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Slave One:  Dawn



Miss Dorothy Hubard listened to WCBS New York with half her attention only as she prepared for a business meeting. Miss Hubard was in New York to present her business plans to certain influential persons.



The news on the hotel-room’s radio was reporting another 1930s-gang-style murder; divers found another body at the bottom of the river with one of those cement weights molded to her feet. Yes, her; it was a woman, as were a number of others.



The news went on to say that some corpses were too far gone to identify, but those that were identified turned out to be anything from petty criminals to fairly notorious ones… And all women.



“Hmm” muttered Dorothy to herself as she hurriedly arranged her brief-case for easy access to written proposals and computer disks. “Some ass-hole woman-hater is on the rampage. If he runs into me, I’ll mop up the entire city of New York with him! Dirty rotten…”

But Dorothy’s line of cussing against an imagined woman-hating male was stopped short as the news went on…

“These gang-land-style slayings of women have been accompanied by horrible murders of men…”



Dorothy was in New York only for a “business trip”. Her home was somewhere in the wilderness of the Cascades Mountains of Washington State. It was way on the other end of United States; nearest towns were Seattle, Tacoma and Yakima but they were still distant.



Dorothy always listened to the radio of whatever city she was in. She preferred news or talk-show stations. Anyway, her rampage against the imagined woman-hater was halted by additional news from WCBS…



“These gang-land-style slayings of women have been accompanied by horrible murders of men. As you know, there have been occasions of Police or individuals finding mutilated male corpses. Arms, not cut off but apparently torn off by some powerful force, perhaps some kind of machine. Legs, genitals,  the same way. One body was even severed at the waist.”



“Geesh, what’s the matter with this city… and other cities as well!” Muttered Dorothy to herself upon hearing the disgusting news. “Not a woman-hater; an everybody-hater!”



Dorothy finally completed preparations of her business papers and left her hotel room. She took off on a bicycle; yes, bicycle, to the business meeting. She gave herself plenty of time.



What is this bicycle stuff? In New York? Although New York was once rated the worst city to use a bicycle, there are many points not considered. For one thing it has improved. There are many large bicycle clubs and advocacy groups. There are even places; routes; to use bicycles here and there.



Generally if one has good reflexes, is alert and strong, they can effectively use a bicycle in New York. They shouldn’t make a habit of it, but it can be done on occasion. And for Dorothy, that is just what it was, just an occasion.



Equipped with a special cyclist’s map and the route pre-planned, Dorothy had matters in control.



So much for the route and conditions. But… what about Dorothy, a woman, on the streets of  New York on a bicycle? Crime in New York is exaggerated. And its improving. Generally, on the cool, crisp, sunny October day this was, Dorothy would probably not run into any trouble.



But Lord help those that do give Dorothy trouble! Why? Well…



When she ordered the hotel room, she made sure they had a double bed, even though she was alone, and at least “king-sized”. She slept on it catty-cornered, that is, diagonally. Her bicycle: custom fitted with a chain more suitable for a small motor-bike. Her bike used two-and-a-half-inch thick mountain-bicycle tires. The frame was a heavy duty mountain bike type. At the airport she rented a Lincoln Towncar (very big)… and on and on…



All were special provisions for a powerful woman who stands six-feet and ten inches, and weighs 280 pounds! … when really trim; sometimes she tips out 300! Anyway, all peoples’ weight varies over a range, and hers is 280 to 300.



She has snapped countless bicycle chains due to the force of her legs. She can’t sleep on any bed without her feet over-hanging. Her bed at her home in the Cascades was built by her own hands… in her size. She has to buy custom-made bicycles with heavy-duty gears and chains to withstand the crushing force of her legs.



What does a 6-feet-10, 290 pound woman dress in? Anything she wants!



She headed out the hotel in fifty-degrees with a hip-hugging micro (not mini, micro)-skirt, no under-wear, and clingy, nearly sleeveless t-shirt. Bra-less, her nipples showed through. A large area of her firm and trim tummy and back was bare. Her yellow-blond hair was done in a bun-like feature that terminated with a long, sweeping tail down her broad back.



With each step she took as she walked her bicycle to the street, her thigh-muscles rippled with power. If her bicycle had a mind, it may have been thinking “Oh no! Here we go again! Curse the day I was purchased by this Amazon!”



And remember earlier when Dorothy muttered something about “I’ll mop up the entire city of New York with him…”? Well, believe it! She could do it!
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It was indeed a nice day for cycling. The morning started off at 42 degrees. Now, mid-morning, it was fifty-two, perfect for Dorothy. Being the big muscle-lady she is makes her very hardy against the cold.



She nimbly made her way down back-streets. The speed of the traffic was never greater than about 35 miles per hour, and usually around 25. Dorothy could do those speeds easily on the bicycle. Besides, it was a series of spurts… accelerate, stop. Accelerate, stop. Her brutally strong thighs and quads of her awesome legs handled this stop-and-go easily.



The result was she merely rode in the traffic, as if she was on a motor-bike. No small number of heads turned to take in this micro-skirted, muscle-wonder on her bike. Imposingly huge, watching her leg-muscles rippling, driving that bike ahead as fast as the cars was a side-show itself.



The buildings of New York reached into a cobalt-blue, “severe-clear” sky. There was not one cloud and seemingly, no pollution. Where there were trees, they shimmered with yellows, oranges and reds and littered the street with the same colors. The dry autumn leaves crunched under Dorothy’s bicycle’s wheels, a gentle cacophony of crackling as she pedaled along.



A nice day for cycling indeed. And Dorothy’s decision to ride a bike just may have prevented a suicide…



Dorothy now approached a great long bridge that would cross to New York’s down-town. Essentially, it had no provision for bicycles. Traffic was a little fast and hairy, and there was little room. Fortunately, there was a sort of service-walk-way. Dorothy had to “portage” the bicycle to it. But once there, she could proceed. The view was great, but she had to keep watch for big poles every twenty feet.



This placed Dorothy in a position down below the traffic. She could see more to her right than the cars could, but there was only bridge structure to the left. 



Dorothy had to go easy, there was not much protection against a wrong move and a long drop to the icy water below. On the service-way, she was outside most guard-railing.



As she pedaled along, she took in scenery and pondered her business presentation and associated facts and figures at the same time. She was only a quarter conscious of someone… to the right and ahead… and below…



All of a sudden, it crashed into Dorothy’s mind! “Whomever that is, she’s standing… no, squatting, right on a precipice; no guard-railing at all! My heavens, she’s gonna jump!”



Thinking quickly, Dorothy applied brakes hard, but just thought to not apply so hard that it makes a noise. “Can’t spook her, she may jump. Right now, she’s just thinking about it! Gotta sneak up…” thought Dorothy.



Quietly, Dorothy dismounted and leaned her bicycle against the bridge structures. She did not use the kick-stand due to the noise it would make. She took off  her cycling shoes. In bare feet, she approached the young woman.



As Dorothy approached, she saw this young woman was not lacking in the “looks-department”, especially cute looks. Shabby, worn clothes did not completely hide a compact little figure. She had “baby-pink-blond” hair, and, from as much as Dorothy could see from behind, a cute, round face.



Dorothy, now within reach for her large muscular arms, braced herself. Ever so quietly, with one hand gripping a strut, she reached with the other hand…



“EEK!” the little gal shrieked as a large hand pulled her to safety, into the bosom of a mighty Amazon!



Dorothy had the little gal in her strong embrace. She held the little gal tight against her breasts while gripping the strut. Dorothy’s big biceps bulged as she hung tight.



Despite being much smaller, the little gal put up a struggle to free herself that shook Dorothy around a bit. Because they were nearly a hundred feet over icy water, Dorothy had to hold tight.



“Let go of me!” and “Get away!” and other exclamations of that sort issued forth from the woman while she pushed, in vain of course, against the powerful force that held her.



“You’re not going anywhere, young lady, except with me! Now stop struggling!”

“No! Let go!”

“No way! I’m holding you tight! Killing yourself is useless! Even if there is some thing, some terrible thing that you can’t live with, you can not flee! Not even suicide! Any kind of flight will only delay the atonement’s that you apparently are being forced to make. If you kill yourself now, you will have just as bad a next life, if not a little worse, than this one! Now calm down! Let’s talk it over!”



Dorothy held the struggling little gal tight until she calmed. The little lady ceased struggling finally, seeing that it was useless. A huge forearm held her tight against a warm bosom. 



Calm finally, she looked out over the water. The arm held her and protected her, and the bosom against her back felt good and warm. She was shivering a bit.



The woman turned around within Dorothy’s loving embrace suddenly, buried her face within Dorothy’s breasts and began crying. Carefully Dorothy released her steel grip on the strut and led the woman away from so close to the edge. With Dorothy’s back against the structures of the bridge, she embraced the crying little lady with both arms.



The little one calmed down from crying and just stood in Dorothy’s protective hug, quiet. Dorothy patted and stroked her back; it seemed to calm her.



Finally Dorothy spoke, “Well now, what ever is the problem?”

“Oh… everything… no nothing! … it’s just me… I…” came the muffled answer from Dorothy’s breasts. “I’m just a worthless piece of fluff…” and she cried a bit again.

“Oh belay that worth or worthless nonsense!” ordered Dorothy, gently. “There’s no such thing when you speak of human beings! And you are always a treasure beyond price to the ones that love you. Now if you’re having some kind of guy problem, I know it sucks. But just put it behind you. You’re so cute, the bum doesn’t deserve your sweet presence. Give it to someone else!”



The little gal seemed to take that in. She stood quietly in Dorothy’s arms and seemed to enjoy the warmth being offered. She turned around again within Dorothy’s embrace so she could look out over the water . Her little soft hands held the big forearms of Dorothy. She felt the strength and sturdiness of Dorothy’s  forearms. She turned her head around and looked up into Dorothy’s eyes. Dorothy smiled. This little gal’s eyes sparkled so blue. And her pink-blond hair tasseled across her face made her like a untamed little creature. Dorothy held her a little tighter.



Finally, it seemed, this little lady suddenly realized she was in the hands of a really big woman. While looking up at her with big blue eyes and face still pink from crying, she said, “Just… who are you? To be so big and strong? When you first grabbed me, I thought it was a man! Your hand was so big and got me so hard! You’re so strong! And smell nice! And… and…”

“Okay, okay” laughed Dorothy. “I’m Dorothy, and I sell… well, that’s a long story. Let’s just say I’m a, uh, ‘business woman’… for lack of a better term.”

“But how come you’re so big? So strong?” the little gal asked again.



Dorothy laughed and replied, “Well, how should I know? Genetics I guess. I once was hypnotized for the purposes of life regression therapy… uh, to find out why I prefer… well, um, to make a long story short, the sessions turned out to be past-life regressions. Apparently in my last few lives I was a man. This is my first life as a woman in possibly a thousand years…”

“Wait a minute, you say you lived before? Earlier you said, something like, ‘If you kill yourself, you will live another life as bad as this one’? Or something like that…” Little gal’s eyes were wide with wonder now.

“Okay, okay! Let’s not get into that now. We got to get you out of here. Let’s get off this bridge then we’ll see about… either I’ll carry you on my bike or we’ll catch a cab to my hotel.” Dorothy ordered.



As they walked along the service-way back the way Dorothy had come, Dorothy continued, “Anyway, I don’t know why I am so big. My natural Parents are not to be found. I was raised by an adoptive family on their farm in Montana. That old man that raised me put me to work harder than his own Sons. Well I was stronger than them, so I guess I had to do more than them.”



The little gal commented as she walked next to Dorothy, hanging on Dorothy’s strong arm, “Ooo! With these muscles, I can certainly see why…”

The little lady was feeling over all of Dorothy’s arm that was offered for her safety from possibly falling. She felt over Dorothy’s biceps, triceps, and shoulders, cooing as she did so. Once she reached over to Dorothy’s bare waist and felt of that too. 



As they walked, each one of them confided more and more. The dainty lady was named Dawn. Basically Dawn’s background had been one of poverty and instability. Dawn had been in a little of everything including occasional running of drugs and “just a dash” of prostitution. Her Father was no where to be found and Mother drunk a lot and seemingly uncaring. Dawn had lived all her life in and around New York City.



Dawn and Dorothy seemed to need what each other could give. Dawn needed the big and loving Dorothy. To Dawn, Dorothy had all the good characteristics of both a man and a woman, and none of the bad. Dorothy was strong and protective… like a man. But yet, Dorothy was gentle, kind and nurturing… and smelled good… like a woman.

And to Dorothy, Dawn was an adorable treasure. She was both friend and vulnerable child, needing Dorothy’s protection and nurturing.



Dorothy forgot the time, so enjoyable was her bliss with Dawn. Dorothy whipped out a cell-phone from the bicycle’s packs and made some calls. Basically, she reported she was going to be delayed until after lunch. She paid for lunch at a respectable restaurant for all of the “business people” she inconvenienced by her tardiness. Everyone seemed okay with that arrangement!



With somewhat awkward, make-shift means, she rode Dawn to the hotel on her bicycle. At the hotel, she made Dawn take a bath and otherwise clean, fed and comfortable. Dorothy finally left for the business meeting. Dawn was alone to enjoy Dorothy’s loving arrangements and to contemplate all that she had seen, heard and experienced.
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It was not long before both Dawn and Dorothy knew where their preferences lie: Each other!



By that night even, they had their first sexual fun. In that hotel room, the dainty Dawn, wearing delicate, lacy nighties purchased by Dorothy, set about exploring every inch of Dorothy’s awesome nude body. Dawn felt over all Dorothy’s muscles. Dorothy just lay on her back, naked, while Dawn crawled and explored every part of her.



Needless to say, Dawn finally arrived to Dorothy’s big, steaming, wet vagina. By this time, Dorothy was reduced to soft moaning and gentle writhing. Her sexual burn peaked and she was ready!



Between Dorothy’s huge, heavily muscled legs could be considered a dangerous place to be; especially when Dorothy is writhing, moaning and even nearly screaming from sexual ecstasy. But Dawn’s delicate blond head seemed okay between those mighty legs, while she sucked away at Dorothy’s clit.



Dawn laid tummy-down atop Dorothy, legs spread, straddling her. From this position she sucked Dorothy’s clit, sending her into ecstasy.



Assisting Dorothy’s pleasure was the site of Dawn’s well formed and fair butt and cunt, all uncovered now. The nightie had been pushed up by Dawn’s legs for that straddling position. Dawn’s soft cunt contacted Dorothy just below her breasts. It felt warm, seemed to be throbbing, and wet. Dorothy felt over Dawn’s butt as waves and waves of excitement surged forth from Dorothy’s genital.



After Dorothy’s wailing, screaming orgasm subsided, Dawn giggled, fascinated by the, something like power, she had on her far stronger friend.

“Oh! Oh gosh!” Dorothy huffed, calming down, “That blew me apart! OH! That was really nice!”

“I’m glad you enjoyed it so much!” Dawn replied, smiling, getting up. A wet spot was left behind on Dorothy, just below her breasts, where Dawn’s cunt had been. Dawn changed her position to be next to Dorothy, tightly so. She laid her tasseled blond head on Dorothy’s shoulder and relaxed. Dorothy embraced her gently.



After Dorothy calmed down some more, she asked, “Do you… Well, do you want me to… do for you like you did me?”

“No,” came a soft, contented sounding answer, “Just let me lay next to you… And… and let me call you Silver Song!”

“Silver Song?” Dorothy echoed, intrigued.

“Yeah! Dorothy Hubbard sounds like some old spinster. I heard an Indian Woman called Silver Song once. I think that would sound nice for you!”

“Gee, thanks for the vote of approval for my name!” Dorothy joked. “Hubbard was the family name of those who raised me and, well, the old man called me Dorothy. Okay sweetie, call me Silver Song!” agreed Dorothy.

“Mistress Silver Song,” announced Dawn, “no longer ‘old Mother Hubbard’!”



Dawn continued clinging to Dorothy, now Mistress Silver Song, while Dorothy stroked Dawn’s back. Dawn said no more and was very still. Before Dorothy knew it, she heard gentle, dainty snoring. Dawn was asleep in Dorothy’s arms.
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Whatever Dawn’s problems or source of grief was before, it was behind her. She was clearly happy now and became Dorothy’s loyal friend and lover.



Dorothy was a bit concerned about her own unusual preferences being so well gratified, but later accepted it. It sure did not worry Dawn, and with so loyal a friend and lover, Dorothy was not going to pick apart this situation with analysis and worry either!



Dorothy completed business in New York. Because of the nature of the business deals and arrangements she successfully set up, Dorothy would be coming to New York City again and again in future times. Already, Dorothy flies to other cities regularly in managing other businesses.



Dorothy flew home. She purchased, on the spot and therefore at considerable cost, a one-way airline ticket for Dawn… to fly home with Dorothy.



Dawn was excited to see where Dorothy’s home was and what it would be like. While the plane flew over the Cascades of West Washington State, Dorothy, sitting one seat from the window to give Dawn the window-seat, pointed out, “Down there somewhere, amongst all those mountains, is my home.”



The plane landed in Seattle’s Seatac Airport. Dorothy’s aging Ford Tempo was in the airport’s parking garage. What took the airplane 20 easy minutes took over two hours by car.



Despite the car’s age, the engine was exceedingly quiet and it handled the mountain climbs well. Dawn mentioned this…�“It’s electric,” answered Dorothy. “I had it fitted to an electric motor. I did the rest. It is kept charged at my house.”

“Man, that’s really something! I didn’t know an electric car would do so well. These mountains are murder!”

“One of my businesses I deal with is about batteries… and electric car research. I managed to get some parts from them for reduced prices and… uh… well, for reduced prices. You would be surprised at just what an electric car can do. I don’t know why they are not widely available yet… except normally they’re a bit expensive. And I think somebody’s holding them back.”



Dawn looked at Dorothy wryly. She asked, “Come on Mistress Song, tell me what  you were about to say!”

Dorothy asked, “About what?”

“The electric car parts. You said you got them for a reduced price and something else, then said reduced price again!”



Dawn was smiling at Dorothy, teasing her to answer.

“Okay you little smarty!” Dorothy confided, smiling, “Highly erotic dancing and… maybe a sex-favor here and there. Okay!?”

“Right on! You got the power!”, praised Dawn.
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Dorothy’s home was indeed way out in the boonies. After two hours of hard mountain driving, they were now east of the majority of the Cascades, about to enter Washington’s central area. There it is much drier, almost always cool, and either in the forest or among farms… especially apple orchards.



After a long stretch of dirt driveway, Dorothy’s house came into view. It was really in the middle of wilderness. There was absolutely nobody for dozens of miles. Snow-capped Cascades soared to the west.



Dorothy’s house was not so big, and did not look like a rich person’s house at all. But it had hidden expensive items…



“Notice, did you not, no wires? None, of any kind…” asked Dorothy.

“There’s some back there, behind it…” commented Dawn. Nothing escapes her sparkling blue eyes.

“Those comes from the solar panels out back,” explained Dorothy.



As it turned out, Dorothy’s house was so isolated, there was no telephone service or power service. Dorothy’s house was almost all solar-derived-electric… and some propane. A full duplex UHF link was used to hook up telephone to the nearest pole, 10 miles away. And in back, was a sparkling swimming pool.



Dorothy led Dawn in and treated her to refreshments. They both showered together, something they tried once at the hotel in New York. Dorothy had an excellent excuse… “This house has no electric service; all solar; gotta conserve!” Shower time was a time for sensuous exploration and feeling over of each other.



When the shower was done, Dawn headed for her beat up old luggage for some clothes. Dorothy just strode nude into the living room and sat down. “Come sit with me, Sweetie!” she called.

“You’re not putting anything on?” asked Dawn as she came in, slipping an over-sized sleeveless t-shirt over herself.

“No! Of course not! And you can… well…”



Dorothy stopped short when she saw how adorable Dawn was in that baggy, sleeveless t-shirt. She continued, “And you can just go ahead and wear that… but nothing else!”

“You mean, no pants, skirt or whatever?”

“Or undies! Nothing! After all, the t-shirt covers… it!”

“Not if I bend over or something…”

“No! Nothing else. You called me ‘Mistress’; very well. As your Mistress, I order you not to wear anything else!”



Dawn, with her baby-blond hair all tasseled as usual, just stood there a few seconds, smiling.

“Okay!” she chirped, agreeing and smiling big. She bounded over to the love-seat with the big, naked Dorothy and snuggled up to her.
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So it was… Dorothy went about her house and surrounding area nude, or nearly so. Sometimes she would only wear a shawl about her shoulders on chilly mornings, but nothing more. There were many trails made by deer and elk around their house. Dawn accompanied Dorothy on many long hikes or mountain-bicycle rides while so dressed, on those trails.



Dawn did not go for complete nudity at first, but very light, and usually flowing, clothing. Over time, Dawn’s clothing became more and more brief unless it was cold.



When Dawn first arrived, the yard was not manicured or managed. Natural grasses, weeds and bushes were the main features of Dorothy’s lawn. And of course there were no flower gardens… there were lots of wild-flowers.



Dawn soon fixed that! Dorothy was on trips often, or in her home-office on telephone and computer. Dorothy took Dawn on long trips, but many short trips Dawn stayed at home. And when Dorothy was in her office at home, Dawn did not enter or disturb.



During these times, Dawn slowly turned Dorothy’s wild lawn into in to one with orderly grass and many flower beds. Dawn did purposely leave areas of wild-flowers, however. The wild flowers were just too beautiful to be swept aside with no consideration at all.



Dawn improved her physical appearance. Already in fair shape when they first met, Dawn was however, just a wee bit chubby, but cutely so.



Dorothy worked out with weights. She could lift bone crushing weights indeed. Dorothy started Dawn on weight lifting. Of course Dawn could not lift nearly so much Dorothy could, but the exercise produced results that, especially men, could see.



The combination of weight-lifting and yard and house work transformed Dawn into a compactly curvaceous, pint-sized muscle-lady herself. She took to wearing skimpy bits of lacy, flowing clothing accented with many frilly, delicate see-through tassels and trims.



Dawn became very daring about her attire. She wore such skimpy clothes out in public, in city streets and the like, when accompanying Dorothy on her trips. Dawn also took up Dorothy’s tastes for Dawn wearing those over-sized t-shirts; with no bottom at all, not even under-wear. (Already it has been observed that Dorothy, at nearly seven feet at 290 pounds wears anything she wants. Add to that now, Dorothy’s pint-sized lover wears anything she wants… as long as she is at Dorothy’s side!)



Dawn became dedicated to serving Dorothy, or Mistress Silver Song as she called her. She cooked for her and kept house and yard for her. And Dawn could always bring Dorothy to the most intense orgasms Dorothy has ever experienced.



Dorothy allowed not Dawn to find work. Dorothy ordered Dawn to read, study, take up musical instruments or other skills, but forget about the commuting, job-world rat-race scene. “It destroys your spirit!” Dorothy would say, “It is just not good for you, physically or mentally.”



Dorothy had a handsome income from her business dealings; fortunately, but… “What about people who don’t have what we have? Or a big, strong protecting provider like you, Mistress Song?” Dawn asked with sparkling, perhaps just a tad misty, big blue eyes.

“Well sure, if one has to. But if one can find an escape, either like what I’m doing, or a return to farming, or that new trend, working at home, then go for it!”



Ever inquisitive, catching every detail, Dawn asked, “You said farming… You were a Farmer; why did you leave it?”

