
        
            
                
            
        

    


HARD 9



A Vixen Wade explicit, hardcore taboo, filthy collection



Of  9 erotica sex stories



 



A Vixen Wade 7-slutty contemporary story collection. Trigger Warnings and some Dark Material. Buckle up and Watch out (but leave one hand free!) you’re in for some HARD rides...



Rough? Check.



Tied up? Check.



Age gap DdLg? Check.



Is consent as dubious as can be? Check.



Taboo? Check.



Interracial? Check.



Alpha Males playing filthy games of Domination and Submission? Check?



Horny Shifter? Yeah, those too.



This 7-title XXX EXPLICIT Hardcore Taboo collection features the best-selling titles:
 Daddy’s Brat Does the Gang, Coerced, Broken In, Dominated, Compelled, Carnal Lust, and Rough Sins…



Daddy’s Brat Does the Gang -



Jessica Jones is a political fixer sent to rescue a senator’s daughter from a sex cult. She finds mind control, hard thrusting group activites, and a house full of well endowed Caribbean Alpha Males who like going at two, three, four, or more at once. Jessica’s going to learn how the cult puts the
 gang
 into
 bang
 ...



COERCED -



It’s Sarah Parker’s birthday. As a present she’s offered a chance to pay off her stripper mom’s gambling debt to a local outlaw MC. Her journey starts with her mom’s boyfriend taking her virginity; not gently... 



BROKEN IN -



Sarah’s mom likes the bad boys in the Angels MC. Her mom’s boyfriend and the Man of the House when she was growing up are members. Now the two of them plus the burly biker gang leader, Amos, are all going to break Sarah in. She learns what handcuffs are really for...



DOMINATED -



Sarah’s been broken in. Now she starts earning. In an expensive penthouse she’s given over to a kinky billionaire who likes being called Daddy. He’s all about punishment, humiliation, and bondage. Also the
 backdoor
 . Oh yeah, he’s really into that...



COMPELLED -



Sophia’s mom has a new boyfriend. He’s a bad boy and as alpha as males come. She’s been thinking about him, about the things they could do together, the things he could to her. Then, late one night, he comes to her door. His lusts are filthy, wicked, taboo. She’s about to lose her virginity the hard way…



CARNAL LUST -



Bobbi is law enforcement, it runs in her family. One night she responds to a lonely cabin in the woods and things get weird. By the end of the night she’ll have solved a murder. She’ll also have gone full slut with a wolverine shift in everyway possible. She heard the Call of the Wild and she responded…



ROUGH SINS -



Revenge. A dangerous crime. A brutally handsome military veteran turned mercenary. A daring escape. A Happily Ever After.



Inbetween, a lot of sex. A lot of very rough, hard, passionate, and extremely EXPLICIT sex. Who says crime doesn’t pay…
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This is hardocre raunch at its most sizzling and EXPLICIT!!



Jessica James is a globe trotting private investigator. Struggling to control a little predilection she has for voyeurism, she’s got an Alpha, named Hank Maximum, as a partner, bodyguard, and sometime lover. She also has a knack for getting into trouble of the filthiest kind.



 



Hired by a US Senator with a delicate problem, Jessica skydives into a Caribbean paradise to rescue the man’s daughter. It seems daddy’s little brat has gotten herself mixed up with a sex-cult who aren’t big on consent. The Senator wants her back and he’s paying too much cash to turn down.



 



Jessica’s role is simple; infiltrate a highly guarded compound pretending to be a Sweet Young Thing looking for a down-and-dirty pounding. She’s played the role before and she likes it! Inside the compound she discovers a frightening secret. The cult controls its converts by using hypnotic incense that reduces anyone who inhales it into a throbbing pile of kinky desire.



 



She’s in a place where her voyeuristic yearnings are being fed beyond belief! But her will is not her own. She’s got cultists banging in every filthy act posible, from group humping, to four on one pounding, and some off THE roughest escapades she’s ever witnessed.



 



With the incense freeing her deepest passions, she’ll be cumming every which way but loose. The tropics are going to get very hot!



 



She’s going to finish her job and save the girl, even if she has to put out every inch of the way. No matter how many dangers she has to dodge, the hard part's going to be explaining everything she’s done to Hank…



 



Buy this book and join Jessica James on her first Trigger Warning filled adventure—you’re going to want to keep kleenex handy and one hand free!



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



Hank Maximum’s big hand grabbed Jessica’s ass and squeezed. She squealed and in the next moment he...
 pushed.



Jessica James, JJ to her friends, went out the open door of the Cessna and fell. Spinning, the warm tropical air pushed up against her, forming her jumpsuit around her curves. She spun in a tight circle as the aircraft powered away, 145-horsepower Continental engine droning.



Around her the sky was dark, moon hidden by clouds. There was just enough light for her to see the strip of beach she was aiming for, growing larger as she plunged downward. Palm trees waved gently below her in the soft breeze. Dropping down from a thousand feet, the breeze was anything but gentle.



She still felt Hank’s handprint on her ass. The sensation made her damp between her thighs. His hand wasn’t the only thing big on Hank, and before they’d gotten on the Cessna Skyhawk, he’d bent her over the back of the couch in their Hilton Suite, and steadily pounded her to a toe curling orgasm as she watched the setting sun paint the sky vermillion over the Caribbean.



She remembered the feel of his cock, like a velvet wrapped iron bar, moving inside of her. She liked the way his hands always wrapped possessively around her hips when he did her from behind. It made her feel primal and protected all at the same time. With the thick, veiny shaft see-sawing back and forth against her G-spot, he got her every time.



He grunted like a goddamn ape when he came, his heavy balls slapping against her pussy lips and swollen clit. Hank, with his full beard, army of tattoos, and pedigree as a former Air Force Pararescue Jumper to boot, took the term “alpha” to extremes.



Lost in the memory, her pussy still throbbing from the beating it’d taken just two hours before, Jessica let her eyes wander over to her altimeter.



Oh shit!



She snatched for the ripcord and pulled. The dark silk of her parachute unfurled out behind her like a parade flag, then the canopy popped and she was jerked upright in her harness.



“Damn!” she swore. The thigh straps had ridden right into her crotch and the sudden jerk made her ache.



Reaching up, she hauled down on the chute risers and cut sharpley to the left. Eight seconds later, she made a running landing on the soft, white sand of the beach. At the edge of the wall of palm fronds separating the beach from the jungle, she turned and hauled the parachute in before shoving it under a lilac bush.



Her time frame was tight, and she had to move fast. Her cover
 before
 she got into the compound, was a lost tourist wandering the beach, so under the jumpsuit she wore a string bikini.
 After
 she was in the compound the situation could turn dicey.



Stripping off the cover alls, she felt the nipples of her C cups tighten under the caress of the offshore breeze. The string of the thong rode up between the golden globes of her ass cheeks as she bent and stuffed her Fendi sneaks and the jumpsuit in with the parachute.



She wore a compact pair of Zeiss binoculars around her neck. She thought an ornithologist in a string bikini was pushing things, but she’d use her tits and ass for distraction and, it was vital, she already looked the part of a mistress to some jet setting day trader.



Finding a little dirt path she knew was there thanks to Google Earth, she cut through some trees, climbed a small knoll with a vantage point, and scoped the compound of Gordon Geller-Smith. She ran the glasses around the palatial two story mansion, six foot stucco walls, boathouse, and helipad. The place could have been featured on
 Getaways of the Rich & Famous.
 Of course Mr. Gordon Geller wasn’t exactly seeking the notoriety.



She heard the pulsating tempo of rave music blasting from the house, as predicted, the orgy was in full swing. It’d taken a thousand bucks, U.S., in bribes to the maid to get the party schedule, but it’d been worth it.



She caught a flash of motion and and turned in that direction, focusing the binocular lenses. There, in the little sheltered cove where Geller-Smith kept his Pavati AL26 speedboat (in fire engine red), and a 30 meter long displacement yacht named
 The Rigid Member
 , were two people by the boathouse. She zoomed in.



A blonde model type in a Agua Bendita designer two piece, was talking to one of Geller-Smith’s security staff. The guy was big, bigger even than Hank, his skin burnished obsidian, and he wore neatly pressed cargo shorts and a camouflage pattern t-shirt painted over his muscles. It was rumored Geller-Smith hired ex-Jamaican Defense Force combat swimmers as bodyguards. This guy looked buff enough to fit the bill. He had a H&K MP7 submachine gun hanging from a 3-point tactical harness.



The blonde was chatting away, a little unsteady on her feet, and swinging a half empty martini glass around in one hand. She said something and the man’s white teeth flashed as he laughed. Casually, the blonde reached over and put her hand on the sizeable bulge in the guard’s shorts.



“Oh my,” Jessica said softly. “Well, they are a demented sex cult, so…” she let the words trail away as she watched the woman unbutton the guard’s fly one handed. When she was done she pulled a semi-hard, firehose of a cock.



“Jesus wept!” she said.



The blonde tossed back the rest of her drink and casually flung the martini glass onto the emerald green lawn behind her. Still jerking the big black cock (the guard wasn’t laughing now) she sank to her knees. Jessica zoomed in closer.



The blonde was Eurotrash hot, all sharp cheekbones and full lips. She stroked the cock with first one hand, and then two, as it grew fully erect. Leaning in, she opened her mouth; wide. The lighter colored flesh of the guard’s cock head slid between her lips. Still beating him off in a hand-over-hand grip, the blonde began bobbing her mouth up and down the hard on.



The guard put one huge hand down on her head and Jessica could almost hear his groan of pleasure from a football field away. As she watched, he took control of the blonde, palming her head like a basketball, and began moving his hips in a smooth, piston-like motion.



“Shit, you’re good, sister,” Jessica said, impressed beside herself.



The blonde was taking that cock, throating it like a sword swallower at a carnival. The Zeiss was powerful enough for Jessica to see the drool building up in the corners of the blonde’s lips. The guard’s shaft glistened with her spit and Jessica could hear the moist slurping in her mind.



Unconsciously, her hand trailed down to the little triangle of fabric covering her pussy. She’d had a Brazilian done, naturally, as soon as she learned the case was in the Caribbean. She loved the way Hank’s facial hair felt against the shaved skin when he was eating her out.



Now her finger found the swollen little bean of her clit and she gently rubbed it, making small, concise circles. In the lens, the blonde’s head bobbed wildly, hands placed on the guard’s thighs as she sucked him off. The guy’s cock seemed like an overfilled balloon, so swollen it looked ready to burst at any moment.



She sighed a little as she felt her orgasm building. She had a secret. She liked to watch, it turned her on to see people in throes of passion, unhibbited and just giving into every bit of carnal desire rocking through their bodies. She liked to watch women’s nails rake a man’s back as he fucked her hard and fast.



Luckily, as a private investigator and intelligence contractor, she was called upon to “get the goods” for clients all the time. Sometimes she and Hank would sit side by side in the surveillance van, her jerking him, he finger fucking her, as they watched a target having sex through hidden cameras on the monitors.



A liquid, burning sensation surged up between her thighs and she rubbed harder.



“Fuck, fuck, fuck,” she moaned. Her teeth found her bottom lip and she bit gently.



Her hand flew between her legs, rubbing through the thin fabric of the suit. Her pussy was wet and she smelled her own arousal as she began soaking the suit bottom. In her binoculars the blonde, obviously inspired by internet porn, leaned back, took the fire hose in one hand and aimed it at her B cups, jerking quickly.



Jessica gasped as her orgasm struck, and her knees buckled a little. Thick, white cum spurted out the end of the big black hose and landed on the blonde’s chest. Sagging a little, Jessica shuddered through the sensual, molten pleasure burning below her belly. The guard came up on his toes as the last of his spunk dripped onto the blonde’s cleavage. Almost delicately, like a cat lapping up milk from a bowl, the blonde began cleaning the guard’s cock.



Almost falling jolted Jessica back into the moment and she remembered her mission. There was a girl in there, the daughter of a rich man, who needed rescuing; whether she wanted it or not.



“Damn it, JJ” she chastised herself. It would have been a perfect moment to scale the fence while the guard was so thoroughly distracted. She hoped the moment wasn’t over.



Then, a usual, she got lucky. Two more guards, just as tall, just as muscular, and just as black, appeared from inside the grounds. Their eyes were locked on the kneeling blonde and their hands weren’t holding their submachine guns, but were instead wrapped around their hard cocks.



“Thanks, blondie,” Jessica grinned. A good, hardcore menage was just the thing to keep the sentry’s eyes turned inward.



Cutting down the trail, she hurried along the outside of the stucco wall. The music grew louder, but as she got closer the sound of people's’ voices grew as well. The party was a rager, and if the side show performance on lawn by the docks was any indication, she could only guess at the orgy going on inside.



She crept up next to the inland side of the boat house, across from the bodyguards. The first guard stood watching the other two pulling the blonde’s almost non existent bikini off. Her nipples stood out in dagger points, and Jessica was close enough now to hear everything.



“Okay, Miss,” one of the guards said. He had a gold tooth and it flashed, reflecting light now spilling out of the upper windows of the house. His dick was thick as a beer can, and it had a head like a clenched fist. He held the blonde’s bikini top in his hands. “You ready for a real good fucking now?”



Jessica loved the way the dirty words came out of his mouth with the thick, laid back Caribbean accent. If anything, hearing that kind of raunchy talk made
 her
 ready for a real good fucking.



She thought about Hank. Their plan was simple, the way the best plans were. The pilot was to circle back slowly around so as not to arouse suspicion of anyone in the compound, and Hank was going jump, only about half a mile into the warm waters of the ocean. A trained combat swimmer himself, who’d dove on operations with both Navy SEALs and Army Special Forces, he was going to infiltrate the boat house and secure the Pavati speedboat for their escape.



He was also going to be bringing the SPAS-12 shotgun incase things got messy. She really hoped he didn’t need to use it.



All she had to was find the Senator’s daughter, convince her to stop loving the orgy, and sneak out the back.



“I’m ready,” the blonde said. “Good and ready.”



It was immediately apparent from her accent that the Nordic princess was actually Swedish, or German, or Austrian. Truth be told, Jessica couldn’t always tell one from the other at first blush. That wasn’t terribly sophisticated off her, but there you go. She was really more of a margarita girl than a cosmo drinker.



She inched forward and risked another glance. The group hadn’t wasted anytime putting the bang into gangbang. The third guard stood with his back to Jessica, cargo shorts dropped around his ankles and muscular butt cheeks clenching furiously as he rammed into the blonde. He had her bent over at the waist, but he was so tall she was up on her toes as he fucked her. Each thrust shivered through her as he went balls deep on every stroke. Her head bounced around and each time the flat plane of his hips slammed her ass cheeks, it made a wet slapping sound. The blonde was like a ragdoll in his grip.



Gold tooth took her by the back of her head to steady his aim, his fingers entangling themselves in the honey-gold curls of her hair. He guided his fat cock to her lips and she eagler began slobbering over it, her jaw stretched tight to accommodate it.



“Uh, uh, uh,” the blonde managed to get out.



I take it back,
 Jessica thought.
 You’re not just good, you’re goddamn
 fantastic!



Reaching out with both hands, the blonde clung to Gold tooth’s hips. She was soaking wet now, and each new stroke of cock into her pussy made a moist, squishing noise. It was the sound of a good fuck to Jessica’s ears.



She looked quickly at the first guard but she didn’t need to worry. He watched the show in front of him like a teenager looking at Pornhub on his laptop. He jacked off slowly, building up an erection for a second round.



Quickly, Jessica slipped around the corner, putting the wall between her and mini-orgy. She was in. Her toe nudged something and she looked down, seeing the blonde’s cast off martini glass. She picked it up as a prop and sauntered around a thick Golf Ball Kohuhu hedge into the pool area. There were people fucking in the shallow end of the kidney shaped pool. There were people fucking in the hottub. There were people fucking on the Adirondack patio furniture.



Jessica stopped, impressed despite herself.



The heavy pungent scent of Jamaican Marijuana hung in the air and she immediately got a contact high. She and Hank had infiltrated a lot of places before. Swinger clubs, high end brothels, and even a live sex show in a Mazatlan strip joint, once. She’d seen hundreds of people getting down and dirty while doing the nasty, but
 this
 took prize.



First off, by some manner she didn’t fully understand David Geller-Smith, (international arms dealer, narcotics money launderer, middle man to Cayman Island bankers and Middle East despots, and leader of the Fiery Brand Tabernacle, a rather infamous sex cult known for recruiting among the Hollywood elite and Ivy League colleges) had managed to convert, or brainwash, whichever, some
 very
 attractive people.



The groups of people didn’t seem constrained by any one certain preference. On one of the cushioned lounge chairs, a beautiful black woman with a derriere like Kim Kardashian, lay on her belly, gripping the legs tightly as she took it in the ass from a tanned surfer looking twenty-something. As he finished, one of the four men lined up behind him took his place without missing a beat.



Over in the hottub two brunettes took turns sucking off a hispanic man and fingering each other viciously. In the pool, a man had a beautiful redhead up against the side and was between her legs, pumping away, as a broad shouldered man stood directly behind him, pushing his own cock into the guy ass with perfect synchronicity.



Moans, groaning, and gasps filled the air and Jessica realized she was smelling something else other than just marijuana. There was some sort of jasmine and lavender incense in the air and, now that she noticed it, its scent was actually stronger than the pot.



Feeling light-headed, and disturbed by a growing sexual urge she wasn’t sure she was entirely in control of, she forced herself to focus, to scan the writhing bodies and make sure Holly McCabe wasn’t among them. She saw a lot of hard cocks sliding into willing bodies, and her natural appetite for voyeurism pushed her to keep staring, to keep watching the looks of satisfaction on the faces of beautiful women as they took those cocks in every part of their bodies.



A dark skinned man of perhaps Indian nationality, sat himself down on the lounge chair in front of the black woman who was getting ass fucked by the third man since Jessica had come upon the scene. His erection curved up like a banana, and the woman eagerly put it in her mouth. She made soft, suckling sounds and her fingers slipped under his testicles to massage his balls. Jessica reached for her own pussy.



What’s wrong with me?
 She thought.



Stubbornly, she shook her head, forcing her mind back on the task at hand. None of the orgy party goers out by the pool were Holly. She blew out a pent up breath. Time to enter the house.



Holly McCabe was twenty years old, and from all the photos and snippets of family video Jessica had seen, was as bubbly and vivacious as a high school cheer captain, which, of course, she had been.



She was supposed to be at UPENN, getting a degree in Communications. Her father, the Senator, had not been pleased to learn that, after sending his little darling to the islands for Spring Break, she’d fallen under the spell of the most infamous sex cult in the world.



Worried about his own security clearance, and reelection chances in his deeply Red district, he’d sought the help of some “discrete” professionals not afraid to “get their hands dirty.” Basically, for a fee in the mid five figures, plus expenses, little Miss McCabe was coming off orgy island one way or another.



Coughing, Jessica entered the mansion. It was a little dimmer in the building, and it took a moment for her eyes to adjust. The smoke was thicker in here, the effluvious fog of pot smoke soaked into her, but again it was the jasmine and lavender incense that overpowered everything else, and made her head spin.



The dizzier she grew, the hornier she became. By the time she’d taken three steps into the room her vagina felt like it had a pulse, and her nipples were hard enough to cut glass.



Her hand came up and brushed one. Instantly lightening bolts pleasure arced from her breast to between her legs. Moaning,  she rubbed her thighs together. All around her people coupled. Off to her left in a sunken living room area, an intertwined train of men and women formed a circle, each participant performing oral on each other, seemingly without regard to gender.



“It makes you hot, doesn’t it?” A masculine voice purred in her ear.



Jessica nodded without thinking. “Yes,” she said, her voice hoarse. All around her was that overpowering miasma of jasmine and lavender. There was something about that incense…



She turned, leaning into the man next to her, desperate to feel the touch of someone else’s skin next to her own. The man was tall, past six feet four inches and very lean, like a swimmer, blond hair tousled, blue eyes a little glazed and over-bright, but still sexy as hell. He was also completely naked and his hard cock stuck out like a tree branch.



She turned further and leaned harder into him, parting her legs so she could shove her pulsating clitoris against the long muscle of his thigh. Her arm encircled his narrow waist, and she pressed against him, smelling his clean, male smell.



Hugging him closer, her tongue began circling his nipple. Her hand crept down and wrapped around his hard on. He shuddered a little in her grasp and she felt powerful. She pressed herself harder against his leg, working toward get herself off.



Fight it!
 She heard Hank’s voice telling her.
 It’s the goddamn incense!



She blinked in surprise, realized she was jerking a complete stranger off as she tried rubbing herself to climax against his leg. She was alarmed, but she also didn’t want to stop.
 If I do,
 she thought,
 I’d look pretty damn weird as the only person not joining in, and that could actually be dangerous.



She tightened her grip around the dick in her hand, felt the warm, spongy flesh give a little over the unyielding inner shaft. The tall man hissed and she picked up the pace. She kept grinding against him, feeling her own secretions soaking his leg, making it easier to slide against the rigid column of muscle.



She had to find Holly, quickly. Much more exposure to this smoke and incense and there was no telling where she’d end up. Her swimsuit top fell away, and her already barely restrained breasts swung free. The tall man moved his arm around her and his hand moved from caressing her back to squeezing her tit. He began pulling her nipple and she gasped out loud.



She was practically panting like a dog.



Unable to fight it any longer, she at least summoned enough presence of mind to let her eyes roam the room, looking for Holly McCabe. Two beautiful women, on all fours, faced eaching other, made out as two men fucked them doggy style.



Next to them, two other women sat on their knees, fingering themselves, a standing man positioned in between them. One of the women, with deep, beautiful, olive skin, had her face buried in the man’s ass cheeks, tongue fucking him in an enthusiastic rimjob as her opposite, a redhead with absolutely gigantic fake tits, deepthroated his dick.



Something riveted Jessica’s attention. She saw a woman sitting on the lap of black man, riding his hard dick with short, hard strokes, crushing her breasts against his broad chest. Another man stood next to the first and the woman was giving him a blowjob over the black man’s shoulder. As Jessica watched, a third man, chiseled as a professional bodybuilder (
 was no one here not gorgeous?
 ) came up between the splayed legs of the man the woman was riding.



Jessica felt her third (her fourth?) orgasm building and she began pumping the hot flesh throbbing in her hand all the harder. The tall man hissed in pleasure through gritted teeth and began pulling her nipple harder. Biting back a scream of pleasure, she couldn’t take her eyes off the scene unfolding on the divan.



As she watched, the third man put a warning hand on the small of the woman’s back and she went still. Slowly, he pushed forward and Jessica heard the woman gasp as the head of his cock pressed against her anal opening.



The man bent his head forward, letting a long loop of saliva trail out of his mouth. The spit landed on his cock and, with the extra lube in place, he pushed the rest of his shaft into her willing ass. He grunted as both men began slowly moving, and Jessica wondered what it must feel like to have two cocks rubbing back and forth inside you like that…



“Oh, god, oh, god!” she shouted as her orgasm ripped through her.



She felt a faucet somewhere in her belly open up and waves of pleasure raced down her legs. She clung weakly to the tall man as the spasms washed through her, she longed, ached, to feel a cock moving inside her.



In her hand the hard dick jumped a little and began spurting. She watched his cum jettison out and land at the floor. She milked the hard on, getting every last ounce of pleasure out of it she could. The tall man gave his own strangled cry and shot again as she finished him off.



Her eyes came up, endorphins surging through her, and in a small moment of clarity she saw the open doorway leading to the stairs. Geller-Smith wasn’t down here, and his rooms had to be upstairs. Without looking back at the tall man, she stumbled around the oral copulation circle, and towards the steps.



Moving through a cloud of smoke, she saw the altar of the Fiery Brand Tabernacle set up like the narthex of a chapel against one wall. The strange, Egyptian, symbol dominated the wall, and several copper brazzers, large as cooking pots, burned, pumping out the jasmine and lavender incense that filled the room.



Unable to do anything but breath the mind altering substance, Jessica pushed on through sheer force of will. Thoughts of hard cocks sliding in and out of her, all of her, was a cacophony in her mind. She wanted to taste a cock, to grind down on one as it ploughed into her. God help her, she couldn’t get the image of the woman on the divan taking on three guys out of her head.



I’m high as fuck,
 she thought. Then,
 Hank, I’m sorry, but if I don’t find Holly soon, and get the hell out of here, there’s no telling what, or who, or how many, I might do.



At least now she knew the mystery of how FBT did its recruiting. She also felt pretty comfortable in the fact that Holly McCabe wasn’t truly a willing participant. She might have shown up for some cocaine and a nice group grope, but leaving everything, including her own bright future, behind, was most probably a result of the incense.



Geller-Smith had built his own little Disneyland After Dark here. Just move a pallet of heroin in Europe, a few crates of hellfire missiles in the Middle East, and a metric ton or two of cocaine in the Western Hemisphere, and then jet off to your own private island for round the clock group bangs with hypnotized human sex dolls.



Walking up the stairs, she passed a couple making out. The boy and girl were innocent enough looking to be on the cover of Teen Cosmo magazine. Sitting just below them, one of the Jamaican combat swimmers had set his submachine gun aside and was servicing both of them.



His skin was the color of old mahogany, and the kid’s prick looked very white sliding in and out of the muscular man’s mouth. His fingers, big and blunt as cigars, slid in and out of the girl’s pussy, rubbing the G-spot along the roof of her vagina. The two deep kissed as the boy’s hand roamed across the girl pert, pink-nippled titties.



Jessica resisted the urge to take the beautiful boy’s head in her hands and push his face into her sopping pussy. She imagined what a warm, strong tongue could do to her right now, and she let out a little shuddering sigh of resignation.



Eyes on the prize, JJ,
 she told herself,
 eyes on the prize.



But, dammit, watching was her
 thing,
 her favorite kink. With her trusty Magic Wand vibrator, she could have sat in the middle of all this activity for days, observing, masturbating, cumming again and again and…



She shook herself out of the image. Her swimsuit bottoms were soaked. Distracted, she quickly pulled them off as she came to the top of the stair. A long, hardwood hallway stretched out before her, running the length of the house. On either side stood open doors. Against the wall on the landing was a small altar, featuring the Eye of Horus FBT sigil and a burning incense brazier.



At the far end of the hall in front of a picture window was a larger FBT sigil and two braziers. Cautiously, she started down the hall, her bare feet noiseless beneath the pounding bass rumbling up from below.



Coming to a door, she heard wet sounds and a soft moaning. Without thinking she looked in and froze, transfixed.



The Asian woman was beautiful, heavy breasted and long legged. She sat on a doctor’s examination table, feet up in the stirrups. To either side of her two young, hispanic beauties sucked her erect nipples. The girl on her right stroked the Asian beauty’s swollen clitoris as she made soft little cooing noises of delight.



Between her propped up legs stood one of the uniformed bodyguards. He was biggest one she’d seen yet, with a brutal face, and massive lumps of muscle hanging off his body. Naked, except for the submachine hanging muzzle down on his back, his onyx skin glistened with sweat.



Slowly, he pushed his fist into the Asian woman. When he met resistance at his scarred knuckles, he stopped for a moment. Picking up a tube of lubricant, he squirted more down over his hand and her pussy. Her pubic was cut in a narrow landing strip just above her slit. As the fist worked, Jessica could see the inside of her pussy, the skin was very pink.



“Do it,” she whispered. “Please, I want to feel it all inside me.”



The bodyguard grunted and pushed. With a slurping sound, his big fist disappeared into her folds, sinking up to the thick wrist of his arm. The Asian moaned a low, guttural groan. It was an animal sound of pleasure.



“Yes, yes,” she urged. “Do it, fuck me! Harder!”



The girl rubbing her clit sped up her motions and the Asian began tossing her head back and forth in ecstacy. The man punched into her pussy with the steady, mechanical rhythm of an engine piston.



The bodyguard’s cock stood out, hard as a piece of lumber, crawling with swollen veins. Eyes locked on what was happening, Jessica moved forward, once again entranced a trance. Drawing close, she heard the bull of a man snorting through his nose with each thrust of his muscular arm.



“God yes! God yes!” The Asian shrieked.



As Jessica grabbed hold of the black cock, the man began twisting his fist as he pushed in and out. The Asian screamed, hiccuping the cries in a voice gone hoarse. Jessica felt the fat prick in her hand quiver and she squeezed tight, jerking it up and down. She kissed the bodyguard’s shoulder and tasted his sweat. She was dripping down her own leg as she ran her other hand across the haunch of muscle forming his ass.



The Asian grew soorgasmic her pussy sloshed as the Jamaican fisted her. The hispanic girl, eyes red from narcotics and incense, slid her hand back and forth across the Asian's clit, rubbing like someone playing the cello. She looked up and Jessica met her eyes.



On the bodyguard's body her searching fingers found the puckered opening of his asshole, and she pushed in searching gently for the prostate. He let out a long, slow sigh, groaning deep in a basso profundo voice. Inside him now, Jessica started finger fucking his ass as she jerked him off.



“I’m cumming! Cu-cu-cum-cumming!” the beautiful Asian announced.



The bodyguard pumped once, then abruptly pulled his hand free. The Asian squirted a stream of fluid from her pussy in a jet like a fountain.



The ejaculate splashed Jessica’s and the bodyguard’s legs, running hot and honey-like down their skin. Jessica smelled the musty arousal on the woman like a bitch in heat. Her finger pushed in and out of the bodyguard’s ass as she pumped down hard on his cock.



“Uh, uh, goddamn girl...uh!” he cried.



Under her guiding hand, she directed the shooting cum at the Asian, splurging the warm sperm across the woman’s belly and the hispanic girl’s hand. The big bull went up on his toes as she pumped the last drop of goo from his cock.



Like someone waking from a dream, Jessica came suddenly to her senses. She stumbled backwards, shaking her head to try and clear it, and then left the room even as they called out to her, begging her not to leave.



Burning with lust, she staggered into the hall. She had to get control of herself! But the look in the Asian's eyes as the bodyguard fisted her, feeling the quiver power of the big cock’s orgasm thrum in her hand. It left her wanting more, drunk with need.



Almost falling over, she put out a hand and caught herself on the wall. For long moments she stood there panting, fighting the need for cock. She wanted sex. No, wanted to be
 fucked
 . She felt crazed, a bitch in heat herself, now.



Moving down the hall, she opened a large pair of ornate double doors. They flew open and she entered, breasts swinging. The room was red, and filled with a ring of four men in strange, ceremonial robes. Around them cushioned tables and divans of various sizes stood ready for use. There was a table filled with BDSM toys next to a pommel horse. The men’s robes hung open and each man’s cock pointed out like a sword.



Bent over the pommel horse was Holly McCabe.



Jessica blinked in recognition.
 At last,
 she thought,
 but how in the hell am I going to get the little brat out of here?



Holly’s legs were tied to the supports at the ankle with soft silk rope, the same with her tiny wrists on the other side of the structure. She was blindfolded and her lips, beautiful and full, were sticky with spilled cum.



Four brazzers fumed, pushing out the incense. Forced to breath it in or actually suffocate, Jessica took a lungful and felt it rush through her body.



David Geller-Smith threw back his hood and smiled like the devil. Bald, he wore a sinister looking goatee and large gold hoops in either ear and through his nipples. His cock stood 10” long if it was an centimeter.



When he spoke his voice was melodious, but filled with command presence. “Stay, watch, serve.”



When Jessica answered her voice was hoarse with longing, her mind utterly clouded. “That’s not going to be a problem.”



Like a king starting a feast, Geller-Smith stepped up behind the bent over, tied-up, and blindfolded girl. As soon as the fat, plum-colored head of his cock touched Holly’s pussy she gave a little, soft, gasp that turn into a low, long moan as he slid the hard on in, inch by inch.



“This’ll teach that Senator to try and get me put on a no-fly list,” he snarled.



Transfixed, Jessica walked forward. Geller-Smith took a few, long, slow strokes, smearing the girl’s lubrication across his grotesquely large shaft. He began picking up speed until, in four or five strokes, he was slamming her balls deep with every stab. Holly rocked back forth under the assault, squealing. Drool dribbled from her mouth in clear ropes.



“Whose pussy is this?” Geller-Smith demanded.



“This pussy’s yours, master!” she shouted back. “Fuck your pussy, master! Fuck your pussy hard!”



Reaching her, Jessica looked up. The other robed cult members stood in a line behind their chief priest, obviously waiting their turn banging the Senator’s daughter.



“Kiss her,” Geller-Smith commanded.



Without hesitation, Jessica went to her knees.



Reaching out, she took the blindfolded girl’s head in her hands. Leaning in, she pushed her mouth into Holly’s soft, giving lips. Instantly, the girl responded, thrusting her tongue forward wildly. Each slam of the cult leader’s cock pushed them together. Jessica tasted the salty residue of cum on Holly’s lips and tongue.



How many cocks did she suck, anyway?
 She wondered.
 Probably all of them. I would, right now.



“I give you the seed of a god!” Geller-Smith suddenly shouted.



Jessica pulled a way for a moment and watched him sliding that ugly, great, long member from Holly’s pussy. Cum dripped thick as glue from it. Geller-Smith seemed to have cum about a quart of sperm. With a laconic motion he stepped to one side and the next man in line stepped forward and began fucking the girl. His cock slid in easily, slick with both Holly’s pussy juice and Geller-Smith’s copious amounts of cum.



Jessica used her tongue to remove the tiny capsule tucked in her cheek near her molars. Biting down on the thin plastic lining, she felt the ultra-condensed Naloxone, far more powerful than that used by paramedics in ambulances, slide down her throat.



Naloxone was an opioid antagonist that prevented drugs from clinging to the receptor sites in the brain. It was a real buzz-kill. Literally.



Almost instantly, her head cleared. But she only had that dose for herself, and it wouldn’t last long in this environment. Reaching out, she wrapped her hand in Holly’s hair and twisted until the girl’s face was pointed up at her.



“Open your mouth, whore!” she ordered. “Take my spit, slut!”



Holly, simpering with passion, did as commanded.



Squeezing shut the girl’s nose, Jessica bit the second capsule and, leaning down, squirted the condensed Naloxone into the girl’s mouth under the guise of spitting. Leaning forward, she mashed down on the girl’s lips, forcing more of the medication into her.



After a moment she leaned forward and whispered in the girl’s ear. “Are you clear?”



Holly nodded.



“Good, I’m here to help, play along and then do exactly what I say, got it?”



Again the girl nodded. Behind her the man doing her doggy style grabbed her hips with his hands and began stutter-pumping as he shot his load inside her.



“What are you two slaves whispering about,” Geller-Smith demanded.



Jessica rose, fully herself again. She wasn’t an expert hand-to-hand fighter, and, while fit, was not abnormally strong. Hank had taught her five or six, general moves, which they practiced not quite as often as they fucked. He’d also given her one guiding fight rule--cheat.



Turning to the table filled with BDSM implements, she snatched up a pair of metal handcuffs as Geller-Smith came toward her. She turned, found her center, then whipped her right shin into the side of the man’s leg in a Muay Thai sidekick. Surprised, Geller-Smith stumbled and she followed up instantly.



Using the handcuffs like brass knuckles, she threw a left-cross as she pulled her leg back. The energy of her twisting body adding power to the strike. The hard metal slammed into his temple and he went down, eyes rolling up in the back of his head.



“What--!” the three cult members began yelling in confusion.



Though bigger and stronger, they were highly drugged, and taken by complete surprise. Jessica exploited this without mercy.



Dropping the handcuffs, she snatched up a Cricket bat S&M paddle with several tidy rows of holes drilled into it.



“Get it on, bang a gong! Get it on!” Jessica belted out, not sure why, just feeling the justified rage and
 loving
 it.



She swung the paddle in a two-handed, over her head, grip like chopping wood. The edge of it struck the man who’d just shot his load of cum into Holly square on the top of his head. It made a brutal
 crack
 sound, and he fell.



“Hey, bitch!” a cult member yelled.



She stepped forward and drove her knee into his free swinging ball sack. Taking the long paddle in both hands, like a baseball player holding a bat ready to bunt, she shoved it forward and drove the edge into the man’s throat.



Already crumpling in agony from the ball strike, he went over backwards, gagging with the same sound the woman sucking off the bodyguard by the boathouse had made.



“I’m a bitch! I’m a woman!...something, something,” she sang.



“What’s going on!” Holly demanded. Her blindfolded face turned this way and that in confusion. “I can’t see! Why are you
 singing!”



Only two left standing.



Too stoned, or too stupid, or too arrogant, to call for help, they charged her from around opposite sides of Holly. Jumping back, Jessica picked up a handy bullwhip and popped it sidearm.



Who the hell could take getting whipped by this thing?
 She wondered, amazed.



She snapped the leather whip into the first guys balls and he crumpled just like the rest of them.



Then the second guy was on her, and there was no time to dodge him. As he tried grasping her in a bear hug, she executed another of Hank’s moves. It was one of her favorites.



Dropping the whip, she grabbed the man’s arm high up on the triceps by the shoulder, and down around his wrist. Twisting her body in a tight pivot, she heaved the startled attacker over her shoulder.



“Fuck!” he shouted as he went tumbled.



He struck the table holding the toys, and smashed through it with a crash.
 That’s sure to alert someone,
 Jessica thought.



“What was that!” Holly hollered. “What’s happening! I’m getting
 really
 horny again!” She paused. “Is there any free cock around?”



Jumping forward, Jessica reclaimed her handcuffs. With two quick
 clicks,
 she snapped the bracelets around the out flung wrist of the man she’d just tossed, and then to the incoherent Geller-Smith’s ankle.



Turning, she pulled the blindfold off Holly.



“Hold on,” she said. “We’re getting out of here.”



“Thank god you came!” Holly said.



Literally,
 Jessica thought.
 Several times, in fact.



