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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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