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The last thing I’d wanted to do was call
Alex.

He walked into his office looking as tall and
handsome as ever. But now, instead of the football uniform and
frosted tips I’d been accustomed to seeing in college, he’d
graduated to an expensive business suit and a natural sandy blonde
hair color. “Well, look at who we have here. Deena Plummer.”

I got up from the chair opposite his desk and
offered him a hand to shake. I tried not to feel outclassed. In the
past few years, he’d gone off to law school and started his own
firm. My non-profit job kept me happy and paid the bills, barely,
but it could be short on prestige. “Hi, Alex. It’s good to see you
again. Thanks for squeezing me in at the end of the day.”

"Not a problem." He took my hand. “Little
Deena Plummer. Look how you’ve grown.” Alex paused to drink in the
sight of my body.

I couldn’t help but stiffen. Maybe he was
successful, but apparently Alex was still a grade A douche.
Unfortunately, I needed his help.

I smiled and tossed my long dark hair over my
shoulder. I’d kept in shape, and the low-cut red dress I’d worn for
the visit seemed to be doing its job so far. “You look good.
Working out?”

“You know it. There’s a gym across the
street. I go lifting on my lunch breaks. Feel that?” He squeezed my
hand.

Ow. “Wow, that’s quite a grip.”

“Yeah. You bench? Deadlift?”

“No, not really. I run,” I offered.

“Pfft. Cardio is for girls. No offense.” Alex
indicated the chair in front of his wide wooden desk. “Have a
seat.”

I made myself take a deep breath. Just let it
pass over you, you can get through this conversation... “Thanks.” I
sat down. “Listen, Alex, it’s about Carl.”

He laughed. Alex’s pearly whites gleamed even
brighter in contrast with his tanned skin. Without the suit, he
might’ve been a surfer dude at the beach. Suddenly it was easy to
recall the few odd sex dreams I’d had about him. “You’re still with
that asshole?”

“Hey.” I showed him my rings. “That’s Mrs.
Asshole to you.”

His grin spread further. “Wow. I must've
missed the invitation. My condolences.”

I bit back an insult. I’d never liked Alex,
but he and Carl had been tight friends in college. Of course, Carl
could make friends with anyone. My husband had one of the most
generous spirits I’d ever seen. When I’d met him at a college
party, he’d literally just given an unfortunate vomited-on freshman
the clean shirt off his back. He loved teaching as much as he loved
learning, and always insisted on seeing the good in people - even
Alex. “We’re very happy, thank you.”

“I don’t do divorces myself, but I can give
you a good referral if you change your mind.”

There wasn't a good way to say it. “…He’s in
jail.”

“Holy shit, really? Whoa.” He sat back and
digested this. “What, he get arrested trying to save some
trees?”

“No, no - it was a misunderstanding.” It had
to have been. I hoped it had been. “A bar fight. Two nights ago.
Somebody bumped somebody else, everyone was drunk, he tried to go
to his car, and they jumped him on the way.”

Alex nodded. He reached for a silver pen next
to his blotter and scribbled briefly on a notepad. “He hurt?”

“Broken nose.”

“Aw, well that’s not so bad.” Alex shook his
head and grinned. “Might give him character. What about the other
guy?”

“There’s some kind of head injury,” I said
quietly.

Alex frowned. “What kind? We talking bump on
the noggin, coma, surgery, permanent damage...?”

“We don’t know yet. And we’re not sure it’s
not some kind of scam, even,” I offered. “You know - at least, I
hope you remember - Carl would stop fifty fights before he’d
instigate one. He told me he landed one punch, and that’s because
he was forced to defend himself.”

“Were you at the bar?” Alex asked.

“No. I had an early meeting. He and a couple
of students were out blowing off steam.”

“Students?” Alex raised an eyebrow. “As in
coeds?”

For heaven’s sake. Carl went out with some of
his older students after classes or a lecture once in a while - he
wasn’t cheating on me. Occasionally I’d sniffed out trouble in the
form of a needy underclassman, but Carl had a way of shutting them
down quickly and kindly. “They’d already gone home when the fight
happened. Carl stayed to pal around with the bartender and watch a
game on the TV.”

“Which game?”

Still obsessed with sports as ever, I
thought. Years ago, he’d been the kind of fan to paint his chest
and attend pro games shirtless. I wondered if he looked half as cut
as he used to underneath the suit. “Does it matter?”

“It’s good for pinning down a timeline. If he
can remember the score and what happened, we’ll know when the fight
went down.”

“Oh.” I mentally kicked myself. Maybe Alex
was a jerk, but he’d always been the kind of intelligent jerk that
did his homework. “I’ll ask him.”

“Or...?” Alex began. “I could ask him. If
you’re here to hire me to be his lawyer. Which, if you’re not, and
you’re not here to hit on me, then what’s the point in this
conversation going further? Am I right?” He laughed as if this were
the funniest thing in the world.

Inwardly, I grimaced. Be upbeat, Deena, I
thought. “Ha. Yes. I’d like to hire you. I need...” I let out a
breath and leaned forward, hoping my cleavage and my desperation
would be convincing enough. “Look, Carl just wants to plead guilty
and move on with his life. But they could charge him with a felony.
He could go to jail, he could have trouble getting a teaching job
ever again. I need someone who’ll look into this and... and... be a
real jerk about it.” Once I realized what I’d said, I cringed.

His laughter rang out loud. “Well, you came
to the right place for that, Deena. Or should I call you Mrs...?
What was Carl’s last name?”

“Simmons. But I'm still Plummer. I kept my
maiden name.”

“Ugh, why? You hate your husband?”

“What? No. I love Carl more than
anything."

Alex raised an eyebrow.

"It’s just that I had some work functions in
the pipeline and everyone knows me under this name. We talked it
over and decided it wasn’t a big deal, so I didn’t change it.” Why
was I justifying myself to this jackass? “Call me Deena.”

“Okay, Dee. No offense intended. I just want
to make sure you’re dedicated. If this turns into a long court
battle - which I’m sure it won’t, I’m sure we’ll wrap everything up
nice and tight real quick - but if it does, it’s important for me
and Carl to know he’s got your full support.” Alex nodded for
emphasis.

“He does. I’d do anything for him,” I swore.
Which was why I’d come to Alex in the first place. If Carl did what
he always had and assumed the best, the worst might happen. And
call me selfish, but I planned on keeping my husband.

“Good to know. Now, since you two are old
friends, how about I give you the discount?” Alex asked with a
smile.

“Yes, please,” I said. I clutched my
pocketbook with both hands. I hadn’t expected to get away with free
legal services, but I’d hoped for this.

“I’ll bill you at the friends and family
hourly rate, and of course I’ll need a five thousand dollar
retainer to start work on Carl’s case.”

My throat caught. I coughed around repeating
the figure. “F-five thousand?”

“Do you need a glass of water?” Alex
asked.

“No, I’m fine.” I swallowed. So much for a
discount. “Um. Do you have an installment plan?”

Alex shook his head. “Gee, Deena, you know,
I’m sorry, but I have an office, a staff - I can’t afford to work
for free any more than you can. I’m sure you understand.”

“Not for free - not free. We can get the
money. I can get the money - it just might not be all at once up
front. I’m working, we have a little savings, we can pay - just not
all at once. Please. I’m desperate.” I leaned forward, reached
across the desk, and put my hand on top of Alex’s. “You’re the only
lawyer I know, I’ve seen you in the paper, I know you’re good.” I
did some quick mental calculations. “I can get you three thousand
this week. The other two sometime next month. Please?”

Alex looked at me thoughtfully. He’d always
had haunting blue eyes. Now it seemed as if they could see right
through me, down to the scared, small part of me convinced that I’d
never see Carl again. “Sure you don’t have anything worth two
thousand dollars?”

“Like an asset I could sell?” There was my
car. Maybe I could get two thousand for it, but the old Chrysler
had been a used car when I’d bought it in college. Plus I needed it
to get to work.

A warm hand covered my own. “More like
services you could perform.” He lifted my hand in his own, raised
it to his lips, and kissed my fingers just below the knuckles.

For a split-second, I was oddly touched by
the tender gesture.

Then he sucked on my index finger.

“Oh, ew, what the fuck, Alex - !” I yanked my
hand away and wiped my wet finger on my dress. Was he seriously
suggesting what I thought?

He grinned. “So you’re a prude, now?”

“I’m married,” I shot back. “To one of your
good friends.”

Alex shrugged. “Honestly, I don’t remember
him all that well, aside from thinking he was a pushover. I do
remember inviting him to parties so I could get a crack at the real
babe he was dating.” He leaned back in his leather chair and folded
his hands. “I wanted to fuck her so bad back then. But she always
played hard to get. That what you’re doing now, Deena?”

My cheeks felt hot. I stood. “This was a
mistake. Thanks for your time.” Even as I heard myself speak, I
regretted the words. I needed Alex. I couldn’t just walk out. But
no way was I going to apologize to this jackass... was I?

“Whoa. You’re leaving? Over that? Deena, come
on. Can’t we just talk like a couple of rational adults?”

“You put my finger in your mouth.”

“I can do a lot more with this mouth, too.”
Alex grinned at me.

For a moment I stared at his full lips and
imagined his smug face buried between my legs. I imagined pulling
his hair and grinding my pussy against his tongue until I decided
I’d had enough. “How about I save you the trouble and go make a
complaint to the - to - wherever you go to complain about douchebag
lawyers?”

“Sure,” Alex said smoothly, “you could
complain to the state bar. And they could investigate. And then
they’ll mark it down as a he-said-she-said and close the file.
Ultimately, not a big problem, but not something I’d like to be
involved in. And in the meantime, Carl sits in jail.” The silver
pen twirled in his fingers. “Or. We could work out an alternate
payment arrangement.”

“You’re asking me to, what, fuck you?” I
asked, aghast at how brazen it was.

“I’m offering you an alternative. Something
that might be more palatable than taking out loans.” His blue eyes
twinkled as he spoke.

Suddenly I remembered how charismatic he’d
been back in college. And how once, he’d grabbed me from behind and
slung me over his shoulder in a fireman’s carry. He’d made me feel
how physically strong he was then. I bet if he wanted to, he could
just bend me over his desk and fuck me right there.

But the smug prick didn’t have to, I
realized. He had me over a barrel and he knew it. “You’re a real
piece of work. You know that, right?”

“You said you wanted a jerk. You got one.”
Alex tossed the pen down and stood up from his chair. “Listen,
Deena. If you want to be offended and storm out, you go right
ahead. Or you could feel... flattered. You know, I’m not the kind
of guy who has to pay for sex. I’m good looking, I’m successful -
girls practically throw themselves at me. But if you could see your
way to taking good care of me... I think I could see my way to
taking care of your husband.”

I flinched at the word. My husband. Carl
would be crushed if he ever found out. He’d been my first and only
lover; I’d been an awkward, shy girl scout right up until college.
Could I really be considering this? Admittedly, there’d been a few
weeks before the wedding where I’d wondered if I’d be okay only
sleeping with one man for the rest of my life... but I’d made peace
with that. Mostly. It would just be Carl and me forever.

And now this. Oh, God, I couldn't really be
considering this, could I?

It’d just be sex, I thought. And if it meant
the difference between Carl being released or him winding up in
jail… I took a deep breath. “I'm not saying yes. But
hypothetically. If I said yes. …He could never find out.”

Alex smirked. “He won't hear it from me. I
get enough drama from the job.” He unbuttoned his blazer, folded
it, and dropped it on the desk.

I couldn’t miss the way his broad shoulders
filled out his white oxford dress shirt. Or the way his muscles
rippled as he pulled off his tie. “Wait, I didn't say yes. Hold on
- you mean we're doing this right now?” I asked.

“Aw, you want a hotel room? Roses? No thanks.
The secretary leaves in a few minutes. Now come over here and suck
my cock.” Alex unbuckled his belt and yanked it from the loops of
his slacks.

My eyes widened as I caught sight of the
bulge at the front of his slacks. He was hard already?
Unconsciously, I licked my lips. “Slow down. How do I know you
won’t just reneg on the deal once I... once I...?” I drew a shaky
breath. Through the flimsy material of the dress, I felt my nipples
harden. I wondered if Alex could see them. Even if he couldn’t now,
he’d probably be seeing them soon, I thought. The image of Alex
sucking my nipples flashed through my mind. I felt warmth pool
between my thighs.

“I guess you’re going to have to trust me.”
Alex untucked his shirt. In one movement, he pulled it and his
undershirt off over his head, revealing a chest as broad and
muscular as I’d imagined.

“But I don’t,” I said, doing my best not to
ogle the treasure trail of light blonde hair running from his lower
abs into his slacks. “And before I do anything, I want to know the
terms.”

“Terms?” Alex casually rubbed his hand on his
thigh, emphasizing the growing bulge in his pants. “How about this?
We exchange tonight for my initial services. If I need to do more
than make a few threats, you’ll pay me two thousand dollars for the
rest of the retainer. Or, if you do a really good job, perhaps we
can work out further alternative payment arrangements.”

I couldn’t help but do the math in my head.
Three thousand dollars wasn’t a bad discount. And he might be able
to get Carl out right away. All it would cost was one... encounter.
Just one, that’s all. He probably just wanted me to suck his cock.
I could do that, I supposed. I took a deep breath. “Okay.”

“Excellent, Mrs. Plummer.” Alex sat down in
his office chair. A push rolled it away from the desk. “Now, if
you’d be so kind as to take off your dress?”

I reached behind me and felt for the
zipper.

“Slow,” Alex purred. “Tease me. Dance for
me.”

I closed my eyes and imagined myself on a
stage with music. I turned and showed Alex my back, swayed my hips
as I slowly lowered the zipper. I couldn’t see him, but I felt his
eyes on me. Goosebumps rose on my arms as I lowered one of the
dress’ straps, then the other. God, I hoped I didn’t look
ridiculous.

“What’ve you got on under there...? Yeah,
show me,” he whispered, his voice heady with desire.

I felt a strange surge of power. I’d made
Alex, Mr. Bigshot Lawyer himself, sound like that. I let the straps
of the dress spill down my arms and spun around, giving him a
glimpse of my sheer lace bra. As I danced, I let the dress fall
further, revealing my smooth stomach and hips that were slightly
rounder than they’d been in college. Finally I let the dress pool
around my feet. My matching lace thong showed off my firm ass. A
shiver worked its way up my spine. It still wasn’t too late to back
out.

“Look at that.” A low whistle came from
behind me. “You are one sexy wife, Deena Plummer.”

But where else would I go? No. No more
doubts. If you’re in, you’re in, I told myself. I turned to face
Alex.

He sat back in his leather office chair
shirtless, his hands folded. Alex’s blue eyes swept my body.

