“Man, you can already hear the music,” Susie said, staring out at the road in front of them. She had one hand on the wheel and another out the window, resting upon the top of her truck.
Noelle perked up from the backseat, hearing it faintly over the sound of the vehicle rolling across the highway. It seemed that some sort of electronic group was currently playing, putting out something that might’ve been poppy, though the music was hard to make out from this far away.
She looked to her left and then to her right, still seeing nothing but the seemingly endless forest around her.
When would the trees finally peel back and show off the festival.
Kris groaned. “You have no idea how long I’ve needed this trip for.”
“Tell me about it,” Susie added, shaking her head. “Felt like I’ve been on edge for the last week just waiting for this weekend.” She glanced at Kris. “You got the goods?”
“Do I have the goods?” Kris asked, scoffing. They reached into their purse and pulled out a single baggie. Then another and another and one that was far larger than the rest. Each contained a different substance. “Yes, I have the goods.”
“Hell yeah,” Susie chided before looking in the rearview mirror. “What about you, jingles? You excited?” 
Noelle nodded. She had also needed this weekend for a good long while too. School had been a pain in the ass with her final year of college feeling like it was approximately taking the full heat death of the universe to actually elapse. “Yeah, it’s nice not to have to worry about school for a bit.” She frowned, hating that her brain apparently refused to get the memo as the word managed to fill her with dread. “Or at least… try.”
Kris grinned. “I mean I can help with that.” They snapped open one of the baggies and pulled something out. It appeared to be a pill with a little crystal inside. “Take one of these and it’ll whisk away all of those pesky anxieties that you’re dealing with.”
Noelle looked at the pill and shook her head. “Not exactly my kind of thing.”
Kris shrugged and popped the pill into their mouth, dry swallowing it. “More for me, I guess.”
“And are we going to do your thing this weekend?” Susie asked.
Noelle bit her lip and looked out the window, feeling just a little bit of heat creeping into her cheeks. She had packed for her unique form of stress relief. “Maybe.”
“Noelle’s embarrassed to admit that she likes to be a slut,” Kris chided in a sing-song tone.
Noelle flushed, feeling her cheeks warm. She couldn’t deny it but she could feel guilty about it. It felt wrong that she just threw herself to the masses to deal with her anxieties. That didn’t feel like the healthiest coping strategy out there.
But…
She sighed.
If the strategy wasn’t broken, then why would she fix it? Surely, once she was done with school and heading towards professional life, she would clean up her act. Or at least, that’s what she told herself.
“Sweet, I get to see you looking hot,” Susie chided, offering a cocksure little smile. “That’s always a plus.”
Noelle snickered. “Thanks…” She then looked around the truck’s cabin. “Nice truck by the way. It’s very you.”
Susie grinned. “Thanks.”
“Why aren’t you two dating yet?” Kris asked, gagging. “You flirt like you should be dating.”
Susie glared at them.
Noelle shrugged. “Never felt right.”
“High school romances have a terrible success rate anyways,” Susie added. She reached out and ruffled their hair. “Plus, what am I supposed to do? Cut you off from being friends with benefits?”
Kris hummed, pondering this. “That’s a fair point.”
Noelle denied herself the urge to point out that polyamory was totally a thing. But she also liked any excuse that didn’t make her have to confront what she was about to do.
Fuck…
She really needed to get to camp and get the fuck out of her head for a little while. This wasn’t helping anyone, especially herself. Just a few more hours and she’d have some frat boy balls deep inside of her, making it impossible to worry about school or her reputation or her fluid interpretation of sexuality. Oh, how badly she needed her mind purified with sex.
Finally, the trees gave way to a rolling expanse of open fields. Now, they could see the concert taking place around them with a few different stages set up. There was a whole town of tents propped up with tons of cars parked around the place with food trucks and other facilities lingering about in little clusters of haphazard infrastructure.
Not the world’s biggest festival but there were probably close to ten thousand people here. And it would probably only grow as it was still pretty early in the weekend.
“Alright, so here’s how this is going to work,” Susie chided, briefly glancing at Kris before looking in the rear-view mirror to stare at Noelle. “Neither of you get to fuck off until we’ve finished setting up camp and had at least one real meal. I’m not having a repeat of last time where I had to set up the tent by myself. Do you understand?”
Noelle nodded, grinning nervously.
Kris offered a thumbs up. “I think that I have like an hour before my molly kicks in.”
[hr]
It was a little awkward getting ready in a tent, hunching forwards and avoiding the plastic-like fabric which surrounded her on every side. All while balancing on the various sleeping bags and clusters of camping gear that filled the space. But it was still doable, giving her the means to adjust her appearance and finish with her look.
Right now, she was butt naked, devoid of any clothing. But already her persona was starting to take shape.
Her core was toned through exercise, reducing the teenage pudge around her belly. Her breasts were sadly still modest, perky and not overly heavy. But each of them was dotted with a silvery barbell. These were the two permanent features of her alter ego, the so-called Bimbo Noelle that she adopted at events like these. 
A part of her wished that she had the means to go further. Her ass could always be fatter. Her tits could always use silicon. Her lips could be plusher and softer. There were so many little micro critiques that she could make about her body. She could see so many of them as glanced in the mirror while doing her makeup. Sadly, all of these cost money that she didn’t have, carrying consequences that she wasn’t currently able to contend with.
It didn’t matter, however, as she was already hot enough for nine guys out of ten to want her.
Why guys?
She felt a pang at this. It felt vile but she had this sinful little nagging voice that wanted to experiment. It was never romantic, hell it was barely even sexual. But there was something so raw and  hot about being used like that by the kind of people who she would never usually consider when she was her normal self.
As she looked in the mirror, she saw that her makeup was nearly done. She’d added a nice amount of eye shadow, hiding her tired bags with a nice purple. It was a hue which matched the lipstick that currently coated her lips. A little blush and a bit of foundation rounded out her look and managed to make every little imperfection and hint of exhaustion disappear.
She flashed a smile, seeing that bubbly little alter ego really starting to take shape. It was creeping in, somehow whisking away her latent exhaustion and making that smile far more cheerful and enthusiastic than it’d been in weeks.
While looking at herself, she instinctively rubbed her thighs together. 
She could feel the barest hint of moisture against her lower lips. A part of her wanted to indulge but she denied herself for now.
Already, she was listening to the tenants and rules that she’d adopted along with this naughty persona.
When you’re a bimbo, you must do the follow: never pleasure yourself, only let guys bring you to climax, and must only let guys fuck your pussy.
Three easy rules.
And three rules that made her both blush and add to that toxic feeling of guilt which threatened to ravage her stomach. This wasn’t the sort of mantra that was healthy to contend with. This felt like the product of some destructive little fetish. Hell, it felt more like she was trying to speedrun being the protag in some utterly terrible hentai.
She could picture the title now.
Golden child reduced to cock drunk whore.
Or something of the sorts. Those titles always had an amazing way with words that her western tongue struggled to replicate..
Noelle shook her head. She had to focus.
She reached up and started to remove the tinfoil from the tips of her blonde hair. It was honestly a miracle that her mane had remained as blonde as it had, making dying it trivial. With each piece of foil set aside, she revealed that the tips were now a vibrant bubble gum pink.
Now it was time for her outfit.
She reached into her bag and brought out the skimpiest thong that she owned, more like a string with only the barest scrap of fabric attached to it. As she pulled it on, it barely even had the strength to cover her pussy, hugging it tightly and flossing itself between her tight cheeks.
Over this went a pair of daisy duke shorts, cut so short that the pockets could be seen. They were also tight, doing an excellent job of showing off the assets that her natural backside provided. It was also low enough on her hips that she could see the strings of her thong poking out above the waistline.
She gave it a smack for good measure, happy to hear a nice meaty thwack.