“Remember Dawn, I was never officially adopted. Just that old mountain-man put me to work when I ran away from the orphanage and showed up on his farm. When I said I was eight years old, he took one look at how big I was and my muscles, then right away gave me a home and put me to work. I was stronger than his own Sons even though one Son was older than me. Well anything was better than that old orphanage. Anyway, the bottom line is, the farm is not mine, and the old man and his Sons get drunk all the time. Plus that one year he almost lost the farm and I went to work in town as a strip-dancer to help pay his back-taxes. And then I went on from there… to today.”



It was much like Dorothy really was a Mistress with Dawn as her slave. But it was a mutually agreed upon arrangement, unspoken, and gratifying to both!
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Slave Two:  Alex



Dorothy, who became accustomed to the name Mistress Silver Song used by Dawn and Dawn’s royal treatment, was in Chicago for business. She was negotiating the purchase of a night-club, so this put Dorothy in what many of us would consider a “sleazy” part of town.



As usual on big trips, Dawn flew with Dorothy and was staying in the hotel with her. Dorothy ordered Dawn stay in the hotel because of the part of town Dorothy was going to. Dawn protested and reminded Dorothy, “…Remember Mistress Song, you’re basically a country girl. I know the big city and their ways…”

“Maybe New York, where you grew up. But this is Chicago, completely different turf. No, better stay here. I order it! I prefer to be by myself. Do you know I can run over thirty miles per hour? Someone would need a motorcycle to catch me. Usually, if something comes up, I run rather than fight. I have nothing to fight for, so why fight? So, I just scat! But I could not do that if you were with me!”

“Well, … okay… if indeed you can run that fast. But if you can run that fast, that’s faster than any Olympic Sprinter! You could join the Olympics!”

Dorothy answered Dawn’s sparkling eyes, “Nah! I’ve given it some thought. But I’m doin’ well for myself now. And I couldn’t deal with the Olympic discipline scene.”



So Dawn said she would stay at the hotel. Dorothy took off.



Like she usually does, Dorothy wore that personal “trade-mark” of hers, that micro-skirt, (and no underwear), clingy sleeveless top and high-heel shoes (makes her even taller!) in that clear Chicago autumn-day of 48 degrees and sometimes gusty winds. Turning heads where ever she goes, she headed for parts of Chicago some of us wouldn’t tread, and for dealing for the night-club.



As part of the negotiating for the night-club, Dorothy hung around while they went through their normal day’s and night’s activities. To see if the price haggled out was worth it, Dorothy remained to make observations.



Remaining also were a couple of guys, dressed out in black suits and 1930’s-Chicago-style hats. Dorothy thought they were interesting looking but, they were “enemy” negotiators. Dorothy was told they were interested in purchasing the club too.



Among the things Dorothy attended was an audition for male dancers. It was held in the late morning; a time the club is closed to the public. As Dorothy sat, mostly quiet, the women around her ogled, commented and decided whether or not to “hire him”, “maybe him”, or “not him”. Dorothy made her own observations while she watched. She kept them to herself. She did not want to influence the staff. She wanted to see what they do normally.



After a while, it seemed that what ever guy they liked, Dorothy did not like much. And what ever guy they rejected or said only “maybe” about, Dorothy did like.



Dorothy concluded that if she does buy the club, she better keep the employment of these ladies. “They seem to know what they’re doing better than I…” she thought. “After all, I seem to prefer relationships with women… like Dawn… My judgment for what most women would like in a male dancer perhaps can’t be trusted…”



So who was Dorothy getting hot over, or who not? And vice versa for the staff-ladies?

The staff preferred the bigger, heavier men, although not real heavy or “big-ape” heavy. They also preferred bolder men. The hooting from the staff-ladies rose in earnest when a couple of those guys actually had erections while dancing! This tantalized Dorothy a little, but she really found a different set of men adorable…



Dorothy liked the slimmer men, and men who appeared shy or not so boastful and conceited. There was one in particular, identified as Alex, Dorothy liked. Of slender build, six-feet even at 160 pounds, he danced in a demure manner. He was obviously too shy for this. Indeed it was not to the staff-ladies’ liking at all. A couple laughed a bit. One of them said, “He’d do better at an old-folks’ home with that number!”



Dorothy adored him. She wanted to shush those cackling hens, but restrained herself.



It was not due to Alex’s build. There had been a couple slimmer dancers that had gotten “maybe”s. One dancer that was a “definite”, had the same build. But probably because he was one of the ones that had an erection while dancing, he got hired!



And it was not Alex’s costume. The others mostly wore very brief bathing-pants-like attire for dancing. This shy one was the only one wearing a real g-string. Only his penis was barely covered, nothing else! That caught Dorothy’s attention as well.



Dorothy’s heart went out to him. After he was through (and the “biddy-committee” condemned him back to the streets), she kept thinking about him. Finally she felt she had seen enough and left… but not straight out. She went through the dressing rooms first.



Dorothy would talk more to the owner of the night-club later, but now, she had “pressing matters”…



Dorothy almost missed Alex. He was headed out the door. His clothes were shabby but… “kinda sexy” Dorothy felt.



He wore extra short denim-shorts all the way up to his butt. They were worn, threadbare and were ripped on one side, showing a little bit of butt-cheek. His sleeveless grungy-white t-shirt was also threadbare, torn and full of holes. It appeared too small for him. It let a large area of his tight tummy and waist show. And he wore this little clothing in that Chicago day of low fifties and wind.



Dorothy dashed to the door after him. By the time she got out, he was on a bicycle, headed off. His leg-muscles flexed and rippled with considerable strength as he began pedaling. Propelled by such muscles, he took off fast.



Dorothy followed, walking fast, not sure should she break into a full-tilt-run after him or not. Her quick, nearly running stride caused her micro-skirt to creep up her legs almost to where an onlooker could see her crotch with out bending down.



He turned into a small street… Dorothy followed, running just a bit so as not to loose him. She thought, “Eventually, I will have to run, with him on that bike!”



Dorothy’s following and interest may have saved him from serious injury from a mugging…



Dorothy was walking fast with big strides making an accompanying clack-clack-clack sound from her high-heel shoes. She was thinking of removing them for quietness and better running, but observed a lot of broken glass around; not good for bare feet.



Dorothy broke into another short run as Alex was loosing her on his bicycle. He rounded a corner. She ran to it then returned to walking. She continued walking fast. She looked ahead just in time to see two big guys wearing black sleeveless t-shirts and denim jeans jump Alex. The sleeveless shirts displayed some sizable, hard muscles, so those two certainly were not little boys.



“Gasp!” breathed Dorothy, aghast. The two guys, about six-feet-two and 190 to 200 pounds, seized Alex and pulled him off his bicycle. The bicycle nosily fell while they pulled the struggling Alex into an alley.



“STOP!!” demanded Dorothy as she surged ahead at top speed. Before those two guys knew it, a huge, micro-skirted muscle-woman soared at them, legs-first, with a high-heel-clad foot headed right toward the face of one of them.



“CRUNCH!” went the high-heel into his face, knocking him over flying. The horn of the high-heel hit square in his face. He was gone, out cold. Blood spewed forth from where his nose used to be. His body shook. He was probably dying. The other stood there for a tenth-second then took on a boxing position, apparently knowing this is no ordinary dame that came down on him. But too late! A huge fist, with smooth pretty skin, but huge, heavy and moving hard non-the-less, bashed into his face. He nearly double flipped backward and flew, landing noisily into trash-cans.



Those two were finished, just like that. Alex would have been out of danger had it not been for three more guys came out from somewhere to follow up the two vanquished ones. One guy wore a black sleeveless t-shirt and denim jeans just like the other two. But the others of the three that came out were… none other than the black-suited ones that claimed they were there to bid for the club too!



The t-shirted guy shouted at Dorothy, “Crusher! What are you doing here in Chicago!?”

One of the “suits” hollered, “That’s not Lady Crusher you dick-head! That’s some other broad! Get her!”



The two suited ones’ hats fell off as they entered the fray. The t-shirted guy and one of the suits grabbed Dorothy… only to be thrown. The other suit did have Alex but let him go to help fight Dorothy. All three came down on Dorothy.



Dorothy is big and powerful but one must agree, three people, each weighing just over 200 pounds, could probably over-power one person weighing nearly 300. Despite this, Dorothy still gave them a hard time. But finally, two of them, one suit and the t-shirted, had her arms while the third, also assisting holding out her arms with his arms, began kicking at her stomach. But he failed to watch out for Dorothy’s knees. “WHOMP!” went her knee right into his crotch. “OOOHH!” he moaned as he doubled over.

Without his help, Dorothy over-powered the two holding her arms out. Despite their mightiest efforts, Dorothy simply was too strong. She closed her arms together hard, pulling those two with them. Before they knew what else, their heads cracked together.



At this point, normally, most would have ran, but these guys were determined…



The one who had his crotch destroyed somehow managed to get up though wobbly at first. The other two stumbled a bit from their head-collision but quickly regained themselves.



They were not done. All three pulled big, gleaming knives. Then - “CRASH!” went a bicycle on top of one suit’s head. The pedal got him square. He fell limp. It was Alex using his very bicycle as a weapon.



If it were not for the knives, it would have been over. Dorothy proved her brutal strength and ability to fight. Now, with Alex having regained his composure, the Amazon had a slender but tough assistant. But the long gleaming blades made the situation touchy… until…



“CHUNK!” Out of nowhere, a big knife blasted into the chest of the other suited one. With blood gushing, he doubled over and went down. The knife nailed him in the lower chest, probably penetrating a lung.



That was it! The remaining one ran and vanished.



Where did the knife come from!? Dorothy whirled around frantically, thinking there might yet be another. But why would he take out his own man? Dorothy saw the reason but could not believe what her eyes beheld.



Standing there with a spread-legged, ready-to-fight stance, and with her over-sized, baggy sleeveless t-shirt, was DAWN!



Dorothy’s mouth dropped. She stammered out, “You, you… Did… YOU throw the knife!?

“Uhuh! I threw it. You two were in trouble! I don’t want anything happening to my Mistress!”



Dorothy stood there frozen for a second until Dawn said while running over to the man she just knifed, “Well lets get out of here! A couple of them are just knocked out, and that one that ran off might bring reinforcements!”



Dawn yanked the bloodied knife out of the man’s chest. She wiped the blade clean on his suit. She sheathed it into the holder under her baggy t-shirt.



Dorothy stared, stunned. “Okay! Lets go Alex!” ordered Dorothy to Alex finally… even though she hardly knew him… And conversely, even though Alex didn’t know Dorothy at all, he obeyed. Running aside his bicycle, all three ran out fast.



They all three continued walking fast until they were in a “better” part of town. Finally Dorothy scolded Dawn a bit, “I told you to stay at the hotel!”

“You would have been cut up by now!” Dawn said forcefully but in her usual soft, melodic voice.



Dawn continued, “Look, I told you, I know the big city and its ways. Sure, Chicago isn’t my turf and I don’t know it as well as New York, but there are some things in common… such as ganging up on somebody… and knives!”

“Okay, Dawn. And I thank you!” conceded Dorothy. “But where in heavens did you get that knife?”

Dawn replied, “I had it all along. You just never noticed. Its essential equipment for a girl who lives practically on the streets.”

“Wow!” commented Dorothy, “You’re a lot tougher than perhaps I figured!” She gave Dawn a sturdy hug as they walked along. Alex observed this.



Dawn continued, “I’m not tough, just a survivor. But I’ll tell you whose tougher than any of us. I heard one of those guys say something like… well, I think he mistook you for ‘The Crusher’. And his partner said she’s not the Crusher but some other broad and whatever.”

Dawn warned, “Mistress Song, I think those guys were Crusher’s boys, and they were after this guy here!” Dawn gestured with her head toward Alex, still following obediently.



“Crusher? Who’s Crusher? And why would he want Alex?”

“It’s a she and she is called Lady Crusher. She’s the meanest, hatefullest, most uncaring killer there is! You know what she wants him for?”

“No! What?” asked Dorothy.



“She likes slender men.” Dawn began. “She likes to slowly molest them to death. She’ll masturbate on them, rip off their arms, their cock, their feet and stick the various parts up her nasty old cunt. Had those men gotten him, he would be on his way to New York now, eventually to be sexually tortured to death by Crusher. The Crusher pays huge amounts of money to her goons to bring her skinny men to rape. She also deals and runs drugs… of course. Can’t run a gang without doin’ that.”



Alex heard of course. He asked, “Do you think they’ll come after me again?”

Dawn replied, “You’ve been marked. If you move way out of town and state, now, you’ll give them the slip. But if you stay here, they may find you. And they’ll be better prepared to handle anything that comes up… in the way of you protecting yourself. They were not expecting a powerful Amazon coming to your defense!”



Alex seemed genuinely worried. His voiced quivered a bit as he said, “But what’ll I do? I haven’t got a cent! And no job… hardly… except that one where I… well… no job!”



Alex cringed and shivered a bit. His sparse, tattered clothing did not help under that cold clear Chicago sky with wind blowing at 55 degrees. The wind blew harder due to the fact the three of them were crossing a bridge over a whole bunch of rail-road tracks and therefore up in the open. But a greater part of his shivers was the thought of a powerful gang-boss after him.



Dorothy replied in a strong and reassuring voice, “I’ll take care of you Alex. And… I even have a job; actually, many jobs, for you… If you want them!”

“Okay” Alex replied, his voice still a little squeaky from the tenseness of worry.



Dorothy thought of something, then asked Dawn, “Say, last year when I was in New York… and met you… the news on the radio had this thing about women found at the bottom of the river with cement things on their feet, and men, torn, not cut, to pieces. Was that…”

“The work of Lady Crusher?” Dawn said, completing Dorothy’s question. Dawn continued, “Yep! That’s her. Word on the street was, when I left anyway, she punishes her own men for disobedience or messing up by tearing them apart. And of course, like I said, she finds skinny men and rapes them… and finally tears them apart too. Women of her gang that disobey or mess up get sent to the river’s bottom.”



“Eesh!” Dorothy commented, then asked,

“You really mean that? Tear? Just… tears… men up?”

“Yes,” Dawn replied. “She is immensely strong!”



All three hurried to the hotel. Dorothy explained to Dawn briefly how she met him. Better plans and discussions would take place later.



z z z



With a huge, powerful woman he did not know at all, Alex entered a hotel room with her and her plucky little friend. His bicycle was placed in a locker on the first floor. The hotel room was fifteen stories up. It had a splendid view of Chicago and one of the Great Lakes.



The way Alex kept standing and looking around, he appeared to have never seen a room like this. Both Dawn and Dorothy admired his lithe, hard build. His shabby clothes showed a lot. His shyness and humbleness appealed to Dorothy and made Dawn feel safe with him.



Dorothy ordered him to bathe while she ordered lunch to their room.

Dawn asked while Alex was in the bathroom showering, “Uh… like, what’s he gonna wear when he comes out?”

“Shucks,” said Dorothy, “Just let him go naked! You’d be game for that, wouldn’t ya?”

“Well, uh… Yeah! Sure!” agreed Dawn, lusting.

Then she continued, “Mmm, but he’s so shy. He’s gonna want to wear something… I know! My big ol’ t-shirts! They’re men’s t-shirts anyway!”

“Okay,” agreed Dorothy, “Now, what of pants or something? Or maybe… Nah! Let him go bottomless! The t-shirt will cover it. You wash his little bitty clothes and when they dry, he can wear his shorts. Later, I’ll get more for him to wear.”

“Okay” agreed Dawn as she got up and began to enter the bathroom, but it was locked.

“Huh!” Dawn grumbled, “He locked it on us! A good looking hunk like that, a stripper, and he locks the door! So what is he, afraid we’ll see him naked or something?”

Dorothy laughed, “Hold on there, Dawn, we’ll get him trained. Remember, they rejected him for being too shy. He’s not really ready to be viewed naked.”

“Nah!” huffed dawn as she searched her suitcase for a bobbin pin. She found one and grabbed one of her over-sized t-shirts. “He did dance in front of you naked, so he can at least relax with us”, Dawn declared, “I just wanna wash his clothes, that’s all.”



Dawn straightened the bobbin pin and reshaped it… and used it to pick the lock. The door was open in seconds.



“Wow! Do we have a pro burglar or what!” commented Dorothy, laughing.



“Hey!” Alex’s voice reverberated out of the bathroom.

“Relax, hunk!” Dawn ordered, “I’ve seen lots of naked men. I’m just gonna wash your clothes. Here’s a t-shirt. Sorry we haven’t any pants. The t-shirt will cover your dick if you’re hell bent on not letting us see it. But you may as well relax. We both have seen naked men aplenty.”

“Good grief!” Alex exclaimed.

Dorothy laughed loud upon hearing all of that.

“Ooo! Look at this!” Dawn exclaimed.

Dorothy asked, “What is it?”

“Alex was wearing the g-string for the dancing as his under-wear! Cool!”

“I like that! Efficient! … And genuinely stimulating to think about!” Dorothy commented.



“Oh, come on!” Alex protested. But it was of no use. He was trapped with two sex-hungry women and he had to accept it.



Alex finished showering and had to dry himself, naked of course, next to a woman he hardly knew right in there with him. He slipped on the t-shirt. Because Alex was taller and bigger than Dawn, the t-shirt was more of a better fit. It barely hid… it… unless he pulled down on the t-shirt.



“Now go sit beside Mistress Silver Song.” Ordered Dawn to Alex. “Maybe scratch her back. She likes that. And relax will ya? For heaven’s sake!”



“Okay” Alex replied, shy and obedient.



Alex came out, hesitantly, pulling down on his t-shirt. He cautiously glanced up, looking for Dorothy. She lay tummy down on the bed. She looked huge! Her feet and half her calves over-hung the bed. She looked at him, pursed her lips and kissed towards him. She purred, “Lay beside me, Alex, and relax! You don’t have to scratch my back, just relax.”

Alex stood there a second.

Dorothy purred again, “Come here! Lay down here.” She patted the space on the bed next to her.



Alex approached the side of the bed, hesitated a second, then lay down, tummy down, next to Dorothy.



Dorothy turned to her side and propped up her head with one arm. The big  biceps on it hung huge, even though relaxed. With her other big, strong arm, she pulled Alex into her bosom. And so there he was, next to those big breasts, her huge chest in general, with only the thin material of her sheer t-shirt in between. She gently rubbed and scratched his back.



“Lay your head down, Alex. Relax.”, Dorothy said in a tone so dulcet. She continued to rub his back. Shortly, Alex actually fell asleep. Dorothy waited a while then carefully got up off the bed. The bed grated and squeaked when relieved of Dorothy’s 290 pounds, but Alex did not awake. Dorothy covered him gently with a large blanket to ward off that Chicago windy chill that seeped in even though the sliding glass doors to the balcony and other windows were closed.



Dawn whispered, “Darn, I thought we were going to have some fun with him.”

“We will, Love. Have patience. I’ll get him loosened up. But now, how about us? I could use a shower, could you?”

Dawn grinned big and replied, “Sure!”



z z z



Dawn and Dorothy showered, entertained and gratified each other sexually, and had lunch when it was delivered. They saved Alex’s portion since he still slept. And now, Dorothy was ready to go out again to make final purchase offers for the night-club.



“He still sleeps,” commented Dawn.

“Get naked and slip in under the covers with him!” Dorothy lustfully suggested. “Have some fun! Loosen him up!”

“Okay!” Dawn giggled.

“And feel free to… if you want; or if you can… get him going and plug you up! But use the condoms at first.”

“Wow, Mistress Song, are you sure?”

“You seem to have a hard time getting gratified by oral sex only. Maybe his unit will do it for you. Make him suck your clit, then let him plug it in! Have at it, girl!”

“Well, okay! I’ll see what I can do!” agreed Dawn, excited.

“See ya!”

“Bye!”



The door closed.



Dawn gazed a few seconds at the covered, snug Alex, still sleeping.



Dawn slipped off her t-shirt and… well that was all she had on. A little tired anyway, she carefully slid under the blanket with Alex and soon fell asleep herself.



That was the quiet before the storm…



z z z



Alex awoke at last, he was laying on his back… it took a minute but suddenly he remembered, he was in this luxuriant hotel room rather than the shabby place he lived at in one of Chicago’s poor areas.



And… he noticed a presence… Warm and snoring daintily was none other than Dawn. She was pressed tight against him. Her head of tasseled blond hair lay partially on his shoulder. One of her legs lay over his body and her arm embraced him, loosely, since she slept.



Alex lay still a minute, not wanting to wake her up, yet. He assessed the situation. He could feel now she wore not one stitch. Her leg was over his body completely… and her vagina pressed against his hip. Her arm lay across his chest.



He did not know quite what to do about this… other than just lay still, which he did. Indeed, Dawn felt good pressed against him.



After a bit, Dawn stirred, squeezed a bit with her arm that was around him and… thrust her crotch just a little, rubbing her vagina on Alex’s side. It felt hot, and deposited moisture. Dawn moaned softly a bit, squeezed again and continued dainty snoring.



So there Alex was, with a lovable warm lady, naked, pressed up against him tight… And seemingly hungry for sex. At this point, he began to “harden”, there was no escape. It is the natural and even expected result of a young man waking up with a hot and ready nude woman next to him!



Alex at last reached over to rub her bare back. She groaned and sighed daintily and squeezed again. She moved her leg that lay across his body up his body… and encountered a full-length, heavily engorged penis.

She shifted around some more, groaning. She appeared to be still asleep and merely shifting position…Then… she shifted on top of him… her steaming vagina found the tip of his throbbing penis… And drove it in!



Dawn began powerful, big thrusts, huffing and groaning. Her genital squeezed his as it coursed up and down, up and down, stimulating his.

Dawn’s thrusts became so powerful and hard, Alex actually became a bit fearful. The bed was squawking and grating, her vagina flew up and down his penis and seemed near yanking it off.



Dawn threw off all blankets as she screamed and huffed. Orgasm avalanched through her forcing out loud screams and frenzied thrusting.



Finally Dawn eased her thrusting allowing Alex to thrust his way below her. Now that she had softened, it felt so good to Alex, it became excruciating; almost unbearable. Dawn calmed and held her position over Alex as he continued to thrust.

“Wait, man! Have you gushed yet?”

“Ohh! Oh! Have I what?”

“Gushed! You know, dumped your wad!”

“Oh! Ooo! Not yet, but its coming!”

“Then…” Dawn began as she crawled up the bed and so pulled his painfully throbbing penis out, “…Better use this!”



Dawn used her teeth to tear open the condom packet fast. She rolled the thing on his throbbing part; it almost did not fit. She guided him back in and let him have at it.

Alex quickly succumbed to screaming, huffing hysterics as he dumped, twice, into Dawn. Between dumps, he did not slow or soften his thrusting. His penis became “rubbery”, rehardened and gushed.



He calmed… and Dawn just remained over Alex, letting him pump out his last shreds of ecstasy. Dawn finally said, “Fella, that felt great! OH! I’m going to enjoy having you around! Ohh!” and with that, laid down atop Alex, with his softening penis still inside her.



After a few more minutes he removed the condom and they cleaned up a bit. They returned to bed just to enjoy each others’ embrace. Before they knew it, both were asleep.



z z z



When they both awoke it was late afternoon. Only because it was a bit chilly did Dawn slip on one of her over-sized t-shirts. She fetched Alex’s shorts, dry now.

