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Stuck in a basement with a borderline
personality-disordered nerd was the last place Laura wanted to be,
and yet, that was where she had been stuck for the past five
minutes. Most of everything that Alexander so far had just been
odd, weird gibberish that she hardly had the inclination to call
speaking. She wanted to run away with her fingers placed firmly in
her ears.

Instead, out of some
possibly-misplaced attempt at politeness, holding her arms across
her buxom expanse of chest, barely restrained underneath her tight
white shirt, she just repeated the one thing she had managed to
glean from Alexander’s jargon-filled rant.

“You built a time machine.”

He very nearly hopped up and down.
“Yes!”

“All by yourself.”

“That’s right!” His fists pumped in the air.

“And you want to test it on me!”

“I
totally do.”

Laura was, understandably, having more
than a little trouble taking all of this in. The brunette's
downstairs neighbor, Alexander, had never quite had all his screws
as tight as he was supposed to. Often she would come home at night
to their duplex and see him—through the window which he always had
open—hanging from the ceiling like a bat and reading old physics
textbooks. He held regular meetings with other nerds, discussing
theoretical problems of quantum mechanics in which they would,
after several rounds of drinks, start screaming at each other
purely in equations. He had even modified his car so that it ran on
corn starch, because “who wouldn’t want government subsidized
fuel?”

More than half of her expected that
this whole arrangement—the big parade of electronics and the big
towers of circuitry and wires that he had presented her with in the
basement—was some sort of ruse to get her attention. Laura was used
to such ruses, being a beautiful, curvaceous young woman—and
somehow still a virgin at the tender young age of
nineteen.

All her life, men had gone out of
their way to earn her attention and respect, often in odd ways.
Whatever it was about her busty body and affable personality, her
appeal seemed largely to create men who thought they had to make
enormous, grandiose gestures of worth before working up the courage
to ask her out. There was the boy in high school—Michael?—who had
organized a flash dance with the entire basketball team to announce
his desire for her. Or the chess team captain who had built a
scale-model of a queen—with Laura’s height and even some eerie
likeness to her—as the team’s mascot.

Of course, this all embarrassed her a
great deal. She invariably turned each one down. Who would slide
into a relationship with someone who thought you were on some
pedestal, waiting to be called down and live among the mortals? It
was dehumanizing, even if the notion behind all that work was
somewhat flattering.

She hoped college, which she started
next week after moving away from her home town, would be different.
She hoped for more mature men—men that would respect that she was
working her way through each semester.

But her hope was not all that strong,
so far. Men who lived nearby seemed to be able to sense her fragile
virginity—like they could see that symbol of innocence in her rosy
cheeks or her vibrant blue eyes—and it made them want her all the
more. Her extra bit of voluptuousness—adding to her sexy, healthy
expanse of curves—only seemed to make her all the more available,
encouraging crushes to let them think that she was attainable, thus
reinforcing the crushes all the more.

This “time machine” was the latest in
a string of incidents with Alexander, who had been showing her more
and more technologically advanced items: a television that ran on
potato batteries, a four-way mirror, a tiny one-tenth scale-replica
of himself that could hold a conversation.

It annoyed her a bit that he had some
genius, clearly, but that all of it was being fixated on
her.

So, when Alexander had called her
down—after barely exchanging three conversations with him that
weren't him rather over-chalantly showing off these inventions, all
of them about mail delivery and the weather—her guard was
up.

Even so, she hadn’t been expecting
this. A time machine? Really? Ridiculous.

“Listen,” said Alexander, “it’s perfectly safe. I understand
your concern, but everything I’ve sent through so far has been
fine.”

He picked up a teddy bear off a nearby
cabinet for her to look at. “You see?”

She did see, taking it in her hands.
It was ravaged by teeth marks, stuffing falling out of
it.

“It looks like some animal went at it.”

“What, Mister Fluffikins?” he shook his head. “No. He’s been
like that a while. I had something of an extended teething period.
Very special development.”

“Oh.” Laura dropped the bear. “Ew.”

