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This is a work of fiction. All sexually active characters are at least of 18 years or older. Any resemblance to events or people, past or present, living or dead, is not just coincidental but would be fucking surprising.

 

 


There is a FREE BOOK hidden in this text! Find it! 

Hi there. Nice to meet you. Since we're about to become intimately acquainted, you can call me Kat. I'm your friendly lesbian kink explorer, smut peddler and deluxe porn story author. My stories are full of wonderfully depraved lesbian domination, doused with a good dose of peeing, some rough fisting, stretching and hard insertions, anal as much as vaginal, a little bit of public humiliation, abuse and degradation, with the occasional spanking and bondage, sometimes coupled with some gratuitous sperm play in my rare bisexual moments and, of course, all of that with lots and lots of beautiful, regular, naughty and oh-so-willing women.  

 

I know, you're impressed already, right? So before you dive in and delve deep into the story and your own orifices, let me use this precious moment of your time to tell you how you can get some FREE, SELECT books of mine by just subscribing to my newsletter HERE. Also included are regular updates on new stories and sales, and the occasional little gift. Yeah, I know, like you needed any more incentives, but that's just how generous I am. 

 

Well. Let me get out of your way, then, so nothing may stand anymore between you and orgasmic bliss.

 

Enjoy,

Kat

 

P.S.:

 

CLICK THE FUCKING LINK TO GET YOUR FREE BOOK ALREADY! 
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Hex


Prologue

The priestess' cottage was built on the edge of the village. Half-hidden between shrubs and thick trees, it looked like it had become part of the soil. Its roof reached all the way down to the ground and was overgrown with moss and grass, while a thick oak tree seemed to grow right out of it towards the back.

 

Though I've lived there for most of my life, my eyes would still sometimes miss it when I came back from the village, or from gathering herbs in the forest. The priestess had taken me in after my father had died in battle and my mother could no longer take care of all six of her children. I was to become the next priestess of the village, when the elder Ala would eventually be too old for it - which seemed to be still many long years away, as she was still vibrant and agile and would perform her duties with ease and experience.

 

Ala was a priestess of Kilegaard, the she-spirit that gives life and health and warmth and body. Her duties were to ensure the good health of my people, the Teneral. She was the keeper of the secrets of body, wind and voice, and in the years she had raised me, she taught me everything she knew: How to heal the body from illness, wounds and death, how to make it powerful, fertile and lithe, how to read the wind for rain and thunder, how to make the soil grow good crops, and how to talk to spirits and men and make them bend to my will. And now that I was grown into a woman, it was time for me to leave the village for the journey the priestesses would take to bring back new knowledge, new goods and new relations for our people, which would be prosperous for both my village, and the Teneral as a whole. 

 

It was the first warm day of spring, the traditional feast of spirits, when Ala would call all the grown women of the village to give themselves to Kilegaard, making sure the year would be fertile, happy and wholesome. We had gathered at the clearing just beyond our cottage, where a small spring formed a pond before running away as a rippling brook. I glanced around. There were 20 women present, my mother and sister among them. Being just a year younger than me, she seemed to be the youngest one, while the rest were a few older girls and all of the elder women of the village.

 

We were forming a circle around the pond and Ala stepped forward. She was dressed in the garb of Kilegaard, called 'Keli' - a simple, loose sheet of cloth that was worn like a cloak, tied loosely around her body and opening from the front. The priestesses of Kilegaard formed a sisterhood with certain traditions and rituals, one of the central ones being that the body of a sister of Kilegaard was sacred and not to be covered with clothes. So, for the most part and whenever we would do the spirit's duty, we were naked, and would only wear the Keli only when we were travelling or engaging with unfamiliar people.

 

The morning was just rising above the trees and warmth and light were flooding the clearing as Ala opened the strings that were binding the Keli together and let the garb fall to the ground. Her body was naked and soft, like I'm used to see her. Her black curly hair was held up by a silver pin in strong contrast to the pale white skin that was so typical for my people. Her legs were long and thick, ending in wide, round hips. Her breasts were firm and round and full, with large dark areolas around her long nipples. Her neck seemed almost too thin to support her head with the thick curly hair and the long, stern face. 

 

She raised her arms up to greet the light, glittering on her milky skin and shiny black hair between her legs, under her arms and on her head. She was very beautiful, my teacher. "Women of the Teneral," she said softly, her voice rustling like leaves on the wind. "My sister Sliven, who you have all seen grow up, has finally become a true priestess and a true woman. Step forward, Sliven," she said, pointing towards me.

