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Ganged At the Cabin

A Retelling of Orchid

by

Lakelyn Wilder

Nothing like this ever happened to me before. But... as they say... things happen when you least expect them, especially things you never expect to happen. That's what recently happened to me. The last thing I expected to happen did, and since then I've been struggling with how to feel about it. I'm not sure if I should be suitably pissed at my boyfriend or horny for more? After all, he did turn me on to it. Just don't know what I should do about it, really. So, I thought I'd tell someone. That's why I'm writing it down. When I tell you what happened, you can make a decision for yourself. Maybe you'll have an opinion of how you'd feel if something like this happened to you.

I should probably start by telling you a bit about myself. My name is Amy Thompson. I'm an eighteen-year-old first-year student at a small college in Georgia. I'm not too tall, just nice and curvy the way some guys like. I'm not exactly the model-type, but hey, I'm cute enough to turn heads. Lots of guys on campus notice me, even some of the professors. I even catch a few of them staring, mostly at my breasts, which are really good size, full and firm. Well, my tits are 36Ds and damned hard to miss. You might say they're my most noticeable asset. Lots of boyfriends have complimented me on them, a few even said they were perfectly suckable tits. Nice.
 It made me feel good, but I don't get a swelled head or anything. I don't constantly think about sex like some of my girlfriends do, but just between us, I'll admit I've been thinking about it alot more since the incident I mentioned above happened.

Well, it happened right before I started my first year of college. It was summer break and I'd just turned eighteen. That summer I'd been dating a new guy I'd met during college orientation. His name was Wes, and he was kind of hot looking in that country boy sort of way, a little unkempt but still sexy. I say country now, not freaking hillbilly, because he liked outdoor things like fishing and long strolls, as he called it when we went hiking. We both shared an interest in being outdoors, but my interest went towards lying on a sandy beach reading a trashy novel while sunbathing and not so much fishing.

Anyway, we did have some common interests, including sex, although he was a bit more obsessed with it than I was... He spent most of our time together, it seems, thinking up ways to get inside my panties. Like I said I like sex, too, but I'm not going to put out every time a guy demands it. A girl can get a reputation doing stuff like that, I mean, guys talk to other guys. Word gets around. I might like to be taken like a slut, but I don't necessarily want a reputation for being one.

Wes seemed like a good guy. I mean he didn't try to force me into having sex right away, and I teased him friggin' mercilessly. I really did. I wore little halter tops, super thin t-shirts with no bra, and jean cutoffs, super short and frayed, even split up, revealing thigh and almost my you-know-what! He seemed to take it in stride, though he was probably jerking his meat like a sonofabitch after he went home. I can almost see him now going at it while fantasies of me in my cute little Daizy Dukes spin around in his head. Tease! That was me. I admit it. But, in my defense, though, girls know better than anyone that you have to show it off. If we didn't, how would we get a guy's attention? Not
 by fishing, believe me! 

OK, I'm getting off track again. Mid-summer, Wes had invited me to spend some time at his grandfather's old fishing cabin on the lake. Lake Juniper, I think it was. Anyway, he asked me under the pretense of going fishing, but I knew he was just 'fronting. I'm not that naive. A private lake. A lone cabin. Two horny teenagers. Yep, I knew he was up to something, and his intentions were fairly obvious. At least, I thought so at the time. What turned out to be not so obvious was what happened when we got to the cabin...

We set out early in his Dad's old beat up pickup truck. It was gross, especially the smell, like a combination of fish and old work boots. Ew!
 But it ran well. Anyways, we finally pulled up at the cabin, which was small, rustic but not fall down, and set back in the woods from the lake. Cute but in need of a little TLC, like a good paint job. That aside, it was pretty sweet and you could see the lake from the windows facing the cabin, especially as the sun came up, which I liked a lot. There was no one else in sight of the cabin, totally private, making me feel like we were truly secluded and completely alone. I kind of liked the feeling, but I felt goosebumps creep up my arms. I shivered, although, in mid-July, it wasn't cold.

For once, maybe because of the long drive or because, I had dressed reasonably conservative, for me anyways, in tight jeans and a loose white t-shirt over my pink bikini top in case I wanted to ditch the t-shirt later. I figured I'd give Wes a little something-something to look at while not outright distracting him while he was driving. Safety first, right? That and I didn't want him jumping me first thing when we got to the cabin. I wanted to rest up a bit first, maybe walk by the lake... or stroll, as he put it, and enjoy a little teasing each other in the form of foreplay. But...

That's not even close to what happened...

After we climbed out of the truck and while I looked around, Wes went to the back of the pickup and hefted his tackle box and the two fishing poles out of the truck bed. I glanced quickly at my cell phone. No service. I knew this area was remote, but this was freaking ridiculous. Damn! This only added to the heavy sense of foreboding I already felt. I looked around the woods uncertainly before grabbing my backpack bag from behind the seat. 

Wes led the way up the little path to the door of the cabin. He unlocked the door and held it for me. I smiled a 'thank you' as I walked past him, lightly kissing his cheek in appreciation. I stopped just inside, dropping my bag in the entryway. The cabin was kind of dark, the interior was darker than I'd imagined. Hmmm, I took a deep breath and nearly gagged. So musty!

Right behind me, I felt Wes playfully squeeze my ass, before allowing the door to close with an audible click. How was I supposed to know it had locked and my asshole boyfriend was the only one with a key?

I turned towards him in the dim light, which I hoped would brighten up a bit after we lit the big candle I'd brought. "Where... um... where's the bedroom?" I asked him, still feeling uneasy. I figured I was just put off by the cabin. Spartan at best, with only a few old sticks of furniture, covered in dust. Even the rough wood floors were dusty. The whole thing looked like it could use a good scrubbing. I guess no one had been here in a while, since it was such a long drive and located in the middle of nowhere.

"Down that hall," Wes answered and gestured towards the even darker doorway beside the old stone fireplace. He had slumped onto the old ratty couch and placed his tackle box on the wobbly coffee table. So busy looking for the lures he wanted to use, he didn't even look up when I walked past him and headed down the dark hallway to the bedroom, carrying my backpack.

I had only taken a few steps when I got the first of many surprises.

I stopped dead in my tracks. I held my breath. I swear I heard what sounded like someone laughing. No, snickering. A male? The voice definitely sounded masculine. It hadn't been Wes. It had come from room at the end of the hall. What was someone doing in here? Hiding? A fear snaked through me. Did Wes know? How could he?

"Wes?" I called over my shoulder, holding my backpack out in front of me with both hands on the shoulder straps. It kind of pushed my tits together a little bit, but I wasn't paying attention to that. I was focused on what had just happened... and what was about to happen.


"Amy?" I heard Wes's voice behind me.

"Wes, I think there's someone back here," I called to him, a touch of uncertainty, if not outright fright, in my shaky voice.

"That's ridiculous," he said, the smirk on his face coming through his voice. "The cabin was locked up tight, and we are the first people to use it in months. No one but family has access to it, and they're all back home."

I sighed, afraid and frustrated at the same time. I looked over my shoulder and thought there was something shitty about Wes I hadn't noticed until now. Here I was uneasy about a sound I had just heard coming from inside the cabin, and that asshole was too busy rummaging through his tackle box to check it out. What a prick! Turning back towards the bedroom, I walked the rest of the way down the hallway to the closed door. I put my hand on the cold knob and turned. It seemed a little stuck, so I kicked it open and started to step inside.

But I never made it past the doorway...

There sitting on the bed, playing cards and swigging beer were two of Wes's friends from college. Harley, who was a little over six feet tall with dark hair, mysterious green eyes and a goatee, shuffled the cards. He looked like the cocky kind of jerk who has a big dick to back it up. Across from him was Dave, who was a little shorter with closely cropped short brown hair and a football player's build. He could probably lift me with one hand and not even flinch.

"Shit, you took your own sweet damned time, didn't you?" Harley barked, though it was not directed at me but at someone behind me. That was when it happened. I felt a hand on the small of my back as someone shoved me inside.

"Eat shit," Wes spat, forcing me further into the room and closing the door behind me. "We're here now, right?"

"It's a damned good thing Harley brought these freakin' cards," Dave grumbled, "or we would have gone stir crazy waiting for you guys." Dave ran his eyes down my body, and I could almost feel the heat of lust steaming off him. "Hey, does she know?"

"Uh, kn-know wha-what?" I stammered, my bag dropping from my hands, thudding loudly on the floor and stirring up a bit of dust. Sonofabitch! I suspected Wes was up to something. Something hadn't been right. It'd seemed off all morning, but this wasn't at all what I expected this weekend to be...

Wes slapped me on the ass, laughing. "That the door is locked and no one is around for miles?" he asked, a wide shit-eating grin on his face. "And that we're going to enjoy ourselves?" He walked around me and high-fived his two buddies.

My face must have gone white as I stared blankly. "Ho-how?" I asked dumbly.

Harley gave me a deadpan look. "How do you think?" he asked, both answering and not answering my question. "Go figure, great body, just not too bright!"

Standing there, my fists clenched as if I were ready for a fight, I stared at their three smirking faces for a second before my anger swelled and bubbled over. "Screw you, assholes!" I screamed, turning my back to them and grabbing for the door. I pulled at the handle a few times, but it didn't give. Either it was stuck again or someone had locked it from the inside. So, I did what any other sane person would have done in a similar situation. I pounded the door with both hands and called for help, until someone reached around and grabbed my waist, pulling me further into the room. I spun around and slapped the crap out whoever it was...

As it turned out, it was Dave.

The truth is I'd slapped him so hard I swear I'd slapped the taste out of his mouth, he turned back to me and laughed. I was tempted to slap him again. It turns out I was right about him. He reached his big powerful arms around me and hefted me up without any strain. He lifted me away from the door. He put me down beside the bed and pushed me playfully, though forcefully, shoving me roughly onto the bed. Lying there on my stomach, I quickly rolled over and sat up, not wanting to be in a vulnerable position for long.

"We're not going to hurt you, Amy," he explained calmly, his big hands gripped my wrists so that I wouldn't struggle too much. "We're just going to give it to you, you know, give you what you've been wanting."

My eyes locked on his coldly. "And what would that be?"

He chuckled. "I think you know, sweetheart," he said in his most condescending voice, and to think I almost felt bad for slapping him. "A tease like you should know!"

At that moment I would have nailed him square in the balls if he hadn't positioned his legs to prevent me from being able to land a direct hit. Yep, this guy was strong, and it was pissing me the fuck off.

"Just stop fighting it, Amy," Wes told me, sounding as if he were genuinely trying to be soothing. "Nobody is leaving this room before we've had a little fun." He placed a hand to his chin as if he were thinking the situation over. "Now the way I see it, you have two choices. You can either fight us and force us to bail out and leave you here in the middle of nowhere, but that'd be no fun for you or for us, really. Or you can just go along with us and try to enjoy as much as we will. All of us can enjoy ourselves. To be honest," he smiled, "I'm hoping you just go along with us and have a little fun!" 

I rolled my eyes and sighed, frustrated and pissed. I felt my eyes start to water, but I punched down those tears. There was no way in hell I was going to let them see me cry. "Okay, fine," I muttered in resignation, but too low for them to actually hear me.

"Huh? What'd you say?" Wes asked, lifting my chin.

"I said okay, fine, you sonofabitch!" I spat.

"Yay!" he celebrated. "That's what we wanted to hear, right boys?" He turned to his accomplices and grinned like a shit-eating possum. "You can let go of her now, Dave," he commanded smugly, clearly enjoying his position of power.

Dave let go of my hands and stepped back. Sure, I was free now and I could have fought, but why? What was the point? There were three of them and only one of me. They were stronger than me, and it would only have made it worse for me.

Harley leered at me like a freaking pervert. "How about a blow job, baby?" he asked, unzipping his jeans even before I could answer.

I sat on the edge of the bed and glared at him as he opened his jeans, but all he did was smile. He quickly dropped his pants to the floor and stood there with his arms crossed, clearly waiting for me to make the next move. I did. I moved to the floor and kneeled in front of the jerk. He just stood there, sternly looking down at me. Partly because I really didn't have a choice in the matter and partly because I wanted to, I reached up and pulled at the waistband of his boxer briefs, tugging them down until they lay in a heap with his jeans on the floor. Standing out in front of me was what I silently had to admit was a beautiful eight inch cock that was quickly working its way to full hard-on. Yep, a big dick. I knew he was the type. Something in the way he seemed so damned pleased with himself. Cocky bastard!


"Come on, sweetheart, anytime," he taunted, a shitty grin on his handsome face. "And remember, no damned biting," he warned.

I grabbed his cock at the base and stared at it, the tip near my face. I could smell the musky manliness of his cock and balls. I gripped his shaft tightly and moved my hands up its length, squeezing a drop of pre-cum to the tip. Even though I knew what was going to happen and knew I did not plan to do this, I couldn't help responding. My nipples hardened and my pussy clenched like crazy at the sight of that tiny drop and the feeling of having his warm, heavy cock in my hands.  

Stroking his cock, the glob of cum grew larger until it dribbled down the cockhead. I let my tongue lick up that string of pre-cum. Mmmm. Despite myself, I enjoyed the salty taste of it, and the satisfying moan that parted Harley's lips. My nipples got even harder, and I could feel my little cunt start to throb as I lowered my mouth onto his prick.

I have to say there is nothing in life like a guy's cock between your lips. That thickened piece of flesh that's so hard but still squeezable and pulsing with life. Mmm. I could feel it twitch in my fingers and against my tongue, as if it had just woken up. Running my teeth along the shaft and letting the tip of my tongue dip into the slit at the tip is an incredibly pleasurable feeling. Yes, the way a cock feels, tastes, and behaves, always makes me horny when I have one in my hand and especially in my mouth. And knowing the guy I'm sucking feels pleasure from my warm, wet mouth really gets my juices boiling.

Getting into it now, it didn't take me long to start to really work Harley's cock. I grabbed it around the base almost as if I were holding a lollipop stick and stroked it towards my

mouth and less than gently, I'll admit. I moved my mouth as far down the shaft as I could take, and every once and awhile, a drop of cum would make its way out the tip of his dick and onto my waiting tongue. The more I tasted him, the more I got into it. I began sucking him hard, trying my damndest to work all the cum I could from his heavy hairy balls. After the way all this mess had gone down, I couldn't believe I was actually enjoying myself. I was going at it now, sucking like I didn't have anything in the world to worry about...

But then...

Someone kneeled behind me and grabbed handfuls of tit. "You need to get a hand on these," I heard Dave say, but I don't know who he said it to. He squeezed and rubbed my titties with his strong hands, stimulating my nipples more than I would have cared for... until he started really pinching and twisting them roughly, crushing my hard little buds. Mmmmm. I could feel that all the way to my drippy little cunt, and it gasped in appreciation, clenching madcrazy. I was really into it, to my core, but he took his hands away too quickly, running them down my stomach and then lower. One hand grabbed me around one hip and the other reached down between my legs and cupped my pussy. He lifted me up slightly, but still I kept sucking Harley in a steady rhythm. I sucked Harley like wild, even as Dave rubbed my mound through my jeans and panties.

"You know, I think she's starting to enjoy herself," Harley said, his hand in my hair, pulling slightly. He moved his hips involuntarily with the movements of my mouth on his cock, using my mouth as a fuckhole. I found it exciting, so much that I reached behind him and grabbed his ass, trying to pull even more of his cock into my mouth. The thing is, he was right, even though I might not have admitted it to the guys if asked when my mouth wasn't stuffed full of manmeat. I was enjoying myself, way more than I could have ever imagined I would, given how the situation came to be.

"Feels like it," Dave chimed in. "Hey, Wes," he called, "are you gonna get in on this?"

I couldn't see it, but Wes was apparently sitting on the bed, his legs kicked out. "Nah, guys, go ahead without me. I've got something else planned for her."

Something about those words... or maybe the way they were spoken... hit me hard. I got a strange, pleasurable tingle down my spine and a sharp twinge in my pussy. I drew in my breath excitedly and kept sucking. Oh how I wondered what he had in mind for me...

And if I should be a little bit worried.

"Shit man, be that way," Harley grumbled, his voice betraying his satisfaction at having

me to himself.

Well, nearly all to himself. I could feel Dave unsnap his jeans and unzip them, but I was way more concerned about the prick in my mouth to give a damn what he was about to do behind me. My tongue kept swirling around Harley's enormous cockhead, savoring every drop of cum his prick gave up. I was only semi-aware that Dave had unfastened my jeans as well and was pushing the down over my hips.

"Let's stand her up," Dave said out of the blue, grabbing me around the waist.

"What the fuck for?" Harley wanted to know, clearly not wanting my mouth to come off his meat. Hell, I wasn't especially looking forward to letting go of it myself!

"Because, dude, I have to get this t-shirt and jeans off her," Dave explained, adding vulgarly, "That's why, dipshit!"

And even the vulgar talk was making my cunt lips swell to a fuller arousal.

Harley sighed angrily and grabbed me under the arms, lifting me up. His cock slipped from my mouth with an audible pop. I hadn't realized I'd been sucking on it that hard. I could feel the disappointment settling into a frown on my face, which even I found hard to believe. He stood me up and pulled me into a kiss, kissing me full on the lips, his tongue frenching its way into my mouth. The taste of beer and testosterone. Mmmm, nice
. My tongue began to wrestle about with his as Dave literally jerked by jeans and panties off in one yank. They'd be a tangled mess for me to work out later, but right now I didn't give a damn. At about the same time, Harley reached down and pulled up my t-shirt and jerked it up, breaking our kiss only long enough to yank them over my head. He unfastened my bikini top and slipped it off before locking lips on mine again.

So this is how it was... I was standing there in a cabin in the middle of nowhere with three guys, totally naked, and having already sucked one guy's cock. I didn't know what the hell was going to happen next, especially since my asshole boyfriend said he had other plans for me. I told myself I didn't want to be there, but deep down I knew that wasn't true. The little lies we tell ourselves to justify what we really want, but one thing was completely obvious to me, and maybe to the guys as well, my body was responding to them and saying how I really wanted this. Bad.
 I could hardly wait to see where this was going... 

I felt a hand, which I thought must be Dave’s, slide up my thigh and cup my pussy again. “Man! She’s fucking flowing down here,” he said, an excitement in his voice as his fingers slipped between my pussy lips, parting them and smearing my wetness. I sighed into Harley's open mouth, pulling him closer to me.

Harley pulled his lips from mine long enough to say, "Hey, let's lay her down on the floor." They did this, rather quickly, without any forethought. Harley moved between my legs, making me assume he was going to fuck me. While I waited to see where this was going, Dave stripped off. Harley took a moment to shuck off his t-shirt, giving me a second or two to rub my clit. An electric spark surged through me, and it turned out Harley hadn't lied. My cunt was so freaking wet it was almost soppy.

Harley whistled. "Fuck that's a beautiful sight," he said admiringly, as his hand stroked his cock.

"Hey, shut up and fuck me," I heard a voice say. My voice.
 At least, it sounded like me, but it couldn't have been me. Could it? I wouldn't say that. Ever. Would I and mean it, I mean really mean it? But I had spoken those words and I had meant it.

