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   PARTY SHOCK GENDER SWAP
 
    
 
    
 
   I opened my eyes, but met only the darkness of my blindfold. I lay on the table, its harsh texture rubbing at my bare, sensitive skin. The cool air tickled my skin, making my nipples stand at attention.
 
    
 
   My ears strained in the darkness. I heard them moving all around me. I didn’t even really know how many of them there were. 
 
    
 
   I could have gone, a small part of me whispered. I didn’t have to be here, even if they had caught me. The sensible part of me was drowned out, however, but the rush of desire I felt. I could practically feel their eyes on my body. I pictured them, standing over me, staring down, ready to pounce. I had never felt so vulnerable, so dirty, or so alive.
 
    
 
   As if my thought had summoned them, I felt four different hands rub gently against my chest. The hands were warm, leaving a trail of something slick that smelled like spices behind in long, rubbing movements. I pictured them, standing over me, rubbing oils onto me, leaving my skin gleaming. 
 
    
 
   The hands worked lower, gently working their way over my taut stomach, down over the curve of my hips, and onto my thighs. They worked down my legs, carefully avoid the one place I wanted them to go, leaving me aching with need. 
 
    
 
   I whined a little and thrust up, trying to get my cock up to where it could be touched, stroked, relieved. 
 
    
 
   I couldn’t feel the bob and dip of it. 
 
    
 
   Now that I realized it, my whole body felt weird. My stomach felt lighter, my chest felt heavier, and where I expected to feel the aching hardness of my erection, I felt instead a slick need to be filled.
 
    
 
   Hands on either side of me quickly grasped my legs, pulling me even wider. These hands were new, not covered in oil. They moved me roughly, urgently. They moved me like I’d seen women moved in gangbang porn.
 
    
 
   Fuck.
 
    
 
   No.
 
    
 
   It couldn’t be, could it? I couldn’t have a...
 
    
 
   I felt hands at my pussy now, probing and exploring. Other hands reached out to pull at my tender chest. Someone near my hips chuckled.
 
    
 
   “She’s already really wet,” came a voice, low and sultry.
 
    
 
   I felt myself flush with embarrassment and confusion and fear.
 
    
 
   “No,” I called out, “I’m a dude.”
 
    
 
   A slick finger invaded me.
 
    
 
   “That feels an awful like a pussy,” a voice said. “Not a dick at all.”
 
    
 
   “No,” I said. “I want… I want…” 
 
    
 
   What? To go home? Like this? No.
 
    
 
   I couldn’t help it. I was so curious. I’d always wondered what it would be like to have a pussy, to get fucked, and now I had an opportunity to find out.
 
    
 
   I shouldn’t turn that down, should I? Of course not.
 
    
 
   I swallowed.
 
    
 
   “I want you,” I said. “I want this.”
 
    
 
   “Well, we shouldn’t leave her wanting,” said another voice. “but we better have her get herself really ready.” Harsh laughter came from all around me.
 
    
 
   Hands grabbed my head, pulling my mouth open. I didn’t know what to expect, but then I felt the taste of plastic at my lips. They pushed a dildo into my mouth, moving it in and out like a cock.
 
    
 
   “Make sure it’s nice and wet before it goes inside you,” said a voice near my head.
 
    
 
   I rubbed my tongue along the intruder, wishing it wouldn’t distract me from the hands still exploring my entire body. I felt their oiled hands continuing to push inside my pussy, lubing me up with the oil even as the stretched me out, getting me ready.
 
    
 
   Soon they pulled it out and, with no more warning than that, I felt it pushed deep inside me with a single long, powerful stroke. 
 
    
 
   I moaned, revelling in being completely filled for the very first time. It was humiliating to have everyone see me squirming and open, impaled on the plastic intruder. At the same time, the humiliation added to my excitement, making me want more. I loved being exposed, their eyes all on me, watching every twitch of my body.
 
    
 
   Now I understood what the oil was for. It was starting to tingle, making me crave touch anywhere I couldn’t feel their hands, their skin against mine. I moaned, trying to ram the dildo deeper inside me.
 
    
 
   “It hardly seems fair that she’s the only one who gets to have fun,” came a teasing voice.
 
    
 
   “You’re too right,” agreed another, the one between my legs. “Why don’t you climb on? I think that face of hers is looks perfect.
 
    
 
   I felt legs, rough and hairy, straddling my chest, pinning my arms down by my sides. Then his cockhead, soft yet firm, pushed into my open, willing mouth. I rubbed my tongue along the underside of him and my lips stretched wide for him. I wondered who it was.
 
    
 
   Now more men were pushing forward. I felt rough hands grabbing mine, pulling my fingers until they wrapped around more hard cocks on either side of me and started my arms moving as much as they could. 
 
    
 
   The man thrusting the plastic toy deep inside my pussy soon matched his pace to the man using my mouth. My whole body was shoved roughly back and forth over the surface of the table as they used me. 
 
    
 
   I could feel my climax building, and I moaned around the cock in my mouth. That set him off, shooting spurt after spurt coursing along his shaft and into my mouth. I swallowed desperately, but some still spilled out the side of my lips and down my cheek.
 
    
 
   The man straddling me soon dismounted, leaving my skin tingling and needy for another touch. Worse, the toy in my pussy withdrew, leaving me aching  and frustrated. I lay on my back, hands still jerking the men on either side of me, longing for more.
 
    
 
   The only warning I got was when the cocks in my hands were suddenly taken away. Then they grabbed me, hands all over my body, pushing me to the edge of the table. I felt the curve of my ass start to slide off as they settled me into position, a cock head lodged at the entrance to my aching hole. My legs were pushed back to rest on his shoulders, leaving me wide and welcoming.
 
    
 
   All at once the cocks were back, thrusting into my hands again. As they did, the cock at my entrance surged forward, bring itself deep inside me. I groaned out loud as he pounded into me, entering me again and again. He filled me completely, stroking against every inch of me.
 
    
 
   It wasn’t long before the cocks in my hands began to spurt, covering my aching chest. It was then that I discovered the other effect of the oil. 
 
    
 
   Everywhere a drop of their cum hit me, I began to burn with need. My skin because even more sensitive, burning with need. They leaned over, rubbing their cum into my skin, and I shivered at their touch, needing even more even as I was completely filled. 
 
    
 
   I went wild, pushing my legs down against the man’s shoulders, then letting my hips slam down just to feel the cock inside me go even deeper. It was more than he could take and, with a groan, he released a massive load inside me. My moans matched his as I felt his shaft twitch and jerk inside me, filling me completely.
 