I arched my back slightly, showing off the
swell of my breasts. My hard nipples strained against the lacy
fabric. My panties suddenly felt uncomfortably snug.

“Come over here. Let me get a better look at
you.”

My heels clicked softly on the floor as I
made my march around the desk. I was aware of every breath, every
sound.

Alex swiveled his chair to face me. “Kneel
down. Keep the heels on.”

It was really happening, I thought. I was
going to suck this pompous, smug, gorgeous asshole's cock. God,
what did that make me? I carefully got down on my knees using the
desk for leverage.

Immediately, Alex angled the office chair in
front of me. He spread his legs wide, highlighting the bulge in his
slacks. “Open my pants.”

With shaking hands I unbuttoned him. I looked
up at his face before going further.

“Don't stop there. Unzip me. Pull my cock
out.”

I slid the zipper down. To my surprise, Alex
wasn’t wearing underwear.

His big, meaty cock sprang from his pants.
Its huge pink head was dusky and swollen, his shaft traced with
veins. His dick looked as wide around as one of my wrists.

I gulped. He was much, much bigger than
Carl.

“Don't be shy. Take it in your hands," Alex
told me.

I grasped his thick tool with one hand. His
big cock was hot and hard and velvety-soft. A drop of precome
dotted the tip. He was so big - I held him around the base of his
cock, just above his full balls. It twitched, startling me. Wow, he
was so big! Experimentally, I tried jacking his length.

“Uh-uh. You gotta get me wet first,” he
said.

I cast around for lube for a split-second
before realizing. Oh. I wet my lips and leaned into the path of
that monster dick. It bobbed up and down as I stuck out the tip of
my tongue.

“Lick it. Just the tip, first. That’s
right.”

My tongue tasted the sharp-salt tang of his
semen. I gently licked the very tip of his cock, using my hands to
guide it.

Suddenly Alex reached out and seized me by a
handful of hair, forcing me to lean in. “Now suck it, you little
whore.”

A tingle of excitement shot through me at his
language. Carl was all passionate kisses and sighs. But here, I
wasn’t a loving wife at all. I was just a fucktoy for Alex. I let
my lips fall open and tried to relax as his cock slid into my
mouth.

“Oh, yes. You’re going to wrap those pretty
lips around my cock and suck it, suck it, suck it...” he
repeated.

As he spoke, his hand twisted in my hair and
pulled my mouth deeper and deeper onto his cock. Its velvety length
instantly filled my entire mouth. I did my best to keep my teeth
out of the way, but that big cock didn’t give me much room to
maneuver. Alex eased off, then used my hair to shove his cock in
again. Each time he slid out, I gasped for breath before his cock
fucked its way back in.

I felt overwhelmed, somewhere between dizzy
and giddy. I grabbed Alex’s knees with my hands for balance and
surrendered to worshipping that huge pole. After a few moments I
noticed he wasn’t urging me on - he didn’t have to.

“Ohhh, that’s right. Not such a tease now,
are you? You like my cock in your throat?”

I said the briefest of thanks that he’d
packed my mouth full so I didn’t have to answer. The truth was, I
did - he was so big and hard, the embodiment of some primal male
sexual force. My obscene slurping noises filled the quiet office.
With every bob of my head, my sensitive nipples brushed against my
bra’s fabric. I ached to touch my clit.

“That’s so nice, you cocksucking whore of a
wife. Now take my cock out of your mouth. Take it out,” he had to
repeat.

His cock left my lips with a pop of suction.
A string of saliva connected his big, shiny prick to my mouth.

“Slap it against your pretty face.”

My pussy throbbed at Alex’s words. I gulped
and leaned in further. I grabbed the base of his hot shaft and
closed my eyes as I slapped myself lightly against the right cheek.
His wet dick made soft smacking sound.

“More. Slap it all over your face.”

I did as he ordered. His cock slapped both my
cheeks, my chin, my nose, my forehead, my mouth. When he began to
dry a little, I spit on the end of his cock and used my hands and
tongue to get him all wet again and renewed the cycle.

Alex’s breath came fast. His hips jerked in
time to the slaps. “Now rub it on your face. You like that?”

“Yes,” I blurted. I nuzzled and rubbed his
giant cock against my soft skin and tongue before he thrust back
into my mouth.

“Such a good little cocksucking wife. She
loves being on her knees, doesn’t she? Close your eyes,” Alex
ordered suddenly.

I did, all while sucking and slurping on his
huge, delicious dick. Fuck my face, I wanted to shout, but his big
prick shut me up.

Suddenly he pulled his cock out of my
mouth.

I opened my eyes in time to catch his broad
hand furiously jerking his cock in front of my face. He grunted
loudly. I watched his balls twitch. Suddenly, ropes of hot come
shot from his cock.

I closed my eyes just before I felt jet after
jet coat my eyelids, my forehead, my mouth in hot, creamy
spunk.

Alex groaned. His big leather chair creaked
as if he’d leaned back.

I couldn’t risk opening my eyes. I
waited.

“You looked like you were having fun,
cocksucker.”

I felt the tide of shame return. In the
moment, I’d been totally wanton, I’d felt almost hypnotized by
Alex’s cock and the... the depravity of it all. I reached up to
wipe my face.

“Stop it, cocksucker. You’ll wear my come
until I say you can stop. Now I think you should kneel on the floor
and think about what a dirty, cheating whore you are while you rub
your cunt.”

I whimpered. My pussy throbbed with the need
to be touched. I wondered if he could see me blush through his
come.

“Play with your pussy. Come on, I want to see
you come while you’re covered in my jizz,” Alex said.

It was dirty, was what it was. Sick, I
thought, as I slid my hand into the crotch of my panties and found
my pussy sopping wet. “Fuck,” I gasped as two fingers slid
effortlessly inside. No, I needed more, I needed that big cock, I
needed -

“Fuck me,” I moaned.

“Fuck yourself, cocksucker. I want to see you
ride all four of those fingers.”

I’d been kneeling too long. I shifted to one
side, then slid onto my back.

Above me, I heard the leather chair squeak
and shift. “All four up your pretty cunt. Do it.”

“Yes,” I cried, kicking my heels into the
carpeted floor. I thrust my fingers in and out of my pussy, then
squeezed in a third. It felt so good, yes, more. I squeezed my
fingers together and pointed them, then slowly worked them into my
horny slit. Without thinking, my free hand found my clit and rubbed
my love button hard and fast as I rode all four of my fingers.

I pictured Alex’s huge cock coming on me, and
then imagined it fucking my tight pussy full until I begged and
screamed for it, all while he whispered filthy things into my ear
and pulled my hair.

My clit pulsed with need. Tension and
pressure built between my legs. My pussy throbbed as I drove my
fingers deeper, harder, yes, “Fuck!” And as I said it, I tasted
Alex’s come on my lips.

“Stop,” said a soft voice.

“No, I can’t!” I cried, and moaned in
disappointment as my hand was pulled from my pussy - only to be
replaced by three of Alex’s big fingers.

“Oh shit, wait,” I began, but as I whimpered
he crooked them and began thrusting in and out, packing my pussy
absolutely full of his fingers. A strange spot inside me shivered
and tensed. I gave myself over to his questing, thrusting fingers
and rubbed my clit harder as he delved deep inside. Impossible
pressure built; my thighs shook with the intensity. I screamed as
the floodgates opened and Alex’s fingers coaxed forth - oh, God,
what was that liquid? What was all of it? My pussy gushed and
spasmed and clenched around Alex’s still-thrusting fingers as I
came with a force I’d never felt.

"So Deena Plummer's a squirter. Huh." He
laughed. "It's always the quiet ones."

I slowly caught my breath. After a time, I
heard Alex get up and a desk drawer open.

Alex pressed a cloth into my hands. “Clean
off your face. There’s a private bathroom off my office. Use it to
shower. Then come back here. I need to run an errand. Wait for
me.”

The cloth mopped up some of the spunk, but it
had begun to dry. By the time I felt comfortable enough to open my
eyes, Alex had gone.
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I didn’t think during the shower. I also
avoided thinking while I dried off. I wrapped a short white towel
around my middle; it stopped just below my ass.

I padded out into the office in only the
towel. Alex’s big chair looked the most comfortable; I decided I’d
earned it and sank into the leather. The man’s smell, something
musky mixed with leather, enveloped me. My pussy twitched in
response.

“What the hell is wrong with me?” I asked the
empty office.

“I’ve been wondering that myself, Deena
Plummer.” Alex had been waiting by the door. “I had to go make sure
we were alone and locked in.”

“We’re not done yet?” I hoped too much of my
longing didn’t come through in the question. I didn’t understand
the feelings coursing through me. I’d never felt so wild, so horny,
so ...sexual. I wanted to climb on top of Alex and impale myself on
his cock. Or climb underneath him. And in spite of this, I still
didn’t like him.

“Can I ask you a question?”

He wanted permission suddenly? “Okay.”

“Deena, are you a submissive?”

“What like, whips and chains and stuff? No.”
I shook my head and folded my arms over the towel.

“I’m not talking about that. I mean... you
get off on giving up control. Don’t you?” He walked toward me. He’d
put on his pants and undershirt, but was barefoot. Alex leaned
against the desk. “I mean you... you seem like a natural. And for
someone like me, someone who really enjoys having the control...
that’s a rare find.” He reached out and caressed my neck with the
back of his hand.

His touch felt like a brand. “I thought it
was just sucking your cock,” I told him.

“And you were very good. So how about I give
you the option to walk out now? Forget the extra two thousand.
We’ll consider my retainer paid in full. I’ll help Carl now no
matter what.”

Inwardly, I began to panic. It was over? That
was it? That was good, wasn’t it? It was what I’d wanted.

“But before you go…” Alex smiled as he leaned
down to my ear and whispered, “I think you should let me fuck you
first.”

My bare toes grasped the carpet; it was still
slightly damp from where I’d come earlier. My fingers dug into the
chair’s leather armrests. Under the flimsy towel, my skin felt hot.
I couldn’t look up into Alex’s pale blue eyes. Instead I watched
the muscles in his chest bunch as he removed his undershirt,
followed the way his tight ass looked in the slacks as he bent and
picked his belt up off the floor.

I should go, I knew. I
should grab my clothes, sprint for the door, and let the events of
the last hour - and the last few days - dissolve away into a hazy
memory. But if I left, would Alex really still help Carl? Would he
instead get spiteful, spill the story of my sordid behavior to my
husband if I didn’t stay? You don’t know
either way, a small voice inside me
said. He could fuck you, then betray you
anyway. You’re at his mercy no matter whether you stay or
go.

And a smaller, more secret
voice spoke up with - You’ve already sucked
his cock and squirted all over his floor. You might as well finish
the ride.

“What’s it going to be, Mrs. Plummer?” Alex
asked.

My voice caught. I couldn’t bring myself to
say yes or no. But with trembling hands, I tugged at the front of
the towel. It fell open, baring my naked breasts to Alex’s
gaze.

He took this as a yes and surveyed my body as
if he owned it. “Good girl.” He raised the belt in his hand.

I steeled myself, waiting for it to strike
out at my exposed flesh.

Instead, Alex looped the end through the
buckle. Then he dropped the loop around my neck. Carefully he
lifted my still-damp hair out of the way, then tightened the belt
until it wrapped snugly around my throat. “You know what I think,
Deena? I think you came here hoping something would happen. I
remember the way you were in college. You never asked. Good girls
don’t. But you were always there, always putting yourself within
reach, always hoping deep down that someone would come along and
just... take.” His hand gripped the belt at my throat. “Get
up.”

I rose from the chair as he pulled me, using
the belt like a leash and collar. It wasn’t buckled; if I resisted,
it would tighten around my throat. The towel fell away, exposing
the whole of my naked body to Alex.

It was unlike anything Carl and I had ever
done; no sweetness and lightness and love here. Alex had awakened
in me a force hungry and purely carnal. I trembled before him.

His kiss claimed my mouth. He drove past my
lips, his tongue full of savage power. He tasted of coffee and
something undefinably male. As suddenly as the kiss began, it
ended. Alex yanked on the belt, tightening it around my neck as he
pushed me forward and bent me over his desk.

I rested my forehead against his desk
calendar. He held me down by the belt. I felt so exposed like this;
the draft from the office’s air conditioning brought out goosebumps
on the backs of my thighs. My legs were pressed together, but
Alex’s broad hand insinuated itself between them. He spread my
thighs wide, pausing only to caress my skin.

The unexpected slap stung my right ass cheek
and startled me. I instinctively pushed up off the desk; his hand
guided me back down.

“Did that hurt?” he asked.

“Y... I don’t kn...” Another slap cut me off
mid-sentence. I gasped at the sting. It made me aware of my skin,
amplified the sensations. His strength poured through the next
open-palmed slap, and the next. It took my breath away. My skin
tingled all over my body, from my toes to where the belt circled my
neck.

“I think sex is better when there’s a little
pain mixed with pleasure.” As he held me against the desk, he
caressed the places he’d just stung, groped my ass as if it
belonged to him. A finger traced down my crack to my asshole.

I froze.

“Ever had a cock up your ass?”

No, I thought, my mind reeling at even
imagining something as large as Alex’s cock slipping inside my
tight hole. “Uh-uh.”

“Fingers? Toys?”

Before I could answer, his fingers slipped
lower and thrust into my pussy.

My muscles clenched around him, trying to
keep him in. I moaned shamelessly.

Too quickly, he withdrew his fingers. But
they came back and circled my tight anal pucker, his now-wet
fingers massaging the sensitive tissue there. Suddenly he released
his hold on the belt.

In the back of the shiny metal nameplate on
the desk, I saw Alex’s reflection take off his clothes. He spat in
his hand. I held my breath as his hand moved rhythmically in front
of him. He stroked his big cock until it rose hard and proud. “Now
tell me to fuck you, Mrs. Plummer.”

I couldn’t. My lips trembled. I wanted it,
yes, but if I didn’t have to say it -

The belt tightened around my neck. I pushed
myself up off the desk to follow it and keep from being choked.
When I stood, Alex’s naked body leaned into mine. The hot, hard
length of his dick pressed against my ass.  

He held the belt as he whispered in my ear.
“Beg me, Mrs. Plummer.”

I took a deep breath and let it out slowly.
My pussy felt wet, so wet that I found myself rising up on my toes,
trying to get Alex to angle his cock lower. I needed it. Oh, God, I
needed his cock. “Please,” I whispered.

“What was that?”

“Please,” I repeated. “I need it.”

“Need what?” His lips grazed my ear.

“Need your cock.” I spat, as if it were a
filthy secret. “Need you to fuck me, please fuck me, Alex, please -
“ I almost sobbed in relief as he bent me back over the desk. “Yes,
fuck me, please fuck me.”

