Noelle felt so very anxious. Though who could honestly blame her?
She rested her bare rump upon the edge of some polished wood, surveying the room around her. It was a strange place and she was completely devoid of clothing. This venue seemed to be a warehouse of some sort, a large space which at one point had probably held something for the railyards nearby. Now it was just an artifact capable of hosting a particularly depraved night.
Below her was a replica of the stocks, like the kind they would use in medieval punishments to expose a peasant to a shower of abuse. It was a sturdy prop, looking like the real deal as it was made from a well-crafted wood and would eventually be kept shut by a hefty-looking cast-iron lock. The only real difference from the historical version was the fact that the interior was padded, looking marginally more comfortable for her to be confined in.
Noelle shivered, running a hand down her core and resting it between her legs. There was a pronounced wetness down there, making her pussy slick to the touch. A part of her had always craved this perverted little fantasy. A rather large part of her if she was being completely honest.
There was a murmur from beyond her field of view, a bunch of hushed voices holding conversations that she had no possible way of hearing.
All around her were lights that illuminated the stocks, making them the centre of attention. Behind those lights were so many dark outlines, figures who seemed content to just linger in the shadows beyond her field of view. She didn’t know a single one of them but they all seemed to know her, looking out upon her as she so eagerly played with herself.
That fact made another shiver crawl up the length of her spine. Where had these perverted urges come from? She knew that she hadn’t always been like this. 
Recently, however, something had just seemed to snap as she took in the world with brand new eyes. In a moment, she learned how much fun it was just to let go and surrender herself to her impulses.
With everyone looking, she spread her legs and started to finger herself, groaning as she felt her digits sink into place. It had been far too long since she got to enjoy some stimulation down there. How could anyone hope to go for days without partaking in their lustful impulses?
Noelle looked around her immediate surroundings once again. While the stocks were the centrepiece of this little display, they weren’t the only thing that she could see. There was also a little table which had been set up that had three distinct items upon it.
First, there was a sealed box of condoms, containing about a hundred of them in total. Second, was a bottle of lube, probably a whole gallon of the stuff. Lastly, there was an empty glass jar with a note taped to the side which proclaimed that this was a ‘pay what you want’ charity event.
Was this really happening? Was she really about to go through with this?
A little bit of decency still clung to the fringes of Noelle’s mind, acting like this party pooper who always tried to deny her some well-earned rest. That voice was so soft these days, little more than a muted whisper which echoed to her from the very back of her mind.
Just proof that her training was working! It really was.
There was no way that she would ever dare cancel something like this. No, she had put in far too much work and her friends had also offered far too much assistance for her to even consider it for more than a fleeting second. Plus, there was a whole crowd of gentlemen out there who would be so very disappointed if that happened.
In fact, the desire to flinch away from this commitment was utterly dwarfed by the idea of following through with it. There was something so amazing about the fantasy of being fucked silly by strangers for only the Angel knew how many hours.
She groaned as she continued to finger herself. It felt rude to tease the boys but she could feel them starting to get riled up. They were impossible to make out in detail but their heavy bodies rumbled with desires of their own.
Those desires were about to be placed so firmly upon her. They were going to use and abuse her until there was literally nothing left for her to give. The thought of being with them disgusted her a little. The way that boys tasted, felt, smelled, and acted; it was all so unappealing. 
Yet, that unappealing nature was ironically appealing in its own right. Degradation was a powerful kink and could make a lesbian do all sorts of strange things in order to tickle those instinctually depraved sensations. It honestly felt like a bit of an arms race within her psyche, pushing herself towards getting into worse and worse situations to derive more and more pleasure.
Was that healthy? Probably not.
Did she give a shit? Certainly not. At least, not at this current moment.
It was the weekend and she was going to get fucked silly while raising some money in the process. Not the worst way to spend a Saturday evening.
Noelle decided that the boys had been teased for long enough. She coughed into her hand, bringing those murmuring voices to a standstill. All of a sudden, she was even more the centre of attention with seemingly everyone looking out upon her in complete silence.
She could feel them feasting, devouring her naked flesh like a pack of hungry wolves. And she was aware that it was just her flesh. These people didn’t care about her as a person or a voice or a mind. They cared about fucking her tight pussy, smashing her asshole, and plowing her face. To them, she was nothing more than a set of holes and honestly that was the hottest part of this whole sinful theatre.
Who could blame them? Her body was a good body, a rocking body. She was fit and thin, having kept up with her track routine and diet. Her breasts were small yet perky, in need of an upgrade but nothing terrible to look at. Her face was done up with make up and her lips were far plusher than they had been before she managed to get some filler.
A hundred tiny things done to make her a proper bimbo with about a hundred more yet to go. What she wouldn’t give for this to all be magic, it would’ve been far easier than the slow and laborious process she was currently enduring.
Yet, no one said that the quest towards being a perfect plastic princess was ever going to be easy. Sometimes she had to work her ass off for the things that she wanted.
“My name is Noelle Holiday,” Noelle said, sensing just a little fear lingering in her as her voice cracked. Everyone was staring, ready to use her. All she needed to do was say those fateful little words. She lifted her hand and saw her juices utterly soaking two fingers. As she flashed a peace sign those fluids came snapping off of her digits. “And I consent to everything that is about to take place.”
How the fuck did she get into this situation in the first place?
[hr]
Two Weeks Earlier
Noelle bobbed back and forth, glucking and sputtering desperately against the drakehood crammed deep into her mouth. She was totally in the zone, moving swiftly across her suitor’s flesh and giving it her all. Her tongue glided across the textured surface, probing and prodding with a seasoned precision.
“Holy shit,” Susie groaned.
Noelle looked up at her friend and saw her squirming within her loveseat, running a hand through her hair. It was amazing to see the way that she managed to make her devolve into a fit with just her lips and tongue.
“Those new lips, huh?” Kris teased. They were leaning back in another chair, folding their hands behind their head. Their own cock was limp and already used, covered in spit that they hadn’t opted to clean up just yet. “I really think that filler was a great investment.”
