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“Don’t cry,” he soothed, stroking my hair. His voice was calm, soft… even pleasant. “It won’t be as bad as you imagine.” He even gave me a little reassuring smile. “You might even like it.”

I folded my arms, hugging myself as if this provided some kind of protection while he removed the gag from my mouth.

“C’mon, sweetheart, you want this, don’t you?” Now his voice sounded harder, even a bit menacing.

I looked up at him through helpless eyes. I didn't and I did at the same time.
 My insides were trembling, and I wasn’t sure it was all fear. I shivered at the closeness of his hands as he worked my shorts off.

When he leaned back to take off his shirt, I thought I saw a glimmer of light shine on the edge of something in the front pocket of his jeans. It could be the edge of his cell phone. Or… it could be a knife. In the dimly lit room, I couldn’t be sure, but my heart pounded and I fought to breathe normally so I wouldn’t panic.

I tried not to think about it, instead, I concentrated on what was right in front of me.

And certain.

I stared at his broad, bare chest, smooth and bulging with muscles. I wanted to run my hands across his hard pecs, feel the ripple of muscles beneath my fingertips. Hmmm, I was lost in that fantasy until...


He unzipped his jeans.

I watched, holding my breath and fighting the urge to lick my lips as he reached inside and pulled out his already semi-hard cock. It must have been a good eight inches, and I knew it would be even longer when it was fully erect.

I shuddered at the thought of that huge monster inside my tight virginal pussy. Would it even fit? I wasn’t sure if a cock this massive would make my first time easier… or harder! But it would get the job done...

I could say goodbye to my virginity forever.

But I'm getting ahead of myself.

I don’t know when it started. It just did… and one day I noticed it. I told myself that I was being paranoid, but weeks later it was still there, always seeming to be just out of my line of sight...

I paced the room while my best friend Lizzie sat on the sofa in my small living room and watched. For a while now, I’d been planning to tell her something, but I’d hesitated. I wasn’t sure how she’d react. Now, gathering up the courage to spill everything, I brushed a long strand of black hair from my face and stood staring down at her.

I needed to tell someone...

"Lizzie, sometimes I think someone's out there, you know, watching me whenever I go out, when I leave home, even on my way to the grocery or work. I just feel like someone is looking at me, maybe even following me!"

"Really?"

I could see the disbelief in her narrowed eyes. "Have you told your dad?"

My dad is a police officer, the Chief of Police to be exact. After my mom died, it was just the two of us. He finally let me move out during my second year of community college. I hate to worry him. Being a cop is enough, but he's always trying to fix things for me. Like last year, after I took this place, I was all set to take a job waitressing at a bar downtown with Lizzie. He upped my allowance. "I shrugged. "No, I..." my voice trailed off.

"You don't want to bother him, yada yada yada," she finished for me. She'd heard it all

before, and if she spilled it all back at me it'd be like listening to a recording of myself.

I sighed. "Yeah, all that."

Lizzie cracked a smile. "Listen, Tia, You're only nineteen, and you're just being paranoid. Too many of those sick slasher movies and stuff."

I felt a cold little shiver down my spine. "Maybe," I reluctantly gave in, but I knew it was more than that. Besides, since this all started, I'd stopped watching those damned disturbing movies. "I don't know. Maybe you're right."

"Sure, I am." Lizzie sounded proud of herself. "Who'd follow you?"

I let her little dig slide as I sank onto the sofa beside her. Yeah, who could it be? Who was watching me? Following me?

And why?

My mind raced. Maybe it was someone who had a grudge against my father, maybe someone he’d helped to send to prison... or…? I shivered and hoped Lizzie wouldn’t notice.

She snickered. “Hey, maybe it’s just some lonely guy who likes you,” she suggested. “Probably some geeky guy with glasses and a wooden leg.”

My best friend is relentlessly cruel when she teases me. I sometimes think she’s jealous of me, but she’s the one who has a boyfriend. The scruffy, lanky kid from Mifflin's Feed & Seed
. “Or he looks like that hot guy from High School Musical
!”

“It could be.” Lizzie was still pushing her theory.

I shrugged. “Maybe,” I said, far from convinced, but the thought made me feel better. It made me feel safer somehow.

“The trouble with you virgins, you always think someone wants to get at your unpopped cherry!”

I gave her the death stare. “Leave my unpopped cherry out of this!” We shared a little laugh over that one. See, I have a sense of humor too, even though Lizzie never missed an opportunity to point out that I was the one untouched
. Sometimes I wondered if she spent more time thinking about my virginity than I did. She’d lost her virginity last year. Right after she met Pete. She said she was glad when it was over. Pete was way too gentle, and she’d even called him a Momma’s boy during sex, hoping to spur him to just get on with it...