Harley just grinned. But he didn't move his cock to my pussy, he leaned down between my widely spread legs and lay flat on his stomach. Reaching up, he parted my pussy lips with his fingers. The feel of his hand on me. There
. Mmmm, amazing. I closed my eyes and when I opened them again, he looked me in the eyes while running his tongue along my slit. I came up gasping at the feel of his tongue on me. I lay back, moaning while he lapped at my juices. My hands shot up fondle and stroke my tits, squeezing and pulling my nipples hard. It all came at me in a rush, all the sensations I was feeling. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. I nearly screamed out in pleasure as he placed a big, thick finger at my pussy opening and slowly, so agonizingly slow, pushed it inside. I raised my hips up off the floor slightly, trying to get more of his finger inside me.

"Please!" I heard myself gasp. "Please put more in me. Pleasssse!"

"Count on it, bitch," Dave cursed, kneeling next to me with his fat seven-inch cock in his hand. Lowering his hips while placing his prick to my lips, he shoved it in between them. I reached up to grasp the base of his dick, I quickly gobbled up every inch he fed me. At the same time, I felt Harley slip a second finger into me, and then a third, filling up my drenched pussy. I felt the muscles in my pussy clench, almost involuntarily, and tighten around his fingers. He was scraping his tongue across my clit, making a moan of pleasure slip from my trembling lips and shoot up Dave's shaft. That brought a similar moan from Dave's lips, who reached down like a fucking brute to grab a handful of my hair and force more cock down my throat.

This whole thing continued for the longest time, Harley teasing my pussy while I deep-throated Dave's fat cock. A disappointed noise escaped from within me when Harley withdrew his fingers from my snatch. I opened my eyes to look down at him, Dave's cock slipping from my lips while I tried to see what Harley was up to. To my delight, he was stroking his hard eight-incher and moving it between my legs. Positioning his cockhead at the entrance of my pussy, he rubbed it tauntingly along my slippery wet slit. Awwwww! I moved my hips again, bucking up, trying to get him to ram it up inside me. I just wanted to be filled... filled completely by that amazing cock of his. I held my breath in anticipation of the big thing invading me, stretching me wide as it plowed in.

Then it happened.

With a knowing smile, he shoved in, the tip and inch after thick inch disappearing deeper and deeper inside me.

"Ah, my god, that's amazing," I purred, stroking Dave's's cock with one hand. My other hand reached to crush Harley's cute ass and pull more of his magnificent cock into me. "Oh, wow! That is so fucking good." Those were the last words I spoke that weren't unintelligible babble against Dave's shaft as I sucked him with what can only be described as renewed energetic gusto! 

Harley's thickness was spreading my pussy lips in just the right way, reaching up inside my pussy. Every once and again, he would flex his cock, moving it ever so subtly inside me, and that little movement made me start to unravel, driving me crazy. Having a juicy cock to suck on while he plowed me good was a definite bonus.

In the pit of my stomach, just above my core, I felt an orgasm start to build, after just a few rough, hard thrusts. Mmmmmm. There's heaven in there somewhere. I reached down and found my clit, rubbing it like mad, hoping to drive myself closer to climax. I wanted it. I needed it. I needed to come so damned badly!


Dave fucked my mouth now with his cock, swaying his hips in rhythm with Harley's pistoning into my juicy cunt. So tight, so amazing, in both holes at once. Despite how it all came about and how I'd felt earlier, this was damned sure the shit. The lips of my pussy spread, gripping tightly at Harley's cock, and my mouth was stretched wide by Dave's. My orgasm continued to build deep inside me, growing in strength with each thrust of Harley's powerful cock. Soon he started to groan, alerting me that his orgasm was rapidly approaching as well. This realization prompted me to suck Dave's cock quite a bit harder, trying my best to get him to cum with us. I reached up a hand and

massaged Dave's big heavy balls, pulling and squeezing them in my hand. Fortunately, Harley discovered my hand on my clit and pushed it away, his rough fingers taking over stroking it for me. 

As it happened, Dave came first, grabbing my head and shoving his prick down my throat as his powerful hips bucked forcing it deeper. I felt the head of his cock swell even larger, his balls tightening in my hand. A stream of warm, thick cum shot down my throat. He was so deep I didn't get to taste it, but I pulled my head back a little and a second splash of cum coated my tongue.

Mmmmm. The salty taste of his cum was enough to push me into full orgasm. I felt my cunt clamp down on Harley's pistoning cock, the pleasure in the pit of my stomach radiating out and spiraling through my entire body. My nipples were on fire like my clit. Harley massaging my bud and Dave shooting spurt after spurt of cum onto my tongue kept my orgasm rolling. I tried to swallow as much of Dave's load as I could, gulping it down, but it was too much. He filled my mouth so full it was overflowing, spilling out the corners of my mouth. I licked my tongue out to get as much as I could, and my eyes met Harley's...

That was when he lost it and shot his load deep into my pussy. He closed his eyes and pumped his cock in one more time, grabbing my hips to keep himself buried in me as deep as he possibly could. Our heat and juices combined as I felt his hot, thick cum flowing from his tip and filling me up. It coated my tunnel walls, and my cunt reacted by clamping down like mad on his cock harder as if trying to squeeze every drop of cum from his balls. He groaned with each shot of cum, grunting loudly as he tried to push it as deep into my cunt as he could. Thankfully I'm on the pill!

I must, to be honest, have looked quite a mess after Harley and Dave pulled their cocks from me. A stream of cum started to dribble out of my soppy, overfilled cunt. Despite their eyes on me, or maybe because of it, I reached down and scooped it up, bringing my sticky fingers to my mouth. I sucked on them, loving the taste of Harley's cum mixed with my own juices. My eyes were half closed, I was purring with pleasure, my nipples hard and my cunt begging for another big one to fill it up. Fortunately for my hungry little pussy, I had another cock on standby... waiting...  

"Hey, what about you?" I glanced up dreamily at Wes. He had stripped off during our fucking, and he looked like he was ready for something. I wondered what, but I had no idea what he had in mind for me. I did know one thing, though. I wanted his dick inside me now.

He stood there stroking his cock. "Get on your hands and knees," he commanded in a deep, stern voice, sounding authoritarian.

Obeying him, I immediately assumed the doggy position, my ass raised high in the air.

Harley and Dave reclined on the bed to rest up from our activities, clearly looking at having a second chance at me. Wes moved in behind me. I thought I caught a whiff of something subtly scented, but I couldn’t make out what the smell was…  I had no idea Wes had covered his cock with baby oil. I was so freaking excited by what he was going to do... whatever it was... that I'm not sure I would have really cared. I felt him press a couple of fingers into my sloppy, dripping cunt and scoop out some of the mixture of my pussy juices and Harley's cum. He withdrew his fingers and placed them at my asshole, forcing them inside my rear. Even now, I was still gone to figure out what he was up to. It wasn't until I felt the head of his cock push against my ass that all the pieces suddenly tumbled into place.

"Ah! Wh-wh-what are you... FUCK!" I screamed out in pain, my ass feeling like it had suddenly been lit on fire, and not in the good way that leaves me wanting more. My tight asshole was virgin territory. I'd never been fucked there, and taking his thick seven-plus inches up the ass wasn't going to be all that enjoyable. The pain was so intense, it felt like he was going to rip my butt in half. "Ple-pleas-please, Wessss," I stuttered, begging him, but it was no use, he wasn't listening and he'd pinned me down by pressing a strong hand against my shoulder. "Ple-please, ta-tak-take it ou-ou-out!" I whined. "It hurts so damned bad. So fucking bad!"

"Oh, Amy, you disappoint me," he taunted, and I was sure he was grinning. "I thought a busy little tease like you would just love to see what it's like to be a cummy little butt slut!" He laughed loudly now and the other guys joined in. I could barely hear what was said or the laughter, I was too focused on the excruciating pain I felt in my bum. Ah damn!


"You just wait, you'll get used to it," Wes assured me, maneuvering his hips and forcing another inch inside my rear.

I screamed again, feeling the sharp pain, which I noticed was not as intense as before.

Suddenly he withdrew his cock, pulling two inches out of my ass, before shoving those two plus a few more back into me. He must be inside me four inches or more by now. It hurt like hell. My little butthole felt so stretched and sore, but oddly I found it exciting, a real turn-on. I kept telling myself it was completely filthy to be fucked this way, straight up the rear, but this thought only made it more exciting. Considering what I'd already done with the guys, this was making me hot all over again. He pulled out and rammed another couple of inches of fat cock into me. I closed my eyes, wincing in agony again, but this time I didn't scream out in agony. That surprised me, but I was even more surprised by what I did next. I reached underneath me and started to stroke my pussy. I'd read somewhere, probably taboo erotica, that it helped ease the 'discomfort', and, thankfully, it did.

Wes grabbed my wide hips and withdrew his cock from my asshole. Then, slapping me hard on the ass, he thrust the entire length back into me. "Oh!" I gasped. Again, it hurt, but like before, not nearly as much. The searing pain in my ass eased as I became used to having something so big shoved inside me. The truth is that having his boner in my ass while I played with my pussy was beginning to feel pleasurable. I'm not sure I could ever come like this, but by now it was kind of fun. 

"Fuck me in the ass," I called to Wes over my shoulder, hoping to spur him on. "Fuck my asshole!" With Wes fucking me this way, I felt naughty in a way I'd never felt before, and I liked it. "Make me your cummy little butt slut!"

Oh shit, it worked! Wes slapped my ass again, shoving his cock into me as if he were aiming his stiff pole at a target, which just happened to be my asshole. The more he slammed into me, the less it hurt, and soon all I could feel the pleasure of his cock filling up my ass. He grabbed my hips roughly, fucking me hard. I could feel his balls slapping against my pussy. That unexpected stimulation made my pussy heat up quickly and my nipples harden even more than I ever imagined they could. Could it be possible that I was somehow enjoying being butt-fucked even more than a fuck up my cunt? Hmmm, I'm not sure, but the thought made me clench my asshole involuntarily, forcing a groan from Wes's mouth.

That was when it happened.

I started to feel that knot in my stomach I'd always felt when my orgasm started to build. Oh wow, who knew? I apparently could come like this after all!

So it seemed Wes felt me tensing up and out of the corner of my eye, I could see him motioning for the other guys to join in. He gestured for Dave to take position beneath me.

Dave took my hands in his and lifted me up, sliding his bulky build underneath me. He fucked up into me clumsily, but damn, it felt good, even though he wasn’t getting in all that deep, nowhere near my g-spot for sure. He made it better by reaching up and grabbing my ass cheeks, pulling me down onto him, and all the while wes, somehow, kept his cock buried deep in my ass.

Then Wes motioned for Harley to fill my mouth with his massive cock, which was now fully erect and standing straight up. Monster cock! I took him, sucking him and tasting a little of our combined juices from our earlier fucking. The taste excited me. Mmmmm, I could hardly wait to have his cum filling my mouth the way he had filled my pussy earlier.

While I sucked Harley's dick hungrily, Dave slid in and out of my cunt and played with my tits, squeezing them in his beg hands and tweaking my nipples between his fingers. All the while Wes kept pounding my ass like a sonofabitch, sinking into me deep and riding me hard and rough. It was all so exciting, overwhelming my senses like nothing I'd ever experienced... I couldn't honestly believe it was happening... to me... and best of all I was enjoying the hell out of it!

Shit yeah, I wanted to be mad at Wes, but the thing is that having three guys take me at the same time was a fantasy come true for me. I wasn't sure how I'd feel later, but at this moment, I was having the time of my life. Like nothing I could have dreamt of... I was filled with pure pleasure from top to bottom, excuse the pun!

With my back arched upward, I sucked Harley's cock hard while Dave pumped up into my cunt and Wes reamed my asshole like he'd been waiting to do this since that day we met. I had a sneaky feeling he had too!

Anyways, the guys kept pounding away at it me like it was a labor of love, fucking my mouth, my cunt and my ass all at once. I'd never in my life felt so full. It felt so amazing, and I was close to climaxing. Already I could feel that unwinding feeling spiraling outward from my stomach. A Lovely, lovely feeling.

Harley shoved his big cock in and out of my greedy mouth, seeming to go deeper and deeper with each thrust in. Being in an unusual position, raising my head up and bending my neck to take his long, thick prick, I gagged a few times, and that sudden occurrence was enough to send him over the edge. He unloaded his thick, gooey cum into my mouth, face-fucking me and pumping into me hard, his massive load coating the back of my throat and filling my mouth with his spunk. He filled me so full I couldn't swallow fast enough to keep the thick, salty-sweet cum from spilling from my mouth, sliding down my chin and onto my tits. 

That proved to have a benefit of its own, though.

The sight of cum streaming down my boobs was enough to get Dave's juices flowing. He blasted his load into me, shooting stream after stream of warm, thick cum deep up into my soppy cunt.

My ass quaking from Dave's pumping was enough to send Wes into full blown climax as well. Although I never felt his balls tighten, they must've stopped slapping against me at some point and with everything going on I hadn't noticed. I had known he was close to cumming, though, by the sudden urgency in the way he started fucking my ass. The hot friction in my ass decreased as his cockhead and the entire length swelled in my ass. He grunted loudly as he plowed into my ass uncontrollably, the other guys holding me in place so I wouldn't crumple into a messy heap on the floor. He unloaded in my ass, filling me quickly with his soothing warm creamy cum. The feel of his warmth filling me made my orgasm suddenly explode. Shuddering with mounting excitement at what was happening, pussy juices flowed from my cunt, actually spilling onto Dave who still laid beneath me, drained and breathing hard.

I bucked my ass back against Wes as he pounded into me, deeper and harder, pushing down on Dave's still semi-erect dick. Harley's prick slipped from my mouth as I continued to meet Wes's thrusts until he pulled his pole from my asshole and shot the last huge spurts of cum onto my ass instead of in it. The feel of his warm cum on my skin made me quiver excitedly several times before my orgasm began to drift away... 

Afterwards, the guys withdrew their cocks, spent and softening, and stood over me for a few minutes, trying to catch their breaths, before backing off.

Collapsing on the floor, I lay there, a messy heap, with cum dripping from my asshole, my cunt and even my lips. Mmmm, I'd never felt better, even if I had had all this forced on me. That was what I resented, the part that pissed me off big time. But it was also the bigger part of what turned me on so much and made it all so fucking hot. Shit, with all the fucking pleasure, it would be really hard to stay mad at these guys.

Wes and his buddies reclined back on the bed as I rubbed cum into my ass and cunt. Looking around at them, I could see their eyes were intently watching me, and it made me feel naughty. Being watched made a whole other wave of pleasure sweep over me. Deciding to give them some incentive for later. I licked my lips suggestively.

This was just the first of our sexual activities that weekend. Of course, we did eventually leave the room but only to go to the bathroom or get food and drink. We didn't go outside the cabin all weekend.

It was the hottest sex I've ever had, and I can't stop thinking about it. So what do you think now? Should I be pissed or horny?

the end
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Prologue

I tidied up, keeping busy. I dusted a little and put fresh linens on the bed in the master bedroom. I must not have heard the doorbell, because I was startled out of my cleaning by a stranger’s voice in my ear and a hand over my mouth.

“Listen carefully, don’t turn around… and put the spray bottle down,” he commanded as he wrapped a strong arm under my neck. “Now, are you going to cooperate?”

“Why… ar-are y-you doing th-this?” I stammered.

“Don’t worry your pretty head about it, sweetheart,” he said in a voice so cold it gave me chills. “You needn’t worry about what’s going to happen. You won’t believe what I have planned for you!”

I shuddered, trembling noticeably. I fell silent. Somehow I thought it would be in my best interest, even if in reality it didn’t make me any safer...

My heart pounded in my chest, my thoughts racing. What the hell was going on? How could this happen? Was he going to…?
 Unable to think of what could happen, I slowly nodded.

After a moment, when he was sure I would be cooperative, he took his hand from my mouth and let go of me.

I froze, too scared to even move, much less to scream or make a run for it. Hell, I was even too scared to turn and face him, frightened of what I might see or how he would react if I saw his face. Of course, it occurred to me that he could be wearing a mask. The thing is I just didn’t know, and along with my fear, my imagination was running wild.

Suddenly I was startled.

From behind, he placed a blindfold over my eyes, and then he did something I did not expect…

He began massaging my shoulders.

Massaging me as if he were trying to get me to relax, and I did feel myself relaxing just a bit despite my fears. I began to melt into his caresses. His big, strong hands felt so good… soft despite their size and gentle. A gentle touch that made my body respond.

I could feel my body quivering wildly with each touch of his hand, the heady combination of fear and pleasure was intoxicating. Even exhilarating. I wanted to fight it. The last thing I wanted was to be turned on in this seemingly hopeless situation.

But I was...

While he massaged my neck, my mind searched for plausible answers, but there were none. There were questions. Lots of questions. Who knew I was going to be here today? Or that I would be working to get the place ready?
 As far as I could recall, only the girls knew.

Could they have told someone? A stranger? Maybe the stranger overheard?

My mind raced, trying to find an answer, but I didn’t have time to think.

Suddenly, the big warm hands pulled my t-shirt up and started to explore my soft skin. Mmm
. I wanted to hate it, but it felt so nice. Next my t-shirt was slowly removed, and I felt the cool air in the room on my exposed skin. I gasped, my breathing becoming deeper as he moved his hands along my sides, across my stomach and upward. His fingers stopped at my bra, his fingertips moved slowly along the soft, sheer fabric as if tracing the outline of my breasts.

Waiting to see what he was going to do next was excruciating, but the anticipation was delicious. As if I needed a distraction, I found myself trying to guess what he was going to do next. I held my breath as he cupped my breasts, one tit in each big, strong hand and squeezed them tightly, then teasingly he worked his fingers underneath my bra. I moaned softly as his big, thick fingers wrapped around a hard nipple and lightly pinched the tip and stroked across the pebbled surface. His fingers worked themselves over my other tit and did a slow dance on that nipple, too. I found myself wanting it to continue, wanting his hands to rub and knead my bare breasts…

This isn’t how it ended.

But here’s how it started...

***

When I came up with the idea, I never dreamed it would turn out the way it did. On the surface it seemed harmless enough...


After a hard week of working in a busy downtown office in a confined, stuffy cubicle, my friends, Shawna, Jamie, and I get together on Saturday afternoons to sip wine and chat. Like most twenty-something women, we catch up on what happened in the past week and make small talk.

Eventually the conversation turns to sex.

This particular Saturday the subject was about how our boyfriends took us for granted way too often… how sex was usually just routine without any creativity, not any thought into how to make it special or more satisfying...

“Wouldn’t it be freaking great if we had a way to live out our fantasies whenever we wanted to?” Jamie asked wistfully.

I sighed. “If only,” I said and looked over at Shawna, who nodded without saying a word. She took a sip of wine, and our eyes met over the rim of her glass and locked.

That’s when I got the idea, a simply wonderful idea that I was sure my friends were going to love as much as I did...

Unable to believe what I was about to say, I stood, as if that would give what I was going to say some added weight, I turned to face my two best friends in the world. They were seated on the sofa, both of them looking up at me, an expectant look on their faces as though they were bracing themselves for the latest ridiculous idea that dropped from my lips.

“Well, why couldn’t we make it happen?” I asked excitedly. “I mean, why couldn’t we create a place like that? I bet if we pooled our resources we could do it!”

My two friends looked at me as if I’d finally lost it. There was a puzzled look of total disbelief on their faces.

And then they realized I wasn’t joking.

I was serious.