A hard, blunt pressure teased my pussy lips.
The fat head of his cock nudged into me, teasing me with just a
hint of penetration. Then with a snap of his hips, Alex drove
home.

I squealed and clawed at the desk as he
entered me. His big dick felt like a battering ram, huge and hot
and ready to invade my poor, defenseless cunt. My toes momentarily
left the floor as he slid fully inside me. For a long moment, I
just breathed, praying that my pussy would adjust to his huge
size.

“Ahhh,” he groaned as he began sawing in and
out.

With every thrust, I became a little more
used to his big cock. Before long, it started to feel amazing.

He held the end of the belt in one hand and
smacked my ass with his other. “That’s it. Ride my cock, you dirty
little whore.”

A growl tore from my throat. I leaned into
his thrusts, then met his movements. I pressed my palms against his
desk and pushed back as his prick penetrated me. Thrust by thrust
he ravaged my pussy, filled me up more completely than anything
ever had. I grabbed the belt around my throat and leaned further
forward, letting it cut off just a little of my air until I felt
tingly and lightheaded.

Alex slapped my ass as he pushed in deep and
held his cock there. “Careful, Mrs. Plummer. You don’t want to pass
out.”

My thoughts roiled. He’d pinned me against
the desk; I couldn’t get any friction. “Don’t stop, please?” I
begged.

“Well, because you asked so nice...” He slid
back, and his cock slid all the way out.

“Wait, no!” I cried, but then he grabbed my
hips and yanked me back as well. With a yelp, I landed on top of
Alex in his leather office chair. His hairy thighs felt strong
underneath mine.

He urged me up and fed his cock into my cunt
from below.

I hissed with satisfaction as he found my
nipples and twisted the sensitive little buds. I moaned.

“That’s such a good girl. Tell me you love
it,” Alex hissed into my ear.

“I love it,” I said. My fingers clawed at the
leather armrests as he pistoned into my pussy. I felt so wet. And
in this position, gravity drew me down, sending his giant cock
balls-deep with every thrust. Shivers of pleasure rocked me; it was
all I could do to hold on as he gave me the fucking of my life. “I
love your cock!” I shouted.

Alex tugged the belt off my neck and tossed
it aside. Instead, he held my collarbone while his free hand snaked
down to find my clit.

“Oh, shit,” I squeaked. The combination of
his jackhammering cock and his fingers flicking my clit made my
entire body tighten. I felt my orgasm rushing forward like an
unstoppable force. “Oh, fuck me!” I screamed as I came, shuddering
and trembling, my pussy fluttering as it clenched on his big prick.
My juices squirted down onto his cock, making every thrust even
slicker.

And then the world spun as he picked me up.
He swung me around like a rag doll, and laid my sated body on my
back over his desk. Now I could see the sweat on his brow, the
hungry look in his pale blue eyes, the fierce curl of his lip. Gone
was the man who’d made the proposition; this was an animal. He
lined up his fiercely erect cock and slid back into my wet pussy.
Each stroke came fast and hard; he pounded into my pussy with all
his force. Grunts and groans issued from between his lips. Filthy
names poured from his mouth.

With each of them, I spread my legs wider,
riding out the aftershocks of my orgasm on his amazing cock. I
spared a brief second to think about him coming inside me. I’d been
on the pill for a while, but we’d had a few pregnancy scares in the
past. It would be the smart thing to ask Alex to pull out.

Our eyes locked. He put his hand on my throat
and sped up.

“Come inside your whore,” I told him.

Alex’s body stiffened. He howled as he thrust
inside me, his body and cock jerking as he poured his seed into my
hungry pussy. He half-collapsed over me, still rutting as he
came.

I remembered how he’d covered my face and
imagined all that potent spunk inside me, imagined him pushing it
further into me with every thrust of his big spewing dick. Suddenly
I imagined my naked body chained over Alex’s desk, thought of
fighting my bonds as he took a business call and idly jerked off
over me, then made me lick his cock clean. My inner muscles
clenched again, helping milk Alex’s cock dry.

We lay there, panting, for a few moments.

Finally, Alex pulled out and stepped
back.

I pushed myself up on my elbows and let my
legs dangle.

He cleaned himself up with the towel from my
shower. He tossed the towel at the foot of the desk. “Here. You can
wipe up before you leave.”

I struggled to find my voice. “Is that - is
that it?”

“I’ll spring your husband tomorrow, Mrs.
Plummer. I have a feeling this won’t take long.” Alex flashed his
million-dollar smile at me. Despite the sweat, his hair still
looked great. “And how about you clear your schedule for next
Friday night?”

“What’s next Friday?”

“That’s when you’re going to come here.” He
paused. “And I think you’re going to beg me to fuck you in the ass
next time.”

“Wait a second.” I slid off the desk onto my
feet. A bit of Alex’s come dripped onto my leg. “Is this - some
kind of extortion?”

“Oh, no. I don’t need to do that, Deena.
See...” He stepped towards me, his naked body reeking of sex and
sweat and desire. Alex moved as if to kiss me, but stopped inches
from my lips. “Next time, you’re going to come just because you
want to.” Alex laughed and headed for the bathroom. “Show yourself
out, Mrs. Plummer.”

The door slammed shut.

I caught my breath. “What a jerk,” I told the
empty office. I hastily wiped myself off, left the towel in his
chair, dressed, and left.

Thankfully, the rest of the building seemed
to be empty. I made it out to my car and pulled onto the road
before I let myself think...

About an excuse for next Friday night.

 


###

 


Lesbian Sex Sorority: The Virgin Sacrifice




*****

 


Tina Jeffries looked again at the
invitation.

It was printed on heavy
stock. Her name had been embossed on the front cover in gold
script. It even smelled faintly of vanilla. It read:
You are cordially invited...

And it had come with a box. Tina hadn’t known
what she’d find inside, but she didn’t expect the outfit.

The slim black corset was just her size, if
she held her breath. Tina had loosened the laces somewhat, but its
boning still held her tight. Tina tried her best to stay in shape,
but the corset’s cinched waist sculpted her lean middle further and
made her look more like an hourglass than any fitness video regimen
ever had. The leather mini-skirt stopped just below her ass. If she
bent even slightly, she’d give anyone watching an eyeful of her
bottom in the matching black g-string.

The fishnets stopped mid-thigh. She’d never
worn thigh-highs before. Tina looked longingly at her control-top
hose resting in her dorm room’s underwear drawer. She stood before
the mirror and felt... naked. And a bit like a different
person.

Above the mirror, her Dean’s List certificate
stared back. Last semester had turned out well, academically, but
she’d been so afraid to lose her scholarship that she’d kept to her
dorm room, the cafeteria, and the library while other people made
friends. Then her roommate had moved off-campus into a shared
house, leaving her with a whole room all to herself. Tina should’ve
been overjoyed. But it just made her loneliness all the more
apparent.

So she’d done what any good soon-to-be
engineer would do: she brainstormed solutions to the problem. She’d
tried out a few academic clubs, she’d started trying to connect
with people in her classes, she’d tried to smile more, and had
taken a highlighter to How To Win Friends And Influence People.

The one thing she’d dismissed outright was
joining a sorority. She’d thought those were for the wilder,
richer, more beautiful girls. Girls like Lola Powers.

Tina let out a slow, shaky breath.

Lola Powers, the most
beautiful girl on campus, had out of the blue sat down at Tina's
table in the cafeteria the previous Wednesday. Lola was tall, with
cascading dark hair, chocolate brown eyes, and perfect olive skin.
Tina had seen her around campus, and noticed that she always wore
heels despite not needing the extra height. She could’ve been a
Hollywood starlet. Plus, her purse and lipstick always matched her
outfit. Tina had just stared as Lola discussed the possibility of
Tina becoming a candidate for the most exclusive sorority on
campus: Sigma Epsilon Psi Chi.

But now, dressed like
this... maybe she wasn’t so bad looking after all? She’d been a
late bloomer, overlooked throughout high school, but since then
she’d filled out a little. She usually wore jeans and t-shirts,
just the basics, but in this... she looked like some kind of kinky
pin-up, the kind she’d browse the internet looking for. She’d
always imagined how it would feel to wear clothes like this - and
then imagined what she could do in them. When she was alone at
night in the dorm room, she’d sometimes give into temptation and
touch herself to thoughts of being bound and teased until she had
to beg to come... and of doing the teasing and binding. But those
were just fantasies.

The outfit, however, was real. Tina turned in
the leather corset and skirt, admiring the way it seemed painted
onto her slim frame and pushed up her cleavage in the front. She’d
twisted her long blonde hair up into a bun. She considered adding
dramatic lipstick or mascara, but in the end settled for a dab of
lip gloss.

All that remained were the shoes.

Practice with
them, the invitation read.

Tina took the high black
heels out of the box. The tall and thin back heel and the raised
toe platform made her feel tall, but unsteady. But the heels fit
perfectly, and over the past two nights she’d practiced in the
privacy of her dorm room, tottering back and forth on the shoes
like stilts. She sat and slipped them on.

Now, Tina didn’t even
wobble. The clock read 7:32.

The invitation said,
Come at eight.

Doubts flew through her
mind. What if it was some kind of trick? Makeover the sad, nerdy
girl? What if she’d been set up for a prank?

Then she remembered the way Lola Powers had
reached across the lunch table, stolen a french fry from her plate,
and said, “It’s hard to find good friends, you know?”

Tina knew. She took a deep breath, slipped on
her trench coat, and only wobbled at little as she left the safety
of her dorm room.

 


*****

 


A black Mercedes with tinted
windows met her outside. She showed her invitation, but the driver
seemed to know who she was. He held the back door as she climbed
in.

“There’s champagne,” he told her.

“Oh, no thanks,” Tina said
automatically as he shut the door. She settled into the rich
leather interior. "Fancy," she couldn't help whispering.

The driver climbed into the
front seat. “Go ahead. Tonight’s for celebrating.”

Tina frowned. “Are you, ah, part of the
sorority...?”

The driver’s eyes met hers in the rearview
mirror. They twinkled as he grinned at her. “I work for the ladies
around my class schedule. Sort of a handyman slash driver slash
jack of all trades. Name’s Nathan. You can call me Nate.”

“H-hi. I’m Tina,” she stammered. Now that she
had a chance to look, he was just a little older than she was. His
curly brown hair peeked from underneath his driver’s cap. He was
cute. She hadn’t expected boys.

“I know. Lola loves you,” Nate said.

Tina frowned. “What?” Lola Powers had talked
about her? She was one of the most beautiful people on campus -
Tina was still shocked Lola knew her name.

Nate looked concerned. “You do know who Lola
is, right?”

“Well, yes. But we didn’t meet until she
talked to me last week.”

“Huh. From what I hear,
Lola’s been eyeing you for a while now.”

Tina raised her eyebrows. She felt uneasy.
“Why? How?”

“You’d have to ask her.”

Tina shifted in the seat. The height of the
shoes pushed her back into the leather upholstery. Her corset felt
tight and confining. And the g-string rode up between her cheeks.
Was it supposed to feel that way? She was out of her depth. “Is
there a problem? Should I be worried?”

“No, no, it's good. It’s a
compliment. Lola knows how to spot talent. But she’s usually not
this excited about new recruits. Think she might have a crush.”
Nate winked at her in the mirror.

Tina blushed. “But I’m - I mean - I’m not,
um...”

“I’m just teasing. Seriously, you should have
a glass of champagne. It’s nice stuff.”

Her stomach felt fluttery.
Maybe the champagne was a good idea. If she had to talk to people,
it would be good to be a little more relaxed. She reached for the
small opened bottle in the bucket of ice and poured herself a
flute. The flavor tasted sharp and a little sweet. The bubbles
tickled her nose.

“Good, isn’t it?”

“Yes, thank you.” Tina sat
back. She watched out of the window as they glided smoothly through
the dark streets, away from campus. Finally, they pulled onto a
lane filled with large houses behind forbidding iron security
gates. “Are we close?”

“Just down this street. Sig Ep Psi Chi is
kind of a big deal, you know? A lot of the school’s most famous
female alums came through here.” Nate pulled up to a wide white
gate. He rolled down the window and punched a code into a control
box positioned there. The gate swung silently open.

Tina had heard that, from
more than just Lola. Some of her roommate’s friends had been at the
school for more than a year. One night, they’d told crazy,
far-fetched tales about the ritzy sorority and its uber-successful
members. Being counted among them would be amazing. “But it’s
expensive, right?” After all, they’d sent her the clothes. Despite
their exaggerated style, they weren’t cheap - she’d looked up the
labels.

Nate shrugged. “They have scholarships for
deserving applicants.”

“Wait.” Tina sat forward so fast, she almost
spilled her champagne.

Nate paused. He turned in his seat to look at
her.

“This isn’t some kind of trick, is it? I
mean, I’m ...some ...nerd.” She felt like an impostor suddenly.
Champagne? Outrageous clothes? Well-connected people? “I’m not
rich. I’m not - I’m not Lola Powers hot.”

"I wouldn't worry. I think
you'll fit in just fine." Nate looked back toward the driveway in
front of them. “If you told me to lick your pussy, I
would.”

Tina blinked. What had he
just said...? "Excuse me?"

“I’d do almost anything you
asked of me. Sexually. And otherwise,” Nate said seriously, his
hands gripping the steering wheel. “But only if you'd like that. No
pressure.”

Tina gulped the last sip of
champagne in her glass. Where the heck had that come from? Maybe
she'd made a real mistake getting into the car. What if this guy
didn't even work for the sorority? “Um." She shook her head. "I
think I'm good for right now."

Nate took the rejection in
stride. “Are you ready to go, then?"

Tina’s heart thumped in her
chest. “Um. I think so? You swear this isn't a trick."

"There's no trick." Nate hesitated. "But the
party may not be what you expect."

“What will it be?”

“I can’t say.”

Tina sat back heavily. She’d
been all but decided on going. And now this. Making friends wasn't
easy.

“I can tell you that I
promise, no matter what, if you ask to leave you’ll be allowed to
go immediately. Sig only wants enthusiastic sisters.”

“I won’t be hurt or embarrassed...?” Tina
asked.

Nate didn’t speak.

“Will I?” she
pressed. Before Tina could ask another
question, the intercom on the control box crackled to life.
“Are you all right? Is Tina with you?”

“Remember, if you say you want to leave, it
stops immediately,” Nate whispered. He turned to the box and
pressed a button. “Mistress Jeffries had some... minor
concerns.”

“That’s because she’s a
smart little cookie,” said the
voice. “Bring her up to the house. I want
to introduce her.”

“Lola?” Tina blurted as she recognized the
voice.

