
        
            
                
            
        

    


COERCED 2



 



BROKEN IN!



 



 



A Vixen Wade erotic story



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 
 This novel is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are either the product of the author’s imagination, or are used fictitiously. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, business establishments, evens or locals is entirely coincidental.



 



 



 



 
 Published by Park Place



 



 
 Publishing (3P Ventures)



 



 
 Copyright 2015 by Vixen Wade and 3P



 



 
 Ventures.



 



 



 



All rights Reserved.



COERCED 2 Broken In



Book 2 in the Educating Sarah series.



 



Sarah’s night has only just begun.



On her birthday she learns she has to help pay off her mother’s gambling debts to an outlaw MC. There’s only one form of currency these alpha bikers are interested in and they don’t care about being gentle.



Sarah agrees, under duress, to help her mom. Before she’s given to the gang, Randy, her mom’s boyfriend, helped break her in. With that one experience under her belt and dressed in an old Girl Scout uniform, she’s taken to the MC clubhouse.



Things heat up fast.



In the second hour of her long night of education she’s going to learn the difference between rough and mean, and just what can happen when men are line up and wait for their turn. It’s humiliating, hardcore, and harrowing.



(Trigger warnings? Bet your ass)



She’s going to be sore, exhausted, and sticky before she’s done. She’s been told she can quit whenever she wants, but can she?



The rough, horny men piling up? One is her mom’s boyfriend. The other was THE MAN OF THE HOUSE when she was just a SPOILED BRAT.  Sarah’s going to learn a lot about what she can and can’t take before this is over.



Grab some kleenex and buy this book!
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Randy killed the engine on the bike. They were at the back door of the strip club where Sarah’s mom danced;
 SUGAR ASS!!!
 . Rock music blared out of the building. Heart racing, There were something like twenty motorcycles parked in the gravel lot along with the assortment of pick up trucks and muscle cars.



Randy swung off the bike after pushing out the kickstand. Randy was her mom’s boyfriend and not fifteen minutes ago he’d taken her virginity. He hadn’t been gentle about it and she was still sore and wet between her legs.



“Come on,” Randy snapped. “Amos don’t like being kept waiting.”



He snatched her by her arm and jerked her off the bike.



“Ouch, you’re hurting me!” she protested.



He grinned through his stubble. “Baby-girl,” he drawled, “you don’t even know what’s coming. Earning six hundred dollars for your mommy isn’t going to come easy.”



He stopped dragging her to the door and turned her around to face him. Still smirking he grabbed her face in one hand. His eyes locked with hers.



“Of course,” he continued, “if you keep sucking cock like you just did for me, back at the trailer, I imagine you’ll do just fine.” He laughed. “You’re a natural, just like your mom.”



He cocked his head and studied her. Slowly he lifted under his hand under her chin until she was standing on her tip-toes in her white Keds.



“Do you think you can do that?” he asked. “Suck dick real good?”



She nodded. He shook his head.



“Say it,” he ordered. He shook her a little bit. “Say it!”



“I can suck more cock real good,” she said.



To her surprise she found she meant it. She felt confident she could do it right. If they put a dick in her face she knew how to give a blowjob. Randy seemed satisfied. He eased up his grip.



“Good,” he said. “Let’s go see Amos.”
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Amos Luther ran the Angels MC and the Angels MC ran the
 SUGAR ASS!!!
 strip club. He picked his teeth with a toothpick and studied the skinny eighteen year old girl in front of him. He was a big man, bigger than Randy with the build of a prison bodybuilder and a body crawling with tattoos.



They were in the office of the strip club. Amos stroked his beard. His fingers were covered in gold rings on every finger, each one set with topaz, or turquoise, or lapis lazuli. He pulled the toothpick out and took a hit off a joint. His eyes ran across Sarah’s body like he owned it.



Which, if she wanted to help her mom, he did.



Sarah knew what he saw. A teenager in a Girl Scout uniform several years too small for her. Her long, straight hair was mussed from the bike ride and where Randy had used her locks as convenient handles as he’d fed her his cock and then fucked her doggy style.



Her cheeks were still red from where Randy had slapped her. She’d had makeup on and it has gotten mussed during the rough sex. She was tall, with long legs, but skinny. She had big brown eyes that stood out in her too-thin face. Her breasts were round little B-cups.



The Double-D’s her mom sported had been bought for her by a boyfriend who’d made Sarah call him “Uncle” and who was always accidentally walking in on her while she was using the bathroom. The guy’s wife had threatened to take him for every last penny if she caught him with another woman again, and he’d stopped coming by.



“Answer me,” Amos said.



Sarah looked up. She was startled. Lost in thought she hadn’t heard what the MC President had asked her. Randy cuffed her in the back of the head. Amos held up a hand and Randy stepped back.



“I said,” he growled, “are you sure you want to be here?”



No,
 she thought.
 I’m scared to death. But I have to help my mom, whatever it takes.



“Yes,” she said. “I-I-I want to...be here.” she trailed off.



“That sound like consent to you, Randy?” Amos asked.



“Sure did,” Randy agreed.



“Leave.”



Randy immediately left.



As the door closed Amos turned to Sarah and regarded her beneath hooded eyes. He flicked the toothpick away and licked his lips. His hand fell to the bulge in his jeans. Unconsciously, Sarah’s eyes followed his gesture and she felt her eyes grow wide as she realized what kind of meat Amos must be packing.



