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  I should have never taken this stupid job, Pete thought. His car kicked up dust into the hot Texas sun. He was supposed to be driving around to small farmers looking to possibly sell their land. But his cell phone wasn’t getting a signal out here, his GPS wasn’t working, and he was lost. On top of that, his air conditioner had chosen the perfect time to go out.



  So Pete had taken a turn on some godforsaken country road, and now he drove down some shitty reddish-dirt road with his windows rolled down in the hundred-degree afternoon. He’d taken off his blazer and rolled up his sleeves, but his dress shirt was still soaked through.


  Goddamn, there was nothing out here, he thought. He was originally from Milwaukee, but he’d moved down here to be closer to his wife’s family. And he’d been looking for work for nearly a year until he’d found this.


  He took a left onto yet another unmarked dirt road, hoping this one might lead to an actual highway. A mile down, he was about to turn around when he saw the wooden crossbeams of a gate. He stopped the car, kicking up a huge cloud of dust. When it cleared he saw a sign: FARM FRESH EGGS! COME ON IN!


  The gate was open, and he thought maybe some old couple might be able to point him in the right direction. He headed down the dirt drive, past twisted mesquite trees another half mile until he saw an old white house to the left, with a barn rising up behind it.


  He stopped the car in front of the house and got out.


  “Hello!” he yelled. No one came out of the house. No one seemed to be around. Cicadas chirped in the hot air.


  “Hello!”


  He pulled his phone out again and looked at it. Still useless as a shit brick out here, wherever that was. He thought he heard something from beyond the house. Grunting? The noise was faint and far away. 


  Pete started to walk around the house when the screen door of the house squealed open slowly and she stepped out. Pete stopped in his tracks. Holy shit. 


  She wore a red and white checkered shirt, knotted up under her bosom, a white cowboy hat slung on her back with a rawhide strip. She had long dark hair and penetrating dark eyes. Long tan legs descended from a blue-jean skirt into a pair of dusty brown cowboy boots. She was goddamn gorgeous.


  “Well howdy there!” she said, a smile lighting up her face.


  “Um, hi,” Pete said. He waved his phone in the air. “Can’t get a signal.”


  “Course you can’t,” she said, the “can’t” coming out more like “cain’t”. 


  “Do you maybe have a phone I could borrow?”


  “No, sir,” she said, still smiling. “But I got some fresh lemonade in the house.”


  Lemonade actually sounded great, but more than anything he just wanted to get back onto a road that was actually marked with a sign.


  “That’s okay, thanks,” he said. “I’m kind of lost, actually. Could you tell me how to get back to the highway from here?”


  She walked up to him, standing close. He could smell her, like sweet flowers and fresh-cut hay. “Aw, I don’t know if you’re really lost,” she said. She reached out and put her finger on his chest, tracing it down to his belly button. “Maybe you’re just where you need to be.”


  Pete felt himself stiffen. He cleared his throat. “Miss, I really—”


  “Shayla,” she said.


  He smiled nervously. “Shayla. You’re very nice, but I really need to get going.”


  She curled a strand of her hair in her fingers and twisted it, looking at him from under those long, dark lashes. “Now what’s so important you can’t sit for a spell and enjoy a nice tall glass of icy lemonade?”


  Sit for a spell? Did anybody still talk like that? But damn, she was something to look at, and he was hot and sweaty. He licked his lips at the thought of something cold to drink, then smiled. 


  “Sure,” he said. “I’d love a glass.”


  “That’s more like it,” she said. “You just go on up to the porch and have a seat, and I’ll fetch the drinks.”


  Two old wooden chairs sat on the porch. Pete sat in one and tried to relax. The heat actually wasn’t too bad in the shade. He looked around. The farm seemed abandoned. The air was still and silent.


  Shayla emerged a few minutes later with a mason jar filled with ice and lemonade, a wedge perched on the lip. “Here you go, mister,” she said.


  “My name’s Pete,” he said, taking the drink. 


  “Okay,” she said, smiling big. 


  He took a sip. It was cold, delicious, and tangy. He closed his eyes and sighed. “Oh, that’s good,” he said. 


  “Glad you like it.”


  “Aren’t you gonna have some?”


  “Nope. I already had a glass.” She leaned on the porch railing with both hands and took a deep breath. Her wonderful breasts swelled and bounced a little. She licked her lips. “You know, you’re kinda cute.”


  Pete laughed nervously. “I’m sorry, Miss, but I have a—”


  “Shayla,” she said.


  “Right, Shayla. I have a wife.”


