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Sadist

Chapter 1

I couldn’t believe I was standing there in front of him, not 2 feet away. Butch Steeler, the ridiculously famous horror film director, was looking me over through his sunglasses (that he never took off) and his matted hair. He walked around in circles and brazenly looked at every inch of me. He finally made his way around in front of me, looked at my face for just a second, and then moved on to do the same to Judy.

It was 6:30 in the evening on Halloween, and he was making his rounds, making the final tweaks and adjustments to his famous “House of Horrors”. Ever since Butch had rocketed to fame with his first horror film “The Butcher”, he had been putting on this extremely intense Haunted House event every Halloween. It was mainly a PR stunt each year to promote his movies, but it had grown to be a hugely popular annual event that attracted visitors from all over the country, looking to be terrified in the way that only Butch could.

And somehow, through some crazy turn of events, I had gotten the call through my modeling agency to participate. I was to be one of the two girls from his latest movie, “Sadist”. I had, of course, jumped at the opportunity, and accepted, no questions asked. Once I was given my “costume” to wear for the evening, I realized that maybe I should have asked some questions.

My “Costume” was a very small, ripped and tattered bra, and an even smaller pair of matching panties. They had fake dirt all over them and were made to look like the underwear of a girl who had been held captive by a group of depraved sexual deviants for quite some time. On the bright side, I had seen the movie “Sadist”, and the two girls in the movie were naked for most of the two-hour film, so I supposed that Judy and I were lucky to have the underwear at all, for this reenactment.

Butch’s movies were violent and raw, and “Sadist” had been the rawest of them all. In the movie, two college coeds were captured and sexually tortured for the better part of two hours, until the twist at the end reveals that the girls were the ones pulling the strings, and the rough, raw sex was what they craved, and the Sadists in the film were simply helping them fulfill their crazy fantasies.

I had not loved the movie. It was a bit far-fetched for me to think that any girls would want to be treated that brutally, but I was still happy as hell to be invited to be a part of this scene for this huge event. It would be lots of fun, and really great for my modeling resume.

Just as Butch’s movies had grown more violent and raw, so had this “House of Horrors” event each year. It was now a strictly “adults-only” event, and contained such vivid reenactments of the violent scenes in his movies, that guests actually had to sign a waiver before entering. What had started as a simple “Haunted House” idea to promote Butch’s first movie, had turned into a raucous Halloween event each year, filled with rowdy drunken twenty-somethings anxious to experience first hand the violence and gore of the movies that they loved.

Once Butch had looked over my counterpart Judy, who was an amazingly hot girl wearing the same tattered undies I was given, he muttered under his breath, “get them into position”. The two “prop” men who were in charge of the final set up of the scenes, came over to me. They pulled the chains from the floor and ceiling that were to be my bindings for the evening and moved me into position.

The chains from the ceiling were bound to my wrists and pulled upward to just above my head. Chains from the floor were bound to my ankles and then, as a bit of a shock to me, they pulled tightly so that my legs were spread fairly wide apart. It wasn’t really uncomfortable in a painful sense, but I suddenly felt very exposed.

The room was built to look like a dirty, grimy warehouse, with nearly 40 mirrors of all shapes and sizes set up in different locations throughout the room. It was exactly like the scene in the movie. They really spared no expense in recreating the scenes for these events, and from what I had heard, much of the scenery like the mirrors in this room were the actual props from the movies.

My legs were spread wide, and the angle of the chains on the ground pulled me back just slightly, forcing my back to arch, and my ass high into the air. I could see myself in a bunch of the scattered mirrors, and I looked like some sort of horny slut whose lover had tied her up and was ready to fuck her brains out from behind.

I thanked God for the small patch of fabric of the panties covering my pussy because, in my current restained position, it was spread wide. A sudden rush of embarrassment came over me. I was a part-time model and had been blessed with an amazing body. I had long legs, a nice small-but-round ass, skinny waist, and nice natural medium sized tits. I never had a problem getting looks, and I really never had a problem with people looking. I was not a shy girl, but in this position, I was so exposed.


Chapter 2

But the real reason for the rush of embarrassment was because of who I had invited. I had been bragging about being selected for this event for days, and my parents, my brother, my boyfriend, some of my sorority sisters from school, all would be coming to see me take part in this grand event. And now that I knew exactly how I was going to look for the evening, I really wished I had kept my mouth shut about it.

There was a certain amount of weirdness that came with being a model, that I had already run into before. My best job so far had been a very revealing lingerie shoot and thought it was really my best work, which had earned me a lot of recognition, it was not something I could rush home and show to mom and dad. My job pretty much consisted of showing off my body, and that sometimes led to strange dinner conversation with the parents.

