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Chapter 1
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Elias’s second year of college ended with a failed relationship that left him with a burning hunger eating through his veins like molten metal. Three months without sex—three damn months of hormones building up like a volcano ready to blow. His dreams had become an endless stream of sweat-soaked sheets and unfulfilled longing. He needed someone to fuck, and soon, before desire drove him out of his mind. His friends from back home knew his desperation and promised relief. As always, they delivered.

Her name was Mira, and she was two years younger than him—not old enough to drink yet, but definitely old enough for everything else that mattered. The age of consent was his only moral compass here. He wanted her only to satisfy his lust, to release the tormenting pressure built up in his loins. For that purpose, she was legal enough, and that worked just fine for him.

He hadn’t met her yet, hadn’t even seen a photo. His buddies were even betting he wouldn’t get her into bed the same night he came home. The challenge got his blood pumping. After making sure she’d actually be at his welcome-home party, he took the bet and asked with a confident grin what she looked like.

Redhead was the first thing they said; the bastards knew his weakness for copper-colored curls and the way they caught the light. Slut was the second; the bastards knew exactly what type he liked—wild, untamed, ready for anything. After all, he wasn’t looking for anything long-term, and if they kept running into each other, all the better, as long as the sex was good and they both got what they needed. He was looking forward to the challenge and to the case of beer and bottle of Jack waiting for him after exams like faithful companions.

After the easiest exams of his life, he moved back home, his body vibrating with anticipation. That very first evening, he was introduced to Mira. As it turned out, this would be easier than he’d thought.

“So you’re Elias?” a redhead asked him from the couch in his buddy’s apartment. Her voice had a smoky undertone that immediately grabbed his attention. He studied her closely, letting his gaze travel over every inch of her skin. She wore overalls and a sports bra that hugged her small, firm breasts perfectly. Through the gaps in the blue denim, he couldn’t spot any panties, but after their earlier description, he didn’t expect to find any later either. Her hair was a gorgeous copper tone with natural waves, tied in a ponytail that fell over her shoulder and down her back like liquid fire. Her cheeks were dusted with pale freckles like gold dust on porcelain, suggesting she was probably a natural redhead. She was slim and toned, her muscles subtly defined beneath her tanned skin.

He didn’t have to wait long for the game to begin. His cock was already twitching in his jeans at the sight of her. He nodded in response to her question, his mouth suddenly dry. She turned to his friend’s fiancée and took a drag on a cigarette, her lips wrapping around the filter in a way that immediately set his imagination racing. “So this is the one who’s hung like a donkey?” Everyone else in the room nearly choked, while a mischievous smile flitted across his face. Blood rushed to his cheeks and his cock at the same time. For a moment there was silence as he sat down next to her on the couch and noticed she indeed wasn’t wearing panties under her overalls. The scent of her skin—a mixture of cigarettes, cheap perfume, and something wild, untamed—hit his nose.

“Yeah, that’s me,” he said, letting his gaze wander as he placed his hand on her thigh. Her skin was warm and soft under his fingers, and he felt her flinch slightly. “Tom, where’s the beer?” Tom paused the PlayStation game and brought him a case of half-cold Budweiser, setting it down next to the couch. He looked at it, then at Tom. “Thanks, man, I appreciate it, but I said beer, not yellow water.”

“Elias, Guinness doesn’t come in cases, and besides, you’re gonna be here a lot this summer drinking a lot—you should learn to drink cheap,” Tom said, sitting back down. He’d barely shrugged and twisted the cap off his beer when her boyfriend William burst through the back door of the apartment, his face red with anger.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” he said, staring Elias straight in the eyes, his voice trembling with rage.

“I was planning to get a little drunk and then find someone to fuck. Why, what the hell are you doing?” Elias said defensively, letting his hand slide up Mira’s thigh, feeling the warmth of her skin through the thin fabric. He pressed the buttons on the side of her overalls and popped them both open, the metal cool under his fingers.

“What the hell do you think you’re doing?” she demanded, but her voice trembled slightly, and he could see the confusion in her eyes. “I never said you could do that!”

“You didn’t say no either,” he whispered, staring straight into her eyes. They were an incredible shade of blue with small green and silver flecks, like an ocean at sunset. He reached down and grabbed her a beer, his fingers deliberately brushing her hand. She smiled—a slow, dangerous smile—and looked back at William.

“So what’s your problem?” Elias asked, his voice calm but with an edge that promised a challenge. William sighed in annoyance and grabbed the bottle of Jack from the freezer, frost crunching under his fingers.

“What the hell kind of piss are you drinking? If you want to drink, you gotta warm up your liver,” William said, tossing him the bottle. The cap hit the coffee table with a metallic clang and the bottle tipped back. When he set it down, three inches were gone, the sharp taste burning down his throat.

“Holy shit, you guys weren’t lying about him,” Mira whispered, half to herself, her eyes wide with surprise. Elias picked up his beer, and Tom, William, and Tom’s fiancée all shook their heads as if they’d just witnessed a force of nature.

“People tend not to lie about me. The truth is much more fun. What else did they say about me?” His voice was velvety, seductive.

“Eight inches,” Mira murmured, blushing a little, her cheeks flushing the shade of ripe peaches. He laughed; they hadn’t underestimated him by much, but it’s amazing what a difference an inch makes. Mira turned red, then pale, then stared at his crotch as if she could see through the fabric of his jeans. He took the opportunity to slip his hand through the gap in her overalls and press his freshly cooled hand against her hot thigh. She flinched a little but didn’t pull back. He felt her thigh twitch under his fingers, the muscles tensing and relaxing, but he left it there and occasionally gave her leg a gentle squeeze. It seemed like she was a sure thing, but he wanted her ready; he wanted her to beg.

“All right. Tom, get the beer ready. William, grab the cards. Mira, stop smoking and brush your teeth—I don’t want to taste cigarettes on you all damn night. I’ll order pizza on the way,” he said, reaching for the phone, his voice authoritative, commanding. Everyone nodded, except Mira.

“Who said I’m letting you kiss me?” she demanded, pushing his hand away from her creamy skin, but he noticed how her fingers lingered on his a moment longer than necessary. He pointed at the guys and Krissy, Tom’s fiancée. Everyone nodded and shrugged, as if the matter was already decided. “Damn it, guys, I didn’t say I was going to fuck him tonight!” she said, almost shouting the last word, but her cheeks were flushed with more than just indignation. Still, she stood up and stomped to the bathroom, her hips swaying seductively despite her feigned anger. A few seconds later they heard the familiar sound of running water and brushing teeth.

“Man, you guys never said she’s sleeping in the guest room,” Elias said, clearing the coffee table so they could play cards. His thoughts were already wandering to later, to the moment when they’d be alone. Tom shrugged and started setting things aside.

“Never asked.”

“Thanks, asshole,” he said as Tom stood up to get the beer from the fridge. Mira stomped back and settled in next to him, her body still warm from the bathroom steam. He looked her over again and felt the urge to lick his lips, imagining the mint of her toothpaste mixing with her natural scent. “So, when did kissing become fucking?” he asked bluntly. William tossed him the deck of cards and Mira turned bright red but said nothing, her eyes betraying a mixture of defiance and curious arousal. He thought maybe he should be a little nicer; apparently she wouldn’t be the toy for the evening, but someone he’d be seeing all damn summer, whether he wanted to or not.

He ordered the pizza and everyone gathered around the table, the tension in the room so thick you could cut it with a knife.

“Okay, the first few rounds we won’t drink, so everyone can learn the rules. Here’s what you need to know,” he said, dealing three cards face down to everyone, his fingers skilled and confident. “Nobody looks at these cards. These are the last cards you’ll play, and you can play them in any order.” He dealt three more cards face up to everyone, then three more face down. “Okay, here’s the deal. You take three of these cards and place them face up on the face-down cards. These are the cards you’ll play one at a time after your hand is completely empty. Once the face-up cards are gone, you play the face-down cards at random. Everyone got it?” Everyone nodded. Tom had played this game at least once before, but for William, Mira, and Krissy it was new.

“Okay, there are a few special cards. Other than those, you generally want to beat whatever was played before you. Quantity doesn’t matter—a single 4 beats three 3s. Got it?” Everyone nodded again, but Mira leaned closer to him, her shoulder touching his.

“There are special cards you can play anytime. Twos, tens, and aces. Aces are always high. Twos restart the pile, and tens clear it. If four of the same card get played in a row, the pile clears and everyone takes a social drink. When the pile clears, whoever cleared it gets to play again, and it’s an open table—they can play anything they want. If a 7 is played, the next person has to play a 7 or lower, then it continues normally. 8s skip the next person in line, and multiple 8s still only skip one person. After you play, if you have fewer than 3 cards in your hand, you draw back up to 3. When the draw pile’s gone, you play out the rest of your hand and start playing from your face-up cards.”

“Okay, fine, but what happens if you can’t play?” Mira asked, leaning even closer, her breath warm against his ear. Tom smiled knowingly. He knew what was coming.

“You drink. If you can’t play because you were skipped, you drink. If you screw up and play a 9 on a 7, you drink. If you can’t play at all, you pick up the pile and drink once for every card in the pile. There’s a maximum of 12 sips in a beer, so no endless stalling. If you pick up more than 20 cards, you have to finish the drink you have and another one, but that’s it. That’s the only break you get. Think you can handle it?”

Tom nodded emphatically, Krissy shrugged, and Mira looked at the three cases of beer and then at the cards, a mixture of concern and excitement in her eyes.

“Don’t worry,” Elias said as he laid down his cards face up and organized his hand, his voice soothing but with a dangerous undertone. “We’ll probably run out of beer, and probably liquor too, before the night is over. Ready?” Everyone nodded and they played until the pizza guy showed up. He got a generous tip and left happy, and they started drinking.

After about an hour of playing cards, Krissy had to drop out. She had stomach ulcers and just watched, her eyes glassy from the alcohol. Mira was visibly weakening and had started leaning against Elias, her body instinctively seeking his warmth. His hand had slipped back onto her taut thigh more than once, each time a little higher, a little bolder. Tom, William, and Elias were still going strong, their tolerance honed by years of drinking.

Mira tried to hold out as long as possible, her pride fighting against the effects of the alcohol. They went easier on her after it looked like she was either going to pass out or throw up. That helped her somewhat. After his 18th beer, Elias switched to Jack and Coke, the sharp whiskey burning pleasantly in his throat, and when they started needing to piss, he switched to straight Jack. They played a few more rounds, Mira and Krissy sitting out. Mira leaned heavily against Elias, her drunken breath caressing his neck and ear like liquid velvet, warm and moist. His hand wandered from her hip to the edge of her soft pubic hair, his fingertips bathing in the heat radiating from her eager pussy. She moaned softly, a sound that vibrated deep in his chest and swelled his desire to a painful pulse.

After the last card, Elias emptied his whiskey glass and stood up, the alcohol burning warm in his stomach. Tom cleaned up, and a very drunk Mira pulled Elias up from the couch, her fingers hot against his skin. He got to his feet and followed her down the hallway, watching hypnotized as first the left, then the right strap of her overalls slipped off her shoulders. The blue fabric slid down her back like water and pooled at her feet, giving him a breathtaking view of her perfectly shaped ass swaying before him—deliberate yet drunkenly unsteady. The soft streetlight made her skin shimmer golden.

Elias decided to follow her example and pulled his shirt over his head, tossing it past her through her open door. His hands seemed to move on their own as the button of his jeans popped open and the zipper slid down. He was hypnotized by the sight before him; Mira pulled off her sports bra and threw it into her room, her movements fluid despite the alcohol. She shook her long red hair out of its ponytail and leaned against the door, arching her back like a cat. Her breasts weren't huge, but they were firm and flawless, and her swollen nipples stood proudly, dark pink in the muted lighting. Her nest of pubic hair was silhouetted along with the rest of her body against the soft yellow of a streetlight shining through an unseen window in her room.

Elias moved forward without breaking stride, his heartbeat thundering in his ears. He stopped a few steps in front of her and let his gaze wander over her, from her left leg up to her steaming sex, along her slender side to her breast, up her neck to her lustful eyes and back down again. The air between them crackled with tension.

“Like what you see?” she purred shyly, her voice hoarse with desire.

“Looks good enough to eat,” Elias said, his deep voice even rougher from the whiskey. He could see her muscles trembling slightly as the statement sank in, watched her pupils dilate. He lifted her effortlessly and carried her into the room, her warm skin pressed against his chest, nudging the door closed behind them with his foot.

Her room wasn't tidy, but it was clean, filled with the scent of her perfume and her arousal. Her bed was at least queen-size and covered with stuffed animals. Elias swept them aside with her feet, and she began to giggle, the sound melodic and intoxicating. He dropped Mira at the edge of the bed and spread her legs, taking in the sight before him, his throat dry with desire.

Her pubic hair was as bright red as the hair on her head, a fire between her thighs. He had never seen a red beaver before, and this was a magnificent sight for his drunken eyes. After looking at it for a moment, he couldn't help but notice how wet she already was; her thighs glistened in the pale yellow light from the street, her scent rising to him, sweet and musky.

He knelt before her and licked her once from bottom to top, savoring the taste of her abundant pussy juice, salty-sweet on his tongue, before diving in. His tongue was everywhere—plunging into her pussy, teasing her outer lips, lavishing attention on her clit, grazing everywhere there was juice. He fought a losing battle; every time he licked, nibbled, or sucked, there was more of her juice than a second before. His lips closed around her clit and sucked while his tongue worked the tip. She began to moan loudly and pressed him against her pussy, her fingers clawing into his hair. His tongue snaked into her hole and the tip found her G-spot, rocking gently in and out, touching it each time. Her moaning grew even louder and she pulled him away from her glowing, dripping cunt.

“Oh my God!” she breathed, her chest rising and falling rapidly. Her sparkling blue eyes, pools of desire, met his. “Oh damn, you're so good at that, Elias, but now I need that cock inside me,” she said, trying to pull him up by the face, her hands trembling with desire. He stood next to the bed and she grabbed the open zipper of his jeans and pulled them down his legs. Her left hand snaked inside and pulled out his angry cock, stroking it a few times, her touch electric. “Holy shit, they weren't lying!” she whispered and began to gently kiss the head while pushing his jeans down.