 

I breathed in the cool, fresh air and held my head high as I stepped beside her, throwing my Keli off as I walked. Next to Ala I felt like a child, though I was slightly taller and chubbier than her. I felt the breeze on my white naked skin and in my pubes, my dark red hair was pulled up in the same fashion as hers, blowing gently in the wind. She stroked my arms as she stood behind me, caressing my skin with her slender fingers. "Sliven will leave us soon to travel the realms beyond," she said as her hands ran across my body. "So to finish her growth and guide her on her way, we shall give her the final blessing of Kilegaard - the embrace of many hands."

 

With that, she began caressing my back and kissed my neck, while all the other women came closer, hesitating, waiting for the right moment. Ala's hands reached around and grabbed my breasts, doing something to them that made me feel hot and flushed and my nipples grow hard and big. I groaned slightly and closed my eyes, letting myself go in her embrace.

 

She had introduced me to all the secrets of the body and had guided me many nights, letting me experience everything I had to know, but doing this now in front of all our village was something different, something... stronger. 

 

I sank to my knees when her hands wandered further down my front and began caressing my pubes. Suddenly, I felt another touch, on my left shoulder. Then someone stroked my hair. Another one kissed my cheek and yet another one - or was it the same one? - ran a finger across my lips. 

 

I kept my eyes closed and just took in the sensations. The fingers, pinching my nipples, running through my hair, playing with my slit, caressing my arms, my neck, my legs, running down my spine. Everyone started to explore my body in their own way.

 

"Now sisters," I heard Ala speak again, "give Kilegaard's new priestess your blessing, just as I do. Wash away her old life and let her carry your scent, as her body now belongs to all the Teneral." I held my breath, knowing what was about to come and indeed, almost right away, I felt it. A light trickle on the top of my head, seeping through my hair, wetting it, the liquid running down my face and neck, warm and comforting.

 

I licked at it when the stream became stronger, tasting the familiar taste and finally opened my eyes again, looking upward where Ala stood with her legs spread above me, soaking me with the yellow water from her black-haired twat. 

 

I drank the last few drops and she stepped back, making room for the others to do the same. One by one, the women of the village had undone their pants and exposed their crotch for me, and I got to meet their pussies up close; the blonde, the black, the brunette, the red, the grey, with big flappy lips, little puffy lips, large clits, little buttons, all different tastes and shapes.

 

The first who did the honors after Ala was the baker's wife. Her red hair was a little lighter than mine, and thicker, and I began rubbing my face in her crotch as she released her warm spring onto it. Greedily I sucked at her cunt and drank as much as I could down, rubbing the rest of it across my breasts.

 

My friend Ossa was next, smiling at me cheekily and a little embarrassed. The ashen-blonde hair between her legs matched only remotely the yellow-blonde hair on her head and she caressed my wet cheeks with her fingers, then turned around and pushed her exposed butt back at me. I began to lick, slowly up her short little slit and further across her anus when she started pissing at me as well, a heavy strong gush, hitting my mouth and splashing down on my legs and crotch. I sucked at her hairy hole and swallowed the rest of it down, kissing her afterwards.

 

Then, one by one, the remaining women began to pee on me, showering me in warm, fresh liquid, as the light crept above the forest, giving it a golden glow.  

 

As I sat there, soaked and naked, Ala began to kneel in front of me, as still more women stepped across my chest, making me suck on their crotch and giving me a taste of their juices. I felt my teacher caress me lightly, muttering softly the words of the spirits, the staff of Kilegaard suddenly pressing against my opening. It felt warm, and I noticed a pulsing sensation, as if it was alive, when my body responded almost instinctively. 

 

My labia parted, without a touch, my pussy hole opened wide and invitingly, and just as the skinny neighbour woman filled my mouth with piss, the staff entered me. 

 

It ran inside my cunt, hard and fast, but unhindered, like it was just made for that singular purpose, spreading me, filling me up. I heard from others that the first time was supposed to hurt, that there was blood, and a tearing pain, but I felt none of that. All I experienced was bliss, elation, the joy of getting fucked, the feeling of finally belonging, of being whole. This is what I was made to be, I realized. I am sex incarnate, I am the virginless maiden of the mother of all mothers. And I am reborn in pussy juice and horniness. 

 

Ala thrusted the staff hard up inside me, or maybe it thrusted in by itself, I don't know. I just kept my eyes on the many pussies that spread above me and let myself get carried away with the lust, the feeling, the ecstasy. Was it Ala's tongue at my clit, munching at my hairy muff? Or was it something else? Was it Kilegaard, running through me, filling me with warmth, or was it the orgasm, shaking my wet body as it got fucked relentlessly?

 

I came, with the staff still inside me, my pussy clenching hard around it, and still it continued to move, thrusting, pulsing, wiggling in my cunt, filling it up as perfectly as nothing else could. I felt my juices spray around the sides of my muff, running down my legs and butt as I got pounded to the next climax, the sucking noises of my hungry twat joining those of my teacher's mouth as she thirstily lapped all my liquids, spitting them back into a bowl.