And even though much of my job revolved around being sexy and appearing sexual, I was not really all that “experienced”, as it were. I had really only had sex with a couple of guys, including my current boyfriend, and for the most part, it had been nice simple sex, but nothing really to write home about. The sex in my few relationships had really been mainly about pleasing my boyfriend, whoever he was at the time, and I was OK with that, or so I thought.

Once Judy and I were properly restrained, Butch took one more look around. He stopped behind me and glanced blatantly at my ass. Lifted and arched the way it was, I imagined it provided a pleasant viewing experience. I looked into one of the mirrors to the side and could see him, blatantly staring at my ass, and the patch of fabric covering my pussy below it. He stared for a full minute without saying a word.

He moved over and did the same to Judy. There was an eery quiet in the room, as Butch’s assistants and the prop guys stood by while he stared at Judy’s ass. He finally moved to the front of the room to take it all in. He looked stressed, from what I could tell through his sunglasses and mop of hair covering half of his face, and he was shaking his head a bit.

He said something I could not hear to one of his assistants, who wrote something down, and then they all left the room.

The room was silent again, and I looked over at Judy and we both started laughing. I said, “Well, this is an interesting position, don’t you think?”

She laughed and said “Yeah, not exactly the way I had envisioned spending my Halloween, but whatever. “

We stood there awkwardly for a few minutes, listening to all of the hubbub in all of the other rooms where all of the other horror scenes were being set up and tweaked. The House of Horrors was opening in about 15 minutes, and we could still hear hammering and sawing and all kinds of last minute preparations.

The lights went dim, and the raging horror music started to play in the room. It was a loud mix of dark, swelling, foreboding sounds mixed with sharp notes and sounds to keep you on edge and afraid. Then a sort of strobe light started flashing in our scene. It wasn’t a quick flash, but just a bright flash of light coming from some unknown source about every 2 seconds. It was surreal and had the desired effect of creating an eery, disorienting atmosphere in the room.

I looked over at Judy, and she was looking at me. I shouted, “This is creepy.” It was a bit reassuring though since I was standing there feeling so exposed, at least people were not going to get a really good up-close look at me. Only flashes every few seconds.

She said, “Yeah, it’s fucking crazy.”

We saw workers rushing in and out of the room. None of them paid much attention to us but were simply making sure everything was all set. A path of glowing tape had been laid out on the floor. It was the path that the visitors to the house of horrors were supposed to take, leading them through the room, right in between Judy and I and out the back into the next area.

There were recorded screams coming from the room before ours, a recreation of a bloody hack-saw scene from another movie. It was all very unsettling, and it had never even occurred to me that this whole thing might freak me out just as much as the guests.

They had gone over our “roles” with us earlier in the day, but really we didn’t have to do much. We were more like props than actresses in this scene. We were sad, scared young coeds who had no idea when our abusers would return to sexually assault us. So we just had to act sad and scared. They encouraged us to look the guests in the eye as much as possible, to sell the idea as well, though I thought that would be quite difficult with the light strobing on and off.


Chapter 3

Right when it was almost time for the opening, one of Butch’s assistants came back with two of the makeup girls and a box of some supplies. They stepped over to me and looked at me, pointing. I could not hear anything they were saying through all of the noise. The assistant came up right into my ear and shouted: “Butch decided to make a couple of adjustments.”

Then suddenly, one of the makeup girls reached up to cut the bra off of me with a pair of scissors. I instinctively tried to reach down and cover myself as I shouted “What the fuck”, but of course, my hands were restrained. I twisted around just in time to see the other girl cut the thin string holding my panties in place, and remove them as well.

I shouted again “Hey, asshole. You can’t strip me naked. What the fuck?”

He couldn’t hear me, or at least he acted like he couldn’t. He stepped up so my mouth was right in his ear and I said: “There is no way I’m standing here naked all night.”

He turned with a frown and said “Your contract said you might be naked. The actresses in the movie are naked and Butch wants the scene to be authentic.”

I made a “you’ve got to be kidding me” face, but he was not. One of the makeup girls went over to Judy to cut her underwear off as well, while the second girl set about with the “dirt” makeup rubbing it all over my now fully exposed tits.

I watched them cut Judy’s underwear off, and she didn’t object at all. She simply looked as if she knew this may be coming. I really, really started to wish I had read the contract and asked more questions.

When the makeup girl was finished making my tits look “dirty”, she went to work on my ass, and even grazed the lips of my pussy once or twice while spreading the makeup between my ass cheeks. I squirmed and objected some more, but the assistant was now helping with Judy’s last-minute makeup adjustments as well, and could not hear me.

A rush of disappointment came over me. I had really, really wanted to do this, and to have this event on my resume, but there was no way I was standing her naked all night. I had to leave. This night I had been so looking forward to, was ending before it started.

I needed to let he assistant know that I needed to leave. He was working on Judy and could not hear me, so I decided to wait until he turned my way, and catch his attention before he ran off.

