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    A loud beep startled Fawn. She raised her left arm and looked at the vibrating wristband. The little screen displayed a one minute countdown. It took her a couple seconds to realize what was happening. When the blinking numbers went down to 55, Fawn jumped from the cafe stool she was perched on and looked around nervously.
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    She had been carrying the damn wristband for the last 6-7 days. It wasn’t like she could take it off if she wanted. The device had been sealed magnetically at the Hunt-r office. The technician who had fitted the thing had told her clearly that it worked like a neckband. It couldn’t be removed without the help of their high-tech gadgets.


    Fawn looked at the screen again. It was already down to 45 seconds. She started to sweat profusely. She looked around and scanned the crowd to spot anyone behaving in a suspicious manner. She put some money on the table and walked out of the shop trying hard not to look like she was in a hurry. She didn’t want to look scared, even though she was panicking inside.


    She had to leave the area as soon as possible and put enough distance between her and the hunting ground. She knew that she wouldn’t be able to evade her hunters after the countdown was over. Once the number hit zero, her location would be signaled to the mobile devices of the Hunt-r app users in the vicinity. Then any paying Hunt-r user would be able to track her wristband for the next 30 minutes. Her only choice was to run and hide until the hunt was over, unless she wanted to be raped by a stranger in the middle of a shopping mall.


    Fawn cursed her luck. After staying inactive for a week, the thing had started to beep in the middle of a crowded mall. Why did it have to be the mall?


    She had been scared like a little bunny for the first couple days. She had tried to remain indoors as much as possible, had stayed away from crowded places, and stuck to the shadows when in public. But it had simply remained unresponsive. After a while, she had started to relax, and eventually to forget about the tracker she carried on her wrist. Perhaps hers was defective? She didn’t want to go back to the Hunt-r office and complain, of course. It would have been great if the damn thing hadn’t worked at all.


    But now, just when she had started to believe that her tracker didn’t work, it was telling her she was only half a minute away from becoming prey to lecherous men.


    She didn’t want to be in this predicament, of course. She had had to “volunteer” to be a prey girl, when traffic court had given her two choices to pay for her multiple traffic violations. The other had been a month in prison.


    In Pussiana, prison didn’t mean the same thing for men and women. For men, it was simple incarceration. For women, it was nothing but a public brothel, where inmates were chained to beds to be raped by the public for a low price. That’s how they paid for their crimes and earned their keep.


    When Fawn had been given the sentence she had felt like her life was over. So when the judge had presented her with the alternative of “volunteering” for this new app that BFA had some stake in, she had jumped on it without thinking. How bad could it be? It definitely wouldn’t be worse than spending a month at a state brothel.


    The countdown continued. Fawn quickly walked towards the exit, trying to act inconspicuous and calm. It was getting harder by the second to keep her composure. She felt like all the men were looking at her, as if they knew she was trying to flee. The exit was still too far. She was panicking. Would she be able to reach the parking garage before her location was revealed?


    No. Not even close. Her time ran out as she reached the escalator that led to the underground garage. She was still too far away from her tiny car. She wasn’t sure if she could find it easily, anyway. When the wristband ominously beeped one last time, She held her breath and looked behind her. The corridor was full of shoppers, who didn’t seem to be interested in her at all. There was nothing suspicious. Maybe this Hunt-r app wasn’t that popular at all. It was a new thing after all. Perhaps there weren’t any users in her vicinity and…


    Another beep was sounded. Fawn looked at the screen and saw a terrifying message. “4 nearby hunters were alerted to your presence. You have 30 minutes to escape.”


    She looked up again and scanned the crowd, with terror in her widened eyes. She hastily wiped the beads of sweat that accumulated on her temples and started to run down the parking lot escalator. She could almost feel the hunters approaching.


    She entered the cold, concrete jungle of pillars illuminated by soulless fluorescent lamps and stopped to think for a moment. Nothing looked familiar to her. Even when her mind wasn’t overwhelmed with panic, she would have had a hard time finding her way through this place. She turned around a couple times to jolt her memory, but alas, she had no idea where her car was.


    “Fuck the car!” She thought to herself, and started to run towards the exit of the car park. Perhaps if she could get to the open, hunters may not be able to catch her that easily. She could see the sunlight in the distance. If only she could…


    “Hello there! Why the hurry, little one?”


    Startled by the strange male voice, Fawn jumped away to the side and hit the concrete pillar on her left. She turned around and looked at the middle aged man leaning against a sedan. It was a slightly balding, mustachioed man with an athletic build. He didn’t look like he was on the hunt or something. Fawn hesitated for a moment and carefully scanned the guy from tip to toe in order to assess if he posed any threat.


    “Sorry,” she stammered. “I need to…” She paused. She was too scared and confused to make a full sentence, and frankly, there was no time to spend on pleasantries. She turned and peeked around the pillar to see if anybody else is closing in. The parking garage was as calm as before, there was no threat in sight.


    “Don’t worry, they must be too far,” said the man behind her. She quickly turned. “It was smart of you to come down here, little girl. The tracking interface is still a bit buggy. It sometimes doesn’t show if the prey is below you or above you. They are probably looking for you among the crowd upstairs.”


    Fawn froze with the realization that this guy was a hunter. And she had just walked up to him like a moron. “You…”


    “Yes,” the man smirked as he quickly grabbed her wrist before she could move. “As a hunter, I’m more like a spider than a wolf. I quickly realized that if I hang out in mall parking lots, sooner or later a little ladybug comes and sticks to my web.” He smiled to the terrified girl and pulled her to himself. Then he raised his mobile phone and clicked on the button that signaled her capture to other users.


    “There. Now the others won’t be coming for you. You’re caught, so their trackers are turned off.” He tilted his head and looked into Fawn’s teary eyes. “I could still press the gangrape button so they can join, if you like. Would you like me to do that, little girl?”


    Fawn sniffled and frantically shook her head. “No, no please don’t,” she begged with a barely inaudible voice.


    “Very well!” As soon as she replied, the man forcefully turned the girl around and wrapped one arm around her chest. With the other, he grabbed a fistful of her wavy brown hair and pulled her head back. Without saying anything, he pressed his nose into her slender bare neck. Fawn held her breath as the hunter smelled her neck for a long while. Finally, he gave her a tender kiss, and a playful bite on her pulsating jugular vein.


    Fawn’s terrified brain was racing. She didn’t know what to do, whether or not she should say anything… She was told what would happen when she was caught in vague terms of course. She was to be raped by the hunter or hunters. But they didn’t tell her what to do or say during. Was she supposed to resist? Try to escape? Or perhaps just obey orders.


    “Are you afraid, little girl?” the man asked. Fawn quickly nodded. She was now sobbing and crying openly. “Good”, whispered the man and pushed the crying girl onto the hood of his car. Her big tits hit it first, cushioning the blow. The man, her hair still trapped in his grip, pressed her head onto the cool metal surface and pulled her arms behind her back. Using a knee to pin her down, he joined her slender wrists on the small of her back and tied them together with a thin leather strap. Once he was done, he rested for a moment and let her hair go.


    With the pressure at the back of head lifted, Fawn took a deep breath and tried to look at her captor. He looked rather calm and quiet for a man who was about to violently rape a bound girl bent over the hood of his car. For a moment the entire situation felt surreal to the panting young girl. This certainly wasn’t what she had expected to happen at her lunch break.


    The feeling of surrealism was further strengthened when a few shoppers passed by and barely turned their heads to see what was going on. It was nothing out of the ordinary, just another girl getting raped. It was indeed a common sight in public places around Pussiana. But not for Fawn. It was her very first time.


    The man removed his knee from her back to give her a momentary relief, but immediately put his hand on her tied wrists to keep her in place. Then he leaned down a little to put his other hand under her knee-length skirt. His first touch on the side of her left knee sent shivers up and down her spine. He chuckled at her alarm. Then he swiftly lifted her skirt and rolled it over her waist. After a silent pause, he gave her a quick smack on her left butt-cheek to show his admiration of her perfectly round, smooth bottom.


