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Their Lost Bimbo

Taming the Wild One


Chapter 1

The Bimbo Mountain

Ilooked up at the sun and was almost blinded by its light. The watch was pointing a temperature of over 100 oF, which was the hottest I had ever experienced in my life. My whole body was sweating and soaking my clothes. Gladly, I brought enough with me to last a whole week.

“Hot day, eh Kim?” Carl, who was only a couple of feet behind me, said.

“Really hot day, eh sweetheart?” Another, his friend, who was called Koen, said in unison. That nickname – Kim – really pissed me off. My name was KIMORA, goddamit, and I was leading that expedition. I didn't want to be called by a nickname by the people that were below me. Who the fuck did those Canadians think they were?

“My name is not Kim!” I said, each word expressing how much anger I was feeling at that moment. The two of them even stopped in their tracks a bit before continuing to follow me. I looked behind to find the two jock-type men sporting wide predatory smiles on their faces. If only I didn’t need them…

"We know your name, sugar. We just like calling you using the easiest and catchiest nickname, that's all", Koen said before jumping a small gap. He almost fell to the ground after doing that, and I didn't refrain from giggling. He looked a bit annoyed at me after getting on his two feet and brushing off the dust from his pants. Carl had offered his hands, but the stubborn man refused it.

Moments after, I almost tripped on a loose rock. Carl and Koen both didn’t refrain from having the laugh of their lives. How long will I have to endure this shit?

Both Carl and Koen had decided to keep me their leader for one sole reason. They had their eyes not locked on the path ahead, but on my ass. Every time I looked back to see how they were doing or to have a laugh at them, I would catch their naughty eyes looking at my ass. Then, they would move quickly to the sides before locking with my breasts. It wasn’t a situation I could win.

When I called them to work on my expedition, little did I know what they would be like. They looked like proper professionals before coming to the mountains of Chile. Problem was, I could not ditch them at that moment; they were the only people willing to come with me to the region.

The name of the area we were in? The Bimbo Mountains. Yup, anybody who I talked with from the USA about that place laughed at me. Of course, the people from Chile had no idea what Bimbo meant in English. They were oblivious as to why I had to hold a laugh every time I had to ask about the mountain. Either way, my thesis was very important to let the opportunity slip by.

“Do you think we will find something here, Kim?” Carl asked while looking at the horizon. We were hiking the mountain and the path we were taking was far from safe, so I was holding tight to a tree branch that was coming out from a crack in the rock wall.

I eyed him up from top to bottom, analyzing the annoying man from what he physically was. He was tall, and maybe even a bit taller than Koen, had bald/skin fade haircut and incredibly blue eyes. Meanwhile, Koen was the chocolate kind of a man with very big and generous lips. They could both melt my heart if they weren’t so annoying and willing to piss me off. Also, they needed respect for their superiors, and stop calling me ‘Kim’.

I looked at Carl and responded, “We have to. We came all this way here to find that lost tribe. It would the best finding of the twenty-first century. Failure is not an option, and the data I have collected suggests that those people do exist.”

Both Cark and Koen looked at each other just as I spit those words out; they seemed as if they could barely believe themselves about my determination to find what I wanted. Little did they know that being determined and objective-driven was what made me capable of getting the data in the first place.

Back in college, I had this nerd friend that worked in the Geography department. He was not my type at all, but I didn’t refrain from teasing and seducing him to get the maps of the Bimbo Mountain he had. The poor young man could barely contain himself after I opened up my cleavage a bit. I could not even feel bad about it because I knew that in that world, people needed to do their best to get something out of it. The nerd from the Geography department, who I could not even remember the name of, never saw me coming.

We eventually reached an area with a clear view of a large and dense forest below us. To get there, we would have to hike down the mountain. I looked at my subordinates just as they showed up beside me.

“We will have to get there.”

Carl and Koen looked at each other again, which was a rare occurrence as their eyes were mostly watching my curves, before nodding in agreement. Their job was to keep me protected so that they could receive the fat paychecks I had.

And they would do that to perfection.


Chapter 2

The Bimbo Village

Ihad grabbed my long and thick military-style knife to cut open paths through the bushes and branches of the tropical vegetation that was the Bimbo Forest. Just like the region itself, the name of the forest had a funny connotation that the locals were oblivious to. I even asked them what it meant, but they all dodged the question by accusing a lack of knowledge. It was an explanation I could accept because information about the area was really scarce.

“This area is really dangerous, Kim. We should be more careful. Hurrying things out might get us in trouble”, Carl advised while, again, looking and admiring my generous buttcheeks. I rolled my eyes at the ‘Kim’ and his constant stare at my intimate body part, thus also helping make me ignore his comment completely. As far as I knew, that guy’s role was to keep me safe, not to tell me how to do my job.

I kept rushing ahead, cutting and breaking branches, sometimes using the military-style knife or my own bare hands. The two guys looked stupefied at my increased effort to go ahead and get to my objective. They probably never dealt with an objective-driven woman like me.

Out of nowhere, when I was about to reach a clearing before a river, I felt something sting against my neck. I quickly brushed it off using my own hand. I looked back, annoyance across my face, at the guys that were supposed to protect me instead of being annoying brats. They were just a couple of feet away, but with quizzical looks across their faces. Were they not the ones who poked my neck to have another laugh at me?

“Why the fuck did one of you poke my neck?! Who was it?! Tell me!!”

The two of them looked at each other once again before looking back at me. “But… We didn’t do anything”, Koen said before approaching me. His right foot crushed something that was on the floor.

“Oh, what is this?” He asked after grabbing an arrow-shaped item. It was oozing a green-ish substance that had a smell I could not quite place.

Seconds after, I felt the world around me turning upside down. My legs were giving up on me, and before my eyes closed shut and everything was dark, I heard shouts and screams. Koen was running toward me with his arms stretched forward to catch me. Carl had raised his gun and was aiming at somewhere in the forest. I saw the bushes and trees moving before the world turned black.

✽ ✽ ✽

I slowly opened my eyes to find myself trapped inside the cellar of what looked like a shed. It was very primitive-looking and made out of tree trunks with some leaves to offer some additional protection. Carl and Koen were beside me, and they were sleeping like dogs. Koen, especially, was snoring a lot. Still, seeing them sleeping like that made me realize they weren't so bad. They were both well-built and could make me feel safe if they didn't have completely immature minds.

From where I was, I could see more of the place I was in. It looked like an indigenous village, except that it was nothing like any I had seen in my life. I put my palms to my forehead when I realized that I had probably found the long lost civilization I had been looking for… or rather, IT found me. It didn't matter to me who did what because I was finally where I had been looking for during the last couple of years.

As I looked outside at the people that were walking about and minding their own business, I noticed some of the women, especially the older ones, practicing some curious and funny acts. Whenever a man was around – and there weren’t many of them – they would drop on their knees and worship them. The men would sport huge smiles across their faces before petting the women on the head as if they were mere objects.

I shook my head in disbelief whenever those women treated the men from the village as if they were Gods. Being the feminist I was, I believed in women self-reliability and our power to control our future. I could not dare to get on my knees for any man, especially the ones that treated us like objects. What those women were doing – whatever it was – needed to be changed.

The men I dated were always the strong type, even though a lot of people imagined I liked going for the weaker ones. What I enjoyed doing the most, other than going after my career success, was breaking each and every one of the men who believed they could conquer me. They never saw me coming when I employed my plan to make them believe – often causing deep problems in their daily lives – that they could conquer me. They were so used to women dropping to their feet that they never imagined I was the kind of woman I was.

The people from the village wore pretty much nothing. Even their intimate parts were unprotected from the environment. The men’s penises were hanging low and swinging from one side to the other while they walked about. The women’s breasts, which were much smaller than my implanted ones, were hanging loose in front of them.

I had gotten those implants because they helped me get what I needed. More often than not, I had to deal with men. Those men could be easily seduced whenever they saw my big and plump breasts. The extra cleavage was more of an accessory kind of thing than the main course. Of course, they still helped a lot.

One good example of that was when I had to get Carl and Koen to come with me. The jock-type young men were reluctant to come because they heard that Bimbo Mountain and Bimbo Forest had bad reputations. People often disappeared in those regions, and after finding that tribe, it was no wonder why that was happening.

Carl started to wake up behind me. He was clutching his stomach and grinding his teeth. I turned around to find Koen also waking up.

“Good morning, guys.”

“Good morning, Kim”, Carl said while he approached me. This time, given the situation we were in, I refrained from making any harsh comments on the ‘Kim’ thing. Koen was also in a lot of pain as he approached me with a bent back.

“What is going on here?” He asked.

There were a woman and a man in front of the shed. From behind the wooden cell we were in, we could see everything they were doing. They were close enough to be heard. The woman was speaking in a language I could not understand, and her words were much different from the man's. While he spoke graciously, the woman was spitting the words out. I had the impression she could not quite form phrases easily. It was as if she was much dumber than her counterpart.

After they were done with their discussion, he enveloped the woman with his right arm and took her somewhere I could not see. Another couple showed up in front of the shed, and they did the same thing as the other. Then another, and another couple came. The common occurrence among all of them was that the woman always seemed dumber than the man. Is this the Bimbo Village? I didn’t know, but either way, I decided to call it so.

“Seems that all the women here act… a bit weird”, Koen said while he sat on the floor. A group of men, all with lances in their hands, showed up in front of the shed. They started to mutter something none of us could understand.

Then, they cut off the piece of rope that was locking us inside the cell. A couple of them came inside after the guys and I stepped toward the other side of the shed. More came inside in order to take the guys always from them.

They tried to fight but were quickly knocked out by the blunt side of the lances.

“Koen! Carl!” I screamed while they disappeared into the distance. A couple of the indigenous men stood up in front of me before a woman showed up between them. She was not like the others, and she seemed not to be originally from there. When she spoke, I could understand her words.

“Take the woman to my house”, she said before heading out. The men grabbed me by the arms and carried me out of the shed. I tried to fight, but their bodies, which were built like fortresses, didn’t even flinch against my punches.


Chapter 3

Transformation

The guards threw me into what seemed to be the old woman’s house – or rather, a shed. She quickly closed the door and grabbed a knife before pointing it at me. When I got on my two feet, I could nothing but to obey her commands.

She gestured for me to get inside another cell. I was stupefied to find that an old woman, who could speak English and was probably in her late nineties, had a cell inside her house. She quickly locked me inside there using a key. The cell, this time, was made of pure metal.

“What are going to do with me?! I know that you can speak English.”

“Me? Nothing. It’s the men who will do all the job. I’m just supposed to… ease you in”, she responded before opening up a grotesque grin across her face. It seemed as if her whole face was about to peel off from her flesh.

“And who are you?! Why do you look so different from them and can speak English?!”

“Why should I tell you that? Your job here will be to serve them, not to ask questions. You have no idea how all of your concerns will mean nothing in the future”, she answered before closing the door of the room I was in.

Her shed, which indeed looked more like a house from the inside, was a lot more sophisticated than the other shed. My current concern, more than leaving that place in one piece and finding Carl and Koen, was finding about that tribe and village.

Who were they? Why were they so isolated that nobody ever found them out before? Why was that woman there and working for them? More and more similar questions started to pop up in my mind. I wanted to grab my notebook and take notes, but I had neither of these with me. My backpack had been taken away.

Meanwhile, it was about to get dark outside. I had not eaten anything for the whole day. Since they had not killed me yet, I wondered what they wanted from me. The smell of food that was coming from the shed’s improvised kitchen was not a good one. My stomach was turning upside down while I imagined what kind of dinner the old woman was preparing for me.

✽ ✽ ✽

The old lady, which I still didn’t know the name of, opened the door. She was holding a plate full of vegetables… and the head of a púdu. I gulped in disgust when she put the plate through the cell bars for me to eat. I looked down before squinting my eyes shut.

“Don’t like the food I made? Fine, you can not eat. However, that means you won’t be able to find much about us. Isn’t that why you came here in the first place?”

Shit! She knew why I was there.

“Fine, I will eat”, I said before sitting with my legs crossed on the hard rock ground.

“Not now. I have something to show you”, the old woman said before showing me a set of photos. There was a rope in front of the cell, and she used some clothespin to put them in front of me. The photos were all black and white. I had to squint my eyes in order to see them better.

They were showing scenes of the village. In all of them, the women were in positions of submission. They had to serve the men and always obey them. Even the youngest ones were in higher positions them the women. Not only that, but they all had dumb faces. Their actions suggested they knew what they were doing, and also that they understood that that was their fate.

They had to worship the men because they were superior.

That sort of thought was beginning to get through my thick skull. I shook my head in an attempt to forget what the photos had shown me. However, the grotesque images quickly appeared in my mind again.

Before I could think of another strategy to forget those photos, the old woman asked, “Why do you fight against the inevitable?”

“It’s not inevitable! This is all WRONG! The women should not be inferior to the men!”

“But… THEY ARE. The women here are much happier because they’ve accepted their natural positions in the power struggle.”

“That’s not right! We, from the civilized world, have managed to change that!”

"Yes, you have, but at what cost? Suicide among women is at an all-time high. The young ones, and especially this group, is killing itself at an increasing rate every day. Not only that, but more and more men are killing the women."

I opened my mouth in order to rebuke her, but quickly closed it back when I realized I had no arguments. She was… right.

She giggled and headed out through the doorway. I looked down at my feet, not really knowing what to do. With only a few words, that old woman managed to break and destroy what I had believed in my whole life.

The photos were still pinned to the rope in front of the cell.  I grabbed the plate and started to eat the food while looking at them. Instead of fighting to get what they showed me, I tried to understand more of why those women were acting like that.

The food tasted delicious now. I was so wrong to think the old woman was trying to poison me.

✽ ✽ ✽

A couple of days had passed since my first night in the Bimbo Village. I still didn't know the old woman's name, but I felt I was becoming more and more her friend. Even her attitude toward me changed to a friendlier one. I began to share with her secrets about my life.

I noticed that my thoughts weren’t quite as quick and sharp as before. Actions and events were taking longer to be registered. I felt slower as time passed and more willing to obey the old woman.

Sometimes, even some men showed up to greet me. I could do nothing but to open a silly and wide smile for them. They all sported huge shafts, and those were like the most precious things on Earth for me. I wanted to get out of my jail and worship them. I could not even dare to think I was on their level. No… the men from the village were my masters. I was supposed to obey them.

The old woman even brought me a TV and DVD for me to watch. The content was about the same from the photos. I could not have enough of the women submitting themselves to the men, becoming their objects and doing everything they wanted. Their silly faces became something I strove to imitate. As time passed, I was able to perform the same facial expression to perfection. The old woman was so happy when she saw me doing that for the first time. And I was happy with myself as well.

✽ ✽ ✽

Years had already gone by since my first day in the village. I only knew about that because the old woman told me about the days when she put her chair in front of the cell to talk to me. She was such a kind one as well; always being there to take my piss and shit away. She never once complained.

I knew more about her than my former friends. Actually, I could barely remember their faces now. They were all foggy in my mind now. Carl and Koen… who were they?

Just when I was trying to remember what they were like, and finding out that the only thing my mind had retained was the fact I hated how they called me – Kim –, the old woman opened the door of the room. Two guards from the village stepped in. They were sporting nice sligh closed-lipped smiles that melted my heart. I felt my vagina orgasming while my eyes locked with their huge hanging cocks and scrotums.

The old woman said something for them, then she opened the cell. The two guards stepped in instantly and grabbed me by my arms. I tried to reach down toward their hanging cocks to stroke them, but my arms were too short and weak for that.

I was finally able to better see what the village was like. Indeed, it was as small as I had once suspected, back when I still cared about finding about that place and its people. Now, the only thing I cared about was being those men’s plaything. If those Gods were kind, they would allow me to submit.

We crossed the whole village while the guards carried me; I didn’t have enough strength in my legs to stand up on my own two feet by myself. I was enjoying those guards’ strong arms up until we stepped into a shed that was much larger than all the others.

There was an intense smell of incense all throughout the place. Before me, sitting on two fancy and large chairs, were the ones I was trying to remember a minute ago. Carl and Koen were as naked as when they were born, and also drinking something that seemed delicious for them.

They froze and widened their eyes when they saw me coming. The guards left me spread on the ground before bowing and heading out. Carl and Koen put aside their drinks and looked intently at me.

“Didn’t really think she was still here”, Koen said to Carl.

“Neither did I, but do you know what this means?”

“Yes, I think I do”, Koen replied. His cock, which was more like a native anaconda, started to get hard. It was resting across his thick and hairy thigh. It was easily much thicker and longer than Carl’s, who was more my type. I could only drool in desire and pleasure. Those guys were so hot, and I didn’t realize that until now…

I dragged myself across the ground to reach the two young and handsome men. Their muscles seemed to glow under the light of the torches. Carl salivated his mouth before he caressed my hair. My pussy was drooling cum on the floor and forming a large puddle.

Carl’s long cock was getting bigger and bigger. Each centimeter that it grew made me more incentivized to grab it with my two tiny hands. He gently gestured with his hands to make me do what I was craving for. I slowly lifted my hands and grabbed his shaft. It was too thick to wrap my small fingers around it. He emitted a moan of pleasure when I squeezed his member.

"Oh, Kim", he said while caressing my hair. I remembered being annoyed by that, but I didn't know why anymore. I could only think of serving and worshiping those men. They were gracious and looked like Gods.

I slowly put his semi-hard cock in my mouth. I was completely willing to do everything they wanted, and had just realized that was my calling. That time I spent in the village served to make me understand what my true place was. I could only obey their commands and not think about what they meant. I wanted their cocks and to be their women until my last day on the planet.

His cock was still semi-hard in my wet mouth while I slurped and gobbled on it. Koen was reaching down with his hand and caressing my butt, massaging it. My pussy was so wet and loose at that time. I was feeling so much lust, so much libido that I could barely control myself. My thoughts were all over the place, and yet, I could only think of bringing pleasure to my masters.

Carl's long monstrosity was now fully erect inside my mouth. I sniffed for a couple of seconds the intense scent of musk that surrounded that man. He was a bit dirty too, like all the other men in the village, but I didn't care. Actually, it only served to make him more handsome.

His protruding veins were pulsating with blood. I was already bobbing up and down on his huge member, unwilling to take it all because I was unsure I could that.

He slowly pushed my head down and murmured, “You can do it, Kim”, while I made no movement to protest. Meanwhile, Koen was now caressing my loose breasts that were as big as those of a pregnant woman.

Carl’s big man tool was now all salivated and wet. His pre-cum had been mixed with my own saliva, making the whole thing much sexier and tastier. I didn’t know I could enjoy being the submissive doll for those Gods that much. The Bimbo Village really opened up my mind!

In a matter of minutes, his cock was throbbing. I felt his whole body tensing while his ballsack shrank to prepare for the inevitable. His cock stiffened before he shot the first rope of his tasty nectar against the inside of my mouth. He made one long groan of pleasure that incentivized me to suck him harder.

“I will take all your tasty seeds!” I announced while the big God tried to catch his breath during the long sessions of cum release. I looked to the side to find Koen’s big anaconda growing harder, and becoming much bigger than his friend’s, while he contemplated the two of us. In the horizon, he knew that his turn was coming. My wet and glistening pussy was shaking in anticipation.

More and more of jism came flowing into my mouth. I had a big appetite, so I didn’t miss one of his seeds. Carl, still trying to catch his breath, was looking down at me with wide eyes and a gaping mouth. I opened up a grin for him to indicate I still had much more to offer them.

I slowly withdrew from his cock when I noticed it becoming softer. I cleaned his instrument up before he grabbed the wooden glass that he was drinking from before I showed up. Koen, in the meantime, was looking at me with a naughty grin that made my breasts tremble in fear. I never had someone as big as him inside me, but I was very excited nonetheless.

