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CHAPTER ONE

In The Beginning

Lincoln moaned as he struggled against his chains on the bed, a small display of satisfied helplessness for his fans that were watching on the other side of the camera. A ring gag kept his mouth open as he was forced into a spread-eagled position. He wore a short skirt with black stockings that strapped around his thighs.

The sound of notifications being received could be heard from the laptop on the table next to his bed. With each ding it notified the user of another request. The tapping of keys broke through the sound of light music that played in the background. “Got another one sissy,” Damian said, followed by the sound of a click.

The dildo lodged in Lincoln’s ass began to vibrate at an intense speed, causing him to jerk in an upward motion as his cock got instantly hard. A loud moan escaped his mouth. Several more dings chimed in at the sound of his body thrashing in pleasure.

Lincoln looked up at the ceiling as he convulsed, his muscles tingling when he stretched against his restraints. He loved every minute of it. Even more so though he loved Damian, his long-time partner and friend who had been with him every step of the journey.

“Next request,” Damian stood up and grabbed another dildo from the shelf. He shoved the dildo inside Lincoln’s mouth, wiggling it a bit to make sure it was lodged deep in his throat. With his finger he lightly rubbed Lincoln’s neck, feeling the bulge from the rubber cock. “That’s a good sissy.”

“Mmmph,” Lincoln swallowed around the thick shaft that occupied his mouth, the taste of rubber upon his tongue. His cock twitched as the dildo in his ass continued to vibrate.

Damian grabbed the suction cup that was attached via a transparent cord that connected to the base of the dildo in Lincoln’s mouth and attached it to his penis. “Time for your reward!” Damian sat back down in the chair and clicked a switch. The suction cup began to suck and vibrate on his cock, making it grow hard and stiff. “Aaaaahhh,” he let out a moan as he approached climax. “I’m going to cum!”

More notification sounds rang out from the computer screen. Lincoln imagined all the kinds of nasty, dirty requests he was getting and it made him grow even harder than he already was, a bit of pre-cum leaking from his tip.

“I’m cumming!” Damian let out a moan as he orgasmed, his sticky load being suctioned through the transparent cord and flowing into the rubber dildo.

Lincoln choked and gagged on the cock as the taste of hot, sticky cum hit him. The juices seeped down into him, some of the substance splattering around the edges of his mouth. He strained against his restraints and moaned in pleasure as he came himself, his own cum shooting out of his cock.

Damian and Lincoln panted heavily as the feelings of pleasure from their respective orgasms subsided. After a minute, Damian stood up and reached for the dildo still deep inside Lincoln’s throat and pulled it out, wiping its tip and shaft all over Lincoln’s face before putting it on the table.

“How was that?” Damian asked, sitting back in his chair again. “We’ve arrived at your destination.”

Lincoln raised an eyebrow at Damian.

“Oi, this is as far as we go!”


CHAPTER TWO

Encounters of the Hot Kind

Blinking his eyes Lincoln shook his head and looked up, the lush greenery of the countryside filling his view through the windshield. “What?” He rubbed his eyes again.

The driver let out a sigh and reached over, opening the passenger door. “Get out!”

“Oh, right.” Lincoln grabbed his bag and got out of the rust-scorched, blue truck. “Thanks.”

“Whatever.” The door slammed shut and the engine roared to life as the truck pulled out of Creak Lane. The exhaust spat out dark grey smoke that mirrored the color of the sky.

Lincoln slung his pack over his shoulder and headed down the muddy driveway that had been carved by deep tire tracks and dotted with patches of fresh water.

It was the summer just following his graduation from university. After getting a degree in agriculture he didn’t know what else to do other than to get away from his family. Though that wasn’t the only reason he left. He sighed. “A fresh start,” a cow mooed next to him, “Right.” He headed towards the direction of the main building.

Cows grazed in the fields to his right, dogs herded sheep to his left, and in the distance he could hear the sound of horses and heavy machinery. As he rounded a corner an even larger field of various crops came into view. A couple of men stood next to a patch of crops a few yards ahead of him. As he approached one of the men pointed to Lincoln and the other turned around.

“Ah, you must be Lincoln.” The man held out his grease-stained hand. “I’m Sawyer.”

“Nice to meet you.” Lincoln took the man’s hand and shook it, surprised at how strong his grip was. Having played college football himself not a lot of people could shake his hand like that. “Sawyer- oh, you’re the manager my older sister talked about.”

“Indeed I am. Been here for a long time.” He withdrew his hand and brushed off his shaggy, deep brown hair. “Your sister mentioned that you just graduated from university with a degree in agriculture?”

“Yeah but…” He looked both the men up and down. They wore heavy-duty pants and jackets. Their shirts underneath were a predictable button up plaid pattern of black and red with the company logo stitched onto the corner pockets. “To be honest I’m not sure how much help it’ll be around a farm.” He could tell by the way the clothes wrapped around their bodies that the men were well built and suddenly felt out of place.

Sawyer waved his hand. “How would a degree in agriculture not help on a farm?” He smiled, “Plus, it’ll be nice having brains and bronze for once. Your sister mentioned that you played college football?”

