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Prologue




Ethan Callahan 2023







“O

 ver time, too many people have been becoming aware of our existence.  With the current technology available, all of our lies could be exposed.  This is it.  The ultimate step in enslaving humanity.  Once we follow these next protocols, there will be no turning back.  Raise your hands for all that agree?”

Looking around the room, I see everyone raise their hands.  My gaze pauses at my son standing next to the table.  What a useless piece of shit he turned out to be.  A weak, snivelling coward.  Just looking at his expression makes me feel sick.  I can see the sweat on his brow from here.  I turn my attention back to the other Elders.



“So be it.  Everyone has the EWF Agenda 2040.  Phase one was a success. Now we need to rid ourselves of more vermin.  You all have the authorities and the bots to ensure every person will comply or be slaughtered.  The underground construction will be completed in time on each continent.  We control the narrative, the finances and the technology to ensure the remaining vermin will never know what took place.  We will rewrite history again.  We will live like gods forever more.  The Dark Lords promised us this and more.”



I sit back in my seat and watch everyone celebrate.  Nearly 1000 years of planning coming to fruition.



We will be worshipped like gods, and the peasants will never know what took place.







Chapter 1




Elias Callahan 2566







M

 y attention leaves the screen where the other sector Elites sit.  I swivel towards the committee members sitting in front of me at the table.

“Do you want to run that past me again?”  I growl at them.



“T-the clones are failing.  We can only upload the consciousness so many times.  We need new slaves.  Having checked with the other continent members and they are all saying the same thing.  There have been no fertile females for nearly a century now.  At this rate, we will have no peasants left to run Inferno in the next 50 to 60 years. Obedire and Deos all around the world will suffer.”



The asshole is practically pissing his pants as he utters the words.  The other nine useless idiots have their heads bowed down.  I look at them with disgust.  The underground, which was named Inferno, houses all the peasants that work as our minions.  Up top are us, Deos. The Gods and our committee members.



I roll my eyes as I look back at the screen.



“Did any of you know about this?”



Mal immediately replies.



“No, my committee members haven’t mentioned a word.”  He says, the anger vibrating in his voice.



I glance at Akachi, Shou, and Artem, who are all shaking their heads.  Five of us run the various continents.  Obedire and Deos have 15 sectors in total and we rule it all with an iron fist.



“It’s just as well the old bastard inadvertently left us with a contingency plan with his incompetency.  The time is here.  We bring back the Ferals restarting the cycle.  It’s time we breed some fresh blood into our sectors.  We will use the incubation laboratory facilities.”



I look down at the screen.  It’s risky getting everyone together in one location, but with the plans we need to make, it will take a joint effort.



“Committee members, you are dismissed.  This is for all sectors.  Only Elites are to remain in this meeting.”



My useless members all scurry out of the door.



I look back down at the screen.



“Are they all gone?”



They all nod.



“Good.  Transport over.”



All the screens turn black as I wait for them to appear on the transportation pods.  I feel a surge of excitement.  We won’t be out on the hunt.  That work is beneath us.  It’s been 298 years since the Feral scum thought they won when they escaped.  They were a back-up plan for when these peasants’ brains and bodies died.



One by one, my brothers transport through.  I stand up to greet Malin as he comes through first.  His blonde hair is a mess, but he has an enormous grin on his unshaven face.  He runs old Europe; they call him Malicious.



“It’s finally time for our next generation?”



“Oh, yes.  As the Elites, we will get first pick.  The rest of them will be used for future cloning and breeders.  The committee members won’t know what’s hit them with the amount of work they have ahead of them.  When we rid ourselves of the Elders and established the new Elites World Forum, this was always the plan.  After so many years of regenerating, I am looking forward to bringing our fresh blood into this world.”



Akachi is giving me a sly smile before he pulls me in for a hug.  He knows how to wind me up.  I shrug the fucker off.



“Damn, straight.  I can’t remember what a real pussy feels like anymore.”  He says.



It’s true the clones are so brain dead you might as well be fucking a corpse.



I slap his back with a laugh.  The energy vibrates around the room.  Akachi runs the old North African sector. Through time they named him Amharic, meaning killer.



Shou greets me next he runs the Asian sector.  He might be smaller than us in build, but he is the fastest.  Wily little bastard named the Shaman as his family practiced the dark arts.



Artem is last.  He might be stronger than all of us, but he is as silent as he is deadly.  The Russian beast.  He grips my hand in a tight handshake.  He isn’t a hugger, his best feature.



We all take our seats.



“Gentlemen,  we know where they are.  They are going to be living like filthy animals.  Using the lieutenants and the centurion drones, we take all able aged men and women.  Kill anyone who fights back but only if they are over the age of 60.  Leave the small pockets that are further in the wilderness.  How you implement each sector will be as per our agreement.  How you deal with your breeder is up to you as an individual.  I personally have no intention of using mine for anything other than a womb.”



Akachi strokes his dark beard thoughtfully before speaking.



“I say we get the centurion drones to put to extract their DNA before we make our choice.  I want to know what I will mate with.”



I look around and they all nod in agreement, except Artem.



“Artem?”



“I don’t give a shit what she is.  I just want a healthy, able minded functioning woman.”



“One stipulation I will put out there.  They all have an implant.”



When most of them protest, I raise my hand to silence them.  Interesting Artem didn’t protest.



They all quiet down.



“Not with the explosives, but with an electrical charge.  If we bring these Ferals to our homes in Obedire and Deos, they will need to learn how to live in our civilised cultures.  Remember, they have seen none of this technology.  They will need to be trained like our grandfathers and fathers did with the first gen.  We know our limits and we will not exceed them like our elders did.  The peasants look upon us as we are their saviours, so the implants are crucial if we want to keep the order.  They may be brain dead, but from the data I have seen there are still some active brainwaves.  The uploads are only beginning to fail.”



“Do we sterilise the men?”  Shou asks.



“Yes.  We will use only selected lineage for the breeders.  The lieutenants from the other 10 sectors can also take their pick.  As for the rest of the peasant breeding, the committee members are enough.  The members do their job in updating us with what is happening in our Inferno’s.  They deserve a reward.”



I observe their faces.



“Any children found will be kept separate, indoctrinated and, after they are 18, they can have their implants.  There will be no filth from any of the committee members or lieutenants.  Ensure that they are reminded  of what we did to our Elders and how we did it.”



I eye them up and see no resistance.  They don’t know the extent of what my grandfather did to me as a child.  We all have our own stories we do not pry in one another’s business.  Each time he passed me around to his associates, he said he did this to strengthen me so I wouldn’t be weak like my father.  All he did was sign his own death warrant.  We gathered forces and killed our elders and installed ourselves as the Sector leaders.



“Raise your hands for all that agree?”



They all raise their hands at lightning speed.



Mal sits back and smirks at me.



“The Djall has spoken.  Let’s go home and get our breeders.”



I smirk back at him.



I almost pity the poor little whore who ends up with a dark devil like myself.





Chapter 2




Joy







I

 smile as I wave to my parents before rushing off with the hunting squad.  We rotate our hunting and foraging days to ensure we do not hunt in excess.  My grandmother had always told me the land provides for us and we must respect the Wild or it can turn on us and be our undoing.

“Joy, you might out do us in hunting but you can’t beat my singing.”



Holding my spear in one hand, I give Zack the middle finger with my other hand.



“That means fuck you, Zack.”  Carrie pipes up before she nudges me with her hip.



Zack shakes his head at Carrie before he rushes to catch up with the rest.  Carrie always stays with me.  Being the only women that hunt, we don’t want to damage the men’s ego.



Because of an accident when I was a child, I lost my voice.  The poachers came on our land to hunt.  Their arrow found its way through my neck.  I almost died if it wasn’t for my grandmother’s healing skills, I’m sure I would have. 



It’s a small trek to the lake.  There is an abundance of fish in the massive lake.  It never used to be after what the elders’ world forum did to our world.  If it wasn’t for our ancestors leaving Obedire all those years ago, none of us would exist.  Jane Montague led the rebellion.  She communicated with the other sectors to relay the true extent of the EWF’s nefarious plans.  From the books she left in our family, this all happened at least four or five generations ago.



I listen to the rest of the clan sing, laugh, and tease one another.



We always hunt in numbers, as there are predatory animals we have to keep our eyes open for.  My grandmother told me we were in a place called Nevada.  When Jane escaped from Obedire, she headed for the hidden wilderness.  I remember every lesson my grandmother taught me.  She told me never to forget and keep sharing the correct historical information, so we will never fall into the trap of accepting a false narrative or corrupt leaders again.    



They used biowarfare on their own people.  Killing billions in an exercise to depopulate the earth.  They blamed it on a natural disease enforcing people to take a vaccine for the disease, not knowing it was destroying our health or, in worse cases, killing us.  They never stopped telling lie after lie.  If it wasn’t for my great-great-great-grandmother’s foresight, I wouldn’t be here today.  They put so much poverty and fear into people that we simply became sheep walking into the underground prisons.  While the so-called gods and their minions lived in luxury in each sector above ground.  I try not to think of what happened to those people.  Never seeing the sunshine or swimming in the clear water of a lake.  Being told that because of the wars, the land and air are toxic.



“Why are you looking so serious?”



I point behind my shoulder, indicating the past.



“You’re all hard with a warm fuzzy core.  There is nothing we can do for them, Joy.  Just enjoy today.  Tomorrow we have to take a hike up the mountains.”



I give her a sad smile and nod.  I miss my grandmother.  The memories with her are some of my happiest.  She told me so many of Jane’s stories and what we all escaped.



They could never have families, as most people became sterile through time.  Somehow, the elders and their families never grew old, and they all seemed to procreate fine.  We think they must have had a technology keeping them from aging.



Carrie pulls me along with her arm linking into mine as we hold our spears with the other hand.  Some people use fishing lines.  We like to go to the shallow parts of the lake and catch our haul quickly.  I feel especially stabby today.  I flex the spear in my hand.



I watch the sunrise over the lake.  Taking a deep breath of air.  Gratitude fills me as I take in the beauty of the cool summer morning.  Nothing is better than freedom.  I don’t want to imagine poor Jane’s struggle or any other woman in Obedire or the worldwide Deos sectors.



We catch some trout.  A good haul for our families.  We take turns in watching to ensure no predators sneak up onto us.  We need to keep an eye out on big cats, bears, coyotes and snakes.  They might not all try to kill us, but they will try to steal our food.



I hear a whizzing up above.  With me not having the gift of sound, my other senses are stronger.  I look up above and see hovering metal flying objects.  I can’t shout a warning to others.  Grabbing Carrie’s red ponytail, and yank her face up towards the sky.  While grabbing her arm at the same time.



“What the fuck, Joy?”



As she takes in what I am seeing, her jaw drops open before she screams out to the others.



“We need to run.  Now!”



She looks over at the rest of our party while pointing up at the sky.



The explosions hit next.  I can see plumes of smoke coming from where our homes are.  I let go of Carrie and I run through the wilderness, desperate to find my parents and make sure they are safe.   



“Joy. Joy!  Don’t go out there alone.  Joy, wait for me.”



Carrie’s voice shouts behind me as I keep running, dodging branches while still holding my spear.



I feel a sharp pinch in my upper right shoulder. I look at my shoulder while I try to yank the metal pin out.  It’s only about an inch long, but it hurts like a fucker.  As I stare at the pin, my vision blurs as I fall onto the forest floor.  I think of the last smile my parents gave me as they always did every day as I went for the hunt.





Chapter 3




Elias







L

 ooking at my lieutenant, Roscoe as the bots remove all the bodies from outside to take down to Inferno’s implantation lab.

“You did well.  This is all from one haul?”



“Yes, Sir.  We will spread out in five days’ time to catch the remaining miscreants in this area.  It will give them time to settle down in new dwellings.”



“You fucking assholes.  Let us go.  You dirty, filthy, scummy bastards!”



Everyone seems to be tranquillised except this woman.  She is definitely one of the first to get an implant.



I slap the tablet to Roscoe’s chest as I make my way to the red-haired banshee, who continues to fight the bots.  So much for knocking them all out.



I don’t hesitate. I backhand her across the face and she flies across the floor.  She doesn’t move.  At least there is no more of that disgusting noise.  Roscoe leaves my tablet in the hands of  a bot.  I watch as he scoops her up off the floor and carries her towards the lab.



“Roscoe, send me your report and next steps urgently.  I am going to go through this data.  Keep them all knocked out.  Especially that little red-haired bitch.”



He waves a hand in the air to acknowledge my words.  I go back inside my home using my implant connection to ensure the bot follows me.  I need to have a look at the catalogue of women we have just hauled.  My grandfather had been furious when the Ferals escaped our sector.  It wasn’t until the Elders’ meeting that they decided it wasn’t such a bad thing to let a few go from the various sectors.