"Are going to do me as well, Master Koen?" I meekly asked while staring at his anaconda. It was not fully hard as well and was emitting a sensation of need. I salivated my mouth before I grabbed his cock with my tiny fingers. Koen rested his head on the wooden chair and made a long moan of pleasure just when I did that.

I slowly wrapped my lips around his cock while trying to show just how much I respected him, and also how I was nothing more than his most faithful servant. I felt I was nothing more than their beautiful plaything, which I was very happy to be. I wanted them to keep me as their favorite pet.

His cock was fully hard in my mouth seconds after it was in. Since it was too thick and long, I could not have the whole geometry inside me. Even my lips were stretched out as wide as they could, and my mouth was hurting because of the extra force I was exerting. Koen petted my head and said, "Good bimbo", before taking pity on me by slowly sliding his man tool away from my ravaged lips.

While he stepped to position himself behind me, Carl had grabbed his wooden glass and was drinking whatever substance they had made for him. It looked good, and I even begged for a sip, but he gestured with his hand to shy me away from having a taste. He looked to the side and proceeded to ignore me while Koen got on his knees and lifted my waist up. My hairy vagina was now aimed towards him.

He had a sickening smile across his face that made my whole body shiver in fear. He approached my pussy with his thick and long fingers before starting to play with it. With one finger after the other, he had me completely under his control. I had rolled my eyes, tilted my head backward and was moaning like never before. More and more of his fingers punished my vulva.

It wasn’t just my pussy, though: even my shitter was being castigated. Poor things didn’t even know why they were being so badly treated. Meanwhile, I was feeling so much pleasure that my whole body was feeling as if it could explode at any moment. His other hand was all over my legs and buttcheeks as well, in a clear attempt not to allow me any room for safety.

“I’m coming in…”, he murmured to my right ear. He grabbed me by the waist and slowly touched the head of his big black cock against the opening of my pussy. It slid in with some difficulty, and I groaned long and loud in pleasure when it was fully inside. I felt the ground shaking when the soundwaves reverberated throughout the whole shed.

Then came his first legit thrust. I felt his cock rubbing against the skin of my pussy, wetting and ravaging it even more. It had been so long since the last time I had a man inside me, and it was the first time I was being the submissive object.

Koen had a wide, sickening smile across his face while he pumped me. It was slow as if he was trying to take it easy with me. I slapped his hand a couple of times in a clear attempt to make him increase his pace. He slapped my ass in response and started to rock me harder immediately. I was groaning and moaning like never before.

Before long, I felt his cock throbbing and having convulsions inside my ravaged vagina. The spasms were still frequent when he started to blow his load all inside me. Koen was going to make me pregnant, and I didn’t care one bit. It was all the better if I could add to the Bimbo Village’s population.

His cum came in hard and warm as lava. My poor vagina, castigated for no better reason other being the object of desire by the Gods, was now all sticky and even wetter than before. I felt his seeds rolling down across it and forming a white-ish pool on the ground.

Koen grabbed my waist harder than before to thrust one last time. Then, he slid out slowly while I fell on my back. He straddled on top of me and said, “Clean it, bimbo”, which I gladly obeyed. His man tool was semi-hard, but still very much in a good state for my naughty lips. I sucked and licked his member clean before slightly slapping it. Koen stepped toward the chair and resumed drinking whatever he had in his wooden glass.

I scrambled toward the pool of cum on the floor and started to lick it clean. Meanwhile, Carl and Koen watched my gaping vagina from their chairs. They had a favorable view they enjoyed their drink. I looked up with a wide smile painted across my face when I was done cleaning their mess.


Chapter 4

Resolution

The days passed, and I became more and more devoted to my bimbo nature. It had always been inside me. All those years had only served to fight a struggle that was impossible to defeat. The old woman from the village woke me up. I was so happy to satisfy the Gods of the tribal village alongside the other women.

I quickly became their friend. We didn't have to do much other than to please our Masters. They controlled everything we could do, but they were merciful Gods. We offered our bodies until we could not take anymore. When we were past our fertile age, we were treated well until our passing. Not even one of us ever protested.

Koen and Carl did me many times. I didn’t have a home there, just like all the other bimbos, because I was shared by the whole village. I could not even keep track of their faces while I scrambled from one shed to the other. I quickly became their favorite doll.

I was so happy to be there that I wished to remain in the Bimbo Village forever.


Sharing the Bimbo

The Unrestrained Husbands


Chapter 1

Them

Liam had fiery eyes while he walked sideways, trying to catch me off-guard. My arms were in front of me and my hands were ready for anything he might try to do. Sweat was pouring from his pores and rolling down his face. Everyone in the room was silent; their eyes could not blink for one millisecond.

He lunged forward and I evaded him by jumping to the side. While his body turned to face my new position, I swung my leg across the floor, knocking the man to the floor. His face hit the cushioned surface, which prevented any serious damage from happening. The audience gasped in surprise.

I looked at the rows of people with a wide smile across my face. "Careful!" their eyes told me moments before Liam picked himself up and lunged forward once again, this time knocking me to the floor. His hands pinned my arms on the floor while the rest of his body immobilized my legs.

Much as I tried, I could not move. Liam opened a wide smile that made my blood boil. Goddammit, I can’t lose here! Not like this!

The judge of the match walked toward us, his eyes wide and his mouth as open as the Pacific Ocean. He was about to whistle Liam’s victory when I knocked him sideways, freeing myself from his grasp.

“What the hell?!” He shouted after my move caught him by surprise. The judge ran away after realizing the fight was still not over. I got on my two feet at the same as Liam did.

For the very first time that night, I felt his eyes trembling and twitching. I ran toward him, already expecting him to evade me. When he moved his body sideways, I swung my leg across the floor in the opposite direction from the first time, making him plummet to the cushioned surface again.

When he started to get up, I jumped onto him and pushed his body toward the floor. I immediately grabbed his arms and locked them behind his back. My muscles twitched and tensed under the enormous strength he was exerting to free himself.

The judge walked toward us again, this time finally whistling my victory. Everyone in the audience got up and started clapping, their eyes flashing with joy. I looked toward them and lifted my arms up, making their claps roar louder.

“We have a winner!” The judge announced and everyone went silent. Liam was getting up on his two feet. I approached him and offered my hand, which he took.

“Defeated once again, eh Emma”, he said while looking at me. He could barely keep his eyes open, and I even had to let him rest his body on mine so that he wouldn’t fall to the floor again. I helped to walk him to the middle of the ring so that the audience could clap at our sportsmanship.

“Just like always, Liam. I’m never going to lose to you.”

The judge walked toward us, holding a shiny statuette made of pure gold. "This is your prize, Emma Greenwald."

I grabbed it and held it in front of everyone in the audience. Liam tightened his grip around my arm and kept his smile to the crowd. Even with all the sounds of claps, I could hear some people saying that Liam was a great man for not letting the defeat get to his head.

And Liam was indeed a great man. The ring he had on his left hand impeded me from making any moves. I was a good friend of his wife, so there was no way I could pardon myself if I ever betrayed her with him.

The stub he had on his face, the light grey hair that existed across the sides of his hair, his wide and muscular chest, alongside some very rounded asscheeks - it all made my heart melt just for being close to him once again, even though I never made it obvious.

Still, I was very reluctant to be anything more than his close friend. He was a stubborn man, though, and was always on the lookout to strike gold with me. I usually had to run away and find excuses to free myself from him, in order to keep everything exactly as it was.

“The fight is over, everyone. You can go back to your families and houses”, the judge announced when half of the lights turned off. Liam and I walked toward the dressing rooms.

I ignored the sign that said “Women dressing room” and helped Liam head to his.

“Sorry if I beat you up bad this time, Liam”, I said while helping him to sit down on the bench. He frowned his face and held his stomach after he released his arm from my shoulders.

“No problem. It means that I need to get better if I want to find a place in your heart.”

“Liam, seriously? This again?” I asked while sharing a look of disapproval with him. He proceeded to smile again, almost as if he was oblivious that I was not going to do anything with him.

“I know you want me, Emma, and I know I want you.”

“I don’t know about the first thing you said”, I responded while rubbing my head with the towel.

“I won’t give up, Emma”, he said while I headed out and wiggled my ass for him. I didn’t want to betray his wife and hate myself because that, but why should I not have some fun teasing him? It was not like he would ever do something unless I changed my mind.

“You should, for Ava’s sake”, I said before turning right and disappearing from his field of view. While I headed out, I heard a long sigh from him.

✽ ✽ ✽

I swung my arm against the water, splashing it all over the place while I headed toward the other end of the swimming pool. A man named Mason was splashing the water beside me as well, almost at the same rhythm.

When I looked to the side to see if I was still winning, I noticed his eyes finding mine. I watched him for a couple of seconds before looking ahead again. Before I could that, though, I caught another smile from him.

I reached the other end of the swimming pool and used my legs to propel myself forward the other way. Mason did the same seconds after me, almost putting himself in front for the first time that day.

He didn’t know, however, that I had been training secretly. I found a better and more efficient way to spin my arms against the water, which I decided to employ at that specific moment. Aiming to get a couple more inches between him and me, I caught a look of shock across his face when I disappeared into the water ahead.

After a couple more laps, I finally reached the end of the swimming race. I was gasping for air, but not as much as Mason, who was a man around the same age as Liam’s. They both had grey hair and wrinkles across their faces.

“Seems that age is finally catching up with me,” he said after using the latter to climb out of the swimming pool. I grabbed a towel and handed it for him, which he used to dry the water on his face.

“Or maybe I’m just getting better,” I responded while putting my towel back into the basket.

"Really? I hope you won't get much better so that I don't have to face a humiliating situation."

“That might happen a lot sooner than you expect,” I said while winking at him.

I walked toward the dressing room while Mason followed me from behind. Even without looking back, I knew his eyes were locked on my ass, which I made sure to zigzag for him. I loved putting a show for a man who had no chance with me.

Mason was a well put together firefighter, and I found him a bit attractive, but the problem was that he didn’t have much money, unlike Liam. The latter was the owner of a large business that made soda for the whole country. Mason was also married, but unlike Ava, I was not a friend of Isabella. In fact, we had too many quarrels before.

To be so willing to bend the knee for me, I truly must have been the woman he has been seeking his whole life.

When we got to the dressing room, which was empty, he pinned me against the wall and placed one hand beside me. The aroma of his mouth, which was mere inches from mine, swarmed my lungs. I looked at his brown eyes and was almost caught by his hypnosis.

“I love you, Emma”, he murmured.

I bit my lip and looked down.

“I know, but I don’t think you are the right man for me”, I lied, since he was. He was handsome, much older than I was and single. The only thing he didn’t have – money – was not the sort of thing he had any control over.

"You know I am, babe", he said before going in for a kiss. I put my hands on his chest and pushed him away. He presented no resistance when I did so as if to show that regardless of the situation, he would always be a gentleman.

“I don’t like being forced to do anything, Mason”, I said while taking off my clothes. Mason stood right where he was, with his eyes and mouth wide open. I didn’t want to show my naked body for him in the dressing room, but with nobody around, why not play even more with him?

Mason lifted his hand, clearly trying to get a taste of my generous breasts, but I slapped it away.

“Ouch! That hurt”, he shouted, and I opened another smile for him.

"No uninvited hands here", I said before putting my pants on. I sat on the chair and put my shoes back on again. Even though I was a very feminine woman, I liked wearing shoes and pants most of the time, especially when going out.

As I put my shirt on, hiding my plump breasts from his naughty eyes. He said, “What a shame! I really wanted to get a feel for them. They have been the subject of so many of my dreams!”

“I bet,” I said while heading out and winking. Even against the towel he had around his waist, I could see his hard cock showing through. The silhouette was quite noticeable and made my mouth get wet with saliva. I could go for him, but as it was with Liam, I would not pardon myself because of Isabella. I was a good woman or tried to be, after all, even when the opposition was unpleasant.

When I was about to turn left to leave the dressing room, I noticed Mason stepping forward to follow me. I gave him an air kiss that made the poor man stop in his tracks.

One day, maybe, I will fall for him.


Chapter 2

Grocery Shopping

Looking at the list of items in front of me, I proceeded to turn right in order to reach the next section of the supermarket. I was looking for rice and noodles, which were some of my favorite foods for my very busy lifestyle.

Before I reached that section, I noticed the plaque above me which directed toward the vegetables and food portion of the supermarket. “Oh!” I said to myself after the thought of finally having some quality healthy food piqued my interest.

I turned the shopping cart around again and entered the hallway between two rows that contained the vegetables and fruits. Mangos, bananas, grapefruits – it was all there – and my eyes cherished all the options, especially because it was the beginning of the month and I had money to spare.

I grabbed as many fruits and vegetables as I could, stuffing half of my car with them. The people around me were giving funny looks of disapproval while they passed by. I almost looked back and showed them my tongue in protest, but had to hold myself back because I was a regular customer of that place.

At the end of the hallway, I noticed a new division that I had never seen before. There was a small flag of Chile on top of it, and a plaque that said “New Exotic Fruit from Chile! You won’t regret getting this one!” There was nobody around it, and the men even avoided it like the plague.

The aroma of the fruit, which looked like small soft balls colored green, caught my attention. The softness and texture of the small balls piqued my interest to explore and feel what they were like. When I grabbed one of them in my hand, I felt as if I was in heaven itself.

I closed my eyes and put the small green balls in front of my nostrils. The aroma was like nothing I had smelled before, as if it was a strange combination of different types of fruit from all over the world. Another plaque below the first one told me the name of the fruit.

“Lucumoya”, it read.

After I looked around to see if anybody was paying attention to me, I decided to taste what the fruit was like. Indeed, just like the aroma it had, the taste was different from anything I had savored in my whole life. The smell was as intense as its taste.

The thought of not looking like a crazy woman didn't cross my mind when I began to hoard and stuff my cart with the Lucumoya. The people around the hallway looked at me with more stares of disapproval, which I made sure to ignore. There was no reason to care much about those strangers anymore, after all.

My cart was now completely full and since I didn't want to get another one just for the rice and noodles, I decided to end my shopping spree right at that moment. I headed to the section where I had to pay for the stuff I bought, and there were long lines of people waiting to the same.

Even there I was rewarded with more looks of disapproval. My cart was full of stuff that was and wasn't good for my health. I didn't know why those people cared so much about what I wanted to eat.

I grabbed my phone and started to message Liam and Mason. I was a sucker for attention, and those two were too willing to play my game. When I sent a text message to Liam, he responded right away. Mason had the same reaction, which made me smile.

Suddenly, being at the end of the line and among people I hated didn’t seem that bad anymore. I was going back and forth with Liam and Mason, always making sure to give them a piece of me, but never much more than they needed. I wondered if their wives would ever catch up with what they were doing, but what would be the fun if that ever happened?

I could not play favorites with the two of them while I almost sexted at that moment. I had a very generous cleavage that showed a lot of my breasts, and I made sure to use that to my advantage when talking with them.

Even the guy that was going to process my request at the beginning of the line had his eyes on me. He was rushing to deal with the other customers while he took constant breaks to stare at my cleavage. I made sure to look at him and wink. With the way his hands were shaking, I knew he would even give me a discount!

Finally, it was time to have a long and rewarding conversation with Mike.

“Mike, huh?” I said sensually while making sure to stare at his crotch and wink at him. His eyes could barely look at mine. He was looking at my breasts and legs. I was wearing a very tight, short skirt that highlighted most of my legs. I knew it would eventually come in handy during the supermarket shopping adventure.

“Yes, that’s me!”, he energetically muttered. I opened another smile for him, which got the attention from his eyes.

"Could you give me a discount?" I asked while lowering my cleavage. His gaze lowered toward my breasts. There was saliva coming from his mouth. Instinctively, I knew he was having a pre-cum orgy down in his underwear.

“Yes! How much would like?” He asked, each word being too hard for him to speak. His mouth and tongue could barely perform the necessary movements to talk to me properly.

I was a good woman, so I didn’t want to ask too much of him.

“How about 40%?”

“40%?!!” He asked, shock crossing his face.

I was not about to leave that place without that discount, so I lowered my cleavage even more. My nipples were almost exposed to the delight of his eyes. More saliva dripped from his mouth. The poor young man was even holding his bulge and trying to hide it from the cameras.

“Yes, please?” I said while curving my lips down and lowering my eyebrows.

“Of course, my lady! Whatever you wish!” he said before typing the discount. I swiped my card and headed toward the exist.

“My lady?” He asked while I was leaving. I looked back and raised my eyebrows. The poor man remained silent. I winked before walking through the automatic doors with my hands full of plastic bags. As a reward, I wiggled my ass for him as well.


Chapter 3

Tasting the Fruit

Iopened the door and walked into the living room of my apartment. Everything was silent inside, except for the sound of the noisy air conditioner. I slowly walked toward the kitchen, which was located next to the living room, turned on the light and put the bags full of food on the table.

“Fuck, if only I had a man who could carry all these things for me,” I complained while moving my shoulders up and down, trying to stretch their muscles.

My mind thought back about how I could fix that by letting either Liam or Mason marry me, but then again, I could never forgive myself. Knowing that I was doing the right thing was more important than my own selfish feelings.

I put my phone on the table and sat down to get some rest. When the phone connected to the Wi-Fi signal, the messages from Liam and Mason popped up on the screen. There were over two hundred of them, and there was no way I was going to read all of those.

I read their last messages and sent the same reply about being tired. At the same instant, they responded by saying they were worried about me. They knew I had gone grocery shopping because of the pictures I sent them, and they even offered their help for the next time I went to the supermarket, but I had to politely decline their offer, as usual.

I turned off the phone and closed my eyes before resting my head on the chair’s back support. The minutes passed by until I eventually realized that tomorrow I would have to work. It was late evening on a Sunday, and the next day meant I would have to deal with a nasty customer of mine. He also had his eyes on me, but the problem was that he was an 80-year-old man, bald, skinny and not very pleasant to deal with. He would always raise his voice whenever I could not give him what he wanted.

I got up from the chair and grabbed the bags to store them in the fridge. The cold air of the equipment rushed around my body, sending shivers down my spine. I kept the door of the fridge open while I stored more of the food in it. I was thinking about savoring some of the vegetables I bought, but then I remembered I had better plans for that night.

After I stored all the food on the fridge, I grabbed the plastic bag that was full of Lucumoya. The supermarket lacked a proper explanation regarding the origin of that fruit, which piqued my interest to go researching on the internet. I sat on the couch in the living room and decided to find more about the thing I was about to devour.

Pages regarding its origin were scarce. Even the main encyclopedia websites didn’t have much information on Lucumoya. Apparently, as one page said, the fruit was recently found after the expedition of a group discovered a place called the “Bimbo Village.”

The name of the location stole some chuckles from me.

I had some of the fruit in my left hand, while I teased myself to eat it. The page also said something about the fruit not being good for men, which is why they avoid it. Thinking back about the reaction from the guys in the supermarket, that explanation made sense to me.

After reading that last piece of information, I was satisfied, so I put one of the green balls in my mouth. The texture of thing seemed to melt between my lips while I rolled it from one side to the other. The smell got intenser as well, and I could barely feel anything other than it.

I finally swallowed the fruit, and when it reached the base of my stomach, I felt something happening within my body. I could not quite place what was happening, but the epitome was within my brain. I felt funny as if the whole world was nothing more than a joke.

I swallowed another ball of the Lucumoya, and the feeling became intenser. Something inside my mind told me to stop, but it was too weak to have any effect on me. I grabbed more of the green balls and savored them all.

Before I knew, the whole environment I was in seemed different. The walls had turned red, the chairs had become trees and the floor was now the ground of a forest, full of bushes and rocks.

When I looked back, I didn't see the same skyline of buildings that characterized the city I lived in. I saw, instead, a bunch of huts and naked people going about their business. The women seemed dumb as if they could not have a proper purpose in life. The men, however, looked very handsome, smart and in command of everything.