“Here, these are dry… if you want to wear them…” Dawn said, waggling her hips, “But… you could just go as you are just in case you… want in me again… Or… you could wear this…” She said as she spun his tiny g-string in front of him.



“Okay, okay, Dawn. I’ll just wear the t-shirt I have on.”

“Good! We’ll fuck again soon!”



Dawn made herself comfortable sitting on the foot of the bed and began asking questions of Alex.



After the fight and rescue earlier, eating, bathing and sleeping… then sex… later, Dawn had not the chance to really know Alex.



Alex had lived in or around Chicago all his life. His direct Parents were nowhere around and had been raised by an Aunt and “the street”. Extremely poor, he did anything he could to continue to live in the rundown room he was in. Erotic dancing, running a little drugs, bicycle courier and a little “male-prostitution” made up his work-history so far.



After hearing all this, Dawn reassured, “Well, your poor days have ended. Mistress Silver Song has taken you into her heart. Now, you will have anything you want!”

“Sounds good.”

“Sounds good? That’s all you can say? ‘Sounds good’? Maybe you did not hear me completely or clearly.” Dawn repeated herself clearly, “Anything, anything you want!”

“I’m sorry,” apologized Alex for his unenthusiastic response. It’s just that… no one has ever given me anything! Maybe I’m just having a hard time… well, not that I don’t believe it, but, I have a hard time sinking it in!”

Dawn smiled, understandingly. “Yes, I know. I had a hard time getting it to sink in too.”



Dawn tilted her pretty blond head, thought and smiled, saying, “Okay! Something specific! Lets say Mistress Silver Song is really Santa Clause! What do you wish for in particular?”



Alex thought a minute… Then replied, “Good meals! A warm bed. Safe from mugging, burglary…”

“Stop! Stop!” ordered Dawn in mock impatience. “That kind of stuff is basic! You’ll have all that, no problem! No! I want to hear something special! What fun, cool thing would you like to have?”

“Well…” Alex thought a minute…

“A computer! And an Internet connection! No, wait… Well, yeah! And I would like it with a jet-plane simulator! And I would like to learn to fly!”

“All right!” Dawn applauded. “Now we’re gettin’ cool! In other words, you’d like to learn to fly and maybe have your own airplane!”

“Yeah!” agreed Alex enthusiastically. “Especially some kind of jet!”

“Good heavens!” commented Dawn, laughing, “Too cool! I wonder how much a business jet would cost! Maybe half a million! That might be a little out of reach even for Mistress Silver Song! But I’m sure she’ll get you something smaller but nice, maybe a twin-engine something or other. But… you gotta earn her trust and love! Looks like she already loves you. All you gotta do is return her love and help me make her comfortable, feel good, entertain and serve her.”



Now Alex became curious about just who this Mistress Silver Song was and the situation. He asked, “Is she some kind of… master? And you’re a slave?”

Dawn laughed and replied, “Well, I wouldn’t quite put it like that… But… Well… Its all Love-based, I think. The only thing bigger and stronger than her awesome body is her heart! She loves me, and she’ll love you, and she will provide everything for you! You will not have to work; she doesn’t even believe in it… that is, not job-world work… You know, the eight-to-five, the traffic, the commuting, all of that crap! She sure believes in work-work… if you know what I mean.”

“Yes, I know what you mean,” began Alex. “The job-world sucks like there’s no tomorrow! Look at me; I know how to fix pipes, yet no one gives me a plumber’s job. I know how to wire houses. I know all the codes, the methods. Yet no one will hire me as an electrician. Why? Because of no high-school diploma or licenses. Suck-ass shit-heads!”

Dawn nodded her head in agreement, then said, “Well, if it were not for Mistress Silver Song, I do know where you could find such jobs even though you have no high-school diploma and all that. But… Mistress Silver Song will take you away from all that.”



Dawn got up and strode over to the sliding glass doors of the balcony and looked out. It was getting dark. The cobalt-blue sky had taken on a star-spangled deep purple over-head, graduating smoothly to a fire-orange just over the black silhouette of the Chicago sky-line.

Dawn pretended to announce to the whole city, and presumably, the world, “You here that? You had your chance! You rejected the skills of a fine fellow just because of stupid not having a diploma”

Dawn said that last part in a thin, falsetto voice shaking her head and body in perhaps a mock-nerdish way, poking ridicule “to da man” or the establishment.

Dawn continued, “And now… too late! Mistress Silver Song has him! He belongs to her now!”

Then, “phpht!” Dawn gave the establishment her best Bronx-Cheer!



Dawn then returned to the bed, sat next to Alex and gave him a tight squeeze.



In each others’ arms, they talked more about this and that. Then big, huge Mistress Silver Song; Dorothy that is, came in carrying shopping bags.



Immediately Dawn sprang up, ran to Dorothy and relieved her of the shopping bags. Dawn laid them on the counter then returned to Dorothy, but her arm around Dorothy’s strong, trim waist, then began rubbing her back.



Dawn led Dorothy to the bed where both of them sat. Dawn continued rubbing and gently scratching Dorothy’s huge back, bumpy with muscles. Dawn’s other hand rubbed Dorothy’s thigh. She laid her head of tasseled blond hair on Dorothy’s shoulder.



Alex observed with great interest. First of all, Dorothy was so fantastically huge and powerful. Her physique was magnificent and breath-taking.



And there was that ever-present micro-skirt. Alex thought to himself, “she really does business meetings in that?”



When Dorothy sat, her big, hair-framed vagina could easily be seen. Indeed, the sight aroused Alex. He felt it getting hard and long under his t-shirt. He continued to sit there, afraid to move lest it would spring into view. But Alex thought, “Perhaps that’s what these female sex-fiends want!”



Finally Dawn said, “Well Mistress Song, how did it go?”

“I purchased the night-club all right. I’m keeping most of the present management. But I’m still gonna have to make a lot of trips here. Just like that other night-club in Detroit. My air bill is gettin’ huge!



Alex shyly ventured, “Now that the night-club is yours, do you want me to dance there?”



Both Dawn and Dorothy laughed gently, then Dawn said, “He wants to get down on it!”

Dorothy then said, “Honey, I love your enthusiasm, but, you just don’t have the mind, the personality of a stripper. You got the body, that’s for sure! But, you gotta be a loud, conceited braggart, quite frankly. And you, so gentle, so shy and sincere, are not that type.” Dorothy smiled reassuringly at him as she said that.

“Come here, Alex” Dorothy called. When he hesitated, she called again, “Come on, cutie! Come here! To my other side from Dawn!”



Hesitantly, Alex, while pulling down at his t-shirt, stood up and walked in front of Dorothy and sat down beside her. Dorothy placed her powerful arm around Alex and squeezed. She asked, smiling, “Tell me, what are you hiding?”

“Huh?” asked Alex.

“You keep pulling at your shirt. Show me!” sang Dorothy.

“Uh, nothing!” replied Alex shyly.

“Oh, that’s okay…” Dorothy reassured. Alex was relieved. Then Dorothy added, “I’ll look!” and with that, suddenly yanked Alex’s t-shirt up - and out it sprang, huge, hard and throbbing!



“Oooo!” Both women sang! “Dorothy emphatically announced, “That would feel great inside me now! Ooo Boy! Look at it pump!” Dorothy spoke of Alex’s throbbing penis for it was actually pulsating, the hole at the tip stretched open and absolutely stone-hard.

Dorothy rubbed it between her thumb and one finger. That really burned at Alex so that he could not hold back uttering “Oooh!”



“All right, Alex, you’re not going to be needing this for the next several minutes!” Dorothy announced as she pulled Alex’s t-shirt off. This of course left Alex a hundred percent naked. All of his slender, lithe and hard body was bare for the two ladies’ enjoyment.



“Well Dawn, what do ya think? Can you sink all of this inside you?”

“I… I already did!”

“WOW! Did ya? That a girl! You really got all that in ya huh?”

“Well, you know me, little gal, big cunt!”

“Wow!” commented Dorothy as she stroked Alex’s penis again. “Man! Look at it! Its as big as my out-stretched hand! How can such a slender fellow have this big a unit?”



Indeed, the throbbing penis spanned from Dorothy’s thumb to the tip of her longest finger even when she completely opened her big hand.



Alex’s penis burned and ached terribly. Yet he was just a bit concerned about if it would be safe or not to have sex with this huge woman. Even little Dawn was rough. What would this giant do?



“Well, that’s it!” announced Dorothy, “I can’t take this no more! Come here Alex! Drill that in me, right here and now!”



Dorothy grasped Alex under his arms like a Mom picking up a child. With no effort on her part, she lifted and pulled Alex up the bed as she laid out on her back. With her legs spread a bit, Dorothy held Alex by his hips over her steaming crotch and guided him in. Both Dorothy and Alex groaned long and loud as Alex’s penis parted Dorothy’s vagina-lips and burrowed on in.



Dorothy did not even bother to take off any clothing. The shortness of her micro-skirt allowed Alex’s penis to reach her vagina easily. It was only a few inches up from the skirt’s edge anyway. And of course, Dorothy never wears underwear. And Dorothy’s tight, sheer t-shirt was of no concern either.



But Dawn wanted to be nude for this! Dawn peeled of her t-shirt, leaving her nude, and bounded up on the bed to watch and maybe participate as a sort of “accessory”. She might achieve orgasm herself just by watching and stimulating her genital by rubbing it on the edge of the mattress.



Driven hard by the intense burn, Alex pumped away into Dorothy, his hard butt flying up and down. Alex’s worry about the safety-concern of sex with so huge a woman was blown from his mind!



Dawn kneeled next to them watching, lusting. She felt of Alex’s butt with her hand while his muscles flexed and rippled pumping ecstasy into Dorothy.



Being so huge and powerful, Dorothy exercised tight controls on herself. She tried to lay there, keeping her arms out and over her head. She drew up her knees and spread her legs wide to make sure not to crush Alex between the two pillars of power that were her legs.



The burn surging from her crotch made it tough. Dorothy writhed, arched her back, moaned and huffed. When she arched, she would lift Alex with her like he was air. Just like for Dawn, it could be said between Dorothy’s legs during a sex-burn is very dangerous! But she managed to control herself.



It did not take long at all before Dorothy wailed and screamed powerfully from the force of exploding orgasm. She could not resist it. Dorothy grabbed Alex’s tight, rippling buns to ram him in her harder. Then she grabbed his hips for the same reason, to try and ram him in harder. Dorothy went on with more loud wailing and writhing as Alex drilled away.



Finally, she calmed down and allowed Alex to continue pumping. He had already dumped wads of physical love into Dawn, so this time would take him longer to climax. That was fine for Dorothy, it gave her plenty of time to reach orgasm, and now, she enjoyed the site of Alex pumping away as hard as he could atop her. On her massive body, Alex appeared vulnerable.



Alex flailed away as hard as he could at Dorothy’s cunt and groaned loud as climax hit him. One thing about sex with Dorothy, Alex did not have to worry about hurting her. She could take anything he could pound out!



Dawn was burning. She had watched this and tried to stimulate herself. She stood on her knees on the bed beside Dorothy and Alex with her hand still on Alex’s butt. She was writhing and thrusting her vagina slowly as if having sex with an unseen partner. Burning, Dawn had yet to find relief now that the action was over.

Seeing this, Dorothy calmly reached over with her hand to Dawn’s wet genital, and used her fingers to help Dawn “over”. Before it was over, Dawn huffed and groaned with nearly half of Dorothy’s big hand in Dawn’s vagina. “How can that little cunt swallow so big a thing?” wondered Dorothy out loud.

“OOOH! Ohh! You know, (Whew!)” Dawn breathlessly said, “It gets bigger the more you feed it! (Whew!)”



Dawn collapsed next to Dorothy and laid her head on Dorothy’s shoulder. Alex eventually slid off Dorothy’s tummy onto the other side of Dorothy. In this way, all three slept a while. They were awash in the peace of  post-sex gratification…



z z z



Later that evening, very late, the three of them had supper delivered. They were finishing up as Dorothy spoke more of the troubles of running two night-clubs.



Earlier Dorothy had mentioned it; something about having to make many trips to Detroit, and now, Chicago as well and a large airline bill. Dawn had something figured out because of this and because of how Alex answered the question of what would he like to have. Dawn restarted the conversation about the night-clubs.



“… so there’s those matters, and having to keep up with trends, and just plain having to check up on management every so often. Night-clubs make a lot of money, perhaps more for each buck invested than any of my other ventures. But they sure keep me hopping!” Dorothy prattled on.

“Yeah, a lot of travel, right?” asked Dawn.

“Sure is! I spend thousands each year on airline tickets.”

“Maybe if you didn’t always take me…” Dawn began to suggest but Dorothy interrupted...

“I gotta take you with me! I… I can’t live without you. My heart aches after only a couple days… You’re so sweet, entertaining and just the right kind of company for me… You’re essential baggage!”



Dawn blushed and giggled upon hearing that, then replied, “Well, what can be done? Other than moving to either Detroit or Chicago…”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Dorothy sighed, “Just put up with it I guess. I suppose perhaps my own business-jet might help, but gosh, so much trouble. Have to purchase or lease a jet, probably a Lear, hire a Pilot, on and on and on. I just don’t have time for that.”



By this time, Alex was “leaning” toward the conversation. His eyes open wide, he was obviously interested.

Dawn glanced over to him…



“Are you going to…” Dawn ventured, “To… did you say you were going to like, hire Alex? Or take him with us? Take him with us! Please?”



Dorothy turned to Alex, “It’s up to him! How ‘bout it Alex? You want to live with us? You’ll be a nice addition to our household! There’s lots of work, but lots of nice! You’ll get away from Chicago and, apparently, this Lady Crusher whatever and her gang. There’s a swimming pool, there’s mountain bike trails and hiking, beautiful scenery and weather… And…” Dorothy leaned toward Alex, her blazing blue eyes looking right into his, “There will be lots and lots and lots of sex! Two horny women always after you! Or you can watch us do each other! All sorts of sex-fun!”

“Well, uh…” Alex pondered, staring off… and smiling.

Dawn commented, “He has to think about it?”

“Shh” Dorothy ordered, “He has lived here all his life. It is not an easy…”

“YES! I’ll go with you! I’d be a fool not to!”

“All right! Come here!” Dorothy grabbed Alex and pulled him over to sit on her lap. He wore only that t-shirt so his bare butt sat right on Dorothy’s big legs, in her lap. Dorothy gave him a hug, “Mmm Mmm! So sweet! We’ll leave in a couple days!”



“All right! Great!” Dawn said with glee, “But now, you have two people to take with you on trips… or are you gonna let one of us stay home at times and…” Dawn began.

“NO!” Dorothy interrupted,  “You both go with me anywhere I go for more than a couple days. You two are my treasure…”

“Well, so up goes your airline bill!” Dawn reminded Dorothy.

“Yeah… hmm…” Dorothy pondered.



Dorothy continued, “Hmm! Man! Too bad one of you… One of you couldn’t be a…”



“A what?” Dawn asked, both impatient but giggling.

“Say Alex,” Dorothy began, “Dawn doesn’t seem to have the proper aptitude, but what about you, I wonder… You wouldn’t happen to be interested in becoming a Lear Jet Pilot, would ya?”



Score!
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Dorothy took Alex to her home in the Cascades with her. From there, plans for his becoming a Pilot began.



Briefly, Dorothy found an excellent Flight School for him in Colorado. In order to be together during Alex’s “school-days”, they rented a house and lived there. On many weekends they would fly back home.



But of course, there were Dorothy’s many trips. Alex had to stay behind for classes. The excellent and comprehensive Flight School included all theory, ground and air training, everything. They turned out excellent pro Pilots. Schedule was tight. Alex had no choice but to stay behind when Dorothy went on trips.



Dawn was always the one that had to be decided upon. She was torn between accompanying Mistress on her trips or staying with Alex.



Alex helped decide; “Mistress always comes first! You go with her Dawn! She needs you! I need you all to, but shucks, I’ve lived all my life in that environment I was in, I can take a few days. And I got my books and my planes!”



The school took a full year. By that time, Dorothy had already leased an actual Lear Jet. In fact, Alex wound up his final training and exam hours piloting it.



It was nice to be living home in the Cascades again. The Lear Jet was hangared in an airport some miles west of Spokane, Washington which was actually a far easier drive to get to than Seattle or Bellevue.



From then on, when they had a business trip, they flew the friendly skies of Alex! And, of course, the two sex-hungry women made some adjustments as soon as they could get the “establishment”-world out of their lives… (For a few months, Alex still had to actually fly in the right-seat, co-piloting to a more Senior Pilot in Alex’s own jet. FAA rules about the flight-hours.) But as soon as that Gentleman was done, and Alex flying himself and in that coveted left seat, off came his clothes!



Alex protested at first… a little… you don’t protest a whole lot to a 290 pound muscle woman! Alex wanted to wear that Pilot’s uniform. The ladies wanted him to wear a g-string, and, sometimes, maybe a skimpy t-shirt… but they did allow him the Pilot’s hat.
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Several months more or less blissfully went by. (More or less because Dorothy’s businesses really kept her busy and fast-paced.) Alex was their pilot, private dancer, and supply of penis-based sex.



When not piloting, Alex helped Dawn with house up-keep. His larger size helped when there was heavy lifting and hauling to do.



Alex, ever interested in bicycles and cycling, came up with, as he put it and Dawn agreed, “a way cool idea to serve and entertain Mistress Song!” Alex located a source of pedicabs and rickshaws. He ordered and assembled one of each.



A pedicab is a big three-wheeled bike with a (for the model he obtained) luxuriant seat, tape and CD-player, compartment for carrying refreshments, and complete “convertible” top for rainy or too sunny weather.



The rickshaw is simply a hand-pulled device where the puller simply walks or runs, pulling it. This one too had a stereo-player and convertible top. The rickshaw was especially good for dirt trails and easy going sight seeing.



Indeed, Mistress enjoyed these devices greatly. She even occasionally ordered Dawn and Alex (both, at the same time) in the seat as passengers and she pedaled (or pulled). Her great strength made it easy for her.



Indeed, it was a Slave-Master situation. But it was a very loving type, and mutually enjoyable and warm to all three.
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Slave Three:  Hot Girl



All you males reading this story, have you ever been ordered to fuck a woman? Probably no one would have to whip you into doing it, but it would be unusual. Well that is just what happened sometimes with Alex.



Already, before the flight school was completed, and during the months that followed, Dawn became hungrier and hungrier for sex. It seemed to follow her improving strength and health.



As mentioned before, Dawn was in pretty good shape when Dorothy first “adopted” her. Then, when Dawn became exposed to that Cascades fresh country air, calmer life style, weight lifting and other exercise that occurred naturally as a result of gardening and their hikes and rides on the wilderness trails and the rest of it, Dawn’s health improved.



At first Dawn lost weight. She lost her slight chubby characteristic as pointed out once. Later she gained weight, but it was muscle and, even, more growth. She became taller and generally a little larger and stronger.



Along with this increase in health, vitality and strength came a big increase in her libido. She said it herself, of her vagina, “The more you feed it, the larger it gets.” Indeed, that appeared so. Her genital actually increased in size and became calloused from so much use!



Dawn did the lesbian-like sex with Dorothy, penis-based sex with Alex, and masturbated, usually in front of either Alex or Dorothy in hopes to get them going again sexually. As soon as Dawn achieved orgasm, a few minutes later she was horny again.



Dawn wore clothes to accommodate her libido. She wore those t-shirts as before, plus added other kinds of skimpy bits of clothes for her upper body, but none for below.



During warmer weather at their house, Dawn was always nude. She only wore decorative little frilly tassels. Even in colder weather, she kept her genital open. At home she would wear sweaters, maybe two layers, and two or three layers of hose. But that area between her legs was always open for Alex’s penis or any other thing for her sexual gratification.



The two ladies’ habit of always making Alex pilot the jet while almost naked did not help either. During the hours in the air, Dawn would be at his side, feeling over his lean, bumpy abs, his arms, chest and all else, and especially his crotch and penis. Dawn loved to stimulate his penis while he flew the jet. Dorothy had to order her to stop, due to the danger. That kind of distraction really could cause an air disaster!



Yet Dawn was as hard working and as loyal to her Mistress Silver Song and sweet to Alex as ever. Dorothy did not quite know what to do other than help Dawn relieve her libido.



Often, Alex would be doing some kind of work or house cleaning or repair. Dorothy would come, stop Alex and say, “Dawn’s climbing the walls! Go fuck Dawn!”



It appeared Alex’s penis was the quickest way to get her relieved. It actually slowed him down. Alex often got interrupted two or three times while mowing the grass or cleaning the pool by Dorothy coming to him and ordering, “Go fuck Dawn!” And many times, Dawn would come to him herself. But usually Dawn asked her Mistress if it would be okay… one has to “go through channels”, you know!



The time on the Lear Jet worsened. Dawn either bothered Alex, or was all over Dorothy. Dawn would spread her legs, straddle one of Dorothy’s big muscular legs and start thrusting! Dawn’s genital, now rather large for Dawn’s size, would deposit much moisture on Dorothy’s legs which was hard to wipe off… and sometimes Dorothy had to go straight from the plane to a business meeting… with remnants of sexual deposits on her legs!

Or if Dawn asked for “hand” sex, then of course, Dorothy would have it all over one or both hands.



Dawn was at her worst on the plane because she had nothing to do. At home, she had some kind of work or at least, an activity, to do. The hotels were okay because she had Alex to herself. And she absolutely wore him down. Alex had little left over for Dorothy, but not to worry, Dawn was always ready and willing for the “lesbian way” at Dorothy’s slightest suggestion!



Some kind of “sex-toy” for Dawn was the only answer for her time on the plane, especially, and other times. For some reason, sex-toys did not appeal to Dorothy much. Too sterile, too… mechanical or… something. Dorothy did not know just what. Then, in New York, she found something that caught her attention. In a certain small “sex-store” in what some of us might call a “sleazy” part of New York, Dorothy saw it. She found excellently hand-crafted penises that looked, felt, and performed just like the real thing. The Manager of the store, noting Dorothy’s interest, bragged, “You won’t find that anywhere else! Only here. They are hand-crafted by our own employee.”



Dorothy was introduced to a sprite, “bubbly”, highly energetic dynamo of a libidinous woman, Hot Girl. That is what she called herself and introduced herself as. She would give no other name. Even the employee record showed Hot Girl Smith. “Smith,” thought Dorothy to herself, “That’s as boring as my name!”



She was dressed in a string bikini, her usual attire when working in the store, often greeting customers and helping them find things. She wore that even outside, commuting to and from work if the weather permitted.



The day Dorothy met her however, she was in a back room, Hot Girl’s “work-room”, building up a “custom penis”, an order from some lady-customer. It appeared the customer wanted one in a size larger than the “floor-models”.



When big Dorothy entered Hot Girl’s work-room and Hot Girl saw Dorothy, she jumped and exclaimed, “WOW! Its the Jolly Green Giant… tess! Gee, I’d like to talk, but I don’t have a step ladder!”

Dorothy giggled at Hot Girl’s humor. Before she could say another word, Hot Girl continued, “GOOD HEAVENS! I’ll bet you want a SUPER SIZED one! All right, Amazoness! It’ll be ready tomorrow! Say, how’s the weather up there, Amazoness? Has the FAA ever ordered you to put a blinking red light on your head?”