Suddenly Lizzie smiled, her eyes gleaming bright as if something we’d said had sparked an idea. “Hey, I could stay over tonight,” she offered, “if you don’t want to be here alone. I could even move in and stay a while.”

Somehow I knew she would get around to this, as if not being a virgin made her somehow braver than I am... Not wanting to give my best friend any ideas, I said, “No thanks. This place is just too small for two people.” It was the same excuse I’d given Lizzie last year when she wanted us to share the space, and I was sticking to it. I didn’t think my best friend and I should live together. Ever.
 If we did, our friendship would surely suffer...  Besides my dad wouldn't like that. He felt my darling best friend was not
 a good influence. Lizzie moving in? I’ll give that a hard pass.

Lizzie let it drop, but I had a feeling she’d bring it up again before the afternoon passed. She wasn’t one to let things go easily, which was why we could never live together. That and her disgusting bathroom habits. Anyways, she is a good friend, always there for me like now, as we settle in for an afternoon of munching out on snacks and watching a movie, a rom-com
.

No more slasher movies for me.

Ever.

The thing is, what my best friend had suggested made me drop my guard, and later in the afternoon after she’d gone home, I decided to walk to the corner for ice cream...

I didn’t expect anything to happen.

Not really.

But it did, and it was both scary and incredibly hot, a chance to finally lose my virginity. But it wasn't just that. It was the way it happened, too. I never imagined it would happen this way. Even in my wildest fantasies, I could not have imagined what would happen that day. You might say I didn't see it coming. I really didn't...


I remember as soon as I left home, walking down the sidewalk, it happened again. I felt as if someone was watching me. Although I can't explain it even now, I felt like

someone's eyes were on me, taking in every move I made.

But when I turned around no one was there. He could be hiding in the bushes or behind a tree or using binoculars.

Or maybe I was just being freaking paranoid.

I finally went with paranoid and hurried to the ice cream stand. I stood there at the little service window, placed my order for double chocolate chip, two scoops on a waffle cone and waited.

I leaned against the little shelf below the window. I wondered why someone would be interested in me. I wasn’t freaking movie star gorgeous or anything close, but I was attractive, at least that’s what several guys had told me. My hair fell to my waist in thick, black waves and my eyes were a soft brown. I had a great tan from spending lots of Saturdays at the beach with Lizzie, and it showed with my skimpy white shorts and my white short sleeve blouse and my light pink flip-flops. My breasts were huge, much larger than Lizzie’s, and my rear was wide and nicely rounded. Yep, I had a smoking hot bod. I thought so anyways. The kind guys like. Maybe that’s what had attracted whoever was watching me… unless it was my imagination and I was seriously close to losing the plot big time…

But deep down, I knew. I wasn’t losing anything. It was real.

Someone was there.

Even if I didn’t see him.

Someone was watching me.

Maybe even following me.

But Lizzie could be right, I hoped. It could be harmless. Just some guy who likes me...


Like I said, my daddy’s a cop, so I wasn’t that scared that anyone would try to do anything to me. It was pretty well known in our small town that my dad was the chief of police and I was his little girl. No one messed with me. No one was going to take me, pluck me off the street no less, and have their way with me.

But that didn’t stop me from fantasizing about it. I toyed with the thought that they might kidnap me, and have their way with my hot virgin body. Mmm, that seemed tastier than a cold treat any day.
 But shoving the thought from my head, I took my ice cream cone from the older lady at the service window and sat at the small metal table in front of the ice cream stand.

That’s when I noticed the guys gathered together in a huddle across the street.

Even as I licked the ice cream suggestively, I was fully aware that their eyes were locked on me.

They were all big, muscular men, four of them. One was black, two of them appeared to be Hispanic, and the last one was white and not bad looking. In fact, there wasn’t an unattractive guy in the bunch. I imagined the sweaty smell of their hard bodies as they pressed against me, ravaging me, and I felt myself getting turned on. I swear I felt my pussy quiver slightly, and I fought the urge to reach down and touch myself. That would really give those big guys a thrill!


They watched me for a long time, then all of them got into – of all things – a big white van. Hmmm, I’d always heard that girls should watch out for those big, white unmarked vans. When they drove off, I was kind of disappointed and yet somewhat relieved. Fantasies are one thing, but having it actually happen…? Wow. I couldn’t wrap my head around that.

I was just finishing up when a young guy came over. He seemed a little younger than me. He may have been someone from the neighborhood, but I didn’t know him. I couldn’t remember ever having seen him before. He had a little stuffed white teddy bear.