    
 
   As he pulled out, I was forcefully reminded that the oil was inside me, too. The feel of him cum inside me drove me absolutely wild, making me crave cock like I never knew I could.
 
    
 
   I grabbed my own legs and pulled them way back, almost to my own head, inviting anyone who wanted my hot cunt to take it, as long as I was filled. I didn’t have to wait long. Another cock, longer and thicker than any of the first four, soon filled me.
 
    
 
   I came convulsively around him, but inner muscles clamping down on his shaft. He stood, buried deep inside me, just letting me wriggle on him. When I stopped to gasp for breath, he started moving. Normally I would have been too sensitive to keep going right away, but the oil inside me was still there, even as my orgasm burned away. I still needed more.
 
    
 
   He grabbed me with both his hands. Using only the strength in his upper body, he pulled me towards him, sliding me all the way onto his cock and then back to the tip again, over and over again. I could hear the men around us, just watching as I was pulled back and forth across the table, my whole body turned into a sex doll for the man inside me. 
 
    
 
   Then he was coming, too. It seemed like his spurts went on forever, filling me with a huge amount of cum. I could feel it leaking out and down my ass, making me crave touch there, too.
 
    
 
   He pulled out, and I felt their hands pick me up. They turned me over roughly, putting me back down on my hands and knees, still up on the table. I felt them groping me, touching me all over as they turned me over. More of that torturing, wonderful oil was soon poured all over my back and ass. It ran down my sides in little streams, dripping from my achingly hard nipples. Another pour ran down my ass and over my pussy, already burning with need. 
 
   The hands, still groping, rubbed it into my skin everywhere it touched.
 
    
 
   I heard one pull himself up onto the table behind me. He grabbed my hips, and soon I felt the tip of his cock against my aching hole.  He wrapped him hands around my hips, pulling me back onto his cock so slowly it was almost torture.
 
    
 
   A moment later, hands grabbed either side of my head, fingers tangled into my hair. They pulled me forward, my lips hitting another cock. The forward movement almost drew me off the cock in my pussy completely, and I whined a little as I felt it withdraw. The cock pressing into my mouth was wide, and I stretched my mouth open as it entered.
 
    
 
   They began to rock me forward and then back again, matching their movements perfectly so that I was pulled first onto one cock, then the other. Pleasure and need coursed through me in equal parts, running along my spine between the hands still fondling my chest and the cock buried inside me.
 
    
 
   The hands in my hair kept tugging up at my blindfold, and with each jerk it came off of y eyes a little more. Bit by bit they revealed the chiseled body in front of me, pushing forward to match my movements as he pulled on my hair. Out of the corner of my eye I could see some of the other men. They tugged and jerked on their cocks, keeping themselves hard for me, or getting ready to take me again. I wanted to turn to see them all but the hands firmly grasping my hair wouldn’t let me move.
 
    
 
   The movements of both of the men inside me were growing more urgent by the moment. Soon they were jerking me around, shoving me back and forth in their need. They came together. The man in my mouth pulled out, letting his cum splatter all over my face and neck. The man behind me pulled out, too. His cum arched in long strands across my back and down my ass crack.
 
    
 
   Hands immediately began to run it into my skin. The man behind me paid special attention to my ass. Then I felt him pause, and another drop of oil hit the little rosebud of my ass. Before I could react, I felt his finger there, pushing forward. His finger was covered in something, and I knew at once that he was working his cum into my ass along with the oil. It left my desperate and needy, wanting my ass filled even as I dreaded the thought.
 
    
 
   As he pulled off the table behind me, he used his hands to swing me around. He moved my legs off the edge of the table, and I extended them automatically. Now I was bent forward over the table, my back arched to expose my yearning, desperate pussy and ass to anyone who wanted to take them. 
 
    
 
   In front of me, I could see the collection of men for the first time since I had first spied on them. They were all of different colorings and heights, some were sweaty from fucking me, others not. But they were all in amazing shape, and they were all looking at me with the same look of lust and power. 
 
    
 
   Hands on my back pinned me down to the table, and I remembered that there must be men behind me, too. I felt the head of a cock pressed against my aching pussy. I tried to shift my hips to get it to slide in, but it slid maddeningly along my slit, driving me crazy with need. Then the cock continued to move up, and I knew what was going to come next. The tip of the cock slowly, forcefully pressed against my tender arsehole. 
 
    
 
   He pushed his way inside, impossibly big. Even as he stretched me, though, I felt the oil doing its job. I needed him buried inside me, pushing deeper and deeper within me. I groans and leaned back against him. Bit by bit, his cock pushed forward into me.
 
    
 
   I looked up. The men in front of me were all staring at me, watching me be anally violated in front of them. Their cocks were in their hands. and they all stroked wildly in my direction. I groaned and pushed back again, feeling the base of his cock finally meet my anal ring. 
 
    
 
   The man behind me started moving faster now, pushing inside me again and again and again. I wanted to drop my head forward, but one of the men moved forward and grabbed my hair, keeping my face up and towards the men stroking off at the sight of my degradation. I knew I should care, or be ashamed, but at this point all I wanted was more.  
 
    
 
   The man buried deep in my ass came, spurting into my bowels. I felt each twitch, and they drove me crazy. I cried out when he withdrew, leaving a trail of cum down the inside of my thigh. Even as he pulled out, he pulled me backwards, away from the table but still standing.
 
    
 
   Without thinking about it my hand flew to my clit. It wasn’t until the eyes of the men watching me went wide that I realized my mistake. They had carefully avoided covering my clit with the oil or their cum. Now my hands, covered with both, were frantically rubbing at my aching clit. 
 
    
 
   Need filled me. I wanted them so badly I could barely think.
 
    
 
   A man quickly climbed up on the table, his cock pointing up at the ceiling. I practically leapt forward, scrambling up onto the table. I quickly straddled him, grabbing his cock with my hand and aiming it up inside of me. I sank down onto him, my other hand rubbing at my throbbing clit. 
 
    
 
   I pounded down onto him with everything I had, frantic to feel cock in every part of me. I reared back, looking down at him even as I rubbed at my own glistening body with my hands. 
 
    
 
   That was when the first spatter of cum hit me. It streaked across my arm and thigh as I rode the man beneath me. I looked up just in time to see another spurt of cum stream through the air, landing on my lips and entering my open mouth. That’s when the men who had been stroking themselves to the sight of my fucking started to cum in earnest. 
 
    
 
   I felt hot jets of it hit my back, my legs, my chest. It streaked my hair and matted it, seeping through to my skin. 
 