    “Are you a virgin?” asked the man as he unbuckled his belt. “Yes,” sobbed Fawn. She heard his zipper opening and pants dropping down. Then his hand returned to her round bottom, this time to grab and pull her panties down. Fawn held her breath. It was almost time. She was about to be sexually violated for the first time in her life. There was no way to stop it. She closed her eyes and braced for impact.


    “Which hole?”


    Fawn opened her eyes with surprise.”Which hole?” she asked with a pleading voice.


    “You heard the question, little girl,” chuckled the man. “The vagina or the asshole? This doesn’t mean that if you choose one, I’ll spare the other, though. It’s just a matter of order, you see.” He leaned over her and whispered into her ear. “Don’t worry. I’ll leave your pretty mouth for last.”


    Then, without even giving her a second to respond, he pressed his cock against the entrance of her vagina. “Too late, little girl,” he said and mercilessly pushed his big fat member into her untouched fuckhole, pushing the air out of the girl’s lungs in a single move. The throbbing hard dick fought her inexperienced vaginal muscles inch by inch and easily defeated them, tearing down every bit of resistance her young body attempted to put on. He finally stopped when his entire length was buried in her. Then he forcefully pulled it back half-way out, as swiftly and violently as he had shoved it in.
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    Fawn screamed bloody murder after the first violent stab of the dick, and soon started to sob and moan loudly as the man continued to fuck her freshly deflowered hole with an ever-increasing pace. It hurt a lot, but she somehow knew that this pain was nothing compared to what was about to come next.


  



  

    02


    A young couple walked by with shopping bags in their hands. The young blonde girl turned her head and gave a quick glance at Fawn, but quickly averted her gaze when their eyes met. Another surge of shame hit the captured girl. The tears accumulated at the bottom of her eyes gushed out when she shut her eyes.


    She didn’t know exactly how long the hunter has been fucking her inexperienced pussy. Her mind was overwhelmed by shame and pain, and she was utterly confused on top of it. The situation was surreal. She was bent over the hood of a car, getting raped by a stranger in the middle of a mall parking garage. The horror she was experiencing seemed to be contained in a strange bubble, as life continued to flow around them. People kept walking by, only a fraction of them paid any attention to her sobs and moans.


    After slamming his body onto her butt monotonously for minutes, the guy decided to change the beat. He shoved his cock deep in her one last time and stopped. Then he grabbed the girl by the waist and roughly turned her to the side with a single motion. Once she was able to see his face, Fawn gave him a pleading look, hoping to soften his heart. His frowny, lust-ridden face looked even grimmer than before.


    “Sir… please… please let me go! I can’t take it any mo-”


    A hard slap landed on the young girl’s tear-soaked face. The man immediately raised his hand again for her to see, and waved it in the air threateningly to make sure she didn’t say anything else. Fawn swallowed and shut up immediately. Her last remaining hope was crushed. He wasn’t going to stop there. He was going to use her thoroughly.


    Without saying anything, he grabbed her top thigh and pushed it forward to expose her genital area fully. He pressed his left hand over her knee and pressed it down. This move made her swollen pussy pop out even more. Then he pinned her butt down with his other hand and pulled his big cock out of her hole slowly. Now too scared to look at him, Fawn closed her eyes. It felt like a cruel sword was being pulled out of a war wound. She was hurting.


    Soon the entire organ popped out of her hole. Fawn wanted to tighten her muscles and shut herself down forever, but her genitals were no longer under the control of her mind. She felt loose and sloppy down there.


    “Did you… did you ejaculate in me?” she asked with a terrified voice.


    “No,” laughed the man. “That’s all you, little whore. You have the wettest cunt I have ever hunted down.”


    Fawn was overcome with shame again. The guy had phrased it like a praise, but his words made her feel cheap and dirty. What did it mean to be the wettest?


    “It’s good that you are big whore, little girl,” continued the guy, as a response to the humiliation on her face. “You slopped my cock well. Now it will hurt a little less.”


    Then, before she could figure out what he meant, he placed the tip of his cock against the entrance of her butthole and forcefully shoved it in. Fawn let out a blood-curdling scream this time. Her voice filled and echoed around the parking garage, turning a lot of heads. The initial surprise she felt was immediately overpowered by the incredible pain in her rectum. His huge member felt even bigger now that it was inching its way in her virginal anal cavity, ripping and tearing her muscles like paper.


    Like he did with her pussy, he paused briefly once his entire length was in her and then started to fuck her calmly. His barely audible groans of pleasure hardly matched with what Fawn was feeling. For her, it felt like getting stabbed in the ass repeatedly. She hoped the pain would go away after a while, but it lingered on and even intensified for the remainder of the rape. Her muscles eventually surrendered and adapted to his pace, but the pain persisted.
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    The hunter took his time with her butthole. Even though he switched gears occasionally, he never reached a speed that would make him pass the threshold. He wasn’t trying to cum at all, he was simply enjoying himself… enjoying her prolonged suffering.


    After minutes of ruthless assrape, he suddenly decided to pull his cock out of poor Fawn. Fawn felt a momentary relief when he lifted his hands that pinned her down and let go of her body. But it was cut short when he grabbed her by hair once again and pulled her towards him. Exhausted, she could offer no resistance as he turned her body and slid her across the hood of the car. Once she dropped to the ground, he pulled her by the hair and forced her onto her knees. Fawn awkwardly tried to straiten up as much as she could. Her hands were still tied behind her back, so it was hard to keep her balance.


    He pulled her hair to down to make her head tilt back. She looked up with tears, begging for mercy with her eyes. He still head the cruel and lecherous determination on his wrinkled face. Despite her lack of experience in sexual matters, Fawn knew exactly what was coming next. He had defiled her in two of her holes in a matter of minutes. There was still one more hole to rape.


    She swallowed with fear as he grabbed his cock and started to stroke it a few centimetres away from Fawn’s trembling full lips. The fearsome organ that ruined her pussy and ass a few minutes ago was now right in front of her in its full glory. It looked wet and shiny. Fawn now knew that it was covered in her juices. It glistened under the fluorescent lights of the parking garage, signalling the girl the words “you are a nasty little whore!”


    “Open up!” ordered the man and pulled the terrified girl’s hair even further back. Fawn whimpered in desperation and reluctantly parted her lips. The moment she did that, the now fully-erect cock hit her on the mouth like a battering ram. She immediately opened wider to let it in. Her mouth stretched and jaw ached as the man forced the entire length inside. Fawn felt the tip of the dick punch the back of her throat. She choked and gasped repeatedly as he held her head tightly in place.


    “Calm down, little girl,” the man said, “just relax.”


    Tears gushed out of Fawn’s eyes as she tried hard to adapt to this new ordeal. She continued to gasp and choke, but eventually her body found a way to cope with it. She managed to calm herself down and started to breathe with the huge cock still filling most of her mouth.


    Now, start using that little tongue of yours, little girl,” ordered the man. He sounded like he had been giving the same order for the thousandth time. Fawn just knew that she wasn’t the first girl he faceraped.


    She started to move her tongue. It was pinned down under his huge cock, but Fawn realised that her mouth could be more accommodating than she previously imagined. She started to lick the lower side of his shaft as well as she could. He seemed to like what she was doing.


    After a while, the man decided to take matters in his own hands and started to move his cock. He began with short, slow strokes, but then quickly built up a rapid pace. Soon he was fucking the poor girl’s face like a piston.


    Fawn struggled to keep up with the changes in his speed. She had some “oral sex experience,” even though she never gone beyond that. She had pleased a boyfriend with her mouth before, awkwardly and with moderate success, but this certainly was the first time she had her mouth raped as it was just a fuckhole on her pretty face. The guy certainly didn’t want her to suck him. He just wanted to fuck her mouth. Her pretty head was nothing but a masturbatory tool for him.