Next was the top, the guiltiest part of her outfit. The sight of it was nearly enough to make her flinch away and give up on this idea altogether. It felt horrible both to herself and the entire community that she usually attached her name to.
But as she pulled on the pride flag bikini regardless. Honestly, she couldn’t help but love the sight of the various purples and oranges hugging her tits.
The orientation play version of the flag…
Fuck, why did she just think like that?
Before this could derail her, she focused on the shoes. She wished that she could get away with heels, loving how they made her look even more like eye candy than she currently did. Sadly, out here, that would likely cause her to trip and break her neck. So, she went with something flat, pulling out a pair of sandals that went somewhat well with her current attire.
With that concluded, she looked at herself in the small mirror that she’d brought along. She was nearly perfect, nearly ready to throw herself to the wolves and get fucked into the end of the weekend. 
Nearly, but not quite. She was still missing a couple vital things.
First, she grabbed a choker, this little black accessory which she pulled around her throat. There was a little bell on the front of it which jingled as it settled into place. The material was especially thin and hugged her flesh tightly. If there was really any shift in her throat then it would snap right open.
The classic break the choker trick. That was always popular with the guys.
Lastly, she reached into her makeup kit and pulled out an instant tattoo. She couldn’t apply it herself, however, simply pinching it between two fingers. Hopefully, Kris or Susie was still around camp.
Noelle gave herself one last look in the mirror, smiling at the sight of just how dolled up she was. It was hard to believe that this was the same doe who’d been worrying about papers and projects even a few hours prior. 
Though maybe that was the point. It certainly made slipping into character a whole lot easier.
She opened the tent and got out, looking around. This specific area of the festival wasn’t too populated just yet. There were only a couple other tents set up with a few more in the process of being erected. Though she had no doubt that it’d really start filling out once the Friday workday ended.
Kris and Susie were seated in folding chairs, just idly chatting with one another. The two of them had changed but into far more conventional clothing than Noelle.
Susie wore a plaid shirt and jeans, looking like the textbook definition of a butch. She was even whittling with a knife, slowly picking apart a modest hunk of wood with her blade.
Kris on the other hand was… well… they were Kris. They wore a salmon-coloured bathrobe over a pair of black shorts and a grey t-shirt. They also had black rubber sandals which hugged their gangly little feet. 
Their eyes were currently blown the fuck out. Even from this far away, Noelle could see that they were as big as saucers.
“Hey Noelle!” Kris called, waving. “You look hot.”
Noelle grinned. “Thank you.”
Susie looked over and smirked. “Damn… really leaning into that taboo shit, huh?”
Noelle looked down at her tits, seeing that pride flag straining to contain them. It was always so hot to see those little barbells creating perfect outlines in the fabric. “Y-yeah.” She then held out the temporary tattoo. “Can one of you two help me with my tramp stamp?”
Susie nodded and held out her hand. 
So, Noelle came over and gave it to her, turning away from her after. 
As Susie worked on removing the plastic film, Noelle looked at Kris and saw them pull out a joint, popping it between their lips. They then sparked a lighter, igniting a flame.
“Should you really be mixing?” Noelle asked.
Kris smirked. “Don’t worry, it’s all part of my master plan.” They lit the tip and took the smallest hit Noelle had seen. “Any second now…”
Noelle looked out and saw that a pair of girls who were around their age came over, looking at Kris. One was human while the other looked like some sort of salamander-lizard hybrid.
“Yo, where did you get that from?” the human girl asked.
Kris shrugged and offered it to the human who helped herself to a hit. “Brought a few pre-rolls along.”
“Can we have some?” the salamander asked, accepting it from the human as Kris nodded permission for her to sample it too.
Kris smirked. “Ten dollars each.”
“Ten dollars?” the human asked, scoffing. “Come on, dude. Can’t you do eight?”
Kris mulled this info over before nodding. They reached into the pocket of their bathrobe and pulled out a baggie with more than just a few pre-rolls in it. “What are your names?”
“Luz,” the human girl said.
“Vee,” the salamander added.
“I’ll do eight but…” Kris held up a finger, wagging it at them. “I want you to tell all of your friends where you got it from.” They flashed a smile. “And not security.”
Luz nodded and winked at them, flashing a knowing smile in exchange. She reached into her pocket and pulled out a billfold, peeling off two twenties.
Noelle couldn’t see the end of this transaction as Susie abruptly smacked her on the ass. This drew her attention back towards her as she indignantly yelped.
“Tramp stamps on, little doe,” Susie said, drawing her hands away. “Free use, huh?”
Noelle sheepishly grinned. “I thought it looked hot.”
“It looks really hot,” Susie agreed, nodding to herself. “Now go make some really bad decisions.”
Noelle grinned.
Gladly.
[hr]
Noelle could feel quite a few eyes on her, like a pack of wolves eyeing up their meal. She loved the attention, feeling it add to her self-esteem and reinforce that theory she was smoking hot. It was nice to be wanted, desired, and seen as an object worthy of this carnivorous attention
But still, there were those nagging voices, always lingering at the back of her brain, pointing out all of her imperfections. These focused on her less than stellar assets: her flat ass, small tits, and weird buck teeth. It was the same voice that told her she was a failure for even desiring men in the first place.
That wasn’t going to be a problem for much longer, however. Soon, she’d be distracted by one of the studs that was trying to pick out. The first hunt was always the best, trying to select someone who looked interesting from the sea of bodies. It was always so hard to choose, figuring out who she wanted to sleep with and who would even find her attractive in turn.
There was a hot wolf in a fishnet shirt, looking ripped. There was a human jock that looked like he played contact sports. There was this silent nerdy kid at the back who was probably a freak between the sheets. The options were nearly limitless.
Noelle flowed along, being aided by the beat of party music. It was so easy to walk when the thudding bass put a very real bounce in her step. 
A part of her wished that she had taken Kris up on the molly but she also knew that she wanted a clear mind for this. She wanted to remember what happened today and hold onto the memories for the weeks ahead.
How about a horse monster who was probably packing?
Noelle considered it but continued to bounce, half-walking and half-dancing to the music. She could feel her assets shift around within her attire and she could feel even more eyes upon her. The heat of them upon her flesh seemed to cover every inch of her body. Though she knew that it was focused mostly on her breasts, ass, and that cute little tramp stamp. You know, all things that were vastly more important than a pesky personality.
In the end, it seemed that fate would make the decision for her as she accidently bumped into somebody.
“Shit, I’m sorry,” a voice called.
“No, no, I’m…” Noelle paused and saw the hawk looking down at her.
Oh… oh he was hot. He was tall and strong with those beady little predatory eyes. He was dressed in jeans and a tank top, showing off his muscular and feathered arms.
“It’s my fault,” Noelle teased, grinning at him. “So, like… what do you think of the band?”
The hawk flashed a sincere smile, taking a step back and giving her a little space. Enough that he was able to start eyeing her up. “They’re pretty good, not my usual scene but…” He looked perplexed by the sight of her top. “I should…”
“Do you want to dance?” Noelle abruptly asked, placing her hand over his and pulling it against her side.
The hawk looked so confused by the offer. It was the kind of expression that she so loved to see when it came to the first kill.
“Something the matter?” Noelle asked. “Never danced with a lesbian before?”
The hawk smirked. “Nah, but I’d love to try it out.”
“I promise that I don’t bite,” Noelle teased.
She turned away from him, letting go of his hand. As she gave him a little space, she ensured that he could read the tramp stamp that lingered just above her bushy little tail.
The amused snort he let out told her that he had certainly read it.
Then the two of them started to dance. Or well… dance was a generous way of putting it. It was more like he placed his hands upon her sides and she wiggled back and forth within his grasp, pressing her back into his body.
It didn’t take very long for her to feel something coming to life down there.