As the minutes passed by while I didn’t eat more of the Lucumoya, the world started to return back to normal. I felt an intense urge to eat more of the fruit, especially because I didn't know it had such crazy side effects.

I grabbed and swallowed more of the Lucumoya. The world around me returned to being that crazy village full of dumb women.

The more I saw how they lived like, the more I began to understand them. I even got up from the couch, which was immediately replaced by a very large tree trunk, in order to mimic what they were doing.

Walking was now difficult. I could not help but keep my mouth open while saliva dripped out from it. While I went from one side to the other, without an objective in mind, I had to hold myself against whatever support I could find.

Out of nowhere, one of the men from the village patted me on the back. Forcing myself to turn around to find who it was, I noticed someone no older than 50 years, muscular, naked as when he was born, with no beard and a hair that was cut on the sides midway through, making his hairstyle look like as if someone had used a pot of some sort as reference. His lips were big and very red, which I could not help but keep a permanent stare on.

He grabbed me by the head and forced me to lay it on his chest. Even though I could remember that none of that was real as if there was something stinging in my own mind, I succumbed to the new world I was in.

I looked up with the same stupid face I had from before, almost begging who I could only call as my master to forgive me for being a brat. Thinking was difficult, but when I analyzed a bit better his face, I realized that he had characteristics from both Mason and Liam.

The lack of beard and his jaw and chin structure, which were very squared, resembled those from Liam. The nose with big nostrils looked like the ones from Mason. The lips were something in between what I remembered from those two.

The look on his face was not that of someone who was pleased with something I had done. I felt tears attempting to come out of my eyes while I looked down and laid my head harder on his chest.

He started to massage my head, which I took as an indication that I could still be saved. When I looked back up, the naked man had a huge grin across his face. My heart melted and my legs gave up on me, but thanks to his tight grip on me, I didn’t fall.

I felt his cock growing harder against my stomach. When I opened my eyes and looked down, the whole world had returned back to normal. The only sound in the apartment was, again, the one from the air conditioner.

When I looked ahead, the man that resembled both Mason and Liam had disappeared. He had been replaced by the support pillar on the left side of the living room.

There was a window beside me, which piqued my interest to look down on the street. I never did that before, but something about that moment made me feel different.

The cars were going about their business as usual, as did most of the people. Interestingly, some of them were staring right at me. I could not understand why they were doing that.

Maybe it was the hug I was giving to the pillar.


Chapter 4

Tamed

Liam and I had arranged to go to a basketball court on that Monday after work. I had a lot of trouble getting stuff done because I could not understand the concepts and process thoughts as efficiently as before. The only good thing I had to make those thoughts vanish was the generous bag of Lucumoya I carried with me.

Getting to the basketball court was a challenge in itself. I could not form phrases and speak clearly anymore. My mouth would always try to remain open while saliva dripped down from it. Everyone was saying that I had a stupid face, and I could not understand why.

When I looked at myself in the mirror before entering the basketball court, I thought I looked okay, despite the differently raised eyebrows.

When I arranged the meeting with Liam, I didn’t realize I had invited Mason as well. The moment I opened the doors and saw the two of them beside each other, I could not help but raise my eyebrows even more.

“Who the fuck is this?!” Liam shouted while pointing toward Mason.

“Yeah! Who the fuck is he?” I asked while stumbling toward them and falling into Mason’s arms. I could not help but smile at him. He had a confused look across his face.

“But, I’m Mason! Don’t you remember me anymore, Emma?” He asked while trying to get me on my two feet, but he had no other choice but to keep me close to him.

Liam looked angry when he stepped toward the two of us, trying to free me from Mason. He put his arms across my chest and back before trying to pull me away.

"Give her to me!" He said while Mason didn't budge. I looked at the two of them as if trying to understand why they were treating me like that when they could very well share me.

“Guys”, I announced while pointing my finger up and raising my hand, “I know what we can do to sort this out.”

Some clarity finally illuminated my very confused list of thoughts when I said, “Why not have a game between you two? Whoever wins this will have me.”

Mason and Liam stared at each other. Their eyebrows were down and together.

“Okay. I can go with that,” Mason said while heading to a room in the court. He grabbed one ball and threw it toward Liam, who grabbed it confidently.

The two started playing and, in the beginning, their scores were very close. Mason had grabbed me a chair and put me on it so that I could watch the two of them. They were keeping track of their scores after they realized that I could not do that.

When Mason threw the ball and screamed with his arms raised, I didn’t realize he had won the competition until I saw Liam cover his own eyes and start to sob.

“I finally have you!” Mason exclaimed while enveloping me within his thick arms. I didn’t try to protest when he went in for a kiss and our lips connected. The kiss was so passionate and tender that I felt the whole world around me change again.

Mason and I started to undress ourselves during the seconds that followed. Our shirts and pants flew all over the place while his hands raced across my torso and legs.

I looked over his shoulders to find Liam still sobbing. I felt pity for him, and also that my evening would not be complete with just one man, so I called out, “Liam, come over here and have some fun as well.”

While I was giggling, Mason grabbed my arms and looked straight at my eyes, “Then what the fuck was all that game for?”

“Just to see you two competing for me, of course,” I said while continuing to giggle.

Mason shook his head and rolled his eyes. Liam, in the meantime, didn’t lose one second to get undressed. He was now all naked and below my butt. He had placed his hands on me and was savoring me as well.

I felt his fingers going in and probing my vagina. I was wet as hell and he even reached down with his mouth to swallow my substance. I moaned and winked at him when I noticed he was cleaning me up.

Liam's cock was hard as a rock against my belly, making me remember when I dreamed about being in that crazy village.

I reached with my tiny little hand and tried to envelop his member. My fingers were not long enough to do that. Liam even grinned when he noticed that. It must have made him feel even more alpha.

I slowly stroke him a couple of times, making his cock grow even bigger against my fingers. Liam, in the meantime, was licking and slurping the lips of my vagina. His tongue was going in and out, making me feel ever closer to orgasm.

Mason untightened his grip on me, making me fall on all fours on the floor. He grabbed his cock and showed it to me. I could not help but stare right at it. My eyes were so in awe that I could not blink.

When he finally moved his waist forward a bit, just enough for me wrap my lips around his cockhead, I felt as if I was in heaven again. I closed my eyes while I bobbed up and down on him. His thick cock was a bit curved to the left, making me feel even more aroused.

Liam decided to place his hands on my asscheeks again, while he fumbled and played with them. When he noticed Mason eating my mouth with his stupidly big man tool, he proceeded to penetrate me as well. He was slow and careful at first, but then he sped up his tempo to something much more enjoyable.

I was moaning like a street slut while the two of them fucked my two holes. Liam’s cock was much longer than Mason’s, but the latter’s was much thicker than the first’s. I noticed that Liam's big man tool was a bit curved to the right as if to act as a counterpoint to Mason's dick.

Mason took advantage of his position to play with my breasts as well. His hands were all over them. My hard nipples were not spared when his fingers started to press and squeeze both.

He even arched his back down in order to suck my nipples. I moaned even louder when his lips connected with the hard skin of my milk-making machines. He gave me one hot kiss after he had his fun with my breasts.

Liam was now pounding me harder than ever before, clearly attempting to release his load all over the inside of my pussy. I honestly didn’t care that he didn’t have a condom on, because I just wanted to have his seeds inside me.

Mason was also going forward and backward with increased intensity. He even had to keep a tight grip around my arms as support. Liam also had his hands on me, and they were just as hairy and muscular as Mason’s.

Finally, I felt their cocks stiffening and their whole bodies tensing in an instant. Their members twitched one last time in unison when they released their first loads inside me. They were generous and were filling me up good.

Their members twitched more, blowing more of their sticky and white substance in me. I swallowed as much as I could from Mason while I kept my flower shut around Liam’s big man tool.

Some of their seeds dripped to the floor, but I took advantage of the opportunity to lick them clean as well. Liam and Mason got up and watched while I did that with huge grins across their faces.


Chapter 5

Our Lives

Liam and Mason broke up with their wives to stay with me. I agreed to their proposal of mutual marriage since I was big enough for the two of them. They looked really happy to share me, and I didn’t have anything to complain about.

Their wives caused a fuss when they heard the news of our marriage. They even showed up in the church, in a clear attempt to sour our happiness. Gladly, my husbands managed to scare them away The guards restrained them quickly after. The two were forced to watch while I kissed their former partners!

I continued to eat more and more of the Lucumoya. Liam and Mason could barely keep up with my appetite, while I succumbed increasingly more to what was the food of the Gods for me. My whole apartment smelled of the fruit, which Mason and Liam never liked.

Still, with that fruit and those two men, what else could I ask for in life?
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Chapter 1

A Daily Struggle

Igrabbed the comb and started to my hair. Jesus, I slept a lot. I must have spent the whole night sleeping plus the next hours of the following day. It was difficult knowing the exact hour inside the bunker.

Ever since the bombs dropped, I have been in there with my husband. The place was almost all white, made of plastic and metal. It was so different from the green trees, bushes and animals I used to see outside. They were all probably dead now. Yeah, it was all thanks to Brazil and their new president. That man was completely mad.

I kept trying to fix my hair, adjusting it to the sides a bit, but I could never be fully satisfied with it. I would even change the angle of view, walk one step or two backward, tilt my head, but I could never be fully happy with what my eyes were seeing.

I picked up my lipstick and painted my lips red. Yeah, at least those were easy to get right. I used some powder on my cheeks to make them look pinker than usual, and then left the bathroom.

✽ ✽ ✽

We had been there for a couple of months already, but living there still felt weird to me. I always walked around feeling as if I was in a dream. The only good thing I had there was my husband, pretty much, and even that was a stretch.

He was a head taller than I was and a couple of years older as well. When I married him, I thought he was the love of my life. Once the honeymoon period was over, though, I started to doubt if he really was the man I looked for in my life.

As I walked into the living room, I took notice of him on the couch and reading his sheets of paper. He would always spend his time reading something. He worked in the labs in a team that was supposed to find a solution for the end of the world problem.

I could not even remember when it was the last time I had sex with him. Was it, 10 or 20 days ago? Gosh, my whole body was itching for a long and thick cock.

At least, looking at him on the couch was a welcome sight. He was handsome, and I could not hide the fact that that was part of the reason why I decided to marry him. Thinking about that brought back some good memories, like when he first proposed to me.

There was one other man, however, that had the attention of my eyes. He was a friend of my husband, and he also worked in the labs downstairs. Whenever he was around, I would take in all the details and curves of his muscular body. He was also taller than my husband as well, which made it all even better.

That man, whose name was Joseph, used to work for the company that built this evacuation center. He was one of their top managers, and now he merely worked managing the research teams. Since I have always liked men who can lead other men, I had extra reasons to have him as my crush.

He was present during the party last night, and honestly, I spent more time with that dreamy man there than with my husband. It didn’t seem to bother either of them, so I didn’t refrain from making people comment on “me being too close to Joseph.”

Well, I didn’t know if I would ever betray him. Maybe spending some minutes with Joseph wouldn’t be too bad for me, as long as my husband didn’t find out. Since he was always busy and reading stuff, maybe I could do that.

The worst obstacle, though, was Joseph’s wife. She was much older than him, but also an all-around MILF. The only other thing I wanted in life was to look as good as her in my fifties.

I could not understand how the two got together, though, but perhaps it was because he liked older women better. If that were the case, I wondered if I would ever have a chance with him.

Well, I had scheduled a meeting with him in his office. I didn’t have any particular plans in mind other than to indirectly show that he could have me. Would he understand the signals? I could not wait until it was time to go there.


Chapter 2

His Heart

Iknocked on the door to his office and waited for him to call me in. He surprised me by opening the door himself and welcoming me with a huge smile on his face. It was a huge smile that instantly melted my heart and made my pupils dilate. Those big lips also looked sooo soft…

“Yes, Mrs. Adelia?”

“Oh, I just came here to have a chat about… how I can help you with the research.”

“Really? What skills do you have?”

“Well, I was the administrator of a group back when the world had not turned to shit. I was a manager like you were and are now. I figured that maybe you had too much work and would find some extra hands useful.”

“Well, that would be helpful, actually. Do you want to meet some of the research groups I manage? I am about to have a meeting with them now, so it would be the perfect time.”

“Really? That would be perfect!” I lied.

I was expecting to have a private conversation with him in his office. I didn’t know how I would show him I wanted to be his woman for a night. All those eyes staring at us would surely make it much more difficult for me.

We walked through a bunch of seemingly endless corridors to get to the lab. Everything was so white, so samey and metallic. It was not uncommon for me to need help from someone to find my way in there.

Joseph opened the door of the room which had a plaque that said “Meeting Room B1” and kept it open for me to walk in.

Then, he let it close and announced to a group of old men that surrounded an oval table, “Good morning, everyone. Find your preferable seats and relax. This meeting will probably take a couple of hours.”

“Oh, and this”, he added, “This is Mrs. Adelia. She is married to Doctor Alfredo, which I’m sure you all know well.”

“Nice to meet you, Mrs. Adelia”, one of them said when I sat close to the end of the table. Joseph sat beside me and readied himself to lead the meeting.

“Mrs. Adelia here wants to help me with managing the research teams. Of course, her duties will be secondary, but I figured an extra pair of hands would be helpful to sort through the documents. I hope you all get along well.”

The minutes passed by and, initially, I was a bit reluctant to do anything naughty to Joseph. The barriers that built that, however, were brought down one after the other as I started to get used to the meeting.

I started by faking that I was accidentally rubbing my leg against his. Initially, he would reposition his leg away from mine so that I could not do it anymore. But then, he would put it back and I would rub it against his even more.

Afterward, he simply stopped avoiding me. I became a bit more confident, and decided to keep my leg where it was. Both of our legs were touching it other. I could feel how warm he was, and maybe even getting a bit hotter, while I imagined that he was also enjoying my leg.

I had shaved my legs the day before, especially for that moment. Joseph was wearing denim pants, so he couldn’t feel the softness of my legs. Either way, I pressed it hard against him to make a point.

He even looked at me after he finished saying something I didn’t pay attention to, which made our eyes lock. I didn’t do anything else other than to wink at him. He looked a bit uncomfortable and even picked up a couple of sheets of paper he had no use for. He started writing on them, but he didn’t move his leg away from mine!

I knew I was winning his heart. It was all very early, but the most important sign was there. If he moved his leg away, I knew I had no chance with him. However, since he kept it there, even pressing it further against mine, I was certain he was not completely faithful to Mrs. Jessica.

I slowly put my hand on his leg. He seemed to jump a bit on his chair, but he had enough self-control to stop him from causing a confusion in the meeting room. His eye immediately dashed to where I was, and I didn’t refrain from looking at them. I made sure to show him the best smirk I had.

He proceeded to write on his sheets of paper a bunch of useless stuff in order to take his mind away from my seduction a bit.

I decided to proceed with it by moving my hand farther up until it was only one or two inches from his crotch. Even where it was, I could feel how hard he was. Even though the man was trying to lie to me by using his rational mind, his heart was playing against him!

The meeting was finally over before things got a bit out of control. It was hard containing myself when I had such a handsome man close to me, and who was also sooo willing to become mine. Even if he was a bit reluctant at first, I knew what his heart wanted.

We were the first to get out of the room. Joseph hurried out without even stopping to see if I was following him. He didn’t even keep the door open to me, which kind of annoyed me.

I jogged a bit in order to catch up to Joseph, grabbed him by the arm and opened a random room. Gladly, there was nobody in there, and I was able to shove him in. The poor man gasped in shock.

“What the fuck was that?!” He shouted while striding toward me and grabbing me by the arms.

He looked intently at me while I let his head cool down a bit. He was way too angry at that moment. I had an evil and wide smile across my face that didn’t fade away when I responded, “Just what a man like you needs now, Joseph.”

“You know I can’t betray my wife, Adelia!”

“Yes, you can”, I said while reaching out and kissing him. I held his face tight to mine in order not to let him escape. There was some resistance, and he even managed to get out of my grasp once, but then I grabbed his head tighter and forced his lips to lock with mine.

In under a couple of seconds, he had stopped fighting and was allowing me to kiss him. His tongue, which initially was trying to get away from mine, was now passionately touching it. It felt SOOOO good to finally kiss that man.

I withdrew my hands from his cheeks and let him take a couple of steps backward. Then, he said, “I’m sorry, Mrs. Adelia. I’ve got to go now.”

He hurried out of the room without saying anything else. I just stood there as I watched him opening and closing the door. I licked my lips and tasted his kiss again.

I had done that to perfection. He had fallen for me, and not only that, he was now forced to work with me pretty much every day. I was supposed to start tomorrow and meet him early, so I was eagerly anticipating what he would do in my presence.


Chapter 3

New Him

Iknocked on the door to his office the following day and got inside without his permission. After what happened before, I was confident I was in control. I was surprised, however, to find a much different Joseph in the room.

He was sitting on his chair and looking sternly at me. I approached his table and sit in front of him. Joseph grabbed a couple of tapes with recording and put them in front of me.

“This is your job for this morning, Mrs. Adelia”, he said without blinking, “I will be on the other room talking over the phone with the research group. I will collect a couple more data and then I will ask to transcribe them.”

He left the room without saying another word. I was in shock for finding him like that. He was cold and acting professionally with me. The uncomfortable and shy man from yesterday was no more. What happened?

I decided to obey him and not cause Joseph any problems, so I started working on transcribing the data. There were only a couple of tapes, so I imagined it wouldn’t take too long.

Little did I know, however, that each file in the tapes was a couple of hours long. I gasped in surprised when I found out that I had to transcribe a total of over a hundred hours of speech. What the hell was he thinking? I was not there to be treated with no respect!

I got up from the chair and strode toward the room he was in. I opened the door with more force than needed and looked at Joseph. He was on the other side talking to someone on the phone.

I decided not to wait for the conversation to be over by grabbing his phone and putting it back on the wall. Joseph looked at me in shock before taking a step back.

Once he realized it was me, he took a couple of steps forward, changed his expression to a more serious one, put his hands on my arms and said, “I think you are supposed to be transcribing data right now, Mrs. Adelia.”

“But, that’s too much!”

“Well, aren’t you here to help me? Wasn’t that why you came so willingly to my office? You were practically begging to be hired! And I do need that data transcribed, so get back to work!"

He just turned around and started dialing on the phone again. I stood there watching him in complete shock. I thought I had him under my control, and yet, there he was as a complete and independent man. What happened between yesterday and today that caused so much change in him?

Well, I guessed I needed to take a couple of steps back by doing exactly what it was that he wanted from me. Maybe I was too needy and upfront about my desires. Maybe I should have started slower.

I walked back into his office and started typing the data. I had to listen to the recording, then pause and type more. Listen, pause and type. It was excruciating, and yet, I kept on doing those things because I wanted to pave the way for Joseph’s heart.

✽ ✽ ✽

After a couple of hours, Joseph stepped back into the office, sat on his chair and looked at me.

“Great job so far, Mrs. Adelia! You really pulled through with these transcriptions. Did you enjoy your first day of work here?”

I could not believe the kind of question he had just made to me. I almost laughed in irony after hearing those words. At the same time, I kind of wanted to punch him. Was he really worth all the effort?

I thought back at my husband and remembered him reading his data for hours on end. Urgh, if I had to spend a year without sex, then going through that annoyance was worth it. Plus, Joseph was the only true man in the bunker. All the others were nerds like Alfredo.

“Yeah, I did. It was great working here. Can’t wait for tomorrow.”

“Well, since you have been such a hard worker, I do have a gift for you. It’s nothing material, though. More like an experience, you could say.”

I looked at him a bit confused. What was it that he had in mind? All the dirtiest thoughts and images raced through my mind. Maybe he would finally let me kiss him. It would not be like last time where I had to force him to do it.