    Her passive role as a live fleshlight lasted a few more minutes. Finally, the guy reached a very high speed, and his organ started to twitch and spasm as it repeatedly breached Fawn’s stretched lips. Soon, it started to spew the contents of his balls into Fawn’s inexperienced mouth. After a few spurts hit the back of her throat, the guy suddenly pulled out of her and grabbed his cock with his free hand. Holding her in place tightly, he directed his cock towards her face like a weapon and continued to stroke frantically.


    Strings of goo shot out of the organ and hit Fawn on the face. First one landed on her left eye, right on the tear duct. The next string landed across her nose and the corner of her mouth. Fawn closed her eyes with disgust and shame. Fully enjoying her reaction, he continued to paint the young girl’s face with the gooey substance. In a matter of seconds, her entire face was glistening under the cold lights of the garage, like a glazed donut.
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    He stopped cumming, but Fawn was still too scared and too ashamed to open her eyes. She was sobbing silently on her knees. She could feel the jizz flowing down her cheeks and dripping off her chin. She felt like the nastiest whore in the world.


    “Don’t move,” ordered the man. She heard some rustling noises, and immediately realised that he was taking out his mobile phone. A few clicks followed. Fawn shivered with shame once again. She knew that he was taking pictures of her in her this shameful make-up. In a few seconds, snapshots of her cum-covered face would be uploaded to her Hunt-r profile page for tens of thousand of users to see.


    Without saying a word, the guy pressed his cock on her forehead. The unexpected touch startled the terrified girl, but she soon realised that he was merely wiping the cum accumulated on her face with his dick. He took his time to scrape most of the slop on her face and ordered her to open her mouth again. She obeyed. He calmly shoved his slopped cock back in her mouth.


    “Clean it!”


    Another terrible humiliation. She reluctantly wrapped her lips around his dick and sucked the entire shaft. Once the man took his cock out again, her mouth was full of his thick, salty cum.


    “Swallow.”


    Fawn waited for a couple seconds to muster the strength to swallow the disgusting fluid in her mouth and finally gulped it down in one go.


    “Show me.”


    The girl opened her eyes to look at her hunter, only to see that he was still filming her with his phone. Left with no choice but obey, she opened her mouth wide to prove that she swallowed every last drop of his jizz. He seemed pleased.


    “Now, thank me for the cum”


    “Thank you for the cum, Sir,” said Fawn, with a shaky voice.


    Once she said it, the man finally let her hair go and ended his recording. When he stepped back and turned to his side, Fawn assumed that he was finally finished with her. Was the thirty minutes hunt over? She slowly crawled to the pillar next to the car and adjusted her clothes to cover her exposed pussy and tits. She was too afraid to look at her sore crotch.


    “That was pretty good, little girl,” said the guy. “Look at that. Your Hunt-r profile is still empty. No ratings, no pictures… I guess I was your first, eh?” He turned to the girl cowering below the concrete pillar. Fawn hastily nodded, as she wiped the remaining jizz and tears off her face with a paper tissue. Her hands were still shaking.


    “Don’t worry, little girl. I enjoyed raping you very much. I’ll give you good ratings.” He smiled and turned back to his phone. “Let’s see. Your pussy was a solid 8. Your ass was particularly tight. I enjoyed fucking it. Definitely a 10.” He paused and looked at the girl again. “Your face pussy, not so much. Perhaps a 6. I guess you are still not very experienced at this. I’m sure you’ll climb to a 7 or even 8 in no time.”


    Fawn closed her eyes with shame again as the guy continued to list his suggestions for her to improve her cocksucking skills. He reassured her that after a few hundred rapes, she’d definitely become a decent fuckwhore.


    “I’ll add you to my favorites, little girl,” the man said, after uploading her cum-faced pictures and videos, and entering some more humiliating remarks about her performance in her Hunt-r profile. “I hope I can catch you again soon.”


    Fawn watched him get in his car and drive away, with tears still flowing down her cheeks. She sat there for a few minutes to calm her nerves down before heading back home. She wanted to clean up, have a long nap, and forget all about this horrible experience as soon as possible.


    When she finally stood up, a loud beep startled her. She raised her left arm and looked at the vibrating wristband. The little screen displayed a one minute countdown.
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    “Are you going out again? You must be out of your mind.”


    Startled by her next door neighbor’s voice, Fawn turned her head with fear in her eyes. She froze for a moment and wondered if she should unlock the door and get back in her apartment again. It took her few seconds to calm down. Her neighbor Gene was a harmless young man. He was a quiet loner who played video games and tinkered with electronic devices all day. He generally kept to himself.


    “What? I…”


    “I saw your wristband. The Hunt-r watch?” He pointed to her left wrist coyly.


    Fawn reflexively covered the band with his hand and slipped it back under the sleeve of her hoodie. She was wearing long sleeves eery day since the first time she was ‘hunted down’ at the parking lot a couple of weeks ago.


    “Yes,” she replied with a barely audible voice. “You know about it?”


    “Know about it? I work at the company that wrote the code for its mapping software. You know how the proximity circle moves with the prey when…”


    “You guys made this?” shrieked an incredulous Fawn. She didn’t even know that this nerdy looking man worked. She had never seen him leave his apartment since the day she moved in the building two years ago.


    “Just the map… tracking…” stammered Gene. He was startled by her sudden outburst. “I was part of of the team anyway. I coded the…”


    “You!” screamed Fawn with fire in her eyes, “do you know how many times I was ra-…” She stopped and tried to calm herself down.


    “Sorry,” replied the young man. Tact in social interaction wasn’t one of his skills. “It’s my job. In my defense, we didn’t even know what the software is for. They used our code in other apps too. You know, food delivery and stuff. There’s this app for people to track their pets, and…”


    “Okay. I’m sorry for shouting at you,” Fawn interrupted. “You seem like a nice guy.” She took a deep breath and looked at her wrist. “To answer your earlier question, I have to buy some eggs. I figured I could run to the store and back in a few minutes. Even this thing beeped, I’ll be back here before they could find me.” “I have eggs,” said Gene. “Would you like some?”


    Fawn smiled and nodded.


    Gene smiled back and opened his door wider invitingly. “Come on in. Take whatever you want from the fridge.”


    The girl hesitated for a moment. The two stood there awkwardly, until she finally decided to take up on his offer and walked in. Gene closed the door and gestured toward the kitchen. “The fridge is over there. Feel free to pick up anything you need. I have to go back to work, if you don’t mind.”


    “Sure, thanks,” said Fawn, trying to hide her crippling anxiety. She looked on as the man turned around and entered a room which looked like a set from a cheap sci-fi movie. Shelves full of electronic devices lined the walls of the room. At the center stood Gene’s desk with three monitors and numerous keyboards on it. A pair of smaller tables with piles of pulled apart electronics and stacks of paper on them flanked his desk.


    Before Gene could reach his desk and turn, Fawn quickly departed for the fridge. As she expected, the kitchen was rather untidy, but it still looked calm and welcoming compared to the chaotic mess of Gene’s working area. She opened the fridge to get the eggs. Gene seemed to have a healthy diet judging by the contents. There were no frozen female heads or anything. She calmed further down. She picked three eggs and returned to the man’s study.


    “I owe you three eggs. Thank you very much. You saved my ass… Literally.”


    Gene raised his head with oblivious eyes, as if he forgot that she was there. “Ah? Yes, no, no problem.” he said, and stood up. She smiled and turned to open the apartment door.


    “There is a bug in there, by the way,” said Gene, as she reached for the door handle.


    “Excuse me?”


    “A glitch. In… um… in the Hunt-r software. One can exploit it so it won’t show the prey’s exact location.”


