”

“Sandra figured it out and told Case. We’re just waiting now.”

“Did you know he blew up the grain tower, too? And the garage?”

“No,” said Abigail. “But it doesn't surprise me. He was always a bastard. Case will take care of him good.”

Robin nodded. “If he would work together with Brall...they could solve it easily. The combined numbers might even encourage Troy’s men to surrender.”

“I don’t know,” Abigail shook her head. “Case is too stubborn.”

“So is Brall.”

Robin thought about this for a moment. Sometimes, when two glaciers met, the best thing for it was a long, brilliant storm to blow them out of each other’s way. That, or some massive amount of sunlight, melting their stolid wills down until they were one.

“Are we?” Robin asked distantly.

“Are we what?”

Robin coughed. She hadn't realized she had actually spoken. 

“Too stubborn. To solve what’s happened.”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so. I think...” Robin shrugged. “I think I forgive you. Sure. Yeah. Why not?”

“Because men died because of what I did. Because I ensnared your man in a trap to fuck me.”

“Did you fuck him well?”

Abigail snorted. “Of course I did.”

“Then what do I care?”

“I just thought you would, is all.”

“Maybe I would have used to.” Robin snuggled harder into Abigail's arms. “But it’s all...different now. He’s not my property. If anything, I’m his. If he wants to fuck you, let him. Do you mind that I fucked Case?”

Abigail thought about that for a moment. “I think all I really care about is that I keep getting stuffed full of his cock whenever he wants me.”

“You see?” said Robin. “So, maybe we can use that somehow.”

“How?”

Robin smiled. She had a plan.
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By the next morning, the terms of the war were set. No more sneak attacks. No more slow consumption of this side or the other. They would meet in the open, outside of town, and have it out. Case's plan on paper, the one he discussed with Troy all night, was to wipe Brall out completely—and the bigger plan was to solve this whole conflict once and for all. 

Troy leapt on the idea, of course. He loved the notion of a melee.

They were gathered outside the walls now. Rows and rows of thundering loud bikes, revving and roaring in their war cries. Men armed with every kind of weapon—hatchets, planks, spikes, knives, chains, shotguns, and spears. Both sides clamored for battle, the Family sporting more than the Cauldron by perhaps half again their number.

It was close to the agreed upon time—each row of front line warriors waiting for the other to move, waiting for the order from their leaders.

Case himself was ready, keeping a watchful eye on Troy. In the distance, though, he could see Brall. Dressed for the fight of his life. Leather over his broad form, a thick pipe in one hand and a gun in the other. Which made sense. There was no guarantee that Case would keep his word. Case himself was dressed for a real battle for the same reason.

Troy held his arm up, readying his men. Case knew he loved a good speech. 

“Boys!” he cried. “We're gonna have ourselves a battle today. We're gonna have ourselves a victory! We're gonna have ourselves—”

But he had to stop talking then—because no one was listening to him anymore. Sandra had walked out in front of all of them, a terrible serious look on her face. The roar of the bikes died down so that she could be heard. Heard in front of all the men, all at once. Just like Case and Brall had planned it. Behind her were five men and women—townspeople from Temple.

She spoke plainly. “I am here to speak against this man.” She pointed to Troy. “You all know him. You all know what he is. He is a snake, pure and simple, and he always has been. Always.”

Some murmurs in the crowd. No one necessarily disagreed. Even Troy's own men saw his snake-like qualities as something of a plus. Troy himself looked uneasy at this declaration, his gaze casting shiftily at the townspeople behind Sandra.

“To escalate the conflict against the Cauldron,” Sandra continued, “Troy acted alone and killed their man Carthage. When Case did not respond immediately, Troy took it upon himself to destroy the grain tower and part of the Compound to incite his actions against Brall.”

These accusations held weight with the crowd. The first was true beyond doubt—and the second made a certain sort of canny sense. Everyone knew Troy to be devious.

“But his worst offense—what I cannot forgive him for, what I find even worse than the murder of innocents under our protection in Temple, is that it was Troy who killed Titus. My Titus. Our Titus. And this conflict, however it shall end, cannot continue with a traitor in our midst.”