“This started out as a fun party, plenty of X to go around, and tons of cute guys. Then I just got confused and super horny, and missed my plane.”



“We’re taking a boat out of here,” Jessica said.



She finished untying the girl. Cum leaked from Holly and ran down her tan, shapely legs. The ever present incense was beginning to affect her again because, for a moment, Jessica was lost in thought, imagining a willing, eager Holly taking one cock after another.



“No! Goddamnit!” she shook her head to clear the fugue.



Grabbing Holly by the hand, she drug her to the door, stopping only long enough to reclaim the long S&M paddle. They stumbled out into the hall just as a bodyguard rounded the corner, submachine gun in hand.



“What be going on here, mon?” he shouted. “What’s getting broke?”



“The window,” Jessica said.



Spinning, she threw the paddle through the big window at the end of the hall, shattering it.



“Trust me,” she told Holly, giving the girl a shove. “Jump and swim! You’ll be alright!”



Holly went with the push and dove through the window, knocking down the knock off Eye of Horus that was the FBT’s sigil. The bodyguard unlimbered his submachine gun.



That’s not in the plan!
 She thought.



She went for the window as the guard opened up. The chattering bangs of automatic gunfire echoed down the hall. 9mm rounds flew like swarms of steel hornets, striking the window sill beneath her as she dove to safety. Bullets tore into the brazzers and cracked the FBT sigil which crashed to the floor.



Jessica felt like she was leaping from another airplane as she flew through the broken window. Tumbling, she hit the blood warm water with a clumsy splash. Down the short stretch of beach, Hank suddenly burst out of the boathouse, the Pavati held wide open as he raced toward her.



The bodyguard appeared in the window.



“Dive!” Jessica shouted.



Putting her hand on Holly’s head, she shoved the Senator’s daughter underwater and dove after her, kicking strong. The sound of the approaching speedboat rumbled like thunder below the surface. They swamp deep as bullets knifed into the ocean.



The speedboat passed above them and slalomed around to a stop, powerful Jacuzzi engines churning the water. Jessica, guiding Holly, kicked for the surface. They came up on the far side of the boat, and Jessica pulled herself up and over the gunwale. Hank, shirtless and looking like a hero in a 1950’s war movie, began unleashing round after round at the upstairs window with the SPAS 12 shotgun. The bodyguard ducked for cover as Jessica scrambled behind the wheel.



“Pull the girl in! I’ll drive!” she yelled.



“You’re naked!” Hank yelled back.



“I know!” she shouted.



“This wasn’t the plan, JJ!”



“I know!” she answered.



Sliding into the seat, she looked back. Hank reached over the side of the speedboat and hauled the naked Holly into the boat. As soon as she touched the deck, Jessica slammed the throttle forward, and the high performance watercraft shot away.



Turning the prow toward international waters, she pushed the engines to the limit. She looked back again. Holly seemed to be enjoying herself in Hank’s arms, maybe a little too much. Hank didn’t seem to be hating it if the bulge in his pants was any indication.



“Hey, big hero, you mind using the radio to call our Coast Guard rendezvou?” she said. Her voice was a little sharp.



She realized how ridiculous her being jealous might be construed, given the circumstances of the last twenty minutes. Looking a little sheepish, Hank extricate himself, adjusted his crotch, and came forward.



“I--” he began.



“Honey?” Jessica interrupted.



“What?”



“Remember how we promised to always tell each other everything?”



“What did you do?”



“Remember that time you got drunk at that club in Key West, and showed the waitress your cock because she asked so nice?”



“What
 exactly
 did you do, Jessica.”



“I may have inadvertently jacked a couple of guys off…”



“A
 couple
 of guys!”



“And given one a finger blast in the ass…”



“What the hell?”



“Also I might have rubbed my clit up and down on a good looking guy’s leg until I came all over it.” She paused, then added. “It was a good thing he wasn’t wearing any socks, I’d have soaked them.”



Hank plopped down in the white leather co-pilot seat. “Was there any particular reason you started acting like a cheerleader in the back of the football team’s bus?”



“Yes! A
 very
 good reason!”



“Then let's go get paid, JJ,” he sighed.



“Hey,” Holly thrust her head between them. “You guys want to have a threesome or anything?”



END
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BLACKMAILED



Sarah Parker has a problem. She turned legal today, just in time to get her stripper mom out of a jam. Sarah’s mom has gambling debts to be paid, and no money. In order to save her mom Sarah’s got to be willing to put the WORK in.



Problem is, she’s never done it before. So her mom’s boyfriend has to give her a crash course in everything grown ups like to do. He’s the rough alpha man of the house, and gentle isn’t in his nature. The Con is very Dub in this raunchy thrill ride. Trigger warnings are appropriate for this title! Go deep inside the first step of a virgin about to take an erotic journey into submission and surrender. This is only the first hour of what is going to be a very LONG night as Sarah grows up in a hurry. Buy this book and keep your kleenex close!



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



 



Sarah looked at herself in the mirror. Today was her birthday and it was a pretty big milestone. Today she was an adult. She didn’t know how this was going to affect her. But it was.



She was skinny. She knew it and she yearned for womanly curves, for big soft breasts and curving hips and an ass like Kim Kardashian. That wasn’t her. Her breasts were the size of tennis balls and she doubted they’d ever get much bigger.



Standing there in her bra and panties she wondered it a man would want to fuck her. She didn’t know, only boys had tried to get with her and something in her recoiled from their fumbling, goofy attempts. She wanted muscles and a five 0’clock shadow and a big dick…



She blushed and stopped that line of thought. Her soft brown eyes stared back at her. Her hands found the place between her legs.



“My pussy,” she whispered.



Her searching fingers found her clitoris and teased across it. She pinched it and pressed her legs together, excited. This was what she longed for, but a bigger hand, a rougher hand. One that could hold her neck while thick fingers explored her.



She knew the man she was fantasizing about. Randy. Randy was her mother’s boyfriend and she couldn’t help but think about him. A hard drinking, motorcycle riding, tattooed Army vet who, judging by her mom’s screams of pleasure, must be sporting some serious meat.



She sighed as dampness went down her leg. It slicked her finger and she pushed it in a little ways. Tingles of pleasure radiated into her belly.



“Sarah Jane Parker!”



Mortified, Sarah whirled as her mother, without knocking, entered the room. Her mother was still in heavy makeup and high heels from her job as an exotic dancer. Right behind her, eyeing her in her underwear the way a predator does prey, was Randy.



“Mom!” she yelled, furious. “I’m dressing!”



Alice May Parker didn’t have time for that bullshit. She entered the room in a cloud of cheap perfume, tanning lotion, and cigarettes. There was vodka on her breath. Her mom wasn’t a mean drunk, but she was a drunk.



“I don’t have time for your bullshit, Sarah-girl,” she said. ‘Sarah-girl’ was what she’d been called since she was a little girl. “I’m in big trouble and I need your help?”



“Oh, mom,” Sarah sighed. “Did you gamble?”



Drunk, Alice May couldn’t meet her daughter’s eyes. “I’m so afraid, baby,” she said. “I owe some bad people a
 lot
 of money. If I don’t get it or something they’ll take instead, they’ll hurt me!” Alice May shook Sarah, “is that what you want?” she demanded. “Do you want men to hurt your mom?”



“N-n-no…” Sarah stuttered.



She was confused. Her mom had a lot of problems and her earnings from lap dances frequently got ate up at the slot machine. Banks didn’t give strippers loans The kind of people who gave gambling addicts loans were scary. Even she knew that.



Alice May locked eyes with her daughter. “So you’ll help me, baby? No matter what you have to do?”



“I will?”



What will I have to do?
 She wondered. ‘
 No matter what’
 left a lot of options on the table.



Alice May enveloped her in a huge, the hard mounds of her fake tits pushing into Sarah. She leaned in close and whispered boozily into her ear.



“It won’t be so bad, and by the end you might even like it.”



“What?” Sarah was starting to get scared now.



“Okay, Alice May,” Randy said. “You better let me take over now.”



Just in case there was any doubt about who might be in charge, Randy grabbed Sarah’s mom by the arm and ushered her out of the room.



“I love you, baby!” Alice May called as Randy shut the door in her face.



“Go have a drink,” he told her as the door slammed shut.



Slowly he turned back around. Randy was sexy, it was hard not to realize that. He looked carved from rock. In the summer he liked to lift weights in the yard in front of their trailer. He looked hard.



He let his hand come to rest on the substantial bulge in his pants. He pursed his lips as he eyed her. Gently he squeezed his crotch. It was amazing how blunt and square his jaw looked. His eyes, cobalt blue, burned into hers.



“What is she talking about?” Sarah asked him.



She went to reach for her ratty old bathrobe but stopped when Randy shook his head. She froze, arm reaching.



“Just leave that alone for a moment,” he said. “We’re going have a fast fucking conversation and at the end of it you’re either going to agree and you won’t need that goddamn robe, or I’m going to leave and you can stay here and twiddle your goddamn pussy all you want.”



Sarah blushed. She felt the heat of her shame burn through her. She was naked before his stare. The sheer force of his personality kept her pinned beneath his eyes. The idea that had seen her with her hands slipped down the front of her panties was mortifying.



He kept kneading his cock through his jeans and it was starting to grow. She forced herself to look away and met Randy’s smirk. He’d seen her watching him. She blushed some more.



“Sex,” Randy said.



“W-w-w-hat?” Sarah stammered.



“Sex,” Randy repeated.



He grinned like a hungry wolf and took a half a step toward her. The outline of his dick was clear beneath the fabric of his jeans. It was big. It looked like a club.



“Sex?” she repeated just to be saying something. She took a little step backward.



“Yeah,” he growled, “sex. Fucking. Cock in pussy.” He stopped walking and grinned even wider. “Well,” he said, “among other places.”



“How could this help my mom?”



“Well,” he stepped forward again. “Your main problem is that your mom is a dumb bitch. Absolutely aces at sucking dick, but just not that smart.”



He was closer to her now. She saw the tattoos swirling on his arm. She smelled the musk of his body. He was very warm. She stepped back and her butt came up against her mirror.



“Oh,” she said.



“Your mom borrowed six hundred dollars from the Angels and now they want their money back.”



“Six hundred dollars?” she asked. Her heart sank. “So much?”



“I was not pleased when I heard myself,” Randy said.



He stopped just in front of her. Sarah realized she was holding her hand over her mouth and felt self conscious. She quickly lowered it but they were so close that when she did the back of her hand brushed the bulge in Randy’s pants.



“Oh,” she said.



“I assumed that meant your mother was going to have to put some work in on her back, or knees, or bent over a Harely, what-the-fuck-ever.” His breath smelled like beer. The smell of beer was an odor she associated with men.



“She is?”



Sarah was still confused. She didn’t want her mother to have to do these things but the Angels were a rough motorcycle club. Not paying them really wasn’t an option.



“No,” Randy said.



He stepped just a little closer and the hard bar of his cock was between them. The heat radiating from his erection was such that her pussy felt it and grew damp in response.



Randy put his hands on the wall to either side of Sarah. He’d fought in Iraq and Afghanistan as a Marine. He wasn’t someone people messed with. He couldn’t fight an entire motorcycle gang though.



Outside in the living room which was about six feet away through the plywood walls of the trailer, Sarah heard her mother crying.



“No,” Randy repeated. “It seems Amos found out you turned legal today. So either you’re going to pay your mom’s debt by spreading your legs for whoever he says to spread them for, or he’s going to send four or five steroid jacked thugs over here to put your mom in the hospital.”



Sarah felt her eyes sting with tears. She gave a quiet little sob. The hardon in Randy’s pants pressed up against her panties. She was scared but her body was primed and ready. She’d never had sex but she knew she want to. She hadn’t thought that losing her virginity would be like this.



“You don’t want your mom to go to the hospital do you?” he growled the question.



“N-n-n-no,” she got out. Tears streamed down her face.



“Good,” Randy said. “That’s a real good girl. Are you a virgin, Sarah?”



His eyes bored into her. When he spoke his body pressed into hers. She was soft, he was hard. His lips were so close she felt the touch of his breath when he spoke. She felt the prick of his stubble. She could feel his cock
 throbbing
 against her.



Looking away in shame she nodded, squeezing her eyes shut.



“That’s a bit of a problem for you,” Randy said. “See Amos and the Angels ain’t exactly what you’d call ‘woke,’ or ‘allies,’ or ‘liberated,’ Hell, it’d be easier just to say they ain’t very good people. Which, being meth dealers, is to be expected and is exactly why your stupid bitch of a mother shouldn’t have borrowed so much money from them in the first place.”



Sarah was confused. She still couldn’t look at him. Did she really want to do this? No. Was she willing to do it to save her mother? Yes. But why would her being a virgin be bad?



“Why is my being a virgin bad?” she asked. “Won’t the Angels like it?”



Randy took her wrists in his hands and lifted her arms above her head. She felt open to him in this position and vulnerable. Randy didn’t just look strong, she realized, Randy was strong.



He easily pinned both her wrists against the wall with one hand. She didn’t try to get away, knew that even if she tried it would be laughable.



Randy laughed in her face. “Oh, the Angels will like it, but that’s a hard way for your tight little pussy to get broke in. You’re going to be rode hard and put away wet. It’s usually better to pop your cherry with someone not quite so…” he trailed off.



“Rough?” she asked.



“Mean,” he corrected.



His hand came up between her legs and a shiver of pleasure exploded out, warming her belly, warming her thighs. Her juices made her slick, soaking her panties.



“So,” Randy continued. His fingers began working her. She moaned in shame but also in pleasure. “I’m going to make you a one time offer and feel free to say no, though, honestly, it’d be stupid if you did.”



“What?” she asked.



“I’ll pop your little cherry,” he growled. “I might be rough, but I won’t be mean. That’s about the best you can hope for in this situation.”



How many times had she laid her bed underneath her Frozen covers left over from when she was younger and fingered her pussy and rubbed her clit thinking about Randy? A lot, if she was being honest.



“Won’t mom be mad?” she asked.



“She knows it’s the best thing for you.”



His strong, blunt fingers snaked past her sopping wet panties and fingered the slit between her legs. Sarah’s heart hammered in her chest. She moaned as Randy curled his finger in a “come here” gesture inside of her.



The pad of his finger stroked across the roof of her vagina. The waves of pleasure were suddenly accented with sharp jolts of sheer ecstasy. She went up on her toes as if trying to escape, her legs trembled.



“That pussy is tight, Sarah-girl,” Randy said.



His mouth roamed her neck as his finger slid in and out of her vagina. He began working the finger faster, building friction. Sarah was practically dancing. She tried shying away from the pleasure but pinned as she was she had nowhere to go.



She gasped as his palm ground into her clitors. It was swollen and sensitive. She couldn’t seem to draw a breath and her back arched. The pleasure grew so intense it felt almost painful, a burning intensity that kept building.



“Please, please,” she whimpered.



She didn’t know what she was begging for. The feeling between her legs continued building. It seemed to suffuse and over take her entire body. She felt her own juices rolling down her legs the way her tears had rolled down her face before. The sound of Randy’s finger plunging in and out of her pussy was moist. She smelled herself. The scent of her cunt was filling the room. Her brain blazed at the smell. She was gasping.



“Please,” she moaned.



As he finger-fucked her harder and she squirmed his grip on her wrists tightened. Pinned, helpless, she felt the strength of his grip, the sheer physical power of him. He could break those wrists if he wanted. She’d do anything he wanted, whatever he asked.



His finger stroked the roof of her pussy again and finally the volcano between her legs went off like a bomb. She inhaled then groaned, almost crying with the intensity of it. Her hips bucked and wiggled of their own accord.



“Damn you’re a hot piece of ass, Sarah-girl,” her mother’s boyfriend whispered in her ear.



She smelled the beer on his breath, mixing with the smell of her own damp cunt. His stubble rubbed her face as he whispered in her.



“Uhh, oh,” she managed to get out.



The explosion of her orgasm caused her tense up like a woman electrocuted. Now she knew why her momma was always praying to Jesus whenever Randy took her into the bedroom and closed the door.



She sagged as the intensity began receding. She felt exhausted, as if she’d just run two miles. Her chest heaved. Her nipples, erect as pins, brushed against Randy’s muscular chest. Little shivers of after pleasure washed threw her.



Mind still spinning, she made an unconscious moan of protest as Randy pulled his hand away from her sopping twat. Her eyes still closed, she fought to slow the pounding of her heart. She smelled herself more strongly.



“Open your mouth,” Randy said. “Do what the fuck you’re told.”



Obediently Sarah did. Randy’s finger pushed into her mouth. She tasted her juices on it, tasted her own pussy. The scent seemed to trigger daisy chains of explosions through her mind.



“Suck it,” Randy said. “Suck my finger clean. That’s it.”



Submissively, she closed her mouth around his finger. Her tongue flickered and she sucked as if trying to drink soda through a straw. The lush taste of her own pussy began to be washed away by her spit.



“Good, girl, good girl,” Randy said. His eyes found hers. “You’re going to do
 exactly
 what I tell you, aren’t you?”



Butterflies danced in Sarah’s belly. She found she wanted to obey him, wanted to do whatever he wanted her to do, no matter what it was. That explosion between her thighs had been nothing like the ones she generated by herself. She nodded.



“Say it.”



“I’m going to do what you tell me,” she repeated.



Randy stepped back. He released her wrists and she let her arms fall to her sides. She looked at him, uncertain what was coming next. She couldn’t take her eyes from the bulge in his jeans. Somehow, if that was possible, it appeared even bigger, even harder.



“Amos and his boys aren’t going to be gentle, understand?”



Frightened at the idea she nodded.



“The best thing you can do is be really eager to make them happy, got it?”



Again she nodded.



Reaching up he slapped her with probably a tenth of his strength. It still hurt. His rough hand stung her cheek. It had been a lazy motion, she could only imagine what a real blow would have felt like.



“Ow!” she protested. Her cheek burned and her hand went to it automatically.



“You want to quit?” he demanded. “You want the Angels to come over here and break your mom’s legs cause you couldn’t take it.”



“No,” she said softly.



Randy struck her again. This blow was a little harder and her head turned to the side with the force.



“Louder!”



“No.” she said. It was half a sob.



Crack
 . This open palm slap rocked her. She gasped at the pain, shock in her eyes. Randy was staring at her more intently than he’d ever done in the past.



“Louder!”



“No!” she cried.



Grabbing her, he pulled her in and kissed her hard. Her nipples, still sensitive from her orgasm tightened as they rubbed against him. His cock was a baton of flesh pressing into her belly.



Something strange was happening. Somehow the stinging effect of the slap seemed to heighten the pleasure in her hard little nipples, and seemed to harden the pleasure in her pussy. She was scared, afraid of what Randy might do next, but somehow that fear made her want him, his cock, even more.



She melted into him, clinging like the survivor of a shipwreck clinging to a raft on a violent sea. His kisses bruised her lips and after a moment she couldn’t help but respond to his passion. She felt incredibly desired, like a force of nature wanted her.



She felt ashamed, humiliated but her belly ached with longing. She wanted more of what he had to give. She wanted all of what he had to give.



God,
 she thought,
 is this what momma feels every night?



Her hands came up and clasped him. She pushed her pussy against him, clumsy with the passion of it. She drug her moist opening against the pole in his pants.



Randy broke off the kiss. She remained with her face turned upwards, eyes half closed. He took her by the throat and pushed her to arms length. She was small, weighed nothing, he could do whatever he wanted with her body. He could choke her and she’d be helpless to stop him.



Crack



He slapped her again. This time the other cheek stung. Adrenaline and pain endorphins surged through her system. Her hair whipped across her face as if windblown. Her vaginal muscles clenched like a fist. He held her up on her toes with one hand.



Both of her hands went to the wrist of the hand holding her throat. Her fingers looked frail and tiny against the knotted muscles bunched along his arm. Her vision began to blacken at the edges and she felt dizzy.



Randy opened his hand. Unprepared she tumbled to the floor of her room with a soft cry of surprise. Unsure of what was happening she looked up. Randy loomed over her. He ripped his t-shirt off his body. He didn’t look like a bodybuilder, he looked like a primitive hunter, like a warrior.



Around his lean waist he wore a leather belt. Breathing furiously he unbuckled it and ripped it clear of the loops. He fumbled a bit and she saw he was breathing just as heavily as her. This was not a cold and calculated domination, this was more like being ravaged by an animal.



The realization of how aroused Randy was sent a thrill through her. Despite being on her knees she felt suddenly powerful. If she could drive an alpha male like this wild then she
 must
 be beautiful, as beautiful as her mother. She had a sort of power over him.



When Randy spoke again his words came out rough and raw, as if he were the one who’d been half strangled. His chest swirled with the reds and blues of his tattoos. His abdominal wall flexed and relaxed as he breathed in and out.



“Take it out.”



The leather belt dangled from one hand at his side.



He fixed her with a stare and she felt a thrill of fear. He was insane now with his lust for her. It would sweep aside all protests, she knew. She
 was
 consenting. She panted with the intensity of all of her emotions.



Sarah watched the belt in his hands, thought about the sting of it across her flesh. She needed to please him, she understood. He was rough but he’d promised he wouldn’t be mean.



“I said.” he repeated with a dangerous undercurrent in his voice, “Take. It. Out.”



She made to get up and he shook his head. His grin was back. Holding the belt in one hand, he pointed with the other.



“Crawl.”



Something icy stirred in her stomach. She felt acutely embarrassed, on display before him like some exotic pet. Crawling was humiliating. This shame did not sting, it burned. She protested but saw the belt sway just a bit in his grip. The look in his eyes was fire. He wanted her so bad it made him seem insane.



When he finally fucks me,
 she realized,
 he’s going to fuck me hard.



The thought made a cocktail of emotions bubble in her. Shame. Fear. Exhilaration. Power. This is how it had been for thousands of years. The women crawled to the mightiest warriors and pleasured them.



Hand shaking, she stretched out her arm and began crawling forward. Randy made a sound like a man eating a delicious meal. Slowly, placing her hands carefully she began crawling toward him. She felt at once meek and compliant and also powerfully slutty. A very big part of her wanted to free that big cock straining to break free of his jeans.



She crawled up until she was at his feet. She bowed her head, keeping her eyes down. Her entire body shook. She was utterly vulnerable.



“Undo the zipper.”



Rising from the waist she held out her trembling hands. Randy moved his arm across his body and the leather strap of his belt brushed her arms. She froze.



“No,” he said. “Use your teeth.”



Her cheeks exploded as if combustible. Everytime she thought she could be shamed no more Randy found some new way to make her compliant, to force her surrender. And part of her longed to see his cock. She remembered the rough feel of his hand as he finger banged her. If that was what one finger could do how would she ever stand the feel of his cock up inside her?



Closing her eyes she lowered her hands back down to the thin carpet of her bedroom. How many nights had she lain in here, earbuds playing music loudly so she wouldn’t have to listen to her mother getting fucked, and getting fucked well, by this outlaw biker?



Now it’s my turn,
 she thought.



“With your teeth, Sarah-girl,” he said slowly. “Slow and careful.”



Arching her back like a stretching cat she leaned forward, mouth open. Quivering, her lips drew closer to the fly of his jeans. She scooted forward on her knees and pressed her face into him.



Her lips worked the cloth of his fly where it covered the zipper. She smelled man-cock for the first time in her life. It was the same musk as his body but something else, something more. She inhaled and the scent injected itself into her, awakening parts of her brain left sleeping until now.



Quaking now she closed her teeth around the metal zipper. Her lips were against the jeans now. Less than a centimeter of cloth separated her mouth from his hardon. Her nose rubbed against the outline, felt the meat firmness of it. Again its scent detonated in her brain, in her belly, down between her legs.



She moaned.



“That’s it,” he hissed.



Biting, she tugged the zipper down. The sound of the parting teeth seemed unnaturally loud.
 Zzziiiipp.
 It was right there. It was almost free. She was about to see the cock she’d imagined in the shower or in her bed so many times.



Impatient, she bit his jeans above the button and jerked her head. The pants came open. Randy cock sprang out. It flopped against her cheek and she realized the fat thing was longer than her face. The weight of it resting against her skin was shocking. It was very, very warm.



Randy moaned.



Mesmerized, she reached out to touch it. Remembering just in time she stopped.



“May I?” she asked. She felt painfully self conscious.



“May you what?” Randy asked in his best Big Bad Wolf impression.



“May I touch it?” Her cheeks were aflame.



She couldn’t meet Randy’s eyes.



“Touch what?”



“Your cock.”



Randy grinned. “You may.”



She took it one end. It was pink and long and curved and she couldn’t close her hand around it. Each testicle was big as her fist. Veins ran in pudgey rivers of purple down the shaft. She put her other hand on top of the first, double fisting it. She squeezed gently.



As her hot breath blew across the swollen, engorged head of the cock she realized it was Randy who was trembling now. On her knees before him like a servant before a lord she found she held more power than she’d thought possible.



Extending one arm, Randy let the length of belt drop onto her back, the buckle still in his hand. Pregnant with the promise of the lash, the leather touched her skin, at peace for now. Reaching down with his other hand Randy took his cock from her.



“Look at me,” he demanded.



She did as she was told, heart pounding. As they locked eyes he slapped her with the warm meat of his dick.
 Smack.
 It felt good. He shifted his hips, pulled with his hand and slapped her with the cock from the other direction.



The male smell from him lit up her pleasure receptors. She was like a drug addict looking for a fix now. She might have been legal, but she was still only a girl. No awkward fumbling in a car with a boy had ever come close to this. She was at his mercy. Her humiliation made her shudder, and brought tears to her eyes. Yet she couldn’t deny what was happening inside her, in her cunt.



Of their own volition her hand crept between her legs. She found herself wet and ready there. She tried to mimic his movements from earlier, rubbing along the top of her pussy roof while grinding her palm into her clitoris.



She made a plaintive sound of longing.



Randy pushed the head of his cock against her lips. She might not have her mother’s tits, but Sarah had her mother’s full lips. It was an arresting feature that she knew drew men’s attention.



Randy liked to call them “cock sucking lips.” Her mom would laughingly sush and tell him not to say things like that in front of Sarah-girl. But now Randy’s cock was pressed into those soft lips.



Her mouth popped open. Her mom, after a drink or eight, would always tell her “if you want to get anywhere in this world, you better learn how to suck a cock.” Sarah thought it was time for her to start getting somewhere in this world.



She kissed his cock the way she would a pair of lips, pressing hers into his.



“Lick it,” he demanded.



She complied. Her tongue lathed the warm shaft, tasting him. Between her legs her hand worked faster. Suddenly Randy hurled the belt down. She flinched thinking she’d made him angry, worried she might be slapped again. Her hand kept working her pussy.



Instead of slapping her however, Randy buried his hand in her hair. He was breathing hard, like a man running up stairs.



“Fuck this,” he snarled. “I can’t take it you little slut. Suck it! Suck my cock!”



Obedience was second nature now. She opened her mouth to envelope his head, jaw stretching to its limit, but he didn’t give her time. Instead she found the hardon punching into her mouth, filling her, pushing back toward her throat.



She gagged and he laughed. Drool spilled out of her mouth and hung from her lips. The taste of dick filled her tongue. He had her by the hair with both hands, pulling hard as he fucked her face. His cock slid in and out of her mouth as tears welled up in her eyes. She couldn’t suck his cock. She could only submit.



Randy snarled and suddenly she was being lifted to her feet like a doll. She gave a little squeak of surprise but in the next moment she’d been turned and put belly down on the bed. Her panties ripped as Randy tore them free.



This is it,
 she thought,
 this is how I lose my virginity!



She was enthralled, fearful and curious. Her stomach knotted with emotions but her pussy was slick with her own juices.



 
 Randy grabbed his ready cock with a big hand and pushed the head of it against the boiling, moist folds of Sarah's exposed and swollen vagina.



She grunted hard and shook her head back and forth as he pushed his erection in her. He gave her a moment to take him, felt the velvet grip of her inner muscles squeeze along him, drawing him further in.



“That’s it,” he growled. “Take the cock, let me have your cherry, Sarah-girl.”



 
 He reached out with his long, brawny arms and grabbed Sarah by the shoulders. He yanked back on her as he thrust his hips forward, impaling her along his length in a swift, vicious movement.



 
 Sarah screamed at the sudden sharp pain then groaned low in her throat at the hurt and Randy moved his hands down to the sweaty curve of her hips. He began fucking her in earnest. Sarah started shrieking her pleasure. It hurt. The pleasure was there but the feeling of that hard log ploughing into her tight little cunt was overwhelming.



She wanted him to slow down to be more gentle but that wasn’t happening. Randy seemed crazed.



“Take it!” he shouted. “You little bitch, take it!”



Her hands slapped the bed and dug into the covers. Sarah felt like she was outside of her own body. The smell of the woman’s damp was pungent and the sound of Randy’s wet, slapping rhythm was vibrant and pugnacious.



 
 “Do you like getting fucked?,” Randy demanded as he sawed in and out of Sarah. “Do you feel it? Say it!”



 
 “Uh, uh, uh,” Sarah grunted. She couldn’t form words.



 
 She bit down on her lip hard as she struggled to take what Randy was giving her. A line of drool rolled out of her mouth and dropped in a rope of salvia to the bouncing, sweaty slope of her little breasts.



 
 “Say it!” Randy snarled again.



 
 The muscles of his arms stood out in vivid relief as he squeezed his hands hard, digging his blunt fingers into the soft flesh of her hips. Sarah’s head rolled back and he thrust his hips forward hard, snapping it back then pushing it forward. He continued to grind his cock into her, relentless, merciless.



 
 “I, I feel it,” she managed to just get out the promise.



 
 Her voice sounded rough and hoarse from the sex to her, the words coming up from deep within her. Randy lifted his right hand up and brought it down hard against the curve of her buttocks.



The slap echoed in the room like the pop of a slave master’s whip. Her ass turned red immediately and began to puff up. Randy lifted his hand and slapped her again.



 
 Sarah screamed long and loud as she came and Randy felt the heat on his swollen cock increasing. Slick, warm fluids spilled out of her opening and splashed his balls and the flat plane of his hips. He grunted and began thrusting even harder.



 
 He pushed his cock in and pulled it out, pushed it in and pulled it out as the pressure and fire began to build at the root of his penis. She trembled, crying out. The inside of her pussy clung to his cock. It felt like he could pull it inside out if he wanted. He thrust hard into the trembling girl, shoving her rudely across the bed and up against the trailer wall.



“You. Are. So. Fucking. Tight!” he roared.



He felt his cum roll up the length of his shaft like lava and spill into the gasping, moaning Sarah.



 
 He leaned forward and rested his weight across the girl’s back as the tingling shiver washed over him and his balls drew up tight between his thick thighs. He forced himself to stand and stepped quickly back, withdrawing from Sarah's grip in one fast pull.



 
 She moaned in protest and collapsed to her knees with Randy’s seed spilling out of her. She fought to catch her breath and her hands began to work at the hard nipples of her breasts as her body refused to shut down from her fever pitch.



He stepped over to her. She looked up at him from her submissive position on the floor. The wet head of his waning erection hung barely a foot away from her pretty face. She saw a smear of her hyman-blood on his dick.



 
 “Get that towel,” he grunted. “Get the towel and clean your cherry off me.”



 
 Sarah sprang to obey. With small hands she used the soft fold of linen to wipe the last traces of dampness from him. To clean her blood  Her hand held his penis and lifted it as her other worked quickly to blot up the wet. She could feel the beat of the big man’s heart through the throb of a thick vein running down the length of his manhood.



“Thanks for the fuck,” he said.



He wasn’t smiling now. He’d gotten what he wanted and now he wanted the chore of giving her over to the Angels done with, she realized.



“Put on the Girl Scout uniform you have.”



“Uh, that’s, like, left over from a while ago. It’s probably too small.”



“I didn’t say ‘let’s talk about,’” Randy snapped. “I said put it fucking on right fucking now, ‘kay?”



“Ok,” she said.



If this is just rough and not mean I don’t know what’s going to happen later tonight,
 she thought. She was worried. She was excited. She was worried and excited and her pussy was already sore.



He went to the fridge and grabbed a beer as she dressed. She came out of her room with a Hello Kitty backpack full of things she thought she might need, wondering what her mother was going to say.



“Let’s go,” Randy said, shrugging on his own Angel cut.



He didn’t bother looking at her as he went outside and started the Harley. Sarah’s pussy throbbed like a fresh bruise between her legs. Her mom sat on the couch, clearly hammered drunk, an empty bottle of Monarch vodka next to her.



“Your welcome for me letting my boyfriend fuck you first,” she sneered.



Not sure why she was helping the woman Sarah went outside and climbed on the back of the Harley. The big engine vibrated between her thighs. The reverberations shook her ultra-sensitive pussy.



She slid her arms around Randy and leaned against him as he took off hell-bent-for-leather. The trailer disappeared behind them as he hit the open road.



Her education had only just begun.



END
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COERCED 2 Broken In



Book 2 in the Educating Sarah series.



 



Sarah’s night has only just begun.



On her birthday she learns she has to help pay off her mother’s gambling debts to an outlaw MC. There’s only one form of currency these alpha bikers are interested in and they don’t care about being gentle.



Sarah agrees, under duress, to help her mom. Before she’s given to the gang, Randy, her mom’s boyfriend, helped break her in. With that one experience under her belt and dressed in an old Girl Scout uniform, she’s taken to the MC clubhouse.



Things heat up fast.



In the second hour of her long night of education she’s going to learn the difference between rough and mean, and just what can happen when men are line up and wait for their turn. It’s humiliating, hardcore, and harrowing.



(Trigger warnings? Bet your ass)



She’s going to be sore, exhausted, and sticky before she’s done. She’s been told she can quit whenever she wants, but can she?



The rough, horny men piling up? One is her mom’s boyfriend. The other was THE MAN OF THE HOUSE when she was just a SPOILED BRAT.  Sarah’s going to learn a lot about what she can and can’t take before this is over.



Grab some kleenex and buy this book!
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Randy killed the engine on the bike. They were at the back door of the strip club where Sarah’s mom danced;
 SUGAR ASS!!!
 . Rock music blared out of the building. Heart racing, There were something like twenty motorcycles parked in the gravel lot along with the assortment of pick up trucks and muscle cars.



Randy swung off the bike after pushing out the kickstand. Randy was her mom’s boyfriend and not fifteen minutes ago he’d taken her virginity. He hadn’t been gentle about it and she was still sore and wet between her legs.



“Come on,” Randy snapped. “Amos don’t like being kept waiting.”



He snatched her by her arm and jerked her off the bike.



“Ouch, you’re hurting me!” she protested.



He grinned through his stubble. “Baby-girl,” he drawled, “you don’t even know what’s coming. Earning six hundred dollars for your mommy isn’t going to come easy.”



He stopped dragging her to the door and turned her around to face him. Still smirking he grabbed her face in one hand. His eyes locked with hers.



“Of course,” he continued, “if you keep sucking cock like you just did for me, back at the trailer, I imagine you’ll do just fine.” He laughed. “You’re a natural, just like your mom.”



He cocked his head and studied her. Slowly he lifted under his hand under her chin until she was standing on her tip-toes in her white Keds.



“Do you think you can do that?” he asked. “Suck dick real good?”



She nodded. He shook his head.



“Say it,” he ordered. He shook her a little bit. “Say it!”



“I can suck more cock real good,” she said.



To her surprise she found she meant it. She felt confident she could do it right. If they put a dick in her face she knew how to give a blowjob. Randy seemed satisfied. He eased up his grip.



“Good,” he said. “Let’s go see Amos.”



 



2.



 



Amos Luther ran the Angels MC and the Angels MC ran the
 SUGAR ASS!!!
 strip club. He picked his teeth with a toothpick and studied the skinny eighteen year old girl in front of him. He was a big man, bigger than Randy with the build of a prison bodybuilder and a body crawling with tattoos.



They were in the office of the strip club. Amos stroked his beard. His fingers were covered in gold rings on every finger, each one set with topaz, or turquoise, or lapis lazuli. He pulled the toothpick out and took a hit off a joint. His eyes ran across Sarah’s body like he owned it.



Which, if she wanted to help her mom, he did.



Sarah knew what he saw. A teenager in a Girl Scout uniform several years too small for her. Her long, straight hair was mussed from the bike ride and where Randy had used her locks as convenient handles as he’d fed her his cock and then fucked her doggy style.



Her cheeks were still red from where Randy had slapped her. She’d had makeup on and it has gotten mussed during the rough sex. She was tall, with long legs, but skinny. She had big brown eyes that stood out in her too-thin face. Her breasts were round little B-cups.



The Double-D’s her mom sported had been bought for her by a boyfriend who’d made Sarah call him “Uncle” and who was always accidentally walking in on her while she was using the bathroom. The guy’s wife had threatened to take him for every last penny if she caught him with another woman again, and he’d stopped coming by.



“Answer me,” Amos said.



Sarah looked up. She was startled. Lost in thought she hadn’t heard what the MC President had asked her. Randy cuffed her in the back of the head. Amos held up a hand and Randy stepped back.



“I said,” he growled, “are you sure you want to be here?”



No,
 she thought.
 I’m scared to death. But I have to help my mom, whatever it takes.



“Yes,” she said. “I-I-I want to...be here.” she trailed off.



“That sound like consent to you, Randy?” Amos asked.



“Sure did,” Randy agreed.



“Leave.”



Randy immediately left.



As the door closed Amos turned to Sarah and regarded her beneath hooded eyes. He flicked the toothpick away and licked his lips. His hand fell to the bulge in his jeans. Unconsciously, Sarah’s eyes followed his gesture and she felt her eyes grow wide as she realized what kind of meat Amos must be packing.



It’s got to be as big as the guys on the internet!
 She thought.



“You know,” Amos began, voice like gravel, “you can leave anytime you like. What’s about to happen here is going to get real funky real fucking quick. So we’re going to have, like, a safe word, okay?”



