

Forced in the Alley

Being a woman entails others doubting your abilities. Being a short, petite, young woman in college really makes others doubt your abilities. And unfortunately for me, that included my sex life. I have never had a man really give me what I wanted; they were always too afraid of hurting me.

Which is ridiculous, I wanted them to hurt me, to be rough and toss me around a little. I never understood why they always thought I wouldn’t be able to handle them, as if my body was so fragile, I’d break if they just touched me.

So like most things in my life, I decided to take matters into my own hands, and found me a stranger willing to bring my fantasies to life.


Chapter One

This one? Hmm… No. My heart was beating out of my chest as I passed by the third alley on the side-street. It was too open, nothing to cover ourselves with. I wondered how far back the man was. Was he getting closer?

This one? No. I was trying to not look suspicious, peering down each alleyway I passed. But I needed to find the perfect one. I didn’t really need to worry, there was no one else on the street, which was why I had chosen this one. No one but me, and the stranger. The hairs on the back of my neck stood up as I imagined a hand coming around to cover my mouth. I waited for it to happen, walking slowly down the street.

It didn’t happen, and I was almost disappointed. God, that was sick.

The man wasn’t a total stranger, I suppose. Did that make it better? I guess not, considering what he was about to do to me. I hadn’t even met him before. Just talked online.

Being a woman entails others doubting your abilities. Being a short, petite, young woman in college really makes others doubt your abilities. And unfortunately for me, that included my sex life. I have never had a man really give me what I wanted; they were always too afraid of hurting me.

Which is ridiculous, I wanted them to hurt me, to be rough and toss me around a little. I never understood why they always thought I wouldn’t be able to handle them, as if my body was so fragile, I’d break if they just touched me.

So like most things in my life, I decided to take matters into my own hands. If the men I dated were too afraid of fucking me roughly, I’d find men who weren’t interested in dating me, but were interested in using my body for their own pleasure. Safely, of course.

So I scoured the online sites that were created for this very purpose, and found a man who was absolutely perfect.

To do that I had needed to understand what I truly wanted to experience. Being short and petite, I had always dated men larger than me, but I wanted more than that. I found a tall, wide-built man, with a cock that I wasn’t fully sure I would even be able to accommodate, despite my protests that I can handle anything a man can dish out in the bedroom.

But to be honest, the fear that he may be too big for me, that it may hurt too much, or he may be just too physically-imposing, only made me want to fuck this stranger more.

It was his profile pictures of a well-muscled man and huge cock that drew me to him, I was looking for an experience widely different than anything I had had before. And it didn’t hurt that he was rated as trustworthy by other women who had met up with him through that site.

Ah, the internet. Sometimes it can actually be reliable. And I was banking on this experience to truly change my life.

Besides, Kurt seemed nice enough outside of being just what I wanted for my fantasy. We talked online and then on the phone for a whole month before finally meeting up, and he was easy-enough to get along with. And since we weren’t gonna be dating afterwards, it really didn’t matter if his personality was stellar, as long as he delivered physically.

So there I was, walking down a mostly-deserted street at 7pm on a Friday night, trying to find an alleyway that had some sort of debris or structure that would hide our bodies well enough to play out my biggest fantasy.

I swayed my hips a little more as I walked towards the next alley opening, my short, white skirt flowing nicely with each stride, my breasts straining at the tight white button-up, and my hard nipples poking through the fabric. I imagined his eyes surveying my body as I swayed, and I felt myself get hot with desire.

I had never felt sexier than in that moment, knowing that soon I would have my body ravaged and “forced” upon by a stranger I met online and spilled my guts out to about what I wanted him to do to me, and how I wanted to tell him to stop as he did it.

I knew something inside me was a little broken that I not only wanted to do that but was actually making it happen. But if being broken was all that was needed to fulfill my desires and actually live my life beyond fear, I was happy to be a little broken.

I had told a trusted girlfriend I’d be doing this, and it went surprisingly well. We even came up with a particular safe phrase that would tell her I was safe after it all happened, and a phrase that would mean something had gone wrong and she should tell the cops.

I felt proud of myself for being so safe with this ridiculous thing I was about to do, and felt sure that I had covered every base. I was admittedly a little terrified, but mostly felt confident and strong, that I was taking my life into my own hands, and that I didn’t need to find some perfect boyfriend to be happy.


Chapter Two

When I finally crested another alley, I saw a large dumpster next to a metal utility box off the side of one of the buildings. Looking up the long buildings, I saw not a single door or window looking into it, and the end was another concrete building. It was perfect.