It’s got to be as big as the guys on the internet!
 She thought.



“You know,” Amos began, voice like gravel, “you can leave anytime you like. What’s about to happen here is going to get real funky real fucking quick. So we’re going to have, like, a safe word, okay?”



“Safe word?”



“Yeah, a word you can use if the, uh…” he waved one hand around vaguely as he searched for the word, “the
 action
 gets a little too intense and you change your mind and want to go home.”



“Yeah?” She heard the gratitude in her voice.



“Yeah,” Amos smiled.



Outside the room the rock music thumped bass beats against the walls,
 boom, boom, boom,
 as the dancers went through their numbers. They could be as loud as they wanted in here, Sarah realized, and no one would be able to hear over the noise.



“W-w-what is the word?”



“You want to know the word?”



“Uh, yes, please.”



Okay. Here’s your safe word. All you gotta do is say this and I swear to god I’ll make everything stop and you can go.”



“T-t-that sounds good.”



“Your safe word is more of a phrase.”



“A phrase?”



“Yeah. It goes like this...I’m leaving and you can break both the legs on my no good, stupid whore of a mother who is a degenerate gambler and borrowed money she couldn’t pay back.”



Sarah reeled, her mind became frenzied and she felt her heart flutter like a bird inside of the narrow cage of her chest. She felt the soft ache between her legs. If her pussy felt like that now, she could only imagine what it would be like after that firehose in Amos’s pants got hold of her.



“I don’t understand,” she said. She felt like he was making fun of her.



“Say it back to me.” Amos said.



“The whole thing?”



“We got to have a safe word so this whole thing is above board.”



“We do?”



Amos stood suddenly. He was six feet two inches, taller in his boots. He was built like a tight end, lean but heavy with muscle, and he towered over her. He scowled down at her. If he wanted to he could pick her up by the throat and push her through a wall.



“Yes. We. Do.” he said. “I ain’t no rapist. You say those words you can go, no questions asked. But you got to say them.” He leaned in close and she trembled. “You calling me some kind of sex criminal?”



“No!” Insulting him didn’t seem wise.



“Then say it!”



“I’m leaving and you can break both the legs on my no good, stupid whore of a mother who is a degenerate gambler and borrowed money she couldn’t pay back.” She ran the words all together, saying them fast.



Amos leaned back, smiling.



“Good, very good,” he said. “Now, let’s begin your education for real.”
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Amos sat down in his chair. He cocked his head and sized Sarah up. She trembled under the weight of his gaze. The room stank of high grade pot. The music was a distant thud now.



“Come here and lay across my lap.”



“What?”



She was confused. What kind of sex could you have laying across someone’s lap? He hadn’t even taken off his pants or popped his dick out.



Amos raised a finger, face solem.



“There. Right there. You fucked up. I told you to do something and you didn’t do it. You questioned me. That’s not how this works.” He leaned forward, fires burned in his eyes. “Now get your sweet little ass over here, Girl Scout, and lay across my lap!”



Sarah sprang to obey.



She went over to him and he took her in his grip and pulled her down across his lap. She felt exposed, vulnerable. Up close she smelled his cologne and the man musk of his big body. Her ass, barely covered by the much too small Girl Scout uniform, was painfully exposed and her head was down.



He laid one heavy arm down across her back and pinned her in place. When he did she felt the heat from crotch warm her belly. He was getting hard. She was like a little girl, he was so much stronger than her. Whatever he wanted to do, he could do.



His hand came down on her ass. It was big as a dinner plate, his fingers thick and strong. This first touch was strangely gentle, exploratory. Despite herself she felt her pussy quiver and become moist.



“This is a sweet young ass,” Amos murmured.



He squeezed it, kneading it in his calloused hands. He ran his hands up and down her leg slowly. She shivered under his touch. He stopped, resting his palm where the back of her legs met the curve of her ass. She felt the press of his fingers.



“Have you been fucked yet?”



His finger began inching her white cotton panties to the side. He did this in a leisurely motion, tracing the line along the inside of her thigh. His voice was deep, but calm.



“Yes,” she said. “Tonight, Randy said it was a good idea if he broke me in.”



“Did you suck his dick?”



“Yes.”



His finger wormed under her cotton panties and found the hot, damp slit of her pussy. He trailed the flat tip of his finger up and down slowly. Sarah gasped at the touch.



Despite herself she squirmed at the pleasure. When she did she realized the sensitive nub of her clitoris was pressed into the hard muscles of Amos’s leg. She gasped again.



“So you’re a slut, then,” Amos said. “A dirty slut who needs to be punished.”



Sarah froze. She didn’t know what to say, what was expected of her
 to
 say. She needed to try and guess what he wanted to hear. She needed to try and please him, he held her in the palm of his hand.



“Yes?”



His big hand came down into the arch of her rump.
 Smack
 the sharp sound of flesh on flesh. She jumped, startled more than hurt by the first blow.



“Yes what?”



Amos’s hand squeezed her again, kneading her ass. His fingers trailed down the back of her leg.



“Yes I’m a dirty slut,” she said.



Her cheeks burned with the shame of calling herself that.
 Smack!
 Amos’s hand came down hard on her ass again.



“Ow!”



Smack-Smack-Smack!



