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Gangbang Awakening

Kate Granger


Chapter One

◆◆◆

I stood on a deadly quiet, lonely street corner in the town center, under a flickering street lamp, looking every bit the hooker they expected to see. My dress was skimpy, slutty, and precisely what I was instructed to wear.

The town center was deserted because it was Sunday night, precisely 10 pm. I knew that because the bells in our clock tower struck. Weekend revelers would be sleeping off their excesses, ready for work in the morning, while Sunday’s diners would stick to peaceful bars and restaurants in the suburbs.

At this ungodly hour, on Sundays, our town center was for the homeless, whores, their clients, or drug dealers. Even the cops stayed away since there were no innocents to protect as far as they were concerned.

And they weren’t far wrong. I was certainly no innocent, and guilt burned my cheeks as evidence. In fact, as I properly considered the matter in the night’s silence, I realized that I’d strayed the furthest away from decency than I ever had in my entire life.

At twenty-eight years old, I was about to be fucked by a gang of men.

A sleek black passenger van rounded the corner a few hundred meters away. The driver halted, waited for a few seconds, and flashed his headlights. It was my signal to wave back, which I did, beckoning my tawdry fate. My heart pounded like a frightened gazelle’s, and I suddenly felt lightheaded, my eyes bulging as I pondered what I’d signed up for.

But nothing would stem my deep, lewd arousal. Even fear of my surroundings fueled a desire to be gang fucked and defiled by guys I didn’t know and would never see again. I leaked a tawdry, shameful, sticky liquor into my thick cotton gusset from a tiny hole that hadn’t been fucked for three months, another condition my gang bang team insisted upon.

My pussy juices wouldn’t leak through to soak my thighs because I’d worn two pairs of panties, as I’d been instructed.

They only fuck single women.

Won’t share with anyone outside the group.

As the luxury black passenger van pulled up beside me, I noticed its windows were blacked out. The men who would fuck me were inside, observing me like they might study a broodmare at auction.

But they weren’t paying for their ride tonight. Neither was I.

The front passenger’s side window descended slowly, and I was surprised to see a smiling, absolutely drop-dead gorgeous guy with jet-black, wavy hair and rugged facial features. From his broad shoulders and thick neck, I imagined he was muscular, possibly a bodybuilder. He looked outdoorsy and like he was built to fuck girls like me all day.

At five feet seven inches tall with long, strawberry blonde hair, a slim body, ample breasts, a great set of legs, and a tight ass, I was a great fuck, and I knew how to please a man. But I’d only ever taken one cock at a time. The enormity of what was about to happen to me suddenly struck home.

“You’re trembling, little lady.”

“Sorry, I’m nervous.”

“You can back out of this at any time.”

“No… no… I want this.”

I sounded desperate, closed my eyes, and counted to ten, composing myself. When I opened my eyes, I saw the guy studying me from head to toe, undressing me, not leering, but he was definitely molesting me with his baby blues.

I trembled again like the shimmer of wind sheer across an otherwise calm lake. He said nothing, but smiled knowingly. I rubbed my arms where goosebumps revealed more about me than I wanted the guys to know.

The man smiled and nodded, seemingly in no hurry, even though we looked like a misdemeanor in progress.

“Are you Alice?”

“Yes.”

“Grace’s daughter?”

“Are you Ellis?”

“I am. Glad to be of service, young lady. You are beautiful.”

“I was told to hand you these.”

I handed Ellis a letter-sized brown envelope containing a set of documents I’d had to fill in and sign if I wanted the men to gang fuck me. It included disclaimers, indemnifying each man against my raising any complaint, police or civil, about them after I’d been fucked and dropped off back on the street corner.

I had to confirm I used birth control in case of paternity claims. It felt mildly demeaning, but in that shame, my submissive alter-ego found pleasure.

With nothing in my hands, a skirt that barely covered my ass cheeks, and a tight t-shirt hugging my breasts without a bra, I suddenly felt vulnerable, especially knowing I was being scanned from inside the van. It was more reason for my pussy to beg to be fucked and my womb to echo that sentiment loudly.

I tried to peer through the blacked-out glass without seeming desperate and was glad when Ellis tapped the paperwork, distracting me from my shame.

“Let me run through these documents with you, Alice.”

“What, right now? While I stand out here with eight guys leering at me.”

“It adds to the gravitas of your situation.”

“What about the police?”

“They don’t care about a gang of guys fucking a girl who has waited three months to enjoy prime cock.”

“Oh god… the shame, Ellis.”

“It’s all part of the game, honey… tell me you don’t enjoy it.”

I stared at Ellis, my nerves almost frazzled, my brain turning over every possible scenario from being arrested, to being fucked by the police officers over the hood of their squad car. I shook my head.

“I-I… I am enjoying this experience.”

“Good girl. Try to stay calm, please.”

“Fuck… It’s too late for that. I’m about as nervous as I could be.”

“Are you aroused, though, Alice?”

Ellis eyed me in such a way that I didn’t dare lie and deny my elevated emotional and sexual states. I was sure he could smell the faint perfume of my slutty shame as it wafted from my pussy to his nostrils. Although my stickiness hadn’t leaked through my panties yet, it was damn close to it, and enough had soaked into the second cotton layer to reveal my need for a damn good fucking.

I feel like an orgasm is building.

I was like an Air Wick plug-in stuffed full of slutty hormones switched on to turbo mode.

“You must answer me, Alice.”

“God, yes. I’ve never been more aroused.”

“You wore two sets of panties, right? Your mother always did when we fucked her.”

“Did you tease Mom like this?”

“Before we gangbanged her?”

“Yes.”

“Grace loved the tease almost as much as she enjoys being triple penetrated.”

Oh fuck, I can’t take much more of this.

Please, for the love of god, fuck me.

I discovered my mother’s slutty secret late one night after she came home from a resounding fucking at the hands of Ellis and his men. She’d discarded her panties in the laundry basket, thinking she’d be the one stuffing everything into the washing machine the next day after I left for work.

Only she wasn’t, because I needed a skirt for the morning.

I’ll never forget the night I picked up two pairs of panties that were soaked with more semen than is held at a sperm donor bank. I recognized the pungent smell of man seed right away, then, when I lifted the soiled underwear between a gingerly pinched-together index finger and thumb and turned on a light, I was stunned.

I sprinted to my mother’s bedroom and confronted her. We quarreled for hours, but in the end, having reminded me that she was unmarried since my Dad passed away and hadn’t sought a new boyfriend since, she revealed the truth.

My mother was gangbanged by a group of men every Sunday night for two to three hours. It was all the sex she needed to maintain good mental health and stay happy.

I couldn’t judge my mother. She was a free agent, and could do as she pleased, but it wasn’t what I wanted for the woman who birthed me. Weeks passed by, and she kept going back to her gang to be fucked, returning late at night or in the early hours, exhausted but smiling, not caring that I knew of her sleazy behavior. I asked her why she did it time and again, needing to rationalize her motives. She explained that nothing would replace my father in her heart, but she had sexual needs and multiple men she cared nothing for fucking every hole in turn, hit her spot smack on.