I lay down on the long seat.  The morning sunshine is pouring through the tall windows.  The bot brings the tablet to me as I settle down to flick through the data from this haul.  I am flicking through the data and the accompanying pictures.  Most of them have their eyes closed.  I wince, thinking of the banshee.  I absolutely don’t want someone like her.  My fingers keep flicking through the selection.  They all look filthy and unkempt.



A picture comes up with a red marker for recognised DNA from our database.  A mixture of English, French and African bloodlines. 



A Montague?



It can’t be.



I study the young woman.  This has to be her great-granddaughter several times over.  She looks cleaner than some of the other women.  Her hair braided hair looks long and well kept.  She has a symmetrical enough face.  Her hair is a combination of brown shades with a tinge of a lighter colour.  I look down at her body.  It looks acceptable a bit on the meagre side.  She needs some fattening up.  There is an ugly large scar on her neck.



I link with Roscoe’s implant and notify him to bring up breeder number 2983.  Just the thought of fucking up this woman’s cunt will be a pleasure.  It took us several years and new implant initiatives to stamp out the rebellion this family caused worldwide in all sectors.  It was the women who fought back using their mental strength against our physical strength.  I think back to my parents.  They had their accident shortly after the Feral escape.  When I was a child, I believed my grandfather tell me the Ferals killed them.  As I grew older, I recognised his lies.  I don’t know who killed them.  I may never know.



I smile, looking out of the window.  Taking in the vast lush gardens.  We might use the peasants in the Inferno, but for minor tasks, the bots are good enough. 



This is perfect.  Keeping a Montague as my whore.



It doesn’t take long for Roscoe to come up bringing the woman up.  She is unconscious.    Her body is dangling from his arms.  I get up and take her from him.  This is my prize and mine alone.



“Just send me a data transfer directly for the report.  You are dismissed for the day.  I’m going to be busy today.”



I smirk at him and walk off towards my chambers.  I have a feeling he is going to be busy with the banshee.



Just touching her warm body makes my cock stand up and pay attention.  No more inferior pussy for us.







Chapter 4




Joy







I

 wake up on some soft bedding.  Trying to pull myself up.  I blink a few times, trying to focus on where I am and what happened.  My mouth opens in a silent gasp, thinking about my parents.  I sit upright in an instant.  Before I can jump off the bed, a large hand clamps on my elbow.  I look up to see a huge ape of a man looking down at me.  From the look on his face, he intends to harm me.  I have to be in Obedire.  The modern structure and the windows show we are high up somewhere.  Being up top, I have to be in an Elder’s house, which is not a good place to be in.

I try to twist my arm out of his hand, but his fingers dig into my arm.  I stop all movement when I feel the pain where his enormous hands dig into me.



“Montague.  Who would have thought you would end up in the hands of a Callahan?”



My mouth drops open in horror.  This man can’t be the elder Grandma had described him several times.  He was an older man, dark hair with streaks of grey through them.  This man looks much younger.  I could class him as handsome if it wasn’t for the evil intent I can see in his eyes.  His beard looks well maintained and his clothes look immaculate.  He is much bigger than the men in our clan.  This asshole probably wouldn’t know a full day of work if it smacked him in the face.



“What’s your name?”



I glare at him and cross my arms the best I can with his big filthy paw still on me.



“You’re nothing more than an animal to me.  So I can call you anything I want.  A Montague cunt, whore, bitch, peasant or breeder.  I like all of them.”



My eyes widen at the nasty words he uses to describe me.  Who the fuck does this bastard think he is?



He says smirking at me, but it’s his eyes that are black like a devil’s and still stone cold.



I let out a muffled grunt and launch myself at him, aiming for his forearm as I bite down on it.  My jaw clamps down into his skin and I shake my head like the animal he called me.  I can taste the bastard’s blood.  I hear him roar out in pain.



It only makes me bite down harder.



I feel him pull me back by my braid, but I don’t let go of his arm.  I ignore the sharp pain in my scalp.  His hand grips me around my neck, choking the air from me.  I still try to keep biting down, but I can feel myself getting lightheaded.  I still don’t let go of this fucker’s arm.



His hand continues squeezing my throat.  I eventually try to open my mouth to get a gasp of air and he pulls me off his arm, pushing me back onto the bed before he looks at his arm.



I smile when my eyes catch the blood running down his arm, hand as it drips onto his pristine white floor.



My throat hurts but it was fucking worth it.



“Don’t worry, I have the perfect solution for wild bitches like you.”



Oh, oh.  That doesn’t sound too good.



He walks over to the bed and grips me by my hair and drags me through several rooms until I get into a room full of buttons, a bed of some sort and some robotic half bodies attached to a wall.



Before I can think anything of it, he picks me up and puts me onto the bed, strapping one hand to the side of the bed.  I quickly push my other hand beneath me.  When he moves closer to pull it out, I punch the only thing I can reach which is below his waist, hoping to God I get his balls.  He bends over for a moment and his face is next to mine.  I can see the pain on his face.  I smile at him before spitting on his face.



The utter shock on his face is enough to make me laugh hysterically.  I look at him again and by now my spit is dripping down his nose and onto his mouth.



He pulls my hand and fastens this one tighter than the other one.  It’s only when he straps my head in that I worry.   We were all just animals to these people to experiment on.  Once he straps my ankles down at the bottom of the bed, he stands up and uses the sleeve of his uninjured arm to wipe my spit off his face.



“I’m going to presume you are a defective mute.  Ideal for my use.  When you wake up.  I’m going to enjoy watching you try to misbehave.”



I can hear the fury in voice as he spits the words out angrily at me.



“Bot.  Brain implant track and charge.”



I finally feel where my head is resting.  It’s a hollow type of pillow so this machine will have access to the all the top and back of my head.  My eyes widen as I struggle against all five of the straps.



I feel a sharp pin prick on my chest and I can’t move my head.  I draw my eyes down to see a robotic arm stabbing something into me.  Before I know it, I am out yet again.  These assholes and their drugs.







Chapter 5




Elias







H

 er bright green eyes flutter before closing completely.  I watch the medical bot start the process.  I glance down at my arm.  She embedded her little teeth marks into my skin.  Fucking feral little bitch.  Maybe I have a fully defective one.  She might not speak because of her old neck wound.  But this bitch might also be mentally flawed.  It was like being mauled by a wild animal.  She punched my fucking dick.

“Bot, do a full medical scan on 2983 and download to Elite One.”



I impatiently stomp around in the room.  The information comes down to me in an instant.  Healthy female, damaged voice box, fertile, no chemical imbalances or injuries in her brain, a previous fracture in her left arm.  Underweight but strong.  Around twenty-two years of age.



“Bot clean up my wound.  I want matching tattoos running down her right arm and shoulder.  Duplicate the design I have done on my mine but more feminine.  Once this has been done, ensure they give her a deep cleanse.  Look up the past breeder protocol for the cleansing and fertility drug dosage.”



Another bot comes to clean my wound before sealing it.  I could get my arm repaired, but I want to feel the pain when I fuck her raw.  It only takes a few minutes for it to complete its task.  I look down at her little teeth marks embedded in my arm.  With the regeneration machine sessions, all marks and wounds get removed. I want a reminder of the fight she once had.  I send an image of the tattoo I want.  Around the bite will be animal teeth with long incisors.  I think I will enjoy looking at the reminder of this Feral bitch before she got muzzled.  Yes, she will give me robust children.



“Make sure she goes on the medical bed only to recover.  Do not repair her throat.  Leave her in a Med gown.”



I want easy access to her once she is awake.  My eye flutters as Roscoe’s report comes back.  I need to analyse this information.



I give her one last look before I leave the room.  They created Obedire for obedience and she will bow down before me.  She has been living like a filthy animal in the wild.  I’m going to enjoy watching her submit to me.



I send the others a message letting them know I have taken a Montague as a breeder.  They all have a variety of responses for me.  They confirm their lieutenant and centurion drone missions were successful.  We don’t stay on for long.  I’m sure we are all eager to oversee our prospective breeder’s rehabilitation.



First, I need to go through Roscoe’s report.  Assess the impact we had on the Nevada site and see how many more women we still need to bring in.  I try to bring up the original Montague file only to have my access denied.  No matter how many times I try to get around the security, I am locked out.  My grandfather must have set up some security protocols around this woman.  I will need to get the information out of this woman or any of her remaining family members.  I look out the footage of the assault and look through the people who died.  Only when I watch through the footage I remember my directive, to kill everyone over the age of 60.  I hope her parents survived.  There are no further Montague DNA matches.  It doesn’t look like she had any siblings.  Just as well, the implant will control her.  I doubt she would be receptive if she discovered my centurion drones may have killed her family.



I see Carrie come on the screen I watch as it plays out.  She calls her by the name of Joy.  Why does it not surprise me these two women know one another? 



I sit back in my chair.  I know my grandfather set this entire new world up.  Enslaving the remaining humans, keeping them underground and drugged into submission before the implants came into force.  He was an evil, callous man.  I just inherited his mess.  If it wasn’t for me and the others, humanity’s fate would have been much worse.  They were planning on a second wave of mass genocide.  We may control all 15 sectors across the world, but the Ferals will have spread far and wide now.  It leaves us with little choice. It is at a time where we need new slaves and eventual clones.  We all took down the original Elders.  We discovered they had been hiding land, resources, and technology from the masses.  They profited from others misery through corruption and lies.  Just as we do now.  Fear is the most powerful tool to use against the useless.  This brings me back to my little piece of Joy.  She might not be fearful yet, but it’s only a matter of time.



There is secrecy regarding the Ferals. They were a backup resource, so why is their leader’s file so secure even I can’t access it?



I glance at the clock.  It won’t be long till Joy is awake.  She might not talk, but with the implant in her head, I can scour whatever information I need.  I stand up and look outside the window.  Far past the sector walls, I can see the destroyed buildings of the past in the wastelands.  We left them all as reminders to the scavengers what the outcome will be for any form of rebellion.  We left them in the primitive age.  They couldn’t overtake us, not with our bots and drones.



I look down at my new tattoo on my forearm.  She has never been exposed to this technology before.  I am going to enjoy...no…I am going to fucking savour watching her mind fight her body till she realises it is futile. 



My rage fuels the need to break her down completely.





Chapter 6




Joy







A

 s I wake up, I notice I am in some sort of plastic case.  I thought I would be dead for attacking an Elite.  I feel a dull pain in my head other than that my body feels fine.  No aches or pain. I rack my brain for everything my grandmother told me about in this sector from Jane’s books.  She almost killed Ethan Callahan.  In the end, it came down to killing him or escaping.  She chose the latter.  What no one knows is it’s his son that helped her and the others escape.  In one day, all 15 sectors had a breakout from the underground facilities.  We naively believed that they would let us live in freedom.  I hope and pray I have my ancestors’ strength and resilience in no matter what this Callahan puts me through.  I know she used to be drugged with their food sources and they were about to implement a new device inside the body to fully control the masses they had enslaved.

The pain in my head throbs again.  I reach at the back of my head and feel the bottom part of my hair has gone.  Did they shave my hair?  I can’t feel a scar of any sort.  What did they do to me?



“Good, you’re awake.”



I look up at my tormentor.  He yanks the lid off my bed.



“Let’s try this again.  I am Elias Callahan.  My grandfather was Ethan Callahan.  He was sadly murdered by my hands.”



My eyes widen as I look at him.  He was the one who killed the old man in the end?  What about his father?



“No, I didn’t kill my father.”



I frown at him now.  Can he read my fucking mind?



He smirks at me.



“Oh, I can do a lot more than read your mind.  You have had an implant placed inside your skull.  It has threads across your brain.  If you don’t behave, you might get a nasty little shock.  This is your only warning.”



I feel nauseous at the thought.  This is what we had escaped from.  This technology that would enslave us mind, body and soul.  These men have corrupted the very nature of humanity.



“Now, now.  No need to get overly dramatic.  If people hadn’t been so stupid and gullible for centuries, this wouldn’t have happened.  They freely gave up their rights for our protection and housing.”



I sit up angrily at this.



No one wants to be a slave.  I certainly don’t, so keep your bullshit propaganda to yourself.



His dark brown eyes twinkle, and his smile widens, showing his pearly white teeth.



“Get off the bed and kneel before me, slave.”



To my sheer horror, my body obeys instantly.  The more I try to fight it, the worse the pain in my head becomes.  Before I know it, I am kneeling in front of him, looking down at his shiny black shoes that match his black pants.



“Hmm.  Not good enough.  How about you kneel in front of me like a dog?  On your hands and knees like an animal.”



I instantly put my hands on the floor and kneel with my head bowed down.



“Good.  Follow me.”



He walks off towards the sliding doors, which open for him automatically.  He takes me through a long corridor.  I hobble up some stairs, rushing to keep up with the asshole.



“An asshole am I?”



I look up at him in apprehension.   He has stopped walking and is looking down at me.



“You have two days before you’re ovulating.  I will be getting well acquainted with your little asshole.  Keep it up and it won’t be in the least bit enjoyable.”