Dorothy giggled and responded, “Yes, a number of times!” She was also about to say the penis was not for her, but then stopped herself thinking, “Hmm, let’s see what this gal will come up with and let’s see if Dawn can handle it!” Then, Dorothy suddenly thought, I could use one myself! So she added, “Uh, make that two of them!”.



“Right on!” bubbled Hot Girl. Then she asked, “Say, Amazoness! You wouldn’t happen to be lesbian or bi would ya? Please say ‘yes’! Please please please?”

“Well,” began Dorothy, “As a matter of fact, I am… I guess… but…”

“Don’t tell me” interrupted Hot Girl, “I know! You already have someone! Dam! Happens all the time. The really great ones are taken!”

“Uh, well…” Dorothy began quietly. Then Hot Girl said, “Okay Amazoness! Yours and hers’ll be ready tomorrow late!”



Dorothy left the store thinking well of Hot Girl. Dorothy thought she might be great for handling the constant stream of telephone calls she gets at her home office.



Dorothy tried using Alex or Dawn for taking telephone calls before, but unfortunately, as appealing and cute both of their characteristics are to Dorothy, neither one of them are good “phone-people” or “up-front (greeting, floor-sales and the like) people”. Dorothy received complaints about them. Dawn impressed the typical business caller as “one of those empty-headed secretaries” and Alex impressed business callers as just plain dumb.



Dorothy knew not the reason for this phenomenon, but it does exist. Perfectly smart or bright people can sound “dumb” or “empty-headed” or even grouchy on the telephone. A good telephone person is a talent, and has to be found. Dorothy taught this to the Managers of her many businesses.



Add to that, Dorothy thought Hot Girl was cute and sexy, and she would like to have her around. But Dorothy assumed Hot Girl already had a life, guys, and would not like living in the boonies with the rest of them.
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New York made Dorothy nervous concerning Alex… because of that Lady Crusher and her gang. But for well over a year, no incidents occurred, neither in New York or any other city. Actually Dorothy was more nervous about Chicago, for that is where Crusher’s men would look for him. They would not expect him to be anywhere else.



In Chicago, Dorothy ordered Alex to stay either in the Lear Jet or an airport hotel, despite the expense. He would stay in the hotel, only while Dawn and Dorothy were there. When Dorothy had to go out, often with Dawn following, it was to the jet for Alex. If Dawn was not to accompany Dorothy, both of them were ordered to the jet. So while in Chicago, Alex essentially never set foot off the airport.



Not to mention, Alex looked different now. Like Dawn, he was ordered to weight-lift by Dorothy. That exercise plus the healthy living environment and better diet, allowed Alex to improve his health and strength. He did not get taller, but he became beefier and stronger. His weight increased from the 160 pounds of when Dorothy first met him to 190 or more pounds of lean muscle now. The two ladies made him do his hair “Li’l Abner style”, so to speak. They liked that “country-boy” look.



“Maybe that ol’ Crusher-whoever-she-is would not like him now anyway,” Dorothy suggested once, “He’s no longer skinny!”



Other than Chicago, all three were together. Usually, Dawn and Alex stayed in the hotel room while Dorothy went alone to business meetings. Sometimes Dawn accompanied if there were a lot of things to carry or set up for a meeting (like lap-top computer, peripherals and connections to a projector; Dawn had been trained by Dorothy and knew it well).



Usually only for arriving and departing were all three to be seen together. And they are an exciting sight for folks on the street! Many thought they were possibly some kind of troop of Actors or Performers. Not only once was Dorothy approached with a proposition to become a “Circus Strong Woman”. She had to gently say “no” to many such offers.



Leading the way during their walks on the streets was of course the gigantic Dorothy. Big and powerful, she stood head and shoulders above the crowd. She never wore any other than those tight micro-skirts (with no underwear of course), tight and sheer sleeveless or almost sleeveless tops and always lots of tummy showing. Her hair was always done up in a “bun” that terminated with a long sweeping tail down her back.



Dawn wore the exact same hair style. She almost looked like a miniature Dorothy. Dawn usually only decorated her luscious body with exceedingly brief attire, with accessories consisting mainly of frilly tassels. And Dawn almost always hung on to the hand or arm of her Mistress Silver Song, as if seeking protection.



And then Alex followed up behind, carrying luggage, and wearing only thread-bare denim short-shorts. He alone could grab attention with his physique. And carrying the luggage made his muscles bulge out all the more.



Perhaps many people considered this trio weird, but they never bothered them! No one pestered that group with a 6-feet-10 290 pound Amazon, a beefy six-feet-even 190 pound guy and, though not that big, a very impressive and tough looking “little” muscle lady. One thing for sure, when that trio went out, many a necks received exercise turning heads!



Dorothy drew attention wherever she went. She was used to it, and anyway, there was no escape. Even if she wore plain rags she would still draw attention.



Therefore, Dorothy did not notice she was being followed… A sprite, bikini clad gal, walking sometimes in a pronounced sexy manner, followed Dorothy. She tried to catch up but Dorothy, with her big powerful legs, walked fast… and people stepped aside to let the giant through! Hot Girl, the only one of few who would go out in public so dressed, was blocked by crowds and bad luck at the walk-stop-lights.



As Hot Girl barely managed to keep up, people stared at the energetic, lean gal bounding through the crowds, wearing only a bikini. Dorothy took no notice due to being accustomed to people looking her way.



Dorothy was merely on her way back to the hotel after a meeting. Hot Girl somehow found out where and when and now tried to catch up to Dorothy.



Hot Girl saw Dorothy go into the hotel, but when she entered herself, Dorothy was gone. Hot Girl assumed Dorothy had already caught the elevator up, and there was no way of telling where she was staying in a building of thirty-some stories and many rooms on each story.



Hot Girl tried the front desk claiming to be a guest of  Miss Silver Song, the name given on Hot Girl’s … order… But being only a nick-name, the front desk knew not who she was talking about.



Hot Girl turned to go when she saw someone that made her stop… she thought for a brief fraction of a second that was Mistress Silver Song because the sight she saw was that of a huge Amazon… but it was not Silver Song… more like death song! Lady Crusher!



Lady Crusher noticed Hot Girl only a little as Hot Girl ducked aside. Crusher was not interested in Hot Girl; there was no history, nothing going on. Being a girl of the street somewhat herself, Hot Girl merely knew of this notorious gangster. Her appearance was unmistakable.



And now, here she was in this hotel. The street knows of her awful deeds but so far, the Police have nothing conclusive enough for an arrest.



Lady Crusher does not look like a gang boss. When one thinks of a gang boss first they are generally going to think of a man. But man or woman, one thinks of a gang boss dressing immaculately, and is surrounded by big “bouncer” types.



Lady Crusher looks like some kind of poor but strong and huge athlete. Crusher is well named for her “crushing weight”; just over 300 pounds of bulging muscles at seven feet even… Yes, that’s right, she edges out Mistress Silver Song!



Lady Crusher dresses like someone with no money at all. She always wears a brief tank top and white bikini bottom that appear yellowed and thread-bare as if very old. She has huge amounts of black pubic hair that she never shaves. She makes up her head of black hair something akin to classic Grecian and has what appears to be a diamond implanted in her hair in the front. One would normally assume its just plastic or glass, given her poor, penniless appearance. She also wears large ear-rings and bracelets, but they too could be of cheap materials… to the untrained, visitor’s eye.



But when this huge, tank-toped, Grecian-looking black-haired countenance hits the streets, “street-folk” know its the specter of horrible death for skinny men. Ladies with slender boyfriends make sure their svelte guys are well hidden when Crusher makes an appearance. Others simply duck aside (as Hot Girl did) and let her by…



In this hotel lobby, Lady Crusher was followed by two well dressed, normal-sized women that seemed to be keeping an eye on things. Then Crusher came up to the front desk. Hot Girl clearly heard her ask, and in a soft, kind voice, “What room is Alex Anderson in?”



The front desk man was a little nervous, but only a little. Lady Crusher smiled sweetly; that calmed him down. Also, big and portly, he had nothing to worry about. He answered after looking up all registered guests, “No ma’am, nobody by that name is here.”

Still smiling and speaking most dulcet, Crusher asked, “Other than me of course,” she laughed a bit, “Have you seen any Amazons, you know, big giant women here?”

“Uh… uh… (gulp) uh… yeah…”

“In what room is she staying?”

“I… I… I’m sorry, w… we are not allowed to g… give out that information unless there is a relationship of some sort… (gulp!)…”



Lady Crusher smiled. She calmly walked over to the swinging gate-door to behind the front desk. The sign said “Employees Only” but Crusher went on in anyway. She approached the portly fellow who was beginning to swallow hard and shake. Crusher went up to him a let her huge breasts’ nipples (which stuck out plainly due to the thread-bare condition of her tank-top) and grazed his face with her nipples. Still smiling, Crusher said, “Well, as you can see, I’m her big Sister. Now tell me, what room is she in? I just want to say hi!”

“(Gulp!) Uh… room 2536… the 25th floor, room 36…”

“Thank you, honey! Bye!” Lady Crusher turned and exited the front-desk and proceeded to the elevator.



By this time, Hot Girl heard the room number and was on her way… using the fire-exit stairs! Leaping three and four stairs at a time, her strong, trim athletic body made far better time than the elevators ever could, especially at that very busy late after-noon period.



Twenty five stories Hot Girl tirelessly bounded up, beating the elevator by a long ways. Hot Girl charged out the fire-escape doors into the carpeted hallway of the 25th floor. She quickly found room 36 and rapped on the door. Sure enough, Mistress Silver Song answered.



“Oh, its you! Well! And what ever is the matter!?”

“Lady Crusher’s coming! I don’t know what in hell she wants with you, but she’s a terrible murderer! You gotta hide!”

Dawn, back in the room sitting on the edge of a bed, heard. She bounded up saying, “She wants Alex! Its him we gotta hide!”



“Room 15!” Dorothy began, “Remember, they rented that one to us and we didn’t want it because we preferred this side of the building that looks out over the harbor? We’ll hide him there! Come on Alex!”



Alex appeared from in back. He had only a brief tank top and… nothing else! So accustomed he was to dressing in that manner, he nearly forgot. Hot Girl saw and forgot everything…

“WOW! What have we got going here!?”

“Alex, put your jeans on! Hurry!” commanded Silver Song.

“Sorry about that Mistress. Did I hear Crusher’s coming?”

“Yes, but it’ll be okay. Come on!” Silver Song hurried.

“But Mistress,” began Dawn, “How you gonna get in that room? It’s locked!”

“Don’t worry! I got my ways!” Silver Song reassured.



As they rushed down the halls to the groups of rooms from 11 to 19, Hot Girl asked, “So what is this you got here? A Slave-Master setup? Ooo! I love S & M situations!”

“Sort of,” huffed Silver Song, “No time to discuss that now! Here…”



They approached room 2515, or, just room 15. Dorothy tried the locks; yes, they were locked. Dorothy placed both her hands on the metal reinforcement-plates around the locks. She seemed to be feeling out the best position. Then she braced herself, her triceps muscles and forearm muscle tensed and flexed… then…

“Crunch! - Crack!” and the doors opened! The locks were twisted and unusable, but due to the careful way Dorothy did it, from all outward appearances, especially if one did not look closely, the door appeared okay. 



“WOW!” exclaimed Hot Girl, “Hercules! No, HercuLass! Wow! Such immense strength! Just what one expects and wants out of a Master or Mistress! Ooo!” Hot Girl shimmied her hips as she expressed more “Ooo!” and “Ahh!”.



“Alex!” Dorothy commanded, “Get under the bed! And Dawn, you and… uh… what’s your name again?”

“Hot Girl!”

“You and Hot Girl get in the room, with the lights on. She shouldn’t come here but if that Crusher does, you and Hot Girl are lesbian lovers! Got it!?”



Hot Girl bubbled “With this hot number here!?” as she placed an arm around Dawn’s waist, “Done and Done!”



“Okay then! Watch over Alex! I’ll be back when the coast is clear!”



Dorothy zoomed off. Hot Girl, Dawn and Alex disappeared into the room. The door’s latches were useless so they scooted up a chair to hold the door shut so as to produce a normal appearance from the outside.



Dorothy literally screeched to a stop at her hotel-room’s door and entered fast. She did not have to wait long… sure enough…



Dorothy answered the knock saying “Just a minute, I’m in the bathroom!” Dorothy frantically stuffed Alex’s things into the luggage. She briefly checked for and removed any other signs of a male presence. Then she answered the door. Dorothy found herself face to face with the first woman she had met in her life that was stronger than she.



Indeed, Lady Crusher. She was by herself. Lady Crusher had no idea Dorothy had been briefed about her.



Lady Crusher said in a dulcet voice, smiling sweetly, “My name’s Barbara. I thought you might be my Sister, but, (sigh), I see that you are not. Sorry!”

“Well, uh… that’s um… okay. You wanna come in?” Dorothy invited who she knew was a dangerous killer on purpose, so that she would see Dorothy is alone.

“When I saw you, I thought maybe you were my Sister, returned. You’re so big! Just like her. But clearly, of course, you’re not her. Sorry to have bothered you.”



Dorothy wanted to stall Crusher, and give her ample time to see she was alone and relaxed. Dorothy said, “Well, have a seat. Describe her to me. You know, birds of a feather flock together. We big Amazon gals have a tendency to be drawn in to each other, perhaps subconsciously. Perhaps, I have seen her.”



Crusher went on to describe a large muscular woman like Crusher herself. She said she was Greek looking, seven feet tall, highly muscular, on and on as if she really existed. Crusher kept glancing around as she did so. Indeed, she lost interest, seeing that there was nothing of interest in that room. Just another big ol’ Amazon.



Lady Crusher apologized once more for disturbing Dorothy and left.



After giving some time for a head start for Crusher, Dorothy turned off the lights in her room and carefully cracked open the door. She listened and watched closely. Nope. Nothing. Crusher was gone.



Dorothy walked toward but not all the way to the room Alex was hiding in. She hung around listening for the sound of Crusher’s voice or any other noise not right. After a long time, nothing. Dorothy decided it was safe to approach the room and retrieve Alex.



After everybody was assembled in Dorothy’s actual room, Dorothy announced, “We’re gettin’ you all out of here! Tomorrow morning! Alex, you fly the jet and Dawn, you go with him, and simply return home. I’ll join you in a couple days. I’ll return via airlines jet.” Dorothy smiled and cracked a joke saying, “An airlines jet, yes! A novel experience! I haven’t done it in quite a while!”



But Dawn did not laugh. Worried, she asked, “Are you sure you’ll be all right?”

“Sure!” Dorothy assured, “She wants Alex, not me. She couldn’t give a dam less about me, one way or the other!”



“This is true,” offered Hot Girl, still with them. “But she’ll be hangin’ around. You have to be careful to sneak out of here.”



Dorothy asked Hot Girl, “Say, would it be possible, if I paid you, to go for me and rent a large car, and be waiting for us by the curb in front of the hotel? From there, we will go to the airport where Alex will fly himself and Dawn home. Our home is far from New York, way out of reach of Crusher.”

“Sure thing, Mistress! Consider it done!” Hot Girl replied enthusiastically along with a bow fit for in front of an emperor.



“She called you Mistress. Is she going home with us and becoming… part of us?” asked Dawn with sparkling blue eyes.

Hot Girl gazed into Dorothy’s face with bright eyes and pert grin as if pleading to say “yes”.

Dorothy hesitantly said, “Well, I hadn’t thought of it… but…”

“Oh I’ll be a great slave to you Mistress!” Hot Girl offered.

“Well,” Dorothy said slowly, “It’s kinda up to them... Anyway, What about it, Dawn?”

“She looks strong, sharp and quick! She’d be different. I think she’d be good for you! Besides it is your decision Mistress!”

“Well, not completely! I don’t want to do something that will make you unhappy. But… well… what about you, Alex?” Dorothy asked.

“I would say give her a whirl. If she does not like it, she can always go back to New York. I get the feeling, from her sprite personality, she might be a good telephone person; you know; neither Dawn or I are any good at that!”

“Yes,” agreed Dorothy, “that’s what I was thinking. Well, what do you say, Hot Girl? Are you good on the telephone with people?”�“All my prior bosses and my present boss says so. I’m also a Floor Person in that adult store.”, replied Hot Girl

“Okay. Are you good with computers or can learn?”

“Sure!”

“Can you type, scan in pictures and other stuff associated with using a graphics-capable word-processor?”

“Yes to all of above!” replied Hot Girl cheerfully.

“Great!”, began Dorothy. “Now, this one I have to tip-toe around… Nah, just out with it. Can you… uh… Can you sex with all three of us? You’d have to be bi! You know, have fun with me or Dawn, or let Alex there drill you out? If all of his part can go in ya…”

Hot Girl’s face resembled the sun in brightness as she said, “WOW! CAN I!?!”

“All right then! You can get your things and go with them tonight, or go with me by airlines jet in a couple days.” Dorothy suggested.

“Oh man!” began Hot Girl, “a plain old airlines… Now you just said something about Alex flying? Did I get that right; he is a pilot!?”

“Yes”, replied Dorothy calmly.

“Wow! A good looking hunk Pilot to fly us around!”

“We make him do it almost naked!” added Dawn, smiling impishly.

“Too, too cool! Like, far out! Man! What kind of plane?”

“A Lear Jet” replied Dorothy.

“Super cool! Can I ride naked?”

“Sure, pervert! But don’t bother Alex! I’m always telling Dawn that. It really can be dangerous!” replied Dorothy.

“Sure thing, Mistress!” agreed Hot Girl, then she continued, “But, for all that super coolness, I am gonna have to go with you on that plain old airlines in a couple days. I gotta give my boss a little warning anyway, pack some things, and…” Hot Girl leaned towards Dorothy’s ear and whispered, “and complete your two orders…”

“Okay! Done!” announced Dorothy. She grabbed her purse and pulled out a couple big bills of money. Smiling impishly, Dorothy tucked it into the space between Hot Girl’s bikini top and between her breasts. Dorothy said, “Will it be okay here?”

“Sure!” replied Hot Girl cheerfully, winking.

“Okay, get the car, and use this to call us in this room…” she handed Hot Girl a cell phone. “Okay, go!” commanded Dorothy, smiling.

“Yes Mistress!” replied Hot Girl emphatically. With the obedience of a well trained soldier, Hot Girl took off.



Dorothy ordered, “Alex, file a fight plan, soonest possible departure!”

“Yes Mistress Song!” replied Alex.



Dawn seemed a bit worried. She asked Dorothy, “Mistress Song, you think that Hot Girl will just take your money and cell phone and take off?”

“Consider it a test. If she comes back with the car, uses the cell phone to call us, then, she is genuine. If she takes off, then she did not take much, not to me anyway. Let her have it if she needs it that bad. She will have to deal with her deed with her higher-self, her soul, sooner or later. She’ll have to atone for it, either in this life or a future life.”

“There’s that future life, past life stuff of yours. Where do you get that? That’s like the Hindus. Yet, you would let her have the stuff; no Police or anything? Like Jesus…”

“Not quite. Jesus said if someone steals your cloak, or something, give him your… coat too. Something like that. Only trouble is, this is New York. If Hot Girl takes off with my stuff, I won’t be able to find her to give her anything else!”

“So you’re sorta Christian as well as Hindu?”

“Listen, Dawn, I got to prepare for a presentation tomorrow. When you get home, use the computer on the Internet to take a look at http://www.are�cayce.com and have at it. That is where I learned most of what I spout every so often. We’ll talk about it later.” Dorothy smiled sweetly at Dawn.



Dorothy got busy and Dawn… cuddled up to Alex who had finished calling in a flight plan to a flight-plan-service.



Soon, Dorothy’s concentration on her presentation was challenged by “squank squank squanking” of the bed with huffing and moaning going on behind her. The moaning grew into wailing from, first Dawn, then Alex. Dorothy is used to it. Anyway, after the crescendo, it became quiet.



After a time, “ring” went the telephone. Dawn bounded up to answer it before Dorothy swiveled her chair even.

“Its Hot Girl. The Lincoln town car is waiting!”

“Great!” responded Dorothy, happy that Hot Girl came through, “Okay, get some clothes on and lets go!”



And so it went. Hot Girl, dressed in a micro-skirt with warm hose and leather jacket due to the New York night’s cold, drove them to the airport. It was about midnight. She and Dorothy accompanied Alex and Dawn to the Lear Jet. Hot Girl could not take it all in. She kept saying “Ooo! Wow!” and the like.



Hot Girl and Dorothy watched from inside as the Lear Jet, with Alex at the controls, maneuvered around and taxied off. Due to the darkness of night, they would not be able to see the actual take off.



As Hot Girl drove Dorothy back to the hotel, Dorothy’s cell phone beeped. It was Alex calling to say “all’s well and airborne. On the way to Spokane, Washington.”

“Hah hah!” laughed Hot Girl sarcastically, “Way to go! Way to stick it to da Crusher! She won’t get him now!”

“Yes! Now I can relax. But… I do miss them…”�“I’ll fix that! Let this be my first night with you, Mistress Silver Song! Sort of a shake-down cruise! You’ll find out that my name, Hot Girl, is very apt!”

“Okay, honey… I could use it…”
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At the hotel, Dorothy continued and completed her business presentation with the many comforting attentions of Hot Girl. She rubbed or gently scratched Dorothy’s back, fetched snacks and soft-drinks for her, massaged Dorothy’s tired neck… everything.



When the presentation was done, Hot Girl and Dorothy showered together. Then Dorothy was treated to intense lesbian-style sex like she had never experienced.



Hot Girl was an aggressive and sensuous lover… to say the least. She almost or did overwhelm Dorothy, despite Dorothy’s huge size.



You might think Hot Girl could out do Dawn. In sheer intensity of sex, perhaps she does. But Dawn’s sex is very different from Hot Girl’s. Hot Girl is aggressive, hard, intense. Dawn’s sex is slower, sweeter, very gentle and submissive.



That night, after Dorothy and Hot Girl gratified each other, Hot Girl slept in the same bed with Dorothy all right, but she slept “to herself”. She slept away from Dorothy, claiming space around her so she could sprawl. Sweet, tender Dawn would continue to cling to Dorothy. No matter what time of night or morning, Dawn’s warm little body was always just about plastered to Dorothy’s. This night, Dorothy missed that.



So, it looks like Hot Girl and Dawn would complement each other, rather than compete, as far as Dorothy is concerned.
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So for the third time with this kind of situation, a couple days later, Dorothy purchased a one-way ticket for Hot Girl to join them. As is always the case when buying such a ticket on the spot, it was quite expensive.



Dorothy made the purchase while Hot Girl ordered something to eat. During the half an hour or so before the flight, Hot Girl and Dorothy relaxed over a light meal while they talked more of each others’ past.



Hot Girl had no trouble absorbing into Dorothy’s Cascades mountains home. Indeed, Hot Girl became Dorothy’s telephone person. In fact, she seemed to handle calls better than Dorothy herself. She took loads of work off Dorothy putting together letters, proposals, pamphlets and brochures. For reasons Dorothy could not explain, Hot Girl learned all the office duties quickly and thoroughly.



Once trained, Hot Girl was faster than Dorothy (sometimes for simple reasons such as, Dorothy’s big Amazon-hands had a hard time with most key-boards!). Hot Girl came up with interesting, more creative designs for the brochures than Dorothy herself.