“For today, I will let you kiss me. Now, stay where you are and don’t come any closer to me. I still have a bit more to explain.”

Doing that was hard, but I did my best by clutching my hands on the chair. I could feel my muscles fighting back, as if they had a mind of their own.

“Every day that you do work hard here, I will let you have a piece of me. Today will be the kiss. Tomorrow could be anything. I haven’t decided on that yet.”

I was almost dying inside knowing that he was going to let me kiss him. Those soft and pink-ish lips looked SOOOOO fucking hot. I wanted nothing more than to touch them again. Having a more willing Joseph would make it all the better.

“Well, time to do it”, he said while getting up and walking toward me. I stood on my chair with my hands tightly clutched for support. If I had let go of them, I would have fallen to the floor!

Joseph was now only inches from me. His mouth was coming closer and closer. I closed my eyes and waited for the inevitable. I felt the scent of his perfume becoming stronger and stronger.

Then, our lips simply locked. This time, I didn’t have to hold them in place. Joseph was willingly kissing me, and he was doing so even though he knew he was betraying his wife.

I felt his tongue invading my mouth and dominating it. I let it do whatever he wanted. I felt as if I was in college again. Joseph’s kissing technique was nothing short of exquisite.

But then, that handsome man decided to move his lips away from mine without any sort of warning. I felt isolated and betrayed by him. I thought he would kiss me for a long time. I could not understand why he stopped so suddenly.

“Why?” I meekly asked while looking at him.

"Because you can't have everything on the first day, Mrs. Adelia. Come back tomorrow. Like I said, if you perform well like you did today, I will let you have more of me.”

“Thank you, Mr. Joseph," I said before kneeling on the floor and kissing his black office boots.


Chapter 4

Being His

Iheaded back to his office for another round of audio transcription. If it were up to me and I had nothing to gain from it, I definitely wouldn’t be doing that. However, the thought of locking my lips with his again made sure I was there.

As I opened the door, I heard him closing the other one and start talking to his research groups again. Bastard didn’t even wait for me to get there. He truly was teasing me and making sure I was going to fight hard to have him once more. Well, if that was really the case, then he could be damn sure that I was not about to give up!

I put my ass on the chair gently and started transcribing the audio. He had changed the chair to something a bit more uncomfortable now. The back support was a lot worse and not at all ergonomic.

Either way, I continued working. I rested my forearms and elbows on the desk and started transcribing the audio files. Play, listen, pause and type it. Gosh, it was such an excruciating task. I almost started plucking out my hair.

Once I was done, Joseph opened the door and stepped into his office. I immediately got up from my chair, pushed my skirt down and said, “Thank you for checking up on me, Mr. Joseph. I think I transcribed all the data you had for me.”

“Great. Let me have a look”, he said before coming over and looking at the data files I generated on the computer.

He stood there looking attentively at the computer screen. I didn’t know what to do, so I just stayed there watching him. I paid special attention to his very rounded asscheeks. I didn’t know they were so sexy like that!

“That’s a good job well done, Mrs. Adelia. So, what should we do today?” He asked himself while walking around the room.

Whatever it was that he had in mind, all I knew was that I would love it. I had been dreaming of sucking his cock, so maybe he would allow me to suck it at that time. It was my second day of work, and maybe too early for him to do that, but maybe he would be kind enough to let me do it…

He stopped, turned around and looked at me.

“Aha! I know what we can do today”.

He started unbuckling his belt, and I paid attention to every move his fingers made. His hand was so masculine and so big. I wished he would simply get over with all that teasing and fuck me good. I wanted him to grab my ass and lift me high.

He slowly unbuckled his belt and let it fall to the floor. Then, he unzipped his jeans and let them plummet as well. I watched in awe as his bulge showed up in full glory.

I could not believe that he was going to let me suck him off that soon. I was so sure he would tease me for a couple more days until I was completely desperate that I didn't even realize that he was already asking me to get closer.

I took the first step in his direction, but then he said, “No… no… no… people of your level need to ask for permission. Remember that you are my subordinate here. I make the rules, and the rule now is that you need to crawl.”

His command was not entirely unexpected, so I did as he asked and put my knees on the floor. Even where I was, I could see perfectly his pubic hair coming out of his briefs. They were thick and oh soooo good. I wanted to play with them so much!

I slowly crawled towards him. It hurt doing that because the floor was made of pure hard plastic and metal, but I needed his cock so much. Maybe he would even blow his load all over my face. Yes, a cumshot session would be nice.

As I got closer, the smell of musk and sweat started to become stronger. Joseph had not taken a shower since the day started, and he had been working there all day long, so he was smelling exactly how I liked. I cherished dirty men. They were just much manlier when they were filthy!

I looked up to find a nice and genuine smirk across his face. I felt so inferior and submissive in that position. He was my master and my commander. I would do everything for him.

I gently put my hands on his briefs and pushed it down. I watched intently as his already rock-hard member sprung out in full glory. It was mere inches away from me, and oh sooo big. It was so much bigger than my husband's. He was the true bull!

“Don't hold anything back, Mrs. Adelia. Do you know what happens to bad immature women who can't please me? Tell me!”

He put his hand on my head and started caressing my hair. It had been neatly done in the morning when I readied myself to look good for him, but now, it was all messed up.

I took that as an incentive to suck his cock, so I didn't waste any second. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and kissed his cockhead. At the same time, I reached down with my hand and started caressing my vagina. It was just soooo wet!

“Hmm! Seems that you are already all wet, woman. I wish I could fuck you good now, but as you can see, I'm a bit busy” he said while blowing out some smoke from his cigarette. I had been so worried about his cock that I didn't even realize he had started smoking.

I slowly wrapped my lips around his glans, but they were too big for me, so I had some difficulty feeling pleasure from that. Either way, I was happy knowing that I was pleasing that beast of a man.

His cock was so veiny and thick as well. It got wet and a bit sticky as time went by and my saliva mixed with his pre-cum. He was leaking a lot of that transparent substance, and I was lovingly swallowing as much of it as I could.

Joseph put his hand on my head, and started pushing it further down while I sucked his manly cockhead. I almost didn't feel any pressure from him given how gentle he was. It was like having a feather on my head. He was so manly and yet, also sooo caring.

I didn't dare deep-throating him, and I was quite glad I would not have to do that. Joseph's long and thick dick was already throbbing. I knew he was about to reach his climax, and my heart was pounding with anticipation.

His cum came blowing out in quick ropes that filled my mouth good. I wanted to say thanks to him for feeding me, but I could not move my lips. Unfortunately, it seemed that he would not cumshot me, which sucked, but there was no hurry. It could wait a while longer for sure.

I swallowed all I could from him, which was no easy task. I had to keep on bobbing up and down on him while he filled my mouth with his delicious man milk.

Then, I cleaned him as best I could by licking the full length of his shaft, which was still rock-hard even after all seeds he made me swallow. I felt, better than ever before, as his protruding veins blowing his blood and keeping his instrument in full power.

Then, he began to get dressed and I got on my two feet to get back to my room. I looked down to find the pool of my own excretion on the floor. Joseph was also looking there and he had the look of someone who wanted to do something taboo.

“You know you have to clean it up, right?” He asked while looking sternly at me. I felt his power coming over to me and pressing my body to move. He wanted me to suck my own orgasm, which I found a bit disgusting, but if it meant that he would be happier…

Fine, I said to myself while kneeling on the floor again. I reached down with my tongue and started to suck my own juice. It felt so wrong, and yet, so right at the same time.

Once I was done, Joseph stepped toward me holding a pile of tapes for me to transcribe.

“Tonight you have got some homework to do. I need this data transcribed until tomorrow.”

Much as I wanted him, I didn't like having to transcribe that at night, which was when I wanted to sleep and relax. The look on my face showed just how much I didn't want to do that, which forced Joseph to step forward and force me to hold the pile of tapes.

“But I can't do this” I meekly said while looking down. I didn't dare to protest confidently in front of him. I knew all too well he had all the reasons to ask ANYTHING of me.

“Yes, you will. And you will also get another reward tomorrow by doing another fine work. Go to the meeting room where I introduced you to the research leads and kneel on the table while being completely naked. I will be there to greet you.”


Chapter 5

My Dear Alfredo

Ispent the whole night transcribing that data. My whole body hurt in the morning, especially my right hand, which did most of the transcribing. My back was also especially painful. My husband didn't even care why I was the whole night awake doing that, or why I was working.

That reaction, or lack of thereof from him, made me realize I needed a proper fuck more than anything. I simply needed one big cock, like Joseph's, pistoning in and out of me nonstop. It had been so long without one…

Thinking about those things lighted a fire in me, so I made sure every word was transcribed to perfection. The end result was that I spent even more time than needed to get the result done, but when I finally finished everything in the morning, I felt pretty proud of myself.

✽ ✽ ✽

Well, it was finally time to see what he had in store for me. My heart was beating fast while I placed the transcribed data on the table and climbed it.

My lips were also dry of expectation. I had worked so hard to please Joseph, and all I needed now was to wait for him. How long would it take for Joseph to come? I had no idea, but little did that matter. For him, I would wait until the end of my life.

I took off my clothes and kneeled on the table. The air inside was making me feel cold, but I couldn't turn the AC off since I didn't have the control and the device itself was not accessible without it.

I made sure to keep my panties close in case Joseph wanted to sniff them. My husband and previous boyfriends usually liked doing that before going for the real thing.

I even took a package of cigarettes to smoke in there while waiting for Joseph. They were not for me; I just wanted to look cool and more palatable to him. I knew he would like it straight away and maybe even let me smoke beside him.

While I was thinking about the hot fuck we would have, he finally opened the door and stepped into the room. The whole place was so silent I could hear my own lungs breathing. Each sound of his footsteps felt much louder as well.

“This is all the data, Mrs. Adelia?” He asked while picking some of the USB memory sticks.

“Yes, it's all of them, just like you asked.”

“Good. Seems that you did a fine job again, however, I won't be able to see if they were all translated to perfection without checking each file individually.“

I felt nervous as those words were spoken by him. Would I have to wait until he checked all the data? No, that couldn't be. I was already fully ready and willing to submit to his dominance. He had to do it as promised…

“However”, he started to add, “I do see that you are already prepared for what I came here for.”

He stepped toward me and ran his finger along my asscrack. I felt his warm hand pressing against my skin and moaned in pleasure. A genuine grin showed up in his face as he realized he had even more dominance over me than he thought at first.

“Seems that I will have to get right down to business, then” he said while climbing onto the table and kneeling behind my willing ass.

He reached out slowly with his tongue before wetting me nicely there. I moaned louder as more and more of his saliva wetted my vulva. He spent a good time doing that and reading me for the inevitable ramming.

“Yes… yes… yes…” I slowly said while he straddled himself on top of me and started playing with my titties. His cock was pressing hard against my exposed butt, but it was jailed by his pants and underwear.

In light of that, I implored, “Why don't you take off those pants and fuck me good? I am feeling your cock, but it feels fake with all that fabric in the way.”

“Not right now, Mrs. Adelia. You still need to know your place.”

“My place? But I already know that, which is being your obedient and immature woman. I can't live without your long cock, Joseph.”

He didn't continue our short discussion. Rather, he decided to massage the sides of my torso all the way down until he reached my ass again. There, he used his veiny hands to massage my buttcheeks and to pull them apart a bit.

I moaned whenever his strong hands were all over me, which was pretty much most of the time. I could not even breathe properly with how much he was dominating me and making me submit to him. I felt closer and closer to doing whatever he wanted, as long as he allowed me to suck his cock and balls at the end.

“Well, we will have to go to our office pretty soon. How about finishing this quickly today?”

“What?” I asked in shock, “But I want to stay here forever with you.”

“We have got a job to do now, you know, which is to save the Earth.”

“But the Earth can wait!”

“I'm afraid it cannot, Mrs. Adelia” he scolded me before unbuckling his belt and taking off his pants. I grabbed them and took a good sniff. The smell was so masculine, so dirty.

He took off his briefs and held it in front of me. I reached out with my nose and sniffed them as well. They were just as masculine. I felt in heaven while I appreciated the bull's scent. He was so much more than my husband!

Finally, his cock was pressing against my vulva. It was teasing and threatening to come in at the same time. My pussy didn't know if he should stay tight out of fear or open for him.

He grabbed me by the waist and forced his cock inside. My already wet pussy was reluctant, but it gave in easily once I started feeling enormous amounts of pleasure all throughout my body.

He started to rock me slowly. There was a clear intent from him to make that moment a bit romantic. I wanted him to pound me at full speed, which was why I slapped his hand a couple of times and said, “Hurry it up!”

“Calm down. We don't have to hurry this he would respond”, before going back to slide me in and out slowly. The situation was a bit annoying, but I eventually learned to calm my mind down.

“You have a tight pussy”, he said.

“It's all thanks to my dear old husband who never fucks me.”

“Really? I thought you two had a healthy relationship.”

“To be honest, he is a good man. He just spends too much time trying to save the world instead of caring about me.”

“Must suck that. My wife is kind of the same, but at least we have sex once a week.”

“Good for you. In my case, it has been much longer.”

“It's a good thing we have found each other then”, he said moments before ramming me with force all the way in. I screamed in pleasure.

He began to pound at full mast immediately after. I groaned in pleasure each time his cock went all the way in. I could feel his large balls hitting my ass at the same time.

Just when I was about to have the best orgasm of my life, someone opened the door and stepped in. I turned my head around in shock to find that that person was no other than my husband!

“Honey, what is the meaning of this?!” He loudly said while stepping closer.

Should I be honest or pretend I didn't know anything? I didn't know how to react to that moment. I thought Alfredo would never find out, but there he was, looking in shock at me.

I was about to open my mouth to say I was sorry and ask for his forgiveness; that was the good part of me coming out, but then Joseph ran his fingers along my asscrack and back, which made me change my mind.

“This is what happens when you don't care about your wife, husby.”

“What?!”

“That's right, husby. You have forgotten about me and spent too much time with your head buried deep in the computer screen. I needed a man, not a scientist.”

My husband looked in disgust as the last words came out of my mouth, turned around and walked out.

“That was good, Mrs. Adelia”, Joseph said before emitting a long moan and blowing his load all inside my ass. I felt its characteristic warmness filling me good and making me wish for much more.

I wanted much more than to be filled like that; I wanted to be cumshotted! I swiftly repositioned myself so that I was facing his big man tool and felt the first rope of his nectar painting my face.

I closed my eyes and let the rest of his milk cover it. Once it was all over, I used my hand to lick everything he blew on my face. Then, I used my tongue to clean his big man tool another time.

Joseph looked very satisfied and said, “Time to start our shift today, Mrs. Adelia”, before getting dressed and leaving the room. I hurriedly followed him with a big smile across my face.

As for my dear husby? He would simply have to find someone else to cook and wash his clothes.


Sissy Has Logged In

Online for Domination and Submission


Chapter 1

Life Before Feminization

Ifound myself wondering what life would be like right now if I had been born different. I didn’t hate the people who brought me into this world, far from it, but I didn’t have the best genes. I was too small to please any woman I once liked. It was “once” because I learned they were just not for me.

Those women required bigger, better man, I thought while I stroked my little member as readjusted my bed on the pillow. I was not that kind of male specimen. My cock, or cockie as I had seen sometimes on the internet for people like me, was probably four inches in length when fully hard.

The thing was very pathetic all around. There weren’t even visible veins while my hands stroked it. I knew I was not to blame for the kind of person I was, but the thought of being too small remained inside my mind, drilling and causing problems whenever I found myself in awkward situations.

And those situations were very frequent during my life as a college student. Whenever I had to take a shower with my colleagues, I had to keep my back turned to them because I didn’t want their dirty minds finding out about the size of my cock.

Not that it helped, because eventually someone decided to turn me around without my consent. They all laughed as their eyes looked down at my crotch. Each second then felt like fucking eternity. I ran away as fast as I could, but not fast enough to wash away the shameful thoughts I had.

“You will grow up to become a strong and big man one day,” they once said to me. It was not just that, though. There were more lies.

“This is all temporary. Some men grow slower than others. It’s pretty common.” Another big fucking lie that was. I should have been smarter about the kind of life I was living.

I then discovered something online. Sissification, feminization… the words kind of blurred in my mind. The only thing that mattered about them was their meaning. There was a possibility I could become something akin to a woman, and that thought made my cock twitch against my fingers.

But that meant spending money on stuff I didn't have yet. All the clothes and even the wig would be too much for someone without a proper job like me. I wanted to have a good, steady income, but who said that sort of thing was easy to achieve? The country was in shambles; it was not my fault.

I never imagined myself being the top man when having sex. Far from that: I wanted to be dominated and humiliated by the women. I so longed to be their object of desires, not the other way around.

Being submissive was just kind of my thing. I had been submissive my whole life, so becoming more feminized would not be a problem. It kind of felt like my calling. My cockie throbbed a bit whenever I imagined myself being pounded in the ass by a dildo.

And yet, I was not gay. I didn’t enjoy being around men much. I enjoyed being with women, looking at their breasts, imagining them rubbing their melons against my head. And most of all, I imagined being made a toy of by those same women.

I dreamed of becoming their feminized little toy. To be used and made fun of were reasons to make my cock twitch against my fingers. Those women… they had the power over me. If only I could have one of them straddled on top of me with a huge dildo in her hand...

Would she be willing to pound me in the ass with it? Maybe a big, black dildo could fit me perfectly. I had always trained my orifice to be a bit looser than it should be; playing with it as I buried my fingers inside there was quite common while I masturbated.

While I did feel pleasure when playing with my own member, the biggest pressure point was actually my anus. It was kind of gross whenever I thought about it, but I could ignore that. I didn't have to worry about what was dirty or not.

Maybe, becoming a woman was what I needed, I thought while my cockie throbbed a bit. Pre-cum now leaked from its open mouth. Maybe being a sissy or a feminized man was needed so that I could find peace in life.

I had read about women who sought that kind of thing. It was a fetish, it seemed. Most people would be grossed out by that, but not me. Freedom and comfort surfaced in my mind when I imagined myself becoming a woman’s little feminized man.

I certainly had the tools and body for that sort of thing. My cock was small, so every cage out there would be enough to contain my erection. My body was skinny and I was very short, so most women were actually taller than I was.

It seemed perfect… maybe even too perfect. I didn’t need much to become a woman. I so wanted to be one like them. Of course, being a sissy would not make me have a pussy. That was something I would never have, but did it matter that much? With proper cleaning, my anus could have the same function, and it would be just as tight and warm.

I imagined myself shaving off all the hair I had, which was not much. I never actually liked all the hair I had. It got in the way during the most awkward moments. If I needed to shave it off in other to become a sissy, then I was fine with that.

The thought of becoming a woman’s toy as she rocked my ass with her huge strap-on made my heart melt. If only that could happen, though. I didn’t know any of those “Mistresses.” Maybe there was someone out there naughty enough to help me become a sissy.

I got off the bed and thought that enough was enough. I wanted and needed to become a feminine man. Someone on the internet had to be willing to accept me, I thought before sitting my ass on the chair and turning on the computer.


Chapter 2

Being a Sissy

Changes didn't come immediately after. I needed some time to ease the thought of becoming a woman. It was quite a drastic change, despite already knowing it was what I was made for.

I found a chat I could use to find the Mistress I needed. Or rather, she would find the sissy she was looking for.

It needed to be a big, fat woman with very demanding needs. No one else would work for me. Gladly, it didn’t seem that doing what I wanted was going to be hard; that chat was filled with those women.

The changes came quickly after that day where I made the decision to become a sissy. I shaved my whole body, started cross-dressing, and even started working out to make my body as feminine as possible. Within a few months, I had changed my body significantly from a skinny guy to a young woman. While my chest was flat, my ass had become perfectly round and juicy, giving me a sexy curve around my waist. I was inseparable from a woman to whoever looked at me neck-down. I also collected a respectable assortment of sissy things, with those being a chastity cage, a realistic dildo, and even some suitable outfits.