“I was asked to give this to you,” he said in a hushed voice, as if he were afraid he might be overheard or afraid of how I would react. “It’s from your secret admirer.”

I took it in my arms and hugged it to me. It was so plush… so soft. I thanked him and started towards home.

So, I had a secret admirer
. I turned the word over slowly in my head. I loved repeating it over and over. Secret admirer. Secret admirer!


It seemed Lizzie had been right. Great. I’d never hear the last of that! But I was too happy and excited by the sudden positive turn to think about that now. Let her gloat... and she sure as hell would. I was just damned glad she was right… for once...

And I had nothing to worry about...

***

Hugging my new friend, a gift from my secret admirer,
 I walked back towards home. I turned onto a side street with no houses, and almost immediately I felt the tiny hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I knew this feeling. Like someone watching me. Am I being followed?


I glanced over my shoulder and saw the white van coming up behind me.

I wanted to run, but I couldn’t. I was shaking so hard and my knees turned to jelly. I froze in place, holding the little bear as tight to me as I could. How could this be happening?


Before I could give it much thought, the van pulled up beside me and the side door slid open. An arm wrapped around my waist and a hand pressed over my mouth. The little bear slipped from my hands and fell onto the pavement. I let out a scream, but the sound was muffled. Then one of the men pulled me into the van and closed the door.

The white guy, who was driving, turned around and looked at me. The piercing blue eyes drilled into me. With the close-cropped spiky dark hair and day’s growth of stubble, he had the whole bad boy image down.

Only it wasn’t an image, was it?

He was, after all, taking me against my will.

“That’s her, fellas,” he said. “Tia Johnson. The cop’s daughter. Police Chief Johnson’s precious little girl.”

I tensed. My mind a jumble of thoughts coming at me all at once. They knew who I was… This was a planned kidnapping, then. I struggled to breathe, afraid of what they were going to do to me. Since they were letting me see their faces, I could identify them.

That couldn’t be good.

I'd learned a few things being a cop's daughter. I wasn't sure any of it would come in handy.

“Tie her up,” the driver ordered.

The hand came away from my mouth and my wrists were pulled behind me and bound tightly with some kind of stiff cording. It cut into my tender skin. I hoped it wouldn’t leave cuts, but that wasn’t my biggest concern at the moment. I just concentrated on this very small concern rather than being overwhelmed by what was happening to me and the fact that I was helpless to stop it.

The black guy took my cell phone from my pocket and tossed it to one of the Hispanic guys. The guy caught it, grinned, and shoved it in his rear pocket.

I kept hoping he'd butt dial. Mistakenly calling Lizzie... maybe she'd hear and figure out that something... But no, not Lizzie
. I felt my hopes dropping as I realized that Lizzie would never figure it out. Fun-loving Lizzie, it was one of the reasons I loved her and we'd been best friends since kindergarten, she would just think I was playing games. By the time she figured it out, I'd be some random girl on a milk carton with the words: Have You Seen This Missing Teen?


I shivered. Yep, I was totally screwed... and maybe in more ways than one.

I fought back the tears that welled up in my eyes.

“Wha-what are you go-going to do to me?” I asked, my voice shaky as I sobbed.

“We’re going to hold you for ransom,” the black man told me. “Then we’ll let you go.”

“Pl-please don’t do th-this,” I begged, my voice sticking in my throat so that I had to force out the words.

The man gave me a stern look. “It’ll be easier if you don’t fight it,” he said, and his words sounded more like a warning than a suggestion. “Just go along with it.”

He yanked a handkerchief between my teeth and secured it snugly behind my head. The two Hispanic men ran their hands down my legs as they held me down. I trembled at their touch despite the fear coiling through me and filling me up.

“Leave her alone,” the white guy snapped. “She’s already scared as hell. Don’t make it worse.”

The two guys obeyed without arguing, and I decided the driver must be the leader of the gang or whatever they were... I felt grateful to him for coming to my rescue, but at the same time I resented the hell out of him for doing this to me as I lay there, unable to see out of the van.

We must have drove for a good twenty minutes or more… before we stopped...


***

They drove me to an abandoned garage and took me inside where they put me in a chair and tied my ankles so tight that I would never be able to wiggle free no matter how hard I fought. I tried to keep my breathing steady, stay as calm as I could and not panic. If I lost it, who knew what they might do? Besides, it looked like we were in the middle of nowhere. Even if I screamed, which was impossible with the gag tight between my lips… no one would hear me.


They left me alone and went somewhere deeper into the garage. Probably to plan their next move. I stared after them into the darkness, almost choking on fear and stale axle grease. I closed my eyes, and time seemed to stand still.