I pointed down, our agreed-upon signal that this was it, and slowed way down. When I got to the middle of the alley I looked ahead and made sure there were no people and stopped to look through my bag at my shoulder, pretending to be distracted.

Suddenly, I felt a thick hand wrap around my waist and mouth and pulled me into the shadows of the alley.

The hand over my mouth muffled my protests, and I tried to pry it off. But he was too strong, and he dragged me down the alley and behind the utility box. He shoved me face-first into the brick wall, and his hand went to the back of my neck, holding me there. My purse dropped to the ground and I felt a tip of something sharp poke my lower back. “Scream and you’ll regret it.”

I kept my mouth shut and felt the fear and excitement run through my body, like electricity firing me up. His free hand took the point away from my back, and shortly was running up my smooth, bare legs. His body towered over me from behind, he was at least a foot and a half taller than me, but likely more.

His hand roamed up my skirt over my hips, and back down. It slipped into the front of my shirt and felt my soft breasts, still pressed against the wall. Removing his hand, he unbuttoned my shirt and pulled the sides open, pressing my naked breasts and hard nipples into the cool brick.

My skin tingled down to my sex and I felt myself clench in anticipation. Reminding myself that I was supposed to be acting, like I wasn’t enjoying this, I whimpered at his touch.

He grabbed the bottom of my skirt and pulled it up, tucking it into the waistband, exposing my bare ass and pussy to the air. It hit me then that I was actually doing this, that I was actually going to be fucked by a total stranger, while pretending that it was being forced on me.

“Please, don’t,” I whispered, allowing the fear to fill me up, making it more real to me. I heard a chuckle behind me.

“You don’t have a choice here.” He said cruelly, far above me, letting me know that it didn’t matter to him if this experience caused me pain or pleasure – I had asked for it, and he was going to give it to me. My pussy clenched harder and I knew I must have been absolutely soaking wet. I rubbed my thighs together unconsciously, and I could feel my own slickness running down my thighs. I whimpered again.

His hand ran over my slit and dived into my folds, exploring my pussy like it was his new toy. He rubbed my clit, pinched it, and roamed down to finger me roughly. He was coating his fingers in my juices and he glided inside and through me easily.

My breath came heavier at his touch, each movement sending shivers through my body that had nothing to do with the cold building against my bare skin. I felt so… alive.

His hand still on the back of my neck, holding me still, he drew his hand away from my sex and I heard him un-do his pants. My heart quickened more than I thought possible.

I started panting with the fear and excitement, and I could hear his own breathing above me. He spread my legs a little wider, and I felt the tip of his cock prod experimentally around my thighs and pussy. My eyes widened at the touch; the head alone felt huge between my thighs.

He pulled my hips away from the wall, keeping my face and breasts firmly pressed. He bent his knees low and he slowly thrust his cock in between my thighs and pushed through to the front of my body, gliding his shaft over my swollen, open slit, coating it in my juices.

He rubbed it over my clit with each movement, and I jumped at the stab of pleasure it sent through my entire body. “Oh God, please no. It’s too big, I can’t do it!” I almost wasn’t acting, the sheer size of him was more intimidating than his physical stature. I imagined him not being able to get all of his cock inside me, that it would hurt too much. But it also made me want it inside me more than ever.

He laughed again, “Don’t worry, I’ll make it fit. No matter what.” My heart threatened to jump out of my throat, and I almost screamed at him to fuck me and let me go at the same time.

Straightening his legs to stand fully up again, he removed his hand from my neck and gripped both of my hips. He lifted me up off my feet and pressed me against the wall, holding me in place like it was no problem for him. I could feel the muscles working in his hands on my waist and his arms against my body.

My pussy clenched in excitement again, and I just wanted him to fuck me.

“Oh fuck, no no no please let me go.” I said, letting a little panic jump into my voice to get my brain back into the fantasy. I tried pushing against the wall to struggle free, but he held me fast.

He lifted me a little higher and I felt the tip of his cock line up with my dripping-wet pussy. I froze, terror and excitement freezing me in place. I held my breath as he slowly lowered me onto his cock.

The tip of his cock split my pussy wide, and it slowly sunk inside me. I felt myself spread wide, my breath immediately catching in my throat. My pussy felt hot and tingly, but I could tell he barely got the head of his cock inside before meeting resistance. I was too tight.

He gave tiny thrusts to try to loosen me up, and little by little he sunk his cock another inch inside me. I grunted from deep inside but couldn’t make any other sounds. It felt incredible, but I was nowhere near close to having him all inside me.