    
 
   I went crazy, pounding up and down on the man I was riding while rubbing my whole body, trying to get as covered as possible. The man beneath me cried out, and I felt his cum fill me, matching my covering on the outside. He shoved me away, and I cried out, unfulfilled and burning with need like I had never felt before.
 
    
 
   Then another man stepped forward, pushing me aside to climb onto the table where my previous fuck had lain just a moment before. I reached for his cock, eager for more. 
 
    
 
   It was huge. It was easily the size of my forearm - a foot long and at least as thick as my wrist. Even the men around me grew quiet with shock, but I didn’t care. I needed him. I needed all of him.
 
    
 
   I moved to straddle him.
 
    
 
   “There’s no way,” I heard one of the men say, but I was too far gone to care.
 
    
 
   I Sank down, his massive cock gripped in my tiny hand. His cock head against my opening felt like a whole fist. I pushed forward, trying to work it inside. My hand on his shaft move at a furious pace, trying to work move his skin along the shaft to make it easier to get inside.
 
    
 
   Finally, impatience took both of us. He pushed up just as I pushed down. The head of his cock popped inside of me, followed quickly by a long portion of his shaft. But he wasn’t done. Not content to let me get used to only half of him inside me, he pulled me forward and down, sinking the entire length of himself into me. I felt him pressing against the very back of my tunnel, then forcing it longer to fit him.
 
    
 
   I heard someone screaming in pleasure, and I realized it was me. Holding my hips in place, the massive stranger beneath me pounded upward into me. Every stroke filled me more completely than I’d ever imagined. Every time he withdrew left me shaking and longing for more.
 
    
 
   Hands grabbed my head again, turning my face sideways. I stuck out my tongue just in time to catch a shot of the cum I craved like I never had before. It was quickly replaced by another cock, and I opened wide to let him use my mouth. 
 
    
 
   I was so caught up in the flurry of pleasure filling my entire body that I didn’t even hear the other man climbing up behind me. I didn’t know he was there until I felt him pressed against the pucker of my back door. When the monster below me withdrew for a moment, the man behind me pressed forward, sliding into my already loosened ass. Then the man below me pushed in, and I was filled completely. 
 
    
 
   They pounded into me, each moving at his own pace, not caring how I was jerked and pushed around. Then again, neither did I. I was caught in a series of howling orgasms, the pleasure pulsing through my entire body one after another. They must have cum in me at some point, but I was so caught up in my own sensations that I didn’t even notice. I just kept coming and crying out for more.
 
    
 
   Everything after that is hazy. I awoke, hours later, still sticky with oil, sweat, and cum. Its effects must have worn off, because I felt like me again, though battered and sore. Stiffly, I rolled over, looking for signs of any of them.
 
    
 
   The only thing there was a single bottle, carefully sealed.
 
    
 
   Inside lay another supply of that remarkable oil, and a note.
 
    
 
   ‘Use one more time, and your cock won’t come back.’
 
    
 
   Decisions, decisions...
 
   

 
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   DISH MOP GENDER SWAP
 
    
 
   “Hey, thanks again for letting me crash here during this break-up,” I said to my friend Scott as I swigged back another shot of rye.
 
    
 
   “ 'S not a problem, Man. Breakups are a bitch, never mind when they're cheating on you,” he said, slurring his words slightly. It had been a long night.
 
    
 
   “Thanks for the reminder, asshole,” I mumbled at him, reaching for the bottle again.
 
    
 
   “Any time, Dickless,” he grumbled back.
 
    
 
   “Hey,” I said. “Watch it with that shit. Bad enough she rips my balls off, you don't need to remind me.”
 
    
 
   “Well,” he shot back aggressively, “Maybe I do. Maybe you need a reminder of what a pussy you are. That way you can figure out why this keeps happening to you.”
 
    
 
   “Wait – wha?” I asked. Trying hard not to get pissed despite how drunk I was. “Whatta ya mean keeps happening?”
 
    
 
   Scoot met my eyes.
 
    
 
   “You think Linda was the first? What about Jenny in college? Her legs never closed. And Kathy in High School? I'm pretty sure she had the whole football team.”
 
    
 
   I stared at him.
 
    
 
   “You're fulla shit,” I said, completely unsure of myself.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Dude, but it's true. All of them. There is just something about you that makes 'em play around.”
 
    
 
   I groaned and dropped my head to the table. I heard him get up and come around the table to pat my back awkwardly.
 
    
 
   “It's okay, Kenny. We'll figure it out. We just gotta see what you really have going on, you know? What's on the inside that we can bring out.
 
    
 
   His hands were rubbing my back now, firm and powerful.
 
    
 
   “You just go to sleep. I think I have a little something which can help you out.”
 
    
 
   With a sigh, I let myself pass out. As I did, though, my whole body began to tingle. I stayed awake just long enough to wonder why before I sank into unconsciousness.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I woke up on the couch and stretched luxuriously. I hadn't slept that well or that deeply in a long time. There was something about having Scott nearby which was somehow comforting. It had felt good. It had felt . . . right.
 
    
 
   Brushing the thought aside, I stood up, letting the blanket slide from my full, round, breasts.
 
    
 
   Wait, my what?!
 
    
 
   I looked down in astonishment. There, under the stretched remains of my t-shirt, were two distinct, round, milky white breasts.
 
    
 
   With a girlish shriek I ran for the kitchen to stare at myself in the mirror above his sink.
 
    
 
   When I got there, I stared at myself in astonishment. From that mirror, staring back at me, was a woman! Her – my – eyes were large and dark. Hair in perfect curls fell down over my shoulders. My lips were full and pouting, my skin a perfect cream, broken only by a light spattering of freckles.  My tits were, frankly, fantastic, full and round even without a bra. My waist, taut and fit above my swelling hips, only called further attention to them.
 
    
 
   I was hot!
 
    
 
   Staring at myself in the mirror, I saw Scott enter the bathroom behind me.
 
    
 
   “You're up,” he said, studying my reflection in the mirror.
 
    
 
   “Up?” I squeaked, my voice high and feminine. “Up, nothing. Look at me, Dude. I'm a chick!”
 
    
 
   Scott nodded, his eyes still studying me.
 
    
 
   “You certainly are,” he said, staring at my ass.
 
    
 
   “Hey!” I protested, putting my slight, delicate hands over my bottom. “Stop playing around. This isn't funny. What happened to me? How did this happen? And How do I get back.”
 
    
 
   Scott leaned against the door frame.
 
    
 
   “Oh, that's easy. Last night I gave you a potion in with your booze. It was supposed to reveal the true reason why you can't satisfy a woman. Well, now we know; it's because you don't want to be with a woman, you want to be a woman!”
 