I feel the vomit rush up my throat.  I quickly try to swallow it down.  If he is the sick, demented person he makes out to be, he would likely punish me for something that was outside of my control.



He doesn’t comment any further on my thoughts.  We reach another door and it leads into a large bedroom.  The room is so large it is at least three times the size of our family cabin.



“Get up and take your med gown off.  I want to inspect my breeder slave’s body.”



I feel a rush of anger, but I am standing up and slipping the gown down my arms.  It falls on the floor beside my feet.



He walks up towards me, walking around me before stopping in front of me.  He puts his hands on my breasts.  Squeezing them both before pinching both of my nipples.  He moves away from me towards the bed.  I see he has several items on the bed.  I don’t recognise any of the strange-looking items.  He sits down on the bed beside them.



“Come over here, slave.”



I try to fight my feet, but they walk on their own accord towards him, stopping between his legs.  He takes a small item with a screw on it.  I look down in horror as he clamps this screw on my nipple.  Tightening it until the pain is almost unbearable.  He continues to do the same with the other one.  I feel a tear fall from my eye and drip down my cheek.  To not have a voice is one thing, but to have all control taken from your body is another thing altogether.  I look down, I notice I have tattoos on my wrist as I follow them all the way to my shoulder.  They look similar to the ones I saw on his wrist.



“Ah, you’ve noticed your new artwork.  It matches mine, except for this one, of course.”



He lifts his forearm and I see the shape of my teeth where I bit him, but there are large incisor teeth around it, with red droplets of blood dripping from the wound.  Why would he have them tattooed on his arm?



I look up at him hesitantly, ignoring the dull pain in my nipples.  I am sure this is only the beginning of my torment.  He wraps his enormous arms around my waist and pulls me towards him so my breasts are in front of his face.  He bites and sucks my nipples like an animal.



He lets go of my breasts.



“Spread your legs.”



I can’t bring myself to look at him.  My head stays down as my body follows his instructions.  I see his hand move between my legs.  He rubs his fingers along my pussy.  I don’t feel any hair down there.  I don’t know how long they kept me out for or what they did to me.



He pushes his fingers inside of me.



“You were implanted, cleansed, and given fertility drugs.  You are going to be panting for my cock and seed day and night in a few days’ time.”



He says this as he pushes his fingers in and out of my pussy.



“This has taken place across all sectors.  Just be grateful you have ended up with me and not down in the underground labs.”



I feel my entire body tense at his words.  He ignores my reaction and pushes his fingers deeper inside of me till he hits my barrier.  He stops all movement and looks up at me.



“You’re a virgin? Never mind, I will check with the Med-Bot.”



He is silent for a few moments.  Not awkward at all, standing here with his fingers inside of me.



“Hmm,  looks like they didn’t think this was important enough to inform me.  Thats AI for you.  All the sweeter for me tearing up your virgin cunt.”



He pushes his fingers further inside of me, hitting the barrier.  He slowly continues to fuck me with his fingers each time causing my breath to hitch as he hits my barrier.



“Don’t worry.  I want all your blood over my cock.  Turn around and bend over.  Keep your legs spread open.  I want you to hold on to your ankles with both hands.”



I follow his instructions.  The pain in my nipples seems to have dulled now.  I jump as his hand smacks my ass.



“Now, you called me an asshole.  It’s time your asshole took some punishment for all your unacceptable behaviour.”



I feel him part my ass cheeks and I feel something wet hit my ass.  His fingers rub the liquid across my asshole.  I clench my cheeks automatically in fear of what he will do next.  I feel my legs tremble, making me grip my ankles in a tighter grip.



“Relax your ass.”  He says before slapping my ass again.



I grunt as I feel something push into my asshole.  I have no choice but to relax.  He keeps pushing something hard and smooth into my hole.  Just when I think it will never end, he pushes the widest part into me hard.  This brings a new meaning to pain in my ass.



“There.  Now that asshole will get ready for a big cock soon.  A delightful treat, having a virgin asshole and pussy to fuck.  But guess what?  You have three holes that are mine.  Turn back around and kneel before me like a bitch.”



I kneel before him, cringing as I feel the thing inside my ass as I move.  I look up to see his hand holding some sort of black mask with a metal ring inside of it.  My body moves backwards in fear.



“Move forward, stay still, and keep your mouth wide open.”



I try to fight it again, only to feel the pain in the base of my skull again.  I close my eyes and follow his instructions.  My head hits some part of his body.  I still don’t open my eyes.  I feel the mask going over my lower face and he pushes the metal ring inside of my mouth, stretching my mouth open even wider than before.



I hear his movements for a moment.



“Open your eyes, slave.  It’s time for you to learn what it means to live in Obedire.  Slaves are obedient to their masters at all times.”



I open my eyes and see he has removed his pants.  I’ve seen plenty of cocks at the lake.  We used to hide and watch the guys swimming.  His cock looks different.  It’s not flaccid, it is massive, swollen, red and very angry looking.  I look up at him, my eyes begging for mercy.  The expression I see on his face doesn’t show any.  I am fucked.



“Have you sucked a cock before?”



I shake my head vehemently, my hair going everywhere.  For the first time, I notice my hair is not in its braid.



He rubs his beard with his hand for a moment.



“Sit back on the floor with your back leaning on the bed.  I want your legs wide open.  I’d like to say I will go easy on you, but that would be a lie.”



I follow his instructions with no fight this time.  I don’t want this to go worse for me.  Wincing as I feel the thing in my ass press deeper inside me as I sit on the floor.  It isn’t painful, but it certainly isn’t comfortable



He stands up and walks in front of me.  He is still wearing his shoes, which looks weird with his naked bottom half and a black shirt on his top half



“First, I want you to rub that pussy all over my shoe.”



He places his foot between my legs.



I gulp before my body automatically moves.  I hold on to the floor as I rub myself back and forth on his shoe like some kind of animal in heat.  The longer I do this for I can feel my arousal building up.  I pant through the mask he placed on my face.  I can feel my saliva dribble out down the sides of my face.



“That’s enough.  I don’t want you cumming all over my shoe like an animal.  This is a punishment.  Sit back down on the floor.  Lean your head back onto the bed.  Keep your hands flat on the floor.”



I lean back onto the bed, causing the top of my head to tilt backwards.  His hands are in my hair as he pins me to the bed.  I barely have time to see his cock before he pushes it inside of my mouth.  He keeps pushing against the back of my throat.  I try to look up at him, but his eyes are closed in his pleasure.



“Relax your throat.  I’m going to deep-throat you.  You’re going to take my entire length.  You keep swallowing as I push inside.  This is something you will do often.  So my advice is you learn while I am giving you an opportunity.”



He gives me no further warning before I feel his cock push into me harder.  Trapping my head against the bed, I have no choice but to relax my throat as I feel the smooth round head push deeper into my throat.  I try to swallow him like he told me to.  He pauses for a moment.  Keeping himself lodged in my throat before pulling out and thrusting harder, ramming his cock deeper inside of my throat.  He keeps doing this till I feel his balls smash up against my face.



“You can’t bite me now.  Can you, bitch?”  He snarls at me.



He pulls his cock out and slams back inside of my throat.  I try to suck in a breath of air quickly.  He doesn’t stop now and keeps fucking my throat with deep, long thrusts.  I breathe through my nose as my mouth is full.  His fingers grip my hair now as he uses my head to manoeuvre me towards every upward thrust into my mouth.  I keep trying to swallow him, but sometimes I choke at the width and length of his cock.



Just when I think I can’t take anymore with my throat feeling raw from his hard pounding.  He pulls my head towards his crotch and holds me there as I feel his cock swell and spurt his seed down my throat.  He pulls back slightly and more of his seed hits my tongue now.  I pant like an animal through my open mouth.  He pulls out completely, fisting his cock over my face and spills the rest over my face before rubbing his wet cock all around my eyes, nose and back inside my open mouth.  My face feels slimy.  He reaches down to unbuckle the mask.  My jaw aches from having mouth held open so wide.



“Swallow everything in your mouth.”



I struggle as some of his seed has already slipped out of my mouth because of the mask.  It tastes salty and is not very pleasant.



“I want you to lick my shoe clean.  I want you to lick it so clean it looks polished.”



I look up at him in horror and see he is deadly serious.  I bend down and move towards the foot he has moved towards me.  My tongue comes out of my mouth on its own accord as I lick the tip of his shoe before moving around the sides till it looks clean.  Unable to stop, I continue licking his entire shoe for several long moments. My nipples ache as I scrape them across the hard floor.  It didn’t help that some of his seed from my face ended up on his shoe making this a longer process.



I move back once I am done.  I feel utterly humiliated.  No doubt what he intended.



“Do you want your nipple clamps taken off?”



I nod my head robotically.



He unscrews the first one before pulling it off.  The sharp stab of pain runs through me as the blood rushes back.  He is faster with the second one.



“Move.  You are going in the shower.”



He shows me the shower before switching it on for me.  It’s all in white.  I have never seen anything like this.  We used the lake for all of our needs.



“Once you have showered. You will find some toiletries and a comb in this cupboard.”  He walks towards the sink and pulls open a door beneath it.



I nod my head as he leaves the room.



I feel my body relax as he leaves.  I need to know how this implant works or my body and life are his to command.





Chapter 7




Elias







I

 close the door to the bathroom walking back into the bedroom.  That certainly felt much better than a clone.  Its been such a long time since I had sex with a real woman.  Its been so long I can’t even remember when that was.  The original women died and the current lacklustre clones took their place.   Her being a virgin was a surprise.  It wouldn’t have bothered me if she wasn’t, but to know I am the only man who will ever fuck her in her lifespan brings out a sense of satisfaction I never expected.  As much as I want to fuck her tight little pussy.  I want to fuck her when I know my seed will take root.  Just another two days.   It won’t be a hardship to fuck her other holes in the meantime.

Her little tits looked amazing, clamped up.  I can’t wait till they are big and heavy with pregnancy.  They nourished her in the Med-Bed, but I will need to ensure high-calorie foods in her diet for the next few days.  I check the current slave crops that are in rotation at the moment. Yes, there will be plenty of nutritious food for her.  That is one job the slaves have.  We have LED lightning and air filtered through to Inferno.  They all think everything is too toxic above.  They actually worship the Elites, calling us their saviours.  We have an annual celebration for this where we all make an appearance below and remember the fallen who died.  We ‘bless’ them with their annual gift of a feast and clothing.



I imagine when Joy will be by my side for the next Celebration.  Just as well, she has her implant in her.  She would be unruly otherwise.  I keep the slaves calm through the tainted water supply and the implants. 



Joy comes out of the bathroom with a large towel wrapped around her and her wet hair looks longer now coming down to her waist.



“Go hang the towel back up in the bathroom.”



I smirk as she twirls around mid step.  The immense pleasure I feel  about having her under my control is indescribable.  The descendant of my enemy being my little fuckhole.  If I didn’t feel like a god before, I certainly do now.  I can feel through our implants each time she tries to push against it.  She will soon learn she will only cause herself more pain if she tries to fight it.



She comes back all naked except for her long hair and tattoos covering her arm and upper shoulder.  Her body is sun kissed with a natural tan.  Her hair has three shades dark brown, light brown and tinges of blonde.  If I didn’t find it as attractive, I would have had it all shaved off as further punishment.  It certainly gave me some satisfaction as I used it to drag her on and off my cock earlier.  My cock hardens almost instantly with the thought.



I think of all the restraints I had brought in for my breeder.  With the type of implant in her, it’s a moot point now.  I hadn’t planned to control her completely like this till she attacked me.  I don’t know how the others will use the implants that will be up to their individual preferences.



She walks towards me and looks at me as I am lying in bed.  I lift the covers up on the side nearest her.  I can interrogate her tomorrow.  Tonight I want in that tight little ass.  My cock twitches in approval.



She carefully moves on the bed as if I am about to attack her.  I move further away from the middle of the bed.



“Lie on your belly.  I want you to reach up and hold on to the bed.  You do not let your hands fall from it.”



I watch as she follows my instructions.



“Legs open wide.”



She opens her legs up.



I can see the end of the black rubber plug.  I need to get her some prettier ones.  Her asshole should be open and ready for me anytime I desire it.



I reach beside my pillow and get the lube I set aside earlier.  I don’t hesitate and smear it all over my cock.   Moving back towards her ass, I pull the larger part of the plug out of her, watching her hole strain as I push it back inside of her.  There is still enough lube on the plug for me to do this several times.  I don’t touch her pussy.  I want her to know I can take her anyway I please at anytime.   The need to make her suffer and torment her mind takes over as I yank the plug out, tossing it on the side cabinet.



Her hole is trying to close up.  Before it can, I squirt the lube directly into her asshole.  I hear her intake of breath.  From her thoughts, she is dreading this.  I kneel over her open legs so I align my cock with her asshole.



Tough shit.  She won’t find any mercy within me.



