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Public Displays

Reader's Choice 2018 Book
14

by Kris P. Kreme

 


Seemingly unconnected random events are
striking public places, women and girls of all ages, all beautiful,
are losing inhibitions and morality, becoming little more than sex
crazed fiends.

 


Yet what is affecting them, and will a
journalist, Samantha, put all the pieces together before she or
worse still her sweet innocent young daughter Katie fall prey to
the same chaos?

 


The mystery may ultimately be solved, but that
doesn't mean anyone will be safe... at least not in one particular
way. And when those behind the chaotic crimes are finally revealed,
the smut will hit the fan in ways most public.

 



 


Public Displays

by Kris P. Kreme

 


 


Rachel was never entirely comfortable
in the public eye. It was just an unfortunate fact the inwardly shy
brunette had faced since adolescence. The simple fact that these
days she got so frequently recognized locally only made the
experiences less comfortable to manage.

 


“Oh hey… you’re that news
girl from channel 7, right?” the older man standing right behind
her in line suddenly spoke up.

 


Rachel slowly turned her head to look
him in the eyes only briefly. It was funny she had thought many
times in life, how someone who barely could look anyone in the eyes
had ended up in a career where probably everyone assumed she was
exceptionally outgoing and talkative.

 


“News anchor, but yes sir,
yes I am, happy to meet a viewer,” Rachel quickly said, just
wanting the coffee shop line to hurry it up so she could get on the
road and make it in time for work.

 


She’d always been good in front of a
camera, with only the camera operators or limited on set staffing
hidden mostly in shadows. But Rachel had never been good actually
out in the public eye, especially around men, and mostly for the
exact reason this man demonstrated with his next words.

 


“Oh I wouldn’t call myself
a viewer, but gotta admit a pretty thing like you makes the news
more bearable.”

 


He chuckled and Rachel wanted to
cringe. Men, especially older ones it seemed, were getting less and
less classy each year it felt like. She really didn’t have to look
far in her news experience to find proof of that. Hell, she
realized, half the words leaving the president’s mouth lately were
sexist or crude comments spoken with no filter.

 


Rachel chose not to even reply to what
this particular man without a filter had just said. It was far too
early to try and think up a clever retort, too early to deal with
anything unpleasant considering she hadn’t even had her coffee
yet.

 


As the line moved, almost everyone
else seemed lost in mindless thought, staring at the flatscreen
mounted on the wall, watching the occasional little video ad for
whatever the latest coffee crazes were. Rachel knew exactly what
she wanted, no need for studying a television menu even if it was a
fancy one.

 


“You mind if I get a photo
with you? The guys on my bowling league will never believe I bumped
into you.”

 


Rachel had hoped the man was done but
clearly he was one of those kinds who probably could start up
random conversations with strangers, provided the strangers
possessed certain assets. As she relented and nodded, stepping over
closer to him for just a split second as he held his cell phone out
in front of the both of them, Rachel quickly realized exactly which
assets of hers he was most interested in.

 


“Cheese,” the man said
chuckling as he leaned close to her and aimed his phone down at the
last moment, getting a nicely centered shot of Rachel’s large
chest.

 


“Damn, turned out better
than I thought, you wanna see?” he asked, grinning at his
phone.

 


Rachel shook her head as politely as
she could. She really just wanted out of here, away from this crude
neanderthal that clearly had just snapped mostly a picture of her
breasts and cleavage. She hated to even think of what he’d do later
once alone with such a picture. Sighing, she decided to just look
where everyone else was looking, all the fortunately more
respectful men than this guy, many of them watching the animated
menus on the television, others just looking that direction as they
checked their phone.

 


She was mildly surprised at the lack
of other female patrons, but then she supposed if this place was
frequented by creepers like this man, it wasn’t all that
shocking.

 


“Name’s Ken by the way,”
the man said, still staring at the photo on his phone as he stepped
forward, almost to the front of the line.

 


“Rachel,” she said out of
habit, regretting anything to continue an exchange with this
unpleasant man. She refused to look over at him as she spoke,
instead focusing on that television screen, watching the animated
mocha espresso dance across the screen before the regular menu
popped back up for a moment.

 


“Well durn, I know you,
Rachel,” the man chuckled with somewhat of a fittingly redneck
accent finally showing through.

 


Rachel didn’t laugh or respond,
staring at the television screen on the wall, stepping forward as
only one man was now standing between Ken and the counter
finally.

 


It was in that next split second, and
only for a moment, but that was the moment static suddenly appeared
on the wall mounted television. Rachel at first thought nothing of
it, assuming someone had tugged at a cable or something, assuming
it was just an intermittent disconnect of the preprogrammed content
on the screen.

 


Yet for some reason she found the
static strangely alluring, the slight hiss of it as the volume
wasn’t turned up very high, the way the distorted digital waves
flowed back and forth, back and forth.

 


Rachel hardly noticed just how much
and how strangely she was smiling when the static finally blipped
out and the animated espresso started once again dancing across the
screen.

 


Breathing, she wondered why she felt
so oddly amused, why she felt as though a burden she hadn’t even
been aware she was carrying was tossed away. Rachel glanced around,
boldly looking at everyone in the line, blinking and thinning her
eyes as she noticed the older man in front of her staring at that
picture on his phone still.

 


“You know,” she said,
leaning forward and nearly speaking right against his left
shoulder. “They’re much nicer in person,” she said, licking her
lips as he jumped, clearly startled.

 


“Wha… pardon?” he asked,
quickly putting his phone in his pocket.

 


Rachel scooted up right beside the
man, breathing in his natural manly scent, arching her back a bit,
making sure it was quite obvious just how large her big breasts
were in the blazer she was wearing.

 


“I said they’re much nicer
in person. Say… do you like cream in your coffee by any
chance?”

 


Ken was definitely confused, glancing
nervously from Rachel’s eyes to her chest, then back to her eyes.
“I… I uh… guess so,” he stammered, for whatever reason his anxious
tone amusing Rachel.