“As I’ve said, you don’t need to worry! All I’m asking for is
a partner. I’ve created a fail safe, you see? All the time travel
fiction I read, everything goes terribly wrong when the device
breaks somehow or another. But for me, it’ll be different. After
seventy-two hours, the portal will open again, no matter what. It’s
set on automatic.”

“But what if you miss the portal? What if it opens up some
place dangerous that you can’t get back to?”

He paused, mouth squirming. “I suppose
I hadn’t thought of that.” But he wasn't deterred. “Something to
fix in future versions! For now, I’ll pick out some place we know
to be safe. This very spot, but one hundred and forty years
ago.”

“One hundred and forty years ago?”

“Yes! What could possibly go wrong? The clothes are close
enough that I can amalgam up something without causing too much
attention. I’ll carry my taser should anyone try and approach me.
And in the meantime, I’ll just stealthily stay in the background,
observing.”

“For seventy-two hours? That’s three days, Alexander!”

“The records show there was nothing here. Just some old ranch,
barely employing a couple of old crotchety ranch-hands, no doubt.
Perfectly safe. We’ll be able to set up a tent and enjoy the past
at our leisure.”

He really thought she was
going to spend three days with him in the past? In…in
anywhere?

She shook her head, golden brown locks
trailing up and down her shoulders. Why was she treating this as if
it was a serious proposition? It wasn’t as though he could actually
travel through time.

He began to offer another
explanation, but Laura shook her head, cutting him off. “Never
mind. I don’t want to hear it. I am not doing this, okay?”

Alexander, finally, began to look
dejected.

“I’m sorry,” he said, after a moment. “I misread you. I
thought, with your incumbent education, you might find it an
elucidating experience. Something to give you perspective. I
remember you saying you were interested in history. That was why
I…well. Anyway.”

Oh, god. That was enough to confirm
her suspicions. He had convinced himself that he had built a time
machine purely because of a crush on her.

All these men, making all
these insane gestures of affection. It was all the exact opposite
of what she wanted from a man, truth be told. Why couldn’t they
just understand that she just wanted to be told…

She sighed, stifling the sudden
thought of desire. Alexander looked at her like a lost
puppy.

“I’m not…I’m not participating in anything that all that
machinery creates,” she said, reaffirming her position. “But I can
watch you turn it on, if you like?”

His face lit up immediately.
“Wonderful! That would be truly wonderful! And, once I’ve passed
through, you can perhaps consider following me into the other side,
yes?” He saw the look on her face. “Or perhaps no. Either way…not
an issue! Three days shall pass for me, but nary an instant for
you! Observe!”

Rushing around the various machinery
he had propped up, Alexander began pushing buttons and cranking
levers, seemingly at random.

And then the most insane, wondrous
thing happened.

Then…then Alexander turned out to be
right.

With a furious, startling rip, the
portal opened up. It was like a sort of semi-translucent circle,
hanging in mid-air. Pink and purple light flooded out from it,
filling the room.

Something—a bird? A rock? Flew out of
it and landed right on Alexander, knocking him down to the ground.
He moaned, obviously hurt.

Laura, terrified and
surprised, called out to Alexander. There was no response, his
moans ceased. She could see him laying motionless on the other side
of the room—and though she couldn’t really see the portal in
between the two of them, there was obviously something there, shimmering the air
and making it wavy, like you would see on an especially hot day.
And then, of course, there was all that odd pink light.

Mesmerized, she stepped forward. There
was something so interesting there. If she could just…just see it a
bit clearer…if she could just get a bit of a closer
look…

And then it was gone, all of it gone,
and Laura stood in the middle of a bunch of trees. Behind her, the
portal slurped itself up.

What the hell?

She looked around—nothing but forest.
Alexander’s lab, gone. The house, gone. Everything Laura
knew…gone.

Oh god. Had he really built a time
machine? Was she lost in time?

She heard hooves—actual
hooves!—clopping—actually clopping!—from behind her. She turned
with a fright that she could only assume was written all over the
entirety of her body.

Approaching her was a tall, tall man
on a large black horse. He wore a tight, dusty button-up shirt, the
spurs on his boots jangling lightly.

“Hey there, little lady,” he tipped his hat back, letting her
see his brawny, strong face. “You need a ride?”