 

I groaned, winding and whimpering as I came again, stronger this time, and longer. The orgasm didn't seem to want to subside, or maybe it was several orgasms? I don't know. I lost all sense of time, all control over my body and finally, the thick warm staff was replaced with a thick, creamy liquid that shot up inside me, oozing out my freshly fucked cunt.

 

I gushed, my pussy pumping out creamy cum, squirting juice, piss, horniness, anything that got pounded out of me. Ala caught it all in the brass bowl that she had placed under me. “The maiden water,” she proclaimed, holding it high triumphantly when I finally stopped leaking and sank back in exhaustion. 

 

Through weary eyelids, I saw her walking from woman to woman, in a circle, giving each a sip of my juices, and finally poured the rest of it over her own head. Maybe it was the exhaustion, or the light, or the afterglow of orgasm, but for a moment, it seemed to me as if she became larger, brighter, like a spirit, like Kilegaard herself, with white translucent skin, golden hair and deep, black eyes. The women all writhed in ecstasy, wailing and screaming, the forest resounding from their orgasmic yells. 


Chapter 1 

The next thing I knew, I was alone in the forest. The Keli was laying on the ground not far from me, along with a pouch and a plain staff made out of the bright yellow wood of the Hvatar tree next to it. I looked around, but didn't recognize anything about the area I found myself in. Nothing looked familiar, and my village was nowhere to be found. 

 

This was not the departure I had expected, but it was just as well, I thought, slinging the pouch and garment over my shoulder and picking up the staff. I picked a direction, and started walking.

 

Having lived in the forests all my life, I instinctively followed the trails of the game, which I knew could lead me to food and water, so at least I would not starve. Wolfberries and nuts were abundant this time of year, and it was still warm enough to walk without clothes, so I didn't think  about dressing myself.

 

My instincts didn't lead me astray this time either, and soon I came upon a small clearing which bordered on a flat pond. The water shimmered friendly and inviting in the light of the noon and I was still slightly smeared from the morning ritual and sleeping on the soil, so a bath seemed very welcome. Without thinking further I dropped my few belongings to the floor and ran into the cool water.

 

It was very pleasant – shallow, but not muddy, cool, but not too cold, and it felt good submerging my body in it and wash the dirt away. I enjoyed the bath thoroughly and made sure to wash off all the remains of the departure ritual everywhere. In a way it also felt like I was washing away my old life along with that and now was ready for the long trek through the world, as if my departure was only now complete.

 

When I finally got back out of the pond, my things were gone. A light panic started creeping up on me; not, because I was very attached to the few belongings – the clothing was optional anyway and could, just like the bag and staff, be easily replaced. But it meant I wasn't alone, that someone had been watching me, or was still watching, and had tampered with my things not far from me.

 

As I looked around hastily, I went through all the possibilities in my head, that I could think of. Wild animals? The Vorphispups were known for causing chaos and destruction on occasion, but I couldn't find any trace of them. Indeed – other than my own tracks, there weren't any to be found. So, magic? Or some flying being?

 

A sudden burst of laughter tore me from my thoughts. It quickly became a loud giggle that emanated from the top of a nearby tree. I stepped closer and saw my garment and bag hanging from a branch, while my staff was lodged between twigs. Only when I was standing directly underneath, I could see the figure that sat almost invisibly in the tree.

 

She was small and slender, about as tall as an adolescent girl, but with the figure and facial features of an adult woman. Her skin shimmered green and she had matching dark green hair. She wore a skimpy, patchwork dress, made from all manner of materials, which only covered the bare minimum of her body.

 

“I hope you can climb,” she called down to me. “Otherwise you might have to stay naked.”

 

I pursed my lips and put my hands on my hips. “I don't mind that,” I replied. “Daughters of Kilegaard rarely cover their bodies.”

 

“Ooohh,” the woman answered with a fake surprise. “So you're from the Teneral, aren't you?”

 

“And you're from the Moon Alps, the Sylkphur, as it seems,” I said and eyed her.

 

“Ah, ah, Sylkphur, that's true,” she nodded smirking, but then looked at me as if she bit on a lemon. “But that about the moon? A lie, I'm telling you!”

 

I smiled. The Sylkphur were a strange folk. They lived reclusively in the depths of the forests and even though they liked causing havoc and mischief, they stayed among themselves for the most part and shied away from contact with other people. They were magical beings and not much was known about them, other than their ability to change size and shape. Among the Daughters of Kilegaard there was agreement, though, that the Sylkphur were also the keepers of arcane truths, that were connected with the night and the old tales of the stars. 

 

I looked at the small woman for a moment and then shrugged and turned to go. It was pointless to argue with them; just from talking I wouldn't get to any of their secrets.

 

“Hey, hey, don't just go,” the Sylk called after me. “Don't you want to play?”