My caretakers were going to be out of town for the whole month. They decided that now that I was eighteen, I could take advantage of the responsibility to look after the house myself. It couldn't have been timing better for me to put on some feminine clothes and makeup. It would be my real test and training. I was very excited to find out what kind of gal I would look like.

While they readied themselves to leave, I fucked my toy made of silicone before deciding to be ready for the real thing. It sent waves of sexual pleasure all over my body, but it was not like the real thing. I so wanted to be fucked in the ass by a Mistress.

When they walked out of the door, I grabbed my box of sissy things. I also took the chastity cage and locked it around my flaccid, two-inch penis and put the schoolgal's outfit on the bed. I ran through the house naked, straight into my caretakers' bedroom where the lady of the house’s closet was.

She was the kind of woman that was never going to wear anything twice. I had hundreds of options for clothing and skirt and lingerie. I snatched my favorite garter belt and stockings. Before sliding it on my hairless legs, I wrapped the belt around my waist to reveal how slutty I was.

After attaching the belt and applying my make-up, I sat down at the lady of the house’s vanity. I would probably look like a pornstar after I was done ‘painting’ my face. It surprised me how fantastic I already looked. Dark blue eye shadow and pink lipstick made me the perfect whore, and now I was even more impressed with my exquisite foundation and blush application.

I searched for a perfect pair of strappy, bright pink five-inch heeled shoes inside the box. Having found what I looked for, I slowly made my way back to my room, making sure to put one foot in after the other and give the imaginary man behind me a fantastic look of my pantyless ass.

I then pulled up my schoolgal's plaid skirt to match my shoes which covered only half of my toned ass. Then I tied the white top around my flat chest. I felt that I was nearly perfect. I admired myself in the mirror for nearly an hour. I tried to mold my hair to look something exotic and settled on pigtails for that night. I tried various poses to see what accentuated my assets best. Even some sexy faces I practiced, perfecting my innocent appearance and also a look of "ready to be horny.” Happy with my progress, I pulled out an eight-inch moon-white dildo and watched my favorite sissy hypnosis videos while bouncing up and down on the slab of rubber.

✽ ✽ ✽

Very groggy and confused, I woke up. My headphones had fallen off at some point during the night. A sissy hypnosis video still flashed on the screen of my phone. The dildo had slipped out, but with lube it was still bright under the light, and there was a wet spot on my sheets where my caged penis leaked. I felt hopelessly horny; I knew that I couldn't wait any longer to have my first time as a sissy.

I ran a razor in the bathroom over every inch of my hairless body. Triple-checking that there was no missing hair was something I just had to do: nothing could be missed. I looked down on my unlocked cocklet and smiled. I felt comfortable when I slipped the pink cage back on. Although my genitals felt limited, a sense of guilty pleasure rushed through my body.

I sat again in my caretaker's vanity. This time it was a more innocent look that I wanted. To be a sissy meant everything to me, and so I worked very hard; every detail had to be perfect.

About an hour later I was finished. In my asshole I felt a deep twinge as I finally allowed myself to take in what I had created. I was finally a princess. I certainly looked innocent, but there was something in my face that still screamed: "I need a cock."

I went back to my room and put on a black g-sting after triple checking every aspect of my makeup, from mascara to nail polish. I grabbed my phone and began photographing myself. I decided on three pictures after a thirty-minute photo shoot. I was on my knees for one of the photos, showing off my feminine thighs and tiny waist. The next one was a close up of my ass; my asshole was wide open and inviting for the eyes of whoever would be on the other side of the screen. Once again on my knees, the final shot was my favorite; this time I focused on my top half. I put my arm across my flat chest with my nipples covered so that I could tease whoever would be looking at the photos. At the top of the frame, I allowed my pink lips to be captured by the camera. I was very careful not to show any distinctive facial features.

I found a casual encounters website and started to create my ad. I wrote the title, "Horny Sissy for Demanding Mistress." I said that I a sissy looking for his first time and in need of a needy Mistress that could destroy my little anus. I was too horny to worry about looking like a desperate fool, which I probably did. After attaching my pictures, I took a deep breath and posted them.

I waited for an hour while the messages popped up. My pictures seemed to be a hit, there seemed to be many Mistresses who wanted me. A candidate stood out, and she didn’t have a username. All she said in her message was that she was looking for a pathetic little man like me. I felt my heart skip a beat when she showed me the size of the strap-on she had for me.

We agreed to meet each other. I typed my address and kept my finger on the send button. I felt my stomach sink all of a sudden. Was I going too far?

I had to click on ‘send’ to forward the message as my brain tried to scare me out of the deal. I was supposed to tie myself on a chair until she came. Then, she would do whatever she pleased with me, which excited my sissy brain.

I still needed to choose what she would like me to wear. I went back to the lady of the house’s bedroom. Then, I opened the box which she told me never to approach. My eyes stared at its content. Her bridal lingerie was included in there. Never once did I think about putting my hands close to that. But looking at it now, I felt it was my duty to wear those beautiful pieces of art, and so I decided to put them on.

It could be very dangerous for me to mess with that kind of thing. If she were to find out that I was wearing her bridal stuff, I'd be hanged most likely. The woman of the house was an imposing one; if she was angry, I would be on my knees in front of her as I begged not to be punished.

I then opened the box slowly before taking the white lace garter belt into my hands, which I then carefully wrapped around my body. Next were the stockings. After fastening them to the garter belt, I pulled up the white panties. The lace kept my penis snug. Most of my ass was uncovered when I admired myself once again. In front of the mirror, I spun my body. There was nothing else I could do to make me look better, I thought before closing the wooden box.

I was just debating about going along with the plan as I was, but I then decided to match the rest of the outfit with a white, strapless, skintight dress. It went down to about mid-thigh and showed off my slim waist perfectly.

I took a deep breath and closed my eyes. I was ready and the Mistress would soon be in my house. I just needed to tie myself to the chair. She would do the rest. Whatever she had in mind, I was sure to enjoy it. I just hoped she would not punish me… too much.


Chapter 3

Tamed

Igrabbed the chair, put it in the middle of the room and sat my ass on it before using some ropes to tie myself. It took me some time and effort to do that, but I felt proud of myself once it was done. My cock twitched in its cage and my asshole contracted on itself when I looked at the door, waiting for the nameless Mistress to come.

✽ ✽ ✽

Without knocking, the door opened. Someone, perhaps more than one person, came into the room. I strained my hearing, trying to evaluate from the sounds that surrounded me what was going on, but it wasn't clear. Whoever it was, he or she moved smoothly.

I knew I had talked to the Mistress over the internet, but I was not quite sure she was indeed a woman. It could have been anyone, including a man pretending to be a needy Mistress. It was a crazy plan for sure, but also one which made me feel very excited for.

Given that I had also blindfolded my eyes, I had no idea who had truly come. My cock twitched inside the chastity cage while the person walked in the room. It could be anyone, and the thought about being with a complete stranger sent thrills across every cell of my body.

The person was like a ghost. Wind rushed around my body, tickling my ears. Try as I might to find who it was, I could not. The footsteps were almost inaudible as if the person was deliberately trying to remain anonymous.

I heard the turn of the door lock and then felt steps moving in my direction. Someone just stopped in front of me. I felt that I was being looked at, evaluated, ogled. I felt burning embarrassment, recalling my shameful attire and cock,  which was almost completely erect and leaking small drops of pre-cum, staining the silk of the panties I was wearing.

I felt a hand running along my chest, a finger tracing mysternum's line, then a nail edge running around each of my nipples. Under this touch, my body tensed, electrified. My cock was filled with pain.

It couldn’t really be someone else. It had to be the Mistress I talked over that internet chat. Her touch was really soft and caring. I felt loved just for being there with her. It just had to be the needy woman I talked to minutes ago.

I then felt a nail tracing my mouth's curve, but safely enough to not smear the lipstick. I moaned as my lower lip fell slightly open. A soft, involuntary sound escaped my mouth.

There was no denying it. I was feeling very aroused and horny. My cockie twitched in its cage again, trying to break free. But it was not the right time yet for that, and so there it would remain for the time being.

“Cute,” a woman's voice whispered. Trying to determine her accent was hard, I expected her to be Irish, but now I wasn't sure what the accent was. All I could detect was some kind of Euro-mixture.

It was her for sure! I was a bit worried about having invited a man to my house, but it was the Mistress I talked to. That meant she would do everything she promised, including pounding me in the ass with her huge strap-on. My asshole became impatient at such a realization.

When we talked, I didn’t really know who she was, which was why I was curious about her accent. I really liked the sound of her voice, so I hoped she would talk a bit more.

Then, when the opportunity presented itself, I smelled her. Her fragrance was the same I had used, and that excited me. Thrills ran through my spine when she approached me a bit more, now probably bending her torso down a bit so that she could smell me as well.

She really did smell like the incarnation of sex. The woman seemed to be everywhere, and I wished so much to find out what she truly looked like. Photos on the internet usually didn't do women much justice. With the blindfold on, however, she would only allow me to look at her if she so wished.

My little cock twitched inside the cage, trying to get hard. It was completely impossible to do that, it soon learned for the nth time.

I couldn't believe I was at last so terribly close to her. I could reach and touch her with my hand if I had no tied myself to the chair. She then slid down the blindfold just enough for me to have a peak of her beautiful body, but then she put in back on. She had teased me, and I was loving that! My orifice contracted on itself again.

I didn't struggle when she ran her fingers across my upper lips. There was a surge of excitement, an urge to rock my whole body when she did that, but I contained myself. I had to. I felt she would punish me if I didn’t remain like the good sissy I was. She said I looked ‘cute,’ after all.

There was an audible rustle of fabric and a sound of something falling on the floor. Then hands on my knees: strong, decisive hands that might be small for men while being large for women. They touched, squeeze, and then pushed my legs apart. My cock was rampant and I was now desperate to free it from the chastity’s confines, but I felt this would happen only if I was allowed to.

I guessed she was kneeling now between my knees as I could feel her shoulders and arms touching my legs. Slowly, maddeningly, her hands traveled up my stuck legs.

My mind was going numb, my body was on the verge of exploding into multiple pieces. The touch of her hands on my smooth skin was maddening. It was making my poor mind go wild. Thoughts surfaced of her using a huge strap-on to fuck me, and I so wished she would.

“What a dirty, dirty fucker you are,” she whispered to my right ear. My cock was twitching, leaking more pre-cum and staining my panties.

I was able to feel her breath on my thighs, then on my pulsing erection. Her hands were above the edges of the plastic cage, then they slid down to my groin. Fingers slightly brushed the edges of my groin. I was panting now, burning, unable even to believe that without a release I could withstand the level of excitement I was experiencing.

It was like nothing I had ever experienced before. Her hands were soft and decisive at the same time. Her breath was hot and comforting. What a beautiful, terrifying woman she was. I was glad I was her sissy, but I also felt a bit scared. It could all maybe be a bit too much to me. The thought of being her toy made my cockie swell a bit more.

She pushed my legs wider and then onto the chair's armrests. I was spread out, like a whore, exposing myself to her. I had accepted her proposal to come there and become whatever she wanted. There were no regrets now. Having those would be a betrayal.

My ass was sliding down, but a small cushion was pushed under my ass to stop the motion. I had lost control over my body. Lust had taken command over it, and thus the Mistress now had me just for her. I wished it would remain like that until the end of the world.

“I was able to cuff you, pet. But that's not necessary, is it? You're not going to move if you're not told to, are you?” She said with a deep, commanding voice.

In silent confirmation, I shook my head.

“And I could use a better version of those, oh, cock-cages on you,” she continued with a note of disgust in her voice. “But that's not necessary, either. When I let you, you're going to cum, and no sooner than that,” she demanded rather than asked. I nodded again, not trusting to articulate my voice.

Again, her hands moved closer to my cock, but they never touched it. They moved down my groin again, around my encaged penis and balls, to then slide under the panties’ material I was wearing. Slowly, gently, unbearably, her fingers sampled my ass. My cock was throbbing so heavily that the pre-cum leaking out became a thin, continuous semen trickle, as if I had already reached pure orgasm, but without actually exploding.

It was like torture while not being too painful for my poor little mind. I so wanted her hands to stroke my tiny member to fool hardness, if only she would be that kind to me. But she was not. Mistress was a strong, independent woman who didn't need any man in her life. She only needed nice, pleasant little sisses like me.

The search for orgasm turned into my own pleasure. Once I remembered a friend of mine saying that for women it was like that, at times: the frustrating need for a major release becoming so intense that it turns into a series of continuous micro-orgasms.

For the nth time, I wondered what it was like to be a woman, with a wet pussy and delicious curves, with her own fetishes and desires, with her own way of experiencing pleasure, just like her mind, floating in the fuzzily opalescent space of submissive arousal.

And I would never find out what all of that was like, only pretend I knew. Science had not gone far enough yet. I so wished to find out what having a pussy was like, and especially what being wet for a woman would make me feel. Ahh… I so wished to have that tool so that I could please all the Mistresses in the world.

Just then, I felt so beautifully dressed and made up, so intimately yet gently touched, and so terrifyingly close to her, that I was closer than ever to this knowledge. I wasn't just close to her, I became her, or someone like her very much.

I felt the withdrawing one of the hands, although the other was still caressing my smooth ass, and then between my lips there were fingers. Slippery, sticky, salty, spicy and delicious they were. I recognized her taste and smell, knew in her pleasure that she was enjoying herself very much, but in my mouth, the fresh moisture on her fingers was infinitely more enthralling. In response, she moaned and sucked greedily on my fingers as well.

I wished she would continue sucking off my fingers for eternity. With no job and other things to do the following day, I could certainly remain there with her. I didn’t even need my eyes to enjoy everything that was being done to me. One Mistress and a sissy like me was the perfect combination indeed.

She slowly took off the plastic cage and my panties off. Then there was a gap, a movement, and a sound indicating that she might have put on gloves. A click of a bottle indicated she was about to use some lube to spice things up. And then the hand that was holding the waistband of my pair of panties came back to my groin. It felt rougher, cooler, and I realized that her fingers were clad in leather and lubed up. They were slipped easily into my ass so that she could fuck me with slow strokes.

“Like that, toy? Does fingering like that feel good?” She said. And I was loving that. In fact, I wished she would not stop. My cock swelled and twitched as pre-cum continued to come out, indicating that I was far from being fully satisfied.

“Are you erect for me, nice thing? Are you hard and wet at the same time? Can you feel the explosion of your g-spot?” Mistress said. Her fingers went in deeper, stretched my ass, penetrated it, and then curved and made me almost black out with pleasure and excitement.

"Ooooh. Fuck. Ooooh. Yes. Please. Yes. God, yeah," was my response to her incredible skills. That woman was making me hers as if I was nothing more than her toy. And I probably was just that.

“Then cum. Cum now, for me,” she whispered. Just as she eased her head inches above my waist, I cummed. My prostate and cock throbbed as my balls boiled over. My ass and buttocks and thighs uncontrollably contracted. My cock spilled seeds onto the lingerie's silk satin as waves of pleasure crashed through my body, taking me higher and deeper into sensual oblivion.

Her hands were moving away now and I could feel that she was standing between my legs.

“I will find you later on the same internet chat,” she said before closing the door and leaving me alone with the surrounding darkness.


Share Me

A Hotwife Short Story


Chapter 1

No Way Out

Today was going to be rough. “Look, it’s a cabin!” Jason, my husband, shouted while pointing to a small dark smear against the snow-covered surface of the mountain. A winter storm was making it difficult for us to walk. I didn’t even have an idea of where we were going. I left that mostly for Jason.

Gary, a friend of his and also of mine, was traveling with us as well. How did he join us? One could say that the prospect of robbing a bank was too much for him to ignore, but I knew that the thrill itself of the adventure played a bigger part when he made his choice clear.

We walked to the cabin. I was behind the two of them. Both were similar men in stature: athletic bodies which beamed confidence wherever they went. It was one of the reasons why I chose to marry Jason.

I loved being alone with him. Whenever we were inside a motel’s bedroom, it would not take long for the two of us to be completely naked. It was so cold in the mountain that I kept thinking about my hand caressing his abs while we cuddled inside the blankets.

I wondered what Gary would feel like if he learned the sort of thing I was thinking about. Would he join in on the fun? Would he find that okay? There was only one way to find out, but I didn’t know if I had the courage for something like that.

“It’s cold and harsh out here,” Gary said, as if reading my mind and finding out that I was thinking about him. His voice was deeper and manlier than my husband’s. It was the kind of thing which I admired from him.

Jason was a bit bigger than Gary. If the two were to get in a fight, I was sure that my husband would win. He was a bit taller, practiced more sports and went to the gym more often every month. He was the hard-worker kind of guy, whereas Gary benefitted from being hot thanks to his genes.

If Jason was not my husband, I wondered which of them I would choose to have sex with. Both were hot and hit different sweet spots of mine. They kind of complemented one another, as it became evident ever since we announced the robbery of the bank to the clerks who worked there.

Thinking about the two of them was already making me feel a bit hotter. There was a fire within me - though still tiny - that materialized itself thanks to me contemplating about having sex with Jason and Gary.

For now, though, that was going to remain a mystery. Jason was not the kind of man who liked sharing his women with other men. He didn’t like the whole cuckoldry thing and thought that it was meant for prostitutes.

Well, I was certainly not a prostitute, but I still wished to find out what it was like to have sex with Gary. If Jason were to join in on the fun, then it would make it all the better. I was just a bit tired of having sex with the same cock every night. I loved it - and also his huge balls - but my mouth begged for something new.

We continued making our way to the cabin. The small smear had now become a clearly visible cabin with two floors and no lights on. There was a high possibility that nobody was living there, which would be great as the three of us definitely needed some privacy.

My eyes analyzed the two men in front of me as we walked. Even though they were wearing thick winter clothes, I could not help but imagine the two of them naked. My clit would be throbbing wildly if they were nude - with their cocks hard and pulsing - while I laid on the bed waiting for them to have their turns with me.

Although I found it difficult, I asked myself: why not try it with Jason? I could speak with Gary first to find out if he wanted to have me, and then convince my husband. It would be two against one, and even though Jason was not the kind of man who liked sharing, I was sure he could eventually have his mind changed.

When we reached the front door of the cabin and both of them readied themselves to open it, I concluded: I need to try it before the police find and kill us.


Chapter 2

Convincing Gary

We all got inside the cabin. Jason and Gary put their things on the floor, and then sat on the only couch inside the room. The place was completely desolate, and our only companion was the snowstorm roaring outside of the cabin.

“Phew! I can’t believe we finally reached this place,” my husband said.

“Yes, but don’t you think we need to get some firewood? We are going to die freezing in here,” I advised.

“You are right. I guess I better head out to get some firewood,” he said before standing up and heading to the door with his axe.

Gary stood up as well. “Don’t you need some help?”

“No, I’m good. I will be back soon,” Jason said before closing the door and leaving me alone with Gary.

“Well, it seems that it is just the two of us in here,” I said, approaching him.

Gary was tall. He was at least a head and half taller than me, which made me feel not only horny for him, but also a bit insecure. It was the perfect combination to start the plan I had in mind. This time, he is going to join in on the fun.

“Anna? What is going on?” He asked while stepping backward until his back hit the wall.

Perfect. He was going to fall for me for sure, which meant that I only needed to convince my husband later.

I approached Gary and looked him deeply in the eye. His eyes were burning like hot lava that had just come from the mouth of a volcano. He didn’t want to show it to me, but it was then that I realized that he fancied me as well.