The crowd did not like this at all. Some murderous insults came out against Troy—plenty of people already believed it had been him who did the deed. Some others called for proof.

She gestured to the men and women behind her—five in all.

“These good people—who have no stake in this conflict, who do not care who runs Temple—they all saw Titus run down and shot in the head by Troy. Just like he did to Carthage, which we all know Troy did. The very same way! This man,” she pointed to Gadson, the town baker. “He received favors from Troy up until this point. Special protection, special payments for his goods. Why would he turn on Troy now, you ask? He was protected and paid. He turns on Troy now because this has gone too far! Because he wants justice.”

The crowd was boiling now. Case's men and Troy's men began to separate out—but curiously, even Troy's men began to separate from their own. There were plenty who were willing to believe such truths about Troy and not follow him. Not bad men, all. 

Foregoing all deception, though, Troy lunged at Sandra with the knife in his hands. She sidestepped his clumsy attack, though, and knocked him into the dust. Troy leapt up and charged again, but Case was there and punched him down. 

It felt good, hitting the bastard in the mouth. The son of a bitch who killed his father. Case decided he would do it again. He kicked Troy's knife away and then kicked him in the ribs, knocking the wind from him. Then he pummeled him on the ground. No one interfered, and before long Troy's face was bloody from Case's efforts.

Case wanted to beat the man to death. But Troy's personal retinue approached fast, and they would protect Troy no matter what Sandra said. They were paid by Troy; they depended on him. So slowly, Case backed up toward his own men. Maybe there would be a battle after all.

“Kill him! Kill both of them! Kill the traitors!”

But his voice carried no weight anymore, not with the crowd. Now they were against him. It was one thing to be accused of murder. But to try to attack the matron of the entire Family, the widow of their leader? Heavy rumbles of disapproval littered the crowd. Troy’s warriors tapered away one another, thinning out and merging into Case's crowd. Only his most faithful stayed behind and circled up around Troy; there were not many. Brall’s soldiers, as agreed upon, gave them nowhere to run. Troy and his people were surrounded.

“You sons of bitches!” Troy yelled, his voice distorted from his broken nose. “You wouldn't be nowhere without me. Nowhere at all!”

It might be possible to kill Troy without losing any more men himself, but Case couldn't take the chance. 

“Leave here,” Case told him. “Leave, and never return. Take your poison elsewhere, and we’ll let you live.”

“Fine.” Troy spat on the ground. “The hell with all of you.”

Troy made to walk off. Waving a hand, Brall ordered his soldiers to make a path for them. 

Case turned then to his mother-in-law. “Are you all right?”

“Yes. I—Case!”

Troy ran at him, that long sick knife in one hand. But Brall was there in a flash, inhumanly fast for a man his size, and clubbed him hard over the head with the pipe he carried.

Troy fell to the ground, dead instantly from the mighty blow. Brall tilted his head slow, watching the life fade from Troy's eyes.

A cheer went up from the crowd watching—both Family and Cauldron. There was never a bad time for either group for a little good sport.

Case looked at Troy's new corpse for several moments, shaking his head. Then, he turned to Brall.

“You saved me.”

Brall shrugged. “I guess I did.”

They shook hands. The crowd cheered again. 

“You and me, we ought to talk,” said Case. “About this town. How to run it. I'm starting to think we can do more together.”

“That,” Brall smiled, “is not such a bad idea.”

It was only now that Robin and Abigail approached, hand in hand. 

“Boys,” said Abigail. “If you’re done being best friends and all, we had something we wanted to talk to you about.”

“Oh yeah?” Case laughed. “What’s that, doll?”

“It was more like a proposal. A ceremony,” explained Robin. “To bring us all together. And to get your dicks real, real wet in us.”

Brall and Case both were interested now. And their interest only grew as Robin and Abigail explained the entirety of their plan.
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The two gangs met on common ground. In the middle of town, outside of the Compound walls, where everyone could come watch. Robin loved it—loved the attention it garnered her. It made feel like Abigail, purposefully going after the gaze of others on her body, but she didn’t care. She enjoyed it. She luxuriated in it. 

She deserved it, she realized finally.