  Shayla looked around. “It’s just…it gets awful boring out here, Mister. Not much to do for fun. If you asked real nice, I might just let you take me out to that barn yonder and do whatever you want to me.”


  His cock was pushing up the front of his pants now. He crossed his legs and put his free hand in his lap to nudge it down.


  Shayla saw this and smirked. She looked around, a light breeze tossing her hair. “Ain’t nobody around,” she said. “I won’t tell if you don’t.”


  He took another long sip of lemonade and wiped his forehead with the back of his wrist. This was like one of those fantasies, something you read about, something that happened to other people. She was right. Nobody would know about it. And wouldn’t he be crazy to just throw the opportunity away?


  “I really shouldn’t,” he said.


  “But you probably ain’t never had a slice of real country girl pussy, right?”


  Pete blushed, and his cock was now throbbing with his heartbeat. He took another sip and laughed nervously. “Uh, no. I guess I haven’t.”


  “Well let’s go then,” she said, reaching out a hand. Pete took it. Her hand felt rough, calloused, her grip stronger than he would have imagined. She pulled him up out of the chair and led him to the porch steps.


  He was still holding the lemonade. “What should I do with this?” he asked.


  “Oh, just put it on the railing there,” she said.


  He set it down and she nearly dragged him off the porch, skipping out into the yard toward the barn.


  “I’ve already been a little naughty, Mister,” she said, leading him toward the big white barn. “Hope you don’t mind.”


  “Sorry,” he said. “What do you mean?”


  She giggled, a beautiful little laugh that sounded like wind chimes. “Well, I sorta pissed in your lemonade.” She winked at him.


  Pete didn’t know what to think about that. If you’d asked him before, he would have thought the idea would have repulsed him. But his cock was harder than ever, and he really didn’t know what to think anymore. This whole thing was like a dream he expected to wake up from any minute.


  “That’s okay,” he said. “It was delicious.”


  She seemed happy with that. At the barn door, she let go of his hand and pulled the double doors open. The cool smell of hay hit him.


  “Come on,” she said, leading him inside. Shayla climbed up wooden rungs that led to the loft. Pete looked up her skirt to see that she wasn’t wearing any underwear, and she was shaved smooth.


  She looked down at him, smiling, not bothering to close her legs. “You comin’?”


  Pete practically jumped onto the ladder and climbed. By the time he reached the top, he was already out of breath. Shayla reclined in a pile of fresh-cut hay, her hat sitting on a nearby bail.


  Pete put his hands on his knees, panting to catch his breath. He was embarrassed, but she didn’t seem to mind. After a few minutes, he straightened up and began walking toward where she lay. He unbuttoned his sweaty shirt as he did.


  Shayla reached up to the knot under her tits and gave a little jerk. One little tug was all it took, and the shirt unraveled, revealing a pair of perfect, round, plump titties, the nipples small and so pale-pink you could barely see them. 


  That stopped Pete in his tracks, just stunned by her naked beauty. He tore off his shirt and flung it aside, then fumbled at his belt buckle. 


  Shayla laughed. “Sugar, before we get down to business, would you mind doin’ me a big ol’ favor?”


  “Anything,” Pete said, licking his lips, though his throat felt dry.


  “You seem like a real sweet fella, and I hate askin’ you to do something you might feel uncomfortable about, but it kinda drives me wild just thinkin’ about it.”


  “What?” Pete said. He stood there in the open loft, buck naked, his cock jutting out red, feeling like it might explode.


  She pointed to one of the beams, obscured by shadow, and Pete’s eyes followed her finger. From a single rusty nail hung a clothes hanger, and on that hanger was a white and baby-blue sun dress. 


  Pete didn’t get it. “You want to wear that?”


  She giggled. “No, silly. I want you to wear it.”


  Oh. Well that was a little strange, but he’d already drank her piss. Compared to that, dressing up like a girl didn’t seem all that bad. And if that’s what made her finally let him stick his dick in her, he’d wear ten dresses.


  “Sure,” he said, walking to the dress. 


  “Aw, you’re a darlin’,” Shayla said, stretching out and putting her hands behind her head. Her tits hefted up and bobbed as she did this, and the effect was easily the most beautiful goddamn thing Pete could ever remember seeing.


  He took the dress off the hanger and pulled it over his head. When he looked back at Shayla, she gave a little clap and patted the hay beside her.


  Pete ran to her, falling down beside her in the hay. He reached out, but she pulled back and smiled. 


  “One more little thing?” she said.