“I wasn’t really anything special.” He trailed off, looking over at the crops next to them. Why do those crops look like they’re dying? Lincoln bent down and began to examine the stems, already lost in thought and trying to come up with a solution.

Both men exchanged glances behind Lincoln as he studied the crops. “So uh,” Sawyer began, “being a starting receiver is a pretty big deal isn’t it?”

Lincoln didn’t reply and instead continued his observations. “Everything else, including the soil looks normal.” he mumbled to himself.

Sawyer whispered to the other man who nodded and then walked away. Sawyer took a couple steps forward.

“But still,” Lincoln paused as he grabbed a dried out leaf, “it doesn’t make sense.” It was the middle of summer, but the crops were not the vibrant color they should be.”

Sawyer put a hand on Lincoln’s shoulder, “Well, either way, having an extra hand around the farm will go a long way around here. Let me go ahead and introduce you to some of the other staff.” He helped Lincoln up and put his arm around his shoulders.

“But… I was just-”

“Showing off already?” Sawyer winked. “Listen, you clearly know your stuff and will be a huge asset to this farm.”

“But we haven’t even had the probation period-”

Sawyer put his hand up. “I’m sure you’ll pass with flying colors.”

Lincoln’s heart started racing. Why did this farm seem off? Had he made a mistake? Was his sister wrong about the place? Why was this man’s muscles so fucking huge? Wait, does that even matter? Questions raced through his mind. After a bit of a pause he looked up at Sawyer. “What were you guys talking about as I walked up anyways?” He asked.

A grim look suddenly flashed across the man’s face. “Well, we’ve been having some slight issues on the farm no one can quite explain.”

No shit. Well, at least this guy sucks at the hard sell. Lincoln felt his heartbeat somewhat slow down. “What kind of issues?”

Sawyer rubbed the back of his head. “I don’t know if I’m the right person to talk about that. The boss will probably do a better job.” He looked out towards the crops. “I will say that having someone with your background will hopefully resolve these problems.”

Lincoln raised an eyebrow. Sure his agricultural degree provided him with a strong foundation in agriculture, but what was he supposed to do about failing crops in the middle of summer? The cagey attitudes he’s encountered so far haven’t helped either. If he’s taking a job where shady shit’s going on or the company’s about to go under he’d much rather know about it. “Look, maybe this isn’t the best time-”

“No listen,” Sawyer cut him off, “everything’s fine and the boss will explain everything. Just hear him out.”

Well, now he’s begging. Maybe a higher salary is in order. Lincoln sighed, “Fine, but we’ll need to have a long discussion.” First impressions: desperate.

They walked around various parts of the farm while talking about miscellaneous farm work, schedules, and machinery. Each time Lincoln tried to bring up questions regarding different crops and their health Sawyer would switch the subject to college football. Their conversation came to an end when they found Maverick, the other manager on the farm.

“This the new guy?” He glared at Lincoln as if he had already done something wrong just by being in his presence.

Lincoln felt his muscles tense under the piercing gaze. “Hi, I’m-”

“Don’t care.” The man turned around and continued turning a bolt on a piece of metal.

Lincoln studied the man’s figure as he worked. Was everyone on this farm built like a fucking body builder? Lincoln imagined what it would be like to be between those thick, muscular arms, to be cuddled by such a large-

“Just show up on time and we won’t have any problems.”

Lincoln snapped out of his trance. Get real, this guy’s nothing but a prick. He stuck his tongue out.

Maverick turned around. “Oh yeah,” he grabbed a rag and wiped off his brow with it, “And do your job!”

Lincoln sucked his tongue in so fast he thought he swallowed it.

“I don’t want to deal with any slackers.”

Do my job? Lincoln looked back at the crops, remembering the horrible state the majority of them were in. “Why don’t you do your fucking-”

“Whooooaaa,” Sawyer moved between them.

Maverick tightened his grip on the tool he had been holding. “What was that you little-”

“Shiiiit Maverick that wrench is...” there was a slight quiver in Sawyer’s voice as he paused, “A really… great looking wrench!” He smiled, “Is that new?”

Maverick snorted and turned around to continue his work, nearly breaking the bolt off the metal he’d been fixing. “Too bad it’s not a great looking wench,” he muttered under his breath.

Sawyer motioned for Lincoln to join him by his side and they continued walking towards the main house on the farm.

“Well, he’s certainly cheery.”

“Don’t let him get to ya. His nickname is Crank for a reason.”

Lincoln chuckled at this remark. “I’ll have to remember that.”

A shiver went up Lincoln’s neck and he looked towards the house. Standing there on the porch was a very large, muscular man. While the man’s face wasn’t visible he got the distinct feeling that he had been staring directly at him. The man disappeared into the house. Lincoln raised an eyebrow.

“That’d be the boss of the place, the person you’re meeting next.” Sawyer said as he walked past Lincoln, beckoning him to follow.


CHAPTER THREE

Getting a "Raise"

When they entered the foyer they were greeted by the man Lincoln had seen moments before. Rather than words however, his intense gaze told Lincoln everything he needed to know. This was a man of few words, but each action he took was precise and meaningful. And if Lincoln had thought the others were well built this guy was on a whole other level. The white T-shirt he wore was about to rip as it tightened around his abs. And those biceps… were they legal? The man’s face was rough with age, yet somehow had a tint of youth to it and he seemed… attractive. Lincoln blinked in surprise at his own thoughts. Attractive? What are you thinking man? He shook his head. Brushing the intrusive thoughts away for a moment. How long had they been standing there anyways? It couldn’t have been that long but it felt like an eternity.