I asked why Mom didn’t find a boyfriend, and she explained that Ellis and his guys only ever fucked single women. Once a girl in their black book found love or a regular fuck buddy, they were struck off and never spoken of again.

Mom insisted the only way she could be sexually satisfied was through weekly gangbangs.

I began dreaming dirty, turning to my sex toys on Sunday nights while Mom was out, imagining myself taking her place.

And then the inevitable happened. One night, as I sat on my mother’s bed after she’d been reamed, I saw how healthy and happy she looked, so I asked her to let me take a shot. I had no boyfriend to hurt and wasn’t looking for one either.

At first, Mom absolutely forbade me to see her lovers, but I was as relentless and persuasive as she was, wearing her down until she acquiesced.

Mom applied to Ellis. I was accepted into the gangbang program and had a three agonizing months wait until my sexual needs were met.

Ellis grunted, bringing me back to the present. He’d finished reading my documents and handed the package back to the others in the van. They would undoubtedly focus on my lewd images, especially close-ups of my pussy, anus, and breasts.

“Have you been wearing your anal training plugs to stretch things down there, Alice?”

“Yes, religiously.”

“Good. You’ll have some tearing around the anus after tonight, but with healing cream, it’ll be as good as new in a couple of weeks, and we’ll go again, if you want.”

“I got your care instructions.”

“The spa called me this morning, confirming you had the enema I booked for you. You’ve followed every instruction to the letter. Have you done anal before?”

“No.”

“Are you sure you want it this time?”

“I’m positive.”

“And the men can all cum inside you, mouth, anus, and pussy?”

“Yes, I am on the pill. I am ovulating and fully understand what I am getting myself into… now, please, Ellis, can someone fuck me?”

I knew I looked frantic because I felt beyond any form of common decency and trembled like the ground around an erupting volcano. My inhibitions had dissolved. I was like a caged tiger, and the men inside the van were raw, juicy meat I wanted.

“Please, Ellis.”

“Yes, sweetheart, of course we’re going to fuck you.”

“Where are we going?”

Mom told me the men took her to unusual places, like a woodland clearing where they fucked her on a four-poster bed they set up in front of a bonfire, under a beautiful moon. They also fucked her on a beach, in a rooftop glass swimming pool, and even in a jail cell at our local cop precinct.

Nothing was too much trouble for Ellis and his men.

“We are taking you to the top of Unity Tower.”

“What? Seriously? It’s a construction site.”

“Not tonight, Alice. The forty-second floor is where your holes will get crammed full of cock and creampied. Hop in my girl, you are in for a wild ride.”

The rear sliding door opened, and six guys seated between three rows smiled. A couple were black guys, pleasing me no end because I had never fucked an ebony cock but always wanted to. They all looked friendly, handsome, intelligent, and kind, like the men you might meet at a city municipality Christmas mixer, or a group of lawyers, doctors, and bankers at a charity fundraiser for the local hospice.

They were all naked, and I didn’t see any cocks smaller than the biggest one I’d ever fucked to date.

It’s as Mom said.

Jesus, I’m going to get railed.

Buckle up, Alice. You asked for a wild ride.

I never found a seat because one guy kissed me deeply, taking my breath away, then another forced me gently to my knees. When I opened my eyes, a black cock wafted in front of me, its musky, manly aroma mesmerizing me. I studied the man’s ruddy, bloated glans coated in a glistening layer of precum, and I felt sex starved.

My heart raced, blood surged, making me feel lightheaded, and my stomach churned, butterflies birthing and fluttering away in their droves.

The tiny red eye on the end of my lover’s cock looked like its petals puckered into a kiss, seeping more of his slick, sticky nectar on a delicious-looking glans. About seven and a half inches of ebony wood with bulging blue pulsing veins striating its length begged to be swallowed.

My mouth watered, my pussy trembled and groaned lasciviously, leaking more sticky shame into my panties. My womb was on fire, butterflies exploding excitedly, spreading deep sexual anticipation to every muscle, sinew, and synapse.

While a white hand gripped the cock presented for me to suck around its thick, solid base, someone lifted my skirt, deftly slid my double panty gussets aside, and began fingering my dripping wet, throbbing pussy.

“Wow!”

“Is that okay, Alice?”

“Fuck yes. Please, someone fuck me soon.”

“I’ll do that.”

The van pulled away and quickly picked up speed, but the carpeting underneath my knees was thick and had plenty of grip. With intense excitement, I leaned forward to suck my first black cock while the guy who fingered my tight, needy, dripping wet hole added a second digit inside me, easing my aching desire to be filled.

As I clamped my lips around my lover’s cock head, his salty precum burned like a supernova across my tongue, its fire filling my mouth, overwhelming my brain’s pleasure receptors. My panties were removed, and I was eased into a better doggy fuck position, my knees spread wider apart by two men, the small of my back gently pressed until I arched it. I was leaking sticky juices and could smell my disgraceful state, but I didn’t care who got to lick the carpet clean after they fucked me.

My butt plug was removed, and more fingers dove in carefully, filling my back passage. I heard murmurs of approval from my fuck team as they discussed my tightness, stickiness, current state of lubrication, and the fact that I had done everything asked of me, including flushing out my rectum at the spa.

My anus was bleached, stretched, and flushed out that morning. My pussy was completely hair-free, all firsts for me. As I drove my lips along a beautiful, stiff, black shaft, immersing myself in a submission I dearly loved, hands prised open my ass cheeks, and a guy’s cock head slid past my swollen, dripping wet lips, stretching my pussy so wide, so quickly, I almost choked on cock with my surprise.

I was in heaven, being fucked down my throat by one cock, while another filled my pussy with more meat than it had ever enjoyed. It was as my mother described. My sexual needs were being met by men who understood how to fuck girls like me - sluts.

The van turned onto rough ground, but I didn’t care. When we rolled to a stop, I carried on sucking my lover’s cock, deep throating him, kissing his wiry pubic bush each time I crammed the sharp rimmed helmet down my windpipe, choking.

The guy behind me kept fucking my tight pussy hard, driving his hips against the ass cheeks held wide open by his friends. His balls slapped against my thighs while a finger rubbed my anus, working in lube, possibly saliva that each guy drooled into my tiny, virgin hole.

My lover’s glans compressed my cervix every time he bottomed out balls deep inside me, another first, and I suddenly realized why my ass cheeks were being prised so wide apart.

They want to fuck me with all their might.

Cram all of their cock inside me.

I was so excited at being fucked hard in two holes, and by such a committed gang of men, that I barely noticed our van being lifted into mid-air. I assumed we’d reached the site of Unity Towers construction, and we were heading for the rooftop, where some extraordinary fuck palace had been temporarily contrived.

The men took turns in fucking me, nobody cumming inside me, which was surprising but not disappointing because I just kept getting more cock without the sloppy mess that would desensitize my soft tissues. They were sharing my tight hole, fucking it until each man reached the edge of his climax, then they paused and passed the baton to their friend. Each guy was reluctant to squirt my cunt full of seed, thereby rendering me a sloppy second for everyone else.

They are working me as a team.