Panic! Death! Terror! Every fiber of
her being was telling her to run for her life.

“Oh…uh…no. No thank you. I’m just…I think I’m just…just out
for a walk!”

“Are you sure?” He sounded concerned.

“Y-yes! I’m…just a walk!”

“You’re walking around by yourself, huh? This close to Indian
territory…with nothing to keep you warm when the night comes
down?”

“That’s right!”

She could not help but make everything
she said an exclamation. Adrenaline rocketed through her veins,
making her unable to process anything but electric excitement. She
was talking with a man from over a century ago!

She was now officially living over a
century ago!

The man continued to approach her, off
his horse now. Laura tried to get away in the wilderness, passing
through trees, stepping over rocks and through dirt. The day was
warm, in a comfortable way, and bugs hopped onto her body and
hopped back off again.

Over more trees, through more dirt,
and suddenly there was nothing but a tall cliff face. Behind her,
the rider still approached, off of his horse now. He was smiling,
his hands held out wide.

“My name’s Karl. What’s your name?”

She just whimpered,
pressing back against the cliff face. She couldn’t explain the sort
of terror she felt at this man, but she knew—knew—that
he wanted her. She could see it in his eyes. And she knew, in this
time period, all alone, it would take a magnificently decent and
civilized man to not take advantage of her.

This was a cowboy. Someone living
rough for a long time. He would not be magnificently decent or
civilized. He would push her down, he would slap her face, shove
her mouth onto his hardness and make him serve her and oh god, oh
god why did that turn her on so much?

He was a big, big man. Tall and broad.
There was a bulge clearly growing in his pants—and she could see
the incredible amount of muscles that he had earned from years and
years of experience of wrangling and hard-living.

There was absolutely,
positively nothing about him that wasn't pure, unadulterated man.

Laura, looking at him, could not help
but feel her arousal grow and grow. She had never been around
someone like this all her life—had never been in front of someone
who so clearly wanted her and so clearly was going to do something
about it.

“You know, little lady…I’ve been riding these trails for a
good long time.” He came closer and closer. She could see the want
in his eyes. “And I’ve never seen anyone as pretty as
you.”

“Oh…oh god…”

She stepped backward, only pushing
back harder into the rock. He was right on top of her now. Their
attraction was animalistic, like flesh magnets, she didn’t feel
like she could get away.

Unbidden, her hands rose up to touch
her chest. He was hard as a rock—harder even than the cliff behind
her. They just didn’t make men like him anymore. Not muscles honed
in a gym or enhanced by chemicals, but earned and densened by years
and years of incredibly hard work.

“Oh my god…”

Her pussy flashed with wetness. This
was all...this was all happening so fast...

“You feel something you like, girl?”

She let out a little whimper. Her legs
felt like putty. She had never felt this kind of animalistic
attraction to a man before. Her pussy felt like it was going to
burn up her whole body.

She fell to her knees, intending to
beg for him to leave her alone. He was breathing hard, hands
running through her hair.

“Please…please…I just…”

Her hands slipped over his bulge. He
was enormous—and getting bigger. Her hand gripped the thick length
through the denim almost by impulse, and she felt it swell before
her grip.

“P-please...” she moaned
again.

Apparently misunderstanding, he
quickly adjusted his pants, and soon his cock was out in front of
her face. As she watched, it grew harder and harder by the second,
its enormous surface sliding closer to her lips.

“Oh…oh god.” She shook her head lightly. “Please…I can’t…I
don’t know…please…”

He shushed her gently, stroking her
hair.

“It’s all right, girl. Take it slow. Take it how you know you
want.”

God, but she really
did want it.

She’d be gone in three days, right? It
didn’t matter what she did now. She could…she could suck a little
cock, couldn’t she?

It wouldn’t even count. She’d still
technically be a virgin back in her own time.

Even as he entered her mouth, her mind
wasn’t all the way made up.

“D-don’t…” she managed, tasting his manflesh with happy
relish.

“What?” He looked a bit surprised, still pushing his cock
against her face.

“Don’t…don’t stop…”

He smiled at that, and pushed forward
into her again.