At long last the man finally spoke, “My name is Axel.”

Lincoln felt tingles. The man’s voice alone was enough to make him tremble. “I’m Lincoln.” He started to hold out his hand but something stopped him. Axel’s eyes seemed focused on him, unmoving. Frozen in his place, he put his hand back at his side.

Axel huffed and turned around, “Let me give you a tour.”

As they walked Lincoln felt the ground thunder with each step Axel took. His large boots caused the floor to creak so much that Lincoln was sure the wood floor was going to break at some point. There was an awkward silence as they walked between each room, the only words being spoken by Axel as he stopped to explain where they were, the history of the place, and the function of each room.

There was an odd feeling about the house. Lincoln couldn’t quite put his finger on it but something just seemed… off. It was as if there were a lot more people living in it than currently present, yet at the same time he knew there was no one.

The house itself was definitely historical. The architecture spoke of a time in centuries past. They passed by a large ornate bookcase and Lincoln joked to himself that there was probably a secret passage behind it. He shook his head at the cliche thought.

At long last they stopped before the final door. “And this is,” Axel began before stopping for a moment. He took a deep breath and just stood there for a few seconds before opening the door. “This is the master bedroom.”

Peering inside it was obvious the place hadn’t been used in a long time. Dust covered pretty much every inch of furniture and although the bed looked like it had been made yesterday, the blanket covering it made it seem like it was frozen in time.

“You can sleep in this room.”

A sudden bang on the floor caused Lincoln to turn around and see Sawyer picking up his phone. Sawyer looked at Lincoln and attempted to make a smile, but what formed was… well, it wasn’t exactly a smile as far as he could tell.

Axel didn’t move at the sound of the phone dropping to the floor. He just stood there for a moment before at long last he spoke, “It hasn’t been used in a long time, but yes…” he paused, “It’s time. Feel free to use it as you wish.”

There was power in the man’s voice. It was as if he was the opposite of a picture painting a thousand words. The words he spoke instead gave life to a thousand images inside of Lincoln’s mind. There was no need to look at the man’s face to know that this room caused him anguish.

A knot formed in Lincoln’s stomach as Axel turned around to face him. Though not a single tear fell down his face, Axel’s glass eyes revealed a spirit torn by the trials of time. A cough from behind caused Lincoln to snap out of his trance and realized the eyes he had been mesmerized by were looking down at his hand which had reflexively grabbed Axel’s by mistake.

Lincoln immediately pulled back. “Oh, um… sorry.” He wanted to run from the situation right then and there. But instead he just looked at the ground, hoping that time would accelerate and they could move on from this awkward situation. Something heavy fell on his shoulder and looking over saw it was Axel’s hand. A flutter grew inside of his chest. Instead of empty orbs a hint of glimmer shone behind Axel’s eyes. Was that… a smile?

“Come on,” Axel walked past Lincoln, closing the door behind him. “Let’s get you sized up.”

Lincoln sat down in the chair Axel had provided in another bedroom of the house. Starting with a tape measure he took measurements in rapid succession. In spite of his muscular figure he was very gentle as he touched him in various places, his rough, calloused hands causing his body to tremble. Am I enjoying this? What was this feeling? Confusing thoughts raced through his mind.

Without warning Axel bent over and reached for something behind the chair on the bed, his lower abs pushing against Lincoln’s face. His abs were hard as rocks and as he struggled to get whatever was on the bed Lincoln could almost trace them with his nose, their musky smell filling his entire being. The scent was so strong he was certain he would pass out, his face feeling hotter by the second and his heart getting ready to burst out of his chest. He was glad that Sawyer wasn’t there to see this because no doubt his face was bright red at this point.

After what seemed like forever Axel finally pulled back, having grabbed the clipboard he had set down earlier. “Alright, we’re done.” Axel helped him stand up.

Finally. Still feeling an intense burning in his face Lincoln stepped to the side of the chair only to lose his footing and fall to the ground, a box of china in his path. Crash! With a thud he felt himself thrown sideways. Opening his eyes he saw Axel’s face inches away from his. He tried to push his head backwards but sank into the bed.

“Oh, um,” his hands touched both of the man’s pecs. He could feel his weight encase his entire body. “Thank you.”

“I was protecting the china.”

“Ah, well,” Lincoln tried to dart his eyes in any other direction, “Of course, that makes sense.” He could feel his heartbeat increase even faster. “Then I guess we should-”

His words were cut off as their lips embraced. Their tongues interlocked in a long, intimate kiss. Closing his eyes, Lincoln could feel his muscles relax underneath his protector. The raging sea of emotions within himself calmed to a single slow beating heartbeat. This is where he was meant to be, where he wanted to be.

Their lips parted from one another and they stared into each other’s eyes. The glass orbs Lincoln thought he saw before were now filled with a bright, shining depth deeper than any ocean he’d ever seen or read about in books, yet clearer than the glassiest drop of rain.