But I watched them put makeup on Judy, and she looked over and smiled at me. She was perfectly calm. She even seemed to be excited with the new wardrobe change. With the strobe light flashing, she actually looked amazing naked. It was like a photo shoot, where a gorgeous girl was posing naked, and a picture was snapped of her every couple of seconds. It was actually quite… beautiful. Stunning really.

But then I caught sight of myself in one of the mirrors. There were two positioned just right, so that on the next flash of the strobe, all I could see in the small mirror I was glancing at, was my bare, fully exposed pussy. One quick flash gave me the perfect view. My legs were spread and I could see with perfect clarity the soft lips of my pussy, stretched slightly open by my position, and the long slit in between them, leading down in between my legs.

All I could think was ‘Holy Fuck’. It was such a blatant, raw kind of exposure. It was not a sexy photoshoot of an alluring model without her clothes. It was raw exposure. Everything I had, my most private area was wide open and reflected in a dozen mirrors throughout the room. In a dozen more I could see Judy’s opened pussy too.

It was astounding. I had never felt so brazen and so exposed. All of the sudden a great, surprising conflict of emotions arose inside of me. I wanted to close my legs and run away, as far away as I could, like the good girl I was. That part was expected. The conflict, the unexpected feeling, was the warm, glowing feeling rising inside of me.

Being exposed like this was bad, right? Terrible even. Humiliating. Then why, all of the sudden, did it feel kind of… fun?

When I should have been vomiting with the shock and shame, instead I was feeling… butterflies in my stomach. The good kind. The kind that indicate excitement and anticipation, not embarrassment and fear.

Hundreds, maybe thousands of people were about to walk through this room, and in a series of bright flashes, see me, all of me, every inch of me, including my most intimate, private areas.

Before I could really finish the thought, the assistant looked back over at me. He stepped over to me. It was my moment. The last moment. The last chance I had to let him know that he had better get me down from here and get me some clothes or I was going to sue him. But I didn’t.

As if I had somehow lost my mind completely in the last 30 seconds, I just gave him a calm, friendly smile, letting him know that everything was OK. He and the two girls scampered out of the room, and Judy and I were alone once more.

I looked at her and she was looking at me again as well. She had a huge smile on her face. She was really getting off on this, standing there naked, about to be seen by hundreds of guests. She looked like her dream was about to come true.

I thought about my own surprising feelings. My own butterflies. I was suddenly going wild with anticipation. I felt like a boxer taking a final few swings in the air before getting into the ring. I suddenly couldn’t wait.


Chapter 4

And then it happened. We started to hear high pitched screams from throughout the house. People were starting to enter the house and walk through some of the other rooms that had people jumping out at them at just the right moments. People were coming. Let them come, I thought.

Then a group of three ladies who looked to be in their mid-thirties, dressed in nurses costumes, stepped into our room. Their faces lit up in shock at the sight of us, and all three covered their mouths with their hands. They walked slowly through, taking in the sight of us two, sad, scared young girls, waiting to be abused once more by our Sadist captors.

The scene obviously had the desired effect, as one of the girls said “Holy Fuck” and they passed through slowly, taking each other’s hands, looking at us, the mirrors, the lights and looking appropriately terrified.

Next came a young couple. The girl dressed as a cute fairy princess stepped in and then immediately buried her head in her boyfriend's chest, afraid to look. The boyfriend on the other hand, was not afraid. He was dressed as a pirate, and he was more than happy to look at us. He guided her into the room slowly, with her eyes closed, and he looked.

He looked at my tits, bare and exposed, a mere foot in front of him. He turned to look at Judy too. He looked in the mirror, and I knew that he was seeing the backs of my long legs, my bare ass high in the air, and my treasures between my legs as well. I looked at him as he looked at us. It was an amazing feeling. It was not the feeling of shame that it should have been. It was a feeling of excitement.

He looked directly at me, and I decided to do my job. I gave him a sad “Help me mister” look. I must have done a good job because my look seemed to disorient him. A look of stunned shock overcame his face. His girlfriend peeked, and shock overcame her as well. She took off running out of the room. He followed her, slowly, taking another good long look on his way.

There was a pause where no one else entered. I took stock of my feelings, and the only conclusion I could come to was that I had lost my mind. My stomach was reeling, butterflies churning and a warm sensation was building inside of me.

It was not the feeling of embarrassment or humiliation that it should have been. 5 party goers had now walked slowly through this desolate cave and seen me, all of me. Every inch of my body was available for them to view, in the snapping, strobing light. And the feeling it gave me was… pleasure.

The pleasure confused me at first, but as more and more guests traveled through our small space, it started to consume me.

I was playing my part well, giving people the “please help me” look that I instructed to give. But in my mind, I was thinking “Please look at me.”