“You’re…” Susie groaned. “Fuck.” She smacked her hand down upon the armrest, digging her sharp claws into the otherwise plush surface. “You’re telling me, freak.”
Noelle rested her hands upon her own legs. She hadn’t moved them once since she’d started. It would be cheating to use anything aside from her lips; even considering Susie’s more than sizeable girth. And no one liked a cheater.
Not that Noelle really slowed down due to size anymore. She was venturing deeper and deeper with each stride. Her gag reflex was honed as she barely even sputtered as she so eagerly took Susie into her throat. She honestly felt a little high, already so low on oxygen as she desperately pushed herself deeper and deeper still.
Her throat flexed against her friend, cradling her speared tip and those fun little ridges which lingered upon her shaft. The sensation was enough to make her eyes water, growing blurry with tears.
Noelle drew back and gave herself a few fleeting seconds to breathe, just a couple moments slow the burning in her lungs. She needed that, just a bit to stop herself from expiring prematurely and slow the prospect of passing out. Once saved from the brink, she continued ahead, bobbing even quicker and deeper than before.
She lurched forwards quite abruptly and took all of Susie’s shaft into her maw. It was impressive that she actually managed to get all the way down to the very edge of her knot. Yet, she was forced to stop there as she suddenly choked quite loudly upon it.
This knot had always been such a pesky obstacle. 
She was already choking upon her impressive shaft, sputtering and gagging desperately. Considering that, her friend’s knot was a whole other ball game entirely, something that was downright daunting to even think about taking.
“Come on bimbo,” Kris jeered. “Are you really giving up on us now?”
Noelle perked up and tightened her lip, squeezing Susie’s girth even more tightly within their artificial plushness. She pushed deeper, spasming and choking all the while. Her stomach broiled but she didn’t care, pushing through these sensations regardless.
Until finally, she felt her nose settle within the wild tuft of brown hair which lingered just above Susie’s shaft. There it was! She had made it all the way down to the base.
Susie groaned louder, squirming even more desperately within the confines of her chair. She was obviously on cloud fucking nine, panting and moaning like she was in heat. Her cock twitched, spasming against Noelle’s palate and wiggling inside of her throat.
Noelle lingered like that for a few seconds, counting them down slowly. She wanted to prove that she was capable of staying here. To her credit, she lasted a grand total of five before she came rocketing back up.
She had undergone a hundred small changes in her perverted quest but she still had a hundred more to go until perfection. And one of those hundred was learning how to properly commit to a deepthroat without ending up a total freaking mess.
She gasped and hacked for breath, retching desperately as she tried to collect her frayed composure into something halfway coherent. Crude strands of pre and saliva and other less pleasant acrid fluids connected her lips to Susie’s shaft. Her friend’s cock was utterly soaked in these juices, literally glistening in the lighting of the room.
“Damn five whole seconds this time,” Kris jeered.
Susie chuckled and patted the top of her head. “New record from you.”
Noelle flushed but couldn’t stop herself from grinning at the praise. Even if she had failed in her quest to offer the perfect head. Still, there was nothing stopping her from trying to give the second-best head that she was capable of.
She positioned herself over Susie’s cock once again and started to ease her way back down. It was already so slick but that didn’t mean that she couldn’t make it even slicker. She spit and sputtered, adding even more saliva to this crude little affair.
It helped tremendously, allowing her to quickly pick up the pace and once more tackle the task in front of her with total dedication. She moved quickly and somewhat forcefully, once more glucking and sputtering upon this drakehood. She circled her tongue around it so very quickly, utterly bathing it.
And just like before, Susie was starting to quickly lose herself to the sensation. She squirmed and twitched, desperately pumping upwards for even a little bit more penetration. Noelle helped her along, timing it so that she bobbed down just as Susie desperately tried to push upwards.
The two of them came together, just around the knot. This time, that pesky obstacle remained outside of Noelle’s range of motion. As much as she was ashamed to admit it, she wasn’t about to risk it a second time.
“Getting close,” Susie groaned.
Kris chuckled. “Noelle really is getting better, huh? She didn’t even have to use her hands this time around.”
“Damn straight,” Susie rumbled, sounding like she was in a haze. 
She seemed to be in some sort of stupor, barely coherent between her guttural notes of pleasure. It was so obvious that she was nearing the edge. Her cock was twitching desperately, spasming against Noelle’s tongue.
Noelle closed her eyes and just focused on her movements. She tightened her lips, suckling crudely, while rolling her tongue around in increasingly agile circles. While she had no control over it, she even felt her throat muscles involuntarily batter against her friend’s flesh, adding to the performance.
It was a messy affair. She could taste pre and other things upon her tongue. The scent of sweat and sin graced her nose, a crude and ugly perfume. And of course, the cascade of moans was simply music to her ears.
This was a marathon and she was nearing the end of it. She gave it her all, putting every last little bit of energy she had into this mad sprint towards the brink. Her pace was chaotic, her tongue work jarring. She battered against the drakehood, suckling so crudely all the while.
Until finally, it seemed that something gave inside of Susie. Her friend snarled and forcefully thrust upwards, almost seeming to do so instinctively. It caught Noelle completely off guard as she was rocked back by the sheer force of it, involuntarily bouncing upwards. She was nearly bucked off it with only the first few inches remaining wedged inside of her mouth.
She knew what this meant and had been in this exact same spot so many times before. Her impulses were confirmed correct as Susie’s cock spasmed rather violently, more violently than any other time tonight.
“Fuck!” Susie snarled. She let out an animalistic roar with venom dripping from her voice. “Fuck, fuck, fuck, FUCK!”
Her orgasm hit like a tidal wave, flooding Noelle’s mouth. She guzzled it down to the best of her abilities, trying her damnedest to stem the relentless storm of this orgasm. Yet, this wasn’t like Kris, this was so much more than that. 