They began to tear each other’s clothes off. Lincoln didn’t care that they just met and apparently neither did Axel. He watched as the man on top of him ripped off his shirt, revealing his muscles long-since formed from years of hard work at the farm. Looking down at his own body, Lincoln noticed that he was much more smooth and toned than he was muscular.

“Are you okay?” Axel asked.

He simply nodded, feeling the heat between them become more intense.

“Is this,” Axel paused for a moment, “Is this okay?”

Lincoln replied by unbuckling Axel’s pants and handing him the belt, smiling as he felt his body surge with energy. He was ready for this. There was nothing he wanted more in that moment than to be taken by the man that lay on top of him.

Axel nodded and helped Lincoln with his pants. When he pulled them off he saw that instead of boxers, Lincoln wore a pair of panties underneath. He looked back at Lincoln with a raised eyebrow.

Lincoln blushed fervently. In the heat of the moment he had forgotten he was wearing them. “I・ uh・” He trailed off, unable to think of what to say.

A small, but understanding chuckle escaped from Axel’s lips as he unbuttoned his pants, pulling them down to reveal his boxers, a slight tent forming in the middle. “You look cute in those,” with his right hand he reached around Lincoln’s head and pushed him towards his crotch, rubbing it up against his face. “We’ll just have to get you women’s work clothes.” He winked.

With his face pressed up against the growing shaft underneath the boxers, all tension in Lincoln’s body left him as he willingly relinquished control, letting Axel guide his movements. The musky smell alone was enough to overwhelm him, but then in one quick motion the boxers were off and he was hit in the face by a massive, warm shaft.

“Open your mouth.”

He obeyed without a second thought, the thick tip moving in past his lips and onto his tongue, the taste of warm musk lighting up his taste buds. Wrapping his lips around the shaft as it moved in deeper towards the back of his throat he could feel the throbbing cock harden even more inside of his mouth, stretching his cheeks.

“Yes, just like that.” Axel began to push in and out, both of his hands gripping the back of Lincoln’s head. “Make sure to use your tongue.” He wrapped the belt around Lincoln’s wrists and then tied the long end to the bed frame above his head.

“MMMMPH!” Lincoln let out a muffled moan as the thick shaft continued to expand even more down his throat. He tried to look up but only saw Axel’s crotch move in and out of focus, his nose inching closer and closer to the base with each thrust. His tongue caressed the tip of the cock, wrapping tightly around it, the salty taste of pre-cum mixing with the musky taste of the moist shaft.

“That’s it,” Axel patted Lincoln’s head as he face-fucked him, “You’re surprisingly good at this.” He rocked in and out with a slow, precise motion. Every once in a while he took his cock out of Lincoln’s mouth and pressed it against his nose, smearing him with saliva and pre-cum.

There was no indication as to how much time had passed. The room seemed to get slightly darker since they had started, but Lincoln wasn’t sure. It could’ve been 15 minutes or an hour for all he cared, he just kept on sucking the cock that occupied his mouth. He playfully struggled with his bound hands as he was manhandled. Axel made sure to let him breathe, giving him a few seconds of air as he continued to use his face like a cum rag before shoving it back down his throat.

A sudden knock on the door caused them both to stop.

“Mmmph?” Lincoln tried to look over but was held down by the cock jamming his throat.

“Axel, Lincoln! Are you in there?” It was Sawyer.

They both exchanged glances with each other as they froze.

“Some work on the farm needs your attention!”

Axel rolled his eyes before pulling himself out of Lincoln, causing him to gasp loudly for air, threads of pre-cum and saliva hanging from his mouth and the tip. Without word Axel shoved his boxers into Lincoln’s mouth before clasping his hand over it.

“Is everything alright in there? What was that sound?”

Lincoln looked up at the man holding his hand over his mouth while staring intently at the door, his rough hand almost covering his nose. The fabric in his mouth had a warm, damp texture to it.

Axel glanced back down at Lincoln before putting his fingers to his lips. “You must be quiet,” he said as he wiped the remaining saliva and cum onto Lincoln’s face before getting up.

“I know you guys are in there!”

“Yes, yes, what is it?” Axel called from behind the door without opening it.

“The crops require your attention.”

“Alright, we’ll be down as soon as I finish the interview.”

“Interview? What inter-”

“Head down to the crops and we’ll meet you there.”

“Will do!” The sound of footsteps echoed down the hallway.

Once the sound of footsteps had completely disappeared Axel returned to the bed. “Well, I’d like to take my time with this but we better hurry up, time for your first job on the farm.” He took the boxers out of Lincoln’s mouth.

“I will-”

Lincoln’s words were cut off by the thick shaft occupying his throat once again, only this time the thrusts were harder and fiercer.

“Well,” Axel grunted as he forced himself back in, “technically your second job.”

Feeling the thick member in his mouth, Lincoln struggled to fit his mouth around it as it went in and out. After several thrusts Axel pulled his head all the way to the base of his crotch, pushing his nose into his pubes.

Lincoln’s eyes widened as the head and shaft stretched his throat hole and a load of hot, sticky cum shot down his throat. With each swallow his lips tightened around the throbbing shaft and he gagged on it, bits of cum splattering onto his face and chin. The liquid entered his stomach like a shot of whiskey and warmed his insides. It took a few moments for the load to finish emptying down his throat.