 


She brought a hand up, sliding her
fingers along the edge of her blazer, subtly pulling it to one
side, flashing a deeper view of her cleavage than he’d been able to
catch on that phone photo. “Well then, Ken… if you like cream in
your coffee, would you like to see just how fresh that cream can
be?”

 


Ken swallowed, seemed confused, then
finally managed to express that confusion nervously. “I don’t
understand… um… are you… uh, okay?”

 


Rachel grinned and nodded, licking her
lips and slipping a hand from her blazer over to his chest, pushing
against him just hard enough so her full breasts heaved a bit,
rubbing up and down against him.

 


“I’m just fine, Ken… but
wouldn’t you like your coffee even better this morning if you bent
me over like a cow and milked these fat tits all into your
cup?”

 


Another man behind Rachel dropped his
cell phone, having heard exactly what Rachel said to Ken. Even the
barista behind the counter stopped frantically moving around to
fulfill orders as he dropped his jaw looking over at Rachel and
Ken.

 


For a long time it seemed Ken just
stared speechlessly, eyes almost as wide as his mouth was, barely a
blink indicating he hadn’t somehow frozen into a statue at Rachel’s
words.

 


“Are you… kidding?” he
stammered.

 


Rachel shook her head, glanced around
at the others in line, suddenly realizing just how much she loved
that they all were men of varying ages. “Oh no, Ken… mmm… I’m not
kidding at all. After all, does this look like I’m
kidding?”

 


She grabbed her blazer with both
hands, yanking those hands apart violently, hearing a couple of
buttons rip right off, clattering to the floor somewhere off to one
side. Rachel then pulled at her blouse underneath, opening the
cleavage more, moaning a little as she finally pulled the buttons
of it loose enough to shove her full pale white flesh up and
out.

 


Arching her back, Rachel grinned and
listened to the strikingly stunned silence of the coffee shop,
every man staring as she forced both of her large breasts
completely out into exposure, fondling one very roughly before
grabbing the nipple and tugging it up to her lips.

 


Whipping her dark brown hair back,
Rachel made sure she kept eye contact with Ken, wanting him to see
her suckle at her nipples, wanting him to get hard watching her
expose herself before a bunch of strangers in a public coffee
shop.

 


“Mmm… mmphhh…” Rachel
moaned, really squeezing her fat tit, shoving that nipple deep,
stretching and yanking at it so hard it hurt.

 


When she finally let go, Rachel
grinned like a slut right at Ken, feeling the other men around her
all watching with held breaths. “I can’t seem to get any cream out,
Ken… mmm… you wanna try?”

 


“Fuck yes,” Ken finally
just relented and nearly attacked Rachel, falling on top of her
right there in the middle of the coffee shop.

 


Other men were grunting as they rubbed
at their cocks through pants or jeans, and it might have at first
seemed like the male barista behind the counter was quickly coming
around to stop this indecent display in his place of business had
he not been unzipping his own pants along the way.

 


“Oh Rachel, damn… this is
fucking amazing,” Ken grunted as he shoved her off her feet, nearly
knocking her flat against the floor, one of his hands swallowing up
as much of her large tit as he could, yanking on that tit so much
it lifted her from the floor.

 


“Mmm… go ahead Ken… milk
the fuck out of my big fat udders!” Rachel moaned, “Rip my fucking
nipples off, suck ‘em, fuck ‘em… drink ‘em,” she screamed
breathlessly.

 


Almost at the same moment Ken had
shoved half her boob into his mouth, closing his lips and slurping
like a living vacuum, the male barista had arrived and was on his
knees behind Rachel. She would have been lying down if not for the
fact Ken had her bent at the waist sitting up, both tits getting
suckled or fondled.

 


“Lift her up… lift her up,”
the barista was saying in nearly a whisper.

 


“Mmmm… yeah, ohhhhh yeah,
suck me… fuck me… use me!” Rachel screamed and suddenly men all
around were breaking with the rather tense aroused silence they’d
been watching in.

 


A couple of men grabbed her by the
thighs, yanking her skirt up towards her waist as they worked
together to lift her up. Ken was nearly unhinging his jaw and
trying to swallow one entire tit into the back of his throat, his
eyes wide, his pupils dilated.

 


“Unhhh…” Rachel moaned as
she felt the coffee shop employee shove his dick into her from
behind. She hadn’t even realized her panties were pulled down,
hadn’t hardly noticed a thing besides the pressure and suckling Ken
was massively putting a major effort into with her one
breast.

 


“Ungh… ohhh yeah, ungh…”
the male barista grunted, thrusting in time with the two men on
either side of Rachel lifting her up, humping her back down into
him.

 


Her big tit sloshed wildly, the one
Ken wasn’t currently trying to swallow, and Rachel only grinned
wider, eyes big with a lust she’d never known before.

 


“Fuck it… fuck it all in
me!” she screamed as the man was soon plowing her pussy so deep it
hurt, as he was battering her backside with his abs.

 


“Ungh, ungh… yesssss fuck!”
he cried out, fucked in deep, and everyone knew just what he was
doing at that very moment.

 


It was only the first load that
everyone’s favorite news anchor from channel 7 would take that
morning, the first of many. In fact less than an hour later, when
Ken was busy fucking his dick into her sloppy opening, Rachel had
taken no less than a dozen thick spurting creamy loads in her
pussy.

 


Her tits were obscenely swollen from
all the abuse, and one of the other men swore he actually got a
tiny spurt of milk from her left tit, the one Ken had fervently
suckled at until it went nearly numb.

 


“Unh… unh… mmmmm!” Rachel
groaned as she almost passed out, as she was handed off from Ken to
others, as they all just fucked whatever hole they wanted, as they
dumped load after load inside her, as they all took turns playfully
and aggressively trying to milk her like a slutty cow.

 


About the last thing she saw before
passing out completely were the phones held up, everyone getting
quite memorable footage of the hottie from channel 7, the free use
little whore from the news who was getting a lot more than just
fucked in public.