They talked about me among themselves as if I wasn’t there, but I didn’t care. I was a slut, and, as my mother recommended before sending me on my way an hour ago, I should embrace my role and let them control the proceedings.

“Her pussy is as tight as fuck, guys.”

“I felt it too… Alice did as she was told.”

“Okay, guys, we will all fuck her a few times each without cumming inside. You can squirt down her throat as much as you like, then, in the finale, we will all cum inside her back passage and pussy. Fill her full of semen, and slip her panties back on before sending her home, just like her mother.”

“We should ask Grace to bring Alice next time she comes for a fucking. I’ve always wanted to fuck a Mom and her daughter.”

Oh fuck.

Mom said they would go wild once they caught a whiff of me.

“She smells divine.”

I’m fucking ovulating… but you know that. It’s written on my form.

The fourth guy in a row was mounting me from behind when the first surprised me with an explosive, throat gagging orgasm as he cried out, and every muscle in his legs tensed. His cock was buried down my windpipe, jerking free a load of sticky, salty seed, and I was partially satisfied. My body celebrated with an immense, intense orgasm, just as the most enormous cock to fuck me so far, stretched my sensitive, trembling pussy walls wide, embellishing the soft tissues with an imprint of every gnarl and bulging vein on the man’s shaft.

I orgasmed uncontrollably, my body quivering, every muscle tensing, my tendons straining to breaking point as the fourth fuck buddy buried his cock balls deep inside me, realizing I was cumming hard. His cock seemed to get bigger inside me as he rocked gently back and forth, squeezing pure joy from me. Hands reached underneath, tweaking my nipples hard as my lover finished emptying his load down my throat.

When I came up for air, gasping and retching, another guy was already fucking my pussy, his cock even bigger than the last one inside me. I sucked a fresh cock, this time a white one, longer and thicker than the last.

My pummeling continued for forty-two floors as our van was slowly lifted to the rooftop.

My orgasm extended with every stroke that delivered an ever-deeper satisfaction inside me as one new cock after another fucked my tight hole, stretching me wider, filling me with joy that sparkled through my body like a relaxing pleasure without horizons or end. The men were gentle, even though they fucked me vigorously, which was precisely what I needed from them.

As the second cock unleashed rope after rope of salty, burning seed down my throat, my pussy was railed harder. The side door of our van opened, but I was too busy enjoying an intense orgasm to care, leaking aromatic juices from my pussy, while swallowing and dribbling semen from my lips.

I choked, retched, and snorted, burning semen lacing my nostrils, reminding me what a total slut I was. My orgasm diminished slowly, a cock still buried inside my pussy while I cleaned every drop of semen from the one in my mouth.

God, I need this.

Mom was so right.

Ellis’s voice sounded commanding when he spoke.

“We’ve arrived on location, Alice. It’s time to begin the real work of satisfying you.”

“Okay… right.”

I could barely speak, burning semen clogging my mouth and throat, some caught between my teeth, more coating my tongue. The man fucking me waited until my orgasm completely subsided, then he withdrew his massive cock, and I stared at their leader, Ellis.

A loud round of applause with cheering from outside and around the van surprised me, and I glanced around.

There is a lot more than eight guys here.

And they are all fucking naked.

“Oh fuck!”

“Come onto the roof, Alice. We have a gang of plenty to please you this night. Every one of these men has fucked your mother at least once.”


Chapter Two

◆◆◆

I felt oddly at ease at a time when I should have been far more panicked. Multiple men had already fucked me for longer than one guy ever had, and I could barely remember what each one looked like, never mind recall their names. I’d even orgasmed, but my pussy still wasn’t dripping or sloppy with a guy’s semen having creampied me.

I didn’t feel anywhere near being done either, needing a lot more sex. No guy ever stayed so hard as my gangbang team had while fucking me for more than ten minutes.

This is new.

And good.

We’re just getting started.

One guy fucking me hard was usually enough to satisfy my deepest, most taboo urges, but tonight, as I was gently carried out of the van on a carpet of hands and set down on my feet on the roof, I wanted more cock in every hole.

I wanted a whole lot more cock.

I wanted to be defiled and used.

It must have been the weeks of tense sexual and emotional anticipation that prepared me to allow so many men to fuck and cum inside me. Mom had socialized me to the idea of taking many guys, making me feel safer than I otherwise would. The thoughts of having eight or more men’s semen swimming inside me for days after tonight, as I held polite company at home or work, were lewd. Knowing some guys would cum inside my back passage felt even sleazier.

My body approved of my choices, tingling, in an elevated state of sexual preparedness as tiny orgasms sparkled throughout my reproductive organs.

Imagining a cock in my mouth, its precum-soaked head cramming my windpipe full, then both my pleasure holes filled by guys vigorously pumping me, blew my mind. For the past week, I had played nightly with my solid, sticky clitoris. I dragged it from side to side with a sturdy, well-practiced index fingertip rubbed to a wrinkled raisin while watching girls online who took three cocks simultaneously.

There were at least thirty naked, prime men on that roof, all smiling, looking gorgeous, staring at me with a mixture of fascination, lust, and affection etched on their faces. I felt incredibly slutty, highly desired, and very exposed, being naked and with my nipples hardening in a cool breeze.

My heart thumped harder and louder when the sea of men parted, and I saw a four-poster bed, with a pink embroidered duvet edged with gold brocade. White satin ribbon spiraled upwards along each wooden bed corner post, atop which was a large carved cherub looking down approvingly on the mattress.

I’m going to be fucked like a princess.

No… like an Empress who can choose her lovers from an endless supply of great men.

The lights across our city shone brightly, but none were above us, so the stars in a dark sky were a spectacular backdrop against which I would be fucked relentlessly by men whose collective testosterone smelled like the stables on a stud farm. I vowed to please every man present on their terms because, fundamentally, I was submissive, slutty, and wanted to be consumed by primal guys desperate to fuck one or more of my holes.

It’s going to be a long night.

A gorgeous black man with rippling, bulky muscles, lying on the bed with an immense, solid cock in one hand, beckoned me with the other, his smile welcoming me, while another guy, fair-skinned and with a much smaller cock stood nearby holding a tube in his hand. He squeezed out translucent lube into his palm, then worked it into his thin, long, blue-veined shaft while staring with a look of someone about to defile me.

My anal virginity is going to this guy.

What a perfect cock for my tiny anus.

I glanced nervously at Ellis, needing clarification.

“Is the white guy fucking-”

“Your back passage? Yes, he is, but he won’t be the last one inside there tonight. We plan to stretch that hole wide enough to take eight inches deep and as thick as your pussy enjoys.”

I panicked and stared wide-eyed at Ellis, my face flushed.

“Fuck! I don’t know about that, Ellis.”

“Trust me, Alice. I’ll take care of you throughout this whole evening. You have nothing to fear.”

“Will you be…”

Fuck, I sound desperate.

And very slutty.

My voice tailed off as I frowned, ashamed by my thoughts and desires. Ellis didn’t need the sentence finished; he just grinned like a boy with his train set and nodded. I wanted him to fuck me so badly, the organizer, a man among others who led, the one to submit to if any, but as I approached the bed, I knew the man who collected me and railed my mother every time she’d attended this same gangbang wasn’t planning on being the next cock inside me.