She was a quiet fuck, moaning
submissively, eeking out little soft squeals every so often,
suckling hard on his giant rod. He was so big in her mouth, filling
her up entirely. His long shaft pushed to the back of her mouth and
down her throat, making her swallow him, suckling and moaning as
she worked her tongue along his shaft. After a few minutes, she
could hardly imagine anything outside of his cock
anymore.

Past, present, future, none of that
mattered. All a woman like her had ever been born to do was this
timeless equation of cock plus mouth. Suck, suck, suck! She could
not get enough. She forgot about Alexander, about college, about
anything from her own time. She was there to fuck this cowboy, and
to be fucked by him. Nothing else made sense—why else would have
been there right when she slipped through the portal?

After several thrusts of his enormity
down her supple throat, she could feel a hot, warm ball of bliss
spreading through her body.

She was going to cum, she realized.
She was such a dirty, fucked-up slut that she was going to cum
after being practically forced to suck this stud cowboy’s cock. She
was such a whore...such a little cowboy fuckslut that he was going
to make her cum. Her sucking just increased in frequency and
intensity, knowing this about herself, reveling in it.

“Oh damn,” he moaned. “Damn, damn. You’re better than any gal
I’ve ever had. You’re gonna make me put it in you, girl…you’re
gonna make me…make me…”

His voice was lost in a torrent of
grunts, thrusting harder and harder, pushing her head back into the
hard surface of the cliff.

He exploded down her throat, layering
her esophagus with his creamy, dreamy white goo. She suckled it
down greedily, orgasming all the way. Her hands gripped the tight,
muscular flesh of his ass, coaxing him to fuck her mouth even
harder after he emptied into her.

Finally, he pulled out, though she
moaned and followed his cock with her mouth, licking
obediently.

“You’re coming home with me, girl,” he said to her. “I gotta
keep you safe, now. Gotta make sure you stay mine.”

Submissive, now, weak, stunned, all
Laura could do was nod meekly. It was like having his cum inside of
her had pacified her completely—completely overwhelming any senses
of shame or self-worth that she had. Overwhelmed by the hot
pleasure of serving this cowboy stud, obeying was all she wanted to
do anymore.
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The next morning, after a night of
fucking and sucking Karl in every way that he asked, acting like
his complete sexual servant, Laura intended to sneak past him,
gather supplies, and get back out to the portal.

They were located somewhere in what
may have been a prairie, may have just been a field. Laura didn’t
really know the geographical terms for such things. There was a
long stretch of empty grassland everywhere she could see, and yet
to the West, in a long enough line, there would be the forest where
she came from. Where he took her and held her was a small cabin,
surrounded by a large arrangement of barbed-wire fencing. There was
a hen house, and some cows, a couple of dogs, and one horse besides
the one they rode in on.

It was a regular ranch—though maybe a
small one? She did not know.

Escaping had been on her mind ever
since finally, he tired out, apparently exhausted by his new toy.
He had fucked her in every way she could think of—holding her legs
over her head, fucking her on the floor of the cabin, in his bed,
against the wall. She moaned out his name, calling out his praises,
loving every new stroke of his cock inside of her once-virgin
pussy.

No longer a virgin, though. No longer
at all.

She was his whore, or may as well have
been.

No, she thought, whores were
paid.

She was his cowboy slut.

As their fucking subsided, Laura felt
shame creep back into her life. Shame of being such an open, wanton
slut, needing his cock every second. She had stroked him until he
would not move anymore, desperate for that hardness to be inside of
her again.

With him asleep, she had her own time
to think—and thinking brought only shame.

Back in college, in her own time, she
had been a good girl. A girly girl. She led discussions at her
church’s small group, spreading the good word about God. Only
stupid, crazy sluts acted how she acted now. She remembered shaming
them in her own time, making fun of them, asking them how they
could have possibly started to act like they acted.

Now she understood. Cock
was so. Fucking. Good. She had given up just the second she knew it
was going to be forced upon her. She had openly begged him for it.

How had she
gone for so long without
being stuffed as full as Karl stuffed her? She felt like she had
been made for his
cock to fill her up.

But…but she had to get
away.