Hot Girl indeed complemented Alex and Dawn. Alex and Dawn did outside or laboring type work. All yard work, pool maintenance, house painting and roof work, and any repairs or remodeling inside the house; all these were handled magnificently by Dawn and Alex.



When Dorothy added space and rooms to the house, professional builders with their heavy machinery were needed to get it on the way. But Alex and Dawn finished out the interiors.



While they did that, Hot Girl was the Office worker as pointed out. Dorothy had more and more time to relax. This resulted in Dorothy having more energy for better, livelier business presentations.



At anytime, one or the other of them could stop and entertain Dorothy; which they were always willing and wanting to do. Dorothy was treated to rides on either the rickshaw or pedicab, hikes in the forest, having her back rubbed, scratched or massaged and… sex!



Hot Girl added tons to Dorothy’s sex menu. And not just for Dorothy, but for all of them.



Hot Girl became the “black hole of sex”; absorbing everything sexual. She could take anything from anybody. Hot Girl could never be over-taxed for sex. Any sexual activities were, at all times, craved by her. Hot Girl was capable of seemingly countless orgasms a day. And she could bring any one of them to orgasms that left them thoroughly amazed at what they had just been through.



Dawn was a bit hesitant about sex with Hot Girl at first, but that was quickly banished. And Hot Girl’s vagina made quick and easy work out of Alex’s big penis as well. Generally, Alex was kept worn down. Hot Girl even researched ways to bolster Alex’s sex appetite.



Dorothy discouraged the use of drugs or even natural potions to enhance Alex’s appetite for sex. “Such things will only lead to health problems, then we won’t have Alex at all…” advised Dorothy. Hot Girl then gave up that approach in agreement. Besides, gotta obey Mistress!



Hot Girl’s ability to craft artificial penises came in handy for her. She masturbated often, and always in front of or within sight and sound of one or more of the others. Her intent to get one of them hot for more sex often worked.



Even sleeping arrangements fell nicely in place. As already seen, despite Hot Girl’s passion for sex, when she sleeps, she wants her space. Hot Girl did not go for night-long cuddling. Night held no special sex-magic for Hot Girl since she was hungry for sex all day continuously. So Hot Girl slept in her own bedroom in a single bed. This meant that the sleeping arrangement of Dorothy in the middle of (her own hand-made gigantic) bed with Dawn on one side and Alex on the other did not change. And that was just fine with both Alex and Dawn.



So everything went well. Life out there in the Cascade mountains was great except for all those trips. “Oh well, better than the job world” any of them, especially Dorothy, would say.
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Dorothy Fights for Her Slaves



Dorothy and her lovers traveled often to many major cities. The most common destinations were Chicago and Detroit with the time-gobbling night-clubs there, with the third most common destination being New York, simply due to the large numbers of small to medium concerns Dorothy had there.



New York made Dorothy nervous for Alex’s sake because of the continued threat of Lady Crusher. But Chicago made Dorothy worry the most due to signs that Crusher’s people were there, still looking. There had even been a rash of kidnappings of men, all described as “slender”.



In Detroit and other cities, Dorothy and her gang were fairly relaxed. They did not practice the security they did in New York and especially Chicago.



Hot Girl had started coaching Alex on erotic dancing. She was actually able to guide him for “cunt-juicing” as Hot Girl called it. That is, dancing so sexy, that no vagina remains dry.



As already pointed out, Alex grew beefier, stronger. And he gained poise and confidence especially with Hot Girl’s coaching.



Hot Girl did not intend for Alex to perform. She had been told that Alex could not or did not want to perform on stage. Hot Girl simply wanted her own private dancing-hunk.



But Alex became so good at it, Dorothy suggested Alex dance in her Detroit night-club every once in a while, just for jollies. Dawn warned Crusher or her people might see him. Hot Girl responded, “We can’t live in fear of Crusher all the time, everywhere! She is not expecting Alex in Detroit. If he does it only very little, just sometimes, he will not be noticed.”



Dorothy could not decide if it would be safe or not. So Dorothy was technically neutral. Dawn was against it and Hot Girl for it. So it was up to Alex.



It was tantalizing to Alex to think about it. So on one trip to Detroit, Alex did dance. As far as they could tell from the yelling and screaming of the ladies, they craved him.



This emboldened both Alex and Hot Girl for more. Hot Girl had been ordered by Dorothy not to use libido-enhancing drugs or potions on Alex.



But being the sex-maniac she is, Hot Girl just could not resist the temptation. “Just once, to see if it happens…” thought Hot Girl…



Indeed, Alex danced only once in a rare while. Over three months time, four trips to Detroit to stay two to three days each; Alex danced only three isolated times.



A couple months later, Alex planned to dance. That is when Hot Girl sneaked just a tiny amount of an all natural, herb-based libido-enhancing potion into Alex’s cola.



Well, something happened to the normally reserved Alex. Ordinarily, his performances now were “middle-level” compared to the other male dancers. This was, for Alex, a big improvement. But he was only up to average.



Not this night.



Dorothy was too concerned with night-club technicalities to notice. Health Department, special taxes, equipment replacement and other head-aches kept her busy.



Alex was to go on his usual time, after mid-night. Hot Girl was first to notice a difference in his behavior… She was watching for it. Alex was pacing as if nervous, and  walking in a way that could be described as “slinky”. He was already in his tiny g-string. Usually he waits until almost show time to “dress out”. Hot Girl noticed a large rise in his g-string. He was getting “hard”.



Dawn was hanging around back stage as usual. Suddenly, Alex came up to her with fifteen inches of throbbing steel penis way out his g-string which he still wore. There was no need to take it off. Without asking her permission, he lifted Dawn off the floor and set her down on his penis, ramming it in her available cunt, right there! (As usual, Dawn wore a baggy sleeveless t-shirt with nothing below; no underwear, beneath it.)

“Oh! Alex! What’s - Ooo! - What’s with you!?” asked Dawn, surprised.

“Oh! I gotta Fuck, Dawn!”

“Well not here, with all the stage hands! Put me down, lets go in here… Ooo!”



Alex began furious thrusting while he stood there holding Dawn up in his arms. In only seven or eight thrusts, Alex moaned loudly as orgasm hit him hard. Semen quickly over-filled Dawn’s vagina and spilled to the floor. Indeed some stage-hands saw… and watched. It was so fast, Dawn did not have time to achieve orgasm herself. Not to mention, she was just a bit mad.

“Ohhh! Man that felt good!” exclaimed Alex loudly, the onlookers hearing it as well, “What a relief!”



Alex lifted her off his penis and set her down. Dawn spread her legs some so as not to wind up stepping in puddles of semen.



“Dammit Alex!” began Dawn scolding but keeping her voice down, “What happen to you!? Doing that in the open like that in front of everybody! Couldn’t you wait to slip into that room there? And I wasn’t ready. My cunt was dry. Just drilling me like that with your full-sized unit blistered a bit…”

Then Dawn calmed a bit as if… intrigued… “It would have blistered more if it were not for the fact your penis had so much pre-fuck juice on it… What’s going on!? I’ve never seen you so violently, desperately horny!”

“Well,” began Alex, “I haven’t fucked since… this afternoon…”



Hot Girl heard the clamor and watched too. Now she stepped in and said “That’s okay, Dawn. Let him fuck me like that! I don’t care who watches.”

“But Hot Girl! This is so…” began Dawn, “Okay you two, if you don’t mind who watches, have at it!”



Hot Girl positioned herself in front of Alex. She unclipped her bikini bottom and tossed it aside, leaving her genital wide open for entry. “You got any more for me?”

Alex began, “No, but wait a few minutes and… well…”

Alex already had a hardening. Hot Girl’s enticing walk and stance refueled Alex’s libido. Alex was surprised himself. Quickly, his penis was out fifteen throbbing inches. More stage hands gathered. Embarrassed, Dawn slipped away but peered out from a hidden spot.



Hot Girl needed no potions. She shimmied her hips and writhed against Alex’s chest and stomach. She stroked his throbbing penis with her hands. She pleaded, “Do for me what you did for Dawn! Lift me up like that and set me down on your cock, and fuck ‘till your head collapses!”



Again, with biceps bulging, shoulder muscles rippling, Alex effortlessly picked Hot Girl up and set her down on his rocky penis. Again, he thrust vigorously fourteen or fifteen times then began wailing from the ecstasy of intense orgasm. Semen overfilled Hot Girl’s vagina and splattered to the floor.



As Alex began to calm, Hot Girl got hit by orgasm. She thrust herself while holding on to him like up in a tree. Her hard butt’s muscles rippled while her crotch flew up and down on a penis that remained hard, despite having “released its load”.



As Hot Girl calmed, Alex began thrusting again. His penis never did go soft. Apparently reinvigorated by Hot Girl’s actions, he was thrusting away.



“Man, this is a better show than out there” was heard from somebody.

“Yeah! Look at ‘em go at it!” someone else shouted.

“Five dollars to watch, folks! Five dollars to watch!” announced another, joking as if this was indeed a show with an admission price.



Hot Girl felt embarrassed only a few seconds. Alex’s furious drilling at her vagina reinvigorated her as well. Alex still just stood out there in a hall-way-like area, holding Hot Girl in his arms with her more or less “resting” on his penis.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” several cheered in keeping with Alex’s pumping butt. His arm muscles bulged as he held Hot Girl while ripples of power rippled through his hard working buns.



It took a little longer this time, but Alex was once again moaning loudly from the force of orgasm. Hot Girl climaxed too right after his.



At last Alex had enough… for now. Both his and Hot Girl’s thrusting and moaning calmed.

Alex just held Hot Girl in his arms for a bit; she was still “hooked” on his penis.



Finally, Alex lifted her off and set her down away from the puddles of semen.



“OOO! WOW!” exclaimed Hot Girl, “Now that was exciting to the max!”

“What’s with me?” questioned Alex of himself. “Its still hard!”



Indeed, Alex’s penis still stuck way out, seven or eight inches and “rubbery” hard.

“Oh you just got spring fever or something!” suggested Hot Girl, her arm around his waist.



Hot Girl led him into his dressing room and closed the door. Dawn was in there.



Hot Girl knew what was going on but dared not say. She advised Alex, “Lay down here, rest. Save that energy for dancing! My goodness!”



Alex lay down on his back with his penis growing hard again and throbbing. “Oh! It even hurts!” Alex moaned. “I gotta stick it in one of you!”

“You’ve done enough,” advised Dawn, just a little angry. “What’s gotten in to you?”

“I don’t know! Please Dawn, let me fuck you, in here!”

“Go ahead Dawn! Seemed like you didn’t achieve orgasm out there. I have, twice. You take him and have fun. I’ll leave! Bye bye” sang Hot Girl as she said all that quickly and left before Dawn had a chance to say anything.



“Hot Girl!” Alex called, “I don’t think Dawn wants to…”

“Oh, its okay sweetie” Dawn cooed to Alex as she walked over and sat down beside him, where he was trying to lay quietly.



Dawn stroked Alex’s chest. Alex moaned. Dawn gazed at well over a foot of stony penis throbbing for her genital.



Suddenly, Dawn got on the cot with Alex, over him with her legs spread to straddle him. She pulled up her t-shirt and let her vagina help herself. It slurped his penis up its entire fifteen inches, displacing large amounts of vaginal secretions. Her genital had been smoldering!



The usually submissive Alex grabbed Dawn and turned both her and himself over. He wanted on top so he could thrust hard. Dawn accepted this just fine. It was a new experience. Usually Alex remains below Dawn.



Alex went into a marathon sex session like none of them ever saw. Within five thrusts he dumped his first load into Dawn. He never stopped and his penis never softened. Not until over thirty continuous minutes of furious thrusting and something like sixteen of his ejaculations later did he finally stop.



But Alex stopped only for a breather. Alex remained over Dawn with a slightly softened penis still inside her. Then he began thrusting more.

Off and on this went on for another forty-five minutes. Dawn just lay there on the cot while her vagina got the drilling of her life. She climaxed something-teen times and was spent.



After a final ejaculation, Alex finally had no more. His penis softened, he pulled it out, rolled over on his back and fell asleep immediately.



The cot where Dawn lay was soaked with semen. She got up and cleaned off her butt and the cot the best she could. She sat and gazed at Alex, fascinated by what he had just put her through. Her vagina felt numb and totally gratified. She fell asleep right in the chair.
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Hot Girl had not planned to stay away as long as she did. With Alex so hot, she wanted more action. But Dorothy found her and order her to help Dorothy move around a bunch of new equipment, rearrange things and lots of other work. She wanted Alex and Dawn to help too.



But Hot Girl did not want her deed with the potion to be discovered. Hot Girl lied and said “I don’t know where they are. Alex is going to dance in a couple more hours. Maybe he’s like… meditating… or something…”



So without Alex and Dawn, it took longer to do the work.



Finally Hot Girl and Dorothy came back. Alex was to dance in only a few minutes. Dorothy entered the dressing room and saw Alex sleeping on the cot and Dawn sleeping in the chair.



“This is where they’ve been!” said Dorothy, nodding her head. “Look at the cot; its soaked! Those two have been fucking like there’s no tomorrow!”



(Actually, Dorothy did not know even a quarter of it!)



“Wake up, Alex! Do ya still wanna dance?” Dorothy called.



“Oh, man! Wh… what happened… oh!” Alex stirred, sat up and rubbed his eyes. Dawn awoke too.



“Oh yeah! Of course!” said Alex as he sprang forth from the cot.



Alex’s g-string was not centered and his penis, though soft, hung out. He repositioned his strings and tucked his penis back in. He stopped by the mirror and struck an eye-popping “muscle-pose” that surprised all three ladies. Never before have they seen Alex so bold.



Alex flexed chest, biceps, the quads in his legs and rippled his butt.

“WOW! LOOK at that!” exclaimed Hot Girl.

Dorothy commented, “You’re better than ever Alex. Now don’t be shy! Guys with physiques half of yours do well. Its their confidence that does it. They step out and give the ladies out there what they want!”



Alex writhed his body sensuously while continuing to flex. “When I get done with those bitches,” Alex announced loud and confident, “Every single seat is going to be soaked with cunt juice! There won’t be one dry weenie out there! Now let me at them!”

And Alex strutted out, chest out, hips swaying.



Dorothy sat there like a bump, her mouth hanging open…

“Huh!?” she finally said, “That was Alex, wasn’t it!?”

“Something’s happened to him,” began Dawn, “he’s been fucking in me for over an hour and ‘came’ several times!”



Hot Girl faded into the background and gulped.



“Well… hmm…” began Dorothy, thinking, “He has become a lot stronger and healthier… sometimes increased libido follows increased health and strength…”

“But so suddenly?” Dawn questioned. “And… Look at him!” Dawn continued, “He couldn’t wait to get out there in front of those gals and start dancing. Usually we have to push him.”



Dorothy and Dawn went out of the room to an elevated off-stage spot where they could watch. Hot Girl followed, but kept her distance and remained quiet.



Dorothy, who must worry about various laws regarding erotic dancing, watched aghast as she beheld Alex’s behavior out there…



A mound formed in Alex’s string bikini as he danced wildly. Soon it was out, fifteen throbbing inches of it! Alex untied his g-string and tossed it aside. There on Dorothy’s stage danced a six foot, 190 pound man with not one thread! That and a hard penis hooked upward beckoned anyone with a vagina to “try it out”!



And they did… try it out!



The ladies of the audience were in hysterics. When the first bold, drunken woman stepped onto the stage after Alex, that cued all the others to do the same.

Soon women crushed in around Alex all trying to mount him. And he accommodated all those that made it. Wet genital after wet genital all got in a few pokes and thrusts on that iron “vagina-drill”. The women fought each other for access. Mayhem broke out.



The Bouncers couldn’t stem this tide. Dorothy chewed her fingernails then said, “Something’s a matter with Alex! He’s… drunk or something! … I gotta go out there and grab him!”



Just as Dorothy said that, Dawn exclaimed pointing, “LOOK!”



Two big tall women bullied there way across the ruckus. Both of them were six feet and six inches, lanky and strong. They wore tight, red micro-skirt-blouses and had long flowing blond hair. They looked like they were twins. Anyway, they shared “twin” thoughts… Get Alex!



The two barreled their way through the other women, knocking them aside without mercy.

Dorothy, desperate, flew down the stairs leading to the stage area and out onto the stage.



The two stranger-Amazons reached Alex. One picked him up and threw him over her shoulder. The other Amazon fought off the Bouncers and the crowd.

Then came Dorothy. Like a tank she ram-rodded through the rowdy crowd more powerfully than the two stranger-Amazons did.



Dorothy first encountered the Amazon doing the fighting. Surprised at Dorothy’s huge size and power, she did not have a chance. Dorothy soon wrestled her down. Once so subdued, Dorothy turned her over to four Bouncers. It took all four of those big guys to hold that one Amazon while she screamed, struggled, hollered profanities and spat at both Dorothy and the Bouncers.



The other Amazon saw this. Knowing she hadn’t a chance against that human-female-bull-dozer coming at her, she dropped Alex. She circled around and attacked the Bouncers holding her sister. While Dorothy scooped Alex up in her arms, the two red-micro-skirted Amazons fought off the Bouncers, escaped their grip and, plowing through the screaming crowd, ran out of the club. They were gone!



Dorothy carried Alex off the stage, passed through the off-stage hall-way, into a dressing room, closed and locked the door.

Dorothy sat Alex down. He protested, “Why did you stop me? That was fun! And fuckin’ all those bitches felt great!”

“Shh! Just take it easy!” advised Dorothy to Alex, “I’ll let you get it all out! With me! But first, I gotta clean you up!”

“Huh!?” Alex said, somewhat slurred in speech.

“I don’t know how many strange women you let slip their cunts on you, but we gotta watch out for diseases…” Dorothy advised as she fetched a bottle of rubbing alcohol and cotton-balls.



Dorothy thoroughly washed down Alex’s steel-hard, throbbing penis with rubbing alcohol, cleaning it thoroughly. It was easy, for the skin was stretched tight and smooth. There were no folds to get into!

A couple reddish places on Alex’s penis must have been slight blisters, for when the alcohol was rubbed there, Alex complained, “Oww!”

But during all this, Alex’s penis soften not at all.



Satisfied with the disinfecting process, Dorothy led Alex to a spot of floor large enough for Dorothy to lay flat on. She could not lay on the cot; she was far to big, and her great weight would probably crush it.



Dorothy stripped off her micro-skirt… well… that was it! With no underwear, she was then bottomless. She laid out on the floor leading Alex with her and over her.

“Okay Alex! Have at it! Try and see if you can burn my cunt!”



Right away Alex buried his painfully throbbing penis into the soothing warmth and stimulating tightness of Dorothy’s massive vagina.



For the rest of that night, Alex drilled, thrust and pumped with greater fury than ever before into Dorothy’s ample genital. At first, Dorothy only accommodated Alex, sort of just lying there while he pumped away. Later, sexually stimulated by the sex action, Dorothy too began enjoying this. After all, never before had she been sexed so furiously before. Her powerful body enjoyed thoroughly.
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Outside, Dorothy’s staff calmed things down. Dawn and Hot Girl assisted greatly. Alex was always among the last dancers anyway. This particular night, there had been some guys planning to dance after Alex, but they either canceled themselves or were canceled by the club’s staff. Most of those guys did not wish to follow in the shadow of that show that just transpired!



Anyway, the club staff wanted to close down after what essentially was a riot. It took until about 3:30 to 4:00 in the morning for all to clear out. Only Hot Girl and Dawn remained. The club was deafly quiet… except for the sound of Alex’s screams of ecstasy from inside the locked dressing room as he dumped yet another load into Dorothy’s genital.



Listening to this made Dawn hot and lusty. She stripped off her baggy t-shirt, leaving her nude, and made several suggestive passes to Hot Girl for female sex. Dawn was surprised at Hot Girl’s unresponsiveness.



But always hungry for sex, Hot Girl at last forgot her worries about what she did to Alex and accommodated the purring, cooing Dawn. They at last enjoyed over an hour of tender, gratifying time with one another. Later, they slept way into the day-light of the late morning.
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It was Dorothy who entered the unlocked door of the dressing room where Dawn and Hot Girl enjoyed each other then slept. It was nearly noon. She gently nudged Hot Girl and Dawn awake.



Using the club’s kitchen facilities, they had breakfast. All three ate as if starved. “Where’s Alex?” Dawn asked after all three were almost done.

“He still sleeps!” Dorothy began, “That man fucked me; I mean full-out, screaming, cum-dumping orgasms into me twenty-something times! Finally, completely exhausted, around five or something, he fell asleep!”



Hot Girl swallowed hard, remained quiet. Dorothy looked stern.



Dawn said, “Last night, Alex fucked me dozens of times in a row! He couldn’t stop! Ooo! It was nice though!”



Dorothy said, almost growled, “That’s just it! You two cum-sucking cunts would like that! Wouldn’t you!?”

Dawn ventured, “Well, I…”

“You wouldn’t mind super-charging Alex a little, would you?” asked Dorothy, with a slight edge in her usually dulcet voice.

“What do you mean?” asked Dawn, sweetly and with a slight quiver in her voice. She could see Dorothy was a little angry.

“Sex enhancement drugs! Maybe a little booze!”

“No NO!” insisted Dawn, “I would never do that to him…” Dawn assured.

Dorothy interrupted, “Maybe you wouldn’t but there’s a horny cunt with legs, arms and a mischievous head attached over here that I haven’t heard from yet this morning!” Dorothy said that as she walked slowly toward a slumping, cowering Hot Girl.



“Well? Hot Girl?” Dorothy asked, standing way over a sheepish Hot Girl, by now sunk way into her chair. “You’ve mentioned it a few times! Sex potions!”



Finally Hot Girl spoke, stuttering, “I… I just wanted Alex to perform a little… better… uh, the dancing that is… that’s all! I used… used just a little… I didn’t know it would have such a big effect…”



Dorothy pulled a chair over and sat down. She leaned toward Hot Girl and said softly, “Look, Hot Girl; or should I say, Horny Girl… Alex never has so much as had a sip of alcohol all the days I have known him. He almost has a Muslim’s anti-alcohol attitude. He does no drugs, no nothing. However little of some drug or potion you give him, its going to effect him a lot. Despite his strength and muscles, he is really quite sensitive to that sort of thing.”

“ I’m sorry ” said Hot Girl, looking down, daring not to look her Mistress in the face.



“I’m sorry for what I must do,” began Dorothy as she reached for Hot Girl’s slender but wiry and resilient arm, “But I must emphasize no more of that kind of foolishness…”



Before Dawn, standing back pretending not to look, or Hot Girl knew what else, Dorothy gently but firmly pulled Hot Girl over to her lap by her arm. Dorothy gently but firmly laid Hot Girl, tummy-down, across her lap on her powerful thighs. Wearing her usual thong string bikini, Hot Girl’s bottom was already bare. “Whap! Whap! Whap!” sounded Dorothy’s big hand on Hot Girl’s firm butt. The spanking was not that hard but Hot Girl got up off Dorothy’s lap, rubbing her butt.

Hot Girl stood there rubbing the sting out of her butt, a little disheveled and not her usual poised and sometimes cocky self.



Finally Hot Girl shyly looked up to Dorothy with eyes beginning to tear up and said, “Do… do you want me to leave?”

“On NO!” insisted Dawn running over to comfort Hot Girl.