I use both of my hands to pull her pert little ass cheeks apart.



“You’re going to think twice before you call me an asshole again, slave.”



I say this as I push the tip of my cockhead into her asshole.  It has a tight grip.  I let go of her ass as I grip her hips and I push further into her ass.  I watch each inch sink into her dark little hole as it struggles to accommodate me.  She lets out a small grunt.



“Keep your ass relaxed.”



I pull back before thrusting into her again and again.  I won’t be satisfied till she takes every inch of my cock.  She takes about eight inches inside of her.   Just another few left.  I pull back and slam into her, shoving my entire cock inside of her hole.  I hold myself inside of her.  It feels so hot and tight.  The lube will be enough for me to fuck into her without damaging her.



“You like having your master’s cock deep inside your asshole?”



I get a resounding no from her implant.



“Sorry I didn’t catch that.”



I pull back out, leaving the tip of my cock inside her hole before slamming myself inside of her.  I fuck into her tight little hole again and again.  Ignoring her protests from her mind.  I take pity on her and my hand leaves her hip and I reach below to rub her little clit.  Her pussy is wet.  I push two fingers inside of her cunt.  No matter what her mind says, her dirty little cunt likes it.



I use my other hand to slap her ass cheeks.  Each slap is harder than the last.  It causes her to tighten around my cock and fingers.



“You like being fucked like a filthy little anal slut?”



I place my hand on her hip again as I fuck my cock in and out of her ass again.  My moans and her little grunts fill the room.  I can feel my balls tightening up as I feel my next load ready to fill her asshole up.  I rub her clit harder as I continue to fuck her virgin ass.



When I feel her body freeze beneath me and her asshole clamps down on my cock, I know she is cumming with my cock deep in her asshole.  I let myself go.  I grip her hips as I plough into her spasming asshole, harder and faster than before.  Ignoring the reddening hole as I ravage her like an animal.  Watching my cock slam into her again and again till I growl and push my cock deep in her asshole and spray her insides with my seed.



“Thats my dirty little anal slut.  You take it deep inside your little asshole.”



I take a few moments to stop offloading in her ass.  I am still panting by the time I am done. 



“Don’t move.”



My eyes don’t leave her asshole as I pull my cock out.  I don’t see any of my seed drip out of her yet.  I grab the plug and go into the bathroom, giving it a wash and smearing more lube on it before going to the bedroom.  She hasn’t moved an inch.  Her hands are still touching the top of the bed and her legs are wide open.   I push the plug back into her asshole.



“We want to keep all of my seed inside of you.”  I murmur to her.



I use the wipes beside the bed to clean my cock before tossing them into the waste bin disposal unit.  I climb back into bed.



“Let go of the bed and move to the side of the bed.”



She moves without uttering a word mentally.  Her back is facing me as she curls up towards the edge of the bed.  I can feel a combination of emotions going through her.  I ignore them.   All that matters to me is what I want.



I put my hands under my head as I drift off to sleep with a smile on my face.



Just a couple of days before I can start offloading into her pussy.







Chapter 8




Joy







I

 sit in the room's corner naked on the floor and watch him with a glare as he works at his desk.  I woke up with a raw throat and a throbbing asshole.  When he asked me which hole this morning, I pointed to my mouth with the speed of light.  The bastard had a good chuckle at that.

“I’m a bastard, am I?”



I look at his face.  His head is still facing the projections over his desk as he uses his hands to move the data around above the desk.  His father was a better man than him, that’s for sure.



He instantly stops his work and looks at me.



“What do you know about my father?”



I keep one word in my head so I don’t give anything away.  Nothing.  Nothing.  Nothing.  Nothing.



His eyes narrow at me as his hands drop away from his projections.



“Joy, I’m telling you now.  You had better spill everything you know.”



I continue to keep the same word in my head before adding.  I know nothing.



He stands up from his desk now and I just sit there looking like a deer caught in the middle of the night with a torchlight shining in its eyes



“Come over here and bend over my desk.”  He says this with an ominous tone of voice.



I keep my mind on the word nothing as I follow his command.  I keep my head down as I lean over his desk.  He has turned his projections off now.   I hear his drawer open and close for a moment.



“This will not be pleasant, Joy.  This is your last chance.”



I shake my head again and repeat.  Like a mantra in my mind I keep repeating, I know nothing.



I’m not prepared for the first strike.  He hits my ass with something really fucking hard.  I turn around to see him holding a wide wooden fucking instrument of torture.  He doesn’t stop; he carries on hitting my ass again and again.  I grunt and silently scream with the pain.  I do, however, call him every name under the sun I can think of.  It helps alleviate some of my outrage.  It’s when he moves down to my thighs and I can no longer take the burn that I almost give in.  I can feel the sweat on my brow as I try to keep it together.



He brings his aim back onto my already aching ass cheeks as I hear the swoosh, then the smack against my flesh.  I am sobbing by the end, begging him to stop in my head.  I don’t know how long he continues to hit me for.  Eventually, I tell him to stop that I will talk.  He stops immediately.  I try to bring my breathing under control as the sobs shudder through me.



He turns and sits back down at his desk, throwing his instrument of torture back into the drawer.



“Stand up and tell me everything you know.”



I shakily stand up, wringing my hands.  I don’t look up at him.  After I get my hiccups and tears under control.  I tell him what I know.



My grandmother told me your father helped Jane Montague escape.  He wasn’t happy about what his father was doing to people.  You must have known that all these people couldn’t escape from all 15 sectors without some sort of insider help?



“Yes.  I always thought it was my grandfather’s twisted plan to let some people live out in the Wild.”



No.  He had wanted to keep Jane as a breeder.  He said your father wasn’t strong enough to lead and by the end there weren’t many fertile women left in the sectors.



“What else did your grandmother tell you?”



She said your father was a good man born into a bad family.  That your grandfather did some terrible things, even to his own family.  He couldn’t escape with his family even if he had wanted to.



“Do you know who or how they co-ordinated with the other sectors to have them all break out at the same time?”



No.  She didn’t tell me that, nor was it documented.



When he is silent, I look up at him and I see the anger in his face and eyes.



I quickly put my head down.  My back is aching. There is no way I can take any more punishment right now.



He says nothing for a few moments.  I’m desperate to rub my aching ass and legs, but I’m too scared to move.



“Come over here.”



I can feel my hands tremble as I make my way towards him.  My hair is covering my face, not that I want to look at him right now.



He puts his hands on my hips and turns me around.  The silence is back, so he must be taking in the damage.



“A bot is coming to take you to get that seen to.  Next time, just tell me without all the drama.”  He says with the warning clear in his tone.



I swallow back the response that automatically tries to come to my mind as I blank it out, picturing my parents and my old home.  I nod my head.  It used to be frustrating to communicate with others, but I would rather have no voice than him being able to read my every thought.



“Go wait by the door.”



I use my hand to wipe my nose and walk towards the door.  It doesn’t take long for the bot to come and take me back to the room I was in yesterday.   I’m only in the machine for a few minutes before the pain disappears.  Before I know it, there is some kind of gas released into the chamber and I fall asleep.





Chapter 9




Elias







I

 couldn’t face Joy.  Not with everything that I could feel swirling inside of her or what she revealed about my father.  My grandfather was a cruel, horrid man.  He punished me far worse than what I just gave Joy a taste of.  Her ass and legs were a mess. 

Now, after what Joy has told me, I wonder if he had done the same with my father.  I was so young when my parents died.  I never suspected that my grandfather could lie to this degree.  It is likely that he had them killed.  His own child.  He transferred all his abuse onto me.  The other part is my grandfather had said he had let these people go on purpose and live because of a contingency plan.  I couldn’t access Jane Montague’s file.  I am missing something.



I load my screen up and check in on the Med-Bed Joy is in.  They knocked her out as per my instruction to the bot.  I go into my father’s file and peruse all the data on there.  The same person completed the signed documentation for his death and accident.  We killed the corrupt when I killed my grandfather.  He is long gone.  I think on some of the older committee members they might know something. 



Using my implant, I message them before I try to access Jane Montague’s file again, but I am still denied access.  I need to wait for the Central Unit AI to come back to me on this.  There is no authority that is higher than mine, so access shouldn’t be an issue.  I lean back on my chair and remember when I was a child I had played often in this room.  My grandfather had come in and done something to his desk. It had made a clicking noise but not like a lock, as the drawers were open.



I still use his big old wooden desk.  It had been some corrupt president’s he would always harp on about it.  I open up the drawers and pull them all out, checking them individually.  There aren’t any secret sections.  I leave them piled up on top of the desk as I check the hollow part of the desk and, on my right-hand side; I see it.  A section at the back that doesn’t seem to be as flush as the other side.  I feel around it till my hand slides to the bottom.  A small round button is at the bottom.  I press it and the mechanism pushes the top wooden section up.  I pull it off the back of the desk completely and see the folded up documentation inside the small wooden box.



I pull it all out and sit it on my desk.  Taking a deep breath.  I’m sure I won’t like what’s in this hidden documentation, but I have to know.



I don’t know how much time passes, but by the end I have his scattered papers lying on my desk with the drawers piled up on it.  At least I know why Jane Montague’s file isn’t accessible.  I need to speak to the others about this.  I know how humanity was enslaved, but this shit is something else.  Before I do anything else, I slot the drawers back into the desk. I go through the documents again.  I message the others to halt all other Feral raids, the sterilisations and to be present for an urgent conference meeting tomorrow.  We need to decide how to move forward before involving the other sector lieutenants.



My thought goes back to Joy.  No matter what happens, I won’t be letting her go.  Knowing the others, they won’t be letting their breeders go, either.  We have waited far too long for this opportunity.  I send the centurions back to Joy’s cabin.  Sending them an image of what I saw in Joy’s mind.  I want to make sure that the people I saw around their homes were not her parents.  Even if it means taking a DNA test from the dead.  If her parents are alive, it gives me a bargaining chip.  In the meantime, I will be actively trying to get her pregnant.  My nickname seems to hit the mark where my grandfather was concerned.







Chapter 10




Joy







W

 hen I wake up, I am in his bed this time.  I wish I would stop waking up in random places.  I’m sure all this drugging will kill off my brain cells if the implant isn’t already.

“Don’t be so dramatic.  The drugs I use on you are harmless.  If the implant wasn’t safe, I wouldn’t have one in my head either.”



I turn around to the source of noise and heat.  He is smiling at me.  I narrow my eyes at him when I remember my sore ass.



“You got to the Med-Bed straight away, didn’t you?”



I sigh before looking away from his stupid, handsome face.  I nod slightly.



“You have a strange way of complimenting me.  But I will take what my stupid, handsome face can get.”



I groan and pull the covers over my head.



He joins me under the covers.



“Which hole this morning, Joy?”



I swallow before I consider the option he is giving me.  My butt isn’t so sore today.



“A fine choice.”  He drawls before pulling the covers off me.



I shake my head at him.  As I try to back away from him.



Why is he so smiley this morning?  I look at him suspiciously.



“Stop struggling.”



It isn’t till he says this I realise I have been trying to wriggle away from the big ape hands on my arms.



“Oh, out of both of us we know who the animal is, Joy.  It’s not me.  I am cultured and educated.  What did you learn?  How to make a mud hut?”



I try.  I honestly try my best.  It’s just too much.  The smile on my face is neutral.  I slide my tongue out and lick my lips slowly.  I lean over and rub my breasts over his wide chest.  He looks so shocked that his hands drop from my arms.  I flip my head back before swinging it straight at his nose.



Oh. For fuck’s sake.



I vigorously rub my forehead.  I’m sure that’s going to bruise.



How fucking hard is his head?!



Fucking speaking shit about my family home.



I remember the paddle from yesterday.  The instrument of torture had a name.  I would have named it cunt, just like this one here in front of me.



Shut up, Joy.  Fucking shut your brain up now!



I look up from rubbing my head and I see his nose looks red and slightly swollen.  He is holding his nose with one hand.  I can see the anger in his eyes before they turn devious.



That does not bode well for me.



“No, it doesn’t.”  His muffled voice comes out through his hand.



I can’t help it.  He looks and sounds so fucking funny.  The Elite of the entire world got head butted by a girl.  We had heard whispers they call him the Obedire elder Devil.  I thought it was his grandfather.  I snort in silent laughter.  I try to cover my mouth, but it’s too late.



He moves his hand from his face and moves towards me.



“Are you finding this funny, Joy?”



My body is still shaking with laughter as I shake my head in denial.  It’s futile as another snort rips out of my nose.



He pauses as he pulls his head back to look at me.  His lips curl up at the left side of his mouth.  The laughter falls away from me as I watch him smile.  I was waiting for him to kill me.



“I was only pulling your leg, as the old saying goes.  I didn’t know you were going to attack me in a fit of rage.  You are due a punishment for this infraction, but your ass is going to have to wait till after my meeting.  Perhaps this will give you some time to think about your actions.”