“Safe word?”



“Yeah, a word you can use if the, uh…” he waved one hand around vaguely as he searched for the word, “the
 action
 gets a little too intense and you change your mind and want to go home.”



“Yeah?” She heard the gratitude in her voice.



“Yeah,” Amos smiled.



Outside the room the rock music thumped bass beats against the walls,
 boom, boom, boom,
 as the dancers went through their numbers. They could be as loud as they wanted in here, Sarah realized, and no one would be able to hear over the noise.



“W-w-what is the word?”



“You want to know the word?”



“Uh, yes, please.”



Okay. Here’s your safe word. All you gotta do is say this and I swear to god I’ll make everything stop and you can go.”



“T-t-that sounds good.”



“Your safe word is more of a phrase.”



“A phrase?”



“Yeah. It goes like this...I’m leaving and you can break both the legs on my no good, stupid whore of a mother who is a degenerate gambler and borrowed money she couldn’t pay back.”



Sarah reeled, her mind became frenzied and she felt her heart flutter like a bird inside of the narrow cage of her chest. She felt the soft ache between her legs. If her pussy felt like that now, she could only imagine what it would be like after that firehose in Amos’s pants got hold of her.



“I don’t understand,” she said. She felt like he was making fun of her.



“Say it back to me.” Amos said.



“The whole thing?”



“We got to have a safe word so this whole thing is above board.”



“We do?”



Amos stood suddenly. He was six feet two inches, taller in his boots. He was built like a tight end, lean but heavy with muscle, and he towered over her. He scowled down at her. If he wanted to he could pick her up by the throat and push her through a wall.



“Yes. We. Do.” he said. “I ain’t no rapist. You say those words you can go, no questions asked. But you got to say them.” He leaned in close and she trembled. “You calling me some kind of sex criminal?”



“No!” Insulting him didn’t seem wise.



“Then say it!”



“I’m leaving and you can break both the legs on my no good, stupid whore of a mother who is a degenerate gambler and borrowed money she couldn’t pay back.” She ran the words all together, saying them fast.



Amos leaned back, smiling.



“Good, very good,” he said. “Now, let’s begin your education for real.”
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Amos sat down in his chair. He cocked his head and sized Sarah up. She trembled under the weight of his gaze. The room stank of high grade pot. The music was a distant thud now.



“Come here and lay across my lap.”



“What?”



She was confused. What kind of sex could you have laying across someone’s lap? He hadn’t even taken off his pants or popped his dick out.



Amos raised a finger, face solem.



“There. Right there. You fucked up. I told you to do something and you didn’t do it. You questioned me. That’s not how this works.” He leaned forward, fires burned in his eyes. “Now get your sweet little ass over here, Girl Scout, and lay across my lap!”



Sarah sprang to obey.



She went over to him and he took her in his grip and pulled her down across his lap. She felt exposed, vulnerable. Up close she smelled his cologne and the man musk of his big body. Her ass, barely covered by the much too small Girl Scout uniform, was painfully exposed and her head was down.



He laid one heavy arm down across her back and pinned her in place. When he did she felt the heat from crotch warm her belly. He was getting hard. She was like a little girl, he was so much stronger than her. Whatever he wanted to do, he could do.



His hand came down on her ass. It was big as a dinner plate, his fingers thick and strong. This first touch was strangely gentle, exploratory. Despite herself she felt her pussy quiver and become moist.



“This is a sweet young ass,” Amos murmured.



He squeezed it, kneading it in his calloused hands. He ran his hands up and down her leg slowly. She shivered under his touch. He stopped, resting his palm where the back of her legs met the curve of her ass. She felt the press of his fingers.



“Have you been fucked yet?”



His finger began inching her white cotton panties to the side. He did this in a leisurely motion, tracing the line along the inside of her thigh. His voice was deep, but calm.



“Yes,” she said. “Tonight, Randy said it was a good idea if he broke me in.”



“Did you suck his dick?”



“Yes.”



His finger wormed under her cotton panties and found the hot, damp slit of her pussy. He trailed the flat tip of his finger up and down slowly. Sarah gasped at the touch.



Despite herself she squirmed at the pleasure. When she did she realized the sensitive nub of her clitoris was pressed into the hard muscles of Amos’s leg. She gasped again.



“So you’re a slut, then,” Amos said. “A dirty slut who needs to be punished.”



Sarah froze. She didn’t know what to say, what was expected of her
 to
 say. She needed to try and guess what he wanted to hear. She needed to try and please him, he held her in the palm of his hand.



“Yes?”



His big hand came down into the arch of her rump.
 Smack
 the sharp sound of flesh on flesh. She jumped, startled more than hurt by the first blow.



“Yes what?”



Amos’s hand squeezed her again, kneading her ass. His fingers trailed down the back of her leg.



“Yes I’m a dirty slut,” she said.



Her cheeks burned with the shame of calling herself that.
 Smack!
 Amos’s hand came down hard on her ass again.



“Ow!”



Smack-Smack-Smack!



“Ow! Ow! Please!”



“Say it like you mean it!”



Smack!



“I AM A SLUT!”



Tears burned her eyes and streamed down her cheeks. She panted with the spent energy of her emotional release. Her ass felt hot as a stove and she was sure it was growing red. She flinched as Amos touched her again but this time his hand was gentle, stroking her leg.



“Very good,” he murmured.



She felt the press of his erection against her belly. His non-spanking hand took her by the chin in a vise-like grip and turned her to face him. She met his amused look with her wet eyes.



“You remember your safe word?” he asked.



She tried to nod but couldn’t move her head in his grip.



“Yes,” she whispered.



“Do you want to say it? Go ahead, you can.”



She swallowed. His hand was at her pussy again. Something about the sweet sting of the spanking had awakened undiscovered nerve endings inside of her. She moaned a little despite herself as the walls of her vagina fluttered in anticipation and she grew wet.



Why had no one told her? She wondered.
 Why didn’t they tell me how I would feel, how confusing it could be?



It was exciting. She wasn’t thinking about her mom drunk or the shitty trailer now. Her world had shrank to the sting of the sensitive skin of her ass, the tingle of her pussy, the press of the big man-cock under her belly. Her world has shrunk to the will of the man controllering her like a little girl.



She could make this end, go home, go back to her life. She felt like she’d stumbled into some dark, sexual Hogwarts or something.



Do you want to say the safe word?
 She asked herself.



“No,” she said.



Amos grinned. In one motion he stripped down her panties until they were bunched around her ankles.



“Good.”
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Amos finger fucked her.



He pushed in his finger, not bothering to take off his ring and stroked it across the roof of her pussy, brushing the ridges there. She gasped and he slid the finger of his other hand into her mouth.



“Suck,” he told her.



But he didn’t need to. She knew what a good girl did. Taking the finger between her lips she gently sucked, swirling her tongue around it. Amos began sliding the fingers in between both her lips in-and-out at the same time. Clusters of pleasure centers went off in her head like a string of volcanoes erupting. Her nipples were hard against her bra and her clit swelled as she wiggled under his touch, grinding it into his leg.



Amos pulled his finger from her pussy and mouth. She groaned as he used his hands to split the cleft of her ass cheeks apart. Cool air brushed across her exposed asshole.



He shifted and suddenly saliva splashed her bunghole. The finger that had been in her mouth traced the opening there. His touch was light as he ran the tip of his finger over her ridges. He pushed slightly, eased up. She breathed in at the feeling and then in one swift push the finger invaded her.



“Ahhh,” she breathed.



Now the finger returned to her pussy as he continued sliding the one that had been in her mouth in and out of her ass. Electric jolts of satisfaction jumped through her. The sensations were almost too numerous to place. She couldn’t help herself and began bucking her hips,



It’s not that I like it,
 she told herself,
 I’m just doing what they want…



Her nipples were now so hard they hurt. She panted, mouth open, and drool slipped over her lower lip to drop to the floor. She was making wet, almost squishing noises as he finger fucked both her holes. The fingers continued thrusting deeper until they felt like little cocks in each of her holes.



She whined and goosebumps broke out across her skin.



“Ah shit,” Amos laughed, “you come easy, little girl.”



He redoubled his efforts and within moments napalm-strikes of pleasure burst through her loins. She arch up in his lap, hands frantically reaching for something to grab hold on to. She found nothing. Her hair fell in curtains around her face as she thrashed. Her swollen, tender clitoris ground against the rigid muscle of Amos’s thigh. Finding nothing to grasp, she had no outlet other than to scream.



Sarah screamed.



The orgasm rolled through her like a freight train, like nothing she’d ever felt in her life. It made the ones she’d given herself while masturbating seem like firecrackers.



“Uhh, uhh,” she made inarticulate sounds of pleasure. Fluid leaked from between her thighs like water from a cracked pipe.



Spent, her muscles unclenched. She sagged into the big biker, gasping. The fingers pulled free from inside her and she made an unconscious groan of protest. Shame fluttered in her belly. She’d enjoyed it, been forced to enjoy it. She couldn’t deny the pleasure she’d taken. The evidence of it was her juices dripping down her legs.



Am I a slut?
 She wondered.



“Thank me,” Amos said.



“W-w-what?” it was hard to focus, she was confused with sensation.



Smack!



Amos spanked her bar, sensitive bottom, with a single, stinging slap.



“Ouch!” she protested.



“You don’t get to be stupid anymore, little girl,” he said. “You don’t get to pretend you don’t understand. When I ask you answer, and answer with a
 sir
 in your mouth.”



Smack!



“Ouch!”



“What?”



“I mean yes!”



Smack!



“Ouch! I mean yes
 sir
 !”



“Better.”



Amos stood without warning, dumping her to the ground. She looked up in surprise. He had turned and was going through a filing cabinet. After a moment he turned and she saw he was holding a fistful of handcuffs in each hand.



A thrill of fear went through her body. As serious as things had been, she felt like the entire world had shifted beneath her feet.



Amos looked at her. He wasn’t smiling.



“Get up and bend over that desk, little-girl.



This time Sarah knew exactly how to answer.



“Yes sir.
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Sarah lay across the desk. It was smooth and hard beneath her, unyielding. She felt Amos behind her, a looming premise. Her heart thudded. Her head hung over one side and her ass thrust from the other, hanging out beneath her Girl Scout uniform’s too short skirt.



They don’t
 make merit badges for this kind of stuff,
 she thought.



Her mind worked fast as adrenaline flooded her body. She could try and run. She could beg. She could use the safe phrase Amos had given her and see if that really worked.



Or she could submit.



Behind her Amos jerked her panties off her ankles and threw it to the ground beside the desk.



“Spread your legs,” he said.



She did as she was told, feeling the split of her thighs expose her pussy. She heard the clink of metal on metal then felt the handcuff bracelet attach to her ankle.



Click



Then, almost immediately, as if the outlaw biker had done this sort of thing numerous times before and gotten good, he secured the second cuff.



Click



There was no running. She had to take his word that he would let her go if she asked. She began trembling from the nerves, the sense of vulnerability and anticipation. What had just come before, the spanking, the finger-banging, that had all been him toying with her, she realized.



Now it was going to get real.



She heard a lighter snap and Amos inhale as he walked around the desk and sat in his chair. A blunt was tightly pressed between his lips as he took a hit. He looked at her, eyes red and glassy. He removed the fat joint, exhaling.



A cloud of secondhand marijuanna smoke billowed out and enveloped Sarah’s face. She couldn’t help but inhale. It was strong shit, she immediately became dizzy. Somewhat sedated, she watched Amos take another toke.



He leaned back, hand squeezing his crotch. Blowing the smoke toward the ceiling where it hung in a haze, he looked at her.



“You know six hundred dollars is a lot of money.”



The question caught her off guard. “Sure?”



“You know how much it’s worth?”



She was truly confused now. The pot smoke didn’t help. “Isn’t it worth six hundred dollars.”



Amos leaned forward and laid the burning blunt in an ashtray beside her head. The smoke trailed up in a ribbon. But she didn’t have time to wonder exactly how high it was going to make her.



The strip club owner leaned in close, face hard, without pity.



“No,” he said. “You might think six hundred dollars is worth six hundred dollars, but you’d be wrong.”



Pulling an iPhone from a drawer, he leaned back. He texted something then tossed it on the table next her. He regarded her before continuing, hand squeezing the line of cock straining in his pants.



“No. In
 this
 office six hundred dollars is worth whatever I goddamn say it’s worth. And it’s coming out of your ass.”



He leaned forward again and attached the handcuffs to her wrist, one on each arm. He pulled and she was yanked down hard against the unyielding wood, stretched out. He reached the drawer handle on either side of the desk and slapped them shut.



She was helpless. She could scream but she couldn’t move. She wasn’t in control of her body any longer. It belonged to her but it was at the mercy of Amos. He was her master now.



Rising, he began unbuckling his belt.



“And that six hundred dollars starts coming out of your ass right fucking now.”



His button fly popped open. Sarah didn’t know if it was fear or the effects of the pot smoke but it seemed to be happening in slow motion. As his pants came open she saw he was wearing blue boxer briefs with a tight elastic waistband.



Deliberately, he reached in through the fly on his underwear and unlimbered his cock. It was fully erect, the veins tracing down the shaft like jungle rivers, the head swollen to the point of bursting.



Sarah gasped.



Randy was well-hung. She knew that because her mom had told that to anyone who would listen. She told it to Sarah herself often enough. When Sarah saw it earlier it appeared big, long and thick, to her. But here was the big brother to Randy’s cock.



Amos grabbed it down near the base and pointed it at her. It looked fat as a beer can in circumference. She didn’t know how long it was but it was obviously longer than Randy’s. Her heart beat faster. She feared that cock.



The lyrics to Megan Thee Stallion’s song, WAP, began churning through her mind. She was going to need a wet ass pussy or this was going to hurt. She closed her eyes to get the vision of the club out of her mind but when she opened them again Amos had pushed the cock into her face.



“I just texted your step-daddy,” Amos said.



He rubbed his cock across her face, holding it under her nose, tracing the outline of her lips. He smirked.
 Whop, whop.
 He struck her face with its weight. It was heavy enough to hurt.



“Randy’s not my step-dad,” she said. She was definitely feeling the pot now. “He’s just my mom’s boyfriend.”



Whop, whop,



He struck her twice more. The meaty slaps stung. Reaching down he buried a hand in her hair and jerked her face upward. Standing over her he hit her three times in a row with his cock.



“I fucking know who Randy is, little girl. I didn’t say Randy, I said your step-dad, Frankie.”



Frankie,
 she thought, shocked by the idea. Her mother, Allie May had been married to Frankie for almost twenty months when Sarah was twelve going on thirteen. She knew he rode with the Angels but she never dreamed he’d be part of this.



“However,” Amos said. He gleefully rubbed the head of his cock against her mouth. “I also texted Randy to come in two.” Pulling his huge cock back he smiled at her. “Let’s keep this first session in the family, shall we.”



He yanked on her hair twisting her face further toward him. He pushed his dick into her.



“Start sucking like your mom’s life depends on it, little girl.”



Obediently she opened her mouth and the cock invaded her like a battering ram. It filled her mouth, stretching her jaw until it hurt, tasting the pungent flesh. As Amos pushed it inside she gagged.



How will I be able to say the safe word with this giant fucking thing shoved halfway down my throat?
 She wondered.



Saliva bubbled in her mouth until lines of drool slipped out the corners of her lips and ran down her face. She sucked the head like she was trying to get the last few drops of Pepsi out of the can.



He pulled back and the anaconda slid out enough for her to draw a breath, then still holding her hair like a leash he rammed it home, pushing it deep into her throat. Tears wet her eyes as she choked. She ran her tongue around the head and she felt him shiver when she licked the pee hole.



Instinctively, she redoubled her efforts, wiggling and teasing the opening there.



“Fuck yeah,” Amos said. “You’re as good as your momma and I bet you ain’t sucked half as many cocks as that bitch has.”



I’ve only sucked three, counting this hog,
 she thought.



She felt a little bit proud. It felt good to be good at something. She’d sucked Danny Timm’s cock in a car in the parking lot of the mall on a dare in the ninth grade. He’d cum pretty quick and then never talked to her again. While she’d been doing it he’d taken a picture of the back of her head and sent it to his friends.



She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her tongue. Adrenaline amplified her senses. She heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, Amos’s fast, heavy breathing.



 
 “Goddamn,” he cursed. “I just knew you could suck a dick.”



Stopping, Amos seemed to rest himself.



 
 Then he took hold of her head in his hands, fingers curling in her hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of him slipped further and further into her mouth, he began moving faster.



 
 His hands tightened painfully on her head, pinning her in place, and he bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth.



Jesus,
 she thought,
 this isn’t easy!



But she knew she had to take this. It was only going to get worse. Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she was doing it right, she’d never done it before.



 
 Instantly Amos shoved his prick into her throat, pushing his cock into the base with a single thrust. He snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened. Suddenly he began using the strands of her hair like reins, jerking her face into him as he thrust deep, over and over.



 
 “Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah, little girl!”



 
 Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his heavy balls brushed her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled out, then pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat shaft.



 
 His pulling jerked her body back and forth across the desktop. Her hands found the edge of the desk and she gripped it for balance. His whole body swung with his fuck-motion, ass pushing in on each deep stroke into her face. She continued coughing and sputtering, spittle flying wildly and soaking his pants. The spit landed on the desk and soaked into her Girl Scout uniform as her body was dragged back and forth.



She came up against the limits of the handcuffs, the metal bracelets hard against her flesh. The discomfort was somehow not distracting, but merged with all the other physical sensations she was receiving, mixing together, making it hard to separate pain from pleasure.



Do it!
 She shouted at herself.
 Do it! Be a good little cock sucking whore!
 She thought she could her mother cheering her on in drunken celebration; “make me proud, Sarah-girl! Take that dick!”



 
 She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft, ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick down her throat.



 
 As it became easier to breath, her panic response receded and she relaxed her throat completely. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock slamming into something wet, and yielding.



I’m doing it,
 she thought,
 I’m taking it.



 
 She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations radiated up from between her legs. Without thinking about it she pressed her hips down and pushed the hump of her
 mons venus
 into the table, squashing her clitoris against the wood. As Amos jerked back and forth inside the cuffs the motion caused a rubbing friction that burned pleasurably.



 
 She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat and continued grinding the tender, swollen bud of her clitoris. Electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.



 
 She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and out of her mouth. She submerged herself in the experience and in only a few motions she teetered on the edge of orgasm.



She took the cock plunging in and out of her mouth, sensed Amos’s own on-rushing orgasm, and redoubled her efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation filled up the office and bounced off the walls.



 
 “Fuck,” Amos swore. “I’m cumming. Oh, you little bitch, you did it, I’m cumming!”



 
 She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of warm liquid in her throat. He plunged into her mouth balls deep then froze in that position, quivering to the point of convulsing. The grip in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last millimeter of cock he could manage down her throat.



 
 Her hips worked wildly and in the next moment, even as she choked on his fat man-meat, her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and her body throbbed as if someone had turned on a faucet below her belly. Legs quivering, her toes curled up as her body locked up in spasms of pleasure.



 
 Slowly, the waves of gratification receded like surf running off a beach. Her body relaxed and she melted into the desk. Amos’s grip in her hair loosened and he stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the other to her lip.



 
 He tugged his pants up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose question mark on one side of her face. Self-conscious, she tasted his cock on her tongue, her body still warm and aroused from her orgasm.



Amos looked down at her. He looked stoned to the bejeezus. He couldn’t stop grinning.



“That was a good start, little girl. Now I’m going to watch and see how you handle two cocks at the same time.”



He relit his joint and took a drag as she lay there panting. She heard the door open and people coming in. Amos exhaled more pot smoke into her face.



“I’ve never seen a step daddy and mommy’s boyfriend fuck a daughter before,” he grinned, “but I guess I’m going to see it now.”



“Hello, Sarah-girl,” said Randy, her mom’s boyfriend and the man who’d taken her virginity.



“Hello, Sarah,” said Frank, the man her mom had been married to when she was in the 8th grade, “it’s really good to see you again.”
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“This one is fucking hot,” Amos laughed. “She rubbed one out on the desk while I was feeding her my dick. She’s down to clown. I guess the slut apple doesn’t fall far from the slut tree.”



“Yeah,” Randy agreed, “her mom loves finger fucking herself while she blows me. It must be genetics.”



Frankie, “I remember that. This is going to be a
 whole
 lot of fun!”



She was good and truly stoned now. The office had become a hot box for Amos’s incessant toking. The pot smoke hung in the air like fog, she breathed it in with every breath. For now the men ignored her.



“Is she on birth control?” Amos asked.



Frankie, her step-dad, laughed. “You’re a real gentleman there, Amos.”



“Yeah, I dumped a pretty good load in her earlier, I know Allie May took her down to the free clinic.”



Amos leaned against a wall, fresh blunt dangling from his lips. He folded his arms and nodded.



“In that case, motherfuckers,” he said. “Let’s finish breaking her in.”



Frankie, spoke up. “I’m going to uncuff her, see how she takes it on her feet.”



“Knock yourself out,” Amos said.



Frankie came around in front of Sarah and she got her first look at her once upon a time step daddy. He was shorter than the others but still thick with prison weight pile muscle, still covered in tattoos and sporting a wild beard.



When he’d lived with them he made it a habit to never lock the bathroom. She’d accidentally walked in countless times on him stepping from the shower or taking a piss. Once she’d caught him jerking off while watching porn on his phone. She knew his cock. Compared to Randy’s it was shorter, but thicker, and he had a big, heavy ballsack. He didn’t measure up to Amos but she was getting the idea that Amos might be a special case when it came to penises.



Still, compared to her the rough men were so big. As they crowded in around her, they felt like mountains. She broke out in perspiration and her heart fluttered as a fresh group of butterflies set off in her belly.



 
   Frankie finished unshackling her. She looked toward the door. He saw the motion and grinned, revealing the gold tooth that had always fascinated her.



“It ain’t locked, little girl,” he said. “You want to go, go.”



“Say the safe word and you’re out of here, like I promised,” Amos repeated.



“You’ve come so far,” Randy urged. “Don’t give up yet.”



 
 She swallowed. She thought of her mother, and there was no question about what she must do. She had set herself on a path. She hadn’t really known what to expect, but this was turning into one hell of a birthday.



 
 “I’ll stay.”



 
 Amos chuckled, voice grim. The two men looked at each other, their heads swiveling in unison. Something passed between them, they nodded together, grinned, then looked down at her. In perfect synchronicity, their big hands started undoing their pants.



 
 Sarah felt herself slipping into a sort of disassociated shock at the surreal nature of her experience. She felt the now familiar thrill of sexual energy building inside her, along with the ever present uncertainty and fear. Watching the men open their pants, she regarded the scene in a sort of out-of-body experience.



 
 Their cocks spilled out and hung low. She’d been ready for what she would see, prepared to accept this could get rough. She’d just taken Randy’s dick only a little bit ago.



 
 Despite all this mental preparation, she froze in shock. Her mouth fell open as she saw the well hung members hanging between the legs of the two men. They were as she’d remembered but seeing them both together, knowing they were seconds away from being inside her made them seem larger than life.



 
 She remembered to breathe, and gasped.



 
 The cocks drooped low, semi-erect. Blue veins ran in y-branches under pale skin.



Under her frightened gaze, her heart still hammering, the cocks twitched and began swelling. The men dropped their pants without ceremony.



She looked over and saw Amos had his cock out as well. It was hard and he was stroking it as he watched the men come toward her.



 
 How am I going to take those big dicks!
 she thought.



 
 Without realizing it, she fell back a step, intimidated. The men stopped, waiting. If they felt uncomfortable having their cocks out in front of each other it didn’t show. They made no move to chase her or command and compel her. She needed something from them, they’d named their price, it was up to her to meet it or not.



 
 She stopped her retreat, eyes locked on their erections. The Frankie’s foreskin slid back in a hood and the helmet shaped heads emerged, engorged with blood and showing an angry purple.



 
 As if hypnotized by the sight of that selfish, demanding flesh, Sarah took a step forward, and then another. The men grinned at her. She stepped up between the two figures, feeling like someone else, not herself.



“Jerk ‘em honey,” Frankie suggested.



Her hands came up and she reached out for the fully hard pricks.



 
 Her palm grasped them from the top and she closed her hands, but her fingers were too small to encircle the thick shafts of either man. The heat of the flesh wands surprised her, warming her grip, and, unconsciously, she cooed softly. Slowly, getting a feel for them, she began stroking slowly.



 
 Already erect, the cocks grew harder under her touch. She shifted her grip so that she grasped them from underneath, palm up, then tightened her hold. Picking up speed as she went along, she began jerking them. They felt like soft, warm, soda cans in her hands.



“Oh, goddamn,” Randy said. “You got a knack for cock. That’s it, baby-girl, jerk those motherfuckers off.”



 
 Still stroking the hard-ons, she sank to her knees. The ground was hard on her bare knees. This close up she could smell them. They smelled like men. Men who weren’t too worried if they missed a shower or not.



Grinning, the men turned in, cocks pointing toward her face. One her knees, she jacked them off, staring at first one and then the other.



“Suck off your step daddy first,” Amos said. “Randy already got to take your cherry.”



“Yeah,” Frankie agreed. “Go ahead, suck my dick.”



Hesitant, she dipped her head toward Frankie’s cock.



 
 Her tongue came out and she ran it across the underside of the head up to the groove where it split the underside of the shiny glans into halves. Her hand milked the shaft, keeping a firm hold, rubbing the looser layer of skin on top against the unyielding firmness of the deeper shaft.



 
 The cock tasted like the other cock she’d had tonight. It smelled like flesh, and sweat, and faintly of pee, and overwhelmingly of male. She used her tongue to lick the head, coating it with her spit. She turned to the right, arm still beating off the cocks, and licked Randy’s head.



 
 She dipped forward and gave his cockhead a sloppy, open mouth kiss with lots of tongue, feeling the piss slit separate under her probing. Amos had taught her what a powermove that could be.



She slobbered across the shaft, sucking then licking, hand pumping up and down in a steady rhythm. She turned her head and pushed her face into Frankie’s cock. She gave it the same passionate French kiss, swirling her tongue across it like lapping up soft serve ice cream from a cone.



Randy and Frankie groaned in unison. She felt a thrill of pride.



 
 She was starting to get into it, a distant part of her mind realized. She was starting to get off on blowing cocks! She liked the feel of them in her hand, the taste of them in her mouth. Slowly, as her confidence grew, the panicked, flustered part of her began relaxing.



 
 Yeah, there were two of them, and yeah they were fucking big pieces of meat, but blowing someone was blowing someone, she decided.
 You can do this,
 she told herself.



 
 Running with her new confidence, she opened her mouth wide and bobbed on Frankie’s cock. She took it in to just past the head and grasped the shaft below where her lips wrapped around it. She began stroking in time to her bobbing, making a point of sucking hard. Frankie’s legs trembled and she knew he was getting into it.



 
 She pulled her mouth clear, still jacking the dick, and turned. Her head darted forward and she repeated the shallow swallow action on Randy's cock.



 
 Her tongue burrowed again into the seam where the head split like the sides of a helmet. Rubbing back and forth, she let her mouth fill with spit. Her jaw started aching from being stretched so thoroughly, but she also felt the clenching of desire in her pussy, she was again making her pussy wet with a dick in her mouth.







 
 “That’s enough brother,” Frankie said, and the strain in his voice was obvious. “I can’t wait to take turns anymore.”



 
 “Turn to the side and give Frankie your pussy,” Randy told her.



 
 Adrenaline spiked through her at the thought of this thing she could barely stretch her lips around, battering into her pussy. Frankie was noticeably thicker than Randy and Randy had hurt.



But at the same time her curiosity drove her, her excitement of feeling what it would be like to take such a thick cock between her legs, feel it moving in and out of her body.



 
 Obediently, she dropped her hands from the cocks and reached for the end of her Girl Scout skirt. She pulled it over her ass, mouth still working Randy’s dick in her, and came up to her feet. Frankie moved around behind her.



 
 Bent at the waist, she reached out with both hands and pressed them against Randy’s legs to keep her balance. Behind her, Frankie’s cockhead butted up against her vaginal lips like a sniffing dog. She braced herself, still jacking Randy's cock and sucking hard.



 
 The two biker bros put their hands on each other’s shoulders, forming a lattice for support. Their voices echoed through the metal containers of their helmets.



 
 “The little bitch is good,” Frankie said.



 
 “She’s done this before,” Randy laughed.



 
 “She’s tight.”



 
 “Just push it in!” Randy yelled, urging him on. “Fuck that tight little cunt, man.”



 
 And goddamn, Sarah realized, that was exactly what Frankie was going to do. The thick cockhead parted her pussy lips, splitting her wide. Her lips came off the cock in her mouth and she yelled out loud at the sudden invasion.



 
 “Ahhh!”



 
 The men, holding arms braced above her, stood firm. Frankie’s cock in her tight pussy gave way half an inch at a time, sliding in slowly, painfully. She gasped, panting as she fought to take it inside her. She pushed against Randy’s legs, trying to stay on her feet against the abuse.



 
 She moaned, deep in her throat, as the pressure built, pushing inwards, splitting her apart. Randy’s cock lay across her cheek in a hot iron bar of flesh. She turned her head, surprising herself, and ran her tongue along the shaft. She pushed her face down and licked the big balls swinging down there.



 
 Frankie’s hand found her clit and began rubbing. She moaned into Randy’s dick. Something in the sensations filling her pussy was changing. The pain was still there, but now the cockhead made it up against her cervix and stopped. Frankie held it there, forcing her to spread her feet apart to compensate.



 
 She was filled up, completely. She was on the very ragged edge of being able to take Frankie’s fat dong.



 
 The massive timber sheathed inside of her began moving. It pulled back, smearing her own juices along its length, then rammed forward. She grunted under the impact, her clit, swollen and sensitive, throbbed like a live wire between her legs. She needed more of her natural lubricant, she realized, and her hand replaced Frankie’s between her legs and she furiously worked at it.



 
 The thick cock drove inside her, like tides shifting, each outstroke feeling as if she was going to turn inside out. The jolts of each impact against her cervix jarred through her body, rocking her back and forth as her mother's ex-husband fucked her.



 
 Her juices sluiced down her leg, and her moans sounded loud in her own ear. Her lips jostled back and forth on the underside of the cock stuffing her face.



 
 I’m getting fucking pounded here,
 she thought in amazement. She was very stoned.



 
 Her high pitched squeals echoed weirdly off the office walls, the sounds animalistic, part pain, part pleasure. Then the fingers working her clit pushed her past her edge and she put her head back and screamed.



 
 The orgasm slammed through her, sending tingling pulses radiating through her body. Her thighs quivered and her knees nearly buckled. She was dizzy and lost for a moment, her nipples so erect they ached with the need to be touched. She was subsumed in the feeling and tears formed at her eyes. She’d never dreamed she could be stuffed like this; that anyone could.



 
 Suddenly boiling jets of cum spilled out in a wild spurting stream inside of her. Frankie grunted loudly. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming! Goddamn, I just unloaded in her cunny!”



 
 “Right fucking on, brother!” Randy cheered. “Hell yeah! Give her the fucking shaft, fuck her hard!”



“Break that little bitch in!” Amos shouted.



 
 Still hard, Frankie began bucking even harder. “Oh shit, oh shit! She’s so damn tight!”



 
 Warm sperm overflowed out of her pussy and made sticky smears on her legs. Tears of shock and pleasure spilled out of her eyes. Abruptly, Frankie pulled out, leaving her suddenly empty.



 
 “No,” she whispered, voice hoarse. “No,” she protested.



Having felt it, she didn’t want to lose the experience, to have the sensations end so soon. She was confused by her feelings of pleasure. This wasn’t how she’d thought it would be. This wasn’t how she thought
 she’d
 be!



“Clean that dick, Satah-girl,” Randy told her. Amos hooted in approval.



 
 Legs still wobbly, she turned and reached for the cock of the man who’d just dumped the massive load inside of her. The man she’d called her step father. The man she’d heard fucking her mother numerous times.Grabbing his belt for balance, she turned so she faced his moistened, cum slimed cock.



 
 “Fuck me,” she said. “Hurry, fuck me,” she said.



 
 It felt like someone else said the words. That raw need couldn’t be coming from her, could it? Was she suddenly so wanton? Didn’t matter, she didn’t want to question it. Not right now. She just wanted to feel the steel velvet touch of another cock inside her.



 
 Randy pushed his spit-lubed cock forward. It slid in with much less effort than Frankie experienced, her juices and Frankie’s sperm greasing the groove for him.



 
 For all of that, it still hurt. She’d taken a lot of pounding in not a lot of time. She squeezed Frankie, pressing her hands into his legs, then
 shoved
 herself back along the cock.



I’m a fast learner,
 she told herself.
 I’m a good girl.



 
 There it was, she thought, eyes spread wide at the shock of the sensation. She was filled, Pussy stretched wide, cockhead butting her cervix. She had no room left in her to fit anymore dick.



 
 She’d taken all she could take. Randy exploded in a frenzy of fucking, slamming his hips into her, stabbing her over and over again with his hard prick.



 
 She closed her eyes, reveling in the sensation. She realized the pain of the stretching added a flavor to her pleasure, but, before she could build herself up to another toe-curling orgasm, the Randy let out a hoarse, barking cough of “fuck yeah!” and exploded into her.



 
 Again she felt like a hose had been shoved up her pussy and turned on. Copious amounts of sizzling ejaculate splashed into her. Inebriated from the sex and pot, she couldn’t believe the men had dumped this much cum into her.



 
 There was a wet, squishy sound as Randy pulled out and there it was again, the feeling of hollow emptiness. God knew she needed the break, but already she longed to experience that sense of being filled up to the edge of her physical limit.



 
 What’s happening to me?



 
 She slowly stood, still lightheaded, and carefully pushed her dress down. Her face felt sticky with spit and smeared makeup. She ached between her legs. She understood what people meant when they said, rode hard and put away wet.



 
 The two men stood still, cocks hanging out, making no move to pull up their pants. She looked at them, looked down to the wet cocks, back up to the impassive faces.



“A thought you said you trained her, Randy,” Amos said.



 
 “Little girl,” Randy said, “clean these cocks up.”



 
 “What do you expect me to do?” she asked. She looked around, “there’s no water, no towels.”



 
 “I expect you to fulfill your bargain and pay the price,” her mother’s boyfriend replied. “In full.”



 
 “Oh my god…” she trailed off, at last realizing what was expected of her.



 
 She moved over to the dangling cocks, wet with her orgasm juices and their own cum. As she once again sank to her knees in front of the bikers, she realized with a start, that there was a naturalness to what she was doing.



 
 Her lips found the first cock, and she began sucking it clean, lifting the limp, damp, weight of it and licking it free of any trace of her coupling. She soon lost herself in the act, working diligently until the flesh shone clean and pink.



“That’s good,” Frankie purred. “Give it a kiss and say thank you.”



 
 She placed a gentle, respectful kiss on the fat purple head of the cock and let the foreskin fall back into place like a theatre curtain dropping at the end of a show.



“Thank you, sir,” she whispered.



Amos howled with laughter and her cheeks burned with the stinging embarrassment.



 
 She looked up at a grinning Randy. He nodded.



 
 Without bothering to stand, she turned and repeated the process on Randy’s dick. Taking the sticky weight in her hand, she licked up and down its length, tongue slathering every exposed inch.



Taking the flaccid organ into her mouth like the last one, she also sucked it clean. When it too shone as pink and fresh as the other, she looked up, and smiled as she earned her nod of approval.



“Is that it?” she asked.



Amos looked at her, a mocking look of faux-confusion on his face.



“Is what it?”



“Did I earn off my mom’s debt?”



She was very sore. And sticky. And sore. She felt like she’d put a lot of very hard work in and deserved to be rewarded.



All three men broke into laughter. She stared at them in confusion as they guffawed like a trio of monkeys. Wiping a tear of good humor from his eye, Amos smirked at her.



“Little girl, you just finished the breaking in.
 Now
 you can start working on what your mom owes.”



“Did I earn off my mom’s debt?” Frankie mimicked and the men started laughing all over again.



“Sarah-girl,” Randy told her. “Now that you’re broken in, you can get passed around.”



END
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Sarah’s night is just beginning.



She’s been coerced by her mom’s boyfriend, then broken in by the Angels outlaw MC. Rode hard and put away wet, she’s sore and tired and sticky. She’s learned things about her body and her appetites than she ever dreamed possible.



It’s been quite the awakening for a girl perched on the verge of becoming a woman.



It’s not over yet.



Scrubbed down and dolled up, she’s about to go out to pay off her mother’s gambling debts. She’s scared, but she’d be lying to herself if she didn’t admit she’s also curious.



When Amos, the Angel’s leader, takes her to the Bartholomew Lexington hotel, one of the nicest downtown, she thinks she’s ready.



Ooops.



In a penthouse suite she becomes plaything to a mysterious and wealthy man known as “The Tutor.” His lessons aren’t just naughty, they’re utterly filthy. Lessons in submission. Lessons in bondage. Lessons in how pain and pleasure can mix in a single, orgasmic harmony.



The hand that spanks is also the hand that pleasures.



These are the least of the Tutor’s dark kinks.



He demands she call him Daddy or face punishment. Uttering this taboo name unlocks something inside Sarah, something she didn’t know was there. The Tutor doesn’t just enter her body in new painful/pleasurable ways, he also enters her mind.



Whatever Sarah thought she knew about discipline and humiliation, she’s about to learn a lot more about being DOMINATED.



 



This is a dark, EXPLICIT journey packed to the brim with Trigger Warnings. Find a quiet place, bring kleenex, and
 buy this book!
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1.



Sarah loved riding the motorcycle, she had never felt anything like it before. This was a night for feeling all sorts of things she’d never felt before.