The sheer volume of cum overwhelmed Noelle’s mouth and came gushing out around the imperfect seal of her plush lips. 
Yet, even this pressure relief wasn’t enough as it soon came exploding out of her nostrils as well. It burned something fierce, making her eyes water even more as fresh tears broke free and soaked into the fur of her cheeks.
And that was just the first pulse of the stuff. It was promptly followed by several weaker spasms, adding to the rapidly growing mess. 
When Susie eventually finished, pulling herself free, Noelle was left in quite the state. Cum and other fluids drenched her complexion, rolling down her face and landing upon her breasts. It quickly dried and left this uncomfortable sticky sensation behind upon her fur.
At some point in the distant past, this would’ve disgusted Noelle. Now, she just revelled in the debasement as she offered a cheery smile at the woman who had just ruined her. “All done!”
“Not bad,” Susie groaned, thudding backwards into her seat.
Kris nodded in agreement. “She still needs to work on her deepthroat game though.” 
Noelle shivered at this part of the performance. She didn’t know why this kind of degrading talk tickled at her but it certainly did.
“What do you recommend?” Noelle asked.
Kris hummed. “I mean probably letting Susie fuck your face more often.” They shrugged. “Can’t have a bimbo who gags, you know? It just looks unprofessional.”
Susie looked down at Noelle, grinning. “You’re leaking.”
Noelle looked down and flushed, nodding. She was certainly soaking wet right about now, dripping with practically a river of lust. It was soaking into her thighs at this very moment but could probably stain the towel below her if she wasn’t careful.
Susie pushed out a leg. She was wearing combat boots, having just come inside from chores around the house. “How about you polish my boot for me, slut.”
Noelle grinned and moved forwards, resting her pussy against the very tip of Susie’s boot. She grinded against it, shivering as her juices soaked into the leather. The sensation was rough but she was well used to rough sensations at this point.
“I think I’m really coming along as a bimbo,” Noelle said.
Susie shrugged. “You’re doing okay.”
“Agreed,” Kris added. They were now on their phone, poking away at some app. It seemed to be a gacha game of some sort. At least, if the high-pitched Japanese language coming from their phone was to be believed. It also sounded like it involved racing of some sort as a starter pistol fired. “You still have room to get better.”
“Better how?” Noelle asked. “Remember I want honesty.”
“Well, I love your new lips,” Susie said, scratching at the underside of her muzzle. “But your tits aren’t much to look at.”
Noelle frowned and tried to frame them with her arms. They were petite, for sure, but not too small. They still had a little heft to them. Yet, she couldn’t deny that these weren’t the pair of balloons that she’d usually associate with a bimbo.
They weren’t too bad though… right?
“Boob jobs are expensive,” Kris said. “But Susie is right, your little tits can’t even give me a proper boob job at this point.”
Susie scoffed. “And the freak has a shrimp dick compared to me.”
Kris balked at this claim, narrowing their gaze as they threw a sharp glare in Susie’s direction. Not that Susie seemed to mind in the slightest as she simply grinned against their disdain. 
It would’ve been an amusing sight if Noelle wasn’t instead occupied with staring at her far too small tits. She felt them up and gave them a bounce. They had a good amount of weight but they were right. She could do a lot to narrow her waist or exercise her legs or hell even afford a little something for her lips. But these tits were still a few cup sizes short of being anything approaching bimbo-tier.
“If only we could crowd fund a boob job,” Noelle teased.
Susie scoffed. “I have a feeling that the internet would freak out if you tried something like that.”
Noelle scoffed and nodded along to that claim. While her quest ‘to become a bimbo’ was fun and rewarding, it also wasn’t nearly as necessary as some of the other stuff that people were using GoFundMe for.
“What if we didn’t have to use the internet?” Kris asked. They sounded serious, really serious. “Or well, not use GoFundMe?”
Noelle and Susie both went silent, looking towards them.
“What are you getting at?” Susie asked.
Kris was never the most upfront person and that became even more apparent whenever they were cooking something private. They merely smirked at the question. “Let me talk to a few people and I’ll get back to you on that one.”
“Kris!” Noelle whined. “What are you planning?”
Kris shook their head and smiled at her, betraying not even a hint about what their intentions were. “I’ll get back to you on that.”
Damn them and their poker face.
[hr]
Present Day
Noelle looked up from her position in the stocks, seeing the tiger mask looming above her. Their face might’ve been obscured but there was no hiding the fact that it was Kris.
They were fiddling with the lock and snapping it shut. It was a heavy-duty piece of theatre, having this loud and satisfying clicking sound as it snapped into place. 
With the lock now affixed, they looked at Noelle and winked at her for good measure. They didn’t say so much as a word before they slipped away, heading towards the crowd that was still milling about in the distance.
Noelle was alone and exposed. The stocks kept her bent forwards with her ass sticking out and face defenseless. Her hands were kept far away with no hope that they would be able to shield herself if the worst happened.
That was actually kind of hot.
The position wasn’t nearly as uncomfortable as she first assumed. There was something in the back that allowed her to rest her pelvis upon it, taking a lot of the strain away from her spindly little doe legs. Not a long-term solution but it should keep her comfortable for the few hours that this lasted at the very least.
And surely, this couldn’t last more than a couple hours.
Fucking hell, she was so freaking soaked. She hadn’t even been touched by any of these strangers and she was already gushing just at the mere thought of it actually happening. Why was it so easy to get under her skin and tease her like this?
“Alright!” a gruff but feminine voice called from amongst the crowd. That would be Susie, the other host for this affair. “I’m sure that the freak already told you how this works but I just want to lay down the law, so we don’t have any misunderstandings that might end things early. Some of you have already put forward some pretty big chunks of change. You’ve been given special littles tokens with a number on them. You get to fuck her in whatever order those numbers come up.”
Kris then joined in. “The rest of you get sloppy…” A pause as they rifled through some papers. “Fifteenths. You’ll get to use her on a ‘pay what you want’ kind of basis. Just be civil, we don’t need a bunch of rowdy pricks ruining this thing for everyone.”