The song went on and the two of them were inseparable, grinding and bouncing as the music really started to hit off. And with every movement they made, more and more life came to that fantastic organ nestled within his crotch. 
That poor thing seemed like it was looking for an excuse to pop free.
And Noelle couldn’t help but smile, feeling that sense of thrill and taboo tickling at her soft grey matter. She looked around and tried to spot somewhere that they could head too and get just the barest amount of privacy.
Then she spotted it as she saw a food truck that was currently closed, nestled right in front of some trees.
“Hey…” Noelle said, glancing up at her suitor. He perked up and followed her gaze. “Bet that place is private.”
The hawk looked rather dark about the suggestion, clearly struggling with agreeing to it. But he was so fucking hard and it didn’t seem like the choice would be particularly difficult for him to make when push came to shove.
All part of Noelle’s plan.
“Yeah,” was all the hawk said. “That should work.”
The two of them immediately ended their intimate little dance with Noelle pulling away and leading him towards the truck. She grasped his hand tightly and practically dragged him along, making her way towards that tiny bit of privacy. 
As they ducked in behind the vehicle, it seemed more than promising, keeping them away from any prying eyes. Though they could still take in the festival, still hearing the crash of bodies and heavy bass just on the other side of the vehicle. Hopefully, that raw and cascading noise would stop anyone from hearing a few crude and guttural sounds.
How long did they have before the food truck’s owner came back? Noelle certainly didn’t want to find out.
She immediately turned to face the hawk, reaching up and pulling both straps of her top to the side. Her wonderful and perky little tits fell right out, showing off those silvery barbells embedded within each.
The hawk gawked. “Is this really happening?”
“What? Never fucked a lesbian before?” Noelle asked.
The hawk just blinked. “But I thought…”
“Don’t worry about it,” Noelle teased, gently falling to her knees in front of him. “I only lose my gold star if you blab about it.”
The hawk nodded, looking honestly a little shell shocked by the offer. If he knew what that meant, it was impossible to really tell.
But he didn’t stop her from reaching up and pulling down his fly, easing his pants away at the same time. 
Soon enough his erection sprung free, standing tall and proud in front of her. It was a ruby red in colour, being long yet thin in its shape. It was smooth, starting at its thickest near the base before growing progressively less robust with each progressive inch. It had a pointed tip that was accented by just the barest hint of pearly white pre.
Noelle licked her lips and immediately got to work.
She leaned in and planted a few kisses along the underside of his erection, giving her a sense of both his flavour and scent. He tasted salty, hearty, and masculine with a good amount of sweat. The scent was much the same, being this pungent perfume which was rich in testosterone that she couldn’t help but kind of love.
It felt so wrong but she’d learned that this nagging attempt to dissuade herself was utterly useless. She had her eye on the prize.
There was pretty much a river flowing from the crotch of her shorts, flooding past the thin barrier of fabric and soaking right into the denim. She couldn’t help but rub her thighs together, eagerly waiting for what was about to come.
She focused on the task at hand, trailing a line of gentle kisses up the hawk’s erection, not stopping until she was at the very tip of it. At which point, she took him into her mouth and started to bob along his girth. Back and forth she moved, going in shallow motions. At the same time, she started to circle her tongue around his pride, gliding around the tip in hurried circles.
“Fuck,” the hawk whispered.
As Noelle looked up, she saw his pleasure as clear as day. His beak was clenched and his posture shuddered as if a bolt of euphoria had been driven right through him. He reached down with a feathered hand and rested it upon the back of her head. 
This felt like motivation to go deeper. So, she bobbed even more purposefully forwards, taking a few more inches of him into her maw. Her pace was growing swifter, her tempo more and more regular in its sinful mission. She was confident, through and through, having done this many times before.
“Dude, what the fuck,” the hawk groaned. “Are you sure that you’re a fucking dyke?”
He immediately paled, going wide-eyed the very second that this final syllable had left his lips. For a moment, he said nothing at all.
“Shit, I’m sorry, I…” the hawk stumbled over himself.
Noelle drew back, doing so nice and slow so that a thread of his lust lingered behind, expanding outwards and connecting her lips to his erection. “That’s kind of hot.”
It was. It really was. That word said in that voice was just so coarse, stroking at all of those sinful little voices which she so loved listening to.
“Now stop worrying,” Noelle added, leaning back in and gliding forwards yet again.
She took him into her mouth and moved with a dutiful tempo, bobbing along faster and faster. He was easily able to fit inside her mouth. Hell, he barely even tickled the back of her throat, not that something like that would’ve been much of an issue these days.
Still, it was enough to make her eyes water, tears glistening under the lids. But it wasn’t enough to make her stop, not enough to even make her slow down really. She just kept at it, slurping and circling her tongue around in those purposeful strides.
And it seemed that the hawk absolutely adored it. His voice rose louder and louder, coming across in tense little puffs of exertion. He even chirped, letting out this adorable note of genuine birdsong in response. It seemed that it made him blush as he looked so woefully bashful about it.
He soon pressed down upon the back of her head. It was clear that he was losing any semblance of self-control. 
And Noelle was a good girl, taking the hint. She buried herself all the way down to the very base, pressing her snout into the wild forest of down feathers that lingered where a pubic bush would’ve been on a mammal. Her palate flexed and lips tensed, suckling as much as she was able.
“Fuck!” the bird groaned.
He held her there, right against the base. Though he soon drew back, by the barest degree, and then thrusted forwards again. This marked a distinct transition in their dynamic as he began to grow increasingly brutish, treating her more like a sleeve than a monster.
Which was fine by Noelle as that was exactly how she wanted to be treated.
His thrusts grew more and more forceful, pushing deeper with every single one.
It was obvious that he was nearing the edge. Noelle had sucked enough cocks to know that much for certain.
“Just a little…” the bird groaned. “Just a little more.”
He managed a couple more sloppy pumps between her plush lips before he finally slammed her back down, lodging his entire girth deep into her mouth. As his hips clapped against her face, he lingered in place. His cock soon twitched and a string of something virile and warm ruptured forth, coating her tongue. 
It was followed by a second and third spurt, each of them just as plentiful as the last. This was Noelle’s prize and she savoured it, swallowing a decent amount but keeping a nice mouthful upon her tongue for good measure.
As the bird drew back, Noelle closed her mouth. She counted internally, slowly going down from ten to one. The whole time she let his seed sit there, forcing herself to grow acquainted with his flavour and making sure that she became familiar with the taste of his masculinity.
Every second toyed with her thoughts, popping her pesky anxieties and replacing them with a cock drunk glee. When those ten seconds were finally up, she felt born again, refreshed, shedding any hesitance that she had prior to this.
She was a bimbo and ready to serve whoever wanted to use her.
Only then did she swallow.
“Thanks for that,” the hawk said. He sounded far less tense than before.
Before either of them could move, someone nearby loudly cleared their throat.
The hawk paled and Noelle offered a nervous smile, looking towards the source of that sound. 
It was an older monster, maybe in his late thirties or early forties. He was a grey rhino with his meaty arms folded in front of his chest. And he didn’t seem pleased, offering a stern look as he narrowed his gaze and looked between them.
The hawk quickly adjusted his pants. “Shit, shit, shit… Sorry, sorry…” Lord he looked so embarrassed as he started to scramble away. “Please don’t tell anyone.”
The rhino scoffed and then looked down at Noelle.
Noelle sheepishly grinned and started to adjust her top, clumsily trying to cram her tits back into the cups. Only, she quickly paused and looked at him again, glancing at his hands. There wasn’t a ring on any of his bulky fingers.
“Do you have to like…” Noelle got up, batting her lashes. “Open up?”
The rhino narrowed his gaze, sizing her up.
Noelle finally managed to get her tits back into place, cupping her top and giving it a squeeze. She also looked him over. Sure, he was way older than the usual monster that she’d fuck but he also seemed strong, gruff, and more refined than the mere boys that she would normally bounce between.