  Oh, for God’s sake, Pete thought. What now? He took a deep breath, trying to calm himself.


  “Sure,” he said.


  Shayla reached between two bails of hay and took out a worn leather satchel. From inside, she pulled out a blond wig with pigtails. She looked at him with raised eyebrows.


  Pete tilted his head forward and let her pull the wig onto his head. It was hot in the still air of the barn, but he kept telling himself this was just one more little hoop to get the prize.


  When he looked up, Shayla straightened the wig, draping the pigtails on his chest.


  “Oh my,” she said. “Don’t you look pretty? This is gettin’ me so damned wet, I can’t nearly help myself.”


  He reached out for her again, but she turned and stuck a hand back into the satchel.


  “But you know what would make it even more perfect?” she asked. She pulled out a tube of mascara and held it up.


  Holy shit. She wanted to put makeup on him? How long would that take? He could already feel himself dribbling under the hem of the dress. His balls felt like concrete. 


  Pete swallowed hard. “Okay.”


  Shayla squealed with delight and opened the tube. She leaned in and began stroking his eyelashes with the brush. As she did so, she whispered to him.


  “Nobody ever done this for me,” she said. “I had this fantasy in my head for a long time now. I’d just lie awake at night, thinking about it, rubbing myself down there with my finger. I just can’t believe it’s finally comin’ true.”


  When she was done with the mascara, she got out blush. Pete tried not to groan. His cock was wilting a little now. This was the most painfully long tease he had ever endured, but he did his best to stick it out.


  After she’d swiped his cheeks with blush, she pulled out a tube of ruby red lipstick. 


  As she slathered it on his lips. “You don’t even know how downright amazing this is gonna be,” she said. She leaned back and put the cap on the lipstick as she inspected him. “Mister, you’re about to get the fucking of a lifetime.”


  This made Pete start to stiffen again, but before he could do or say anything, Shayla sprang to her feet and ran back to the ladder, her tits bobbing and swaying.


  Now she wanted him to chase her? Maybe she was just bat-shit crazy. He thought he might have just been roped into her lunacy by the lure of sexuality, those perfect tits and that silky smooth pussy. Fuck it. He was already tired, and cock-teased to madness, but what else was he going to do? 


  Pete got to his feet and ran after her, but she was already down the ladder by the time he started down. Then he heard a clanging noise and stopped moving. He looked down and saw Shayla by the door, a metal rod in her hand, striking the inside of a hanging metal triangle.


  “Woo-eee!” she yelled, her tits moving in circles as she clanged the triangle. “Come and get it, boys!” 


  Boys? What the fuck was she yelling about? 


  Pete’s foot slipped on the next rung, and he nearly fell. He regained his balance and made his way to the bottom. When he turned around, three tall shadows now loomed in the doorway of the barn. His heart sank. 


  His first instinct was to run, to hide, but there was nowhere to go. He was sissied up like a little bitch, his boner propping up the hem of the girly blue and white dress. His face was heavy with makeup. And now three men stood just inside the barn.


  Shayla tied back up her beautiful breasts in her shirt as she walked over to Pete. She stood up on her tiptoes and whispered in his ear. “I’d like you to meet my brothers.”


  Then she stepped back and pointed as she introduced each one. “This here is Lucas.” Lucas wore a dirty white T-shirt, torn jeans, and dusty cowboy boots. He was good looking, with sweaty, curly black hair. He smiled at Pete.


  “This is Johnny,” she said, pointing at the next one. Johnny was wearing overalls, no shirt underneath. He was heavily muscled, his arms and chest sweaty. He wore a beat-up cowboy hat, and he winked at Pete from under the rim.


  “And finally,” Shayla said, “This is my big brother Tom, but we like to call him Angus. You wanna know why?”


  No, Pete definitely didn’t want to know why. Tom stood nearly a full head higher than his brothers. He was a hulk of a man, shirtless, his chest hair matted with sweat.


  Shayla turned back to Pete. “See, I figure it like this. You drove up here on our private property without permission and chased me around like a sex-crazed maniac trying to get in my pants. Ain’t that about right?”


  “I was just…” Pete began, but trailed off. She actually was right. He was in a bad place, and he knew it. 


  “Now then,” Shayla said. “I wasn’t lying about it getting real boring around here. My brothers been working the fields all morning, and they could use a little refreshment and entertainment. That’s just about the least you could do for trespassing and chasing their little sister around trying to put your little willy in her. Don’t you think?”