Happy birthday to me,
 she thought.



Amos had brought her into the city and she loved downtown after dark. The main avenues were ablaze in light and sharp neon glow. People were dressed up to go to clubs she wasn’t old enough to enter. The sidewalks bustled with tourists and street performers. It was a universe away from the trailer park.



They’d cut through the industrial section of the city on their way here. There she’d seen girls the same age as her obviously hooking. They wore heavy makeup and short skirts or dresses.



I’m just like them,
 she thought.
 I wonder how many of them ever blew their mom’s boyfriend, with her knowledge? Or were in a threeway with him and the man who’d been their stepfather?



Her mind flashed on the image of her servicing them both at the same time; rough hands gripping her hips as she was pounded by hard cock in her pussy. Hands wrapped in her hair as she sucked the other one off at the same time.



She came out of her daze as Amos, leaders of the Angels MC, pulled in front of the Lexington Hotel. The place looked lavish, a gleaming, elegant tower of dark glass and ornate steel. It screamed money.



Well maybe I’m not
 just
 like them,
 she corrected.



A valet approached, either to tell Amos where he could park his bike or to shoo him away. Amos looked at the uniformed man and scowled. It stopped him in his tracks. He suddenly remembered he had something to do somewhere else.



Amos was a big man with thick arms and broad shoulders. Sarah knew personally that he sported a massive cock to go with all that muscle. She’d sucked him off less than an hour ago.



It had been quite a night so far.



She’d agreed to work off her mom’s gambling debt with the Angels. That had started a lot of dominoes falling.



First Randy, her mom’s current boyfriend, had taken her virginity. Not gently. Then he drove her to the Angels owned strip club where first Amos had faced fucked her, and then Randy came in with Frankie and tore into her.



Up until about a year ago Frankie had been her stepfather.



The two of them tagged teamed her across Amos’s desk. They’d been brutally rough and impatient. So far every cock that’d been inside her body had been inside her mom as well. Including Amos.



She didn’t know what she thought about that. It felt twisted, but also naughty-sexy somehow.



“Get off,” Amos growled and she obeyed.



The outlaw biker cut the big bike’s engine. She stood in front of him, hands held before her. She was dressed in a skirt as short as the street walking teen hookers wore. Her legs looked long and a little skinny between the micro-dress and her fuck-me-pumps.



She wore a light jacket Amos had given her after she showered clean from the sticky mess the three men had left on, and in, her. Beneath that she went braless under a violet tube top that showed off her flat belly and left her nipples constantly aroused.



Amos looked at her, expression flat.



There wasn’t a lot of warmth and kindness in his eyes.



As far as Amos believed, Sarah knew, their relationship was boss and employee, master and servant. She wondered if tonight she’d see another cock as large as his. It seemed pretty unlikely.



“You remember my safe word?” He asked.



Sarah nodded.



More accurately, the safe word was a safe phrase. It involved her saying she couldn’t take it and wanted out...and admitting her mom would then face violent consequences for her unpaid debt to the MC.



She didn’t feel forced, exactly. More like coerced.



“You want to quit?” he continued. “It ain’t your job to fix your slut whore mom’s problems. She’s the adult and you’re the kid.”



She shook her head. Solving her mother’s problems was something she was used to doing. She’d been doing it for most of her life.



“Say it out loud.”



“I don’t want to quit.”



Amos nodded. He ran his eyes up and down her body like a man did with a bass boat he loved. She was his property. She had value.



“Good. Now listen the fuck up. First take this phone. It’s a burner and you can use it to reach me.”



Shook the phone as Amos kept talking.



“The client has already paid for you. You don’t need to collect any money. Understand?”



Sarah nodded.



Amos frowned.



“I understand!” she said quickly.



“Good. Your customer is in the penthouse. The girls call him ‘the Tutor’ because he likes training the new ones up.”



Butterflies fluttered in her stomach. She didn’t tell Amos about feeling nervous. She didn’t think he’d take it well.



“You ready?”



“Yes.”



“Good. I’m going to park my hog and wait for you in the downstairs bar. Go on, knock ‘em dead kid.”



“I will.”



He paused, studying her, then offered a slight smile.



“Look you’re going to be fine. If you suck his cock as good as you did me, he’ll be happy. Plus, I saw you taking Randy and Frankie, they pounded your tight little pussy like fiends and you took it.” He laughed “Hell, you loved it!”



“Yes, Amos.”



Nut he was already riding away.



Nothing to it but to do it,
 she thought.



It was a favorite expression of the woman who’d put her in this position to begin with, her own mom.



Heart racing, she entered the hotel.
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Sarah got off the elevator.



She entered a tastefully decorated foyer. There was only a single set of doors in the antechamber. It was very quiet. The only sound she heard was her footsteps
 swooshing
 on the carpet. And her breathing.



Heart racing, she hyperventilated like she’d been held underwater too long. Stopping in front of the ornate doors, she froze, her mind whirling with imagination and anxiety.



Uh, hello,
 she told herself,
 I’ve totally like read 50 Shades of Gray. I know what a sexual “tutor” means.



She’d been fucked in handcuffs only an hour ago, how much different could this be?



Stomach knotting, her flesh broke out in goosebumps from the adrenaline. She hugged herself. She was going into a hotel room to have sex, and god knew what else, with a total stranger. This was different than fucking men who’d practically been family up until now.



But fear wasn’t the only thing she was feeling. She also felt...
 anticipation.



Those good feelings, those orgasms, were also possibly on the other side of the door. She was going to have sex with a stranger. People did that all the time in one night stands.



Plus she was helping her mom.



Thinking about this unmet man’s cock made her pussy clench and dampen a little. She could quit anytime she wanted, walk away anytime she wanted. She told herself she was here of her own free will.



She knocked on the door with a trembling hand.



 



3.



 



Nothing happened.



Then she heard footsteps approaching. Whomever it was, their steps were not fast. They were not hurried, though surely they knew the woman they’d bought was the one knocking.



The steps paused on the other side of the door. Sarah waited. She wrung her hands.



The dead bolt clicked over.



She watched the door knob slowly turn. Finally, the door opened. The penthouse was dark and the lighting in the foyer subdued. The man stepped to the side as he opened the door and now stood in shadow.



“Come,” a clipped baritone murmured.



The voice was very nearly hypnotic and she felt compelled to follow the instructions without thinking. She stepped across the threshold and the door closed. The sound of the deadbolt clicking.back over was loud.



The man stepped behind her. She tried turning to face him, but was immediately stopped.



“Eyes forward.”



She stood still. The stranger was a tangible presence behind her. She heard him breathing, smelled his cologne. She didn’t recognize the scent, but felt herself responding to the leather and musk smell.



That must mean it’s expensive,
 she thought.
 No one in the trailer park ever wears the good stuff.



While the man stood behind her she studied the part of the penthouse she could see. Sunken living room, what she assumed was very expensive furniture, a 72” flat tv. The lights were off. Dozens of candles burned, casting soft illumination. Light classical music played at a low volume.



I wonder if rich guy cock tastes different than biker dick?



The question sprang to mind fully formed.



She shivered. Sarah realized she
 would
 be tasting this man’s cock very soon. Very soon she’d feel it inside of her, moving back and forth.



Her pussy dampened again and she realized she was almost as aroused as anxious. This felt like an adventure. If he turned violent Amos wouldn’t know to come and save her. Maybe Amos didn’t even care as long as he was paid.



She heard the man inhale slowly, smelling her.



“I--” she began.



“Silence.”



The word was spoken in a normal conversational tone, yet so laced with authority she promptly shut her mouth.



“Turn around,” he said, “slowly.”



Sarah obeyed.



Facing him she got a better look at the body that went along with that confident baritone.



He was tall, as tall as Amos, though not anywhere near as muscle bound. Whoever he was, he looked fit, but not weight lifting fit. Maybe more how Sarah thought Michael Phelps looked; wide but not thick and, she guessed, very defined under those clothes.



He stood very straight, tall and lean and tanned. He wore wingtips and a business suit with a tie hanging untied around his neck. His shirt was unbuttoned to his chest and a heavy gold necklace around his throat. His hair was shaved smooth as his jaw. That jaw was heavy, almost brutally so. It reminded her of the jaws she’d seen in pictures in school of cavemen.



Her mom said jawlines told you how much testosterone a man had, and that, she added with a lewdly drunken wink, is how you know they have long, fat cocks. The memory drew her gaze downward.



His pants were tight and she saw the outline of his cock. He had on an expensive watch and wore a gold band on his left hand. On his right he wore a silver and black signet ring.



Tearing her eyes from the bulge in his pants, her gaze traveled upwards and found his face. It gave her pause. This man, this Tutor, was very handsome. She didn’t know why an obviously wealthy man, who was also so handsome, needed to hire women. Surely plenty of women would sleep with him for free.



Hell,”
 she thought,
 mom would try and fuck him in under five minutes
 .



Growing up in a single wide trailer with very little privacy she’d heard, and sometimes even walked in on, her mother blowing and screwing her boyfriends dozens of times. When she accidentally interrupted someone with her mom, men like Randy and Frankie would just look at her and smile knowingly as her mom’s head continued bobbing in their laps.



Now she realized what that look in her mom’s boyfriends and ex-husbands face’s had always been. Lust.



Frankie was never inappropriate with her until he separated from her mom and provided with a gift wrapped opportunity. He’d jumped on the chance without hesitation and fucked her hard and rough. He was an outlaw biker through and through.



Randy, her mom’s current boyfriend, had, well...Randy had fucked her twice only a couple of hours ago. First taking her virginity then tag teaming her hard with her ex-stepdad, also an Angel.



She remembered the masculine smell of his crotch, the taste of his cock in her mouth. She didn’t know how she was supposed to process everything she felt about the experience.



She blinked as if coming out of a dream and found herself staring into intense blue eyes.



It felt like the man was looking inside her, like the only thing he saw in the world was
 her.
 She flushed. The intensity of his gaze made her feel seen, made her feel real. It was a far better feeling than ones she had stuck in the trailer with her mom.



“While you are with me you will address me as Dadd,” he said. “Do you understand?”



She swallowed hard. Her body began trembling again. Between her thighs her pussy ran slick as warm oil. She tried to slow her breathing. Finally, she found her voice, though she couldn’t speak above a whisper.



“Okay.”



“Do not say okay. Say either yes or no.”



“Yes.”



“Yes what, slut?”



She foundered for a moment, unsure of what he wanted from her. It clicked after a moment and she answered, her voice still soft.



“Yes...Daddy.”



The Tutor, Daddy, grunted his approval.



“This is a good start, little slut.”



“Thank you, Daddy. My name is--”



“While you are here I will refer to you as I wish. Whatever name I call you is the one you use. Understood?”



“Yes Daddy.”



“The first thing I want you to do is go to the bathroom and take off your whore clothes. There are dresses in there, choose one. And while you’re at it wash that slutty warpaint off your face.”



She felt slapped, stung by his words of disapproval. It didn’t make her happy to make Daddy angry. Why? He wasn’t her daddy, though she guessed he could have been, since she’d never met the man. Still, it didn’t feel right.



Her started pounding, she wanted to please this man.



“Yes, Daddy,” she said.



She went to the bathroom door. It stood next to an open door leading into a lavish bedroom, but across the sunken living room from the double doors to what was obviously the master bedroom. She saw a kitchen she thought would impress Martha Stewart, and a dining area with a table as large as a battleship.



Off to the side a steaming jacuzzi bubbled.



Holy shit!



Realizing she was keeping the man, Daddy, waiting while she gawked, she entered the bathroom. She stood, gaping.



The bathroom was like nothing she’d seen in life. The closest she’d come to something like it was on TV or in the movies. Gleaming marble tile. Gold faucets. Two toilets, one rich looking but normal, and a second one that didn’t have a lid or seat on it for some reason.



She mentally shrugged. Perhaps he hadn’t called in a work order yet because he didn’t want to be interrupted “tutoring” her.



Hell,
 she thought,
 maybe rich people don’t sit down to take a dump.



The marble countertops were a different color from the floor. One that made her think of pearls. The shower, large as an SUV, had multiple nozzles and looked like six people could comfortably bath in there.



Or have a really wet orgy.



A large women’s makeup case sat open on the counter. It was stuffed with unopened
 La Prairie
 products. Next to the funny toilet with no lid she saw sundresses hanging from a rack. Obviously, she was supposed to choose one.



First Daddy says I have to clean this slutty make up off my face
 , she thought.
 Stop it! You don’t have to call him ‘Daddy’ in your head. Your thoughts still belong to you!



Having mollified herself, she obeyed and began scrubbing herself clean.



It didn’t occur to Sarah to question how normal it felt to obey without protest this stranger’s



Daddy’s



commands. She just knew how she felt. When she obeyed it felt right. If she considered disobedience she grew anxious. She finished washing her face and dried off with the fluffiest, softest, whitest towel she ever seen or felt.



Inspecting her efforts, she stared into the mirror. Her face looked clean and freshly scrubbed. It made her look younger, more vulnerable. Without the make-up she’d change from harlot into a young girl next door. The kind her stepfather or a neighbor secretly thought about fucking when they jerked off.



She turned to the dresses.



“Which one would Daddy like best?” she asked herself.



She didn’t question her using the name this time. It didn’t occur to her. She was a little further down the rabbit hole.



Intuitively, she sensed that how everything would go down in this encounter was somehow determined by which dress she chose to wear. She bit her lip and wrung her hands with the anxiety of choosing just the right dress.



Finally, she picked a yellow
 Balmain Grain De Poudre
 dress. She had no idea what that label meant. It was short but demure floral print. There were brand new white cotton panties next to the towels and she put them on after shrugging on the dress.



Combined with her freshly scrubbed face it made her look even younger. She smiled. She thought Daddy would like that. She thought he might even tell her she was a good girl. That would be nice.



Breathing deeply, she opened the door and went out.
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Sarah stepped into the room.



She saw Daddy.



He stood under the enormous television next to a liquor cart. The penthouse suite had come with a nearly three thousand dollar Pioneer XDJ XZ  professional-level-DJ controller/sound system. She knew it because she’d seen the system used by the best DJs at EDM parties in the nearby college town. A Graphite iPhone 12 was plugged into it.



Classical music played at a subdued level. He studied her.



He held a tumbler of brown liquor in his hands. Suit jacket off, he wore his button up shirt with collar now open to the navel, and sleeves rolled up his veiny forearms. His loose tie was still draped across his neck. He leaned against the liquor cart with legs crossed before him. This made the bulge of his package sit atop his lap like a bag of oranges.



“Come,” he ordered. “Let me see you.”



“Yes Daddy,” Sarah answered .



Head down, she went to him and stood looking at the floor with her hands clasped behind her. He straightened. Slowly circling her, he said nothing.



Sarah remained very still, as if she was a waiter standing at attention. She breathed in the scent of his cologne again. This time he was so close she smelled something beneath it.



She recognized this smell very well, though she’d only discovered the scent for the first time that night. It was the aroma of a Man.



She’d inhaled it as they thrust their stiff erections into her mouth, pushing the length of their cocks deep enough that her nose buried in their pubic hair. The memory of that essence brought back the taste of penises she’d sucked, the feel of the shafts sliding across her tongue, gagging her...



She blinked, coming back into herself.



Am I a whore just like my mom?
 she wondered.



She’d learned for herself that sex could be pleasurable.



She didn’t suffer her haunting, perpetual boredom when men did these things to her. She felt desired seeing them so frantic to get their cocks in her mouth or up between her legs. She felt more alive in the last few hours than ever before. She was afraid, but she wanted more.



Her tutor seemed to promise sensation on an entirely new level. She closed her eyes and bit her lip. He was directly behind her now. She felt his warm breath brush the skin of her bare shoulders.



“You chose well,” he said.



“Thank you, Daddy.”



He set his drink down and brought over a chair from the set in the dining room. Sitting, he looked at her. She knew how young she must look, how fragile.



“Kneel.”



She went to her knees before him, eyes on the floor. After a moment she felt one of his fingers under her chin, lifting her face to meet his. Their eyes met and his were powerful as a magician’s.



“You look acceptable now,” he murmured in that rough baritone. “But we both know you’re not fresh and innocent, don’t we?”



The condescension in his voice made her cheeks blaze with humiliation.



She knew she was neither fresh nor innocent. She’d sucked cocks until men came in her mouth. She’d given her virginity to her mom’s boyfriend then fucked him again along with her former stepdad, both at the same time. She’d cum over and over again while doing it.



Now she was in a stranger’s hotel room preparing to do these things all over again. She was a slut, a whore, a cock-crazy bitch.



Just like mom,
 she thought.



Images flashed through her mind: Randy slapping her, Amos using her face like a fuck toy, her stepdad and mom’s boyfriend both shoving their dicks in her at the same time. Of her loving the feel.



“Don’t we?” he repeated.



“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.



Tears of shame burned her eyes.



She couldn’t bear looking into his burning gaze, but he held her chin firm, grasping her slender jaw in a vice grip. He stared into her, into her very essence and she trembled with the indignity of not having come to him an unspoiled virgin.



What is happening to me?



She was too young, too inexperienced, to understand her feelings. Everything was a jumble of thought and feeling. Lost in a wilderness of emotion, she needed a guide. She needed a tutor.



He brought up his free hand and traced the line of her lips. He cocked his head to the side, eyes focused on her mouth like a jeweler inspecting a gemstone.



“You’ve sucked men’s erections with this sweet little mouth, haven’t you? Lapped up their sperm like a greedy little pig.”



“Yes, Daddy.”



“Yes Daddy
 what
 ?”



“Yes, I’ve sucked cocks and ate cum, Daddy.”



“
 I
 …?”



Scowling he shoved her face back as if he’d discovered his hand buried in trash. He shook his head back and forth in dismissal or disappointment. Taking the crystal tumbler he drank.



Oh, no! What have I done?
 she thought.



“Daddy?” her voice was plainative.



“You are not an ‘I’ when you are with me,” he said. “You are my pet, my Little Girl, and that is how you will refer to yourself or you will be punished.”



His tone was coldly furious. Reaching to his waist he unbuckled his leather dress belt one handed and yanked it free. Sarah’s eyes widened. Randy had done the same thing but it had been more of a threat with him.



With this man, this tutor, with
 Daddy,
 she didn’t think the belt would only be used as a scary prop. Her eyes widened.



“Yes, Daddy!” she cried. “I’m your pet, I’m your Little Girl!”



Setting down his drink, he made a noose of the thin belt and slipped it  around her neck then drew it snug. It didn’t strangle her, but instead collared her with the threat of its potential. He held the end of the belt the way an owner holds a dog leash.



“Tell me.”



Daddy commanded and the Little Girl obeyed.



“Daddy, your little girl sucked cocks and ate cum like a slut-whore greedy pig.”



The admission left her breathless.



Using the belt, he pulled forward until her chin hovered just above his knees. She saw his bulge and filled out into a banana outline. A long, thick banana.



“Did they fuck you?”



“Yes Daddy! Your Little Girl got fucked by men with big dicks, even two at a time. They shoved their hard ons into me and used me over and over!”



Satisfied, he leaned back.



She looked up and something caught her eye, a reflection in the TV screen. There was someone else here!



Startled, she looked over.



Sitting quietly on the section of couch where no candlelight reached was a man. His shape was dim, but she could make him out. He was older than the man she called Daddy, maybe by twenty or even thirty years. His short beard and swept back hair were silver. Dressed in a casual suit with no tie, his prick was out and hard as wood.



He watched her humiliation with glittering eyes, stroking his prick with leisurely motions with one hand and smoking a cigar with the other. He smirked at her. Cigar smoke squirted from his nostrils like the breath of a dragon. The cherry glowed red in the gloom.



Daddy was turning her face back to him.



“Did I say you could look away from me, slut?”



“No, Daddy. Your Little Girl is sorry.”



He ignored her apology.



“You know you must be punished for being a whore, correct?”



“Yes, Daddy.”



She
 did
 know. If she were punished enough perhaps Daddy could forgive her!



“You are too much of a whore to be my Little Girl.”



“Yes, Daddy.”



“Say it!”



He snarled the words out and yanked on the belt. She jerked forward painfully. Now that she knew the other man was there she heard the sound of him masturbating. Old pervert. She thought she heard him sigh with satisfaction as the Tutor disciplined her.



“Daddy, I’m too much of a whore to be your Little Girl!”



“You’re not even a whore are you?” he seethed. “No, you’re just a cum sucking little slut-pig, aren’t you?”



“Yes, Daddy!” she wailed. “Your whore is just a cum sucking slut-pig!”



He leaned back and loosened his hand on the belt. Sarah swooned a little as blood rushed back into her head. The feeling left her so dizzy she felt a strange, light-headed euphoria.



“Good,” he pronounced. “Now your punishment begins. If you are good perhaps you’ll earn back your status as a whore.
 If
 you do really well, and do what you’re told without complaint, you might be rewarded by becoming my Little Girl.”



“Yes, Daddy!” she cried. “Your slut-pig will be good!”



“Good. Now lay across Daddy’s lap.”



Smelling the smoke from the Old Pervert’s cigar, Sarah obeyed.
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She lay across his lap. The heat of his crotch burned through her sundress. The lump of his hard cocked pressed into her flesh. He spread his knees open as she submitted and her clitoris ground into the hard muscles of his thigh. One of his big hands lay on the swell of her ass. She heard him drink, smelled whiskey. Tingling sensations swept from her scalp down to her toes where she kneaded the thick, soft carpet in her nervous anticipation.



“Daddy?”



“Yes, slut pig?”



“Uhm,aren’t we supposed to have safe words or something? I don’t really know how this works or anything.”



She flinched in preparation for his fury at her bold question. Surprisingly, he was not angered.



“Safe words are not organic to this experience. We won’t use them.”



“But then how will we know---”



“Are you questioning me slutty pig?”



Sarah closed her mouth. She felt anxious all over again. Putting her eyes on the floor like a good girl, she cleared her throat.



“No, Daddy.”



“See that you don’t. Now be still.”



“Yes, Daddy.”



The hand resting heavily on her ass lifted then came down again, hard. The open palm slap stung her through the flimsy material of her dress. His hand was heavy as lead, unyielding as oak. He was strong. Strong enough to handle her like a puppet, or a fuck toy.



Real men are strong
 , she realized.
 He is a master,
 she thought out of the blue, unsure how the idea had entered her mind.



The jolt of the slap reverberated through her body and drove her swollen clit into the rigid spread of his leg. Shock. Pain. Tingles of pleasure.



“Ow!” she squealed.



He tightened the belt around her neck, cutting off her howl. Suddenly she couldn’t breath. It was amazing how quickly her face swelled as trapped blood pooled. She gasped for breath but couldn’t get one.



“I. Said. Be. Still.”



“Uh, uh,” she grunted trying to get the word
 yes
 out.



She tried again, nodding as best she could to show her acquiescence--but his grip was too tight. He held it fast and her panic rose, adrenaline rushing through her in a chilly wave that cooled her fevered flesh.



The leash loosened and she gasped for breath, dizzy now with the rush of oxygen-rich blood into her brain. The relief was euphoric. She lay panting across his lap, the iron bar of his cock between them. His hand rested on her ass once more.



“Be still, slut pig.”



She lay silent.



His hand roamed her ass, rubbing, squeezing. Gently he moved the leg she was bent across back and forth. Sensations aroused by asphyxiation and stinging pain the spanking made her clitoris feel overstimulated. She flinched as his knee rubbed across it.



Moaning, she ground her pussy against him.



Reaching under the short skirt of her sundress he pushed it over her hips, exposing her ass.



“She has done much wrong, eh Padre?”



“Sí,” the man answered, still jerking off.



She heard him beating his cock, smelled his cigar smoke.



“Tell me about the men you let use you, slutty pig.”



He jerked her panties down in a single violent motion. She inhaled sharply. Her ass was utterly exposed, her pussy naked against his expensive trousers.



What will he do now?



He hauled on the belt and held her back. Instinctively, her hands went to her throat. He snarled in anger and slapped her ass
 hard
 . Oh it stung! She made inarticulate grunts of pain.



“It seems slutty piggy doesn’t know how to behave. Let us fix that.”



She heard the sound of silk quickly rubbing through cotton. She managed to loosen the belt with her fingers and suck in air, but an instant later he had both her hands behind her back and was wrapping them up with his silk tie.



Her arms were cinched firmly behind her, her shoulders pulled back. She was trussed like a pagan sacrifice to some dark fertility goddess.



This caused her to panic and she squirmed in protest. Her nipples grew tight with arousal, her clit inflamed and her pussy wet. The more she wiggled the more she drug these overly sensitive parts across his strong legs.



She began crying in frustration, tears spilling. Why wasn’t she telling him no? Why wasn’t she telling him to stop and then leaving? Why did it feel so good pressing against him?



I don’t
 want
 to stop,
 she thought.
 I want to make it better. This is my fault for being a slutty piggy. I’ve disappointed Daddy and now he has to punish me.



She tasted her tears. She opened her mouth to tell him she understood, but at that moment he yanked the belt tight again. Gagging, she choked as her windpipe closed off. He bent like an archer pulling a bow.



His rough hand came down. This was no playful slap. This was punishment. The pain was searing, lighting up her brain in explosive bursts. It stung and left her little ass tender and glowing.



Smack!



The next blow hurt even more. Then the next. The sound of blood rushing in her ears muffled her hearing. Her vision narrowed to darkness. Unconsciously, she continued grinding her pussy into his leg.



Daddy’s spanking me
 because I’ve been bad. I’m a naughty slut pig who likes sucking and fucking, I’m dirty because I love cock!



The epiphany was startling, freeing, but she couldn’t hold on to it. All she could consider was the belt closing her throat and the feel of his hand as it spanked her ass.



Smack!



The blow left her cheeks glowing like an oven. There came a pause, pregnant with the energy of the next swat she knew was coming. She wiggled in anticipation of the pain, but this only served to inflame her clit more, leaving her wetter than before.



Smack!



“Ah!”



Her head jerked back and forth with each powerful blow. Tears of pain and shame streamed down her face. She felt at once ashamed and utterly aroused. Now that she’d had hard cocks inside she knew exactly what she was craving.



Oh, but she couldn’t have it! Daddy would never give her his cock to a slutty pig!



“Please, Daddy, please!” she sobbed the words. “Daddy, I want to be a good girl! I don’t want to be a slutty piggy!”



Smack!



“Ouch!”



Smack!



“Daddy, I’m sorry!”



She’d broken his rule about how she was to speak, but he seemed too caught up to notice. Breathing heavily, he paused. Attuned to him now, she knew his hand remained poised above her reddened ass like a paddle.



“Sorry for what, slutty pig?”



“Daddy, I’m sorry for sucking those cocks and eating their cum!”



Smack!



“What else?” He roared.



“I’m sorry I let them fuck my tight little pussy!”



Smack!



“What else!”



She sobbed, broken to his will.



She’d lost count of how many swats she’d endured. Frenzied, she rubbed her pussy back and forth across his leg with each blow. While she screamed for mercy a faucet opened up inside her, low down in her gut.



She felt like she had pee, like a volcano was building toward eruption between her legs.



“What else?” He shouted. “What else are you sorry for?!”



Smack!



The slap came from down low, rising upward as he drove the oar of his hand into her burning ass cheeks. Unaware of her own actions she ground her sopping pussy into him. Her clit ballooned up until it was like she had a hard but tiny prick.



The volcano between her legs cut loose and lava spewed. The faucet in her belly opened wide and steamy fluid gushed.



“Daddy! slutty piggy is sorry she liked fucking and sucking all those cocks!”



Toes curling up so tight they cramped, her bound arms jerked, fighting to be free. Her head bobbed and bounced, spilling her tears. Goosebumps spilled across her body in waves and the pleasure was so intense it
 burned
 . Her eyes rolled up in her head.



“Please, Daddy!” she shrieked, voice cracking.



Fluid exploded out of her cunt. It sprayed backward as it splashed down her thighs. The pleasure was too much and she spasmed as if caught in a seizure.



“Uhn, uhn!”



The sounds she made were utterly animalistic. She groaned and grunted through her orgasm, body stiffened as if electrical currents coursed through her.



When it was finished, and only the receding, tingling tide was left like surf running out from a beach, she wept in adulation.



His hand rested on the small of her back. His dick throbbed between them. His other hand began gently stroking her hair.



“Sshhh,” he whispered.



Her body quivered with the force of her crying. Her voice came out mournful and thick.



“Daddy,
 please,”
 she bawled.



He stroked her hair.



“Daddy, I don’t want to be a slutty piggy. Daddy I want to be your Little Girl.”



“You’re not ready to be my Little Girl,” he answered.



His voice was not unkind.



A hand slid between her legs and she felt a long blunt finger easy into her already dripping pussy. Pulling his finger back, he smoothly reversed direction and pushed it back in, this time a touch farther.



The belt did not loosen.



Too much was happening and she slipped towards blacking out. At the last moment the pressure around her neck abruptly lessened. She inhaled like someone who’d been underwater too long.



“slutty piggy will be good, Daddy! I’ll do what you tell me!”



Daddy’s hand came to rest on her hot, pulsing ass, and she jumped in anticipation of pain, but his touch was gentle. His finger moved inside her, exploring.



“Daddy doesn’t want to punish you, slutty pig,” he said in a soft voice. “But you know you were bad, right?”



“Yes, Daddy,” she eagerly agreed. “I was a slutty piggy. Daddy, you feel so good inside my vagina.”



“Hhhmm.”



He said no more than that.



His finger moved inside her and his hand gently rubbed her ass. He leaned in and his breath spilled across her pulsating skin. She moaned as if she’d just bitten into some delicious confection. Pussy juice leaked down her legs, she knew it must be soaking his pants leg.



“Slutty pigs don’t have vaginas,” he murmured. “They have sloppy wet cunts.”



“Yes Daddy,” she whimpered.



The finger pushed past her labia and continued moving in and out. After the pain of the spanking every nerve in her body was alive. The pleasure felt exquisit.



“Daddy, slutty pig can be a whore. Let me be a good little whore. Daddy, This slut pig wants to be your whore.
 Please
 Daddy.”



For long moments he remained silent, saying nothing. His hand began stroking her hair.



“I don’t just require a whore,” he finally said. “ I require a whore who knows her place. A whore who does as she’s told.”



Sarah’s heart lurched with sudden hope.



“Let me serve you like a filthy whore, Daddy. I can be a good little whore, Daddy!”



After she spoke the desperate rush of words she realized again she’d accidentally referred to herself as
 I
 . She tensed, but again he seemed not to notice.



She thrilled at the touch of his hand stroking her. She thrilled to the feeling of his finger in her cunt.



“I allow it,” he said, voice soft. “I will allow you to be Daddy’s little whore.”



She closed her eyes and sighed with relief.



“I will,” she pledged. “I will be the best whore for you Daddy. I promise.”
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Sarah lay across Daddy’s lap.



Her ass pulsated with heat from the spanking.



Her tears lay drying on her cheeks. Senses heightened, she felt the throb of her clit, her juices damp on her leg. She felt the silk of the tie binding her wrists, the leather of the belt around her neck.



She smelled his scent and the cigar smoke from the man masterbating on the couch. She heard lilting strains of classical music wafting like a breeze through the room. Underneath the music the jacuzzi bubbled.



“You are very wet.”



Pretty damn wet,
 she agreed.
 It’s like a swamp down there after that spanking.



“Yes, Daddy,” she said.



The hand on her back lifted and came to rest on her sore ass cheeks. She shuttered softly. His palm slid over the curve of her buttocks and came to rest where the back of her legs met her ass.



“Oh Daddy, you feel so good.”



The words came out like a sigh.



The angle of his hand changed. Now he softly cupped her exposed vulva. His finger pressed lengthwise against her damp labia. He pushed past her labia and began moving his finger in and out. After the pain of the spanking every nerve in her body burned, alive under his touch.



“Ahhh.”



She sighed again as the digit slowly pushed into her. Her pussy clung to it and made delicate little squishing sounds. She lightened her voice, already a soprano, into a higher, sensually playful, pitch.



“Is your whore’s pussy wet Daddy?” she asked.



The finger slid in and out. Her thighs squeeze together. She grew increasingly aware of the weight of his palm pressing down against her asshole as he fingered her.



He started wrapping the length of belt around his other hand. She wasn’t fully choked this time, but her head was forced back so she faced the ceiling and her spine bent like the runner on an old fashioned sled.



He plunges his finger inside her with languid motions. There’s nothing delicate about the sloshing in her pussy now.



“Such a tight little cunt, whore,” he murmurs. “How those big cocks must have stretched you out.”



He pulls the finger clear and she whines in protest like a nervous dog. Head still pulled back he brings the wet finger to her lips. She smells



my pussy



herself. It’s pungent and raw, a musky aroma. The damp finger presses against her lips the same as it had her labia.



“Taste yourself, whore.”



Obediently she opened her mouth and his finger slipped between her lips. She tastes herself. Tastes her own pussy.



“Suck it like you suckt cocks, whore.”



Her lips form a vacuum around his finger. She sucks. Her tongue swirled around the finger. With a slow rhythm he pulls his finger out then slips it back in.



His dick, already hard, stiffens so much it jerks against her body. She closes her eyes and redoubles her effort.



He pulls his finger free and that hand rests on her ass. She opens her eyes and finds him looking down at her. He eases tension on the belt just a bit.



“Good whores obey,” he tells her.



“Anything, Daddy.”



“Look me in the eye,” he orders. “Don’t look away or I’ll use the belt.”



“Yes, Daddy.” Unconsciously she puts the squeak back in her voice again. “I’m a good little whore for Daddy.”



He sneers and growls, obviously turned on by the girlish timber in her voice. His cock twitches again.



She feels the finger damp with her spit trace the outline of her puckered asshole.



“Oh…”



He presses and lubed finger pushes through her sphincter. He stops as her rectum contracts around him. He pushes a little deeper and his first knuckle pops in.



“Oh, Daddy,” she whispers.



“You are still a virgin in at least one way, whore.”



She blinks, trying to decipher and digest this information. She gets a little excited.



I do have something left to give besides my obedience!



His finger sank deeper. She gasped as the knuckles pushed in. Her asshole is a tingling mess of aroused nerve endings. In its own way it feels as good as something rubbing inside her pussy, but at the same time also different.



He pulls his finger back, then smoothly reversing directions, pushes it deeper in.



“That feels so good, Daddy.”



She remembers feeling Randy’s cock filling her as her mother drank in the other room. She remembered feeling so full, stretched by the biker’s big dick.



But Daddy’s hard on was big too, and her asshole was so small, so tight. She didn’t know if she could take it. His finger felt like a baton, she couldn’t imagine what his cock would feel like. Her heart beat faster.



.
 But if I don’t want to disobey,
 she thinks.
 I don’t want to go back to being a bad, stupid slutty pig! I want to be Daddy’s Little Girl, I want to be Daddy’s good whore.



“I will do anything to please you Daddy,” she told him.



He smiled. It was a grim smile, like that of a dictator.



“I know. Taste yourself.”



Pulling his finger clear of her ass he shoved it into her waiting mouth.



“Clean me, whore.”



She eagerly licked and sucked his finger. She bathed it in her saliva. She realized with a shock that it was
 him
 trembling now. She smiled a smug little secret smile.



You want me, Daddy,
 she thought.
 You want to fuck your Little Girl so bad you’re shaking!



Without waiting to be told she pulled her mouth free. He leaned over her, bending her head back so that their faces were close together. She met his gaze, opening her eyes wide.



“Please, Daddy,” she begged. “Please Daddy, fuck my tight litte whore asshole.”



“Goddamn it!” he roared.



She yelped in surprise at his sudden movement. She started to slide off his lap as he rose but his strong hands scooped her up easily.



“Goddamn it!” he cursed again.



Sarah couldn’t tell if he was furious or just that horney, or both. It frightened her. She didn’t think her ass could take another paddling.



“Daddy?” she cried.



Ignoring her pleas, he put her belly down on the arm of the long sectional couch. The Old Pervert grinned as their eyes met. He pumped his cock. Beyond stiff, it was fully engorged now, purple headed and veiny. She looked away, humiliated at being forced to perform for him.



She was bent over the couch, face pressed into the cushion, vulnerable ass in the air. She struggled, trying to free her hands. She wanted to turn and see what he was doing, but the knot was too secure.



Without conscious thought she immediately ground her clitoris against the couch. She shuddered with relief.



“Spread your legs you filthy whore.”



Sarah spread her feet apart though she was bent so far forward only her toes reached the carpet. Her clit sent electric shocks deep inside her pussy with each adjustment. His zipper came down and she heard the rustling as he dropped his pants.



He’s going to fuck me in the ass,
 she thought,
 and he won’t be gentle because I’m just a filthy whore.



The hot weight of his big dick slapped the crack of her ass. She gulped as the girth pressed between her asscheeks still sensitive from her spanking. Like a violinist drawing bow across strings, he pulled his hard on deliberately between her cheeks, running its length over the puckered rosebud of her ass.



“Daddy, that feels so good.”



“
 Ay Dios Mio,”
 the older man said.



Grunting the man grabbed the length of tie between her tiny hands with one fist and unceremoniously hauled her up to a ninety degree angle. Off the couch she was pointed straight at the pervert as he frantically jerked off. She watched his hand pump, hypnotized.



If Daddy tells me to suck that old fuck’s dick I will,
 she told herself.
 I’m Daddy’s filthy whore and whores do what they’re told.



“Look at me!” he barked.



Immediately she turned her head and looked over her shoulder. His cock was a pulsing log in her ass crack.



“Yes Daddy, anything Daddy.”



“Say it, whore. Say what you want Daddy to do.”



She stared him in the eye. She saw his shock seeing the mischievous challenge in her look. She would need correcting. Hard correcting.