Dorothy pulled Hot Girl by her arm again, back into her lap, not tummy-down for another spanking but for a big, love-injecting squeeze.

Dorothy held Hot Girl on her lap in a firm, gentle and loving embrace.

“No, I don’t ever want you to leave!” cooed Dorothy gently. “Just never do that again!”



Hot Girl sat for a long time in Dorothy’s lap enjoying Dorothy’s warmth and love. During that time, Dawn cleaned dishes.



z z z



Alex slept all day. When he finally awoke that evening, he was groggy but his reserved self again and embarrassed about what he had done. Alex was not interested in sex for about two days while he slept a lot. However, he quickly recovered.



z z z



They left Detroit in another couple days. While walking a distance from the hotel to where the rental-car was parked, Hot Girl, following up last behind the others as she always did, glimpsed a frightening visage - Lady Crusher herself! There in Detroit! And Lady Crusher spotted them - she appeared little surprised but quickly seemed to lust over Alex!



Hot Girl watched out the “corner” of her eyes and changed not her expression. She spoke not.



Dorothy and her three lovers ascended the parking garage, entered the rental-car and drove to the airport - all without incident. But Hot Girl kept careful watch. Indeed, Crusher followed, keeping just out of site, as far as the garage. But when they drove off, Crusher was left behind… for the time-being.



Alex previously filed the flight plan. All went smoothly. Within minutes, all four were on the lear-jet, taxiing, take-off-role then flare and were airborne. As the skyline of Detroit and its smog descended down and behind them, Hot Girl breathed a sigh of relief.



Later, well en-route back home to Spokane, Hot Girl spoke of it…



“She found us perhaps not by mistake”, began Dorothy, analyzing, “Those two Amazons I fought off Alex a few nights ago in the night-club… I think they’re Crusher’s women. Crusher knows about us here. We can never again allow Alex into Detroit! …”



z z z



And so it was. From then on, when in Detroit, just like in Chicago, Alex stayed with the plane, prepared to get out fast in a matter of seconds if necessary.



Alex stayed in the lear-jet with Dawn or Hot Girl for company whenever in Detroit, Chicago or New York. They never had anymore sightings of Crusher following them.



z z z



Dorothy and her Lovers often hiked endless miles starting from their home and ending up in places seen by no one except possibly from the air. Sometimes the rickshaw was used for the first few to several miles, but when they embarked on crossing expanses of beautiful but trail-less mountain meadows, the rickshaw stayed where it could no longer be used. It wasn’t locked or secured… there was nobody to steal it!



Crossing meadows seemed like crossing a sea - one had to navigate. Alex, with his piloting experience, was the Chief Navigator. Using a compass, land-marks, and a directional long-wave-radio, Alex could “land” them at certain mountains or other features and back again with great accuracy.



Some of the trips would go for a number of days, say, two days out and two days back for a total of four days round trip. It was Dorothy’s way to get away from her businesses completely. Dorothy would warn that she is taking off a few days by email, posting on this or that web-site and then, disappear… as far as the world outside could tell.



z z z



On one such rickshaw/hiking trip, they made a minor vacation out of it. They planned three days penetration of wilderness never before seen, then three days out. Six days in all, nearly a week, would allow Dorothy and the rest plenty of time to purge their systems of stress.



Being mid-summer, it was quite warm during the day, and with all that walking, it felt hot. In their back-packs they carried blankets and such for night but no clothes. They set out nude except for some bracelets and, for Alex and Dawn, walking shoes. Hot Girl and Dorothy went bare-footed. They planned to stay nude the entire time. Only Alex wore a g-string. No amount of talking or persuasion could get him out of it.

“We’re gettin’ naked for you! Why don’t you get naked for us?” Hot Girl would say sometimes, as would Dawn. Both Hot Girl and Dawn begged their  Mistress Song to “order” Alex to go naked.

“I could force him, but it would just make for tensions. We’re goin’ out there to get away from tensions. He really has a hang-up about his privy hanging out! But once we get out there, I’ll work on him. Have you seen the warped, slanted appearance of the trees near the mountain-tops? The wind did it! Not in one day, suddenly, but by constant, gentle pressure. That’s what I’ll do with Alex.”



As had become typical during the rickshaw-portion of the trip, Hot Girl and Dawn rode most of the time while Alex pulled them. He loved pulling them.



Dorothy, their Mistress and whom the rickshaw was originally intended for, walked along side or ahead. Her only assistant was her faithful walking-stick. Dorothy wanted it that way. In addition, she would be an extremely heavy load for Alex to pull. Dawn’s and Hot Girl’s combined weight was about 240 pounds (with Dawn weighing 130 pounds and Hot Girl at 110 extremely lean, all-muscle-pounds.).



However, Dorothy did place her back-pack in the rickshaw along with Alex’s back-pack and the two little back-packs of Dawn and Hot Girl. So Alex’s rickshaw pulling did take that load off Dorothy.



Sometimes Dorothy would spare Alex from pulling the rickshaw. Sometimes she ordered Hot Girl and Dawn out to walk for a change and ordered Alex in so he could rest a bit.



Generally, the first several hours for most trips, and, up to a day for this trip, Dawn and Hot Girl sat a lot and enjoyed the scenery, especially Alex’s sweat-glistened muscles. His back was a rugged land-scape of muscles. His butt rippled with power with each step he took. Hot Girl and Dawn marveled at the sight of it, and knowing those same muscles are what drives his rocky penis so deep into them during Alex’s hard-driving drillings on their vaginas. They wanted Alex to stop sometimes and drill them out right there, but Mistress Song commanded “No! It’ll drain him. Save it for night!”



So Dawn and Hot Girl got a great ride at the expense of Alex and Dorothy but just as well, being so small, they needed the extra care. And Alex was glad to give it!



But the work did make Alex sweat a lot. His g-string began to chafe his anus. The g-string was like an “anal-floss” anyway. Finally, at the great delight of Dawn and Hot Girl, Alex took off his last bit of cloth. Alex said it was okay while pulling the rickshaw, but tomorrow he would wear it again.

“Fat chance!” whispered Hot Girl into Dawn’s ear. During a stop for a few minutes rest, Hot Girl took the g-string which had been stowed in the rickshaw, and hid it by the trail-side.



That evening as the sun set behind the mountains casting their dark-purple silhouettes against a sky that glowed rose-pink just over the mountains to dark blue straight over-head, they stopped in a beautiful meadow. The site was close to a forest and the foot of a mountain they would cross the next day.



The vast meadow was a garland of wild flowers. Gentle summer winds pushed waves through a sea of flowers and grass that spanned across as far as they could see. And there was no one, not any sign even, of anybody else in the entire world. They were indeed, isolated except for Alex’s long-wave directional radio.



While setting up camp, Alex looked for the g-string and saw it was gone. Aghast, Alex realized the rest of this trip would be without the first thread of covering except for the back-pack. Just a little angry, Alex complained to Hot Girl, “You tossed it out back a ways, didn’t you!?”

“Aww! Chill! We’re naked! You get naked  for us!”

“Yeah!” agreed Dawn as she walked, glided with hips swaying, up to Alex’s side and began feeling over his hard, muscle-bumpy tummy and his butt. She began pinching and messing with his out-in-the-open penis. Hot Girl joined, on his other side. Soon, they had him hard.



Dorothy had to set up camp single handed! Hot Girl and Dawn lay on their backs in the grass with Alex taking turns drilling the hungry, soaked vaginas of first one, then the other. Squish, squish, squish, “oohh!” “ooo!” and the like made up the back-ground “music” for Dorothy to listen to while she worked.



Extremely hot and ready anyway from watching and lusting for Alex all day from the seat of the rickshaw, both Dawn and Hot Girl achieved orgasm quickly. Alex wound up dumping his load and thereby relieving himself into Hot Girl. Dawn protested feebly, “I wanted his cream!…” but soon fell asleep along with Hot Girl.



The night was a sex orgy of extreme proportions. Surely nothing intelligent was discussed. Thrusting, squishing of juiced up vaginas being drilled by a stone penis, huffing, groaning, loud kissing and other primeval utterances made up 99 percent of the sound heard.



Dorothy and her lovers obtained little sleep during the night. As a result, late morning, almost noon, found them only just beginning to awake.



For breakfast they had special back-packer’s portions (like k-rations), berries from the field and each others’ genitals… yep! And slept some more…



It was actually afternoon before they really got started. Alex secured the rickshaw (just put beside a bush; nobody here to steal anything) and they began walking. All of them wore not a stitch accept for their back-packs, including Alex. They began to ascend the mountain.



Alex enjoyed the delicate jingle and tinkle coming from the three ladies he was with as they walked and pointed, commenting on scenery. All three wore metal bracelets but were otherwise, nude.



Alex protested in jest, “How come you all get to wear bracelets and I’m completely naked?”

“Aw stop your belly-aching!” began Hot Girl, “You’re wearing the back-pack! That’s enough!”



As they followed the trail trodden out by deer, higher and higher, the scenery offered more and more awards for their work. They were in no hurry. They stopped for rest and sex often. Alex soon learned the nice features of total nudity.



At one stop, Dawn (this time) was first to slip off her back-pack which left her naked. She leaned forward slightly on her hands upon a rock to gaze at the splendid view. This stuck out her cute, smoothly shaped butt. Alex saw this and grew hard immediately. With his penis way out throbbing, he slipped it through Dawn’s crotch and hugged her, his hands finding her nipples. Of course, she resisted not, only moaned.



Alex thrust gently, searching for her “entrance” with his penis tip. Finding it, he plunged his hurting penis deep in her soothing warmth. Dawn moaned long while her vagina uttered a squishing noise. Dawn’s voice quivered as she said, “See how long you can hold it in me without thrusting…” …Alex lasted about one minute before he had to thrust wildly and “dump his load”.



Hot Girl and Dorothy during all this? Nah! No jealousy here! Hot Girl’s head was between Dorothy’s powerful thighs as she sucked away on Dorothy’s queen-sized clit. Dorothy lay on an elevated rock giving Hot Girl easy access to Dorothy’s juicy genital.



Next rest-stop, Hot Girl got the poke from behind from Alex who quickly learned the fun of being naked. And Dawn’s head nestled within the mighty legs of her Mistress while she sucked her clit



Hike, fuck, hike, fuck, hike eat fuck sleep and then another cycle of that. It went on all day. That evening they camped at the foot of the next mountain that they would hike to the top of the next day. They planned to begin their return from its top.



Again, all night, their genitals received pounding use from their owners. They slept to near noon.



One may be wondering, while they are way out here in the wilderness, what about wild animal attack? First of all, wild animal attack is highly over-rated. One is far more likely to be attacked by some big dog in some neighborhoods than in any woods. Animals attack for two similar reasons: They are surprised and they defend either 1) themselves or 2) their young.



Not mentioned is their habit, as directed by Dorothy, to have the evening meal or “supper”, then hike a little more leaving their supper entrails far behind. Then, any bear or such sniffing out and consuming the entrails will be in complete privacy.



The best way to prevent encounters with animals? Make noise. Even bears with cubs will move aside, shooing their cubs with them as you approach and pass. You may never know they were even there.



If one makes noise, that may preclude any sightings of deer and such, but, if one really wishes to sight (and maybe photograph) deer and other wild-life, they must set out to stalk, as if hunting, while always being wary not to surprise a bear or large cat.



Obviously, Dorothy and her Lovers were not on a wildlife photography expedition… if anything, they are the wildlife! Out for relaxation, scenery and sex, sex, sex, they probably would not see much anyway.



Dorothy wore metallic bracelets and ordered Dawn and Hot Girl to wear them too. Their delicate jingle-jingle was a delight to Alex’s ears and a warning to any wild animal. They never saw any deer, but they never had any problem with bears or large cats either.



But there was one animal they had not expected…



z z z



The next day went similar to that second day. Sleep ‘till late, breakfast, fuck, another rest, then finally underway. Again, ascending the mountain was a repeating series of hike a little, fuck, rest, hike some more. Sometimes they ate a little before sex. By the time they made it to the top of the mountain, it was very late.



“Lets camp up here!” suggested Hot Girl.

“It’ll get cold, won’t it?” asked Dawn.

“Nah! We’ll produce plenty of our own heat!” replied Hot Girl, shimmying her hips and allowing her hips to bump Alex. She continued, holding Alex’s penis between her fingers and thumb, “This will keep us heated, along with these…” she gestured first to her own vagina and then Dawn’s and Dorothy’s vagina.

“It has always been a bit too hot before, in that cramped tent, anyway”, began Dorothy. “It’ll be just right… Just one thing though…”

“What thing?” asked Hot Girl.

“If we stay here for the night, it will throw off our return perhaps half a day late.” Dorothy replied.

“Aw, it’ll be okay!” insisted Hot Girl.

“Lets see”, began Dorothy as she set down her huge back-pack, “I think I packed my cell-phone…” she rummaged through the back-pack’s contents… “Ah! Found it! I think at this location we are near an important cell-phone aerial-site set up for mid-Cascades communication. Let’s see if it works - I’ll just call a time-of-day service…”



Dorothy tried her cell-phone. Surprisingly, even way out there in the middle of nowhere, it did work. Thanks to the height of the mountain, Dorothy’s cell-phone found a cellular repeater and was able to make a call…

“Weather for Seattle and vicinity, cloudy and drizzle in the morning, clearing by afternoon. Lows in the upper forties, highs in the high seventies to low eighties with about 50 percent humidity. Time at the tone, 6:35 PM…” Dorothy nodded her head as she heard that typical summer forecast for Seattle saying, “Yep! It works. If we’re still up here by noon tomorrow, I’ll call a couple key folks and tell ‘em I’ll be another day getting back; no problem. Okay then, we’ll camp up here!”



That night their sex orgy took place with more vigor than usual, indeed, assisted by cool conditions. Once near day-break, Alex went out the tent to get a bag of M&Ms to snack on between “drilling-jobs”… drilling vaginas that is… While out there, it was numbing cold and sheets of ice had formed on any puddle or container of water. Alex quickly slipped back into the warmth of the tent… and three, naked, horny ladies.



Sure enough, they did not awake until a little afternoon. Before leaving the mountain top, Dorothy made a couple calls. Everything was fine.



Alex commented after Dorothy hung up from the final call, “Man, I wonder if those folks had any idea they were talking to a buck-naked woman!?”

Dorothy laughed, “I told one of them I was in back of my house… well I am! Way back!”



They started down the mountain. As always, Alex delighted walking behind the three ladies ogling their butts jiggle and their leg muscles flex as they hiked. He enjoyed the jingling sound of their bracelets.



As usual, pent-up sex drive had to be released every so often. Still early in the afternoon and about one-third of the way down the mountain, they stopped to relieve themselves.



Alex straddled Dorothy, and got prepared for the excruciating pleasure of thrusting his entire hard, throbbing penis deep into the ever-hungry, bottomless vagina of Dorothy.



Dawn and Hot Girl were sucking each others’ clits and breasts, thoroughly enjoying each other.



Alex thrust his penis deep and hard into Dorothy’s waiting cunt. “Slurp!” went her cunt as his penis displaced large amounts of vaginal juice. “OOHHH!” groaned Alex, then began forceful thrusting. Dorothy’s eyes winced shut from the intense pleasure she felt.



Suddenly, two big hands grabbed Alex’s lean waist and pulled him up. He thought it was Dorothy but Dorothy groaned “Don’t stop! I’m about to avalanche! OOHH! I can’t stand it!”

“He’ll feel better in me!” came a hefty sounding female voice.

Dorothy opened her eyes and Alex looked at whose hands had him - Lady Crusher! Way out here!



Crusher whirled Alex around before Dorothy could do anything and before his penis went soft (from fright). Crusher grabbed Alex’s entire butt with one large hand, took “aim” with him, and jammed his penis into her own starving cunt with an accompanying loud squishing sound. Large amounts of vaginal juice, displaced by Alex’s penis, dropped to the ground.



Dorothy shot up ready to fight Crusher. Crusher pulled Alex out of her vagina and tossed him to the waiting hands of a tall, lean and powerful Amazon with long blond hair. “Hold him!” Crusher ordered.



A second Amazon with the same build and blond hair stood behind that one that now held Alex. Crusher barked to the other Amazon, “You! Take the two little bitches. I’ll handle this monster bitch!” Crusher glared at Dorothy.



Frantic but trying not to show it, Dorothy looked around moving her eyes only and assessed the situation.



Both accessory Amazons and Lady Crusher were naked. No weapons, no clothes. And nobody else. Quickly Dorothy thought “maybe this is not as bad as I thought. We can take them… can we?”



Crusher warned Dorothy, “Your getting out of here in one piece depends on your giving your slaves to me! What’s it going to be?”

“NO WAY!” thundered Dorothy.



Crusher remained calm. She continued, “It seems so foolish of you to ask for demonstrations via your actions -” Crusher stopped short to look at a commotion…



The Amazon that held Alex was attempting to copulate with him, forcing him into various positions trying to get his fear-softened penis into her hungry genital.



“Hey! Hands off, slut! He’s mine!” Crusher ordered. She continued, “Later you can have some fun with those puny bitches!”

“Yes ma’am” replied the Amazon holding Alex. She turned Alex around so his back was up against her breasts. She held him tight with her muscular arms “Xed” across his chest. Though not as big as Crusher, her strength was immense.



“Okay”, Crusher continued, addressing Dorothy. “Though not quite the way I planned, that is demonstration number one. Now here comes demonstration number two…”



Screaming and protesting and struggling to free themselves to no avail, the second blond Amazon came out from behind some boulders with Hot Girl in one hand and Dawn in the other hand.



Dawn wept loudly, defeated. Hot Girl kicked, scratched and bit at the powerful Amazon that had her. The muscles in the Amazon’s forearms bulged and writhed with immense strength as she held two little babes by their slender, comparatively delicate arms. It appeared the Amazon could snap their arms as easily as most of us snap a pretzel.



Dorothy demanded “LET THEM GO!!!” as she stormed toward them. But Lady Crusher grabbed Dorothy’s big strong arm with her own huge hand… and stopped Dorothy cold! The first person ever able to do that to Dorothy.



“Let GO!!” Dorothy demanded.



But Lady Crusher held her firm and even yanked her back. When away from the Amazon with Dawn and Hot Girl, Crusher let her go as Dorothy jerked loose - or thought she did.



Crusher said gesturing with her hands, “As you can see, Brenda there has no trouble holding your nice hunk. Though pretty big and well built and able to hold his own against most men, he is no match for my Brenda. And Lisa there with, hah hah hah!… with those two, that’s even far less of a challenge! So your hunk is out, and those two puny sluts are out. That leaves you… and… me… And I have far greater strength than you!”



Dorothy looked around, desperate.



“Well!?” asked Crusher again, “What’s it going to be? Do you let me have your slaves and leave in one piece or do you wanna fight and wind up dead?”



Hastily, Dorothy formulated a plan. Dorothy answered, hanging her head in pretend-shame, “I… I… guess I’ll hand them over to you… I’ll go…”



Dorothy turned to go. Dawn wept and cried loud, “NO! PLEASE DON’T LEAVE US!”



Lady Crusher turned to Dawn and said, “Looks like your cowardly Mistress is going to leave you. I’ll take care of and shelter you now. And I will never cower!”



Dorothy began to walk off, hanging her head in pretended shame and defeat. Dorothy planned to appear to leave, circle around and surprise attack.



But Crusher was not so easily fooled. Crusher caught up and grabbed Dorothy’s arm and said with disgust in her voice, “Big fat-ass worthless whore of a coward! Just leave your loyal slaves like that, huh!?”



Dorothy hung her head in pretend-shame with her arm held by a hand that felt like a vice and said, “No… not like that -

LIKE THIS!…” WHOMP! Went a powerful knee into the crotch of Lady Crusher.

Crusher doubled over and fell. Dorothy heaved a large stone of well over a hundred pounds and began to hurl it upon the head of Crusher. But a strong arm, not as strong as Dorothy’s, but strong enough, bolted out of nowhere and jarred off Dorothy’s aim. The stone thundered to the ground missing Crusher’s head.

Crusher stormed up shouting “DAM YOU KLUTZ! LOOK!” Indeed there was Alex, bolting away, released by Amazon Brenda when she stepped in to save Crusher.

Brenda argued, “But she was about to kill you, Crusher!”

“I can take care of myself! Now after him. I’ll take care of this bitch… HEY!”

Dorothy bolted off too.

“COME BACK HERE COWARD!” thundered Crusher to Dorothy as she took off fast after Dorothy. The blond Amazon ran after Dorothy behind Crusher. Crusher turned her head and saw her following then hollered, “After the guy dummy, the GUY!!”

Trip! Went Crusher sailing some yards then hitting the ground, getting badly beaten by strewn rocks.



The cause of Crusher’s flight turned out to be the big foot of Dorothy who seized that fleeting opportunity of Crusher looking back just a second to Brenda.



Brenda wound up staring a huge and angry Dorothy in the face. Dorothy grabbed her and hurled her on the ground.



It was against Dorothy’s entire person, her Soul, but she had to neutralize these dangerous people. Out here, there was no law except that of… well, Dorothy.

As that well built, really great looking blond Amazon got up from being thrown, Dorothy dispatched a small stone to her head, knocking her out.



Dorothy had tried to judge the force of the throw to only render her unconscious, not injure seriously. Dorothy stood there partially shocked as some blood, not a lot, came from the pretty head of that tall, physically well equipped Amazon, Brenda. Dorothy fought back the urge to fall to her knees crying right there.



But Dorothy had to fight it off. Finally she did. But not until Crusher had apparently recovered and gotten up. But rather than confront Dorothy again who, although not quite as strong, was “too near as strong” to be that easy to handle,

Crusher simply escaped.



With Crusher gone, Dorothy took another look at the downed Amazon. Her head bled and her color turned a little ashen. Tears came to Dorothy’s eyes as she knelt next to her…

“Honey…” Dorothy sobbed, “I’m sorry… but ya…”

Dorothy stopped short when she heard a scream.

It was little Dawn’s voice. That was sufficient to finally shake Dorothy out of it.

Dorothy zoomed out of there to the sound of little Dawn’s high-pitched scream.



Indeed, they had been through a bit… With Crusher and the other Amazon gone, this Amazon, identified as Lisa by Crusher, decided to have some sex-fun with her captives.



Lisa knelt while spreading her legs somewhat, pulling down Dawn and Hot Girl with her. As she sat, she forced Hot Girl under her big bare muscle-butt and pinned her there, between Lisa’s butt and lower legs. Indeed Lisa “sat on” Hot Girl.



Next, Lisa positioned Dawn under her. Lisa worked Dawn under her and positioned so that Dawn’s face ended up directly under Lisa’s big moist vagina. Grabbing and holding the back of Dawn’s head, she forced Dawn’s face into Lisa’s vaginal area. Of course, during all this, Dawn uttered various weeping, crying and “no, no!” and the like. Lisa paid no attention. And now she barked to a severely frightened Dawn, “SUCK IT! LICK IT UP! SUCK ME OUT! DO IT!” Lisa screamed to Dawn, shaking and sobbing underneath Lisa.



Failing to suck or whatever, Lisa rammed Dawn’s face into her vagina. Lisa thrust, apparently intending to use Dawn’s face to masturbate on. Being jammed up into Lisa’s big hairy crotch muffled Dawn’s sobs and cries. Squishing noises issued forth along with some of Dawn’s screams sounding “bubbly”, as if under water. Dawn coughed, choking on the profuse secretions of an aroused, big cunt.