Not loving being under their judgy gazes, I sat back down… this time on the edge of my seat. “My folks have this old cabin that we never use anymore,” I explained, almost breathlessly. “It’s a bit rundown, but it could be fixed up. And it’s not too far from the city.”

“Oh, yeah, wow, that sounds fantastic, Lily,” Shawna chimed in. “We can find men… and…”

“Hmm, I bet people would pay for that kind of experience,” Jamie said. “I’m sure there are lots of men and women who would love to make their sexual fantasies come true.”

“And we can even look for a place here in the city for shorter, less complicated fantasies,” Shawna added.

“Right,” I agreed, pleased that for once they were going all-in on one of my ideas. This was a first.
 Usually one of the girls holds back as the voice of reason. “My neighbor Jessica is a real estate agent. I bet she could help us get it set up.” I paused, grinning. “Who knows, she might even want to join in and become a partner!”

As we talked about it more and more that afternoon, the idea started to take shape. Over the next month, Jessica helped us get set up and look for a place in the city, and, with a little help from the girls, I got the cabin fixed up. Around that time, Jessica found us the perfect house on the edge of the city, set back from the road and situated to itself. It had a finished basement, a master bedroom with an en suite bath, and four more bedrooms upstairs. Outback, there was a swimming pool, a relatively new hot tub, surrounded by evergreen trees that were thick enough to block the view from neighboring homes completely. Our realtor and partner Jessica put a down payment on the property as soon as it came on the market.    

So that we could keep the tension level high among our clients
, we decided we would discretely arrange to have their fantasies fulfilled, meaning their fantasies would be a surprise whenever possible. Since there was a separate entrance to the basement, we decided we could easily stage a couple of fantasies at a time, depending on how involved the fantasies were and how many extra players (people) were needed to make them happen.

We purchased several ads, placed discreetly via social media. We also bought additional ads to appear on erotic online bulletins and websites. Word of mouth to trustworthy friends and acquaintances helped us find several people to help fulfill fantasies. By the time our first ads hit social media, we had already booked our first client.

The day before our first client’s fantasy was scheduled to take place, I went to the house to set up things and make sure everything was in place. Since it was a warm day in late May, I was dressed in an old t-shirt, a pair of cutoff blue jean shorts and wearing slip-on sandals.

I tidied up, keeping busy. I dusted a little and put fresh linens on the bed in the master bedroom. I must not have heard the doorbell, because I was startled out of my cleaning by a stranger’s voice in my ear and a hand over my mouth.

“Listen carefully, don’t turn around… and put the spray bottle down,” he commanded as he wrapped a strong arm under my neck. “Now, are you going to cooperate?”

“Why… ar-are y-you doing th-this?” I stammered.

“Don’t worry your pretty head about it, sweetheart,” he said in a voice so cold it gave me chills. “You needn’t worry about what’s going to happen. You won’t believe what I have planned for you!”

I shuddered, trembling noticeably. I fell silent. Somehow I thought it would be in my best interest, even if in reality it didn’t make me any safer...

My heart pounded in my chest, my thoughts racing. What the hell was going on? How could this happen? Was he going to…?
 Unable to think of what could happen, I slowly nodded.

After a moment, when he was sure I would be cooperative, he took his hand from my mouth and let go of me.

I froze, too scared to even move, much less to scream or make a run for it. Hell, I was even too scared to turn and face him, frightened of what I might see or how he would react if I saw his face. Of course, it occurred to me that he could be wearing a mask. The thing is I just didn’t know, and along with my fear, my imagination was running wild.

Suddenly I was startled.

From behind, he placed a blindfold over my eyes, and then he did something I did not expect…

He began massaging my shoulders.

Massaging me as if he were trying to get me to relax, and I did feel myself relaxing just a bit despite my fears. I began to melt into his caresses. His big, strong hands felt so good… soft despite their size and gentle. A gentle touch that made my body respond.

I could feel my body quivering wildly with each touch of his hand, the heady combination of fear and pleasure was intoxicating. Even exhilarating. I wanted to fight it. The last thing I wanted was to be turned on in this seemingly hopeless situation.

But I was...

While he massaged my neck, my mind searched for plausible answers, but there were none. There were questions. Lots of questions. Who knew I was going to be here today? Or that I would be working to get the place ready?
 As far as I could recall, only the girls knew.

Could they have told someone? A stranger? Maybe the stranger overheard?

My mind raced, trying to find an answer, but I didn’t have time to think.

Suddenly, the big warm hands pulled my t-shirt up and started to explore my soft skin. Mmm
. I wanted to hate it, but it felt so nice. Next my t-shirt was slowly removed, and I felt the cool air in the room on my exposed skin. I gasped, my breathing becoming deeper as he moved his hands along my sides, across my stomach and upward. His fingers stopped at my bra, his fingertips moved slowly along the soft, sheer fabric as if tracing the outline of my breasts.

Waiting to see what he was going to do next was excruciating, but the anticipation was delicious. As if I needed a distraction, I found myself trying to guess what he was going to do next. I held my breath as he cupped my breasts, one tit in each big, strong hand and squeezed them tightly, then teasingly he worked his fingers underneath my bra. I moaned softly as his big, thick fingers wrapped around a hard nipple and lightly pinched the tip and stroked across the pebbled surface. His fingers worked themselves over my other tit and did a slow dance on that nipple, too. I found myself wanting it to continue, wanting his hands to rub and knead my bare breasts…

But he had other ideas…

His big, warm hands slid down my stomach and stopped at the waistband of my jean shorts. He unfastened them… then pushed the zipper down.

I felt the heat of a hot flush, realizing this stranger would soon discover how wet I was…

How excited I was…

How much… how much I wanted him.

I felt a flush of shame, but the truth was that my paralyzing fear had given way to longing… wanting him to explore my body… feel every inch of it… and take me rough and hard...


Take me until I am so satisfied that I would not need to beg for more!

I could hardly believe what I was thinking…

I guess I should have been thinking of how afraid I was, but it was somehow easier to think of him pleasuring me than to… well, think of the alternative. Besides, afraid or not, my cunt was hot and dripping wet...


There was no way I could deny that.

As he shoved down my jean shorts with sudden roughness, he placed his wide, stubbly chin on my bare shoulder, and I reached up...

Showing him I was being cooperative?

Not exactly.

I was just so freaking turned on.

And knowing I couldn’t hide it from him only made me that much hotter.

After he lifted each of my legs and pushed off my sandals, he had me step out of my shorts. Now I was dressed only in my sheer bra and panties in front of a total stranger… and I was more turned on than ever.


There was a part of me that was dying to pull the blindfold off…

And he must have sensed it.

“Hey, don’t even think about it!” he warned. “If you do, you’ll regret it.”

Something sinister in his tone of voice told me I’d better listen and obey.

“I think I need to do something to make sure you won’t,” he barked. “Put your hands behind your neck and lace your fingers together. Now!”

I reached back, and he grabbed my wrists and taped them together snugly. Feeling helpless and unsure what was going to happen next, I began to shiver uncontrollably, my fear returning.


Who was this man?
 He let me stand there and wonder while he got undressed. I could hear from nearly tearing his clothes off. Then I could feel him standing in front of me, as if he were looking me up and down.

What was he going to do to me?

I was startled back to reality by a hard, cold object slipping under one bra strap, then cutting it. Next, the object – a knife! – moved over to my other bra strap, making another clean-cut straight through.

Peeling the cups of my bra down, he teased my nipples into full erection by running the cold knife blade around the dark areolas. He lifted the soft lacy fabric from between my breasts with the knife blade and cut through it easily, then he discarded the destroyed garment.

The cold touch of the knife blade had made my shivering worse, but I fought to control myself.

Taking my right nipple in his thick fingers, he pinched it lightly and pulled it out from my chest. I moaned softly as he lowered his lips to my left nipple… his tongue licked it hungrily. Sucking it deep into his warm, wet mouth, he began to nibble on it lightly while he teased my right tit with his fingers.

My shivering eased. I was caught up in what he was doing to me… feeling it all the way down to my core. My pussy gasped wetly each time he touched me. Wanting more.

But then he stopped… and his hand traveled towards my wetness.

He slowly slid one hand down my stomach, then he ran his fingers lightly over the silky fabric of my panties until his big hand was on my crotch, cupping my mound suggestively. My cunt quivered at his touch… his fingers lingered… I know he could feel it.

My panties were soaked!

“Nice, very nice,” he said in a deep voice, almost a whisper, as he worked a hand into the waistband of my panties. My pussy quivered wildly as his hand got closer and closer, then his fingers were on my pussy, fingering my wetness.

Mmm. Why the hell did it feel so good? I didn’t want it to… and yet I did. I didn’t want it to stop. A part of me wanted to feel this way…

Craved it.

“And I can tell you’ve shaved, too.” His voice sounded excited now. “Damn that’s nice!”


Fuck!
 I felt a sinking disappointment when he suddenly pulled his hand away from my wet cunt. I wanted him to keep playing with my pussy… I wanted him to slide his fingers inside, wiggle them around... and push in deep…

But it was not meant to be.

He forced my legs apart with his hand and foot. Then he took the knife blade to the sides of my panties, cutting them off of me. While the remnants of my panties fell away, he held me at arm’s length, now completely naked for him – and undeniably aroused.

I shivered as he looked me over. I imagined I could feel his eyes on my body, taking in every curve, and my pussy quivered, the dampness increasing between my slit.

Unexpectedly, he shoved me back onto the bed roughly, with my hands still bound behind my head.

I didn’t fight, I sank back onto the soft bedding. Lying beside me, he began to tease and play with my ample tits in earnest, first rubbing and squeezing them, then with his wet mouth, licking and sucking my nipples.

Suddenly I felt the presence of someone else in the room with us. I jumped as this person settled down between my legs and started to play with my dripping wet pussy.

About to protest, I am silenced by the first man’s mouth over mine while he fumbled with something. Suddenly he pulled his mouth away, and he replaced it with a hard, round object.

“Okay, now, just suck on that penis gag, baby,” he told me, “and wait until I have a real one for you to suck on.”

Much to my delight, he went back to my tits, licking and sucking my nipples, while the second stranger pulled my legs apart and ran a thick finger down my wet slit, as if he were tracing my pussylips, then he pushed a finger deep inside my juicy cunt.

Mmm. I’d been wanting this...

A warm, wet mouth covered one tit, fingers pulling lightly and tweaking the other nipple made me arch my back for more, almost forcing my tit down the first stranger’s throat.

The second stranger pulled his finger out of me, and, holding my pussylips apart, pulled the hood back on my clit. First, he fingered my clit, rubbing it until it was fully erect and nicely engorged, then he lowered his mouth to it and started licking, nibbling and sucking while he went back to finger-fucking me.

By this point, I was going fucking crazy. The sensations of having one man devouring and fondling my tits while another teased my clit and fingered my pussy were incredible.

So many hands working over my body at once...

I had never had so many hands on me at once.

Being blindfolded and not knowing who these strangers were only added to my excitement, and suddenly I came in a wild, exploding orgasm, flooding the second guy’s face with hot, sticky pussy juices. I moaned despite the gag as I came… and came writhing on the bed like a slut, bucking against his mouth as he stopped teasing my clit and began lapping noisily at my hot, sweet cunt juices.

Despite my pleasure, I was a little startled when I heard what sounded like a third guy enter the room. I could hear his footsteps. Soft socked feet padding across the hardwood floor. Making just enough sound for me to hear it. Yes, I could feel him near me now. There was definitely a third guy.


I held my breath. What were they going to do to me now?


Then the new guy and the other two turned me over on my stomach, pulled me to my knees and removed the gag from my mouth. Almost immediately, the gag was replaced by a growing cock. While I began sucking the cock to erection, my legs were pulled apart...

The hand that had brought me to orgasm moments earlier now stroked my ass, tracing the full length of my crack, as if contemplating something. I shuddered. What?


He stroked my now-exposed asshole. His fingers worked themselves between my ass cheeks to my puckered anus and began rubbing and dipping inside my tight asshole, going a bit deeper each time.

At the same time, a thick, hard cock was positioned at the opening of my dripping cunt… just barely touching my pussylips, just enough for me to know it was there and ache for it to slip and plow deep into my needy, spasming pussy.

Oh, I needed to be filled so badly.

The finger in my ass suddenly slipped out and dipped into the hot juices flowing from my soppy cunt, then went back to sliding, now wetly, in and out of my tight ass. I moaned softly and ground my hips back into his hand, driving his finger inside me even deeper.

The cock in my mouth also slid in deeper and deeper as it became thicker and harder.

Since my hands were still bound behind my head, the guy in front of me supported me by bracing his big hands against my bare shoulders. He used his position to thrust the length of his fully rigid dick in and out of my mouth while I sucked him deep, as I pressed my lips strategically along his thick shaft as he slid back out. His big fat cock tasted so damned good… I could already taste the drip of pre-cum from the slit of his cockhead. I ached to play with his cum-heavy balls and really get that hot cum boiling so he’d shoot his load.

The man beneath me thrust his thick, hard cock into my dripping wet pussy, then pulled himself back out slowly. His long, thick cock created a wonderfully warm sensation of friction that added to the heat building up in my cunt. His hard cock felt so damned incredible sliding in and out of me, pounding my cunt, going a little faster and a little deeper each time he thrust in while his hands played with my tits. He pinched my nipples, even sucked one tit into his mouth at one point, his teeth nibbling lightly on my hard nipple, which was unreal.

The wall of pleasure I’d built up was about to be shattered.

I felt something, big and fleshy, but hard, poised at my read entrance. This time it wasn’t a hand or even fingers. I felt a chill run through me. What the hell was he thinking? Was he about to do what I dreaded most?


For fuck’s sake. No!

I barely had any time to think about reacting, not that there was much I could have done in my current position. I was on my knees, hands restrained, with two guys having at me. One fucking my mouth with his big cock while the other shoved a freaking monster up my cunt. I mean I could hardly shove these guys away.

So, when it happened… what could I do?

He suddenly shoved his big, fat cock into my tight little virgin asshole, stretching me and filling me so full it was almost unbearable. I winced around the big cock in my mouth and fought back the pain. He continued his assault on my rear, plowing into me, pulling back and slamming back in. He banged into me so hard, I would have toppled over if it wasn’t for the guy in front of me holding me so damned steadily.

I had never been fucked up the ass, and I’d never wanted to. Several boyfriends had tried to talk me into giving up that bit of virgin territory, but I’d held firm on “No!’ No fucking way I would let this happen.

But now it was…


And the more he
 rode my little ass like his first day at the rodeo, the more pleasurable it became, the more I enjoyed it… the more I wanted it. I even felt myself pushing my ass back against him, trying to get his dick to go even deeper.


I felt my asshole being opened wider with each of the man’s deep thrusts, his big hands grabbed my hips for support and continued to pound my ass, driving deep into me as the cock in my cunt slid almost completely out and then shoved back in.

The frenzy of sexual activity engulfing my body was driving me crazy.

I moaned loudly as I continued sucking one hard cock while another plowed deep into my pussy and a third pounded my asshole mercilessly. I had never felt so many pleasurable sensations at once.

The fingers fondling my tits pinched my nipples harder as I orgasmed, sending new waves of pleasure down my spine. I came and came, my juices flowing all over the cock thrusting deep in my cunt. As soon as the man whose cock was buried in my pussy felt my hot juices, he came, suddenly plowing into me even harder, grunting like a mad man, as he shot every last drop of his load deep up into my already soaking wet cunt. Once he was spent, the guy in my mouth started to come, thrusting into my throat so deep at times I gagged. Even so, I managed to keep sucking and swallowing every drop of his huge load. I could really taste him now, Mmm, sweet and salty, so tasty as he shot spurt after spurt of warm, thick cum into my mouth and against the back of my throat.

My tight asshole was now getting one on one attention from a man pile-driving his huge member right into me. He ass-fucked me through my orgasm, and finally it was his turn. He came in several deeply grunted thrusts, spanking my ass cheeks as he did. He pistoned into me, his cock spasming thickly inside me as he shot his load deeper and deeper into my inner depths. Then he quietly pulled out.

The room suddenly seemed eerily quiet.

I felt my fears coming back… slowly. I listened. I heard the men whispering, and then two of them left the room, their footsteps soft but unmistakable on the hardwood floor.

The man underneath me wrapped his arms around me, carefully undoing the tape that held my wrists together. Finally he removed the blindfold.

I blinked several times, allowing my eyes to adjust to the dimly lit room.

“Ryan?” I gasped at my long-time boyfriend, the one who had been buried deep in my pussy. “You miserable fuck! How… how did you know?”

He laughed as he held me in his big, strong arms, holding my body tight to his. “Oh, baby, you talk in your sleep,” he replied, a mischievous twinkle in his eyes. “I thought I’d get one over on you and surprise you. You’re always surprising me in one way or another. Mostly, sweetheart, I just wanted you to be the first to have her fantasy fulfilled in the fantasy house. After all...” he looked around the room and back at me… “this was all your idea!”

I sighed, pleased. “Oh, you are so sweet,” I told him, and gave him a soft kiss on the lips. “Thanks, babe.”

“My pleasure,” he said with a naughty grin.

I lay my head against his chest, relaxing now and feeling completely satisfied in a way I never had before in my life. I wondered who his friends were and if they’d be up for a repeat sometime. Mostly though, I hoped that everyone who came to the fantasy house enjoyed their fantasies as much as I’d enjoyed mine
...

The end
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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. 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 thin, 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!” 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 adrenalin 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.

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 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 in her life, she’d been right, and she didn’t have any problem telling me so… relentlessly.
 But I didn’t care about that, really. Let her gloat. I only wanted to make 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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My name is Megan, and this is my story. The day started like any other, except that it was my twenty-third birthday. The day was pleasant enough, I couldn’t complain about that. I couldn’t have chosen a better day. Clear skies and warm temps. Nice.


Jared, my boyfriend, and I were going to spend the day at the lake, sunbathing and enjoying spending time together. We’d fool around a little when we were reasonably sure no one was watching, splash each other playfully in the water and I’d cling to him as if I needed him to save me when a wave crashed into us, and at some point he’ll pick me up, carry me in his big strong arms to the shore, gently lay me on my towel and drop down beside me, smothering me in birthday kisses.  Mmm, my idea of the perfect birthday...


After my shower, I dressed in a cutoff denim skirt and a country plaid shirt tied at the waist and left unbuttoned. That would show off my ample breasts, offering just a tiny bit of cleavage. What can I say? Jared is a tit man!


I admired myself in the full-length mirror on the back of my closet door. I turned and looked over my shoulder. The skirt made my rear look amazing. Hmmm, hot. Yep, this will drive him crazy!



***  
  

On the drive to meet Jared, I knew we were going to have a great time at the lake, enjoying the sun and time with each other. At some point we’d walk along the shore to a rocky cove, our secret place
, a little secluded cave-like indention into the low cliff that overlooked the lake, shielding us from the eyes of any others who might be nearby. There, we’d get all frisky and end up having sex in the outdoors. I loved making love with my handsome guy outside. It just made me feel so free… and so freaking naughty!
 My breathing grew deeper just thinking about it. But I didn’t want to get too turned on just yet...

Jared told me he would pack lunch for us, choosing the wine and planning a ‘surprise’ just for me. I’d prodded him all week to give up details, but he’d resisted even when I tickled him mercilessly. He said I’d just have to wait and see. He hadn’t even dropped a hint. I had no idea what he had planned for me. The sense of anticipation brought about by not knowing was simply delicious. I wanted to enjoy it for all its worth, but I could hardly wait to get my surprise. I kept imagining something sparkly and him down on one knee...  