But I was writing a new script.

I loved the black cock waiting for me, so I took the initiative and knelt on the bed, gripping his thick, long, precum-soaked shaft around its base. Bulging blue veins along the stiff ebony colored shaft looked like they carried a steady pulse the full length of my lover’s delicious-looking cock.

I wrapped my lips around his dark bluey, brown, ruddy cock head, sealing a vacuum using my lover’s helmet rim. His musky flavor permeated me, searing my taste buds and soft tissues with a burning, briny flavor that ignited the slutty girl hiding deep inside me. I was no longer in control of myself; some primal part of me had taken over and was resurgent, celebrating the power she possessed over my usual, conventional womanhood.

I gently wafted my ass cheeks from side to side for Ellis’s benefit while sucking my lover’s cock so hard it popped out of my mouth. When I craned my neck, my eyes shot from Ellis’s to the creamy slit I pointed high for him to fuck.

My eyes did the rest.

I want you first.

Ellis stripped off quickly, revealing a magnificent physique. He was the last man to be unclothed and had the perfect-sized and shaped cock for any long-term boyfriend. His thick, stiff shaft was eight inches long, just about the right size to fill all three of my holes, to suit my needs at that time. He gripped my ass cheeks, spread them wide apart, gently thumbing my anus, drooling more saliva into the cleft before working it gently inside me.

When Ellis slid his gorgeous, stiff cock balls deep inside my pussy, I returned to my black lover and smiled at him, frowned lasciviously before driving my lips down his shaft until they brushed against his wiry pubes. His cock head filled my throat, gagging me vigorously as I dribbled saliva laced with his precum down my chin, onto the bed. His cock head choked me so much, it constricted my muscles, especially my pelvic floor, squeezing Ellis’s cock tighter, milking him.

Ellis slapped my ass cheeks as though admonishing me, but he laughed playfully too.

“I won’t cum inside you, Alice… I can’t.”

Not yet, but you will.

As I sucked a black cock, enjoying how my lover gently fed it down my throat while Ellis fucked me from behind, I wondered if any man would ever want me as a girlfriend or wife. By morning, my body count would be six or more times what it had been before tonight, and even though Mom assured me that word wouldn’t get out about my shame, I couldn’t keep my gangbang a secret from a future love interest.

Especially not if I needed more cock than one man could provide once I married.

Ellis pounded my pussy hard, but as promised, he stopped short of squirting his load inside me. When he withdrew, hands reached in and lifted me onto the black cock that slid out of my mouth. I was already stretched inside, but the black cock that slid in easily seemed to fill me more and reach deeper.

Perhaps it’s because I am straddling him.

I kissed my lover deeply as the men around us lifted and lowered me off and on my lover’s big, black cock. Before my next lover fucked my back passage, they wanted me bedded into a new fuck buddy, stretched and molded inside to perfectly sheath his cock.

A guy appeared at the end of the bed, his six-inch cock ready, willing, and able to feed my throat and fuck it hard, so I leaned forward and allowed the man to cup the back of my head and fuck my face.

A thumb squeezed lube inside my back passage. I constricted my tiny, virgin anus in surprise, but then, as my black lover fucked me harder, pleasure took over and waves of tingling delight took me on a rapturous journey.

When the long, slender cock I’d seen getting lubed up pierced my tiny pink sphincter, it stung, and I knew the soft tissues around my anal whorl tore. Mom told me it would happen, but that I must tough it out and wait for a deep wave of pleasure to take me.

My perseverance paid off. The guy fucking my throat made sure I got to breathe every thirty seconds, while my black lover focused on filling my pussy, making sure pleasure trumped the pain in my back passage. My anal lover slid his thin cock balls deep inside me, and I imagined the image of a black cock stretching one hole, while a paler one filled the other.

The man fucking my face came hard, the first to give me a load. I sucked his cock head, taking every powerful rope of his salty cream at the back of my throat, bathing my tonsils and soft tissues in his lewd, salty love. My mind floated into a meditative state. I was being taken on a ride, the cocks impaled deep inside my pussy and back passage playing a joyous symphony inside me.

When my blowjob lover backed off, panting and wheezing, grinning effusively with his cock clean of all cum, I stared down at my beautiful black lover.

“Can you feel the other guy’s cock inside me?”

“Yes. Our helmets are rubbing hard against each other. There isn’t a lot of space inside there, Alice.”

“Good… I mean, is it good? Do I feel-“

“You feel wonderful, sweetheart.”

“Good… it feels important.”

“It is important that we all get what we want.”

“I need you to cum inside me.”

“Not yet, but I will at the end… we all will, Alice, one after another, in a fabulous finale.”

In my mind, I knew what he meant, and the thoughts, images of my defilement and final stuffing full of semen, drifted through my mind like sleazy flotsam and jetsam washing away the purity of my golden sandy beach.

I was being used as a fuck toy, and part of me worried about the consequences, but as my railing continued and my soul was lifted, I knew this was a much-needed break from my usual sexual indulgence. Something deep inside me was sated by having a guy fill each hole with a long, thick, stiff cock.

I watched an unquenchable fire of desire burning in my black lover’s eyes as he buried his cock balls deep inside me, stretching my soft tissue walls. My lovers were more than just into me. I was being worshiped as a sexual goddess, inside whom all men could be satisfied. Both cocks slid across each other as they fucked me, bloating out my pussy and back passage until I was fuller than I ever remember.

The pain stinging around my anal sphincter had eased entirely, and all I felt now was a deep, almost delirious satisfaction as I drifted shuddering to a place hitherto unknown to me. My entire body tingled, I shivered with glee and excitement, while the walls of my uterus, womb, inside my pussy, my swollen labia, and back passage quivered with sparkles of pre-orgasmic joy, spreading a wondrous satisfaction inside me.

Changeover between lovers was seamless. When the cock inside my back passage slid out, many hands gently lifted me off the cock impaled deep inside my pussy. The look of regret in my black lover’s gorgeous brown eyes as he withdrew his cock and rolled away will stay with me forever. He wanted to creampie me almost as much as I needed him to.

But the men had a plan. A new lover rolled underneath me, his cock fresh, milk-bottle white, engorged, and with a thick layer of precum coating his glans. He glanced down, saw my pussy lips kiss his cock head, then he stared at me in utter wonder as I swallowed his shaft deep inside me.

“Fuck me, goddess.”

“No, honey… you’ll fuck me.”

My lover’s cock was balls deep inside my pussy in no time. The empty feeling inside me nagged momentarily until the next cock slid deep inside my back passage. I cried out, slumped in ecstasy, my body trembling, full of meaty joy. I closed my eyes and savored the moment of being filled by two cocks until a salty glans nudged my lips apart, seeking service down my throat.

I stared at another cock, longer than the first one I sucked. It was covered with precum, so I feasted on it, wrapping my lips around the helmet rim, clenching tightly, sucking hard while licking the banjo string underneath. When the man shot his load down my throat, it shocked me, but then, from the corner of my eye, I saw a few guys forming a line behind him, each wanking their cock furiously, preparing their loads to make a deposit.