“Ow! Ow! Please!”



“Say it like you mean it!”



Smack!



“I AM A SLUT!”



Tears burned her eyes and streamed down her cheeks. She panted with the spent energy of her emotional release. Her ass felt hot as a stove and she was sure it was growing red. She flinched as Amos touched her again but this time his hand was gentle, stroking her leg.



“Very good,” he murmured.



She felt the press of his erection against her belly. His non-spanking hand took her by the chin in a vise-like grip and turned her to face him. She met his amused look with her wet eyes.



“You remember your safe word?” he asked.



She tried to nod but couldn’t move her head in his grip.



“Yes,” she whispered.



“Do you want to say it? Go ahead, you can.”



She swallowed. His hand was at her pussy again. Something about the sweet sting of the spanking had awakened undiscovered nerve endings inside of her. She moaned a little despite herself as the walls of her vagina fluttered in anticipation and she grew wet.



Why had no one told her? She wondered.
 Why didn’t they tell me how I would feel, how confusing it could be?



It was exciting. She wasn’t thinking about her mom drunk or the shitty trailer now. Her world had shrank to the sting of the sensitive skin of her ass, the tingle of her pussy, the press of the big man-cock under her belly. Her world has shrunk to the will of the man controllering her like a little girl.



She could make this end, go home, go back to her life. She felt like she’d stumbled into some dark, sexual Hogwarts or something.



Do you want to say the safe word?
 She asked herself.



“No,” she said.



Amos grinned. In one motion he stripped down her panties until they were bunched around her ankles.



“Good.”
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Amos finger fucked her.



He pushed in his finger, not bothering to take off his ring and stroked it across the roof of her pussy, brushing the ridges there. She gasped and he slid the finger of his other hand into her mouth.



“Suck,” he told her.



But he didn’t need to. She knew what a good girl did. Taking the finger between her lips she gently sucked, swirling her tongue around it. Amos began sliding the fingers in between both her lips in-and-out at the same time. Clusters of pleasure centers went off in her head like a string of volcanoes erupting. Her nipples were hard against her bra and her clit swelled as she wiggled under his touch, grinding it into his leg.



Amos pulled his finger from her pussy and mouth. She groaned as he used his hands to split the cleft of her ass cheeks apart. Cool air brushed across her exposed asshole.



He shifted and suddenly saliva splashed her bunghole. The finger that had been in her mouth traced the opening there. His touch was light as he ran the tip of his finger over her ridges. He pushed slightly, eased up. She breathed in at the feeling and then in one swift push the finger invaded her.



“Ahhh,” she breathed.



Now the finger returned to her pussy as he continued sliding the one that had been in her mouth in and out of her ass. Electric jolts of satisfaction jumped through her. The sensations were almost too numerous to place. She couldn’t help herself and began bucking her hips,



It’s not that I like it,
 she told herself,
 I’m just doing what they want…



Her nipples were now so hard they hurt. She panted, mouth open, and drool slipped over her lower lip to drop to the floor. She was making wet, almost squishing noises as he finger fucked both her holes. The fingers continued thrusting deeper until they felt like little cocks in each of her holes.



She whined and goosebumps broke out across her skin.



“Ah shit,” Amos laughed, “you come easy, little girl.”



He redoubled his efforts and within moments napalm-strikes of pleasure burst through her loins. She arch up in his lap, hands frantically reaching for something to grab hold on to. She found nothing. Her hair fell in curtains around her face as she thrashed. Her swollen, tender clitoris ground against the rigid muscle of Amos’s thigh. Finding nothing to grasp, she had no outlet other than to scream.



Sarah screamed.



The orgasm rolled through her like a freight train, like nothing she’d ever felt in her life. It made the ones she’d given herself while masturbating seem like firecrackers.



“Uhh, uhh,” she made inarticulate sounds of pleasure. Fluid leaked from between her thighs like water from a cracked pipe.



Spent, her muscles unclenched. She sagged into the big biker, gasping. The fingers pulled free from inside her and she made an unconscious groan of protest. Shame fluttered in her belly. She’d enjoyed it, been forced to enjoy it. She couldn’t deny the pleasure she’d taken. The evidence of it was her juices dripping down her legs.



Am I a slut?
 She wondered.



“Thank me,” Amos said.



“W-w-what?” it was hard to focus, she was confused with sensation.



Smack!



Amos spanked her bar, sensitive bottom, with a single, stinging slap.



“Ouch!” she protested.



“You don’t get to be stupid anymore, little girl,” he said. “You don’t get to pretend you don’t understand. When I ask you answer, and answer with a
 sir
 in your mouth.”



Smack!



“Ouch!”



“What?”



“I mean yes!”



Smack!



“Ouch! I mean yes
 sir
 !”



“Better.”



Amos stood without warning, dumping her to the ground. She looked up in surprise. He had turned and was going through a filing cabinet. After a moment he turned and she saw he was holding a fistful of handcuffs in each hand.



A thrill of fear went through her body. As serious as things had been, she felt like the entire world had shifted beneath her feet.



Amos looked at her. He wasn’t smiling.



“Get up and bend over that desk, little-girl.



This time Sarah knew exactly how to answer.



“Yes sir.
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Sarah lay across the desk. It was smooth and hard beneath her, unyielding. She felt Amos behind her, a looming premise. Her heart thudded. Her head hung over one side and her ass thrust from the other, hanging out beneath her Girl Scout uniform’s too short skirt.