    
 
   “I do not want to be a woman!” I snapped back, putting my hands on my hips and facing him down.
 
    
 
   He spread his hands wide.
 
    
 
   “Sorry, Babe, but the magic says otherwise.”
 
    
 
   “I do not believe in magic and I don't believe this is happening!” I screamed at him.
 
    
 
   He shook his head and took a step back.
 
    
 
   “Fine,” he said, “Then take a deep breath. This is a bad acid trip or something. C'mon.” With that he turned and left the room.
 
    
 
   “Where are we going?” I asked him suspiciously.
 
    
 
   “Kitchen,” he said simply. “I'm hungry. We can deal with this after we get some food in us.”
 
    
 
   When I didn't move to follow, he stuck his head back in.
 
    
 
   “If it helps, if this is a bad drug trip, the food might even you out.”
 
    
 
   I sighed and followed him, trying to ignore the bouncing of my breasts as I walked.
 
    
 
   We sat through breakfast in silence, though I kept catching Scott staring at me. I felt like I was starving, but couldn't eat much. I tried to tell myself that it was because of the drugs, not because my stomach was actually smaller.
 
    
 
   Eventually I couldn't take it.
 
    
 
   “Whatever the hell you gave me, man, it's not wearing off. You better start figuring out how to fix it. Like, now.” I tried to sound strong, but I couldn't get used to my new voice. Mostly, I think I sounded bubbly.
 
    
 
   Scott looked amused for a moment, then nodded.
 
    
 
   “Alright. You're the boss. I'll tell you what: Take care of the dishes, and I'll get you what you need.” He raised a hand to forestall protests. “I know dishes don't seem important, but they'll give you something to focus on. You always were better if you had something in your hands to focus on.”
 
    
 
   I wanted to object, but he was right. There wasn't anything I could do, and I sure as hell wasn't going to  go out looking like this.
 
    
 
   I nodded once and went to the sink, bringing the dishes with me.
 
    
 
   I leaned against the counter in front of the sink. The spray of the water as I did the dishes was getting my t-shirt and shorts wet. Looking down, I could see the perfect imprint of my new tits through the shirt. I tried not to stare.
 
    
 
   The sound of the water leaving the tap was the only thing I could hear, so I jumped a little when I felt hands wrapping around my middle. They moved slowly, snaking around to pull me back against the firm, hard body behind me. He felt strong and powerful. Something stirred inside me, and I chose to believe it was the start of something new he was doing to help get me back to my old self.
 
    
 
   “What are you doing?”, but didn't stop washing.
 
    
 
   He began to trail little kisses along my neck, flipping my hair out of the way to gain access to my skin. His lips were gentle but insistent, his stubble faintly scratching me. The feel of him sent little shivers along my spine.
 
    
 
   My breathe caught in my throat, and a sudden melting feeling left me leaning back against him, rather than pulling away like I'd meant to.
 
    
 
   “I told you I'd give you what you need,” he said from behind me. “Now just relax. You want this. I know you do.”
 
    
 
   His hands began to move in little circles, gently rubbing my belly. They didn't stray at first, staying politely below my breasts and above the low-cut line of my shorts. Even so, it made me want to grind back against him. A rush of confusion traveled over me. I knew I should be protesting, but it felt . . . right. For the first time ever, I felt right.
 
    
 
   I could feel his arms flex against my own with each little movement he made. His muscles felt powerful but relaxed as he caressed me, and I licked suddenly dry lips at the feel of him.
 
    
 
   Bit by bit his lips worked higher, tracing their way up the side of my neck. His hands followed suit, drifting higher at each new kiss. My rapidly hardening nipples ached for his touch, even as I was nervous about what might come next.
 
    
 
   As his lips reached my ear, his hand traveled up over the clinging material of my tee. He rubbed my breasts. He wasn't even cupping them, just letting his palm explore their full globes and brush against my aching nipples. They were more sensitive than they had ever been, and I felt a warm gush at their stimulation.
 
    
 
   One hand settled in over my shirt to gently tug at my nipples. Suddenly I didn't feel so bad about not having a bra. Each tiny tug sent a little thrill through me, shooting down to settle as heat between my legs.
 
    
 
   My hands were just moving on their own at this point, rubbing the same dish again and again. The rest of me was too caught up in his soft touches along my sensitive skin.
 
    
 
   His other hand had drifted lower. Now it began to tug at the button to my jeans. With a swift, sure motion, he popped them open. I held still as he began to tug them down. I didn't resist, but I wasn't ready to help him slide them over my hips yet either.
 
    
 
   But I was curious. So curious.
 
    
 
   With a tug my shorts and panties were over my hips and sliding down my legs. He didn't bother to pull them all the way free. Instead they stayed tangled around my ankles, leaving me unsteady and uncertain as he resumed his exploration of my skin.
 
    
 
   His hand slid over me again and again in long, looping circles. It felt like he wanted to touch every part of me at once, and couldn't stop until he had. I understood, as my skin was starting to fill with the same need. His top hand slipped up and under my shirt, eager to feel my breasts with nothing between us. I let him haul my shirt up under my neck with a little sigh, my dish entirely forgotten in my hand.
 
    
 
   He teased me for long minutes. I thought I might explode from the need to feel more of him. I pressed back against him, grinding my now exposed ass against him jeans. The fabric was rough, an exciting contrast with his questing, teasing fingers.
 
    
 
   I wanted to turn, to undress him as he had stripped me. He had me trapped, however. Between the shorts tangles around my legs and his broad shoulders pressed against my back, I was helpless. All I could do was grind back against him, hoping he'd do more soon.
 
    
 
   His fingers traced their way up the inside of my leg. My breath caught as they trailed their way across the hair between my legs. Without thought, I tried to open my legs to him, pushing my hips forward to try to meet his hand.
 
    
 
   He denied me. Moving his hands away, he tickled my mound with with finger tips, just barely touching me. I let out a tiny sigh of need, still trying to hump against his teasing fingers.
 
    
 
   His fingers dipped lower for a moment, tracing the pouting lips of my aching pussy. He paused, a single finger gently rubbing along the very outermost part of my slit. I flushed, knowing he could feel how wet I was. Like me, my need was completely exposed to anyone who cared to investigate.
 
    
 
   Up and down my lower lips, his hands moved is tiny, teasing patterns. Finally his fingers moved up to the top, finding and circling my clit.
 
    
 
   A tiny moan escaped me in spite of myself. At this he pressed against my clit with two fingers, moving surely as he pressed against it. I cried out as let my body collapse forward over the sink, my ass high in the air. He didn't break his pace, pressed even more firmly and moving in demanding circles over the sensitive nub between my legs.
 