Each time I caught sight of someone, anyone, glancing into the mirror at just the right angle to see my obscenely exposed pussy, I got an amazing tingling sensation inside me. The tingling started in my stomach, deep down inside, but soon had worked its way to where it belonged, between my legs.

Each spectator, catching sight of my soft, spread lips, my slit, my cunt, was causing a deeper and darker craving inside of me.

Suddenly adding to my humiliation, I felt a tinge of moisture running down the inside of my left leg. I was wet. Soaking wet. So wet that it was starting to drip out of me. I quickly looked in one of the mirrors and saw that the moisture was plainly visible, shining brightly in the flash of each strobe.

The feeling was electric, and it was a vicious cycle. The thought of people seeing the wetness between my legs only made me wetter.

I started to feel warm, and then hot like I was running a fever. I tried to keep up, looking guests in the eyes, trying to send the message I was supposed to send when the message I was really sending was “Please fucking look at me. Look longer. Look harder.”

More and more people started to flood in until it was steady stream of guests passing through. Many of the men were dressed in costume as the scary characters from the very movies we were portraying. Most of the girls wore the traditional Halloween costume that had become so common. Slut. Slutty princess, slutty fairy, slutty cop, slutty nurse. Slut was definitely the most popular costume of the night, and I had the sluttiest costume of them all.

It was easy to sense the guests and the tour getting rowdier as the night went on, and I was getting rowdier inside. Then, out of the blue, a guy dressed as some sort of ax-murderer stepped right up to me and started to touch my tits.

He was with a group of guys, who all looked impressed with his bravery. For an instant, I pulled back from his hands, reflexively reacting to my body being violated, but he continued for a moment. And it felt good. Really good.

I could feel my nipples grow rigid instantly at his touch. Surprisingly he was not being forceful or rough, just copping a feel, stealing a touch, and I realized that it was what I had been wanting for an hour. To be touched. It was what my body was aching for. It was what my aching, wet pussy was begging for.


Chapter 5

I had spent the past hour devouring the wonderous feelings of being seen, but what I really wanted, needed, was to be touched.

I decided that, though it wasn’t likely that too many people would be so brave as to touch me right here in this room, in this situation, if someone else did, I would not pull away. I really had lost my mind.

The room started to fill up. The guests were drunker and the room started to turn more into a hangout than a pass-through. Some were still walking from the front to the back, but many, mostly men, were just hanging out in corners of the room, talking loudly over the music, and partying in the presence of the two of us, naked and chained to the floor and ceiling.

I had not even realized that someone was behind me until I felt a hand on my ass. I turned to see another man with a stupid sheet over his head, his hand out gently caressing my ass. It felt nice. Very nice. Instead of pulling away, I leaned into his touch. I could see his head turn with a bit of shock, surprised that I was not only not pulling away, but I was encouraging his touch.

He made some sort of motion with his head and another one of his buddies came over and joined him. He too began to caress my ass. The sensation was amazing, and I was completely giving in to it. I was letting my body make all of the decisions by this point, not sure where my mind had gone.

I leaned back into their hands more and I could hear one shouting over to the other “She wants it.”

I did want it. I wanted it bad. I didn’t know what “it” was, but I didn’t care. I wanted it. Being seen, so exposed and so restrained all night long had been the biggest turn on of my life, and I was on fire, burning to be touched.

And they touched me. I felt them reaching down, getting braver and braver, their hands sliding into the crack of my ass, and down to the inside of my thighs, and then finally, one slid his hand to where I wanted it most. Where I needed it.

I felt his large, stiff finger slowly slide its way along the entire length of my slit. It was soaking wet, and I knew his finger was wet now too. I moaned and leaned back into him, closing my eyes for a moment to focus completely on his touch.

His movements were slow and careful, and I didn’t want them to be. I moved my ass back and forth forcefully, letting him know that he was being far too gentle. He got the message and slid his whole hand between my legs. I felt the contact of his palm smashing the lips of my pussy apart, and then, one of his fingers struck gold. The tip of one of his fingers touched my clit, and I jolted. My back arched even more and I pulled against the restraints holding my hands above my head.

He moved his finger gently and I jolted again, and then shocking me and him both, I came. I was so fucking turned on by the exposure, by the guys and girls that had been staring blatantly at my bare pussy all night, that a few small strokes of my clit made me cum like I had never cum before, right there in the middle of the room with 30 other people in it.

It was a whole new experience for me. A new type of orgasm. A completely selfish climax just for me, that had been building at my core for over an hour now, and finally burst its way out of me like an explosion. I shook fiercely, almost vibrating as the waves of pleasure passed through me, originating at the point where this unknown stranger’s finger contacted my clit and passing through every inch of me.

The climax was strong and overwhelming, and life-changing. It changed my life in the sense that I used to care about things other than orgasms. But from that moment on, at least for the rest of Halloween, I didn’t.