 

I half turned towards her. “It's not a very nice game if it revolves around me getting ridiculed and made fun of,” I answered. “And besides, I truly have no interest in those things there in the tree.”

 

She fell silent for a moment and then climbed down the trunk with my belongings and came closer. Standing upright, she reached approximately up to my breast, so she might have been two heads shorter than me. “I'm sorry,” she excused herself and held my items out to me. “I was just bored, and didn't want to keep this anyway.”

 

I smiled and took the things from her hands. “It's quite alright,” I answered and threw the bag and Keli across my shoulder. “I don't hold a grudge.”

 

“I'm Vivi,” she said eagerly and twirled around herself.

 

“Sliven,” I introduced myself.

 

“What're you doing here, Sliven?” Vivi asked curious.

 

I tilted my head. It was unusual for a Sylk to be interested in a Teneral. “I'm a Daughter of Kilegaard and on my way through the world to bring wisdom and knowledge to my people,” I replied shortly.

 

She nodded. “I'm on my way through the world myself,” she replied, but looked a little sad. “So where are you headed next?”

 

I shrugged. I didn't know the area at all and even if I did, the directions were all the same to me. “No clue,” I replied truthfully. “To the next city, I guess. Where people are.”

 

Vivi scratched her head and then looked around. “Could we maybe go together?” she asked cautiously. “So it won't be all that lonely.”

 

I sized her up. “Is this another trick?” I asked mistrustful.

 

“No!” she replied nervously. “Nonono. No trick. Honest!” She put up the palms of her hands, as a gesture that she didn't have anything to hide.

 

“Alright,” I replied and stepped closer, until I ran my fingers through her hair. To my own surprise she let me proceed and even opened her lips slightly at my touch. “It seems you liked watching me bathe,” I said.

 

She blushed and looked down. “You… you're so pretty,” she mumbled embarrassed.

 

I smiled and bent down to her, until our lips touched gently. Kissing her lightly and carefully, I breathed in the smell of her skin. She smelled sweet, of berries and wood, and her lips tasted slightly of honey. When I pulled back, she stood there with her eyes closed and shook. “I… will you take me as a companion?” she asked anxiously when she opened her eyes again. 

 

I slowly stripped the halters of her tress off her shoulders, until it fell to the ground unhindered. Her slender body shimmered green in the light and she returned the touch by letting her fingertips run across my stomach. I felt a slight loneliness emanating from her, but also a lust for adventure and just… lust, in general. The small Sylk trembled from arousal.

 

“Hm, companion?” I asked whimsically and looked deep into her teal eyes. “And what do you want to accompany me with?”

 

She looked up at me and then grinned impishly. “With anything you want, Lady,” she replied. “Whoever has a Sylph as her servant, may ask for whatever she wishes.”

 

“Is this an offer?” I replied, just to make sure. Sylphenbonds were powerful alliances of which I had only heard of in stories before. Getting offered one just like that made me suspicious, as the Sylph were known to deceive just for the fun of it. On the other hand… a bond with a Daughter of Kilegaard was probably just as coveted and precious. And aside from that, underneath all of this there was a raw, natural, bodily attraction I could not deny.

 

“An oath,” Vivi said sternly and fell to her knees, where her head was now at eye level with my red-haired snatch.

 

I nodded. “The Sisters of Kilegaard seal their bonds with the waters of the body,” I replied.

 

Instead of an answer, Vivi just caressed my coarse pubic hair and rubbed her nose at my pussy, to inhale my scent deeply. Then, she opened her mouth submissively and looked at me expectantly.

 

I let my piss run straight into her mouth, which I filled to the brim, before she swallowed it obediently. Then, she put her face into the glimmering, squirting stream and covered skin and hair, until she was soaked from head to toe in my pussy spring. When the stream finally subsided, she opened her lips again, and started to straight out suck on my hole, slurping the last drops out of me and nibbling on my clit along with it.

 

I moaned and grabbed her by the wild, soaked hair, to pull her back apruptly. Not yet, I thought. Not, until I've gotten the same from you. I sunk down on my knees as well, nuzzling my chubby body against hers. When we were looking into each other's eyes again, I felt the hard nipples of her wet, small breasts against my own, her skin warm and smooth against mine. I kissed her, deeply and passionately, tasted my urine, my pussy, my whole mixture on her lips. Then I began to fall back into the grass and pulled her with me, until she was all on top of me.

 

“And now,” I whispered and nudged her nose. “Turn around and let me taste your slit.”

 

Vivi, shyly but obediently, did as she was told. She spread her legs wide above my face, backwards, facing my feet, and then slowly lowered her pelvis, until the tip of my tongue could touch her twat already. She was very hairy between the legs, with the same wild, dark green hair that was also on her head. It formed a thick bush all around her slit and a small strip of hair ran all the way up to her navel. 