If he noticed the pattern on her top it was impossible to tell. He didn’t seem at all phased by it; unlike the frat boy.
“Planning too,” was all he said.
He reached for the key on his belt, moving towards the backdoor of his kitchen.
“Do you like… want a quickie?” Noelle asked.
The rhino glanced back at her, scoffing. “What? Are you some sort of freak?”
“I mean you did just catch me blowing a guy so…” Noelle reached up and curled one of her pink highlights around a finger. “Yeah, kind of.”
The guy pondered this, purposefully bobbing his head from side-to-side. In the end, he scoffed. “Fuck it, I can afford to take another ten minutes off before opening.”
He finally unlocked the truck’s door and held it open, gesturing for Noelle to go inside. 
What a gentleman…
So many different fight or flight reflexes suddenly flared up. So many little voices reminded her of childhood lessons on not getting in a vehicle with strangers. Yet, she couldn’t help but adore those voices, loving that this was a genuinely terrible idea. There was something utterly amazing about this being something so incredibly stupid to go through with in the first place.
She slid into his truck and looked around the place. Honestly, she’d never been inside a food truck before, unsure of what to expect. A part of her thought that it’d be grimy and disgusting, little better than some grungy punk bar. But this felt as sterile as any restaurant kitchen she’d ever seen.
It kind of made her feel bad that she was planning to make such a mess of the place.
She made her way over to a counter and sat down upon it, watching as the rhino closed the door and locked it. He then turned to face her.
“So, what’s the pattern on your bikini?” he asked.
Noelle smirked. “It’s the lesbian pride flag.”
“Oh,” the rhino replied, not even a little phased by this information. Instead, he smirked at her. “You’re kind of doing a bad job of that.”
Noelle grinned. “I know.”
She reached down and slowly unzipped the fly on her shorts, inching them down and peeling them away from her soaked mound. The cool air of the truck graced her dampened thighs, tickling at her fur and the sensitive flower which laid right between them.
The rhino just watched, shifting in his jeans. Already, something was starting to tent out against the tight denim.
“Been awhile since I got to do something like this,” he chided, shaking his head. “See so many girls like you at these things. So, I’m glad that I finally get a chance to fuck one of you whores.”
Noelle stuck out her tongue. “That’s what I’m here for.”
That choice of language should’ve been revolting but she couldn’t help but adore how crass and authentic it sounded.
She finally managed to kick away her shorts, knocking them onto the floor. They landed with a heavy  and wet thud, lingering in a heap.
The rhino eyed her up, still looking a little apprehensive about all this. It was clear that his body wanted her. Though his brain was still hung up on the idea. Maybe he thought this was a prank or that she was going to pull something on him.
She could understand his point of view. Honestly, she’d be pretty suspicious too if the tables were turned.
“I promise,” Noelle said, winking at him. “There aren’t any like… strings attached. I’m just looking for a little stress relief is all.”
The rhino worked his jaw but finally nodded. It didn’t seem like she had entirely settled his nerves. But at the very least, she managed to get him back into action. Slowly, he reached for his belt and pulled it away, tossing it onto the floor. He then unzipped his fly, pulling his pants and underwear down around his thighs.
His erection was totally different from that of the hawk. It was thicker and longer with a blunted head. Kind of like an equine erection though shorter, fatter, and lacking that trademark medial ring. There was also a tuft of wild grayish brown pubic hair above which sprung out in every direction.
“Holy shit,” Noelle whispered.
The rhino smirked. “Sure, you can handle it, girl?”
Noelle grinned. “Only one way to find out.” She reached down and peeled her thong to the side, removing that barest scrap of fabric from her privates. “What are you waiting for?”
Noelle felt a little guilty. If this was one of her hentais then this was the trademark ugly bastard. Sure, he wasn’t too homely but she knew that she could score far better than him. But at this moment, she didn’t want to score better. She wanted to get fucked by him and revel in that wonderful sense of debasement.
The rhino was upon her before her brain could sabotage her plans with a guilty diversion.
He pressed her back against the counter and came in for a kiss. There was no passion, no chemistry, just this raw animalism between them. His breath tasted of cigarettes and greasy food as he crammed his tongue forcefully into her mouth.
Noelle accepted it regardless, dancing around it with her own. She reached out and gripped his hair, digging her nails into his oily locks. It was revolting and she adored it.
The rhino awkwardly shifted around and Noelle soon felt the tip of something brushing against her soaking wet hole. She closed her eyes and waited, feeling him brush against it a couple times. His motions were jarring, chaotic, desperate as he tried so very hard to get inside. 
His organ was white hot, burning with a desire to penetrate this little doe. It felt wrong to deny him. So, Noelle reached down and helped guide him inside.
Noelle stifled a moan as he finally managed to find his mark, pushing forwards soon enough. He was thick but not impossibly so, stretching her as he started to pump between her folds.
The rhino drew away from the kiss, scoffing under his breath as he did so. “Not bad. Not many girls can take me like that. You’re a well trained little bitch.”
“Yeah I am,” Noelle groaned.
She drew her legs up and locked them around him, holding onto him tightly. This seemed to catch him off guard. Though he soon overcame this shock and resumed pumping into her, shallowly thrusting as he worked himself deeper and deeper with each successive stride. It was shocking how she managed to handle him, feeling him sink ever deeper inside of her.
This was the definition of a quickie. There was no foreplay, no build up. Just a raw urge to bash their genitals together.
She adored it, loving the fact that he so obviously didn’t care about her pleasure. He was taking from her, just like she wanted. This was the goal… to be used, to be abused.
“Fuck,” the rhino snarled, pushing back and forcefully smashing Noelle into the wall.  “Do you like it when I fuck you?”
“Yes!” Noelle yelped, feeling her world swim.
She buried her snout into the crook of his neck, nuzzling into it. He smelled of cooking oil, sweat, and age. But she didn’t care, she wanted him.
The rhino rawed her nice and proper, getting more forceful and far swifter with his motions. Again and again, he slammed deeper and deeper, not slowing as he tried to work himself to the very base of his erection. Each motion managed just a little more depth, forcing its way inside with all the subtlety of a jackhammer. 
It wasn’t long before he was grunting, growling as he slammed forwards and embedded the entire thing inside of her, spearing her cunt as he smacked his hips into her own. He weighed so much more than her, his heavy body launching her back and forcing her into the wall, pinning her in place. She’d feel that in the morning, already sensing that electrical tingle of impending bruises festering away inside of her muscles.
Noelle groaned. It was a tight fit with her cunt flexing desperately around him. It didn’t feel like he should’ve fit but her body found a way. It was helped by that natural lust which seemed to so utterly coat her inner walls.
“Good girl,” the rhino groaned. “Do you like having my cock inside of you?”
Noelle nodded. “Yes, Sir.”
“Sir?” the rhino chuckled. “I like the sound of that.” He growled and thrusted forwards, smacking into her again. “Love a girl who knows how to show a man a little bit of proper respect.”
He drew back and kept on stabbing his cock into her a few more times. Each of his motions was a bit more forceful than before. Bit by bit his tempo started to grow increasingly violent as he slammed into her with all of his strength. Or at least that’s what it felt like.
The air was pierced by the sounds of this wet fucking. The hearty clap of his flesh coming together with her own formed a sinful percussion. It acted as a lovely background track to support her eager and ceaseless moans.
There was a warmth in Noelle’s core, this sinister little bundle of euphoria. She wanted to cum, she really did.
Would this rhino allow her to?
“Just a little longer,” the rhino groaned. He braced his arms down upon the counter, his biceps tensing and showing off his muscles. “Fuck… you feel great, you stupid slut.”
Noelle whined, holding onto him for dear life. She clenched her jaw, feeling that impending high getting more and more intense. She was on a knife’s edge, balancing on that precarious edge which separated her from climax.