    Fawn stopped and turned to the man with wide eyes. “What? Can you… can you do that?”


    “Sure,” the man replied. “I found the bug myself just two days ago. Very easy to correct. I was about to report it and…”


    “No!” shouted Fawn, “please… Please don’t do that.”


    “Don’t report it? But, that’s my job. They pay me a lot of money for debugging, and…”


    “Please, “ repeated Fawn with a desperate voice. “I’d do anything…. Anything you want, if you… If you do that… that exploiting thing you said. You can do that with my wrist thing, can’t you?”


    “I can… but that’s…”


    “Anything you want. You don’t know how bad it is… I was… so many times… I…”


    Gene stopped and looked around. Fawn could almost see the cogs and cranks in his head moving. “I’ll be losing a good monetary bonus, but it’s also a big risk. If I do something like that… I mean if I tinker with your device…”


    “I cannot give you any money,” said the girl, “but I can… I can compensate you in other ways.” She bowed her down a little and looked in his eyes shyly. “I can… suck your cock, perhaps? Would you like that?”


    Gene froze for a moment with a surprised expression on his face. He didn’t seem to know what he was supposed to say. Fawn was surprised too. It was hard to imagine a man who didn’t immediately think about exploiting her desperate situation.


    “I always wanted a dog.”


    “What?”


    “I always wanted a dog,” repeated the man. “A puppy. Can you be my puppy?”


    “I… I… like a real dog? Or…” Fawn was unable to speak again.


    “If you be my puppy for an hour a day, I’ll hack your wristband to hide your location during hunts. How does that sound?”


    Fawn stood motionless for a good minute. It was her turn to calculate and weigh her options.


    “Okay,” she sighed after a while. Playing puppy was definitely better than getting raped twice a day by violent strangers. “What do I need to-“


    “Undress.”


    Fawn hesitated for a moment and looked at the young man standing two meters away. Despite the coldness of the command, There was no hint of cruelty in his eyes. He looked exactly like his usual awkward, gentle self.


    His benign demeanor gave the girl the courage to fulfill her side of the bargain. She tried to relax, and slowly took her grey hoodie off. As she awkwardly folded and put it on the desk next to her, she caught a glimpse of the man’s face. His gaze was now focused on her jiggling big round boobs. Fawn was no longer wearing bras, because her rapists liked to rip whatever lingerie she had on. She had run out of panties in just two weeks.


    She paused for a moment not knowing how to proceed, which gave him a chance to see her chest in its full glory. She then pulled her pants down, got out of them, and neatly put them on the hoodie.


    She was now standing in front of her neighbor she barely knew, completely naked, shivering like a leaf. After spending almost two and a half weeks as rape prey, she was no longer an inexperienced virgin, but for some reason she was as shy as it was her first day. It was the first time she semi-voluntarily removed her clothes in front of a man anyway.


    “Now what do you want me to-“


    “Go down on all-fours,” ordered Gene.


    Fawn looked for signs of malign intent on his face. His command sounded perhaps a bit more stern than the last one, but he didn’t seem to have that wicked, brutal spark she saw in her hunters’ eyes. She reluctantly kneeled down and fell oh her hands like a puppy. She took a deep breath and looked up. Her mind was completely blank. She didn’t know what to do next. She needed a command.


    “Bark!”


    “Bark? How…”


    An unexpected slap landed on Fawn’s left cheek. She stumbled but managed not to fall. Tears gushed out of her eyes.


    “Woof!” said the man, “say it!” He seemed no different than the way he looked a few minutes ago, offering Fawn access to his fridge. But his apathetic face now appeared scarier to the trembling naked girl on her hands and knees.


    “Woof!” she repeated with tears flowing down her reddened cheek.


    “One woof for yes, two for no, three to beg or apologize. Do you understand?”


    “Woof!”, she replied without hesitation. She didn’t want to be slapped again.


    “Sit!” He commanded once more. Fawn looked puzzled for a couple of seconds before she finally sat on her heels. She looked up pleadingly and waited. “Beg!” he ordered this time. Fawn was a little bit faster in reacting this time. She raised her hands and made two paws just under her chin.


    Another slap landed on her cheek. “What did I say about begging?”


    “Woof woof woof!” she barked without losing another second.
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    “Good girl!” said the man and patted her on the head a few times. Fawn flinched with fear when he reached towards her but relaxed when he gently stroke her hair.


    “Heel!” he said this time and walked towards his desk. The puppy fell forward and followed her new master on her hands and knees. He sat in his chair, turned towards the crawling girl and parted his legs.


    “Give me your paw!”


    The girl raised her hand, now almost perfectly channeling a trained lapdog. “The left paw, you dummy! I need to access your wristband.”


    Fawn immediately switched hands. She felt stupid for so absentmindedly acting like a dog. It was surprising how quickly she assumed this humiliating role. Was her frequent violations taking a toll on her mental health? Was she turning into a brainless bimbo already?


    “I have to establish connection and run a few programs. It will take a few minutes,” said Gene with a soft, reassuring voice. Fawn was still having difficulty reading his expressions. His face was definitely not a very emotive one. “Now you can suck my cock,” he continued.


    She paused for a few seconds, not understanding that simple command. Her hesitation was punished by another hard slap on her left cheek.


    “Woof!” she responded and immediately opened his zipper with her free hand. In a few seconds, his erect cock was in her mouth. She unsuccessfully tried to stop her tears as her head bobbed on his shaft. She didn’t expect his member to be this big and hard.


    “Good girl! he said and continued to type commands with the speed of light.


    Fawn tried to recompose herself and concentrate on her task as the man worked. Despite her efforts, sucking the big fat penis was very difficult for the inexperienced girl. She was faceraped many times during the past few weeks, but she never learned how to do it properly. She had little chance to do so even she wanted to. Men rarely let her do anything. Her mouth was nothing but another hole for them to ram their rods into. They called it a face-pussy for a reason.


    “There! I have access to your data,” said Gene after a while. “It seems… 23 people rated you. You were hunted down 17 times. 15 single rapes and 2 gangrapes.” He leaned towards the monitor and scrolled down. “Escaped only twice? Not a very good at evading hunters, are you? Looks like you really need my help.”


    “Woof!” replied the sobbing girl without taking his cock out of her mouth.


    “At least you have good marks. Almost everyone added you to their favorites after using you. 9.6 points for your pussy and 8.9 for your butthole. Your mouth is only 7.2 though. Perhaps if you sucked with more passion and zeal?”


    Fawn looked at the man questioningly for a moment, then gave him another muffled woof before starting to suck on his cock with greater speed and enthusiasm. Sucking cock is but a small price to pay if she would be able to evade her hunters from now on. She could do it better if he wanted her to.


    Gene started to type again. Fawn’s mind was now racing, her hope growing. If this worked, this horrible nightmare could be practically over, and maybe she could return to normalcy. Oh, how sweet would it be to walk around again without the risk of a brutal gangrape. She continued to suck with more and more eagerly. This blowjob thing wasn’t that difficult anyway, especially after getting used to the cock’s size and find a rhythm.
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    Few more minutes of fervent sucking, and Gene’s member started to move in a familiar way. As inexperienced as she was, Fawn still knew what was about to happen. She slowed down her movements and went deeper and deeper, until the man finally exploded into her gullet. Warm gooey fluid filled her mouth and a few drops leaked out of the corner of her lips. She made a slurping sound and pulled her head up, sucking everything up until the organ popped out of her face pussy. She sat back on her heels with her mouth full of cum and waited silently.


    Gene’s response to the successful completion of her task was underwhelming. He shook a bit and let out a quiet groan, but his orgasm was barely noticeable otherwise. Strangely, this disappointed Fawn more than she expected. This was the first real blowjob she performed since she got the wristband. She thought she did a decent job, and expected a better response. Maybe not a treat or reward, but maybe some praise. A pat on the head, at least.