A little while later the black man came in. He lit the large lantern that hung on a hook above my head and along the wall where I sat. Then he took out a cell phone. A cheap burner phone probably. He took several shots of me. Then he started to unbutton my blouse, his fingers so close to my tits. I wasn’t wearing a bra, so my tits spilled out, my pink nipples already erect.

His fingers brushed across my tits.

I swallowed a moan and wished he’d take my tits in handfuls.

He leaned back and whistled under his breath, barely audible, and said, “Damn, girl.” I thought I saw the hint of a smile, then, “Sweet.”

Any other time I’d be pleased to the point of giggles. Right now, though, all I could do was swallow hard and avoid his eyes.

He took a few more pictures, then buttoned up my blouse. Shaking all over, part from fear and part from anticipation. I thought he was going to touch me, maybe fondle my breasts. I could almost feel him stroking and pinching my nipples. Mmm...


Damn, my knees were shaking and yet I couldn’t believe the excitement I felt at that moment.

While I listened, he stood with his back to me and placed a call, asked for my dad and made the demand. $100,000 dollars, unmarked cash, or he’d never see me again. Alive
, I presumed. That made me shake even harder, and this time no sexual excitement I might feel could overcome that realization. All I could do was fight the thought and wonder where the hell my dad would get that kind of money… at this hour… marked bills or not.

The caller refused to answer any questions my dad lobbed at him, said he would send pictures later and then hit end call. Without another word or even glancing back in my direction, he pocketed his phone and hurried back in the direction he’d come.

Alone again, all by myself, I felt braver now. My dad knew I'd been abducted. He’d start a police search for me, I knew. He’d leave no stone unturned.

But he’d never find me.

Not here.

No one would think to look in an old abandoned garage, even the kidnappers knew that. 

I was in deep shit as my dad would say, but at least I knew why they were doing this now. I took a deep breath and decided if I was going to go out like this, I was going down fighting… or, to be honest, fucking
 if I had my way!

It seemed like the perfect plan. Give them something they wanted and they’d keep me around.

For a while at least, I decided.

But, when that little rush of adrenaline passed, I was back to trembling and worrying… one worry in particular kept running through my head.

How is this going to end?

***

What seemed like an hour or so later, the white guy came in and untied my wrists and ankles, then he took the lantern by the handle and led me into another room where an old mattress lay on the floor. He set the lantern on a dusty old table and turned to me. Pretty damned sure what he was going to do to me, I began to sob as he laid me down.

“Don’t cry,” he soothed, stroking my hair. His voice was calm, soft… even pleasant. “It won’t be as bad as you imagine.” He even gave me a little reassuring smile. “You might even like it.”

I folded my arms, hugging myself as if this provided some kind of protection while he removed the gag from my mouth.

“C’mon, sweetheart, you want this, don’t you?” Now his voice sounded harder, even a bit menacing.

I looked up at him through helpless eyes. I didn't and I did at the same time. My insides were trembling, and I wasn’t sure it was all fear. I trembled at the closeness of his hands as he worked my shorts off.

When he leaned back to take off his shirt, I thought I saw a glimmer of light shine on the edge of something in the front pocket of his jeans. It could be the edge of his cell phone. Or… it could be a knife.
 In the dimly lit room, I couldn’t be sure, but my heart pounded and I fought to breathe normally so I wouldn’t panic.

I tried not to think about it, instead, I concentrated on what was right in front of me.

And certain.

I stared at his broad, bare chest, smooth and bulging with muscles. I wanted to run my hands across his hard pecs, feel the ripple of muscles beneath my fingertips. Hmmm, I was lost in that fantasy until...


He unzipped his jeans.

I watched, holding my breath and fighting the urge to lick my lips as he reached inside and pulled out his already semi-hard cock. It must have been a good eight inches, and I knew it would be even longer when it was fully erect.

I shuddered at the thought of that huge monster inside my tight virginal pussy. Would it even fit?
 I wasn’t sure if a cock this massive would make my first time easier… or harder
! But it would get the job done...

I could say goodbye to my virginity forever.

Right now, though, I couldn’t think about that. My breathing came in shallow little gulps. My eyes wide. My lips parted slightly. My chest heaved. I fought the air for breath. And my heart pounded in my chest.

He pulled the knife from his pocket and opened it. The shiny blade caught my eye.

I could only think of one thing right now...

What was he about to do to me?

I panicked, fear overwhelmed me, and I struggled to free myself.

But it was no use…

He was too strong for me, he held me down with one hand while he held the knife in the other, placing it at the front of my panties, sliding up my slit until I felt the cold metal against my skin.