He says this as he gets up to go into the shower.  I watch his naked ass as he walks to the bathroom, taking in the large tattoo of a Lion roaring on his back.  It’s so lifelike I feel slightly mesmerised by it.



He stops and turns around.  I quickly hide under the covers again.



“You can explore the house and the gardens today.  Don’t go too near the wall or fence. Your implant will give you a nasty shock. Stay within the boundary lines.”



With that, he walks off into the bathroom.  My first chance to explore the house or tower.  Whatever he calls it.  I am looking forward to getting some fresh air.  I’ve felt stifled inside his pristine home.



He comes out fully dressed and walks to a closet and gets me some kind of large black top and throws it on the bed.



“Your clothes and shoes are coming in tomorrow.  In the meantime, you can wear this.  Be a good girl, Joy.”



He walks out of the door.



I wonder what’s up with Elias?



This is all seems out of character, from what I can tell.



Hmm.  Time will tell.





Chapter 11




Elias







F

 rom my office desk, I watch Joy enjoy the gardens.  She spent little time going around the tower.  The bot keeps its camera focused on her at all times.  My tunic is much longer on her and reaches past her knees.  She is barefoot, but there is only soft grass for her outside.  The buzzing noise interrupts me as all four of them come through one by one.  I pull my attention away from Joy as I watch each of them come up on my screen.

“Do a thorough security check to ensure the line is completely secure.”



“We aren’t amateurs, Elias.”  Mal drawls lazily.



I stare at them all before letting out a heavy sigh. I have to do this.



“Some questions came up with my breeder’s ancestor.  I couldn’t get any answers through the Central Unit AI.  I was blocked out of the file.  Trying to get the answer lead me to finding some paperwork my grandfather had hidden inside the stupid antique desk he loved so much.    To think I almost burnt the fucker.”



Artem leans forward towards his screen.



I lean forward to look at him.



“Do you have scratches on your face, Artem?”



With his darker skin, I almost missed them.



His eyes narrow on my face.



“Your nose looks slightly swollen, Elias.”



I quickly pull back, cursing myself for not leaving enough time to get my nose sorted out first.  I had needed the time to think of a route out of the mess they have left us in.



The other three assholes all lean into their screens to look at us both, no doubt.



“Just some hand to hand combat.  I got a little distracted.”  I lie.



“Sure, and a wild tiger attacked me in my tower.”  Artem replies with a grin on his face.



“Anyway, back to the subject at hand.  This is what’s taken place so far.”



I take over an hour to explain everything to them.  I initially silenced them with the information I found.  It’s only towards the last ten minutes they have been firing questions at me.



“We only have one way of setting things right.  It will take some time and planning but we can organise everything by the day of Celebration.  We also can’t progress Inferno’s breeding and sterilising plan.  I have no intention of giving up my breeder.”  I look to the side screen and see Joy sitting cross-legged in front of the small, bot-made lake I have in my gardens.



My eyes go back to them as they all agree with gusto.



“Our biggest issue will be weeding out the evil from the committee members.  Worldwide, we have over 3000 of them.  We have to be vigilant and we need to reach out to the lieutenants within the other sectors.  Almost all of them are from military families, which is why we chose them.  It’s time to sort out our houses before we end up being further under the agenda of these so called Lords of darkness.”



None of them look happy.  I am glad we all think alike.  Running all the continents has not been a simple task.  But looking at the natural and common laws that have been hidden for over 500 years, not only have the slaves been lied to, we have too.  I have no idea why my grandfather kept them.  I can understand the other material.  It all looked like blackmail items, but it incriminated all of them.  There were no natural diseases that threatened to wipe out our race.  Every single thing had been engineered.  We have all unwittingly continued these cunts work.



“We use all of our resources to manufacture more bots.  Get as many to build new housing across all the lands.  Log them all onto Central Unit.  We have a lot of work to do.  This will be the biggest change in history for over 500 years.  Are you all willing to work to right the wrongs of our people?”



They all shout. “Aye.”



“Good.  I have some ideas regarding the committee members.  Please message me if you have any further suggestions or information.  We must have biweekly meetings every week.  This will keep us all on track and fully informed on each continent.  I appreciate during this time we will have our own time constraints with our breeders.  This is something we will all need to manage.  First and foremost, check if your seconds are trustworthy.  Do the deep dive and implement every form of surveillance on all committee members.”



I see movement from the corner of my eye.  I look over at Joy.  She stands up and flings off my tunic, and has just dived into the lake in all her naked glory.   My cock likes what it sees.



“I need to log off now.  I will speak to you all in three days’ time.”  I say in a rush, not taking my eyes off Joy as she surfaces on the water, pulling her hair away from her face.  Her perky little tits poking out on top of the water.



I look back at them as they are all pissing themselves laughing.



“Yes, be careful with your hand to hand combat, Elias.”  Akachi sniggers.



“Fuck all of you.”  I tell them as they all burst into another round of laughter.  Well, everyone except Artem.  He has a small smile on his face as he touches his face where his scratches are.  Tiger my ass.



I raise both hands and give them the fingers before I turn the screen off.  With the weight lifted off my chest.  I feel lighter and more carefree than I can remember.  With a smile, I grab some lube from my top drawer before I make my way swiftly towards the lake.  My little water nymph is about to find herself impaled on my cock.



Tomorrow is the big day.  I need to get everything done today so I can spend the next week inside her tight little pussy.





Chapter 12




Joy







G

 ah.  The house was so boring.  Every room was the same, dripping in so much luxury that it all seemed unreasonably excessive.  For hundreds of years, we have lived within our means.  The only pleasure I got was looking out of the tall windows from the top of the tower.  I could see all the dilapidated buildings and shops from old.  We have to be in California.  I can’t think of any other city with the same description.  So many people must have lived in all these cities.  From Jane’s book, my grandmother had described them all in the stories she told me as a child.  I wonder if Elias would let me explore this land.

I couldn’t wait to get out of there.  The gardens turned out to be stunning.  There were orchards full of a variety of fruit trees.  Some were in bloom and others only starting to bud.  I couldn’t see any people at all.  It was just worker bots.



When I reached the lake, it was so serene I don’t know how long I sat there taking in its beauty.  Eventually I couldn’t resist in this heat.  I had to dive in for a cool swim.



I dive under the water again for a swim.  I see some fish from a distance.  They are so different from the rainbow trout and the bass we had in our lake.  I take off in their direction.  I feel a hand on my ankle pulling me back.  I push my head above the water to see Elias in the water.   His nose looks red and swollen still.



Oh, shit.  I had totally forgotten about my punishment.  I quickly look at the shore where I can see a towel and something else.  I don’t see the thick wooden paddle.  I sigh in relief.



“Come to the shore with me.”  He commands.   



His expression is closed off and I can’t read it.  I reluctantly swim after him as he swims effortlessly towards the edge of the lake.  I wonder why he hasn’t used the medical facility to fix his nose yet.  My ass only took a few minutes to fix yesterday.  Shit, unless his nose is broken and it will take longer.



“Stop worrying about my nose.  It’s fine.  I’ve had worse.”



He says as he pulls himself up to the shore before he turns around to face me.  I reach the end of the lake to see his body glistening with the water.  It’s his massive cock reaching up to his stomach that draws my attention.  Damn it.  I had forgotten how big he was.



He wraps his fist around the base of his cock as he tugs it up and down.



I look up at his face with a frown.



Stop making it bigger.



He snorts out a laugh.



“Sure.  I will get right on to that.  Get your ass out here.  I need to bury my cock inside of you.  Now!”



Sheesh.  Talk about impatient.



I pull myself up onto the shore.  By the time I look at him, he is lying on his back with a towel spread out beneath him on the grass.



He lifts his head up as I approach him.



“You are going to be a brave girl and ride my cock.”



I blink back at him.  I don’t know how I am going to fit that thing in any of my holes without help.



“Don’t worry, I have brought some lube for my little anal slut.”



I feel my cheeks flush as I remember how hard I came while he was inside my ass.



“Climb up and sit your little pussy on my abdomen.  I will take care of your plug and lube up your ass.”



I automatically follow his instructions.  I shiver in apprehension and a smaller part of anticipation.  He is reaching out for some sort of black tube.  This must be the lubricant he is talking about.  It’s the first time I have seen it.  He pauses and looks up at me before putting it back down on the towel.



“Let’s sort out some of your fear first.  Sit on my face.  I want your pussy on my face.”



My eyes widen in surprise and shock.  I don’t have time to think another thought as my body moves to follow his instruction.  I feel my thighs tremble around his face as I put my hands on the cool grass above his head.  I can feel the roughness of his beard on my inner thighs.  His big hand’s grip both of my ass cheeks before he slides my pussy along his mouth and tongue.  I silently gasp at the sensation.  He presses me down on his face as he tongues my hole, licking and practically eating my pussy with his lips and teeth.



Okay.  This I could get used to.



His hands pull my cheeks apart as he continues to stab me with his long tongue.  At this point, I don’t think I could move even if he asked me to.



His hand reaches the end of my plug as he pulls it out completely.  He moves his face up as he licks my clit before sucking it into his mouth.  I feel one hand leave my ass before I know it.  He is sticking his fingers inside my ass with the lubricant.  I push down on his face and fingers, trying to ride both.  His fingers dig into my hips, stilling my movements.



My hands collapse on the grass as my body.  I remember his already squished up nose and quickly try to get up again.  He obviously doesn’t care as he continues to dine out on my pussy.  He keeps sliding me up and down his face.  Just the feel of his rough beard is enough friction for me to cum all over him.  Just as my thighs try to push his cheek bones into his skull, he pulls me down his body.  I grunt my dissatisfaction.  His face is now at my breasts as he feasts on them now.  I look at my hands covered in the grass I ripped out.  I put my hands on his shoulders.  He feels so hard everywhere.



I feel his cock up against my ass.  It feels wet.  He must have used the lubricant while I was occupied on his face.



I can feel him pulling my ass over his cock before he pushes upwards, slipping the head of his cock inside of my asshole.  I grip into his shoulders.



“Look at me as you fuck yourself on my cock.  Use your hole to make me cum.”



I look down at his eyes.  His words sound harsh, but his eyes are alight with desire and something else.  I don’t realise I have already pushed myself down on his cock, impaling myself on his cock.  My eyes widen with the sensation of his thick, hard cock penetrating me.  It feels nothing like the first time.  It had been painful then.



He smiles at me before using my hips to slam me down completely on his cock.  I close my eyes and silently gasp.



“Eyes on me.”



I open my eyes and glance down at him again.



He lets go of my hips.  I didn’t think it was possible to be further impaled onto him, but he just proved me wrong as I feel myself sink further down his cock till I feel his balls against my ass cheeks as I straighten up above him.  His hands slide to my breasts as he squeezes them both together before sucking on each of my nipples so hard I choke on fucking air, trying to breathe.  He pinches my nipples hard before he uses my breasts to move me on his cock.



“I want you to slam your ass down as hard as you can on my cock.  I want you panting like a bitch in heat for your slutty asshole to be filled up.”



My eyes stay on him as my body follows his instructions.  I slam up and down on him.  I’m sure my nails are going to leave scratches on him, but I can’t bring myself to care right now.  I don’t think I could take my eyes off his face if I wanted to.  His eyes close with pleasure as he thrusts his hips up and down.  Fucking into me even harder.  He uses my breasts to keep us in sync with our rhythm.



“Yes.  Keep fucking my cock with your nasty little fuckhole.  I want you to squeeze the seed from my cock, Joy.”



His filthy words turn me on.  I keep my eyes on his face as he commanded me to.  I can feel the start of my orgasm as I gasp for air.  I continue to ride him hard.  His eyes open as he moves one hand down from my breast to my pussy.  He rubs my clit hard till I see a bright white light.  I wonder if someone can die from an orgasm as I cum all over his fingers and cock.  He doesn’t stop fucking me as I feel my ass spasm around his cock.  He spurts inside of me a few moments later, groaning as he fills me up.  His fingers bite into my hips, holding me down on his cock as he rocks his hips up against mine.  It’s as if he wants to get as deep as he can inside of me.  His cock twitches again before I feel his hot seed erupt inside of me again.   I fall down on top of him, burying my face in his neck.



“No, you can’t die from an orgasm.  Yes, I want my seed deep inside of every hole you have.  Tomorrow is going to be that pussy’s turn.”  He tells me as his breathing goes back to normal.



Damn.  His stamina is something else.  I’m still a wrecked mess, sweating and panting on top of him while his cock is still rock hard inside of me.  My body relaxes on top of him.  I close my eyes, nuzzling into his warm neck under the warmer sun.





Chapter 13




Elias







I

 pull my head back to look at Joy’s face.  She is fast asleep with her mouth slightly open.  I can’t help but chuckle as I notice a small amount of drool is dripping onto my shoulder.  Good to know I can fuck her into oblivion.  I never once imagined how entertaining reading her thoughts could be.  If she wasn’t a mute, I would never have used this method.  She is four or five generations from Jane Montague, yet she is the perfect one for me.