    
 
   His other hand began to explore my now upturned ass. Grasping more strongly now, it moved from one cheek to the other, tugging at skin in time wit his pressure on my throbbing clit. Then it dipped down between my legs, rubbing at my dripping hole.
 
    
 
   A finger slipped inside me, and I cried out again in pleasure. I pushed back against the intruder, feeling it slip easily inside my sopping entrance. My movement pressed my fingers even harder into my clit, sending bolts of pleasure shooting through me and leaving me breathless.
 
    
 
   He stayed like that a while, just letting me push back against him, fucking myself on his fingers. I began to grind harder, faster, more ferociously. UI was desperate to find my release, but his body behind mine wouldn't let me move as much as I wanted to.
 
    
 
   It was becoming a contest: me trying to find ways to move enough to satisfy my needs, him moving to stop me while still keeping up a teasing pressure. It was simultaneously amazingly frustrating and incredibly erotic. I bucked and heaved against him, struggling to win the prize of my climax.
 
    
 
   I felt him withdraw his hands, moving them to capture and hold my hips with fingers slick with my own juices. I let out a moan of frustration, but let him still me, knowing this signaled the start of some new part of the game.
 
    
 
   I felt a new, tickling sensation start up the inside of my thighs. His hands still held my hips, and I quickly figured out that he was kissing up the inside of my legs. I squirmed, but was too turned on to pull away as his kissed trailed higher and higher. Then I felt a gentle nibbling on my flushed sex. His tongue teased me, barely touching, just as his fingers had before.
 
    
 
   I longed to feel him go deeper, to push harder, something, anything other than tease me. He was relentless, though. He just held my hips, keeping me from even moving myself against his maddening tongue. He shifted, and I could feel his tongue touch just below my clit, its firm presence stimulating the full length of my slit.
 
    
 
   I moved, trying to drive his tongue onto my aching nub. Without a word his mouth was gone. He kept his hands on me, but stood. I suddenly felt very vulnerable before his firm hands and rapid movements.   I froze, and he took that as an opportunity.
 
    
 
   With a single, long motion, his cock slid inside me. There was none of the fumbling or searching for my entrance that I expected. Someone he lined up perfectly, sliding in from behind all the was to his base.
 
    
 
   I squealed. As wet as I was, it was no problem to take him inside me, but the sudden change from achingly empty to spectacularly full was almost too much to take. He paused, letting me adjust to the feel of him buried deep inside of me. I leaned farther forward, letting the hard, full length of him move within me, just taking in the feel of being completely filled.
 
    
 
   He began to move, sliding in and out of me with long, smooth strokes of his cock. He pressed on my back slightly, pressing me against the sink and raising my ass even more into the air. The change made his cock head rub against the wall on my tunnel. The feeling was amazing, stretching and filling me all at once, and sending a powerful jolt through me each time he came close to pulling out.
 
    
 
   I cried out with each thrusting movement, giving myself over to him completely.
 
    
 
   He pounded into me relentlessly. I pushed back, my hands on the sink braced to let me meet his movements with my own. MY breasts swayed under me, jolting and swinging every time our hips crashed together.
 
    
 
   I felt my climax building inside of me. I prayed he wouldn't stop, that this time he would let me spill over into release. Vaguely, I heard moaning and realized it was mine. Yes, yes, yes, I moaned, taking him deep and hard each time.
 
    
 
   But he did stop. Just as my whole body began to tense before my release, he stopped deep inside me, then slowly pulled out.
 
    
 
   “Uhhhh,” I whined at him, not even able to express my need.
 
    
 
   “I felt him lean in against my back to whisper in my ear.
 
    
 
   “I want to see your face when you cum, and I want you to see mine.”
 
    
 
   Torn between excitement and frustration, I nodded.
 
    
 
   With quick motions he turned me to face him. My panties completed their downward slide off my legs and onto the floor.
 
    
 
   Without a word he put his hands back on my hips and lifted me onto the counter, my legs spread wide around him. I worried that the counter would be too high for his cock to reach me, but he'd thought ahead. Grabbing a chair from the table, he pulled it over and knelt on it. This left his glistening cock-head perfectly lined up with my aching pussy.
 
    
 
   His hands grabbed my legs and pulled them wide apart, leaving me leaning back on the counter and totally exposed. He smiled, just taking in the sight on my naked, needy body open and ready for him.
 
    
 
   He met my eyes. We stared at each other as his cock once again found my entrance and he slid inside.
 
    
 
   His movements were slower this time, but no less powerful. He slid into me, his eyes never leaving mine. I whimpered a little, feeling each and every bit of him as he slid deep inside.
 
    
 
   This time he rolled his hips, letting me watch his cock slide inside me, only to return wetter than before. I panted, catching my breath to recover from my recent pounding. His hands came up to tweak and pull at my nipples. It hurt, but also set my body abuzz with need all over again.
 
    
 
   Without warning he began to pound into me again, hard and fast. I gasped, suddenly on fire with the abrupt change in pace and power. I moaned. My head fell back as I let him take me.
 
    
 
   This was it. I was finally going to cum. My whole body tensed.
 
    
 
   He slowed again. I groaned in frustration and picked my head up to glare at him. He grinned at me, never breaking his pace.
 
    
 
   “Yes?” he asked, even though he clearly knew what I wanted.
 
    
 
   “You're just being mean,” I panted.
 
    
 
   “Oh?” he replied. “Well, if you want me to stop. . . .” He began to withdraw his shaft from my tunnel.
 
    
 
   “No!” I said, trying to close my legs around him and trap him inside me. “No.”
 
    
 
   “Then what do you want?” he asked.
 
    
 
   “I . . . I want you inside me,” I said.
 
    
 
   “You already have that,” he pointed out, shifting his hips a little to rub along my tunnel. I groaned.
 
    
 
   “No. I want you deeper inside me. I want you to push all the way in, and fill me up, over and over.” My words came out in a rush, my face flushing.
 
    
 
   “Inside your what?” he asked. “Where do you want me?”
 
    
 
   “I want you in. . . in my . . .”
 
    
 
   “In your pussy,” he provided. “Say it, you want me to be deep inside your pussy.”
 
    
 
   “Yes,” I agreed, trying to squirm farther onto his cock. “I want you in my pussy. I need you in my pussy.”
 
    
 
   He obliged, shoving himself deep inside for three long strokes.
 
    
 
   Then he stopped.
 
    
 
   I looked at him helplessly.
 
    
 
   “Keep talking,” he commanded me.
 