Jared lived in the next town over, and my drive to his apartment was at least 30 minutes. Once I’d left my hometown, I took a little back road that I would be driving the rest of the way. I was familiar with the road, it was one Jared and I had driven many times… and also where we’d pulled off more than once and fooled around and ended up fucking. 

It was a special place for us for one reason, though. This was where I had given my virginity to Jared on the night of our senior prom… on a moonlit night, beneath the stars… so magical.


Enjoying my trip down memory lane, I didn’t even see the police car coming up behind me…

Until the lights came on.

Oh shit! I’m in trouble now… and dammit, I’m going to be late for my own birthday celebration...

I pulled over on the shoulder and parked as the police cruiser pulled behind me and stopped. I fought the urge to look back or even glance into the rearview mirror. When I heard the car door slam shut, I glanced up at the mirror briefly.

The young officer started towards my car. Hmm, he is nice looking.


I swallowed the lump that had risen in my throat and braced myself for what was about to happen. What was the worst he could do? Give me a ticket… on my birthday?


“Hey, miss, I’m going to need to see your license and registration?” he asked, his voice deep and authoritative. I liked the sound of it, it seemed to vibrate at my core.

I looked up at the young police officer, noticing he was even better looking up close. I found him undeniably good looking, almost as hot as my
 Jared, a dark-haired, steely-eyed, hunky guy, obviously hard-muscled even beneath his straight-laced uniform. I sucked in my breath at the sight of him.

Wait. What had he said? Fuck, I hadn’t even heard his orders?

“Huh?” I said, at a loss for words.

“Your license and registration,” he repeated.

I took a deep breath and realized what he wanted. I rummaged through my purse for my driver’s license and then in the center console for the registration. Once I had both, I handed them to him and felt a little spark as our fingers touched.

I watched in my side-view mirror as he walked back to his squad car. Mmm, almost a cocky swagger… and a tight, cute ass too boot!


When he reached the car, I quickly looked away so he wouldn’t catch me watching, but I couldn’t help occasionally glancing in the rearview mirror. I could see the officer on his police radio. Then I noticed something I had missed before… he wasn’t alone, he had a partner. But I couldn’t see the other officer’s face with the bright sunlight reflecting on the windshield.

I shifted in my seat, uneasy and unsure where this was going...

Glancing in the rearview mirror again, I noticed the officer still on his police radio. I also noticed something else, and for some reason it made my heart jump.

The other officer was no longer sitting in the car.

The officer sitting on the passenger side had gotten out and was approaching my car. I felt a moment of panic. What do they think I have? Drugs?
 I told myself I was overreacting. After all, I knew damned well I didn’t have anything illegal in my car. There were certainly no drugs in the trunk!


When he came up beside my car and asked me to step out, my panic reached a new plateau… my breathing became rapid, my heart raced, and my palms became instantly sweaty...

In an almost unconscious attempt to calm myself, I started looking at the second officer closely. He, too, was well-built, a bit more muscular than the first officer, like he worked out all the time, and he was a bit larger, maybe even a little taller.

When our eyes met and locked, I could see his were an unusual and very sexy pale green, which stood out beautifully in contrast to his dark skin. He, too, had close-cropped dark hair, a bit more brown than black, and a strong, square jaw that said he didn’t take any foolishness off anyone.

“‘Morning, ma’am,” he said.


Ma’am.
 I’d never been called that, and on my birthday, too. If he wasn’t a cop and he addressed me this way… Finally, I sighed. The truth was staring me in the face. I wasn’t in a position to argue. So, I told myself he was just trying to be as respectful as he could in a very uncomfortable situation.

“Good morning, officer,” I said, my voice sounding pleasant, if somewhat strained. I noticed his name tag said Officer Diego
. Hot name, and his voice was even sexier than the first officer, a bit deeper.
 My pussy did backflips! I was glad he couldn’t tell... “Am I in… I mean… is everything all right?” I looked up at him and waited to be relieved.

But he didn’t answer, which only added to my anxiety.

For some reason, he seemed amused as he asked me to step out of my car and move over to the side of the road onto a grassy spot beneath a small tree.

Once I complied, he stood around making small talk with me until his partner came over.

“Place your hands on your head,” the first officer, Sloan, told me, “and spread your legs.”

Shocked, at first I thought the officer must be joking, but when I looked at Officer Sloan’s stern face, I knew he was serious… dead serious.


I felt a little helpless, but there was nothing I could but comply. I put my hands behind my head and spread my legs apart. My skirt was incredibly short-cut and riding up as my thighs pressed against the tight material.

Officer Diego stood watching me as Officer Sloan got behind me, patting me down… slowly and deliberately as if he were looking for something.
 He even let his fingers linger for a few seconds in the crease of my ass. Or – was that just my imagination? I had to wonder. Maybe just wishful thinking. Anything to not
 think of the jam I was in!

Since Jared and I were going to picnic in a relatively private area and were going to be fooling around throughout the day, I had not worn a bra… I hadn’t wanted it getting in the way.

Now as Sloan’s big, rough hands slightly squeezed my soft breasts, supposedly searching for drugs or a weapon or anything illegal, I felt myself shiver, but this time it wasn’t from fear. I was actually getting turned on… incredibly turned on…
 so much that my pussy was growing wet and lightly quivering each time his fingers touched my bare skin.

I drew in my breath sharply as his strong hands traveled down my bare stomach, touching the front of my skirt, then lifting the hem and sliding between my legs… feeling the sensitive flesh around my mound… making me gasp while I tried desperately to suppress a moan.

Diego suddenly chuckled.

My face felt flushed. I was too embarrassed to look at him. I knew he knew that his partner was checking my cunt to see how wet I was!

“Ut-oh, tsk tsk tsk,” Officer Sloan said, his hands still between my legs. “I think she's hiding something. You know what that means?”

“Uh-huh,” Officer Diego grunted.

“It means we’ll have to search her further.”

The two officers exchanged glances.

“Well, we don’t have any female officers on duty in this vicinity,” Diego said, “so we can either hold her in jail over the weekend or…”

Sloan held me by the wrists, pulling me to my side and slightly back while Diego untied my blouse, allowing my breasts to bounce freely and in plain sight. Diego let his fingers barely glide across my tits, sending shivers through me. Oh fuck!
 Then he cupped one of my breasts, lifted it as he leaned in close, bringing it to his mouth for a quick lick and a little nibble on my nipple. Yesssss!


I moaned softly at the touch of his warm, wet tongue and the slight scratch of his teeth on my erect nipple. It felt so damned good. I couldn’t believe this was happening. I only remember thinking: If this is a dream, don’t wake me!


Officer Diego unsnapped my skirt and put his hands on my hips as he slid it down. Officer Sloan pushed my hands against the sides of my thighs, encouraging me to close my legs slightly, allowing my skirt to fall in a heap around my ankles.

Now I stood, restrained, in a leopard print thong, my blouse open, falling slightly off my shoulders… my tits exposed. I worried someone might drive up on us and see me this way, but that only made me hotter… and wetter!


Diego caught the waistband of my panties and pushed them down, his big fingers teased my pussy, smearing my wetness. As his hand slid down my body. He helped me step out of my skirt and underwear. Then he reached around and caught the tail of my blouse, pulling it up behind me and tying it, leaving me even more
 exposed.

Sloan’s big hands were still restraining my wrists as he guided me over to the police car. There, each of the officers took a wrist and slapped on a handcuff, then attached the other to the door handles.

I didn’t know if I should be afraid or exhilarated – but my pussy had a mind of its own and it was dripping with excitement. I was excited to be nearly stark-naked in front of two gorgeous cops – and they knew it!

After bending me over, Sloan pulled my hips down towards him. Then, using his nightstick to tap my legs apart, he brought the stick up between my legs, teased my dripping cunt with the tip before tracing the line of my buttocks to the crack of my ass.

Officer Diego had a digital camera he’d taken from the back seat of the patrol car. He placed it on the trunk and stood at the ready. Tensing up, I felt a sense of helplessness as I heard Officer Sloan unzip his pants behind me.

Repeating the pat down procedure from earlier, Officer Sloan’s hands came around to cup my breasts and rub and pinch my sensitive nipples between his thick fingers. He lingered there for a while, just playing with my tits, kneading my nipples between his fingers... pinching and fondling. Then his hands slid slowly and deliberately down my body, stroking curves as he went and getting my juices boiling.

The officer seemed to be in no hurry, lingering on my body, his big, hard hands feeling me everywhere. He even slid his hands down my legs and back up between my crotch, fingering my pussylips, letting his fingertip slip just inside. Feeling my incredible wetness, he pressed his fingers tightly to my pussy, then he smeared my cunt juice across my hips and pushed my buttocks apart, running a wet fingertip across my rear before sliding across the smooth skin of my ass, around my thigh and pack up to my drenched pussy.

His movements seemed to take forever, as if everything was in slow motion, and I found myself enjoying his touch – even anticipating his next move – despite myself.

But I never could have guessed what he would do next.

Using both of his hands, Officer Sloan spread my pussy wide and stroked my clit between his fingers. Then he had Officer Diego reach around me and hold my cunt wide open while he took a small flashlight and inspected my pussy closely. Diego kept my twat opened wide while Sloan probed deep, pushing his fingers in, feeling around, making sure there was nothing that shouldn’t
 be there...

Finally Officer Sloan made a sound deep in his throat like he wasn’t pleased at what he’d found, he stood and retrieved the camera from the trunk. While Officer Diego held my pussy wide open, my cunt hot and dripping wet, as if loving the attention almost as much as I was…

Sloan raised the camera and aimed it directly at my pussy, snapping a photograph.

While Sloan placed the camera back on the trunk, Diego rubbed my clit with his big fingers until Sloan came back over and once again started probing my cunt. He went even deeper this time, and to my surprise… and delight!... he used his tongue to do the search.


He flicked the tip of his warm, wet tongue across my clit, making me even hotter. Then he used his tongue and fingers to explore inside of me. I was quickly reaching a fevered pitch with all the attention my pussy was getting...

Officer Diego suddenly let go of me and walked a short distance away.

Sloan continued tonguing my pussy.

I looked over at Diego and noticed he had removed his pants. He was holding the camera and he took several photos of Sloan with his face buried in my cunt, and...

Suddenly it dawned on me.

“Yo-you guys aren’t really cops,” I heard myself saying. “Are you?”

Diego burst into laughter. “What makes you say that?” he asked, seeming amused, a gleam in his eye as he scrolled through the photos he’d taken so far.

I didn’t say another word. I couldn’t. Right now it didn’t matter. What mattered was that it felt so damned good having my pussy eaten by this gorgeous guy, and a few choice words might bring it all to an end. I couldn’t risk that. Not now. I wanted to come first, then I’d give them hell. Right now I was enjoying myself.


I relaxed into the steady rhythm of Sloan’s tongue probing my nether regions, eating me out… Mmm… Ohhh!

What the fuck?

He stopped.

He stood up. He just stopped!
 “No! No No!” I wanted to scream at the top of my lungs. “Get back down there, you bastard, and finish the damn job!”

But I didn’t.

It was futile, he was already on his feet, but he wasn’t finished. Not yet, anyways.

I moaned as his thick fingers entered me. I began grinding my ass against him as he stroked my clit with his rough, beefy fingers. I rode his fingers as they were a cheap thrill… until I felt the tip of his massive cock press between the opening of my hot, dripping-wet cunt!

Diego whistled as he unhooked one of my wrists, but left the cuff on, dangling from my wrist. He positioned himself behind me now. “I love your incredible tits. Bet your boyfriend loves ‘em too!” Diego said as he reached around me and squeezed a hand full, tweaking the nipple between his fingers.

At the precise moment, Sloan plunged his cock deep inside of me, filling my hot, wet pussy completely with his thick, spasming cock.

I gasped out loud like the breath had been knocked out of me. My hips bucked and my breasts heaved, and I was slammed uncontrollably against one guy and then the other. The big guys didn’t bulge as I pushed hard
 against their broad, muscular chests, standing firm as if their feet were rooted in the ground beneath them.

While Diego played with my tits, Sloan pistoned deep and hard into my pussy, picking up a pace and a rhythm as he slammed deeper and harder into me with each thrust, pounding away at me. Deeper… harder… faster… his balls banging against my ass, each thrust stroking me as hard and deep as he could… until… he came, shooting thick spurts of warm, creamy cum deep inside my wildly clenching cunt.

I felt my own orgasm begin to build as I felt the last of his wet, slippery load fill me.

After he finished, he pulled out.

Diego stood nearby with the camera and quickly took a photo of the thick, gooey jism drooling out of my cunt.

I stood there, dripping… wet… juices flowing down my thighs… while Diego took another photo and then stared at the digital screen. I could only imagine how I looked. I must have looked a mess… like a fucked out slut.

But I didn’t care...

Diego gave the camera to his partner and walked around me. He ran his big fingers up my trembling legs, making me shiver even more as he covered my legs the sticky cum he smeared across my smooth skin.

I was still wide open to both men… handcuffed to the patrol car… and wondering what was next?


“Hmmm, nothing in that hole,” Diego said, sounding amused. “I think she has another hole to explore…” He took his wet fingers and began working around my asshole, lightly caressing my buttocks.

I shuddered with an unknown excitement as he pushed one finger into my ass, sliding it in and out, getting it wet in my juices and then going back for more. Sliding in deeper each time, he moved his finger around, then he hugged my legs in his strong arms, and, using his other hand, played with my clit at the same time.

I felt myself relaxing… loosening up… wanting more… wanting him inside me… and then he added a second finger to his original probe. Ohhhhh!
 I couldn’t help moaning. I could not control my reaction. I felt myself giving in to his touch. I moaned again loudly and ground my hips back towards him.

“Okay.” He sighed. “Nothing yet. I guess I’ll need different equipment!”

Pulling his fingers from my cunt, he stopped his exploration, much to my disappointment. He spanked me several times, not hard, just hard enough to send a warm glow across my ass cheeks and make my hot, wet snatch tingle and quiver with anticipation of what was to come…

I did not have to wait long.

Diego’s fingers were replaced now by his hard, throbbing cock, easing in gently, then slowly starting a deep thrust into my tight, virgin asshole. I felt so damned full… so warm… as his thick cock went deeper and thrust harder, his balls slapping heavily against my ass.

When he had me good and loose, to my disappointment, he stopped.

Uh! What’s he doing?

Sloan came over and took a photo of Diego’s cock rammed up my ass to the balls, then Diego pulled out.

“I still think she’s hiding something in there.” Diego paused as if in deep thought. “Ah, I don’t know. Maybe if we searched both holes,” he suggested as he unfastened the other cuff from the car door, leaving both dangling now, and helped me lean against the police car… for a bit of rest.

My mind was reeling. I wasn’t sure exactly what was coming next, but my pussy was quivering like crazy with excitement as I waited, a mixture of Sloan’s cum and my pussy juices still dripping down my thighs.

I watched as Sloan took a blanket from the trunk of the police car and placed it on the grass. I thought I recognized the blanket, the wide striped pattern, but I couldn’t remember where I’d seen it. Right now it didn’t seem to matter all that much, and I shook the thought from my head and concentrated on what was happening…

After Sloan laid down, he signaled to Diego, who led me over to the blanket. Diego guided me into a straddling position, his big hands held my pussylips open as he eased me down to my knees and onto Sloan’s erect cock. Sloan’s long, hard cock slid easily into my slippery wet cunt, filling me… creating a delicious friction as it slid in.


When I was impaled on Sloan’s huge cock, Diego took the loose ends of the cuffs and attached them to Sloan’s wrists. 

As I began to rock on Sloan’s hard cock, Diego pushed me forward, and then he began again probing my asshole with his finger.

I moaned with pleasure as Sloan’s warm mouth found a tit and began sucking it… lightly nibbling my hard nipple with his teeth. Meanwhile, Diego kept dipping a finger into my juices, then working them into my ass, probing around, his fingers working me into a frenzy.

“Such a tight, sweet ass,” Diego said as he entered me from behind and began thrusting with us, almost matching our movements perfectly.

I felt so damned full… it was amazing. I had never been taken this way before… never by two guys… at once
… two sexy strangers… a first for me and an incredible experience.

Both holes filled to capacity by two hot hunky studs pumping away at me. I was so caught up in what was happening, I didn’t realize how turned on I was at that moment… how close I was to coming… until an orgasm swirled inside me, rising slowly and building quickly... until... it reached the surface and I exploded in the hottest, biggest orgasm of my life...

It seemed as if the guys could tell I had been consumed by mounting pleasure, and they paused briefly to let the waves of pleasure wind their way through me. Then they went at it again, thrusting hard and deep into me, bucking with wild abandon.

“Damn, her pussy is just right... Mmm… so damned tight around my dick,” Sloan groaned between thrusts. His voice sounded tighter now, almost strained. He sounded close to orgasm himself.

Suddenly the pace of their thrusts increased, and I felt myself coming again as Sloan began to shoot his cum deep into my soppy cunt, seeming to go deeper with each spurt, my cunt gripping his cock and contracting around his shaft as if milking him of every last drop.

As I erupted in orgasm again, I slammed back into Diego… flailing against his wide chest and bucking my ass against his stiff cock, driving him deeper into me… again and again. Diego leaned in against me, his face against the back of my neck. I could feel his warm breath, hear his breathing becoming more and more labored until he suddenly tensed up and started to come, pumping spurt after spurt of warm, thick creamy cum up my ass. Finally, completely spent, he leaned against my back for a short time. My legs quivered as he pulled out of my ass with a pop.

I lay on Sloan’s damp chest for a few moments, still impaled on his cock. Deciding I didn’t want it to be over… yet...
I got an idea.

A simply delicious, wicked idea!

I sat up, grinding him deep inside me. My movements created a wonderfully hot friction inside my pussy… and only intensified when I raised up and slid back down on his thick shaft. Mmm, that feels so damned good… and now I’m in control…


But not for long.

What I was doing was not lost on him, he moaned, then he raised up, enveloped me in his strong arms and rolled over on top of me… never pulling out, and renewed his thrusts into my hot, wet cunt.

He kissed my neck and nibbled my earlobe as he pounded me hard and deep with a passion so damned strong you’d never have imagined he’d just come moments before… harder and deeper he rode me… faster and faster… until he came, flooding my pussy again with an overflow of warm, thick cum.

I was so caught up in Sloan slamming into me that I never noticed another car had pulled up or that someone had gotten out and was walking towards us…

Until he spoke.

“Oh, what do we have here?” the man said.

I thought I would die. I knew that voice. I knew it very
 well. It was the voice of my boyfriend. I looked up now to see his smiling face, and I noticed right away that he was carrying the digital camera.

“Nice work, guys,” he said, sounding amused as well as pleased as he started taking photos.

“What the hell is going on here?” I asked, confused as Sloan pulled out of me.

“Happy birthday, babe,” my boyfriend said, grinning. “I knew this has always been a fantasy for you, so I got a few guys from security at the company to help out. So… how’d you like your birthday surprise?”

I couldn’t hide my smile if I’d wanted to. I was sure the expression on my face said it all.

I was genuinely surprised.

What had started out as a birthday disaster had turned into the fulfillment of my wildest fantasy… and I had the man I loved to thank for it!