Hot Girl screamed from underneath Lisa where she was pinned, “For heavens sake don’t use her!! I’ll suck you out! I’m good at it! I’ll give you a burn you’ll never forget!”



“All right!” huffed Lisa, pulling Dawn out from under her, “Do it! Like the clit-sucking slut you are!”



Dawn’s face glistened with huge amounts of thick, whitish vaginal secretions. While Dawn gasped for air and sobbed, Lisa positioned Hot Girl under her. Lisa pinned Dawn between her big butt and lower legs and sat on her as she had Hot Girl.



A huge powerful hand held the back of Hot Girl’s head near Lisa’s steaming cunt. Lisa kept her powerful grip on the slender wrist of Hot Girl, but let Hot Girl’s other hand go free. Hot Girl needed it to part Lisa’s cunt-lips to get to the clit. Hot Girl began vigorous clit sucking. Right away Lisa began groaning loudly, winced her eyes shut and enjoyed.



As Lisa neared orgasm, the intensity of good feeling caused her to loose control. She pushed Hot Girl’s face harder into her cunt and began hard thrusting. Now using Hot Girl’s face to masturbate on, Hot Girl’s nose received a pounding and she began to choke, literally drown in the profuse secretions of Lisa’s near orgasmic cunt. Lisa huffed heavy, unvoiced breaths while orgasm hit her. She appeared to be trying to keep her voice down.



Finally, after some final thrusts on Hot Girl’s bruised and soaked face, Lisa huffed a few times then breathlessly uttered, “SHIT DAM A MERCY! THAT FELT GOOD!”



Lisa continued to pant and simmer down. Hot Girl coughed and sputtered, spitting up breathed in cunt juice. With Lisa not paying attention to what Hot Girl was doing, she did not see Hot Girl’s free hand scoop up a wad of dirt.



Lisa’s eyes were closed as she enjoyed the gratified feeling coming from her crotch. Again she huffed, “You really know what you’re doin’, slut! That felt good! Oohh!”

“You want more?” asked Hot Girl finally after coughing up enough vaginal secretions to breath and talk again.

“Yeah, slut! I’ll want more in just a few minutes!” huffed Lisa.



Lisa calmed some more. Finally she said, “Say slut! Why are you so good and this other baby keeps crying? What’s her problem?”

“Never mind her”, insisted Hot Girl, “She’s just never been around. Go easy on her.”

“Yeah, sure!” replied Lisa, “I’ll train her. Crusher said I could have the two of you for my very own. My own sex slaves!”

“Yeah, okay,” Hot Girl began, “I’ll help train Dawn there. We’ll give you sex trips you’ll never forget!”



Lisa began to ease on Hot Girl. It seemed to her Hot Girl was getting into this. Lisa gazed at Hot Girl’s face, glistening with vaginal juice.

Lisa commented, “Say, slut! You’re not bad! Pretty! Sexy! I’m gonna enjoy you!”

“Great!” Lisa began, “Now…

ENJOY THIS!!!”

From a powerful thrust of Hot Girl’s free hand, the clump of dirt shot up right into Lisa face and into her eyes.



Lisa reared back, clutching her eyes. This freed Hot Girl. She sprang out, a powerful leap, then threw her entire body against Lisa’s who still clutched her eyes and began to holler profanities at Hot Girl. The force of Hot Girl’s hit bowled the much bigger Lisa over. This unpinned Dawn. Hot Girl pulled a sobbing, nearly helpless Dawn up and away. Hot Girl pick up a large rock and threw it with incredible force for such a small person, right on Lisa’s head. Lisa bowled over flat on the ground, sprawled out and shook. Blood came forth from Lisa’s temple. This is when Dawn let out a piercing scream. Standing finally, and not muffled, Dawn’s scream “carried” well, to the ears of Dorothy.



Not much later, a frantic Dorothy charged into the scene. Frightened for the well being of her precious little ladies, she was relieved to see both okay although shaken and dirty.



Little Dawn immediately ran to the open arms and big, warm bosom of her Mistress Song. Dawn buried her face between the big breasts of Dorothy and sobbed. Her little arms reached as far as they could around Dorothy’s waist and squeezed. Dorothy gave Dawn a loving hug and held her there. Dawn soaked in the relief and pleasure of finally being safe, deep within the loving bosom of her Mistress Song.



Hot Girl, needing no such comforting at the moment and standing spread-legged and ready, asked, “Where’s that big bitch? Is she coming?”

“No!” replied Dorothy while she stroked and rubbed Dawn’s back. “Although stronger than me, I was a little too much for her. She just took off.”



“Okay… but now what about Alex?” Hot Girl added.

“Well, you saw him…” Dorothy replied, “He broke loose and took off into the woods. I think he’ll circle around and rejoin us. He’s strong and capable. Don’t worry.”

“But what if Crusher catches him?” asked Hot Girl.

“Hmm…” began Dorothy, “That is my biggest concern… Alex can handle anything else… Only Crusher would be a problem. We gotta stay alert…”



Dorothy turned her attention to Dawn, still sobbing in her bosom. Dorothy cooed gently to Dawn, “There now. You’re safe. It’s okay. You must be quiet now so that Hot Girl and I can listen for any cries from Alex that he may do to let us know where he is. Shh…”



Dawn sobbed and sniffled a bit more and finally quieted. She continued clinging to Dorothy. Dorothy continued hugging her gently and rubbing her back.



z z z



Alex made nearly thirty miles per hour! If this was an Olympic event he surely would have won. But there is no better drive for a fast run than desperation. Lady Crusher was right behind him.



Buck naked, Alex’s leg muscles flexed mighty and fast, butt rippled with strength, his tummy flat-rock-hard. He zoomed across a mountain-plateau meadow of cheerful summer flowers.



But Lady Crusher’s muscles flexed mighty, driving Crusher over that same meadow at incredible speed. Making over thirty miles per hour, she slowly gained on Alex.



At last a big hand seized Alex’s shoulder and dragged him down. Alex struggled to get free, but he was firmly ensnared amongst the huge muscles of  Lady Crusher.



“Ooo! This gonna be fun!” panted Lady Crusher. She stood spread legged and forced Alex under her. She held his head firmly with one hand and rammed his face into her vagina. She thrust only a few times…

“OOHHH!” Crusher moaned loudly, “That feels heavenly!”

But she grabbed Alex up again and drag him along back across the meadow but in another direction. She announced, “Can’t do that now! First we gotta get you outa here.!”



Alex resembled a little boy trying to keep up with his Mom. He had to jog to keep up with Crusher as she walked in big, muscle-legged strides.



Worried what was to become of him, Alex had no choice but to follow Crusher. She had him now, firm. Her huge hand on his wrist felt like a steel vice padded with cow-hide. There was no escape.



Four two fast-walking hours, Crusher dragged Alex over rugged mountain terrain with no trails; over rocks, logs, straight through forests. Generally, they were ascending.



Alex wished at least he had clothes on. There he was, completely naked, penis out, everything, with an equally naked and brutal muscle-monster-woman that couldn’t wait to begin masturbating on him. At least for the function of preventing scratches from branches and scrapes from rocks as Crusher dragged him like a rag-doll, would the clothes be helpful.



They reached a point of rugged rocks and scenery that looked over where they had been. Beautiful scenery indeed but Alex would trade it all to be cooped up in an office in front of a computer, working. Anything would be better than being Crusher’s masturbation rag.



Crusher dragged Alex over the rocks with haste. There, on a large flat rock jutting out over the heights, were three hang-gliders! One was extra large.



Crusher grabbed rope from a supply hutch attached to the largest hang-glider. She pinned Alex down and began to tie him up. Alex was down on his back staring up to a huge mountain of a woman over him, her legs spread. Right over him was her big, heavily hairy crotch. Within that thick black bush steamed a huge, awful looking genital. Its “lips” were calloused, thick and rough looking. A whitish substance oozed forth from between those lips, getting on the hair. Indeed, this monster was horny.



With Alex under her, she could not resist. “Ooohhh! You look so sweet!…” Crusher moaned.

She turned Alex on his side and lowered that awful crotch down and began thrusting. That big cunt opened up like some kind of mouth until it appeared to eat one side of Alex’s shoulders and arm. The monster cunt, slurping and rubbing up and down his side spread the whitish substance all over him. Way over head, she began huffing and groaning.



With each thrust, the cunt enveloped more and more of Alex’s body. Although frightened, Alex wondered how that thing could open so wide. 

Slurp-squish, slurp-squish the cunt went as it scraped up and down Alex’s entire side, covering him with its secretions.



“OOHHH! Feels so GOOD I can’t even THINK!” bellowed Crusher way over Alex.



She lifted that huge cunt and its surrounding bush up then down near his face.



“SUCK MY CLIT!” demanded Crusher.



The lips of that awful genital gaped open after having been spread by Alex’s entire side. Within all that whitish mess was a pinkish thing as big around as any man’s relaxed or maybe even, semi-hard penis. “Is that her clit?” Alex wondered.



“SUCK IT!” demanded Crusher again as she lowered her soaked crotch right into Alex’s face.



He had no choice. As he had done for his beloved Mistress, (but a much smaller clit) he took this penis-sized clit into his mouth and began sucking. Crusher began roaring her pleasure way over him.



Cunt juice poured forth into his face thoroughly drenching it. Crusher huffed and moaned loudly.

Crusher lifted her crotch from his face and rammed it on his side again. The cunt lips spread and fully a third of Alex’s side became engulfed in that monster-cunt. It coursed wildly up and down his side blistering in places.

“OHH! OHH! OOHHH!” Crusher sounded her pleasure as orgasm hit her. She rammed her crotch down hard, trying to get as much Alex inside her that she could.

Finally she began to calm down. By this time Alex was blistered in places and his entire upper body and head glistened with vaginal secretions.



“OHH SWEET MERCIFUL SHIT! THAT FELT SUPER!” Crusher thundered. Her voice echoed all through out the mountains.



Far away, Dorothy heard it… “That shit head bitch is masturbating on my Alex! She has him! I’ll tear her to shreds!!!” Dorothy thundered.

“Help me try and revive those two helpers of hers.”, Dorothy ordered, “They might know where that shit-bitch is camped or something!”

Dorothy with Hot Girl and Dawn began to try to revive one or the other of the two helper Amazons. Both lay unconscious…



z z z



Crusher pulled Alex up and continued what she started, to tie him up. Crusher made no attempt to clean either Alex, or herself. Her crotch was soaked. Her thick bush of black pubic hair was matted with huge amounts of vaginal juice. Whitish juice streamed down her inner thighs. But she cared not.



Crusher tied and thoroughly secured Alex, tightly bound, to her large hang-glider. Crusher strapped herself in. She lifted the hang-glider including Alex effortlessly. Her powerful legs began a run straight toward the cliff. Like a huge bird, the glider zoomed off the cliff into invisible paths of air.



Alex was frightened and helpless. He hoped Crusher knew what she was doing. She did. After leaving the cliff, they dived down then assumed a peaceful glide.



From there, they left the mountain cliff behind them, soaring high over mountain meadows. Crusher guided the hang-glider over plateau and cliff after plateau and cliff, passing over various meadows, ever decreasing in altitude.



Apparently thinking she was sufficiently safe from being found by Dorothy or anybody, Crusher guided the glider smoothly down.



Near the ground, Crusher circled a few times checking for a clear area. Then she let it down. Catching the ground running, Crusher slowed to a jog, then walking, then stopped. She set the glider down and unstrapped herself.



z z z



Crusher’s entire glide-trip took an hour. During that time, on another part of the mountain, Dorothy, Dawn and Hot Girl were busy.



One Amazon, Brenda, had been struck in the head earlier by a rock “gently” thrown by Dorothy. She was coming out of it, head hurting and groggy. Lisa was ashen and out cold. She had been struck full force by a rock wielding Hot Girl. Though much smaller and far less strong, Hot Girl’s full-force throw had been harder than Dorothy’s “gentle” throw. Indeed, Lisa was the more serious case.



Hot Girl looked with disgust as Dorothy tended gently to Lisa. Dorothy held Lisa next to her warm, bare body. Dorothy cooed gentle soft words, and covered Lisa with a blanket.

“That bitch was terrible to little Dawn! And now you carry on over her - that thing - like she… deserves it or something.”

“She was led down a path of destruction by that horrible Crusher. She could have been a big, sweet and loving woman…” Dorothy’s voice broke as she gently held Lisa in her lap, rocking her and giving her warmth.

“Dorothy!… er… I mean, Mistress! Crusher has Alex! We got to do something!” demanded Hot Girl, forgetting for a second to address her Mistress as Mistress.

“We are doing something.” Dorothy reminded,  “Dawn is tending to Brenda. Looks like she’s coming out of it. One or the other of these two can tell us where they’re camped and where they might be going! That will help us find Crusher!”



“Mistress Song!” Dawn called, “This one came to!”



Dawn had been gently cleansing the scrape and puncture wound on Brenda’s head. It was a mere superficial puncture and scrape made when the rock, with its jagged surface, hit. She was not serious and now, was awake though disoriented.



Dorothy came quick. She did not want this Brenda possibly coming to then grabbing little Dawn and doing something to her. But Brenda was very subdued. There was no problem.



Indeed, Dorothy got much information out of Brenda. Brenda also agreed to stay with Lisa. Dorothy left most of the contents of her back-pack for supplies and food. Dorothy made sure the cell-phone was not with Brenda… No calls allowed for that lady!



Dorothy bulled through the forest, following the directions given by Brenda. Little Hot Girl and Dawn followed in the wake, the path, plowed out by powerful Dorothy.



After a while, sure enough, they encountered it. Up and secured on a slab of flat rock,  perched two hang-gliders.



“That stupid bitch probably didn’t count on us finding these. Really, she shoulda done something with them” Dorothy said as she prepared one of them and strapped herself to it. “I should be able to see them from the air!”



“Wait a minute,” called Dawn after Dorothy, already getting ready to take off. “Do you know how to use these? Is it okay?”

“Yes, I have used ‘em before.” Replied Dorothy,  “I could use a bit larger wing-span and a wee bit heavier construction due to my size and weight, but under ordinary conditions, it’ll be okay!”



Hot Girl ran after Dorothy saying, “May I fly this one here and follow you? You’ll need me to help fight Crusher!”

“No! I need you to stay here and look after Dawn. Crusher’s stronger than me but not that stronger. If I stalk, I can catch her off and bring her down. I’ve done it before with guys bigger than me!”



Before either Dawn or Hot Girl could say or ask any more, Dorothy ran and leapt off the cliff, dived down a bit and leveled off to a smooth glide. Dawn’s little hands covered her mouth, her heart in her throat. Hot Girl stood there with hands on her hips and legs spread, gazing with interest and fascination… and a desire to join Dorothy.



Hot Girl stared way out there as Dorothy soared further and further away. “Imagine that,” she finally said, “That dirty ol’ city-slut-bitch finding this picturesque spot. Just look at it…”



Indeed it was nice. From that slab of rock one could see all the way to what may have been the Spokane city-line way, way, way in the hazy distance. Glorious vistas of color shimmered from below, the mountain meadows in their mid-summer finest. As one looked from directly below to way out, the areas of meadows appeared as a series of descending stairs; plateau after plateau.



And at the rock itself, they were at the edge of a lush mountain forest. Trees shaded parts of the rock. It was nice and cool. It would have been a nice place for a picnic or camp.



“It is nice…” commented Dawn. “I wonder how that old beast found it?”

“I don’t know. I think somehow, she studied us.”, guessed Hot girl.

“Why does she want Alex so much?” pondered Dawn, “Why not any other man? Besides, Alex isn’t even skinny any more. At six feet even and 190-something pounds, he’s gotten kinda beefy!”

“Insanity!” answered Hot Girl without hesitation and with an authoritative tone. “Insanity has no purpose, but it often has a goal. Her goal is to get Alex. Why? There is no ‘why’”



The two of them stood, or paced around, for a while. The idyllic, peaceful setting belied what was going on. Hot Girl could not stand it any longer.



“Dawn, would you be okay here? By yourself? We could find a spot for you safe from bears if even there are any. After we get rid of Crusher, we’ll both climb back up here after you.”

“Could I just come with you? Is it… possible…” Dawn was not to sure about what she suggested. She examined the large glider she was proposing to hang on to while Hot Girl flew it.

“No! Too dangerous! I have not flown in a while. Here, come with me. Take Mistress’s cell-phone. Lets scout around below here for a cozy crevice or niche you can stay in…”



Climbing down, they came to a area of boulders under the main slab of flat rock. Carefully picking their way over jagged rocks with a 5000 foot drop near or next to them, they did find a nice niche. They brought all three back packs and even spread a comfortable little picnic-like set up for Dawn to stay in. After getting it ready, the two of them ascended back to the top of the rock.



Hot Girl strapped herself in the last hang-glider. The glider was designed for an Amazon. With Hot Girl strapped to it, it was all wings and little else; it resembled a butterfly.



To practice, Hot Girl first jumped from an elevated formation of rocks toward the main slab of rock. Hot Girl wafted down so slow, she missed the slab and found herself over the 5000 foot drop. She merely circled back to the slab and landed.

“Kinda big for me,” Hot Girl commented, “But all the more safety margin!”

Hot Girl readied herself. “Okay Dawn, you’ll be okay here if you don’t go anywhere. You’re set up even if night comes. Just stay put! Don’t move around especially after dark.” Hot Girl ran for the cliff, leapt and was airborne.



Dawn had started to run after Hot Girl yelling, “Wait! Nobody said anything about after dark! I can’t…”

But too late, Hot Girl was off.



Now alone with no one to hug or to comfort her, little Dawn watched with growing apprehension. Hot Girl’s over-sized glider slowly descended and drifted away.



Feeling so alone, Dawn began to shiver. She felt her eyes tear up. She felt frightened. She made her way down below the slab to that niche they found and set up. Dawn felt a little better there. Plus, at least, she was near Dorothy’s and Hot Girl’s things which, in itself, made her feel not quite so alone.



Dawn could still look out and see Hot Girl, way out there by now. Actually she only could just make out a pair of wings. She watched as Hot Girl drifted further and further away. Then, Dawn could see her no more.



z z z



Crusher unstrapped herself from the glider. She unstrapped Alex and untied him. She said nothing. She only huffed and held her huge bosom out. It heaved as she breathed heavy. Alex began to shake uncontrollably. He felt flushed. Was this his last hour of his life? Would he die, naked, on this mountain at the hands of a deranged monster-woman?



Crusher had Alex by his wrist but now let him go. Trembling terribly, Alex forgot to at least try to run.



Crusher felt over herself. She caressed her own huge breasts. Her own thumbs and fingers played her own nipples. She allowed her hands to follow the contour of Crusher’s own giant, Amazon curves; her waist, her hips. She breathed heavy.



Alex’s head cleared enough to consider the idea of at least trying to run. After all he thought to himself, he is fast.



Alex took off at top speed, adrenaline charged.

“HEY! COME BACK HERE!” demanded Crusher.

She ran after Alex.

It was basic flight or fight. Alex ran faster than ever. Mountain meadow and its flowers flew underneath him.

He thought he was getting away but WHOMP! Down Alex fell, slamming to the ground, tackled by Crusher.



The fall hurt his shoulder and scraped it. It also scraped his knees and one side of his hips.



Crusher dragged him up violently. “DAMNED LITTLE TWERP! You’re NOT getting away from ME! I’m gonna fuck and fuck and fuck on you until I DROP!”



Crusher dragged Alex back to the hang-glider. She took out the rope and tied Alex’s feet together and his hands together behind his back. Before setting him down to either sit or stand, his choice, Crusher swung Alex down between her spread legs. She shoved his face into her drenched crotch and thrust on it a few times. Each thrust produced squish-slurp sounds from her soaked genital. Alex coughed from it.

“OOHHH! That feels TOO GOOD! I’m gonna get the BIGGEST BLAST of my life out here!!”

She released Alex to drop to the ground. She left him there. He had to struggle even to sit due to his hands and feet being tied.



Alex sweat and shivered at the same time. Was there nothing he could do? And, oh no, it really looked bad now…

From the hutch on Crusher’s glider, she pulled out a camcorder! She set it up on a tripod. She started the camera. She walked to the front of it and began a sexy dance, writhing and moaning. She felt herself over. Her hands followed the contours of her waist, hips and bulging thighs. She felt and caressed her own breasts. She struck muscle poses with her huge biceps balled up gigantic.



She paused from that, lowered the camera to the tripod’s lowest position, then continued the dancing. She spread her legs near and over the camera and parted the lips of her monster vagina, showing the camera her gigantic clit and copious vaginal secretions. Crusher writhed and thrust as if already fucking.



She paused the camera and raised it to a normal height and began dancing again. She shook her pelvis as if already in sex, and huffed out, “I’m gonna shove every inch of that bastard in me!”



Then it began. She came to Alex who was trembling. She lifted him by the rope around his ankles. She did so in front of the camera with one arm so that the biceps of that arm flexed and balled up as it lifted Alex. She could do it with one arm, indeed, and easily.

Crusher announced, huffing, her huge bosom heaving, “I am mighty! I have the power! He is helpless against me!!”



She untied him completely and tossed the rope away. She held him off his feet by grabbing his chest. She held him off the ground at arms length. Her powerful shoulder muscles bulged. She asked him, huffing, and waxing ever more horny, “You wanna die? Or will you suck me out!?”

Alex, trembling horribly, couldn’t speak when he tried. He tried to say yes but only uttered a breathy squeak.

“Okay, you die! You suck lousy any way!”



Crusher swung Alex down between her legs and jammed his face hard into her wet hairy crotch. With a squishing sound his face displaced profuse vaginal juice, releasing it to drip to the ground.

“OHH!” moaned Crusher.



In front of that camera, she jammed various portions of Alex’s body into her huge cunt. Each time, her cunt’s big calloused lips were able to part, allowing large amounts of him in. With accompanying squishing noise, huge amounts of secretions were deposited all over him. It ran, dribbled and dripped.



Crusher dropped him to the ground. She spread her legs and squat over him. Her big, snake-like clit hung out. She jammed her crotch over Alex and began to thrust. Her cunt engulfed almost half way around his body.

“OHH, OOHH! OOHH! …” Crusher wailed.

Crusher never did one thing very long. She seemed to be trying every possible way to masturbate on Alex.



She got up, holding Alex by the arm under her. He dangled, trembling to the point of convulsion. She stood there a few seconds as if thinking of what to do next.



Well, she thought of it!

She grabbed Alex at just under his arms. She thrust him, head first, into her crotch. Her hideous cunt opened its ugly lips and engulfed his entire head! She pulled his head out. Alex coughed and sputtered terribly.

“OOOHHHH!” Crusher groaned extra loud, “Holy shit a-mighty, that felt SUPER!!!”



Well, that was it. She had discovered something pleasurable. She did it again; “OOHHH! MAN! That feels GREAT!!” Again, Alex came out of there coughing and choking.



She used Alex’s entire head as a huge penis. Plunging his head deep into her cunt, he was up to his shoulders. She thrust him in-out, in-out with an accompanying slurp-plop, slurp-plop along with his severe coughing and gagging.

She kept going; “OHH! OHH! OHH! OOHHH!…” Crusher wailed as she worked toward a wrenching orgasm. Plop-plop, plop-plop, plop-plop Alex’s head slurped in and out of a devouring giant cunt. A whitish slime covered him completely and dripped off him. He could not breath. He choked and hacked. But Crusher cared only for her coming orgasm.