He pushed under the waistband of my panties and lifted the blade, slicing through the thin material. He then tossed the knife aside and used his free hand to rip my panties from me. He brought the damp garment to his face and inhaled deeply while his eyes locked on mine.

“Mmm,” he hummed. “Damn, baby, you smell like heaven.”

I sighed, grateful that the scary moment had passed and also weirdly pleased that he liked my scent.

He reached a hand down between my legs and began to rub my sensitive cunt. I knew he could feel my growing wetness, but I didn’t care. I squirmed my little ass and moaned. It felt so good… and all I knew was…


I wanted more.

“Are you a virgin?” he asked, a curious gleam in his eyes, almost as if he wanted it to be so…

I nodded, unable to speak.

“You need this,” he said, but didn’t explain. He lay beside me, smiling and saying how much enjoyment I would feel once I’d lost my cherry, his voice soft and soothing.

I raised my hips a little and he rubbed my pussy harder, bringing me to orgasm with just the touch of his fingers. I came in a series of loud moans that were almost gasps. I had been so wound up. All this had been so stressful and only added to my need for release. But I wasn’t sure that’s what he’d meant. I had a feeling he’d meant something else altogether…

And I wasn’t sure what.

Afterward, I lay there weak and shaking from the orgasm that had just wound through me. What an amazing effect his touch had on me. I’d gotten myself off before, and it had been pleasurable. But someone else’s touch, his touch,
 on my cunt had been amazing. Like nothing, I’d ever experienced before.

But I had a sneaky feeling this was just the beginning.

He opened my blouse and kissed my soft tit flesh and licked at my hard pink nipples. I moaned again, this time deep and long. By now my breathing slowly calmed as he lay beside me, a fingertip tracing around the edge of one nipple and then the other and seeming to mimic the feeling at my core.

Suddenly he lowered his mouth and took a hard nipple between his teeth, and nibbled it gently while he pinched the other between his forefinger and thumb, sometimes scraping a fingernail over the tip. This sensation nearly made me crazy and I felt another orgasm building inside me as he sucked my nipple into his warm, wet mouth. He suckled on my tit as if nursing, and I slowly, shakily reached a hand up and touched the back of his head. I ran my fingers through his dark hair, which was much softer than it appeared, and held his mouth to my tit.

When he finally pulled his mouth away from me, he slid down my body and gently blew on my damp cunt, warm breath on cool skin
. Then he dove in, face first into my wet cunt and started to lick it, tonguing it roughly as he ran the tip down my slit and pushed just inside my quivering pussy.

I moaned several times, low guttural sounds bubbling up uncontrollably from my throat, and he kept right on going at me as my little hips rose and bucked against his stubbly face. The short stubble poked at my tender skin like hot little needles of pleasure tinged with pain... and all I kept thinking was… don’t stop!


Finally I let out a loud gasp as I exploded in a wet gush all over his lips and tongue. He licked at my pussy juice, lapping it up. I squirmed against his face, twisting my body. I wanted him in me. Nothing else mattered at that moment except one thing.

I wanted him in me.

He slid up and onto my body, his face right at mine, our lips nearly touching.

And then he kissed me, long and hard like a man kisses a woman… the same way the couples kiss in those romance movies Lizzie makes me watch.

Like a man kisses a woman he truly cares about.

While he kissed me, I felt the head of his long, stiff cock press against my cunt lips. He pulled his lips from mine. He looked into my eyes. I nodded and he pushed in, slowly.

He again pressed his lips to mine, and I tried to kiss him back. But my mouth widened, stretched into a silent scream as I gulped air and breathed hard against his lips. The pain was worse than I could ever have imagined, but he kept at it, pushing into me, thrusting his hips. The feeling was like a punch to the gut, right in the lower stomach. Tears stung my eyes. I wanted to scream. I finally whimpered, and he pulled out, stroking my hair, wiping away my tears, soothing me...

When he rolled off of me, I could see blood on the tip of his cock. I knew he had broken my hymen. Now the pain seemed worth it.

He’d popped my cherry!

He lay beside me, kissing my shoulder, a hand brushing against my cheek and stroking it gently.

I looked up at him through pleading eyes. “Please finish,” I begged. Since he’d just taken my virginity, he might as well finish. Besides, that’s what I wanted right now.

More than anything.

He paused looking down at me, and to my surprise I could see his concern for me. His eyes searched mine as if he wanted to be absolutely certain this was what I wanted… Once he was certain, he climbed back onto me and shoved himself back in, slowly at first, then harder and deeper. He finally settled into a rough, heated rhythm.

I closed my eyes and I felt him press his lips to mine again, this time softer kisses as if he were kissing me through the last remnants of the pain. I felt his tongue press between my lips, push into my mouth. I sucked on his tongue while he fucked me the way Lizzie says a woman wants to be fucked.