Her tongue wasn't the best, but her enthusiasm made up for it. Even through the alcohol-induced numbness, he could feel her tongue swirling around his head and her lips closing around his shaft as she pushed as much of it as possible into her throat. She came up for air and laughed breathlessly.

“I can't even wrap my hand around this thing, it won't go down my throat,” she said, sliding back on the bed, her eyes full of awe and hunger.

“That's okay, there's a better place for it,” Elias said, pushing his jeans off his feet, his voice rough with desire.

Her knees went up to her chest and she spread her legs, tucking her knees behind her elbows, completely open and vulnerable before him. He crawled between her thighs and gave her dripping pussy another lick before sliding up her body, rubbing his chest and stomach against her slick cunt. He grabbed his shaft and began to tease her entrance with just the tip, rolling it around, slowly stroking her from clit to pussy with it.

“Oh God, stop teasing, just…” she began. He interrupted her by sliding into her pussy. It was tight, but just right, like it was made for him. He heard her cunt squeeze around his flesh as he sank into her to the hilt. He felt her pussy stretch around the last inch of his cock. He had expected moaning, but all she did was throw her head back and arch her back off the bed. It looked like she was screaming but had no air for it. He bent down and began to suck on her left swollen nipple, slowly pulling back from her love vise.

Her breathing accelerated and she began to almost hyperventilate. Her breath caught with each inhale and each exhale was a moan. When he had slowly pulled all the way back, she looked disappointed, her eyes pleading. He let his cock slide completely out of her, their bodies maintaining the slightest contact, and a small splash of her juice came out with him.

“In… please…” she gasped, her voice broken with desire. He obliged, slowly pushing his cock back into her full length, pausing, hitting her G-spot with the rim of his head before finally sinking back into her until their hips met.

Mira's legs wrapped around his and she rubbed her pelvis against his, grinding herself on his cock while rubbing her clit between them. Her arms wrapped around his back and her fingernails dug into his flesh, leaving hot, ragged lines as her hands came over his shoulders. He began to rock in rhythm with her hips, and she began to twitch violently, her pussy clenching around his cock. When she squeezed, she squeezed hard enough to make him come on the spot. When she let go, she was so loose that only the top of his thick cock had contact with her. He could feel her pussy filling with her juice around his cock, and each time she contracted, a generous splash of her juice spurted along his shaft, soaking his balls and finally dripping onto the bed, merging with the large wet spot beneath her.

Elias glanced at the clock as she started to come, still moving gently in and out of her. She kept twitching and trembling; he kept fucking her. After nearly three minutes of her body convulsing in the throes of her orgasm, she calmed down a bit, her pussy still trying to milk his cock, her juices still soaking them both. Her eyes opened, so glassy he could barely make out what color they were.

His hips started to rise and fall, hers following suit as they slowly fucked each other, listening to their growing moans, the wet sounds of her juices seeping from inside her, and her ass gently slapping against the puddle on her bed.

“Harder,” she moaned, wrapping her legs around his ass again. “Fuck me harder. Pound me into the bed,” she begged, her voice desperate with lust.

He obliged. He started thrusting into her so hard he thought he’d break her hips. She screamed breathlessly again and started coming, almost as hard as before. Her pussy sloshed around his cock as he drove his nearly nine inches mercilessly into her. Her cunt clenched this time and didn’t let go as her orgasm hit her like an explosion. Each time his cock withdrew, more of her juices sprayed onto the bed. Each time he sank into her, he edged closer to coming, and she slid a head’s length up the bed.

“Fast... Faster...” she gasped between moans. His hips started colliding with hers faster and even harder. Her eyes rolled back slightly and closed, and she buried her face in a pillow. She barely held back her scream as he continued hammering into her increasingly tight cunt. He could feel every ridge and bump inside her, and her muscles twitched rapidly like a wave. Her legs trembled like leaves in a hurricane, and he was almost ready to explode. She wrapped her legs around him and squeezed tight with her pussy, her juices still welling out of her abused cunt. Her eyes met his for a moment, then she fell back onto the bed and buried her face in her pillow again, letting out another scream.

Elias lost control. His cum spurted into her, as hard and fast as hers pulsed out. He felt his cock swell with each spurt, his whole body tingling as her pussy clenched around it. His cock kept twitching even after eight powerful streams of cum had whitewashed her insides, and she kept squeezing him.

“This is going to be a good summer,” he thought half aloud, and they both passed out, drenched in each other’s juices, his half-hard cock still lodged inside her, their bodies merged in the warm darkness.


Chapter 2
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“She has what?” Elias asked with deceptive calm. His voice dropped to that dangerous depth that mimicked reason—the kind of composure that usually preceded someone hitting the floor. Krissy's face showed she recognized the warning.

“Here's the list. The tests came back today,” Krissy said, fear flickering in her eyes as she held out the paper with a trembling hand. Her fingers clenched around the corners of the sheet.

“There's a damn list!” The roar exploded from his throat like a volcanic eruption. Krissy recoiled, her shoulders slamming against the wall. Elias felt his left eye begin to twitch—a telltale sign of his rising fury—as he scanned the lineup of sexually transmitted diseases. The paper crackled under his grip. It read like a damn high school health textbook; a who's who of STDs, complete with medical abbreviations that glared at him like curses. “She has every single one of them?” His voice returned to that menacing calm that froze the blood in Krissy's veins.

It was his fault... the fact that she'd been described as a redheaded slut should have been a damn warning sign. The thought hammered in his skull. “Always thinking with my dick,” he muttered, his fingers digging into the paper.

“On the bright side,” Krissy ventured timidly. Elias's twitching eye fixed on her like crosshairs.

“Bright side?” The words dripped like poison from his lips.

“The doctor said these were probably all recent, she's not showing any symptoms, and they only showed up in the urine test,” she explained hastily, her voice growing thinner with each word. He nodded slowly, his jaw grinding.

“What's going on with all the yelling?” The familiar voice cut through the tension like a blade. Elias's shoulders tightened instantly, his spine straightening, and he stood about an inch taller—a predator catching a scent.

“Oh shit,” Krissy whispered. “No blood, Elias,” she added, then disappeared through the door like smoke.

He turned slowly in the room where they'd played cards two nights before—where her fingers had touched his, where she'd laughed—to face Mira. The contrast burned in his mind.

“You stupid slut.” The words fell like hammer blows. Mira's face transformed into a mask of pitiful misery, her eyes widening with shock and despair. She threw herself against him, her 115 pounds bouncing off his 230 like a bird against glass.

“Oh God, I'm so sorry, I didn't even think, everything happened so fast and they told me so much about you, I was so horny, we were drunk... we should have used a condom or something,” she sobbed. Her tears soaked his shirt, warm salty stains of regret.

“WE? WE should have used a condom!” His roar filled the room, making the windows vibrate. “By the looks of this paper,” he shook the sheet in his trembling hand, the paper rattling like a flag in a storm, “you've been passed around more than a joint at a party! Holy shit! I don't even know what two of these are, and one is listed as 'incurable / non-transmissible'! Do you have any self-control, or do you just jump on every swinging dick that comes by, no matter where it's been! Damn!”

“You wanted it too,” she said weakly after a second of deafening silence. She stepped away from him, turning her back—a gesture of submission that awakened something dark in him.

Elias felt his fist clench, knuckles cracking. His arm drew back as his left foot slid back on the carpet—a fighting stance that felt like muscle memory. He could feel his muscles craving release, a physical need for violence pulsing through his veins. He could imagine his fist connecting with the back of her skull, the force of the blow breaking his hand and fingers but killing her almost instantly. The taste of blood and pain filled his mouth, but it faded in a moment of clarity.

That was the closest he'd ever come to hitting a woman.

“Oh, I own you now, bitch,” he said low through clenched teeth. The words crawled from his throat like a snake. She turned slightly, her eyes searching his face—frightened questions burning into her features. “That's right. I'm going to the hospital to get tested. If I test positive for anything, and I mean anything... I don't care if it's the damn common cold... you're mine for the rest of the summer.”

“What do you mean by own?” she asked as a single tear rolled down her cheek like a silver thread.

“I mean you belong to me. You'll do everything I say, when I say it. If not, you'll be punished however I see fit. You'll address me as 'Sir,' and your name will be taken from you and you'll be called 'Slave' for the duration of the summer. Is that clear?”

Mira nodded submissively, her head dropping forward like a wilting flower. He stormed out, his footsteps hammering on the floor.

Krissy sat on the steps sunbathing, her skin gleaming in the afternoon light. “That went better than I thought. I expected you to come out with a garbage bag or two and apologize for the blood thing,” she said without opening her eyes.

Elias stopped mid-stride on his way to his car, his muscles tensing. “Did you know she had all that?”

“I suspected, but I wasn't sure until I forced her to get tested after you fucked her stupid.” Her smile was sharp as a razor. He felt his eye twitch again and got in his car, the engine roaring to life.

The drive to the hospital was short, but every minute stretched like hours. Through gritted teeth, he explained why he was there and who he suspected was the source of whatever he might have caught. The nurse nodded professionally, but he caught the judgment flickering in her eyes. They sat him in a sterile waiting room where the smell of disinfectant filled his nostrils and the hum of fluorescent lights grated on his nerves.

They told him it would take the rest of the day for the lab to analyze the sample, and they'd call him to come back the next day for the results. A cup of piss and twenty-four hours later—the longest twenty-four hours of his life—showed she'd given him chlamydia, the common cold of STDs. The doctor delivered the words like a death sentence.

He woke her at ten a.m., throwing her door open so hard it crashed against the wall.

“Slave, pack your things, we're going to the pharmacy,” he said. Her sleepy eyes opened slowly, peering over the edge of her teddy bear up at him—a picture of innocence that might have softened him if he weren't so angry. The stuffed animal stared at him with shiny button eyes, a silent witness to her shame. She nodded mutely.

After she'd showered and dressed—her wet hair leaving dark spots on her shirt—they drove to the pharmacy. The ride passed in icy silence, broken only by the hum of the engine and the occasional rustle of her clothing. She handed over her list with trembling fingers, and he gave them the hospital results that authorized them to dispense the cure. The pharmacist avoided eye contact; his professionalism couldn't quite hide the contempt. A hundred fifty euros later, they were on their way, the medication bags crinkling between them like accusations.

“Slave, you will take all these medications exactly as the doctor prescribed.”

“Yes, Sir,” she said quietly, her voice barely more than a breath. The drive back to the apartment passed without incident, her eyes never leaving her lap, her hands folded as if in prayer.

“Elias, for what it's worth, I really am sorry,” she said, almost in tears, as they pulled into the parking lot. Her voice broke on the last words, powerless and fragile. She began sobbing after she said it, her hands covering her face like a protective barrier. Tears seeped between her fingers.

It took a lot of strength to stay hard and see this through—each sob was like a dagger thrust into his conscience—but if he let things fall apart now, it wouldn't work for the rest of the summer.

“Listen, Slave, you could have damn well killed me with the stuff brewing in your pussy. Do you understand that?” he said, turning in his seat after shutting off the engine. The leather upholstery squeaked under his weight. She nodded, tears beginning to fall down her cheeks like spring rain, leaving shiny trails on her skin.

“What are you going to do, Slave?” he asked after letting her think for a few seconds. Her shoulders shook with each breath.

“I'm going to go inside,” she said with trembling lips, desperately trying to hold back the tears, “and I'm going to take my medication, Sir.” Her voice was thin as glass, ready to shatter.

“You're also going to shave that pussy as punishment. Your longest medication takes thirty days of pills to work. You'll let your bush grow back for six days and then shave it—repeat that cycle until those pills are used up. On the last day of the pills, you'll shave it again, and then you'll let it grow but keep it groomed.” The words rolled off his tongue like a litany of control.

“Yes, Sir,” she said meekly, her eyes downcast.

“Get your ass in the house,” he said. She got out of the car, her movements mechanical, and started walking with her medication bag in hand, the plastic crinkling with each step.

“Slave,” he said, louder than normal. His voice echoed across the parking lot. She stopped, her spine stiffening. “Swing that ass when you walk. You've got a nice, tight, heart-shaped ass, and I want to see it sway.”

The Slave turned her head, and a slight smile flitted across her lips—the first of the week, delicate as morning light. Her butt swung seductively with each step, a hypnotic movement that held his gaze until she disappeared behind the front door.

He entered the house, the cool air from the AC hitting his heated skin. He looked at the instructions on the packet he'd gotten, the small letters blurring before his tired eyes. It was a new one-time cure instead of the usual ten days of pills. He'd be fine again after three days, once his system had cleaned itself out.

“What the hell is this 'Slave' crap?” William asked without pausing the PlayStation to talk to him. The explosions and gunfire from the game filled the room with synthetic violence. Elias grabbed a glass from the cabinet—it clinked against the porcelain—filled it with water, and mixed in his powder. The medication dissolved in a cloudy swirl.

“That's her name for the rest of the summer. She's not Mira Konor anymore, she's just 'Slave.' You guys should call her that too. If she gives you any trouble about it, let me know.”

“How about we call her 'Slut'? 'Slave' should be all yours if that's the twisted game you want to play.” William's fingers danced over the controller buttons, his eyes glued to the screen.

“That's cool. Slut it is,” he said, sitting down on the couch. The cushions gave under his weight. He downed the glass of medicine in one gulp and desperately tried not to gag. The bitter taste clung to his palate like a memory. “I should probably check on her. I've been pretty hard on her the last few days… harder than I probably should have been.”

William nodded absently, and the speakers exploded with squealing tires and gunshots from his game, the virtual violence drowning out the real tension in the room.

He opened her door without knocking, the metal of the handle cold under his fingers. The air in her room carried the heavy scent of lavender and something sweeter—her skin, warm and slightly damp in the cool air.

She stood before the mirror, completely naked, her silhouette like a sculpture in the muted light. Her small B-cup breasts sat proud on her chest, the swollen nipples stiffening in the air-conditioned coolness of her room like small buds yearning for touch. Elias felt his breath deepen as he watched her—the way the light danced across her pale skin, how her copper curls fell over her shoulders.