“You may have been right, it is too big. But we’ll get there.” He said matter-of-factly behind me, not caring how he got it inside me as long as he did. The coldness in his voice both excited and terrified me. I could have said our safe word to stop it all, but I decided right then that no matter what happened, I wouldn’t stop it. I wanted to see how far I could go, and how far he would go if I let him.


Chapter Three

He gripped my hips firmly and thrust hard, gaining another inch inside me. I gasped loudly, my breath ending in a deep-throated grunt, and I felt like he was splitting me open, both painful and amazing.

I gripped onto the wall as he tried lowering me down another inch, my nails grating against the wall. I grunted again and felt my pussy convulsing around his massive cock, trying to accommodate to the size. “Please.” I whispered, unable to say anything more before he shoved in another inch, driving out my breath.

My mouth hung open wide. I knew I couldn’t be more than halfway through his size, yet. He held me there for a few minutes, panting loud above me, and I could feel my juices beginning to flow out of my pussy and onto his cock, still waiting to bury itself inside me.

I must have lubed him up a bit more, as we was able to sink another couple of inches the next time he thrust into me, driving my body roughly into the wall. I was no longer able to breathe deeply or let out any sound. My mouth hung in an open scream of pain and pleasure, and I sunk my nails into the brick.

His hands on my waist massaged my hips and without any more warning dropped me down onto his dick until I finally hit his base, my ass hitting his stomach.

He grunted loudly, his body curved over mine, shielding me from the open. He panted heavily, having finally sunk his entire cock inside me. I felt impossibly full, and that my pussy was barely able to accommodate to his size. “It’s too big,” I whimpered into the wall.

He pulled his body away and tried lifting me up off his cock, and I could feel him grating my insides as I slid halfway off his cock before he thrust back inside me. I still couldn’t catch my breath, and all I could muster at his thrust was a half grunt of pleasure and pain.

He slowly pulled me off his cock until only the head of it remained, feeling like he could barely move inside me, and tried shoving me back down the entire length in one thrust. He met resistance but kept pushing until he had slammed his entire cock into me at once, and I could barely get any breath out of me at all.

The pleasure with even the tiniest movement was intense, and I could barely comprehend the sensations that were filling me up as his cock did.

His size forced him to thrust slowly in and out of me, but he did it as quickly and hard as my body would allow him to do, treating me roughly. Each thrust sent sweet, sharp stabs of pain and pleasure tingling through my entire body, and my pussy felt like it was on fire.

After what felt like forever, he was able to loosen me up enough to move somewhat freely, and he took advantage of this easier movement and began fucking me as hard as he could. My body racked against the wall, his huge cock burying itself deeper inside me than anything had ever done before.

My pussy felt like it was molding itself to the shape of his cock, and I couldn’t get enough of it. The fire spread from my pussy throughout my entire body, and finally an intense orgasm ripped through me. I grunted like an animal, still unable to get the breath to scream, and he sped up, fucking me even faster.

I saw stars in my vision and my hearing briefly left me, leaving his own grunts sounding muffled. He hit me so deep I didn’t physically understand how my body was letting him in, and I knew then that he may have ruined me forever, I would never be able to fuck another man if he couldn’t fill me up this completely and impossibly.

He was scraping my insides as I came, and I felt him shudder. His massive cock convulsed inside me and he gave one more deep thrust and came inside me, as deep as was physically possible. A guttural sound escaped my throat as my orgasm ended and he was still inside me, pumping his seed and convulsing against me.

He pulled me away from the wall, and keeping myself speared on his cock, he turned around and sat down himself, his back against the wall now.

He sat with his legs crossed, and positioned me sitting in his lap, my legs spread wide on either side of him, my back still to him and facing the wall across the alley.

Oh god, he wasn’t even getting soft inside me. I felt my level of panic spike a bit, realizing that he wasn’t done. Was I done? I was exhausted, I could barely keep my head up, so I laid it back onto his chest. He groped my breasts with his hands, and I marveled at his toned arms. He reached down and rubbed my exposed clit, and I moaned softly.

I realized that my pussy ached at the work it had gone through, and I couldn’t decide if I wanted it to continue or stop right then.

But then he grabbed my hips and lifted me off his still-hard cock until just the head was left inside me, and then slammed me all the way down onto his cock. I gasped and gagged at the intensity, my body writhing on top of his. It hurt and was so wonderful I never wanted it to end.