  Pete didn’t know what to think anymore. He was sorry he’d ever stopped here. He just wanted to be back out on the road, on the highway, far away from whatever crazy this this was. But he had an idea that wasn’t going to happen until he paid some kind of price, and his ass clenched at the thought of any one of these men using him like that.


  “Hm,” Shayla said. “I reckon this little girly don’t want to play. Maybe I ought to go on up to the house and call the Sheriff’s department down here, tell ‘em what happened. At least your mug shot is gonna look pretty.”


  Pete looked down at his feet and licked his dry lips. He’d lose his job. He’d lose his wife. Better this than that. “I’ll do whatever you want,” he mumbled.


  Shayla cupped her hand to her ear. “What was that, missy?”


  Pete raised his head and cleared his throat. “I’ll do whatever you want.”


  Shayla whistled. “Whew, you hear that, boys? Whatever you want. Who’s first?” 


  The one named Lucas stepped forward, and Pete breathed a small sigh of relief. He didn’t want to have to deal with the giant first, and maybe there was still some way out of this. 


  Lucas sauntered up to Pete and put a hooked finger under Pete’s chin, tilting his face up so he could get a better look. 


  “She’s pretty,” Lucas said. “But I like my fillies on all fours.”


  Pete looked over at Shayla, who was grinning wide. 


  “If I were you,” she said, “I’d be getting down on my hands and knees right now.”


  Pete hesitated, then lowered himself to the floor. 


  Lucas lifted up the back of the dress, and Pete felt the cool air of the barn on his ass. “This’ll do,” Lucas said. He smacked Pete hard on his left ass cheek, and Pete jumped from the shock and pain. “Now crawl your pretty little ass back yonder there. I like a bit of privacy.”


  He was pointing at the back of the barn, behind bails of hay piled high. Pete had never felt as stupid and humiliated in his life as he crawled across the floor to the back of the barn.


  “Ya’ll go on and wait outside,” Lucas said. “I won’t be too long now.”


  Pete heard the thud of Lucas’ boots following him slowly.


  It was dark behind the hay, the only light were thin sheets of sunshine coming in through the slats of the barn. 


  “If I know Angus,” Lucas said, “he’s gonna want a piece of that pretty ass. I seen you’re a virgin. I could do you a favor and stretch that out a bit first, but just right now I ain’t in the kind of mood for favors.”


  “Look,” Pete said, “this is all just a big mistake. I’m not even supposed to be here.”


  “And yet you are,” Lucas said, undoing the huge brass oval of his buckle. “Might as well make the best of it, don’t you think?”


  “I can pay you,” Pete said. “I have some money saved up.” This wasn’t entirely untrue. He and Megan had managed to sock away about eleven thousand dollars in a joint savings account.


  Lucas pulled his cock, mostly-hard, out of his jeans. It was long and thick, Pete could see that even in the dim light. “Now why is it you big-time city folk always think everything is about money?”


  “Please,” Pete said. “What do you want?”


  “Well that’s pretty plain to see,” Lucas said, stepping forward to put his cock in Pete’s face. “Ain’t nothing useful coming out of that red whore mouth of yours. Go on and put it to good use.”


  Pete looked around. There was nowhere to run. Even if there were something worth using as a weapon, and he were somehow able to overpower Lucas, his brothers were still waiting outside. And here he was, dressed and painted like a slut, with no shoes.


  So he leaned forward, making his mouth into an “O”, and for the first time in his life began to suck a man’s cock. It was sweaty and a little gritty. He slid his mouth until the head got close to the back of his throat, about halfway up, then he reached up and grabbed the base with his right hand. Pete closed his eyes and began to rock backward and forward, letting his lips glide along the shaft. Lucas smelled strong, dirty and musky.


  “Aw,” Lucas said. “You’re trying to be all gentle. That ain’t what I’m in the mood for, though.”


  Lucas reached out and cupped a steely hand at the back of Pete’s neck. Then he pushed Pete forward hard, jamming his cock into the back of Pete’s throat. Pete gagged, his eyes filling with water. He tried to cough, but Lucas jerked him back, then forward again.


  Before he knew it, Lucas was shoving his head back and forth, ramming his cock forward, and fucking Pete’s face with ferocity. Pete took his hand off Lucas’ cock and reached back to grab the wrist at the back of his neck. But Lucas was far too strong. He tried to speak, but that was impossible. All that came out were garbled coughs.


  So he went with it, letting Lucas jam his cock in and out of his mouth. His spit gurgled out of his mouth and down his chin, dripping onto his chest. He felt the mascara begin to streak with the tears rolling out of his eyes. 