Her hands gently touched the dark bush between her legs, her fingers lingering there as if saying goodbye to something precious. Her eyes stayed on her reflection, a hint of sadness flitting across her face like shadows at sunset.

“I’ve never shaved it, Sir,” she said, her voice barely more than a whisper. “I won’t hesitate to shave it for you, but it makes me sad to see it go.”

Elias leaned against the doorframe, his eyes following every movement of her fingers. Desire crawled through his veins like poison, sweet and burning all at once.

“Slave, you will shave it after showering. Have you taken your medication?”

She turned to him, her sapphire-blue eyes glistening with moisture. “Yes, Sir, well, all except the powder stuff like what they gave you,” she said, adding the last part quickly as if she’d caught a mistake.

“So that’s a no, right, Slave?”

Her shoulders sagged. “Yes, Sir, I was wrong.”

“So you lied to me, Slave?”

“Yes, but!” The words burst out of her like a dam breaking. “Yes, Sir,” she said meekly after a brief pause, her voice now barely more than a breath.

Elias took a step closer, the carpet muffling his footsteps. “Take it now, shower, and I’ll come up with a punishment for lying. Oh, and just so you don’t get sassy with everyone else, we’ve taken away your name. Everyone will call you ‘Slut’ for the rest of the summer; your privilege of having a name has been revoked.”

Tears began to shimmer in her sapphire-blue eyes like morning dew on glass. “Isn’t that punishment enough, Sir?” she asked, her voice brittle.

“I’ll consider it. Never question me again, Slave,” he replied, his words sharp as blades. She lowered her head, her copper curls falling around her shoulders like a curtain of shame, as she marched naked into the bathroom. Her bare feet padded softly on the cold tiles. The door closed with a final click, and the rush of the shower sprang to life, steam creeping under the door.

He went back to the living room, where William was talking with Tom, their voices a muted murmur over the hum of the air conditioning.

“Holy shit! You shut her up! That’s a damn miracle!” Tom laughed, a rough sound like breaking branches. William had obviously filled him in on the situation. “Are you taking Slut out today, or do we have to put up with her sulking around here?”

Elias dropped into the armchair, the leather squeaking under his weight. “I think she needs a job. If she’s got nothing better to do than fuck and sulk, it’s time she earned some money. That’s what she’ll be doing for the rest of the day.”

“Sounds good to me,” Tom said, taking a long swig from his beer bottle. “Krissy lets her live here for free, which basically means I’ve got no money no matter how hard I work.”

“Good, then she gets herself a job, you get half your rent paid, and maybe some food gets bought too.”

“Deal!” Tom raised his bottle like a salute. William stood up and grabbed the last three beers from the fridge, condensation dripping from the cold bottles onto the floor. They drank slowly while waiting for Slave to come out of the shower so Elias could give her the news.

When she finally came out, her skin still pink from the hot shower, her hair in damp strands around her shoulders, she took it calmly. Her eyes were empty, resigned. He drove her around, and she picked up applications for the few things she was actually qualified for—waitress, sales clerk, cleaning help. She filled them out that same day, her hand trembling slightly as she wrote, and turned them in the next day.

He didn’t see her for another two days. His medicine should have kicked in by then, and he was damn horny, his body burning with desire, but he couldn’t take Slave, so he had to come up with a Plan B.

Plan B turned out to be the neighbor next door.

“Slave!” Elias half-called as he came into the apartment on Saturday afternoon, the sun burning through the windows and casting long shadows across the floor. She came out of her room, dressed only in flannel pants, her small breasts bare and vulnerable in the warm air.

“Yes, Sir?” she said, rubbing the sleep from her eyes, her movements slow as honey. Elias looked at her pale skin, the way the light played over her curves, and caught himself licking his lips, his mouth suddenly dry.

“Slave, I want to fuck, but you won’t be clean for a few weeks,” he said, his voice rough with desire.

“Then go out and fuck, Sir,” she said, the last word rolling off her tongue like poison, bitter and caustic. “You’ve made it clear that I’m just a fuck toy to you.” Elias nodded in response, a cold smile playing around his lips.

“I want to fuck Shila, and you’re going to get her for me,” he said matter-of-factly, as if discussing the weather.

Her eyes widened. “You want me to go to my friend’s apartment, my neighbor, and tell her you want to fuck her, Sir?”

“Yep. That’s about the size of it,” Elias said, sitting down while staring at her body, the way her nipples tightened in the cool air.

“Yes, Sir,” she said dejectedly and turned away, her shoulders bowed under the weight of his words.

“Where are you going?” he asked calmly, his voice like velvet over steel.

“I was going to get dressed... Oh.” The realization hit her like a blow. “You want me to go like this,” she stated flatly. Elias nodded, satisfaction spreading through his chest like warm whiskey.

Slave walked topless through the front door into the midday sun, her pale skin glowing in the harsh light. He knew the neighbors downstairs were home, most of them washing their cars, and they could all see her if they just looked—her naked breasts, her shame, her humiliation.

Elias sat down and watched a movie for a while. He couldn’t remember the title—some cheesy sci-fi flick from the 80s with bad special effects and even worse dialogue—but it was hilariously awful. Time crawled by like molasses, and he felt anticipation pulsing through his veins.

She’d been gone almost two hours, and he was just about to go check if she was even still there. The door opened and Slave had Shila in tow, her cheeks flushed from the sun and something else.

Shila wore baggy jeans and a t-shirt, which, as Elias had learned, was her typical casual wear. It didn’t show much of her figure, though he could catch glimpses when she stretched. She’d been a swimmer in college and was still trying to stay in decent shape. A couple of kids had widened her hips since then, which only added to the raven-haired creature’s appeal. The top loop of a blue bikini was visible at her neck, just below the short ponytail she wore that day.

Slave sat down on the couch to Elias’s left, her skin still warm from the sun, and Shila to his right, her perfume mixing with the scent of chlorine and sunscreen.

“Let me get this straight,” Shila said, scratching her head, her fingernails scraping lightly across her scalp. “She’s your sex slave for the rest of the summer and you’ve gotten everyone else to call her ‘Slut’? Not only that, but since you’re cured from what she gave you and horny, you want to fuck me because you can’t fuck her?”

“Yeah, pretty much,” Elias said, his eyes wandering over her form. “Why, do you know anyone sexier than you? Hell, I went to college, and I don’t know many 20-year-olds who are in better shape than you with a body like that. I mean seriously, what are your measurements, 36-26-36?”

“Pretty close... hey, that’s none of your business.” Her cheeks flushed slightly. “Why would I want you sticking your limp little dick in me? I’m married, you know,” she said defiantly, but her voice trembled slightly.

“Yeah, I haven’t seen your husband,” he said, looking theatrically outside. “Nope, still not here,” he added mockingly. “Slave, get our guest and me a beer.” She stood up from the couch, her movements mechanical.

“I can think of almost 12 reasons why we should get together,” Elias said quietly as Slave went into the next room to get the beer. His voice was like honey over razor blades.

“Almost 12?” Shila’s breathing grew shallower.

“First, it would be good punishment for Slave. Second, it would be damn fun... I mean, do you have fun when you play with yourself? I know I would,” he whispered in her ear, then licked gently at her earlobe, his tongue warm and wet against her skin. She flinched but didn’t pull away. “And third, you really look like you need a good fuck. How long has it been since your husband ran off with that other younger pussy? A month, two?”

“Almost three now, the bastard,” she sighed heavily, slumping against him on the couch. Her nipples showed through the fabric of her t-shirt like small coins, and her thighs started rubbing against each other, an unconscious search for friction. “What are the other almost 9 reasons?” she asked, turning to face him, her eyes already glassy with desire.

Elias guided her hand to the rapidly hardening flesh in his pants, his fingers wrapping around her wrist like shackles. Her hand stroked him slowly through the rough fabric, her palm warm against his growing hardness, as Slave returned with the beer bottles, condensation dripping onto the carpet.

“So you’re going to fuck him?” Slave said, handing each of them a bottle, her voice empty like a hollowed-out tree. Elias ran his cold beer bottle over both hardened nipples on Shila’s tits, and she moaned, a deep, throaty sound rising from her chest. Her fingernails scratched slowly across the fabric of his pants, sending delicious waves through his cock.

“Yeah, I think I want to,” Shila said, her hand moving to his zipper, her fingers trembling with anticipation.

“Hey, not yet,” Elias said, pulling her hand aside, enjoying the way she groaned in frustration. She looked up at him, her eyes pleading, her lips pouting like a spoiled child. “Slave, go ahead and grab a beer. We’ll be back soon, and I want you clean for the day, okay?”

“Yes, Sir,” she said quietly and went to the refrigerator to get her drink, her bare feet slapping on the cold floor. Elias pulled Shila up from the couch, her hand still warm in his, and they walked outside into the burning heat.

“You got me all hot and now we’re leaving? What the hell?” she said, almost angry, her voice shrill with frustration. Elias laughed, a deep, throaty sound, as they got into his car, the leather scorching in the sun.

“Yeah. Like I said, we’re going to punish the Slut,” he said, still chuckling, his fingers drumming on the steering wheel.

“But I’m ready now,” she said, putting heavy emphasis on the last syllable as she stroked his cock through his jeans, her palm pressing against his hardness. Elias leaned back in the seat and lifted his hips as they drove out of the parking lot, the asphalt shimmering in the heat.

“Go ahead,” he said, his voice rough with desire. She had his zipper down and his cock out in record time, her fingers skilled and hungry. Her nose was buried in his pubic hair before his ass even touched the seat, her breath hot against his skin. She worked his flesh with everything she had, sucking him deep into her throat, massaging his stiff cock with her tongue while her throat enveloped him like a warm, wet glove. Her hand found his balls and she began rolling them between her fingers, her nails scratching lightly over the sensitive skin.

“Holy shit,” was all Elias could manage as he pulled onto the main road, his knuckles white on the steering wheel. “What the hell did she tell you to get you this worked up?”

“She...told...me...about...your...first...night....oh my God...Oh fuck...I can’t wait...to have...this...in my....hot...wet....pussy,” Shila said, her words broken up as she swallowed his head and circled it with her tongue. Elias felt her saliva running down his shaft, warm and slick, and the car filled with the wet sounds of her lips popping around his flesh. Her tongue hit his slit each time, then circled the crown of his head just before her lips broke contact. It took everything he had to focus on driving, the road blurring before his eyes.

Her assault on his cock lasted almost fifteen minutes, her throat working tirelessly on his flesh, then she simply stopped. She threw herself back into her seat and pulled off her shirt, leaving only the blue bikini top that showed off her breasts like ripe fruit. She looked fantastic. Swimming outdoors had made her tight, tanned, and toned—exactly how Elias liked his women. The strings of her bikini bottoms peeked over the top of her jeans, the ties at her hips visible just above the denim like promises of what lay beneath. Her hand found his spit-covered shaft, slick and hot, while she played with her stiff nipples through the thin blue fabric, her fingers plucking at the hard tips.

Quite a few cars on the bypass slowed down to see exactly what they were doing. Elias felt the drivers’ stares like hot needles on his skin. Some nodded approvingly, their faces full of envy and admiration; others shook their heads and sped off angrily, flooring the gas like a curse. The attention made his blood pump faster. Either way, Elias was getting a handjob almost as good as the blowjob this hot little beauty had just given him. Her fingers knew every inch of his shaft, moving with a precision that made him dizzy.

“Where are we going?” she asked, a slight tremor in her voice as her hand worked his shaft. She sounded breathless, hungry.

“Sex shop,” he answered curtly. Her eyes lit up at the mention of the area’s largest adult store, bright as stars at twilight. “I already told you, we’re going to punish Slave. We need to pick up some things for her, and I think we should get back as soon as possible.” His voice grew rougher at the thought of what was to come.

“Mmmm,” she purred, her throat vibrating like a cat’s. “Sounds good to me. God, I can hardly believe what you’re packing.” Her fingers gripped him tighter, as if trying to measure him. “Never would have guessed just looking at you. Most guys with your build either have a cock like a horse or are tiny from all the steroids.”

“I haven’t taken any damn steroids,” Elias retorted, his voice strained with lust. Her hand wandered back to his balls, rolling them between her fingers like pearls, massaging them with a tenderness that nearly drove him insane. Then she returned to his shaft, working it with long, slow strokes before going back down to his sack and starting over. Each touch sent jolts of electricity through his body.

“I can tell,” she said, her voice a hoarse whisper. “I can’t wait to feel them spray their load all over my tits.” Her words were honey and poison at once.

His cock throbbed in response, blood pulsing hot and urgent through every swollen vein.

“You like that, don’t you? You want to spray your juice all over these tits, right?” she said, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “Do you want it right now?” she asked, lifting her left breast out of its blue prison. The skin was warm and soft, the nipple already hard with arousal. His cock twitched in her hand like a trapped animal. “Oh, you do, don’t you? How about the other one too?” she asked shyly, baring the other breast as well. Her nipples were small and brown, but long—made for sucking. His cock began bouncing in her hand, his self-control melting like ice in the sun.

“You want me to walk into the store with your cum on my tits, don’t you?” she said, licking her lips, her tongue pink and wet. Elias had trouble keeping the car on the road. His knuckles were white with tension on the steering wheel. He almost missed the exit. Thank God it was only a few more blocks.

“Damn right!” Elias hissed, trying to hold back his load. Every muscle in his body was taut as a bowstring. “You’re a dirty little cum slut, aren’t you? You want me to spray all over your tits right now, don’t you?”

“Oooooh,” was all she could get out, her chest rising and falling in quick, shallow breaths as she tortured her nipples, twisting and pulling them while wildly jerking his cock. Her movements grew more desperate, hungrier.

“You don’t want me to come now, do you? You want me to wait so it’s fresh when we walk into the store. You want me to spray all over you and have fresh white cum dripping from your damn tits when we go in,” Elias said as he pulled into the parking lot. His voice was rough with desire.

“Damn right! Oh shit! I want to feel your hot, sticky cum running down my chest!” Her voice nearly broke with desire.

He drank in the sight of her—cum-hungry and wild-eyed, pupils blown wide with lust—and commanded, “Take off your top and get out.” Her top vanished and the door opened in one fluid motion. His cock slapped against his belly and bounced off the steering wheel before he could climb out. She slid over the car roof like a cat, sleek and graceful, and knelt beside his door. The door flew open, his cock found her hand again, and she took him fully into her mouth, slicking him with saliva. Her tongue danced around his tip.