With a quick movement Axel pulled out, causing Lincoln to once again gasp for air. He could feel the warm, sticky juices flow down his face and knew it was a hot mess. But he didn’t move. Collecting his thoughts as his breathing calmed to a still he stared at the ceiling, his mind racing over what just happened.

“Go ahead and take a shower,” Axel said, pulling up his pants and buttoning them back up. “I’ll have your work outfit ready for you.”


CHAPTER FOUR

Wet Dreams

Lincoln found himself curled up on his knees inside of a metal cage on wheels, his head sticking out of one end and his ass out another. His arms were wrapped in a tight armbinder chained to the back of the device along with his legs which were adorned with silver cuffs. A tight collar locked around his neck helped the leash holder at the other end pull him into a dark room lit up by candles and help get him into position. A ball gag was locked tightly around his mouth.

He looked around to see but couldn’t distinguish much beyond the candle light. He could make out figures in the shadows and hear the sound of murmuring as if they were talking amongst themselves. On the ground he noticed various white lines that seemed to be drawn in chalk going in various directions.

A sudden vibration caused him to lunge forward inside of his metal box. “Mmph!” A vibrator that had been strapped to his cock had started at the highest intensity level, causing him to let out a muffled moan that bounced off the walls. As he felt himself grow harder he noticed lights on the wall at the far end of the room begin to glow one by one. They were old-fashioned lights with an orange glow, their intricate wiring clearly visible as they grew hot. It reminded him of the kind he saw in a steampunk magazine once.

I want to be here, he thought. This is how it’s supposed to be. Wait a minute. Why did he want to be there? If this is successful… if what is successful? His mind grew hazy as the vibrating continued. Drool now covered the ball in his mouth and dripped down his chin. Whatever the reason, he knew he was there for a purpose. It was a decision he had made in order to help them. Wait… help who?

Bzzzzzzzzzt! Another vibration, only this time coming from inside his ass. Had that always been there? His cock now strained as it grew to its hardest length, the pleasure intensified by the massive plug that now filled his back hole. He shook in his restraints as the pleasure spread throughout his body and he approached orgasm. Looking back up at the lights he noticed that they were all on at this point.

Someone dropped a book on the floor. Lincoln could just barely make out symbols on the cover, but didn’t recognize any of them. A man in a robe bent over and picked up the book. Brushing off the elegant cover, he walked over to Lincoln and unlocked his ball gag. Saliva fell to the floor in thick strands following the removal of the ball. The man uttered some words to Lincoln, but he didn’t understand them. All he knew was that there was now a cock in front of his face, tempting him.

He stuck out his tongue, but the man backed up just as it was in reach. Frustrated, Lincoln tried to get closer, but each time he did the man stepped back and chuckled. Lincoln begged for the cock, “Please Master,” he stuck out his tongue, “Put your giant cock in my mouth.”

The cock inched closer and Lincoln opened up his mouth as wide as he could, letting the tip slip in-between his moist lips. His heart skipped with joy as the warm cock pulsated within his mouth. Bzzzzzzzt! The buzzing brought another wave of tingles thundering throughout his body as his lips moved up and down the shaft in his mouth, the familiar taste of cum beginning to hit his buds like a vanilla aftertaste of a flavored hot cup of coffee.

The candles around them flickered with a rush in the air. The room felt lighter and the colors brightened to a stark contrast in comparison to what they were before. Lincoln moaned as the man shoved himself all the way in and the cock pumped load after load of cum into his mouth. With bare minimum effort he swallowed each drop of cum to perfection, not letting any of the delicious substance fall from his mouth.

Stepping back once again the man pulled out of Lincoln’s mouth, wiping it on his face as he did so, leaving a thick layer of sticky juices gracing his cheeks. He panted heavily as the vibrators continued to buzz and give him ceaseless pleasure and excitement. He craved more… no, needed more. He hadn’t been fully satisfied yet.

“Please Master, can I have more- ungmph!”

Before he could finish the sentence a ring gag was placed in his mouth, stretching it wide. A machine with a long, thick black dildo attached to the end of it was rolled up in front of him, the rubber cock now inches from his face. His eyes followed a similar machine that rolled past him, the wheels stopping just behind him. He gulped, a bit of cum his Master had given him falling to the floor. Shit. He needed more practice.

Unable to stop his accelerating heartbeat, he let the excitement build within him, his cock still rock hard and throbbing from the vibrator. The plug was pulled out of his ass, causing him to moan as it plopped out.

With a click the dildo before him moved forward with surprising speed into his mouth. But rather than the taste of rubber like he was expecting, he tasted honey. His eyes widened as he experienced the flavor in a way he never had before. Propelled by the automatic machine, the cock slid in and out, but never fully left his mouth. He took mouthfuls of the warm, extravagant substance that tasted like something he’d never had before in his life.

Another click sounded from behind him and he moaned on the cock in his mouth as his ass was filled with a warm, stretching sensation. His muscles tightened around the shaft as it thrust in and out of his back hole with ease, but still stretched his muscles like it was his first time being taken from behind.