    She didn’t get any. Gene continued to work obliviously for few more minutes. Then he paused for a moment, looked at the girl and ordered: “Again!”
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    “This won’t be as easy as I expected,” said the young man. He turned to the beauty between his legs, sucking his cock for the third or fourth time with tears rolling down her blushing cheeks. “I will have to change the code a little to get remote access to the device. But this code is like spaghetti, you know. You never know what else you’ll be pulling when you change something.”


    Fawn didn’t say anything. All the slaps she received earlier were very effective in teaching her the proper way to behave. At this point, she just wanted him to finish as quickly as possible and end her weeks-long nightmare. She would service his penis for another hour or more if she had to.
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    Gene’s fingers were moving incredibly fast. They looked independent from his body, almost like they weren’t attached. Often his eyes were wandering around the room as he typed. So much so Fawn wondered if he was really typing, messing with her, scamming her to get a few free blowjobs. But every now and then, he would stop and reveal very personal details about her. He was actually hacking her files.


    “Looks like this algorithm was designed to trap the prey no matter what,” he said with a tint of admiration in his voice. “It almost makes sure that she cannot evade long. With every evasion, the circle enlarges slightly, the number of hunters increases… a lot. And I think there is a piece of software that calculates the prey’s past evasion strategy and sends hunters tips to intercept the prey. Wicked!” He turned to the girl, now with a surprised look in her face. “It seems it never triggered for you, though. You escaped only twice, right?” He turned back to the screen without waiting for an answer. Everything he needed to know about her was laid out on the screen anyway.


    Actually, he didn’t even had to look at the screen. Gene knew almost everything about his beautiful neighbor since the very evening she moved in the apartment next to his. Within a few hours, he already downloaded every bit of available information about her and created a digital clone in his computer. He did that for everybody in the building, actually. The hard drives stacked on his shelves were full of such digital clones of every person he had ever met.


    Gene was what regular people liked to call a “weirdo.” He lived alone, never left his home, and evaded human contact at all costs. He always ordered his groceries online, worked from his home office, played video games and watched dystopian sci-fi movies whenever he wasn’t freelancing as a white-hat hacker.


    At the beginning, Fawn was no different than the rest of his neighbors. In time, however, he got more and more obsessed with her. She was the prettiest thing he had ever seen. She was in his wet dreams every night. Or at least every time he slept. Of course it was rather difficult to tell night from day in his apartment with blacked out windows.


    For the first time in his life, he felt the urge to go out and speak to another human being. He often waited behind his apartment door for hours just to “accidentally run into her.” He succeeded only three times so far. He awkwardly smiled to her the first time, said “good morning” the second time, and after the third time they spoke, she was kneeling in front of him, sucking his cock. It was unbelievable.


    Gene always felt different, like a badly constructed robot. He diagnosed himself multiple times with different social and psychological disorders throughout the years, but ultimately decided that he was just an awkward guy, bad at processing human emotions. He couldn’t interpret them accurately, and certainly couldn’t express them well enough. Human interaction is a completely alien thing for him. Software, on the other hand, is his language.


    From an early age, he started to approach every issue like a programmer, a hacker. Any problem can be solved or circumvented by writing a piece of code or tweaking an algorithm. Life is a series of problems to solve, features to unlock. He was good at it. He never felt like a fish out of water when churning out code. No computer monitor ever looked at him disparagingly, like he was a freak.


    He certainly didn’t want Fawn look at him that way. That’s why he started to stalk her from afar, through the digital clone he created in the confines of his computer. Everything she bought with her credit card, every phone call she made, every text and e-mail she sent, every project update she uploaded to her company’s server, every parking ticket she got was in there. He followed her through a series of security cameras every day. He even helped her from time to time, by making the elevator wait for her for an extra few seconds, or giving her two chocolate bars from the office vending machine instead of one.


    She was, even before she entered his apartment with her own will, already his digital pet.


    And now, she was in front of him in flesh.


    Half an hour ago, when she stood there nervously, fully dressed, calculating her options, Gene had a life-changing epiphany. His face showed no hint of the quick but decisive storm in his head, but he eventually realized that human beings are no different than computer programs. When the limits and conditions within which they had to operate is known, one can develop simple algorithms to affect their conduct. This was his specialty after all.


    The rules this Hunt-r app set for Fawn was strict enough to manipulate with greater accuracy. This wristband was a blessing and a curse. On one hand, it was rather difficult for the man to watch his object of desire chased down by lecherous men and raped violently every day. Despite his abilities, he was unable to help her escape her pursuers. But on the other hand, the miracle before his eyes wouldn’t be possible without Hunt-r.


    When Fawn was about to leave with the three eggs, Gene felt that this was his only chance. So he lied. He told the desperate girl that he was able to exploit a fault in the software, while he had no idea about how the thing worked. He wasn’t able to hack into it even though he tried many times. Maybe if he tinkered with the device itself, he could find a way in.


    He failed to do that. But in the process, he found the way to hack into the girl’s mind. Because of the faint hope of escape, she started to follow his commands, and even agreed to act like a pet. Gene was immediately intoxicated by the quick success of his improvised strategy. The required algorithm quickly shaped in his keen mind. The moment she dropped on her knees naked, Gene wanted to shout “I’m in!” like a hacker in a bad 80s movie.


    She was suddenly so simple, so easy to read, so easy to predict. She kept complying with his demands and commands, which got more and more brazen. Whenever she failed to comply, lagged, or resisted, he ‘tweaked’ her behavior with a slap. It worked like a charm. Without even trying hard, he managed to make her undress, kneel before him, act like a dog, and such his cock several times. She was nothing but a video game he was meant to play and win.


    So he kept unlocking features, and claiming bigger rewards. What was next?


    “On all-fours” he commanded, once Fawn gulped down his ejaculate for the fourth time. She had been crying silently throughout, but Gene didn’t feel bad about it at all. Actually, he enjoyed it very much. “Go over there, arch your back, and raise your ass.”


    Fawn hesitated again. Of course a slap followed. And then another, as the big question mark in her teary eyes persisted longer than Gene wanted. Eventually, she decided that the promise of freedom was worth the humiliation and complied, albeit very reluctantly. She crawled away, stopped in the middle of the room and presented her butt for penetration.


    She closed her eyes and waited. Gene admired her beauty for a few seconds and resumed typing. He wasn’t able to hack into Hunt-r tracking software to alter it, but he was able to create a ghost hunter in the system. He pressed a button, and Fawn’s wristband started to beep. The ominous thirty minute countdown she was all too familiar with started on the screen. Her eyes got wider with terror.


    “I know, it’s not supposed to activate so close to your home. At home you should be safe. But I managed to find a way to trigger it anywhere.” Fawn turned to the man with pleading eyes. “Don’t worry,” said Gene, “I’m going to stop it now.” He pressed another key and the beeping stopped. “See? Now it thinks you are caught. Now all I have to do is wait a few minutes and record my catch. Upload a few photos of you covered in jizz, and write a short review of you, the prey. It will reset the algorithm and the system will let you alone for a while.”


    He looked at her tear-soaked pretty face a for a moment. “”Don’t worry, I’ll give good marks for your oral skills.”


    Then he stood up and walked behind the girl. He crouched a bit and pressed his erect cock against the entrance of her pussy. Fawn let out a surprised shriek, but didn’t try to resist in any way. She knew well that she had to go through whatever the man forced on her.


    Gene stopped before shoving it in. He had rented cocksucker slaves many times before. It wasn’t a new experience for him at all. His routine was simple. He would order a girl online, let her in for quick blowjob and kick her out immediately after. Everything happened within 5-6 minutes at most. He never felt the urge to spend any more time with those single-use whores. He never had any sexual experience beyond that short interaction.


    So, unbeknownst to poor Fawn, this was going to be Gene’s first time with a woman. He was definitely book-smart on the subject and did it in his head millions of times, of course. And now, he was about to fuck the girl of his dreams, after successfully hacking into her fragile mind.