I could tell my cunt needed a rest, it was stretched to the max, but I couldn’t bring myself to tell him to stop or give me a break. I was afraid if he pulled out I would never get it back in. And I wanted it inside me.

He lifted me up again and slammed me back down. He picked up a rhythm and brought me up and down on his cock until my brain was blank. I came hard again, my ruined body too susceptible and pliable to wait any longer. I clenched my thighs together, bringing my knees up, but he didn’t even slow down or let me recover.

He bobbed me relentlessly on his cock and thrust his own hips to drive it into me that much harder. When that orgasm subsided, I only had a few minutes to try to recover until I felt another one tear through my body. I flew my hands up to my mouth and stifled a loud moan, still not having enough breath to scream. I wasn’t sure I’d ever be able to breathe again.

The orgasm lasted for what felt like hours, I no longer thought of anything but his cock inside me, and when it subsided my limbs went completely limp. My legs stayed spread wide on either side, but I couldn’t even hold them up anymore. My arms went to my sides and dangled towards the ground. My head lolled and my mouth hung open.

And still he didn’t relent. My breasts bounced almost painfully as he forced me on his cock over and over, as fast as he could. Dimly I was aware that his own breathing was getting ragged. He came for the second time, and he slammed me down onto his cock while he thrust as deeply as he could into me, and came deep inside me.

He held me there, his cock still inside me, as he spilled his seed. His breath came in pants as he finished, and I finally felt his cock growing soft inside me. It was over. My pussy was on fire and I knew it would be sore for a week after this, but it had been completely worth it.

I felt myself falling asleep, too exhausted and used to stay awake much longer. He slowly pulled out of me and right before I fell asleep against his chest, I heard him say, “There’s no way I can let you go, now.”


Chapter Four

When I awoke, I was in a soft bed with black sheets and a grey comforter. My first thought upon waking was that these colors would show every stain. My second thought came after I tried rolling onto my side, and I realized how incredibly sore I was.

It took me a full minute to realize that I wasn’t at home, nor in the alley I remembered being in. I tried to sit up quickly but my entire body was protesting. I didn’t think he had used me that roughly at the time, but looking back on the evening I realized that he had held me tight against a brick wall for a long time, and I had small bruises along my whole body. I smiled at each little pain, knowing I had earned them in the best way possible.

Not long after, he came into the room. My heart stopped for a minute. He was so damn tall, and big. I had only appreciated his looks for his size when I saw his profile, but actually he was quite handsome. He was dressed in jeans and a black button-up. It was then that I realized I was naked, but I wasn’t upset that he had undressed me – he had, after all, just fucked me silly in an alley at my own request.

He smiled brightly when he saw me and came to the bed, crawling onto it gracefully for a man his size. I smiled shyly at him, feeling a little self-conscious but turned on.

Each movement hurt a different bruise, and it was wonderful to be reminded of what had just happened between us.

“I hope you don’t mind I brought you to my place. You were very tough to wake up afterwards, and you never gave me your address.” He said, his voice just as low as it had been in the alley. Very sexy.

I shook my head, “No, I don’t mind. But I suppose I should be getting home. It’s late.” I made to get out of the bed, but he pushed me onto my back and got on top of me.

“Exactly, it’s late. You should stay here for the night. Or the weekend.” He smiled wickedly above me and my heart fluttered.

I laughed, a little nervous, “I don’t think my body could handle that, to be honest. I don’t think I could have sex for a week after today.”

“Oh, I don’t think your body is nearly that ruined. Not yet, anyway. But by Sunday, I’m sure we can get it there.” He leaned down and kissed me, moving from my lips to neck, sending tingles down my spine.

He roamed his hands down my body, and each scrape and bruise he passed sent sweet, sharp thrills through me.

“I don’t think I can handle anything more right now. I think I should go,” I said, breathlessly and my heart racing.

“Tell you what. If you can get away, I’ll let you go.” I heard the smirk in his voice and was positive he was joking and was giving me an opportunity to continue the fantasy from earlier. He dipped his head lower down my body and tossed the blanket aside to show my sore, swollen pussy.

“Besides, there’s a couple holes that need using, still.”

He dipped lower on the bed until his tongue was able to flick along my slit. I cried out at the intensity; I was so incredibly sore, but it felt so fucking good.

“No, please, I can’t handle any more.” I said panting, making absolutely no move to try to get away or make him stop, already fantasizing what the rest of the weekend will entail.

Thank you for reading! This was “Forced in the Alley”

You can find my other stories at my Amazon Author’s Page here.
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