The end
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My name is Linsey. I have a long-term boyfriend named Hayden. We met at the company where we used to work. I’m now a loan manager at a bank. We have ‘experiences’ on our days off and weekends. Little trips here and there. Day trips usually unless we are lucky enough to have a long weekend. Regardless, we almost always end up at a vineyard. Small, independent wineries that offer tastings. Wine’s our thing. It’s our drinkable hobby!


From this, I guess, it’s obvious that my life is pretty ordinary, some might even say boring.

But something happened to me one night that was anything but… boring...


I permitted the strangers to position me on all fours and I found myself being fucked from behind again. Still I sucked the cock that was in front of me. Every deep thrust of the guy behind me forced more of that long, thick prick into my mouth.  

The pounding in my cunt started again… and again I came, this time with a hard series of shudders. As I came, I flexed the walls of my pussy, gripping the cock that was filling it even more tightly.

Then suddenly it was gone… and for a moment I felt a great sense of emptiness...

Then I felt something… something else
.

I froze.

I felt it being nudged firmly against my other entrance. My breath caught in my throat and I let the cock of the guy in front of me slip from my mouth as I gasped out loud in anticipation of what was about to happen. My heart beat faster, and I steadied myself for the sudden jolt of having a cock plow into my untouched asshole!

Slowly, inch by delicious inch, I felt the guy’s stiff cock slide up into me, my tight ass grabbing at the thick shaft as it slid inside my virginal tightness.

I pushed my hips back to meet his thrust, and soon he was thrusting his cock inside me again. After several long strokes, he pulled out and sat back down on the chaise. He pulled me down to sit on him again. This time when his cock nudged at my asshole, I winced. But what could I do?
 I slid down his length and began to ride him. 

I felt movement as the other guy came around in front of me and his cock was soon pushing at my pussy. With both men’s huge cocks inside me, I thrilled at the sensation of having both of my holes filled. I had never had two cocks inside me at once, the sense of fullness was freaking incredible. I had never felt so full.


My only regret was that I didn’t have a third cock to suck while the two guys thrust inside me.

As if someone had read my mind, another cock nudged at my mouth. My heart raced. There was another guy?
 A third man? Really?
 My mind reeled. But I didn’t give it much thought. I was too caught up in what was happening...

How did I get here… alone in the dark basement with three hot strangers and no clothes… not even a bra… or panties?


Well, I could say it all started with a party invitation, but I have a feeling it started before then. It didn’t get underway, though, until I arrived at my best friend’s house that evening.

The night promised to be unforgettable...

The party was going full blast. People laughing and talking – and drinking. Some of them mingling. Lots of flirting. Music pulsating, beat pounding, bodies moving – gyrating! 

All this in my best friend, Mia’s backyard, around her pool. Hmmm, I wondered if someone would end up in the pool before the night was over. Usually someone did… After a few drinks, someone would be unsteady, lose their footing and topple in… or someone would give them a little push. Either way, they’d be splashing about in the pool, fully clothed and treading water. Someone would offer a hand to pull the water-logged ‘victim’ from the water and end up either falling in or being pulled in. Soon others would join in, either of their free will or after being given a little push, all fully dressed and splashing about, laughing, shouting and sometimes making out… or more
. I couldn’t imagine drinking so much that I made a fool of myself…

And in front of everyone in a swimming pool with a stranger…
 or maybe even several… strangers.


I sighed. It was still early, so we’d see if the pool got any use before the night was over… but the party was in full swing...

And anything could happen.

Especially when a young woman attended one of Mia’s infamous parties all alone...

I’d asked my long-term boyfriend Hayden to come with me, but he’d begged off, saying he had to help a friend with a car engine or something mechanical. He asked if I wanted to come along and watch, but I was dead sure he knew I’d say ‘No’. I’d rather wax my legs… and I freaking hate that!


So, I’d come to the party alone. I hadn’t wanted to let my friend Mia down. She was expecting me to show. She’d asked me to help her keep things stocked, especially the bar. One thing Mia and I agreed on: It’s not a party without booze!
 Being in our twenties, we’ll knock back a few shots, but mostly we sip wine all evening. It gives us just the right buzz without getting skank-ass drunk. We leave the hard stuff to the guys. It gets them in a lively, partying mood.

Sometimes too lively.

Dressed for show, I had on my slinky little black evening dress, sleek and form-fitting, a side slit revealing just a hint of thigh. Black heels that made my legs look even longer, slender but toned. Yep, I looked like I was up for something all right…
 and that something
 was a party at my best friend’s house.

Just before I headed out for the night ahead, Hayden had whistled, even warned me jokingly that the guys might not be able to control themselves. I admit his comments made me feel sexy and even a little hot.

Now, after a couple glasses of wine and a bit of dancing with hot bodies around the pool, I was feeling even sexier, even hotter…

While I sipped my third glass and Mia ran around trying to keep her guests happy, I noticed two hot guys I’d never seen at any of Mia’s parties before. I made eye contact with them a few times, and then we pretty much stared each other down. Hmmm, looks like there’s some interest there...


One was tall, nicely built but not overly muscular, more the blond-blue-eyed surfer type. Casually dressed, light colors, his hair mussed just enough to give a little edge, just a hint of a wildside
. Hot. I love a man who doesn’t take himself too seriously.


The other guy was a bit shorter, not quite stocky, with a quarterback’s build, muscular but not solid muscle like a bodybuilder, still he seemed to be bulging… everywhere… Mmmm, just the way I like my men!


Seriously a threesome is staring me in the face. Mmm
. The thought makes me wet. But I could never do that. Could I?


I saw the other ladies, even some who had guys on their arms, checking out the hot guys standing by the bar. Sorry, ladies, they’re mine. I saw them first. The thought wound through my head because it made me feel so good to pretend. It also made my pussy quiver like crazy, although I could never just be with two strange men. I couldn’t just have sex with two strangers I’d picked up or just met. Like most women, it was a fantasy for me. I admit that. But I could never just go with it… besides, I loved my boyfriend.


But I couldn’t help thinking about what it would be like to have two big strong men who were total strangers have their way with me. Ravage me.
 I believe that’s what really hot romance novels call it. I had fantasized about a threesome with two strangers since I was a teen, but at twenty-three I was smart enough to see that sex with strangers could lead to unwanted consequences and possibly all kinds of dangerous
 situations. Maybe not the least of which was getting caught and losing the man I loved.

Oh, but they were tempting!

Ah, yes, two hot guys… strangers
… I resisted licking my lips.
 One thing was for damn sure, a girl can dream...


When I looked for the guys again, I found them dancing among the crowd, now focused on two girls that even I had to admit were hot.

I looked away, nursing a stab of disappointment that only more wine could soothe. Reeling from the moment, I took a long sip...

When someone patted me on my shoulder, I nearly jumped out of my own skin. I turned, fully expecting to see one or both of the hot guys standing there grinning and asking… no… begging…
 me to dance my ass off with both
 of them.

No such luck.

Mia stood there, smiling. “Hey, would you do me a favor?” she asked. “Just a teeny tiny little favor?”

I nodded. “Yeah, sure…” I had promised to help out after all...

“The napkins have run out at the bar and people are asking for more,” she explained, her cheerful smile mocking the way I felt. “Could you go and get some from the kitchen? They’re on the counter by the sink.”

“Sure thing,” I told her, handing over my empty wine glass. “I’ll be right back.”

And I fully expected I would. If not, would anyone miss me? They would certainly miss the napkins.

Without another glance towards the dancing partygoers, I headed inside.

Once I got inside, I decided to pop into the bathroom real quick and check my make-up. I told myself it was more for myself than anyone else, I just wanted to know that I looked my best. Vanity aside, it was more a confidence thing, I reasoned. Besides, I was way past over those two guys I’d been flirting with. That was going anywhere anyways.
 

The house was dark inside as if someone had turned the lights down, not so dark that I could not see my way around, especially after my eyes adjusted to the dimly lit interior.

I made my way through the living room, dodging the odd piece of furniture here and there. Mia had great taste in modern furniture, even some classic pieces. I wondered where the chaise she had by the window had gone to...

I hesitated at the end of the long, dimly lit hallway. There were doors off either side, but I knew Mia’s guest bathroom was at the end of the hallway…

My breath quickened as I stood there. A cold tremor wound through me.

Uneasy and not sure why, I finally screwed up the courage and started down the hallway with my target being the door at the end of the hall.

I took a few quick steps.

But I never made it…

I heard a sound behind me, like a door opening, and before I could turn to take a look, someone grabbed me from behind, an arm wrapped around my waist and a hand covered my mouth, pulling me inside. What the hell…?


I gasped out loud, trying to scream, but my voice was stuck in my throat. My heart was pounding in my ears, and I felt a bit disoriented. Why is this happening?


I blinked my eyes, trying to see who was doing this… As soon as my eyes adjusted to the dark, I realized I was on the stairs that led to the basement, and a big, strong man was holding me. I couldn’t see his face clearly enough to make out who he was… or if I even knew him?

While he held onto me with one hand, he quickly pulled a blindfold over my eyes, blocking out all sight and submerging me into total darkness.

I was helpless as he shoved me down on the stairs.

He placed me between his legs and held me there, his knees locked over my shoulders. He roughly shoved my head forward, like I was in a kneeling position. What felt like a thin handkerchief, that I seriously hoped was clean, stretched between my lips tightly… and was tied behind my head.

Helfting me up, he carried me down the stairs into the darkened basement below...

The guy was so freaking strong he carried me down the stairs without any real effort, as if he were carrying a small child, even though I was kicking my legs and flailing my arms while I tried to scream. But only a strained, choking sound escaped my lips, too muted for anyone to hear over the blaring music.

At the bottom of the stairs, he put down, dropping me roughly to the hard floor and I slumped down between his legs rather than stand. Somehow this felt safer. I was out of reach, at least temporarily. I lay there on the cold cement floor, waiting for what was to come next… Whatever it was...


I felt so damned helpless.

With the gag stretched between my lips so tight I could barely make a sound, except what sounded like strangled grunts. And the blindfold blocking out even the smallest pinpoint of light, so that I couldn’t see anything, I was unable to call out for help and unable to see who they were and what they were doing.

But I did smell something… something burning…

And that gave me a quick jolt of fear, nearly panic, until I got a better smell and began to realize what it was. Above the dank odor of the basement, I could smell something… a plasticy smell.


Wax burning
.

From the strong smell of candle wax, there must have been candles placed all around the basement. My first thought was that this was some kind of ceremony, a weird ritual of some sort, and that I was the sacrifice. Not a pleasant thought.


But I didn’t have time to worry about it just now…

I heard footsteps as someone came close. Someone else.
 Another guy? Someone helping him? I didn’t know anything for sure, and I wouldn’t for a while.

I waited, unsure what was about to happen… and it made my pulse quicken and my breathing increase to quick, deep gulps… like I was teetering on the edge and about to be pushed over…

There was again a shuffling of footsteps. This time quicker. Closer. The two persons who were in the basement with me suddenly stopped on either side of me. All I could hear was their breathing.

I remember wondering if Mia knew these intruders were in her house… in her basement?


But I didn’t give it much thought because someone caught my wrists and pulled me to my feet. Now I stood between the two of them, whoever they were. I could feel their hot breaths on my neck, and, despite the warmth, I shuddered.

Standing there, uncertain what was going on around me or what was going to happen next, I tried to calm my breathing, taking deep breaths… as quietly as I could so they wouldn’t notice. I don’t know why that mattered. I just didn’t think it was wise to draw added attention to myself. As it turned out, it probably didn’t matter after all...

Suddenly the person holding my wrists pulled them behind me and tied them tightly behind my back with some kind of cording. It felt rough, like frayed nylon. I would have worried about scratches and even bruising, but I had to get out of this horrible situation first.

After my wrists were secured, someone literally dragged me deeper into the basement and pushed me roughly onto something soft and cool like smooth leather. It felt familiar. The chaise?
 Why had Mia stored her chaise from the living room down here?

I lay there, breathing hard, unsure what was about to happen…

I listened as their footsteps were shuffling along the rough cement floor. Movement. They were moving about, but with a definite purpose. What were they setting up?
 I heard muffled voices. Male voices. Maybe they were discussing their next move?


All I could do was wait… and listen… and let my imagination take my fear to new heights.

But I didn’t have to wait long. I wasn’t sure if this was a good thing or not.

Someone came over and slid the straps of my dress off my shoulders, pushing it down so that my breasts were partially exposed. I could feel the sudden cool draft in the basement against my warm skin. My nipples suddenly pricked up as if wanting attention. I held my breath, then took shallow gulps as I waited for this person to touch my tits.

When he didn’t, I was surprised that I was disappointed…

He slid down the chaise, shoved my legs apart, slid his big hands up my thighs between my legs. Hesitated. I was sure he was going to pull his hands away before he got close to my snatch.

But he didn’t…

My breath caught in my throat as he slid his hands between my legs and under the leg band of my thong… so freaking close to my needy cunt. His fingertips grazed my skin. Barely touching it. Not even enough to smear my wetness.
 My pussy quivered at the closeness of his fingers. But it was like he was reading my mind, aware of how damned bad I wanted it. Needed it
. Because suddenly he pulled his hand away...

I felt my wetness increase. Aw shit, I was almost dripping now! I was sure my panties would be soaked.

I stiffened as one of the guys grabbed my shoulders and roughly pulled me to my feet.

I felt the cold hard edge metal against my bare shoulder. A knife?
 I stiffened, my heart pounding louder than the bass in the music, fear tightening in me as I waited for whatever was about to happen.

I heard a quick, clean slice as the blade cut through first one strap of my dress and then the other. I felt my damaged garment fall away, leaving me standing there in my bra and panties.

My breath was coming fast and deep. I felt a sudden relief that this was over...

But it wasn’t over.

I felt the cold blade again. This time between my tits. Again, I froze. Waiting. I felt the blade pull outward, slicing the center of my demi-bra. Destroyed, the bra fell away, my tits spilling free and bouncing, now completely exposed.

Breathing hard and deep, I waited.

Was this it?

I felt the man push my panties down, trailing down my legs and puddling around my ankles. I was relieved he hadn’t used the knife to cut them away, but now I was stark naked in front of two strangers… two men… I couldn’t even see...

I fought the urge to try to cover myself with my hands, and I gulped air quickly, knowing… something is about to happen…

The man in front of me dropped to his knees. I Held my breath. I could feel his warm breath on my cool, moist cunt. My pussy quivered at the closeness of him. Wanting him there.
 Dammit!

It seemed he had decided to finish what he’d started earlier. I hoped
. My pussy quivered in anticipation. I let out my breath, trying to steady my breathing, when I felt a finger at my cunt.

He fingered my pussylips. My drooling cunt quivered with each touch. I could feel his fingertips dipping into my wetness. Touching my wetness. There. Now he knew how turned on I was… I couldn’t hide it… even if I wanted to...


I heard the man suck in his breath. Apparently he couldn’t keep his excitement at what he’d found to himself. “Man, she’s as wet as a monsoon!” I noticed he had an Aussie accent, his words dripped like honey from his tongue.

The other man only grunted. I hadn’t recognized the first man’s voice, I wondered if the second man didn’t speak because he was afraid I’d recognize him. Could that be? Could he be someone I knew?


But I couldn’t concentrate on that now.

Not now!

Right now all I could concentrate on was the hand between my legs, those magic fingers stroking and teasing my pussylips, slipping just inside but not deep. Not nearly as deep as I wanted…

The fingertip slid down my slit and back up my slit, smearing my wetness. It traced my pussylips and slid further down between my thighs, shoving in and forcing me to spread my legs apart as his finger inched closer to my asshole and teased it briefly before pulling away.

His finger returned to my pussy, but now there were two
 fingers. Sliding up and down my growing wetness. Dipping just inside. Just enough to make me go crazy. I wanted his fingers inside me so damned bad!


My pussy spasmed at his touch as if inviting him. I wondered if he could feel me responding. I fought a wave of shame, and then I decided to hell with it!

I wanted this stranger to play with my pussy! I wanted him to touch my wetness! I wanted him to…

He shoved one finger in and then two.

I mouthed a silent gasp, sucking air and wanting more!

He plunged his fingers into my wet cunt, twisted them slightly, and pulled back out. He did this again and again, working me up into a heated frenzy, which I assumed was what he intended to do.

While the man in front teased my pussy unmercifully, the guy behind me reached around and cupped my breasts in his hands, squeezing and fondling my tits. I could almost feel the excitement in his fingers. I could feel it somewhere else too – my core
 – when he pinched and lightly twisted my erect nipples between his fingers. I closed my eyes, leaned my head back against his chest and moaned softly to myself, not wanting them to hear me or know the effect it was all having on me.

They kept at it with all their might, and I stayed like that for a while, enjoying their hands on me, enjoying them playing with me, teasing me towards a slow building orgasm. Mmm, it felt so good, I would have been tempted to stay that way and remain their captive forever…



But
–

Something changed in a split second. Something so powerful that I shuddered, lifted my head and gasped out loud, no longer giving a hot damn who heard me!

The guy between my legs, who had been fingering my juicy cunt to the very best of his ability, suddenly pulled his fingers from my twat and replaced them with... his tongue
. I could feel his tongue lick my slit, feel his mouth working against my pussylips, and then begin to work its way in… Oh my god! This shouldn’t feel so damned good, especially when I don’t even know the man who’s tonguing my pussy!


I had a stranger’s mouth on my cunt, and he just kept going at it. Licking and tonguing with everything in him.

While the other stranger held me from behind, still playing with my tits, my hips began to move almost involuntarily, hunching my cunt against the other man’s face. I rode his mouth hard, trying to get that incredible tongue of his deeper into my eager tunnel.

We went on like this for a while.

And then everything unwound. I started to come. My orgasm shot through me with such a powerful force that I finally lost it, my pussy juices gushed out against him as he kept at it tonguing my cunt and now lapping up my juices, taking in as much of the flood as he could...

He kept at it until my orgasm eased off, then he pulled away.

The guy behind me reached up, untied the gag, and pulled it with a yank from my mouth. He gave me a rough shove into the other guy who stood directly in front of me. I crashed into his chest, feeling the hardness of his well-worked muscles. He grabbed me hard and pinned me to him. I was pretty sure I felt his cock pressing into me while he kissed me roughly on the mouth, his tongue forcing its way between my lips and against my tongue. I could taste myself on him… and it was more of a turn on than I would have ever imagined...

That’s when I realized there was something stronger than my fear. I felt myself responding. I kissed him back… and I’m pretty damned sure he knew it.


When the kiss finally broke, I felt a hand on top of my head, shoving me down to my knees.

Without any fight, I went down like a slut who was up for anything. I told myself it was the wine. Those two… er… three glasses had weakened my defenses. Of course that was nowhere near the truth.

I wanted this...

I heard him unzip his pants, and I felt something nudge against my lips. I opened my lips wide and took the wet tip inside my mouth. His cock was huge and stretched my lips, which were already sore from the gag. Despite the discomfort I felt, I was determined to do this. I sucked on his cock, tonguing his cockhead, and began to try to take as much of it into my mouth as I could. Soon my lips slid effortlessly up and down its length.

While I sucked his cock, I felt the wet tip of another cock touch my cheek. I let the first cock slip from my hands and I held it in my hand as I devoured the second cock that had been offered to me.

For a while I alternated my attention between the two sizable cocks. Sucking one then licking the other, then reversing my technique. As I feasted on the two massive cocks, I could feel something else happening.