The combination of each thrust in his ass and mouth began to overwhelm him as his vision started to blur. Without warning the cock in his mouth shot a massive load of honey down his throat. Chains rattled as he writhed in his restraints, his cock shooting cum all over the cage and himself. The combination of being spit-roasted by dildos and the vibrator on his cock proved too much.

“MMMMMMMMMMMMPH!” He let out a long, drawn-out moan of pure bliss and pleasure as he came inside his metal box. The wheels of his cage squeaked as he shook and panted heavily, the dildos giving him no time to relax as they continued to thrust in and out of both of his holes.

The lights at the end of the room shined even brighter than they had before. All of them were vibrant and instead of orange, glowed a bright gold, calming color. Lincoln still enjoyed the taste of honey in his mouth and the thick cock in his ass. He knew this would go on for a while. But as he began to approach another climax his vision darkened to black.


CHAPTER FIVE

Transformation

Lincoln’s eyes were heavy as they opened to the morning light. Damn, he thought, I wanted that dream to continue.

The sound of heavy breathing and a heartbeat resonated with his own from beneath him. Axel’s sleeping face came into view. He laid there for a moment on his chest underneath the covers, feeling the up and down movement as his lungs filled with air and let it out. With a yawn Lincoln pushed himself to his knees and stretched his arms. He looked over at the clock which read 4:00 AM.

“Good morning.” Axel sat up against the bed frame. “Getting up already?”

“Well, we don’t exactly want the others finding out,” Lincoln sighed, “So it’s best to stagger the times we get to work and I can’t be in your room when Sawyer comes knocking.”

Axel grabbed Lincoln’s arm and pulled him back into his warm chest, embracing him tightly. “Just a few more minutes.”

Lincoln wanted to stay in that moment forever, to feel protected by the one he loves. He hated that they had to keep their relationship a secret. It had been a while since he came to the farm and felt comfortable working there, but it would be so much better if they could just be open about everything.

He listened again to the pulsating beat inside Axel’s chest. It was like a subwoofer tuned to his own inner monologue as his breath synchronized with it. I need this, he thought, this is where I belong. The world around him disappeared as he closed his eyes.

Ash fell to the ground as flames licked the sky.

“Hurry! One’s alive!”

The sound of footsteps beat against the ground. A kaleidoscope of orange, grey, and black filled Lincoln’s vision. “Aaaag!” An intense pain shot through his body as he tried to move, the color red now mixing in with his blurred field of view. He looked over. “Damian!”

Another explosion could be heard in the distance. Metal scraped against the pavement. “Lincoln!” A voice called out.

“Damian!” Lincoln screamed again, but got no response. A cross dangled upside-down in front of him. He felt his heart pounding and his body weakening.

“Lincoln!”

He yelled in pain as his hand pushed against shards of glass on the ceiling of the car, his blood having painted them a deep red. Hands gripped his arms as he continued screaming his friend’s name and his vision faded.

“Lincoln!”

Feeling himself being shaken awake by Axel, Lincoln suddenly opened his eyes and jumped up in bed, a cold sweat covering his entire body. “Damian!” He shouted again.

“Hey, hey,” Axel still held both of his shoulders, “It’s okay.”

“It was my fault!” Lincoln put his hands together, “I’m sorry! God I’m so sorry!” His entire body shook beneath the weight of Axel’s hands.

Pulling him back to his chest Axel embraced him again, this time holding him as close as he could to his heart. “It’s okay,” he put his hand on the back of Lincoln’s head, “Just breathe as I do.” He inhaled, “Breathe in,” then exhaled, “And out.”

Lincoln buried his face into his chest as he listened and followed the instructions. It didn’t take long for him to slow down his breathing and relax.

“Feeling better?”

Lincoln nodded with his face still pressed against his shirt. “I’m sorry you had to see that.”

“It’s okay.” There was a slight pause. “Do you, I mean…” Axel trailed off, “Would you like to talk about it?”

Lincoln’s chest tightened with immense pain. But it wasn’t the kind of pain that physically hurt, it suffocated his emotions instead. “O-,” Lincoln choked on the word as it failed to escape his lips and took a deep breath. “Okay.”

They spent the next couple hours on the bed as Lincoln told Axel everything. About the wreck, Damian… about how his friend’s family blamed his death on their sinful relationship. How he had suppressed his guilt and sadness.

Axel hugged Lincoln, his muscular arms shielding him. “You know that’s not your fault, right?”

Tears began to stream down Lincoln’s face. He felt his shoulders become lighter, “I’m a monster and I’m going to hell!” He didn’t deserve to be comforted. You want it though.

“No, you’re not,” Axel held him even closer. “You aren’t a monster for loving someone.”

In spite of his best efforts to keep the chains around his heart in place, each word tugged on the links, threatening to break the world he had locked himself in. You deserve it.

“You’re a beautiful human being.”

At the sound of those words the chains shattered. I want this. He cried heavily as he let go of himself, falling into Axel’s tight embrace completely. “I’m sorry!” He rubbed his eyes with his hands while he rested upon Axel’s chest.

“You have nothing to apologize for.”

“I don’t want to lose this!”

“Why would you lose this?” With one hand Axel brushed Lincoln’s hands away. “Look up at me.”