They don’t
 make merit badges for this kind of stuff,
 she thought.



Her mind worked fast as adrenaline flooded her body. She could try and run. She could beg. She could use the safe phrase Amos had given her and see if that really worked.



Or she could submit.



Behind her Amos jerked her panties off her ankles and threw it to the ground beside the desk.



“Spread your legs,” he said.



She did as she was told, feeling the split of her thighs expose her pussy. She heard the clink of metal on metal then felt the handcuff bracelet attach to her ankle.



Click



Then, almost immediately, as if the outlaw biker had done this sort of thing numerous times before and gotten good, he secured the second cuff.



Click



There was no running. She had to take his word that he would let her go if she asked. She began trembling from the nerves, the sense of vulnerability and anticipation. What had just come before, the spanking, the finger-banging, that had all been him toying with her, she realized.



Now it was going to get real.



She heard a lighter snap and Amos inhale as he walked around the desk and sat in his chair. A blunt was tightly pressed between his lips as he took a hit. He looked at her, eyes red and glassy. He removed the fat joint, exhaling.



A cloud of secondhand marijuanna smoke billowed out and enveloped Sarah’s face. She couldn’t help but inhale. It was strong shit, she immediately became dizzy. Somewhat sedated, she watched Amos take another toke.



He leaned back, hand squeezing his crotch. Blowing the smoke toward the ceiling where it hung in a haze, he looked at her.



“You know six hundred dollars is a lot of money.”



The question caught her off guard. “Sure?”



“You know how much it’s worth?”



She was truly confused now. The pot smoke didn’t help. “Isn’t it worth six hundred dollars.”



Amos leaned forward and laid the burning blunt in an ashtray beside her head. The smoke trailed up in a ribbon. But she didn’t have time to wonder exactly how high it was going to make her.



The strip club owner leaned in close, face hard, without pity.



“No,” he said. “You might think six hundred dollars is worth six hundred dollars, but you’d be wrong.”



Pulling an iPhone from a drawer, he leaned back. He texted something then tossed it on the table next her. He regarded her before continuing, hand squeezing the line of cock straining in his pants.



“No. In
 this
 office six hundred dollars is worth whatever I goddamn say it’s worth. And it’s coming out of your ass.”



He leaned forward again and attached the handcuffs to her wrist, one on each arm. He pulled and she was yanked down hard against the unyielding wood, stretched out. He reached the drawer handle on either side of the desk and slapped them shut.



She was helpless. She could scream but she couldn’t move. She wasn’t in control of her body any longer. It belonged to her but it was at the mercy of Amos. He was her master now.



Rising, he began unbuckling his belt.



“And that six hundred dollars starts coming out of your ass right fucking now.”



His button fly popped open. Sarah didn’t know if it was fear or the effects of the pot smoke but it seemed to be happening in slow motion. As his pants came open she saw he was wearing blue boxer briefs with a tight elastic waistband.



Deliberately, he reached in through the fly on his underwear and unlimbered his cock. It was fully erect, the veins tracing down the shaft like jungle rivers, the head swollen to the point of bursting.



Sarah gasped.



Randy was well-hung. She knew that because her mom had told that to anyone who would listen. She told it to Sarah herself often enough. When Sarah saw it earlier it appeared big, long and thick, to her. But here was the big brother to Randy’s cock.



Amos grabbed it down near the base and pointed it at her. It looked fat as a beer can in circumference. She didn’t know how long it was but it was obviously longer than Randy’s. Her heart beat faster. She feared that cock.



The lyrics to Megan Thee Stallion’s song, WAP, began churning through her mind. She was going to need a wet ass pussy or this was going to hurt. She closed her eyes to get the vision of the club out of her mind but when she opened them again Amos had pushed the cock into her face.



“I just texted your step-daddy,” Amos said.



He rubbed his cock across her face, holding it under her nose, tracing the outline of her lips. He smirked.
 Whop, whop.
 He struck her face with its weight. It was heavy enough to hurt.



“Randy’s not my step-dad,” she said. She was definitely feeling the pot now. “He’s just my mom’s boyfriend.”



Whop, whop,



He struck her twice more. The meaty slaps stung. Reaching down he buried a hand in her hair and jerked her face upward. Standing over her he hit her three times in a row with his cock.



“I fucking know who Randy is, little girl. I didn’t say Randy, I said your step-dad, Frankie.”



Frankie,
 she thought, shocked by the idea. Her mother, Allie May had been married to Frankie for almost twenty months when Sarah was twelve going on thirteen. She knew he rode with the Angels but she never dreamed he’d be part of this.



“However,” Amos said. He gleefully rubbed the head of his cock against her mouth. “I also texted Randy to come in two.” Pulling his huge cock back he smiled at her. “Let’s keep this first session in the family, shall we.”



He yanked on her hair twisting her face further toward him. He pushed his dick into her.



“Start sucking like your mom’s life depends on it, little girl.”



Obediently she opened her mouth and the cock invaded her like a battering ram. It filled her mouth, stretching her jaw until it hurt, tasting the pungent flesh. As Amos pushed it inside she gagged.



How will I be able to say the safe word with this giant fucking thing shoved halfway down my throat?
 She wondered.