And the floodgates were open. When I finally came down from my climax slightly, and some of the muscles in my body relaxed just a bit, I opened my watery eyes. I could see people, many more people, gathered around looking, watching, and touching.

I realized now that there were many hands on me. Touching, caressing, stroking. I had sent a message with my screams and moans that I was open, ready, and the crowd was willing.

A hand on my pussy was suddenly removed, and replaced with a tongue. It was a wonderful tongue. Just the tongue I needed at that moment. Fingers spread my pussy lips apart forcefully and this magical tongue, belonging to someone, no one in particular, circled my hole. It was wonderful and infuriating at the same time.

A man in front of me grabbed my arms and caught my attention. I opened my eyes fully for a moment. The tongue was now pressing inside of my hole as this man leaned into my ear and said: “You love that tongue on your pussy, don’t you?”

Shamefully, his words only made me hotter, and I moaned and said “Yes…” I felt ashamed of my actions, but not in control of them. My body was calling all of the shots, trying to get what it wanted, and how my brain felt about that, it didn’t give a fuck.

The tongue on my pussy finally stopped teasing me, and settled into the perfect wet, circular motions over the small button of my clit, causing another fierce, quaking orgasm mere minutes after the first.

When the climax subsided and the tongue was removed, I looked back for the briefest of seconds to see that it was not the tongue of a pirate or a Viking warrior, but a cute little slutty Tinkerbelle, who was now smiling and wiping my juices from her mouth with her green, leaf covered sleeve.


Chapter 6

This man up front still had a grip on my arms. He leaned in and shouted into my ear “You want to get fucked don’t you?”

And I thought, finally someone gets it. Finally, someone understands. I said quickly and loudly “Yes.”

He continued saying “You want to get fucked HARD, don’t you?”

But before I could answer, a large, rock-hard cock was shoved inside of me. I was going to say yes, but I swallowed the word as the cock buried itself down deep inside of me, where it belonged. Where it should have been all night.

The unknown stranger with the greatest cock I had ever felt began fucking me, hard. My body was moving back and forth with the force of the fucking I was receiving. The hands on me, so many hands on my neck, my tits, my tummy, my legs, all moved in motion with my body as I see-sawed back and forth and took the fucking that I so badly needed.

But apparently my new temporarily lover, though talented and well endowed, had very little stamina, and before I could reach the peak that I was heading for, I felt him pull out and felt his hot liquid shoot out all over my bare, naked, dirt covered back.

I heard cheers and shouts and even saw a few costumed idiots giving each other high fives. I looked back at them with a look of disgust, which seemed to catch everyone’s attention. And then to the group of five or eight or ten men standing behind me, I shouted “MORE!”

I felt as if they had all signed up for this, by looking at me, staring at me, touching me, and now they had better do their God-Damned part and fuck me.

Another man was quick to respond and I saw him pull out his rock hard cock. I was so fucking wet that it took almost no effort for him to bury it to the hilt. He was very hard and very enthusiastic, and a moment later, I was able to get what was mine. The next climax that my body was reaching for, came into being.

I shook and rocked and stiffened for a moment, but he never slowed his pace. I came on his dick with great force, and almost as if he didn’t notice, he just kept fucking me.

Eventually, he pulled out and coated my ass with his seed, and was quickly replaced with another costumed, faceless man who’s cock found it’s new home inside of me.

I was rolling, reeling and rocking and being fucked like I never even imagined was possible. The climaxes were blissful, life-altering and the time in between seemed almost painful and frustrating. I began to feel frustrated with the fact that these people couldn’t fuck me well enough to keep me in one night-long orgasm.

And then, the unimaginable happened. As if in slow motion, I opened my eyes, and saw my parents. My mother and my father, passing through the room, looking at me with the most horrified, shocked looks I could ever imagine on their face. I wanted to say something, to scream, to hide, but I no longer had any control.

I looked up at them and without thinking, without control, let out a deep, pleasurable moan that no daddy should ever hear his little girl make. I moaned again, more raspy and sharp this time as I looked to see my boyfriend and my brother pass by as well. This gaggle of masked partiers was fucking me, and fucking me well, and that was all I could think about. All I could feel.

My sorority sisters too, all passed with looks of shock and awe, and I just simply ignored them, having no room for any more emotion in my brain, so focused on dragging myself into the next climax. And I did.

A few moments later, I felt a new sensation, as a construction worker leaned down and put his tongue in my ass. It was strange and foreign and weird, and amazing. Suddenly I had new hope. A new sensation, a new feeling, and perhaps a new way to speed myself back to climax. With my ass now wet with spit, the very large construction worker placed his rigid cock there and pushed.

I felt my ass open slightly, giving in to his pressure, a little, and then a lot. I felt violated and forced and full and wonderful as he slid down slowly, all the way into my ass. I pressed back into him, letting him know that he was doing a good job, and he proceeded to fuck my ass with great force.