The intercom clicked off,
then back on. “Come on up, Cookie,”
Lola purred.

Nate gave Tina one last look.

For a moment, she froze.
Then, she nodded.

They drove inside. Behind them, the gate
swung shut.

 


*****

 


The grand house unfolded before them.

Lights lit every window of
the huge two-story house. The wide porch held several couples. As
the car pulled up, Tina watched the front door open, revealing a
glimpse of more people and lights inside.

“Hang on - I’ll open your door for you,
Mistress,” Nate said.

“You don’t have to call me that,” Tina
said.

“I do, actually.” He got out
and jogged around to her door. He opened it, then offered a hand to
help her out.

She took it. The feel of his warm, strong
hand sent goosebumps up her arm. Tina rose slowly, carefully
putting her weight on the high heels. She didn’t even waver as Nate
closed the door, then offered her his arm. As they approached the
steps up to the house, some of the couples watched. Relief washed
over her as she spotted several wearing leather, latex, and other
outrageous clothes. Obviously this was some kind of sexy costume
party, and Lola, true to her word, had outfitted Tina
perfectly.

Suddenly the front door
swung open, illuminating a figure in silhouette. Lola. She came
out. Her latex dress clung to every curve. Her eyes were dark and
dramatic, and her full red lips made Tina want to touch them. Her
shoes might’ve been the twins of Tina’s own pair; they transformed
the tall beauty into an amazon.

"Tina!" She flashed a wicked
grin and stepped forward, taking Tina’s hands and brushing those
red lips lightly against her cheek. “I’m so glad you could make
it,” she whispered. Then she stepped back and appraised Tina. “We
need to take your coat and get you introduced to everyone! Come
on.”

Tina glanced back at Nate as Lola pulled her
into the house.

He waved.

Inside, the house looked
even grander. Hardwood floors echoed conversations and laughter. A
chandelier twinkled above a huge foyer. A woman in only a bra and
panties passed them leading a man in a full leather face mask by a
leash.

Tina watched with wide eyes.

“Good turnout, right?” Lola asked. “Let’s get
this out of the way.”

The older girl helped her
out of her coat and spirited it away. Tina only had a moment to
feel self-conscious before Lola returned.

“There’s my girl. You look good tonight,”
Lola said.

She stood up a little straighter and smiled.
“You picked out the outfit,” Tina said. “Didn’t you?”

Lola stood close. “Oh, yeah. I knew just what
I wanted to see you in.” She touched the corset’s shiny
surface.

Tina shivered. She knew it was impossible,
but she swore she could feel Lola’s fingertips on her bare
skin.

“Come on,” Lola purred. “I have to share you
for a while.”

Lola whisked her over to a
circle of people talking, and kept them moving from group to group
throughout the first floor, into the game room, onto the patio by
the pool. Tina met everyone - a redhead named Chloe in a white
rubber bunny girl outfit turned out to be taking an art elective
with her. Another asked Tina what she studied, and then somehow the
conversation steered toward the girl offering to be a contact for
summer internships. Still another was introduced as an eager new
possible recruit to the Sigma Epsilon Psi Chi ranks; she’d been
dressed in a barely-there bodystocking and looked like she was
trying to be braver than she felt.

All the while, Lola stayed
at Tina’s side, sometimes holding her hand, sometimes slinging an
arm around her bare shoulders. Lola’s bright red fingernails
lightly traced patterns on Tina’s bare skin. Tina felt her nipples
harden in response and rub lightly against the corset’s inner
lining. At times, Lola’s hand skimmed so low that Tina imagined her
delving beneath the material, finding her nipples, and idly
pinching and toying with them as she continued speaking with her
friends. More champagne circulated. Tina helped herself to another
flute, and another. She felt a little dizzy and happier than she’d
been in a long time.

Finally, she and Lola broke away from another
group.

The champagne had taken its
toll. “Could you show me the bathroom?” Tina asked.

“Sure, follow me.” Lola led her through the
throngs and beckoned her upstairs.

Tina followed as quickly as she could in the
too-high heels. Her feet ached from the unfamiliar angle and all
the standing.

The party seemed quieter on
the upstairs landing. On a wide, low couch, two women in not very
many clothes kissed passionately, their costumes abandoned on the
floor. Tina paused briefly as she watched one of the women’s hands
vanish between the other’s legs. A soft “Ohh!” answered. Men and
women alike watched the girls kiss and grope.

Lola’s hand squeezed her elbow. She nodded
toward a long, dark hall.

Tina blushed at being caught
staring and followed her.

They turned a corner; the
hall was almost black. Tina couldn’t see a foot in front of her.
She heard a door swing on its hinges and light appeared.

“You can use my bathroom,” Lola said.

Tina followed her into a
large bedroom that put her dorm to shame. Modern furniture made of
smooth, clean lines and dark woods decorated the space. A thin
laptop and papers were out next to a wide wood desk; stuffed
bookshelves lined the walls behind it. A queen bed piled with
fluffy pillows dominated the opposite side of the room.

Lola sighed as she closed the door behind
them. “Oh, thank god. I needed a break.” She flopped onto her bed.
The tightness of her latex dress became apparent - Lola could
hardly part her knees. “My feet hurt. I’m not used to shoes like
this.”

Alone together in Lola’s
bedroom, Tina felt shy again. “I see you in heels all the time
around campus.”

“I can’t wear anything over an inch and a
half without regretting it the next day. But these are worth it.”
Lola kicked up her shoes. “How are yours doing?”

Tina’s feet felt sore. “I might need to give
them a rest.”

“Not too bad though yet, right? If they suck,
you can borrow another pair from someone. Oh, the bathroom is
through there.” Lola indicated the door at the far edge of the
room. “It’s probably a mess.”

“I’m sure it’ll be fine.” Tina felt conscious
of her unsteady walk on the bedroom’s rug. “Thanks for your help.
Thanks for... everything. Tonight. It’s been... fun.” It was, she
realized. Tina smiled.

“Yeah.” Lola rolled onto her side and propped
herself up on an elbow. “I’m glad you’re getting along with
everyone. I remember when I got invited to my first Sig party. It
was wild.”

“Crazy costumes?” Tina asked.

“Actually, I wore this. I’m
glad it still fits. Although I’m jealous of yours. I have trouble
wearing corsets without straps. I start to spill out. Whereas you
look great.” Lola grinned. In the brighter light, Tina saw that the
latex was a dark shade of purple. A silver zipper traced her front
from her cleavage to just above her knees. Lola idly flicked the
zipper pull as she watched Tina with dark eyes. “Turn
around.”

Tina blushed. “I’m going to
- use the bathroom.”

“Turn around first. Let’s see how it looks in
back.”

Tina hesitated, but then did
as she asked.

Lola whistled. “Nice. Now bend over.”

Tina giggled nervously. “What?”

“They sent underwear with it, didn’t they?
Let’s see it,” Lola said.

Tina’s cheeks felt hot. Was she supposed to
say yes? Refuse? Tina frowned. “I’m not sure I...”

“It’s just us girls. Here, how about I’ll
show you mine?” Lola tugged on the zipper pull. With agonizing
slowness, the zipper’s silver teeth came apart, revealing full,
touchable breasts concealed by a lacy black bra. Lola went further,
and Tina couldn’t help but drink in the sight as her flat, toned
stomach and navel came into view. Finally, a garter belt and Lola’s
tiny black lace panties appeared. They barely concealed her
mound.

Tina wondered whether she’d shaved. She
imagined tracing Lola’s taut stomach all the way to her panties,
then dipping in and discovering a trail of soft black hair. She
swallowed.

Lola slid out of the dress and tossed it
aside. Fishnet stockings traced up her thighs. Thin black garters
held them up, attached to the belt. “Aren’t they pretty?” She
caressed her tight ass in the lacy panties.

Tina just nodded. She cleared her throat.
“They’re nice.”

“You think? Me too. And guess what?
Crotchless!” Lola laughed as she lifted her knee, exposing a
barely-there slit in the middle of her panties.

Tina caught a glimpse of bare skin. Shaved,
then. She felt weak-kneed. She tried to laugh it off. “Fun. I, uh,
I’ll just be a minute. In the bathroom.”

“Don’t take long,” Lola said.

 


*****

 


Tina shut herself in the
bathroom. She caught sight of her appearance in the mirror. Her
hairstyle had fallen a little. Strands of her blonde hair hung
down, framing her face. The corset had ridden lower during the
night, exposing more of her breasts than she’d realized - the very
top edges of her nipples were practically visible. She tugged the
garment up; it didn’t help much.

With a sigh of relief, Tina
sank down onto the toilet. Her feet did ache, more acutely now that
she had a minute to be still. She hiked up her skirt and drew the
g-string down her legs. Tina tried not to think about the
g-string’s damp crotch, or how Lola’s taut stomach would taste if
she licked it.

Tina didn’t consider herself
a lesbian. She found lots of men very attractive. Not that she
dated much, because studying came first. She never knew what to say
or how to flirt anyway. But there were certain women... women like
Lola... who got her attention.

But she’d never let Lola
know that, she resolved. Not only would joining the sorority
connect her socially, but it might even help launch her career. She
couldn’t risk losing out on the opportunity. Besides, Lola probably
had her pick of boyfriends.

Tina relieved herself. She
wiped up. At the contact, her clit throbbed. For the briefest
moment, Tina let her fingers linger there. She imagined Lola
bursting through the door and finding her rubbing her
pussy.

Ugh, you’re such a pervert.
Get out of here! she’d yell, and then Tina
would have to hobble out on the ridiculous shoes while everyone at
the party pointed and laughed.

No, wait - Lola would be so furious, she’d
demand the whole costume back right there. Tina would have to make
her way down to the coat room naked. In the party’s drunken whirl,
hands would reach out and feel her as she went by...

“Stop it,” Tina hissed at herself. She
quieted. Hopefully, Lola hadn’t heard. Tina got up, flushed,
straightened her skirt, and thoroughly washed her hands. “Be
normal,” she told her reflection. She took a deep breath and pasted
on a smile as she opened the door. “Sorry that took so...”

An electric buzz filled the air.

Lola lay on her back on the bed. Both her
knees were in the air. Her dark hair spilled all around her as she
moaned. Her bra cups had been pulled down to let her full, ripe
breasts spill out. Her cinnamon-colored nipples looked painfully
hard. She pinched one with her manicured nails while her other hand
moved rhythmically between her legs.

Tina automatically opened her mouth to make
some kind of excuse or apology.

Then Lola moaned. “Tina…”
The dark-haired beauty opened her eyes and looked over at
her.

Her legs fell open, revealing a long pink
vibrator. Lola thrust it lengthwise along her slit. As Tina
watched, she began slowly humping her hips into the vibrator. Her
back arched and the muscles in her arm tensed as she rode the vibe
hard.

Tina squeezed her thighs together in
sympathy.

Lola groaned. She batted her eyelashes at
Tina and asked, breathlessly, “Are you just going to stand there?
Or do you want to play?”

Tina wasn’t sure. Her tongue felt thick in
her mouth.

“Is that a yes...?” Lola grinned at her and
nodded.

Tina might as well have been rooted to the
spot. “Um.” Her voice shook.

“Oh, come on. Don’t leave me here all alone.
At least come keep me company?” Lola patted the bed next to her.
Between her legs, the vibrator buzzed away. Lola’s eyelids fell
shut as she adjusted its angle.

Tina approached the bed
slowly. Her feet felt heavy. Her sex throbbed as Lola moaned with
pleasure. She sat down on the fluffy comforter. This close, she
could see the detail in Lola’s lace panties. She’d shaved; her bare
pussy spread open around the vibrator. The crotchless panties gave
her plenty of room to play.

Suddenly, Lola switched the
vibrator off. She raised the tip at her lips and kissed her slick
toy. “This is one of my best friends, Pinky. Pinky, meet Tina.”
Lola grinned as she introduced her vibe.

“Nice to meet you,” Tina choked out.

“Of course she’s not as fun
as playing with a real person. Especially other girls.” Lola
switched on her vibe. She reached over and tapped the vibe’s slick
surface against Tina’s inner thigh.

 

A shiver bolted up her spine. She’d never
even seen a vibrator in person. It looked big and the buzz it
generated tickled her with its power.

“Do you like playing with other girls, Tina?”
Lola sat up. Her lips were close.

Tina felt hot breath on her neck as the
buzzing toy moved up her thighs. She trembled. “I don’t know. I
never have,” she confessed.

“That’s okay. I’ll teach you,” Lola
whispered.

Warm lips kissed her neck. Tina let her eyes
close. Whatever Lola wanted, she could have. The toy moved again,
and she gasped as its vibrations buzzed through her panties and
ignited something within her. Tina’s first instinct was to get away
- the sensations were too strong. She grabbed Lola’s arm.

But the taller, stronger girl pushed her back
onto the bed. “Yes, Cookie. You’re so sweet.” Lola bent over and
claimed her mouth.

Tina groaned into those soft lips as the
woman kissed her. At the same time, Lola pressed the vibrator
closer, harder against her crotch. Tina’s legs shook. She tried to
squirm away, but Lola swung her leg over and sat above Tina. She
used her forearm to press Tina back down into the bed.

“You like that?” Lola purred.

Tina didn’t know. She felt lost and thrilled
and terrified all at once. Pleasure rushed through her, setting all
her nerves on fire. Her nipples chafed where they rubbed against
the corset. Her clit throbbed along with the vibrator’s buzz. Tina
tried sliding her hips the way she’d seen Lola do it. The shift in
sensation felt better, much better -

“Yeah, that’s a good little Cookie. You wanna
come? I bet you wanna come for me.”

Her hips moved in a fast rhythm as she rode
against the vibrator. Tina grabbed handfuls of the comforter. She
couldn’t control the grunts and groans coming out of her mouth. She
wanted to scream. She wasn’t sure she wanted to go on, but didn’t
think she could stop, either.

Lola licked her lips. She used both hands to
hold the vibe down. “Yeah, who’s my new little slut?”

Tina let out a desperate moan. She felt
pressure building and building...

Lola pulled the vibe away.

Tina cried out. No, she needed more!

“I said, who’s my new little slut?” Lola
repeated.

It took Tina a moment to comprehend this.
“Me?” she asked. She panted for breath and reached for the
vibrator.

Lola held it out of reach. “Good little sluts
beg. Are you going to beg for me to make you come?”

Tina only knew one thing - she needed to come
now. “Yes! Lola, make me come. Please make me come, please.” Once
she’d started talking, it seemed easier. “Please, Lola, I’m a
good... I’m a good little... slut.” Tina finished quietly.

“Yes, you are.” Lola grinned. “Now, Cookie,
when you come? I want you to scream my name. Because I’m the one
responsible. And I want credit.”