Crusher began to avalanche into a searing orgasm. She thrust Alex’s head hard and wailed in the ecstasy of good feeling - at Alex’s great expense!

Just as orgasm began rolling through Crusher - WHAM! A big rock crashed into Crusher’s shoulder, deflected, and hit her in the head.

This knocked Crusher back. Alex’s head slurped out of her cunt. He fell to the ground, limp.



“Alex! Are you okay?” called Dorothy, her voice quivering with fear. Alex did not respond.

Dorothy, who threw the stone, approached Alex. With tears in her eyes she knelt down beside him. From behind she heard “I’ll TEAR YOU APART! DAMNED BITCH!!”



Dorothy turned just in time to see Crusher sailing toward her. Dorothy fell to her back and met Crusher with her feet - POW! Right in the face sending Crusher sailing another direction.



“You blood-thirsty devil!” roared Dorothy, “What have you done to him!? Dam you to HELL!!!”

Dorothy grabbed a stone and hurled it to Crusher who was already returning, charging Dorothy. The rock hit Crusher in the forehead. It only knock her a little dizzy. She continued the charge.



Crusher crashed right on Dorothy who tried to deflect her with her feet again. Dorothy shrugged it off but she was locked in battle with Crusher, directly.



Although Crusher was only a little bigger than Dorothy, she was stronger pound for pound. Being a purely physical woman, Crusher devoted her time to her body. She worked with weights, every day and never missed a day. Dorothy worked out but with lighter weights and higher reps for slimmer muscles with higher stamina. Dorothy figured she was heavy enough. Plus, because of her heavy business schedule, Dorothy missed a lot of exercise days. Sometimes she was lucky to get one weight-work day in two weeks.



Crusher on other hand, never missed a day. Five days a week, every day, never missing a day, plus crushing-heavy weights with low reps produced huge, bulky powerful muscles on Crusher, the best kind for fighting… and raping men.



And on top of all that, Crusher was a fighter. There are people who are fighters and those who are not. Crusher relished fighting just to fight. Having fought so much gave Crusher much practice and practical training.

Dorothy fought rarely, especially in the past few years.



It should be no surprise then, Dorothy soon found herself in serious trouble with Crusher.



Crusher had Dorothy in a suffocating head lock. Crusher’s huge, burley arm held Dorothy’s head tight. Dorothy’s skull came near cracking from being pined between a stony biceps and a tough, sinewy forearm. Crusher straddled Dorothy and rubbed her cunt on her. Crusher huffed and moaned loudly. Indeed, she enjoyed this.

“OHH! OHHH! You weak little NOTHING! I’ll DESTROY YOU! NOTHING - OHH! OHH! NOBODY IS MIGHTIER THAN I!!!”



Dorothy was helpless, held tight. Crusher flailed Dorothy with her calloused, sand-paper cunt. Harder and faster the cunt wracked Dorothy’s hip and leg, blistering it. The cunt juice stung the blisters.

“OHH! OOHHH! OOHHH!…” Crusher wailed loudly has orgasm plowed through her.

She slowed her thrusting upon Dorothy’s side.

“OHH! BITCH! You’re no match for me, but I have to admit, you are one big hunk. That’s the best fuck I ever got out of a fight!” Crusher huffed and panted, simmering down. She continued to hold Dorothy 
tight.



C
rusher picked up a rock with her
 big-muscled arm, positioned the pointed end to the top of Dorothy’s head held tight by her other 
powerful 
arm. She drew the rock way back. The big, pointed rock and that powerful arm spelled the end of Dorothy until -

“AAGH!  OWWOUGH!” Crusher wailed in terrible pai
n impeded by coughing up blood.


Her grip on Dorothy loosened a little but enough to let Dorothy free herself. Dorothy saw the cause of Crusher’s 
sudden 
suffering -

A long metal pole with a sharpened end impaled Crusher’s back and… Dorothy looked under as Crusher writhed… and all the way out of her chest, out through one breast. Blood poured forth all around. Frantic, Dorothy looked up… There, spread-legged and ready; small wiry and yet, very mighty, was HOT GIRL!

Hot Girl had impaled Crusher a fatal blow.



Crusher groaned, coughed and sputtered blood. The ground under her resembled buckets of spilt red paint. Crusher tried to get up, but only stumbled around.



Dorothy actually felt sick when she saw how the metal pole had really impaled Crusher, all the way through from her back to out her breast. Pieces of breast tissue fell to the ground. The nipple was flayed off and dangled. Blood spurted in rhythm to Crusher’s last few heart-beats.



Crusher tried a few more times to get up b
ut failed. At last she laid on the ground but still shook and struggled
. Dorothy stared, dazed and numb, nearly in shock.



Hot Girl seem unaffected. She stepped on Crusher’s back. Crusher went into convulsions and threw up. Fe
cal material came out her butt.




Hot Girl stood on Crusher and with a powerful yank, removed the metal pole. Hot Girl stepped down and walked around to Crusher’s head. She poised the metal pole over Crusher’s head - Dorothy put her hands to her mouth -

“UH!” Hot Girl grunted as she thrust the sharpened pole with all her wiry might, through the temple of Crusher’s head. The pole exited Crusher’s temple on the other side. Hot Girl yanked the pole out and stepped back. Blood shot up in spurts from Crusher’s head like a ghastly fountain. Pieces of brain washed out with it.



The fountain of blood soon diminished. Crusher shook for a while then became quiet… as quiet as the evening.

It was getting dark. A cloud glowed reddish-pink just over the mountains to the west. Night-time crickets were beginning their nightly serenade. 



Off to the side, they heard coughing, hacking and gasping. It was Alex. Basically he was okay, but going into shock and suffering symptoms similar to someone who almost drowned.

Hot Girl ran over to him. She helped him up and cooed gently, “It’s okay, sweetie, we have you now. Crusher’s gone for good. Shh. It’s okay…”

Though much bigger than her, Alex desperately clung to Hot Girl for warmth and comfort.



Alex seemed to benefit from Hot Girl’s tender treatment. His lungs coughed clear, he began to calm though he still shivered. Hot Girl’s body helped a lot.

With Alex calming, Hot Girl looked over to Dorothy standing dazed, over the lifeless body of the terrible Lady Crusher. Dorothy was mumbling something…



Dorothy slowly knelt next to Crusher. She said in a low voice, looking up, “Go now, into the light… I know you probably can see and hear me. You knew not what you did. God will hold you and give you the training you need and another life to work it out. Go now, into the light of Love… It is God…”



“Dorothy!” called Hot Girl impatiently, “What’s all that g
ibberish and mumbo-jumbo!? Gees
, forget that bitch! The whole world, particularly men, are safer now. That monster’s good gone!”



Dorothy slowly stood up and shuffled towards Hot Girl and Alex. She more or less talked to Hot Girl, but was as much mumbling to herself, “If she goes into the light, she’ll be held by God until her next life. She is going to carry a terrible karma. Her next body may be weak and crippled… she’ll be picked on… Indeed, as the readings state, our own souls grow heaven… or hell… it’s up to us…”

“My goodness sake, woman!” demanded Hot Girl, “Cut that nonsense out! What the hell is all that mumbo-jumbo anyway!? Are you sayin’ that creep’ll live again!? No way!”

“Oh, don’t mind me… It’s just some stuff  I’ve been studying off and on in my spare time for some years now. I’ll explain it to you later.”, Dorothy slurred out, half mumbling. She asked Alex in a clearer voice, “Are you okay, honey?”

“(Cough! Ogh! Cough!) Yeah! Ahem! Yeah, I think so…” Alex coughed a bit more then continued, “
Gre
at gosh a mighty, what a monster!
 I thought… I 
really
 thought I was finished!”

“Yeah, me too” confided Dorothy. “That was one tough mother-fucker! Man!”

“But how’d you get out of it?” Alex asked, “I was out of it myself but it seemed like you were…”

“Hot Girl!” replied Dorothy looking at Hot Girl and giving her an appreciative smile, “Hot Girl saved us all!”

“Nah!” insisted Hot Girl, “You did most of the work. Wore her out, kept her busy and occupied. That gave me a chance to take this piece of that hang-glider out, sharpen a point on it, and, with you having gotten Crusher into a vulnerable position, I was able to finish her off!”

“Wow, just think of it…” Dorothy pondered, “I was able to 
get as many blows to her I did
 thanks to Alex. 
And it 
still
 took one more person to do her in! 
Bottom line is, it took three people to bring that monster down.”

“You see?” began Hot Girl, “And there you were over there prayi
ng for her. Gees
! Forget her! May she burn in hell! Big shit slut-monster! This world is well rid of her… er, that is… it!”

“I suppose so,” agreed Dorothy, “just that it seems a waste, that’s all. Perhaps as a reward for a past life well lived or just automatically due to a good karma carried from a past life, the soul whom we knew as Lady Crusher was given an excellent and powerful body. But she used it only for complete total indulgence in carnal desires and even, carnal ‘sport’, so to speak.”

“You sound like some kind of Hindu!” Hot Girl remarked with laugh in her voice, “what with all your talk about living again and past lives and karma.”

“Hindus, Buddhists and very early Christians, to name a few. I have firm reason to believe that we all go through life after life after life as part of a process of learning and getting back to God. We, that is, our souls, got lost in the dust, the physical, of this solar system and particularly, the beautiful Earth, just for the experience. And now, we are struggling 
to get back…”




Dorothy paused suddenly and looked around… it was getting dark. That set of streaked clouds to the west over the mountains was now a deep rose. The rest of the sky was velvet-deep-blue with stars already twinkling. Further up from the horizon was a first-quarter-moon.



Dorothy announced, “This is not the time nor the place for deep philosophical discussions. We gotta get out of here! That moon will give us a little light for a few hours anyway.”



Suddenly, Dorothy thought of something important; “Say, Hot Girl! What of Dawn?”



Hot Girl explained how both Dawn and herself found a cozy, protected niche for Dawn to stay in.

Dorothy worried, commented, “It may appear protected, but if you can climb to it, so can one of those two big blondes we left way back there. Eventually, they may move to fetch their gliders to g
et out. And when they find 
both 
gliders 
gone, they are going to be upset, and begin looking for them. They might run across Dawn.!”

“We gotta hurry!” advised Hot Girl, “It’ll take us hours to get back up there where the gliders were.”

“More like all night!” added Dorothy.

“Alex! Can you walk?” Hot Girl asked of Alex whom she still hugged so he could receive her warmth.

“I think so,” said Alex as he began to get up, “I’m just shaken; badly frightened. I have the shivers and I keep having to cough. A brisk walk might warm me up, but I wish I had some clothes. And I’m filthy! Yuck! That bi
tch’s pussy-crap is all over me! P
ew! Smells!”

“Don’t worry, we’re all dirty now.” Hot Girl replied, “If you feel cold, Mistress and I will hold you for warmth. Well, lets get going!”



Hot Girl assisted Alex in beginning to walk. She simply began to leave
 with him
.

Dorothy called out, “Wait! What are we going to do with… um… that?”

Dorothy pointed to the cooling dead body of Crusher.

“Good grief!” replied Hot Girl impatiently, “We’re in the middle of nowhere. What do you propose? Bury that piece of crap? Drag it with us? Either one would take hours and waste hour precious time and energy. Dawn is alone up there, and frightened. We gotta get going as fast as possible!”

“So… just let her body rot here?” asked Dorothy.

“Sure! Why not!” insisted Hot Girl, “There’s no law here! No Police, no litter laws, nothing. Let the vultures and the worms have her! Now lets go!”



With Alex between them for warmth and assistance, Hot Girl, Alex and Dorothy set off hiking across the meadow. No compass, no clothes, and no shoes did they have. Under starry skies and a half-moon with cool evening smells of soil and meadow grass, they trekked across the pale silvery-blue night-time mountain meadow…



z z z



And… what of little Dawn?



During the afternoon Dawn sometimes came out of her niche and climbed around. She found some black-berries and raspberries and ate some. She slept some. She came out again sometimes. She continued to while away time in this manner.



It began to darken. Her niche faced east. During evening, the east sky gets dark first. Dawn climbed out to see if she could see a beautiful mountain sunset. But the mountain, most of which was west of her, blocked the view of most of the sunset. However, there was the fascinating sight of “her” mountain’s shadow slowly creeping across the meadows below.



Later, darker still, the sky was velvet dark-blue and crickets were chirping their evening songs. Brighter stars were already twinkling.



Dawn worried of many things. ‘What if they are killed’ was her biggest worry. Second to that, although Dawn kept trying to put it down because it seemed a selfish concern, is, if they are killed, what would become of her way out here? How would she get out and find her way home?



Dawn dared not come out of her niche anymore due to her fear of encountering a bear or something. Besides, as it became darker, making one’s way across those rocks would be dangerous with a 5000-foot drop right there.



Dawn tried to sleep, but was wide awake and worried. She tried calling anything on the cell-phone - only silence. Already down from the mountain top, the phone was unable to access any cellular repeater.



Naked, no shoes and nobody, Dawn sunk deeper into fright and despair. She began to cry a few times.



Then the worst of her fears, the very visage of horrible death! Who should make an appearance right there out of the dark at the entrance of her niche was Lisa, that big blond Amazon that tried to rape Dawn earlier but Hot Girl took her instead.

Dawn noticed a presence - looked up - “EEEEK! GET AWAY! NO!” Dawn screamed and pushed herself as far in the niche as she could go. But it would be useless. The monster Lisa could just drag her out and… have whatever fun she wished.

“Shh!” Lisa reassured, smiling, “I’m sorry for what I did to you earlier…”



Dawn shrunk into a frightened ball at the very end of the niche.

“Come on, relax,” Lisa reassured once more, “I’m here to keep you company.”



Severely frightened, Dawn, without even realizing it, said in a quivering voice, “I… I… don’t n… need that k… kind of company…”

“I know what you mean!” laughed Lisa, gently. “But really, I’m not here to hurt you. I want to protect you from possibly, my crazy Sister, and keep you company. Now please, relax. Lay down.”



Dawn studied the now gentle, smiling Lisa. She appeared… different… clean and… kind… her blond hair was like silk, and her blue eyes seem so deep…

Dawn did not quite know why, but she felt at ease, now, with Lisa. Dawn relaxed from her frightened-little-ball-position. She sat, cross-legged, and began to relax.



“There, that’s better!” Lisa said in a voice dulcet, “I’ll protect you as well.”

“Protect?” questioned Dawn.

“Sure! There’s only one person… well, two people that are stronger than I: Lady Crusher is one. But don’t worry about her. She’s split!”

“How do you know?” asked Dawn, “Are… are you sure?”

“Yeah!” replied Lisa affirmatively, “It got too hot and close for her, so she split. She’s gone, don’t worry about her. And that leaves… the only other person in the world that’s stronger than me. And that would be your own Mistress. But certainly no problem there! She loves you like you were her little baby girl!”




Lisa 
exuded 
love and kindness. Dawn felt warmed and comforted. She became glad Lisa was here.



Later, Lisa and Dawn talked about many things. Gab, gab, gab! Girl talk! They spoke of fashion, guys, Actresses, female Singing Stars, guys and… more guys; and some about being lesbian or bi.



It was late, totally dark. It was also chilly. Dawn wrapped herself in blankets from the back-packs left for her use. She offered a blanket to Lisa.

“Nah! I’m fine! You use it if need be.”



Before Dawn knew it, she was not talking, just staring at the countless stars. The beauty of Lisa was special under the star light. Lisa stared out at the stars as well.



Dawn fell asleep under the strong, watchful presence of blond Amazon Lisa…



z z z



“Wake up… Waaake up!” cooed Dorothy, gently nudging Dawn. Dorothy was on her hands and knees to get in the niche. Hot Girl, right behind her, said, “Up and at ‘em, little trooper!”



“Huh?” uttered a groggy Dawn. Bright morning light from the east shined part-way in the niche. Dawn winced from its brightness.

“Wake up, sweetie!” Dorothy cooed happily again. “Time to get out of here!” she added.



“Oh! My! Huh!”, Dawn said, getting awake. “Oh, my! I fell asleep in this… cave or niche or whatever… I never thought I could…”

Dorothy pulled little Dawn into her lap. Dorothy gave Dawn a crushing, love-injecting hug. Dawn, naked after leaving her blankets, enjoyed being enveloped within the vast, bare, loving bosom of her Mistress. Dawn closed her eyes and enjoyed. Dorothy squeezed Dawn with one arm and gently rubbed and scratched Dawn’s back with the other arm.



It was nearly noo
n. Warmed now to a nice seventy-
five degrees, they all four enjoyed being together at last.



But Dorothy, Hot Girl and Alex had been hiking all night and all morning. They were exhausted.



They decided to stay right in this idyllic spot and sleep. They would camp over-night.



Later conversation led to the important occurrence that none other than Lisa had stayed with Dawn, comforted her and protected her.

“Protection!?” mocked Hot Girl, “That’s like the fox guarding the hen house!”



But Dawn insisted Lisa had changed. Dawn spoke of Lisa being kind, protective and a valued presence. Dawn concluded, “Because of Lisa, I fell asleep, in peace. After you guys woke me up and I got awake, I was and still am very refreshed!”

“Well I’ll be…” commented Dorothy, pondering.

“Well, I guess she could have come to regret what she did; it just doesn’t seem likely.” Hot Girl said. “You’re sure she never made any sexual advances toward you? Not even any, like, innuendoes?”

“Nothing!” Dawn reassured. “She just sat at the entrance of the niche and we both looked at the scenery and talked about stuff.”



Hot Girl shook her head in disbelief.



Dawn then asked clear and simple, “Say, where is she now?”

“Who, Lisa?” asked Dorothy.

“Yeah,” Dawn repeated, “Did you see her? Was she there?”

“No, nobody.” replied Dorothy, “We just got here and there was nobody around. I was very worried about you but was relieved to see you were fine.”

“Huh,” Dawn commented. “I guess she took off when she saw you guys comin’. She probably thought you would beat the crap out of her.”



Again Hot Girl shook her head in disbelief but finally accepted it. It left Dorothy pondering too.



All four of them took it easy the rest of that day although Alex busied himself trying to use leaves of bushes and dry grass in trying to wipe off as much of Crusher’s vaginal filth that he could. They camped there that night.



z z z



On the way back out of that area, Dorothy followed the trail blazed earlier in coming, to prevent getting lost. They came to the spot they were first attacked by Crusher and the two lesser amazons.



All four of their mouths gaped open, especially Dawn’s, when they saw…



Laying there, under a blanket with only her head out, was Lisa. Ashen, she lay lifeless, dead for at least a day already. One of her eyes were partly open and the eye ball stared askance. The body was cold and a little stiff. When Hot Girl removed the blanket, they saw her midsection was severely bloated.



Hot Girl gently replaced the blanket. She lowered herself to her knees beside Lisa and became very quiet. The other three let her to herself, knowing Lisa lay dead because of Hot Girl’s well aimed, powerfully thrown rock.



Dawn buried her face in Dorothy’s vast bosom and cried. Dorothy hugged Dawn and rubbed her back.

“Well, sweetie, there you go!” Dorothy said softly into Dawn’s ear, “You were kept company by… an angel… well, sort of… By her soul…”

Dawn cried hard. In the depths of Dorothy’s breasts, Dawn’s little voice came out muffled. Dawn clung to Dorothy, absorbing her love.

Again, Dorothy explained to sobbing Dawn, “The Soul whom we came to know as Lisa kept you company until we came. Then, I assume and hope, she went on into the love-light of God, back into the Unity with God to await another life. She’ll be okay now, don’t worry sweetie.”

Dorothy continued to hug Dawn and rub her back.



Alex stood there dumb-founded. He was totally fascinated at what he over-heard, and has been over-hearing, from Dorothy.



For the first time, Hot Girl seemed moved, touched or at least shaken. Hot Girl knelt a long time beside Lisa. On the side of Lisa’s head the rock struck, the temple was crunched in and resembled spoiled ground beef. It had been washed as much as possible by… Brenda?



They left Lisa just like that, laying peacefully, under a blanket. The blanket was originally placed, they surmised, by Brenda.



And what of Brenda? No where to be found. The extent of her injuries were superficial. Just some puncture and scrape wounds and a swelling. Dorothy and Hot Girl had left Brenda with Lisa in her arms. Lisa must have died in Brenda’s lap.

“That’ll shake anybody up!” declared Dorothy, “Assumin’ they’re sisters, Brenda is… very much out of sorts right now; to say the least!”

“And angry!” reminded Hot Girl, finally recovered and standing with them again.

“That raises the question,” suggested Alex, “Is she after us?”

“GULP!” they all four went!



“Stay together!” ordered Dorothy, “We go straight out of here and go home. And we stay together! All times, no exceptions!”



Return home they did. It was simple, they were on the trail home anyway. Where they were attacked was on the way home. And so now, they merely continued that trek.



But it was a more serious one. No more sex. No more delays or superfluous playing or side trips.



At night, they took turns sleeping. Two would stay awake while the other two slept. But there was no sign at all of Brenda.



In one and a half day, they arrived to the rickshaw. Because of Alex’s depleted condition and still coughing sometimes, Dorothy made him sit in the rickshaw while she pulled. Hot Girl and Dawn had to walk.



And… they merely arrived at their house. An unusual situation to be sure. In most outings like this, be it back-packing, canoeing, and sometimes, cycling, the trip usually takes place somewhere out, away from one’s home. When the outing is over, canoes, back-packs, bicycles or whatever are loaded on a car and all driven home.



But here, their outing ended at home. Why is this important? Brenda!



Because they lacked that one isolating element, the car-trip home, the aura of the trip, the condition or whatever one may call it, stayed with them.



After they arrived home, washed, rested, had some good meals, they all still remained a little apprehensive of a punitive or vengeful strike from Brenda.



Alex thoroughly checked the house’s alarm system. Alex also installed bars on all windows not used as bedrooms.



Brenda never showed up. Did she wander, despairing over her sister, got lost and died? Or did she stalk them, staying back, until she saw where they live? And now she bides her time, waiting, waiting until, after time, they relax, let their guard down and become vulnerable to Brenda’s revenge (which, some say, is best served “cold”)?

“I got the feeling…” pondered Dorothy, “that… she’s not that sophisticated. If she was going to attack, she’d do it within a few days.” Dorothy said this two months or so after that wayward adventure.



Perhaps most likely is Brenda only wandered a few days, came to her senses and finally, went home and hopefully found a non-criminal life style. 



As more months went by, fears slowly faded. They indeed became relaxed.



They kept track of the news, especially out of New York. Never was there any report of bodies found in the east Cascades. But the New York news once reported “The Police are baffled why the series of cement-weighted drowning-murders of women, and dismemberment-murders of men suddenly stopped. Perhaps the perpetrator of those crimes fell victim himself (they had no idea it was a woman) to gang-land reprisal”.



Alex was allowed out of the Lear jet finally, at Chicago, Detroit and New York. The danger was no more.



At their Cascades home, things were tranquil and beautiful. The seasons rolled by, each with their set of beauty, comfort or discomfort of weather and change. All four lived in Love under the shelter of a loving Mistress Song.



But even after much time, whenever there is an out-of-place noise, a rustle in the bushes outside the window, especially if it sounds heavy, they all think the same thing: “Brenda!?!”.
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