Saliva bubbled in her mouth until lines of drool slipped out the corners of her lips and ran down her face. She sucked the head like she was trying to get the last few drops of Pepsi out of the can.



He pulled back and the anaconda slid out enough for her to draw a breath, then still holding her hair like a leash he rammed it home, pushing it deep into her throat. Tears wet her eyes as she choked. She ran her tongue around the head and she felt him shiver when she licked the pee hole.



Instinctively, she redoubled her efforts, wiggling and teasing the opening there.



“Fuck yeah,” Amos said. “You’re as good as your momma and I bet you ain’t sucked half as many cocks as that bitch has.”



I’ve only sucked three, counting this hog,
 she thought.



She felt a little bit proud. It felt good to be good at something. She’d sucked Danny Timm’s cock in a car in the parking lot of the mall on a dare in the ninth grade. He’d cum pretty quick and then never talked to her again. While she’d been doing it he’d taken a picture of the back of her head and sent it to his friends.



She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her tongue. Adrenaline amplified her senses. She heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, Amos’s fast, heavy breathing.



  “Goddamn,” he cursed. “I just knew you could suck a dick.”



Stopping, Amos seemed to rest himself.



  Then he took hold of her head in his hands, fingers curling in her hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of him slipped further and further into her mouth, he began moving faster.



  His hands tightened painfully on her head, pinning her in place, and he bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth.



Jesus,
 she thought,
 this isn’t easy!



But she knew she had to take this. It was only going to get worse. Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she was doing it right, she’d never done it before.



  Instantly Amos shoved his prick into her throat, pushing his cock into the base with a single thrust. He snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened. Suddenly he began using the strands of her hair like reins, jerking her face into him as he thrust deep, over and over.



  “Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah, little girl!”



  Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his heavy balls brushed her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled out, then pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat shaft.



  His pulling jerked her body back and forth across the desktop. Her hands found the edge of the desk and she gripped it for balance. His whole body swung with his fuck-motion, ass pushing in on each deep stroke into her face. She continued coughing and sputtering, spittle flying wildly and soaking his pants. The spit landed on the desk and soaked into her Girl Scout uniform as her body was dragged back and forth.



She came up against the limits of the handcuffs, the metal bracelets hard against her flesh. The discomfort was somehow not distracting, but merged with all the other physical sensations she was receiving, mixing together, making it hard to separate pain from pleasure.



Do it!
 She shouted at herself.
 Do it! Be a good little cock sucking whore!
 She thought she could her mother cheering her on in drunken celebration; “make me proud, Sarah-girl! Take that dick!”



  She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft, ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick down her throat.



  As it became easier to breath, her panic response receded and she relaxed her throat completely. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock slamming into something wet, and yielding.



I’m doing it,
 she thought,
 I’m taking it.



  She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations radiated up from between her legs. Without thinking about it she pressed her hips down and pushed the hump of her
 mons venus
 into the table, squashing her clitoris against the wood. As Amos jerked back and forth inside the cuffs the motion caused a rubbing friction that burned pleasurably.



  She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat and continued grinding the tender, swollen bud of her clitoris. Electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.



  She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and out of her mouth. She submerged herself in the experience and in only a few motions she teetered on the edge of orgasm.



She took the cock plunging in and out of her mouth, sensed Amos’s own on-rushing orgasm, and redoubled her efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation filled up the office and bounced off the walls.



  “Fuck,” Amos swore. “I’m cumming. Oh, you little bitch, you did it, I’m cumming!”



  She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of warm liquid in her throat. He plunged into her mouth balls deep then froze in that position, quivering to the point of convulsing. The grip in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last millimeter of cock he could manage down her throat.



  Her hips worked wildly and in the next moment, even as she choked on his fat man-meat, her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and her body throbbed as if someone had turned on a faucet below her belly. Legs quivering, her toes curled up as her body locked up in spasms of pleasure.



  Slowly, the waves of gratification receded like surf running off a beach. Her body relaxed and she melted into the desk. Amos’s grip in her hair loosened and he stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the other to her lip.



  He tugged his pants up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose question mark on one side of her face. Self-conscious, she tasted his cock on her tongue, her body still warm and aroused from her orgasm.



Amos looked down at her. He looked stoned to the bejeezus. He couldn’t stop grinning.



“That was a good start, little girl. Now I’m going to watch and see how you handle two cocks at the same time.”



He relit his joint and took a drag as she lay there panting. She heard the door open and people coming in. Amos exhaled more pot smoke into her face.



“I’ve never seen a step daddy and mommy’s boyfriend fuck a daughter before,” he grinned, “but I guess I’m going to see it now.”



“Hello, Sarah-girl,” said Randy, her mom’s boyfriend and the man who’d taken her virginity.



“Hello, Sarah,” said Frank, the man her mom had been married to when she was in the 8th grade, “it’s really good to see you again.”



 



 



6.



 



“This one is fucking hot,” Amos laughed. “She rubbed one out on the desk while I was feeding her my dick. She’s down to clown. I guess the slut apple doesn’t fall far from the slut tree.”



“Yeah,” Randy agreed, “her mom loves finger fucking herself while she blows me. It must be genetics.”



Frankie, “I remember that. This is going to be a
 whole
 lot of fun!”