All her life she had been trying to be shy. Trying not to overstep, to stay out of everyone’s way. To stay out of Troy’s way, honestly. If ever she was too loud, too good, too pretty, too bad, too anything that wasn’t completely neutral and just enough out of his way that he wouldn’t notice how out of his way she was being—then he was hounding her. Tormenting her. Urging and trying to be inside her.

Inside her, where he had been.

And it had been glorious, that entering. It had been glorious because it had left not a mark on her, not a taint. It was her triumph, the one moment where she knew absolutely what she had hoped for all along—that a man like Troy couldn’t own her anymore than a hawk owned the sun simply because it flew in front of it from time to time. 

But Brall...her perfect, mammoth Brall. There was a man. A real man—no, a Real Man, a Real Male, a God to keep her in her place at his feet. Her pussy ached with such thoughts. Her soul burning, sides aching, lungs quaking to have him push her down and enter her once more. 

Across from Robin was Abigail. Together, they wore almost nothing—just thin white cloth robes to cover their stately, toned bodies. The robes flattened from the wind against their bodies, revealing their curves and the large swell of their respective chests. For some reason Robin couldn’t surmise, Abigail looked nervous as the men closed in on them.

“Are you all right?”

Abigail nodded slow. “Yes. I think so. It’s just...” she shook herself. “Before, when I did the indoctrination, it was all about me, even though it was about everyone. It affected everyone, I mean. Now it’s about all of them, too, and I know it.”

“We are all of them,” said Robin, shaking her hair out as the men approached. “They’ve nowhere to be if they’re not flooding us with their cum. Filling us with their cocks. They’re nothing at all if they’re not fucking us.”

She said this was a casually imperial attitude, with all the intellectual capacity and emotional reserves she had at her command. The men had thought they ran things—and certainly they did in many ways—but it was for women that they did all their fighting.

Abigail bit her lip. “I don’t feel like I’m anything without Case fucking me.”

“That’s called balance, love. And it’s a beautiful thing.”

“I’m so glad it’s us,” Abigail said to Robin. “You and me. We deserve it.”

Abigail pulled her in then, kissing her fierce and hard. Their soft lips sliding over one another in furious, aggressive motions. God, she loved the idea of performing for men. They were all watching, all hooting and hollering at the beauties loving on one another. 

When they finished the kiss, they were surrounded. All those men waited for them to give the say-so. And so, they each pulled at the other’s robes, revealing their naked bodies and kneeling down, facing one another. Slowly, grinning, they scooted back a bit—allowing enough room for two men to stand between their faces. Their beautiful, hot faces that soon would be fucked by the hardest, biggest cocks that their gangs had to offer. 

Case and Brall approached together—their claim was first. 

As a symbol of the peace between them, Case approached Robin, and Brall towered over Abigail. The girls leaned in and slid their mouths over the cocks of the other woman’s man, getting them nice and hard for one another. Robin’s heart filled with lust from the knowledge that the hard-on she gave Case would go on to fuck her best friend senseless. 

It turned her on so much to watch Brall fuck another woman’s mouth and throat. Why wouldn’t it? What she loved most about him was how utterly masculine he was. That meant being virile; it meant having an uncontrollable, animal-like lust within him. If he had to exercise on it another woman—on any other woman—then all Robin expected was to be given the courtesy of being aware of it. She would cheer him on if he liked; she would gather virgins for him if that was what her man needed. Ancient Empresses did it for Emperors long ago; Robin read books. Why not do it for her own Emperor, her perfect conquering man?

Her lips slid hotly around Case’s cock, moaning with happy lust as his shaft grew in her mouth. He was going to be so hard, so wonderfully hard as he fucked his love. And it would be because of how well Robin sucked him. 

At about the same time, the two men decided they were hard enough to get to the real business. Both of them were such virile hunks that even with a crowd of more than a hundred people watching, they easily got hard. Their ripped, hulking bodies only served to make Robin’s pussy drip more. She got down on her back, holding her pussy up to her man as an offering of love.

“No,” said Brall, grinning. “Turn around. I want to take your ass. I’ve already gotten your pussy.”