 

Real women didn’t live like this,
right? Didn't act like this? She had to be a real woman.

Her going suspicion was that there was
something screwy with the time portal that had made her act this
way. That Alexander had included some...some sort of sluttification
device in there, so that he could fuck her silly no matter what
time period she had been in.

Of course, this was in stark contrast
to how getting taken and forced by Karl was the living embodiment
of every fantasy she had ever held. Whenever she masturbated in her
bed at home, always it was envisioning something like what had
happened earlier—being taken and cornered, alone, no escape, no
choice but to give in and be used and abused like a complete
fuckdoll...

Her hand drifted across the bed,
somewhat hoping to rouse Karl again.

But no! No! She had to get away. Get
back to the portal. Get in her own time. Stop acting like such a
complete slut. That was the proper thing to do.

So, slipping up out of the bed, still
covered partially in Karl's expanse of cum, she intended to slip
away.

But it was to no avail, so far. Karl
was a light sleeper, and rose with her.

“Make me some breakfast,” he commanded, smacking her on the
ass.

She stood still, her body overwhelmed
with the heady lust that hearing his masculine command gave her. He
must have thought she was hesitating, because he struck her ass
again.

“Go on,” he said. “Know your place, girl. Make me some
breakfast.”

She slipped on the clothes he had
available for her—a sort of raggedy old blue dress that looked like
it had been abandoned after a night of passionate fucking. It clung
to Laura's generous curves, showing off her cleavage and her legs,
both. Her own clothes had been torn apart by Karl, of course. Just
like all of Laura's will.

They hadn’t used any protection the
night before, and he hadn’t bothered to pull out. Four or five
times he fucked her, though she lost count of her own orgasms very
early on.

And so, it wasn’t too far off to
imagine the old cliche—of her being barefoot and pregnant.
Maybe...maybe he'd get her pregnant and make him suck his cock
while he ate the breakfast she made him...

Unable to help herself, the thought
sent a hot, slick thrill through her body. To not worry about
things like equality or fighting for rights. To just accept being a
happy, good fuckpet for an indomitably strong male, no chance of
escape…the idea had her breathing hard.

There really was no chance of escape.
Women wouldn't get the right to vote for another thirty or forty
years. And it wasn't like it was all roses and sunshine for female
equality after that. If she didn't get back to the portal, she'd
only ever be a second-class citizen, expected to do exactly what
her man said forever and ever, judged solely by her merits as a
breeder and a homemaker and ohhh god why was thinking like that
making her touch her sweet hot wet pussy ?

With much difficulty, she pushed
herself off the wall, taking her hand from her sopping wet pussy,
and entered the kitchen.

She was going to have to put her foot
down with Karl. Try and hold him off for the next couple of days
until she could hatch a more elaborate escape. She had to preserve
her dignity, after all.

As she made him breakfast—putting
together toast and grits from what she able to gather in the
kitchen, using the small stove that was available to her, she also
was preparing a speech—she had been out of her mind, out of her
head when they had been fucking. A strange fever took her. She
would very much appreciate it if he wouldn’t approach her again.
She was without the ability to resist properly. He’d be taking
advantage of a sick woman!

Would he be mad, thinking she was
sick? She would have to assure him it wasn’t contagious.

As she prepared this, Karl entered the
kitchen, grabbing her ass with a smug grin on his handsome, dirty
face. His kisses along her neck and back melted her instantly. She
forgot her protests, again. They only rose up again when he sat
down—but when he snapped for her to serve him, she meekly served
his breakfast without complaint.

He wolfed down the
food—eating so fast, and so voraciously, that Laura did not have
the wherewithal to start speaking to slow him down. It felt
so good, watching
him eat what she made him. She had provided for this hard, strong
man who had fucked her so vigorously all night long.

And what was more, she was giving him
more fuel to fuck her again. She hadn’t considered that before
making the food. And yet now, it was all she could consider. If she
cooked him a good enough meal, he could fuck her for
hours...

With a bang of the front door, another
man entered the small cabin.

“My, oh my,” said the big hunk. “Who is this, now?”

Oh god, thought Laura, her cunt
positively dripping with lust. Two of them? Two cowboys in this
cabin with her?