They are cumming inside me, down my throat.

My lover stepped aside, and another took his place. My anus and pussy were being fucked hard, but instead of the men fucking my throat, they each presented a cock almost at the point of orgasm when I wrapped my lips around its twitching head and swallowed.

I sucked the men for less than half a minute each, mostly to clean off all their cum, swallowing every drop. This invasion of my throat by the seed of many men went on relentlessly, even while I was changed over again and again, taking two more lovers in my well fucked holes at a time.

After eight men had fucked me and at least seven shot their loads down my throat, I stopped counting or caring. I was turned around on my next lover, his thin, long cock slid deep inside my anus as I faced the gang lining up to fuck me. Two guys controlled my ankles, spreading my legs wide apart while my ass cheeks ground into my lover’s groin, making sure every millimeter of his glorious cock was impaled deep inside my quivering rectum.

The guys took turns to step up between my legs, each fucking my pussy until I almost came. I was well lubricated, but still not full of any seed that might make my fuck hole slack and undesirable.

Each man stared deeply into my eyes, their cock sliding in and out of my trembling hole as their hips powered back and forth, piston-like. They stimulated the lover whose cock lay still, filling my back passage. They took turns to fuck me, each man lasting between three and five minutes before withdrawing a glistening, jerking cock that was so close to squirting seed, my womb groaned, begging for it.

After half an hour and at least ten swaps, my latest lover, with his cock buried in my anus, groaned, and I felt hot cum filling me in a place it had never done before. His cock twitched energetically deep inside my rectum, and I orgasmed explosively, enjoying the first seed load to squirt inside and fill that hole.

My pussy ached, especially my sensitive cervix, because some of the men had squashed it hard with their longer cocks. They must have seen my exhaustion setting in, because each man formed a line, as if a finale was happening.

I was propped onto my hands and knees, my anus was stretched wide by one cock after another, each one wanked before it filled me, each depositing the semen I needed to have squirted deep inside me. At least fifteen men filled my back passage, taking turns. They fucked it for a minute, maybe two, their only goal to cram me full of their creampie when it squirted inside me.

Our gangbang was coming to an end, and it quickly became all about filling me with seed. When my anus squelched and leaked hot sticky semen on the bed, I was rolled over onto my back, and the men took turns to fill my pussy, standing at the bottom of the bed. I was sloppy and creamed beautifully when the first guy shot his load deep inside my pussy, then I only focused on their sparkling, excited eyes, as each man took his turn to slide his already twitching cock deep inside me.

I dribbled semen like a broken faucet leaks water, my ass cheeks getting sticky, my anus stinging from the leaking man cum pooling around its torn tissues.

The men fucked me relentlessly, each almost ready to cum when they slipped their cock inside my gaping, sloppy hole to squirt. My orgasm felt endless, my defiling so thorough, it rid my soul of all earthly worries, and I ascended to a nirvana where my lovers exalted me.

When the last cock slid out of my creamy, sticky, gaping, well fucked pussy, I growled with satisfaction so deep, I wanted it to last forever.

I had been gangbanged, fucked into oblivion by men who planned how to use me perfectly. When Ellis lay on top of me, his cock buried inside my shameless, cum filled pussy, I saw care, affection, and lust in his eyes.

“I can’t feel your cock inside me, Ellis… I’m sorry.”

“You are not supposed to.”

“I’ll never be the same again.”

“Your pussy will be fine in a few days, and your anus will heal in two weeks. You’ll be the same, Alice… don’t worry.”

“I meant me. The woman inside me won’t be the same again.”

“You’ll need a regular fucking… a gangbang from time to time, which we can give you.”

“I’ll never feel this satisfied again.”

“Oh, you will.”

“How can you be sure, Ellis?”

“Ask your mother. Every time we fuck her, she loves it.”


Chapter Three

◆◆◆

I woke to a shaft of sunlight breaking through the half-constructed concrete wall beside my gangbang bed. Rays of light licked and danced across my exposed skin, painting my bare shoulder in gold. Exposed, sharp-tipped rebar I hadn’t noticed last night cast eerie shadows on the dusty concrete floor around my bed, and birdsong echoed faintly from a rooftop nesting box nearby.

It sounded like the bird mocked my ruin.

My thighs felt sticky at the top with drying semen that chafed lower down towards my knees. My back passage ached with the soreness of a hole used well and thoroughly by many men, although I had to confess that they were as gentle as any man could be under the circumstances.

The scent of sex clung to me like a decadent perfume, heady, pungent, and unmistakable.

The four-poster bed had been stripped of its ornate duvet sometime after the final creampie was deposited deep inside me. I was now draped only in thin sheets that smelled of sex, sweat, and satisfaction, mine and my lovers. The silky fabric of high thread count cotton bed linen clung to my breasts and thighs in places, still damp with the remains of male worship.

My mouth was dry and tasted salty, stale, and tangy. My lips were sore from giving too many blowjobs. My jaw ached like I’d been punched, but I hadn’t. In fact, every man who’d been inside any of my holes was respectful and careful.

I glanced down and saw my panties were soaked through with semen that had dried on the outside. Ellis had slipped them on me, one of many caring gestures he offered after the men were done with me. The cotton was scant use against the immense volume of semen the men had crammed deep inside my wanton, aching cunt and tight, well-defiled rectum.

That all being said, I felt euphoric and free as the bird that mocked me.

I raised my weary body on both elbows and surveyed my empire. Ellis stood at the edge of the rooftop, facing away from me, shirtless, gorgeous, and smoking a cigarette. A warm morning breeze rippled through his hair, tousled and still damp with sweat from the effort of fucking me. In the distance, a dramatic skeletal skyline of construction cranes and scaffolded towers caught the rising sun.

Ellis looked down at the waking city below, which was calm and serene because it was still early. From where I lay, the rooftop offered a perfect, brutalist panorama of glass and concrete, topped off by a defiled whore on her bed throne. Ellis looked like a military General surveying a battlefield the morning after the war.

I stretched, in a slow, painful feline motion, uncoiling cramped muscles. The stiffness in my body reminded me of just how many cocks I’d serviced through the night.

Was it thirty? Forty maybe?

At some point through the night while the men fucked me long and hard, I’d stopped counting the number of times each one took me, in which hole, and how many filled me with seed, and where. I simply immersed myself in the process of achieving my pleasure and theirs. My gangbang was so much more of a joy than my mother had warned me of. But then, I imagined that the mood, location, number, and size of cocks, and the woman’s appetite to be taken must differ from one gangbang to the next.

Ellis was the only man who stayed to watch over me while I rested. He lay with me, caressing and comforting, telling me I was an exceptionally sexually voracious woman and a very good girl.

He called me a one in a million.

He called me a good girl.

I like that.

My fingers traced a line down my stomach, tickling, until they reached inside my panties and the sticky trail that leaked from my well-fucked hole, which ached between my swollen, raw pussy lips. Bull’s semen had dried to a crust, the closer to my knees I felt, to which I smiled. I wore a medal of valor that was proof of my defiling and an ascension to a level of pleasure only those women fucked by so many men in a single night can possibly understand. I had been their offering, and the altar of my body had been well and truly worshiped.