 


In her mind, it was all static, she
thought in a fleeting instance, just static like the static on
television had been, just an empty white noise where the only
thoughts that made it through were truly depraved ones.

 


 


 


* * *

 


 


“I want you being careful
out there today, okay?” Samantha said, watching as her teenage
daughter finished primping in front of the hall mirror of their
home.

 


“I’ll be fine, Mom, I’m
only going to the mall.”

 


“Katie… I’m serious,”
Samantha said. “I’m working on a big story and trust me, public
places aren’t as safe as they used to be.”

 


Katie turned and smiled reassuringly,
always the mature responsible daughter, a definite attitude and
persona she’d fortunately picked up from her mother. “Mom… believe
me, I’m going to be well aware of my surroundings. Nobody is
getting too close to me, but I just gotta spend some time outside
of the neighborhood this week.”

 


For more than a couple weeks, off for
summer break, Katie had been mostly around the house. She’d relax
by the pool or work on some gardening, maybe read a book out on the
deck. The point, Samantha thought, nodding at her responsible
daughter, was that she’d been protected.

 


“Well call me if anything,
and I do mean anything at all comes up, okay?” Samantha said.
“You’re eighteen, I understand that, but you’re also very beautiful
and that seems to be one of the only connecting trends to what has
been happening.”

 


Katie smoothed back her long red hair,
straightening the white collars of her favorite red summer dress
with the white stripes. “Do you have any leads on what’s been
happening to all those women, Mom?” she asked.

 


Samantha shook her head, frustrated by
the dead ends so far. As an investigative journalist she’d many
times had stories that ultimately went nowhere. She’d never had one
quite like this though.

 


“Nothing, only the pattern
of all the incidents happening in public places. And at first I’d
assumed maybe it was targeted, since the first reported occurrence
was that news anchor and the coffee shop.”

 


“Rachel White,” Katie said.
“I always used to like her. She seemed smart.”

 


Samantha frowned. “She’s not seeming
so smart anymore. It took four men just to keep her from continuing
to… to do what she was doing… when they arrived on scene. She
apparently had not just stripped down and become the center of some
public orgy, she’d caused fairly significant damage to her breasts,
either that or the aggressive men had.”

 


“Yeah, what about them,
Mom? Any chance they could have been behind it?”

 


Samantha shook her head, remembering
the days when her darker hair was as bright and red as Katie’s was
now. “Afraid not, another dead end. Nobody knew each other, had no
prior convictions for sexual assault or misconduct, and none of
them even barely remembered what happened after they’d been
separated from Rachel for a few hours.”

 


“Weird, like they were
hypnotized or drugged, huh?”

 


Samantha nodded. “And obviously that
first incident made me think there was something in the coffee, but
most were waiting to be served and since then there’s been three
separate totally unrelated incidents not at coffee
shops.”

 


Katie bit her bottom lip in thought.
“The school, the doctor’s office, and… what was the last
one?”

 


Samantha sighed. “It was a crowded DMV
office two towns over. Everyone said they were just minding their
own business, watching the screens for the next person to be called
up, then poof, every attractive woman in the place started acting
like a crazy slut, doing and asking to do things no ordinary woman
would ever ask.”

 


Katie frowned. “Well, at least it’s
moving away from the mall if that’s a pattern,” she said. “All of
the incidents have occurred west of us and I’m heading east today.
I’m sure nothing will happen, and besides, you know me,
Mom.”

 


Samantha nodded. “I know you, but
people claimed they knew each of the women already affected in
these recent events. The only pattern seems to be public places and
what anyone would consider attractive women of all
ages.”

 


“I’m really not all that
gorgeous or anything, Mom, so maybe there’s nothing to even worry
about.”

 


Samantha rolled her eyes, wishing she
still looked half as good as her daughter, knowing that most men
still considered even her at least an eight out of ten. Katie was
at least an upper nine if not a full ten. She’d easily seen that
proven by the men her own age who couldn’t help casting a second
glance in Katie’s direction.

 


“Face it, Katie… you’re
probably the prettiest redhead in town. Trust me, I’m observant for
my career so I know what I’m saying.”

 


Katie smiled, always the modest teen,
never having gotten a sense of entitlement or arrogance like so
many her age. “Thanks, Mom… but again, I’m observant too. I get
that from the second best looking redhead in town I
guess.”

 


“Not so red anymore, darker
now, but thanks, honey. Just please… be cautious around anyone, and
let me know if anything, and I do mean anything comes up,
okay?”

 


Katie gave a thumbs up, then scooted
in for a quick hug, heading out the door. Samantha wished she felt
better letting Katie out of her sights, but recent weeks had just
proven that sometimes being in a public crowd of nearly any kind
wasn’t necessarily safe anymore. It definitely hadn’t been for the
women currently in protective custody just to keep them under
control.

 


Sitting back down a moment later in
her office, Samantha looked at the large map she’d placed on one
wall, colored strings all connecting where the past incidents had
occurred together. Something out there was causing women to lose
any and all sense of decency, to become what they never were and
never should have been. It was affecting their minds, their
thoughts, and their desires, but more so it was even beginning to
affect their bodies, she thought.

 


She hadn’t even mentioned some of the
less pleasant details to Katie about the most recent at the DMV
office. There were girls close to Katie’s age who’d not matched
their IDs afterwards, mostly when it came to weight or height. In
some cases they’d literally been stretched over a foot taller by
aggressive men on either side of them; in others they’d somehow put
on more than twenty pounds of supposedly pure sperm from the
impossible acts those men eagerly agreed to do with them. In more
than a few cases, the women had somehow seemingly filled their own
breasts with sperm as well, reports of it dripping from their
nipples.

 


Whatever this was, it was no longer
just a mental attack on beautiful women. It was getting physically
perverse as well, beyond all understanding.