“Um…uh…I…um…” was all Laura could muster.

“Her name’s Laura,” said Karl, swatting her on the ass. “She’s
a good ol’ girl. Real nice-like.” Karl pointed with his fork up at
the newcomer. “This here is my boy, Harlan. He runs the Square-R
with me. What do you think, Harlan? Ain’t she pretty?”

“Oh yeah. She’s mighty fine…” Harlan looked confused for a
moment, stroking his thick whiskers. “Where’d she come from? You
ain’t spend our money to bring some harlot out here, did
you?”

Karl shook his head. “I found her
wandering out there in the forest. Just all by her lonesome, nobody
to take care of her. That weren’t no place for a woman.”

“I
see.”

Harlan stroked Karl's face
affectionately—clearly the alpha of the two, even though both were
dominant forces in Laura's estimation. They had probably spent
quite a few lonely nights together, learning about each other's
bodies. They had probably been waiting to unload their affection on
someone like her.

Harlan pulled out a seat and sat down
across from Laura, openly eyeing her. His gaze rested on her tits,
barely restrained in her ripped dress.

“Where’d you come from, girl?”

“Johnson…Johnson
City.”

She could not stand to have her voice
become anything more prominent than a quiet, submissive whisper in
front of these two strong, outrageously masculine men.

“That little ol’ place? You got family there?”

Little old place? It was the biggest
city in a hundred miles! But…of course, that was in Laura’s time.
Not theirs.

“Family? No…”

That was a mistake, judging from the
way Harlan’s eyes lit up.

“So ain't nobody’s coming for you, then?”

“No,” said Laura, and then, shaking her head, she stammered,
“Y-yes, I mean. Two brothers. Big, mean brothers. They’re coming. I
bet they’re looking for me already.”

“Is that so?” Harlan leaned back. “What are their names,
then?”

“J-Jack,” said Laura. “Jack and…J-jackson?”

Oh god. This was no way to state her
case. She was trembling with the lies. She couldn’t stand having
all this mendacity pouring out of her in front of these strong,
strong men. They just wanted to fuck her, to own her, to protect
her...

Where Karl was broad and tall, Harlan
was shorter but more built. Thick hair covered his face. A brute of
a man. He stood up and grabbed her by the hair, making her tilt
almost all the way over.

“There ain’t nobody coming for you, is there,
doll?”

Laura was hardly able to contain her
drool at being manhandled like this. Certainly, her pussy wasn't
able to stop itself from wettening.

“N-no…no, sir.”

With a fierce smile, Harlan began to
unbuckle his pants. Laura, in one last attempt at salvaging her
decency, tried to protest.

“Please…” she started. “...no…I’m…I’m not well.”

“That’s all right, girl.” Harlan gave her another tug. “I’ll
do you right.”

“No…no, I have a fever, and…I don’t know what I’m
doing...”

“It’s okay,” said Karl, his voice almost reassuring. The way
someone would talk to a whining puppy. “We’ll take care of
you.”

Harlan nodded. “I know just how to
break a fever, girl.”

With all her remaining strength, Laura
pushed Harlan, trying to get away. Harlan, surprised, stumbled
backwards, falling down.

For a few beautiful, terrifying
seconds, Laura headed to the door and even thought she might have
gotten free—but Karl grabbed her before she even stepped outside.
He and Harlan both laughed at her energetic retreat.

A part of her was desperately glad she
hadn't made them mad. That would have gone poorly for
her.

Harlan stroked his
whiskers, considering Laura for a moment. “You still got that chain, Karl? I got an idea.”

“C-chain?” Laura gasped. “You can’t be serious. I won’t allow
that! You can’t possibly—”

Harlan slapped her, knocking her to
the ground out from Karl's grasp.

“What was that, girl?”

Every bit of control Laura ever
thought she had in her life, every agonizingly difficult decision
she made day after day to present herself as an independent-minded,
strong woman had been utterly annihilated with that single
blow.

And she felt herself loving it. That
slap—beyond the instant pain—had just turned her on. It was like a
switch, letting her see the reality of the situation.