I was sore inside and out, in every hole, but I was deeply satisfied, although I was starving and in need of coffee and a smoke.

"Good morning, Alice."

Ellis spoke without turning, rings of smoke blown from his lips rose like art, ascending a stairway to heaven. I craved his nicotine. His back muscles rippled, his calves looked taut from the bottom of his knee-length jean shorts to the leather sandals he wore. He was an impressive, beautiful man, a boyfriend worthy of a more decent version of me, but he was not for me. Ellis would never be mine.

I shaded my eyes as the sun burgeoned, threatening to incinerate us once it cleared a building in front.

"Am I still alive, Ellis?"

He turned, flicked his cigarette to the floor, and trod the stub into dusty, raw concrete. He smirked, not insultingly, but as one bro might regard another after they had enjoyed a damn fine night out on the town. I remembered him enthusiastically fucking me several times, dumping a creampie inside my slick, sticky, squelching pussy each time he rode me.

“You are barely alive, but very impressive. Well done, Alice."

He approached slowly, studying me. His eyes trailed down my naked form, not with lust now, but with pride, admiration, and with a measure of concern for my well-being, suggesting warmth and compassion. I felt his gaze dancing on my face, before his eyes caressed me like a warm hand stroking down my skin. It thrilled me that he stayed, that I was cared for, and that I had not been discarded after they used me.

I wanted to be Ellis’s masterpiece, even if I couldn’t be his girlfriend.

"Would you like coffee, Alice?"

"Yes, please. And maybe a wheelchair."

"I have a car waiting downstairs. I won’t leave you alone.”

"How will you get us coffee?"

He chuckled and disappeared into a nearby utility room, the battered metal door screeching open on rusty hinges. I sat up, wincing, staring down to inspect the damage my gangbang team had done to my body. When I pulled open my white cotton panties front and looked, I saw my pussy lips looked puffy, red, and still half-open from the night’s relentless assault between and inside them. My anus throbbed too, stinging smartly around the torn sphincter, with a dull ache echoing through my rectum that was laced with the memory of pleasure and pain.

I reached for my clean panties, which had been neatly folded and placed beside the bed. They were heavy with cum, so I knew I’d gone through both pairs. I couldn’t bring myself to slip one soiled pair on over the top of another. Not yet. Not until I had to walk among decent company, and then, I would do it reluctantly.

I stood gingerly and wandered barefoot to the edge of the rooftop, stopping a foot before the low wall, naked aside from my cum soaked panties. My skin was painted with cum streaks that adorned and decorated me like tribal war paint.

The concrete floor was warm from the rising sun, but it felt uncomfortably gritty under my soles. A breeze lifted wisps of my hair that were not crusty with semen from my shoulders. I shuffled forward, reaching the wall on the edge, but still a safe distance from it. Given that my legs ached and I felt exhausted, I feared stumbling and falling.

The city below bustled, coming alive. Taxis honked. The rush hour had begun, offices were opening, and children headed to school. I was the indecent one among them all, a whore who had been defiled high above the city. I squinted and focused on a hive of activity and yearned to join office workers who queued for overpriced lattes at a coffee shop across the road, each looking like an ant.

But here I was, standing watching the sunrise, raw, fucked wide open and dripping with semen, ruined and radiant, high above them all.

Ellis returned to my side carrying an enameled thermos flask and two stainless steel cups. He handed me a cup, then stepped over and sat on the low concrete wall that I hadn’t crossed. He offered a guiding hand to help me over and down beside him. When I was comfortable sitting beside him, my toes inches from a deadly drop, he poured the elixir I desperately needed, smiling warmly.

I felt most unlike a slut. Ellis smiled and sighed.

"Was it everything you wanted it to be, Alice?"

I sipped the most delicious coffee, allowing the tendrils of caffeine to invigorate me, to remind me that there was an everyday life to lead, even after so many orgasms and so much pleasure. I glanced at him, emotionally struck by his care and affection, so I leaned my head closer, setting it gently on his shoulder.

"It was more than I could ever hope for, Ellis. Thank you.”

He studied me carefully, as though assessing me.

"You’re different now, Alice.”

"I know. I don’t think my life will ever be the same.”

"You could go home, sleep for a few days, and pretend this never happened. Or…"

Ellis paused, and I looked at him expectantly, desperate to know my options. I hadn’t considered what came after my grand fucking. I never imagined a man might stay with me in the bed where I was so perfectly defiled, holding me while I rested, while my body slowly returned to some semblance of normality.

But Ellis had stayed with me throughout, and I had enjoyed the perfect recovery from my gangbang, lying in his arms. I smiled and whispered before sipping more coffee.

"Or what, Ellis?”

“Or… you could meet her."

I blinked, sipped more coffee, and stretched back when the sun finally cleared the building in front of us, its powerful rays warming me like toast. When I smiled at Ellis, curious about his cryptic suggestion, he grinned back.

I’ll play along with you…

"Her? Who is this lady?”

"Jade. She was the girl who used to be you, Alice."

Ellis lit another two cigarettes and passed one to me. I pursed my lips tightly around the filter and inhaled deeply, enjoying the cathartic effect of nicotine on my bruised and battered body. I had coffee, a cigarette, a sore cunt, chewed nipples, a wrecked anus, and a raw throat. But I also had Ellis.

It was the most perfect Monday I had ever enjoyed. I took three more puffs on my cigarette, letting the nicotine permeate through me, then I tapped off the ash and glanced at my protector.

“Go on.”

"Jade was our Sunday girl before your mother. Before we started fucking Grace."

I inhaled deeply again, sucking in the maximum amount of nicotine I could draw, imagining Jade, my mother, and a string of other women who must have all been me once. My lungs burned delightfully, and my body thanked me for soothing it. My pussy clenched tightly as I thought that this moment with Ellis might not be the end of my sexual adventure.

Maybe it’s just the beginning.

Can there be more than last night?

"Are you saying Jade is still around, Ellis?”

He nodded and poured more coffee into my almost-empty cup. I was grateful because my recovery was ongoing, and he provided much-needed fuel for it. I would imagine my torn anus would take the longest time to heal, but I was looking forward to the journey and its experience. Every time I rubbed healing cream into my wrecked, puckered whorl, it would be a reminder of the best night of my life.

"Jade runs a place now. It’s... like this rooftop, but different. There is more ritual, but it’s less raw, and very exclusive."

"Why would I want to meet her?"

"Because, Alice, one day you’ll want more than just cock. You’ll want... elevation."

Ellis flicked his ash off the edge of the roof, and the tiny embers spiraled downward like dying stars.

“Last night, you were fucked hard by men who controlled the entire process. Soon, you’ll want to own it, to orchestrate it, to craft your gangbangs like art. Jade evolved to do precisely the same thing. Maybe you will, too."

He stood and offered me a hand, tossing down his second cigarette, crushing it under the sandal leathers, doing the same to mine after I sucked the life out of its stub and flicked it. He stepped over the low wall after I did, always cognizant of my safety before his.

"Jade is waiting for us to visit her at your convenience, if you want to explore your options. Rest today, tomorrow, maybe the next, and then tell me how you feel and what the next steps are."