“Okay, yes, yes, please – ”
Tina prepared to beg. But the vibrator returned, at an even higher
speed than before. Tina felt tears at the corners of her eyes. Her
hips snapped forward and back as the pressure built, and suddenly a
wave of pleasure thundered over her. Her pussy quivered and pulsed
as she shook with the intensity. She thrashed on the comforter, and
as the wave left her a quivering, sobbing mess, Tina heard herself
repeating... “Lola, Lola, Lola.”

 


*****

 


“Here, drink this.” A glass met her lips.

Tina gulped down the liquid. It felt so good
on her parched throat.

“You want more?”

She just nodded. She felt... good.
Lightheaded and loose and like nothing could go wrong.

“You did so well, Cookie.”

…Cookie. Cookie? Lola! The
party, the costume, the... Tina opened her eyes.

Lola set the empty flute down on her
nightstand and poured another glass from a bottle of champagne. She
took a sip of it herself before turning to Tina and smiling.
“You’re back with us.”

Tina wanted to stretch like a cat. Lola’s
gorgeous black hair looked even better tousled. She’d abandoned her
bra. “I guess I got kind of carried away.”

Lola giggled. “I didn’t mind.” She sipped the
glass of champagne. Then she crooked a finger at Tina.

Tina propped herself up on her hands.

Lola leaned forward and
kissed her. As she did, she opened her mouth.

Tina drank from Lola’s lips.
The light, sweet champagne tickled her nose. A few drops dribbled
from the side of her mouth.

Lola chased them down her
chin, licking her neck and collarbone all the way to her breasts.
She kissed Tina’s cleavage. “Isn’t that
corset tight?” Lola found the closures in front and pulled the
first few open.

Tina helped her wrestle the tight garment
off. Instantly, she felt freer and more able to breathe. Without
waiting for prompting, she tugged the skirt off, too, leaving her
in nothing but the tiny black g-string, fishnets, and shoes.

Lola gazed at her body with dark eyes. “You
know, I wondered what it’d be like to fuck you when we talked last
Wednesday.”

The bedroom’s cool air - or maybe it was
Lola’s words - brought out goosebumps on Tina’s skin. “Really? But
you - we’d never even talked before that.”

“I noticed you. You may not have noticed me,
but I noticed you.” Lola ran the back of her hand down Tina’s
chest.

Tina sucked in a breath as
Lola tweaked her nipple. “I noticed you, too.”

“After lunch, I had to go to the cafeteria
bathroom and finger myself right there.” Lola scooted back on the
bed until she reclined on a pile of pillows. She traced the
fishnets up her thighs, toyed with the thin black garter straps,
then let her legs fall open. The lacy crotchless panties parted
just enough to hint at the delights inside.

“Over me?” Tina asked. It seemed
unbelievable.

“You’re someone special.”
Lola’s fingertips flirted with the edge of her panties. “You and I
have certain… complementary tastes.”

“Like what?” Tina
grinned.

“Well, you like the
take-charge type, and I have a thing for sweet, brainy blondes.”
Lola wet her lips.

Tina raised an eyebrow. “Just how do you know
that?”

Lola spread open her
panties, revealing her bare pussy. Her pearl stood out at the apex
of her slit. Below that, blushing lips parted to reveal her slick
opening. “Well, we here at Sig have certain...
connections.”

“What kind?” Tina reached
for the bottle on the nightstand and took a swallow.

“Well. For one thing, we have access to the
entire school’s network and search history.”

Tina choked on the champagne. She swallowed
it down and coughed as she considered the implications. Passwords,
personal information, research... all of that information was
vulnerable.

“We mostly use it as an aid to study, but
since all the women in Sig are the kinkiest, nastiest, dirtiest
bunch of she-whores you’ll ever meet - we also use it to narrow
down the pool of recruits.” Lola’s thighs spread further. She
moaned softly as she traced a slow circle on her erect clit. “And
the more I learned about a certain virtuous engineering student’s
private browsing, the more I wanted to know about you.”

She knew. They all knew. What got her off,
the revolting titles of stories she’d never admit to having read,
videos full of the vilest language and cruelest props. Tina
shivered as she folded her arms over her breasts. “I don’t, um.
See, a person gets curious, and...”

“Have you ever smelled another woman’s
cunt?”

Lola could do anything she
wanted. She could publish all kinds of information about her. She
could send links directly to her parents. Tina shook her head. “I
should - I should go - ” She scrambled from the bed. Halfway to the
door, she realized she was topless.

“Tina! Wait.” Lola held
Tina’s corset top in her arms. “Don’t be scared. Don’t you realize
what this means? Forget hiding, forget shame... We’re all freaks
here. And the best of the best, too. Don’t think you only have to
play with me, either. Just about everybody has something to teach
you.”

“Are you seriously telling
me to have sex with the whole sorority?” Tina blurted, caught
somewhere between a flush of embarrassment and arousal.

“Not unless you want to. Hell, you can watch
for four years.” Lola grinned. “Tina. Think about it. This is a
chance to indulge in all your fantasies. And I will be your
personal guide. For as long as you want.” Lola flashed a pout.
“Come on, Tina. Please?”

“How do I know this isn’t a trick? How do I
know you’re not recording this? How do I know you didn’t...” Tina
spotted the champagne bottle. “Put something in my drink?”

In answer, Lola leaned over, grabbed the
bottle, and took a long gulp. Her throat worked as she swallowed. A
stray drop wet her lips. She licked them clean. After a pause, she
spoke softly. “Make no mistake, Cookie. That little performance?
Was all you. You wanted it.” She looked thoughtful. “I think you
want it again, right now.”

Tina’s nipples ached for a touch. She
resisted the impulse. “You don’t know as much about me as you think
you do, Lola Powers.”

She laughed, but her eyes flashed. “Yeah?
Want to come over here and prove it?” Lola moved so that she sat on
the edge of the bed. “Kneel down.” She parted her knees and
indicated the space before her on the floor.

Tina glanced at the door.
She could go, just go, run through the party, get away. People
might just think she was uninhibited. Especially if the entire
sorority was made up of girls who slept together. What if being a
newcomer meant Lola controlled her? What if Lola put her on a leash
like the one she’d seen downstairs, then passed her around from one
beautiful, powerful sister to the next? Her pussy throbbed in
response.

Her gaze met Lola’s chocolate-brown eyes. As
if mesmerized, Tina crossed the bedroom to her.

Lola looked up at her. “Kneel, Cookie,” she
whispered, and offered her hand.

Tina got down on her knees without taking it.
The heels made it hard to maneuver.

The dark haired young woman reclined and
pushed her hips forward, revealing her slick pink slit in the
crotchless panties. “Show me what you got.”

Tina felt a brief stab of annoyance, but
then... she caught a whiff of a mysterious, earthy scent. It drew
her forward, to the center of Lola’s sex. Her eyes fell shut as she
inhaled lungfuls of Lola’s aroma.

“No teasing,” Lola
whined.

A heel lightly nudged her back. It was enough
to send Tina face-first into Lola’s pussy. For a moment Tina felt
engulfed in warmth and wetness. She pressed her hands against
Lola’s soft, smooth thighs and took a deep sniff of that
intoxicating smell.

“Lick me.”

Suddenly Tina didn’t mind
the direction. Lola’s thighs quivered under her hands and her needy
pussy dripped with girl juice. Tina used one hand to spread open
the lacy panties and stuck out her tongue. She licked
experimentally at Lola’s glistening lips. Lola tasted musky and
spicy and... delicious. “Mm,” Tina moaned as she delved back into
Lola’s pussy.

The older girl’s hips twitched. “Yeah, more.
Eat my cunt.”

Tina felt Lola seize the back of her hair.
She pulled lightly. Tina looked up and watched her face as she
lapped again at her delicate pussy lips. Wetness coated her chin as
she dipped her tongue into Lola’s opening.

“Oh, yeah, tongue-fuck my hole. Yeah, you
love it, don’t you?”

The hand in her hair urged
her forward, deeper, and Tina obeyed. She stuck her tongue out as
far as it would go and thrust it into Lola’s dripping wet cunt.
She’d done that to Lola, Tina realized. The hottest girl on campus
had gotten all wet over her. She greedily dove over and over into
Lola’s pussy, until she was smothered in Lola’s folds. If she
angled her head just right, Tina discovered that she could rub her
nose against Lola’s clit while she licked.

That sent Lola squealing and trembling. “Oh,
fuck, that’s good. Yeah.”

Tina pulled back to catch a breath. Strings
of girl-juice and saliva stretched from her mouth to Lola’s pink,
swollen pussy.

“Get back here,” Lola growled. She didn’t
wait to pull Tina’s face back between her legs.

Suddenly Tina was surrounded by two strong
thighs. Together they locked behind her head and pinned her face
deep in Lola’s cunt. Tina moaned and tried to wriggle free, but the
woman didn’t give. Lola wanted her attention? She had it. The
blonde girl rubbed her nose back and forth against Lola’s clit
while her tongue laved that juicy cunt. Still, Lola didn’t let her
go. As her lungs began to burn, she licked desperately at Lola’s
pussy.

The thighs released their
hold. Tina sat back.

Lola’s breath came fast. She looked wild-eyed
and dangerous. Her breasts heaved with every breath. “Slap my
tits,” she ordered.

Tina raised her hand and landed an
open-palmed slap directly in the center of Lola’s right tit. She
struck harder than she meant.

The older girl hissed. “The other one. Do
it.”

Tina rose up on her knees
and delivered another slap. At Lola’s urging, she let another fly,
and another, and watched rapt as the girl’s lush breasts blushed
with the force of the blows.

“That’s enough.”

“Why?” Tina wasn’t sure she agreed. A
strange, greedy part of herself wanted to see how far she could go,
how hard she could slap, how sweetly Lola would beg.

“Because I’m going to fuck you.” Lola shifted
over to the nightstand and opened the top drawer. She grabbed
something, then stood and turned away from Tina. She cast her
soaked panties to the floor.

Tina heard a low buzz. “What’s that?”

“Stand up,” Lola said. She fastened a strap
around her waist, then two small ones between her legs. Her firm,
tanned ass flexed. Finally she turned and revealed a black leather
harness she’d strapped on. In its center jutted a whopping
flesh-colored cock.

Tina’s eyes went wide. The
cock looked huge - as big around as her forearm, thick and veiny,
with a heavy shaft and a bulbous pink tip. Tina shook her head.
“Lola. I’ve... that’s big. Where’s that going to go?”

“Inside your little cunt.”
Lola held a small bottle of lube. She smirked as she squirted some
into one hand and began massaging the big dildo. “Ever been fucked
with a strap-on before?”

Tina’s knees shook. She wanted to sit, but
that might put her at eye-level with Lola’s strap-on. “I’ve never
been, um, fucked before.”

“Well, this is supposed to
be an initiation. Hope you don’t mind if we skip all the boring
ceremony downstairs while my dick spreads your little cherry wide
open.” Lola sat on the edge of the bed. Her legs hung off the
side.

The strap-on targeted her like a weapon. Tina
licked her lips. No way would that big thing fit. “No way.
Uh-uh.”

“Why not just try it? My cock’s all slick,
and I bet you’re all wet from eating me. You might be
surprised.”

Tina wondered if this was where the phrase
‘Curiosity Killed The Cat’ came from. “How do I...?” A tongue was
one thing, but it defied the laws of nature to try and fit
something as big as Lola’s toy up her pussy.

“Ride my cock?” Lola flipped her hair over
her shoulder, laid back, and pointed the dildo straight up.
“Straddle me, first.”

Tina eased onto the bed on her knees. She
braced her hands on either side of Lola as she hovered above the
strap-on.

“Now just feel the tip. Yeah. Let it slide
all around you,” Lola cooed.

Carefully, she lowered
herself down until the blunt tip of the big cock nudged her tender
slit. It felt even more enormous than it looked. Tina shook her
head at Lola. “I really think it’s too big.”

“Shh. Just feel it.” Lola ran her hands over
Tina’s breasts, stopping to pinch and twist her nipples. “Rock on
it. Yeah, like that.”

“Ohh,” Tina grunted at a
savage twist. The strap-on’s tip lightly buzzed at her opening. She
canted her hips forward and let the tip’s muted vibrations massage
her clit. The vibrator must’ve been in Lola’s end. Tina watched -
as she swirled her hips, Lola’s eyelids got heavy and she
groaned.

Ha, Tina thought as Lola
reacted. Who was in charge now? She tried pressing a little harder
on the cock and laughed out loud at the older girl’s hungry
moan.

Then the tip found her opening.

Tina frowned. Experimentally, she pushed
against it. Her pussy refused to cooperate with the big cock.
“Lola,” she said, intending to warn the older girl.

“Yeah,” Lola moaned below her, and thrust her
hips at Tina.

Her jaw dropped as the slick
strap-on slid an inch into her pussy. “Oh, god,” she moaned. It
felt huge! The thick crown felt as if it spread her wide
open.

“Yeah, you want my cock, you hot little
bitch,” Lola growled. She held Tina’s forearms as she humped
upward.

Tina held still as the big
cock slid in and out of her tight snatch. With every pump, it felt
deeper, bigger, more intense. “Fuck,” she gasped.

“You’re doing so well, baby. Does it
hurt?”

“Feels... ngh, full.” Tina grunted as Lola
slid deeper and deeper. “Oh, fuck, I can’t go any further. It’s too
much.”

“Stay there, then. Shh,” Lola said. She
paused and reached up to rub Tina’s clit.

The shot of pleasure
shivered through her body as she adjusted to the size of the toy.
Its buzzing helped to relax her. Tina said a brief thanks to the
universe that she’d experimented with the odd hairbrush handle
years ago. After a few moments, she felt restless. Tina braced
herself and slowly lowered her pussy onto the dildo. “Oh, fuck it,
fuck it, fuck me, motherfucker,” she hissed through her
teeth.

Lola snickered. “Call me Lola, you dirty
cunt.”

Tina panted as she matched Lola’s resumed
thrusts, faster, deeper, harder. “Thought I was your little slut?”
She felt her tits bounce as she rode the strap-on.

“That’s why you’re letting me fuck you, you
nasty slutty virgin. Ex-virgin.” Lola’s palm came down hard on
Tina’s ass. “I think next time, I’m going to fuck you in the ass.
Maybe shove a vibrator up there while I screw your pussy. Make you
suck a cock. Take all your holes at once. Ugh, yeah!” Lola grabbed
Tina’s hips and pulled her down onto the strap-on.

Tina slid further than she’d expected - more
than halfway down the giant cock. “Shit, Lola,” she cried out. Her
eyes fell shut as the strap-on invaded her pussy.

“Tell me you want it, Cookie. Beg for me to
pound your dirty hole.”