 

I grabbed her tight butt with both hands and then pulled my face hard between her legs, where I snatched her musty, deep lust cave. She tasted almost as sweet as her kisses, but with an earthly, harsh aroma, which made my mouth water. I licked her extensively, to satisfy my curiousity, and then paused. “So,” I said expectantly. “Where's my reward?” 

 

Vivi looked across her shoulder ashamedly at me, her labia trembling above my lips and her small, dark butt hole started twitching rythmically. I felt that she wanted to hold something back, but was bound to my instructions at the same time. Finally, it burst out of her: A gush of clear, yellow piss poured down on me; more, than I had expected from a small woman like her.

 

After the first wave had swept across my face, I opened my lips and caught the rest in my mouth. A tart, salty taste filled my mouth and I drank greedily of the Sylken libation, which ran warm and refreshing into my body. And then, while a few spurts still came gushing out of her, I thrust my fingers into her wet cunt and started fucking her as hard and merciless as I wanted.

 

She arched back and screamed her lust out into the forest, loud and shrill, as her pussy got drilled open with three of my fingers right away. It took a while for her to adjust to the larger fingers of a Teneral, but finally she pushed back against me with enthusiasm and let her cunt get fucked by me as hard and intense as I wanted. She got so wet that her pussy juice soon started dripping off her pubes, while I finally squeezed a fourth finger inside her, which gave her the rest. 

 

She fell forward between my legs and just let herself get fucked by me. Finally, she clawed into my own pussy and her fingers dug deeper and deeper into my horny piss hole. She became aware of her duties as my servant and tried her best to keep up with me.

 

Her small hand slid inside my wide fuck slit easily and soon she stuck almost up to her elbow in me, finally giving me the fuck I had been waiting for so long. We rammed into each other's holes unrestrained, raw and rogh, pounded each other from orgasm to orgasm, until we sank into the grass exhausted. 

 

“Well then,” I gasped and put my arms around her, as she snuggled against me. “You're my companion now.”


as of yet, unnamed


Chapter 3 

When Wenke came to, she shivered. It took her a minute to realize that she was naked, and another two to figure out where she was. Underneath her, the boat was rocking smoothly, but noticeably, much more than she had noticed before. She looked around at the empty cabin. Charlotte was nowhere to be seen, but the door stood open and outside she could see sunlight and a blue sky.

 

Shuddering, she stood up. Her limbs were like jelly and she felt like she was in someone elses body, but looking down at herself, it was unmistakably her – scarred, bruised and dirty old her. She stumbled to the doorframe and looked out, where she saw Charlotte stretched out on the deck, stark naked as well, to Wenke's surprise. For a moment she marvelled at the woman's flawless body, her smooth skin, her full breasts, the shaved slit between her legs, her slender legs – heck, even her toes looked perfect. 

 

Charlotte's eyes were closed, but she must've noticed Wenke somehow, as she addressed her as soon as the girl poked her head out of the door. “Hello,” she said. “are you feeling better?”

 

“Y-yes,” Wenke replied, her mind still fuzzy, trying hard to figure out what had happened the night before. “Yes, much better.” At least the Ashes Of Love were gone and she felt whole again. Somewhere in the back of her mind, memories began to stir, about making love with a woman. Was that real? Was it the razor? Was Charlotte that woman? Should she ask her?

 

“Very good,” van Diemen said. 

 

“Where are we?” Wenke asked. Looking around, all she could see on all sides was blue sky and water, calm, with white foam on the occasional wave. 

 

“Out at sea,” Charlotte answered. “International waters.” 

 

Wenke nodded, having no concept of seafaring and geography, but understanding that they were a long way from Amsterdam by now.

 

“What is it like,” the woman asked, still laying motionless on the deck with her eyes closed. “RZR. What is it like?”

 

“You didn't take any?” Wenke asked puzzled. “I thought you wanted...”

 

“I wanted to get it for you,” Charlotte replied. “You said you needed it. I got it for you. What is it like?”

 

Wenke scratched her arm, thinking for a moment. Memories, feelings, pictures of the last night were hovering inside her mind, mellow and mild, but behind them, something else was distorting the picture, painting it blood red. She shrugged, pushing aside the eerie feeling that began to creep into her mind. “It's like…” she started. “I dunno. Some drugs just make you feel good. Calmer, stronger, happier, funnier, more confident, less afraid. Others change the way you see the world – suddenly the colours are brighter, music sounds better, things taste better, smell better, are more… interesting. Then there's drugs that change the way you see things… and the things you see...” 

 

She swallowed hard, uncomfortable with the thought. “It's not always good. They may show you things you don't like to see, scary things, crazy things, things that are out of your control… Wonderful things, too. But… RZR is different. It makes you into a new person, in a new world, that's all yours. All of it is the way you want it, as good as you want it, and as real as you want it. It's the perfect place.” She shrugged. “It's hard to describe. Maybe like living in a videogame.”