“Oh fuck, cum on me! Cum all over me!” she begged, not caring that she was kneeling in a public parking lot in broad daylight. Her hand was a blur on his cock, his balls swinging with her movements like a pendulum. “I want it! Please give it to me! I know you want to cover these tits, not your slave’s little ones! Give it to me! I want to wear your fucking cum! Oh shit, cum on me, cum all over me!” she gasped. Her words cracked like a whip, driving him closer to the edge. She licked his tip once more and that was enough. She felt his cock give one last hot twitch and aimed him at her breasts.

The first jet of cum arced from her right collarbone across her left breast, hot and thick as cream. The second covered her left nipple, the third she aimed across her chest, the fourth coated her right nipple, and the rest she let pulse in powerful spurts between her breasts. The white cum glistened on her tanned skin like pearls on velvet. She stood and stared into his eyes, her gaze smoldering. That look alone was enough to make Elias want to cum again. She tied her hair back into a tighter ponytail and started toward the store, her hips swaying hypnotically.

“Hey, wait,” Elias said, tucking his cock back into his pants. She stopped and looked back, her eyes gleaming like cut diamonds. He took in the thick white strands of cum on her creamy, light brown skin, the fresh cum glittering in the sunlight like liquid silver. “Unbutton your pants and pull the zipper all the way down.” Her tongue darted out to wet her lips, and she obeyed, revealing the tiny string bikini beneath. The last strip of blue fabric was noticeably darker than the rest of the electric blue material, soaked with arousal, and the thin lines of the string left no doubt she was shaved smooth.

“Okay, now we can go in,” Elias said, his voice thick with satisfaction. She practically skipped ahead of him, her breasts bouncing and swaying, the cum glittering in the sun with every step.


Chapter 3
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The saleswoman in the store barely raised an eyebrow when Elias entered, but when Shila followed him topless, her breasts covered in cum, her jaw dropped. Heavy drops still clung to Shila’s nipples, glistening in the store’s harsh neon light like perverse jewels. Elias gave the employee a thorough once-over—twice—taking the opportunity to stare while she was distracted by Shila. She wore what looked like a fishnet bodysuit with black electrical tape over her nipples. Rings pierced the tape and undoubtedly the nipples beneath—small silver circles that sparkled with every movement.

Her dark skin nearly swallowed the fishnet material completely, making her appear naked behind the raised counter. Her short, spiky hair was dyed in alternating streaks of blonde, dark red, and natural black—a wild rainbow that underscored her rebellious nature. A silver lip ring matched the ones in her nipples, and she looked to be in great shape. Her eyes roamed hungrily over Shila’s body, lingering on the wet traces on her skin as if she were eyeing a delicious meal.

The saleswoman cleared her throat. “Excuse me.” Her gaze traveled over Shila, from her sneaker-clad feet to the small ponytail. Her eyes lingered on the cum-covered breasts, still glistening fresh from their treatment in the parking lot. A faint scent of sex and salt hung in the air between them—a mixture of male lust and female arousal that cut through the store’s sterile smell.

“Yes, is something wrong?” Shila asked sweetly, shoving her hands into her pockets. Her jeans slipped half an inch lower, revealing her pussy straining against the thin fabric of her bikini bottoms, desperate to devour it. The wet lips of her cunt pressed clearly against the soaked material, outlining every contour in the damp fabric. Elias got a damn good look and felt his cock throb back to life, blood rushing to his groin. The saleswoman licked her lips and shook her head, her fingers clawing at the counter’s edge until her knuckles turned white.

“No,” she breathed after a second, her voice hoarse with barely suppressed lust. “We just don’t usually have...” she began, the words catching in her throat.

“Customers who come in with cum on their chest? If you do, I bet it’s not from a guy they just met and blew on the highway to get here. God, I’m horny,” Shila said, slowly rubbing her stomach. Her hands drifted to the underside of her breasts, massaging the cum into her skin as it dripped slowly down her chest. She spread the sticky liquid like some perverse lotion, her fingers gliding over her hardened nipples. The saleswoman just nodded, her breathing growing heavier, and they wandered through the aisles, giggling like teenagers. The sweet scent of Shila’s arousal mixed with the leather smell of the merchandise—an intoxicating combination of musk and lust.

“So, what are we looking for here?” Shila asked as they headed to the corner of the store, where leather items hung from every hook. Whips, restraints, and masks cast bizarre shadows on the walls, like silhouettes of forbidden dreams.

“Well, first,” Elias said, stepping behind her. He pulled the soaking wet swimsuit away from her pussy and pushed it aside. His fingers slipped inside her for a moment, savoring her hot, tight, dripping cunt. She was so wet his fingers slid in effortlessly, her walls greedily embracing him like a hungry mouth. The silky heat of her pussy pulsed around his fingers, her inner muscles twitching with desire. He pulled them out, drawing a moan from Shila, and dragged them up her slit, grazing both sides of her clit. Her body trembled under his touch, her legs instinctively spreading wider.

“And second?” she gasped, leaning her weight against him for support. Her knees trembled slightly, as if made of jelly.

“Well, I think we need hand and leg restraints for Slave, a gag, and a remote-controlled vibrator,” Elias said, as if listing groceries for the trip home. They quickly picked out the restraints they wanted—black leather with silver buckles that looked strong enough to withstand even the wildest movements. The leather was soft and supple, but the buckles were sturdy and unforgiving—yet they couldn’t find the vibrator he wanted.

“Excuse me,” Elias said, approaching the counter. The saleswoman tore her eyes away from Shila, who was absentmindedly rolling her nipples between her fingers, and focused on him. Her pupils were dilated with arousal.

“Yes, can I help you or the lady?” she asked, leaning forward on her elbows. The mesh of her suit stretched across her breasts, the rings in her nipples sparkling in the light like tiny stars of perversion.

“I’m looking for a remote-controlled vibrator—the more it rotates and twists and buzzes, the better,” he said, scanning the counter for anything like that. His voice was calm, as if he were asking about a harmless household appliance.

“Well, we have these eggs,” she said, pointing to a shelf next to the counter. “But they pretty much just sit there and hum. They’re designed to sit on her G-spot and work their magic, and mister, I gotta tell you—they work wonders.” Her eyes gleamed at the memory, a small smile playing on her lips.

“Yeah, I’ve seen those... there was a girl in college who left the remote on one of the campus buses and let complete strangers play with it, trying to figure out what it was,” Elias said, his cock stirring to half-mast just thinking about the little blonde slut who’d writhed in front of all those students. “But I’m looking for something six to ten inches long, pretty thick, with all kinds of moving stimulations. I want her to just look at the thing and come in her jeans thinking about what it’s going to do. You know what I mean?”

The saleswoman licked her lips and stood up. The bodysuit she wore was exactly that. She had jeans on, but only because she probably had to. They had plenty of rips held together with safety pins, and the fabric looked more for effect than function. Her ass cheeks tensed under the thin material as she moved, each step making her muscles flex. Elias gave her a thorough once-over as she turned to lead him to a display case. Her ass was perfectly round and firm, like two ripe peaches in torn jeans.

“We have this one. It’s new and pretty expensive, but it’ll do exactly that. There’s a battery pack and a receiver for the vibrator, plus the remote control,” she said, pulling one from the display case—one that hadn’t been on display. Her fingers trembled slightly with excitement, as if she were revealing a precious secret.

The damn thing looked like a mechanical engineering student's final project. The whole contraption seemed to grow longer and shorter, it had three rings that appeared to rotate separately from the rest of the monster, and there were sizable ball bearings with small motors. She pulled out the remote control, and the thing looked like it could fly a Boeing 747. The surface was covered with ridges and nubs designed to drive a woman insane—small bumps and indentations that would stimulate every nerve.

“This is the latest and greatest, the Cum Swimmer 5000,” she said. She turned it on, and the ball bearings began to vibrate, the rings rotated, and the whole thing started growing and shrinking in her hand. The soft hum filled the room like the buzz of a very satisfied insect. “If your wife can't come with this baby inside her, she must be frigid,” the salesgirl said, playing with the buttons on the remote. It had different speeds, different functions, preset programs—everything. “Oh yeah, the battery pack has a mini-vibrator in it and is designed to go in anally. This is the ultimate in battery-powered pleasure.” Her voice went husky as she described it, as if her own words were turning her on.

“I'll take it.” Elias could already hear Slave's desperate whimpering, the echo of her helplessness in his head.

Shila came to the counter with their other purchases, and the salesgirl began scanning them. Shila looked bored and started absentmindedly stroking her breasts, her fingers circling her hardened nipples like butterflies around flowers.

“Miss?” she asked without looking at the counter. Her voice was sweet as honey but with an undertone of pure sin.

“Yes, ma'am?”

“I'm looking for something to make him come more,” she said pointedly. Her hand slid down to her crotch, fingers dancing over the wet fabric.

“You mean more often, or just more when he comes?” the black salesgirl asked, her eyes widening with interest.

“Mmmm,” Shila moaned, her hands sliding from her nipples down her stomach. “More when he comes.” Her fingers found the waistband of her jeans, playing with the button.

“How much do you want?” the salesgirl asked slyly, her voice dropping to a whisper.

“Liters, if I can get it,” Shila said huskily, staring at Elias. Her fingers found her pussy; one hand held it open while the other coaxed her clit from its little hood. The soaked material of her panties clung to her swollen lips like a second skin. The salesgirl swallowed hard—she couldn't see exactly what Shila was doing, but she knew. The scent of Shila's arousal grew stronger, filling the air with the aroma of sex and desire.

“Well, we have this, and it'll work. You won't get liters, but each pill doubles the amount of cum he shoots. If he takes two pills, it'll be triple. The stuff takes about four hours to kick in, and if he takes too much, he'll have problems, but it says so here on the bottle.” Her voice trembled slightly, as if the possibilities were turning her on too.

“Add that too,” Elias said, watching Shila's fingers work slowly deeper and deeper, teasingly approaching her aching pink hole. Her hips began rotating in small circles, a hypnotic movement of lust.

They got their bag full of toys, and Shila came hard right there in the store. She turned around and leaned against a display case, letting the black salesgirl watch her white pussy as she came. Her legs trembled uncontrollably as her cunt contracted and relaxed, a fine spray of pussy juice coating the inside of her jeans and her hands. She played herself like a piano, her fingers dancing over her swollen clit until she came down enough to walk to the car. Her orgasm echoed through the store, a soft whimper escaping her lips like a siren's song. The salesgirl stood frozen, her eyes glued to Shila's twitching form, her own hands clawing at the counter.

They hit the outside air, and her nipples stiffened even more in the breeze, the once-sticky cum hardening on her breasts into a shiny crust. Shila pulled up her pants, and they got in the car. Her top came back on, and she reached back for the bottle.

“Why don't you take a few now. I want your slave to see how much you come all over me. That's the plan, right? You punish her by making her watch us, and we play with the remote so she comes while we fuck?” Her eyes gleamed with malicious anticipation, like a cat playing with a mouse.

“That pretty much covers it.” Elias already felt his balls tightening at the thought, the image of Slave's helpless desire making his blood boil.

“That's so devious it's sexy. I know I'd come watching us fuck,” Shila said, her hand snaking down to her pussy. That gave Elias an idea he'd have to try later. Mirrors. Definitely mirrors. The thought of Slave watching herself watch as she got turned on was too tempting.

The drive back to the apartment was quick. Tom was waiting for them, and Slave was there, dressed and trying to brush her still-damp hair. Water droplets still clung to the red strands like little diamonds.

“Holy shit,” Tom said when he saw Shila walk in. “If I wasn't engaged...” His eyes were glued to her breasts like magnets.

“You'd still just have to watch the show,” Shila said, shaking her breasts in her blue top. The thin material stretched over her hard nipples, which stood out clearly.

“Jesus, dude, what the hell did you do? I've never seen her outside of a T-shirt, and now you've got her in a bikini and she's creaming her pants!” Tom said, pointing at Shila's crotch. The crotch of her jeans was darker than when she'd left the store, after she'd sprayed her girl juice all over the inside of her pants. The wet material clung to her pussy, tracing the contours of her swollen lips like a second skin. Elias just laughed and shrugged, as if this were all completely normal.

“Was she good?” he asked, gesturing at Slave. His voice went cold, more authoritative, like steel scraping over ice.

“Yeah, Slut was very good. We already ate. I was hungry, and we got pizza,” Tom said. “Krissy came with us, and that's the only reason Slut came along,” he added. Elias nodded, his eyes narrowing to thin slits of assessment.

“Well, Slave, are you ready for your punishment for lying on Thursday?” he asked. His eyes burned into hers like glowing coals, searching for weakness, for resistance he could break.

“Yes, Sir. I'm ready to accept my punishment,” she said humbly. Her voice trembled slightly with fear and anticipation, like a leaf in the wind just before a storm.

“Good girl. Thank Tom for the pizza, go to your room, and strip naked.” Each word was a command, sharp as a whip cutting through the air.

“Thank you for taking me out for pizza, Tom,” Slave said quietly. Tom nodded and smiled, and she marched back to her room. Her door remained open, and her t-shirt slid from her body, revealing her small, firm breasts with pink nipples, then her sweatpants followed. Elias happily noticed she hadn’t shaved and a small, neatly trimmed patch of red fur was growing back. The fine hairs gleamed in the light like copper wire. He also noticed she’d neglected to wear underwear or a bra, a fact that pleased him as well. Her naked skin was pale and soft, like porcelain in moonlight.

“Well, Shila, time to make a girl cry,” Elias announced cheerfully. His voice was full of dark anticipation, like a predator scenting its prey.

“Listen, man, I don’t care what you do in there as long as it’s legal, I don’t get in trouble, and my apartment stays in one piece,” Tom replied, leaning forward to turn on the PlayStation. The bluish light from the screen cast shadows across his indifferent face. Elias nodded in agreement.

“Just don’t open the door,” he warned, reaching for the brown bag full of toys from the sex shop. The paper rustled ominously in his hands, like the whisper of secrets.