Her pussy clenched around
the cock. She felt a different sort of pressure building, this from
deep inside. Tina felt for her clit and rubbed furiously to take
the edge off the cock’s big size. “Yeah, fuck me, Lola, fuck me,
fuck my dirty hole. I’m your slut.” She imagined what it would be
like to feel Lola’s strap-on in her mouth, in her ass, punishing
and claiming her and branding her as one of them. A freak. “I’m a
dirty little slut!” she cried, and her pussy clenched down hard
around the thrusting dildo. “Oh, fuck, I’m coming…!” Tina threw her
head back and howled as Lola continued her jackhammer
thrusts.

Lola’s thrusts sped up. She
grabbed Tina’s sensitive nipples and twisted them as she savagely
fucked her with the dildo. “Yeah, give me your come. Come all over
me, come, come, come - “ Lola repeated, and with one last mighty
thrust slid all the way into Tina’s pussy and shouted out her
climax.

Tina’s pussy trembled and clenched around the
strap-on. She tried to stay up, but strength left her as the orgasm
thundered through her. She grabbed handfuls of Lola’s tits and held
on as she squealed and screamed and came so hard.

And as the fog of pleasure
lifted, Tina watched Lola’s face twist into a beautiful, tortured
expression as she rode through her own powerful climax. As the
beautiful woman came down, Tina brushed her hair away from where it
clung to her forehead.

Lola whimpered and lay motionless on the bed.
She panted for breath.

Tina thought she’d never looked so
beautiful.

A knock came from the door.

Still impaled on the
strap-on, Tina looked over in horror as Lola’s bedroom door
opened.

The driver, Nate, appeared. His eyes grew big
as he caught sight of them. “Excuse me, Mistresses?”

Tina covered her breasts with her arms. She
considered getting off the dildo, but then thought that might look
worse than just staying in place.

“Go away,” Lola ordered in a slightly slurred
voice. “We’re enjoying the afterglow.”

“I apologize for the interruption, but you’ve
been missed at the party.”

“We’ll be down in a while. Make excuses for
us.”

Nate looked as if he were
struggling to avert his eyes, but they kept darting back toward the
scene of the recent debauchery. “Mistress Lola, I really can’t –
”

“Do we get to fuck you, too?” Tina heard
herself ask him.

Below her, Lola laughed.

Nate cleared his throat. “I’ll see if I can’t
buy you some time.”

“Thank you,” Lola called as he left the
room.

Tina caught her eye. Giggles spread from one
of them to the other. She didn’t know whether she’d started it or
not.

“He’s pretty hung. It’d be fun to play with
him,” Lola confided. “Of course, I might keep you all to myself for
a while.” She cupped Tina’s ass and gave it a squeeze.

Tina moaned as the dildo
shifted inside her. “Does this mean I get into the
Sorority?”

“Oh, as far as I’m
concerned?” Lola raised an eyebrow. “You are definitely
in.”

 


###

 


The First Time Stripper's Bachelor Party
Gangbang




*****

 


“No, Kevin. No way. Not a chance in
hell.”

“...Come on, Gina. Help a guy out.”

Gina Vancousi folded her arms and narrowed
her eyes at her little brother. “I’m not one of your girls, okay?
I’m your sister. It’s sick for you to try and hire me. Show a
little class.”

“What? They’re beautiful girls. You’re a
beautiful lady. They’re professional dancers. You’re a professional
dancer.” Kevin threw his hands into the air. “It makes sense.”

“I teach dance classes. They’re
strippers.”

“Didn’t you do that pole dancing class stuff?
The striptease class?”

“That’s different - that’s fitness. Forget
it, I’m done. Show yourself out after you’ve finished stealing my
food, why don’t you?” Gina flipped off her younger brother and shut
herself in her bedroom. Well, her bedroom for another thirty
days... unless she magically came up with a way to make rent this
month.

Back when she and her ex-boyfriend Bobby were
going out, the small one-bedroom apartment had been downright
affordable. On her meager salary, it was tough.

Gina sat on her bed and put her head in her
hands. More than tough. Impossible. She’d picked up so many extra
classes and fill-ins that she’d hardly had a moment to think. And
yet somehow, the dance studio management always had a reason for
subtracting this fee or that fee, and leaving her with not much
more than she’d been making originally.

She knew what she needed to do - downsize,
find a cheaper place, and then find a fair studio. But scraping
together rent plus a deposit and rebuilding her clientele at
another location were both easier said than done.

Kevin knocked at the bedroom door. “Look,
Gina. I know it ain’t your thing. But I’m in a bind, here. This guy
is a bigshot down at the club. He asks if I can get a girl to dance
for his son’s bachelor party. I say sure, make a couple calls, book
a great girl. Suddenly it’s Wednesday, turns out there’s a
convention in town Friday night - she cancels. All the quality
girls I know are either there or booked somewhere else. I’m
desperate. If I get this guy hooked up, I’ll be set as a promoter -
he’ll be willing to throw a lot of money my way. If I fuck it up,
I’m fired.” He chuckled, but it sounded forced. “Then I might have
to move back onto your couch.”

Gina didn’t have the energy to explain that
there might not be a couch waiting for him. “Get out of my
place!”

“It pays like nine hundred dollars!”

Gina blinked at the door. She got up and
opened it.

Kevin’s round face nodded at her. “Dad’s got
money, and the bill is on him. Three hours, three hundred an hour.
The first hour, you get there, you schmooze, you do a little dance
for the groom. You put on a costume, you take it off, ta-da.”

“You mean get naked for a room full of
strange men.” Gina tried to keep things in perspective. Nine
hundred dollars would go a long way to getting her out of the
apartment. Still, she’d promised herself she’d never stoop to
doing... certain things. She taught dance and fitness classes - she
was a teacher, not a stripper. And she certainly wasn’t prepared to
provide any of the ‘extras’ she suspected Kevin’s girls
offered.

“Well, yeah, but look. There’s supposed to be
like five of ‘em. They’re all close friends, they’re all going to
be toasted, having a good time. It’ll be real chill.”

“And what am I supposed to be doing during
all three hours?” She could probably knock together a couple of
rough routines pretty quickly, but at some point you’d run out of
clothes, right? “Three hours sounds like a long time.”

“Lap dances, you can play some games, get ‘em
to do shots off your boobs, that kind of thing.” Kevin must’ve seen
the look on her face, because he added, “If you want. Mostly you’re
there to dance, then make ‘em all feel like they’re so cool you
want to hang out with them. It’s a great trick - you do your
routine, then you tell ‘em you like them and want to stay and hang
out. Only you and me and the Dad will know you’re getting paid for
the other two hours. And you just get to kick back, drink a beer or
two, and flirt. All for nearly a thousand bucks. And that doesn’t
count tips.”

Gina thought about a damp basement room and a
crusty old couch packed with smelly, leering men missing teeth. She
thought of them trying to paw at her. “Kevin, I can’t.”

“I’ll give you two hundred extra myself. A
signing bonus. And half up front. Tell you what, I’ll even wait for
you in my car outside. It gets sketchy, you give me a call, I bust
in, get you out, and that way I can at least tell the bigshot that
his kid got out of hand.”

Eleven hundred dollars. With an escape plan.
And all she’d have to do is get naked, rub up against a couple of
guys, and - well, she actually thought she could probably handle
letting people drink from her cleavage. It sounded messy, but maybe
that was the point? Heck, maybe she could go in, dance, and then
get them all so drunk she could leave early. Besides, she thought,
it could even end up being okay. Goodness knows she hadn’t gotten
much positive male attention since the breakup.

Or maybe she was getting as desperate as her
baby brother.

Kevin smiled. “You know, one night don’t make
you a stripper.”

“Yeah? What does it make me?” Gina asked. She
could almost see the synapses firing as Kevin searched for a
word.

“Curious,” he said. “And eleven hundred
dollars.”

For one night only. She let out a deep
breath. “Fine. I’ll do it.”

“Really?” Kevin socked her in the arm. “Aw,
geez, thanks, Gina. This is going to be so great. Do you need
costumes? I can help with your routine -”

“Ew, gross, no. You can be my security.
That’s about it.”

“But it’s your first time - “

Gina looked him dead in the eye. “Kevin. I
know you’re just trying to be protective. Don’t make it
weirder.”

He shut his mouth and nodded. “Sure thing.
Thanks.”

“You’re welcome. Now get the fuck outta my
apartment.”

 


*****

 


One trip to a costume store and hours of
internet research later, Gina thought she had a decent grasp of the
basics. She practiced a few moves in her highest pair of black
heels. It was only a little harder in the ‘Sexy Cop’ outfit she’d
picked up. The blingy rhinestoned hotpants and flimsy top
threatened to burst their seams if she did a full set of splits or
a backbend.

Underneath, she put on a white camisole top,
just to have something extra to take off. Underneath that, a black
bra and panties. Fishnet hose and a very fake-looking hat finished
off the costume. For props, she’d picked up a realistic-looking
water gun and a set of fake safety handcuffs.

“Freeze!” she practiced telling the bathroom
mirror. Gina grinned at her own reflection. The ruby red lipstick
and theatrical eye makeup make her look even more dramatic. She
felt giddy, like she always had before opening nights back when
she’d been more of a dancer than a teacher.

She sobered. This wouldn’t be a recital. She
had a routine down, but there’d be plenty of improvising. Maybe
even...

Gina let out a breath. Some of the internet
articles had mentioned special performances. Strippers who not only
danced, but put on solo sex shows with dildos and vibrators. Even
fruit! That was totally over the line, she decided.

Except that the more she mulled it over, the
position of said line seemed fuzzy. She’d decided she could take
her top off for the money, and maybe her panties, too. For lap
dances, she’d wear them. But what if they touched her? What if they
demanded she put on more of a show than the dancing? Real strippers
probably knew how to handle all of that. Gina was just a teacher
pretending to be a stripper. Was she in way over her head?

“Relax,” she told the mirror as she applied
one last coat of lipstick. “You’re going to be fine.” And when her
reflection’s smile wavered, she added, “Eleven hundred
dollars.”

 


*****

 


She followed her GPS all the way to a nice
neighborhood. The large houses stopped just short of ritzy, Gina
decided. They had gates and exterior lights, but no big stone lions
or security guards. She pulled up in front of a white house with an
open gate and a manicured lawn. Cars lined the driveway.

Kevin’s car was parked on the street. Gina
pulled in behind him and cut the engine. She took one last look in
the rearview mirror before she climbed out and went to his
window.

“Great, you’re here,” her little brother
said. “You got your phone and my number, right?”

“Right. You do have the ringer on? Your phone
is charged?” She wouldn’t be surprised by either oversight from
Kevin.

“Absolutely. I mean, try to handle whatever
happens, but if it gets out of hand, I am ready to spring into
action. I mean. ...I could go up there with you?” His nose
wrinkled.

So did Gina’s. “Yeah, I’m not getting naked
with you right there.”

Kevin nodded gratefully. “Yeah.”

“Just... stay on alert. Don’t fall asleep,
either. Okay? Three hours, right?”

“Three hours. Remember, just go in there, do
your thing, and then hang out. It’ll be just like any other party.
Anybody could do it.”

Gina raised an eyebrow. “Yeah? How about you
put on a sexy outfit and go in there instead?”

Kevin rolled his eyes. “All right. Just...
good luck.”

“Thanks, lil bro.” Gina put her hand out,
palm-up.

Kevin grinned and gave her a low five.

 


*****

 


To her surprise, a man waited for her on the
porch. “Your security called and let me know you were coming up.
I’m Ramon,” he said. He offered her a hand, then seemed to be split
between shaking and kissing the back of hers. “You must be...?”

Gina sized him up: tall, lean, with nice
biceps filling out his polo shirt, dark hair, tanned, actually a
couple of years younger than she was. He was pretty cute. “Gina.
Nice to meet you.” She finally had to pull her hand away. “I’m the,
ah, entertainment?”

“Right. I’m the best man. Listen. The groom’s
name is Seth. He’s kinda drunk already. We switched him to water,
but, well, you know.” Ramon shrugged his shoulders. “Anyway,
everyone’s right inside. There’s only a few of us. We’re all good
friends. We were going to keep things really low-key tonight, just
drink a few beers, but then Mr. Schaeffer said ‘I’ll pay’ and I
said ‘okay!’ And... you’re here. Which is...” He paused. His eyes
swept her body. “Very nice.”

Her coat covered Gina from neck to her
thighs, but her legs stuck out in the fishnets and heels.
Unfortunately, there was no hiding the police hat. For a moment,
Gina felt awkward, like she did when people gawked in through the
windows at her leading classes. Then she remembered that tonight,
she was there to  be gawked at. She decided to embrace it, and
opened up her coat just enough to flash her fake badge. “Thought
I’d come in and bust ya.” Her natural accent had faded over the
years, but somehow it felt right to play it up. “You good with
that?”

“Yes, ma’am,” Ramon said with a grin. “I’ll
head in, give me a minute, then you knock, and, uh, do your thing.
You have music?”

She indicated her boombox. “I just plug it in
and go.”

“Great. Then I’ll go on inside. See you in a
minute.”

Gina nodded. She stepped back into the
shadows as Ramon excused himself and went inside. She caught a
glimpse of a tastefully appointed living room. And then the door
shut. She took a deep breath and counted down slowly in her head.
Her stomach felt full of butterflies.

Four... three... two... one... showtime.

Gina raised her hand and knocked loudly on
the front door. “Open up, police!”

The conversation inside died down. The door
opened. Ramon stood there wearing a look of feigned concern. “Yes,
Officer, can we help you?”

Gina brushed past him and scanned the party.
It was indeed a small gathering. A football game ran on the big TV
in the corner, a giant tub had been filled with ice and beer, and
the coffee table was covered in empties and bowls of snacks.
Besides Ramon, four other younger guys - maybe only a year or two
out of college - sat on the couches surrounding the TV.

Before she spoke, two of the guys began
whooping and slapping the redheaded man in the center on the
back.

“Seth Schaeffer?” Gina asked him.

Meekly, he nodded.

“You’re under arrest!” Gina announced, and
dropped her coat.

 


*****

 


Gina had been worried about her costume and
routine being too cliche. But cliche could also be comfortably
familiar. When she handcuffed the blushing groom to a hard-backed
chair and put on her music, her dance somehow didn’t feel sleazy -
just appropriate and exciting. Gina made sure to take her time. She
showed off for the room in her outfit, then turned and flashed her
booty shorts at them before lowering herself and grinding against
the carpet. She made sure to give plenty of time to the bashful
(but not protesting) groom, and couldn’t believe how mercilessly
his friends teased him when she straddled his lap and shook her
breasts in his face.  