    “I don’t hear any begging,” he said.


    “Woof woof woof!” she replied, after a a few desperate sobs.


    “Good girl!”


    He took a moment and slowly pressed forward. The head of his oversized cock parted her labia and slid downwards. He held his cock and redirected it towards the slit. This time the head found the hole and popped into it immediately. Fawn groaned with pain, but stopped short of protesting. Genelet his penis go and grabbed the girl by her slender waist with both hands. With one quick move, he pulled her body onto his, burying his fat cock deep into her scared little fuckhole.


    Once his entire member disappeared into his pretty prey, Gene stopped and held her in place. The feeling was extremely satisfying. Fawn let out another desperate moan when she was filled with cock. She had been getting raped by a multitude of men for weeks. Gene’s was certainly bigger than most the cocks she had to accommodate. She involuntarily clenched and grabbed the steely rod with her vaginal muscles. Gene responded with a barely audible gasp of pleasure.


    After pressing the girl’s butt onto his crotch for a long time, Gene decided to move and enjoy her tight hole. He pulled back half way and shoved it back in with a fluid motion. Fawn moaned again. The pleasurable resistance of her reluctant pussy, the wet, warm embrace of her fuckhole, combined with her sexy, desperate moans were creating electrical storms in his brain. It was the best feeling in the world. He pulled back and shoved it in again. Then again, and again. He went harder, deeper, added little twists, altered his direction and speed. He stopped and held her tightly every now and then, just to hear the difference in her moans.


    As he raped the poor girl, she continued to sob and groan in agony. Despite the way she was lured into it, this was hardly any different than the end of every other hunt. She was being held down and violated again.


    As she struggled to adjust to the rhythm of his thrusts, Gene stopped suddenly. Fawn inhaled and turned back to see what was happening, but a hard slap reminded her that she was supposed to remain motionless.


    He pulled away for a moment to reach for some loose cables dangling from the desk nearby. Then he wrapped one cable around her waist and the other around her neck, effectively turning them into handles to rape her more comfortably.


    These improvised cables changed everything drastically. Fawn was forced to arch her back even further in order to relieve the pressure around her slender neck and breathe. With total control over her fragile body, Gene was now using her like a simple fucktoy. His speed increased and increased, his thrusts reached deeper and deeper, until he inevitably passed the point of no return.
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    Even though the sensitivity of his penis was diminished by the blowjobs he received before, Gene was unable to stand the wonderful tightness of the young girl’s fuckhole much longer. She was everything he dreamed of. The way she took his cock, the way her body struggled against his brutal grip, the way she moaned and wept. It was an incredible, perfect sensation. He wanted to prolong it, but the allure of the climax was too strong to resist. A few minutes later, he started to unload the contents of his balls deep inside his prey.


    As soon as the last drop of his semen left the tip of his cock, he collapsed onto the young girl’s battered, shivering, fragile body, pinning her down. Fawn’s legs and arms gave out under his weight, and she fell down face first like a bear rug.


    “Don’t worry,” he said after he managed to catch his breath. He felt intoxicated and cosy lying on top of her. “I’ll find a way to save you. But it will take a while. In the meantime, we can’t let them realize that we’re gaming their algorithm. So, you see… we’ll have to do this again… a lot more.”
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    As usual, Gene pulled out of her well-fucked ass and walked away without saying anything. He didn’t need to talk. Fawn was nothing but a dog.


    She felt his cum leaking out of her gaping butthole. Gene had a big one, and he treated their daily rapes as some kind of game. Like an adrenaline-filled teen who’s trying to beat his own high-score in an arcade game, he fucked her harder and longer every time. Fawn never tried to look back while he raped her from behind, but she could hear the beeps and clicks. He was timing himself. Perhaps making recordings too.


    Fawn wasn’t bothered by it that much. After all, any user of the Hunt-r app could browse through hundreds of pictures and video clips of her getting raped by strangers.


    She didn’t know what the current “high-score” was, but it certainly was much longer than she hoped for. When Gene fucked her, he fucked her selfishly. Perhaps selfish is the wrong word. He fucked her indifferently. He didn’t care about her pleasure, that’s for sure. He didn’t care if he hurt her, or made her sad.


    Still, it wasn’t as bad as what it could have been. After serving him for about three weeks like a mindless sex toy and acting like his obedient little puppy, she wasn’t crying as frequently as in the beginning. She was getting used to the weirdo even.


    His schedule was erratic, and he certainly didn’t follow the normal day-and-night cycle everybody else followed. He could activate her wristband at any time of the day, and Fawn had to comply without hesitation. It didn’t matter if she was sleeping in her bed or making a presentation at work. She would drop whatever she is doing and run to Gene’s apartment. She only had 10 minutes to reach him and submit her body for his sexual gratification.


    Luckily Gene seemed to have two modes only. He would either make her suck his cock as he worked on his computer for a couple of hours, or rape her from behind as she waited on all-fours. Of course, she had to get naked and beg for either treatment like a little puppy.


    She had to use nothing but woofs to communicate with her de-facto master. In the beginning, her responses were limited to “yes, no, and please,” but in time she added nuances by modifying her woofs. When she prolonged the third woof when she begged, for example, she meant she was thirsty. When she said “no” with two quicker woofs, it meant “maybe.”


    And sometimes, rarely, she weaved a little melody into her woofs. A girl had needs, after all. Occasionally, he let her climax.


    Being used and abused daily by her weirdo neighbor wasn’t ideal, of course. But it was infinitely better than getting gangraped by violent strangers out there. Uncertainty was the worst part. She never knew when the app would choose her. It was almost always in crowded spaces where she couldn’t afford to evade. Her workplace or the markets she had to shop at were the worst places to be hunted at. It was even worse if they caught her in a public place. People gathered around to watch her violation, to cheer on her rapists and and to abuse her verbally… and sometimes, after the predators were finished with her body and left, they continued to fuck her where she lay exhausted, like scavengers.
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    Gene’s solution to this situation wasn’t perfect, but it kept her from the unknown. While serving him, she knew the kind and duration of the suffering an humiliation. And she didn’t even need to leave her building most of the time.


    So when her wristband had called her here this morning, she had been relieved. She had known that Gene wouldn’t be working this early, so she wasn’t supposed to suck his cock several times for about two hours. It was going to be an assrape. She would take off her clothes, get on her knees, beg to be abused. He would slap her once or twice, as he likes to do, then she would assume her usual position on all fours. He sometimes tied her wrists and ankles up or leashed her with cables, but his aim was almost always to add some flavor to the rape, never to keep her confined for later use. After he was done with her, he let her go.


    And that was exactly what had happened. Gene had opened the door before she could knock. She had smiled awkwardly and walked in without saying anything. She had gone to her usual spot and started to undress quickly. Before Gene reached her she had already been naked and on her knees. “Woof woof woof,” she had begged, and looked at his emotionless face with pleading eyes. He’d slapped her once. Fawn had waited for a moment to make sure he didn’t want to hit her again, then had fallen on her hands and knees and turned to present her butt to Gene. She had been freshly shaven, moisturized and lubed up. Ready for his use.


    She had no idea if all that preparation had meant anything to Gene. Did he even notice? Did men even consider for a moment the amount of time and effort their victims spent preparing their holes for violation? All three of them.


    Gene hadn’t seemed to care. It had only taken him a second to shove his big fat cock in her butt. That certainly wasn’t enough time to admire the beauty of a rape toy. As usual, he had held her tightly for a few seconds with his entire length buried in her hole, then he had started to fuck her with a steady rhythm. Fawn had done her best to accommodate him by arching her back in order to ease penetration and enhance his pleasure. It came naturally to her.