My pussy was quivering… excitedly… puddling at my core and dripping wet.

I turned my attention back almost fully to the first of the two cocks and began to suck in earnest. As my lips traveled up and down the thick shaft, I grabbed the other cock in my hands, squeezing it hard and stroking up and down its length.

Soon the guys began to groan and grunt, and I knew they were close to coming. I wanted them to shoot their loads. I wanted to suck the cum from their balls and lick them clean.

But the strangers had other ideas.

And I felt a stab of disappointment as the guy I was sucking pulled his cock from my mouth without any warning… abruptly ripping it away while the other slipped from my fingers...

They untied my hands and positioned me on the chaise. One man shoved his cock between my lips again, and I again began to suck him with everything I had. Suddenly I felt the other man’s cock nudge against the cunt lips of my sloppy wet cunt. The second cock slipped into my pussy without any resistance, and I found myself filled at both ends.

The first guy started a slow thrust into my mouth, pushing so hard, I gagged several times. His thrusts increased as if in tune with the distant thumping of the music, and I gradually began to anticipate his movements to avoid getting choked.

The guy behind me found his rhythm, also keeping near perfect time to the music now, and soon I could feel his cock slamming into me with uncontrollable roughness and all its force.

I moved my hips to match his thrusts in such a way as to maximize the sensations at both ends of my body. When I shoved back, my pussy was filled to the brim, stretching to accommodate the cock that was deep inside me. When the guy in my rear pushed me forward, the other cock filled my mouth even more.

I thought I had a perfect setup… until...

The setup changed without any warning or explanation.

As if there was some unspoken agreement, both men changed places. I felt myself being lifted from the chaise by the man who had been fucking my face just moments before.

I felt him sit down on the edge of the chaise, and he grabbed me and pulled me down onto his lap. Using my hand to grasp his stiff erection, I guided in deftly into my pussy. This guy’s cock wasn’t as thick as the first one that had been buried in my cunt, but his was longer and reached greater depth. The spot he hit was incredible… just where I needed it
. His big, powerful hands were on my ass cheeks, lifting me up and down as I clenched the walls of my pussy around his shaft so I could feel him inside me.

As he fucked me from below, I sought out my clit and began frigging myself like crazy. The sensation of his long cock in my cunt, stroking my ‘G’ spot, creating a sweet hot friction that radiated through me like nothing I’d ever felt.

The other guy presented his cock to me, and I greedily began to suck it like a hungry slut. The taste of my pussy juice on his thick tool combined with the sensations in my clit and pussy sent me over the edge and I came with a hard shudder. My feelings were so freaking intense, I would have screamed if it weren’t for the fat, juicy cock between my lips.

I allowed myself to come down and slowly found my rhythm again. I was being lifted and lowered onto the cock below me with such force that my pussy was beginning to feel raw.

The guys mumbled something to each other, and I caught the last few words. “Hey, let’s both take her at the same time!” It sounded like the Australian guy.

At the same time? Both guys? My pussy quivered like it never had before… My only concern was: Can I possibly take two big cocks at once?

The answer didn’t matter so much at that particular moment. All uncertainty aside, this was happening...

I permitted the strangers to position me on all fours and I found myself being fucked from behind again. Still I sucked the cock that was in front of me. Every deep thrust of the guy behind me forced more of that long, thick prick into my mouth. He held my head in his big hands and fucked my mouth. He was grunting, pushing in, then pulling out before I gagged. I figured he had to be close to coming, but before he did…

He let go of my head and pulled his massive cock from my mouth.  

Before I could mourn the loss, the pounding in my cunt started again… and again I came, this time with a hard series of shudders. As I came, I flexed the walls of my pussy, gripping the cock that was filling it even more tightly.

Then suddenly it was gone… and for a moment I felt a great sense of emptiness...

Then I felt something… something else
.

I froze.

I felt it being nudged firmly against my other entrance. My breath caught in my throat and I gasped out loud in anticipation of what was about to happen. My heart beat faster, and I steadied myself for the sudden jolt of having a cock plow into my untouched asshole!

Slowly, inch by delicious inch, I felt the guy’s stiff cock slid up into me, my tight ass grabbing at the thick shaft as it slid inside my virginal tightness.

I pushed my hips back to meet his thrust, and soon he was shoving his cock inside me again. After several long strokes, he pulled out and sat back down on the chaise. He pulled me down to sit on him again. This time his cock nudged at my asshole. I winced. But what could I do?
 I slid down his length and began to ride him. 

I felt movement as the other guy came around in front of me and his cock was soon pushing at my pussy. With both men’s huge cocks inside me, I thrilled at the sensation of having both of my holes filled. I had never had two cocks inside me at once, the sense of fullness was freaking incredible. I had never felt so full.


My only regret was that I didn’t have a third cock to suck while the two guys thrust inside me.

As if someone had read my mind, another cock nudged at my mouth. My heart raced. There was another guy?
 A third man? Really?
 My mind reeled. But I didn’t give it much thought. I was too caught up in what was happening...

Grunting and groaning, the two strangers thrust into me as hard as they could. From the way the guys pounded me with such gusto, sometimes alternating and sometimes both at once, I could tell they were enjoying the ride.

But… I had a feeling they weren’t enjoying it half as much as I was...

All this must have proved too much for the guy whose cock I’d been sucking because he suddenly lost it. I felt him tense up tightly and then explode into my mouth, coating the back of my throat and filling me with his cum. I slurped down every salty-sweet drop. I sucked until his hips stopped bucking and he stopped squirting, and then he pulled himself free and I heard footsteps as he walked away...

The other two guys kept banging away at me. Sandwiched between them, I felt the pressure in my clit rise again. I ground my hips hard against them, taking as much of their cocks into my cunt and ass as I could. I came again while they pounded me. This time being able to give vent, I came in a loud guttural release that had been denied me the previous two times I’d come, I now screamed at the top of my lungs.

My scream seemed to be punctuated by the distant beat pulsating, pounding music.

As if my scream was some kind of signal the men had been waiting for, they removed their cocks from the respective holes. Since I was totally fucked out now, they allowed me to lie back on the chaise. They removed the blindfold. I blinked as my eyes adjusted to the light. My eyes were heavy-lidded, almost closed… but they snapped open…


Wide
…

It was them
.

I recognized them immediately. These guys were the two guys I’d flirted with earlier by the pool. I felt the uncertainty return. Why had they done this?


And where had the third guy gone?

This nagged at me… I wasn’t sure why.

I took a deep breath. All the uncertainty weighed down on me like a heavy weight on my chest. I gulped at the air and waited for answers. But none came. These guys weren’t talking… and I had a feeling they weren’t done with me either!


At the sound of sudden movement.

I turned my head and my jaw dropped.


Wow! These guys were really built.
 Without their shirts, they were even more buff than they’d appeared. Their chests glistened with sweat and bulged with muscles like they worked out 24/7!

I couldn’t help staring at them.

They were standing there, dicks in hand, staring back at me as if they knew something I didn’t.

What the hell were they going to do to me now?

My heart raced while I waited.

The two big men pointed their cocks at me and began to wank them with long, hard strokes…

Pumping for their target!

The dark-haired guy with the fat cock came first, sending sticky cum all over my face. It was still spewing its load over me when I felt the second cock erupt and cover my tits with another load of cum.

I lay there for a moment and then began to rub the cum from the second man’s load into the skin of my tits. As I made contact with my nipples, the dirtiness of the act overwhelmed me and a final climax rippled through me.

I continued to massage my tits, relishing the feeling as I spread the thick, warm cum all over them. Mmmm, so nice.
 Finally I licked my fingers clean and turned to the cocks that were now diminishing. I gently licked one clean and then the other, savoring every last drop.

Once I’d completely cleaned all traces of cum from the two cocks, I greedily licked my lips, wiped my face and licked the last of the cum from my fingers. 

I was still caught up in the wonderful afterglow of what had just happened when I heard something that made my blood run cold...

“What the hell is this?”


Oh fuck!
 I recognized that voice immediately.

My breath shuddered through me. I tried to speak. My lips moved but no words came out.

My boyfriend Hayden stood there staring at me as if he were seeing me for the first time.

His eyes bore into mine. “Mia said you were in the house, so I came in to look for you. I never imagined I’d find this!”

“Oh, well, I-I…” I said helplessly, finally able to speak. How do you explain away your boyfriend catching you with two guys? Sure, I had been taken by force, but I couldn’t even deny to myself that a part of me wanted it. I did!
 Besides, if he had been watching for a while, I was pretty damned sure he would have seen that I wasn’t exactly fighting them off.

I was enjoying it.

“I thought I’d come to the party to surprise you, but it looks like I’m the one getting the surprise!” he said. “When Mia told me you were inside, I never thought I’d find you like… like this!”

I sighed. Clearly, he meant catching me with two strange men. I knew it was obvious we hadn’t been playing Monopoly
. Suddenly I became very aware of my appearance. Fucked out after being taken by two strangers. Stark naked and splattered with cum. I must have looked like a hot mess to say the least. 

“What do you have to say for yourself?”

“Ah… uh…” I still struggled to find any words.

Hayden looked me in the eyes. “Go ahead, Linsey. Explain yourself, explain what’s going on here.” He took a deep breath. “And make it good.”

“I-It just happened,” I stuttered, knowing damned well I couldn’t explain what he’d just walked in on, even if my life depended on it… and right now I kind of felt like it did.


“That’s not good enough,” Hayden spat and started to turn towards the stairs, but he pivoted back towards me.

And I swear I thought I saw the hint of a smile cross his handsome face. 

Suddenly all three guys burst into laughter at once.

When the laughter subsided, I looked around the room. “Does someone want to tell me what the fuck is going on here?” I demanded, my voice back, at volume and sounding angry now.

Hayden shrugged. “Oh, well,” he said with that mischievous boyishness that had first attracted me to him. “I guess that would be me.”

It hit me like a sudden downpour, and Hayden’s eyes locked on mine as he realized it’d just fell right on me.

That’s when I noticed his fly was unzipped.

The third guy…

“So, sweetheart, how’d you like your surprise?”

“You did this?” I asked, my anger melting. “For me?”

He nodded. “When we talked about fantasies, you said you’d always wanted to be taken by strangers. You’re always doing so much for me and others, I wanted to do something special for you. I thought the party would be a good opportunity to set it in motion, and I finally convinced Mia to go along with it.”

“Mia... knew?”

“Yes, Mia knew… that’s why she asked that you help with the party.”


Oh, now it made perfect sense. They needed a way to get me inside the house... alone.
 But all of this had been done… for me.


“She also helped plan it out,” Hayden said. “She just kept saying she hoped you wouldn’t be pissed at her.”


As if!
 “No way!” I chimed in, making a mental note to thank her later.

“It was her idea to get two guys from the gym to help out,” he went on. He glanced over his shoulder. “Say hello to Rick and Jake.”

I waved and gave a hint of a smile.

“So… what do you think?”

“I loved it,” I told him, my smile suddenly growing wider.

“I’m glad, sweetheart,” he said, pleased, as he leaned in and gave me a kiss on the lips.

Hayden loved me enough to make my fantasy come true… What can I say?
 It just made me love him all the more...

The End
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Chapter One

Olivia, Livvy to her friends, had agreed to housesit for a couple who were going away on vacation for two weeks to Cancun. When her friends asked, she’d jumped at the chance, it seemed like the perfect escape. Things had been rough lately, she’d broken up with her long-term boyfriend and she was between jobs, so she was looking forward to a little alone time, just getting away from things and unwinding. It would be like a vacation for her in a way, about the only way she could afford one, too.

She drove her friends to the airport, bid them a fond farewell and assured them that she would look after their house. When she got back to the house she found it freshly cleaned, well-stocked with food, and quiet, which she appreciated. She let out a deep sigh and thought she might do some reading by the pool, and then come inside to watch a movie before bedtime.

The house was located in a peaceful setting just off a little-traveled road, a mid-century modern home nestled in trees, private from view, at the base of the Great Smoky Mountains near Asheville, North Carolina. The view from the deck was breathtaking, and the neighborhood seemed quiet and safe.

Later that evening, after she’d had a light dinner of a little cheese and crackers with several glasses of wine, which only served to relax her more than she already was, her friends called to say they’d settled into their hotel and ask how things were going. She assured them things were fine and she’d settled in nicely.

Livvy, at twenty-two, was a very attractive young woman, five–feet-six and petite, she worked out regularly, and had a nice athletic bod, firm and toned. Her shoulder-length blonde hair and crystal blue eyes attracted more than her share of longing stares from men – and sometimes women, too. Although her breasts weren’t as big as some of her friends’, she had a well-proportioned figure and a nice, tight ass.

Her looks were what caught the attention of wealthy rancher Harland Jeffers when Livvy was at the supermarket to pick up a few personal items. Harland was a big, powerful man, both physically and financially, and he would never dream of letting a good-looking woman get away once she’d caught his eye. When the urge hit, he would drive over to Knoxville, find a girl he could have his way with and act out whatever fantasies he happened to feel like indulging in at the moment.

It wasn’t that women didn’t find Harland attractive, women often checked him out and he knew it, he was a handsome man, even charming when he needed to be, but he was dominant to the point of being totally controlling and that wasn’t what most women were looking for in the long-term – but short-term, hell, they could have a lot heap of fun in a short time . . .

Chapter Two

Only concerned with looking after her friends’ home and getting some quiet time to herself, Livvy had no idea that Harland Jeffers was stalking her. It had started earlier in the day . . .


Harland watched, pretending to be looking through a bin of old DVDs nearby, as Livvy paid for her purchases, chatting with the clerk as she rang the items up. He overheard most of their conversation, paying careful attention when Livvy told the clerk that she was house-sitting for friends for two weeks. She was on her way there now, and had just stopped in for a few things she’d forgotten.


She’s alone
, Harland thought to himself, pleased. She’d told the girl at the checkout that she was looking forward to having the place all to herself. So there would be no husband or boyfriend keeping her warm, he decided as he slipped out of the store unnoticed and went to his pickup truck to wait. While he sat in his truck, he watched the door of the store intently, waiting for Livvy to exit, and while he waited he planned how he would get inside that house and have his way with the beautiful young woman. He fantasized about how she looked and how he would enjoy himself once he had his hands all over her tight, nubile body. He got a raging hard-on playing out the scenario of taking her, taunting and teasing her until she begged him to give it to her ... He had the plan all worked out in his head when he saw the petite young woman coming out of the store.

Harland watched her get into her pink VW Beetle and drive away. He quickly started his engine and followed her, but not too closely, he didn’t want her to have any idea she was being followed ... for his plan to work, it would be better if she weren’t scared, alert to the possibility of danger . . .

He managed to keep a safe distance while still keeping an eye on her car. He followed her until she turned onto a small, secondary road and then into a winding driveway. Now he knew where she would be staying, the house she was looking after for friends, it was very private, shielded by trees from the road, no one driving past would even notice his pickup in the driveway. Now that he knew where the house was ... nothing could stop him from getting exactly what he wanted ... and she’d never see it coming . . .


Chapter Three

Satisfied with himself, he drove past the driveway and headed home. Once he reached his ranch, Harland found the old uniform he’d worn when he was a kid just getting out into the world, working for the local cable company as an installer, he was pleased that, at thirty, the shirt, which identified him as a cable employee, still fit ... it would be enough to do what he wanted . . .
 and a good thing it was embroidered with the name he’d been called as a younger man: Harry
 . . .

* * *

Livvy awoke early, the sun just coming up, feeling refreshed after a goodnight’s sleep. Stretching and yawning just a bit, she quickly straightened the bed. Afterward, she took a pink tank top and a pair of denim cutoffs from the drawer where she’d put the few clothes she’d brought for her stay. She wasn’t planning to wear a bra or panties. Who would know? She wasn’t expecting anyone . . . Besides, she could always put on underwear later, after her run, once she’d showered . . .

After dressing, she went downstairs, poured a splash of orange juice in a cup and drank it down in a single gulp. She’d have a bite to eat later, she decided, heading out for her run. The property was very secluded, set in trees, with a hiking trail in back, it’d be perfect for her morning jog. She paused by the pool and did a few deep knee bends and some stretching exercises to limber up.

That’s when she got a wonderful idea. She would jog naked. For some reason, the idea seemed especially exciting. And she knew why. She hadn’t had sex for almost a month, ever since she had broken up with that jerk Jay for hitting on her best friend, and she was feeling very horny. That was why jogging in the nude seemed so exciting.

Besides, it was something she’d always wanted to do and never really had the opportunity – until now. Even though the hiking trail wound through the woods, it was cleared, so she wouldn’t have to worry about getting scratches from branches or briars. And she wouldn’t have to worry about being seen. There were no neighbors close by . . .

Feeling incredibly slutty and a bit turned on, she stripped off her tank top and slid out of her shorts, tossing them on a patio chair. Oh yesss!
 The morning breeze felt heavenly on her naked body, her nipples tingling and hard, as she ran across the small backyard and into the woods following the trail.

Jogging through the woods in the nude felt so natural, just as she’d imagined it would, her bare body moved easily and unrestricted without clothing.

A couple miles down the trail, she decided to rest, catch her breath and head back. She leaned against a boulder, breathing hard, then she got an idea and straddled the rock, riding it like a mechanical bull, using one hand to steady herself while she swung her other arm as if she were twirling a lasso. The cool smoothness of the stone pressing against her pussy sent shivers through her. The feeling that swept through her was so naughty, she was glad no one could see her ... and she wished desperately that she could come this way ... but the best she could do was get her pussy nice and wet.


After a while, she felt rested and jogged back to the house, quickly kicking her running shoes off and slipping into the cool, calm water of the pool. She held to the pool ladder until she became accustomed to the feel of the water, then she let go and started drifting toward the deeper end of the pool. She was about to dive under and swim the rest of the way to the deep end when she thought she heard a sound. She turned back toward the house, wondering if she remembered to lock the door. Alarmed, her heart began to beat faster, this time from fear and not from jogging. She started to move back to the edge of the pool when she saw the pool gate wasn’t closed. It was only the stupid gate,
 she thought, relieved, the breeze had made it clank against the metal fence. If she were going to relax and enjoy her time alone, she told herself, she was going to have to stop being so jumpy.

She slipped into a slow, easy backstroke moving toward the deep end of the pool, once she reached the end, she started swimming back toward the pool ladder, unable to shake the uneasiness she felt and deciding to cut her swim short, she climbed up. She stepped out of the pool, water dripping off of her ... and froze cold in her tracks . . .


Where were her clothes?
 She was certain she had left her clothes on a chair. Now they were gone. Glancing around quickly, she noticed her clothes were lying beside the patio table in a heap. Weird.
 Was her mind playing tricks on her? she wondered. She shook her head, deciding she’d probably been mistaken, after all, she’d just gotten up and had been still a bit groggy from sleeping so soundly.

Still ... a bit unnerved, she took her clothes and headed inside, leaving a wet trail behind her . . .

Chapter Four

When Livvy answered the door on that sunny Friday morning, she wasn’t alarmed at seeing the hulking figure of Harland Jeffers standing in the doorway. After all, he was wearing his company shirt with an embroidered name patch clearly identifying him as ‘Harry’, with Ace Wireless Cable sewed above.

“Mrs. Price?” Harland asked, glancing up from a clipboard.