One song ended and the next began. Gina went
into a series of high-energy moves. She sat in Seth’s lap while she
kicked her legs into the air, then crawled off and performed a
series of splits while the men clapped and urged her on. Finally
one of them shouted, “Please, I’m begging you! Take it off!” and
Gina realized she was still fully dressed.

She paused with her hands at the buttons on
her shirt. She was about to get naked for a bunch of strange
men.

Gina scanned the room.

Aside from Ramon and the groom, there were
only three other men. But all of them were fit; one was lily-white
with a head so bald it shone. Tattoos peeked from his short
sleeves. He sat next to a tall black man with a goatee and
twinkling eyes. Next to him, watching quietly but intently, a
babyfaced man with jet-black hair sipped a beer.

A shiver raced up her spine. She rocked her
hips back and forth as she unbuttoned her shirt. She slung it over
her head and watched as it flew. She turned and bent, shimmying her
hips. She came back up and caressed her thighs, her stomach, her
breasts. She grabbed the hat and put it on Seth’s head. He cheered
and reached for it before realizing he was still cuffed to the
chair.

Gina let herself laugh at him a little. Maybe
she was doing really well? Maybe they’d never seen a stripper
before? Either way, she was about to go where no good girl dance
teacher had gone before. She flashed her back and in one smooth
move pulled the white camisole over her head. She flung it away as
well, revealing her smooth skin and bra. She turned and leaned
over, letting her breasts almost pop out of the bra. She reached
back, as if for the bra’s clasp.

The mood of the music and the party went
quieter, anticipating.

Suddenly she shifted, grabbed her shorts, and
began peeling them down her thighs. She tried to hide a nervous
gulp as her black panties came into view. She let her movements
carry her around as she worked the tiny shorts down her thighs,
showing off her butt.

The men gasped. “That - that right there -
 is a perfect ass,” one of them said.

Damn right, Gina thought, she’d worked hard
on it. And no ungrateful boyfriend or studio manager could take
that away from her. She kicked the shorts away, feeling even bolder
than she had before. She did a few moves in her bra and panties,
teasing them by shaking her head as they urged her on. Finally she
sat on Seth’s lap.

Was that a hard-on? Gina almost lost her
composure. She felt a giggle threaten. She was actually getting
away with this! She grabbed her hat off Seth’s head and put it back
on her own. Then she reached back, flicked open the bra’s clasp,
and decided to improvise. “Take it off with your teeth,” she told
the groom.

Seth gave her a tortured groan, but he gamely
leaned forward, grabbed the front of her bra with his teeth, and
held it as she pulled back.

She did a backbend off his lap. Gina kicked
her legs up overhead and cartwheeled to a standing position.
Topless.

The quiet man with the jet-black hair
applauded. The bald man whistled. The goatee’d gentleman grinned
and nodded along. Ramon slapped Seth on the back.

Her bra fell from the groom’s teeth. He
stared with wide eyes.

Should she stop there? Gina still wore her
panties. And what were they, really? Just a scrap of cloth. She was
practically already naked.

And besides, the way the men looked at her...
like she was the most beautiful, desirable creature on earth.... It
felt intoxicating.

Gina let the music carry her away. Her eyes
closed as she teased the men by caressing her body. She ran her
fingers over her breasts; her nipples stood at attention, already
hard from her excitement. Her palms skimmed her sides, her navel,
until finally she slipped her hands into her panties.

She heard an intake of breath in the room,
and as she danced she risked grazing her clit with her thumb. A
frisson of arousal shot through her. She was momentarily tempted to
go further, but instead slid her panties slowly down and off before
kicking them away.

The men made appreciative noises.

Gina let out a breath she didn’t realize
she’d been holding. She turned her back to the men and bent at the
waist, spreading her thighs and giving the guys a view of her bare
pussy.

One of them hooted. Another whistled. Ramon,
maybe?

She grinned and stretched until her hands
touched the floor. Gina looked back through her spread legs.
Upside-down, the guys looked ridiculous. She winked at them, blew a
kiss, and then righted herself.

Ramon led the second round of applause. The
guys got up, released Seth from her cuffs, and they came and
introduced themselves.

The bald guy with the tats was named
Christian. He was the shortest, but looked like he was in fantastic
shape. Lee might’ve been his polar opposite - tall and lean, as
dark as Christian was pale. Gina had to look up to look him in the
eye. The quiet one, Matt, shook her hand like a businessman and
made sure his gaze didn’t stray as he brought Gina her undershirt
and bra. He had deep almond eyes and a mysterious smile that she
instantly liked. She couldn’t resist kissing his cheek. Her nipple
brushed his arm.

Sean, the groom, was gangly, covered in
freckles and all drunken smiles. Ramon supported the groom’s other
side while he put an arm around her. Christian lined them all up
for a picture.

Gina had a few seconds to decide whether or
not she wanted photographic evidence of the night. Then she glanced
at Sean and decided that on the slim chance they were used for
blackmail purposes, she wouldn’t be the subject.

After the first photo, Gina put her bra and
panties back on. The others had her pose, too, and she took more
delight than she’d expected getting a picture with each of the
men.

“Thirsty?” Ramon asked. “You want a
beer?”

“What about shots? Do you guys do shots?”
Gina asked, remembering the shots-off-the-boobs routine.

The best man and his friends exchanged
glances. “We can figure something out.”

 


*****

 


“Guys, I think Sean’s had enough,” Gina said
through a laugh. Egged on by the others, the groom slotted yet
another shot glass full of potent clear liquor between her breasts.
She tried to move with him as he listed from side to side like a
rolling ship. He smashed his face against her left breast, found
the glass, caught it between his lips, reared back, downed it,
dropped the glass... and hit the floor.

The four remaining men cheered.

Gina giggled. She spared a glance at the
clock - an hour and a half in, the groom was down, and someone (she
suspected the polite and increasingly cute Matt) had decided she
should’ve been tipped during the dance. Dollars had been stuffed
into her bra as the boys had come up to do shots. Christian and Lee
had both let their hands linger. Ramon’s cheek had brushed hers.
Matt had backed off, so she’d been forced to climb onto his lap and
get up close and personal. That’s when she’d felt her second
erection of the evening.

Three more to go, a wicked part of her
thought as she surveyed the room.  

Ramon and Christian muscled Seth up from the
floor. “Come on, party guy, let’s get you into bed.” They dragged
him away to another part of the house.

She was left alone with Lee and Matt. “So,”
she began, “how’d you guys meet, anyway?”

“College,” Lee answered. “Freshman year, we
all got lumped into some bullshit ‘Freshman Experience’ course
designed to help us adjust to college life. Then we banded together
in our mutual hatred of the Professor.”

“So I guess the class wasn’t a waste after
all?”

“Nope. These are the best guys. Seth - don’t
let the drunkenness fool you - he’s a good guy. This guy...” Lee
moved over and slung an arm around Matt. “Is a really good guy. I
think he needs a lap dance. What do you think?”

Matt gave them both a look best described as
‘aww, shucks.’

Lee produced a couple of bills. “What do you
say?”

“I say...” Gina watched Matt’s face for any
hint that he didn’t want her to do it. She didn’t find any. “Sounds
like fun.” What the hell, right? She’d already shown them her naked
body, had them flirt with her breasts, and she felt great. The guys
were cute and fun. They liked her - and she liked them more and
more. “Let me get set up.”

Hell of a way to get over an ex-boyfriend,
she thought to herself. She plucked the cash from Lee’s hand and
grabbed the ones out of her bra, then stuffed them all behind the
boombox. She put music on.

Lee poured himself a shot of tequila. He
offered her one. “Another?”

What was that? Three shots? A little fast,
but as long as she slowed down she thought she’d be fine. “Hit me.”
She tossed the shot back and felt the burn of liquor in the back of
her throat and belly. Then she faced Matt.

He strategically positioned his hands over
his lap.

Matt was probably the best one to start with,
anyway. If she was doing this, she was going to give it her all.
Gina slinked over to him, grabbed him by the collar, and crooked
her finger, beckoning him up.

He gulped and followed as she moved him to
the overstuffed leather couch along the living room’s back
wall.

Okay, she thought as she sized him up. Just
like in the videos she’d watched online. She bent forward and
showed him her breasts, stopping to push them together. Gina bent
her knees and lowered herself down until she was at level with the
growing bulge in Matt’s pants. She imagined what it would be like
to take his cock out and slide it between her tits. She spread
Matt’s legs wider, moving her face and breasts close - as if she
meant to suck his cock. She licked her lips.

Matt’s breath came more quickly. His gaze met
hers.

Gina felt the answering wetness in her
panties. He’d hardly spoken a word to her, and yet this shy young
man held her captive. The rest of the party disappeared. She swayed
from side to side, then put her hands on his knees and climbed onto
his lap.

“Whoa,” he whispered.

She sat above his hips and pushed her breasts
together again, shaking them inches from his face. She could feel
his hot breath against her skin as she moved.

Matt’s hands lightly touched her bare
thighs.

She could’ve told him not to touch, but Gina
realized she didn’t want that. After all this time, her body craved
the feel of skin on skin. In fact, she thought, more would be
better. She reached back and unhooked her bra, then pulled it off.
Her hard nipples came into view and she relished the way Matt
sucked in a breath. She let her hips drop until she sat in his lap.
Through his pants, the hard length of an erect cock pushed against
her crotch. Gina let herself rub against it. Through her
barely-there panties, she could feel the heat of him. She let her
eyes close and imagined taking him into her wet pussy, imagined how
big and hard and wonderful he’d feel inside her.

Matt gasped.

Gina opened her eyes. She rose up on her
knees and pressed his face between her breasts as she sank her
fingernails into his thick black hair.

His lips brushed her skin.

The sensation went through her like a shock.
She wanted to feel him kiss her, wanted his tongue on her clit and
buried in her slit. She shifted until she dangled one of her
nipples against his mouth.

Matt looked up at her as he kissed her hard
nipple, then sucked it into his mouth.

Yes, her body sang. “I want you,” she moaned
softly. She broke contact to whisper in Matt’s ear. “I want to fuck
you so bad right now.”

He answered her with a growl and shifted his
hands to her ass, pulling her down onto his imprisoned cock.

It wasn’t enough, Gina thought. She didn’t
just want to be fucked; she needed it, wanted to feel every inch of
him buried inside her. “Wait,” she began. She needed to get him
somewhere private. Maybe a bedroom? She glanced around.

Sprawled in a chair opposite, Lee nursed a
beer. He watched her with hooded eyes. He’d positioned his hand in
front of his crotch.

She was sure he was hard, too. To her
astonishment, she felt another bolt of arousal. Let him watch, a
dark, naughty part of her thought. After all, tonight she was
someone else. She wasn’t Gina Vancousi, dance teacher. She was the
wild, slutty bachelor party stripper. The kind of girl that could
do anything - or anyone - she wanted. And besides, she’d already
gone so far - what was so wrong about going a little further?

Matt frowned as she got up off his lap, but
the look on his face changed as Gina wriggled out of her damp
panties.

She picked them up and tossed them at Lee.
She giggled at his surprised expression and turned her attention
back to Matt. “Take off your shirt,” she ordered, and helped him
take off the offending garment. She grabbed his belt buckle and
undid it. “These, too.” Matt stood long enough to shove down his
pants and boxers, then collapsed back onto the couch.

Her shy guy was thick and hard. His erect
cock rested against his lower belly, rising from a pair of swollen
balls. She straddled Matt’s hips and wrapped her hand around his
dick. It felt so warm. But she hesitated. A condom. She should get
a condom. She’d been on birth control for a few years, but he was
still a strange guy.

Except... right now, she didn’t want to
stop.

Lee saved her. He appeared at her shoulder
like the Angel of Sex and handed her a condom. She ripped it open,
centered it over the tip of Matt’s dick, and rolled it down. Then
she spread her pussy lips and slid slowly down on Matt’s cock.

“Fuck yes,” Gina purred. She sank all the way
onto his cock, her already-sopping pussy ready to be filled. It had
been so long. And Matt’s dick felt so hot and hard inside her. For
a moment she just let herself enjoy the deliciously full feeling.
Then she began to move her hips back and forth, rocking on his
erection. Her pussy clenched around him.

“Holy shit, Matt’s fucking the stripper!”
another voice announced. Gina spared a glance at the hall, where
Christian and Ramon stood together.

Oh, right, she thought. There’d been more
people at the party.

She considered stopping for a split-second,
but decided the damage was done and turned back to concentrating on
Matt’s amazing cock. He held her hips and pistoned up into her
pussy. His every thrust seemed to drive his dick deeper and deeper
into her. Gina wanted more. She kicked off her high heels and
climbed onto her feet so that she squatted down on Matt’s cock. In
this position, she found she could let gravity do most of the work.
She groaned as his cock hammered all the way to the depths of her
pussy. Skin slapped against skin. He leaned forward and sucked her
hard nipples.

Gina’s body burned; she imagined the other
men watching her, getting hard over this strange sexual siren
fucking their friend. “Yes,” she moaned. She held Matt’s head as he
licked and sucked her nipples.

“Yeah, you like that cock?” a voice behind
her asked.

Gina looked down at Matt. She dug her
fingernails into his pecs as she rode him. “Yeah. It feels so good
in my pussy.”

Matt sped up his thrusts. His breath hitched
and his mouth opened.

Gina matched his speed. She felt his cock
twitch, watched as he shut his eyes and opened his mouth. “You want
to come in me? You want to fill up my hot little cunt with your
come? Come on, fuck me, yeah...” she hissed.

Suddenly, he gripped her hard around the
waist and yanked her down onto his cock.

He shuddered and gasped and Gina could swear
she felt the pulse of his come even through the condom. She fell a
swell of pride, then frowned as he held her while he came down.
Finally, he slipped out of her. He kissed her breast and flopped
back wearing a blissed-out expression. He let his eyes shut with a
contented sigh.

Gina was dimly aware of the music playing.
She was glad for him, really, but she still hadn’t come. Little
selfish, she thought. Then again, she was just the entertainment.
Desperately, she looked around the room.

“Way to go, Matt,” Lee said. But his eyes
focused on Gina.

Ramon had taken a seat next to him. He shook
his head. “Sean’s going to be pissed he missed this.”

Christian stood a few feet away. He watched
her, too. He wet his lips, then spoke up in a throaty voice. “How
much for the rest of us?”

The room went silent.

That had even woken Matt up. He stirred
underneath her.

Gina considered this. All three? Did they
really want to do that? Did she want to do that? What did
prostitutes charge for that? Wait a minute, she thought. There was
a line, and she’d just found it. If she was going to do this, it
wasn’t going to be for a payday. It would be for her. She eyed the
beer in Christian’s hand. She beckoned him close and reached for
it.