Susie scoffed. “And for any girls here, you’re not allowed to touch her pussy. It’s the meat’s personal rule.”
Meat?!
Noelle drew in a breath and looked around, seeing that crowd. They were still obscured by darkness but there were an awful lot of them. She wiggled her hips and tried to seem enticing, wanting one of them to shove their cock inside of her.
“Safe word?” one of the guys asked.
Noelle grinned as she looked towards this voice. Not that she could make out any details about them. “I asked not to have one tonight. I want to make sure that people are getting what they paid for and we don’t want some word getting in the way of that.” A lie but the guests didn’t need to know that. It was just a private little secret between her, Susie, and Kris. “Also, the lube is complimentary but the condoms will cost you five dollars extra if you choose to use one.”
The crowd seemed to positively beam at these twin declarations. Noelle could just imagine those lustful little thoughts which were currently bouncing around inside of their heads. These boys wanted to devour and tear her apart, use her for everything that she was worth. They didn’t care about her as a person. In all likelihood they simply saw her as a set of holes that they got easy access to conquer.
Fuck! Why was that so hot? Why did her mind always devolve to these dark little fantasies and fixate on them? It was like some kind of terrible drug where she needed harder and harder shit in order to chase a constantly fading high.
Was that a problem? Was she really thinking about it now?
“Alright, let’s get this thing started!” Susie bellowed. “Number one, you get first pick.”
A figure emerged from the crowd. It was an actual tiger who looked a little older with a bit of grey mixed into his striped fur. He was fit for his age though was probably old enough to be her father if she was telling the truth.
He walked over to the little tip jar and dropped a small plastic tag inside of it. The first donation bounced hollowly as it landed inside, jostling around a little before settling into place at the bottom.
As he approached, he started to size her up, taking her in from every angle possible. In that moment, some deep and instinctual part of Noelle’s psyche remembered that she was a prey animal and this was a predator, deadly in terms of size and carnivorous advantage. It was enough to drive a chilling fear up the length of her spine, making the hairs stand up along her back.
His cock started to harden, being this proud organ which was a little larger than Kris’ own but not nearly as impressive as Susie’s. It was barbed along its tapered conical length, looking like a very intriguing toy to play with.
The tiger decided on taking her from behind as he moved around her body, resting his hands upon her hips. It felt like the obvious choice, being the first one who would get the honour of claiming her pussy and marking it for the rest of the night.
He pushed into her without ceremony, forcing his way inside of her with little care or foreplay. This wasn’t proper lovemaking, this was a simple transaction, her being something for him to use and discard in the moments it fleeting took for him to work up to completion.
“Number two can use her mouth if they’d like,” the tiger grunted.
This number two figure came out of the crowd as well. They were a ghost monster who hovered over, not having feet to walk. Their body didn’t really have much substance to it, though something slick protruded from their waist, glowing a soft and luminous blue.
Noelle had heard of these strange organs but never thought that she’d get to enjoy one of them in person.
The ghost hovered over and dropped a little tag into the jar, joining the first of them at the bottom. They then hovered into a position in front of Noelle with their organ growing larger and larger still. It had a strange shape to it that wasn’t symmetrical and was also somewhat long, looking slimy with pre that was glowing.
Noelle opened her mouth and the ghost pushed themself inside. A part of her was surprised that the cock actually had some substance to it, being tangible and real. It didn’t taste weird, no not in the slightest. Though it did have this strange otherworldly quality to it, almost static-like as it buzzed against her tongue.
She couldn’t focus on it for long as the ghost soon joined the tiger, the two of them fucking themselves into her. They were both rough, transactional, showing little care towards the philosophy of lovemaking. Not that Noele minded, in fact this was just the way that she enjoyed it.
The ghost drove all the way down to the base, brushing against the back of her throat. Thankfully, they were smaller than Susie, meaning Noelle could handle them with only a little bit of sputtering and involuntary reflexes. It was a crude-sounding event with more and more fluids being added with each motion of that ghastly body against her mouth.
Crude strands of saliva and soon pre coated her lips, clinging to their shaft. These would occasionally fly forth as they drew back and then splatter upon her neck and face as they roughly thrust forwards. These were the first strands of a mess that she was certain would only grow many times greater over the course of her various sessions.
The tiger really dug his claws in, gripping her hips tightly. His nails pressed out and prickled at her hide. They were so sharp and dangerous, biting into her coat properly. She didn’t know if they cut but she could definitely imagine them leaving those little white lines behind, a warning about what he could really bring about if he decided that he wanted to have a more sadistic kind of fun with her.
He really delved ahead, pumping so violently into her body. This man knew his role well and played it to perfection.
The ghost also seemed to be in the zone. They didn’t say a word but Noelle could just tell that they were taking some sort of sadistic enjoyment out of making her sputter and gag feebly against the obstruction now wedged deep in her throat.
Noelle did what little she could to help these two along. She rolled her tongue around the ghost’s flesh, tasting it. At the same time, she tried to lift her hips with what little freedom she still retained, pushing back against the tiger’s body.
The tiger was on a mad sprint now, pounding away as he snarled and huffed. He lifted a hand away from her backside and slapped her across the rump with it, clapping his hand down upon her flesh. The snap would’ve been enough to make her gasp if she wasn’t currently throating this paranormal shaft. Instead, it made her let out this crude little gagging note.
This seemed to be the finale that he was building towards, rushing towards the very brink. It felt like such a shame that he dropped however much money and only got a few blissful minutes with her. Alas, there were others out there who were waiting for him to finish. People who had likely spent their own substantial sums of money for a similar privilege.
The ghost shuddered and Noelle perked up, surprised to feel them be the first to succumb to their desires. 
Where a normal creature would only have their cock shudder, the ghost’s entire body pulsed as a little of their substance faded, visibly rushing down towards their glowing blue cock. A second later, the tip of this erection erupted, painting the inside of Noelle’s throat with something thick and warm that bore a little of that static-like quality.