She was good and truly stoned now. The office had become a hot box for Amos’s incessant toking. The pot smoke hung in the air like fog, she breathed it in with every breath. For now the men ignored her.



“Is she on birth control?” Amos asked.



Frankie, her step-dad, laughed. “You’re a real gentleman there, Amos.”



“Yeah, I dumped a pretty good load in her earlier, I know Allie May took her down to the free clinic.”



Amos leaned against a wall, fresh blunt dangling from his lips. He folded his arms and nodded.



“In that case, motherfuckers,” he said. “Let’s finish breaking her in.”



Frankie, spoke up. “I’m going to uncuff her, see how she takes it on her feet.”



“Knock yourself out,” Amos said.



Frankie came around in front of Sarah and she got her first look at her once upon a time step daddy. He was shorter than the others but still thick with prison weight pile muscle, still covered in tattoos and sporting a wild beard.



When he’d lived with them he made it a habit to never lock the bathroom. She’d accidentally walked in countless times on him stepping from the shower or taking a piss. Once she’d caught him jerking off while watching porn on his phone. She knew his cock. Compared to Randy’s it was shorter, but thicker, and he had a big, heavy ballsack. He didn’t measure up to Amos but she was getting the idea that Amos might be a special case when it came to penises.



Still, compared to her the rough men were so big. As they crowded in around her, they felt like mountains. She broke out in perspiration and her heart fluttered as a fresh group of butterflies set off in her belly.



   Frankie finished unshackling her. She looked toward the door. He saw the motion and grinned, revealing the gold tooth that had always fascinated her.



“It ain’t locked, little girl,” he said. “You want to go, go.”



“Say the safe word and you’re out of here, like I promised,” Amos repeated.



“You’ve come so far,” Randy urged. “Don’t give up yet.”



  She swallowed. She thought of her mother, and there was no question about what she must do. She had set herself on a path. She hadn’t really known what to expect, but this was turning into one hell of a birthday.



  “I’ll stay.”



  Amos chuckled, voice grim. The two men looked at each other, their heads swiveling in unison. Something passed between them, they nodded together, grinned, then looked down at her. In perfect synchronicity, their big hands started undoing their pants.



  Sarah felt herself slipping into a sort of disassociated shock at the surreal nature of her experience. She felt the now familiar thrill of sexual energy building inside her, along with the ever present uncertainty and fear. Watching the men open their pants, she regarded the scene in a sort of out-of-body experience.



  Their cocks spilled out and hung low. She’d been ready for what she would see, prepared to accept this could get rough. She’d just taken Randy’s dick only a little bit ago.



Despite all this mental preparation, she froze in shock. Her mouth fell open as she saw the well hung members hanging between the legs of the two men. They were as she’d remembered but seeing them both together, knowing they were seconds away from being inside her made them seem larger than life.



She remembered to breathe, and gasped.



The cocks drooped low, semi-erect. Blue veins ran in y-branches under pale skin.



Under her frightened gaze, her heart still hammering, the cocks twitched and began swelling. The men dropped their pants without ceremony.



She looked over and saw Amos had his cock out as well. It was hard and he was stroking it as he watched the men come toward her.



 
 How am I going to take those big dicks!
 she thought.



  Without realizing it, she fell back a step, intimidated. The men stopped, waiting. If they felt uncomfortable having their cocks out in front of each other it didn’t show. They made no move to chase her or command and compel her. She needed something from them, they’d named their price, it was up to her to meet it or not.



  She stopped her retreat, eyes locked on their erections. The Frankie’s foreskin slid back in a hood and the helmet shaped heads emerged, engorged with blood and showing an angry purple.



As if hypnotized by the sight of that selfish, demanding flesh, Sarah took a step forward, and then another. The men grinned at her. She stepped up between the two figures, feeling like someone else, not herself.



“Jerk ‘em honey,” Frankie suggested.



Her hands came up and she reached out for the fully hard pricks.



Her palm grasped them from the top and she closed her hands, but her fingers were too small to encircle the thick shafts of either man. The heat of the flesh wands surprised her, warming her grip, and, unconsciously, she cooed softly. Slowly, getting a feel for them, she began stroking slowly.



Already erect, the cocks grew harder under her touch. She shifted her grip so that she grasped them from underneath, palm up, then tightened her hold. Picking up speed as she went along, she began jerking them. They felt like soft, warm, soda cans in her hands.



“Oh, goddamn,” Randy said. “You got a knack for cock. That’s it, baby-girl, jerk those motherfuckers off.”



Still stroking the hard-ons, she sank to her knees. The ground was hard on her bare knees. This close up she could smell them. They smelled like men. Men who weren’t too worried if they missed a shower or not.



Grinning, the men turned in, cocks pointing toward her face. One her knees, she jacked them off, staring at first one and then the other.



“Suck off your step daddy first,” Amos said. “Randy already got to take your cherry.”



“Yeah,” Frankie agreed. “Go ahead, suck my dick.”



Hesitant, she dipped her head toward Frankie’s cock.



Her tongue came out and she ran it across the underside of the head up to the groove where it split the underside of the shiny glans into halves. Her hand milked the shaft, keeping a firm hold, rubbing the looser layer of skin on top against the unyielding firmness of the deeper shaft.