“Will you stay in touch, Ellis?”

“Of course… we are…”

“We are?”

“Connected, Alice. We are connected.”

“Yes.”

The car Ellis referred to as taking me home was a brand-new Rolls-Royce Phantom. Its polished obsidian body idled at the curb like a private chariot when we arrived there. Amid early morning roll call for the site construction workers, some of whom I recognized from fucking me, Ellis held my hand and escorted me onto the back seat, every bit a lady. I enjoyed the visceral aroma, the scent of engine oil from the car, mixed with warm tarmac from the construction site, and the tang of my own slowly cooling pussy juices,

Between my ruined anus and a well fucked pussy, I felt every step across the rooftop and from the elevator deck to the car.

I had discarded my soaking wet panties on the roof, leaving them to dry in the sun. Ellis laughed and said that one of the young guys would snag them, take them home, and wrap my soiled cotton around their cock, wanking themselves furiously. The idea of a man being so desperate to fuck pussy and doing that instead thrilled me, being a lingering memento of someone else's lust.

My protector took me to my home, where I crawled into the shower and lay on the tiled floor, letting hot water soothe my aches and pains. The tiles felt cool beneath my thighs, and steam filled the bathroom like a cloud in which I could hide. Ellis washed me slowly, reverently, his strong hands massaging shampoo into my scalp as if I were sacred.

He washed my thighs with a natural sponge and plain, simple soap, removing my shame. Then, he focused on my well-drilled holes, draining what semen he could before patching my anus up with a thick coating of healing cream that he applied with a feather-light touch.

He towel-dried me carefully with the same devotion and thoroughness as he’d cleaned me. Then he rummaged around in my top drawer and slipped fresh, simple cotton period panties on me with a thick, easily changeable pad in my gusset. He even warmed the pad on the radiator first. Finally, he slipped his soft, worn t-shirt over my head. It smelled of him, his cologne, coffee, and cigarettes, leaving me with a sensation of comfort and corruption.

Ellis lay me carefully in my bed, pulling the covers up around my sore body as if tucking in a child. My eyelids drooped from exhaustion and afterglow.

He even kissed my forehead as I drifted off to sleep.

"Thank you, Ellis."

"You’re a good girl, Alice… the best."

I met Jade two nights later, feeling refreshed, if a little sore.

Jade lived on the edge of the industrial district, in a repurposed slaughterhouse that was now an exotic, hedonistic erotic temple. Outside, the old brick facade was painted obsidian black, with no signage, just a red lantern glowing faintly and ominously above a thick iron door. Inside, the space opened into a cavern of velvet drapes, aged, polished wood, marble, flickering candlelight, and music that pulsed through the floor like a second heartbeat.

Jade greeted me aptly, wearing a green silk robe that danced around her feet in a puddle that wafted as she floated through the air. I was sure she must be barefoot because she moved silently except for the tantalizing swish of her long black ponytail that was twisted into a knot at her scalp. She was East Asian, slender, small-breasted, and exquisitely beautiful. Her voice was soft, but her green eyes sliced through me.

She took me into the lounge, a salon of such luxury I couldn’t believe it. Scattered pillows in rich brocades lay everywhere, leather divans were ready for use, and chandeliers that seemed to float cast an eerie glow from low-wattage bulbs.

The air smelled of incense and spiced wine.

We sat opposite one another, a girl studying another.

"You’re Grace’s girl."

"Yes."

"And now you’re Ellis’s girl.”

"Am I?"

I raised an eyebrow, and Jade smiled faintly.

"That’s the first test, Alice. Never admit ownership to anyone."

She poured us both absinthe and then showed me around her Palace. There were many rooms: red rooms, black rooms, one all-white room like a hospital ward where men knelt in cages and women chose them like produce. Another space resembled a chapel, with pews and a pulpit where only the preacher was naked until he chose a supplicant from six kneeling, sackcloth-robed young girls.

"You could work here and gain experience. Start one night a week, or less frequently, maybe more if you crave it."

"Why me?"

"Because you’re ruined and you’re still radiant, desirable, craving more sex, and not whining about how it is given to you. Also, you loved your gangbang more than any other girl, including your mother. I watched you being fucked by all those men. I couldn’t believe you bested them. The semen flowing from your anus was like cream pouring from a hose."

"I didn’t see you on the rooftop.”

"You were too busy, Alice. Spectacularly busy."

I didn’t know whether to feel honored or exposed. I’d been watched by a woman, a predecessor no less, and one who knew well what good and poor gangbang performances looked like. Jade was a woman who understood what I had enjoyed, and now, she wanted to bring me closer into her circle.

My adventure was far from over.

"Do you want to stay here in my Jade Palace and play, Alice?"

Jade’s voice was a whisper of silk. My heart thundered, and my breath quickened as hormones surged through my still-aching body. My pussy was still sore, but when I fingered my hole gently this morning, inside felt tight again. My anus still had a few days and several gallons of vitamin E to consume before the tissue tears and rips would be repaired.

But at a push, I could take another fucking.

"Yes, please."

Jade smiled.

“Then you’ll need to wear the belt."

The belt was leather, black, and thick. It had a steel ring at the front and another at the back for tying me off to whatever would be an anchor point. It was cinched around my waist and locked with a tiny padlock. My thighs were strapped too, corseted in thin leather bands that tightened every time I moved. A harness ran up between my pussy lips, spreading them apart, then it opened my ass cheeks, the rough leather grinding against my oversensitive hole.

When she tightened everything up, I trembled with arousal and excitement.

It was fucking delicious.

Jade led me into a room filled with mirrors. Three men waited there. They were masked, anonymous, and had gorgeous physiques. Their gnarly cocks were out, hard, thick, and long, glistening with anticipation and a thick coating of precum that I smelled lingering in the air, tantalizing my olfactory nerve like the heady scent of opium candles.

“You are not allowed to speak in this room, Alice. You must only obey. Now, place your hands behind your back.”

I complied, and Jade bound my wrists using a soft rope from which I couldn’t escape, but one that didn’t hurt me.

A black man approached me. His skin glistened with beads of sweat, and his muscles rippled as he moved. I smelled his musky odor, a testosterone-laden sweat that could make me pregnant from a single lick that I so desperately wanted to take. He forced me slowly to my knees and presented his beautiful cock to my lips reverently, as though my mouth were a chalice to collect his holy semen. I opened my lips and took the sticky, heavily salty-coated cock head in, enjoying how my taste buds burned, and my mouth came alive.

My drug was cock, his, or anyone’s who could entice me to take theirs.

The mirrors showed every angle of my stretched lips, then the bulge inside my throat when my lover choked me, face fucking me hard. When I retched, and saliva drooled from my nostrils, he relented and withdrew, allowing me to breathe deeply before reinserting his cock in my mouth.

My eyes watered as my lover fucked my face with his thick, black cock. The harness bit into my skin deliciously, rubbing against my raw pussy and stinging my anus as it ground old wounds open. The pain merged with pleasure, and I groaned, enjoying what I had thought could never be so satisfying.