The tiger wasn’t far behind, slamming down to the very hilt and pushing himself deep inside of her yet again. He let out a fierce-sounding growl as he wedged himself as deep as he possibly could inside of her. His cock felt so strange buried in there, those barbs and ridges brushing against her sensitive inner walls. Not bad, just… strange.
His cock twitched and he shot his load deep inside of her, groaning as a few more ropes of the stuff painted her inner walls.  By the time he was finished, a decent amount of the stuff was leaking out of her, draining down her shaking thighs.
Without so much as a word, he slipped away, fading back towards the crowd of bodies.
With both of their absences now apparent, another figure started to make his way over from amongst the crowd, marching towards her. He was a pig monster with a large belly and sturdy frame. He was stroking a weird shaped dick that was vaguely corkscrew-shaped.
This was a creature on a mission as he dropped his chit into the glass jar. 
He then strode before him, lingering right in front of her mouth. The smell of his body was stark, powerful, making Noelle wince against it. A part of her was revolted by the concept of servicing this monster though another part of her felt that wonderful sense of degradation that was always so impossibly hard to ignore.
Who could possibly say no to debasement of this nature?
It wasn’t enough to push her towards her safe word. So, she opened her mouth and stuck out her tongue. She must’ve been quite the sight to behold, half-lidded, tongue out, with weird pre-cum splattered around her lips.
The pig didn’t allow her even a moment before he pushed into her maw. His taste was as powerful as his scent, making Noelle cringe. It seemed that the bastard knew as much as he let out this low rumble of amused laughter.
“Sorry, love.” He snorted. “Didn’t get a chance to shower after work. I’m sure you understand.”
He pressed into her maw quite forcefully, taking glee in pumping into her mouth. His weird-shaped cock was at least interesting to toy with as she poked and prodded at it with her tongue. Just because it was revolting didn’t mean that she was going to skimp out on taking care of it.
If nothing else, it would at least make sure that this went by a little bit quicker.
It was a wet-sounding blowjob with plenty of juices oozing out and adding to the mess upon her face. It was a desperate kind of fucking, delving ahead without a care in the world.
There was the sound of another chit entering the jar and Noelle soon felt a presence behind her. This figure pressed something speared against her pussy, pushing inside. His cock was long and ridged with him slowing down as he neared some sort of strange knot part of the way down.
Noelle groaned against the pig’s cock, feeling her eyes water. This was it, that sweet spot of total debasement. She was getting fucked by two strangers, after just fucking two other strangers. One of these strangers was just a cock to her while the other was this vile tasting pig. 
Who wouldn’t love being at rock bottom like this?
Rock bottom? Oh, I can still go so much lower than this.
After all, she had been lower than this so many times before.
Noelle kept pleasing the pig, looking up at him with those dumb little doe eyes of hers. It was amazing to see the way his jaw clenched, his pleasure painted so clearly upon his face. It was a treat to know that she was bringing about this sort of reaction in him.
The pig squealed as he pushed himself forwards, pressing as deep as he could possibly go. Compared to the ghost or Susie, this was nothing that Noelle couldn’t handle. She didn’t even gag as she continued to roll her tongue around him, bathing his cock in her saliva. At this rate, she was going to be cleaning it off for him.
“Getting close, baby girl,” the pig grunted.
Already?
The figure behind grunted and groaned, dogging her down without restraint. They were on a mad dash with finale as well, obviously enjoying themself fully.
The pig suddenly drew back and pulled out of her mouth with a rupture of fluids. His cock was still rock hard with strands of pre and saliva coating his flesh. He reached down and stroked it, snarling and oinking as he did so. It took only a few moments before he squealed loudly, finishing right there and then.
His cock ruptured and a heavy strand of his cum rushed forth. It collided with her cheek, tarnishing her complexion with white. It was followed by a second which landed upon the top of her snout. And then a third which fell mostly into her mouth though also undershot it and splattered against the wood of the stocks. 
And finally, there was a fourth feeble note to top it all off. This final spurt was so weak that he had to literally shake it out, dripping it lazily onto her forehead just so he didn’t waste so much as a drop of the stuff.
He seemed spent after all of that, reaching out and firmly patting her on the cheek. “Thanks for that, doll.” 
And with that, he was gone.
Noelle groaned as the figure behind her continued at it. She couldn’t crane her neck around and see who or what they even were. All she knew was that their cock felt downright fantastic as they dogged her down without even a hint of hindrance or restraint. Though who amongst her prior suitors had shown even a little bit of restraint so far?
Noelle groaned and moaned, feeling this shiver crawl up her spine. She closed her eyes and hung her head, giving her jaw a few precious moments to rest.
There was movement coming from amongst the crowd and Noelle looked up. Thankfully, it seemed to be Susie who held a canteen of some sort in her hand. She twisted it open and held it before Noelle’s lips. It was a precious gift and she treated it as such, guzzling down the water and using it to clear away the gunk inside of her mouth.
Once finished, Susie drifted back into the crowd. She hadn’t even said a word. That wasn’t her place tonight. She was just there to make sure Noelle didn’t expire by accident because that would really ruin the mood.
The figure behind her managed a few more thrust before bottoming out one final time. They jammed their entire knot inside of her and growled so very loudly, pumping their white-hot load deep inside of her. 
What kind of monster were they? What kind of cock was this?
Noelle didn’t know. 
Just like she didn’t know when she’d came though all signs pointed towards it happening while this creature was fucking her. Her lips were tender and puffy, so sensitive to the sensation of him pulling out.
The worst part was that the monster walked away from somewhere in her blind spot, not giving her a chance to see what they even looked like. How many creatures would fuck her tonight without her even getting to look at their face?
Yet again… it felt so sinful that these sorts of things excited her. One of these days, this sort of attitude was going to get her in trouble.