    
 
   “Oh, God,” I said. “I need you to take my pussy. I need you to ram inside of me again, and again, and again. I need to be fucked. I need to take hard cock as deep as it will go until all I can think about is it filling me up. I am a slut who needs you to fill her aching hole, whose pussy just has to get fucked.”
 
    
 
   I let the words spill out of me, not even really sure what I was saying. When I talked, when I begged him, then he would pound into me, giving it to me hard and deep, just like I needed it. If I slowed or forgot, though, even if I just paused to moan, he always slowed down. I quickly learned to talk dirty, begging for cock like the lowest, dirties slut.
 
    
 
   Eventually I was just screaming. I called out “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me,” again and again as he pounded into me.
 
    
 
   I was so, so close. I wanted. . . I needed. . . then I came.
 
    
 
   Shuddering, I convulsed around him. My whole body flopped backwards, and only the strength of his arms on my hips kept me from falling off the counter. I screamed my pleasure as it shuddered through me again, and again, and again.
 
    
 
   The aftermath of my orgasm left me weak and trembling. I could barely think, my body filled with bliss. I felt him slide out of me, each movement sending a little aftershock through my system.
 
    
 
   I felt him pick me up, then deposit me unceremoniously on the floor. I slumped to my knees, looking up at him through tousled hair. My tits heaved up and down as I tried to get my breath back, just kneeling on the floor in front of him.
 
    
 
   He stood over me, cock in his hand. He gave me a moment to just look at him as he jerked his cock. His eyes wandered over me, taking in every shuddering movement as I recovered from my thorough fucking.
 
    
 
   Then, without warning, he stepped up to me. One hand grabbed my hair, looping it around and through his fingers, controlling my head. He tilted my head back and moved closer, bringing his balls to just above my lips.
 
    
 
   “Lick” he commanded.
 
    
 
   I obeyed.
 
    
 
   His balls were slick with sweat and my own juices. I tried to pull back, but his hand in my hair held me, and I wound up tonguing lightly at him. He sighed, then pulled back, lining his cock up with my mouth.
 
    
 
   I opened my mouth without a word. I was still in sort of a haze, caught up in my afterglow and the feel of his power over me.
 
    
 
   His cock was tangy and salty all at once, but not as unpleasant as I'd feared. I held my jaw open for him as he thrust into it, careful to keep my teeth out of the way.
 
    
 
   “Play with yourself as I fuck your mouth,” he commanded, never breaking his rhythm.
 
    
 
   I did. My little clit was almost too sensitive to touch, but I rubbed around it anyway. The sensations sent shocks through me, and it was hard to control my mouth.
 
    
 
   The whole situation felt unreal. Here I was, kneeling on the floor of my own kitchen, taking his cock in my mouth, tasting my own cum as I rubbed faster and faster between my legs. What was worse, it was getting me hot all over again. I don't know if it was the humiliation, or the sex, or his power, but giving up to him entirely had me panting and ready to cum again!
 
    
 
   Finally he grunted, pulling out of my mouth and aiming his throbbing cock head at my face. Before I knew what he intended, thick spurts of cum shot out of him and began to cover my face. One spurt shot across my cheek and nose. Another covered my lips before I could twist away. He then aimed at my tits, shooting several jets over them, too.
 
    
 
   Each hot spurt made me jump, but his hand in my hair kept me in place.
 
    
 
   He knelt down as soon as he finished, examining his work. Then he chuckled.
 
    
 
   “You liked that, didn't you?” he said, more of a statement than a question.
 
    
 
   “Up 'til the end,” I said, feeling as little unsteady.
 
    
 
   “Really?” he asked. “Then why are you still playing with yourself?”
 
    
 
   I realized it was true. Covered in his cum, kneeling before him, I still had my hand between my legs, rubbing it faster and faster. I flushed, knowing he could see that I got off on the humiliation.
 
    
 
   “That's okay,” he crooned. “I want you to like it. Go ahead, finish yourself off. Cum for me, just one more time.”
 
    
 
   And I did. Lying back in front of him, legs opened up wide, I came for him one more time.
 
    
 
   And it felt right.
 
    
 
   


 
   
  
 




 
   TWO ROCK GENDER SWAP
 
    
 
    
 
   Was this really happening? I asked myself. Was this really going to happen? Again?
 
    
 
   So.
 
    
 
   Okay.
 
    
 
   Trusting your best friend who says he’s a real-life wizard when you’re both drunk and horny is a bad idea. 
 
    
 
   Just, trust me on this one. 
 
    
 
   I mean, I ended up with a pussy. It wasn’t my fault. How could I believe anything like that would really happen?
 
    
 
   I got my cock back safely the next day, though, so it wasn’t a big deal. We swore we’d never talk about what happened again.
 
    
 
   Until the next time I got drunk, of course, when it happened again.
 
    
 
   Man, I didn’t know what came over me when I had a pussy. As soon as I felt myself get wet, I needed to get fucked. 
 
    
 
   And he was always the only one around, of course.
 
    
 
   Oh, well. If I didn’t want it, why did I always get drunk around him again? As soon as the first time I had a pussy, I wanted one all the time. Even when I sobered up and got my cock back, I’d always jerk it thinking about how good it felt to get my tits rubbed and my clit licked.
 
    
 
   I heard him come into the room. There I lay, eyes closed, just waiting for him. I know he asked me to be here. I know he asked me to be naked. What I don't know is what he has planned.
 
    
 
   Without a word, he pads over to the bed. The rhythmic tick of the fan overhead hides the sound of his feet crossing the floor, so the first hint I have that he's beside me is his hand running up and down my body. His hands feel warm against my skin, and I long to tell him to warm me up.
 
    
 
   He moves onto the bed, straddling my thighs between his own, trapping me beneath him. I don't open my eyes, but I can picture his cock already coming to attention. I'm not ready for it yet, but he knows that. He teases me, running his hands along along my body before leaning forward, rubbing his chest against mine as he nibbles along my neck.
 
    
 
   He hears me breath catch. I shiver under his attention, but don't move. I've been told not to. If I move, if I open my eyes, the game is over. He'll leave me here, desperate and aching.
 
    
 
   Slowly, he kisses down along the center line of my chest. I want nothing more than to urge him to go faster, perhaps grabbing his head in my hands, but I don't dare. Instead I wait, more sensitive by the moment, as he works his way downward to my pussy.
 
    
 
   I feel his breath against my mound, gently tickling my folds. I hold my breath in anticipation, feeling him hover just beyond touching me. Then I feel his hands gently rub along my lower lips, sending sensation buzzing through me. I gasp in spite of myself, and I hear him tsk tsk at my noise, reminding me not to speak.
 
