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Unleashed: Roshana Gets Popular
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Description:
Roshana shocks Polly with her request, but Polly, after some soul searching, agrees. Partway through, a trio of fellow classmates arrive and increase the pleasure and pain of the situation, and yet, somehow, everything turns out ok, better than ok, True Love ok.
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﻿Chapter 1 - But What Can Roshana Do?


“So what can you do?” I asked.


Roshana stared at me with a partial frown as she played with a crooked wooden stick, the tip scrapped the dirt and pushed yellow, orange, and red leaves around on the dry ground. The branches flexed, but not yet dry enough, they didn’t break. The few birds that hadn’t flown south for the winter sang above and around us. I loved this time of year, with fresh air, beautiful colors, and the promise of the winter to come.


“Anything. I could do anything,” Roshana said. She poked a wind-blown leaf pile with the stick. A yellow banana slug fell onto the dirt trail. A bird screamed at us. The overcast grey and white sky had streaks of blue where the sun tried to break through. The path snaked through the forest, not well-traveled, it led from our school’s back field, past us, and traveled over a hundred miles before it ended at a small lake, well, if you believed the maps, which I didn’t, because public maps often had purposeful misleading routes, each year more unreliable since the start of the war.


“Right, but what would interest my fans? Because they expect something exciting, interesting, and perverse,” I said. I knew what would interest my fans, but would she do it? She had the idea to film with me today, so she had to suggest something depraved; otherwise, my ideas might spook her, and while I enjoyed a stroll in the forest, I didn’t enjoy it that much. Thoughts of her laid out with sticks and other items shoved in her made me moist, and because she hadn’t appeared in videos before, as a newbie, she would draw more fans. The idea of a demonstration of her strength while I fucked her or violated her had me out here in the crisp air with her, instead of a classroom with a boring teacher.


The slug uncurled and began the trek back into the forest while the bird above heard a similar song to the one it sang and flew off. The silence stretched, made for a pleasant pause in our hike. I didn’t know how much to push her towards a decision. She wanted something, something nasty, but did she fully understand the consequences? Could she understand the consequences? I barely understood, and I had filmed dozens of videos for my channel. Even after six months, and more money than I ever expected, my fans’ reactions still sometimes surprised me.


“I’ll fuck anything, eat anything, drink anything,” she said. But did she mean it? Could she mean it? Hulks have a lot of bravado, but didn’t always follow through. While we could bend iron, most Hulks didn’t heal fast, so they tended towards caution, unlike Deads, who healed fast and had no trouble doing horrible things to their bodies. I didn’t want to hurt her, I just wanted to make her scream in pleasure, in ways that would interest my fans, and could compete with other top videos that featured Deads, who could take hands up both holes, massive objects, and severe pain. My fans expected new and different, something that the normal sluts couldn’t provide.


“Like?” I asked. Sweat beaded on her forehead despite the cool fall day. The woods offered great privacy, even at only a ten-minute walk from school. I could smell dog scat, which bothered me, but Roshana hadn’t noticed. She likely wouldn’t see an enemy jet if it flew over at that moment. The pile of leaves caught her gaze, but her mind turned to figure out what to suggest. The wait annoyed me, but I knew to act patient, remain calm, and wait for her to start the suggestions, and then I could add pizazz to them.


Roshana poked at the slug. I always felt sorry for her, she trained hard and studied, but she will never attain more than a standard heavy in the military. She didn’t perform well enough in school to work in logistics, so she would get front-line duty, which meant she only had a fifty percent chance of living to thirty. She had the looks to snag an officer, which may save her, but likely not, because she didn’t have the people skills. She often impressed the instructors with her strength, but she always managed to annoy them with her comments. I have had to step between her and another student a few times when she said something stupid and caused another Hulk to want to put their fist through her head.


“Roshana, listen, I need to know what you want to do. I’m skipping physics for this, and my fans demand quality content, so tell me. Or we can just forget the whole thing and just enjoy the fresh air,” I said, and picked up my backpack. Her stick end paused in the leaves, the slug had almost moved off the path, and the bird had left to complain elsewhere. A nip of cold had arrived, and the air smelled like rain, or maybe snow. She looked lost, a little girl in the woods, unsure which way to go -forward into her dreams or backward into her former life. Ok, maybe not that dramatic, but I hated the wait, and I need something to occupy my mind. I knew she would choose to follow me, but she didn’t know that yet. She just needed to suck it up and make a decision already.


I set my backpack on both shoulders and pulled the straps tight. I had such a short body that the bag covered my whole back. My twin red braids hung over the swell in my black shirt, with hand-sized white ‘peace’ lettering down the middle, the ‘P’ at my neck. So stupid, I hadn’t worn a jacket, and more ridiculous, I wore a short, black skirt with no underwear. I did wear hiking boots, brown and tan leather ones with steel toes. Today, I had the proper footwear, but not the right clothing. One day, I will get both in sync. I wore the boots because I wanted to walk in the forest at lunch. I didn’t bring a jacket because I misjudged the weather, and I didn’t wear underwear because I had planned to do some upskirt streams during math and physics. Next time, I will listen to my sister, Zer.


Roshana threw the stick into the forest, where it sailed over the tops of the trees and disappeared in the grey sky. Her puffy black jacket had duct tape on the left sleeve, and the zipper only went halfway up. She wore sensible jeans, running shoes, and a red and white toque over her black straightened hair. Red eye shadow and dark red lipstick made her dark skin appear darker and alluring. My fans would like to watch her strip. Some may even just like to watch her pose and flex naked. She had beautiful muscles that she had sculpted with insane weight workouts. If she decides to chicken out, I could suggest a naked workout, but I wanted something with more excitement and something that would draw better numbers.


“Roshana, stop wasting my time,” I said and turned away from her. A blue patch appeared in the sky to my right. Another banana slug, this one black, crawled across my path. I hadn’t advertised the stream, so no loss, other than time, if Roshana didn’t go through with it, and I did want to go for a walk. I would miss the upskirt stream in physics, but maybe I could perform an upskirt walk in the forest and finish with some massive insertions or something else, boring, but it pays. One of those consequences of popularity, you needed constant content, ideally fresh, new, innovative stuff that will please your current fans and draw in new fans. After all, like the trees around us, if not you’re growing, you’re dying.


“How much?” She asked. She wanted to talk about money? Before I even knew what she wanted to do? Hundred percent - no. I should have just walked away, but I liked Roshana; she helped with my stream with Eliza last month. I could wait another few minutes. But only a few minutes, I didn’t want to miss all of school. Another consequence, everyone wanted money, everyone thought that I made money hand over fist, but after expenses, I did ok. Worse, everyone wanted some of the cash, often for doing as little as possible.
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