The next figure who came forth was a woman. A hyena with a large cock dangling between her legs. She smiled at Noelle, showing off a mouth full of razor-sharp teeth. This wasn’t someone who was messing around. No, not in the slightest.
She plopped the tag into the glass jar and snatched up the lube as she came up behind Noelle. No one else emerged from the crowd to join her, leaving the two of them alone to conduct this sordid little affair.
“Host says you’re crowd funding a boob job,” the hyena said, chuckling. “Hope they look good on you. I know they did wonders for me.”
She popped open the lube and started to squirt it out onto Noelle’s backside. The lube was cold to the touch, making Noelle shiver and mew in distress. Why was this stuff always so freaking cold?
The hyena pressed a thumb against her backdoor, pushing inside of it, nice and slow. It was soon joined by a second and third finger which the hyena used to spread the lube around inside of her anus, the last of these unfucked holes.
She was showing a remarkable amount of restraint, not rushing nor risking a chance of hurting her.
“I want to fuck your pussy but the dragon says that no girls are allowed.” The hyena barked with the jerking kind of yipping laughter that came with her kind. “I’ll try my best not to take it personally, I know what it’s like to be a little freak.”
Noelle groaned as the hyena pulled her fingers out. She instead rested the tip of her cock against the doe’s hole. Ever so carefully, she started to push inside, moving forwards, little by little. This continued until she was a good couple of inches inside. Even with her new bimbo regime, this hole was still the least trained part of her body.
So, it was nice that the hyena was showing a token amount of restraint with it, taking things relatively cautiously.
Noelle groaned as she was stuffed, feeling her back door adjusting and getting used to the sensation of this penetration. Yet, slowly, she began to properly adapt to it, getting used to the feeling of having someone inside of her like that.
Even if it was hard to focus, feeling her rump tensing around this slick shaft.
The hyena huffed. “What? Is everyone going to waste a perfectly good mouth?”
There was a murmur from the crowd until one voice called out from amongst the collective darkness. “I’m not having her buck teeth chomp my dick because you’re tearing up her asshole!”
“Oh, I wouldn’t do something like that,” the hyena teased. “Unlike you cucks, I know how to treat a woman right. Isn’t that right, meat?”
“Huh?” Noelle slurred much to the amusement of the crowd.
The hyena continued forwards until she rested all the way down at the very base, pressing her pelvis against Noelle’s rump. Only then, did she start to ease back. Though she now moved a little quicker, not fast but definitely a bit speedier than before.
The sounds of the lube were especially crude, slurping and suctioning into place with each hurried motion of her hips. She pumped away far more gently than any of the other brutes who had opted to use her so far. Yet, she was under no illusion that this wouldn’t get rougher at the drop of a hat.
A yipping growl escaped the hyena as she plapped away, each motion sounding slick with lube and marked with a clap as the hyena’s pelvis crashed against Noelle’s back. Again and again, this note played out, becoming increasingly frequent with each motion of her hips.
Noelle groaned, moaning her praise. It wasn’t as pleasurable as having her pussy smashed but she would take it.
“See, she won’t bite!” the hyena jeered. “So, hurry up and use her, you freaks.”
This seemed to be enough to spur the audience into action as another figure came out of the crowd. It was an airplane monster with a sleek aluminum body and two wings for arms. There was an oily black fuel tube emerging from a port down below which seemed distinctly cock-like.
How would that even taste?
The monster dropped a chit into the glass jar and came over to Noelle, resting a wing upon the back of her head. He then pressed the spout against her lips, grinding into them. 
She took the hint and allowed him inside. His taste wasn’t artificial nor inorganic, tasting… weird. Weird was the only way to really describe it in all honesty. It was a mix of organic and artificial, salty and slick. It was like nothing that Noelle had ever had the privilege of trying before.
She explored it, taking in the strange mouthfeel of it. It was smooth, really smooth, weirdly smooth, having this uniform latex finish to it that didn’t taste like latex in the slightest. 
This was always the oddity of trying to take care of monsters who were so dissimilar to herself. It felt like she spent half the time trying to figure them out.
As she looked up, she saw the fuselage bent and the creature looked down at her with the two small figures inside of its cockpit looking down at her as well. He seemed to be smiling, with a grin creeping across the nose of his aircraft.
Noelle looked back down. It was too weird to look at him for too long. She just closed her eyes and focused on slurping and glucking, rolling her tongue across his flesh in hurried little strides. 
The woman behind her continued to raw her asshole, pumping into it without any of that kindness that she had previously shown. 
Now that the hole was properly worked in, it seemed that it was going to be business as usual. Her cock slapped away again and again, the crude sounds from behind rivalling the chirps and beeps of the airplane who was fucking her face.
These two fresh faces were quick to work up to a proper frenzy, losing themselves to the sensation. Noelle just went along for the ride, grunting and groaning, breathing in those woefully brief moments when she was capable of doing so.
Spittle oozed from around the fuel spout, mixing with oily pre and oozing out to stain her snout. What she couldn’t contain splattered further, soaking into the wood of the stockade or her cheeks. 
How did she look at this very moment? It must’ve been quite the mess considering what her suitors had already done to her. 
The hyena slapped her on the ass, striking her quite roughly. It was a meaty thud that echoed throughout the immediate space. It would’ve been enough to make Noelle yelp if she wasn’t currently choking on a plane trying to inject a rich fuel mixture straight into her stomach.
The plane hissed. “Careful back there! She nearly bit me.”
“Sorry.” The hyena cackled. “Her ass is just too fat to pass up the chance.”
It seemed this blow would be the only one she allowed herself as she instead anchored her hands firmly upon Noelle’s hips. She used this leverage to rear back before forcing her way forwards, slamming back inside of the doe’s ass.
Then she did so again, even quicker than before. And then even faster after that as she adopted a truly reckless pace.
Before long she had built herself up to a steady rhythm, fucking nice and hard as she properly rawed Noelle. Just like that, she became like all of the other suitors, hungry and domineering, greedy in their quest to sate her lust.