I feel my seed dripping down from her stuffed little asshole onto my pelvis.  This only  hardens me further.  I need to keep all my seed for her tomorrow now.  I am going to ensure I breed her in her first ovulation cycle.  The bots have already brought the equipment up from the laboratory.  As I got a towel from a bot, I left further instructions.  I look back down at Joy as she peacefully lies on top of me in her deep slumber.  I came so hard as she kept those big bright green eyes on me. 



She doesn’t know I have taken it easy on her the last two days.  I just introduced her to my cock.  From tomorrow I am on a mission.  We won’t be leaving my bedroom unless it’s for a Med-Bed session for her pussy.



I wrap both my arms around her waist.  She still needs fattening up.  Her food is still dense in nutrients and calories.  Her drinks are full of fertility drugs.  No matter what happens, she won’t be leaving me.  I might need to look up olden day customs of tying one another together.  I use Central Unit AI to send the guys a secure message to ask them about this.



Artem is the first to reply.



Yes.  You need to marry her.  The wording and customs are available to download.  I can carry out your ceremony by video call.



I am shocked that Artem has already looked this up.  He is the dark horse amongst us.  He talks less than Shou.  I vaguely remember something about my parents being married, which is why I was certain I am not a bastard.



Thanks.



I reply to him.  These implants are handy.  I close my eyes, avoiding the bright sun.  My arms are still clamped around Joy’s waist.  I could do with a little nap too if I am going to be fucking her all day tomorrow.




◆◆◆




I pull the sheet down Joy’s body.  Its only been three days and her ass looks curvier.  It looks like three meals a day is helping her.  She had looked at all the equipment as she came into the bedroom last night.  She first looked puzzled before she took in all the straps and the position of the bench.  Finally, she looked at it with trepidation.  I could hear her every thought.  She has a special hate for the wooden paddle.  I don’t blame her.  I hope she won’t be making me use it again anytime soon.  I never used the Med-Bed for my nose.  It wasn’t broken and like my tattoo of her bite mark.  I want to remember all the fight my fiery little breeder has in her.  I can feel her anxiety about her family.  The people in the cabins had not been her parents.  The centurions had conducted a thorough search of the entire area.  And no DNA had been recovered matching Joy’s.  I haven’t told her yet.  I will wait for the right time.



Joy loves her sleep.



I move my cock away from her ass before I give her a resounding slap across the swell of her ass cheeks.  The satisfying loud crack of flesh upon flesh only makes my cock harder.



She jerks awake and rubs her ass before her eyes shoot daggers at me.   I am sure if she had been facing me, she would have launched her head back on my face again.



“Get up on your breeding bench.  It’s time.”



The fire leaves her eyes as she blinks at me.  I swear she has green eyes like a black cat.  She might be a mute but her eyes and face are very expressive.  She looks wary now.  Her thoughts slowly begin to filter through.



Oh, God.  What now?  He is going to torture me on that stupid bench.



She gets up and walks to the bench.  I can tell from her hesitation she doesn’t know how to get up on it.  For her first time, I want her on her back so I can watch her face and her pussy.  I get up and adjust the bench, raising the lower bar frame at the highest level.  This will be perfect to pin her legs open with.



“Slide onto the seat.  The frame is to tie your ankles to.  I need to keep you open nice and wide.”



Her soft pink lips fall open.  I move closer, slipping my tongue into her mouth, kissing her deeply by holding the back of her head so she doesn’t slip away from me.  Her tongue hesitates before she caresses it against mine.  I rub my hard cock on her belly while one hand holds her ass cheek, pulling her closer to my cock.  I can feel the throbbing ache in my cock.  Last night I held back from fucking her.  I wanted to save all my seed for her pussy.  My patience is gone.



I pull back and nudge her towards the black and silver bench.  She climbs through the frame and lies on her back.  Her head is on the headrest, her body in the thickest part of the chair.  Her ass is on the edge of the seat as her legs dangle down.  I lift them up one by one before using the padded restraints locking her legs in place.  When I look down, her pussy is wide open.  I use the lever on the side to push her legs towards her torso.  This pushes her ass further off the edge of the seat.



“Keep your arms on the armrest.  Don’t make me regret not restraining your hands.”



She slowly nods at me as I see her fingers grip her padded armrests, as if her life depends on it.  I frown at her.



“Do you want me to strap in your hands?”



She nods again.  All the time keeping her eyes on me.



I try to keep the surprise from my expression.  I don’t think I quite manage it.  Perhaps she likes me commanding her as much as I love having every aspect of control over her body.  I frown in concentration as I try to remember her thoughts while I have been fucking her.  I might need to focus more on her thoughts while I fuck her.  My hands automatically strap her wrists to the armrests.  When I move back to inspect her, I notice her wet little pussy glistening.



“Is your horny virgin pussy already weeping for its first cock?”



I graze my fingers along her wet pussy.



She doesn’t respond to my question.



I pull my hand back and slap her pussy hard.   I can feel her arousal cover my fingers again.   Her eyes are immediately on mine as she nods quickly.



I look down at her rosy pussy lips.  I smirk at her.



“I think you enjoyed having your pussy slapped, Joy.”



Her eyes widen, but she doesn’t shake her head.



She uses that word again tormentor.  Is that what she thinks of me?  I mull it over.  I guess I am.  If it didn’t make her so hot for my cock, perhaps I would give her a break.



“Joy, I think you love me tormenting you.”



I watch as she licks her lips nervously and gulps, drawing my eyes down to the scar on her throat.  I no longer see her as defective.  If anything, her disability only strengthens her.  Her tits rise and fall as her breathing gets heavier.  I wish I had more patience to take our first time slower.  I might by the second or third time.



I pull my hand back and smack her wet little cunt a further four times till I see her ass twitch in her seat.



I don’t hesitate.  I slap my hard cock over her pussy, using her own arousal as a lubricant.  I want her to watch me as I tear her open.  I use the lever on the other side of the bench.  I lift the back of her seat up so she can see everything.  It only pulls her legs closer to her torso.   



I thrust my cock along her open pussy lips for several moments.  By the time I am finished, my cock is soaked.



“Aren’t you lucky, Joy?  Your slutty little cunt is so desperate for my cock.  We don’t even need lube.”



I watch as her cheeks turn pink.



“Keep your eyes on your cunt, Joy.”



I say this before I grip my cock and use the tip of my cock to push into her hot, tight hole.  Glancing up at her and she is still looking down.  I push myself into her inch by inch till I hit her barrier.



“You know, Joy.  My cock is the only one that will ever be inside of you.  It will be my children you carry for the rest of your days.  My seed you take every single day for the rest of your life.  You had best get used to this now.”



I grip hold of the frame as I thrust into her hard, feeling my cock push through the flimsy barrier.  I hold myself still inside of her as she gasps several times.  Her eyes don’t leave our joined bodies.



“Good girl.”



Her pussy contracts around my cock at my words. I feel a slight gush of liquid.  My eyes follow the small droplet of blood running out of her pussy as it runs down towards her ass.  I pull my cock out and see with satisfaction she has covered it in her virgin blood. I had taken her butt plug out last night.  Today I just want her to feel every sensation inside her pretty little cunt.



I rub my cock up and down her pussy, colouring her all red.  Before I push myself back inside her tight little hole.  I sink balls deep into her with ease.



“Are you a good girl taking your first cock so well, Joy?”  I ask in a husky voice.



She still doesn’t look up at me, but nods slightly.  She tries to squirm on the padded seat.



Her asshole had been tight, but her pussy feels even better.  It’s as if her hole was made just for me.  I pull back and slam my cock into her, watching as it sucks it right up again.  I grip the frame as tight as I can before I begin to pummel her wet cunt.  The only thought in my head is to fuck my seed so deep into her cervix opening.  I reach down to play with her swollen clit.  Using my thumb, I rub it hard.  I feel another gush of liquid around my cock.  I continue to fuck her at a hard pace.  With each thrust inside of her, she grips me so tight.



“Cum for me, Joy.  Cum all over my cock.  Take my seed deep inside your cunt.”  I pant out to her.



I’ve never fucked anything so hard before, human or clone.  With each thrust inside of her, I can hear the slap of our flesh and the slight movement of the bench scraping against the floor.  I can feel my balls tightening as I continue to pound in and out of her pussy.  She lets out a muffled sound of some sort as throws her head back against the headrest as her pussy convulses around my cock.  Her cunt holds onto me like a vise.  I push past her tight grip and let go with a cry of my own as I hit something deep inside of her as I feel my hot seed spray her insides in pulses.  Each time she clamps down on my cock, it forces my cock to spit more seed deep inside her pussy.



I use my hand on the frame to hold myself upright.  This is the first pussy that nearly took me out.  The next few times need to be on the bed.  I look down at her messy pussy.



Fuck.  I need to get her to the Med-Bed.  I may need a few moments to recover first.



I look up at her and her eyes are closed, making me smile.  Unbelievable.  She is sleeping.  Strands of her hair are soaked with sweat.  At least I’m not the only one feeling drained.  I stroke her ankles before kissing her on the ankle bone.  I unstrap her legs to make her comfortable.  The Med-Bed can wait.  I need to get her on the bed and clean her up.  As I unstrap her wrists, a realisation hits me.  I want to hear the sound of her voice.  Her face looks so peaceful in her slumber.  My heart feels as if it is beating out of my chest.  I gasp to take a breath, panicking at the depth of my feelings.



Fuck.



I hope to God she never finds out that she has me wrapped around her little finger.





Chapter 14




Joy







I

 lie in the Med-Bed.  It’s my fourth time in the last week.  This time is different.  Elias asked me if I wanted my throat fixed.  I was uncertain at first and a little scared, in case it didn’t work.  He had great joy in calling me defective when he first met me.  I have always had to try harder than everyone else because of my disability.  Only my grandmother, parents, and Carrie never treated me like I was some kind of mutant.  He got a little weird after that and kept holding my hand.  I swear if I didn’t think he was a total dick, I’m sure it was guilt.  I look down at the pretty patterns of my tattoo.  I didn’t appreciate the branding at first, but I love the colours and the design.  It is similar to his but mine are more feminine.

The Med-Bed bleeps.  I’ve been in it enough times to know it’s done.  He kept shoving me in here, even when I didn’t need it.  He was convinced that I was sore.  I may have been tender, but I was never in pain.  Even after the initial first time.  He has fucked me numerous times day and night in the last week.  The only time he was away from me was for a meeting.  He came back within an hour and fucked me to sleep again.



I look up to see him standing there.  He pulls open the lid.  His hand pulls mine up into a sitting position.  His eyes are intent on mine.  I bite my lip.



“What’s your name?”  He asks with a small smile on his lips.



I give him a smile back.  It was the first question he had asked me when we met.



“Joy Montague.”  I croak out.  I have not used my vocal cords for over a decade.  I sound like a fucking elderly frog.



Elias lets out a chuckle.  He puts his arm around my shoulder before nudging into me.



“A cute fucking frog, though.”



“Carrie?”



He had told me my parents were fine.  He hadn’t mentioned Carrie when I had asked.



“She is well.  She was paired with my lieutenant, Roscoe.”



I don’t ask out aloud but I want to see her.  He doesn’t acknowledge my request.  Instead, he focuses on what is for dinner.  I try to reign in my disappointment.  I feel he is hiding something from me regarding Carrie.




◆◆◆




By nightfall, we sit on the cushioned bench, looking outside.  The lighting is beautiful around Obedire.  I would love to explore the older cities or see the ocean.  My grandmother had never seen it.  It was just described in the original books Jane had left us.  I hope my mother kept them all safe from the drone attack.



“If you want to see past the walls, it can be arranged.”  Elias murmurs into my ear.



My head swivels around to look up at him.



“Really?”  I ask, excited.  My voice isn’t croaky anymore.  I don’t like to speak loudly though.  It still feels so strange to have a voice again.  When I look at him, I suddenly remember what else is here.  Underground slaves.  What we would have been had we not left.  I turn my head back towards the window again.



Before he can answer.  I ask my next question.



“Is Carrie underground?”



I feel him sigh heavily.



“For now.  Yes.”



“For now?”



“Joy, there are a lot of things that have come to light since you have come here.  Matters that I was unaware of.  As the first sector leader, I have to tread carefully if I am to bring change to the future.”



“Will it make you less of a dick?”  I ask with a snicker.



I hear him growl at me from behind as his arms tighten around my waist.



“No.  That shit you get to put up with for the rest of your life.  Perhaps you need a reminder of manners with the paddle?”



“No.  I’m sorry.  Please, I don’t want to see that horrible thing again.”



He moves my hair from my neck before he kisses it, trailing upwards towards my lips as his hands come around to my front, pulling my breasts in his hands as he painfully squeezes them.



“Take your clothes off and go bend over your bench.”