The rhino managed another thrust into Noelle, burying himself deep into her hole. There was a meaty clap as his hips came together so loudly with her own. He forced his full length inside of her, yet again, pushing himself into her twitching mound.
Noelle was so close, just a little more. Just a little…
The rhino remained motionless. His cock soon twitched and a stream of something virile and hot flooded Noelle’s system, filling her cunt with his masculine essence. It was a divine sensation, knowing that she was being tainted by a man’s seed. It filled her with its sinful warmth, reminding her how good it felt to fuck boys.
This was very real proof that she didn’t deserve any star let alone a gold one.
But worst of all… Noelle hadn’t been able to reach that peak herself. She’d gotten so very very close but she’d been denied at the final moment. It hurt so badly, making her want to shout at him. But she wouldn’t interfere with the game no matter what happened in terms of her pleasure.
“Thanks for that,” the rhino grumbled, pulling back with no pomp or circumstance. It was clear that he didn’t care if she’d gotten off or not.
Noelle groaned as he pulled away, feeling a belch of fluids ooze out of her ruined hole. She flushed as they started to roll down her inner thighs, drizzling onto the stainless steel below.
The rhino looked at her and then at the impending mess. He grabbed some paper towel and tore off a section of it, handing it over to Noelle. “Clean up and get out. I really need to open up.”
Noelle flushed and started to clean herself up, dabbing at her hole with the paper towel. The job wasn’t very good but she managed to soak up enough of it that it hopefully wouldn’t leak out of her once she was out in public. 
Feeling the rhino’s patience growing thin, she slid her thong back into place. She then hopped off of the counter, picking up her shorts and pulling them on as well.
By now, the rhino was done with her. He was in an adjoined cupboard, grabbing some cleaning supplies. “If you stop by after I open, I’ll give you a burger or something.”
Noelle blinked. “Thanks.”
A burger was kind of like an orgasm, right?
[hr]
The day progressed like a blur, her memories fuzzy as she bounced between one encounter and the next. Little snippets came to her in rare moments of lucidity. While infrequent, these fleeting departures broke through the utter dominance brought about by the haze of cock drunk lust. These gave her tiny bursts of cognition.
It felt like a montage of primal sex, raw and visceral, each moment somehow more depraved than the last.
[hr]
“Whoa,” Noelle said, pulling away from the cock crammed in her mouth. She panted for breath, gasping as the guy behind her buried his cock deep inside her cunt. “I had no idea that your band had so many members. Is that like… normal for a metal band?”
There were probably eight guys in the room, all of them lined up and looking for a chance to be with her. They were all bulky and strong, wearing black shirts and tattered jeans. They varied in age from being around hers to being at an age where they had just a little grey in their beards.
All she knew was that they wouldn’t leave disappointed.
“Metal band?” the guy in front of her asked. He placed his hand upon the back of her head, smiling nervously as he looked down at her. “We’re the teamsters in charge of the stage.”
Before Noelle had a chance to reply, he pulled her forwards and buried his cock back between her lips, derailing any attempts at future conversation.
Not that she minded one little bit.
[hr]
The human gripped Noelle’s throat, crushing her windpipe as he hammered into her cunt.
Noelle let out a choking note as she smacked her hand down upon his forearm over and over again. He looked confused but seemed to think twice as he loosened his grip.
“Shit,” he whispered, looking guilty all of a sudden. “Are you okay?”
Noelle nodded. “Yeah just…” She grabbed his hand and guided it over, moving his fingers to a spot where they could safely compress her carotid arteries. “When choking a girl, you need to press down on these and not the windpipe, you know?”
The human blinked. “Uh…” He bore down, compressing them under his fingers. “Like this?”
Noelle nodded.
“I’ll keep that in mind,” the human said. “Is there a sign that I should stop?”
Yes…
Noelle shook her head, biting her lip.
The human nodded and then got back to work, pounding into her hole.
[hr]
Kris groaned. “Noelle…”
Noelle drew away from their erection, licking her lips as she did so. Their seed tasted thinner than the other people that she’d been with today. Probably the benefit of being on HRT and not being a boy in the first place.
“What?” she asked.
“You know…” Kris ran a hand through their hair. “I can just buy you lunch. You don’t need to trade sexual favours or whatever.”
Noelle smirked. “I know.”
But she went down regardless, bobbing along their erection in hurried strides. Their cock tasted amazing, sweaty but still accented with that apple body wash that they used.
It was a little adorable to hear them moan, picking up on the way that their breathing hitched. They were far more passive than the prior few blowjobs, not taking charge but simply allowing Noelle to do as she pleased.
“Yo…” a new voice called before pausing. “Shit, sorry, am I interrupting something?”
Kris chuckled. “Nah, what do you…” They cussed as Noelle went all the way down to the very base of their erection, kissing their pelvis. “Fuck… I…” They sighed. “Noelle, can you hold up for a second?”
Noelle did, panting for breath. She looked up and saw that Kris was talking to an aeroplane monster.
“What are you looking for?” Kris asked.
The aeroplane looked at Noelle then back up at them. He was blushing but still not disengaging from the conversation. “Ket.”
Kris smirked and reached into one of their pockets, producing a little baggie of the stuff. “One hundred bucks.”
“A hundred!” the aeroplane yelped. “That’s like twice what I would normally pay.”
“Smuggle your own drugs into a festival then,” Kris replied. “This isn’t weed.”
The aeroplane worked his jaw.
Kris sighed. “A hundred and I’ll throw in a blowjob from the girl.”
Noelle blinked. “What?”
“Are you complaining?” Kris asked, shaking their head. “Gonna make you work for that hotdog.”
Noelle shook her head. “No… you just caught me off guard is all.” She turned to face the monster, flashing a bright little smile. “Always wanted to try blowing a monster like you.”
The aeroplane looked at Noelle then back over at Kris before doing so again. It was hard to tell what was taking place in the monster’s mind.
 In the end, he pulled out five twenty-dollar bills from his pocket. He handed them over to Kris who proceeded to slot them into a billfold that was far larger than the last time Noelle had seen it.
“Pleasure doing business with you,” Kris said, tossing him the baggie. “You can use her mouth after I’ve finished with it.”
Then without warning, they gripped Noelle’s antlers and pulled her back down to the base of their erection. 
It was so sudden that she couldn’t help but gag against the obstruction.
Though she obviously didn’t fight back.
[hr]
Noelle looked at the buck, grinning at how nervous he seemed. “So, like we should have a safeword for this.”
“A safeword?” the buck asked.
Noelle tugged at her bondage. It was tight, cutting into her wrists. “Like a word I can say and end the scene.”
“Oh!” the buck nodded, chuckling nervously. “Almost forgot about that” He hummed. “How about guitar?”
Noelle shook her head. “How about something else?” The buck was about to say something but Noelle smirked at him. “No, no, no, don’t tell me.” She grinned. “Keep it a secret.”
“What?” The buck asked, blinking.
“Yeah, only end the scene if I guess the word!” Noelle said, beaming at him. “I promise that I’m like super smart, you know?”
“I…” the buck gawked. Yet, he clearly saw the pretty girl tied up against the tree and decided not to comment. “Fuck it.”
Noelle nodded. “Is it ‘gopher’?”
“Nope,” the buck replied, looking down at her.. “How long can you hold your breath?”
Noelle shivered in her position. “I don’t know but like…” She batted her lashes at him. “I’d love to find out.”
[hr]
Noelle started to breach through the cockdrunk high, slowly returning to the present moment. Time no longer passed in pulses but became relatively steady as she managed to root herself in the current moment.
Her day had been extremely good. She’d lost count of how many dudes she’d slept with over the last few hours, the number being too vast for her tired little mind to properly handle. It must’ve been quite a few as she could feel quite the mess sloshing around within her shorts.