“No, the homeowners aren’t here right now,” she told him, then wished she hadn’t. Should she have practically told a stranger that she was in the house alone?
 Well, maybe ... in his case, after all, he wasn’t hard on the eyes, even this early in the day. Or maybe he just looked damned good because she was horny. She stared at him, hoping he wouldn’t notice. Nope, her first impression had been right, he was handsome in that incredibly virile alpha male hot kind of way. “Can I help you?”

“I expect you can,” he said pleasantly with an authoritative air of confidence about him. Mmm, she looked nice.
 She was wearing a pale pink summery sundress, almost thin enough to see her tits beneath the thin fabric. No bra. Lovely.
 He had hoped she’d be wearing the same clothes he had touched and sniffed when he’d gone around back earlier. He was glad she hadn’t seen him, but he had been relatively certain she wasn’t around, he’d rang the bell several times with no answer. She hadn’t had time to shower, so her hair was still wet from the swim. He’d seen her in the pool ... nude
. He felt himself getting hard just thinking about watching her, her movements so smooth, her body so damned perfect. “Is it okay if I come in?”

She stared at him, hesitating before she spoke. “What did you say you were doing . . .”

“I didn’t,” he answered quickly, afraid she might refuse, so in his most authoritative voice, he added, “I’m checking for interference on the cable lines in the area and I show that the lines at this residence need further checking.”

“I don’t know,” she continued to hedge, although the thought of spending some time with him was appealing ... but alone in a remote house with a stranger?
 “Could you come back later?”

Sensing he was about to have the door shut in his face, he quickly said, “I promise it won’t take a minute, ma’am, and if I don’t check it now, I won’t be able to come back for at least a month.”

Not wanting to delay service for her friends by being overly cautious when by all accounts he appeared to be just a cable guy trying to do his job, Livvy relented and said, “I guess it’ll be okay. Come on in.”

Pleased that he’d persuaded her to allow him to enter, Harland followed her inside and asked her to show him to the living room and the cable box, he then busied himself poking around the television and the system.

“Is there another TV?” he asked Livvy, who was standing nearby watching.

She nodded. “I think there’s a TV in the main bedroom.”


Hmmm, perfect,
 Harland thought, excited at the prospect of getting into the master bedroom. He wondered if she slept there, but he wasn’t sure that mattered. It wouldn’t matter for what he had in mind, he decided, turning to her.

“Ma’am, if you would, show me to the master bedroom,” he said, feeling a certain surge of excitement at the thought of being alone with her in the bedroom ... the two of them right by the bed where everything was going to happen ... whether she wanted it to or not .. Of course, from the way she had looked at him when she opened the door, she was ready to jump his bones. Damn, he was pretty damned sure she was well overdue for a good fuck herself . . .


Chapter Five

Livvy was staying in the guest room and she’d only noticed the second television when she had gone to the master bathroom looking for Q-Tips. She sat there on the edge of the bed while Harland, once again, began to fiddle with the TV, the wiring and the cable box.

“Okay,” he announced suddenly, “I think I’ve located the problem, but I need to test the DVD connection to be sure everything works okay.” He noticed there were several adult movies stacked discreetly behind a silk houseplant. He took the one on top and quickly popped it in the player before Livvy noticed what he was doing. The image on the flat-screen TV was of two women kneeling in front of a huge, swaying erection with both women taking turns sucking on it and licking the head. Apparently it was the beginning of the movie with the title in giant letters read ‘Head!
’

“Oh!” Livvy gasped, shocked at the large image on the screen before her. She didn’t know what to do or say. She was so embarrassed, she just wanted it to stop. She thought Harland would notice her reaction and shut it off, but when he didn’t she realized the potential danger that awaited her, especially with the way he was looking at her ... like a hungry animal stalking its prey.

“I-I think it looks like it’s working fine,” Livvy stammered uneasily as she started to get up and move towards the bedroom door, without even thinking, almost as if she were on autopilot. Her heart was beginning to race, and she was scared and excited at the same time, the crotch of her panties feeling cool and a bit damp . . .

Harland’s cock was not going to be denied this fine little piece of ass. He quickly shot past her to close the door and block her so she couldn’t leave. Livvy froze in her tracks just steps from the door where he stood, panic rising in her as her heart began to pound harder in her chest at the sudden frenzy of activity around her. Now Livvy knew that this guy wasn’t here to fix the cable as he’d claimed, he was after her
 ... and a part of her wanted nothing more than to run away ... and yet a part of her didn’t ... she knew it was because she was so damned horny, but even so, if he had flirted with her instead of being so forceful, she would have been willing to meet him halfway.

“What are you doing?” Livvy demanded, trying to sound strong even though she was visibly shaking. She hoped he wouldn’t notice. Although she would have loved nothing more at the moment than a stiff cock so deep it hit just the right spot, his rough, forceful demeanor was overwhelming.

Harland leaned against the door, knowing damned well he had her exactly where he wanted her. “Oh, I thought we could have a little fun,” he told her, smiling almost pleasantly. “Kind of a party for two, if you know what I mean.”

Livvy thought fast, trying to diffuse the situation before it went any further. Ordinarily she would find him attractive and appealing, but his forcefulness was scary and off-putting ... yet her pussy still pulsed madly between her legs and she felt a slow but growing dampness. “I don’t think you want to jeopardize your job, do you?” she asked, trying to appeal to his sensibility. He could easily take her, manhandle her with ease, she knew. He was freaking huge, six-foot-three at least and probably well over two hundred pounds of muscle.

The sounds coming from the video filled the room and contributed to the growing tension as Livvy realized she had nowhere to go. The man in the movie groaned loudly in ecstasy as the girls were pushing and shoving and arguing over who would take his load as their prize. The scene playing out on the TV did not go unnoticed by either of them as Livvy began to unconsciously take a step backward, not yet knowing how – or if she would be able – to escape. After all, she couldn’t just give in, even if she wanted to, she wasn’t sure what the stranger was capable of ... and yet she couldn’t recall the number of times she’d played the fantasy over and over in her head of a big, sexy stranger taking her against her will ... having his way with her ... even as she fought him . . . And now it was really happening. It was really
 happening! And it was so scary ... and yet so exciting . . .


Chapter Six

“Now let’s see what you’re hiding there, young lady,” Harland taunted and moved toward her suddenly. In one swift motion, he reached out and caught the top of her dress, tearing it a bit and stretching the fabric away from her bare breasts. Despite her fear, she slapped at his hand and backed up to the nightstand. She reached behind her and fumbled with the items on the table as if she were trying to find a weapon, but she only found a remote, which she held up, trying to appear threatening.

He laughed as he moved toward her. He slapped the remote from her hands, reaching for her.

“Ahhhhuhhhhhhhh!” Livvy screamed and tried to cover herself, but the big man was too much for her.

Harland opened the closet door and pulled a belt from a robe hanging just inside the door, then, in moves that were only matched by the swiftness of a cowboy at a rodeo roping a calf, he had secured her wrists in nearly one motion. He smiled and shook his head, pleased at his quick handiwork, he even surprised himself, and he was grateful for all his years of experience rounding up cattle on his ranch. But, damn, that’s where the comparisons ended, she was about the finest filly he’d ever laid eyes on!


Livvy couldn’t believe what was happening, she was terrified and shocked at how quickly he had overtaken her . . . and yet she surprised herself . . . she found it all so exciting, she was sure her pussy was sopping wet.

Before she could scream out again, Harland had opened the closet and taken several neckties from the tie rack. He quickly gagged her with one and threw her on the bed, while she squirmed, caught up in what was happening and not certain what his intentions were, she made attempts at screaming that sounded more like low moans. Using a couple more neckties, he tied each of her ankles to the posts on the large brass bed. In a matter of seconds, Livvy lay splay-legged on her back, her hands tied behind her, her shoulders pulled back and her breasts pushing out, almost completely exposed by the damaged top of her dress. Livvy’s eyes were wild with fright and excitement while Harland’s cock began to harden at the frenzy of it all.

As Livvy lay there, breathing hard, her breasts heaving and exposed, her nipples hard from a heady combination of fear and excitement, thoughts raced through her head. She had no idea whether he would have his way with her ... or worse ... do her harm, he was a stranger, after all. She knew nothing about this man – this stranger
 – he could be a monster
 for all she knew.

Fascinated by the scene before him, Harland watched her, knowing he could take his prize at any time. But there was no need to hurry, he knew. No one was coming. No one was going to catch him ... or rescue the poor, little damsel in distress. No one.
 The homeowners would be away for nearly two full weeks . . .

He reached out and ran his fingers over her nipples, letting his hand trail across her breasts, then he took one of her tits in his hand, cupping it firmly and fully. He didn’t believe in being too rough, no use brutalizing a woman or causing pain unnecessarily.

Livvy had no choice but to let him have his way. There was nothing else she could do. She whimpered from his touch, but she did not try to pull away. She hoped he would not know that she was this excited by him. She didn’t want to give him the satisfaction. He massaged one tit while he leaned over, licking and sucking the other, then suckled the one he had been fondling. This he did almost thoughtfully, deliberately and slowly with the intention of eliciting a positive, if not pleasurable, response from her.

Although Livvy desperately did not want him to know just how incredibly excited she was by his mouth on her breasts, her body, which hadn’t had any sexual pleasure in weeks, responded pleasurably to his attention. She actually felt her pussy quiver excitedly with each touch of his fingers ... and when his mouth touched her, she gasped. “Ahhhh ... hmmm ... uhhhh!” she tried to talk through the gag and get him to release her bonds. What he was doing to her felt amazing ... but she wasn’t going to enjoy it to the fullest tied up in this manner.

“Whatsamatter, baby, huh?” he tried to sound sympathetic, even concerned. “Your arms hurt?”

She nodded, hoping he would remove her restraints and leave her unbound.

He rolled her over on her side, and she watched over her shoulder as he took a knife from his pocket and opened it. She stared at the shiny blade, she was pretty sure he was going to cut away the belt, but still a wave of fear ran through her at the sight of the weapon. She sucked her breath in sharply and closed her eyes as he placed the blade under the knot, the blade smooth and cool against her skin, she froze as he cut through the belt with ease and tossed it across the room. Now that her arms were free, he took no unnecessary chances, he grabbed one and quickly secured it to the nearest bedpost with a necktie. She thought about fighting him with her free arm, taking a quick punch at him, but she realized she would be no match for him strength-wise. Even though she wanted to be freed from her restraints, any hit she delivered would be little more than a slap to him, he might get angry and hurt her. She played this out quickly in her mind as he made his way around the bed and secured her free arm. Once he’d finished, she realized she was bound again, secured to the four posts of the bed, lying there like a four-point star. She wished he had removed the gag so she could tell him how much more fun they could have together if she weren’t restrained . . .

“Better?” he asked with a pleasant smile, hoping to allay her fears.

Pissed at not having been released as she would have preferred, she refused to nod, she just lay there staring at the ceiling ... bound and wishing he could see how much better the situation would be if she weren’t tied up.

Harland sat back on the chair in the corner of the room and admired his handiwork, pleased. He reached next to him and found a loose curtain rod lying on the floor. It was one of those shiny brassy ones that adjust, looking at it closely, he decided he could use it to have a little more fun.

From his sitting position, he extended the rod so he could slide it up her leg, reaching the hem of her dress. He slid the rod along her calf and her knee, inching her dress up her thighs, despite her whimpering and muted cries.

“Nice legs, baby,” he complimented her. “In fact, nice everything!”

He wondered if she was wearing panties. He’d soon find out, he knew, as he slid the rod back down her leg to her ankle, then back up the inside of her leg, up her inner thigh, pushing her dress up until her right thigh was fully exposed. Mmm, yep, she was wearing panties. Cute, low cut pink ones.
 Damn, the girl had a thing for pink!
 But she sure as hell wore it well, he thought, tracing the tip along the leg of her panties toward her pussy, there he let the tip press against her cunt, causing her to gasp out loud. Satisfied that he’d excited her as much as he’d excited himself, he slid the rod back down her leg. “Mmm ... very nice, darling.”

Livvy tried to writhe away from the rod, get it away from her most private parts. She wasn’t sure what his true intentions were ... how far he would go. The thought scared her ... and, strangely, excited her . . .


Harland pulled the rod away and tossed it aside. He left the room, and she wondered what the hell he was up to. She felt a twinge of fear run through her. Where had he gone? What was he doing? Was he going to leave her this way, all tied up with no way to free herself?
 Her questions were soon answered when Harland finally returned moments later with the scissors from the drawer in the kitchen and a bottle of Jack Daniels. The sight of the scissors made her shudder. She couldn’t take her eyes off the shiny blades, even as he brought them closer to her. Fuck!
 she panicked. What was he going to do?


He took a long swig on the bottle of whiskey and leaned towards her, pointing the scissors at her. She closed her eyes. Held her breath. And waited. Shortly she felt him begin to slide the lower blade of the scissors under the hem of her dress, the metal cold against her flesh, she shivered as he started to cut away her clothing.


Why had he needed scissors when he had a knife?
 she wondered. Maybe he hadn’t wanted to frighten her? He sure as hell had not succeeded, Livvy thought as she lay there helpless, afraid but undeniably aroused while he cut her dress from her body. When he finished, he lifted the cutup fabric and pulled it from beneath her. She suddenly felt the cool air of the AC on her bare breasts, feeling exposed despite the fact that she was not completely naked, she was wearing her panties, she reminded herself, but that offered very little coverage and even less comfort. What the hell was he up to?


Desperate to know what he was doing ... and what he planned to do to her, Livvy opened her eyes and saw him standing there beside the bed, watching her. His eyes seemed glued on her pussy. She felt her pussy spasm several times and the tell-tale dribble of wetness ... and she knew he saw it too. For a few seconds, his eyes were glued to the moistened crotch of her Victoria’s Secret panties, and she couldn’t help but find his eyes on her deliciously exciting.


While he stared at her, Livvy couldn’t help noticing the front of his pants bulging out. After removing his shirt, revealing a thick, muscular chest, he took another pull on the bottle of Jack Daniels and unbuckled his pants, revealing his huge, erect cock as he dropped his pants and underwear to the floor. Unable to help herself, she stared at his long, thick cock, standing up straight and swaying powerfully as he moved. She felt a bit of panic as well as a growing excitement at the thought that he would be using that massive tool between his legs on her.

Now completely naked, Harland got on the bed and straddled her upper body, just below her tits, facing her. She squirmed beneath him, afraid of what he might do. His tool bobbed above her breasts and the end of it was close to her chin. He reached to the night table, squeezing hand lotion into his palm. He quickly covered his cock with lotion, fisting the thick shaft in his big hand, then he lightly, almost sensuously rubbed the remaining lotion onto her breasts, slowly working it down between her tits. The feel of his hand and the lotion was cool and pleasurable, almost soothing, and she sucked in her breath and began panting at the feel of his fingers and the lotion on this most sensitive area of her breasts. When he slid his hand from between her tits, he cupped her breasts in his hands, rubbing and squeezing them while he shoved his rod between her boobs, pushing them together to surround his cock and offer as much friction as possible.

“Mmm.” He gently rocked his member back and forth between her tits, squeezing her nipples with one hand and with his other hand he reached back to rub her pussy through her thin panties, his fingertips pressing into her pussy lips and feeling her wetness.

Livvy could only lay there helpless, trying in vain to release herself from her bindings, while he fingered her cunt. Pissed that he wouldn’t untie her, she was determined not to feel his insistent stroking of her pussy, but it was no use ... her juices were still flowing in spite of herself ... so he would know he was getting to her. Damn, why’d it have to feel so good! If she weren’t so horny, maybe she could resist . . .


Chapter Seven

“Oh, yeah ... gettin’ nice and wet, aren’t ya?” he said, almost as if he knew her plan was to resist him despite herself.

Harland had always fantasized about cumming like this, plowing his dick between two gorgeous, pillowy breasts and splattering his cum all over her chest and chin. It felt as good as he’d imagined.
 He wondered if it felt good to her, too. He was certain his finger on her pussy lips felt good because she was so incredibly sloppy wet.

The sweet friction and the sight of her beneath him were too much. As he slid between her tits on an upward thrust, his cock began to shoot stream after stream of thick, warm cum against her neck and upper chest. At the exact same time, maybe as a reaction to the stranger shooting his load so suddenly and the feel of it splashing against her, Livvy tensed, her orgasm building, her pussy convulsing as Harland fingered her clit, she reached climax but not the earth-shaking orgasm she needed after being without for so long . . .

“Ahhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Harland grunted as he finished shooting his load, pretty certain that his captive was also coming under him. Livvy hoped he hadn’t noticed how her body had responded to his touch, and she hoped he was finished now that he’d gotten off. What she didn’t know was that he was just beginning . . .


Harland grabbed the base of his still hard cock and pumped out the remaining drops of cum on Livvy’s cheeks and chin. He then rubbed his spilled semen all over her tits and, once again, squeezed and fondled them in his now slippery fingers.

Again, Livvy tried to speak against the gag. Harland gave her a stern look as he quickly removed the gag and warned, “If you scream, it goes back on and it won’t come back off!”

Livvy barely whispered, “Okay, but if you untie me--”

He shook his head.

He crawled off Livvy and climbed off the bed. He went into the bathroom and brought back a towel. While she watched, he dried himself of the mixture of cum and lotion, the towel licking at his still semi-erect dick. In a gesture of goodwill, he gently dabbed at Livvy’s face and neck, then lightly wiped her breasts. He took pains to make her feel at ease, even though he had complete control over her. She lay there trying not to show any emotion either way, although she was angry that he refused to remove her restraints.

Still, Livvy was a bit put off by his seeming act of kindness, she wasn’t sure what to make of his behavior or how she should act or react at this point. There was still a part of her that wanted to kick him in the balls for not releasing her, but that certainly wasn’t possible. She still felt more than a little helpless, all tied up, and incredibly frustrated, she was fairly certain that screaming would not help. No one would hear her. It would only result in making him angry, since he had warned her, and he would put the gag back – she certainly didn’t want that. He had her right where he wanted her, undeniably under his control – and it was scary and even repulsive – and yet at the same time it was oddly exciting . . .

He tossed the towel on the floor and sat on the edge of the bed, he motioned the bottle towards Livvy.

From what she had seen thus far, it appeared to her that Harland wasn’t going to hurt her, but she couldn’t be one-hundred percent sure. There was no way she could be certain, after all, he was a stranger and he had taken her captive. She had calmed down quite a bit, her heart beat slower, her breathing had almost returned to normal, and she felt reasonably sure that he wasn’t going to do her bodily harm or worse. Still, she wasn’t going to drink with him, even if she could have used a little drink at the moment to take the edge off. When he offered her a drink from the bottle, she’d turned her head and quietly said, “No.”

Not about to take ‘no’ for an answer, Harland chose to remind her who was in control and had simply picked her head up and poured the whiskey down her throat, causing her to choke as she fought not to swallow. Still a large amount of the dark liquid splashed against the back of her throat and she swallowed, feeling the unpleasant burn down the back of her throat. She coughed and turned her head from side to side so he wouldn’t try to force more down her throat. Ordinarily she would enjoy a good drink, but like most of her friends, she preferred vodka with a mixer.

“Whatsamatter?” he taunted, laughing. “You don’t drink? What are you a little missy goody two shoes?”

Still feeling the burn and unwilling to answer him after what he’d just done, Livvy just stared at him, feeling yet another burn as she tried to control her anger towards him.