Axel’s voice was as soothing as a warm hot cup of chocolate. Lincoln looked up at the man that protected him with his arms, his vision blurred by tears. “It will be my fault again.”

With his thumb Axel wiped away the lingering drops of pain from Lincoln’s eyes, “It was never your fault in the first place.” He smiled.

“I like this…”

“I do too.”

“I like us.”

Axel once again wrapped him in his arms. “I do too.”

“Can we…” Lincoln stopped, finding it hard to say the right words. He didn’t want this to end. They hadn’t even known each other for that long but it felt like they had been together for a lifetime. “Can we make us official?”

Axel raised an eyebrow, “Haven’t we been?”

“I mean,” he looked down and blushed, “I don’t want to hide it.” Something hard pressed against his back and he didn’t have to ask to know what that meant. He was feeling it too.

“Yes, let’s stop hiding.”

“Also,” Lincoln looked back up at Axel, “I want to become more feminine.”

Axel smiled, “I can help with that.”


CHAPTER SIX

"Yes, Master."

“How’s that?” Axel asked, tightening Lincoln’s hogtie even further and then slapping him on the ass.

“Ungh.” Lincoln drooled as the spider gag forced his mouth open. A pair of nose hooks pulled up his nostrils, having been tied to an anal hook that occupied his back hole. He struggled on the table he was on, unable to move much.

Pulling back Lincoln’s maid skirt Axel reached under him and grasped his caged cock, giving a gentle tug and causing him to squirm and let out a moan. “Mmmm, yes, that’s very nice.” He walked around and faced his new slave, clasping the hand that had just grabbed his cock over his mouth. “We should make this your permanent outfit,” he said, putting his thumb in Lincoln’s mouth. “Well,” Axel added, “One of them anyways.”

Lincoln could feel Axel’s rough skin on his tongue as he pushed down on it with even more force. After lubing up his thumb with Lincoln’s saliva, Axel took out his finger and wiped the sticky liquid on Lincoln’s face and took a step back.

Axel stood like a giant before Lincoln, his naked body almost perfect in every way as if he had been chiseled by Michaelangelo himself. Each muscle had been trained evenly so that nothing was out of proportion. They glistened in the golden light that shone down from above. He moved forward, His long, thick cock hanging between his legs and swaying with each movement. Then the tip pressed against Lincoln’s already-parted lips before it let itself in.

“Even with you gagged like that your mouth feels tight,” he gripped Lincoln’s now long, black hair and started rocking back and forward inside of his mouth. “Maybe we should make your hair into a couple of handle bars?” He looked down at Lincoln’s drool-covered face as it was buried into his crotch. “Would you like that?”

All Lincoln could do was muster a muffled moan in response, drool and pre-cum falling to the floor in thick strands. His tongue licked the warm cock as it thrust down his throat, never fully pulling out. It grew harder with each thrust and stretched his moist hole.

“Look up at me slut,” Axel pulled his cock out of Lincoln’s mouth and slapped him in the face with it. He then pushed the hardened tip against his nose.

Lincoln looked up at his Master as he took a couple braids and put his hair into pigtails, the smell of musk and cum nearly overwhelming his senses as the cock was pressed even harder against his nose in the process. This is amazing. This is incredible. He could barely think as Axel gripped his new handle bars and shoved his shaft back down his throat.

“That’s much better,” he grunted. He gripped Lincoln’s hair tightly, “We’re going to make you into a proper bicycle yet!” He began to thrust back and forth once more, only this time applying more force.

Lincoln could feel the muscles in his throat contract and tighten around the cock each time it entered, stretching it further and further. Pain and pleasure surged through his body as he felt his hair pulled. Each time his mouth was fucked his ass clenched hard around the anal hook. Both of his holes were completely filled and he loved it. The taste of Axel’s warm, pulsating cock was enough to cause his own tiny cock to stretch against its cage.

“Now, I don’t expect you to swallow all of it,” Axel pushed himself all the way into Lincoln’s mouth causing him to choke and gag on the shaft.

“MMMMPH!” Lincoln’s eyes widened as he struggled to swallow the massive member that had forced its way down his throat.

Axel reached over to a side table and grabbed a metal dog bowl, “But you will be finishing all of it later.” Without warning, he shot a thick load of hot, steamy juices down his throat and held himself inside of Lincoln for a moment, letting him swallow as much as he could.

The load of cum was a never-ending stream of hot liquid that drained down into Lincoln’s stomach. He swallowed hard, trying to keep all of the juices in his mouth. His eyes moved to the back of his head as his mind went blank with euphoria. There was only pure happiness to be had in the state he found himself in and he wanted it to last forever.

At long last Axel finished and he pulled himself out of Lincoln’s mouth, causing him to gasp for air as he put the dog bowl on the ground just in time to catch the long, thick ropes of cum and saliva. He patted Lincoln on the head, “That’s a good girl.”

Lincoln looked down at the dog bowl, causing the nose hooks to pull even more on his dripping nose. He saw it fill up to the brim with the juicy solution, still feeling the warm substance slide down his face. He looked back up at Axel. His heartbeat raced and his cock stretched tight against its cage, leaking cum.

Axel turned around and began to put on his clothes that were on the counter.