 


 


* * *

 


 


Katie knew her mother was right to
worry, anyone should worry with all the craziness going on in the
world lately. If it wasn’t ridiculous politics, it was insane
weather and natural disasters, so there were plenty of reasons to
be concerned each and every time one woke up and went
outside.

 


But even she would admit that this
latest stuff was disturbing. It was the only reason she’d remained
at home for several weeks, only talking to her friends on the
phone, barely ever venturing out of the neighborhood for any
reason.

 


Most of her friends were away for the
summer, in other parts of the country or world, off having their
own adventures. Many of them hadn’t even heard about the weird
incidents which had become famous in this small part of the
country. A few of her friends were sure she was pulling their legs
when she told them that it all began with Rachel White getting
supposedly force milked and gang banged at a coffee
shop.

 


Katie knew the world could be
dangerous, but whatever connected these latest dangers together
seemed totally outside anything she could hope to watch out for.
Her mom was one of the sharpest and most dedicated investigative
journalists out there. She’d cracked a number of big stories over
the years, helped the police solve unsolved crimes and cold cases.
If anyone could figure it all out, it was her… but still Katie
fully understood the nervousness she’d shown when Katie first
mentioned spending an afternoon at the mall.

 


Wandering the stores, it wasn’t hard
to see that many women had decided the same thing, to avoid public
places. There were plenty of guys everywhere, more than a few of
them apparently having been sent with lists, as they consulted for
everything they shopped, even the feminine items like perfume or
cosmetics.

 


It was likely because of that simple
fact that Katie wondered if she shouldn’t just cut her day short
and head back home. After all, she was getting a few stares, men of
ages well past her father’s raising an eyebrow when they saw a
vibrant young redhead breezing through the door of whatever store
she’d cautiously wandered into.

 


It wasn’t at all like Katie usually
didn’t get the stares. Having such long soft and silky red hair,
she had been appreciated all her life, by women as well, but Katie
wasn’t used to being so frequently the only woman
around.

 


On the one hand it definitely made it
easier to avoid the crowds, but it also made it more difficult to
accomplish why she went to the mall in the first place. She’d
simply wanted to take her mind off things, to get somewhere new for
a bit, to mindlessly wander and catch her breath from all the fears
at home, fears mostly revolving around her mother’s continuous
investigation.

 


Unlike Katie, her mother put herself
out there each and every day in one form or another. She didn’t
worry about her own safety, even if Katie knew she was more
beautiful than plenty of the victims in these strange incidents so
far. There was no reason at all not to think she too was in just as
much danger as Katie was, if being beautiful was really one of the
only connecting trends.

 


There had to be more though, more to
it. Katie wasn’t entirely clueless when it came to things like
this. The random nature definitely made it difficult to pattern,
but everything had a pattern, a common theme. So far though, the
only themes connecting anything that had happened were the fact
they were sexually mature women, and that sex seemed to be the main
results of whatever affected them.

 


Katie wondered if she was safe only
because she hadn’t ever had sex. Her mother had never even asked,
but Katie supposed there was no need to. She’d always been
responsible, always been a top student, and was heading off on a
full scholarship in the fall to a fairly prestigious university.
There had never been a boyfriend, although there was never a lack
of attempted ones.

 


Guys were just a bit too immature for
Katie, at least the ones her age. She’d never had a big problem
though with any of them, never been made to feel uncomfortable
until the mall that day.

 


It was just that locally everyone had
been taking the same precautions, fathers keeping their daughters
behind locked doors, wives strictly going out only when absolutely
necessary. Even if hardly anyone else was really working on solving
the mystery happening around town, they all could see the
pattern.

 


Unfortunately that meant that a lot of
the men wandering the mall that day were almost looking for it to
happen again. Many of the ones Katie noticed staring seemed to have
just a bit of a grin, just a slight bit too much interest in how
short her favorite summer dress was, looking a slight amount more
interested when she would bend forward to study something on a
shelf.

 


It wasn’t that they were total
perverts, she thought, leaving behind a clothing store. It was just
that they definitely were well aware a pretty young girl was nearby
and with all that had been going on, they were wondering how Katie
might react to them.

 


Passing by a large black security
guard, Katie offered him a friendly smile as she entered an
electronics store. It was one of the few places that seemed fairly
typical today. It was also nice to at least hear plenty of normal
female conversation, even if most of that conversation came by way
of the wall of televisions to one side of the store.

 


There still weren’t a ton of people,
but there were guys who didn’t seem overly interested in Katie and
that made this place a nice respite from all the ogling she felt
like this mall trip had resulted in.

 


Most of the men were a little older
than her, a few probably double her age or more. All of them were
browsing movies, flipping through the latest video games, some
studying bigger appliances with skeptical eyes at all the fancy
advanced options they offered.

 


Katie felt at ease, at least more at
ease than she had in other places. Although something was still
bothering her about the incidents lately, something she felt like
she almost knew but couldn’t quite piece together. She supposed it
was just her overactive imagination, as that was definitely one
thing Katie never had a shortage of in her young life. She’d always
been talented at imagining things, though often those things she
imagined weren’t the best.

 


It was like when one got a song stuck
in their head, Katie could get most anything stuck there, and all
day today she’d been on the cusp of figuring something out,
something she knew her mother was likely figuring out as well.
There was some additional connection that linked all the places
those incidents had occurred, something so obvious it was
missed.

 


Browsing the stereos, wondering idly
about getting one for her dorm in the fall, Katie glanced over at
the wall of televisions. The coffee shop, the waiting room at a
doctor’s office, the DMV building… she thought. Why did they all
seem as though there was something more blatant being
overlooked?

 


On the televisions covering the nearby
wall a woman was reporting the news from behind a big desk, another
man smiling as she covered some local story about a charity fund
drive. Katie found it somewhat odd that the woman just happened to
be the replacement for Rachel White, clearly inexperienced behind
the desk as she kept squinting to read the teleprompter.