“You’re right, Sir,” she said, voice trembling. “I should know
my place. Please, do as you like with me.”

She couldn’t even believe the words as
they came out of her mouth—and yet, there they were!

All those secret desires, all that
socially-repressed need to be owned and taken and ignored and used.
They were available now, just there for her to take, if only she
was brave enough to take them.

“Please,” she said again. “I was wrong to tr-try and get away.
Ch-chain me up? Give me a collar…you can put it around my neck.
With l-leather, maybe…”

Fear strangled any more
words she had; fear of the way their faces lit up with lust at her
suggestions. She couldn’t believe herself, still. She was
suggesting ways for them
to imprison her!

Karl was something of a whiz with
hardware, as it turned out. In less than ten minutes, he had
fashioned a collar and chain—about forty feet worth of chain,
anchored to the floor. It was long enough for her to step around to
any room in the small cabin, and just a bit outside to take care of
washing and other such duties.

But with it on, she would be caught.
At their mercy.

Harlan was the one who slipped the
collar on her neck. The leather was comfortable—soft and supple
enough for her to wear all the time.

“How's that, girl? How's
that feel to you?”

“Very good, Sir,” she said
heatedly. “I'm so glad that you have me under control.”

“Karl's gotten so much time
with you, I'm a bit jealous. Do you want me to be jealous,
girl?”

She shook her head, tugging Harlan on
top of her in the middle of the cabin. Karl watched, stroking his
exposed cock, as his friend mounted their slut.

“Please,” she moaned. “Hurry…”

She had no panties on, of course.
Laura doubted that she ever would again in her life. There was no
foreplay—the whole time the collar was being put together, she had
been touching herself openly. Harlan knew she was ready. He was
ready, too—his hard cock huge, as big as Karl's. He thrust hard
into her cunt, her legs wrapping around his waist.

“Oh god...” Laura
moaned.

“That's right, girl,”
Harlan grunted, pushing hard into her. “You ain't nothing but our
little slut, now.”

She was—just their slut. His thrusts
were violent, forceful, with no care for her well-being. He smashed
her body down on the ground, clearly used to being on top. Karl
stroked harder and harder, watching them go at it.

“God damn, girl,” said
Harlan, “you're so fucking tight...”

She could feel his balls tightening,
his muscles tensing up. From her rounds with Karl, she knew exactly
what that meant.

“Please,” she thought. “Please cum…please cum…”

She wanted to tell him to cum on her
belly—to cum anywhere but in her needy, probably fertile body. But
of course, with so much bliss running through her body and her
being unable to end the thought, he misunderstood, and filled her
tight young pussy up with his explosively hot, impregnating
cum.

Karl, standing and watching, came on
her face right after Harlan emptied himself inside of her. She had
never been so violated, never been so owned.

“Thank you, Sirs,” she
moaned, licking up the load. “Thank you sooo much.”
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On the third day, finally, before
dawn, she was able to make it out. She had supplies—bread and
water. It would last her through the rest of the day until she was
able to get through the portal.

They had made her their
servant. Their slave girl. She was wearing a chain! What was
she thinking? And
she had begged for them to do it!

Karl and Harlan took turns with her,
treating her like property. They would fuck her one at a time, or
sometimes stroke the other while fucking her. It was a hot, sick,
sex dance that Laura would never, ever forget, and nor would she
want to.

So far, before this, she had treated
it almost like a vacation. Something to dive into while she was
here. But this wasn’t anything temporary—or, it wouldn’t be, if she
missed the portal today! She had to leave.

She had been given her taste of true
submission, true service, and it was delicious. It was everything
she had ever dreamed of, serving these two muscle-bound studs who
couldn’t help but take turns with her and fill her up with their
beautiful hot cum.

But still…something cried at her—cried
at her to get out.

You can be a person, still.
You can have your own life. You should.

And when she had woken up that
morning, with both of them passed out, smelling of sex and whiskey,
she finally had her chance. She didn't feel she had a choice other
than to take it.

Very shortly after leaving—with the
cabin still in view on the horizon as she ran across the grass, she
could hear them calling after her.

She had to hurry. They had horses.
They would be able to find her soon.