He let her have the bottle.

She took a long swallow. The cold beer tasted
great. She handed it back. “I dance for money. I fuck for fun.” She
squeezed her neglected pussy muscles and saw the way the other men
watched her. She even had Ramon’s attention.

Gina looked them over. They were all cute, in
their own ways. But really, a nagging inner voice spoke up, what
kind of girl would have sex with three men at once -

Then Matt slid his fingers into her
pussy.

“Aaa-ahhh,” Gina gasped.

“I’m not done with her yet,” Matt said.

Gina turned to look at him, surprised. A moan
tore from her lips as his thumb pressed against her clit and made
tight little circles.

“You gotta learn how to share, man,”
Christian told him.

“Not my decision,” Matt said. His thumb
rubbed her clit mercilessly as he spoke to her. “Do you want to be
shared?”

All thoughts were pushed from Gina’s head by
the sensation building in her pussy. Her clit throbbed with every
flick of Matt’s thumb. She whimpered and held onto his arm as he
persisted. She wanted to slow him down, stop, but she could also
feel tension building inside her. She wished his fingers were as
big as his cock, but as they moved inside her they seemed to find
and hit a very nice spot. She clenched her inner muscles around
them. “Oh, fuck it,” she gasped. She couldn’t pose or control
herself any longer. Her pussy tensed and quivered. Almost there.
 Just a little more...

“Do you want to be shared?” Matt asked.

“Yes!” she shouted, and suddenly she was
being bent forward over Matt’s lap. The fingers withdrew and a hot,
throbbing cock impaled her from behind. Christian, she realized,
and quivered around him as he pumped his dick inside her pussy
while Matt rubbed her clit. She felt Christian’s warm, muscular
body behind her as he claimed her cunt with energetic thrusts.

Matt grinned up at her. “You ready to make
that horny pussy come?” he asked her.

Gina nodded. She humped back on Christian’s
cock furiously, groaning as he plunged into her pussy.

His hands groped in front. He found her
swinging tits and grabbed them, using her sensitive breasts to draw
her back.

Gina couldn’t take much more. She felt wild
and wanton. Her legs shook as Matt kept rubbing her clit. All at
once, the sensations were too much. She felt her pussy clamp down
and squeeze Christian’s cock. “Fuck!” she squealed, caught between
the big impaling dick and Matt’s unstoppable fingers. She dug her
fingernails into Matt’s chest and held on for dear life as her
orgasm exploded. “Ahh - oh, fuck me, fuck me!” she cried as her wet
pussy quivered around the still-thrusting dick. She threw her head
back and wailed as Matt’s clit rubbing sent her into wave after
wave of pleasure. Fingers twisted and teased her sensitive nipples
as she thrashed in their arms.

She closed her eyes and for a moment, let
herself get lost in the afterglow. Christian’s cock didn’t even
slow down. He kept right on pumping into her pussy, driving her
through the aftershocks and her orgasmic haze until she finally
came out the other side and realized she only wanted one thing:
more.

Matt brought up his index and middle finger
and rubbed them against her lips.

Gina opened her mouth and sucked them in. She
tasted clean and spicy. In a few licks, the taste was gone. She
imagined his fingers were a cock and swirled her tongue around his
digits. He slid his fingers from her mouth and suddenly Christian
gripped her around the waist. He drew her back into a standing
position bent over the couch without removing his cock from her
pussy. Matt slid from his place in front of her; Lee replaced
him.

Tall, dark, and handsome, she thought. First
about Lee, then about the magnificent organ jutting from between
his legs. His cock stood like a tower. His head looked just big
enough to wrap her lips around. Precome dripped from the tip. So
she braced her hands on his knees, leaned over, and licked the head
of his dick like a lollipop. She savored the uniquely bitter and
yet satisfying taste. But in this position, she couldn’t use her
hands to hold his cock up. She had to chase him with her tongue
after every lick.

Lee noticed and wrapped his fist around the
base of his dick. He jacked his cock slowly for her, as if putting
on a show. He slapped the head of his cock against her outstretched
tongue. His eyes were dark with lust.  

Gina experimentally wrapped her lips around
his big black cock. She could hardly get the first couple of inches
into her mouth.

Lee jacked his dick as she slurped on the
head. “Ahh, yeah, baby, you suck it all down, all the way...” he
groaned. His hips thrust upward.

She tried to keep her mouth wide and her
teeth out of the way, but Lee’s cock filled her even with short
strokes. “Mmph,” she moaned around it.

Christian took this moment to pinch her
nipples.

Gina yelped and jerked forward, almost
choking on Lee’s dick.

Christian pulled her back by her tits. He
sunk his cock deep into her pussy. “Two at once, huh? You like
that?”

“Mm-hmmph!” she responded around Lee’s
more-than-a-mouthful. Moans and groans filled the quiet living room
as they rocked her body back and forth between them.

Smack!

A hand slapped her ass. Hey, she thought, but
that thought was quickly forgotten as another slap landed on the
opposite cheek. The momentary sting felt oddly good. Gina pulled
her mouth from Lee’s cock. A string of saliva connected her lips to
its tip. “Do it again,” she told Christian, and groaned as she was
rewarded with a series of smacks. Lee grabbed her hair and urged
her back to sucking his cock. She slurped on his meaty dick with
relish.

“Does he have lube around here?” Christian
asked. His strokes slowed somewhat.

Gina moaned her protest around Lee’s cock.
She squeezed her kegel muscles around the hard cock inside her,
hoping it would speed back up. Her pussy practically dripped. What
did he need lube for?

Christian leaned over her. His voice dropped
low. “I think it’d be fun to fuck your ass. What do you think?”

Gina wasn’t such a fan of this idea. She’d
had anal sex before. It wasn’t bad, but it wasn’t nearly as nice as
having a big dick drilling into her pussy. She bobbed her head up
and down on Lee’s cock, then had an idea. She let his huge dick
slip from her lips.

Lee fisted his huge pole. He watched her
mouth hungrily.

Gina had Lee and his big cock in her sights.
“What if he fucks my pussy... while you do my ass at the same
time?” Once she’d uttered them, she could hardly believe her own
words. Could she even fit both guys at once? “But you really will
need lube.”

This time Ramon came to the rescue. In a few
seconds, he disappeared into the house and returned with a
half-bottle of KY.

“Dude, how do you know where Sean keeps his
lube?” Christian asked. “You guys are way too close.”

“Shut up, man, you want it or not?” Ramon
caught Gina looking at him. “You want to talk inappropriate, I’m
not the one having sex with his stripper in his house.”

Gina wondered if he were even a little erect.
His pants weren’t tight enough for her to tell. Even so, he might
not like her, might not like sharing, or might even have a
girlfriend. Who knew? “Why not?” she asked Ramon. But before he
could answer, Lee pulled her forward onto his lap, dislodging
Christian from her pussy.

Matt, recovering fast, flicked a condom at
Lee, who opened it and rolled it onto his cock.

The moment it was on, he grabbed handfuls of
her ass cheeks and urged Gina to drop her wet pussy on his
dick.

“Oh, God, yessss...” Gina hissed. She was
glad she’d already come; the extra wetness let her slide his cock
into her slit with nothing but pleasure. “You’re so big,” she cooed
as he slid deeper and deeper, filling her pussy completely with his
giant rod. He slowly thrust upward as she came down. Gina thought
she could feel the big head of his cock nudging against her G-Spot.
She twisted her own nipples as she swirled her hips and moaned. Oh,
it felt amazing!

And as she humped down on that big cock,
Christian returned. His knuckles fondly stroked a path down her
spine until they slipped between her cheeks.

Lee grunted and groaned. Sweat beaded on his
forehead. His hands held her thighs.

A slick finger massaged her backdoor, then
slipped into her ass. Gina gasped.

“Good?” Christian asked. His finger pumped
her ass slowly.

“Yeah,” she said. Except now that she had a
finger in her ass, Lee had slowed down. “Come on, let’s go!” she
cried, pausing only to reach back and part her cheeks further,
offering him her tight back aperture. “Fuck my ass, Christian.”

“Yes, ma’am.”

Gina turned her head long enough to watch
Christian slick up. Then she felt his weight settle against her
back and the snub head of his cock replace his finger. “Ahh!” He
slid into her fast, and despite her appetite she wasn’t quite
stretched enough. His first few thrusts burned, but with a little
more lube he started to glide in and out.

With Lee’s towering pole still buried in her
pussy, she felt fuller than she ever had. It was intense without
edging into painful. She gripped Lee’s shoulders and squealed as
Lee began to match his friend’s thrusts. Together, the pair of men
slid their cocks in and out of her in tandem. And then it became
Lee burying his cock balls-deep in her dripping box while
Christian’s thick cock slid out, and vice-versa. Gina couldn’t
control her moans. She gasped and panted as they skewered her on
their impaling cocks. “Yes, faster!” she shouted, leaned down, and
bit Lee’s collarbone.

He hissed and returned the favor, licking and
nibbling at the sensitive flesh of her neck. On the opposite side,
she felt Christian join in. Apparently they’d been following her
cues all along. Now that she’d decided kissing and licking were on
the table, it was all systems go.

And then, just on the edge of her vision,
Ramon came into focus.

Gina didn’t have time to linger. She met
Lee’s lips in a passionate kiss. She moaned into his mouth as he
and Christian fucked her pussy and ass at once.

Someone grabbed her hand and wrapped it
around a third hard cock.

Ramon, Gina knew before she even looked. And
when she pulled her lips away from Lee’s mouth and left him to
fondle and kiss her breasts, Ramon’s proud cock followed her tug
and buried itself in her hot, wet mouth.

Three! she thought in a wild mix of desire
and wicked delight. She grabbed his ass for balance; the firm
muscle tensed under her hand as he thrust in and out of her throat.
Gina felt totally relaxed, drunk on so much more than a couple of
shots of alcohol. The four of them moved in a wave, Christian
pumping into her ass which slid her grasping pussy on Lee’s cock
and urged her to swallow as much of Ramon’s delicious organ as
possible. She’d never felt so horny, so greedy! She wanted to cry
out for more, to scream her joy.

Then at her opposite side, Gina felt her free
hand being wrapped around another cock. Matt had returned with a
renewed hard-on. Quickly she tore her mouth from Ramon and slurped
on Matt’s cock, then back again, using a hand to hold each steady.
The two men balanced on the couch to make it easier on her.

“Oh my God,” someone moaned, and a moment
later Gina realized it’d been her. Four! All four! She gasped for
breath and moaned around Ramon’s prick as she felt her pussy
tighten around Lee’s cock. Four! She imagined lining them up in a
row and comparing them one at a time with her pussy, imagined them
coming over and over, one sliding out and the next sliding in. She
wanted them all, over and over, again and again - “Oh, fuck, yes!”
Gina cried and wailed as her pussy and ass clenched down hard as
she came again.

“Yeah, you’re so horny for it,” Christian
hissed in her ear, and then the man leaned on her back, forcing her
down hard on Lee’s cock as he fucked her ass hard and fast. “Ngh,
yeah...” he groaned and shuddered, grabbing her shoulders hard
enough to leave marks as he came.

Gina felt him slip out of her ass. She felt
strangely empty for a moment, and then Ramon seized his opening.
Gina transferred her mouth to Matt’s cock as she rode Lee through
the afterglow of her orgasm, and moaned as she heard a foil packet
tear and felt her backdoor probed. He was bigger than Christian,
but she was warm and stretched and the slight burn felt so good as
he slid in.

Ramon’s strong arms wrapped around Gina. He
cupped her breasts and panted as he took her ass. “Oh, whoa, man, I
can feel you move,” he said.

Gina assumed he was talking to Lee, but at
the moment she only had enough energy to keep moving her hips and
her tongue. She licked and sucked Matt’s cock; he tasted a little
of latex. But as she sucked him deep, she tasted her own juices
lingering at the base of his cock.

“Shit,” Lee groaned suddenly, startling Gina.
He and Ramon held her up on her knees as Lee pistoned into her
pussy. The couch shook with the force of his movements. Gina’s
pussy quivered and she squealed, helpless against his strength and
her own pleasure. With a roar, he came.

Gina felt his cock twitch. For a moment she
regretted the condoms. She imagined having Christian and Lee’s come
dripping out of her ass and pussy at once, of looking at them
watching her and feeling so wild, so dirty... and she knew what she
wanted from her remaining men. She pulled her mouth from Matt’s
cock, looked up and him and then back at Ramon and said, “I want
you both to come on my face.”

With a growl from Ramon, he slid back into
her ass and fucked her with abandon. Lee held her up, his softening
dick still inside her pussy. Matt grabbed her by the hair and
pumped his drooling cock into her throat.

A stutter in Ramon’s thrusts clued her in.
Gina pulled off of Lee and Ramon’s cocks, slid onto the floor on
her knees, and held open her mouth. She curled her tongue as Matt
joined him and the two men fisted their cocks side-by-side. “Ahh,
ah, ah!” Ramon cried. He grabbed her by the hair and held her still
as his cock twitched and shot jets of cream onto her outstretched
tongue. Another volley hit her cheek and neck as Matt came. Both
groaned as they emptied their loads onto Gina’s face.

She swallowed their salty issue, marveling at
how rubbery and worn-out and utterly fucked she felt. Gina wiped
her mouth with the back of her hand; she found more come waiting.
She licked that, too. A shiver rocked her all the way to her clit.
Again? she thought. But though her clit was definitely willing, the
rest of her was finished.

She breathed.

Christian brought her a towel. The guys
seemed quieter now, but the first joke cracked got a loud laugh.
They passed around a round of beers. Gina took one. She was so
thirsty, she guzzled half in one long pull.

“Damn,” Lee said.

Christian raised his bottle. “I’m making a
toast.”

“No, no - I make the toasts. I’m the best
man,” Ramon said. He sprawled on the couch, easy in his nakedness.
He raised his bottle. “To our lovely guest, Miss Gina.”

Gina laughed and finished toweling herself
off as they drank to her. She considered getting up and collecting
her things. Maybe it could wait. Wow. Four guys. What did that make
her, she wondered?

And then she decided that labels were
silly.

“My turn to toast.” Gina raised her bottle.
“To Sean.” She grinned. “And his really excellent bachelor
party.”

The guys laughed. Bottles clinked
together.

 


*****

 


“I called you like twelve times! It’s late.
Whose shirt is that? Your hair is wet. Did you shower? What
happened?” Kevin demanded from his car window.

Gina waved her hand vaguely in the air.
“Just, you know, a party.”

“Gina, hang on, you gotta--”

“Good night, Kevin. I’ll settle up with you
later,” she called back. She paused. “And thanks,” she added, got
into her car, and drove away.
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