  Finally, mercifully, Lucas pulled out. He grabbed his own cock and began to jack himself off, all the while holding firm to the back of Pete’s neck, tilting his face upward.


  Lucas came hard, salty spunk spraying onto Pete’s face. Pete shut his eyes just in time to feel warm gobs smack his eyelids. When Lucas let go of him, he felt like his entire face was coated, with sheets of cum cascading down both cheeks.


  Lucas snorted and tucked his cock back in his jeans. “That’s how we do it around these parts,” he said. “Though my brothers probably won’t be so gentle.”


  He left Pete on his knees, his jaw aching, the back of his throat sore, and his face slathered in his salty cream.


  “Don’t wipe that off now,” Lucas said as he walked away. “You look even prettier with my seed on your face.” Then he laughed, and the thud of his boots faded away.


  Pete took several deep breaths, though on the second one, cum went up his right nostril and he started coughing. The fit was so long, he didn’t hear the second brother come in.


   Pete heard a jagged laugh and looked up. 


  “Damn, boy,” Johnny said. “You look like a raccoon that done had its face in a bowl of cream corn.”


  Johnny took off his hat, rubbed his hair, and tossed the hat aside. “Mm, mm,” he said. “What are we gonna do with you?”


  “I just want…” Pete said. He coughed again. “If I could just make a phone call.”


  Johnny laughed and slapped his knee. “Bitch, you ain’t callin’ nobody.” He hooked his thumbs at the top of his overalls and let them fall. His dick was a little smaller than Lucas’, but it curved upward and was already at full attention. “Now go on and climb up on one of them bails and poke your ass up in the air. Don’t make me say it twice.”


  The blow job had been humiliating and horrible, but Pete wasn’t sure he would be able to take it up the ass. But like a good little girl, he climbed up on the nearest bail of hay, put his head down, and lifted his ass up high.


  “Don’t you worry your pretty little head,” Johnny said. Pete heard a hock, then warm spit hit his ass crack and began to dribble down. “I treat my girls rough, but I ain’t no goddamn savage.”


  Pete felt a pair of fingers wipe the spit up and down his crack, lubing him up. His stomach clenched, and his ass puckered. He lowered his hips, but Johnny wasn’t having any of that. Pete felt a sharp smack on both ass cheeks from below, and he raised his ass high again.


  Pete could feel Johnny’s warmth as he sidled up and nestled against his ass cheeks. Then he gasped as the head of Johnny’s cock pushed between his cheeks and into his asshole. 


  “Hey city boy,” Johnny said as he began to slide in and out of Pete, “I bet you didn’t see this coming when you woke up today, did you?” He smacked his ass cheek and laughed.


  Pete clenched his teeth and squeezed his eyes shut. He tried to relax, thinking that might make things go easier, but he just couldn’t. He felt like he was being split in two. And if Johnny’s pecker felt this big, he thought trying to run just might be worth it before the hulk of the third brother took his turn.


  “Hey,” Johnny said, “turn that pretty little head around and look me in the eyes while I’m fucking you.”


  Pete turned his head and looked at Johnny, who looked wild, eyes wide and teeth bared as he held onto Pete’s hips and pumped away. 


  “Goddamn, you a mess,” he said. “But you still got a pretty face. Go on and lick some of that cum off them lips of yours.”


  Pete stuck out his tongue and licked the gummy, salty cum from his lips. He braced himself as Johnny’s humping became more powerful. He grabbed fistfuls of hay in both hands, trying to steady himself, to keep from pitching forward.


  Johnny actually whooped when he came. He didn’t bother pulling out. Pete felt a bloom of warmth fill his ass, and as Johnny pulled out, some of that warmth dribbled down his taint to his balls.


  Johnny gave him one last smack on the ass before pulling up his overalls. “Yessir,” he said. “That was fine. Just fine. Now don’t you go anywhere, missy. My brother’s gonna be here shortly to finish you off.”


  And with that, Johnny strutted away behind the bails of hay. Pete climbed down off the bail, his ass aching. His whole body ached, really, but his ass was the locus of pain, pulsing from the violation. 


  His eyes darted around the dark corners of the barn. Could he break through the slats and make a run for it? Then he heard the heavy thud of boots and turned to see the giant standing there looking down at him.


  “My brothers went quick,” Angus said, his voice deep. His massive cock was already hanging out of his pants. “I’m gonna take my sweet time with you.”


  And he did. Pete had no idea how much time passed. Everything he had gone through up to that point was nothing. He had no idea how far beyond his limits he could be pushed.