“Fuck my ass,” she whispered, voice raw with her own need. “Daddy, fuck your filthy whore’s tight virgin asshole.”



He grunted like a bull in heat. All her weight was on her shoulders where he held them behind her, in utter control of her body. She didn’t control herself.. He determined her every movement. She existed only to please him.



Moaning, she shook her ass back and forth, teasing his cock and grinding her pussy further into the couch.



“Daddy I want you to be the first man I feel inside my tight shithole. Oh Daddy,
 please
 ! Fuck my ass!”



Teeth bared in a snarl he leaned in and spit on her. The warm saliva splashed her asshole. She felt his spit slip inside her. He released his grip on the tie and she fell forward into the couch again.



This time she realized she could see their reflections in the large mirror over the liquor cabinet. There they were: the old pervert jerking off, her bent and bound, face tear streaked, hair mussed, and Daddy behind her with his cock in his hand and his eyes burning.



She wiggled against the arm of the couch.



“Do it Daddy! Fuck your whore!”



Only by being eager could she push back fear of the coming pain. She prepared to be assaulted.



To her surprise he dropped to his knees and buried his face in her asscheeks. She wailed her pleasure as his hot, slippery tongue probed her asshole. It was soft and wet and squirming into her shithole. She jumped at the sensation as his tongue thrust deeper.



As she pushed back against his face he made sloppy gobbling sounds. One of his fingers came up and pushed into her cunt, dragging across the spongy roof of her cervix. This was where her mom had told her was something called a G-spot. The finger slid back and forth. His tongue burrowed deep inside anus. She ground her engorged clit into the couch and it swelled up so fiercely she feared it might split like overripe fruit.



“Yes Daddy!” Her voice was a scream.



Oh my god,
 she thought, nearly delirious from the pleasure,
 I’m going to cum!



“Daddy, daddy!” she shrieked.



The finger stroked her G-spot while his tongue lapped her ass like ice cream. Her clit sent out currents of sensation like an exploding transformer. Once again that faucet in her gut opened up and warm jets of gratification streaked through her body.



“I’m coming, Daddy!”



Her back arched. Her ass pushed hard into his face as her pussy clamped his finger like a velvet vice. Her juices sluiced out across his hand. Still quivering, she saw him rise in the mirror.



“You goddamn whore!”



Without preamble he shoved his dick into her sopping pussy, soaking up her nectar. He plunged in further, coating his shaft with the slick ooze of her cunt juice.



She gurgled deep in her throat as his long shaft pushed deep against her cervix. She gasped at how completely filled she felt. Then in the next moment she groaned as he pulled free, leaving her empty and hollow.



In the next instant his cockhead was at her backdoor, the spongy fist of his cockhead damp from her pussy. She saw the startled look on her face as he pushed the speartip of flesh into her. Her ass stretched, giving way to the invasion.



Once he was anchored inside, he paused. Grabbing hold of the tie again he hauled her back up so that her torso and head were off the cushions.



“You’re a whore,” he announced. “So get fucked like a whore!”



He shoved.



She shrieked long and loud.



“Yes Daddy!”



Like a battering ram, his big cock thrust in deep all at once. He pulled out and shoved it home a second time. Again she threw back her head and
 screamed
 ! The pain made her vision blaze white. He was neither slow nor gentle.



Slam
 .



The cock filled her.



Yank
 . The cock pulled back.



Slam
 . The cock filled her again.



It hurt!



He was brutally rough, utterly careless about her feelings. That time was past. Now she was only a whore used her master. Used by her Daddy.



Slam.



Yank.



Slam.



The reverberation of the impacts punched her guts. If she’d felt filled to splitting when he was in her pussy, then what she felt now was an order of magnitude far, far greater.



She was being ripped apart.



I have to take it!
 she thought.
 I have to prove I’m a good whore. I can take Daddy’s cock!



Tiring of his grip on her hands, he reached forward and snatched her hair. His fingers knotted through it and he hauled back. Her head snapped up and she saw the old pervert shooting cum all over his belly.



“Si miho! Si!”



He pulled her hair without mercy until it seemed he was yanking it free of her scalp. Tears blurred her vision. Adrenaline and endorphins flooded her body. He held her in a sort of backwards S-shape.



From the corner of her eye she caught her reflection in the mirror. Her titties jiggled with each ruthless thrust, her nipples stood out like diamonds.



Slam.



The fat cock stabbed home. It hurt. Every time.



Yank
 .



The cock drew back and there was an instant of relief as the pressure receded, then…



Slam.



“Daddy you’re too big!”



“Whore!”



“Daddy!”



He fucked her standing now. One hand wrapped in her hair, he jerked loose the belt with his other. It came clear and the old pervert was suddenly there. The wiry bristles of his beard scratched her skin as he took her hard nipple in his mouth.



Rolling his tongue, he bit down and ribbons of pleasure arched like high voltage from her tits to her clit. He slurped and sucked. The pleasure merged with the pain. She felt overwhelmed and confused by her feelings.



Suddenly the old man’s left hand was at her dripping cunt. His fingers found the bloated nub of her clitoris and began to squeeze. His hand was sticky from where he’d spilled his own cum.



“Oh!”



She wanted to bring her arms around and run her fingers into that silver mane, to pull his mouth tighter into her, but she was still trussed up like a Viking captive.



Slam.



The cock slid home.



Smack!



The belt came down across her ass. It stung like fiery thorns.



“Ahhh!” she screamed.



The cry caused spittle to fly from her mouth.



The old pervert brought his right hand up to tweak her other nipple. He lathered and swirled the nipple in his mouth, sucking as his fingers pulled and pinched, pinched and pulled, on her other breast.



His cum stained hand worked her clit like it was a scratch ticket.



So much pleasure!



Slam.



Ripping pain!



Smack!



Stinging pain!



She began crying again, sobbing even as she moaned. She hurt so badly. She felt so good. The thrusting cock threatened to pull her inside out. The sensations twisted together until she couldn’t tell where one feeling ended and another began.



“Ugh!”



She grunted as he see-sawed his cock into her.



“Ahh!”



She cried out as the belt stung her.



“Ow!”



She shivered as the old pervert worked her titties and stroked her clit. She was consumed by the pain filling her ass, at the same time she felt the building pressure of an orgasm. The hard link between her nipples and her cunt couldn’t be ignored.



“Please, please, please,” she begged.



She didn't know what she was begging for, or to who.



She struggled against her bounds, trying to get free. Whether to push the old pervert clear, or to shove his hands inside pussy, she didn’t know. Everything was fire; good fire, bad fire.



“Whore!”



“Please, Daddy! Please, please!”



Smack!



“Daddy I’m good! Please, Daddy, I’m a good whore!”



In the mirror she saw the belt fall to the floor. His hands came up and grabbed her by the insides of her elbows. He hauled back until they resembled a K formed with human flesh.



The cock thrust into her. His hips slammed her ass, his heavy ballsack slapped her swollen pussy. The old pervert scooted forward and continued working her nipples and clit.



She gasped, heart pounding. The pervert bit her nipple harder, rubbed her clit faster. Cock pounding her, his hands formed steel cuffs around her arms. Fire burned inside her. She was ripping apart, She rose on her toes, unable to help but try and escape the hard pounding. She couldn’t escape.



“Daddy, Daddy,” she sobbed, “I’m a good whore!”



“What am I doing?” he demanded.



“Fucking my ass, Daddy. Oh Daddy, you’re fucking my ass so hard!”



The old man’s hand ground her clit. The pain in her asshole rose to a crescendo. Pleasure, pain. Too much.



She wailed as her orgasm struck. The feeling rolled through her body like an earthquake. As she convulsed his thrusting grew frenzied and his big dick swell even more. Cum rolled up his shaft and spewed inside her as her orgasm reached its peak in the same moment the agony of his jackhammering cock overwhelmed her.



Her vision dimmed as she swooned. More cum spurted inside her. Knees buckling, she fell, and he held her by brute strength. Confusion and dizziness crashed over her with tsunami force.



He slammed his cock home one last time, fairly vibrating with the force of his orgasm.



“Whore!”



“Daddy I love you!”



She howled the words out.



The men drew back and she collapsed.
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She came round and found Daddy holding her.



Confused, she looked around. The old pervert was gone. She tried taking stock of herself. Her nipples and clit were painfully sore. Her battered asshole throbbed. Cum leaked from it. Tears streaked her face.



But Daddy cradled her in his arms, gently rocking, her head tucked under his chin. Her hands were free and she put them on the flat plane of his chest.



Closing her eyes she leaned into him and inhaled. She smelled their sex, and his essence. His arms enfolded her. She felt drained, hollowed out, satisfied. She was at peace in a way she’d never experienced. She kissed his skin.



“Was I good, Daddy?” she asked, using that tiny, delicate voice she knew he liked. “Did I do everything right?”



He stroked her hair. His lips pressed her hair.



“Ssshhh,” he hushed. “You were a
 very
 good Little Girl. Daddy’s proud of you.”



She startled in his arms like a frightened doe. His words sent shivers through her. She’d felt so many different shivers this night, but this was the best one so far. Pressing her tiny hand against his hard, swimmer’s chest, she leaned back and looked at him.



Did she dare hope?



“Am I, did you,” she stuttered, “did you say, am I your...Little Girl?”



He smiled. She’d endured a sort of crucible of judgement, though she didn’t understand it in those terms, and emerged the otherside. She obeyed. She pleased her Daddy.



He kissed her forehead.



“Yes, you are Daddy’s good Little Girl.”



Her lip began to tremble as if she would cry again and he kissed her softly. She kissed him back, at first hesitantly, then with growing passion. His tongue slipped in her mouth and she sucked it.



She broke the kiss and took his face in her hands, locking eyes with him. She wanted him to know what she said was true, true to the very core of her being.



“I’m glad it was you, Daddy,” she whispered. “I’m glad you took my asshole cherry. Thank you.”



He drew her to him and hugged her.



“Hush. I know you arel, Daddy knows. You were so brave. I’m very proud of you.”



Scooping her up, he stood and carried her to the bubbling jacuzzi and lowered them both in. Sarah sighed as the warm water soothed her. She melted against the tub, letting the jets massage her body.



She closed her eyes and immediately dozed. She woke again as he reentered the jacuzzi. She saw he’d placed a plate of dark red strawberries and a saucer of smooth liquid chocolate next to the tub. Beside them lay a narrow box of crushed velvet about five inches long.



She leaned into him, resting her head against his shoulder. She’d never felt safer or more well cared for. They kissed again. When their lips parted he reached over and dipped a strawberry in the chocolate.



“Here,” he said. “Let me feed you.”



“Yes, Daddy.”



He fed it to her and she bit down. The tart flavor of the strawberry mixed with the sweet chocolate and she moaned afresh as its flavor filled her mouth. He watched her chew. When she finished he fed her another one. They did this until she was full.



He pushed the plate away and picked up the box. Sarah’s heart skipped a beat. She knew from TV what boxes like that meant.



Jewelry.



Surely not,
 she thought. She felt so nervous!



“This is for you,” he murmured.



She breathed in as he snapped open the box. Her hand flew to her mouth where her lips made a little “O” of surprise. Inside lay a thin silver necklace. Formed from the same metal, hung a cursive letter D, accented with scintillating diamonds.



“I pay Amos,” he said. “The money is between you and your pimp.”



I have a pimp?
 She silently marvelled. She considered it for a moment.
 I guess I do,
 she thought.



“Yes, Daddy,” she said.



He took the necklace and pendant from the box and handed it to her. She took the necklace with worshipful hands.



“This isn’t payment, this is my gift to you. A gift from Daddy for a very special Little Girl.”



Her eyes burned as more tears threatened to spill. So many tears this night. Tears of joy. Tears of pain. Tears from pleasure. She held up the necklace. It sparkled in the candlelight.



“It’s beautiful,” she whispered. “I’ve never seen silver that color before.”



“Baby,” he explained, “that’s not silver, that’s platinum.”



Her brow furrowed.



“What’s platinum?”



“It’s a precious metal. More valuable than gold.”



More valuable than gold
 !



She hadn’t known such a metal existed.



“Daddy, it’s so beautiful.”



She explored the pendant with a finger. She now had jewelry, real jewelry.
 Expensive
 jewelry! Jewelry with diamonds. Real diamonds, because Daddy would never buy anything as low class as fake diamonds.



“Let me put it on you,” he said.



Taking the chain, he placed it around her neck where the belt had choked her earlier. He pulled back and the necklace dangled from her throat. The D shaped pendant lay nestled at the top of her breasts. She studied the D, its diamonds sparkled.



“Does the D stand for something, Daddy?”



She looked at him, eyes questioning. He smiled.



“Of course it does, Little Girl. It stands for Daughter.”



Crying now, she threw herself into his arms and clung to him, sobbing, as he hugged her. He stroked her hair and shushed her gently as he held her.



“It’s alright, Little Girl. Daddy’s here. Daddy’s got you.”



After awhile she stopped crying. Pulling back she looked into his eyes.



“I meant it,” she whispered. “I love you Daddy.”



“I know Little Girl.”



He kissed her then stood.



Getting out of the jacuzzi he held her hand as she followed. Picking up a thick, oversized, towel he dried her. Once she was ready he stepped back, holding her hands loosely in his.



She blushed under the weight of his adoration. Dropping her hands he stepped back further.



“Put your whore clothes back on. You can use the make-up in there to put on your slutty pig make-up. Off you go.”



“What?”



She was so startled she staggered.



Ignoring her, he turned his back and walked across the sunken living room toward the master bedroom. To her shock Sarah saw a beautiful, full figured woman with white-blond hair lounging naked on the covers. The woman saw her looking and smirked. She held up one hand and waved goodbye to her.



“Was she good, dear?” the woman asked.



“Good enough,” he answered.



He stopped at his door and spoke to Sarah without turning around.



“Get ready,” he said. “Make sure you’re gone when I come back out.”



He shut the door behind him.



Heartbroken, shell shocked, she turned and entered the bathroom to dress. Her night wasn’t over.



Far from it.
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Inside the bathroom she dressed in her (whore) clothes and put on her (slutty pig) make-up. A void filled her chest.



Maybe he’ll want to see me again,
 she told herself.
 I’ll do an even better job next time!



She looked in the mirror at her pendant. That D had to mean something, didn’t it? There had to be hope she’d see him again. She prayed it was true.



She looked away before she started crying again. Glum, she reached for the burner phone Amos had given her. She hit the one number in the speed dial. It rang three times.



Amos picked up.



“You done?”



She swallowed the lump in her throat.



“Yes,” she whispered.



“What?”



“
 Yes
 ,” she spoke louder.



“Good, because I’ve got a fantastic gig set up while you were busy. You don’t even have to leave the goddamn hotel.”



“What?”



Another one?
 she thought.



Her jaw was sore. Her ass burned. Her pussy throbbed.



He wants me to do more?



The thought left her speechless.



Amos giggled and she realized the burly outlaw biker was stoned again. Or still.



“Yeah.” he told her. “This won’t be another rich shit like that fucking snob fag the Tutor, though.”



Don’t talk about my Daddy like that,
 she thought, angry.



But she knew better than to talk back to Amos. She swallowed her fury.



“Yeah?” she said instead.



“Yeah. Take the elevator down to the eight floor. Long fucking ride from the penthouse, I know.”



She closed her eyes and swallowed again.



“Okay.”



“You’re going to room eight-zero-twelve.”



“Okay.”



“There’s a group of eight Marines partying there,” Amos explained. “They all chipped in and bought you to share.”



Eight!
 Jesus fucking Christ!
 she thought.
 You fucking asshole.



“Okay” she said.



“That’s a good girl,” Amos told her.



I’m not
 your
 little girl,
 she shouted at him in her head.
 I’m Daddy’s Little Girl!”



What she said was...“okay.”



“Alright then. Shake your ass, I’m sure these guys can’t wait to get their cocks into you after eight months in Af-fucking-ghanistan.”



The line went dead.



Sarah put down the phone. She looked at herself in the mirror.



You can do this,
 she told herself,
 Daddy taught you how much you could take. You’re strong enough to take them. All of them. Daddy believed in me. I won’t let him down.



Rising, she prepared to ride the elevator down and pay down more of her mom’s gambling debt.



 



END
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It’s night. The house is quiet, everyone is supposed to be asleep. Sophia is still awake. She lies in the dark room thinking naughty thoughts and exploring herself. Mom has a new boyfriend who’s been sleeping over. Sophia sees the way he looks at her, she may be young and inexperienced, but she knows what he wants. This is exciting, because she thinks she might want it to.



Suddenly she hears footsteps in the hall outside her door. She freezes, waiting with bated breath. She sees a shadow fall across the crack beneath her door. She knows who it is--it’s him. Her heart beats faster.



Slowly the door knob turns and what happens next changes Sophia forever. She learns there is more than one door you can go through and discovers just how filthy she can get.



 



 



 



 



1.



Sophia lay in bed.



Her phone said it was past eleven 0’clock. The house was quiet. Everyone was in bed; her mother, her stupid brothers, the twins, and Brad. Brad was her mom’s new boyfriend. Judging by the sounds her mom made when they were in her room it would have been more accurate to say Brad was her
 lover
 .



Sophia slid her hand down her body as she thought about Brad. He was tall, taller in his work boots. She could see him in his Motley Crue t-shirt and worn out jeans, bulge displayed for the world to see. She could only imagine the size of a cock to make a lump like that.



Both arms were fully sleeved with brilliantly covered tattoos and he wore his black hair combed back. His goatee was salt-and-pepper. He was not a boy, he was a man.



Her fingers slid between her legs and found herself already damp. Gently she traced the outline of her clitoris through her panties. She gave a soft little gasp of surprise as pleasure spread in fingers to her belly. Without thinking her hand found her breast and she squeezed her nipple. She started rubbing.



Her clit grew under her finger, swelling as she masturbated. Her dampness stained the thin cloth of her panties. She pulled at her nipple and began rubbing faster. She moaned and slipped her fingers inside her panties.



Her finger ran along the split in her pussy, picking up the moistness there to use as a lubricant. Images swirled through her mind as the tip of her finger slipped into herself.



“Oh!”



In her mind she saw Brad watching her. Sometimes it was as if he were in a trance and he didn’t realize his hand was squeezing his crotch until his cock became a distinct outline in his pants. Sometimes she wished it was her hand squeezing that fat dick.



“Yes!” she whispered.



Her hand moved faster. Grinding her clit with her palm she slipped another finger inside herself. She thought about the way her belly fluttered when their eyes met. She thought about the time she’d spied on him getting out of the shower and saw cock dangling between his muscular thighs. She wanted to see it hard.



She felt a familiar, mounting pleasure growing in her pussy. Her fingers now made wet sounds as they slid in and out of her. The burning sensation grew in her clitoris and it had become a fat little gummy worm beneath her palm.



In her mind’s eye she saw herself kneeling before Brad as he got out of the shower. She could imagine the feel of his hand on the back of head as he lifted that wonderful cock and fed it into her waiting mouth. She pinched her nipple hard. It was stiff as an eraser between her fingertips.



“Oh! Oh! Oh!”



Her orgasm flushed through her and her skin broke out in goosebumps. Her thighs clamped together around her hand, locking it into place as she shivered. She moved her fingers in a ‘come hither’ motion against the roof of her vagina.



It was too much, her hips bucked up and down twice as the last tremors gripped her body. As the wave receded she sank back into her mattress, almost exhausted from the intensity of cumming.



She heard someone in the hall.



Alarmed, she froze, ears straining. There it was again. Soft footfalls creaked the floorboards outside her room. Someone was awake! Pulling her covers to her chin she watched her door.



The hallway had a nightlight and the illumination formed a bar of yellow beneath the bottom of her door. She smelled herself on her fingers. A shadow broke the light. Whoever it was was right outside her door!



Oh, god,
 she thought, heart hammering,
 what if they heard me?



Another idea snuck into her thoughts,
 what if it was Brad? What if Brad heard me playing with myself?



Her cheeks burned with shame.



The shadow outside the door remained still. Forgetting to breath, she stared, eyes wide.



Slowly, the door knob turned.



They’re coming in!



Panicked, she squeezed her eyes tight shut to pretend she was sleeping. Stiff as a board, she lay very still under the covers. If whoever it was came in and thought she was sleeping they’d know she couldn’t have been diddling herself. Everything would be okay.



The door hinges squeaked slightly as it swung open. Sophia kept her eyes shut. Her heart beat so loudly she thought for sure whoever it was would hear it. The door
 clicked
 softly as it was closed again.



What are they doing?
 She wondered.



Footsteps crossed her room. They were heavy. Too heavy for the twins, too heavy for her mom…



The person stopped beside her bed. She wanted to peek badly but was too scared to try it. It had to be Brad. She smelled his cologne now.



He just heard a noise and is checking on me,
 she told herself.



Brad chuckled.



The laugh was low key and deeply pitched. Something amused him, she understood, something she didn’t understand.



“Well, well, well,” he murmured in his deep bass voice. “There’s a certain perfume on the air I recognize.”



Sophia kept her eyes shut. Realizing she had clenched her hands into nervous fists she willed herself to relax them. Her hands opened.



“But I’d better make sure I know what I’m talking about,” he said, voice low.



She almost jumped when Brad took her hand. He was gentle but his hand dwarfed hers. She felt the calluses on his palm as he lifted her fingers up. They came from lifting weights and working with tools all day. There was no denying the strength he possessed.



Lifting her arm up she heard him inhale deeply. It was the hand she’d finger fucked herself with! Her fingers were still damp from her own juices.



He’ll smell me!
 She was mortified. She pretended to be fast asleep.



“Ah, I thought so,” Brad said. “Someone’s been very, very naughty,” he laughed again. “I smell sweet young pussy on these fingers.”



Humiliated she was convinced her cheeks were glowing so hotly they could be seen in the dark. She was very conscious of his presence looming above her. She was like a little girl next to him, he could likely pick her up with one hand if he wanted.



What is he doing?
 She wondered.



This was all very confusing in so many different ways!



She gasped, unable to stop herself as she felt him slide one of her fingers into his lips. His tongue caressed her, tasted her. The warm of his mouth enveloped her. Instantly her nipples were as taut as they’d been during her orgasm.



Her eyes came open.



Brad looked down at her. Her eyes met his blue ones. Her mom’s boyfriend was looking at her so intently his gaze seemed to burn. She’d never been
 seen
 so fully in her life. She couldn’t look away.



Slowly, he removed her finger from his mouth. The light sheen of his saliva made the finger seem cool. She immediately missed the feel of his tongue. She didn’t want it to stop.



“You taste so good,” Brad told her.



He turned her hand and kissed her palm. The glow of a streetlight just outside her window illuminated him. She saw the piercings in his ear. Once, before he’d started sleeping over, Sophia had overheard her mom giggling with her aunt on the phone.



“Yeah, he used to strip for a while several years ago. He still has the abs and ass for it,” her mom broke off into peels of laughter. “And, yeah, it’s definitely big enough for him to have been a pro!” More laughter.



Letting her eyes trace the breadth of his shoulders, she could believe women had willingly stuffed money into his g-string. He wore only a pair of boxers and he was chiseled as the Crossfit competitors she’d seen on tv. She wanted to touch his six-pack abs, to feel the flat plane of his hips.



Brad had other ideas.



“You’ve been driving me crazy, Soph,” he murmured. “Thinking about you in her playing with yourself, tasting you on your finger, it’s too much. Look at what you’ve done to me.”



He guided her hand to the front of his boxer shorts.



Her hand came to rest on his hose like cock through the thin material of his underwear. The meat was furnace hot in her grip. She felt it growing as he pressed her hand into him.



“Do you feel that?” he asked. “Do you see how hard you're making me?”



So many times she’d fantasized about doing just this thing. Now it was happening. Should she feel bad? She didn’t hate her mom, but it made her feel powerful and important and somehow special to have him share this with her. She felt
 chosen
 .



Her fingers curled around Brad’s hardening cock. It was heavy and warm and growing stiffer by the second.



“Ohh, goddamn,” he breathed. “You are so fucking hot.”



Emboldened, she began jerking the shaft slightly through his shorts. She wanted to see it, to feel it without the cloth of his boxers in the way. She couldn’t speak. Her mouth couldn’t seem to form words.



“This is happening,” he told her. His voice was rough with excitement. “I can’t stop now, do you understand? We’re not stopping!”



Mutely, she nodded.



It’s really going to happen!
 She thought.
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Brad ripped her covers back and threw them in a heap at the end of the bed. She gasped at sudden violence of the movement. He looked down at her, eyes hungry as they roamed her body.



On the bed Sophia made no move to cover herself. One of her hands still gripped his cock. She arched her back a little to make her figure more appealing. She knew he liked what he saw, that realization made her feel bold.



He was breathing heavily, she saw. When she squeezed his cock he groaned low down in his chest. The sound rumbled, like the growl of a wild animal. It wasn’t hard to imagine him falling on her and fucking her hard and fast.



He’s so big,
 she worried.
 Will it hurt?



Suddenly Brad was in motion again. His breathing was ragged as he reached down and ripped her panties apart. The sound of the cloth tearing made a distinctive
 rriiiippp!
 sound in the quiet room. Frightened, Sophia bit her knuckle as he spun her around so that she lay sideways on the bed.



Brad knelt beside the bed and spread her legs, exposing her to him.
 Oh my god,
 she thought,
 he can’t help himself!



Suddenly Brad leaned in and started going down on her. She moaned in surprise and pleasure as his face buried itself between her legs and his tongue began licking her. Starting at the bottom he licked upward, pushing his tongue between the slit of her labia, between her pussy lips. Coming to the fat button of her aroused clit he began sucking on it.



“Yes, yes,” she whispered.



Her ass lifted off the sweat dampened sheets and ground into his face. Reaching down she ran her fingers through his hair, urging him on. Brad grabbed her hips like handles and pushed in. She felt his nose go to her pussy, felt his beard and heard him sniff like a man smelling flowers. His warm, soft tongue continued lathing her vagina. In slow strokes.



 
 “Oh!” she cried out.



Her toes curled with pleasure. Brad made sloppy sounds as she grew wetter. His nose nuzzled into her, getting in close as the wet rope of his tongue slithered inside her. The intensity of the feeling raced through her, those familiar tingling waves of nerve endings dancing with pleasure.



No wonder mom is always making so much noise when they’re together!
 She thought.



 
 Brad continued working, licking from clit down to her taint several times, then penetrating her in a series of tongue thrusts and swipes. Her fingers pressed hard against the mattress.



 
 “Oh, oh, oh,” she whimpered.



 
 Unconsciously, she began pushing into the bed with her feet, pressing up and down as she rubbed her pussy back Brad’s tongue. His mouth teased her clit, and she felt it swelling tight, pushing out from its hood of flesh. The tongue rubbed against it, teased it, lashed into it, until her limbs started wobbling.



 
 The wet tongue came up in a long stroke and brushed across her asshole. She nearly jumped out of her skin in surprise at the startling pleasure. Her eyes opened wide, and then closed again as his swirling tongue found her ass again.



 
 The tongue caressed her further, smearing down between her pussy lips and then brushing across her asshole over and over.



 
 “Oh shit, oh shit, please, please,” she moaned out.



 
 Her orgasm hit her like a bomb and she shook her head back and forth in a frenzy, eyes tightly shut as the pleasure gripped her. Vaginal secretions poured onto her inner thighs, and her mom’s lover eagerly lapped them up.



 
 “Fuck, fuck, fuck!”



 
 Her hoarse, whispered cry filled the room. Gasping, dizzy, and shuddering with the power of the orgasm, she didn’t notice at first when the tongue disappeared and Brad rose. But when he grabbed her legs and jerked her roughly to the side of the bed her eyes flew open.



It’s going to happen,
 she thought.
 It’s going to happen!



Sophia was about to lose her virginity to her mother’s boyfriend.
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The light still burned in Brad’s eyes, intensely fierce. She got a look at the big cock thrusting out from between his legs and felt her eyes grow wide. It was rigid as an iron bar. Then he took her hips and flipped her over so that she was belly down on the edge of the bed.



“It’ll be easier for you to take it this way,” he told her.



“Okay?”



She didn’t know how to process what was happening, everything was moving so fast. She knew she felt wonderful, but how was she going to fit that, that...
 thing
 between his legs inside of her. She couldn’t imagine that it
 wouldn’t
 hurt.



First times can hurt,
 she thought.
 They even say so in Seventeen Magazine.



 
 Brad growled and his hot breath blew across her back. She felt him loom up behind her. In the next moment he lay the weight of his cock down against the crack of her ass cheeks. She froze at the erection’s heft, the feel of its hardness.



 
 She made a small, frightened sound.



 
 “You’re as ready as you’re ever likely to get, Soph,” Brad told her. “I’ll go slow.”



 
 His strong hand came down on the small of her back and pinned her against the bed. She reached out in front of her with both arms and pushed her hands into the wall to brace against the coming invasion. He coaxed her hips with a gentle pulling motion. Her feet pushed into the floor as she lifted her ass. She spread her legs wide as she could in an impromptu Downward Doggy Yoga pose.



Brad’s cock still rested on her ass. Something inside her, deeply instinctual made her long for the feel of it in her. It was time to grow up. She was ready.



 
 “I’m ready,” she whispered.



 
 Brad didn’t need to be told twice. The blunt head of the rock hard cock pressed against the slit of her vaginal opening. Patiently, he rubbed it back and forth along her pussy lips, coasting it with her cunt juice.



Her thighs quivered in pleasure.



 
 Her heart fluttered with anticipation.



 
 Slowly, Brad began pushing himself into her. Her head came up like a Jack in the Box, and her eyes widened in surprise. There was no way to take this experience in stride, it was all consuming. In that moment every worry, fear, concern, and uncertainty she felt or struggled with disappeared.



 
 Everything came down to now, to the moment, to the feeling of that shaft of hot flesh penetrating her.



 
 “Oh,” she breathed out as it slid in.



Then she winced as it pushed deep, stretching her more and more.



“Oh, oh, oh,” she gasped.



“You’re so tight,” Brad groaned. “So fucking tight.”



 
 He pushed more inside her. She whimpered, but he did not stop. There was pain, pain mixing with the pleasure, and that indescribable feeling of being filled all the way up to the very limits of her body.



 
 Moaning, she slapped the bed. She flexed hard and pushed back into the cock to keep from being shoved bodily right across the mattress. Finally, the tip of the column inside her butted up against her cervix. She had no more room left inside her.



 
 She panted, having trouble catching her breath against the avalanche of sensation rocking her body. Brad’s big hands clamped down hard on her waist and he made a snarling sound of angry lust.



 
 Now it really starts,
 she had time to think.



 
 The fucking began in earnest.



 
 Brad pulled back, shoved forward, pulled back and shoved forward again, stabbing his cock in and out of her like a piston driven pylon. Unable to help herself, she let loose with a high pitched squawk as he picked up speed.



She immediately bit her lip, stifling the noise. She wanted to scream but she had to stay quiet!



 
 The concussive force of Brad’s pummeling cock traveled through her body in shuddering waves and she rocked back and forth like a plaything in his hands. Her head snapped back and forth with each penetration and she pushed her hands harder into the wall to brace herself.



 
 Behind her Brad panted and she felt hot flecks of spittle spray her naked ass checks. The two of them fell into a natural rhythm, her moaning out and him growling. She began sweating, skin running wet with it from the strain of the encounter.



 
 There was pain and the pain fed her adrenaline. The adrenaline swirled in her body, acting as a powerful stimulant, and she felt euphoric. Sophia grunted loudly as she stretched to the point of splitting, fighting to accept the cock jacking into her like a drill.



 
 Grabbing her pillow, she screamed into it and tears spilled from her eyes as her second orgasm convulsed through her, twice as powerful as the ones before. Then her natural secretions greased the groove inside her enough to allow her to get hold of the moment.



 
 Behind her, inside her, Brad suddenly lost its driving rhythm and began a disjointed bucking.



“No!” he whispered fiercely. “I can’t cum inside you.”



 
 The cock slid out and he was grabbing her body again, spinning her, controlling her easily with his superior size and strength.



“I can’t cum inside you,” he repeated. “You’ve got to suck me off!”
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His cock sprang forward, sticking out above a softball-sized bunching of his balls. Still in a daze, she looked at them and thought,
 I bet he cums a lot.



 
 “Put it in your mouth,” he told her. She detected the tremor in his voice. “Please, Sophia, please.”



She felt a thrill of power wash through her. She was making a grown man beg her.



 
 Leaning forward, her breath blew across the hard on and it seemed to spring at her face. She reached up and tentatively took hold. It was thick and hot in her hand.



 
 She stroked the cock. It was lumpy with thick veins and stiff as a billy club, but the skin was surprisingly soft. She looked at it and a drop of pre-cum oozed out of his piss slit. Slowly, she leaned in, lifting the big organ slightly, and ran her tongue along the underside of his shaft.



 
 The dick jumped in her hand and above her Brad grunted. Surrendering herself more fully to the moment, Sophia traced the edges of his cockhead with her tongue and then opened her lips wide. Her mouth engulfed the head and closed around it in a warm envelope. She sucked gently on just the head, swirling with her tongue as she tightened her grip on his cock and began jacking him slowly.



 
 “Ah, Jesus,” he whispered.



 
 Letting her mouth fill with spit, she began pushing her head forward, taking more of him into her mouth. In a moment her head started bobbing in time with her hand strokes. She’d read articles on
 VICE
 , she knew, if only theoretically, how to give head.



 
 She spread her spit along his shaft, drinking in the scent of him. Her tongue swirled and the hard-on jumped and twitched under her ministrations. Adrenaline amplified her senses as hormones dumped into her bloodstream. She heard the wet sound of her mouth on his cock, the motion of her arm as she stroked him off, Brad’s fast, heavy breathing.



 
 “Goddamn,” he cursed. “Oh, goddamn baby. That’s so fucking good.”



 
 In the next moment he took hold of her head in his hands, fingers curling in her hair. His hips started moving, slowly at first, as he pushed and pulled her mouth along his cock in time with her own bobbing motions. But as more and more of him slipped further and further into her mouth, he began moving faster.



 
 His hands tightened almost painful on her head, pinning her in place, and he bucked into her face. She gagged and spit came out of her mouth.



I’m driving him crazy!
 she thought.



Part of her wondered if she gave head as well as her mom. She made gagging sounds as Brad’s dick pushed into the back of her mouth. Eyes watering, still gagging, she opened her throat. She wasn’t sure she was doing it right, she’d never done it before.



 
 Instantly Brad shoved his cock in, pushing it in to the base with a single thrust. He almost snarled with passion as her body tried coughing the obstruction clear of her throat. The grip on her hair tightened further until he pulled hard enough to hurt.



 
 “Yeah,” he grunted. “Fuck yeah.”



 
 Her nose pressed into the kinky bush of his pubic hair, and his balls brushed her chin. Saliva leaked out her mouth and dripped down the nutsack. He pulled out, she gasped for breath, he pushed forward, throat-fucking her. Her gagging grew louder, and her eyes spread wide, watering as she struggled to draw breath in around the fat shaft.



 
 Her hands found his legs and she gripped them for balance. His whole body swung with the motion, ass pushing in on each deep stroke into her face. She continued to cough and sputter, spittle flying wildly.



 
 She curled her tongue around the underside of his dick, giving it a slick, soft, ramp to plunge into her throat. Suddenly, something in her clicked over and she no longer felt like she was suffocating, she’d learned how to breath with a dick down her throat.



 
 As it became easier to breath, her panic response quieted down and she relaxed her throat even more. She stopped coughing. She still gagged as he made it down the wet tunnel of her throat, but it was the natural, organically wet sound of a cock slamming into something wet and yielding.



 
 She felt flushed, there was something satisfying about the taste of his cock in her mouth, her ability to take all of him on each thrust. Persistent sensations radiated up from between her legs. Unconsciously, she reached down and spread her knees. Her searching fingers found the slick, damp hole of her cunt.



 
 She moaned against his cock, vibrating the shaft in her throat, as she found the tender, swollen bud of her clitoris and began stroking it. Electric currents shot through her body, curling her toes, and making the hair on the back of her neck stand up in tingling waves.



 
 She rubbed harder, matching her movements with each stroke sliding in and out of her mouth. She was so primed for the experience that in only a few motions she teetered on the edge of orgasm.



She took the cock plunging in and out of her mouth, sensed Brad’s on rushing orgasm, and redoubled her efforts. The slurping sounds of their oral copulation seemed to fill her bedroom.



 
 “Fuck, fuck” Brad swore. “Fuck, I’m cumming, fuck. Fuck!”



 
 She felt his load roll up through his cock, followed hard by squirting jets of warm liquid in her throat. He plunged his cock into her mouth, to the balls, and froze in that position, quivering to the point of convulsion. His grip in her hair trapped her head up against his body as he pushed every last millimeter of cock he could manage down her throat.



 
 Her fingers worked and in the next moment, even as she choked on his meat, her orgasm rippled through her. She felt light headed and it was as if someone had turned on a faucet below her belly. Her legs quivered and her toes curled up as her body locked up in a spasm of pleasure.



 
 Slowly, the waves of pleasure receded like surf running off a beach. Her body relaxed and she melted into the bed. Brad’s grip in her hair loosened and he stepped back, pulling his cock from her throat. It slid out of her mouth and a long line of spit came out with it, one head anchored to the head of his prick, the other to her lip.



 
 He tugged his underwear up and the strand broke, coming to rest in a loose question mark on one side of her breast. Self-conscious, she wiped her face with the back of her hand. She tasted his cock on her tongue, her body still warm and aroused from her orgasm.



Leaning down, Brad cupped the back of her head and pulled her to him. They kissed passionately. His tongue roamed her mouth and she felt his cum swirl between them. Her body glowed as if it were on fire.