During an interlude when I was permitted to breathe, I saw Ellis watching me intently from a wooden chair. He caught my glance and smiled proudly, winking confidently.

Jade watched me being face fucked from a chaise lounge, sipping red wine, her legs spread wide open, a lover on his knees before her, licking her pussy while she cupped the back of his head, forcing him to pursue her orgasm relentlessly. She saw me staring while I gasped and struggled for air.

“Beautiful, Alice. Keep going… good girl.”

My first lover squirted his salty load down my throat on his next stint of vigorously fucking my mouth. I swallowed with difficulty, blowing some of his burning semen into my nostrils, sucking it back before it drooled to the floor. I choked, retched, but in the end, I cleared all blockages and swallowed every drop of his load, and the man left with a beaming smile after I drained him.

The next cock fucked my throat harder, the man forcing his bulbous, tangy head deep into my windpipe from the outset. He was brutal, and my jaw ached anew, but something about being taken like that appealed to me. When he rode my lips and throat too hard, I bared my teeth, scraping them against his cock just dangerously enough to send him a warning message.

He immediately backed off and leaned away, letting me take control of fellating him. I bobbed my head up and down, driving my lips along his veiny shaft as fast and far as I wished. I couldn’t kiss his pubic hair because his cock was too long and thick.

My arousal surged, my body was rejuvenated as adrenaline brought out my inner slut. I needed more cock and someone to fuck me, so I spread my knees wider on the stone floor, ignoring the pain. I arched my back and pointed my ass up high, indicating I wished to be reamed. Jade came to me, unlocked the part of the harness that covered my pussy and anus, freeing both holes for unrestricted use.

More men were arriving, undressing, their cocks out, some large, others small. Ellis came to me, slipping two small sponge pads under my knees. It was a much-appreciated luxury given what was about to happen. I continued sucking my lover’s cock diligently while a third man kneeled behind me, cleaving my ass cheeks wide apart with powerful clawing fingers and thumbs, lining his cock up with my dripping wet, still aching, but wanton, trembling hole.

The third cock to enter me slid between my thighs, rubbing against my raw, aching pussy lips, teasing them apart. I gasped around the cock in my throat when my lover, kneeling behind, slid an inch of his ultra-wide shaft inside my aching pussy, stretching it. He avoided my back passage, gripping my hips, but not rocking me back and forth. Instead, he did all the work, driving his cock in and out of my trembling pussy hole like it was fixed on a reciprocating fucking machine.

I imagined Ellis had briefed the men fucking me to do so with care.

The lover whose cock I sucked groaned moments before he filled my mouth with sticky, hot seed. With me controlling the fellating, I gathered his tangy semen in my mouth as it squirted, allowing my cheeks to puff out before I swallowed. When he withdrew his cock from between my lips, I looked up while I was being fucked balls deep on every stroke from behind. The man whose cock I sucked tore off his mask, smiling, his eyes delighted by my service.

My lover behind me railed my aching pussy harder, faster, taking me deeper, stretching my soft tissue walls wide open with his added girth while I waited patiently for the next man to use my mouth. I was fucked so well, I orgasmed, my knees grinding painfully through the thin sponge and into the marble floor as I gripped hard. When I stared between my legs, I saw my squirted mess as a puddle on the floor between them, and I wondered if anyone might like to lick it up.

It was that sort of club.

The next man to use my mouth came quickly, but I didn’t mind because he shot his load down my throat just when the first lover fucking my pussy squirted his seed deep inside my pussy. The men walked away happy, slapping each other’s backs in celebration of defiling the whore, leaving me drooling cum from my lips and chin, while dribbling more from a wrecked pussy that I wasn’t sure would ever be the same again.

A new man stepped up. He was a giant and built like a god, but thankfully, he was far less blessed in the cock department than he was in his biceps. I tried to stand, but he took my arm and gently hauled me over to a low-down gym-style pommel horse with its legs cut short to position my anus and pussy slit perfectly for a man standing to fuck me. He glanced at me, and I stared at the horse, before he gripped the back of my neck and bent me over it, settling me down until I was comfortable.

His cock was short and thin. He’d seen the last guy fucking me and knew, as I did, that he wasn’t getting any friction inside my sloppy, cum filled cunt with his small member. My eyes watered as I thought about the healing torn tissues around my anal sphincter that were about to get ripped wide open again.

Sure enough, the tall, well-built man began lubing my anus with an index finger. I whimpered as the friction of his finger gradually worked open my stinging hole. He slid his digit inside me, up to the second knuckle deep, and although my ring stung in a protest of severe pain, the back passage inside tingled excitedly.

The man about to ruin my anus pressed both palms into the small of my back. The pressure of his cock head cupping against the hollow of my anus forced my back to arch as I ground my stomach hard into the suede leather of the pommel horse. He slid his glans and shaft inside my back passage slowly, deliberately making sure he enjoyed the maximum impact of his smaller-than-average cock. I squealed and bit deeply into the suede covering, but could be excused for my visceral reaction, given the number of men who had fucked that same hole only days earlier.

Pain lanced up my spine when the guy’s cock reached halfway inside my rectum.

My eyes watered, and I glanced around for help, seeing Jade who whispered across the silent hall like a light breeze touching me on a warm, sultry night.

“Take all of his cock inside you, Alice. Be a good girl and let the man fuck your back passage and cum inside there.”

I will.

I took my lover’s full cock length inside my tingling rectum, despite the stinging sphincter he wrecked on his way in. I took it all, never screamed or cried; in fact, within minutes, I begged him for more with animal moans and groans until his warm ocean of seed filled me.

Hours later, after a train of fifteen men had run through me, I lay on the cold marble floor, shaking, descending from a tumultuous orgasm. My thighs felt sticky, the hole that leaked onto them was gaping wide and well fucked. My anus burned and bled, and my tongue was coated with a layer of salty, tangy semen I couldn’t remove.

I had been used, fucked senseless, worshiped, and wrecked, but I had never felt more powerful. Jade approached me and unlocked the leather belt, dropping it to the floor. She crouched low and stroked my hair, kissing my cheeks, then my lips.

“You’ll heal in my quarters, Alice.”

“I don’t want to stop yet. There must be more men… There always are.”

“That’s how I knew you’d behave, but you must rest now, heal yourself, and learn, sweetheart. You have many days of pleasure ahead and a world of joy to discover.”

I looked at her.

“What happens now, Jade?”

“Now, once you are healed, I will teach you how to make them kneel for you.”

And in that moment, I knew. I was no longer just Grace’s daughter. No longer just Ellis’s toy. I was Alice, the next High Slut in a legacy of dark, glorious, sexual power at the Jade Palace.

And this was just the beginning.
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Greg falls in love. His is an unrequited love because Sarah is consumed by an ongoing divorce and the needs of her children. She doesn’t need a man, or, at least she thinks a man is unnecessary, but maybe the universe disagrees.

Fate, love, romance, and sex are not within the remit of lovers to control, and when Greg unleashes his dangerous, cunning stunt, our lovers are wrapped up in a disaster.

How will Greg win his true love over, and what hidden depths of taboo, submission, and kinky play lurk beneath the surface of lovers who might otherwise appear entirely respectable?
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