The cock tasted like the other cock she’d had tonight. It smelled like flesh, and sweat, and faintly of pee, and overwhelmingly of male. She used her tongue to lick the head, coating it with her spit. She turned to the right, arm still beating off the cocks, and licked Randy’s head.



She dipped forward and gave his cockhead a sloppy, open mouth kiss with lots of tongue, feeling the piss slit separate under her probing. Amos had taught her what a powermove that could be.



She slobbered across the shaft, sucking then licking, hand pumping up and down in a steady rhythm. She turned her head and pushed her face into Frankie’s cock. She gave it the same passionate French kiss, swirling her tongue across it like lapping up soft serve ice cream from a cone.



Randy and Frankie groaned in unison. She felt a thrill of pride.



She was starting to get into it, a distant part of her mind realized. She was starting to get off on blowing cocks! She liked the feel of them in her hand, the taste of them in her mouth. Slowly, as her confidence grew, the panicked, flustered part of her began relaxing.



Yeah, there were two of them, and yeah they were fucking big pieces of meat, but blowing someone was blowing someone, she decided.
 You can do this,
 she told herself.



Running with her new confidence, she opened her mouth wide and bobbed on Frankie’s cock. She took it in to just past the head and grasped the shaft below where her lips wrapped around it. She began stroking in time to her bobbing, making a point of sucking hard. Frankie’s legs trembled and she knew he was getting into it.



She pulled her mouth clear, still jacking the dick, and turned. Her head darted forward and she repeated the shallow swallow action on Randy's cock.



Her tongue burrowed again into the seam where the head split like the sides of a helmet. Rubbing back and forth, she let her mouth fill with spit. Her jaw started aching from being stretched so thoroughly, but she also felt the clenching of desire in her pussy, she was again making her pussy wet with a dick in her mouth.



“That’s enough brother,” Frankie said, and the strain in his voice was obvious. “I can’t wait to take turns anymore.”



“Turn to the side and give Frankie your pussy,” Randy told her.



Adrenaline spiked through her at the thought of this thing she could barely stretch her lips around, battering into her pussy. Frankie was noticeably thicker than Randy and Randy had hurt.



But at the same time her curiosity drove her, her excitement of feeling what it would be like to take such a thick cock between her legs, feel it moving in and out of her body.



Obediently, she dropped her hands from the cocks and reached for the end of her Girl Scout skirt. She pulled it over her ass, mouth still working Randy’s dick in her, and came up to her feet. Frankie moved around behind her.



Bent at the waist, she reached out with both hands and pressed them against Randy’s legs to keep her balance. Behind her, Frankie’s cockhead butted up against her vaginal lips like a sniffing dog. She braced herself, still jacking Randy's cock and sucking hard.



The two biker bros put their hands on each other’s shoulders, forming a lattice for support. Their voices echoed through the metal containers of their helmets.



“The little bitch is good,” Frankie said.



“She’s done this before,” Randy laughed.



“She’s tight.”



“Just push it in!” Randy yelled, urging him on. “Fuck that tight little cunt, man.”



And goddamn, Sarah realized, that was exactly what Frankie was going to do. The thick cockhead parted her pussy lips, splitting her wide. Her lips came off the cock in her mouth and she yelled out loud at the sudden invasion.



“Ahhh!”



The men, holding arms braced above her, stood firm. Frankie’s cock in her tight pussy gave way half an inch at a time, sliding in slowly, painfully. She gasped, panting as she fought to take it inside her. She pushed against Randy’s legs, trying to stay on her feet against the abuse.



She moaned, deep in her throat, as the pressure built, pushing inwards, splitting her apart. Randy’s cock lay across her cheek in a hot iron bar of flesh. She turned her head, surprising herself, and ran her tongue along the shaft. She pushed her face down and licked the big balls swinging down there.



Frankie’s hand found her clit and began rubbing. She moaned into Randy’s dick. Something in the sensations filling her pussy was changing. The pain was still there, but now the cockhead made it up against her cervix and stopped. Frankie held it there, forcing her to spread her feet apart to compensate.



She was filled up, completely. She was on the very ragged edge of being able to take Frankie’s fat dong.



The massive timber sheathed inside of her began moving. It pulled back, smearing her own juices along its length, then rammed forward. She grunted under the impact, her clit, swollen and sensitive, throbbed like a live wire between her legs. She needed more of her natural lubricant, she realized, and her hand replaced Frankie’s between her legs and she furiously worked at it.



The thick cock drove inside her, like tides shifting, each outstroke feeling as if she was going to turn inside out. The jolts of each impact against her cervix jarred through her body, rocking her back and forth as her mother's ex-husband fucked her.



Her juices sluiced down her leg, and her moans sounded loud in her own ear. Her lips jostled back and forth on the underside of the cock stuffing her face.



 
 I’m getting fucking pounded here,
 she thought in amazement. She was very stoned.



Her high pitched squeals echoed weirdly off the office walls, the sounds animalistic, part pain, part pleasure. Then the fingers working her clit pushed her past her edge and she put her head back and screamed.



The orgasm slammed through her, sending tingling pulses radiating through her body. Her thighs quivered and her knees nearly buckled. She was dizzy and lost for a moment, her nipples so erect they ached with the need to be touched. She was subsumed in the feeling and tears formed at her eyes. She’d never dreamed she could be stuffed like this; that anyone could.