Robin knew he was teasing—he would want her pussy if that’s all she offered. But she offered everything to Brall, and he knew it. She gladly gave up her ass to him, bending over at the waist so that he could slide right in. Robin was not a short woman, but she did not have to bend her knees or adjust her posture at all to let Brall’s slick enormity, wet still from Abigail’s saliva, push into her tightest, most private entrance. Nothing had ever felt like that before—stretched so far, pushed into a space so tight. 

Brall let out a long, shuddering grunt, slowly pumping out layers of precum into that forbidden canal as he slid deeper and deeper. The first thrust didn’t get him all that far, but the precum did its work for his shaft. After five or six slow thrusts, he was able to power up and go all the way in, balls deep. 

His hands wrapped tight on her wide hips and clutched her tight to his pelvis, and Robin screamed with agony and ecstasy, both. Mostly the latter—it felt too fucking good to be filled like that to really be in much pain for long. 

Robin couldn’t tell if Brall entered her first, or if Case entered Abigail first. But honestly, it didn’t matter—they were both fucked at just about the same time, entered fully and their faces pushed into one another. The two beautiful young women kissed wildly, their men pushing their mouths into one another as the girls kissed more and more.

Brall’s man—Garner—approached her from in front. Another cock for her: good! Eagerly, she slid her lips across his shaft, taking him inside of her warm, wet mouth. He started half-hard, perhaps nervous. But Brall—seeing his woman suck another man—only fucked Robin harder. Jealous, perhaps. The thought turned Robin on more, being able to spur a man like Brall to even higher heights of emotion. 

But Brall’s new encouragement of strokes served in truth to make Robin suck Garner’s cock harder—to force her mouth faster and surer up and down his thickening shaft, indeed making it thicken all the quicker. Soon, Garner was fucking her throat wholesale. To make it hotter for him, Robin opened her eyes wide, staring up into him as he pushed down into her warm embrace.

Across from Robin, Abigail’s own brutal fucking was going gloriously, perhaps even better than Robin’s own. Case’s huge cock was driving hard into her cunt, but then of course he was—that was what Case deserved after so much bloody conflict. A nice, hot warm cunt from his special sisterslut. 

Two other men besides Case were fucking Abigail now—such a showoff, she was. Always having to one-up Robin. Robin didn’t mind, though. 

One man had gotten underneath Abigail, sliding his thick, hard cock directly into her ass. Case, then, continued to fuck her pussy. But, as he did, he pushed her mouth further up the shaft of the man fucking her throat. Abigail’s eyes, if they opened at all, were glazed and empty. Her entire being relegated to being simply three holes for men to use. 

Robin knew the feeling. Her own asshole felt like it was made just for Brall’s use. She couldn’t say if she ever wanted another man there in her life. And Garner, while maybe not as furiously energetic as Case or as big as Brall, was still fucking her face just how a good girl fuckslut like Robin always wanted.

More men began to arrive then. Jerking off their cocks and standing over their bodies. Holding their tits. Slapping their hot young skin, gifting their sweet flesh with love bruises. 

By the end of this, all this, nobody would be able to doubt that these two women belonged completely to every man. And if they belonged to every man, then they belonged to the leaders of those men—Brall and Case. This gang bang would be the seal of peace between them. And if they had to do it every so often just to reinforce the peace, all the better. 

Brall’s thrusts got faster and harder in Robin’s tight asshole. Out of the corner of her eye, she could see Case losing it on top of Abigail. After so many minutes of furious, unbridled fucking, both men were about to explode. 

With a thunderous grunt, Brall came inside of Robin’s tight asshole. The flood of all that cum at once put intense pressure in all the right places, and Robin’s body unloaded in warmth and bliss, her own orgasm sliding through her tight young body. Blissfully, she moaned into Garner’s cock, and the furious intensity that moaned up and down his shaft with encouraged his own orgasm and he sprayed his goo all over her beautiful young face. 

As she licked herself clean—using her fingers to wipe herself dry even as Brall unloaded a new wave of cum into her tight asshole, overflowing her so that hot cum dripped to the dirt beneath them—she watched Case unload inside of Abigail’s tight cunt. 

The man fucking Abigail’s throat was still doing it as Case unsheathed himself from her cunt. And so, he roughly pushed Garner aside and slid back into Robin’s mouth. 