“Tell me, Gary: have you ever thought about me as more than a friend?” I asked, my hand caressing his belly. It was almost made of rocks, and I was loving that. My nipples were becoming harder at the prospect of fucking him.

“I… don’t know, Anna. What has gotten into you?” He asked me before opening a comical smile. Step by step, I was seducing and taking him for me. It would not be long before he would be begging for me to open my legs for him.

“You know exactly what I mean,” I said before going in for a kiss while grabbing his head with both of my hands.

We were kissing, and he was not holding back. I thought he would object my approach because of Jason, but it seemed that he was not that difficult to break. That left just Jason, who I was going to tame the same way I tamed this man.

His lips were tender and moisty. I could kiss him forever. I hoped we would be kissing for a good while before moving into something more serious.

His tongue was literally playing with mine. His lips kept on moving and rubbing against mine. His saliva was mixing with my own, and it was becoming so hot so fast that I thought that the snow outside was melting.

His hands were exploring my body. I was wearing the same thick winter clothes, but even through them I could feel his demanding and hungry hands just looking for more parts of my body to massage.

What a man! What a beast! His hands found the crevice of my ass, and he explored that too. He used his fingers to go deep inside until he found my pussy lips. I moaned the moment they played with my lips. His hand was rough, but oh so decisive

We had lost any sense of dignity. His hand kept on going in, despite the thickness of the pants. His fingers were strong and very virile. They were hungry, and there was only one thing that was going to satisfy them: my moist womb.

Gary was breathing hard. We had not stopped kissing. His lips felt too good to move away from. I was locked to him.

My hands explored his body as well. Every inch of his I was going to have. His muscles and their curves were mine. So strong, so virile. What a beast! It had been a long time since I felt that much fervor! I knew I needed something else in my life!

My hand found the thing from him that I treasured the most: his cock. It was inside his pants and underwear, but even those weren’t obstacles enough for my hand. It just kept on invading every layer he was wearing until I discovered his shaft.

He was already in a semi-solid state. It was big already, with a lot of room for growth, which excited me! It was difficult to know if he was bigger than Jason, but he should be at least about the same size, considering the dimensions of what my fingers were enjoying.

He moaned the moment I wrapped my fingers around his tool. It was big. I could call it a big man tool without doing it a disservice. So veiny too; I could feel his veins popping out as the palm of my hand covered his shaft.

Enough was enough. I got a good feeling of what he was like, and now I needed much more.

I placed my finger between our kiss, and looked at his eyes. He knew what I was going to do next. He opened another smile for me, and it was a smile of someone who didn’t have anything else to worry about.

When I got on my knees, his hand found his belt and he unbuckled it. His pants fell to the floor soon after, leaving only his briefs for the delight of my eyes. I was overjoyed and delighted with the sigh in front of me. He had so much manliness that it was difficult to cope with the fact he grew up to become such a man.

I licked my lips. My hands found the waistband of his briefs, and I ripped the damn thing apart. It fell to the floor on top of his pants. Before me was not standing just a cock, but a full-fledged package that would make any man envious of, maybe except for Jason.

I wrapped my lips around his big man tool. I was bobbing up and down on with so much intensity that I wanted nothing more than to feel his shaft sliding and rubbing against my hungry lips.

He moaned, and so did I. Our breathing was becoming hotter, and our body heat was creating a warm region around us. It was getting so hot that I had no choice but to take off some of my clothes even while I sucked that thing.

My lips salivated his skin, making everything so effortless and even more delicious. He was leaking his own pre-cum, which in turn was treating me with his taste. I could just imagine what his semen would feel like once he was dumping his load inside me.

Maybe - just maybe - I was going to let him have his own creampie with me.


Chapter 3

Jason and Gary

Iwas sucking him still. I was so immersed into what I was doing that I was hearing nothing but our moans and breathing. My pussy was leaking so much of my slow orgasm that it was creating a puddle on the floor. It had long soaked my panties and pants.

The entrance door, then, opened. I was taken by surprise, but the moment my eyes landed on Jason coming in, I felt calm. It didn’t matter to me if he had just seen me betraying him with his best friend. What mattered was convincing him to join in on the fun.

“Fucking Gary!” He shouted, marching toward the two of us with his fist raised.

Sensing what was about to happen, I got on my two feet and kissed Jason. 

He was calmer seconds later, and his fist was no longer raised. Rather, the same hand was now exploring every inch of me. What he didn’t know was that Gary now also knew every curve of mine!

“Jason, I need this,” I said, looking at Gary who now had his hand on his shaft and was stroking it while he watched my husband and me kissing.

“Anna…” He said slowly; the words were almost inaudible. I knew he had just begun to understand what I wanted. Despite him not liking sharing, if there was one thing he valued more, it was doing what I wished.

My hand caressed his cheek in approval of his change of mind. It was time to move on to the first part of what I had envisioned during the time we were walking toward the cabin.

My hand grabbed his and I took him to Gary. He was now positioned beside his best friend, who continued to stroke his big dick while looking at my semi-nude body.

The temperature inside the room continued rising. I felt so hot that the layers I was still wearing were becoming unbearable. I took each of them off me and threw them as far away as I could; those things were a pain in the ass when I was so ready to have sex.

It was such a shame that I was the only one naked, so I demanded, “Undress, now!”

The two worked fast to take off their clothes. They were fully naked in front of me in no time, and to the delight of my eyes, both of their members were hard as a rock. It was the first time I was seeing two men nude in front of me, making my sex even more wet with my orgasm.

Seeing those two packages in front of me was almost too much. I almost fainted. The only thing keeping me in that world was knowing that there was much more to come in the following seconds. The look on their faces told me they wanted nothing more than a good blowjob.

I reached in and sucked the first cock. It was from Jason. The familiarity I had with it was such a contrast with what I didn’t know from Gary yet.

He was already leaking his pre-cum. The taste was a lot different from Gary’s. I had felt it many times before, but the thought of having the other guy beside me made everything feel so much better.

Then, I moved on to suck Gary’s shaft once again. I was bobbing up and down on him with the same fervor from before, as if I had not left him for one second. He was moaning and leaking his pre-cum still. He released so much of that while I was not there that it created another puddle on the floor.

But then, I needed more, so my other hand played with his balls. So big and delicious they were. Hot and cold at the same time. More hot than cold they were, but the coldness was there just to contrast a delightful difference.

I had enough of it. With hungry eyes, I got on my two feet once again and grabbed both of their hands to guide them to the bedroom upstairs.

We were there seconds after, and the moment Gary closed the door, I was laying on the bed with my legs wide open for them. I wanted nothing more than to feel both of their shafts deep inside my womb, all without protection. Condoms would make things bad.

Acting on pure instincts alone, both of them positioned themselves in front of me. My pussy was leaking my sex still, soaking the bedsheet under me. I had my finger on my lower lip while the prospect of being rammed twice was taking hold of me.

They grabbed my legs and pulled me in closer to them. Their hands explored and played with my pussy lips. They were like beasts exploring their newfound grounds. That was the case for Gary, but Jason was doing that just to play with me.

I moaned the moment their cocks were rammed into my womb without mercy. They came in with so much force that I felt my body sliding on the bed. I was only kept near them thanks to their grips on my legs, which were so deep that it was hurting me a bit.

Inch by inch, they began to pound me. They were exerting so much strength that pain was competing against pleasure for which was going to take hold of me. I hoped that the battle was never going to end because having sex with pain was so much better than without it.

I was more than moaning, I was becoming one with them. Their big, muscular and moisty cocks were sliding out of my pussy with greater force. My boobs were swinging back and forth while my nipples were forced to become harder with the fast passage of the seconds.

Having the two of them so deep inside me was making me lose sense of what was happening. I was not in the bedroom anymore; I was somewhere I could not describe while my eyes rolled inside my head.

What’s more, my intense orgasm was coming. I could feel something akin to a pressing sensation within and around my pussy growing in intensity. It was like a fire that just got a new supply of oxygen that was hungry to burn not just a pile of wood planks, but a whole forest.

My body rocked the moment Jason and Gary moaned louder than before. I was leaking my sex with greater intensity, and both of them now were dumping their semen inside my womb.

They continued doing so for what felt like an eternity. All the while, they didn’t stop ramming me; their balls were still slapping against one another and also against my buttcheeks.

When they slid out, I lifted my legs and forced my pussy to leak the contents of their creamy milk out. It flowed onto the bedsheets like hot lava being spilled out of a volcano’s mouth.

I quickly knelt on the bed, stuck my tongue out and licked their thick semen. So salty it was. I could spend days doing that, and considering the state of the snowstorm in the mountain, there was a good chance I would do just that in the following days.


His Harem

The Initiation


Chapter 1

The Glory Hole Trial

Isat on the chair, eager to show him that I could be the best-tamed lady of that place. I licked my lips in anticipation of seeing, for the first time ever in my life, his big cock. Would he be throbbing for me as well? Would I manage to make him do that? I could only hope so as another rush of thoughts turmoiled my mind.

The other ladies sat beside me were all paying attention to the small holes in the wall. This was a harem. We were there to make sure that the president would be happy with us. He was going to put his massive cock in there, and then demand that we sucked him until he blew his load.

The president of Brazil came over and then disappeared behind the thin wall in front of us. Even though he would have preferred it to be a thick wall, I was sure that he was happier with knowing that we would have an easier time delighting ourselves with his massive dick.

When I saw him sliding his office pants down, I remembered how I came to be here. It was, in the beginning, all for the chance of having a job here. It was supposed to pay really well. No other place would have taken me for the skills I had. I won many competitions for being a good cocksucker, and that was exactly what the description said they needed.

However, the same could be said for most of the women beside me, who still made it seem that they were not blinking as the president continued to ready himself. He was not the kind of man that liked taking any lady inside his harem. He was very picky when it came to choosing one of us. He only allowed me to have the chance to be here because he knew about my reputation.

The president put his dick through the hole, and I noticed that it didn’t leave any gap with the wall. I was, however, more surprised by how quickly he got hard, considering his somewhat advanced age.

We were all less than half his age. The age gap, however, was not important; my mind was flooded with other thoughts and enticing images of his cock sliding in and out of my open mouth. And considering how fast he was fucking the first mouth in the line, there was a certainty in my mind that my turn was going to come soon enough.

“This is just the initiation. If he feels you have done good for him, he might call you to have a private session with him,” the Minister of Fuckery said during the interview.

Before then, I had not seen what he was like outside of the cameras, but now that he was readying himself to slide his cock in the hole in front of me, I realized that that was not important at all. Why care about his attitude when he was on the verge of exploding his potent seeds inside one of our mouths?

He finally put his cock in, waiting for my work on him. I salivated and licked my lips to make sure that I was going to start that with the right foot. He shook his member a bit as he felt a bit impatient for my delay. My heart pounded a bit faster, but then I managed to calm myself down.

Then, I wrapped my lips around his massive dong. I slurped and worshipped his bulbous cockhead, I felt a bit sad that the hole was not wide enough to let me play with his balls. Having that option would have made all the difference for me, since I was quite good at making men cum just from touching their scrotums.

No matter, I can do this, I thought while sucking his dong more and more. His manly scent took hold of my nostrils before filling my lungs. He had such a strong scent that it made it impossible for me to feel anything else.

My tongue worshiped his bulbous cockhead, which just didn’t stop twitching. Those twitches, however, didn’t mean that he was going to blow his load inside me right away. He was just happy to be serviced by someone with the skills I had.

I felt so proud of myself that I lost consciousness of the environment around me. As his cock rubbed against my lips more and more, I forgot that I was even sitting on a chair. The only things I could feel was his slab of meat rubbing against my lips and his scent growing intenser as he fucked my mouth increasingly more.

I felt my lips sore, but that didn’t deter me from worshipping and salivating his cock. I even traced the whole thing with my tongue one time to mix things up. For the first time during that session of his, the president moaned, which only increased my hunger.

But then, he eased his member out of the hole. My heart skipped a beat. What was he doing?! I was so close to making him cum!

His whopping dong was slid in on the hole on my right, and then the other harem lady worked her magic on him. Moments after, his cock was exploding inside her hungry mouth, and then all over her face. I watched, stupefied, his semen dripping from her jawline while she kept her tongue stuck out.

And then, he put his pants back on and walked out of there. I didn’t know if I had done something wrong, but just when I was thinking that I lost my only opportunity to make him notice me, someone else was shouting from afar to make us go back to our bedrooms.

I walked back there until the Minister of Fuckery stopped me in my tracks and said, “I know that he didn’t notice you this time, but you came very close to do doing that. There will be another opportunity tomorrow. Don’t waste it. It might be your last chance.”


Chapter 2

The Shower Trial

Istood in front of my shower head, alongside many other harem ladies who were there to win that battle as well. I didn’t know if I had what was needed to make the president notice me, but regardless of the outcome, I was there to surpass myself and give my all.

I gripped the vertical support on the wall made of light blue tiles, and then arched my back while bringing my butt slightly up. I also widened the gap between my legs a bit in order to make my cunt more apparent for when he came.

The president walked in, with a pair of sunglasses that had no purpose in here other than making him look cool. The communal bathroom itself didn’t have windows.

He took his glass off, and then the rest of his clothes. He was standing naked in front of the door, revealing to the delight of my eyes the body not of man, but of a true Greek God. His washboard abs and rounded pecs formed a pair that was difficult to find in another man. What was more enticing, however, was the sight of his huge package as he walked behind us.

I turned my head back a bit more to look at him better. The more I stared at his package, the more I realized that I needed it deep inside me. I would be the happiest woman in this country when he went balls deep inside me.

Some of the other harem ladies could not even control their breaths properly as they waited for their master to make them his. Their torsos expanded and contracted while their faces turned redder in anticipation. Considering the way he was walking behind us while his eyes feasted on our willing cunts, I was sure that we were not going to have to wait much more.

He stood behind me all of a sudden. His masculine hands pampered my butt as he felt me. The feeling of pleasure was so immense that I could not help but moan. Could he keep doing that to me a bit more time? I asked myself, only then to be responded by him going behind another of the harem ladies.

I felt a bit betrayed after finding out that he was not paying more attention to me than he needed to. His hands pampered the other asses as well as I finally realized what he was doing that for: he was making us all wet so that he didn’t have to use any lube. However, considering how wet we already were since the moment he walked in, there was no need to do that, which must have been why he nodded his head in approval.

Him doing that, however, made me feel so loved and needed, even though I knew, deep inside, that I was nothing for him. Just one disposable harem lady that could be replaced by the next one in the line if I was not good enough.

It was with that thought in mind that I brought my ass slightly more upward and widened the gap between my legs. Doing so came in a good time; he was already pounding the harem lady beside me and was on the verge of rewarding me with the same experience.

His hands gripped my hips before he thrust in with force. I felt as if a lance was piercing me, such was the might of his rear entrance. His dick was just so thick and long that no other man I had before him would have managed to make me ready for his manhood.

What was more impressive, however, was his initial pace. I didn’t know if he was more active because he fucked one of the women before coming to me, but he was doing me with so much force that I felt my forehead being pounded against the wall.

Moans took hold of me as I felt myself screaming inside my head, oh please fuck me! Harder and harder until I fall motionless on the floor!

I kept those words to myself as I didn’t want to harm his focus. The more he gripped me tighter and the more inches he put inside me, the more I realized that he was better off without getting any incentive from me.

I heard some of the women on both sides of me complaining. What was getting them so heated up about? The president was having his turn with me, and for the time being, he was going to do whatever he wished of me.

He was now all inches deep inside me, with his balls slapping against my ass. I was feeling my whole tunnel sore. My forehead kept being pounded slightly on the tiled wall. My lungs contracted and expanded like a pair of accordions.

Then, he exploded inside me. His seeds filled me. This is it! I managed to make him cum inside me. This must have been why the other harem ladies were complaining; they knew they had lost that battle to me. They didn’t think that I was going to be skilled enough to make the president of this beautiful country cum inside my hungry cunt.

Even as he dumped his load inside me, I kept my flower tightly closed around it. He tried to ease it out, but I was not about to let him do that. A battle ensued, and it was one I knew I was not going to win.

He took one step back as he pulled out with force with a popping sound that felt like music to my ears. I moaned and closed my eyes while my head slid down along the tiled wall of the bathroom. I felt my whole body weak after having cummed like never before.

Orgasm consumed all the energy I had, leaving me with nothing but a deep desire to sleep. As I felt my whole body falling, I noticed the president dressing his pants back on before saying, “This is the one I want. She will do quite nicely for me with her fat legs wide open in my bed.”


Chapter 3

The Moment of Truth

Up until then, I didn't realize the true weight of my decision. Did I have what it takes to make a man of his caliber happy in one session? I didn't know where his sweet spots were and could only work based on my previous experiences with other men.

The president, in the meantime, was not at all worried about the sort of questions I had in mind. His devilish smile was quite clear regarding his intentions. If I didn't please him enough, I was never going to be allowed inside the presidential house for the rest of my life.

At this moment, the only thing in his hand was his massive dong, though it was still soft. He was just waiting for me to get on my knees and stroke it to hardness. I licked my lips at the thought of doing that. Before then, I never once imagined being in the position I was in, even though I came there for that exact reason.

Juice leaked from my vagina as I looked at his massive dong in his hand. I could not even blink. I felt that, if I did so, I would find out that I was just dreaming. The president licked his lips.

“How have you been?” He asked, taking me from the state of complete trance I was in and making me blink. I was relieved to have found out that this moment was not just a good dream.

“I-I-I am good, sir. Thank you, sir,” I said, bowing to him.

He shook his hand and said, “Don’t bow to me right now. I get tired of that thing easily. Get naked and come to me. I need your hungry mouth all over my manhood.”

He was direct. His words took me by surprise, but I still immediately pulled my shirt up, took off the bra, skirt and pair of panties. When I was all naked in front of him, he smirked. He looked like such a badboy that I almost felt forced to get on my knees right away for his massive manhood that he now stroked slightly.

I approached him and put his soft member inside my mouth. It grew easily when half of it was in there. Fuck and suck him until he is fully hard, I kept thinking to myself. I imagined myself mounting his immense manhood while he pumped my hungry cunt from under me. There were so many things I wanted to do with him that I just didn’t know where to start from.

My head moved up and down on his massive dong, all the while feeling his scent filling my lungs. He was just so manly! My eyes paid special attention to his pubic hair and how it changed to normal body hair. Then, I used my hands to feel that hair of his and also his asscheeks that were behind his scrotum, which made him moan softly.

His member was now fully rigid in my mouth, and I found it difficult to think about having it anywhere else, even though my pussy was begging for some minutes with it. The president, in the meantime, had his head thrown back and was moaning quite loudly now.

With him in such a state, I had no choice but to keep sucking his whopping dong. His slab of meat was also feeling so delicious that it didn't let me think about doing anything else. In light of that, I sucked and slurped his big man tool for what felt like hours, until the door suddenly opened and people walked in.

It was the harem ladies. They positioned themselves at the edges of the room, looking at us with their hands deep inside their glistening cunts. They fingered themselves as they watched me having my obsession with the president. I thought they had come there to take me away from him, which would have made me pretty mad, but then I was relieved to have found that they had come there just to watch me and him.

The president caressed my forehead, taking me away from my rhythmic blowjob and forcing me to look at his eyes. "Let's get to the bathtub to finish this," he said before standing up and going to his bathroom.

I followed him, and the other harem ladies followed us. When I entered the bathroom, I discovered that it was big enough to have all of us in here. The president filled the bathtub with warm water, and then sat in it. He gestured with his hand for me to come, which I did while I fingered myself to oblivion.

The bathtub was big enough just for the two of us, but there was not much room to maneuver. The other harem ladies, in the meantime, were going to have to be satisfied by just watching us while their fingers did their magic on them. Their faces were dark red as I noticed that most of them were on the verge of having an intense orgasm.