 

Charlotte nodded. “How old do you think I am?” she asked suddenly.

 

Wenke raised her eyebrows. She found it hard to keep up with the woman's train of thought. Eyeing her once more, she found it hard to tell anything. Charlotte certainly didn't look older than herself, but her behaviour was unlike anything Wenke had ever seen in one of her peers. Then again, the woman acted different from anyone she had ever encountered, period, no matter their age. “Twenty… twenty five?” the girl guessed.

 

“I am fourty-seven years old,” Charlotte replied emotionless. 

 

“What? How...” Wenke asked surprised, then stopped herself, wondering if it was wrong to ask too many questions. 

 

“I am sick,” Charlotte answered. “I was born with a neurodegenerative disease which slowly deteriorated my muscles and nervous system. Ever heard of Stephen Hawking?” she asked, then continued without waiting for an answer. “Nevermind, he died before you were even born. He had something similar, just much slower. There is no cure for it, but fortunately, or unfortunately, I was born to a very wealthy family, and so even though my body couldn't be cured, it could at least be… replaced.” 

 

Wenke looked at her puzzled. “What do you mean?” she asked.

 

“My failing muscles were replaced by nanomusculature, my frail bones with aluminum steel, my nerves… well, most of my nervous system got taken over by a neuroprocessor. I am 95% synthetic, a machine.” Charlotte finally opened her eyes, sat up and looked straight at Wenke. “What you experience with razor is what my life is all the time, every day. My mind is constantly drugged to subdue the pain of a non-human body, the phantom pain of neurons that are no longer there, the sensations of senses that have been taken over by sensors. It dulls and sharpens my mind at the same time. What you are trying to reach with RZR is what I am trying to escape.” 

 

“What?” Wenke asked. “Why?” 

 

“To know what it is like to be human,” van Diemen replied. “I have never felt sexual urges, my hormones are controlled by biochips. I don't know about taste, smell, pleasure, pain, because my mind is only allowed to experience what my programming permits. I am trapped in this body, just as I have been trapped in my house for the past 40 years of my life. And then, I read 'The Caller' – do you know the book?” 

 

Wenke shook her head embarrassed. “N-no, I… I don't have access…”

 

Charlotte eyed her with a slightly tilted head. “You're a disconnect. Interesting,” she said. “Well, it's a fairly old book, and pornographic, but somehow it made its way past the filters they installed for me, and it changed me. It talks about a woman my age who begins to discover her sexuality and how it affects her and those around her, and I wanted something like this for myself.”

 

“So, last night,” Wenke asked, faintly remembering, “you and I, we… we...”

 

“I pleasured you, yes,” Charlotte answered. “Did you like it?”

 

Wenke blushed. She wasn't quite sure, but for some reason, she felt wetness between her legs. “Y-yes, I think,” she mumbled.

 

“Tell me, would you like it better with a penis?” Charlotte continued.

 

The girl shrugged. “I don't know. I like cock, but…” She paused, staring in disbelief as a small bulge was forming above Charlotte's slit, growing longer and harder into a penis-like shaft.

 

“Nanomusculature,” Charlotte explained, noticing her bewilderment. “It's flexible and shapeable. Do you want me to pleasure you with this?”

 

Wenke didn't answer, and instead eyed the woman's dick, coming a little closer to get a better look. It wasn't exactly a penis, it was missing a few charateristics, like the hole at the end, or foreskin, and it was very smooth, not veiny like the vast majority of cocks she had seen. “You can touch it,” Charlotte said, leaning back on the deck.

 

Looking into her eyes insecurely, Wenke reached out and ran her hand along the shaft. It felt smooth, and warm, and firm, maybe a little harder than a real dick… well, a guy's dick… hell, she didn't know what was real or fake anymore and ran out of categories to put things in. For a reason she couldn't explain, she bent down and put the head of Charlotte's cock into her mouth. It felt good, full, hitting the roof of her mouth and giving her an idea of its size and girth. The girl began to suck it, mainly for her own enjoyment, as Charlotte didn't quite seem to get anything out of it. Then she let it go again, dripping with saliva. 

 

“You can sit down on it,” Charlotte said invitingly. “I want to pleasure you once more, see what you enjoy, learn from you.” 

 

Not knowing what to say, Wenke remained silent, but straddled the woman's pelvis. All of this was much too strange for her to have any kind of rational response to, but she loved sex, cocks and intimacy, and Charlotte was almost insisting on it, so she decided she might as well enjoy everything she could get. She placed the fleshy head of the woman's dick against her anus and sat down, feeling it strong and firm against her sphincter, forcing it open and running, slick from saliva, into her asshole. If she was to fuck any way she wanted, Wenke decided, then she wanted it straight in the ass.