 


Her friends would never believe all
the changes that had happened when they got back into town towards
the end of summer. They’d never believe just what craziness had
done to so many parts of daily life, whether watching the news or
visiting the mall.

 


It was a shame too, Katie thought,
because their town wasn’t a big one and the surrounding towns
weren’t so big either. But everyone used to be friendly and
unassuming. Now the ones out just assumed something depraved was
just waiting to happen, something that never happened no matter how
big the towns were.

 


The televisions all showing the
afternoon news report blipped in and out for a moment, someone
probably adjusting a cable in the back, wherever all the
televisions got their input from. For a moment, Katie found herself
idly watching the snow that appeared, listening to the slight
buzzing that vibrated over the impressive stereo
speakers.

 


She blinked a couple of times, that
same nagging thought she’d had earlier finally resolving itself in
her mind. It was televisions, she thought, staring as the static on
the wall of screens started flowing in little jittery waves up and
down, side to side.

 


All of those places where women had
suddenly gone crazy before, every last one of them, Katie realized,
had television screens.

 


In the background as a reporter stood
in the coffee shop shockingly revealing that one of their own had
been affected by some unknown mentally degrading influence, Katie
had seen the television menu on the wall. In the doctor’s waiting
room, there had been a couple of TVs mounted on the wall. And even
in the DMV building, there had been mounted screens being used to
call people forward for license or tag renewals.

 


All of the places had screens, and
suddenly Katie knew just what the pattern was, just what she needed
to tell her mother right away.

 


Although for whatever reason, Katie
just wasn’t feeling like calling her mom right now. She blinked as
she watched the static on the screen a moment or two longer, even
walking closer, standing so that static filled screens towered
above her and out to either side.

 


Katie breathed slowly, watching the
static, feeling the tiny hairs on the back of her neck stand on
end. She slowly, ever so slowly, relaxed her posture, and then
turned smiling, looking around the store, hoping one of those men
she had noticed everywhere she went today happened to be looking
her direction.

 


Pulling out her cell phone, she
considered calling her mother. There had been something she needed
to tell her, something important, Katie thought. She dismissed the
thought quickly though, because Katie definitely recalled her
mother’s exact words. She was to call the moment something came up…
and so far she grinned, licking her lips, not a single man had cum
up inside her.

 


“Mmm… hey… hey you,” Katie
said, flicking out her tongue playfully.

 


It was the big black security guard by
the entrance to the electronics store Katie had finally approached,
and after a moment or so of blinking off the rather mindless stare
he had facing the wall of static filled screens, he looked down at
her.

 


“Yeah?” he asked, gruff
deep voice.

 


Katie read his name tag now that she
was standing so close to him. “I was wondering, Austin, do you
think I’m pretty?”

 


Austin glanced around at several other
younger men, a few white guys who seemed in their twenties already
walking towards Katie from behind. He then thinned his focused
stare towards hers, unfolding his arms.

 


“Yeah… you pretty fine,
baby.”

 


“Mmm…” Katie moaned,
listening to his deep voice. “It’s funny you bring that up,
Austin…” she said hesitantly then noticed the others behind her,
all watching with definite interest. “Because I was sorta hoping
you might bend me over right here and fuck a baby in
me.”

 


Katie for whatever reason never
remembered saying the word fuck in public, never even remembered so
much as asking a guy to do such a thing to her. Glancing down at
her pretty tits hidden away underneath the red and white striped
summer dress she wore, Katie couldn’t even imagine why she’d never
asked something like that. It just seemed like a really good
idea.

 


“Dude…” one of the others
said, overhearing Katie. All three of the younger white guys seemed
hesitant to approach any closer since Katie was dwarfed by the
large muscular black guard.

 


Austin, the guard, just slowly let a
big grin form on his face as he leaned down and then looked past
Katie at the others. “Well now, little girl, I think that might be
disruptive to the rest of the store, don’t you?”

 


Katie grinned as she noticed Austin
lingering a look down her slender curvy body, letting his eyes
settle on her pretty eighteen year old face, her full length of
vibrant red hair swaying slightly as she turned to see the others
watching intently.

 


“Mmm… well what if we just
let them join right in then, hmmm… Austin? I bet all of you could
make plenty sure I get stuffed big and fat with your babies,
right?”

 


Austin chuckled and reached out rather
suddenly, grabbing Katie by one arm, quickly slinging her around
and pulling her back against him. He stroked another hand through
her red hair from behind as he looked at the others.

 


“Little red here wants to
get herself impregnated… you boys up for some fun?”

 


Katie gave only the most sultry
depraved look of her life as all three of the others nodded and
beamed a big grin in her direction. She watched as they stepped
forward, Austin turning and reaching over to click a key in a lock
near the entrance to the electronics store.

 


As the thick metal grated security
gate lowered from above like a garage door, Austin looked back at
Katie, pulling her back towards him so he could lean in and whisper
into one of her ears. “That’s so that nobody can get in here and
stop us…” he said. “Because baby… we’re gonna fucking inflate you
with more babies than you can handle.”

 


Katie only grinned as she reached into
the little pocket sewn over one breast of her pretty summer dress.
She slipped her cell phone out and started scrolling her contacts
as behind her Austin forced her forward and pressed a hand under
the back of her dress.

 


The other three college age guys were
already pulling their jeans off, thrusting fists up and down bigger
and bigger cocks, eyes purely focused on their new little redheaded
fuck toy, the prospective mother to their future
children.

 


“Unh… hey, unh… Mom,” Katie
said, speaking into the phone as Austin started to bump his arm
thick dick against her from behind. “Unh… you said to unh… call the
moment anything ohhhh fuck… anything cums up.”

 


“Katie… KATIE!” came the
muffled shouts over her phone.

 


“Well… unh… something is
ohhhhh gahhh… something is definitely about to cum up, waaaaaay up
inside me. Mmm… I’m gonna have sooooo many babies!”

 


“Katie… Katie where are
you, where are you?” Samantha could be heard screaming over the
phone.