Suddenly boiling jets of cum spilled out in a wild spurting stream inside of her. Frankie grunted loudly. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Goddamn, I just unloaded in her cunny!”



“Right fucking on, brother!” Randy cheered. “Hell yeah! Give her the fucking shaft, fuck her hard!”



“Break that little bitch in!” Amos shouted.



Still hard, Frankie began bucking even harder. “Oh shit, oh shit! She’s so damn tight!”



Warm sperm overflowed out of her pussy and made sticky smears on her legs. Tears of shock and pleasure spilled out of her eyes. Abruptly, Frankie pulled out, leaving her suddenly empty.



“No,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “No,” she protested.



Having felt it, she didn’t want to lose the experience, to have the sensations end so soon. She was confused by her feelings of pleasure. This wasn’t how she’d thought it would be. This wasn’t how she thought
 she’d
 be!



“Clean that dick, Satah-girl,” Randy told her. Amos hooted in approval.



Legs still wobbly, she turned and reached for the cock of the man who’d just dumped the massive load inside of her. The man she’d called her step father. The man she’d heard fucking her mother numerous times.Grabbing his belt for balance, she turned so she faced his moistened, cum slimed cock.



“Fuck me,” she said. “Hurry, fuck me,” she said.



It felt like someone else said the words. That raw need couldn’t be coming from her, could it? Was she suddenly so wanton? Didn’t matter, she didn’t want to question it. Not right now. She just wanted to feel the steel velvet touch of another cock inside her.



Randy pushed his spit-lubed cock forward. It slid in with much less effort than Frankie experienced, her juices and Frankie’s sperm greasing the groove for him.



For all of that, it still hurt. She’d taken a lot of pounding in not a lot of time. She squeezed Frankie, pressing her hands into his legs, then
 shoved
 herself back along the cock.



I’m a fast learner,
 she told herself.
 I’m a good girl.



There it was, she thought, eyes spread wide at the shock of the sensation. She was filled, Pussy stretched wide, cockhead butting her cervix. She had no room left in her to fit anymore dick.



She’d taken all she could take. Randy exploded in a frenzy of fucking, slamming his hips into her, stabbing her over and over again with his hard prick.



She closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation. She realized the pain of the stretching added a flavor to her pleasure, but, before she could build herself up to another toe-curling orgasm, the Randy let out a hoarse, barking cough of “fuck yeah!” and exploded into her.



Again she felt like a hose had been shoved up her pussy and turned on. Copious amounts of sizzling ejaculate splashed into her. Inebriated from the sex and pot, she couldn’t believe the men had dumped this much cum into her.



There was a wet, squishy sound as Randy pulled out and there it was again, the feeling of hollow emptiness. God knew she needed the break, but already she longed to experience that sense of being filled up to the edge of her physical limit.



 
 What’s happening to me?



She slowly stood, still lightheaded, and carefully pushed her dress down. Her face felt sticky with spit and smeared makeup. She ached between her legs. She understood what people meant when they said, rode hard and put away wet.



The two men stood still, cocks hanging out, making no move to pull up their pants. She looked at them, looked down to the wet cocks, back up to the impassive faces.



“A thought you said you trained her, Randy,” Amos said.



“Little girl,” Randy said, “clean these cocks up.”



“What do you expect me to do?” she asked. She looked around, “there’s no water, no towels.”



“I expect you to fulfill your bargain and pay the price,” her mother’s boyfriend replied. “In full.”



“Oh my god…” she trailed off, at last realizing what was expected of her.



She moved over to the dangling cocks, wet with her orgasm juices and their own cum. As she once again sank to her knees in front of the bikers, she realized with a start, that there was a naturalness to what she was doing.



Her lips found the first cock, and she began sucking it clean, lifting the limp, damp, weight of it and licking it free of any trace of her coupling. She soon lost herself in the act, working diligently until the flesh shone clean and pink.



“That’s good,” Frankie purred. “Give it a kiss and say thank you.”



She placed a gentle, respectful kiss on the fat purple head of the cock and let the foreskin fall back into place like a theatre curtain dropping at the end of a show.



“Thank you, sir,” she whispered.



Amos howled with laughter and her cheeks burned with the stinging embarrassment.



She looked up at a grinning Randy. He nodded.



Without bothering to stand, she turned and repeated the process on Randy’s dick. Taking the sticky weight in her hand, she licked up and down its length, tongue slathering every exposed inch.



Taking the flaccid organ into her mouth like the last one, she also sucked it clean. When it too shone as pink and fresh as the other, she looked up, and smiled as she earned her nod of approval.



“Is that it?” she asked.



Amos looked at her, a mocking look of faux-confusion on his face.



“Is what it?”



“Did I earn off my mom’s debt?”



She was very sore. And sticky. And sore. She felt like she’d put a lot of very hard work in and deserved to be rewarded.



All three men broke into laughter. She stared at them in confusion as they guffawed like a trio of monkeys. Wiping a tear of good humor from his eye, Amos smirked at her.



“Little girl, you just finished the breaking in.
 Now
 you can start working on what your mom owes.”



“Did I earn off my mom’s debt?” Frankie mimicked and the men started laughing all over again.



“Sarah-girl,” Randy told her. “Now that you’re broken in, you can get passed around.”



END



Sarah’s education continues in the next book in the series, “PASSED AROUND!” Her learning curve is just starting...
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