“Mmmph!” Lincoln let out a moan in protest, still having not reached orgasm himself yet. He knew the only reason Axel would be putting on his clothes meant that he was done for the time being. Lincoln’s cock was still hard as ever. He squirmed in his restraints, unable to release the pent-up frustration that he felt.

After putting on his clothes Axel turned around, holding a pair of lockable leather mittens and straps. He reached over and began to undo the hogtie Lincoln had been placed in, but before completely undoing the bindings, he put on the mittens over Lincoln’s hands, locking them in place. The mittens felt snug and soft on the inside, but they bunched up his hands into fists and gave them little room for movement.

Axel applied other straps to Lincoln’s legs so that they were bowed with the bottom of his feet facing upwards, forcing him to crawl on his knees. Holding up a shiny metal collar he locked it tightly around Lincoln’s neck and attached a chain leash to it.

As the rest of his bindings came undone, Lincoln was still annoyed that he hadn’t been able to cum himself. He glared at Axel just as he was undoing the last rope from the hogtie.

“One last thing.” Grabbing a small chain and a couple of locks, Axel locked Lincoln’s mittened hands to each other. “There,” he patted Lincoln, “You’re such a good puppy girl aren’t you…” He trailed off, his eyebrows scrunching up as if he was deep in thought. His eyes widened, “Aren’t you… Leila,” he smirked.

Lincoln blushed fervently, but felt tingles surge through his limbs at the thought of being given a girl’s name. “Ungph!” He yelped in surprise as he was suddenly man-handled, his Master reaching between his legs and under his neck to lift him off the table and put him on the ground.

“There, now you’re as a proper dog should be.” Axel pointed down at the completely filled bowl, “Your next task will be to lick this bowl clean.”

Lincoln bent down toward the bowl, but the nose hooks pulled hard on his nostrils, causing his head to arch back. He let out a frustrated moan.

Axel laughed, “Not that easy with hooks going into holes on both ends is it? But don’t worry,” he bent over and gave his pet a pat on the head, “I’m sure you’ll figure it out.”


CHAPTER SEVEN

The Mysterious Mist

Lincoln bent down again, unsure of how many times he’d attempted to lick the bowl clean. The now luke-warm, sticky substance covered his face. “Ungggmph!” He let out a frustrated groan as the hook in his ass pulled further inward, causing the nose hooks to stretch his nostrils even higher than before.

Axel chuckled as he watched his slave with amusement. “Come on now! You’ve almost got it!”

His cock was hard inside of its cage. Lincoln could feel it growing harder with each passing moment as his face got closer and closer, having been denied orgasm time and time again. A wind blew through the room just as his tongue touched the sticky substance, but there was something else… a hum? No, a murmur? Whispering? Lincoln looked up at Axel with a raised eyebrow.

“What?” Axel tapped his foot, “Keep going, you aren’t done yet slut.” He grabbed a riding crop from the counter, “Or do I need to give you motivation like I do with the ponies out in the field every day?”

Knock, knock, knock. A furious knocking sound caused Axel to look up in surprise, “Axel, something’s happened with the crops again!” Sawyer’s voice called out, a clear undertone of worry in his words. “I know you and Lincoln are uh…” he paused, “doing your thing right now, but this requires your immediate attention.”

“Alright, come in,” Axel said as he put the riding crop on the table. He looked down at Lincoln, “Guess your training as a pony will have to wait.” Grabbing a rag, he bent down and began wiping Lincoln’s face.

Sawyer walked in, “Oh thank go-” he stopped, his mouth dropping part way as the scene unfolded before him.

“Oh, come on now,” Axel finished wiping Lincoln’s face, “You knew exactly what we were doing in here.”

“Yes well,” Sawyer walked towards them both, keeping his eyes on the collared maid, unable to believe that it was Lincoln.

Lincoln’s eyes followed his coworker, his face a bright red at having someone else see him dressed up and so exposed. His cock grew even harder inside of its chastity. “Unghmph,” a sudden rush of excitement caused him to moan. It was true that he wanted to be more open about their relationship, but he didn’t think he’d feel so… excited about it.

Another fierce wind blew through the room causing Lincoln to look up at the other two who hadn’t seemed to notice.

“wer, es, st.” Faint sounds whispered throughout the room as a thin blue mist began to develop.

Lincoln pulled against the leash his owner held, causing his chains to rattle in an effort to get his attention. Axel and Sawyer continued talking, seemingly unaware of what was going on.

“I’m telling you Axel,” Sawyer made gestures with his hands, “this isn’t normal. Crops are dying and animals are behaving in very strange ways.”

Axel sighed, “Alright, guess we’ll have to figure it out.”

“MMMMMMPH!” Lincoln let out a loud frustrated moan causing both of the men to turn and look down.

“Oh right,” Axel tugged on the leash, making Lincoln follow him from behind, “Guess we should get you ready.”

————————————————————— END OF PART ONE ———————————————————————————

If you liked what you read and would like to get updated on new releases and part 2 of this series feel free to subscribe to my mailing list at: http://eepurl.com/hKAYDb. I will never spam your inbox and you can always unsubscribe if you would like to. Alternatively, you can head over to my blog at DiverseKink.com to get additional erotica and articles!
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