“Grip the edges of the bathtub and bring your ass up and open for me,” he asked, and I did just as instructed.

My ass was in the right position moments before he brought his body over mine, his belly touching my back and his thighs rubbing against mine. He used his hand to guide his cock in, which penetrated into my vagina with very little friction thanks to the water and how slick I was.

He was pounding me moments after, taking me closer and closer to pure orgasm. I felt my whole body itchy and aching, and thus had no other option but to squeeze my nipples and play with my breasts under the water while my back door was pistoned by his rigid slab of meat.

It did not take long before he was blowing his load deep inside my tunnel, at the same moment that I screamed loud when an intense wave of pure orgasm hit me. The other harem ladies followed suit when their juices leaked from between their legs and onto the tiled floor.

His hot, creamy cum made quick work of my vagina as pain was replaced by raw pleasure. I felt my knees shaking as every joule of energy was consumed by the intense experience we had. The warm water of the bathtub only made everything better as he continued to piston in and out, as if nothing had changed and that he still had a lot more semen to share with me.

The other harem ladies collapsed on the floor with their eyes now rolled inside their heads. I felt my knees weaker now and it did not take long before they gave up on me, forcing me to slide more of my body into the water. The president, in the meantime, took that opportunity to ram me even deeper, this time blowing a second wave of his load in me.

“This was really good. I will call you back for more,” he said before getting off the bathtub and pulling the plug. The water was drained out, leaving me feeling proud of myself for having brought that masculine man to an intense orgasm that he was never going to forget.

The harem ladies, in the meantime, were just going have to content themselves with watching their new Alpha.


Milked by the Penny Clown in the Sewers

The First Hucow


Chapter 1

A Small Gift

Iwas walking down the aisle of the supermarket looking for supplies mom and dad asked for me to buy for them when I ran into a curious guy with a devilish smile on his face and eyes that seemed to penetrate my very soul. The more he looked at me, and the more I looked at him, the more I wished that I had not come here at this time. However, I could not deny that his presence was at least… a bit attracting to me.

“Hello, young lady. How old are you?”

What a weird question that was, especially coming from a complete stranger like him. Nevertheless, I had always been taught not to let people hanging in the air, so I responded, "I just turned 18 a couple of months ago."

“I see. Well, in that case, I have the perfect gift for someone like you,” he said before showing me in his hand a small bottle containing a white liquid inside of it.

I refrained from grabbing it from his hand. “Wait… what is this and why are you giving it to me?”

“It’s just a small gift for a wonderful young woman like you. Here, take it. I got it from there,” he said. I felt forced to wrap my fingers around the bottle. I looked to where he was pointing and saw a couple of similar bottles there.

“Thanks… I guess,” I said before turning my head to look at him again, but when I did that, he was nowhere to be found. Strange, I hope that this is not some sort of drug or poison, but if he got it from there, then there should be no reason to worry.

I got back home and stored in the fridge and the cabinets everything I bought from the supermarket. Everything except for the small bottle of milk, that is. I sat on the chair and analyzed it using my hand. What was even that thing? It looked like a normal bottle of milk, but the more I looked at it, the more I thought that it wanted me to drink it.

Fuck it, I am going to drink this, I thought to myself before taking the cap off and turning the bottle in front of my open mouth. The white liquid - supposedly some sort of milk - flowed into my throat and then to my stomach.

I put the small bottle back on the table and then waited for a few seconds to see if anything weird was going to happen. Shit, I should have smelled the damn thing as well before drinking it. What if it was sour all along? Well, now it is too late.

And as the minutes passed, I did notice something different happening to my body. It was burning up, as if I was having a fever. I worried about that and even went to the bathroom to grab some pills, in case that indeed was what was happening to me, but they didn’t make me feel better.

I noticed, then, my breasts becoming bigger and pressing against the material of my shirt. I took it off, but then had to do the same to my bra as well. I just hope that my mom and dad won’t be coming back anytime soon. This can become a serious problem.

I looked at myself in the bathroom’s mirror and was astounded to notice my breasts expanding in front of me. Little by little, they were getting bigger and moving down until they stopped by the belly button’s line.

What worried me the most was realizing that tomorrow I would have my first day of classes at college. With me now having the biggest breasts I have ever seen, how am I even going to make it there?

But then, I noticed that it was not just the breasts expanding, but also my ass. I turned around in front of the bathroom’s mirror and contemplated it expanding as if I had just been operated down there for that very purpose.

I wanted to scream, because there was no way that what was happening was normal, until someone knocked on the door of the apartment. I wanted to scream even more, since I didn’t have any clothes big enough for me to talk to the person who would be nothing sort of shocked to find a naked woman with breasts and ass so huge that they defied science.

But I went there anyway, with my mind in such an enormous turmoil of thoughts that I didn't even remember to look through the peephole before opening the door slightly. Before I stood the same man who gave me the small bottle in the supermarket.

I almost opened the door fully before remembering the new features of my body. He, in the meantime, was looking at me with the same devilish eyes from when I met him in the aisle of vegetables.

I found myself incapable of gesturing my mouth to express what I was thinking until he said, "I know what is happening to your body. We will meet up tomorrow, and then I will present to you the cure. Don't worry about the people of this city. They will make fun of you, but they won't hurt your precious body."

And then, just like he showed up, he disappeared. I heard his footsteps walking down the stairs, with me still standing at the doorway remembering that I could not get out of home until I managed to find some proper clothes for my new body size.

I cursed the man for making me drink that milk, and that when we met up again, if he didn’t give me what I needed to return back to my normal body size, that he would have to face a raging woman who didn’t have much to lose.


Chapter 2

What He Needs

It was the first day of classes in college. Students passed by me as they went to their respective classrooms. People talked about all sorts of things as they realized that the year had just begun for them. As for me, I was more concerned about hiding my oversized breasts and ass.

They were so big now that walking became difficult. Some people did notice the funny woman going about her business while she put her arms around her torso to hide her breasts from them. Others noticed and stopped what they were doing to contemplate her big ass as she tried to make herself as small as possible, even though that was possible.

I heard some of my classmates giggling before I sat on the chair. The professor was already in the classroom and was positioning the slide projector for what I thought was going to be the first boring class of many to come.

Some people still stared at me and giggled among themselves as they noticed the big woman sitting in the middle of the class. The more time I spent there, the more I thought about killing the man who made me drink that filthy milk.

I soon realized that their stares and giggles about me were of little importance. Something else about me seemed to have changed. My libido was through the roof, and almost impossible to control. While in the class, I often found myself with my hand rubbing the material of my pants as I attempted to finger my cunt.

Even before coming here, I orgasmed at least eight times in the morning. I should have taken a shower before coming to the campus, but with so much lust taking over me, doing so was literally impossible.

Fuck, I can’t believe I am going to have to endure hours of boring classes before finding out what that man has to tell me.

I then realized that he had not told me where he would be, but when I noticed a small balloon hovering outside of the building, I knew - as if someone was telling me something using just his mind - that I was supposed to go out and follow it.

It was then that I decided to go. I packed everything inside my backpack and ignored the stares and giggles while I did my best not to collide with one of the tables and chairs. I really was big too to be walking through aisles that were so tight.

When I got out, I followed the small balloon until it took me to a decent looking house by the campus. It popped the moment it touched the door of the house. I thought that the occurrence was strange, but with me feeling so horny and I thinking about burying that man's head in the ground, that thought was of little importance to me.

I got inside the house and then opened the first door, which led to the sewer system of the city. I should have stopped and turned back then and there, but with me feeling so horny, it was difficult to think straight about what was happening.

"Is someone here?" I asked, only then to be greeted by a weird clown with blue hair showing up out of nowhere at the corner I at the end of the corridor I was in.

"I am here," he said with a small balloon that he was holding using his hand.

“I am looking for a man that gave me this small bottle of milk for me as a gift. Do you know him?”

“Hmmm,” he said while grabbing his chin, “I don’t know anybody who has bottles of milk like that one, but I know how to solve the problems it created in your cute body.”

My heart raced at the thought of him being able to help me. “Please, you have to help me! I can’t live like this anymore! My boobs and butt are too big for me to walk around other people.”

I lifted my head and his smile widened. “Are you willing to do anything for me, my little darling?” He asked.

Desperate for him to tell me everything he knew about my condition, I begged at his feet, “Please! Just tell me what I need to do to be able to return to my normal body!”

“Good, I like that! Here is what you can do: show me your boobs and let me drink your milk.”

I stood up, dumbfounded. “You want... to drink the milk I have?”

“Of course I want to. Your boobs are that big because they have been making milk ever since you drank what that small bottle contained.”

The clown with the blue hair, after letting go of the balloon he was holding, grabbed one of my nipples and then squeezed it until a long rope of milk flowed from it. I was dumbfounded even more. I didn't know that my breasts were making milk this whole time and that it could be squirted out with so much ease.

“See? This is the milk I want. It’s called the ‘Milk of Life’ and only some very special darlings like you can produce it.”

“I can make that milk?” I asked, now looking at the splash of my milk on the dirty floor of the sewer canal.

“Oh yes you can, and like I said, I have been thinking about drinking all that milk you have. I want to drain these big reservoirs that you have,” he said while pampering my breasts.

To say that I was shocked would be an understatement. I could not comprehend the events unfolding before me. With my clit feeling so itchy and my pussy begging for a big cock, all I knew was that I needed to do whatever that clown with the penny pinned to his shirt was telling me to.


Chapter 3

Milked by the Clown

Before I knew it, I was taking out my shirt and bra in front of the penny clown. His smile widened as he reached ever so closer to his wishes. His eyes were devilish and they were making me afraid, but I thought little about that as the thought of changing my body back to normal took hold of me.

“I am going to love this,” the clown said enthusiastically while going down and putting one of my nipples inside his mouth. I felt it contracting around my nipple while ropes of milk were squirted out for his pleasure. His eyes flashed with excitement as while his belly consumed more of the liquid.

The clown milking me was more than what appeared to be. The more did that, the more pleasure I felt. When I felt my whole body burning with pleasure, as if I had suddenly gone from the sewer canal to a desert, I realized that I didn’t want that filthy mouth with its painted lips away from where it was anytime soon.

“Ahhh! This is so good!” The penny clown said after withdrawing his mouth from my nipple. Even if I weren’t feeling my breast now much lighter than it was seconds ago, the same could be noticed by how much smaller it looked.

He put the other nipple inside his mouth and milked it too. The same feelings from seconds ago took hold of me, making me moan and wish, once again, that he could continue to keep doing that forever. His hands even squeezed my breast as he looked for more milk. It didn’t take long before that boob was also drained.

He withdrew his mouth from my breast and then stood up. “That was some tasty milk. I wish I could have drunk a bit more, though. As you become more experienced with your new condition, that should stop being a problem, which means that milking you will become that much more enjoyable.”

“Wait, do you mean that you are not going to cure me?”

“When did I say that? I just cured you… for now. Once your boobs are back to their normal size, I will be back to milk you again, or you can just ask someone else to do that for you, or you can even decide to drink your own milk yourself. With your breasts being that huge now, you should be able to that, no?” He said before laughing like a maniac.

I was left, once again, dumbfounded by the sort of thing that the clown was saying. I thought that for sure he was going to fix my problem permanently.

"Look, don't be sad about this. Your problem will be cured at the right time. For now, though, you should be happy with being my little factory of milk production."

I was holding my tears back as I thought about having to return to college with that body of mine, until he said, "Darling, it will take your body hours to refill your jugs with the Milk of Life, which means that you will have enough time to attend your classes before having to return home.”

I rubbed my eyes and then asked, "What do you want me to do to deal with my huge ass now?"

"Oh, for that, I have something very special," he said before lowering his pants and revealing to the shock of my eyes his huge cock.

I thought that a man like him didn’t have a big cock, but what was standing before me was something so impressive that I doubt it would even fit inside me. His dick was a monster one. So big that any other man in the world would be envious of him. How did he even keep it inside his pants and walk around with something that big without drawing attention from the whole city?

“Holy shit, it’s really big,” I said while wrapping my fingers around the monstrous member after having knelt in front of him as a sign of respect.

“Well, my little darling, it’s all yours if you want,” he said. When I raised my head, I saw the same devilish smile across his face. That clown was going to have me the way he wanted, and I was going to obey every wish of his, all for the hope of him curing me.

I got on all fours and turned around. The big and frightening clown knelt behind me and then thrust inside my waiting vagina his big cock. I thought that my pussy was all loose after being pounded in the ass by many men when I turned eighteen, but that monster cock was something else. It stretched me so good that I felt my insides sore just after the entrance.

When he began to pound me, I knew I was not getting out of that feeling like the same woman from before. I thought that the milk had changed me, but his monstrous shaft promised to turn me into a little bitch that would come begging on my knees for another chance to be humiliated by him.

The more he pounded me, the more I felt my body sliding along the floor of the sewer canal, even though I was doing my best to stay where I was. “Damn, darling. Find a way to stop moving on the floor. Fucking you is way harder this way. It gets in the way of me enjoying eating this tight cunt of yours.”

It took him no time to blow his load inside my cunt with all the vigor he had. I felt his man juice just coming inside me and then dripping onto the floor of the sewer canal. The frightening clown, in the meantime, kept pistoning in and out of me while my heavy boobs swung heavily over the floor.

Milk flowed from them as if he had not milked me minutes ago. Wave after wave took hold of me as I realized that I was going to be needing many more sessions of being a slut for him. I thought I was going crazy for enjoying being eaten by a clown inside the sewers, but the whole thing was so enjoyable that I considered the thought of little importance.

He then eased out of me and said, “Well, this was fantastic. As you can probably notice right now, you can go back to college and have the rest of your classes without a single problem. Once your breasts are full of milk again, don’t hesitate to ask for my help.”

I was on the floor with my face planted on it when he said that. The moment I turned my torso to look at him, he was nowhere to be found, as if he had never been there in the first place. I didn’t hear any sound of footsteps moving away from me, so I thought that was very weird.

I walked out of there feeling that he did not disappoint me. Not only did he drink all the milk I had, but he also offered himself to take care of the problem once my breasts were full of the delicious liquid that he so much appreciated.

I didn’t know how I was going to ‘call’ him to milk me again, but I suspected that I would soon find out how once I was ready.


Milk Her 1

Socialized by Multiple Men


Chapter 1

What I Lacked

When I signed up for the military, I didn’t think that one of my first missions was going to send me straight to the USSR. I was supposed to go there in a couple of days, with nobody to assist me. They wanted to make sure that, if I were to get captured, that the damage to the war effort would be minimal.

Glenn, the man of my dreams, but who was never going to marry me because someone else managed to do that with him first, was sitting in front of me in the bar. We had come here for some drinks, but I had other plans. I didn't plan on robbing him of the woman who married him, but I did imagine that I was going to have an orgasm or two with him.

Carla was away. She was a beautiful red-headed young woman - younger than him, in fact - with a perfect nose that could make most women envious of her. I knew I was envious of her body, which was something she could never find out about me. I hated her for everything she had, including being so rich that she gifted Glenn with a yacht the day after the marriage.

Glenn put his glass on the table and said, "You know that, if someone tells her that we were here, she will do everything in her power to find the truth, right? She might be my woman, but she is very possessive. She doesn't like socializing things."

“Right, I know. She would not survive in the USSR,” I said before holding a laugh. Glenn, however, didn’t hold back his. Some people looked at us with judging eyes.

I placed my hand on his, feeling his warmth and love for me. “We didn’t find the right path to mutual love, but we do have this one opportunity to make up for that a bit. Are you not with me on that?”

I noticed the way his eyes looked at me; conflict troubled his mind. His heart was probably racing as he thought about having his school love in his bed for the first time in his life, while his mind kept torturing him to remain loyal to Carla.

He grabbed my hand and said, “Yes, we are going to do this. Just this one time, I am going to do this. This is a long dream of mine that I have been thinking about my whole life.”

✽ ✽ ✽

Glenn closed the door of my apartment. As I walked to my bedroom, I took off my clothes. I liked being that revealing with him. Before now, that never worked - I almost thought that he was gay - but then I noticed what I was doing wrong. Men like him expected women like me to be a bit more skillful when it came to getting naked for the pleasure of their eyes.

I walked over to the long, vertical mirror beside my bed. Glenn was taking his clothes off as he walked over to me. I felt his arms just sliding along my belly before he pulled me closer to him. I noticed his breath as he put his head closer to mine. His finger caressed my bellybutton. God, he was just so warm.

“You know, I have always noticed that I don’t have the things that you treasure the most on a woman.”

“And what would those be?” He asked, but it was not really a question. We talked about that years ago, back when we didn’t know much about sex and was just finding more about it.

"I don't have wide hips and big breasts. Carla, on the other hand, has those."

Just as I finishing saying that, his hands cupped my breasts and his bulge pressed tighter against my butt. I could feel his cock growing, and his hands warm as they squeezed my melons.

“Yeah, but don’t feel bad about that sort of thing. You didn’t decide to be born like this, and frankly, I think that you look just fine.”

“No, Glenn. You don’t really understand,” I said, looking at the floor now to avoid his eyes in the mirror.

I just dreamed of having enough money to change those things about me. I imagined what my life would be like with breasts so big that the face of a man would be lost between them. I dreamed of having hips so wide that I would have to custom order chairs for my apartment.

For the time being, though, I was going to have to be satisfied with what I had, which was enough to make Glenn hungry for me.

I turned around and kissed him. His lips felt so tender. His tongue looked for mine, and we connected. We became one as his expert hands felt my back. I felt him too, but I was more interested in what he had between his legs. I was curious about his size, now that he was all grown up.

I disconnected my lips from his and proceeded to kneel on the floor. I slid down his blue briefs in one quick movement. His dick jumped out of its prison looking ready to be tended to by an expert mouth. I licked my lips at the thought of having that thing deep inside my throat. Since I had been waiting for that moment my whole life, I was not going to have anything different from what I wished.

I noticed how much his dick grew. He was easily close to nine inches, which was probably the length of my head from chin to the top of my forehead. His pre-cum flowed from the mouth of his mushroom-like cockhead to the base of his shaft, before wetting his pubic hair. His testicles moved shily inside his rugged scrotum.

His scent was making me crazy. That smell of masculinity that only men like him had was perfect to make my pussy wet.

I wrapped my lips around his cockhead and then proceeded to put it deep inside my throat. I sucked his shaft more and more, while he threw his head back and began to moan. His moans only fueled my hunger even more as I increased the pace of what I was doing. My head went up and down on him, with my mouth wide open to have his full thickness in. I felt his cockhead rubbing and hitting against my throat as it twitched.

His cock soon exploded, making not only my vagina wetter, but also turning my nipples even more rigid. I continued to feel his manliness deep inside me until he, eventually, eased his member out and sat on the bed for another round.

The fun had just started, and he was not leaving my apartment until he was panting.


Chapter 2

Captured

Ilooked at photos of mine before entering the USSR's compound. I was just so skinny. My breasts were not big enough to satisfy most men, as those pictures showed. My hips were not wide enough to entice their cocks for me. It was no wonder that, other than Glenn, I didn't have much sex.

I sneaked from corridor to room, then to other corridors, until I found the place I was looking for. To other people, it would have looked like a room with some computers in it, but for someone like me, that was heaven on Earth.

I put the floppy disk inside one of the consoles, and then looked from side to side in fear of someone coming, or having even followed me. Gladly, the lack of footsteps and other noises told me that I was safe for the time being.

I pressed some buttons on the white console and waited for the files to transfer. Those were patrol and troop locations that would be helpful if a future Hot War were to happen.

Thanks to my skills and skinny body, I managed to use the shadows in my favor as I sneaked to the console room. I didn’t like boasting about myself, but if there was one thing I was good at, it was being an infiltrator for the American military.

I rested my shoulder and head on the tall computer processor beside me while my eyes waited for the file to transfer. Eleven percent, then thirteen percent, then fourteen percent… that was going to take a lot of time.