As the door closed behind Shila and him, Slave’s eyes darted nervously between them. Her fingers clutched the fabric of her skirt, as if desperate to cling to something solid. The room smelled of fear and anticipation—a sweet, metallic scent that hung in the air.

“Master, are you going to take her in front of me?” she asked in a voice barely above a whisper. The room suddenly seemed smaller, filled with a tension that crackled in the air like electricity before a storm.

“Yes, Slave. We’re going to let you watch.” Elias let the words roll slowly off his tongue, savoring each syllable like expensive wine. “We’re both looking forward to it. You’ll see every inch sliding into her wet slit and stretching her. You’ll ache to feel my cock deep inside you, but we want to remind you that you can’t fuck me for another 27 days.”

Slave’s face cycled through a palette of emotions—desire, desperation, a kind of painful realization. Her eyes widened as if she’d taken a punch to the gut. She looked as if someone had stolen not just Christmas from her, but the entire year along with it.

“Yes, Master,” she murmured, her eyes seeking the floor as if she could find comfort there. Her shoulders sagged like those of a defeated soldier.

“But to be fair, we brought something for you too.” His voice took on a mockingly caring tone, sweet as poisoned honey. “So you won’t feel completely left out. Sit here in your chair.” He pointed to the desk chair, its leather gleaming in the dim light. The rustling of the brown bag echoed through the room as he pulled out the gag and three sets of cuffs. The metal clinked softly together—a promise of what was to come.

“Be a good slut and open your mouth,” he commanded, the red rubber ball of the gag swinging slightly between his fingers like a pendulum of fate. Slave’s pupils dilated, horror etched in every line of her face, yet she obeyed. Her lips trembled as they parted like the petals of a poisoned rose.

He paused about three fingers’ width from her lips, savoring the moment of uncertainty. The silence stretched like a drawn bow.

“You know what, Shila, it just occurred to me that we haven’t cleaned this yet,” Elias remarked with feigned thoughtfulness. His voice dripped with false concern. “Think you could take care of that for me?”

Shila’s grin was pure malice, her eyes sparkling with a lust that quickened Elias’s pulse. “Of course I can,” she breathed, her fingers moving to the fastening of her pants. The sound of the zipper cut through the silence like a knife through silk.

Slave’s eyes grew even wider, her forehead creasing with deep lines of concern, yet no sound escaped her lips. She was a statue of submission, carved from fear and desire.

“Would you like to say something, Slave?” Elias asked casually as the cold metal of the first cuff clicked around her ankle. The sound echoed in the silence like a death sentence.

“Yes, Master,” she answered promptly, but her voice hung in the air, waiting for his permission like a dog waiting for a bone.

“What a shame,” he replied with feigned regret, moving behind her. His fingers brushed over her shoulders, a fleeting touch that made her shiver like a leaf in the autumn wind. Shila stripped off her pants, the fabric sliding like water over her skin, and stood before them in all her glory. In one hand she held the gag; with the other, she pushed aside the blue fabric of her panties.

She brought the gag to her lips, her tongue darting out—pink and wet like an orchid after rain—and licked it with the same devotion she’d lavished on his cock in the car an hour ago. “She’s good, Slave,” Elias whispered in her ear, his breath hot against her skin like the embers of a fire. “You could learn a thing or two from her.” His teeth found her earlobe, biting gently.

Shila slowly drew the red ball down her body, circling her navel in a hypnotic spiral before traveling further south to her waiting slit. With her other hand, she held open her pink folds—a sight that made Elias’s mouth go dry as desert sand. The ball glided to her exposed bud, and Shila jerked at the touch, a soft moan escaping her like the sigh of an angel.

“You're lucky, Slave,” Elias murmured, his tongue tracing the curve of her ear like a snake on the hunt. “I haven't tasted her pussy yet. Wonder if she tastes as good as you? You like the taste of your own juices, I know that—and that's a good thing, the way you flow. She squirts from her slit, but not like you.”

Slave swallowed hard, her whole body trembling under the weight of his words like a cage full of birds. Both watched transfixed as the ball and metal rings disappeared into Shila's sex; only the leather straps remained visible outside her pink cavern. She began a rhythm, pulling the ball almost completely out, then using her muscles to draw it back inside. It was like an erotic dance where she was the only dancer, the queen of her own perverse ballet.

“Mmmm, see that, Slave?” His voice was rough with arousal, like sandpaper on bare skin. “She's got talent. Bet you can't do that. Maybe you should practice while you're taking your medication. That's damn sexy. I bet you could make me come without even sliding up and down on my cock.”

His pants opened with a soft hiss, and kneeling as he was, his cock fell directly into her bound hands. Her fingers gently wrapped around the shaft and began to stroke with a tenderness that stood in stark contrast to the raw scene before them—like a song in a burning church.

Shila kept working, her movements becoming more rhythmic, more hypnotic. The wet sounds of her sex filled the room—a juicy smacking that grew louder with each thrust like a perverse heartbeat. Her pussy lips closed greedily around the leather straps, as if they'd never let go. The leather slowly soaked up her juices, growing darker and shinier with each thrust, like polished mahogany.

It didn't take long before she had everything except the buckle inside her dripping cunt. She had to lean against Slave's dresser, her free hand gripping the wooden edge for support, while her body trembled with lust like an earthquake of desire.

“I think he's almost ready for you, Slave,” Elias said, pulling his cock from her trembling hands. A thin thread of precum still connected his tip to her fingers for a moment, like a silver bridge between heaven and hell. “Shila, let Slave taste your pussy.”

Shila pushed the gag completely out of herself, her inner muscles fighting against it as if they wanted to keep it. It came free with a slippery, sucking sound, glistening with her juices like a gem from the depths. She caught it deftly and slipped it without hesitation into Slave's waiting mouth.

Slave immediately began licking off the unfamiliar juices, her tongue working greedily at the smooth rubber. A deep moan vibrated around the gag as Shila fastened the buckle and stepped back. The taste exploded on her tongue—salty, sweet, forbidden.

“Shila, clothes,” Elias commanded, his finger sliding over her sweat-slicked body, then pointing to the floor. She obeyed immediately, stripping off the few remaining garments until she stood completely naked before them. He reached into the bag for Slave's new toy, his fingers closing around the cool silicone.

“This came highly recommended by the salesgirl at the sex shop.” He held up the transparent rubber cock, letting it shimmer in the light like a crystal of sin. “This end goes in your dirty pussy. And this end”—he pointed to the vibrator with battery pack—“goes in your sexy ass. Have you ever had anything in your ass?”

Slave shook her head violently, her eyes going from narrow slits to wide, panicked stares. The gag muffled her quickening breath, which escaped in whistles through her nose.

“You little liar,” he hissed, his voice dripping with feigned disappointment. The vibrator hummed to life as he switched it on. With one fluid motion, he pushed the egg into Slave's ass, feeling her muscles resist before yielding like a conquered fortress.

She immediately began to tremble, her whole body tensing. She almost screamed into the gag, but only a muffled whimper escaped. Her pussy began to twitch, and a small gush of glistening juice spilled out, dripping onto the turquoise bear beneath her like tears of lust.

Her eyes squeezed shut, as if she were trying to escape into another reality. Her lids trembled with the effort of making the darkness a refuge. Her ass began to contract, the muscles clenching desperately, almost pushing the humming egg out. Elias watched the spectacle with cold fascination before shoving it back in with a firm thrust. The soft whimper that rose from her throat vibrated through the gag like a broken prayer.

“Slave, open your eyes,” Elias commanded with iron authority. His voice cut through the room like a blade. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw Shila kneeling beside them, the remote already hidden in her hands, her fingers playing over the controls like a pianist over keys. Slave's eyes opened reluctantly, pupils dilated with fear and unwanted arousal. He held the now rotating, vibrating rubber dildo inches from her nose, letting her smell the warm silicone that would soon claim her most intimate places.

“I think you're wet enough,” he said, sliding the entire device into her creamy slit. It met no resistance—her arousal had prepared her perfectly, her juices glistening like liquid silver on her thighs. Her pussy swallowed it greedily as it stretched her, filled her, her inner walls closing around the invading toy. Only the wires protruded from her pussy and tight ass like the strings of a perverse marionette, a grotesque work of art made of flesh and technology.

“Oh yeah, I forgot,” he said, standing up, his knees cracking softly in the sultry silence. Shila immediately seized the opportunity, her tongue darting out to lick his tip like it was a precious lollipop, her eyes locked on Slave's horrified face. “Shila here has the remote.”

Shila held it up triumphantly for Slave to see, her fingers dancing over the buttons like a conductor before her orchestra. With a malicious smile, she cranked the controls to maximum. Slave nearly jumped high enough to overturn the chair, her bound limbs yanking at the handcuffs, the metal clinking like broken bells. Her body arched at an impossible angle, caught between agony and ecstasy.

“How do you like that?” Elias's voice was pure satisfaction, every syllable dripping with sadistic pleasure. “Not only am I fucking your neighbor and friend, but she's fucking you too. She has complete control over your pussy while you watch us fuck. And you will watch us, Slave. We're going to fuck on your bed, and she's going to make me come until I'm shooting dust. In her pussy, on her tits, down her throat—it's all good and it's all fair. You know what's even better, Slave?”

Shila mercifully slowed the motors, and Slave gasped for air through her nose, her chest rising and falling like a drowning animal's. Sweat beaded on her forehead, collecting in the hollows of her collarbones, her eyes opening to gaze up at him pleadingly—two blue lakes full of desperation.

“Every time one of us comes, we're going to wipe it up with one of your stuffed animals. That's your punishment for lying about what's been in your ass. You little slut.”

Shila took advantage of his pause to suck his entire cock into her throat, her lips wrapping around him like a warm, wet ring. She hummed a melody as she did—he knew it, but in that moment he couldn't have named it even if someone had put his balls in a garlic press. The vibrations of her vocal cords around his shaft nearly made him lose his mind, his knees going weak as butter in the sun.

He forced his eyes open and looked at Slave. Tears ran in silvery tracks down her face, collecting at the edge of the gag like morning dew on rose petals. Her body still trembled from the aftershocks of the vibrators, small shivers running across her skin like ripples on a still pond.

“I'd like to say I'm sorry, but I told you, if you lie, you get punished.” He grabbed her worn lucky bear, holding it up like a trophy before her horrified eyes. The soft fur was already damp from her tears and sweat. “I'll be merciful and we won't come on your favorite. That one's for you to soak.”

His words came haltingly, because Shila was sucking harder and faster on his cock, her tongue dancing around his head like a snake around its prey. Slave screamed into her gag, the sound smothered by the rubber, as he lifted her just high enough to slide the turquoise bear underneath her. A glistening puddle was already forming from her dripping pussy, and the bear would soon be more than just a soaked mess—it would become the silent witness to her humiliation.

“Shila, Shila... slower,” Elias gasped, his knees threatening to give out under the intensity of her devotion. She pulled his cock from her mouth with a soft pop and looked up at him with innocent puppy eyes—a stark contrast to what she'd just been doing, her lips still glistening with his arousal.

“We have all afternoon to punish Slave,” he said, his voice still rough with arousal, like sandpaper over silk. “And I want to savor every single moment of it.” His gaze moved between the two women, one bound and helpless, the other willing and obedient—his personal paradise of power and desire.


Chapter 4
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Shila rose from Elias's lap, her movements fluid as a cat's. The bed groaned softly under her weight as she sank onto it. Her thighs slid apart, slowly, deliberately—an invitation Slave couldn't ignore. The pink flesh between her legs already glistened with arousal, the folds swollen and ready. The remote control rested like a weapon in her hand.

Elias hastily stripped off the rest of his clothing. Shirt, underwear—everything landed carelessly on the floor. His skin prickled with anticipation as he watched Shila's fingers glide over the remote's buttons.

The switch clicked. The entire device came to life, rotating, vibrating—a mechanical orchestra of lust. Slave's reaction was instantaneous. Her face contorted, eyes widening in shock and unwanted ecstasy. Her hips jerked against the restraints as a fresh surge of warm wetness welled from her tormented slit. The turquoise Care Bear between her thighs was drenched again, the plush fur dark and heavy with her juices.

“She really seems to be enjoying her new toy,” Shila remarked. Her fingers wandered to her own pearl, stroking it in slow, circular motions. Each touch made her tremble slightly.

Elias licked his lips, his gaze fixed on Shila's glistening slit. “And I like mine.” His voice was rough with desire.

Shila looked up at him, biting her lower lip—a gesture that seemed both innocent and depraved. She leaned back, her body a landscape of curves and shadows.

“Then fuck me!” The laughter in her voice was dark, hungry. “I need your cock in my pussy! Or maybe in my ass, between my tits, or wherever…” She sat up, her hand shooting forward to grasp his proudly erect cock. “I just want to feel this magnificent piece of meat!”

“Tsk tsk tsk.” Elias shook his head reprovingly, even as his body shuddered at her touch. “Let's have Slave decide. Slave!” His voice cut through the machine's hum. “Where do you want to see your friend fucked first?”

Slave's head lifted with effort. Tears filled her blue eyes, running in salty tracks down her flushed cheeks. Her body twitched uncontrollably, caught between torment and ecstasy. Her lips moved behind the gag, but no intelligible sound emerged. Only her face spoke—silently begging for this exquisite torture to end.

“No answer?” Elias waited, counting the seconds. “Shila, convince her.”

A diabolical smile flitted across Shila's face. Her fingers found the button for the micro-vibrators. Another click, and each of the ten rotating knobs in Slave's crotch became a pulsing source of pleasure. The intensity multiplied, shooting through her body like lightning.

Slave began to convulse. Her nostrils flared as she gasped for air. The scream that tore from her throat was muffled but full of desperation. She drew a deep breath and screamed again, her body a plaything of the machine.

“Looks like Rainbow Bear is getting a bath,” Elias remarked. His finger touched the soaked plush toy between Slave's thighs. The material was already so saturated it gave way at the slightest touch. Not quite soaked through yet, but that would change by the end of the afternoon.

Slave was openly sobbing now. Her body shuddered through a climax like never before, even as boundless humiliation washed through her. The contradictions tore her apart inside—lust and shame, ecstasy and degradation.