 

Charlotte watched her take the cock into her back hole, a tightening sensation coming from the penis-shaped muscles at her pelvis, as Wenke impaled herself on her cock. She watched how the girl began to ride her, back and forth, her labia swelling and wettening, until they were seeping out across her dark pubic hair, all of which she had tasted the night before. The woman reached down and inserted two fingers into Wenke's muff, scooping up the gooey liquid as much as she could, then inserting the fingers into her mouth, processing the taste. 

 

It was salty, tart, sweet, many things at once, and still matched no taste she had ever encountered. “Mmmh,” Wenke moaned, touching and caressing her small breasts as she was riding her, eyes closed, her nipples incredibly long and hard. 

 

“Do you like it when I play inside your vagina?” Charlotte asked.

 

“Oh yes,” Wenke replied. “My cunt. Fuck my cunt, please!”

 

“Cunt,” Charlotte said, repeating after her, letting the word roll around her tongue. “Do you want all my fingers inside your cunt again? Do you want me to fuck it with your hand?” 

 

“Oh fuck!” Wenke exclaimed, suddenly remembering what made her cum the night before. “Oh fuck, yes! Give me your hand, stuff it into my fuckhole!” 

 

Without a moment's hesitation, and much too rough and hard, Charlotte darted her hand down at Wenke's crotch and forced her hand, tightly clenched, into her slick, sopping, gaping hot gash. Wenke groaned deep and loud, feeling stretched and stuffed in both holes at once, something she had never before encountered. Charlotte's fingers wiggled and twisted inside her at an unnatural speed, almost vibrating, stimulating several places inside her vagina all at once, while her firm cock was drilling deep up her asshole, fucking her in her favourite way, bringing her close to a shattering orgasm. 

 

“Fuck yes!” she screamed, now bopping up and down on the dick, making it run its entire length into her ass every time she sat back down on it, getting it to hit her somewhere deep inside, where it felt so incredibly good. She came, shaking, bending forward, leaning on Charlotte's breasts, feeling them warm and full and big under her hands, looking into the eyes of the woman who fucked her so good, exhausted, out of breath, weak and shaking. Charlotte stopped her movements and pulled her hand back out of Wenke's pussy, followed by a gush of liquid, which just squirted out of her, unable to stop. The girl fell on top of her strange lover, resting for a moment against her soft, warm body, feeling the sun on her skin, listening to the waves, trying to forget the horror that begun to take form in the back of her mind.


Patriots in Private


Preface

Alright, let me write this down, just in case anyone stumbles across this text in a couple of years and wonders what the fuck is going on here. So. At the end of 2015, beginning of 2016, a group of militia men started an armed occupation of the visitor center of a federal wildlife refuge, in order to fight the “tyranny” of the federal government of America. Sadly, the tyranny didn't give two shits about it, and so the freedom fighters spent their days freezing in the cold, running out of supplies and generally being miserable. Through online videos, they kept asking for supplies such as “cold weather equipment” and “gear” (also, “socks”), and the internet answered by sending them a lot of sex toys. That's just how things go.

Now, this text, albeit entirely fictional, is a logical conclusion of these events, at least in my mind. It contains casual gay sex, gratuitous female masturbation and rednecks. Be warned.

 

No sex toys were hurt in the making of this story, though.

 

Kat, January 13, 2016


Prologue

Sally sighed and set aside her phone. On the screen, a Mewtube video was playing, showing Jethro sweeping a pile of garbage - mostly sex toys and other junk that people had sent them - off the table. The occupation wasn't going as planned.

 

It was one thing, when that no-good moneygrabber Sid took off with all of their cash, but it's another when the call for support for their legitimate and patriotic cause was answered with ridicule and, honestly, less than helpful gifts. Had Jethro not specified "gear" and "cold weather equipment"? What had floppy rubber dicks got to do with cold weather? People could've been sending socks, or something, instead of being such dicks.

 

Sally chuckled. Dicks, sending dicks, she thought. The joke amused her. She grabbed her phone and started recording yet another one of her video messages, trying to make people understand about the sincerity and importantness... importancy... the import of their cause. She was their spokeswoman after all. "Jethro and Sid have been fighting," she started, "and then he took off with all our money..."


Chapter 1

Later, when she pulled into the driveway of the Refuge, she was surprised for a moment. There was nobody on watch, which was unlike them. That fella Jimbo was always so vigilant, all professional like, being a military man and all that, just like his dad. He would always have someone on watch, to guard them from the federal government tyrannists who want to take all our land and stuff. Frankly, all of that was a little too complicated for her, but Jethro seemed knowledgeable and so she trusted his judgement.

 

The driveway was dark, the sheriff had gone for the day. Those federal types didn't hang around after dark, but you never know, Jeth had said. She locked up and walked to the back door, which was their secret entrance and usually unlocked. Not that they could've locked it, she thought. It's not like the feds had handed over the keys.