Finally she passed through the veil of
the forest. Mind racing, she tried to recall landmarks—but one tree
looked just every other. There were rocks, vines, low-hanging
branches, birds singing...

There.

Pink light flooding out into the open,
just for her. The portal. Smiling, she rushed toward it. But, just
as she was only a dozen feet away, she paused. Hesitation plagued
her.

She looked at the portal, open there
before her, getting smaller. She was running out of time. And then
she thought of all those cocks…so hard and ready, waiting just for
her…needing her there…

The hooves of horses thundered as they
approached, coming closer and closer. She turned to approach her
men, a guilty smile on her face. She could hear the portal humming
still, and could even see if it she tilted her head just right. But
it was not in their view.

Karl stepped down from his
horse first, clearly annoyed. “What are
you doing all the way out here, girl? It’s dangerous.”

“I
was…” she looked around. There was no real excuse, or explanation
she could give. So instead, she opened her dress up, letting it
flutter to the ground, and strutted toward them. “I was waiting for
the two of you to come for me…”

Harlan swung down from his horse as
well. “Here we are, girl.”

He had the chain and collar in his
hand—and Laura's heart lifted up joyously, seeing that.

She couldn’t deny her biology any
longer—her true purpose in life.

Other women were perfectly capable of
being independent and smart and adventurous and single and blazing
trails for equality everywhere and all of that. Laura didn’t want
that, though She didn’t want her own life. She didn’t want to
decide things for herself. She didn’t want men who tried to impress
her, who put her up on some impossible-to-live-up-to pedestal. She
was soft, beautiful, an exquisite piece of fuck-art.

She wanted to be on display and
admired constantly for exactly what she was.

She wanted to be taken. She wanted to
be used and abused, their personal plaything. Their cowgirl
fucktoy. So long as…so long as…

“You’ll keep me safe, won’t you?” she asked, voice desperate.
She stood between them both, her hands slinking already to their
released cocks, stroking with urgency. “You’ll keep me yours, and
yours alone?”

Harlan smiled, clearly
flushed from her stroking. “’Course we
will, girl.”

“Shit,” said Karl. “You think we’d share a find like you?
You’ll have to fight us to tear off from us, girl.”

Harlan opened the collar wide,
presenting it to her.

“Go on,” said Harlan. “Be a good girl for us, now. Put it
on.”

Laura, dropping to her knees, did just
that. She locked the collar tight, and stared up at them, waiting
to be told how to please them.

The two men pushed her down until she
was on all fours.

They were going to take her together.
They hadn't done that before. Right here, out in the middle of all
this wilderness. Karl slapped her ass, quickly finding her entrance
from the rear. His hot, long near-footlong length of cock pushed
inside of her cunt easily. Her sweet, velvety folds embraced
him.

Harlan, affectionately stroking Karl's
muscles and then trading off down to Laura's immense tits, pushed
his cock forward into Laura's face. She swallowed him happily,
sucking him down—an expert now at blowing huge cowboy studs, with
so much practice lately.

From her angle, she could the
portal—the future, waiting for her. All opened up.

And then she looked up at Harlan,
sucking his magnificent manly cock…and Karl, all those
muscles…

The portal closed—permanently, no
doubt. And even if not, Laura wanted nothing to do with
it.

Karl thrust hard into her, only making
her suck on Harlan the more. Karl seemed to be excited by it—how
much pleasure he was delivering to Harlan by fucking Laura
harder.

“I'm gonna fucking...”
Harlan moaned. “Gonna fucking cum right down your throat,
girl...”

This excited Laura—and it felt like it
excited Karl as well. He thrust into her harder, harder, harder,
and she felt that perfect ball of bliss in her midsection explode.
At the same time, Harlan let out an enormous grunt and released his
torrent of delicious cum down her throat, just as he promised. And
Karl, once again, unleashed inside of the fertile, vivacious body
of Laura.

All of them, trembling and heaving,
collapsed upon one another in the forest, each holding the other
tight. As she basked in the warm, ever-present glow of orgasm and
snuggled in between her two strong, virile cowboys, Laura knew
without a doubt that they were her real future, now.
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