    
 
   He moves his legs from over mine, sending shudders through the bed. I'm not sure where he is, but his hands grasp my legs, pulling them apart. I feel completely exposed, knowing he can do whatever he wants to me and I will do nothing to stop him. His fingers trace pattern up the inside of one leg. Along the other, I feel the soft resistance of some kind of rubber or silicon – a toy of some sort.  
 
    
 
   I hold still in anticipation as the toy and his hand both work their way up along my legs. My nipples stand up straight, both begging for attention. Every part of me wants his touch. His hand drifts up, teasing at my clit. The toy whatever it is, aims South of there, rubbing along my engorged twat before coming to press slightly against my back door. 
 
    
 
   I want to protest, but don’t dare. He’s mentioned wanting my ass before, even stretched it with a finger or two, but this is the first time he’s simply gone ahead and done it. Even as I worry, I hold my legs wide and open, allowing him complete access. 
 
    
 
   Hs fingers massaging my clit between them sends pleasure surging through me. I bite my tongue to keep from crying out and ruining everything. Even as he teases me, I feel the pressure against my ass grow, insistently pushing inward. I want to squirm, though whether to relieve the pressure or push it in further I don’t yet know. 
 
    
 
   I feel the bed on either side of my head accept his weight, and suddenly my mental image of what’s happening flips. I was picturing his between my widely spread legs, but now I envision him kneeling over my head, arms down and arched over my legs to play with my pussy. His cock must be millimeters from my mouth. I long to extend my tongue and taste him before opening wide and taking him as deep as I can. I only remember his instructions not to move at the last minute. 
 
    
 
   The rubbing against my clit is picking up the pace, sending a steady wave of pleasure through me, distracting me from trying to picture where he is. With a final push, I feel the toy pop inside my ass, stretching me wide. When that happens he slips forward, the length of his cock pressing against my face, head just past my lower lip. 
 
    
 
   Fingers still pressing against my clit, I feel him shift and press his cock head against my lips. His hand tugs down on my chin, and for a moment I’m confused. I realize he must have left the toy in and take his hand away to open my jaw. I let him, revelling in the feel of the silken skin over throbbing hardness as his cock enters my mouth.
 
    
 
   I feel his balls resting on my face as he gently bobs his dick against my lips. His cock feels odd, upside-down like it is. Still, I rub my tongue along it, trying to match the pace of his fingers on my clit.
 
    
 
   I’m getting close, and not rubbing against him is getting harder and harder. I want to move, to stretch, to purr beneath his attentions. Instead, I try to focus on his cock in my mouth, careful still to not move my arms, legs, or hips. Even with all my focus, my ass clenches in anticipation, my muscles growing rigid as I get close.
 
    
 
   With a final flick, he sends me spilling over the edge. Despite my best efforts, I start to shake and shudder, and I give in to it. My whole body shakes as the pleasure travels through me. He withdraws his cock from my mouth, letting me throw my head back as I shake. The best I can do is to keep my eyes closed.
 
    
 
   I freeze as soon as I can, trying to pretend I didn’t move, not wanting the game to be over. Even so, I feel the aftershocks travel through me, making me shiver in bursts. 
 
    
 
   I hear him sigh from the side of the bed, and I can picture him shaking his head in disappointment.
 
    
 
   Without a word, I feel him start to tug on my arm, pulling me upright. His other hand clamps down over my eyes, keeping me in the dark. Does this mean the game isn’t over?
 
    
 
   He tugs me upright, and I feel his weight settle in beside me. I try to figure out what’s happening when his hands grab my hips, turning me face down even as he pulls my upper body across his lap. 
 
    
 
   Now I know what’s happening. I can picture myself stretched across his lap, ass in the air. The toy is still inside me, and I wonder how far out it’s sticking, how it makes me look. I know what’s coming next, and resolve to stick to the game: eyes closed, holding still, not crying out or speaking. 
 
    
 
   I feel his open hand hit my bottom with a crack, the sound filling the silent room. The blow rocks me forward, traveling through me on the same paths the pleasure took just minutes before. Like the pleasure, it leaves me warm and tingling. The pain sparks an aftershock of my orgasm, and the two meld, making me want to squirm. 
 
    
 
   Again I feel his hand against me, spreading heat, pain, and pleasure in equal parts. My breasts press against the rough hair of his legs, adding sensation to my nipples in the space between the strikes of his hand. The tensing of my ass squeezes the toy still lodged between my cheeks, adding to the sensation even more. 
 
    
 
   He finds a rhythm, one blow falling after another, and I lose myself in the feel of them. I feel so helpless, stretched across him, him paddling me as he wills, not even wanting to open my eyes. The thought sends another wave of heat downward, getting my pussy soaked all over again. 
 
    
 
   A stray blow goes across the backs of my thighs, slapping against the sensitive folds of my pussy. I gasp in spite of myself, and the next blow is ten times harder, rocking my whole body forward. I feel the upper part of my face press into the pillow, my mouth finding a tiny space to breath freely while the pillow pressed against my eyes.
 
    
 
   The hits back off again, but are falling all across my backside, now, unpredictable and wild. Even as the smacks keep coming, I feel fingers at the entrance to my pussy, probing and feeling my aching, ready wetness. It’s all I can do to not push back against them, pushing them sindie of me. I don’t know which would be worse, his stopping the game, or him raining down more punishment on my tender ass.
 
    
 
   The fingers slip inside, others curling forward to press against my clit. Every time he lands a smack the fingers move against me, slick with my juices. The sensation is indescribable, radiating out to fill my entire body. 
 
    
 
   The hand inside me retreats, and I almost lose my cool and beg for it back. Fortunately, he’s just spreading my legs wide. Then I feel something else along the inside of both my thighs. It feels like his legs, but I’m stretched out over his lap . . . .
 
    
 
   My first instinct is to jump up, to scream, to protest. There are two men in the room, at least! I don’t even know if the lap I’m draped over is my man’s or a stranger’s. I don’t know if the man who had a perfect view of my open pussy right now even knows my name. But I don’t jump up. I don’t screech. I don’t run away. How can I? I have been asking for this, exactly this, for so long.
 
    
 
   The rough thighs braced to keep mine open are suddenly more exciting than before. The hand reddening my ass both more shaming and so, so much hotter. 
 
    
 
   The hands which had been swatting me grasp my ass cheeks, spreading me wide. I feel the head of a cock against my entrance, wetting itself with my juices. 
 
    
 
   For a moment, everyone stops.
 