Brad broke the kiss and they stared into each other’s eyes. He looked at her intently but the crazed fire from earlier was gone.



“You were amazing, Soph,” he whispered.



She smiled but looked down, feeling shy at the compliment. He tucked a finger under her chin and lifted her face so they were looking directly into one another’s eyes.



“We have to keep this secret,” he said, voice low. “You know that right? You can never breathe a word of this to anyone. It has to stay just between us.”



“I know that,” she said, voice earnest. “I’ll never tell anyone,” she promised.



Brad kissed her forehead. “Good. You’re a good girl, Soph.” He smiled. “I’d better get back before your mom notices I’m gone.”



She felt a surge of anger and jealousy that she had to share Brad, share his cock, with her mom. But he had to go back, she knew. Maybe it wouldn’t always be this way, but for now he had.



She nodded to show she understood and Brad crept from her room, closing the door quietly behind him.



Sophia lay back in bed. She still tasted his cum in her mouth. Her pussy throbbed from where that big dick had pounded her. She pulled her covers up. She felt relaxed, at peace, safe in the knowledge that a man like Brad wanted her.



Sticky, she fell asleep with a small smile on her face.



THE END?
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 Devonshire, Alabama 2315 hrs.



 
 I’m a cop. I’m going to tell you the truth about what happened.



 
 I’m going to talk about the night I met him, but not all of it makes me look good, or very professional. I can admit that, and some of what happened that night could get me fired, cost me my badge, which is the only thing I’ve wanted since I was 14 years old and my mother, an Atlanta Homicide Detective, ran down a serial killer in a dark alley and didn’t come out.



 
 But here’s the thing.
 They’re
 out there. Really out there, and they didn’t tell us about that in the academy, they haven’t written laws to address it, and sure as hell, when I saw a shifter for the first time, it turned my whole world upside down, in more ways than one.



 
 So if things got a little…crazy, try not to judge me too harshly, okay? Alabama nights get hot.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 I pulled the prowl car into the driveway. Under a Hunter’s Moon the misery lights spun red light bars off the trees, making crazy shadows out of the Alabama pines. It was less of a driveway and more like a quarter mile of unimproved road leading to a surprisingly upscale cabin in the woods.



 
 “Dispatch, 10-23,” I said, telling them I’d arrived on scene. It was a 10-42 call, simple welfare check. Or it was supposed to be.



 
 “Copy, that,” Dispatch replied. There was a moment of silence and then the dispatcher, Jan, who’s known me since middle school, added a bit of unorthodox advice. Not normal radio procedure at all. “Stay safe,” she warned. “You’re on the township of Devonshire and 10-96s are,” she searched for a world, clearly flustered. “Not uncommon,” she finished lamely.



 
 10-96. Radio code for “Mental Subject.”



 
 This wasn’t exactly true, for the record. But I knew what she meant: weird shit. Devonshire had a reputation all its own among the Alabama State Patrol. Jan knew this as well as most, she took the calls and sent the troopers.



 
 “Copy that, dispatch,” I said. Maybe the gratitude in my voice was a little unconventional as well.



 
 You should wait for backup,
 I thought.
 It’s the smart thing to do.



 
 I put the car in park and scanned my surroundings as I got out. The property was really more of a grand hunting lodge. Very big, very nice. It looked like what I imagined a Viking longhouse would be. Like something out of
 Beowulf
 (yes, you have to take English to get a degree in Criminal Justice, thank you very much), only with huge plate glass windows, and a gorgeous wrap around porch with hand carved Adirondak furniture.



 
 Ok, I’ll admit it, I have a thing for cabins, and I love the mountains. Love nature, actually. If it’s outdoors I’m drawn to it. If it’s wild, I’m drawn to it. I guess that’s part of what happened.



 
 But as I got out of the patrol car, nature didn’t seem to love me back. I was alone, isolated from the secondary county road that led off the state highway. I stood in an old stand of Alabama pine trees thick with shadows, and that strange sense of never being sure you’re alone that always creeps over you in a forest at night was making my skin crawl.



 
 The woods are lovely, dark and deep,
 Robert Frost wrote.
 But I have promises to keep and miles to go before I sleep.



 
 The woods were dark. The woods were deep. But, at the moment anyway, the woods were not so lovely. Putting my hand on the Glock 43 riding my hip, I shut the car door. I pulled my flashlight out of the holder on my belt to have it ready.



 
 I kept the high beams on, bathing the cabin in brilliant, stark-white halogen light. Some sense of dread that didn’t remind me of the usual strange dispatch call nerves, filled me as I took in the silent cabin, and I turned to scan the bushes along the dirt drive.



 
 Adrenaline flooded my body in a startle reflex. Luminescent yellow eyes glowed out from the dark. I stepped back, a little gasp coming out of mouth. It wasn’t fear, it was the body blowing off carbon monoxide and drawing in fresh oxygen to fuel my body for a flight or fight situation.



 
 Okay, it was maybe a little fear.



 
 The night was hot, muggy this far into Autumn, and I was instantly covered in perspiration. Unlike some delicate Southern Belles, I do in fact sweat, but I’d lived my whole life in the south and I knew the true sweating hadn’t really started yet.



 
 I stared into those baleful yellow eyes, frozen. They were terrifying, but a small part of me, way back in my brain, behind the screaming danger warnings, also thought they were beautiful. I don’t know how long the moment lasted. It seemed to stretch out forever, and I started thinking I could perceive something odd about the eyes.



 
 They belonged to something big. Maybe black bear big. Maybe Florida panther big. And they regarded me with a feral intelligence that seemed as curious about me as I about them. Slowly, I let my Glock slip back into the nylon holster at my hip.



 
 My heartbeat slowed in my chest. Some deep instinct in my Id caused my nostrils to flare and I inhaled. I smelled animal. Not animal stink, the way people claimed they did when they smelled bears, or the Skunk Ape; Alabama’s version of Bigfoot. It smelled musky, wild and mesmerizing. I hunted in my head for the word I wanted. I settled on
 male
 .



 
 The thing in the woods pinning me in place with its gaze was male, an Alpha, my subconscious realized intuitively, even if I didn’t know exactly what that meant in this situation. And deep down, down in the Reptilian part of my brain, something female in me was responding. If I’m being honest, it wasn’t just in my brain.



 
 Down between my legs something stirred, part vagina, part womb, but all instinctual. I began heating up, and felt dampness, and a sudden empty, longing pang. I had images of wild, rough sex, too quick and fierce for anything but the main act, bodies clashing together, thrashing as I was filled…



 
 The thing in the worlds snarled and I was jerked out of my unwilling fantasy.
 What the hell? What the hell!
 I thought.



 
 Lights appeared down the drive, high beams and flashing red-and-blues off the beacons on the roof of a patrol vehicle. It was accompanied by the guttural growl of the Hemi engine. Backup had arrived. I blinked.



 
 The eyes were gone.



 
 My body instantly relaxed and I sagged back against the car. Then I stood up and squared my shoulders. Back up was here. Someone in that cabin had called for help.



 
 Who’s going 10-96 now?
 I thought.



 
  



 
  



 
 Sherriff Deputy Gilbert Max got out of his car.



 
 He didn’t look pleased to see me as his back up. I’m a woman. I outrank him. I’m immune to his charms. I don’t sleep with cops though, more and more, they’re really the only people I relate to.



 
 I recalled the flash of sexual images in my mind, and felt the residual wetness in my panties. Horrified at myself, I shoved those thoughts away.



 
 “What do we have here, Bobbi?”



 
 I bristled, frowning at him. Only my friends call me Bobbi. Gil Max was not my friend. He smirked, silently daring me to protest about something as trivial as which name he used right before we went to check out a call for assistance. When he smirked he was a handsome sonofabitch.



 
 I should clarify; I don’t date cops
 anymore
 , and I’m immune to his charms
 now
 .



 
 I was young. Mistakes were made.



 
 Jokes aside, our affair was a painful lesson, both personally and professionally. That’s how life works right? You’re young, you get knocked around, you learn lessons, build up scar tissue. It called maturity.



 
 I retreated into cold professionalism.



 
 “You got the same dispatch I did, Gilbert.”



 
 He scowled, he hated his full name. To be fair, he didn’t
 look
 like a Gilbert. He looked like an Alabama State tight end, which he had been—but I always give as good as I got, most of the time better. It’s a point of pride.



 
 I suppose you can’t help but take that in more than one way. I won’t try and stop you.



 
 He nodded, also retreating into the easy shield of professionalism. Some lessons are universal. “Nine-one-one call, open line, no voice. No other info.”



 
 Well,
 I thought,
 there is this really big animal in the woods who can put you into heat—
 why the hell had I put it like that? “In heat”? Whiskey Tango Foxtrot, Bobbi...



 
 I put my hand on my Glock, pointed my chin to the cabin. “Let’s knock.”



 
 “Aye, aye,” Gil said. His hand rested on his Glock as well.



 
 We spread out slightly without being told. If dispatch reported screams, or someone begging for help, out weapons would have been out, no second guessing. If this had been a bad neighborhood in Atlanta, most likely the same. But, for now, this was just a well-check in a quiet corner of the Devonshire unincorporated area.



 
 But the house was dark. Utterly dark. The only sound was the background symphony of cicadas agitated by the Autumn heat wave. Truth? I was sweating now and the back of my shirt stuck to the small of my back.



 
 “What’s a detective doing rolling on a welfare check?” he wasn’t taunting me now.



It was a legitimate question, and if I weren’t here this would be his scene, his call to make on tactics. He didn’t like being outranked. It wasn’t just about me and our last disastrous weekend in Saratoga, he didn’t like anyone outranking him, at anything.



 
 It was probably a side effect of always getting everything you want by being gorgeous and charming. Outside of the Atlanta business district, metrosexual wasn’t quite the universal draw it was in other, more urban places. Gil did alright with the ladies.



 
 We came to the porch. I lowered my voice to match his. “I was cruising back from Devonshire, getting some evidence for the rash of animal attacks. I literally just happened to be driving by.”



 
 He made a typical cop face at the mention of Devonshire, then said, “so it wasn’t just to see me?”



 
 “Alabama State Police!” I hollered. I can be loud when I want to.



 
 I ran track and, less successfully, swam at Alabama Tech. I have a pretty good set of lungs under my Kevlar vest, and what Gil once referred to, with typical tequila-induced charm, as “surprisingly big skin pillows.” Did I mention I was young when we hooked up?



 
 The house bounced my voice back to me in an indifferent echo. The woods consumed the sound and the cicadas fell silent. There was no answer from the house.



 
 Behind me Gil drew his Glock, keeping the muzzle down. I looked at him. He nodded up the porch. “The door’s open.”



 
 That meant we could enter without a warrant. The call alone was enough, but an open door is an open invitation. I pulled my pistol clear. I hoped Gil didn’t notice I’d just had my nails done. Sure it was clear polish, very professional, but still, it suddenly seemed a sort of girlie thing when drawing on a possible perp.



 
 My nostrils flared.



 
 I smelled musk. Gil wore Calvin Klein for Men, not too much when on duty, but I knew the smell of it intimately. This musk was something else. Something like I’d smelled down by my cruiser…but different. This odor rankled me, made my hair bristle, a much different experience than the other smell...



 
 …
 scent...



 
 …
 than the other scent gave me. But it was familiar in a way. I couldn’t put my finger on how, exactly, but it was important. It made me feel the unease of an Ice Age female crouched around the fire, eyes looking beyond the mouth of the cave she huddled in. Staring in apprehension toward the night where something mean and hungry and aroused stalked.



 
 This weren’t random horny thoughts. This wasn’t a distraction. This was important. It was a clue. It was a warning. I put my hand on Gil’s arm.



 
 “Humor me,” I said. “This is coming out of left field, but I’m not joking.”



 
 His eyes, watching the house, cut to me. I felt him search my face, recognizing the intense undercurrents in my voice. He nodded once, sharply, then turned his attention back to the door.



 
 “What?” he asked.



 
 “I can’t remember from biology,” I said, aware of how odd this would sound. “Not right now, anyway. What’s it called when animals put out a sm—a scent when they’re ready to mate?”



 
 “Like when females go into rut?”



 
 Gil was a hunter. It was a prerequisite activity locally. He hunted deer and birds, but he’d used dogs to chase bears, too. While bow hunting he’d used lures to get his shot. I’d seen the trophy heads on his cabin wall.



 
 I nodded. “Yeah, like that,” I said. The hair on my forearms lifted up.



 
 “Pheromones,” he answered. “Animals can smell sexual, or mating, pheromones on another animal that’s ready to mate.”



 
 “Just the females?”



 
 He shook his head. “No, for instance, Alpha male wolves can put females in the pack into ovulation sometimes. Like, right after he’s killed or driven off the other Alpha in the pack and taken control from him. He then mates with all the females to establish his legacy and eradicate the former pack leader’s.”



 
 “You’re like the damn Animal Planet Channel,” I said, impressed despite myself.



 
 He looked at me to see if I was flipping him crap. I wasn’t. This was important, I just didn’t know how yet.



 
 Gil was no dummy. And maybe in his 40’s or so, he’d mature enough to make someone, not me, a good husband. “You think this has to do with the animal attacks out of Devonshire?”



 
 “I don’t know,” I told him truthfully. “But I think we should get inside.”



 
 Chauvinist ass that he was, Gil went through the door first. Not to be out done, ever, even for a moment, I followed in right on his ass. His tight, muscular ass.



 
 Don’t ask me why, when entering a potentially lethal situation I noticed Deputy Sheriff Gil Max’s ass. Truth was, I was getting damp again.



 
 Hey. I told you this night got weird. I told you I didn’t exactly behave in a completly professional way. And, if I’m being honest, getting hot over Gil’s ass, was only the beginning.



 
  



 
  



 
  



 
 In the military and law enforcement they call doors ‘vertical coffins.’ It’s the most dangerous point of entry. You’re silhouetted like a bull’s eye in the center of a target. Anyone waiting for you is going to have a perfect moment to put bullets into your body.



 
 If you’re lucky, the rounds strike your Kevlar and you can return fire. If you’re unlucky, like my mother in that Atlanta alley, then the shots get you in the head, in the face. Then your funeral is closed casket with just your academy picture sitting on top to let your family and friends know who’s laying in the $20,000 box.



 
 Gil went in, hugging the wall and cutting right. I followed him, crossing the X of his path and entered at a second angle, taking the left wall. We weren’t part of a SWAT entry team, we didn’t have a crew of operators with shotguns and M4’s backing us up. Instead, we tracked several vectors with our muzzles, eyes searching for movement.



 
 Unspoken between us, we clicked on our Mag-lites, crossing our wrists to synchronize the light beams with our barrel movement. We stood still for a moment in sturdy, basic, Weaver stances.



 
 Information had come back from the seemingly unending Global War on Terror. Soldiers were dying because when turning sideways. It was a tactic designed to slim their profile and make them smaller targets, but they exposed the sides of them least protected by body armor.



 
 Now, when you faced a bad guy, you faced him head on, where the Kevlar was the heaviest and your ceramic insert could take the rounds.



 
 I snapped my arms back and forth, caught flashes of little impressions. A big room, a large open space with dark wood and leather furniture. A wide staircase on a far wall leading upstairs, opposite a rock masonry chimney.



 
 On one wall hung a mammoth 12 point (by Eastern Count) buck. Impressive. On another hung what I took to be a Thomas Kinkaid painting of a house in the woods. Even seeing it for only a flash I realized it was big enough to run more than ten grand.



 
 Cold adrenaline splashed my stomach in greasy shots. I forced my breathing to slow, but I was still panting in the heat like I’d run a race. Something was wrong, really wrong, and I was galvanized with fear. I swept my muzzle/flashlight combo around, checking corners, hunting doorways.



 
 I was confused. The musk smell inundated the living room. It was a miasma of animal scent, and reeked with what I now understood were pheromones. Despite myself I cast a look at Gil. If I’m being honest, truth was, when I could get him to slow down and not focus only on himself, he hadn’t been that bad in bed. Sometimes he was positively inspired.



 
 Snap out of it, Bobbi
 , I snarled to myself.



 
 I didn’t feel self-conscious or embarrassed about my thoughts anymore. Far from it, I was furious, like a Sorority Girl who realizes she’s been ruffied. I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, forcing my concentration away from the fire in my loins.



 
 Fire in my loins?



 
 Sounded a little Selena Kitt (though just between us, I may have read more than one of her books. But only on planes, on my iPhone.) But, yeah, silly or not, I was thinking of, as Gil puts it, ‘my holiest of holies,’ as
 loins
 . Like animal parts.



 
 ‘Can drive females into rut’
 Gil had said.



 
 Right then I understood exactly how a female wolf felt when she watched a rival tear her Alpha’s throat out and her body suddenly flushed with a tsunami of hormonal urges to mate.



 
 “Bobbi,” Gil said.



 
 His voice was thick, throat tight. He felt it too. I knew he was hard, ready to go. I knew, like me, he was confused and fighting the impulses, but as if from telepathy, I knew the urge to bend me on all fours and take from behind was distracting him to nearly unbearable levels.



 
 My nipples grew hard against my Under Armour Mid Sports Bra, just tight, and sensitive, and burning with a need to be stroked, or to feel a hot, wet tongue sliding across them…



 
 I inhaled, fighting for a deep breath to help calm me. And I smelled it. Unmistakable. The Iron-rich, coppery tang of blood, the underlying smell of freshly slaughtered meat. In darkness there is danger. I swept the light around.



 
 “Bobbi,” Gil repeated.



 
 He was losing it, turning toward me with hungry eyes. I didn’t blame him, I understood how he felt, I felt it too, but we were in dire peril, I knew it in my gut. Hell, I knew it in my loins.



 
 “10-54,” I whispered, voice hoarse. Possible dead body.



 
 I heard Gil swallow. Hard. His muzzle swept to the opposite of the room from mine. He was back on point. He was still a cop. In the tack of his light, I saw it.



 
 There, across from the fireplace, a spreading black pool of blood and a pale, limp, feminine, arm, emerged out from behind a couch of Corinthian leather and black walnut. It rested in a lot of blood. Instinctively I swept my light over, muzzle tracking where my eyes were. More blood.



 
 Blood splattered the walls. Blood formed ponds, spreading beneath the couch and out into the room. I saw something and stopped, stunned. I held my light still for a moment. There were tracks in blood, and footprints leading across the room.



 
 “What is that?” I asked Gil.



 
 “What?” he answered.



 
 “What kind of tracks are those?” I asked.



 
 You didn’t learn animal tracking at the state academy. My dad was a Professor of Mythology and Medieval Literature. A brilliant scholar in his own, quiet way. He was a transplant from the West Coast, Portland Oregon. After my mom’s death he embraced the solitude of fishing with a passion, but he never took up hunting.



 
 “Fuck me,” Gil said, stepping closer. “Goddamn Devonshire—“



 
 “Gil!” I snapped, bringing him back into the moment. “What kind of tracks are those?”



 
 “I don’t know,” he said. “I’ve never seen anything like them. They’re not black bear, though they sort of are. Maybe. They’re too big for Red Wolf.”



 
 “Great.” I said. “Call in for back—“



 
 The shape came out of nowhere.



 
 I caught a flash of fur and sinew and flashing fangs. I heard a bestial snarl and tried to shout a warning but I was slow by a country mile. The reek of the creature rolled into me, raising instantaneous blood lust in my heart.



 
 It was the scent from before, not the one down by the car, but the one at the door. The one that reached down into the dark hidden places in my heart and made me want to kill.



 
 My lips came back away from my teeth as I returned the snarl and I started forward, weapon forgotten, as I intended to close and attack the thing’s throat with my claws and fangs. Gil’s light went tumbling as his hands flew wide under the impact.



 
 He had time to cry out in surprise, then he went down like a sack of loose meat, weapon falling to the hardwood floor with a clatter. I sprang forward and the shape, large for an animal, but lean, leapt off him, hit a door under the staircase, and disappeared through it.



 
 Weapon up, I rushed to Gil’s side. His face was a bloody mess but I felt a pulse. It was sluggish, but regular.
 Thank God
 , I thought, but even that sentiment was a struggle.



 
 I was enraged, furious to the point of lunacy, inebriated and impaired by that reeking, pheromone dripping scent.



 
 I was someone else. Only I wasn’t. I was me, but the ugly part you don’t show anyone.



 
 Pistol up, I yanked my handset clear of my belt. “Dispatch!” I yelled into it.



 
 Jen’s voice came back, worried, but calm, utterly professional. Good for her, she wasn’t close to monster who’d done this. “Go for dispatch.”



 
 I wasn’t standing on formality. “Jen, it’s Bobbi, send units to my 20, I’ve got an officer down. I repeat, officer down!”



 
 “Bobbi, sending you units now—“



 
 I threw the radio away and rose. My prey was through the door. I was going to run that thing down and put bullets into its face. I snapped my light along the door quickly, determining how it opened, where the hinges and handle were.



 
 Satisfied, I came up like I was busting off blocks at a 100 yard dash, and sprinted for the door. I hit it fast, I wasn’t getting caught in any goddamn vertical coffin. I entered, weapon up and cut right, hard.



 
 “Umph!”



 
 I made a hard sound as I bounced off the smooth, cool, and utterly unyielding surface of a restaurant model Frigidaire. I stumbled back, twisting and dropping my center of balance to keep from stumbling.



 
 The beast hit me. Hard.



 
 I went up onto the island in the middle of the kitchen and rolled across the burners. My breath was bludgeoned from my body and my arm lit up with fire as nails raked along it. I tried rolling with the blow, going with the force, but my arm blazed with agony and my Glock flew somewhere.



 
 I rolled, fell off the island and tried getting my bearings. The lights were off in here as well, but there was a row of huge windows above a breakfast nook and they let in some of that eerie Hunter’s Moon illumination. Just enough to get my bearings.



 
 Looking for a knife block, I saw a Teflon frying pan and reached for that instead. The beast pounced, sliding out of the dark with gnashing teeth and a bloody muzzle. Hot ropes of animal saliva splashed my face as it closed in.



 
 I got my arms up and sank my hands into the fur of its neck. We rolled Brazilian ju-jitsu at the academy, though going to the ground with a whacked out skell, or some violent perp, was hardly the optimal go-to option in most cases. Still it happened, so we trained for it. I was no Rhonda Rousey, and was better using my long legs to kick, than grapple, but I paid attention in school, always had, no matter the lesson.



 
 Intuitively, I fell back, hands at the thing’s throat, going into guard position, legs wrapped around the things hips where I could control its weight better. And that was when the last semblance of rationale law enforcement officer left me.



 
 This close to the thing, there was no denying what I faced.



 
 I’d fell back and pulled guard out of instinct, it was what I was trained to do. But you don’t pull a ju-jitsu guard on a black bear, or a red wolf. You don’t “grapple” a wild dog or a panther. Their anatomy is a lot different than ours, it just doesn’t work. But my guard was working, at least for the moment.



 
 The thing on top of me was a human form. Impossibly, the snarling, fang-bearing monster on me snapping for my throat and covered in sleek fur, had a human, or humanoid, body. Heavy, feminine breasts mashed into my chest, human arms, tipped by long-nailed fingers tore at me. God help me, I felt the heat of what seemed a very human vagina burning down near my own.



 
 But the face, the snout and sharp, canine ears; thess weren’t human. I’d teased Gil earlier about the Animal Planet Channel, but who hadn’t remote-surfed past it on a slow cable night? I knew what a Jackal was. Maybe not African expedition guide level knowledge, but I knew what a Jackal looked like.



 
 I was wrestling with a Jackal human hybrid, a Hackal bitch!



 
 Even then, terrified, furious, totally focused on keeping those snapping jaws from my throat, impaired beyond good judgement by my hormonal response to her pheromones, a little voice (sometimes I think of it as my mother’s voice, the no-nonsense tell-it-like-it-is one) was coolly informing that, A] Hackal was a damn stupid name and, B] I knew what it really was.



 
 I knew what people whispered about Devonshire. I knew the word they used. The thing trying to kill me now in a blood frenzy was an honest to God lycanthrope, a
 Shifter
 .



 
 Her breath, hot beneath her bloody muzzle, blew into my face. She strained against my grip, driving those fangs closer to my jugular.



 
 I shoved, screaming, “Cunt!”



 
 I know that’s an ugly word. I know it’s not a sisterhood word. But get some damn perspective will you?



 
 I locked my legs tight around her hips and pushed down, locking up the muscles along my spine and pressing with my whole body the way I’d been taught. I wasn’t using just the strength of my legs or arms. I strained my whole body, and tried shoving her sideways to roll into a dominant position.



 
 It was like shoving a steel pylon.



 
 Those teeth snapped closer.



 
  



 
  



 
 Something hit us both like a runaway freight car.



 
 An avalanche of muscle smashed through us and sent both the bitch and I spinning. I came up hard against the cupboard, head slamming into it hard enough to see stars. Fuzzy, confused, feeling slow and stupid I blinked toward the flurry of violent motion.



 
 My eyes widened.



 
 It was a second shifter. More importantly, my senses were suddenly inundated by the original musk, the original pheromone fog I’d run into while getting out of my cruiser.
 There are two of them
 , I thought. It was an obvious conclusion, but too much was too weird about tonight to take anything for granted.



 
 The new shifter was not a Jackal hybrid. He was something else.



 
 Only a little taller than the shifter bitch, he was never the less easily twice as wide, maybe more. He simply burst out all over with muscle as if his skin were too small for his massive frame. He was ridiculously muscled for such a compact body. He had proportions that reminded me of a wrestler, or a gymnast, but on a much more intense scale.



 
 I’ve been trained to gauge suspects and give good descriptions, descriptions that can hold up in a court of law under cross examination. I didn’t second guess myself, though I knew it was hard to believe. Though only about average height, the male must have weighed in at close to 300lbs.



 
 His bunching, rolling sinews (first loins and now sinews?) ran sleek with short, tan fur streaked by black and white markings. The brute danced aside as the Jackal struck out, screaming, claws flashing in the moonlight, and I suddenly got further confirmation of his maleness.



 
 Lust slammed me hard, a primal force I had no control over. Again, ruth? I said this night got weird and I wasn’t lying. When I saw him exposed, splattered with the blood of his enemy, I went into rut.



 
 I don’t doubt you’d already guessed a little bit into what I’m telling you about what was going to eventually happen. Bully for you. That still doesn’t make you understand how swept up I was. This was beyond my control, but I didn’t want to fight it, though a part of me burned with shame. I wanted to be taken, I wanted to drag my nails down his back while he pounded into me, or feel his hands in the tangle of my hair as he mounted me from behind.



 
 I wanted, I wanted, I wanted. And, at last, pushed across the Rubicon of my own desire, I
 needed
 .



 
 There it is, stripped of my pride, stripped of poetry, stripped down to bone and sinew and yes goddamnit, down to loin; I wanted to mate.



 
 Radio forgotten, gun forgotten, I sat up, eagerly watching the combat unfold. That bitch had nearly killed me, nearly killed my partner on scene, a man who I once shared a family Thanksgiving with. I wanted her dead.



 
 More than dead. I wanted her ripped open and bleeding. I wanted to stare into her eyes as she breathed her last and realized I was going to mate with her killer in a pool of her blood.



 
 The male spun and lifted the Jackal up. She caught him along one jaw with razor claws, going for his throat, but missing. He shifted, and his massive shoulders bunched hard as he exploded into motion. She flew across the kitchen and slammed onto the Pegasus-cut Napoli granite countertops.



 
 She yelped in agony, and he sprang. Jackal’s are not wolves, they’re thieves and scavengers, eaters of carrion. They’re not Romanized the way wolves are, but in the next instant I saw the bitch for the fearsome beauty she was. She was lithe, smooth of limb and clean of line. She was a huntress, and a predator, and she was far, far more dangerous than I was.



 
 The male shifter leapt.



 
 She turned in a flash and exploded through the windows. Glass shattered, exploding outward in shards like dagger blades. She cleared the opening effortlessly, far quicker than the male. He reached the spot where she’d been, unstoppable as a freight train, but she was gone.



 
 Unable to stop himself, he crashed into a set of hand crafted, Mahogany cabinets with all of his considerable weight. He pulverized the heavy, expensive wood, and demolished an entire set of Lennox dishes inside.



 
 Dropping to the floor he lay stunned, chest heaving as his lungs tried feeding oxygen to all that muscle mass. He was a sprinter, an apex ambush predator, not a creature of endurance. That voice I attribute to my mother filed this bit of insight away for latter.



 
 His breathing slowed. He sniffed the air. The great hood of muscle between neck and shoulders clenched up as his head turned. He growled low in his chest, a deep rumble.



 
 He looked at me.



 
  



 
  



 
 I recognized those eyes. They were the ones from before. This close they were beautiful. Yes, masculine, but beautiful. The deep, dark brown was flecked with gold and I realized they’d only show yellow when reflecting the light of the moon.



 
 I felt fear, but not as much as you would expect.



 
 I knew he was a shifter. I knew I was neither his prey nor his enemy. I knew he’d saved me from the killer Jackal. I knew he wanted me.



 
 “You’re a shifter,” I said. “A wolverine?”



 
 I watched his breathing slow as he looked at me, wary. And I saw what was emerging from between his legs, hard and ready. My throat clenched. This didn’t feel like a situation where you could slow things down, take time outs. As I said, by that point I was hardly convinced even to myself that I
 wanted
 to slow things down.



 
 But there is a survivor inside me, a part of me that fiercely detests loss of control. That part of me, the strong part of me, the ‘my mother,’ part of me, fought as best it could.
 Just keep talking,
 I told myself.
 If you’re talking you’re not mating.



 
 “I feel it too,” I told him. “I know it’s the pheromones. Part of me doesn’t care,” I admitted. “But I know this is animal.”



 
 He began changing.



 
 The hair retreated, the long fangs retracted, the claws shrank. His cock remained on prominent display, however. I swallowed. He was handsome, heavy jaw, dark eyes, full hair swept back off his forehead and hanging to his shoulders. Not the hairstyle of a cop. Even some of the muscle went, though that seemed impossible. I guess it was all impossible, really.



 
 He was still an incredible 230 or 240lbs at average height. The muscles didn’t look blown up and inflated like a bodybuilders. They were heavy, very dense, and he looked one piece, a total unit, not a collection of overworked body parts. He wasn’t Boy Band lean, he carried some bulk, but, hanging off that frame, it hardly looked out of place.



 
 His hands were huge.



 
 I lifted my eyes from his erection and blushed as I found him staring at me. He rose out of his sitting position. He radiated intensity like a bonfire radiates heat. For that matter, his body burned like a furnace, so hot I felt his heat across the room. I could only imagine what it would be like having him on me, having him inside me.



 
 “I don’t understand,” I stammered.



 
 I was trying to stall, but I’d risen as well. I was sending mixed messages. I saw his nostrils flare and I knew he could smell, could scent, how wet I was. My hands shook.



 
 “You’re beautiful,” he said, it was almost a growl. “I can’t help myself. You’re ready.”



 
 He’s not wrong
 , I admitted.



“I don’t understand,” I said again. “I thought the pheromones were about an Alpha fighting an Alpha for dominance. That Jackal bitch-whore murdered that woman in there.”



 
 “Males aren’t the only Alphas in the natural world,” he said. We were both on our feet now. There can be something ridiculous about a penis. Sometimes it just looks funny sticking out like the handle of a pot. His looked like a goddamn truncheon. “There are female Alphas as well.”



 
 “This was a fight for dominance between females?” I asked.



 
 I remembered how lethal and sleek the bitch Jackal looked. I took an unconscious step closer to him.
 Fight it!
 A part of my mind thought.
 Shut up!
 Another part replied.



 
 He lifted his lip in disgust. “This was an assassination. They’re jackals, not panthers, it’s not how it’s supposed to happen.” He took a step forward. I’m sure there was nothing unconscious about his movement. He knew what he wanted and he was going after it. I wondered how hot that thick shaft would be in my hand, in other places.



 
 “Was the dead woman a…shifter,” I struggled to say it out loud. “Was she your mate?”



 
 He laughed. His gaze pinned me in my place. His body looked carved out of the same hard granite as the countertops, each line separating his muscles deeply etched so that they stood out in relief.



 
 In the wild, the much smaller Wolverines were so fierce they could drive a grizzly bear off its kill. If it had its back to something solid they could hold entire wolf packs at bay. Wolverines were hands down, bare none, the meanest sonofabitches in the woods.



 
 “Jessica?” He shook his head, naming the victim. “No. We were in…negotiations. We were through talking and I slipped out to leave. I was barely half a mile away when the wind shifted and I scented them both. I had to return,” he shook his head. “I’m close to the Earth, close to the wild, somethings you do not fight.”



 
 Somethings you do not fight
 , I repeated to myself.
 He’s right. Somethings you do not fight.
 I stepped forward and he came in close. I saw blood seeping slowly from his lacerated jaw line. I felt something like electric current flow through us as he came up close, still starring into my eyes.



 
 It terrified me.



 
 What passed between us frightened me more than being forced into rut by preternatural pheromones. That was a thing of the body but, on my mother’s grave, I swear what passed between us in that look was something more than the hardness between his legs, or the wet between mine. I felt a sharp pang behind my sternum.



 
 What passed between us was something of the heart.



 
 I know, I know. How could that be? Surely it was just the surging, pounding hormones sweeping through me. But I promised you honesty, and that’s what I’m giving you. What passed between us, the searching, questioning hunger I saw in his look, was more.



 
 As I said, it terrified me.



 
 I had to stop this, to slow this down, to find a way to take control of the situation. But I had this racing engine inside me, as unyielding as the moon pulling the tide. I knew he was feeling it too, that it was strong in him. He’d fought and tried to kill to protect me. I felt his want and need in the heat of his body.



 
 His big hands found my pants, strong fingers opening the belt and yanking apart the buttons. I gasped. He leaned his head in and kissed me. He tasted wild and male. I moaned into his mouth and helped push my pants down.



 
 I had to stop this, to slow this down, to find a way to take control of the situation. Don’t judge me, I did the only thing I could think to do.



 
  



 
  



 
 Quickly, I sank to my knees on the kitchen floor, putting my face even with his cock. His dick jumped as my breath blew across his feverish, straining skin. The thing ran like a river delta with veins.



 
 I wasn’t coy, or teasing, I couldn’t afford to be. I just went right to work. My hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then I leaned in and swallowed the head.



 
 “Goddamn!” he hissed as my hot mouth wrapped around the smooth helmet of his glans.



 
 I moved my tongue slowly, sucking gently on the head while stroking one hand up and down along his rigid shaft. He shivered and I felt his cock swell in my mouth. I’d been right, it burned hot as an acetylene torch. I felt like a lion tamer, able to make the big cats do what I want as long as I could keep their minds on my whip and chair, and not eating me alive.



 
 After a moment, when I built up sufficient spit in my mouth, I started bobbing my head in time with my hand strokes, Almost (almost, mind you) of its own volition, my other hand crept down between my open thighs.



 
 My finger traced along the groove of my swollen lips, brushing the hooded nubbin of my clitoris. I tensed, it felt like I’d set the thing on fire.
 I’m in control,
 I told myself.
 I’m in control.
 And I was, in control of him, and in control of me.



 
 I looked up and found him staring down at me. He still looked fierce, but he was too absorbed in what I was doing to seem threatening. Our eyes locked and stayed locked as my tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip flickering across the slit at the top and massaging him there.



 
 He groaned and his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the technique.



 
 His balls drew up tight against his belly, and I knew he was feeling the stirrings of an intensely tingling, Grade A, orgasm beginning to build. I worked my hands faster between my legs. I was so wet they slipped in easily, and my fingers found that special spot on the roof of my cervix as the heel of my palm rubbed against my clit.



 
 On my knees, but fully in control of the situation, as I kept telling myself, I sped up, taking more of his prick into my mouth as I bobbed. I made a wet sound and sucked overflowing saliva back into my mouth.



 
 Deep inside me, down low under my belly, a faucet opened up and warmth rushed out, enveloping my vagina and racing up my spine. An explosion of pleasure hammered into the back of my head as I ground my palm into my clit and rubbed my g-spot. My legs began shaking.



 
 I moaned, letting the vibration rumble down low in my throat.



 
 That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. He grunted once, then began bucking his hips forward into my mouth. It was not a night to stand on protocol. I’d only narrowly avoided being bent over the kitchen island and taken the way a buck takes a doe; I could forgive him some impolite enthusiasm.



 
 I didn’t slow down, even as I started to gag a little as he went deeper.



 
 I pressed both my hands on the slabs of muscles making up his thighs, and his knees locked up under my touch. He made a sound like an animal on a kill, and my own orgasm finished ripping through me with blazing intensity.



 
 His hands, big and bullish strong, still stained with the blood of his enemy, came down and locked into my hair.



 
 Lava hot, semen rolled up his urethra and spurted into my mouth. I pushed forward, taking him deep down my throat. He came up on his toes and I grabbed hold of his hard clenched ass cheeks to maintain my balance. They were like marble battlements in my hands.



 
 We froze like that for a moment, his hands locked in my hair, mine digging into his ass, joined at mouth and loin, a seamless unity of sweating flesh. I closed my eyes tight at the memory of our shared gaze.



 
 Then, slowly, he began to relax. His butt cheeks unclenched beneath my fingers, and he eased back down off his toes. Feeling him soften, I leaned back and let him slip from my mouth. He stepped back for a moment then leaned down brought me to my feet. I was like a child in his grip.



 
 He leaned in close and kissed me. I felt dizzy and drained. I couldn’t think about what could happen next. Part of me realized I didn’t seem gripped by the same madness that swept me up only moments before. We broke the kiss, both breathing hard, like runners in a race.



 
 Outside sirens wailed up the drive.



 
 Just like that the moment was over, shattered.