Noelle went limp, focusing on her mouth. She suckled and lapped, trying to make her lips the perfect little hole for this airplane to have his fun.
“Fuck, fuck, fuck!” the hyena groaned. “Nearly… THERE!”
The hyena yipped with lust, panting and barking out her bliss. Her erection shuddered so violently and another dollop of warmth soon exploded into Noelle’s body. It wasn’t as powerful as some of the others but there was no denying that it was right there, brewing deep inside of her guts.
The airplane wasn’t far behind as his wings fluttered. His fuel spout spurted and more of that strange cum flooded forth and filled Noelle’s throat. She guzzled it down without complaint, only cringing a little against the strange aftertaste of it. 
Hopefully it wasn’t toxic or something. 
She went along with it regardless. It was just one little oddity in an evening that was sure to be brimming with them at this point.
The two of them didn’t linger for much longer as they soon pulled away and merged back towards the press of bodies. 
Instead of another suitor coming forth to fill the void, Kris came scurrying over with two things in hand. First, was that ever reliable canteen of water, a much-needed coolness to help with that heat which seemed to be mounting inside of Noelle’s body. She guzzled it all down, not stopping until she felt the flow of it reduced to a mere trickle.
As Kris pulled it away, they instead held up a mirror in front of her, giving her a chance to see her face. She looked ruined, absolutely ruined. The make-up around her eyes was runny, dried cum plastered her fur, and her mouth hung open with beads of spittle and pre lingering upon her lips. 
She was a well-used whore and she honestly wouldn’t have it any other way.
Kris smirked and patted her on the cheek. “A few more VIPs left before we start with the next event, okay?”
Noelle nodded and swallowed, trying to reinforce her vitality as she looked out upon the crowd at large. Once Kris was gone, the next pair of patrons came up to use her, one human and another monster who seemed to be a wolf of some sort.
She couldn’t help but smile at them, winking for good measure. “Hey boys!”
[hr]
In total there were six more VIPs, the song and dance playing out with each as they used her until they were finished. It was hard work, exhausting work. Yet, it was work which Noelle gladly partook in. 
It must’ve been an hour to deal with these first twelve. For her trouble, there were now twelve chits in her glass jar. Not money in the traditional sense but they were probably worth a fair bit if their owners had been given the status of VIP.
Once the last of this group faded back into the crowd, Susie and Kris came over. They were carrying a sturdy looking bed with a bare and battered mattress upon it. The sight was revolting, stained with numerous ugly colours. Though Noelle knew it would probably look like this by the end, regardless of whether it started off clean or not.
As they placed down the bed, Kris came over and started to fiddle with the padlock on stockade.
While they worked on this, Susie addressed the crowd. “We are now moving onto the public portion of this event.” She smirked. “The stockade kind of limits how many people can get to the meat, so we went ahead and brought out a proper bed for you freaks to use. It’s first come, first serve but we’re asking that five people use her at once as there are kind of a lot of you in the audience and we want to get this thing over before it's morning, okay?”
Kris popped open the stocks and Noelle stood up, popping the stiffness out of her body. She could already feel the exhaustion in her bones but she put on a strong face. At least she would get to rest on that gross bed for whatever came next.
“Pay what you want but you got to pay something,” Susie went on. “This will continue until the jar is full.”
She finished this by clapping her hands together as she looked at Noelle. She nodded towards the bed with a proud smile poking through from underneath her mask.
Noelle sashayed over to the bed and laid down upon it, happy for even this tiny bit of comfort. She watched as Kris brought over the little stool with the tip jar, lube, and condoms upon it. Not one of those condoms had been used so far with the box still freshly wrapped.
Would any of them be used? Noelle internally scoffed. Why would she bother asking stupid questions like that? She’d only get stupid answers.
As Kris left, the crowd surged forth and filled the gap around her. It was a sea of bodies, an almost ceaseless volume in terms of number. The sight of them was enough to make Noelle feel just a little bit nervous. She had been a slut plenty of time but never with a group this big.
The closest she got was that weekend that she spent at a frat house but that had only been like twenty guys in total.
The first gentleman dropped a couple of old bills into the jar and clambered onto the bed. He was an older looking bear with a plush body and sturdy frame. Noelle moved in order to allow him to get into position underneath her. It took a bit of adjusting but soon his sizeable cock came in line with her lower lips.
A second figure dropped some money into the jar as well and came up behind Noelle, pushing her forwards so that her backdoor was exposed. He used a generous splurt of the lube before pushing into her body from behind.
A third added some money and then came over to a spot in front of Noelle, grabbing her antlers and angling her head so that she was brought in line with his shaft. Thankfully, the bear grasped her throat with his burly hand, helping to support her head.
As these three got to work, a fourth and fifth also added their own contributions to the jar and stood on her left and right. She had two perfectly good hands and these came into play as she started to jerk them off.
It was hard to focus on any one of these five figures in particular, let alone those beyond them. 
Together they started to fuck into Noelle, pounding into her and using her like a glorified sleeve. There was no collaborating or planning with each, just thrusting at whatever time suited them best.
Noelle tried her best to please them, she really did. She would roll her tongue when she could, or on even rarer occasions, she would try and push back against the two lingering right behind her. Yet, it became so hard to focus on any of these things with this constant assault bearing down upon her person. 
She was tired and well-used. At this point, it was probably just for the best that she went limp and allowed them to have their fun.
Her mind drifted and was electric with blissful sensations. There was a sinful pleasure brewing inside of her belly. It was hard to tell how many times she had already cum but it had surely been quite a few considering how tender her pussy felt. 
One of the gentlemen to her left came and shot his load into her hand. It spurted forth from between her fingers and arched onto her back. He was gone just as quickly as he arrived, though someone was already there to replace him, dropping even more money into the jar. 
Another little bit of help to get her that much closer to a nice pair of tits.
The guy in her ass finished and was replaced just as quickly as well. Her backdoor was still gaping by the time the next suitor was forcing himself inside of her with a cock even larger than the last guy.