“Shila, since Slave can't decide, maybe you should choose. Pussy or ass?” Elias stood and wiped his finger through Slave's sweat-soaked hair, cleaning off the wetness.

“Mmmmm.” Shila licked her lips, her eyes sparkling with anticipation. “How about ass? Your next load will still be substantial, and that'll make one of her pretty little animals even dirtier.”

Elias sat on the bed, his body a statue of muscle and desire. His nine inches jutted up in full glory, the head already slick with arousal.

“I like the way you think.” He turned to Slave, his voice a mixture of command and promise. “Slave, until I say otherwise, you belong to Shila too. You'll do everything she says, no matter what. Is that understood?”

Slave murmured something through orgasm and gag, her voice broken. She nodded weakly, her eyes glassy with exhaustion and lingering arousal.

Shila wasted no time. She climbed over his legs, her movements fluid and purposeful. She rubbed his shaft a few times against her dripping slit, the wetness warm and inviting. His cock gleamed with her generously flowing juices before she slowly lowered herself onto him, taking him into her ass.

“Slut! Watch…” Shila's voice broke in a gasp. She felt his cock spread her open, carving a path into her tight, hot hole. The heat was incredible, enveloping him like liquid fire. The tightness was even better—a velvet vise that brought him almost instantly to the edge of climax.

Both moaned as Shila rose again. On the first thrust, she could only take about four inches in her ass. Slowly she built a rhythm, her body adjusting to the invasion. It didn't take long before the entire length of his shaft was buried in her hot channel. Her pussy gaped like a hungry mouth over his balls, her juices coating his sack in thick, warm drops.

Slave's eyes were fixed on the action the entire time. She couldn't look away, even though every sight intensified her own torment.

“Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck yes!” Shila's voice rose to a mewl. Elias straightened slightly and reached around her. His fingers found her pearl and began working it. He felt her own hand in her slit, her rapidly moving fingers meeting his. Together they worked her clit, her knuckles pressing against the thin wall between her pussy and his cock as she rapidly stimulated her own G-spot.

“Slave, she's going to come, and it's going to be massive.” Elias's voice was strained with effort. “I can feel her tight ass gripping my cock—it's almost enough to make me blow my load... but you still have so many stuffed animals that need to get soaked for your punishment.”

He sped up his caresses on her clit. His fingers stroked gently, quick and teasing, barely grazing her little bud but making her twitch with each touch.

“It's been a while since you got properly fucked, hasn't it?” he whispered, leaning forward so his hot breath hit the tanned skin behind her ear. His tongue traced gently along her earlobe, and her body twitched harder.

“Yesss.” Shila's whimper was barely more than a breath.

“Do you want to come?” His tongue trailed down her neck, leaving a wet path.

“Absolutely. Please!” she begged, her voice breaking with desire.

Elias grabbed the nearest stuffed animal—one of the many little Pound Puppies scattered on the bed. He guided it teasingly up Shila's thigh, the soft fur tickling her heated skin.

“Turn her down a bit. I want to see her face when your pussy soaks her toy.” His voice was a rough whisper.

Shila reached out and turned the vibrator almost to zero. With his now-free hand, Elias pushed the soft stuffed animal into her pussy. He worked it inside her while her ass bounced up and down on his cock. The movements were rhythmic, hypnotic.

Slave looked up and saw only the last inch of her favorite Pound Puppy sticking out of her friend. A scream tore from her throat, her eyes filling with tears again. But her pussy released another gush of nectar into her turquoise bear, as if her body were answering her emotional torment with physical pleasure.

“Come. Come, you horny slut.” Elias's words were like whip cracks. “Drench that furry guy with your pussy juice, punish Slave for being a whore, and show her how a real slut behaves.”

His lips sucked at her neck below her ear. Shila began to twitch and sank completely down on his cock. He felt her pussy getting wetter and wetter, felt her juices soaking the stuffed animal in his hand. He fucked her faster with it, the motion creating wet, obscene sounds in her gushing pussy.

Shila fell back against him, her body twitching in waves of orgasm. Her ass and pussy pulsed, clenching around the invaders. It took everything he had not to immediately shoot his hot load into her ass.

He pushed the rest of the Pound Puppy into her trembling pussy. Shila's orgasm slowed enough that she could breathe again. He let her come down a bit more before his fingers found her clit and worked it like a guitar in a heavy metal band.

“OH FUCK YES!” Shila's scream rose several octaves, almost hurting his ears. Elias looked at Slave, whose eyes were fixed on Shila's crotch. She was drinking in the sight before her, no longer crying but caught in a kind of hypnotic fascination.

“Second orgasm, second toy.” His words came quick and strained. He pulled the Pound Puppy out of Shila's pussy with a wet, sucking sound and quickly brought another stuffed animal to her twitching pussy—this time a small brown teddy bear.

He threw the little dog at Slave's chest. The soaked stuffed animal slapped against her skin and left a wet, warm spot where it bounced off her swollen left nipple.

He rubbed the bear up and down on Shila's pussy, soaking it thoroughly. Her sphincter worked his cock like a fluttering vise, and it wouldn't be much longer before he exploded.

“When I come, she'll come too.” He hissed the words, grabbed the remote, and turned all settings to full power.

Slave's eyes widened with panicked lust. She gasped sharply before screaming into her gag. Another sharp breath, another scream—this one longer and louder than the last. He could hear her pussy squirting nectar into her bear, which was no longer spongy enough to absorb her fluid. It began dripping out of the bear and running down the chair, falling like orgasm-induced rain.

Elias lost control. He felt his cock pulsing in Shila's ass, and Shila felt it too. She pushed herself up a bit from his thighs, leaving only the head of his cock lodged firmly in her tight ass. He looked down and saw his shaft jerking violently with each spurt of cum shooting into Shila's rectum.

Shila took over pleasuring herself with the teddy bear during her climax. Elias could see Slave's eyes glued to his twitching cock, full of lust and fear. He felt himself jerk hard as the last load of cum shot into Shila's hot ass. His gaze searched for something to wipe himself off with and landed on the sock monkey.

“Oh God, oh God, oh God.” Shila began moaning as she came back to her senses. She threw the soaked bear at Slave, which collided with her swollen right nipple and left a second smear on Slave's pale chest.

“That's exactly what I was just thinking,” Elias groaned, his cock still twitching in Shila's ass in post-orgasmic bliss.

“Does she ever run out of juice?” Shila pointed at Slave. Her wetness was still dripping from the front edge of the chair, but her head had gone limp and her chin rested on her chest.

“I don't know if she ever runs out of juice, but damn, it looks like she passed out,” he panted, trying to catch his breath.

“What about us?” Shila wiggled her tempting ass in front of his eyes while trying to keep his softening cock inside her.

“Well, our curious little monkey here is getting a cum bath, and then we clean up. I'll think about what to do with her in the meantime.” Shila lifted herself slowly off his cock, moaning plaintively the whole time. His thick head slipped out of her tight grip, and they both sighed.

He placed the sock monkey under her ass, and almost immediately his cum began dripping from her dark opening. There wasn't much left; he'd already covered her tits once today, and that was just a short while ago. The monkey got properly soaked anyway, and that was exactly what he'd intended.

“I think we should shower separately.” She grimaced slightly as she swung her leg over his and slid off the bed. Elias propped himself up on his arms and sat up. “We need some recovery time.” Her hand stroked her reddened pussy leisurely. “This little girl hasn’t had a workout like this in ages, and last time Mateo visited, he only wanted anal. I’m going to sleep like a kitten tonight.”

Elias nodded. His balls didn’t ache yet, but he’d already spilled a lot of cum today and was hellishly thirsty. He stood up and walked his naked neighbor to the back door so she could cut through the patio to her house and be seen by fewer people. The afternoon sun cast long shadows across their sweat-glistening bodies as they said their goodbyes.

“Clothes?” Elias asked, letting his gaze wander over her sweat-glistening skin.

“Fuck it. There’s just something special about walking around naked outside,” she replied with a wink. Her nipples were still hard from arousal, and a last drop glistened between her thighs. “Besides, I want the neighbors to see what a slut I am.” She disappeared through the door, her hips swaying provocatively as she walked across the sun-drenched patio.

He showered quickly and cleaned his cock thoroughly; they’d rubbed the poor thing raw, but damn, it had felt fantastic. The warm water rinsed the scent of sex and sweat from his skin, but the memory of her hot, wet holes already had him getting hard again. He dried off and went back to Slave’s room, his steps slow and deliberate.

She was still tied to the chair, her eyes wide and tears running down her cheeks. Her whole body was trembling, and in the silence he heard the motors of the super-vibrator buzzing at full speed in her pussy and ass. Her gaze was pleading, desperate, and the whole room smelled of her juices—sweet, musky, overwhelmingly feminine. A dark stain spread on the carpet under the chair, and her wetness was still slowly dripping from the front of the seat. Her whole room would smell like pussy for quite a while. Part of him felt a dark satisfaction seeing her so helpless and horny; another part worried that his friends wouldn’t get their security deposit back when they moved out of the apartment.

He walked to the bed and held up the remote control. He showed it to Slave and waved it slowly, like a magician about to perform a trick.

“Have you learned your lesson?” he asked in a calm but firm voice. Her head bobbed in rhythm with her heaving chest, her eyes unfocused and cheeks streaked with tears. It looked like she was fighting against another orgasm, her muscles tensing against the restraints, and he toyed with the idea of making her come one more time. She murmured something he interpreted as “Yes, sir,” her voice broken and hoarse from screaming, and he nodded with satisfaction.

“Good,” he said, switching off the device with the remote. The sudden silence of the motors made her moan, as if something vital was being taken from her. He released the cum-smeared gag, and she breathed heavily, her body still trembling from the nearly hour-long orgasm punishment. Saliva and cum ran down her chin. He reached behind her and released the handcuffs, and without anything holding her to the chair, she sank forward and slowly rolled onto the floor. She sat there twitching as her pussy and ass pushed the vibrator and its battery pack out of her body, more of her thick juice flowing out with each contraction.

He pulled the device out of her. Her slack pussy didn’t even make a sound as it came out, but a surge of hot liquid flowed over her clit and made her whole body twitch. The plastic was warm and slippery from her juices. He set the vibrator on her dresser and picked up her cum-soaked teddy bear. It felt like it had been lying at the bottom of a lake, heavy and dripping.

“Suck your cum out of your bear. We’re giving your pussy a break, but your mouth hasn’t been punished yet,” he said firmly, his voice cold as steel. She didn’t even look at him, didn’t nod, didn’t speak. Her eyes stared into space, as if she’d drifted into another world. He threw the bear next to her, and it slapped onto the carpet, spattering her upper body with drops of cum. Her arm weakly pulled the dripping fabric to her mouth, and she stuffed it in and began drinking the cum out of her favorite stuffed animal, her tongue working mechanically on the soaked fur.

He pulled on his pants and went into the other room to see what was going on in the clean world. Tom was still playing his video game and doing quite well, his fingers dancing over the controller with the precision of a surgeon.

“I think everyone within three blocks heard you guys in there,” he said without taking his fingers off the controller or his eyes off the screen. “Especially the part where she screamed like she was being murdered.”

“Sorry.”

“Damn right you should be. Be glad you’re such a good friend, otherwise I would’ve stormed in there and kicked you in the balls just to shut you up.” A smile tugged at Tom’s lips. “Though I have to admit, it sounded like you both had a damn good time.”

“Then I’m lucky,” Elias sighed with a smile. He rummaged beside the sofa and found an unopened but decidedly warm beer. The metal was hot against his palm, and the beer tasted stale, but he drank it anyway. He watched Tom play in silence for the next ten minutes, his thoughts wandering to the trembling girl in the other room.

“I should check on her, she’s suspiciously quiet,” he said, rising from the sofa. His legs felt heavy, tired from the physical exertion. He went back to her room and found her sitting in her cum-soaked chair, her teddy bear perched on her dresser, still wet but nowhere near as soaked as before. She’d sucked it dry.

“Why?” she asked, half-sobbing, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“Because you have no discipline, Slave. You make stupid decisions and don’t even think about the consequences. Everything in your life revolves around drinking and fucking, and if you catch something, you don’t care.” He crossed his arms over his chest and stared down at her. “How many guys have you slept with without protection?”

“I don’t know, maybe 12 or 15,” she stammered, wiping her nose with the back of her hand.

“Bullshit,” he interrupted. “That slutty cunt has had more than that...”

“This year,” she interrupted, her voice barely audible. He paused, mouth slightly open. The words hit him like a punch to the gut. He closed his mouth and nodded—not that she could see it.

“That’s exactly what I’m talking about. No goddamn responsibility whatsoever. Not a care in the world. That’s going to change. You infected the wrong motherfucker this time, slut,” he said angrily, but without shouting. His voice was cold and sharp as a razor. He let the words sink in, and her shoulders began to shake with sobs.

“I didn’t mean to,” she stammered through her tears, snot running from her nose.

“You didn’t think, is more like it,” he said matter-of-factly. Her sobbing grew louder, bordering on wailing as she sniffled. The sound tore through the silence like fingernails on a chalkboard.

“So you’re here to teach me a lesson, is that it?” she asked, taking a deep breath and trying to suppress her crying. Her eyes were red and swollen.

“Something like that, slave. Clean yourself up—you’ve learned your lesson for today,” he said, turning and leaving the room. His footsteps echoed on the wooden floor.

“I learned something today, Master,” she said quietly, her words barely more than a whisper. He paused mid-stride, his hand already on the doorknob. “I learned that I really am the slut everyone always said I was,” she continued, her voice broken but strangely peaceful. He walked out the door, barely hearing her whisper: “And I learned that I like it. All of it.” The words followed him like a curse, sweet and poisonous all at once.


Chapter 5

 [image: ] 

A few weeks had passed since Sunshine Bear got his cum bath beneath Slave's dripping pussy. The days had settled into a cruel ritual—Slave holding herself together, yet still helplessly bound, while Elias took Shila in every way imaginable. The little plush toy was no longer the only thing stuffing Shila's well-fucked slit. Vibrators, dildos, his own fingers—everything got used while they fucked each other senseless. And Slave? She had to lick Shila's juices off every object right afterward, her tongue working desperately while her own arousal went unsatisfied. By now she was practically begging for it, broken and trembling with need.