As she looked down, she realized that she was walking through a crowd with one of her tits out. But she hardly cared at this point.
It felt good to be like this. It felt good to be seen like this. It felt good to feel every little bit of stress removed from her body and replaced with a blissful exhaustion.
There was something purifying about being fucked into an utterly happy state of mind. She was sore but in a good way, feeling her muscles ache, feeling her bruises shift around, and feeling the essence of a whole village worth of men shifting around inside her holes.
Even now she could feel the eyes of so many people upon her. More than a few were disgusted by the sight but most just seemed intrigued. They were horny, wanting her… wanting her body. They didn’t care about her personality, they just found her hot, found her fuckable.
She didn’t have to perform for them. All she had to do was bend over and they would fuck her, giving her everything that she wanted from them.
A part of her thought about going for another face in the crowd.
Only, before she could pounce, there was a shift in the crowd with people transitioning away from openly gawking at her to instead bearing this all knowing smile. Noelle wasn’t sure what it was but she could tell that they were aware of something that she wasn’t.
Until finally, she felt a heavy hand fall upon her shoulder. “Hey, little doe.”
Noelle shivered. 
Susie.
“Hey, Susie,” Noelle replied.
Susie gripped her shoulder and led her away from the crowd, heading over to a group of trees off to the side. It was a place that Noelle had repeatedly visited over the course of the day, giving her the tiniest amount of privacy.
“You having fun?” Susie asked.
Noelle nodded.  “All the guys here are really nice.”
“I’m sure they are,” Susie teased, shaking her head. “Probably can’t believe their luck that they get to fuck a messed up little whore like you.”
They were now a bit away from the crowd, reducing the noises of the concert to more of a murmur than anything.
“You know, I bet that you could crowdfund a proper bimbofication at one of these things,” Susie commented, wheeling Noelle around. She lifted a brow, looking expectant about something.
Noelle took the hint easily enough and dropped to her knees in front of her. Susie might not have been a guy but the rules did leave two other holes open for use. It wasn’t homo if she got fucked in the ass by another girl after all.
Susie smirked. “Take tips to get you a proper boob job. I’m sure the guys would love to help you get some nice fake tits so they actually have something to play with.”
Noelle shivered, sensing the weight of her own meagre counterparts. A part of her felt bad about being less than perfect but a far larger part just loved being talked down to and degraded like this.
“Maybe some Botox to round out those lips of yours,” Susie added.
Noelle inched Susie’s fly down and tugged off her pants, easing them out of the way. There was something inside her boxer, tenting out against the cotton. It was an alluring treat and Noelle was excited to see what it was.
“Get you some proper tattoos too,” Susie added, reaching down and running her hand through Noelle’s hair. “Make that tramp stamp of yours permanent.”
Noelle moved the boxers out of the way and a new organ sprung out. It was impressive in its stature, being amongst the largest that Noelle had contended with so far. It was a ruby red in colour with a mighty speared tip, thick ridged length, and a generous knot that was covered in all sorts of interesting barbs.
“Most importantly however, we’d have the means to do something with that pesky brain of yours,” Susie said, drawing her cock to the side and firmly slapping Noelle across the cheek with it. “There are way too many thoughts in there and we really need to do something about them.”
Noelle whined. She so wanted to be a proper bimbo. There was nothing she wanted more than to be a good little fuck doll.
Was that just her horny brain taking over? Perhaps. But it was hard to ignore it at this moment.
She knew that she couldn’t trust her senses but that was okay because this was Susie. Deep down, this big strong lizard wasn’t going to hurt her. Or well… at least not hurt her in a manner that wasn’t going to be extremely pleasurable.
Noelle started to pepper her cock with all sorts of little kisses, planting her lips against the ridged flesh over and over again. Her friend’s cock had a strong taste to it, distinctly Susie, with hot and spicy notes to it, bathed in a salty layer of sweat. There was no one else who had this sort of flavour and musk about them.
“Fuck,” Susie groaned. She continued petting Noelle’s hair. “Bet it feels pretty good to blow a woman after all of those guys.”
Noelle nodded and eased up to the very tip. She took it between her lips and circled her tongue around in dutiful circles. It felt so good against her palate, having this fantastic mouthfeel.
“Shame that I can’t fuck your pussy,” Susie grumbled, shaking her head as she playfully flicked Noelle’s forehead with a talon. “Pesky little rules.” She then shrugged and reached into her pocket, producing a bottle of lube from inside. “But I don’t mind fucking your ass. It’s tighter anyways.”
Noelle shivered.
“Has anyone done that yet?” Susie asked.
Noelle shook her head and bobbed forwards, taking more of Susie into her mouth than before. She was so large that she could barely even reach the knot before that pointed tip was tickling the back of her throat. A few sputtering gags rumbled forth from her, the first time that she had made those sorts of noise today.
Susie scoffed. “Really, no guys wanted a chance at it?” She snorted. “Lazy pricks. Guess that means that I get to enjoy it all to myself. Not that I’m complaining. Last thing I want to do is feel all of that jizz sloshing around inside of you. It’d be fucking gross getting it all over my cock.”
Noelle flushed bright red, bobbing a bit more energetically than before. Those words had a way of getting under her skin, making her feel ashamed. It was so woefully hard to think straight as Susie ribbed her. This woman had a way with words that made her legs quake underneath her.
Susie sighed and snapped open the lid on the lube. “That’s enough.”
Noelle drew back, feeling a layer of spittle and pre clinging to her lips. It briefly linked her together with Susie’s shaft, creating this crude web of lust that was quickly severed.
“Lube yourself up,” Susie instructed, handing the bottle over. “I’m lazy.”
Noelle took it, pleased to see that it was the good stuff. She poured a generous amount onto her fingers, coating them in a sheen. Once they were properly soaked, she then sat up and reached underneath herself, prodding at her backdoor with them.
Susie simply watched, taking over from Noelle and fluffing her own cock.
Noelle pushed two fingers inside herself, mewing as she went all the way to the knuckle on the first try. This hole was so much less experienced than the other one but she still managed to work her way inside, pumping into herself and spreading the lube along within her inner walls.
After about a minute, she had grown accustomed to the width of two fingers. So, she drew back and started on three, easing them into herself like before. She shuddered as felt her anus clenching tightly around them, proving that she did have her limits.
Susie chuckled. “It’s cute watching you finger yourself.”
Noelle flushed. “Shut up.”
Susie hummed and held out her hand, gesturing towards the lube. Noelle handed it back to her. At which point, Susie snapped her fingers. “Stand up and face the tree.”
Noelle pulled her fingers out and gasped, panting with exertion. Still, she did as she was told, getting to her feet and turning around in order to brace herself against the tree.
At which point, Susie knelt down behind her and took over. Noelle couldn’t see but she could hear Susie cracking open the bottle. There was an audible squelch as she poured some of that sinful fluid onto her hand.
Noelle braced herself, waiting, knowing what was about to come.
“You seem tense,” Susie teased.
Noelle shivered. “Just wish that some of the boys would’ve warmed me up for you.”
“Maybe you should carry some lube around with you next time,” Susie said, clicking her tongue against the roof of her mouth. “I doubt a lot of guys are carrying this shit around with them.” She scoffed. “Honestly, it seems like someone really needs to train you on how to be a proper slut.”
A part of Noelle wanted to ask how Susie had this supposed expertise. But a far larger voice just found the threat incredibly hot.
Susie soon pressed two of her larger fingers against Noelle’s back door. They slipped inside with a little effort, being about as thick as three of Noelle’s had been. She moved them like a woman on a mission, really spreading that slickness around inside her hole.
All the while, Noelle moaned and cooed, closing her eyes. It was hot, there was no other way of describing it. Her pussy ached so badly, desiring a climax that her silly rules forbade from achieving.