I yawned. The night before then was not a good one for me. I kept thinking about the other night where I had sex with Glenn. He fucked my pussy so good. It hurt me to think that I was probably never going to see him again.

The computer screen displayed a hundred percent file transfer. When my hand reached for the floppy disk, I felt something hard and blunt hit my head, making me lose consciousness and control of my body. Before I could even start thinking about what was happening, I was already falling on the floor.

✽ ✽ ✽

“This will make her talk,” I heard one of the Russian men in front of me saying.

I just about woke up, only to realize that I had my legs and arms tied to a chair. Other than us and the wooden chair, the room didn’t have anything else. Just one light bulb hanging from the ceiling illuminated the place, but it was positioned so low that it left me guessing about the true size of it.

My head felt dizzy and heavy. I just… could not think clearly about what was happening. Not only that, but I also could not remember what I was even doing there. Events before being tied to that chair were fuzzy, ghost-like even.

The man in front of me, someone tall enough to be a basketball player, grabbed my chin and said, “This woman will turn into a beautiful bimbo hucow for our pleasure. Oh, she will spit out everything she knows alright. Do you have the man who speaks English here? We might need him.”

Hucow? What was even that?

The moment his hand left my chin, my head fell, and I noticed the most unusual thing about my body. Not only did it look different enough to make me question myself if I was still me, but it also had everything I had wished for my whole life: big breasts and wide hips.

My breasts fell comfortably on top of my thighs, and my ass was now big enough to make that chair feel very small. However, the biggest change was probably my hunger for sex. The more I looked at the tall man in front of me, the more I wanted to have his cock ramming me deeply.

If only he would do that favor for me… He was talking to another man who was hidden deep in the shadows. The more I looked at him, the more I admired his body, and how that white uniform with black smears made him look perfect. He was such a masculine, virile beast.

He walked over back to me with a glass in his hand. He knelt in front of me, put the glass in front of my nipple, and then used his hand to squeeze it. I thought he had gone insane, because there was no way that milk was going to flow out of me, but then, it did, making my head confused with the turmoil of thoughts that immediately rushed in.

He squeezed my teat more and more until he filled the glass with my milk. His hand pampered my breast before he stood up and walked back to the man that was in the shadows. They said something else about hucow before walking away from there.

When the door closed, I asked myself how technologically advanced they truly were.


Chapter 3

Socialized by Multiple Men

When I woke up again, I found myself on a bed in a well-lit room. Light from the sun seeped from the curtain-covered windows. I turned my head from side to side, and noticed that other than the bed, the bedroom didn’t have much else.

The door swung open. Multiple men walked into the room, and what made me sit on the bed in the same instant was the sight of their naked bodies. My eyes darted from their masculine packages to the rest of their bodies as I tried - and failed - to focus on just one thing.

One of the men stepped forward from the group. His eyes scanned me from feet to head, and then back to my feet. I blank a couple of times as I realized that his face was quite familiar to me. After some seconds of deep thinking, I realized that he was the same officer that talked to me back in the interrogation room.

“You are here to spill out everything that you know about our enemies. However, before that happens, the procedure needs to be finished. You have been turned into an almost mindless woman with big breasts and wide hips. You have wished for those things quite a bit your whole life, right? We have found that about you after scanning your brain.”

He was right about that. I didn’t remember much about my past life, but I did remember the part about wanting to become a better woman. If they indeed did that to me, then I had no complaints, other than being stuck here with no hope to get out.

“You probably understand what needs to be done. So, do it. We don’t have much time to waste.”

He was right about that part as well. I just felt my feet being dragged out of the bed as my hunger for their cocks grew. I knew that there was just one thing I wished to do that day, and that was to be fucked by their thick and long manhoods.

I walked from the bed and knelt among them. I kept my head low as they approached me. I knew, deep inside, that they wanted me all submissive for their delight. I knew that that was the finalization of their so-called ‘procedure.'

“Open up,” one of them said. It was a good thing that I still knew their language, as otherwise, I would have had a more difficult time understanding them.

I also knew what they asked of me in this instance. I slid my arms on the floor with my hands open, and then opened up my legs while bringing up my butt for them. Cold air coming from the windows rushed inside my exposed holes, making me feel goosebumps.

My hair fell around my head, making it impossible for me to see what they were going to do. However, I did notice as one of them walked until he stood just behind me. He, then, proceeded to kneel behind my waiting cunt.

His hands pampered my butt. One of his fingers got inside my anus, making me arch my back a bit and let out a soft moan. “It’s nice and tight, guys. This one has not seen much action. She will do nicely for us.”

“Oh, I can’t wait for my turn with her,” another man said.

I noticed a curious noise coming from around me. A noise very similar to when I fingered myself. Were those men… masturbating? I could not be completely sure about that, but something inside me told me that they were doing that.

The man behind me lowered his head and licked my pussy lips. I arched my back once again, and did not do much to contain another moan that escaped my mouth. He was just so good at that! I felt my pussy getting wetter, and found myself not wanting him to stop doing that too soon.

However, all good things must come to an end. He raised his head, straightened up his torso, grabbed my butt for support and then eased his member inside my vagina. My clit throbbed in response.

I felt as if I was being pierced by a lance. It just came in more and more, all of what appeared to be ten inches of absolute raw meat. His cock grew inside me, and then it did not take long before my tunnel closed itself around it.

“Damn, this is so tight,” he said before beginning to pump me.

This time, the moans came out every time he pumped my hungry cunt. His balls slapped against my buttcheeks when he increased his pace a bit more. I was just so wet down there that we didn’t need any lube.

And I was just so horny that milk flowed from my nipples, forming two puddles of it on the floor. The other men, in the meantime, continued to stroke their members to keep them fully hard.

The guy behind me grunted and then blew his load deep inside my cunt. I felt his hot, creamy liquid just tainting and painting the walls of my canal. He had so much of it that I felt it dripping onto the floor while his manhood pumped me full still, making me wish to have the chance to lick his man-milk clean from the floor.

He got out, and when I thought I was going to have some minutes to catch my breath, someone else replaced him behind me. His cock was thrust in deep inside me, and he was ramming me with all his might moments after. I felt the air of my lungs being pushed out as I realized that he was rougher and more virile than the one who fucked me.

He blew his load and then eased his dripping member out. Someone else replaced him moments after and then proceeded to do the same as the other guy.

More and more came with their hungry and ready cocks for the immense pleasure of my pussy. Their shafts rammed me so tight and rough that I felt my insides sore. When they were finally done with me, I felt such a lack of air that I thought I was going to suffocate.

“Kneel again and return to your previous position. We are going to do something else right now,” the same man who interrogated me now said.

I didn’t know when he fucked me during the turmoil. There were so many dicks coming in and out that I didn’t have the possibility of identifying which dick was his, though I kind of wished I now knew.

With their cocks in their hands, they approached me. I stuck my tongue out to tease them. Smiles appeared on their faces as their eyes adopted a devilish appearance.

I sucked their members one at a time, never once continuing long enough so that one of them was going to blow his load inside my mouth. All of them deserved equal treatment, as was the rule in a socialized society like the motherland.

Their dicks felt so big as they filled me. I played with them using my hands, and also with their still semen-laden balls as I became one with them. Their mouths only opened to let out their soft moans of pleasures. Their bodies became red-hot as they reached their climax.

Suddenly, when I was going to suck another of those Russian men, they all blew their loads on me at the same time. I stopped what I was doing, but didn’t refrain from keeping my mouth open with my tongue stuck out to taste their salty cream.

“It’s done. Grab and drag her out of here. We need to find out what she knows,” the same nameless man from the interrogation room said before two of his men took me out of there.

As they dragged me back to the interrogation room, with my breasts rubbing against the floor made of wood, I felt ready to spill out everything I knew.


Milke Her 2

Claimed by the Man of the House


Chapter 1

His Darling Little Hucow 

He was holding a glass of milk in his hand. My milk. When he showed it to me, I could barely believe the sort of thing that was happening. How were my jugs producing milk when they should not?

“Drink it. It should make you feel better.”

But how was I supposed to drink my own milk? The more I thought about it, the more I considered the proposition too crazy for me.

I was his darling little one. He was supposed to protect me and make sure that I was alright, instead of coercing me to have forbidden feelings for him.

There I was, sitting beside him on the couch, all naked because my body changed completely over the last minutes. What was he thinking about when he made me drink that? I didn't want more of the milk, but with him being so insistent, it was difficult not to give in to his wish.

Not only was my body changing, but also my mind. It became difficult to think over time, and I suspected that it was not long before I became a dumb little girl for my step old man.

“Daddi, I am really conflicted about where this is going,” I said, and he responded by pampering one of my breasts.

“Don’t worry, darling. These boobs here will be great for milking in about a couple of minutes. Right now, though, I was thinking of feeling your ass. It must be so huge right now. Please, stand up.”

I did as he asked and brought my butt closer to him. His hand pampered it for a couple of seconds before he traced the crevice with one of his fingers, making me moan and arch my back.

He was so good with that… good enough to make me forget about how wrong that was.

“Do you know for how long I have been thinking about this, my darling?” He asked.

“No… I can’t really think right now. Please… don’t make hard questions to me.”

"I will do that, my darling, but only because you asked me to. You see, I have been fancying you ever since you became a woman. When you turned eighteen, you became legal, and well… now nothing is holding me back."

“But, you know how wrong that is and how people would want your head for having sex with me...”

“I know, and that is why I want to do this. It’s what really turns me on. I want to take care of you for the rest of my life, even if that means marrying you as well.”

I was in shock. “Marrying… me? But that would be so wrong, but also… oh!”

A smile appeared on his face. “Are you finally understanding my feelings for you and where they come from?”

“I think I am understanding them, yes…”

“Well, then you do also know that during my whole life, I haven’t managed to find a woman good enough for me. You are too young, but still better than everyone else out there,” he said and then licked my ass with his wet tongue, making me arch my back once again.

He stood up and crossed his arms around me. I felt his hot breath on my neck when he rested his head there. I felt goosebumps when he pressed me tighter against his body. I so wished to have his big cock inside me, especially with my now renewed fire for the forbidden.

Forbidden sex… that is what I wished to do right now, except that my mind kept thinking about how wrong that would be.

He pressed me tight to his body once again and asked, "Is something the matter? Is your pussy not okay with this?"

"No… it's nothing like that. I just keep thinking about how wrong this is."

"My little one, you know how dumb society is with these things. If we are both legal and okay with this, then who are they to say what we can't do?" He asked before pressing his body more against mine, making me feel his cock touching my exposed butt.

“I really want the big thing you have in every hole of mine,” I said.

“Hmm… just the mention of that makes me leak my pre-cum. Do you want to taste my pre-cum, little one?”

I turned around on the same instant and asked, “Are you really going to let me do that?”

"But of course I would allow you to. I have been thinking about this for a very long time. If you want to take the first step, then just kneel."


Chapter 2

His Pre-Cum

With my heart now beating like never before, I got down on my knees. “Close your eyes, my little darling. What you will see is going to be a surprise that few women ever had the chance to cherish.”

The mention of that made my heart beat even faster, and I almost thought I was going to have a heart attack. Before he made me drink that milk, everything was clear in my mind, but now there was just confusion in there. In the end, all I knew was to have his thick cock shooting his sperm all around me.

I closed my eyes and waited until he lowered his pants. When I opened them, he warned, “Shhhhhh… keep them closed. I have not lowered the last layer yet.”

I waited patiently until I heard him lowering his underwear. Pair of briefs or a speedo? I didn’t know which he was wearing and preferred to, despite me being with him for a very long time and seeing him naked when I was younger.

Once his hands were done lowering down his underwear, my lungs were filled by his scent. I sniffed it harder at the realization that, for the first time in my life, I was going to see the big cock that once fucked many women before me. They all got on their knees for the big man, and now it was my turn to worship him as well.

"Open your eyes, my darling, but do so carefully. I don't want to shock you too much for seeing the big thing that I have been carrying with me all this time."

I did as he asked of me. Slowly, his big slab of meat was revealed to me. Once my eyes were fully open, I was left in a state of shock. "This thing… it's impossible. No man has something this big."

“Well, my darling little one now turned to a bimbo hucow, I told you that I am one of a kind. You should be happy you are going to have your turn with this big thing. Now, lick the pre-cum and make sure to do so with the utmost respect. I don’t want to have to beat you up like I did the other times you were a bad brat.”

I stuck my tongue out and began to lick the rope of pre-cum that kept on coming out of the slit of his cockhead. It was so delicious that, in no time at all, I found myself wanting more and more of that. His smile was that of someone who was enjoying turning his darling little brat into the bimbo hucow that I now was.

“Keep doing that, pussybrat. I really like seeing you like this, all submissive for the man who taught you everything.”

I could hear myself saying, ‘Oh yes, please fuck me, daddi. Please fuck me until I am pregnant with your seeds,’ but doing so would have been a disservice to the big slab of meat in front of me. Plus, with my tongue occupied with his liquid of pleasure, there was so much I could do with my mouth.

The big man shook his tool a couple of times and then rubbed it against my face. I was so turned on that I heard my cunt juices dripping to the floor. “Damn, I didn’t think that you were this horny already. What happened to all those thoughts of this being too taboo for you? Are they gone now?”

I nodded my head slightly at the realization that he was right about that.

He rubbed his rigid member along my cheeks, nose and forehead. The more he did that, the more I could feel his skin and veins on me, making me feel even more turned on. I thought that something like that was impossible, but he really was an experienced man willing to break any barriers. There was nothing that he was not going to do to have his way with me.

“Now, my darling, I know that you are thinking about giving your step old man a blowjob to finish this, but there is something else I want you to do right now. Get on the couch, put your breasts over the edge of the seats’ back supports, and then wait for me. I am gonna drink all the milk that you have.”

I did as he asked of me, and then waited for him to come. I closed my eyes until he showed up in front of me and placed his two big, masculine hands on my boobs, making them feel small for the first time that night. I thought that having such a perception was impossible, but here he was, doing just that to me.

"These feel so soft and so full of milk. I should have done this to you much earlier in your life. On the internet, some people say that hucows produce more milk if they are transformed before adulthood. There is a higher risk involved with that, so I didn't think it was worth it, but still… it makes me question myself if, maybe, that was the right decision all along."

His words were of little importance to me when he put one of my nipples inside his mouth. “Tasty teat,” he said when he pulled my nipple and milk came out of it. I was more shocked by the mention of ‘teat’ than anything. Another thing that surprised me was how easy milk flowed out of my nipple.

"Big and succulent teat. I love this," he said, now making me understand where he was coming from with the mention of ‘teat' rather than ‘nipple': it just was too big to be called the latter.

"You have turned into such a human-cow, and a bimbo one to boot," he said while sucking more of my milk. I could feel the pressure created by his lips as his mouth took in all the milk I had. The pressure created by him made me feel so much pleasure that, once again, my cunt juices leaked out of my pussy.

It was not enough that he was milking me; he had to have his hands all over my boobs. The more they pampered my breasts, the more pleasure I felt, up the point of forcing my toes to curl.

I was almost losing myself. He was just so good, and when he finally let go of the first nipple, I knew that there was much more to come, because he had just put my other nipple inside his mouth. Nipples or teats… at this moment, it didn't matter to me what we should call them. What mattered was how they could be used to make sex even more pleasing.

I felt my milk flowing out and filling his belly. He was a hungry old man. He was twice my age, but with us being so close, that didn’t deter me from doing what I was doing. I was now nothing more than his milk-making slut for his delight, and we were both loving that.

However, all good things must come to an end. I felt my breasts dried of their milk the moment he stood up. I pampered and even squeezed them as I looked for more of the amazing liquid that daddi loved so much, but there was not one single drop of it left. He had drunk everything.

"That… really was something else. Such big titties that you have, my darling little one," he said, pampering my breasts once again.

“Or udders might be a more appropriate term, I think,” he said with analyzing eyes.

“But anyway, enough about the usage of the right terms. It’s a bit comical the kind of face that you are making right now.”

I raised my eyebrows and he said, “you must be asking yourself what is happening, right? Well, let me show you.”


Chapter 3

What I Became

He went to his bedroom and brought a small mirror in his hand. He put it in front of me, and I soon realized what he meant: my face was unrecognizable, and I looked as if I had taken a pill to become the dumbest person in the world. My mouth was always slightly open and my eyes… one seemed to be focusing at a different point in the room from the other.

“Time to fuck that small hole of yours,” he said with a devilish smile that sent shivers down my spine. However, that didn’t deter me from feeling that I was going to have the best fuck of my life.

“Tell me, have you not really been fucked by someone as huge as me?”

I shook my head.

“Well, then this will be very interesting. Get on all fours. With your udders this big, there is only one way that this is going to happen.”

I obeyed him. The moment I adjusted myself for better positioning, he gripped my waist and then lined up his big man tool with my waiting vagina. I licked my lips at the thought of being rammed by the man who meant so much for me when I was so little.

“You have grown up and now you are a woman that any man would desire, especially with udders and a RUMP like these,” he said while feeling and pampering them with his virile hands.

“Such a nice pair of asscheeks that you have as well,” he said, pampering me even more and making me moan out of pure pleasure.

“Have you just heard the sound that came out of your mouth?” He asked.

I nodded, and then he slapped my asscheek hard. "No, you haven' heard it. You heard what you thought you heard, but something much different came out of your mouth. A sound that was much more animal-like. You are a hucow now. You don't moan when you are pleased. You moo because that's the only sound that can come out of your whore mouth."

I tried to moan once again, just to test if his hypothesis was right, only to find out that, indeed, he was not wrong about that. Only moos came out of my mouth. For a moment, I was shocked to have learned something like that, but then, he soothed me, "Don't worry about that. I really love it when a hucow moo. I am going to make you moo a lot tonight."

I was almost asking what he meant by that before he thrust in with force into my dripping vagina, making me understand exactly what it was that he had in mind. A long and wild moo of pleasure escaped from between my lips, and it filled the whole room.

His smile reappeared on his face, and it was the same devilish one from minutes ago. He started to thrust in slowly, but then he picked up pace as his muscles tensed. Daddi was the kind of man that took some time to get going, but once he was in the right mood, there was no stopping him.

He was also a bit violent. He slapped my butt multiple times while his big man tool stretched me to such an extent that I imagined I was not going to be able to walk like a normal human being for the following weeks.

"I love the feeling of your tender and moist entrance around my big slab of meat! I can do this forever!" He said, and with that pace of his, I was sure that he was not lying about that.

My arms were shaking while he pumped me with all his might. I thought they were about to give in at some point, but I did everything in my power to prevent that from happening. The more he pumped me, the more I had to focus on not disappointing him.

His ballsack slapped against my buttcheeks, and each time they collided with me, I felt a jolt of pleasure that ran through my whole body. The more he sensed me succumbing to his manhood, the more it fueled his desire to keep on eating the little hucow he created.

I was his darling little one, but the feelings were telling me that I could become something else: his woman.

He stopped slapping my butt, which relieved me because they were stinging already. He then said, while his hands pampered the crevice of my asscheeks, “What a nice little thing I have for me. All fertile and ready for daddi, are you not?”

He said that moments before his whopping dong twitched and shot rope after rope of his succulent sperm inside my cunt. I was a bit sad that it was not going to be savored by my tastebuds, but that could be left for another time we had sex. I was already licking my lips at the prospect of having his dick blowing his cum down my throat and filling that hole with it.

He tilted his head back and a wild moan escaped his mouth. He was shaking the moment his cock was eased out of me. And then, he sat on the couch as if nothing had happened. He was panting a bit, but he still had his eyes fully open. He could come and fuck me again if he so wished.

However, his mind had other plans for me, “This was good, but tomorrow, I am going to get creative with those big titties of yours.”
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