A bit of rough. Not gentle.

My cunt ached at first, but slowly the pain eased and it felt good. I let out soft sighs of pleasure now against his lips while his tongue probed my mouth, brushed against my teeth, tangled with my tongue as he moved back and forth in me, his body pressed firmly against mine except for the hard movement of his hips.

The heat in my newly fucked cunt was too much. I erupted in a writhing, frenzied orgasm that swept through me with waves of pleasure that went on and on and threatened to never end. I tossed my head from side to side. I shuddered and clawed at his back, digging my nails into his flesh, wanting him to keep fucking me through the best orgasm of my young life.

And he did.

He fucked me until I calmed, lay almost still, breathing hard and clinging to him like my life depended on it.

When he rolled off of me, my first thought was that he was an amazing lover and that I would not have wanted to lose my virginity to anyone else.

My second thought was… what about the other members of the gang… Were the other men going to get a chance at me?


The answer was right there, closer than I even realized.

He lay beside me and gave me another kiss on the lips. When he pulled his lips from mine, he said the last thing I ever expected to hear.

“I love you, Tia,” he whispered. “I have for a long time. That’s why I took you.” He paused. He wouldn’t say the word. Abducted.
 “I had to be with you, make love to you. I fantasized about it so many nights when I was alone, about you being a virgin and me being your first."

“It was good,” I said, knowing it didn’t really jive with what he’d just said. I wasn’t sure why he’d say that. Did he know me? Was I just some random girl he’d picked out to stalk and obsess over… for how long?
 I realized I might never know the answer, but it didn’t seem to matter all that much right then. “I liked it.”

He pulled me into his strong arms and held me for a while, then he laid me back on the mattress almost tenderly. When he got up, I saw the other three guys standing around as if waiting their turn.

They all had their pants down.

I ignored them as best I could and kept my eyes on him. He had been so patient during my first fuck ever, almost tender
… even caring
.

“Okay, fellas,” he said, staring down at me as he spoke. “She’s all yours. Go at her hard. Show her how you feel. Fuck the little slut!”

I tried to hide the shock and disappointment that boiled up inside me. But I know it must have been right there. Written all over my face.


He went over and leaned against the wall, his eyes all over me as if anticipating what was about to happen.

I was suddenly overcome with a renewed mixture of fear and anticipation as a noisy excitement filled the room... grunts and groans and other primal sounds. Three horny guys who were about to get what they wanted… about to have their way with me… while... he
 watched
...

It made me shiver, but I couldn’t deny the excitement building up in me… at what was about to happen… delicious anticipation that anything could happen.

The black guy got down and slammed his huge cock between my legs and so deep in my pussy that it hurt. One of the Hispanic men straddled me, shoving his big cock in my mouth. He began mouth-fucking me, going down my throat so deep that several times I gagged. But he didn’t seem the least bit concerned. He just kept right on fucking my mouth while the black man kept banging away at my little sore pussy. Now pumping into me so deeply and so steadily, his thrusts became a wild frenzy of hot pleasure.


He gave new meaning to the words fucked raw.
 The friction his long, thick dick caused inside my little newly fucked pussy was so hot, it was almost too much for me to handle, but I knew one thing for damn sure.

I wasn’t giving it up.

I wanted him to blast his load inside me… and not pull out.

I wanted him to fill me up with his thick, creamy cum... so warm and soothing...

All the while, I had a new challenge awaiting me… staring me right in the face, you might say!

I had never sucked cock before, but I went with it almost instinctively. I ran my tongue along the Hispanic man’s thick, heavily veined shaft, and I could feel him giving in to the taunting of my mouth and tongue as his hips began to sway in a steady rhythm.

When he reached down and grabbed two handfuls of hair and held my head tightly while I blew him, I knew I must be doing something right.

And I kept at it like a little first-time cocksucker who didn’t know what the hell she was doing… but made it work for her!

I sucked and tongued him for everything I was worth, and when I tasted pre-cum seeping from the head of his dick, I went at it even harder
… like a mad hungry slut.
 I wanted him to come in my mouth, fuck my throat. I wanted to taste his cum… swallow it… every damn drop… while he emptied his balls for me.

At that moment, I arched my back so that it put a bit of a pull on the head of his cock, and almost immediately he started to shoot his load in long, streaming spurts hitting the back of my throat and filling my cum-hungry mouth so full I had to gulp to swallow it all.

Finally he pulled his spent cock from my mouth, but the guy in my cunt kept riding me with everything he had…

After a while he rolled over and took me with him, ending up flat on his back with me on top of him, and now I was in a position to ride his cock. While he kneaded my tits, pinching and stroking my hard nipples, I clenched my pussy tightly and slid up and down on his huge pole while he bucked his hips beneath me, matching me blow for blow.