    
 
   Then the cock, whoevers it is, is sliding inside me in one, long thrust. My inner muscles clamp down on him as I spasm, grasping his cock firmly with my pussy as I cum around him from his very first thrust. 
 
    
 
   He gives me no time to recover. Firmly, rhythmically, he starts thrusting into me, using almost the entire length of his cock. Each movement sends another shock wave of pleasure through me, scattering my thoughts. I want to try to figure out who is thrusting into me, to figure out if the cock inside me feels familiar, but I just can’t. Shatteringly intense sensation jolts from my pussy, destroying my ability to do anything but take it deep and hard. 
 
    
 
   The man whose lap I’m draped over starts to move, dragging my upper body up so I’m on my hands and knees. I keep my eyes shut, not yet ready to know who is using me this way. My tits hang below me, swinging with each thrust I take from behind. I feel the legs slide out from underneath me, and the weight shift on the bed as he moves around to my mouth. 
 
    
 
   I feel his cock head press against my lips, jerking around as the man behind me continues to thrust, knocking me forward. I open my mouth carefully, afraid of getting him with my teeth or getting choked equally. The cock in front of me slides between my lips easily, moving forward when I do, then withdrawing as I slam back against the cock taking me from behind. 
 
    
 
   I can’t believe I’m actually taking two cocks at once. It’s better than I ever imagined, made all the more intense by not even knowing who is where.
 
    
 
   I rub the underside of the cock in my mouth, trying to feel if it’s a familiar size and shape, but the jerking, pounding motions make it impossible. I know that I could open my eyes at any time, but I refuse to. This, from the possible stranger using my pussy to the unknown man fucking my face, is just what I’ve been craving.
 
    
 
   The thought sends me into my third orgasm of the night, my muscles and mouth moving frantically against the men inside me as I cum. The feeling must be too much for the man behind me, because he starts to cum, too. I feel his cock jerk and spurt deep inside me, filling my pussy. 
 
    
 
   The sensation of him filling me with his seed sends me over yet again, my second orgasm in half a minute. My body shakes, and the man using my mouth grabs my face to keep me steady, never breaking his rhythm. With all of this, it takes me a bit to realize what just happened.
 
    
 
   Someone just came in my pussy. He’s not using protection. I hope that means that the man using my mouth is the stranger, but I just don’t know. Would a stranger have felt free to spank me like that? The uncertainty is almost enough to make me open my eyes, but at that moment the cock using my mouth pulls free, sending jets of warm come over my face and onto my tongue. The cum covers my eyes, and I hold them tightly closed to avoid letting the cum inside. 
 
    
 
   I feel a towel being pressed roughly against my face, wiping at the cum. Another towel pressed against my dripping pussy, wiping me down. Even in the afterglow of my many orgasms, I start to burn with embarrassment. At least one stranger is wiping me down, like some sort of a used toy. 
 
    
 
   Perversely, the thought starts to get me hot again. The guys notice flicking at my nipples and running fingers along my rapidly dampening slit. Even though I still haven’t opened my eyes, I feel them tying a cloth around my face, blindfolding me. I don’t know why they have to do this now. Are they worried I’ll think the game it over, or do they have something more planned?
 
    
 
   I feel a weight settle in next to me on the bed as the hands finish tying off my blindfold. Strong, tugging arms pick me up. They’re no longer trying to hide that there is more than one person in the room, so they work together, guiding me onto the man laying next to where I was just crouched on my hands and knees. I feel my weight settle over him. He seems bigger than my man, but it’s hard to tell. The feel of his cock, hard, ready, and pressing against my tender slit, makes it hard to judge.
 
    
 
   He can’t be ready to go again already, can he? He just came. What if there are more than two men here? How many are there? How many just saw me used like a piece of fuckmeat and get off a stranger?
 
    
 
   His strong arms loops around me, keeping me pinned to his chest. He thrusts his hips a little, sliding his thick, pulsing cock against my clit. It’s almost too sensitive to be touched, but the situation, not knowing who is using me, who is watching, is enough to keep me eager and ready.
 
    
 
   I feel hands on my ass, tugging on the forgotten toy lodged inside of me. Oh, God, I didn’t even think about how I just go fucked with that thing spreading me wide as well. It comes free with a pop, and is quickly replaced by the head of a cock, slick with some kind of lube.
 
    
 
   They’re not . . . oh, God, they’re going to take me both at once? The man I’m laying on top of holds me tight as the other one, whoever he is, pressed his cock firmly against my back door, now stretched from the toy. He seems huge, popping his cockhead inside, then moving forward, filling me like I’ve never been filled before. Even the man below me, still thrusting against my engorged clit, only sort of distracts me from the feeling of having my ass completely filled.
 
    
 
   He’s completely in, his hips pressing against the round globes of my ass. He doesn’t thrust yet, letting me get used to the feel of him inside me, or so I think. I soon realize that he’s actually just waiting for the man beneath me to penetrate me as well.
 
    
 
   The cock which was sliding against my clit moves back, quickly finding my ready entrance. He slides inside easily, lubricated by everything which has come before. I feel him move against the other man’s cock, separated by only a thin piece of me. My reaction is immediate, groaning and grinding against them both, wanting less and more all at once. 
 
    
 
   The men buried inside me begin to move, sometimes thrusting together, other times using opposite movements. All I can do is lay there limply, a fuck doll being used. The sensations are too overwhelming, too powerful, to allow me to do anything else. 
 
    
 
   We all last longer this time, pleasure building slowly but impossible to stop. I lose count of how many small orgasms I have, like little jolts of lightning running along my spine, but I can feel the big one, like nothing I’ve ever felt before, building and building. They must feel it, too, because their fucking thrusts become wilder, more urgent, more demanding. 
 
    
 
   The cock in my ass goes first, spurting his cum deep into me. The feel of him pulsing and spurting into my ass sets off the man using my pussy, and he lets his load go, filling my cunt. The two of them, each jerking oblivious to the other, finally does it for me. I cum a massive, mind-shattering cum. My whole body shakes until I feel like I may fly apart. 
 
    
 
   I cum, and cum, and cum. 
 
    
 
   Finally, I’m not sure how much later, the men who were using my holes pull out of me. They dump me unceremoniously sideways, back to where I started the entire event, but now leaking cum and unable to move, instead of just trying not to. I hear them move around, but am too giddy in the afterglow of all that sex to even lift my head, never mind try to figure out how many of them there were.
 
    
 
   I hear the door close and tug exhaustedly at my blindfold. They, whoever they were, are gone, taking even the toys with them. 
 
    
 
   I wonder if I’ll ever know who they were?
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