Another new kind of climax hit me, and I loved it. I fell in love with it. I pulled at the restraints on my arms, having a new thought. While this man was fucking my ass I thought, if only I could get down from these restraints, I could get a cock in my mouth too.

As if reading my mind, a few men in the group pulled at the chains and they came free from the ceiling. I fell to the floor with chains still spreading my legs from the back, the man’s cock still in my ass, and the chains still on my wrists, but no longer attached to anything.

I was convinced that the people in the room COULD read my mind because it was mere seconds before I had a stiff, curved cock in my mouth. I sucked it eagerly like I was so thirsty for cum that I couldn’t wait.

I stiffened as the man fucking my ass pushed into me even deeper, and held his cock there while he came into me. I could feel the warm intense sensation for just a moment, and then his cock was gone.

Finally released from my arm chains, and on the floor on all fours where a slut like me belongs, the evening only got better. I spent the better part of the next hour completely filled, with a cock in my aching pussy, my tight asshole and one fucking my face.

I enjoyed the face fucking immensely as well, along with the warm cum on my face, far more than I ever thought I would. I enjoyed many, many things that night that I had never experienced before.

At some point later that night, in an otherworldly orgasmic haze, things started to calm down. I was on my back on the floor, covered in dirt and cum. The only cock I had left to play with was a man kneeling on the floor fucking my mouth. I reached up and squeezed his balls, and he released his cum into my mouth rapidly. I swallowed as much as I could, but much of it ended up on my chin, with the cum from the others who had done the same.

A moment later I opened my eyes and was shocked when I saw Judy. She was still chained up, and her makeup was all still in place. The whole night I had assumed that we were both doing the same thing. Both getting fucked. Both turning into ravenous cum sluts. Be it was only me. I was the slut. She had pushed men away when I had invited them in. She had maintained her composure when I had lost all control.

I looked up at her as she watched me, with shock and amazement and shame. But I just gave her a sweet smile. I had made the right decision, and she had missed out. I had just had the best Halloween anyone had ever had in their life, and I didn’t regret a second of it.


Feed The Beasts

Chapter 1

I had never, ever, EVER worn anything so revealing in my life. This Super-Slutty Cheerleader costume was just so fucking tiny. It was just wrong. Half of my ass was hanging out in back, and my tits were barely contained by the loose, very-cheap material.

And that was when I was standing perfectly still. When I moved, well, it was like a fucking strip show. Sandy had talked me into going along with her “slutty” theme for this year’s Halloween since we were all older and more ‘mature’ now.

She was the slutty nurse, in a piece of white fabric that started just above her nipples and ended just below her pussy. Becky was the slutty Cop, with a big policeman's hat that was made of more material than her entire costume, and I was the slutty cheerleader.

What surprised me was how fucking hot it made me. I thought I was going to chicken out, to be way too nervous to leave the house showing so much skin, but God I fucking loved it. Sandy had created a slutty little monster. I had already rushed home and fucked myself silly after we ate at the cafeteria, and everyone and I mean everyone there stared at my ass through the entire meal.

With all the drooling looks I was getting, I was already starting to make plans to change my normal day-to-day wardrobe. God, it was so hot. I was a fucking exhibitionist, and I had no idea until that very day.

There had been some confusion about who was going to drive that night, and where we were going to meet, but as far as I knew, I was supposed to pick up Becky at her house, and we were meeting over at Sandy’s before the party.

I drove over to Becky’s house to pick her up. I was at the door ringing the doorbell in my tiny little outfit before it even occurred to me that someone else might answer the door. Someone other than Becky. Someone like her dad.

Her hot-as-fuck, manly as hell father who was a construction foreman, and the sexiest man I had ever laid eyes on in my life. He was a rugged, brutish man and I always found myself a little bit weak in the knees when I was in the same room as him. All of us girls did, and our drooling over her father drove Becky nuts for sure.

The door opened, and there he stood. All chiseled and muscular, wearing the ripped up jeans and dirty t-shirt he had worked in that day. I could smell the scent of work and sweat and man on him as soon as he opened the door.

As soon as he saw me, he looked me up and down, slowly and brazenly. It was not like I could pretend that I didn’t want to be looked at in this costume, but fuck he looked hard. He squinted his eyes and let out a long breath as he looked from my tits to the visible gap between my legs.

I was in heaven, standing there with this most-manly man, looking at me like he was starving and I was a 4-course meal. I squeezed my legs together a bit, trying to manage the twinge and tingle that were going on between them, as I put a little extra enthusiasm into my voice and said “Hey Mr. Jackson. I’m here to pick up Becky.”

He looked me over once more, in no hurry, and then in a rough voice said: “Come in.”

I followed him slowly down the entry hall, and into the living room, where I stopped in my tracks.