    After a long and tedious marathon, he had started to pick up the pace. This had signalled to Fawn that he had been satisfied with the time he had spent fucking her, had presumably broken his own record, and now he was ready to climax. This short sprint at the end was the only time she could score a little orgasm herself, so she ad tried her best to enjoy it. Unfortunately, she hadn’t gotten lucky this time. It rarely happened anyway.


    When Gene went over to his desk, she waited for another command with cum oozing out of her hole. She didn’t move until she heard his zipper. He was done with her.
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    She silently got up and went to the bathroom to drain and clean her holes. She quickly wiped and washed her bottom and put on her clothes. As a free girl, she’d never had to learn ‘interrape maintenance’ until she was given this damned wristband, but now she was getting extremely good at it. One eventually picked up the skill, if she was subjected to frequent use and abuse.


    She went over to Gene’s room again and awkwardly waved at the man typing obliviously. “Thank you,” she said softly. “You’ll remember to log the ‘catch’ on the app, won’t you? So they won’t…” He raised his head and looked surprised for a moment, then turned back to his monitor without saying anything. Fawn frowned. Serving the guy like a lowly sex slave was one thing, but being ignored like this afterwards… She knew that Gene was socially awkward and he most probably didn’t mean to hurt her feelings with his unchanging expression of indifference, but she couldn’t help but feel like a discarded soiled tissue. Actually, she knew that she was a discarded soiled tissue, but his demeanor compounded the humiliation she felt.


    “Whatever,” she thought to herself as she left his apartment and descended the stairs. She knew that the worst part of her day was now behind her. Thanks to Gene’s ‘fake hunts,’ she’d be left alone for the rest of the day, perhaps even for two days. This quick fix was less than ideal, but it worked. She wasn’t an idiot, of course, and she was almost sure that Gene was lying to her about what he could and could not do. After all, his ‘solution’ required him to rape her daily. But given the alternative, Fawn was willing to play dumb and go with the lie, until she could find a better solution. Perhaps she could endear herself to the freak and convince him to find a permanent fix.


    She left the building and walked to the mall, where everything had started. She had dreaded the place ever since that day. But now, she had no reason to fear the nameless faces in the crowd. There would be many Hunt-r users among them, a fact that Fawn had found out the hard way. But the algorithm would now pass her and pick another unlucky girl as the prey, now that Gene had marked her butt as ‘recently hunted.’


    She raised her head confidently, even started to smile at people around her. Making eye contact was something she had rarely done recently. Her confidence grew with every step, and her mood got brighter. She was free. She was…


    Then a loud beep startled Fawn. She raised her left arm and looked at the vibrating wristband. The little screen displayed a one minute countdown.


    “No!” she screamed in her head. “This can’t be happening! It’s impossible!”
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    When Fawn finally remembered to breathe again the counter was already down to 50. She tried to calm down and think. This wasn’t supposed to happen. She was supposed to be left alone for a long while. As far as the Hunt-r algorithm knew, she had been raped only 10-15 minutes ago.


    That weirdo! Perhaps he had fucked up something? Or triggered a hunt accidentally? She quickly took out her phone and called her neighbor.


    “Gene!” she whisper-screamed into her phone, “what’s happening? This damn thing is activated!”


    Gene didn’t answer immediately, but Fawn heard keyboard clicking after a brief silence. His fingers sounded surprised too. “Ah!” he exclaimed after a while. “I think they deleted my account.”


    “What? Did they find out about the trick! Oh god! I will be prosecuted! I’ll be thrown into a state brothel!”


    “No,” replied Gene, “they can’t tell if you had anything to do with this. For them, this is just a hack. Someone hacked the system to rape some girl repeatedly. You, in this case.”


    Fawn didn’t have time to acknowledge Gene’s casual admittance that he had hacked the system solely to rape her repeatedly. The counter was already down to 25.


    “I have less than half a minute,” she whispered as she looked around. “Can you hack it again? Can you stop the countdown! Please, Gene!”


    Another long silence wasted more of Fawn’s precious remaining seconds. She started to walk towards the exit with a quick pace. Her past experience with the hunts taught her that running rarely worked, but she had nothing else to do.


    “I can’t,” admitted Gene after some frantic typing. “Not in 20 seconds anyway. But I still have access to their network. I can see the hunt radius and the app users within it.”


    “Great!” Fawn scowled sarcastically as she scanned the crowd, “maybe you can give them tips about abusing me, you bastard!”


    Gene didn’t say anything for a while. Fawn can easily visualize his emotionless face lit by his computer’s cold blue glow. He rarely talked, but what unnerved Fawn was the lack of clicking in the background. Perhaps he had no idea how to proceed.


    “Or, I can give you tips about avoiding them,” continued Gene after a while. I can track you, and I can see their locations.”


    “Yes! Tell me where they are,” yelled Fawn. She could see the exit in the distance now. “I have only 7 seconds left.”


    Gene started typing. “No! Turn back!” he warned. There is one at the entrance of the mall. You’ll be right in front of him when your time runs out.” More frantic keyboard clicking. “And he is a very bad one too. His record says he always presses the gangrape button. And he has two AFTs to his name.”


    “What’s that last thing?” Fawn asked naively as she made a quick u-turn. Gene didn’t answer her question, but it sounded like a very bad thing. She didn’t have time to inquire further anyway. She could perhaps reach the stairs and exit through the garage. That plan hadn’t worked the first time she had been hunted, but she couldn’t think of any other way.


    As she started to descend the stairs, the dreaded beep came. “7 nearby hunters were alerted to your presence. You have 30 minutes to escape.”


    “Seven?” she screamed with shock. “This is insane! How can I evade seven hunters?”


    “I see them,” commented Gene calmly. “They are still far away.”


    “Any of them in the parking area?” asked Fawn. “Any… spiders?”


    “Spiders?” Gene typed a storm. “One guy was about to drive away when the hunt started. Looks like he decided to return to hunt you down. I’d avoid that one too.”


    “Why? Gangrapes?”


    “No, he gives bad marks and reviews. Could lower your average rating.”


    “I don’t care about my rating, dammit!” yelled Fawn angrily, immediately regretting raising her voice. She entered the parking lot and looked around. It looked empty.


    “Just… tell me where to go,” she begged this time. “Please get me out of here, Gene. I’ll… I’ll run back to you and suck your dick the entire day and night, promise! Anything you want!”


    More silence. Fawn crouched and continued to walk between cars aimlessly. “I’m sorry,” said Gene after a long while. “Looks like all the exits and paths are blocked. You are… trapped.”


    Fawn froze and looked around with dread. She still couldn’t see or hear anyone approaching, but the tone of certainty in Gene’s voice was enough to kill all the hope she held onto until this moment.


    She exhaled to calm down and tried to think.


    “Which one is the least violent?” She asked. “Least number of gangrape calls. Least AFDs or whatever you said. Shortest rapes? Perhaps someone who doesn’t do anal regularly?”


    “Ah!” said Gene in a slightly excited voice. “You want to hunt a hunter? That’s interesting.”


    “I don’t want to. I have to,” replied Fawn dejectedly. “Looks like I’ll be fucked no matter what, so…”


    “Very rational of you,” commented the other. It was the first time Fawn heard some semblance of respect in her neighbor’s voice.


    “Forget about the two guys with AFTs and high ratio of hospitalizations. This one is a gangrape enthusiast. This one only does anal…” Fawn listened patiently as Gene continued to think aloud on the other side. She still didn’t hear any hunters approaching.


    “Should I move?” she asked eventually. “I feel like I’m making their job really easy by sitting here. I just don’t know which way to go.”


    “It’s between these two,” Gene replied. “Both are in the north side of the complex, so you can go towards them.


    Fawn didn’t lose another second and started to walk. She could hear footsteps in the distance. She couldn’t tell if they were hunters, but she wasn’t going to stay and find out.


    “Tell me about them,” she whispered.