 


But Katie had already dropped the
phone to the floor, the screen cracking as she let her eyes roll
back inside her head, feeling Austin slam his fat black cock right
past any virginity she’d had and feeling him start to violently
fuck her insides into mush.

 


“Unh… unhhhh,” Austin
grunted, grabbing Katie by the hips, using brute strength to lift
her off the floor, to hold her in front of him and literally use
her to fuck his big dick.

 


Even the other guys waiting were in
awe of the size Austin had, his cock looking as though it might pop
out Katie’s mouth on each deep penetrating thrust.

 


Katie was practically blacking out,
breathing shallowly, eyes unfocused when they were open, long red
hair swaying back and forth into her face as she was screwed and
humped harder and harder.

 


“Unh, yesss, yes, yessss
ohh yesss, mmmm… fuck me… mmmm… use me… ohhhh fuck… fuck your baby
in meeeee!” Katie shrieked, orgasming so intensely she nearly fell
totally limp.

 


Austin grunted, closing his own eyes,
grinning as he grabbed Katie by the slender hips yanking her balls
deep onto his monstrous dick. “Unghhhh… fuck girl… you’re the
tightest bitch I ever felt. Ohhhh fuck babe, get ready for a belly
basting!”

 


The others were staring with envy as
Austin power fucked poor Katie rapidly, so fast her head seemed a
blur, her eyes only more dizzy and dazed. Her little pussy was
making the crudest little slurping slapping sounds again and again,
as Austin furiously fucked her right into his own ultimate
climax.

 


“UNGHHHHHH!” Austin
bellowed, so loud others in the mall started walking up to the
gated electronics store.

 


He nearly fell weak to his knees,
plowing up inside Katie from behind, shoving his dick well past her
womb, into a stretched and overstuffed portion of her deepest
recesses. Katie could literally feel him practically ripping her
apart, and she loved every second of it, but none more than the
many many seconds he suddenly erupted into thick spastic literally
flooding sprays of sperm.

 


“Damn…” one of the guys
waiting his turn said, the others just staring.

 


Katie could feel her guts tightening,
could feel her insides getting white hot and wet, but most of all
she could literally feel the tight flesh of her perfect slender
belly ballooning out from all the pressure inside.

 


“Unh… yesss yesss, ohhhhhh
fuck yesssssss!” Katie shrieked, spasming wildly, uncontrollably,
flexing and squeezing to only milk more out of Austin.

 


When at last he finally did manage to
pull free of her, Katie was unable to fully stand, unable to even
fathom just how much cum he’d just poured directly inside her once
virgin little pussy. Most of it seemed so punched deep past her
cervix that it remained nicely locked up inside her, and staggering
a bit for a moment, Katie could actually see that her belly button
looked close to bursting out from how obscenely bloated her womb
was now.

 


She grinned as she looked over at the
white college guys, guys who’d been browsing action movies before
but were about to get more action than they could imagine. She
grinned and soon was in their arms.

 


“Mmm… I want all of you
inside me… mmm... I wanna get ruined!” Katie enthusiastically
shouted, knowing that her phone was likely still transmitting all
of the screams and passionate depravity right to her mother on the
other end.

 


Katie grinned as she was laid flat on
the floor, as every single guy locked in that store with her took
more than one turn between her thighs, as each one dumped as much
thick sticky sperm as possible inside her forever ruined pussy. She
grinned and stared up past the men at that wall of televisions, no
more static, no more distortions, only the daily news
continuing.

 


Somewhere deep inside Katie suspected
she’d be part of the news soon enough, because soon, she’d be
either seriously knocked up, or the most happy victim of a massive
cum-splosion within her tight little teenage body.

 


 


* * *

 


 


“Unh… ohhhhh mmmm…”
Samantha heard through the crowd at the mall as she pushed her way
past them all.

 


Men were using a cutting torch to open
the gated electronics store. At least they were when they weren’t
almost grinning at the cute redhead inside, stripped of her red and
white striped dress, laid back on a cleared display table that once
held bargain bin DVDs. The movies were all around the feet of the
men taking turns tag teaming into poor Katie.

 


Samantha stared and felt her blood
boil as she realized anger and outrage had surpassed the horrified
anxiety she already expected.

 


She watched her only daughter get
violently gang fucked, watched her cry out in orgasm, and listened
to her beg like she had on the phone for only more.

 


“Ohhhh yesss, mmm… so many
babies! I’m fucking huge!” Katie screamed as men outside the store
applauded, and Samantha genuinely wasn’t sure whether it was for
Katie taking what looked honestly like the thousandth load of sperm
her overly bloated teen body could handle, or for the men with
cutting torches finally opening the store.

 


Only later, after Katie had been taken
to the hospital for observations, only then did Samantha put that
horror aside and find Katie’s phone in the store, find where it
was, midway between the front entrance and a wall of
televisions.

 


It was at that moment, far too late
for her own daughter, that Samantha felt the connection slip into
her thoughts, the connection between every place these incidents
had occurred. She stepped closer and looked at the nearest of the
televisions, new looking source cables hooked up to the backs of
them.

 


A man pushing a mop, cleaning up the
severe orgasmic mess left behind from Katie’s desperate mating
caught Samantha’s eye as she looked away from the screens. “You…
you there,” she said, snapping at him. “When’s the last time these
things were worked on or the connections checked?”

 


He shrugged. “Look lady, I just work
janitorial services here. I think maybe last week or something,
they had some guy working on them. Why?”

 


Samantha knew exactly why but she
wasn’t breaking this story yet. She had to get the facts though,
and that would take a little leg work. It was about the only thing
keeping her sanity in check, she realized hours later, having
driven to each of the incident locations, having flashed her
credentials and asked the same questions.

 


Every last location had recently
gotten new HDMI cables for their public displays, for their screens
or televisions. Each of them had used the same service, a place
relatively unknown around here but apparently a place that was
moving in and offering high quality cables at discount prices for
stores and businesses.