“Clean me off, girl.”

Robin did, of course. With pleasure, she sucked Case until he was hard again, and ready for a new go with Abigail—maybe even in another whole. Case was torn between watching Robin work her beautiful mouth up and down his shaft, kissing and licking his balls, and watching the men still inside Abigail cumming and filling her up. They had a lot to give, and soon sprayed over her face and ass, just as what had happened to Robin. 

Both girls dripped from end to end in hot biker cum.

Case, hard again in Robin’s mouth, detached and climbed on top of Abigail once more, ready to go another round already. Behind Robin, Brall was hard as well, pushing more men into the fray to fuck his woman. 

Robin’s body was full of cum and she had been fucked from head to toe, but there was more where that came from. The night was just beginning. 
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Chapter 29:
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Case scribbled down onto the contract in front of him. “That’s the deal, then.”

Brall nodded after a moment, examining the paper on the table. He held out a hand, and Case shook it. 

“That’s a damn good deal,” said Brall, writing out his signature. “We're gonna have a hell of a territory, here.”

Just outside the conference room, in the Mud Pit, warriors and soldiers waited. Drink had been suspended until the meeting was done; nobody wanted some drunk idiot to ruin the good work that went in to creating the peace.

Brall and the Cauldron would take care of the trade routes between Temple and Dallas and any other city or town that Temple managed to contact. In the meantime, if there were any hostilities against Temple, the Cauldron would be on call. With as disciplined as Brall’s troops were, it was the best place for them—regimented, regular work. No more wandering in the wastes. No more months and years without a place to call home. When the Cauldron was in Temple, they would have full access to all of the Compound’s supplies and lodgings. Drink, women, and sleep were free. Everything else was paid for.

There was a mythos to the Temple Family already established very well. It had a name that carried through the wastes. The Cauldron could marry in, if they wanted, and would be given special preference for newly matured Family girls.

But it wasn’t just the Cauldron getting a good deal. The Family would still maintain Temple security. Temple itself was under their control. Their riders would be the ones to search out new territory in the wastes, to raid old ruins of towns or cities, searching for scrap and materials for fabrication and production. They would get first haul of any loot brought in; they would be the face of Temple to the outside world. 

A little bit chaos, a little bit order. That was the way of things now.

The idea was that, if one group or the other went away, then the remaining would have enormous difficulty in re-establishing themselves in control. The Family couldn’t wipe out the Cauldron, for example, and expect to maintain the high standard of living that closely-guarded trade routes delivered to them. And just the same, the Cauldron couldn't wipe out the Family and safely run the town that remained behind, or establish the connections that needed to be held for money to flow in.

They walked back out into the bar. Robin quickly moved her self against Brall, one arm around his waist. On the other side, Abigail’s hands tugged close against Case’s thick arm.

“We got a deal,” Brall announced to the waiting men.

“That’s right,” Case nodded. “We got a deal, and drinks are on the house!”

Cheers rose up in unison—cheers clamoring for both Brall and Case, Family and Cauldron. 

There were a great many threats waiting them in the wasteland. But from then on, they would face them all together. 

# # #
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	    About the Author

        
            I've never been a big fan of rules, and reality is far too full of them. My fun little stories are the one place where you'll know the rules will never get in the way of your pleasure. Bad guys and gals win, sultry evil goddesses seduce and corrupt heroes (only to become their wicked servants, of course), bullies get the hottest babes, billionaires revel in their power over plebes; it's my fantasy to bring your power fantasies to life. Women become seductive sirens or giggly sex bombs (either way, they're deliciously fertile); men are dangerously-endowed studs or supremely lucky regular guys; arrogant and regal supernatural beauties who can melt steel with a glance go weak at the knees at the thought of their Man and His Pleasure; and best of all, the worlds these characters live in are places where nothing is better than a hot, mating rut with as many partners as possible.
Patreon Subscribers Support Me and Receive Exclusive Stories and Early Access to New Releases:
https://www.patreon.com/nadianightside
Please consider signing up for the Nadia Nightside Newsletter for news of special discounts and THREE exclusive free stories--including one novella-length biker gang romp!--that you won't get anywhere else:
http://eepurl.com/gWe2EH
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