I feel a shiver run down my spine as I instantly sit up following his command.  Pulling the ties loose in my dress before taking it off and laying it over the bottom of the bench.  He had got me an entire wardrobe, including all kinds of shoes that I had never seen.  Most of them I can’t even walk on them.  They have weapons sticking out of the bottom of them.  The one thing he seems to have forgotten is underwear.



I make my way to the black and silver bench.  He has had me in many positions in this contraption.  I climb over the bench and reach below me to hold on to the handles.  The bench tilts my head downwards while pushing my ass in the air towards the edge of the bench.  My breasts are crushed against the leather padding of the bench.



I hear him removing his clothing from behind me.



I jump when I feel his hands rub my ass cheeks to the back of my neck before running them down my entire back.  He smacks my ass hard.  The sound seems to echo around the room before my small cry escapes my mouth.



“Please, Elias.”



“Mmm.  Please what, Joy?  Do you need it harder?  Or do you want your pussy stinging from my hand?”



“I-I don’t know.”



He continues to slap my ass cheeks for several minutes.  I gasp as I grip the handlebars.  It only agitates him if I try to rub my sore ass.



“There, look at your pussy dripping all over your bench.  Doesn’t take much, does it, Joy?”  He taunts me.



I keep my head down, but I shake my head.



“When you are pregnant, I’m going to fuck your little asshole on this bench.  I’m going to strap your neck down and make you swallow every inch of my cock deep in your throat.  I’m going to spray my seed all over your tits and make you lick up every last drop.”



Vivid images go through my mind as he spits out his filthy words.  My thighs tighten around the leather between my legs.  I feel his legs behind mine as he grips my hair in one hand, pulling my hair and head back.



“Would you like that, Joy?  Do you want me to use you like a dirty little slut?”



“Yes.”  I cry out hoarsely.



“Good.  Because I will be doing all that and more.”



I feel his cock against my pussy.



He pushes the head in and out of me.  No matter how much I try to squirm or try to push back, he won’t go in any deeper.



“Do you need another load fucked into this pussy, Joy?”



“Yes, please.”



“Nice of you to remember your manners.  Do you know why you feel so hot for my seed?  You’ve been taking fertility drugs since you got here.”



I gasp as he pushes another inch inside of me.  Why am I not surprised he has been drugging me again?



“Are you going to take my seed like a good girl?”



“Yes!  Yes, please.  Elias.”   I cry out as he almost pulls out of me again.  I try to squeeze tightly around him to prevent him from leaving me.



“That’s it, baby.  I want you to use your cunt and squeeze out every drop of my seed.”  He says as one of his hands rests on my hip.



I don’t get any warning as he slams all ten inches of his cock inside of me.  Okay.  I might need the Med-Bed after this one.  I wonder if he can fuck me so deep it’s impacting my lung function as I can’t breathe right now.



His hand tightens in my hair, keeping my head upright.



“What did I just tell you to do?”



I use all my internal muscles and squeeze his cock as he groans out loud.



His hand leaves my hair as both of his hands grip my ass cheeks, pulling them apart as he pulls back and fucks himself just as deep inside of me again.  Each time he pushes inside of me, I grip him as hard as I can.  Sheesh, if this is the dicking I’m going to get after calling him a dick, I might do it more often.



He smacks my ass again.



“I don’t think so, Joy.  You want to cum all over my cock, don’t you?”



Is this a trick question?



He increases his speed each time, his hips slamming into my aching ass.  He slaps my other cheek just as hard.



“Yes.  Yes, I do.”



I squeeze myself around his cock again.  His hand reaches beneath me and rubs my pussy, but avoids touching my clit.  I just need a little more.  I can feel the beginning of my orgasm only for him to keep it from me.



Oh, God.  This is a new form of torture.



“Elias, please let me cum.”  I cry out in between his thrusts.



“Are you going to stay here with me, Joy?  Be a family?   Raise our babies together?”



I hesitate.  Not because this isn’t what I would like to have.  The fact that he is asking me.  Something about this seems very specific.



His fingers lightly brush over my clit as his thick cock continues to pummel my insides.  My mind goes blank.



“Yes.  Yes.  I will.  Just let me cum, please.”



He finally rubs my clit in circles his other hand gripping my inner thigh so hard I know I will be bruised but the bite of pain along with his deep thrusts pushes me over the edge as I sob in relief as I feel my orgasm rip through my body.  I feel my pussy contract tightly around his cock in pulses.  His fingers tighten around my thigh as he moans, his cock twitches and jerks inside of me as I feel his hot seed splatter my insides.  It feels as if he keeps coming inside me for a long time.  He collapses on top of my back, groaning as my pussy still spasms around his thick cock.



“I think you are going to kill me, woman.”



I don’t have it in me to reply.  I might have to sleep on the bench.  My body isn’t capable of moving.





Chapter 15




Elias







I

 am man enough to admit I can’t get up yet.  I feel the heat and sweat between our bodies as I take deep breaths.  I feel my cock twitch inside of her.  She has the hottest, tightest pussy I have ever had the pleasure of being inside.  I smile at her messy hair.  I think my proposal went well.

“Med-Bed.”



“Nooo.  I just want to go to sleep, please.  It can wait till tomorrow.”  Joy moans out in a muffled voice.



Her voice hasn’t been irritating in the least.  She doesn’t speak as much as other people do.  Her sweet tone of voice isn’t shrill and loud like her friend’s.  I kiss the top of her tattoo on her shoulder before hauling her upright, still impaled, on my cock.  My arms wrap around her middle as I carry her to the bed.  I push the covers away and sit on the bed before I steer us to our sides, my body covering hers behind her.



“Are you really going to keep your cock inside of me?”  She murmurs sleepily as I pull the covers back over us this time.



I wrap both my arms around her small waist.



“Yes.  This is going to be a new routine going forward.  You’re my new cocksleeve.  This way, if I wake up in the middle of the night for a fuck, I won’t need to disturb you.  Same thing for my morning wood.”



When she doesn’t reply, I lean over to look at her face and she has fallen asleep.



Typical.



I will the lights to turn off as I hold my little breeding partner.   



Soon to be wife.




◆◆◆




I wake up to Joy pushing her little ass back onto my rock hard cock.  My hand is on her hip as I sleepily push myself further into her wet little hole.  As my eyes blink open, the blinds are still down so the room is in semi-darkness.  Her hair is a tangled up mess running a riot between us.  I roll her over onto her front as I move on top of her.



“Open your legs and pull your knees underneath you, Joy.”



She spreads her legs and I help her by lifting her hips up so she can move her knees underneath her.  I pull myself out and I can see both of our cum smeared over my cock from last night.  I  slide back inside her in one smooth stroke as the pillows muffle her moan.



“You’re such a good girl, Joy.  Keeping my cock inside of you all night.  You deserve a reward.”



I pull her ass apart and spit on her asshole before rubbing her puckered up little hole.  My focus has been on her pussy all week.  I need to loosen up this tight little hole again.  I push the tip of my index finger inside her hole.  Watching it stretch open for me as I gently pull it out and keep pushing it deeper as I keep her impaled on my cock, rocking my hips backwards and forwards before I spit on her ass again.  I pull my finger out and this time push two inside her.  I watch her tight little ass strain to take them.



She moans and pushes herself backwards.



“You’re like a little feral animal, Joy.  Taking everything I give you.”



I pull back and thrust harder inside of her as I fuck her asshole with my fingers.  Watching both of her holes take me is the sexiest things I have seen.  Her pussy continues to soak my cock as her asshole continues to swallow up my fingers.



“Rub your pussy and squeeze your nipples as I fuck your tight little holes.”



She mumbles something incoherently, even her mind seems jumbled up with random words.



Her hands move to follow my instructions and she moves her face to the side of the pillow.  Her eyes are still closed.



“Did you enjoy being my little cocksleeve last night, Joy?”



I feel a wave of satisfaction run through me as her holes tighten around my cock and fingers.  She loves it when I speak dirty to her.



“I bet you wanted both your holes stuffed up.  Shall we get you your little plug again?  Keep this hole open for me too?”



She is moving her head on the pillow, nodding.



“Let’s keep these holes opened up for me, then.”



I focus on the task at hand.  My cock throbs as I keep pushing it in her pink, swollen pussy.  The lips of her pussy are glistening.  I keep my fingers deep inside her asshole as I continue to fuck in and out of her pussy.  It won’t be long till she is carrying our first child.



I use the fingers in her asshole to hold her in place as I fuck myself into her deeper and harder.  I feel her pussy flutter around my cock.



“Pinch your nipples harder.  If you don’t, I’m going to clamp them up again.”



That’s all it takes for her to cum all over my cock.  I pull my fingers out of her ass and use her ass cheeks to fuck her on and off my cock, ignoring her cries as I feel my balls tightening before I slam inside her again. I feel my cock erupt inside of her pussy.  My fingers dig into the soft flesh of her hips as wave after wave of sensation washes through me.    My cock keeps spitting my seed inside her.



I loosen my fingers on her hips.  I know I will have left my bruises on her, which is why I wanted her in the Med-Bed last night.  My eyes go to Joy’s face.  Her eyes are still closed, but she has a smile on her face.  I shake my head as I roll us both to our side again.  My cock is still stuffed inside her pussy.  I want to keep my cum plugged up deep inside of her for as long as I can.



We can have a brief nap.



It’s early, after all.




◆◆◆




We have a leisurely bath together in the large tub.  I can see the marks on her thighs and hips from my fingers.  She says it doesn’t hurt, but I told her as soon as we are done here she is going into the Med-Bed.  I have to drag her out of the bath, eventually.  She has only had a cold lake to bathe in and she loves the warm water in the tub.



I get some updates from Roscoe while Joy is in the Med-Bed.  Carrie still isn’t settling in well.  Roscoe has her on lockdown.  I had wanted Joy to spend some time with her.  If she cares for her, then she must have some form of redeeming qualities.  I doubt I will ever see eye to eye with the girl.



I pull away from the updates as I see the Med-Bed flash a green light.  The update comes through straight away.



It looks like her egg has been well and truly fertilised.  She is pregnant.



Petty as it seems.



I can’t wait to rub it into the others faces in the next meeting.



I look through the lid and smile widely at Joy.  She gives me a puzzled look before smiling back at me.  I can’t thank Jane Montague enough for being the brave woman she was.  Without these so called Ferals, this could have been the end of humanity.   



What good would our seed have been with no fertile women?





Chapter 16




Joy







E

 lias is giving me a big, weird grin.  In fact, he has been acting strange for the past couple of days.  The Med-Bed finally bleeps.  I wish he would stop sticking me in here.  I wonder if he would give me access to his implant.  That would definitely even things out between us.

He pulls the lid of the bed open.



“Never going to happen.”



“A bit unfair, don’t you think?”



“Have I ever given you a reason to believe I am a fair person?”



“Good point.  Why are you grinning like that?  It’s freaking me out.  You are usually angry, frowning, or both.”



His brown eyes actually twinkle as he continues to smile at me.  I use both my hands at the side of the bed to pull myself upright.



“You’re pregnant.”



My eyes fly to his in shock.



That can’t be right.  It’s only been a few days.  I place a hand on my belly.



“Are you sure?  How can you know so quickly?”



“This technology is very advanced.”



“I don’t understand if it is so advanced. Why couldn’t it cure all the people and clones?”



Elias told me in our 2 hour bath everything he found in his grandfather’s office.  I felt he was leaving a few things out, but I am glad he confided in me of what he is planning to do.  I’m not sure how all the people in the Wilderness will feel.  I am sure there will be reparations to be made.



“The technology that my grandfather used were nano bots. They destroyed the reproductive systems.  The regeneration and Med-Bed’s can only be used for natural ailments.  They couldn’t repair the damage the nano bots created and they couldn’t expel them from the body without killing the host.  The way the people were attacked with the forced vaccines, they had no choice but to take them or die.    The clones are like shadows of real people.  They have no soul and the tech is limited in what it can do for them.  I always knew the Elders were corrupt, but never to the extent they went to.  We have a lot of rebuilding to do.  We need to awaken people slowly before bringing everyone together.”



I remain silent.  It’s a lot to take in.  If it wasn’t for Elias’s father, none of us would have escaped.  He paid the ultimate price for helping us.  None of us would have been born out in the wilderness.  Now I have a new life growing inside of me.



“Let’s get you out of here and fed.  You must be starving since you wouldn’t get out of that bath.”



“Hmm.”



He scoops me out of the bed before setting me down on the floor and proceeds to pull me along behind him.



My stomach chooses that moment to growl out loud.



His head snaps around and he has a fierce frown on his face.



I can’t help but chuckle.



Yes.  This is his normal face.



He grumbles something under his breath before continuing to walk towards the dining area.  The bots will have food all set up.  I am famished.  It’s his fault I am this hungry since with he gives me all this extra exercise.



He grunts as we reach the table, but he still seats me down first before taking his own seat.



Well, this is going to be fun.