 


That was how she found herself
knocking on the door nearly as the sun went down that evening,
knocking on the door to a small unassuming business which had a
rather enigmatic title.

 


“Yes… can I help you?” the
man asked, unlocking the door and opening it.

 


“This is Systematic
Multi-unit Technologies right?” Samantha asked, pretty much pushing
her way past the man into the dimly lit lobby of the small
building.

 


“Yes, but… hey wait… you
can’t just walk in here. We’re not open to the public?”

 


“I don’t really care who
you’re open to. I know what you have been up to. The incidents
lately, the random sexual assault cases where women became
aggressive and obsessed with perverse things, men falling right in
line.”

 


The man seemed unnerved but only
furrowed his brow as he shut the front door and walked over towards
her. “Of course I’ve heard the news of those… but what makes you
think we have anything even related to any of those
places?”

 


Samantha thinned her eyes, hands on
her hips. “You went and serviced every single television screen in
those places. I looked into it. Your business is the only link, the
only common trend that connects places over three neighboring towns
now.”

 


The man seemed bothered, but Samantha
couldn’t tell if it was guilt or something else that bothered him.
She watched him pace over to a nearby desk, reaching across to grab
a phone. Her fears that he was just calling security ended the
moment he spoke up into the receiver.

 


“Yes… that’s right, okay,
just a minute,” he said, then hung the phone up.

 


“Listen lady… I don’t know
who you are, but I assure you, you’re not in the right
place.”

 


Samantha glared at him. “I read the
sign on the building, I saw your little initials on every cable at
each of those places, including the one today at a local mall where
my daughter was… was… where she was affected,” Samantha said
softly.

 


The man looked at Samantha and sighed,
then walked around her towards some elevators. She followed his
unnerved pace, watched him shift anxiously by the elevators,
seeming not to want to speak.

 


Finally as she was about to speak up
again, he stopped looking down and stared over at her. “Then if you
read the name of our business, you already know
everything.”

 


“I know you have a
confusing name for a company specializing supposedly in display
screen technologies.”

 


The elevator doors opened and the man
stepped aside, Samantha staring not at the two men who stepped off
the elevator but at the large display screen hanging within that
elevator on one wall.

 


Static was scrolling up and down, side
to side, and Samantha felt so strange watching it, calming every
muscle in her body, feeling a strange smile overtake
her.

 


“You saw our name, lady…
Systematic Multi-unit Technologies… but more than that, you saw the
initials on our cables we have been providing in the area. Had you
not been so clearly distressed by that cute little redhead slut
today, maybe you’d have read those initials a different
way.”

 


Samantha swayed and felt a strange
giggle escaping her as he referred to her daughter as a slut. She
only grinned more when the two men who’d left the elevator grabbed
her by the shoulders, carrying her with them.

 


“Like I said, lady,” the
man called out as Samantha was escorted away. “You’re in the wrong
place. You belong out there with the chaos… with the chaos of
S.M.U.T.”

 


“Oh boys…” the man called
out before the two took Samantha out of the building. They turned
and looked back at him silently.

 


“Take her someplace
interesting… like a seedy back alley or the wrong part of town.
She’s already gotten her nose dirty digging up dirt on us. Let’s
see how she really likes getting down and dirty. Maybe she’ll even
end up surpassing that hot as hell daughter of hers with just how
dirty a girl she can be.”

 


The two men nodded and walked away,
the one man inside the lobby of the small building laughing. “We’re
just running a business around here, lady… a business handling
public displays.”

 


 


 


The End


 


Look for the final work in Reader’s
Choice 2018:

 


Days Later... SINtendo
DevilDOLL

 


 


It was just days ago that Kyle received a big
gift and a bigger shock from the surprise his girlfriend Deanna had
planned for his birthday.

 


Given a SINtendo Whee, he had assumed she got
him a very realistic sex doll that looked like a younger version of
herself. In fact that sex doll was her daughter Victoria who had
been erased from existence by the game system until the Devil was
fucked out of her.

 


Now Days Later, Victoria is determined not to
lose her status as future class valedictorian, a threat from the
principal's daughter Bree. Tricking the girl home and into an all
new game of SINtendo DevilDOLL, this may be one game Kyle can't
win.


 


Catch up with all of the Reader’s
Choice 2018 you’ve been missing!

 


 


 


SINtendo Sitter

 


Kevin and Amber have
a happy marriage, even if few suspect that marriage was based in
SINtendo with deviant little secrets in their past. Fortunately
those secrets are hidden from most they know, including their three
time a week babysitter Cassie. But when Cassie's friend Layla
convinces her that snooping around and stumbling on Kevin's porn
stash might lead to milking more pay from the friendly guy, an easy
job may get a lot more draining. Shocked when she finds his stash
of SINtendo games and systems, Cassie confronts Kevin. However he
may have been simply waiting for just such a
confrontation.

 


 


Whore-th of July

 


When Cassandra wakes
up on July 4th with no memory of whose bed she is in or how she got
there, panic turns to horror with her realizing she has cheated on
her husband with some big black guy named Ivan. But Ivan claims he
picked her up and paid for her. He proves it by paying her again
and suddenly Cassandra finds that once cash touches her, she's
helpless to resist being a whore for whoever wants her. What is
happening to this formerly sweet wholesome wife and mother, what is
making her do these things, and why today? Find out in the tale
that reminds you to celebrate the Fourth with an enjoyable bang...
or several..

 



 


Seated

 


Wanting to play a
trick on his innocent girlfriend Beth, Ryan may just put an
immediate end to that innocence after buying a high quality prank
chair called a Sex Seat. Supposedly it can give orgasms to any
woman that sits in it based off their specific weight in the chair,
and when it turns out the advertising is very true, both Beth and
Ryan may end up taking things a lot further than they ever
imagined. It's Readers Choice Month, so take some time to relax and
what better way to relax than by staying sinfully
Seated?