After a few seconds of this, Susie then held a third finger in place. The sudden increase in girth made Noelle gasp, digging her fingers into the bark of the tree. It was jarring but she was ready for it, easily able to handle the sudden increase in width as Susie pushed her way inside.
“Not bad, little doe,” Susie chided, thwacking her on the bottom with her other hand. “Just want to make sure that you’re good and ready for when I finally decide to fuck you.”
Noelle closed her eyes, letting out a feeble little moan in response. “Yes, ma’am.”
Susie shifted those fingers around inside of her, moving around ever so slowly. By the time she was finished, the lube was adequately spread, coating her tight little hole in the stuff. At which point, she then eased her hand back, resting both of them upon Noelle’s haunches instead.
“Come on Noelle, is this really how a bimbo should be acting?” Susie asked. “So tight back here that no one can even fuck you in the first place.”
Noelle whimpered. “Everyone likes my pussy more.”
Susie got up and snapped open the lube, squirting it onto her cock. “Maybe they’re just saying that because they can’t be assed to get you ready like me.” She shook her head. “Whatever, I think it’s about time that I took charge and trained you myself.”
Noelle’s eyes widened. That gay little voice which had been smothered all day came back to the forefront with full force. She very much liked the sound of being trained by Susie. In fact, it sounded like a downright fantastic idea in her utterly unbiased opinion.
“My schedule’s free,” Noelle lied.
Susie scoffed. “Bullshit. I know you have like five hundred essays and group projects that you need to work on when we get back home.”
“I can pretend to be free,” Noelle tried.
Susie scoffed.
She braced one hand upon the tree and used the other to align her cock with Noelle’s tight little hole. It didn’t take very long for that speared tip to find Noelle’s backdoor. She prodded at it, trying to push inside. There was some tension, even with the lube, taking a good amount of pressure before it finally started to slip inside.
Noelle braced herself, gasping as Susie continued ahead. Her pace was cautious, exploratory more than anything else.
“Gross,” Susie grumbled, wiping her hand off upon her shirt. “Hate cleaning up lube.”
She then rested that very same hand upon Noelle’s shoulder, squeezing it for leverage. Her pace grew just a bit more forceful from there, emboldening by the slimmest possible degree. She was idly rocking in place, working her way forwards so cautiously. 
But she wasn’t too brutish, never too forceful about it. Clearly, she was enjoying herself.
It was greatly appreciated as Noelle so rarely had someone of Susie’s intimidating stature fucking her in the first place. Especially fucking her back there.
“Susie,” Noelle groaned. “So big…”
Susie scoffed. “Blame yourself and your stupid little rules then.” She leaned forwards and kissed the back of her neck. “You’re the one who said that only guys can use your pussy when you’re full bimbo. Just be thankful that Kris is happy with a blowjob or they’d be back here too.”
“At the same time?” Noelle blurted out.
Susie chuckled. “Why not?” She smacked her on the bottom. “What? Never been DPed before?”
Her cock felt fantastic as Noelle felt it moving around amongst her tight backdoor. Every little groove brushed against her inner walls, stimulating all sorts of interesting places. Each felt even more divine than the last.
When Susie had gotten down to the very edge of her knot, she stopped, lingering in place. Instead, she started to draw back, pulling away a couple of inches before thrusting forwards and forcing her way back down, right into Noelle’s hole.
There was no overt brutishness, not yet anyways. It seemed that Susie was aware that if she was too forceful then there might be some damage. A small mercy that Noelle very much appreciated.
Susie chuckled and continued ahead, pumping into Noelle with a pretty steady rhythm. Her body wobbled as she strained forwards, her heavy balls swinging as she delved as deep as she possibly could. 
As she rawed her, she moved her hand away from Noelle’s shoulder and instead rested it against her cheek, cupping it. She then extended a finger and fishhooked it into the corner of Noelle’s mouth.
Noelle made a surprised little noise but didn’t fight back against the intrusion. She knew that she was nothing more than a plaything after all.
“Fuck, little doe, you’re really milking me,” Susie jeered.
She got even more forceful, approaching a proper pace. Her tempo had turned into a brutal rutting, plowing ahead with her eye on the prize.
“Susie,” Noelle slurred around the finger.
There was a fresh heat in her core, that fire radiating from the very depths of it. A part of her wanted to delve into that sensation and lose herself to the euphoria it brought about. But…
“Don’t get too excited, little doe,” Susie teased. “Wouldn’t want you to break your stupid rules.”
Only men can make you orgasm…
Susie huffed, pressing that knot right against Noelle’s pucker. There was a fair amount of resistance with her inner walls fighting back against Susie’s creeping advance. She was clenching so tightly around her shaft. But there was still enough pressure, enough lube that this was barely an obstacle as she inched ahead regardless.
Before Noelle was even fully aware of it, she heard a slurp as Susie managed to thrust especially deep. She was pulled forwards by her own momentum, yanking herself into place. Her pelvis clapped loudly against her backside as she lodged her entire girth inside.
Noelle gasped and Susie tugged upon the inside of her cheek, forcing her mouth to stay open. It made it sound like she was drunkenly groaning more than anything else.
“That’s a good whore,” Susie said. “Do you like having my cock inside you?”
Noelle nodded, no longer trusting herself to speak.
Susie lingered at that point, nice and deep, seeming to give Noelle a chance to get used to the sudden penetration. It was appreciated as Noelle relaxed, somehow overcoming having her ass stuffed with probably more than nine-inches of thick lizard meat.
“Good to keep going?” Susie asked.
Noelle thought about it and slowly nodded. Her backside still felt a little tense but she trusted Susie not to abuse that. Or at least, not to abuse it too hard.
Susie braced both hands upon the tree, bearing down upon it. She started to draw back, inching away little by little. That knot tugged upon Noelle’s anus in its attempted retreat, putting up a bit of a fight on its way back. 
This pressure mounted, making Noelle grit her teeth. Until finally, the knot  gave a triumphant suction as Susie managed to finally yank herself free. Her knot ruptured out, leaving Noelle gaping.
With that knot no longer crammed inside, her progress was far smoother than before. This allowed Susie to draw all the way back to a point where only the tip remained inside Noelle.
Yet again, she took a few seconds, drawing out the moment. Her chest rose and fell with the warmth of her breath licking at the back of Noelle’s neck.
“Any last words, little doe?” Susie asked.
There was danger in her words. Her tone was dripping with this rawness that was sharp, acting almost like a blade.
Noelle swallowed her fear. “I…”
“Too slow,” Susie said.
She suddenly lurched forwards, pumping a good amount of her cock into Noelle with one incredibly powerful motion. Then she yanked back and thrusted again, spearing her way even deeper than before. 
All tenderness was thrown out the window as she doubled down, rawing Noelle’s tight asshole with hardly a care in the word.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” Noelle groaned.
Oh, that nefarious fire in her gullet. How badly she didn’t want it to be there…
She starved off the sensation of impending bliss, trying everything she could to distract herself from the pressure mounting in her cunt. What she wouldn’t give to just ignore her stupid little rules for one teeny tiny earth-shattering orgasm.
Susie huffed and snarled, sounding so much like a wild animal in the midst of its annual heat. Her pace was so very heavy as she seemed to pound Noelle into the tree trunk, rocking the vegetation with every impact of their bodies. The weight of her frame carried through as she brutally slammed into this little piece of venison.
“Good meat,” Susie snarled.
Meat… oh that was just cruel. You know what those words do to me…
Susie snarled and huffed, spittle flying from her tightly clenched teeth. Beads of it hit the back of Noelle’s neck. This didn’t feel like lovemaking anymore. It felt more like a predator taking what it wanted from its prey.
Noelle could envision those jagged teeth in Susie’s mouth. Could imagine those claws upon her tender body. She could just picture being chased through the woods and caught and used and abused and toyed with by this big cruel bitch who was currently destroying her asshole.