    “This one… username Cpthrdcck18… seems to have a comics fetish. He role-plays as a superhero catching and punishing supervillains. Rapes them and makes them beg for mercy. Slaps them a lot, but the girls don’t look too bruised in the aftermath photos.”


    Fawn sighed. “What about the other one?” She walked towards the north stairs. Still no sign of the hunters, only another woman walking to her car. “Look at that lucky slut!” she thought to herself. “No neckband, no wristband, no worries!”


    “The other one is called Thefister. Doesn’t post a lot of aftermath photos, but I see no red flags. Gives the prey very high marks too.”


    “The fister, huh?” Fawn made a face and exhaled hopelessly. “I hope that’s just a name. Fine, please direct me to the one who slaps less, I guess.” She nervously smiled to the woman who walked by and stopped to receive directions from Gene.


    “No need,” replied Gene. “Looks like Thefister is right behind you already.”


    “What?” Fawn turned around to see, only to be grabbed on the neck by a strong female hand. It was the woman who had passed her by just a second ago.


    “Hi Fawn,” she grinned. “I’m TheFister. Very nice to meet you.”


    She pushed her stunned prey towards her car and made her climb on the hood. “Pull your skirt up and open your legs,” she ordered as she clicked on the “hunted” button on her phone app. “There. Now we can be left alone.”


    Her breathing still controlled by the woman’s surprisingly strong grip, Fawn backed onto the car and hesitantly did as she was told. “You… you’re a woman… A female hunter?” she stammered with surprise.


    “Last time I checked,” the Thefister smiled. “Why so surprised?” She pushed Fawn onto her back and slapped her thighs. The girl opened her legs even wider.


    “But women aren’t allowed to-“


    “Yes, women aren’t allowed to own other women. But there is no rule against women raping other women, right?”


    “You are going to rape me?” Fawn asked naively.


    “Oh yes!” said the other. “But first, you’ll beg for it.”


    Fawn stared at the woman for a long moment, looking for signs of mercy on her attractive but stern face. When the other raised an eyebrow to signal that she’s running out of patience, her survival reflexes kicked in. “Please, please rape me, ma’am,” she begged.


    “No,” the other chuckled. “Not with your words.” She climbed on top of the car and raised her own skirt up to reveal her clean shaven pussy. It was one of those tight little cameltoes with no labia showing on the outside. Its scent hit Fawn in the face when the woman brought it closer to her. It was a pleasant, flowery fragrance. Fawn immediately recognized the expensive girlheater lubricant mixed with the woman’s natural aroma.


    “Start licking, little one,” the huntress commanded. “If you do a good job, I’ll use only one fist later.”


    Fawn’s eyes opened wide with fear. She looked on for a second and then swiftly opened her mouth to start licking the woman’s perfect slit. It was pink and smooth, and tasted even better than it smelled. “This isn’t that bad,” she thought to herself. After all, she had expected to get raped violently by a brutish hulk with a huge dick. Instead, she was now licking a beautiful woman’s pretty pussy that smelled and tasted so sweet.
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    With every second she got more and more into the job she was performing. Soon Thefister was moaning aloud, and she was letting out little groans and whimpers herself. This was surprisingly relaxing, even therapeutic. Women in Pussiana rarely got to experience cunnilingus. Most men, if not all, saw it as a subversive and demeaning thing to do. They often forced the women under their control to perform cunnies for their own viewing pleasure. Pleasure exchange between females was never the main point. It was simply a performance for male entertainment.


    To be fair, this wasn’t a voluntary cunny either, since this strange woman was raping her. Fawn didn’t mind though. After a few minutes, she was fully enjoying it. Perhaps it was the effect of the strong girlheaters the huntress’ pussy was covered in, but she didn’t care if this pleasure was chemically induced or not.


    She did such a good job, she felt, the woman started to shake in a few moments. Towards the end she grabbed Fawn’s head with both hands and pressed it into her crotch, as if she wanted to swallow her with her ravenous fuckhole. Her hips closed around Fawn’s ears and tightened, attempting to squeeze the maximum pleasure out of the girl’s head. Fawn enthusiastically responded with deeper, faster tongue strokes and brought the woman to a loud, mind-wiping climax. Thefister tightened her thighs even more and remained like that for a few seconds as her entire body continued to shake and clench, leaving the poor prey breathless.


    Once the huntress was done cumming again and again and relaxed, Fawn took a deep breath and fell back down onto the car exhausted. She hadn’t expected this simple act to be this draining. Still, she was proud of her performance. Making another woman weak in the legs by using only her tongue was surprisingly satisfying.


    “Good job,” the other smiled. “My turn.”


    For a brief second, Fawn was filled with excitement. Perhaps the woman was going to return her favor with a similar performance?


    Her premature smile turned upside down immediately when the woman made a fist and pressed it against the entrance of Fawn’s tight little fuckhole. She didn’t pick the username Thefister for nothing, after all.


    “As promised, just one fist,” the other said, “unless of course, you prefer both?”


    Fawn shook her head in panic. “No, no, please,” she stammered.


    “Very well.” The huntress joined the tips of her long slender fingers together to make a scary-looking spearhead and pushed it into Fawn’s already juiced up vagina. The young girl groaned with a mixture of fear, pain, and pleasure. Because of chemicals or not, she was definitely aroused from what she did earlier. Her hole was wet as the ocean, and her head was spinning with excitement. She was so overwhelmed, her brain barely registered the pain the fist slowly penetrating her tight pussy caused. She felt full, stuffed to the limit. When she looked down, her eyes opened with surprise. The woman’s entire fist and wrist were in her.


    “Please… please be gentle!”


    “Gentle?” The huntress chuckled. “Do your male hunters oblige when you beg them to be gentle?”


    Fawn shook her head after a brief pause.


    “There you go, little prey. You’re mine to play with. You’re my slut. You’ll obey, serve, and suffer, do you understand?”


    Fawn nodded with tears in her eyes. The woman’s words were hurtful, but what really humiliated her was the fact that she was enjoying the fisting she was being given. Thefister was good at what it seems to be her specialty. She was moving her fist inside Fawn’s pussy, in such a masterful way, the poor girl was having a hard time thinking. Fully enveloped and embraced by Fawn’s vaginal muscles, her fist was moving deeper and deeper, clenching and relaxing, turning like a screw and scraping the insides of her hole fiendishly. It was too much to bear.
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    Soon, she was no longer able to think, or utter meaningful words. The world started to spin around her, and she lost control of all her muscles. A powerful wave of pleasure hit her, penetrated and pierced each and every cell in her body. She arched her back and froze as the powerful jolts of pleasure clawed at her fragile mind. Eventually she fell back down, fully spent.


    With her eyes half open, she saw the woman smile and pull her fist out of her well-fucked pussy, fully covered in her juices. She brought her hand to her mouth and took a couple licks.


    “You taste great,” she commented. “Wonderful even.”


    She climbed down and took out her mobile phone, then took a few pictures of Fawn lying spread-eagled, with her wet gaping fuckhole still spasming.


    “These are for my own collection,” she laughed. “I guess I’ll upload one to the app, so you’ll remember me too.


    “Thank you,” mumbled an exhausted Fawn, and immediately felt silly for thanking her rapist for adding to her humiliation. Once she had enough energy to do so, she raised her head and looked at the woman. She wasn’t sure if the huntress was done with her. After all rapes officially ended when the hunter said so or when the thirty minutes were up, whichever came first.


    Thefister didn’t seem to be interested in abusing her prey any more. She pulled down her skirt and adjusted her outfit, then turned to Fawn with a smile.


    “So, that was nice, huh? Come on, I’ll buy you a cup of coffee upstairs. We can chat a little, woman to woman, and perhaps you can tell me who you were talking to right before I captured you. I have a feeling that you were alerted to my presence before I put my hands on you. Actually, I’m pretty sure I heard the guy on the phone utter my username.”
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