A while later, I felt someone behind me. It must’ve been the other Hispanic man. “You think she can take it up the rear?” he asked someone. I guessed he must be talking to the white guy, who answered him.

“Go for it, man!”

Wh-what the fuck?!

He was behind me.

I had heard about this before… from Lizzie or one of the other girls… or maybe I’d seen it in a porn movie? I wasn’t sure. I just knew that right now he was poised at my rear, preparing to take my anal cherry… and there wasn’t fuck I could do about it.

Even if I wanted to…

And right now I wasn’t sure I did.

But, regardless, what choice did I have?

I braced for the unknown… unsure what it would feel like to have a big cock shoved up my tight virgin asshole. Briefly the thought occurred to me that I already had a big cock shoved up inside my pussy, and this cock in my ass would only add to the fullness I already felt. Could I even take two cocks at once?


I had just gotten into a steady rhythm riding the guy beneath me when I felt two hands on my hips. I thought about reaching around and putting my hands over my little asshole, blocking entry, but I knew that would only make him angry and end the incredible pleasure I was feeling right on the spot.

I grinned slightly. Yep, right on the ‘spot’. The black guy’s cock was hitting an incredible spot that no one had ever reached before, and I didn’t want it to stop.


Ever.

With that spurring me on and hoping to give the guy behind me a bit better access to my tight little bum, I pushed my knees wider on either side of the guy beneath me and pushed my ass back as much as I could towards the cock I felt nudging wetly at my rear.

I gasped as he thrust into me, so damned hard I nearly toppled over on the guy beneath me.
 He pushed his cock just inside at first… just a tiny bit, and the pain was nearly excruciating. Only the pleasure in my cunt kept me from screaming out in agony. I closed my eyes and kept concentrating on the pleasure in my cunt.

Soon the pain in my rear started to dissipate and a hot pleasure replaced it that seemed to co-mingle with and add to the pleasure I felt in my pussy. This went on for a while.

One cock stuffed up my pussy and hitting my special place just right while the other cock shoved into my tight ass, going deep, each thrust shoving me down harder and harder onto the cock beneath me. The two huge cocks filling me full… fuller than I ever imagined possible.

Soon the guy in my ass began to grunt and stiffen as he climaxed, unloading his cum deep in my little ass. It seemed the push from his thrusts and the vibrations it caused reached the black guy, and he too began to come, pistoning up into me harder and rougher as he lost it and blew his load deep inside my well-fucked cunt.

With the incredible feeling of two big cocks coming inside me at once and my holes being filled to overflow with warm, thick cum, I orgasmed again, my pussy shuddering down on the thick cock buried in my pussy and alternately my hips pushing back against the cock in my rear, as if trying to force it in deeper.

I held the black guy’s hands to my tits and pinched my nipples with his fingers as my orgasm wound its way through me.

When it was over, they pulled their deflating cocks from my holes, and I felt a little stab of disappointment that it was over…

But was it over.. Really? What were they going to do now?

I tried to shove the questions from my head as I lay there breathing hard, heart pounding, totally and undeniably fucked out… and incredibly satisfied in a way I never had been before in my life…

Before I could get totally rested, the guys all fucked my mouth, using me for a cum bucket… filling me with their cum until it ran down my chin onto my tits. I swallowed every salty-sweet drop I could and licked up the rest with my tongue and fingers.

Afterward, the guys gagged me, restrained my hands and ankles and took pictures, selfies with me, their dicks in their hands…

When they finished, they shuffled about, laughing and hi-fiving each other at their accomplishment. When they’d gone, the white guy tenderly redressed me, taking the time to button my blouse and fasten my shorts. Then he carried me in his arms back to the outer garage and placed me back in the chair.

He left me while he went back for the lantern, then he re-tied my ankles and wrists in the dim light it provided. I was grateful for the trust he had shown in me by leaving me unsecured for even a few seconds, and I felt even more so when he did not place the gag back in my mouth, which was already a bit sore.

He briefly touched my cheek with his fingers… tenderly…
 before he hurried into the darkness at the rear of the garage... leaving me alone with my thoughts, which brought

me to the scariest moment I’d had since they brought me here.

I couldn’t stop shaking as thoughts raced through my head.

A cold tremor shot through me as where I was in my situation right now came into focus.

Ok, I was no longer a virgin… and the guys had had their fun with me… there had been no further mention of the ransom… and no signs of any delivery of cash. A thought occurred to me. Maybe they’d arranged an electronic transfer? If so, they no longer needed me.  Would they set me free as they'd promised my dad… just let me go? Even after I’d seen their faces? The questions rattled through me. Not knowing was its own kind of special pain.