He took another pull on the bottle, a thought occurred to him. “Hell, you’re not a virgin, are you?”

Livvy lay back against the pillow, at least enjoying its softness and comfort. She refused to answer any of his questions, and, determined to make a good impression, he did not push her. His questions were more taunting than anything, she felt, but her resolve to rest and ignore him had been short-lived. To her surprise and dismay, he lifted her head again and poured more whiskey down her throat. This time, however, it went down a little easier, and she didn’t choke or gag. So he poured more down her and some spilled onto her tits. He leaned over and licked up the excess, and Livvy heard herself almost giggle at his licking tongue.

Livvy wiggled against him while he finished licking the whiskey off her breasts, she felt hot and very relaxed in spite of her situation. She knew the whiskey was numbing her to what was happening, and from the look in his eyes, she knew he was aware of how she was feeling too . . .

“Aht’s my girl,” he sounded pleased. “Now you can enjoy this too!” Harland was surprised that she seemed almost plastered so quickly. She obviously wasn’t much of a drinker, he wasn’t sure she’d ever been tipsy let alone drunk, but what the hell, he had poured nearly half the bottle down her throat – even as she fought against it. Hell, he knew she’d wanted it, he’d seen her licking her lips at the sight of the bottle, she’d needed a drink and so had he. Hell, it was no fun to drink alone!


It was tempting, but he didn’t want to get too drunk himself. He knew his hardening dick would fail him if he got plastered. He stood up to place the bottle on the night table and when he did, his cock was once again near Livvy’s face.

Livvy found herself staring at his nearly erect cock, the head looked as big as a large plum, pinkish to deep, angry purple. Under normal circumstances, she might have thought it a nice looking cock, even beautiful, but here and now, she thought, it looks powerful and menacing ... and still she wanted it more than she’d wanted anything in a long, long time . . .


Chapter Eight

“Do you like to suck cock? Sure you do!” Harland teased, shoving his cock to her mouth without waiting for a response. “Just one thing,” he warned, “you’d better not
 bite it!”

Suddenly Livvy saw his bad side again, and it occurred to her that she might have underestimated what he was capable of ... Hell, how many times had she heard that people were capable of almost anything under certain conditions? Still, there was a part of her that felt he wouldn’t really harm her, though she wasn’t sure how much the liquor had clouded her judgment. But there was something about, something almost charming ... and something downright undeniably sexy! But he had this whole control thing going on, but she was a bit of a control freak herself, she supposed. Damn, how many times had Jason complained that she was the most controlling bitch he’d ever met ... Still, this guy was unbelievably controlling . . .


Sucking him off, this was what he was demanding of her, and she knew she had little choice in the matter, just as she’d had no choice up ‘til now. He was going to get what he wanted one way or another, and she had to be the one to give it to him, if she didn’t want to anger him. She found herself wanting to please him more and more, and she knew why ... she was staring at it, huge and very thick and so close.


Despite knowing that he was fully in control of what was going to happen, Harland put the head of his cock to her lips and restrained himself from pushing it into her mouth. Instead he gently introduced his cock to her, letting it barely touch her lips. He neither wanted to hurt her or have her hurt him by clamping down on his cockshaft. He gave her the head of his dick, letting it slip just inside her moist, warm mouth, then he pulled it back. Gently, back and forth, a little more length with each thrust.

A part of Livvy wanted to pull away, turn her head from him, but another part of her wanted to take him in her mouth, pleasure him despite her situation. She wanted to suck him. She wanted to taste him ... and she did.


She could taste the salty-sweet taste of fresh cum on him. It wasn’t unpleasant, she told herself, and she was grateful he wasn’t “fucking” her mouth with his cock, but he was instead allowing her to take him as she could. She was afraid if he went too far down her throat, she would throw up the whiskey, which, to her surprise, was helping her to make the best of an almost unbearable situation, by causing her brain to fog and her body to go limp.

Harland settled into a nice rhythm, sliding in and out of her mouth, but he knew he wasn’t going to cum there ... at least not yet. He looked at her wet panties ... he would have to do something about those, he decided. He reached for the scissors to cut the remaining garment from her body . . .

While he continued to lightly stroke in and out of her mouth, he leaned over and quickly slit her panties almost all the way down one side, then tore them from her body with one hard pull. Livvy barely felt her panties being torn from her body, although she had felt the sudden jerk as the garment was pulled away, and she saw him bring them to his face.

“Mmm ... you smell WONDERFUL!”

Now he was inhaling her scent like it was a bouquet of fresh flowers, even licking at her torn panties ... tasting her . . . And while he was doing this, Livvy could feel his cock suddenly grow harder in her mouth, taste a drop of pre-cum seeping from his cockhead ... salty ... sweet ... so good she found herself wanting more.

Watching him smell her soiled panties was incredibly exciting, but her mind reeled. How could this be?
 It shouldn’t be. IT SHOULDN’T, SHOULD IT? She didn’t know, but it was ... she was really aroused by this stranger!


“That’s enough!” he burst out suddenly, and, to her disappointment, pulled his cock from her mouth. He gave her his most disarming, even somewhat charming, smile. “I want some of that!” He pointed to her open pussy.

Livvy almost regretted that she had taken the time to trim her pussy hair. Although she did it every summer for her bikini, she felt that he thought she did it for his benefit ... or for the purpose of oral sex ... still as he moved his head down between her legs, his warm breath hot on her cool, damp pussy lips, she felt her pussy spasm repeatedly with excitement . . .

“Please . . .” Livvy pleaded in a half-hearted attempt to gain some control.

“I don’t mind if I DO!” Harland purposely mistook her plea to mean that she wanted him to go down on her.

“Ahhhhhhhhhhh!” Livvy gasped as soon as his mouth touched her. What he didn’t know was that she had
 wanted him to go down on her ... wanted his warm, wet mouth on her ... desperately wanting him to eat her so she could have the orgasm she needed so badly and for so long.

Harland’s mouth hungrily laid into her open, swollen pussy lips with a gusto that Livvy did not anticipate. She was taken by surprise at the sudden contact and the pleasurable feelings his mouth, lips and tongue were giving her. Even though she knew this was him taking her ... taking advantage of having her bound and at his every whim ... she was still enjoying the feel of him on her. Her whole cunt felt like it was on fire, like it burned for his attention, especially with the heightened tension of her captivity and after having earlier been stimulated by his fingering her.

Harland licked furiously at her slit, enjoying her flavor. Her taste was unlike any woman he had ever eaten before. He couldn’t explain it to himself, but she was both deliciously sweet and slightly pungent, and her aroma and taste were driving him nuts. He licked her from the bottom on her slit to the top, making her squirm beneath him, the feel of his tongue on her most private part driving her crazy. He did this a couple of times, then he continued licking and kissing his way up her flat, darkly tanned stomach to her gorgeous tits. He sucked a nipple into his mouth, tongued it, let it scrape between his teeth, and then he let go and made his way back down between her legs. Livvy gasped again, even louder than before, as she felt his mouth and tongue on her most sensitive area, the soft, smooth skin between her anus and her pussy.

“Ohhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” her sounds, her moans were leaving no doubts for him, she was sure, and she did not care, she was enjoying this ... and she didn’t want him to stop until she came hard against his mouth and had the shuddering orgasm she craved so damned bad. Harland kept it up long enough to make certain he had her going ... and coming if possible
. He wanted to bring her to orgasm, give her the relief she needed so badly, pleasuring them both as she filled his mouth with her sweetness.

Harland took her engorged, throbbing clitoris into his mouth and gently gnawed on it like he was sucking her tit. He slurped and sucked on it, being very deliberate with his moves, letting his tongue take an occasional swipe at her opened pussy lips, soaked with her warm, thick pussy juice.

Once again, Livvy couldn’t stop the wave that she was being swept up in. With absolutely no control over her sex, her body convulsed in an earth-shaking climax, she exploded in orgasm, humping his mouth and flooding his face and mouth with her cunt juices. She couldn’t have stopped herself if she had wanted to ... and she didn’t.
 She was coming harder than she had ever come before. She didn’t know if it was being totally dominated or her recent drought that brought on such an incredible orgasm. Surely it couldn’t be because of this stranger’s manipulation of her?

Before she could give it much thought, her body lifted up off the bed, shaking uncontrollably in another wave of ecstasy. Finally, she was getting the relief she needed so desperately . . .


Livvy’s body continued to convulse in waves of orgasms, astonishing her, she didn’t even know she could have multiple orgasms. It was the first time she had ever come repeatedly ... it was both exhausting and exhilarating.

Harland gradually backed off his mouthing of her pussy and felt his own rock- hard cock wanting her. He began to kiss and lick his way up her body, tormenting her further with his tongue and lips, finally suckling each of her tits. Livvy’s nipples were so sensitive that when he nipped at them, she shuddered again and again, moaning her appreciation audibly, “Mmmmmmmmmmmmmmmm!”

Harland moved up to her neck and laved it with his wet face and mouth. He sucked on her neck, enjoying the feel of her soft flesh in his mouth, but stopped short of leaving a mark. He hadn’t met many women who appreciated a hickey. Most found it degrading and cheap. Enjoying the feel of him, Livvy’s head went from side to side as he licked and sucked all over her neck, covering her in his saliva and her juices.

While he continued licking and kissing her, Livvy could smell how excited he had made her ... her head was spinning in an overwhelming flood of lust and sensuality. Without letting up from her neck, Harland laid his tool on the length of her juicy pussy and gently glided in over her entrance again and again, but he was careful not to enter her ... even by accident.


Livvy barely felt the weight of his muscle-heavy body on hers, but she could feel his massive cock as it grazed her sensitive clit. It was like he wouldn’t let up on it, he just kept going like his dick had a mind of its own ... or more like he wanted to but was afraid of the consequences. He was determined not to let himself enter her because he wasn’t an animal, after all, he would never
 fuck her like this. He wasn’t going to fuck her while she was helpless and tied up. How could that be? Why, when she wanted it ... no, needed it ... so much? If only she didn’t .
 . . That’s when she got an idea, kind of a way to beat him at his own game. He was afraid of fucking her, yet now she desperately wanted him to ... she was determined to have the biggest cock she’d ever seen buried balls deep in her hungry cunt. Raising her hips, she thrust up to meet him, trying to get him to slip ... to lose his concentration and “slip” into her. But he wasn’t going to be tripped up that easily, he made sure she did not capture
 his prick between her legs and force him inside her. It was like a game of Capture the Flag
 for two, hot and personal!

Realizing what she was attempting to do, Harland raised his head and hovered above her, determined to keep his weight off of her while he used his cock to saw between her swollen pussy lips, which, for her, was nothing short of torment as she wanted him inside her so damned bad ... and it was a bit like torture for him as well because he couldn’t remember the last time he’d wanted anything as much as he wanted to sink his dick into her ... but not yet. The longer they waited, the more they would both enjoy it ... and then there was the little battle of wills she had started between them . . .

Chapter Nine

Livvy knew now that her role in this situation had changed, even though she was still bound and still completely at his mercy, she was no longer the submissive, she was now taking an active role in what was happening. She wanted him to fuck her!


“Ughhhhh!” she grunted as she lunged up again and again, determined to feel his monster cock inside her, but Harland just laughed at her attempts, certain that a woman bound spread-eagled beneath him was no match for him. He was thoroughly enjoying teasing her and incredibly turned on knowing she now wanted him to the point of torment. The little game brought its own form of satisfaction, but it wasn’t what they both wanted . . .


“What are you doing?” he asked, his words almost a laugh. “Tell me, baby. Whadyawant, huh? You want Daddy to fuck your poor little deprived pussy?”

“YOU KNOW WHAT I WANT, YOU BASTARD!” she hissed, angry that he was denying her after all he’d put her through.

“C’mon, sweetheart, don’t be shy,” he teased. “Tell me what you want. Go ahead. Say it!”

“Okay, dammit!” she screamed right in his face. “I NEED IT!”

Harland continued to keep himself just out of reach of her bucking hips while still making sure his dick slid over her soppy wet lips, tormenting her as she drooled for him. “Hmmm, need what, angel? Tell me.”

“I WANT YOUR FUCKING COCK, YOU BASTARD! NOW DAMMIT! I WANT YOUR COCK IN MY PUSSY NOW. IS THAT CLEAR ENOUGH FOR YOU? NOW DO IT OR GET THE FUCK OFF ME!”


He owned her. Didn’t he?
 he wondered as he appraised the situation and decided to hell with who owned who.

Still unsure exactly what was happening and how he’d ended up on the receiving end, Harlan obeyed… he placed his enormous cockhead at her little pussy and tried to push it into her opening. He expected her to be tight, but he wasn’t fully prepared for what happened next. He just barely slipped inside. He tried again. But he couldn’t force his huge round pole into her small, tight tunnel. He pushed… and as if sensing something was wrong, Livvy pushed her hips against him. He went in a little, getting a bit of her wetness on his rod. Again he tried and went in a bit deeper. At some point it felt like his cock was stuck inside her little cunt and would not move… but he made small movements with his hips until he came unstuck by his cock shaft being lubricated in her flowing juices . . .

“I want you ALL the way in!” Livvy screeched impatiently.

“Dammit, I’m trying!”

He tried again and again and went in a bit more each time. He pounded, slammed and thrust until he was balls deep in the tightest, wettest little pussy he’d ever experienced. It felt amazing. Snug.
 Like he was being held in place but everything was there for him to enjoy.

And then no sooner than he was inside her than she decided she wanted something else . . .

“Ughhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” Livvy felt the massive invasion, but she was so wet and loose, mainly because of the warm calm that swept over her after drinking the whiskey, that she wanted him to ride her like a stallion at full gallop. She imagined him bucking into her cunt while she rose to meet him, rocking her hips against his, but she certainly wasn’t going to enjoy it fully while she was bound. “PLEASE UNTIE ME!”

Harland slid out of her just long enough to release the bonds on her ankles. When he pushed into her again, Livvy wrapped her legs around his waist, making certain that he went into her as far as humanly possible.

Now he had to get inside her tight little twat again. He pressed into her and found that she was still loose enough that he could get inside if he really worked at it. He slid in and out, wetting his cock in his pre-cum and her juices, until his cock was all the way in again. Then he began to wiggle his hips, his cock moving about in her and being coated in her slippery juices. After a while, she loosened up enough that he could move out and ram back into her. It felt fucking amazing… and it seemed Livvy felt so too… because she was moaning and cooing and ahing all the while he battered her little pussy with everything he had!

Harland was so certain of how he had her that he released her wrist bonds after a few strokes. She clung to him like her life depended on it as he lowered his full weight on her and plowed into her with a fury she had never known in another lover ... ever
. He pounded into her, slamming her to the bed, each time she arched her back to meet his thrusts. She was something special,
 Harland decided, so damned excited by her and what was happening ... her reaction to his attentions, he had never had a woman he’d taken match his lust, and he knew that ordinarily he’d be ready to shoot his load deep inside her cunt, but he’d cum earlier and was able to control and slow his orgasm. Livvy, on the other hand, was fucking his cock like he was her first – and only cock she’d ever had. With each thrust, Livvy rode to higher and higher peaks and after a while she started to scream out on blissful orgasms, one after another, clawing at him, digging her nails into his broad back and leaving a trail of deep, burning scratches.

Having this sex mad bitch beneath him, Harland got caught up in her excitement and lost control… and he did something he had never done before . . .

Chapter Ten

“Call me, Daddy!” he demanded in a rough voice.

She hesitated then croaked out: “Daddy.”

“Say it like you mean it,” he ordered.

“Daddy!” she said a bit louder, and this time she noticed it had a definite effect on him… he began to pound her little pussy harder and deeper. It felt so damned good… and she wanted more.


“Daddy!” she screamed almost at the top of her lungs, and he pistoned into her even faster… harder… rougher… deeper.

“Daddeeeeeeeeeey!” she bellowed out with everything she had as her orgasm hit her hard.

The way she said Daddy this time took him by complete surprise and he was so caught up in hearing it as she screamed the word over and over that he lost it . . .

“AAAAAHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” he groaned, his balls feeling as if she were sucking them up into her as he shot his load into her. He convulsed so hard she thought he was having some kind of attack. It would suit him right after what he’d done to her, she decided, but she didn’t want him collapsing before he was done fucking her pussy the way it had needed for so long. She felt his hardness deep in her, his thick shaft plowing her pussy walls roughly, creating a delicious friction of the kind she had never felt before; her cunt contracted around his thick cockshaft as he shot stream after stream of cum into her, her cunt muscles clutched him in a tight vise-like as if trying to pull him deeper into her and milk him dry at the same time. He felt like she was going to literally pull his cock from his body.

She continued to call him ‘Daddy’ while he rode her pussy long, hard and deep, her hands clawing at his back, pulling his body to hers, forcing his cock deeper and deeper into her wet confines until he could take no more… his orgasm erupted and he began to fill her with the biggest load of his life… he shot strand after strand of hot cum deep into her pussy splashing her cervix and making her explode as well… her orgasm hit her hard… really hard… because it was the first orgasm she’d ever had in her young life!


She writhed like a madwoman beneath him, milking his cock with her clutching, spasming cunt like she would never get enough of it, and unable to fight off her wicked urges, he slammed into her as she rode out her orgasm . . .

After their orgasms climaxed and began to recede, she loosed her death grip on Harland and he fell on top of her in complete exhaustion, surprising himself by lightly kissing her lips as he rolled off of her. He could have sworn she kissed him back, but he wouldn’t swear on it. He lay next to her, both of them panting, fighting to catch their breaths. Damn the bitch was insatiable.
 He’d never met anyone – even the sluts he’d paid – who could hold their own with him. Shit. He felt like she had fucked him to death . . .


Livvy knew this was her window of opportunity, a chance to get even, and she planned to. She just had a different ... better
 ... idea than calling the cops and turning him in. She lay there watching him crawl off her. She was completely wrung out from the workout he’d just given her ... she’d never been fucked that hard by any man, and she sure as hell wasn’t about to let him just get away. Harland gave her a tired half-smile as he stood beside the bed, dressed quickly and started to leave . . .

“Where the hell do you think you’re going?” she asked, surprised by her own words.

He was speechless, as if he were struck dumb. “I-I,” he stuttered.

“You’re not going anywhere,” she told him. “I’m not finished with you yet. You give a pretty good fuck. Before you leave this house, you’re going to fuck me till I don’t want to see another cock!”

“Like hell I am!” Harland spat.

“You will,” she assured him, smiling. There was a little secret she hadn’t shared with him about how the homeowner liked to record him and his wife having sex. She knew because her girlfriend had confided in her. Now she explained to him that she’d turned on the recorder when she was holding the remote earlier. “Don’t bother looking for the video,” she added, “it records directly to the internet and you cannot access it without the homeowner’s password – and that’s something neither of us have!”

“You’re lying!” he called her bluff.

“Try me!”

“You enjoyed it, too!” he accused.

She stared him in the eye. “But I didn’t force you,” she reminded him. “I didn’t tie you down and have my way with you.”

For the first time she thought she saw a look of fear in his eyes. “What do you want?” he asked.

“I just told you,” she reminded him. “You won’t try anything unless you want that video going straight to the cops. Got it! Now take your damned clothes back off before I rip ‘em off! So we can find lots of other ways for you
 to pleasure me
!”

Realizing he’d finally met the one, he obeyed . . .

the end
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