For me.




◆◆◆




I don’t get to see Carrie for another two entire months.  When Elias told me the reason, I could have bashed his head in.  Since he would know what I was planning, his head will always be safe.  Frustratingly so.



I didn’t see the same Carrie I knew.  Sassy?  Yes.  She was like a watered-down version.  It shocked me to see her follow every direction Roscoe gave her.  This is the girl who wouldn’t even listen to her parents.  She must have the same settings on her implant as me.



Since I have had no time alone with her, I haven’t managed to grill her.  She doesn’t look as if she has been beaten or subdued.



“You look happy.”



“So do you.”



“Why do you sound shocked, then?  I still can’t believe you can speak again.  At least one good thing came out of all this.”



I nod at her.  The men are sitting at the desk and we are in the seating area on the side of the room.  Every so often, Elias keeps looking over at me.



“I guess I never thought you would calm down.  Are you a clone?”



She snorts at me.



“I don’t think anyone could handle more than one of me.”



She has a point.





Chapter 17




Elias







I

 monitor Joy as she chats to Carrie.  I still think that girl is a wildcard even though Roscoe assures me she has been through all her training and the implant has worked well.  My attention goes back to Roscoe.

“You are sure you found them?”



“The DNA is a match.”



“Tracker?”



“Yes.”



I doubt Joy will be happy that I have trackers implanted in her parents.  It’s up to me to make sure she never finds out.  I need everyone out in the wilderness to continue living as they were until we have the millions of people we hold in each continent underground adjusted for eventual freedom.  Without my friends, this might have been an impossible task.



My eyes move back to Joy as she laughs with her friend.  I don’t think I could ever tell her the extent of atrocities Ethan committed against humanity.  Especially the children.  I want her to only be happy and healthy during the rest of her pregnancy.  I am proud of my father, who stood up to Ethan.  Maybe he didn’t know it at the time, but he saved our entire race.



I still need to tell Joy we are expecting twins.  A son and a daughter.  I have already chosen their names.  Easton and Jane.  Without our ancestors, they wouldn’t exist.  I couldn’t think of a better way to honour them.



I watch Carrie stroke Joy’s belly.



Maybe she isn’t a red-haired she-devil after all.



“When is the next meeting?”



I bring my attention back to Roscoe.



“In two days’ time.”



“And this wedding?”



“Everyone will be attending.  I have no date set yet.”



“Risky.  I will liaise with all the other lieutenants to ensure security is taken care of.”



“Thanks, Roscoe.  Artem is going to be marrying us.  I get a feeling that some of the others will do the same soon enough.”



Roscoe looks over at Carrie.



Not just the Elites will get married from the looks of things, there will be plenty of lieutenants becoming husbands too.




◆◆◆




We lie in bed as I stroke Joy’s rounding belly.  I have had the pregnancy download, but she seems to be irrational and overly emotional at the moment.  There was no way I was going to let her put any clothing on in our bed.



She seems content again.  There were very violent thoughts in her head only ten minutes ago.  She was very visual about what she wanted to do to me.  I am sure she has figured out how to use her implant against me.  I still feel a little green with the vision of my cock chopped off from my body.



Her hand joins mine on her belly.



“We are having twins.”



“What?!”  She sits up and turns around to face me.



I manage to keep a serious look on my face, but her green eyes are open like saucers.  I feel my lips twitch.



“I was thinking about Jane and Easton for the names.”



Her eyes soften.



“We are having a son and a daughter?”  She whispers.



I sit up beside her and put my arm around her.



“Yes.  It’s almost as if we have their blessings.”



I hear her gulp before I feel her waves of emotions and then her thoughts.  Her grandmother, parents and eventually kind thoughts of our ancestors.  I pull her back down in bed, turning the lights off.  I know she didn’t get to have her fuckfest nap this afternoon because of Roscoe and Carrie’s visit.  The twins are going to take a lot out of her in the coming months.  I need to ensure she doesn’t stress so much.



“I can’t believe you’re only telling me now.”  She mumbles against my chest.



“I only found out after your Med-Bed session this morning.”



“You really need to stop sticking me in there every day.  I don’t need it.”



“When I can control myself while I fuck you.  You can stop.”



I picture her from this morning when she was riding me like a wild animal.  I am surprised I didn’t crush her hips.



She doesn’t reply.  I look down at her in the darkness, only to  hear a small snore.



Typical.





Epilogue




Joy







“I

 am going to get the paddle out, Joy.”

“Sure you are.”  I sass back to him.  It’s the only threat he can use since he removed the electrical charge from my implant.



“You were supposed to become a well-trained breeder slave.”  He grumbles under his breath.



“Maybe you shouldn’t have married me then.”  I say to him with a saccharine smile on my face.



It’s the day of Celebration and I know he is nervous about the broadcasts. They will start once all the Elites and lieutenants visit their Inferno underground units today.  A joint effort across all 15 locations across the world.



It saddened me when I had seen the live feeds of the people living down there.  The accommodation and structures were immaculate.  They all wore horrible grey and white coloured clothing.  They just seemed so lifeless.  Carrying on with their daily tasks.  They cleansed their water supply of all the pollutants.  It took several months before I saw a change in their personalities.



“You are not going underground, Joy.  There is no further discussion.  You can barely walk.”



Did he just say that to me?



“What I meant was.  If anything was to go wrong, you can’t exactly run.”



It keeps getting worse.  The noise coming from his mouth.



He pauses.



This will be good.  Maybe he is actually going to think before he speaks this time.



“I can’t let you get hurt, Joy.  Not you and not our children.  You only have a week left, if not days.”  He says quietly.



I still say nothing.  All I wanted to do was support him.



He pulls me into his arms.



“That’s sweet of you, baby.  You are in the broadcasts.  You shared your family’s history and your story that in itself has been a massive help to me.  If I have to face people’s anger, then you shouldn’t be anywhere near that.”



“I don’t think their initial reaction will be anger, Elias.  I am sure that will come later.”



Even though Elias caused chaos when he took us all.  My parents were happy for me at our wedding.  Well, that and I told them I was pregnant with their grandchildren and they can’t kill their father.  I think people have a tremendous capacity for forgiveness.  Elias shouldn’t have to carry Ethan’s sins on his shoulders.



“Maybe I can put you to sleep before I go.”  He whispers in my ear.



I sigh before placing my hands on his chest.   



“No.  I want to be awake to watch you through the live feed.”



“Everything will be okay, Joy.  We are all going to create a better world.  The housing projects have almost completed.  By the time the broadcasting has been run over the next two weeks, people can choose to live in Inferno or live in their new homes.”



Elias has worked his committee members, lieutenants and bots hard to achieve what he has in only a few months.  There were some nights he would come to bed and be asleep in seconds.  That’s my party trick, apparently.



Roscoe is staying with me and some centurion drones.



“Can I at least walk you to the entrance?”



“Yes.  It’s not too far a run back to the tower from there.”



“I think I did the right thing when I tried to chew your arm off when I met you.”



He chuckles at me before he looks down at his tattoo bite mark.  In a strange way, he said he was proud of my spirit even though he stomped all over it with the controlling implant.  I don’t even notice it now.  He hardly uses it on me now.  No, I tell a lie. He uses it in bed all the time.  That, I don’t mind.



He takes my hand and we walk through the gardens.  So many people, bots and centurions follow Elias.  We reach the large sealed double doors.  He rubs my swollen belly before holding my face and kissing me.



It doesn’t take long for the bots to open up the heavy iron doors, and I watch on as Elias walks through the doors.   His stance is tall and proud.  The man who never stopped tormenting me initially, but now a loving husband and a soon to be father.



But most of all, he took the steps to rebuild our ruined world.



I feel the babies kick or punch my stomach or worse, one another.  My hands move down to my belly as I rub the side where I felt the movement.  I guess I had better waddle back inside to see what takes place.  Carrie and Roscoe join me as we go back inside.  The feeling of contentment floods through me.  After several years, I can look forward to a brighter future for us all.



The End…For Now.





Afterword


Hello Lovelies, ♥️



This dystopian series has been on the back burner for quite some time.  The story was never meant to turn out as it did.  I am glad it has turned out to have a brighter future than initially intended.  My belief is to every evil there is a great good in people that can come together to outweigh the bad.  The story might have the feel of some current world events.  That’s because it does.
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⚠Warning Darkest to date. MF, Degradation, humiliation, no boundaries, no safe words, pet play, caning, spanking, dubcon & breeding.⚠



This is NOT a romance. This is a villain’s story. This book is a disgrace. Not for the faint-hearted.



Aaron Lewis billionaire businessman sees Willow and decides he wants her. When she not only refuses but insults him he is furious. He lays out a trap forcing her to bend to his will. Five months of Willow being my little pet bitch will teach her the lesson she needs.



Willow Parker a barista in the city. It's a menial job but it pays the bills. When she is propositioned by Aaron’s staff member she is furious and rejects his offer of money and an illicit liaison. Now he is not only threatening her but with what she holds most dear to her heart. She just needs to survive five months with him...
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I’m used to blending in. Remaining unseen. I love living in the shadows. Recruited as a teen. I kill, maim and torture and I love the build-up to snaring my victims. The contracts are unique, as are the people but the end result is always the same. Until Katiana. It was simple. No witnesses, ever. I’ve never owned anyone before, Katiana is my latest experiment. I’m X, love me or hate me, I don’t give a fuck. You won’t ever see me till it’s too late.
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★Kindle Short Reads 4 Complete Book Collection★



Warning!



Breeding Her - The Dark Edition - Books 1-4



400+ Pages of Excitement



In British English some spelling will differ to USA



⚠Some or all books include blackmail, dubious consent, profanity, violence, manipulation, breeding and stalking. Small element of cheating in Book 1.⚠



If you are a sensitive reader, please Do Not Purchase.



There are no Hero’s here.



There will always be some form of a HEA. The journey our ladies face will not be an easy one it will be very LONG and HARD indeed.



Breeding His Wife - Arranged Marriage - Book One



Stefano Di Caprio has just become Capo of New York. His deceased, father had arranged a marriage for him. He intends to use this marriage for his gain, his legacy. She will conform or she will face the beast.



Caterina Abella is a carefree dreamer. Her Papa has put off her dream for years. Never divulging to her that her life is not her own to live, nor does she have the right to dream. Now she has 3 days to marry a cruel man who has very little regard for any woman. The only language he knows is violence.



Seeding Her Flower - Obsessive Stalker Book Two



Adrian Hawthorn a Tech Mughal Genius has an orderly life. Everything in its place. A routine for every aspect of his life. Until one day his existence is thrown into chaos. He sees a bright light inside Leilani so he does what any normal person would do, he follows her home…



Leilani is determined to bring her grandmother’s florist shop out of the dark ages. She is approached by Adrian Hawthorn a website designer. Is his proposition too good to be true?



Breeding Her On Holiday - Held Captive Book Three



Sara has actually won something for the first time in her life. A holiday to a private Island. She was bringing a friend, but she got hurt in a freak accident. She decides to be brave and go alone. She did not get the welcome she was expecting...



Daniel seen Sara. He is keeping her. Alone on his private Island with nowhere to run. He is going to make sure he breeds her every day and night till she gives him what he wants. Everything.



Breeding His Personal Assistant - Blackmailed - Book Four



Torian



She walks around the office as if she is a ray of sunshine. Smiling at everyone. Swaying her backside in her tight little skirts. Wearing her little camisole tops or see-through blouses. A man can only take so much. It's time to make her submit to her CEO.



Riah



My boss is so grumpy. No matter how much I smile or try and make him smile. He is always picking faults in my clothes or my work. I need this job, or I would tell him where to go. What I didn't expect was for him to bend me over his desk and tell me he was going to take everything that I've been flaunting to him. The CEO has finally lost the plot.




Devilish Demon (The Monster Series Book 1)






Kindle Short Reads ♥♥♥



Warning!⚠ Dark Themes.



This is The Monster Series.



Four Standalone Stories.



Dubious Consent, breeding, manipulation and humiliation. Will contain a small element of MFM as well as initial NonCon.



Please Do Not Purchase if you are a sensitive reader.



Asmodeus is one of the Princes of Hell. He has had many names over the years. One is always recurring. The Prince of Lust. When one of his minions finally find the descendant of the duo who helped bind and banish him. He needs his revenge. Leaving the pits of Hell to find her. She's going to be dragged down into Hell. He will degrade her in every way possible. For hundreds of years, he has waited for his revenge. He will ensure she bears his demon spawn. Tainting any future lineage.



Claudia inherits a house from a distant relative that she never knew had existed. Deserted at a church doorstep as a baby. She finally has some information about her roots. A handsome stranger appears at the property offering his help. In exchange, she must agree to a pact with him…



The Monster Series:



Devilish Demon - 19th of December



Venomous Vampire - 31st of January 2023



Psycho Alpha - 24th of February 2023



Arrogant Alien - 26th of March 2023
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