 

When she went inside, she almost tripped over the pile of packaging and discarded donations that littered the floor. She cursed, then sent a quick "sorry" up above, to make up for it. When she looked down, her eyes widened. She didn't know there were so many sex toys that people had sent. Curious, she picked one up that looked like a two-foot-long, double-ended pink penis, weighing and turning it in her hands.

 

She wondered how people use these, with it being double-ended and all that. Like a double barrelled shotgun, she thought and chuckled. Shotgun. Haha. A voice from the next room startled her. “Yeah, that's how you do it,” she could hear Bob say, muffled through a closed door. Those boys, she thought, always hard at work, doing things for the good cause, when she heard a slightly different sound right after that – something more like a moan, or a grunt. Startled, she scurried over to the door, and peeked through.

 

There was Bob, her boyfriend, wearing his flannel shirt and the warm wool vest she had made for him, the baseball cap with the eagle on it, and his jeans, which were weirdly around his ankles, while Jethro knelt in front of him, and looked like he was doing something there… His head bobbing back and forth? Sally looked closer. Was that Bob's penis? It couldn't be… or could it? It looked all hard, and, looking at it from the side, it seemed longer than she remembered? Maybe the boys just played around with the toys?

 

She opened the door and went in. Bob stared at her like a deer in headlights, and Jethro quickly pulled his head back, clearing his throat. Yes, it was definitely Bob's dick, now jerking and flopping by itself, as he stammered something, while she saw the shaft twitch and pulse, before it shot a load of cum on Jethro's gruff beard, leaving sticky globs. 

 

Sally grew furious. “You're a damn pig, Bob Clover,” she yelled, waving the floppy rubber cock at him. “A damn pig! Don't you think I'll ever be doing that for you again. And you!” she pointed the thick end of the dildo at Jethro. “You're worse than a pig! You're a pig fucker!” 

 

Slamming the door behind her, Sally stomped out of the Bad Luck County Wildlife Refuge and back into her car, throwing the dildo on the passenger seat and drove off with screeching wheels.

 

Chapter 2

Back at the motel room, she leaned against the
door for a moment after she had locked it behind herself
and just scuffled over to the bed. That
was it, she thought. The whole cause was a betrayal. Just like that
pig Bob, who betrayed her with that stupid, greasy, stinking mitia…
militarya… militiary guy Jethro. She turned on the phone and set it
to video recording. She was still their spokeswoman, after all, and
boy, did she have a message to send.



“I just checked on the guys,” she began, trying
hard to hold back her anger, and failing quickly. “And they're
doing great. So good that they're sucking each other off!” Her
voice got louder and less pronounced than usual. “Tha'ss right,
Jethro, you've been sucking 'f Bob! W' his dick in yer mouth, you
greasy pig! Fucker! Pig fucker!”



She was practically yelling at that point, getting
ever more enraged. Then, a brilliant idea came to her mind. It
instantly calmed her down. “You know what?” she said into the
phone, with a wistful look on her face. “I think I understand now
why everyone keeps sending them sex toys. So let me give y'all a
demonstretation.” She reached over to the long floppy dildo and
turned it between her fingers again. She didn't want to leave it
out in the car, people might think her indecent or something like
that, so she had brought it with her to the room, and now it made
for the perfect prop.



“So, Jethro goes on his knees, and he's got Bob's
dick in his mouth, like this,” she began,
and then slowly took one end of the dildo
between her lips. The girth and thickness of the
thing made her gag, and drool a little, but she kept moving it in
and out, just so everyone could see exactly how Jethro did that
thing with Bob. Everyone. “Everyone,” she said, gasping for breath
as she took the dildo out again. “This is how they did it. Sucking
each other like that. And then… plllrt.” She made a bubbling sound
with her lips, imitating the ejaculation. “All over his beard. The
whole sticky mess.”



“And you know, guys,” she
continued conspiratorially, “Bob's not even that big. I mean, this
here...” she wiggled the dildo in front of the phone, “this here's
a monster, compared to Bob. He's all tiny, like. Except when Jethro
sucks him. Then he seems to get bigger. Not a lot, but, y'know,
every little bit helps.” She eyed the dildo thoughtfully. “This
one's really good, though,” she said, after a minute of
deliberations, for the first time aware of how good the thick hard
knob felt inside her mouth. Mesmerized, she brought it back up,
licking it carefully before inserting it again, this time sucking
it slowly, enjoying the feeling of its tip hitting the roof of her
mouth, filling it all up.



Was it getting hot in here? Sally slurped and
sucked on the rubber cock, massaging it with her tongue, when
somehow, involuntarily, she reached up and
grabbed her breast with one hand, squeezing it through her s
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