What were they going to do with me... now?

***

After what seemed like forever, the white guy came in and untied me. He let me use a piss-stale little restroom nearby while he stood in the doorway and held the lantern. No use worrying about what he might see, I decided. He’d already seen it all. I sat on the dirty toilet still so shaky I could barely pee... and when I did there was a little burn, a reminder of what had just happened...

When I finished, he took me outside. I didn’t know what time it was, but it was dark and I could see the lights of the traffic on the interstate. There was a slight roar of engines in the distance. I hadn't noticed it before. We must be somewhere on the edge of town.

He held my hand as he led me over to the van.

This time he let me sit up front, in the passenger seat. He even opened the door for me and helped me inside, first holding my hand and then placing a firm hand squarely on my buttocks as if to lift and ease me inside.

We sat there for a while. I looked around the parking lot, but I didn’t see the other guys anywhere. I had a feeling they’d already taken off. It felt like it was just the two of us now, and finally, he broke the silence.

“We didn’t call your father,” he admitted. “The call was fake. No ransom demand.”

A weight suddenly lifted off of me. “Thank God.” I sighed. “My dad would have sent out

the SWAT team!”

“I know, right?”

Guess my father’s reputation gets around. You know what they say, you can’t keep a secret in a small town, no matter how deep you bury it. Anyways, we shared a good laugh at my dad’s expense.

After a while, he started the van and took me home. He parked in front of the apartment complex and we sat for a while.

"You've been stalk... uh... watching me..."

"Since graduation," he finished, anticipating what I was going to ask.

"Graduation," I repeated, uncertain of what that meant exactly.

He nodded in the dim glow from the street light that shined through his side window. “You don’t recognize me, do you?”

I searched his face. It seemed vaguely familiar, but I couldn’t remember where I’d seen him. “No, I don’t think so? Should I?”

“I’m not surprised you don’t remember me,” he said, his eyes on mine. “I’m Damian Everhardt. I used to sit behind you in study hall when we were in high school. We never spoke.”

Translation: You didn’t know I was alive!
 I honestly didn’t remember him, but if he had been as good looking back then as he was now, I don’t know how I could’ve forgotten him. “Oh yeah, I remember you,” I lied because I wanted him to like me. “I had a crush on you, but I was too shy to say anything.” I paused. “Now I wish I had.”

He picked up my cell phone from the seat and handed it to me.

A sudden, heavy silence grew between us. I couldn’t tell from his expression if he believed me, but it was the best I could do. I couldn’t remember ever having seen him in my life. Before tonight, I couldn’t have picked him out of a police line-up if my life depended on it!

“Well, there’s no time like the present,” he finally spoke, and I wasn’t exactly sure what he meant. I didn’t think I’d see him again after tonight. But the way we parted, it didn’t exactly feel like goodbye. He gave me a long, passionate kiss and reached around and pulled something from behind his seat.

I felt a wave of panic. My breath caught in my throat. My emotions had been up and down and all over the place for so long now. I wasn’t sure how much of this I could take...

But when I looked down at what he was holding, my heart melted.

He held my little white bear out to me. He smiled as he looked into my eyes. “I went back and got him for you,” he said quietly. “It’s the first thing I ever gave you.”

The words he said suddenly registered in my head. I knew what this meant.

My secret admirer.

I took the little bear and held it close to me. “Thank you,” I said, trying to swallow the lump in my throat.

He kissed me again before he let me out of the van and drove away.

I stood there, shivering the dark even though it wasn’t cold, as I watched the taillights of his van disappear into the night...

***

The next day I confided in Lizzie and swore her to secrecy. For once she couldn't say "I told you so!' And I found a certain satisfaction in that. Of course my dear best friend was skeptical until I showed her the bear and told her who had given it to me. It turns out she did
 remember Damian, and she had been crushing on him during high school. That gave me a little twinge of jealousy, that Lizzie had seen him first, but I wouldn't give her the satisfaction of seeing me burn. I just wanted to make damned sure she never breathed a word to anyone.


There was no way in hell I could let my dad find out. He'd go ballistic... and blow up my whole world when he realized what I was about to do next...

***

Five Years Later

I married Damian.

We got married a year ago. We participate in a lot of group encounters and sometimes swapping because we like it. And the others? Once in a while, they still come around...and in me.


I still love to fantasize about what happened that night… and sometimes Damian surprises me by setting up a faux abduction when I least expect it.

But nothing ever compares to the first time… it’s like having sex… you never forget your first time...


The end
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