Elias entered the apartment like a man who'd walked through hell. The day was brutally hot, an oppressive mass of humid air that wrapped around everything like a wet glove. Tom's air conditioning had finally given up the ghost. Three fans fought uselessly against the thick summer air, their blades cutting sluggishly through the soupy atmosphere. Ninety-five percent humidity at nearly a hundred degrees—a torment that suffocated any thought of comfort.

“Hey man,” Elias said after knocking and walking in. Sweat was already running down his back. Tom lay half-naked on the floor, his torso gleaming with moisture as he stubbornly played a fighting game on the PlayStation. His fingers danced over the controller with surgical precision, even as he gave a brief nod.

“Hey,” he grunted, barely glancing from the screen. “The dumb slut's got news for you today.” His voice was quiet, focused, even as the computer destroyed him. A deep sigh escaped him as he set the controller aside and cracked open a cooler beside him. The hiss of beer cans was like music in the suffocating heat. He pulled out a Bud for himself and a Guinness for Elias, the cans frosted and seductively cold.

“Thanks, man,” Elias said, popping the can open with a satisfying crack. He took a deep gulp, closed his eyes, and savored the cold alcohol sliding down his parched throat, leaving a trail of relief. “What's the little cunt's surprise?”

“Something about her cousin coming to visit. From Missouri or something.” Tom scratched his belly, his skin sticky with sweat.

“Damn. Should I be nice and leave her alone while the cousin's here?” Elias stretched his arms toward the ceiling, staring at the dirty tiles. He'd only been out of his air-conditioned car for five minutes and had already sweated through his shirt. The fabric clung to his skin like a second, unwanted layer.

“Don't give a shit. She's supposed to be here for a week or so,” Tom said, starting a new round of his game. The sounds of punches and electronic music filled the room.

“Hm. Why didn't she ever mention it to me before? Did this just come up?” Elias took another long swig of his beer, feeling the alcohol already starting to fog his senses.

“No idea. She's your slave, aren't you keeping tabs on her?” Tom flattened his virtual opponent, a satisfied grin flitting across his face. Elias could only shrug as the crushing heat sucked the strength from his body like a vampire.

“Where the hell is she anyway?” His voice was sluggish, heavy. The couch beneath him felt like an oven, but he didn't have the energy to move.

“Out. She and Krissy went shopping. You know, getting out of the house, spending my money, that kind of shit.” Tom crushed his opponent for the second time, fingers moving with mechanical precision before advancing to the next level.

“Any idea what this cousin looks like?” Elias watched Tom defeat the computer with renewed vigor. The heat and alcohol were loosening his mind just enough to make the game fascinating.

“Just that she's a girl and supposedly looks just like the whore. I'm guessing she's more of a half-sister than a cousin. Her dad probably nailed both her mom and her aunt.” Tom spat the words like poison. “They're only a few weeks apart, I think. I really don't pay attention when she talks. Her babbling gets on my nerves.”

“Well, I guess I'll see when she gets here, right?” Elias took another sip of his liquid bread, his thoughts growing sluggish.

“Man,” Tom said suddenly, pausing his game and turning to face him. His eyes were serious, almost a warning. Elias looked at him with interest, waiting. “I know they're gonna try to trick you at some point. They're supposed to look damn similar. I know the whore's done with her meds in a day or so, but if you want to fuck her cousin, make sure she's clean, health-wise. You know what I mean?”

Elias nodded slowly and thanked Tom for the advice. Of course the little redheaded slut would try something like that. She only had one more day on her pills. After that, it would be open season on that dripping cunt. His cock was already twitching at the thought. Tom's gaze slid back to his game, and Elias grew hard just thinking about the possibilities laid out before him like a buffet of lust.

“Any idea how long they'll be gone?” he asked Tom, trying to keep his voice neutral.

“No. Just that they said something about swimming this afternoon,” he answered as the new opponent destroyed him. A curse escaped his lips.

“Well, I think I'll go fuck the neighbor then,” Elias said. He drained the Guinness in one long gulp and stood up. The movement made him sway briefly. He headed through the back door to the patio that connected the two apartments.

“Have fun. Try not to knock any pictures off the wall,” Tom said, rolling his eyes without looking up from his game.

“No promises,” Elias said, stepping back out into the sunshine. The heat hit his face like a slap.

He walked across the patio at the back of the apartment building to Shila's door. Without knocking or waiting for an answer, he stepped inside. The cold air from her working AC enveloped him like a caress. Shila sat in her living room in a bikini, legs spread wide, letting the cold air wash over her body. The electric blue fabric clung to her curves like a second skin, and her nipples stood stiff from the cold, small peaks of arousal.

“Hey Elias, come in,” she said, sitting up a bit but keeping her legs spread enticingly. Her voice was like honey, sweet and sticky. He licked his lips as he watched the material get sucked between those pussy lips, outlining every contour of her sex. He swore he could see her clit starting to bulge against the fabric, a tiny mound of arousal. His cock led the way to the couch, stiffening in his pants like a compass pointing north.

“Gladly,” he said, sitting down next to her. The couch was cool, a welcome contrast to the heat outside. She swung her legs over his lap; her left foot rested on his knee, and the right began rolling against the bulge of his half-hard cock. The touch sent electricity through his body.

“Since you're here, would you mind?” she said, giving him an almost childlike look, her eyes large and innocent, while her legs slowly opened and closed like butterfly wings. He understood the hint immediately and began giving her a calf massage, his fingers digging into the firm flesh. “Where's the slut today?” Shila asked with a devilish sparkle in her eyes that belied her feigned innocence.

“Somewhere out with Krissy. Did you know about her cousin coming up from Missouri?” he asked, shaping the muscle under his hands like clay, feeling her skin warm under his touch.

“That feels really good,” she purred, her voice deep and throaty. He moved his hands to her knees and gently worked the tendons before moving to her feet and massaging the arches. Her toes spread like little fingers, and he watched her belly quiver with sensation, small waves of pleasure running through her body. “No,” she said dreamily, her eyes half-closed. “Well, wait, she mentioned something about a cousin down there, looks like a twin or something. Why?” Her toes clenched and relaxed rhythmically.

“Well, it seems the cousin is coming here soon,” he said, working her feet again, slowly making his way back up her calves. His fingers followed the contours of her muscles like a cartographer exploring unknown terrain. “I was just trying to figure something out,” he said, his eyes drinking in Shila's toned body. No matter how many times he saw her, he never got tired of looking at her. She was like a work of art that never lost its appeal.

“What?” Shila asked, pausing for a moment before moaning, “Higher.” The word was almost a plea. He eagerly complied, his focus shifting entirely to his hands as one stroked and massaged her calf while the other slid just above her knee, the skin there silky and warm.

“I'm still trying to figure out what the little slut is up to,” he said lazily, his eyes traveling up her body to the blue fabric clinging to her parting pussy lips. It was tight enough that almost every detail was visible—the swelling of her lips, the small indentation of her slit—but loose enough to let her sex open on its own. She moaned gutturally and her hand found his thigh, her fingers digging into the flesh. It didn't take long before she found his cock, already hard and pulsing for her like a living thing.

“Why don't you forget about her?” Shila growled dreamily, her voice heavy with desire. “Higher,” she whispered after a brief pause, the word barely more than a breath. She squeezed his cock firmly through the fabric of his shorts and then skillfully opened the zipper, her fingers moving with the experience of a woman who knows what she wants.

His hands glided over her goosebumps, lightly tickling Shila's thighs as they headed straight for their target. One hand pushed aside the blue fabric covering her throbbing pussy while the other slipped inside. The first contact with her wet heat almost made him moan. Shila's back arched like a cat and she let out a guttural moan that came from deep in her throat. His thumb quickly found her clit and began stroking side to side, just the way she loved it—gentle but firm. It took only seconds before her juices were running down his three fingers, slowly sliding in and out of her slick depths, his fingers twisting and gliding against her G-spot.

Her hand went wild on his cock, her movements desperate and greedy. She always managed to fish him out of his shorts, no matter where they were or how stiff he'd gotten. Today was no exception. The forming precum made his tip slippery and slick, and her hand took full advantage. Her thumb and fingers worked the heavy ridge between quick strokes down the thick, veined shaft, each touch sending lightning bolts of pleasure through his body.

“What... what are we doing...” she gasped heavily between rising sounds of pleasure, her voice breaking with arousal.

“What are we doing today?” he managed to say as his body trembled. Shila's movements on his cock sent jolts of pleasure through him, and he could hardly wait to be buried deep in her exquisite pussy again. On the other hand... maybe he could wait. The anticipation was almost as sweet as the fulfillment.

“Whaaaaat?” she pressed out with a moan, the word stretched and desperate. Her pussy began to clench around his hand, the muscles twitching and pulsing, and it wouldn't be long before her honey would cascade from her slit. He brought her to the edge, felt her body tense, and stopped. She moaned her disapproval, a sound of frustration and desire, her eyes still fixed on his, begging for the release she needed.

“It's not even 10 in the morning, and look at you,” he said teasingly, his voice rough with suppressed desire. His fingers went to her mouth, and her long tongue snaked out to lick them, slippery with her pussy juice. The salty, musky taste of her own lust made her eyes roll back. She moaned as she sucked his fingers into her mouth like tiny twin cocks, her hand still jerking him off with skillful, circular movements while her eyes burned into his again. He bit his lower lip and suppressed a moan that rose deep from his chest.

“What did you have in mind then?” she asked hoarsely, her voice scratchy with desire.

“Let's go shopping,” Elias said, an evil grin splitting his lips like a crack in a mask. The look was mirrored on her face, and the lust in her eyes deepened, tempered by a hint of devilry that made her pupils dance.

“What's the occasion?” she asked, pulling his slick fingers from her mouth with a soft pop and slowing her strokes on his cock to an agonizingly slow pace that nearly drove him insane.

“Slave and her little slutty cousin are coming to town—they should be welcomed, don't you think?” he asked, guiding his slick fingers back to Shila's knee, where he traced small, circular patterns on her heated skin.

“What should I not wear?” she asked as the devilish succubus behind her sparkling eyes came to life. She bit her lower lip as she smiled, and for a moment Elias swore her canines sharpened, as if she were a predator scenting prey. A smile flitted across his lips as his thoughts delighted in taking this ravishing creature out and fucking her senseless at the mall again. His body shuddered at the thought of how she would ride his cock so agonizingly slowly, matching the torturously lustful touches she lavished on his stiff cock. He leaned back and savored the sensation, noticing how his hand moved as if on its own, sliding from her half-clothed, ever-ready, hot, dripping slit to the side of her hip, triggering an orgasmic tingle that pulsed through her nerves.

“For starters,” he said with half-lidded eyes, his voice a dark promise, “this,” he continued as his fingers wrapped around the thin strings of her bikini bottoms. One side, then the other loosened with a gentle tug, and the tiny piece of fabric now rested on its own against her enticing pussy, barely more than a breath of cloth between him and her wet center. His fingers teased over her shaved mound and twisted the fabric around her, making Shila growl with lust like a wild animal. Her eyes darkened to near-black abysses as he slowly pulled the material over her pussy and let it drag heavily but teasingly over her swollen clit as he slid the bikini bottom out from under her. Her breath came in rough, irregular gasps and her muscles trembled like leaves in the wind, her body twitching with suppressed ecstasy.

“What should I wear instead?” she asked, her body trembling, her voice barely more than a whisper.

“Get that wrap skirt of yours, but don't put it on until I say so.” His words were a command—gentle but relentless.

Shila jumped up from the couch and nearly fell flat on her face, her muscles already turned to pudding, soft and pliant with lust. He was on his feet in a flash to catch her, but she regained control and walked shakily to her bedroom, her bare feet padding softly over the cold floor. With the skirt in hand, they headed out the apartment door, Shila's firm tits looking fantastic as her hard nipples strained against the electric blue bikini top, and her bare, glistening slit received the first of many rays of sunshine it would catch that day—a promise of the adventures that lay ahead.

To be continued…


Bonus Content

18 Years Young and Naive: My Sister. Jack's Prey.

In his final year of college, Zay finally decided to leave the campus dorms and live in his own place for the first time. The sterile corridors and constant hum of unfamiliar voices had worn on him—he longed for a place where he could breathe.

He eventually moved into a small rental house near the university with his friend Jack, whom he'd met two years earlier in a seminar and stayed in touch with ever since. The house smelled of old wood and fresh paint, and the windows let in warm light that made the worn floorboards gleam.

Though they differed greatly in temperament and personality, Zay couldn't escape Jack's charisma and self-assurance. Jack moved through rooms like someone who knew every space belonged to him—shoulders relaxed, smile effortless, voice clear and commanding.

A few years older than Zay and with considerably more life experience, Jack had taken him under his wing and helped him navigate the complex world of university social life that Zay struggled to understand. Jack was confident and friendly, always upbeat, and made sure Zay always had somewhere to belong. It was a stroke of luck that Jack's old roommate had moved away for a job, and he'd invited Zay to take over the lease. “You need a place where you can finally be yourself,” Jack had said, touching Zay's shoulder—a gesture Zay could still feel days later.

Living with Jack brought many advantages. Jack had a good job and didn't worry about money—his credit cards flashed between his fingers, and he never batted an eye when bills came. As long as Zay chipped in a little for rent, Jack was satisfied. Jack was generous with his money and kept them stocked with food and alcohol, which he regularly shared with friends.

The fridge was always full of craft beers, the pantry stocked with things Zay could never have afforded on his own. It felt good to play the popular host, even though he knew all the effort and popularity were really thanks to Jack. Jack was entertaining and kept Zay comfortable without pressuring him to be something he wasn't. In Jack's presence, Zay felt almost normal.

However, there were situations where sharing space with Jack was difficult. Jack tended to be domineering—if not a tyrant, then at least a big personality who could drown out smaller voices like Zay's. His presence filled every room, his opinions became truths, his decisions became laws. Zay didn't mind too much; as an introvert, he never sought the spotlight. But it could be exhausting being around him—like a weak satellite orbiting a star that burned too bright.