 


 


Ya' Know

 


A new transfer
student in young teacher Jenny's English Lit class has a
frustrating habit of frequently interjecting the words Ya' Know
into his sentences when speaking. But are those words somehow
having an effect on everyone in the class including her? And how
extreme can those effects possibly get within just one week at
school? Readers Choice Month reminds you to always speak
properly... and behave improperly, at least when you have a
seriously hot English Lit teacher... Ya' Know?

 



 


Brain Drain Delivery

 


With his daughter
away at school for the first time, Alec Kent figures sending some
books and things from home will help her feel more comfortable. But
Zoey Kent may end up feeling a whole lot more than just comfortable
after Alec uses a seemingly joke shipping company to produce labels
he merely intended to tease her with, the two having a long history
of kidding around. Brain Drain Delivery offers absolutely free
overnight shipping anywhere in the country... but there's still a
cost, and in the end it may cost Alec more than it costs his
daughter.

 


 


Writer's Blocked

When writer's block
strikes it can torment anyone, especially online erotica author
Krass B. Krude. He spins popular tales of twisted depravity in
everyday life, the more twisted the better, but today he's
desperately seeking inspiration for his next story. Fortunately an
idea comes when the cute neighbor girl brings home a stuffed bunny
she meant to leave in her room while packing for college. And so
the tale of Bella and Mr. Hoppy is created, Mr. Hoppy possessed by
a punished demon who was too nice to humans. But as Krass B. Krude
writes the real source of his inspiration may find her life forever
changing.

 



 


SINtendo SlothFULL

 


Nick, Hannah, and
Jake are roommates, though while Nick and Hannah have always been
driven and goal oriented, Jake tends to be a fairly harmless
slacker, content to nap the day away and do nothing. But when a
mysterious game shows up that somehow leaves Hannah dead on the
floor, will Jake do something he never could have imagined to bring
her back to life? Is Hannah really dead, where did this mystery
game come from that did her in, and what will Nick thinks when he
comes home to find his girlfriend getting woken quite FULLy? It's a
SINfully all new SINtendo for Readers Choice Month. So don't be a
lazy sloth... read it.

 


 


A Spring in Summer

 


When Nadine and Mindy
encouraged their shy responsible friend to get out of the dorms,
they didn't exactly think she'd lead them on a hiking quest through
distant woods in search of a natural spring. They simply wanted to
show Summer that a cute coed can have fun outside a book possibly
with boys involved, but Summer has no interest in such things. Yet
after finding a natural spring and taking a leisurely swim,
something in the water may put all new ideas in Summer's head. It's
part of what happens when taking a nude swim in the waters of a
Trance-tory property. One thing is certain, before the trip is
over, they'll be more than just A Spring in Summer.

 



 


All Dolled Up

 


Bethany never minded
moving in with Harris' somewhat crude roommate Manny, especially
since they are engaged to be married and her dad is their landlord.
But during the month of July something strange might be happening
to her, and it all begins after Manny brings home an advertisement
for a sex doll called a Good Time Bethany Doll. Much more than the
name is familiar as Bethany and Harris see that inexplicably the
doll looks just like her. It's something she simply can't get out
of her mind... and even more, it might be something she ultimately
can't escape the fate of becoming. It's Readers Choice Month; time
for a Good Time.

 


 


Stressing the Point

 


Readers Choice Month
can be stressful but not as stressful as the evening Allison has
coming home from summer classes to find her favorite stress balls
missing. After Jodie hides the stress balls in hopes of driving her
and Sasha's roommate out of the apartment, things take a turn for
the extreme as Allison uses her hypnotic relaxation music and her
hands unknowingly find alternative stress balls in her perky
breasts. After waking and realizing she turned herself into a
stretched out freak, rage strikes the stressed coed, and Jodie and
Sasha may pay a somewhat kinky price neither were prepared for
before it's all over.

 



 


We've Got a Winner!

 


Jennifer never
suspects she may be about to win a prize when she answers the door
one day, nor could she ever imagine that the prize will ultimately
change everything about her in ways she can't yet imagine. When
Stan and Jarrett grin and announce "We've Got a Winner!" a planned
evening of simply enjoying a meal with her husband and his college
bound son turns into something much more entertaining, literally.
She is told she has won an opportunity to star in a scene of their
upcoming new movie... but just what choice will she have when told
it's a porn movie, and the camera starts to record?

 


 


Flotation Devices

 


Lydia and Becca are
catching an early flight back from an Academic Conference the
bright young Becca has just finished up. Meeting a most charming
businessman named Damien who sits with them on the flight, the
topic of basic airline safety comes up. Yet what is the big danger
about this flight having no flotation devices when they are on the
way to Vegas? And what will push Lydia to measures most extreme
ensuring her sleeping daughter's safety during the flight? Find out
in the twisted tale that reminds women everywhere... just where the
best flotation devices are found on every flight.

 



 


Konversationally Fit

 


Meeting a friendly
guy who is visiting the gym for the first time, young regular
Jessica has no idea just how much a conversation with him will
change her regular workout routines. Told by this mysterious new
therapist that she looks dangerously thin and quite possibly
protein deficient, Jessica will take serious everything he says,
even if the suggested treatment to solve the potential health
crisis is more than just extreme. Strike up another friendly
Konversation this Readers Choice Month, and see just how fit a girl
can be.
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Kris P. Kreme is an author of online erotica,
having written hundreds of stories in every theme imaginable for
the past ten years. His work, like his name, is fresh and hot
daily, leaving readers often glazed to their seats with what twist
and turn the tale will take next. Comedic stories or tales of
horror, you will find something of all genres to appeal to every
possible mood or kink.

 


Kris is most famously known not just for mind
control erotica, but breast expansion, bimbo-creating, slut-making,
and even giantess tales and comics. Whether you are wanting a
simple story of overwhelming seduction of innocence or a tale with
legend and myth, where everything from demons, leprechauns, or even
the Easter Bunny make an appearance, you can find a bit of
everything served up from Kris P. Kreme.
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