 
 I looked up at him, pants still open and down. Only now I felt silly. One hand went to a snap pouch on my belt, automatically. To cover my embarrassment I retreated into what I knew. Yes, I’ve practiced the motion. A lot. I pulled the hand cuffs free, they weren’t connected by a chain. They were Smith & Wesson hinged cuffs.



 
 I snapped them in place and dared him with a look to try and resist.



 
 “Name,” I demanded.



 
 His eyes flashed, angry at my tone. Good. He looked down at his handcuffed wrists with disbelief. He looked up. I met his gaze. He lifted his lip in an irritated snarl, but looked away first.



 
 “David,” he said. Then he looked at me again. “I know you think what happened here is your job,” he said as the sirens grew louder. “But this isn’t a police matter, it’s a Devonshire matter. Your people will only get hurt.”



 
 “Go to hell!” I snapped. “You don’t tell me what to do.” I was pleased to see him flush with anger.



 
 “Fine,” he snapped. “Arrest me. Explain to your back up why I’m naked and your pants are open.”



 
 This time I flushed. I had lost it. I understood even then that, on some very real level, I’d had little choice, and that I’d come within a moment of sleeping with a murder suspect during an active crime scene while my partner (who was also my ex) lay unconscious a few feet away and another suspect escaped into the woods.



 
 No, there would be no explaining this one. I started buckling my pants, cursing. I hated him.



 
 Still cuffed at the wrists, he lifted my chin with his hand and I stopped, looking into his eyes. “Tell me your name,” he said, voice soft.



 
 “Bobbi,” I managed.



 
 “Bobbi,” he said. His voice was softer but still rough. “I have to go. Unlock these cuffs. We both know what happened here isn’t something that goes into a police report.”



 
 He’s right,
 I thought. Then,
 goddamn him, he’s right, the sonofabitch.
 I tend to get foul mouthed when I’m nervous. I looked at him, standing there naked. I could still taste our kiss, among other things, in my mouth.



 
 Outside car doors slammed. Officers began shouting mine and Gil’s names, then identifying themselves as State Patrol, and County Sheriffs. I turned the cuff key in the lock.



 
 “Go,” I said. He made to move and I suddenly grabbed his arm, his sexy, heavily muscled, utterly masculine arm. He turned back to me. “We will talk again,” I said.



 
 He smiled then and the heavy, brooding, barbarian warlord of a face, turned boyish under a heavy 5 ‘0 clock shadow. His teeth were white and square, his lips surprisingly generous. They made for good kissing.



 
 “I know we will, Bobbi,” he said.



 
 Then he was gone.



 
 I heard my back up enter the house, heard them shout as they saw the dead body and Gil lying on the floor.



 
 “In here!” I yelled.



 
 This wasn’t over. David was right, what happened here wasn’t something you could put in a police report. Not in a thousand years. But this still wasn’t over. A person had been killed, “assassinated,” David said, on my watch.



 
 Maybe shifter justice was the law of the jungle, but the body lying in there looked human now, and I was still a law enforcement officer. Just like my mother.



 
 I turned as two troopers armed with pump action shotguns entered the kitchen. I was already thinking up a plausible story. I’d be believed.



 
 But for myself, I had no lies. I knew what I had and didn’t have. I had a victim name, Jessica. Researching her would provide clues, leads. I had a way forward. I had a hell-bitch of a suspect. One who would kill me without hesitation. I also had a protector. One I couldn’t lie to myself and say I didn’t want to see again.



 
 But mostly what I had were questions. There was only one place I could for answers.



 
 Devonshire.



 
  



 
  



 
 The apartment stood empty and dark when I got home. Mind still swirling from the events of the night, I entered, running scenarios together in my head, turning them over and looking at them from different angles. When I get like this I might as well forget about sleep, there’s no damn point.



 
 My key turned in the lock and the deadbolt shot over. Pushing through the door, I reached out and turned on the light to my little room. It was decorated a touch more feminine than I would have felt comfortable with my brothers in blue seeing.



 
 I wasn’t alone.



 
 I drew my gun without thinking and brought it up as I dropped into a modified Weaver stance. Yeah, I’ve practiced this move a lot, too.



 
 David looked at me.



 
 If he was flustered having a Glock pointed at his face he didn’t show it. In fact the smug bastard had a little smile on his lips. I slowly straightened, not exactly lowering my weapon. I’m not a big fan of strange men, and they didn’t get stranger than David, showing up at my house unannounced, and making themselves at home.



 
 Not even men I’ve, ahem, been intimate with.



 
 Or murder suspects for that matter.



 
 He looked at me, really looked at
 me
 . It was disconcerting. I lowered the gun a little more.



 
 “What do you want?” I snapped to cover my discomfort. “How did you find me?”



 
 He flared his nostrils, inhaling softly. He could smell me, I realized, and I blushed.



 
 “I made it my business to find out about you.”



 
 “Why?”



 
 “I want to help you catch a killer,” he said. Then he looked away, clearly uncomfortably himself. “Also, I wanted to see you again.”



 
 “Look,” I said quickly. “What happened, happened. But if you thing that’s how I normally—“



 
 He cut me off with a curt shake of his head. “I know better than you how hollow and confusing the actions we take in a mating frenzy can leave someone. That’s not why I’m here.” The cocky sonofabitch grinned but it was almost boyish. “Well,” he amended. “That’s not
 only
 it, completely.”



 
 I blushed, again. Immediately, I chastised myself. “I hope you don’t think you were just going to show up here and I was going to…”



 
 “Bobbi,” he said. His gaze held mine. He was intelligent, you could see it in his eyes. He was looking at me with an animal intensity. “My world is dark and full of terrors. I saw for myself how you handled yourself when confronted with it. You saw blood and death and you pushed on. You were confronted with a creature from your nightmares and you fought.”



 
 I looked away. I felt stupid holding my weapon and I holstered it. “It’s my job.” I pointed at the badge pinned to my shirt. “Cop, remember?”



 
 “Not everyone would have behaved as you did,” he said. “If you’ll let me,” Jesus, he looked almost bashful! “I’d like to help you with this case. You’re going to need someone who knows what’s going on in Devonshire. The victim, Susan, deserves justice.”



 
 “That’s why you came? To help me catch a killer?”



 
 “It’s the perfect excuse to get to know you better,” he admitted.



 
 I felt a tightness in my throat and I swallowed. If he thought I’d behaved bravely earlier, my words now were positively courageous.



 
 “I’d like that too,” I said.



 
 End
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Strangers in the dark





 



I stepped out of the Uber and onto the street. It was raining and the driver didn’t wait to see if I was alright, just sped off. His rear tires hit the water running in the gutter, nearly splashing me.



“Thanks for nothing, asshole!” I called after his tail lights.



Realizing I wasn’t achieving the level of inconspicuousness hoped for, I shut up and walked away. I didn’t exactly blame him, the neighborhood was for crap. Still, I was taking 10% off his tip for that nonsense. Pausing, I looked up and down the street.



What are you doing, Shae,
 I asked.
 Changing my life,
 I answered.



The street was right on the edge of Chinatown, and just over from me there were window displays of Asian imports, signs and posters crawling with
 hànzì calligraphy, and cloudy glass tanks with live frogs swimming in them.



Très authentic.



This time of night, there weren’t too many people milling about. It was late, off season, and the rain had driven smarter people inside. The drizzle smeared the glow of neon signs into soft, pastel colored halos, and the shallow puddles beneath my feet reflected everything back as if through the eyes of a French Impressionist.



I looked at my phone, checking the time. I was on time. There was a new text from Clare:



Love you momma



 



I felt something shifting in my chest. Shame maybe, certainly guilt, and worry. Ah, but also, determination.



 



Love you too, bug. Go to bed and get off Nana’s phone



 



I put my phone away. I’d already said my good nights to my daughter, put her in her pjs and kissed her good night. The text was just my mother’s way of letting me know she disapproved of my hours.



Love you too, mom,
 I thought.



I was scared as hell, this wasn’t a joke. The people I was meeting were criminals. If I went through with my plans, then so was I.



Shake it off,
 I thought.



I couldn’t look nervous, urban predators smelled fear like jungle animals. I figured it helped that I was black; people were always thinking black women are sassy, self confident, and not prone to taking any bullshit.



Stereotypes don’t have to be true for you to exploit them,
 I told myself.



I started walking. The illumination from the streetlamps shined a dull, nicotine yellow as I moved along the cracked sidewalk, past a crappy Self-Storage Unit place, and ducked under the awning of a rundown corner store called Han’s.



The windows were so filled with displays, behind a row of iron bars, I couldn't see inside. To help calm down, I started cataloging details as I walked, putting the world in order, reducing my fears to items on a list. I started with myself.



I wore lace up the front, 8-eyelet Doc Marten boots with 1”, non-skid soles, and black Polartec Athleta yoga pants that showed off my new CrossFit ass and legs. In the months leading up to this night fear had drove me to adhere to a workout program like never before in my life.



I wanted to be seen as a professional by these people, but being sexy
 is
 powerful, and this job wasn’t as some HR rep at a tech start up. If I could get the Neanderthals drooling, then I could play them into the palm of my hand.



This went double for what I wore up top. Since age 14, men had been noticing my D-cups. A great bit of the attention had been inappropriate. Getting the looks from Jess Monmouth, a senior, and star tight end was one thing. Getting visually undressed by your vice principal in an office the size of a broom closet was something else all together.



I hadn’t made up my mind which side the man I was about to meet, Brock Tanner, fell on. Our video chatting had left me convinced he was sexy as hell, but quite possibly far too dangerous to play games with. Sure, the thought of him, along with my pulsating shower nozzle, had helped me work off some stress before heading out tonight, but that was harmless fantasy.



Flames are beautiful on a cold night, when burning safely in the fireplace. Their beauty diminishes greatly when they’re running unchecked through your house.



I sported a black, high collar Thalia Sodi tank top that left my arms bare, and ran like a sheath across my breasts and stomach. Over this, I wore a Rock Ridge vest in deep crimson. In the left pocket was a can of Bear Spray, in the right a 35, 000, 000 volt mini-stun gun.



Slung crossbody by a shoulder strap, was my Vince Camuto Leather Hobo bag. Tucked inside was what I’m truly dangerous with; my tech. I’ve written a hack code that makes the CIA’s “Brutal Kangaroo,” look like a college dating app.



If I’ve given you the implication that I was walking into danger, good. It’s an accurate one.



I found the nondescript, unmarked door, right where I was told it’d be. Unpainted, it had a dented knob that felt clammy in my hand. Pausing, I listened to the rain falling on the puddles in the street. I listened to my heartbeat.



If I went through this door then I was well and truly going down the rabbit hole, leaving my old world behind, and entering a new one. If I fucked this up, if it went wrong, then Clare would end up with my mother, and I’d end up in the San Francisco Sheriff Civil Detention Center.



Oh, god, Clare,
 I thought and closed my eyes.



I could see my little girl pressing her tiny hands against mine through the shatterproof glass of the jail visitor center. I could see her growing up, lost to me, while I grew old behind bars.



But I was already a felon, so if I want anything for her, then I had to get Special Agent Kasinski paid off. And you don’t get the dirt on organized crime, or a Cayman Islands bank account, working freelance data entry. No, if you want to get paid, you have to take chances.



I breathed out and opened the door.



“Goddamn!” I half shouted, half screamed.



A figure stood in the doorway, big, looming in the shadows. I stepped back and reached for the mini-taser. Behind me a car went by fast and for a second, the headlights illuminated the scene like a movie screen.



I relaxed a little as I recognize him. Brock Tanner, in the flesh. The man, I mean,
 one of the men
 , I’d come to see. I’d only ever talked to him online. First, by secured email accounts, then by burner phone texts. The last time, in a video conference routed through the Dark Net. But my heart was still racing, and as I inspected him it began racing for different reasons.



That last video conference, when he finally got a chance to see me, and me him, there’d been sparks. I wasn’t going to deny the chemistry, I just wasn’t going to give in to it. Nervous, I do what I do. I started cataloging
 him
 . He was safe, the ache between my legs was safe, if I reduced him to items in a list.



Black hair, shoulder length, the same color as the heavy 5 0 clock shadow covering a jawline like a hunk of chiseled marble. Gray eyes stared into my brown ones, eating me alive as his gaze slid down my body. He had a weightlifter’s build and big, scarred hands wrapped around a bottle of beer.



A tight black t-shirt stretched across his rugged frame. The guy was a brawler, laced through and through with warrior genes. He wore battered old Levi’s riding low on his swimmer’s hips, and my eyes caught sight of his bulge. I didn’t want to look, I could be in danger, but my gaze was drawn to his crotch like metal shavings to a magnet.



Blinking once to break the spell, I realized I’d been staring and looked up, hand still on my mini-taser.



Maybe I should use the bear spray, instead,
 I thought.
 This guy’s a goddamn grizzly.



Meeting those slate gray eyes again, I read the amusement in them. He’d busted me crotch grazing. Feeling my cheeks heat up, I tried to recover.



“Nice boots,” I said. They were Doc Martens, too.



I watched him undress me with his eyes, leaving me exposed as he took his time visualizing me naked. He smirked, just lifting the corner of one lip to do it. It was a surly action, but his voice sounded utterly sincere when he spoke.



“Yeah?” he asked. “Well you’ve got nice...
 everything
 .”



I kept my face neutral, fighting the urge to peek at his crotch again. I wanted to step into him, to feel what it was like, pressing myself against a body that hard, to feel the other parts of it harden as it felt me doing it.



“Brock?” I asked.



“Yep,” he said.



As if sensing my thoughts, Brock Tanner, formerly of Skagit, Idaho, formerly of the Ranger Reconnaissance Detachment, formerly of Pelican Bay State Prison, stepped toward me. I should have backed away, kept a safe distance between us. But I didn’t, I froze in place.



He was inches from me, breath smelling gently of beer. It was an aroma I instinctively associate with all things male. He looked down at me, and I imagined a buck in the wild, smelling a trembling doe in rut, crowding her into a thicket where he could mount her.



I liked being mounted from behind. I liked the feel of rough hands on my hips, pulling me back while pounding me hard enough for their ballsack to swing against me...
 stop it
 , I ordered my imagination.



“And you are Shauna,” he said, bass voice raspy. “Ms. Fixer.” He smirked. “I’m going to need to pat you down for a wire.”



“I’m going to need to pat
 you
 down for a wire,” I shot back.



Right away, I could tell he was the kind of man to break off, mid kiss, spin you around, and bend you over the nearest suitable surface. And then do it just the way I liked it done when I’m all worked up.



Get a grip,
 I warned myself.



I’m sure he’d be willing to fuck me, and he might even be good, but this wasn’t the time, and it could only end badly. Bad boys are fun, but bad boys can’t be trusted.



I looked up at him. “Are you going to be able to focus on work with your dick trying to break free?” I could feel the heat emanating from his groin. It made my own want to respond.



He blinked, just like I had, like someone coming out of a daze. With an almost comically startled look on his face, he took a half step back, lifted his hands in surprise and looked down at the hard on fighting the buttons on his fly. The tight jean material revealed the curve of the shaft.



His atmosphere of restrained menace disappeared for a moment, replaced with something gentler, more endearing, something almost little boyish, and bashful. It was such a strange and sudden juxtaposition it made little butterflies flutter in my stomach.



I want him,
 I thought.



Gee
 ,
 you think?
 I answered myself, sarcastic.



He looked back up at me and grinned. The little boy in his face was gone, but I’d seen it, and with that glimpse seen into him. He locked gazes with me. Then like he’d read my mind he said, “You got me. I mean it, you
 got
 me. What are you going to do with me?”



Against my will, I felt my eyes drawn back down to his erect cock. I wanted to feel it, get a sense of it. I was fighting myself, but wanting to win less and less. I touched my tongue to my lip.



“We have to trust each other,” he whispered.



“Our lives could depended on it,” I agreed.



Gently, he reached out and drew me inside the entryway. Carelessly, he tossed the beer bottle outside and it smashed on the concrete, the sound muted by the rain. That hand reached around to the small of my back and pressed me hard to him as he closed the door behind me. I had crossed a threshold.



I was fully in his world now.



His arm, thick with muscle, and crawling with tattoos, snuggled me up close against the hard planes of his body, crushing my breasts against his chest. My nipples, already swollen with wanting, sent sudden jolts of pleasure arcing through my body, several of them landing like drone strikes between my thighs.



His big, rough, hand slid down the curve of my ass and pushed me into him as he leaned in. The crowbar denseness of his cock pressed against my stirring clit as he ground into me. I went up on my toes and kissed him hard, tasting the beer, feeling his tongue.



He flexed the arm holding me and lifted, turning me so my back came up against the wall. His mouth moved across mine and I went after him, hungry. Pushing my now swollen clit and labia hard into him, I began dry humping him as hard as I had Jess Monmouth, back in 10th grade.



He growled into my mouth and his free hand found the back of my neck where he cupped my head. His other hand roamed my ass like he owned it. When he broke the kiss, we locked eyes again.



“I trust you,” he told me.



“I trust you,” I told him.



I meant it. I knew he did too.



My hands went to his waist and found the top button there. I wanted to feel that billy club of a dick in my hand, feel it jump as I ran my lips over it, feel it jerk and pulsate as it slipped into me and rode rough.



His hand, far stronger than mine, came up between my legs. Taking his forefinger, he rubbed it along the seam of my pussy lips, pushing the soft fabric of my panties and yoga pants against everything on me that was aroused and soft and wet between my legs. He rubbed hard, but as smoothly as a violin virtuoso playing a bow back and forth across well rosined strings.



It felt good.



Dampness leaked down my thighs, soaking my crotch. I pulled away from our kiss to bite my lip and choke back a groan of pleasure. My hands flew to his shoulders, grabbing hold as he continued moving back and forth. Holding me against the wall, he slipped the hand not rubbing me off under the Athleta vest. There he found the swell of my breast through my tank, and his thumb stroked my erect nipple.



This time I couldn’t bite the moan back. “Oh,” I whispered into his ear.



“Cum for me, Shauna,” he whispered, voice rough. “Cum on my hand while I get you off, come on, baby.
 Do it
 .” The last came out as a command, bold and direct. I wanted to obey, to be a good girl and cum when I was told.



“I’m going to cum for you,” I promised, my voice little better than a pant.



My fingers dug into the muscular curves of his shoulders. His hand ground rhythmically into my pussy, and somewhere under my belly a faucet opened up and my orgasm flooded out. Streams of pleasure shot through me until I shook like I was being electrocuted, squeezing his strong hand between my thighs, trapping it there, as I came. I pressed into him and shuddered, feeling all the anxiety and fear leak out of me like water spilling from an overturned glass.



“Do you understand how good our fucking is going to be?” he demanded.



I nodded. There was little use denying it. “Do me here, against the wall,” I told him in his ear.



The sound of short, sharp claps echoed from above. Confused, I opened my eyes and looked around. Startled and suddenly anxious, I worked to soothe myself by putting the world around me in order.



The cramped entryway was the size of a Hyundai sedan. The ceiling above us was the floor of the third story, and a single light bulb hung down from a long cord, feeble light casting deep shadows where Brock and I stood. An ancient, narrow staircase ran up to a second floor landing. On the landing an Asian girl in a leather jacket, stressed Banana Republic Jeans, and a pair of black Fendi kicks looked down at us. She finished clapping and lowered her hands, voice nonplussed when she spoke.



“That better be our Fixer, B-Man,” she said. “Or I’m about to, like, bounce, bitches.”



I cataloged her immediately; Melanie Jung. Twenty-two, half-Chinese, our language expert, and former girl Friday to the Wah Ching Tong. We couldn’t afford to lose her. It’d be the equivalent of trying to pull the job blind.



My pussy protested as Brock pulled his hand away and turned to look up at her. Considering how damp I felt, I was utterly grateful at the moment that I’d worn black yoga pants, instead of jeans.



“We’re coming,” he said.



Melanie smirked. “That’s what she said,”



Brock snorted, “discretion, Mel, discretion.”



“Yeah,” she agreed. “This Kaiser guys seems like a real pouter.”



“I’ll handle Kaiser,” Brock told her.



I felt slapped. Gone was all the warm, horny feelings that had swept over me. “Fucking
 Kaiser
 is here?” I hissed. “
 Here
 ?”



Kaiser Haden, our arms connection, and also a Nazi Low Rider scumbag of the first order.



“In case you hadn’t noticed,” I continued, “you know, while rubbing my pussy, I’m black, Brock. Why the hell is he here?”



“I am well aware you are black, Jesus,” he said. “I didn’t have a choice, it’s not like he’s my friend.”



“Didn’t have a choice?” I could hear my voice rising a little. “That means you ran into a problem. You ran into a problem and didn’t bother informing me?”



“I ran into a problem,” he admitted. “Seavers got picked up on outstanding warrants during a traffic stop. It just happened four hours ago. Totally random, but it didn’t leave me with enough time to get anyone else. I was meeting Kaiser to pick up the guns anyway. Adapt, improvise, overcome,” he said. “I solved the problem.”



“With a Nazi,” I pointed out. “Your solution was, hey, I know! I’ll get a Nazi.”



“It was last minute,” he shrugged. “You do understand what last minute means, right? You want to call this done, shut it down?”



That got to me. I thought of Clare in our craphole apartment, of her growing up there. “No,” I said. “I don’t want to call it. But tell me there are no more surprises.”



“There are no more surprises.”



“Because I couldn’t take another surprise,” I said.



“There are no more surprises,” he assured me.



“I hate surprises,” I stressed.



“I said there were no more surprises!” he finally snapped.



Our eyes were locked again, our breath fast. We were very close together, breath still mingling. I remembered the feel of his hand between my legs, remembered how much I wanted to feel a lot more than just his hands down there. I breathed out, felt him relax as I did so.



“No surprises,” I said.



“No more surprises,” he agreed. “But, Shauna?”



“Yeah?”



“When this job is over,” he said, voice deadly serious. “We’re going to finish what we started just now. You and I are going to go somewhere, and I’m going to fuck you like you’ve never been fucked before.”



“Like I’ve never been fucked before?” I quoted him. “That’s a bold statement.”



He looked me in the eyes. “You can take that to the bank,” he promised. “I don’t know what you did to me,” he said. “But I’ve got to have more or I’ll fucking explode.”



I felt a silly little grin tug at my lips. Inside me I felt a swell of reflexive pride. Brock Tanner was a bad man. Three combat tours in Iraq, one in Afghanistan. He’d run the largest high end car theft ring in Portland, Oregon. Until the Wah Ching Tong set him up to take the fall, and everything came crashing down around his ears and he’d done four years lockup. In the end, those Bronze Stars and Purple Hearts saved him from doing as much prison time as he might have, but he still owed the Tong big time.



Girl,
 I told myself,
 look at how you turned the big bad Ranger man all inside out.
 Of course, truth was, I wanted him just as badly. Still...



“Good to know,” I said. I barely managed to keep my voice steady. “But first,” I added, “let’s go get paid.”



When Brock grinned I felt like Little Red Riding Hood staring into the eyes of the Wolf. We might have just played hard, but Brock Tanner was no joke.



“Follow me,” he said.



 





 



2.
 Honor Among Thieves



 



He climbed the stairs in quick, easy strides, and I followed him. His ass looked great. I could imagine wrapping my arms under the swell of muscles along his back, grabbing hold of them with both hands, and clinging to him as he jackhammered into me with that cock I’d felt through his jeans.



I closed my eyes as a surge of longing struck me. I knew part of those feelings had to do with the intensity of the situation, the adrenaline inducing seriousness of stealing millions of dollars from a hyper-violent criminal gang. The fear of dying, of not seeing Clare again, except maybe only through the bulletproof glass. Fear of her being raised by the same woman who’d raised me.



Intense situations bred intense emotions, I knew that. But this was something more, something different. I couldn’t explain the raw attraction and didn’t want to try, I decided. I had been so careful, for so long, playing things so safe, that now that I’d broke bad, I found I wanted to run with the chaos, run with the passion. And that included Brock Tanner.



Let’s just get through the next two hours,
 I told myself.
 Then we’ll either have all the time in the world, or it won’t matter at all anymore.



I entered the door at the top of the stairs and walked into the room. The place was a basic box, one wall of windows, painted over black. There was a white board and a card table with an eclectic group of mismatched folding chairs around it. Overhead fluorescent lights burned from industrial fixtures. Next to the whiteboard sat a pair of nondescript wooden crates.



Beyond those details, the room was bare, anonymous.



The crew looked back at me. Melanie Jung had one of her earbuds in and an apathetic look on her face. I wasn’t worried about her. Wah Ching had screwed her over royally, forcing her younger sister into heroin addiction and finally, white slavery. She hated them as much as anyone here.



I’ve already told you how Brock had been set up. He hated the Tong as much as I did. I was a lowly IT girl, newly graduated from a tech program, working in a commercial real estate company. When the money laundering charges came down, everything pointed to me. I had done Clare’s first two years of life in prison. My mother was the first one my little girl called “mama.”



Wah Ching had to burn.



But the third member of the team wasn’t supposed to be the guy sitting there. It was supposed to be Daemon Seavers. Wah Ching hatchet men had gunned his brother down in a territorial dispute two years ago, right in the middle of a Circle K parking lot, while his mother and six year old son watched. Daemon hated the tong just like Melanie, Brock, and I did. There is no honor among thieves, but the enemy of my enemy is my friend.



But Kaiser was a different animal all together. Red haired and fair skinned, he was meth-lean, wearing a dirty wife beater tank top and ragged looking jeans. His eyes roamed my body while he sneered. Predictably, he had a toothpick in his mouth. Tattoos on his right hand spelled out NAZI and RIDR on the left.



Unlike Brock’s hungry gaze, his leer made my skin crawl.



When I put the team together, over a hidden Tor browser chat room on the Dark Web, Brock assured me we’d only be using the Peckerwood to get the guns and explosives we required. Nothing more. But something had happened to Seavers and now I, a loud and proud woman of color, was on a crew with a hardcore racist.



Wonderful,
 I thought.



Be in control, be the boss. Lead them, and the other things will fall into place,
 I told myself. It wasn’t like Melanie Jung was going to be impressed by a white supremacist and flip over. I already knew I had Brock firmly in my corner.



Right at that moment, still damp between my legs, I felt like I could do anything with Brock Tanner in my corner. It was crazy, it made no sense, but that was the way I felt, and now that the clock was ticking, I was simply going to trust my gut.



“I’m Ms. Fixer, and if you do what I say,” I told them, “I’m going to make you very rich.”



“You shitting me?” Kaiser sneered. He cut his eyes sideways to Brock. “You really going to follow this bitch’s lead?” He cleaned his teeth with his tongue and smiled at me, eyes pinned to my D-cups. “Don’t get me wrong,” he said. “She looks like she’s got her uses…” he trailed off without finishing, but his hand slid down to his crotch and he squeezed his package suggestively. “But leading a hijack crew isn’t going to be one of them.”



Brock visibly bristled. “She’s the one with the plan, Kaiser,” he snapped. “None of us would be here without her. Show respect.”



“You didn’t tell me some black bitch was going to be running the show,” he argued. “I thought this was your gig.”



Brock opened his mouth to reply, clearly angry, but I cut him off. “The ‘black bitch,’ can speak for herself.” I said. I fixed Kaiser with my best ‘don’t fuck with me’ gaze. Grinning, he rolled the toothpick around in his mouth.



“You don’t want to be here?” I asked. “Fine. You’ve been paid for the gear, so walk. You want in on our payday, maybe you shove your attitude up your ass, okay? Let’s do the job and then never see each other again. Sound good?”



Out of the corner of my eye I saw Melanie watching us, trying to figure out which way everything was going to go down. Brock actually seemed to have relaxed, his body loose. Only the narrowness of his eyes betrayed his agitation.



Smirk in place, Kaiser held up his hands. “I’m cool, sweet thing,” he said. “Let’s talk about all this money we’re going to make.”



I shot Brock a look, almost imperceptibly, he nodded. Like him, I felt we needed the fourth man for this to work. It was important for a number of reasons. Personal likes or dislikes didn’t figure into it, just as long as Kaiser’s greed could be counted on to keep him professional.



My heart was beating fast from the confrontation. In many ways I was far, far outside of my element. Yet, even with the danger around me, I couldn’t shake the memory of Brock’s hand on me, or the feel of his tongue in my mouth, as I came. My clit tingled at the memory.



Pushing the thoughts from my mind, I walked over to the whiteboard and stood opposite Brock. We’d only discussed the plan over secure web browsers, this was the first time live. I counted on operational planning being something they did a lot of in the Rangers, so I trusted him to get it right. He pulled a black sharpie from his back pocket.



“Twelve million dollars,” I said.



I looked at Melanie and Kaiser. The words got their attention.



“And payback,” Brock added.



Melanie nodded at his words, Kaiser didn’t blink. He might hate Wah Sing because they were Chinese, but he didn’t hate them like the rest of us did, like the man he was replacing on the crew, had. The scumbag made my skin crawl.



“Ten minutes,” I continued. “Ten minutes to hurt those bastards as much as they’ve hurt us, and to get rich. But it’ll be the toughest ten minutes of your life.”



Kaiser snorted. “You’ve obviously never been to Chico Max,” he muttered. I let the comment go. I had, in fact, been to prison, but minimum security. Despite the felony count, and a nearly useless Public Defender, I’d escaped true hard time for a more sedate Club Fed. So, for all I knew, this ten minutes would be a cakewalk for him. I pushed on like I hadn’t heard him speak.



“Brock,” I nodded. He began drawing on the whiteboard as I explained the heist in a simple breakdown.



“Wah Sing owns a warehouse on the waterfront, down by the south shipyards where there’s not a lot of traffic,” I said. “They use it to transition stolen items from time to time.”



Beside me, Brock nodded. “I know it personally,” he told the other two. “I’ve moved vehicles through there on their way out of the country.” Using the black marker on the whiteboard, he quickly sketched the access lane and general layout of the storage facility



“But,” I explained, “that’s not it’s true purpose. In reality, it houses a dedicated server in their digital network. It’s used exclusively for the transfer of illicit money around the world. You are going to get me in there,” I said. “I’m going to reroute every single
 dime
 in their system through offshore accounts, in about fifteen seconds, and after it’s thoroughly cleansed, have it deposited in Manaqua.”



“Why?” Melanie asked.



“Why Manaqua?”



“Yeah,” she said. “Why not, like, the Cayman Islands, or Prague, or where-the-fuck-ever?”



I smiled. “Three reasons. One, the bank I chose is a front for a South American Cartel, so they’ll fight like hell against any attempts by American law enforcement to investigate. Two, there’s no extradition in Nicaragua, and number three, three million dollars will last a lifetime on that economy.”



Melanie nodded, then scowled when Kaiser spoke up. His voice grated my ears with unbridled snark.



“Shit,” he said. “I ain’t living my life in no fucked up Mexican country.”



“One,” I said, keeping cool, “Nicaragua is its own country, not Mexican, and, two, you can go wherever you want to go when this is over.”



“Maybe I’ll take you on a honeymoon,” he said. “Show you how a real man parties after a job.” he grabbed his crotch again.



“If I ever want to experience meth addiction and Chlamydia,” I told him, “I’ll be sure to look you up. Until then, I’ll stick to my plan.”



“Seriously, Kaiser,” Brock said. His voice was cold, filled with menace. “You’re become a real goddamn headache.”



“Hey, hey,” he laughed. “Just playing.” He turned back to me, eyes glued to my tits. “By all means, my fine
 ebony
 lady, do continue.”



“As you can imagine, the firewall on their system is wired pretty tight. We’re talking military level security and encryption. Hacking from off site would take a Cray supercomputer running more petabytes than Microsoft can field.”



Melanie whistled in appreciation. Kaiser nodded, stroking his chin like an old man contemplating a chess move. It was clear the dumbass didn’t know petabytes from anal plugs, but was trying to look smart. I didn’t blame him for not knowing; this kind of programmer geek-talk was beyond most people. The thing cracking me up was him pretending he had a clue.



“Go over in more detail how you’re going to get in,” Melanie asked. “I don’t want to misunderstand a thing.”



Brock perked up at the question. I hadn’t really explained this part to them. Earlier, to prove my bonafides, I’d provided him with his complete, classified military records, banking information, and a zip file with every text message he’d sent or received in the last three years. After that he trusted me to hold my end of the operation.



“It’s why we have to go in person,” I told her. I set my Hobo bag on the table and opened it. Pushing my laptop aside, I removed a USB flash drive. I showed them. “If I can get onto hardware directly connected to the dedicated server,” I explained, “I can initiate the program I wrote and get inside.”



“Like magic? It’s really that easy?” Kaiser challenged. “You’ve got a fantastic set of jugs, Smoke, but how do I know you really know your stuff?” It was a fair enough question, their lives sort of depended on how good I was. But coming from him it pissed me off.



“This is written in Ruby,” I said. “A high level, powerful assembly script allowing me to run an Nmap and ping utility on their entire digital framework, so I can get behind the firewalls. After that, I execute command on my code, and the module allows transfer storage of data by placing it in NFTS Alternate Data Streams. Each chunk, called addFiles, creates a new stream.”



I took a breath and pressed on.



“Those chunks are identified by the ProgramID protocols. Using ‘FindFirst/FindNext with a progID, or “0,” it will match
 all
 files written by the targeted module. The module then overloads the constructor within the Module Specific Structure, and sets the destination for the data. I’ve already put a routing system through twenty-seven separate accounts, with a bleach-clean rear guard.” I paused. “That sound okay to you, sport?” I asked.



Kaiser was red in the face, Brock snickered beside me. Finally the Nazi Lowrider thought of a response. Predictably, it was crude and unnecessary.



“Okay, Fine.” he said. “I get it. You’re the computer witch, Smoke. Brock and I are the procurement and muscle.” He jerked a thumb at Melanie. “But why is Hong Kong Phooey here along for the ride?”



“I don’t speak Mandarin,” I told him.



What I didn’t say was, that after I had learned about her sister’s death, I knew I had to offer her a chance at revenge.



“The tong’s entire system is in Mandarin.” I continued. “A translator app worked too slowly in every simulation I ran. It is literally easier to have her by my side translating, than it is to run an app. The tong’s entire security system is designed to crash hard and eat itself if it detects any translator software. That happens,” I told him and snapped my fingers, “then our money is
 gone
 , Peckerwood.”



Kaiser’s eyes cut left and right, trying to read the room. He didn’t know enough to understand if he was being played.



“Kaiser,” Brock said, “I don’t know the digital end from a PlayStation, either. She could have just been making that crap up, I have to trust her.” He fixed the Nazi Lowrider with the a hard gaze. “But my rep is solid. I say she’s the Fixer, and she’s good. And seriously, you call her ‘smoke’ one more fucking time, I’m going to push your ugly face out the back of your skull. I brought you in on this and now you’re making me look bad.”



Kaiser came to his feet, “you trying to punk me, dog?” he half snarled the words.



Instantly, Brock was standing in front of me, his wide, solid body (a body I wanted desperately to feel moving on top of mine) between me and danger. I backed out of the way, uncertain how the play was going to happen.



It happened with the brutal suddenness of a military ambush. One second the two were staring each other down, the next Kaiser had snagged the metal folding chair next to him and thrown it into Brock’s face.



The former Ranger threw up a forearm and knocked the chair clear. Kaiser lunged for him and got caught on the point of his chin by Brock’s big fist. I danced behind Kaiser as the men fought. Watching Brock in action was like seeing a panther make a kill. It made me breathless.



Kaiser spilled backwards, going assholes over elbows to the floor. Suddenly a flat, black automatic pistol was in his hand and he was raising it. I reacted without thinking. My hands plunged into my pockets and emerged with my arsenal.



As the Nazi Lowrider raised the handgun, I drenched his face with bear spray. The toxic chemicals were designed to stop a charging, 600lbs grizzly. Screeching in pain, he dropped the pistol like it was hot and threw his hands up to his eyes.



He was still screaming when I hit him with the taser. He danced, then went down hard. Melanie Jung darted forward and snatched up the pistol, dropped the magazine, and ejected the round from the chamber.



Shaking from adrenaline, I looked over at Brock who was staring at me with appreciation. He had produced a compact, silver and gray pistol of his own, and trained it on the writhing Kaiser. The man continued screaming, so Brock kicked him in the stomach to shut him up. The red head gasped, fighting for oxygen as he convulsed in agony.



I felt zero sympathy.



“That was dead sexy, Ms. Fixer,” he told me.



His voice said he wanted to show me how sexy it was, right here and now. Every instinct I had wanted to let him do it.



“What the hell are we going to do with him?” Melanie asked.



Brock caught a whiff of the spray and coughed. When he spoke, his voice incredulous, “is that
 bear
 spray?”



I thought about my daughter, and what the gun in Kaiser’s hand might have meant for my future with her. “I’m not playing here, Brock,” I told him. “We’re going to be bad guys, we’ve got to be bad guys, right?”



He looked at me. I wanted him, badly. I could tell he was thinking the same thing. He turned to Melanie and threw her a set of car keys from his pocket.



“Outside, down the street is a black Lincoln Navigator,” he said. “Go get the white plastic zip ties and a few bottles of water I have in the rear. Hurry,” he said. He pointed at Kaiser. “Bear spray could permanently blind this little bastard.”



Melanie seemed amused at the idea of Kaiser being permanently blinded. When she spoke her accent was pure Valley. “Maybe, we should, like, you know, let him go blind?”



“No!” Kaiser screamed. “Please! Please---”



Brock bent down and slapped the Nazi Lowrider in the temple with the butt of his pistol. Instantly, Kaiser went limp as a sack of loose meat. His crotch showed wet as his bladder released.



“Wow,” Melanie said. “That was, like, totally awesome.”



“Jesus, Brock, you didn’t---” I asked, fascinated.



“He’s fine,” Brock said. “Un, Mel, you want to hurry?”