On top of that, Jack's success with women was impressive, and he frequently brought partners home to spend a night in his bed. Sorority sisters with perfectly styled hair, cheerleaders with toned bodies in tight dresses, studious girls with glasses and surprisingly sensual curves, even some older women who'd returned for certificates and radiated an aura of experience and hunger—they all found their way to the house and ended up in Jack's bed. Zay watched them come in: some giggling and nervous, others confident and provocative, all with that special gleam in their eyes that revealed what they expected.

In those cases, it was inevitable that Zay would overhear their passion—involuntarily listening to a parade of women being driven to screaming orgasms by Jack's extraordinary skills. The walls were thin, and the sounds came through—first quiet conversations, then kisses that deepened, then the rhythmic creaking of the bed, accompanied by moans that rose from tentative to desperate. Zay knew the sequence by heart now: the first surprised gasp when Jack touched them, the rising cries, the names they called out, the way their voices broke when they came.

Zay lay awake, trying not to dwell on the fact that he was still a virgin. The realization burned in his stomach like sour wine. At twenty-two, things still hadn't come together for him. He blamed all sorts of reasons: his focus on studies, his lack of interest in anyone he'd met so far, his lack of attractive qualities.

Whatever the reason, not even proximity to Jack seemed to get him any attention from women—if they noticed him at all, it was usually a polite but brief “hello” before their focus returned to the real man they were there for. Their gazes slid over him like water over glass.

And so Zay lay in bed, feeling his rather inadequate cock harden as he wondered what sensations Jack was experiencing, listening to whichever woman Jack had with him moaning his name. “Jack, oh God, Jack!”—the words came through the wall and hit him like blows. He imagined Jack's hands sliding over naked skin, how his body moved, powerful and confident, how the women trembled and writhed beneath him. Zay pressed his hand against his hardness and hated himself for thinking about Jack instead of the women.

Zay had thought about asking Jack to tone it down, maybe bring fewer women home, but who was he to demand that? The words died in his mouth before he could speak them. Just because Zay wasn't getting any didn't mean Jack should go without. Besides, Jack regularly paid more than his fair share of the bills and kept the fridge stocked with beer.

So Zay decided to tolerate the regular bouts of heated sex on the other side of his wall, maybe even enjoy the experience of hearing it, being so close to a woman in ecstasy, knowing it was the closest he'd ever gotten. “I'm pathetic,” he thought as he touched himself to the sounds of strangers' pleasure.

When Zay's younger sister got accepted to the same university, he joined the family in congratulating her and celebrating her achievement. The news had come by phone, and Nevaeh's voice had trembled with excitement. No one was surprised; she'd been nearly valedictorian and always a strong candidate for their state's best university. She received several scholarships that would make things easier, certainly more manageable than Zay's tuition had been. It was decided, in a rather strange twist of fate, that Nevaeh would visit Zay over the summer to get a feel for the city and campus and figure out where she wanted to live.

It was settled that she'd live in a campus dorm her first year, but knowing the area would help her decide which one. Until then, she'd spend at least the last month of summer break with Zay. The thought of having her here filled him with a mix of anticipation and nerves. Although Zay had landed an internship on campus, he promised to be around as much as possible to help her settle in.

Zay hadn't seen Nevaeh since last summer, having missed going home for Christmas. He spent the weeks before her arrival worrying—would she find him changed? Would she notice how different he was from the boy who'd left home? She was more than four years younger than him, turning eighteen in June, and in his opinion, she'd always been a remarkable girl. She was sweet and kind by nature, with a gentle disposition and a shy, reserved manner. Her voice had always been quiet, her movements careful, as if she were afraid of taking up too much space.

She was devoted to her studies, especially art, which she planned to major in at college. Her drawings had impressed Zay since she was a child—the way she captured light and shadow, how her charcoal strokes could breathe life into blank paper. Privately, Zay felt her dedication to learning had more to do with her need for recognition from parents and teachers than any genuine passion for the subjects. She always strived to be first, to earn the admiration of authority figures, sometimes at the expense of her peers. This, combined with her shy, introverted nature, had kept her from making more than a handful of friends at school, and she'd never been on a date. Zay sometimes wondered if she even had any interest in such things.

When Zay asked Jack if it was okay for his sister to stay with them for a month, Jack had been surprisingly willing. His eyes had lit up, and Zay had felt a strange sensation in his stomach that he couldn't name. Even after Zay suggested postponing big parties and putting his sex life on hold to avoid making Nevaeh uncomfortable, Jack had only laughed. “No problem, bro,” he'd said, patting Zay's back. “I can just as easily get laid at other houses. It'll be interesting to meet your little sister.”

After that, Zay dropped the subject and spent time preparing the house for Nevaeh's visit. He washed the sheets, cleaned his room, hid the few porn magazines he owned. He wanted her to have a good experience, to be impressed by the city and the university and his easy familiarity with everything. Zay admitted he was driven by the desire to impress Nevaeh himself, to show her he was competent and normal and not the awkward, nerdy kid who'd left home for college three years ago.

When Zay picked Nevaeh up from the airport, he was struck by how much she'd matured since his last visit. She stood at the gate, small and petite, a backpack slung over her shoulder, scanning the crowd with wide eyes. Many of the childlike features she'd carried through her teenage years had subtly shifted, giving way to a more mature look.

Her cheekbones had become more defined, her lips fuller, her posture straighter. She was still a small, slight girl, thin and barely over five feet tall, but there was something different—a budding femininity that surprised Zay.

Her dark braids were longer than when he'd last seen her, pulled back into neat cornrows that fell down her back. Small baby hairs were smoothed against her forehead. She wore a white crop top and tight jeans that showed off her slender legs. Her face had begun to lose the soft, babyish roundness of her youth, showing hints of the woman she was becoming. When she saw him, her face brightened, and she waved shyly. Her personality, however, had changed little.

She was a bit shy at first but quickly overcame the lingering awkwardness of such a long separation and told Zay all about her final art project, her summer break, and the courses she was most looking forward to. Her voice was melodic and soft, and she gestured with her slender hands as she spoke. It was nice to spend time with her and listen to her chatter about the plans and goals that excited her. Zay shared a bit of his own experience at college, though she didn't understand much about the tech courses he'd taken or the projects he was working on. She listened politely but stared out the window, enchanted by the tall buildings and busy streets she wasn't used to.

Zay told her a bit about what he thought they could do during her visit, as long as she was okay with him working four days a week, and suggested she look online for events or activities that might interest her. He mentioned Jack and explained that she probably wouldn't see much of his roommate, since Jack would likely spend a lot of time out. “He's... different from me,” Zay said, searching for the right words. “Very social. But he's a good friend.”

At home, she met Jack for the first time in the kitchen, where he was prepping his lunches for the week. Tupperware containers stood neatly lined up on the counter, filled with perfectly portioned meals. Jack wiped his hands on a towel, and Zay noticed how his muscles moved beneath his T-shirt. He shook Nevaeh's hand and gave her a friendly smile as Zay introduced them. “So you're the famous little sister,” Jack said, his voice warm and inviting. “Zay's told me a lot about you.”

Jack welcomed her to his home, assured her she'd be well taken care of during her visit, and insisted on making them something to eat. His hands moved skillfully as he made sandwiches, and Zay noticed how Nevaeh watched him. She was predictably shy around Jack, as she always was when meeting new people, but her eyes followed his movements. Zay suspected Jack's extroverted energy would probably intimidate Nevaeh, at least at first, and hoped she hadn't gotten too negative a first impression.

Zay went out with her again that afternoon to walk around campus, and Jack went to visit a “friend,” as he called it. Zay knew this code by now—Jack wouldn't be back until the next morning. When they got home for dinner, Jack was still gone, so they watched a movie and went to bed. Zay had arranged to sleep on a mat in the living room and given his room to Nevaeh for her privacy. He heard her getting ready in the bathroom, the water running, her quiet footsteps on the floor.

The next morning, Jack was back, and Zay woke to find him making waffles for Nevaeh. The scent of vanilla and butter filled the kitchen, and Jack was whistling softly to himself. He wore only boxers and a tank top, his hair tousled from sleep, and Zay briefly wondered who the lucky girl had been. Nevaeh sat at the kitchen table explaining the project she'd done to finish her senior art class. She wore a pink pajama set that made her dark skin glow, and her hair was pulled up in a loose bun.

Jack, who knew little more about art than Zay did, listened with a calm, engaging attentiveness that Zay knew Nevaeh would appreciate. His eyes stayed on her face, and he asked thoughtful questions about her technique and inspiration. Jack was good at making people feel comfortable around him. Even shy Nevaeh was happy to find someone interested in her artwork. She blossomed under his attention, her cheeks flushing, her voice growing more animated.

It seemed Zay's worries that Nevaeh might find Jack's personality off-putting had been unfounded, and he was somewhat surprised to see her interacting so readily with Jack so soon after their first meeting. Zay joined them for breakfast, glad that Jack was behaving and wasn't his usual over-the-top self.

Instead, he was charming and attentive, asking Nevaeh more questions about her courses and seeming genuinely interested in her study plans and what she was most excited to learn. “Art is such an important field,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “The world needs more people like you who create beauty.”

After breakfast, Jack washed the dishes while Nevaeh and Zay got ready to head out again. Zay noticed how Jack's back muscles moved as he leaned over the sink and wondered if Nevaeh noticed too. As they left to explore the city, Jack smiled and said goodbye, more to her than to Zay. “Have fun out there,” he said, winking at Nevaeh. “And take care of my roommate—he's precious.”

It was a gorgeous summer afternoon—cloudless skies and bright sunshine—as they wandered aimlessly through the streets. The air was warm and dry, filled with the scent of blooming trees and the distant aroma of barbecue smoke. Zay led Nevaeh to some of the main tourist attractions, and they ate lunch in a park overlooking the river. The water sparkled in the sunlight, and ducks swam lazily among the water lilies. She was in exceptionally good spirits, snapping photos of everything that caught her eye and asking Zay about his experience living there.

Honestly, he'd spent more time on campus and at home than out in the city, but that didn't seem to bother her. They were both homebodies at heart, and Zay knew she'd adapt to university life just as he had, if not better. “It's so beautiful here,” she said, leaning back on the park bench. “I can't wait to live here. And Jack seems really nice.” Zay nodded, ignoring the strange twinge in his chest at the mention of Jack's name.
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read more… 

Taken by My Black Stepbrother 

Mira knows she should avoid Lamar. But his gaze cuts right through her, his touches ignite a fire she can’t put out. Her attractive stepbrother is forbidden—and yet everything she wants. What starts as a harmless game becomes a sensual power struggle where desire drowns out all reason.

read more… 

A New Master of the House 

When Björn returns to a seemingly normal home after a grueling summer, he has no idea how much his life is about to change. Between his stepmother, stepsister, and the boss’s twin daughters, a dangerous game of power, lust, and submission unfolds—and Björn becomes more than just the master of the house. 

read more… 


Breeding Bulls and Hucows 

Two Different Fates 

In the year 2083, there are 84,615 dairy farms worldwide with an average of one hundred ninety-five hucows per farm. This means approximately sixteen and a half million hucows are currently held in captivity. They exist to produce milk and meat products for humanity.

read more… 

Breeding Bulls and Hucows 2 

What to Expect from Life 

Bjorn has settled in well on Thomas Soll’s farm, and the two have become a good team. While the farm owner handles the administrative side, the breeding bull keeps doing what he does best. But their farm life is turned upside down when Thomas Soll’s past catches up with him. 

read more… 

Breeding Bulls and Hucows 3 

The Pull of Temptation 

Times of great upheaval are approaching. Jack suddenly finds himself the owner of Thomas Soll and receives a visit from the government. A representative named Wandel Eggen tries to pressure him, and a woman named Cate Cray is assigned to keep watch over him. What will become of the farm, and how will Bjorn cope? 

read more… 


Breeding Bulls and Hucows 4 

Program for Temporary Hucows 

Alice, a young woman with a striking hourglass figure, ends up in a cruel program that turns women into temporary “Hucows” after a failed escape attempt. In an institution where they’re treated like livestock, she faces a reality of brutal procedures, forced rituals, and the dehumanization of her body—reduced to nothing more than milk and breeding. 

read more… 

Breeding Bulls and Hucows 5 

What She Always Wanted 

Lena can’t wait for the day her dream comes true: being selected as a Hucow in the lottery. While other girls are terrified, she yearns for her role as a milk and breeding resource. But when fate has other plans, her worldview begins to crumble—a normal life is out of the question for her. 

read more… 

Japanese Temptations: A Housewife Gone Astray 

“Japanese Temptations” takes you into the seductive world of Raku, a housewife who sets out on a sensual journey of self-discovery and forbidden passions. At 17,786 words, this book offers an intense and captivating read that explores the boundaries of housewife erotica and desire. 

read more… 


My Hot Succubus Stepsister: First She Devours Him—Then She Drains Him 

When fantasy and temptation collide, everyday family life becomes an erotic game without rules. With “My Hot Succubus Stepsister,” Elisabeth Sylt creates a sizzling intimate drama full of simmering desire, forbidden glances, and a seductive dynamic that pushes every boundary. What begins innocently when two families merge unfolds into a dark, lust-driven spiral of dominance, control—and uninhibited surrender.

read more… 

Seduced by an Older Woman: Mature Passion, Young Desire 

Jan, a young campaign manager, is trapped in routine and political obligations—until he meets Ally: a confident ASMR artist who awakens his deepest fantasies with her sensual voice and hypnotic eyes. Between them, a game of seduction unfolds that shatters every taboo.

read more… 

Sinful Secretary: Submission in the Office 

The story centers on the relationship between a secretary and her supervisor. What begins with subtle glances and unmistakable hints quickly develops into an intense game of seduction and submission. The boundaries between professional and personal blur as the protagonist embarks on the thrilling journey of rediscovering her own desires and limits. 

read more… 


Final Words 


Thank you for reading my little novel all the way to the end. I write new novels for you as often as I can. I hope you enjoyed the story.

Thank you again for reading this book. Since the book market is so competitive, I’d really appreciate it if you’d leave a positive review.

Yours, Elisabeth Sylt

About the Author

[image: ]

Elisabeth Sylt is a single mother of two boys living in Berlin, Germany. She writes erotic novels as a hobby. Professionally, she works as a pharmaceutical sales representative.
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