Time began to flow so differently, her mind seemingly entering some sort of fugue state. She merely went along with the impulses which controlled her. It felt like she was honestly a little high though not from any narcotic. She was high on life, enjoying it to its fullest.
More bodies faded in and out. Ever so often, she would have to adjust herself and allow the suitor underneath her to slip away and be replaced with someone else. 
It wasn’t long before her fur was tainted with dried cum, absolutely caked in the stuff. The sensation usually would’ve made her cringe. Now, she barely even acknowledged it. If anything, it felt like chalk on a ledger, marking her as effectively as any tally mark. 
How much would there be by the time they had finally finished?
[hr]
“Four-hour break!” Susie belted.
The crowd parted and she came forward, holding out that same canteen of water. 
Noelle’s throat was sticky and she was happy for the water as she quickly grabbed it and finished off the whole thing. As she drank, she looked down at herself, groaning as she did so. There was so much cum belching out of her holes. 
Four hours… I’ve been at this for four hours?
As she looked at the tip jar, she saw that it was nearly full, filled almost to the brim with crisp banknotes that came in a wide variety of colours. There was maybe another hour of work left. 
As she looked at the crowd of bodies, she could tell that she wouldn’t be done with all of them at that time but well… Susie had said that it was first come, first serve, right? So, it was their own fault for not being more assertive and getting to the front of the line.
Kris walked over and Noelle glanced at them. The bastard was grinning and it was never good when they were grinning.  Her eyes widened as she saw them holding another glass jar in their hands. This one was a little bit larger than the one that was already full.
“Hey, little doe,” they teased, slipping the old jar away and putting the new one down. They at least showed her a little mercy by transferring the contents of the first jar over to this new one. Though at the new level it settled at, there was more than an hour of work left, much more. “Didn’t want to leave any of these guys disappointed. I’m sure that you understand.”
Then to add insult to injury they plucked a crisp one hundred dollar note out and slipped it into their pocket. Something which Susie also did before the two of them drifted away, laughing to one another as they once more left her alone to fend for herself against the crowd.
And the crowd showed her about as much mercy as was to be expected. They came down upon her, even more hungry and desperate than before, once more wedging her into that position with five of them using her at once. 
At this point, it must’ve felt closer to masturbation for them. She was honestly too tired to do much of anything, just being that same warm set of drenched holes. They probably could mimic the effect of fucking her by microwaving a banana and smashing it into a potato chip tube
The flow of donations reflected as much. She only caught rare glimpses of it but the value of bills was constantly getting smaller and smaller. 
The quality of the people using her mimicked this trend as well. They were no longer well-kept professionals but the skeevy and poorly-hygiened masses who were donating their porno mag fund. Occasionally, Noelle would gag upon one of them. And also occasionally, she would receive a slap to the cheek for daring to do such a thing. 
These people who were paying the least but demanding the most from her. It honestly reminded her a little of working in customer service with how degrading it felt.
Her body was so exhausted that her mind felt heavy, barely even motivated by impulses anymore. She was just disassociating at this point, waiting for the end.
How much longer would all of this last? How much longer could she possibly last?
[hr]
Noelle looked up at the rat who was pounding into her pussy. He was the last suitor here, snarling and huffing as he worked into her body. It was numb down there, barely feeling like anything at all after all the fucking and cumming she had just been through.
He didn’t last long, groaning as he dumped his vile load inside of her. This was a filthy creature, repulsive, smelling like he actually came out of the sewer. As he smiled, he showed off yellowed teeth that were in desperate need of a dentist.
It was enough to make Noelle cringe, even in her current state. Yet, he thankfully drifted away soon enough, moving towards the tip jar.
He looked at it and smirked, dropping a single filthy quarter inside of it. “I don’t see any dimes so feel free to keep the change. You deserve that much, doll.”
And with that, he walked away. His footsteps echoed as he left, the last set that would grace this warehouse.
Noelle didn’t know how many hours had gone by since they had started this game. She clearly remembered it being dusk when they started and now the sun was creeping through the foggy windows of this venue, offering a feeble sort of illumination.
Kris and Susie soon came over. Both of them had taken off their masks, smirking as they approached her.
“You did some good work tonight,” Susie teased.
Kris nodded and plopped down upon the bed, grabbing the jar. They closed it with a lid and shook it for good measure, peering through at the contents inside. It was absolutely loaded with colourful bills and grimy coins. “I don’t know if it’s enough for a boob job but it's definitely a very good start.
Even if Noelle was this exhausted, she could still smile at this declaration. “Glad to hear it.”
Susie whistled and Noelle looked over, seeing that she had picked up the box of condoms. They were still unopened with the plastic sleeve shimmering. There wasn’t even a smudged fingerprint left upon them, not even a consideration towards using them. “Not one, huh?”
“Well, she was charging extra,” Kris teased.
Noelle groaned. She felt totally sapped of energy. As she looked down at herself, she saw that she was in quite the state. Cum stained her fur, numerous scratches marked her body, and more than a few bruises were thrown into the mix for good measure.
She didn’t need a mirror to know that her face was very likely in a similar state.
Also, just as predicted, the bed was an absolute mess, the mattress far more fouled than it had been when they started this sinful little affair. It was honestly incredible that it hadn’t fallen apart halfway through considering how much use it had just gotten.
“Fuck,” Noelle wheezed, cradling her temples.
It had been hard work but at least the reward was totally worth it.
Noelle was about to get up but Kris held up a finger. She was confused by what they had in mind until she noticed that they were fiddling with their belt.
“Really?” Noelle asked. “After everything?”
Kris shrugged. “I’ve been at half-chub for like the last eight hours.” They looked at Susie and grinned at her. “You want in on this?”
“Nah, I’m uh…” She looked down at the state of Noelle, shuddering. “You have fun with her. I don’t want my dick touching any of that mess.”
Kris chuckled. “More for me then!”
Susie scoffed, shaking her head. “Freak.”