In the living room watching football on television were two more men, just as rugged and handsome and seething with masculinity as Becky’s dad. They both stopped what they were doing immediately and came right over to me to get a closer look.

One man nodded a hello, as he tilted his head slightly to view my ass at a better angle. The other man actually walked around behind to get a better view. I felt like a piece of sexy meat that had just been thrown into a pen with three sex-starved wolves. Amazingly, I was loving it.

I was instantly wet from all of the attention, the intense stares at every inch of me by these three beasts. I wondered if they could smell my musk as I was nearly dripping. I twisted slightly, trying to keep my legs from going weak.

I didn’t really know what it meant to “swoon”, but I assumed this was it. I was getting lightheaded, flushed and suddenly the temperature in the room was very, very hot.

The two men I didn’t know paced slowly around, looking me over, still not uttering a word. They reminded me of lions playing with their food before they attacked.

I looked up at Becky’s dad who was staring at me fiercely as if deciding what to do with me. I tried desperately to remember why I was there. Why I was standing mostly naked in front of these three brutes. I remembered suddenly, and said, “Is Becky coming down?”

He was silent for a moment, and then tilted his head with a stone look on his face and said: “Becky’s not here.”

I was thinking about this, trying to figure out how our plans got confused when her father spoke again.

“Take your panties off.”


Chapter 2

I had my panties down to my knees before it even occurred to me that this might be something I should think about. Something I should consider. Generally taking my panties off in front of people was something that took a great deal of thought. Steps had to be taken, trust had to be established. Decisions had to be made. But here there was no decision to make. No consideration required.

My panties hit the floor unceremoniously and I stepped out of them. Becky’s father’s rough hand was between my legs instantly, pushing the small piece of fabric that made up my skirt out of the way, and sliding calloused fingers over my softest parts. The rough fingers slid easily through the soaking wet folds of my pussy, and I let out a sound that I had not expected to make that evening at Becky’s house. I exhaled with a low, thankful, longing moan that I had never produced before, as far as I could remember.

Becky’s father, the man of few words, spoke again, saying “Her cunt is so fucking wet. This little slut is begging for cock.”

And he wasn’t wrong. Suddenly the idea of a rough, stiff cock taking the place of these calloused fingers sounded like just what I wanted for Halloween.

A second rough hand squeezed my ass from behind tightly, and one of the men said: “Fuck that’s the sweetest little ass I’ve ever seen.”

The third man ripped my small shirt off and tossed it to the floor like it was made of paper, and my tits bounced free, more food for the starving beasts.

The meal had begun. The three men closed in on me, hands caressing, touching, squeezing, taking whatever they wanted. Mr. Jackson leaned down and sucked on my left nipple hard, as he continued to make me moan with his skilled fingers between my legs. He tongued and sucked and bit down on the hardening bud of my nipple, and then moved to give the same attention to the other side.

One of the other men had one hand on my ass and a finger sliding in and out of my mouth like a cock. I sucked it enthusiastically, wishing it was a cock, and knowing that it soon would be. I heard him say “God that’s such a sweet little mouth. I just can’t wait to fuck it.”

The other man never let go of his tight grip on my ass, as he started to unzip his pants. My head was pulled back forcefully by the man with the finger in my mouth, so I couldn’t see, but my hand was placed on the larget, stiffest shaft of cock I had ever felt. I wasn’t sure which of the three men the cock in my hand belonged to, but it didn’t matter. Not one bit.

It was clear that I was going to be enjoyed by all three men, be the fuck toy that satisfied all three of their lustful urges for the evening, and I was perfectly fine with that.

A moment later, strong hands pushed me down towards the floor. My knees hit the carpet and I was presented with my “treats” for the Halloween evening. Three steel shafts, three bulging red, raging hard cocks.

I quickly took the cock in the middle into my mouth, immediately hit with the scent of sweat, and a taste that could only be described as a man. I sucked the cock in and started moving my head rapidly back and forth over it. There was no need to be slow or gentle. Slow and gentle were not on the menu this night.

One of the other cocks slid roughly across my face, back and forth over my cheek.

I managed to take the other two cocks in my two hands and gripped them tightly. I heard a moan escape from one of the men, and wondered if it was my mouth or my hand that had just generated that pleasure. No matter, really.

For a few moments, I served the three cocks that were presented to me. Moving my mouth from one to the other, getting them all wet with my saliva, and trying to keep a comfortable pace of stroking and sucking. I was trying to be fair to all three, but my mind was in a fog, and I was in no shape to keep count.

It didn’t matter.

A moment later, our foursome moved. I somehow ended up leaning over the coffee table in the middle of the room. My head was not as mobile in this position, but the man with his cock in my mouth made up for this by gripping my head and thrusting himself in and out of my mouth, ramming the back of my throat, fucking my face in earnest. I was drooling and struggling for breath, but all I could think about was how this huge steel shaft would feel inside my pussy.