It was enough to fix any pesky thoughts that her recent bout with orientation play had fostered. All it took was some girldick for her to drift right back into the camp of being a good little lesbian. Honestly, she might’ve even deserved that gold star pinned to her chest.
“Susie!” Noelle whined.
“Close!” Susie snarled.
She slammed down, hard, stuffing her knot back into Noelle’s tight little hole. This time, it slipped inside far easier than before, stretching her inner walls as she buried herself in place. A mighty clap echoed throughout the confines of reality, making Noelle’s eyes widened and voice bark out in a note of pure ecstasy.
A second later, Susie’s cock twitched. And a moment after that, a flood of fluids came gushing forth, flooding Noelle’s hole. It was followed by a second spurt and then a third, each of them just as virile and plentiful as the last. Each of these notes was marked by a mighty twitch which made it shift around within Noelle’s anus. 
By the fourth spurt there was so much of this seed. It had reached a point where it simply overcame Noelle’s pucker and geysered out, staining both herself and Susie. It was a mess, plain and simple, sticky upon her coat.
As Susie’s euphoria tapered off, she bore down with her full weight upon Noelle’s back. It nearly caused the little doe to tumble to the ground. She was panting for breath, her chest slowly rising and falling. At this moment, she seemed utterly sapped, exhausted, and more than a little haggard.
“Fuck,” Noelle whispered.
“Fuck,” Susie agreed.
She gripped Noelle’s flanks and then started to ease back. Her knot was still rather pronounced, inflamed and large from climax. It took more than a little tugging before she started to make progress, easing away little by little. Eventually, with enough determination, she managed to yank away from her pucker with a deeply satisfying suctioning sound. As she departed, more fluids gushed out, adding to the mess.
This was so much worse than any of the guys that Noelle had been with. This river of sin was far more plentiful in its quantity. It honestly felt impossible that Susie should be able to cum this hard but there was no denying the evidence as it started to roll down Noelle’s quaking thighs in heavy streams of sin.
Once her cock was free, Susie then crammed it back into her pants. Noelle had no doubt that the bulge was still present. Though for now, she didn’t look as she simply stared at the tree in front of her, trying her best to reorientate herself with the world.
“How ya feeling, little doe?” Susie asked.
Noelle pushed away from the trunk, wobbling upon her weakened legs. “G-good.”
“Still going to wander around and see if there are any guys you can score?” Susie asked. Yet, her cocky swagger said that she already knew the answer.
Noelle thought about it but realized that she was too far gone. The mess was simply so plentiful that she doubted that she could even score any guys of decent quality. And she was too sore to have any interest in scraping the bottom of the barrel. It was diminishing returns.
“I’m going to take a shower,” Noelle finally said.
Susie nodded. “In that case, I’m heading back to camp and starting a fire.”
[hr]
Noelle cuddled up in her bathrobe, happy to feel the soft fabric cradling the immense ache dominating her body. She felt well used. More than well used in fact. She felt like she’d just overcome a marathon, pushing herself to a point that she would so rarely reach back home.
She watched as the flames of the fire lapped at her vegan marshmallow, causing the surface to bubble and brown. Within a few seconds, the exterior was cooked and she pulled it away, carefully plucking it off of the twig and popping it into her mouth
“That pink stuff just washes out, huh?” Susie asked.
Noelle nodded, brushing a finger through her now completely blonde hair. “Yeah, I don’t want it sticking around. Last thing I need is to get ID-ed back on campus because of some highlights.
Susie scoffed. “I don’t think that just losing the pink makes you that much harder to spot. You kind of have a distinct look.”
“You’d be surprised,” Noelle said. She looked at Kris who happily puffed on a joint, casually flipping through a billfold in their hands. “How was business?”
Kris perked up and pulled the joint out of their mouth, handing it over to Susie. “Fantastic. Probably got rent for a few months at least.”
“Are people really that desperate?” Susie chided as she took a puff of the joint herself.
She offered it to Noelle who just looked at it. It wasn’t really her scene but it also felt rude to decline. 
In the end, her brain allowed her to say fuck it as she took it and had a small little baby hit of the stuff. Though even this still managed to make her cough.
Kris nodded and took the joint back from her. “Everyone is paranoid that event security is going to stop and frisk them.”
“I haven’t even seen any event security,” Noelle quipped, shaking her head. “You’d think that they would’ve stopped me like twenty dicks ago.”
“Exactly,” Kris replied as they motioned towards her. “They aren’t going to do shit.”
Noelle closed her eyes, happy to bask in the warmth of the fire, the soreness in her muscles, and that tender ache present in  her various holes. It mixed rather well with the weed, the two of them having this purifying effect on her psyche.
Sure, her anxieties were still there. As they always were but…
But…
They didn’t seem nearly as loud anymore. And that was well worth these minor pains.
“Hey!” a voice called.
Noelle perked up and saw a familiar hawk hanging out with an equally familiar human.
“Aren’t you the girl from…” the hawk began to ask.
“Wrong girl,” Susie growled.
The hawk looked confused.
But the human smirked, reaching over to punch his arm. “Dude, she doesn’t even have any pink in her hair.”
The hawk squinted. “Oh shit, you’re so right.” He waved, offering a sheepish smile instead. “Sorry about that. Hope you enjoy the rest of the festival!”
“You too,” Noelle called
And with that the two of them were gone in a heartbeat.
“See,” Noelle said, tapping a finger against the side of her head. “It’s the pink highlights.”
Kris just gawked as they watched the boys leave. “Do men have… do they have any sense of object permanence?”
“Nope,” Susie teased, shaking her head.
“So, what’s everyone getting up to tomorrow?” Kris asked. They slotted their billfold back into their pocket. “I’ll hopefully be selling the rest of my stuff in the morning and then catching the EDM track in the afternoon.”
Noelle hummed. “Probably hang around.”
Susie perked up. “I’m going to listen to some of the folk bands and then head over to the EDM stage.” She smirked as she looked at Noelle. “But you can tag along, jingles.” She scratched at her chin. “I mean… if you want.”
Noelle grinned, positively beaming at the offer. “I’d love to.”
“Fuck why aren’t you two dating?” Kris asked, shaking their head. “Can you two date already?”
Noelle flushed and Susie kept on scratching at her chin, looking away all of a sudden. Neither of them apparently had a really good answer for that.
“Surprised that one day of slutting is enough for you,” Kris then added, clearly thinking better and changing the subject. They took another drag of their joint, justifying their sudden silence with a billow of ashen smoke.
Noelle shrugged. “It takes a lot out of a girl.”
“You know if you ever wanted to, I bet we could make some sort of deal,” Kris said.
Noelle perked up, nodding for them to go on.
“We could just…” Kris rolled their wrist through the air, thinking about it. “I don’t know… rent you out for money.”
Susie scoffed. “So, pimping?”
“I prefer to think of it as a decentralized prostitution platform,” Kris explained, nodding to themself.
Susie rolled her eyes.
“Could use it to crowdfund all of those bimbo things that you want to get,” Kris said, motioning to Noelle. “Help pay for your titjob and whatnot. We can charge one dollar for a blowjob, two dollars for your pussy, three dollars for your ass. Something like that.”
Noelle blushed, shivering in her seat. She could feel a familiar flustered heat ebbing from within her core.
“And what do you get out of it?” Susie asked.
Kris shrugged. “Selling two vices is better than just selling one.” They then looked at Noelle, offering her a knowing smile. “What do you think?”
“Next time,” Noelle whispered, grinning at them.
Kris nodded. “Next time.”
Noelle’s blush intensified as she looked at the fire. That idea had an instant effect upon her, stimulating her poor little prey brain.
There was nothing like being devalued to push her right back into subspace.
And that made her even more excited for this hypothetical next time.