  Before anything sexual happened, though, Angus made Pete dance for him. He told him he wanted it slow and sexy, like the girls in the city who danced around poles. 


  Pete felt ridiculous, and his body was sore and tired. But he danced, trying to sway and undulate his hips. As he did, he felt more cum leak out of his ass, streaming down his inner thighs. 


  Angus just sat down on a bail and watched the show with his arms crossed, his face expressionless. When Pete asked if he could stop, the giant told him no, to keep dancing.


  All the while, that giant cock grew and grew, until it was standing full and erect. 


  “Come over here,” Angus finally said. Pete stopped dancing and walked to him. “Use your mouth and hands first.”


  First? Pete was just thankful for a temporary reprieve. He dropped to his knees and opened his mouth wide. He grabbed the base of the cock with both hands and guided it into his mouth, stretching his lips wide. And he sucked enthusiastically, stroking the base of Angus’ cock while he worked the top as hard as he could. 


  “Lick my balls,” Angus said, and Pete took his mouth off the cock to bend down a little lower and run his tongue over the man’s musty ball sack. After a while, Angus told him to start sucking again, and this cycle continued several more times, with Pete alternating between cock and balls. 


  Pete thought the man would come, but instead, after what seemed like an eternity, he just grabbed Pete. He lifted him up, spun him around, and lowered him onto Angus’ big wet cock.


  Pete’s whole body tensed, and he bit his lip as the shaft pushed up into him. God, he’d never felt pain like this. At least his spit and the cum still up his ass provided some lubrication, though no amount would have made this tolerable. 


  All semblance of manhood was wiped away from Pete’s mind. He was no longer a man, but a trashy little bitch being taken up the ass. He surprised himself by starting to push down, moving his hips into the momentum of the thrusts. He closed his eyes and started to whimper like a little girl, bringing his hands up to his nipples and squeezing them.


  Pete’s own cock had started to harden again, and at some point, while Angus fucked him, Pete came first. Without even touching his cock, he felt himself spurt up into the fabric of the dress. He’d never felt anything like it, didn’t even know it was possible.


  Before he could even process it, Angus lifted him up into the air and threw him aside and into the hay. The hulk stayed sitting, but grabbed his own cock with both hands and pumped, jetting thick, ropy strings onto the wooden floor of the barn at his feet. Angus closed his eyes and let out a sigh, the opened them again.


  “Clean that up,” he said, motioning his head at the floor.


  Pete didn’t hesitate. He crawled over to the quivering puddles of cum and began to slurp them up.


  “Good girl,” was the last thing Pete heard the giant say, and then he was gone.


  After he’d cleaned up the mess, Pete struggled to his feet, his legs wobbly and weak. Was it really over? He staggered past the hay into the open part of the barn. The door was closed. He walked shakily toward it. His clothes were still up in the loft, but there was no way he was climbing that ladder again to get them. He wanted to lie down and sleep. He wanted to wash the cum off his face and out of his mouth and out of his ass. He wanted to be clean again, but he wasn’t sure that was ever going to be possible.


  He pushed open the barn door and squinted at the sunlight. How much time had passed? Had he been here all day?


  The farm boys were gone. Back to the fields? Back to the house? Only Shayla stood in the waning sunlight, hands on her hips.


  “Welp,” she said. “I told you you were gonna get the fucking of your life, didn’t I?”


  “Please,” Pete said. “I just want to go home.”


  “Well sure,” Shayla said. “You were only half a mile from the highway the whole time, mister. You just go back down the road you came, take a right, then take another right on Farm Road seventeen. Can’t miss it.”


  Pete groaned. Was he really that close? He started to move, but Shayla put up her hand.


  “Not so fast, sweetie,” she said. “You kept my brothers entertained all day, but little ol’ me didn’t get any of the action.” She lifted up her skirt, revealing her shaved pussy, the tempting little slice that had gotten him into all this.


  “Now here’s what’s gonna happen,” Shayla said. “You’re gonna get down on your hands and knees, crawl over here, and lick me until I say you’re done. Then you can go about your way.”


  Pete didn’t even try to argue. He was broken. They’d broken him like a horse, incapable of putting up a fight anymore. He dropped to his knees and crawled through the dirt. 


  Shayla smiled down at him as he stuck out his tongue and took his first long lick of her pussy juice under the setting sun. He was going to be here for a good while longer. He knew that. 


  But that was just fine. They’d turned him into a broken little bitch, and doing what you were told was exactly what broken little bitches did.
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