Then I had a crazy, off-topic thought for a moment, about how long I had known Becky and her dad. How we had played board games on this very coffee table that I was stretched naked across and dripping juices onto.

Seconds later I was brought back to the moment when large fingers were pressed roughly into my pussy. I barely had a second to let out the moan of delight that this caused before another rough finger was forced into my asshole.


Chapter 3

I squealed slightly and flexed in reaction to the unexpected penetration, but a strong hand was on my back, holding me in place. I was about to object when I heard an “Oh Fuck” and the cock fucking my mouth began to explode, filling my mouth and throat with hot liquid. The pace of the face fucking continued through burst after burst of cum, until the man’s balls were finally emptied into my mouth.

I did my best to not make a mess, but when he removed his cock, cum was dripping everywhere. Out of my mouth, down my chin, and onto the table. There was so much of it. I had swallowed what I could, but so much remained in my mouth and on my face.

Another quick movement reminded me that there was a finger in my pussy and a finger in my ass. I thought to protest the finger violating my ass but suddenly realized that the sensation wasn’t really bad at all. It was strange and unusual and foreign, but also somewhat interesting and exciting.

I pressed back into the fingers and moaned, and I heard a response. “She’s fucking ready”

And almost instantly, I was being fucked. Bent over the table, fucked from behind by the biggest cock I had ever know. It filled my pussy to the brim with each thrust, and left my wet cunt empty and begging with each release.

A moment of this amazing, brutal, insane fucking was all I could take and I screamed out, shouted to the sky that I was cumming, cumming, cumming. My body twitched and writhed, and I used muscles I never knew I had, trying to ride the waves of ecstasy provided by the forceful cock taking me from behind.

My orgasm slowed to a dull hum, but the cocks kept coming. Another in my mouth, different but the same. Hard and rough and welcome.

And then it happened. I was no longer even remotely in control of anything, the frail girl being completely handled and devoured by the three growling beasts. I was moved, pushed and turned into a new position. I was on top of the man who was fucking me, looking into his desperate eyes as he pounded into me.

The second cock was forcefully placed in my empty mouth, and I savored its return. And then, the third cock was delivered. Driven home in one startling push, deep, deep, deep into my ass.

I screamed and wailed onto the cock in my mouth, feeling so shocked and so fucked and so full. Every hole I had was not only occupied but completely filled to the brim.

I struggled mightily to do simple things, like take in a breath and maintain balance. I stole one second for myself. One selfish moment to look back and see that Mr. Jackson was the beast who was buried in my ass.

He had a desperate, hungry look on his face. He was setting the pace for all four of us, fucking me with such force that my body moved forward and back, on top of the cock in my pussy and devouring and releasing the cock in my mouth.

The four-way fuck was brutal and otherworldly and amazing. I cherished the sensation, never before feeling so wanted and so desired and so full and so fucked and so satisfied.

I was the meal to feed the beasts, the sacrifice to appease the Gods, and I was pushed beyond any realm of pleasure I had ever imagined. I came and came and came, unsure if I was experiencing multiple rapid climaxes or one long orgasm that lasted through the entire experience.

My dreamlike orgasmic state went on and on and on until finally, a number of grunts and growls indicated the impending explosion of the men who were having me.

The man I was on top of gripped my waist and took control for a moment, forcing my petite body down onto him as hard as he could while he came, unloading his hot seed deep into my core.

As if a chain reaction was ignited, the cock in my mouth began to spasm and empty itself into my mouth, while at the same time, Mr. Jackson gripped my ass painfully hard, and came into me like the most savage of animals.

I was like a ragdoll, flailing and riding their bodies, and receiving their cum for minutes that seemed like hours, until we all eventually gave in to the release, and collapsed.

We were a pile of four, draped unceremoniously across the coffee table, the three sated lions and their tender, ravaged prey.

After a couple of moments, the two men that I had not met, and still did not know really, got up, got dressed and left.

I turned to see Mr. Jackson sit up on the couch. His face had changed suddenly. The rugged, desperate look was gone, and the friendly father I had once known was back.

“Sorry, Jenny. Becky went to Sandy’s house. She thought you were all meeting up there. You can use the shower if you want to clean up before you meet up with them.”

I was thrown for a loop by the change. The beast who had just taken my ass by force was now being kind and helpful.

I got up and walked naked over to my purse and took out my phone. There were 4 missed called and 15 texts from Becky. I wrote one simple text.

“Sorry, Becky. Not Feeling Good tonight. Going to have to miss out on the Haloween fun. I’ll see you all tomorrow.”

Then I stepped over to Mr. Jackson, spread my legs and straddled him and said “I hope you don’t think you are done fucking me because you’re not. This Halloween party is just getting started.”
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