“Oh, right,” she said. Dropping Kaiser’s unloaded pistol on the card table, she opened the door and ran down the old staircase.



“Open that storage closet,” he said. “I’ll drag him in there, gag him, do him up with the zip ties, and we’ll just have to hope we’re done and gone by the time he gets free.”



“He knows our entire plan,” I protested.



“You want me to kill him?” he asked. I couldn’t tell if he was serious or not.



“No,” I said, without hesitation. “We have to defend ourselves from Tong gunmen, that’s one thing. Just shooting someone, even a piece of shit like him, while they’re helpless? Well, I may be bad,” I said, voice firm, “but I’m not evil.”



In the next moment he had swept me up onto my tip toes and crushed me against his body. His eyes bored into mine.



“Oh, my,” I whispered. I didn’t know what else to say.



“Good, bad, evil, doesn’t matter. What you are is
 mine
 ,” he said, voice rough. “Do you understand? You are
 mine.
 ”



He kissed me hard. I kissed him back, clinging to him like I was drowning, which in a way, I was. We both were. Hungry for him, I Frenched him deep, our tongues swirling around each other. His hammer of a cock grew hard between us and I ground into it, trembling in his arms. I don’t know how long we were locked together like that, but it seemed only a moment before Melanie was back in the room with us.



“Ahem, guys,” she said.



Reluctantly, we broke out kiss. I didn’t want to, it made me hate Melanie a little bit. Brock didn’t look any happier about it than I did, but the reality was, we had a ticking clock hanging over us.



Brock took some white plastic zip ties and bottles of Aquafina water from her. After securing the apparently comatose Nazi LowRider, he rinsed Kaiser’s face with the water. This caused the bastard to rouse slightly, but even as he came around, Brock was already dragging him toward the janitorial supply closet.



He slung Kaiser into the closet with an almost casual motion. If he could handle a grown man that way, I could only imagine what he could to me. What I was thinking was stupid, crazy, even. I found I didn’t care. I wanted Brock Tanner here and now.



He locked the janitorial closet and turned to Melanie. “I’m going to be the one to transport the guns and explosives to the site,” he said. “There’s no need for you two to take the risk. I want you to meet us at the rally point like we talked about.”



“Uh, what’s, like, a ‘rally point’ and stuff?” Melanie asked. After watching her unload that pistol so easily, I honestly couldn’t tell if she was putting us on with the Valley Girl act.



“Rendezvous. You know that means?”



“Of course, I’m not, like, stupid.” Melanie replied.



“I don’t think you are,” Brock told her. He turned to me, “I need you to help straighten something out here, and then go meet Melanie. I’ll follow.”



I doubted he was going to need any help getting something straight, but I was more than willing to lend a hand.



Melanie looked back and forth between us. “You sure?” she asked. I couldn’t tell if the question was meant for Brock or for me.



“Yes,” we both said.



She held up her wrist, there was no watch on it. She tapped it. “Time is, like, ticking.”



“We know,” Brock assured her. “We’re going to get rich tonight.”



Melanie nodded once, face very sober. “And make them pay.” All trace of ditsy Valley Girl was gone. We nodded back at her and she left. Brock and I remained in place until we heard the downstairs door slam.



 



 



3.
 Mutual Indistrections



 



“This is stupid,” I said.



“You want to stop?” he asked.



“No,” I answered.



We came up against each other, bodies pressed tightly together again. As predicted, he needed zero help ‘getting straight.’ We kissed wildly, and I shivered in pleasure as his hands, urgent, ranged across my body. My own went to his button fly and jerked it open.



His hands found the globes of my ass and squeezed, hard. It sent further tremors racing through me. We’d done our necking and heavy petting downstairs, though. I was wet with desire, eager as I’d ever been to take it to the next level.



The thought of a mutual enemy, fought and defeated together, now bound helpless in the closest, heightened my sense of desire. I felt a connection with Brock like bonds formed in battle. It was primitive, and it made me want to give him everything I had of myself.



Breaking off our kiss, I dropped into a squat before him. Reaching up, I pulled the waistband of his underwear down and his cock sprang free. I smelled his musk, making me long to take him in my mouth, to give him pleasure until I was in total mastery of this wild alpha.



Taking hold of his hard on, I jerked gently a few times, coaxing the last bit of erection out of it I could. He moaned as I leaned in. My breath blew hot across his balls as I gently took one of the full testicles in my mouth. Running my tongue around it, I jacked him off slowly.



“Shauna,” he said. Nothing more, just my name. He
 couldn’t
 have said more if he’d wanted to.



Letting his ballsack slip from between my lips, I ran my tongue up the underside of his shaft. Veins crawled around on the thing like tributaries in a river delta. The cock looked alive, like a predator, ready to take what it wanted without conscience. I took command of it.



Lips slipping around the head, I gently sucked like sipping through a straw. This time the moan ripped from him, and his hand slapped the table hard, then gripped it. Pushing forward, I slid my lips in a tight, wet vice down his shaft. Stopping halfway, I swirled my tongue. His hips bucked a tiny bit and more of his cock slid into my mouth. Tasting pre-cum, I gently massaged his balls. I knew he wanted to move back and forth, to seesaw his cock in and out of my mouth, to fuck my face.



He was too well mannered to forcibly choke me, despite his obvious need and frustration, so I rewarded him. Relaxing my gag reflex, I swallowed him into my throat, sliding all the way down until my nose was buried in the kinky, auburn hairs of his crotch.



“Jesus Christ,” he gasped. It sounded more like a prayer than a curse.



Warm spit filled my mouth, spilling down his length as I gently pulled back. Holding my mouth halfway down his shaft, I wrapped a hand around his dick. Slowly, carefully at first, I bobbed my head, using my hand to jerk him in time with the motions of my mouth.



His hands found the side of my face and held my head, fingers pressing into my scalp like a Shiatsu massage. Opening my eyes, I found him staring down at me, his gaze so full of lust it burned. Our eyes locked as he watched his cock sliding in and out of my mouth. He made a low animal sound deep down in his throat.



I put the palm of the hand not rubbing his balls against his thigh, feeling him quiver like a kitten as I sucked him off. Bending forward, I took him in my throat again, letting myself produce a slight gagging sound.



“Oh, Christ, oh, Christ!” he cried. “Stop, stop or I’ll shoot now.” He pulled his prick free of my mouth, glistening wetly with my spit. “And I’m not done with you.” He put his hands under my arms and lifted me to my feet. “In fact,” he said. “”I’m just getting started.”



There was a round clock on the wall, with straight black hands and a red second-arm that ticked as it circumnavigated the minute hashes. It looked like it belonged in a 1980s high school. Three minutes had passed. I smiled as wicked and satisfied grin as I ever have in my life. Mr. Brock Tanner, tough guy Ranger, and professional thief, had last three minutes with one of my blowjobs.



He kissed me hard, then spun me around. I was like a child in his hands, and he did what he wanted with my body. I gasped at the sudden movement, ready and willing, to be used.



Bending me over the table, he pulled down my yoga pants and thong in one smooth motion, bunching them down around my ankles. Resting on my elbows, I looked back at him over one shoulder.



It was as if actual fire burned in his eyes, they glistened so brightly with desire. He wanted me
 badly
 , I realized. Maybe more than he’d ever wanted anything in his life. Maybe as much as I wanted him.



“Goddamn, your ass is fine,” he murmured. He touched it the way the faithful will an altar. My eyes scrunched shut in pleasure, like a cat.



He sank to one knee and it was my turn to feel hot breath blowing across my groin. Squeezing them tightly together, I flexed my legs, clasping my swollen clit and labia between the muscles of my inner thighs. I grew slick between my legs.



Suddenly his tongue, broad and soft and flat, licked my pussy. I heard myself gasp as I grabbed hold of the table for purchase. His tongue burrowed between my lips, tasting me, roaming inside of me the way he’d kissed me earlier; deeply, passionately.



“Brock,” I whispered my approval.



He lapped at me, running his tongue deep, from clit to asshole. His hands found my hips, and he pulled me back, pushing his face deeper into me. His tongue moved like an oar through water, each stroke strong and even. It shifted inside me and I felt the warm pleasure spreading up my belly. My nipples drew into thick points.



“Please,” I moaned. “Don’t stop.”



Who’s in control now
 ? I wondered.



I decided I didn’t care. I’d never been eaten out like this. I wanted to push him down onto the floor and ride his face like a cowgirl in the saddle, grinding my clit against his lips as his tongue lashed back forth inside of me. A warm mixture of his spit and my juices ran down my leg.



His lapping tongue ran across my asshole and I drew my breath in sharply. The sensation was incredibly. This alpha was
 dirty
 ! One of his thick, blunt fingers slid inside of me, straight and hard compared to his tongue. It found the ruffled ridges on the top of my pussy where the G-spot lived. Slowly, he slid it in and out, finger running across my pleasure nerves. The knuckles of his other fingers ground against my sensitive clit on each downstroke.



“Don’t stop, don’t stop,” I begged him. “Please, baby, just like that. Do my pussy, honey, do my pussy good.”



He slid a second finger into me and electric currents of erotic ecstasy laced up my spine and exploded in my brain.



“My god, my god,” I all but screamed. “You sonofabitch!”



Did he chuckle? I couldn’t hear over the sound of my own cries. The hand inside of me was so strong, so masculine, the invasion so intimate, I felt helpless, taken and prepped for the invasion to come.



“I. Want. Your. Cock!” I ground out through clenched teeth. Inside my boots my toes curled.



His tongue began working my asshole in earnest. His hand picked up speed, slipping the fingers in and out of me as his knuckles continued bumping into my hard little clit.



“Not yet,” he said, continuing to eat my ass.



His tongue invaded the puckered rim, and I squealed like a little girl tasting ice cream for the first time. My knees flexed, bouncing me up and down as he pushed deeper between my asscheeks. His tongue churned against my ass as his finger rubbed my G-spot with enough friction to start a fire. The hot, moist soul kiss of his oral caress pushed into me where my nerve endings lay cranked tight as tripwires.



The handle on the faucet inside my vagina cranked open and I came. My knees caved and I sagged into the table for support. Panting like I’d run a race, juices streamed from me as if my pussy were a sieve. Brock’s finger made wet sounds as he finished finger fucking me.



“Goddamn you!” I cried out. “Fuck fuck fuck fuck!”



My asscheeks locked up as the muscles clenched, and my abdomen snapped rigid as I quivered with pleasure. Goosebumps rippled across my skin. I felt dizzy, euphoric, drunk on satisfaction.



“Baby,” I all but whined. “Baby, that was so good. You were so good to my pussy.”



“We’re not done yet,” he said.



Covertly, I checked the clock; 4 minutes. I’d still beaten him. It made me smile another private, evil smile. Then the aftershocks of my orgasm moved in tremors across my body and I closed my eyes at the languid, luxurious sensation.



“You bastard,” I groaned. It was as close to ‘I love you,’ as I was willing to get.



He stood behind me and I braced myself for what was coming. His body pressed down onto my back as he leaned forward. His torso rippled with hard muscle. It was Work muscle, Army muscle, Prison muscle. Not Show muscle, but animal strength. It was the kind of muscle there for a purpose, to fight, to protect, to provide.



His hand wrapped around the wrist of my right arm and he pulled my hand back until it was between my own legs. His voice sounded hoarse, course with yearning, when he spoke.



“We don’t have a lot of time,” he explained. His next admission sent thrills of contentment through me; “and I don’t know how long I’ll be able to hold back. You’re too sexy, too fucking fine, baby.”



“What do you want me to do?” I asked. I realized my voice was just as hoarse as his.



“Rub your clit,” he ordered. “Rub it while I fuck you, because I swear to god, this building could come down around our ears and I won’t stop.”



“Do it,” I urged. “Fuck me. Put that cock in me and beat that pussy, make it yours!”



Question for myself;
 do people really talk like that, Shae?
 Answer for myself;
 hell yes they do!



He made some sound like a beast in the wilderness, and pushed himself against my opening. Moving his cock up and down, he smeared it in my juices, soaking up the natural lubricant. My searching finger found the hard butterbean of my clitoris and I hissed. I put the tips of three fingers against it, hand tight against my mons venus, and began rubbing.



His cockhead pushed into me. My pussy grasped it like a glove does a hand, my eyes widening in shock as I prepared to take all of him in. My heart began pounding all over again.



His hands took hold of me at the crease of my hips like he owned me. Slowly, I pushed back against him, taking in another inch of his fat shaft. I was his, I couldn’t deny it. But I could hear from his groan that he was mine as well.



I rubbed my clit as he pushed himself in until his balls snuggled up tight against the backs of my legs. I felt wonderful impaled, perfectly stretched. He gave me a moment to adjust to his girth, and then gently pulled back out an inch. I was so wet his cock was instantly slick, but still he moved slow. I rubbed faster. I needed more.



“Do it, baby,” I urged. “Fuck me, do me.”



He gently pushed in, pulled out a little farther, then pushed back in. I ground my fingertips into my clit. Needing more, I shoved my hips back into his, fucking
 him
 .



He groaned as my pussy throttled his cock.



“You want it?” Brock demanded, “you really want it?”



“You know I do,” I countered. “Stop wasting tim----”



He pulled back and slammed his cock home, ploughing into me without mercy. His fingers were hard as iron bands on my flesh. The solid plane of his lean hips pounded the soft curves of my ass. His cock rammed home to the very base as his nuts slapped my pussy like a basketball player dribbling a ball.



I tried to say something dirty, something to turn him on further, to encourage him, but I couldn’t talk. Instead, I gripped the table with my free hand as he rammed into me, and my head began bouncing like a balloon on a string. I felt filled,
 taken
 .



“Uh, uh, uh,” I groaned out.



His cock shoved up inside of me, touching me deeper than any man ever had. His girth shouldered its way past my entrance, then felt like it was turning me inside out when he pulled back. I’m no shrinking violet. I’ve made love before. I’ve had sex, hell, I’ve
 fucked
 before.



Not like this.



Our bond was too immense, to sudden and unexpected, washing over me and intertwining us with the shared danger and risk. I gave up trying to maintain my cool. I kept repeating his name, begging him without shame as he thrust inside of me. My body shuddered under the reverberation of our meeting on each down stroke. If my pussy’d had an airbag, the sonofabitch would have set it off.



My legs turned to jelly and I sagged once again into the table, praying the rickety old thing would support my weight. I gave up masturbating and clung to whatever support I could grasp. I cried out as he hammered that prick home again and again.



“Please, please, please,” I begged. I had no idea what I was begging for, I already had more than I could handle. He gave me more.



His finger pushed into the opening of my already spit-lubricated asshole, sliding in until I felt it rubbing against the otherside of the flesh his cock already slid against. The dual sensations sent buzzing detonation of
 joie de vivre
 through everything south of my belly button.



My next orgasm rushed through me like a tsunami striking a beach. I put my head back and hollered. The sound was part scream, part sob, and I heard him grunting out his own inarticulate passions. I came hard and my feet came off the floor. Burning lava streams formed cyclones of blissful satisfaction all through me.



I still couldn’t speak. “Hmmmm,” I groaned.



His finger came out of my ass and he ground his hips against my buttocks. His penis spasmed and boiling cum shot deep up into me, splashing the walls of my convulsing pussy. His sperm filled me, and I had this sudden, wild notion, that I wanted his baby inside me.



Calm down, girl,
 I told myself.
 That’s just the orgasm talking
 .



But here's the thing, it felt like losing something when he slipped out of me. I didn’t know what to think, I felt vulnerable and exposed. Men could turn after sex, become suddenly cold and distant. Where as before, we’d been allies and equals, now I could be reduced to the status of a piece of ass in his eyes.



Bank robbers and heist specialists weren’t known for their enlightened and oh so ‘woke’ ways.



I stood and quickly pulled my pants back up, immediately soaking my crotch. It left me feeling more exposed and ridiculous.
 For Christ’s sake,
 I reminded myself,
 you quite
 literally
 just met the guy.



“Pretty crazy, huh?” he said.



Something in his voice made me look at him, He was smiling and I again saw the little boy he’d been. It was hard for a man to looking scary with his dick hanging out of his pants. Guarded, I nodded.



“Yeah,” I admitted. “Pretty crazy.”



Then, because I have a problem, I quickly eyed the clock on the wall. Twelve minutes. When it’s right, you don’t need forever.



Brock nodded along with my words, then seemed to arrive at some personal decision. He tucked his cock away and buckled his pants. When he looked at me this time, the little boy was gone. The combat veteran, the guy who’d done three years in Pelican Bay because of the Wah Ching Tong was back.



“When this is over,” he said. “We need to see each other again, do you understand?”



I tried not to show the relief I felt. “Sure,” I said. “Absolutely.”



He stepped up close, and I was in his arms with him staring down at me. His jaw was dark with stubble, and his blue eyes held a different kind of intensity in them. He kissed me. I kissed him back.



“Good,” he said, breaking off. “Because life is filled with shitty moments, and what we just did, that wasn’t one of them. If I learned anything in Iraq, or lockup, I learned I need to appreciate all the non-shitty things that happen in my life. You’re about the least shitty thing that has
 ever
 happened to me, Shauna.”



I searched his eyes, looking for the con, trying to see the lie. I didn’t see anything but everything I felt, reflected back at me.



“Me too,” I told him. I don’t know what that even means, but he seemed to get it.



“You’re not going to make me the escape goat here!” Kaiser yelled through the closet door.



The Nazi pissed me off. I couldn’t help myself. “That’s scapegoat, idiot,” I told him.



“What?”



“Scapegoat,” I said. “It’s scapegoat.”



“That’s what I said.”



“No,” I told him. “You said escape goat. Very different things.”



“Whatever, schoolteacher. You ain’t escaping this situation.”



“Should I shoot him?” Brock asked. He pointed at the crates beside the white boards. “We have the guns.”



“We can’t start leaving a pile of corpses all around town.”



Brock frowned. Then nodded. “Time he gets out of there, we should be out of the country.”



“I hope so,” I said.



He looked at me. “We started this whole game saying we needed the extra man,” he pointed out. “Granted, I thought that asshole could behave professionally, but I didn’t bring him in just for shits and giggles, Shae.”



“We lose the second gun,” I said, “that puts more work on you. If we have to abort I understand. The way I planned it was four people going in.”



“I’m not ready to give up,” he said. “You’re tougher than Kaiser, and he wasn’t half the man Seavers was, anyway.”



“So you want to do this?”



He took my arms in his hands. I felt something stirring in me all over again.



“Yes I do. Go,” he said. “I’ll take what we need and meet you at the rally point.”



“Rendezvous,” I corrected him. “Like, nobody, like, understands that GI Joe stuff.”



He looked at me nonplussed. “You are a keeper,” he said, voice neutral.



I kissed him. “Don’t forget it.”



 



 



4.
 No Knock Entry



I left quickly, trusting that Brock wouldn’t just go ahead and kill Kaiser. Killing Nazis probably didn’t rank very high on the list of morally reprehensible things you could do, but murder seemed like a spiral down to nowhere good.



Walking fast, I headed for the BART station. Melanie was driving Kaiser’s car, which she could wipe down and leave. Brock had a ditch vehicle he had no problem abandoning.



Apprehension built inside me with every moment spent away from Brock. I thought about what I’d do if things went south and I needed to disappear back into my own life of day care, chronic overtime, perpetual guilt over second guessing every decision I made for Claire, and most of all, the deadly dull monotony.



I got off the BART where I needed to. This part of the waterfront wasn’t one that catered to tourists. Sea lions didn’t bask here during the day, there were no overpriced shops, and if you fell into the cold water of the Bay, no one was diving in to pull you out. This was a place of underpopulated industrial parks, Jurassic sized warehouses, myriad freight companies, and acres of asphalt parking lots.



Standing in the deserted station, I took out my iPhone and called Special Agent Mandy Popkowski. She was expecting my call and answered right away.



“Popkowski,” she announced.



“It’s me,” I said. “You still ready to make a deal?”



“I am,” she said.



We talked.



 



 



 



Hanging up, I walked down two streets from the BART station and then turned left where I covered the last three blocks to the meeting place. Excuse me,
 rally point
 . Melanie was there in the battered old Toyota 4Runner that’d been Kaiser’s rig. She was standing next to the bumper smoking, she seemed relieved to see me.



I didn’t blame her. My own stomach was alive with butterflies. It was one thing to plan this heist; I’m a list maker by nature, someone who likes things
 just so
 , and thrives turning clutter into order, maybe compulsively so.



Oh, who am I kidding? Definitely, compulsively so.



The more chaotic and overwhelming the stresses of life get, the more likely I am to have an immaculate apartment. I may, or may not, have occasionally woken up in the middle of the night to remember I’d left my jacket draped over a chair, and then been unable to fall back asleep until I’d hung it up properly.



So research, planning, and organizing this event in a methodical manner that reduced risk, eliminated waste, and mitigated exposure, had been almost like yoga for me, both soothing and reassuring. I was, hypothetically, simply putting my world into a perfect, tidy order.



But now I was about to enter a warehouse controlled by a violent criminal organization with two people I’d only just met for the first time. Worse, I was doing so with a well-fucked ache between my legs, and dirty underwear. It’d taken every ounce of willpower I had to not ask Siri where a 24 hour drug store was so I could buy clean panties.



Conversely, the soreness between my thighs was exquisite.



“We good to go?” Melanie asked.



She dropped her cigarette and ground it out with the toe of her Fendi. There were five or six stamped out butts already on the ground. I’d probably have needed to smoke half a pack if I hadn’t had the soothing, relaxing narcotic of post-coital bliss to even me out.



“As soon as Brock shows up,” I said, nodding to indicated the building across the deserted street with my chin. “We’re going to walk over there, in through the side door, down the hallway, and right into twelve million dollars.”



“Split three ways,” Melanie said.



I grinned like a kid at the thought of Kaiser yelling from the janitor closet and an extra million bucks in my pocket. “Yeah,” I agreed. “Split three ways.”



Headlights flashed down the street and I tensed, but it was Brock. He killed the lights as he pulled into the empty lot and parked a couple of spaces over from the 4Runner. He hopped out, hair wet from the Ocean swim I knew he’d just taken, and looking like he was having the time of his life.



He smiled at me and I went fuzzy all over again. This time I shut the feelings down hard. It was Zero Dark Thirty up in this bitch, and I needed to get my game face on. I put a hand on Melanie’s shoulder.



“Are you okay?” I asked.



She was a little pale, but her eyes looked set and determined when she nodded. “I’m going to be okay for my sister.”



I squeezed her shoulder once then dropped my hand as Brock walked over, a black canvas gym bag hanging from one shoulder. His eyes searched mine, something passed between us. It felt like the silent communication an Alpha wolf gives to his mate before the pack starts a hunt.



I trust you,
 his eyes said.



I trust you,
 mine replied.



He dropped the heavy bag at his feet and reached inside. Pulling out three 2nd Chance Ballistic Vests, he handed them to us. Once his was in place, he helped Melanie and I secure ours. I closed my eyes as he adjusted the straps on mine, snuggling it down tight. The feel of his touch was too fresh in my mind, making me think of his cock moving inside me.



Stepping back, he inspected his handiwork, finally nodding in approval. He handed each of us balaclava hoods, latex gloves, and cheap Timex watches he’d pre-synchronized. Our eyes met and I remembered the way we’d locked eyes as I knelt before him and took his cock in my mouth. I remembered the way me sucking him off made him tremble.



He smirked, like he could read my mind.



“If we’re going to bad,” he said, “then let's go be bad.”



 



 



 



 



 



After that, things felt like riding a space shuttle.



The shuttle launches and there’s no turning back. Racing higher on a predetermined course, it gains speed, shrugging off gravity, until it breaks free of the atmosphere, and rockets into space. Something has to go terribly, horribly wrong before it deviates from its course.



We launched.



As a tribe, we walked across the street, Brock slightly in the lead, Melanie in the middle. As a unit, we pulled our balaclava hoods out and slipped them over our heads. I felt transformed by the masks, turned into a secret agent, or some sort of a superhero.



My iPhone was in my hand. For weeks I’d blunt force attacked the emails inside the company through a proxy server. I didn’t get elaborate, I simply googled who the current #1 porn star in China was, then continuously spammed the emails I’d found associated to the warehouse with links to her website.



Each download (and apparently gangsters are paranoid about a lot of things, but not free porn, go figure) spread my virus through their primary system like a venereal disease. It didn’t get me into the server, which was physical unconnected to that system, but it allowed me to infect every digital signal user/operator system run by the warehouse, providing me with admin control.



I opened a file where’d I stored an AVI (Audio Visual Interleave) recording. I clicked on it and watched the bar fill in as it downloaded. The camera monitors where now running 6 minutes of bland footage in a loop. I’d blinded them as effectively as Odysseus had taken the eye of the Cyclops Polyphemus. Next, I turned off the building alarms.



“We’re good,” I told them.



We hit the side gate. The main gate ran in a track on rollers, controlled electronically by a security guard inside a booth beside the entrance. We bypassed it entirely, and went for a pedestrian gate across the property from the main entrance.



Coming up to the fence, Brock dropped the gym bag to the ground, it sounded heavy, but it would get lighter as we went. He’d left it unzipped and, reaching in, he pulled out a pair of industrial bolt cutters. In two seconds he snipped the massive padlock open, let it drop, and then tossed the bolt cutters aside.



Bock pushed the gate open and we went through. He started walking faster and I stretched my legs out, matching his pace. Melanie broke into a jog to keep up. I looked at the cheap Timex on my wrist and checked the minute hand.



So far, so good.



We reached the maintenance door. It was a small secondary access that opened up on a set of fire stairs. Again Brock dropped the bag and reached inside, like a magician reaching into his hat to reveal his next trick. This rabbit was a Stanley 7” Wonder Bar. Shaped roughly like a question mark, it was $7 bucks at Target, and weighed less than half a pound. It even came with a lifetime guarantee. Not that I’d be using it.



My man inserted the crowbar into the space between the jam and the latch housing. He grunted once (and you know what that sound reminded me of...) and the door popped open. The noise was loud enough to startle me, and Melanie jumped, but by this time our adrenaline was running through us like high voltage currents. A fly might have buzzed past and I would have reacted the same way.



Throwing the pry bar down, Brock reached into the bag again. He pulled out two ammo  bandoliers filled with .12 gauge shotgun rounds. The plastic casing were color coded, and he slung them in an X across his muscular torso like a cowboy bandit in an old movie.



For his final trick, he produced the Street Sweeper. A compact, .12 gauge shotgun, it was fed using a 7-round revolving cylinder, just like the six-shooters those same movie cowboys used. With the shortened barrel, it was hardly bigger than a submachine gun. Brock held it easily in one hand. The weight of it made his bicep bunch up on his arm. I wanted to touch it.



Before throwing the bag across his body again, he slipped a pair of brass knuckles on his left hand. The knobby metal weapon looked brutal, if nonlethal.



He flexed his hand inside of them, getting a good fit, and then looked at me. I nodded, checked Melanie, and then we entered the building.



Leading the way, Brock jogged up the stairs. We’d gone over the layout during our facetime conversations, and he didn’t hesitate as he moved to the second floor. At the landing we paused while he peeked out into the hallway of the office complex built above the warehouse main floor.



“Clear,” he said in a soft voice.



We followed him through the door. I had my bear spray in my hand. Agent Popkowski would look a lot less kindly on me if I killed someone, even if that someone was a gangster. I keep harping on this not killing for a reason. I’m not trying to pretend I’m a saint, but if things went wrong, and bodies started hitting the floor, I don’t want you to think I somehow enjoyed it.



We entered a hallway so typical it was nearly nondescript: linoleum floors, track lighting, beige walls, eggshell white doors, and a drop down ceiling with the white fissured panels kids like to stick pencils in. We were facing west when we entered, toward the ocean.



“Third door on the right,” I said. Brock nodded.



I looked at Melanie. Under the balaclava, her eyes were wide as saucers, showing lots of white, like a deer caught in headlights.



“You can do this,” I reassured her. “It’s a tough ten minutes, but it’s only ten minutes,” I reminded her. “Anyone can do something for ten minutes.”



“I’m good, I’m good,” she told me.



Then our plan went to shit.



The guy stepped out of one of the doors about twenty-five feet down. Asian, he was average height with a very lean build. He wore tailored, but mid-range slacks (Kenneth Cole, or maybe J Crew), wingtip shoes, and a Ralph Lauren blazer, all gray. His button down shirt was white. Tattoos crawled up the side of his neck.



His eyes opened wider than Melanie’s. Shocked, he hesitated for a moment, then his right hand dove under his blazer toward what I could only assume was a shoulder holster. It was too far for anyone to close the distance between us.



Brock shot him in the face.



The sound of the Street Sweeper discharging in the acoustic chamber of a hallway was loud as bombs detonating. The bean bag round punched into the Tong soldier’s mouth, making a sound like a boxer hitting a heavy bag, and the guy dropped to the floor.



I looked at him, shocked, but morbidly fascinated. His mouth was a bloody cave, his jaw broken, and teeth lay scattered like dice on the floor. He wasn’t dead, but he’d remember this injury for the rest of his life.



This was real. It was no game, and it was as far from theoretical as you could get.



“Zip tie him,” Brock snapped. “Hurry.”



Melanie had the zip ties. Carrying them and keeping them ready was her most important function, after translating for me. She stood frozen in place.



“Tie him up!” Brock repeated.



He was losing patience. I could understand why, but Melanie wasn’t a Ranger, something he’d known coming in. Of course, that was why the second man had originally been added. Still, tick-tock, tick-tock.



I saw the ties poking out of the back pocket of her jeans, and snatched two. Still staring at the gangster’s broken face, she whispered something softly in Chinese to herself.



“Melanie,” I said, kneeling. “Focus, girl. Ten minutes, you can do ten minutes.” I zip tied the gangster hands and feet.



As I stood, Brock and I locked eyes.



I trust you,
 his eyes said.



I trust you,
 my eyes told him.



He started down the hallway again. Somewhere, faintly from inside the facility, I heard men shouting. Brock reached the door my blueprints indicated housed the clandestine server. He tried the knob, found it locked, and kicked it.



The flimsy interior door shot open, and he went through, the compact Street Sweeper leading the way. I followed him in, automatically clocking the room for details.



Like the hall, the room was done in Early Generic Office Building. Three presswood desks, chairs on rollers, by Ikea no doubt, ditto the potted ferns. There was a colorful Chinese calendar on the wall, and a pleasant smelling Toshi Jong incense stick burning on a shelf next to a fat Windows Operating Systems manual.



The inside wall was floor to ceiling Plexiglass, with a sliding door that reminded me of the ones at Nordstrom’s. It had a card reader next to it. This was a problem. The blueprints I’d downloaded hadn’t indicated the reader. It was a new addition.



Damn,
 I thought.



A pretty Chinese woman in her early twenties, dressed like a college kid about to go clubbing, jumped up from an office chair.



“Sit down!” Brock warned her.



He must have sounded serious to her, and I imagine the muzzle of a .12 gauge looks
 huge
 when it’s pointed at your face. She sat back down.



“Zip her up,” he said.



I went to get the plastic ties from Melanie but she shook her head.



“I’m good,” she whispered. “I wasn’t for a moment, but now I am good.”



“Absolutely, honey,” I said.



She said something in Chinese to the girl in the chair. The girl in the chair sneered and said something back. Obviously, I don’t know Chinese, but you can get the gist of something by inflection. Whatever the girl said, it sounded pretty foul.



Melanie slapped her hard across the face and let loose with a burst of rapid fire syllables I’m not sure I could have followed even if I
 had
 spoken Chinese. After a moment, sullen look firmly in place, the girl hooked her arms around the backrest of the chair and Melanie bound her wrists together.



“Ankles,” I reminded her.



She finished trussing the girl up just as two men appeared in the doorway, Beretta 92 semi-automatics, the kind the Army uses, in their hands. They were the Chinese versions of Dwayne Johnson and Kevin Martin. One guy stood nearly six feet tall, with a shaved head, bursting out of his off the rack blazer with almost as much muscle as Brock carried. The other street soldier was six or seven inches shorter, and might have weighed as much Melanie.



They looked pissed off.



I lifted my bear spray and squirted as Brock unloaded with the Street Sweeper. If it’d been loud in the hallway, it was utterly deafening in the even smaller confines of the office. My ears rang.



I blinded the bigger guy with my bear spray, and then Brock planted two bean bags into him, one in the belly and a second in the crotch. Big Boy folded up, his breath bludgeoned from him before he could cry out. He triggered his pistol twice as he went down, but the rounds passed harmlessly into the floor.



The second gangster lifted his pistol and I was readjusting my aim when Brock knocked him down with a double tap, chest and head. The much lighter man went tumbling backward.



Brock moved fast, darting forward and kicking both pistols deeper into the room. He jumped back in, slammed the door and then hauled a desk in front of it as the man I’d bear sprayed screamed.



“Let’s go,” Brock urged. His voice was eerily calm.



“The door reader,” I said. “It wasn’t on the blueprints, and I didn’t see it in the system files, It’s new. I can’t override it.”



Brock shrugged. “My high school football team sucked,” he said.



“I’m truly sorry for your trauma,” I told him. “But I fail to see--”



“Our QB didn’t have an arm, so we had to rely on our run game.”



I heard more shouting outside. Brock gently took hold of Melanie and moved her so she wasn’t standing in front of the desk he’d used to block the door. I imagined 9mm rounds had zero problem punching right through the inexpensive wood and cheap paint.



“Brock, baby,” I said, “point, please?”



“The point,” he said, “is that we sucked because he always ran the same damn play.” He pointed the shotgun at the glass door.



“Oh, yeah?” I asked.



“Yeah,” he answered. “It was always, hey-diddle-diddle, right-up-the-middle.”



The shotgun boomed, then boomed again. The bean bag rounds smashed through the Plexiglass and shattered inward, spraying splinters of safety glass everywhere. I’d expected it to crack in a spiderweb pattern like car windshields do in a wreck. Not against the .12 gauge. The first round punched a hole the size of a fist right through it, and the second, aimed for the lower right corner, brought the whole thing down like a curtain ripping.



He stepped out of our way. “Time to do your magic, girl,” he said.



I had the flashdrive in my hand. I looked at Melanie, “you ready?” I asked.



“Like, totally,” she answered.



 



 



5.
 Through the Looking Glass



 



The room was a server farm. Skeletal metal racks ran wall to wall, holding multiple blade servers. There might have been as many as 50 or 60
 Supermicro SBI-7228R-T2X’s, each containing two dual-CPU server nodes, stacked in the room like bottles in a wine cellar.



There was a single workstation set in the middle of the racks. Its chair was made of comfortable, plush leather. Definitely not Ikea. The far wall of the room consisted of floor to ceiling windows overlooking the Bay. On a clear day you could see Alcatraz, or even Oakland, with no problem.



I sat down facing the monitor and Melanie came to stand right behind me while I inserted the drive and rebooted the computer.



“I will know how the drop down Administrator windows are set up from memory,” I told her. “But if I get stuck I’m going to need you to translate. Once I have log in control, and am transfering the money, it’s going to be vital you read for me.”



“Not a problem,” she said.



Behind us, in the office, multiple gunshots rang out. Bullets tore through the door into the room, and the Chinese girl Melanie had tied to the chair started screaming. After the first barrage we heard hard thumps as the men outside put their shoulders to the door.



Brock placed himself between us and the door, taking a knee. Just as the worm had been designed to work, the command prompt for the flashdrive appeared as a separate window on the login page. I double clicked it, and began opening my own menus, prying open the digital backdoor. Random windows flashed on the screen, popping up then shrinking and tumbling into the background as even more opened up. This continued until they resembled playing cards spinning in the hands of a street magician.



I eyed my Timex.



Tick-tock, tick-tock.



Suddenly, the screen spun like a roulette wheel before coming to rest on a page crawling with Chinese characters, but that also read in English; Royal Bank of Kuala Lumpur.



“
 Bingo
 ,” I hissed.



Through my open admin control window, I directed the computer to start feeding account information. I shifted through more screens. Melanie bent down and began reading, talking softly into my ear. Without her I would have needed to run a translation program, triggering warning systems in ways my personal code wouldn’t, and adding upwards of half an hour in additional time. Melanie was vital for the next couple of minutes.



Gunshots rang out again, six or seven rapid cracks that carved pathways right through the door, sailing above my head. The Chinese girl began screaming again, and a stray bullet slammed into the frame of a metal shelf, causing sparks to fly.



Oh, shit,
 I thought,
 I didn’t account for the bastards shooting their own computer!



“Stop them, Brock!” I shouted at him. “They’re going to blow apart the servers!”



He began feeding rounds into the Street Sweeper. Another trio of shots burrowed through the wood of the door as I directed the money transfer streams to an Albanian cleaner account on the Dark Web. I heard a slapping, organic sound, and then Melanie gasp.



I turned and saw Brock stagger on his knees, blood pumping from his arm.



“Oh my, god,” I said. I felt numb. Then, in the next second, I tried getting up and going to him.



“Sit down!” he ordered, still calm.



He pointed the muzzle of the shotgun toward the roof and ran off four shots in a thrash metal cacophony of booming explosions. Softball sized chunks blew out of ceiling. Pulverized materials rained down in dirty snowflakes.



“You, girl,” he said to the captive lady. “Tell your boys the next rounds are going through the door, through the wall, I don’t fucking care, they won’t be able to hide if I open up.”



She looked at him a moment, eyes still wide, mouth gaping open at the devastation caused by the Street Sweeper. Suddenly, she scrunched up her face so hard her eyes disappeared, and began shrieking rapid-fire Chinese at the men outside.



No one fired.



“I politely suggest we hurry,” Brock said.



Internally, I winced. I couldn’t tell him that I’d already transferred the money. We were all already millionaires. What I waited on now was the information downloading into the zipfile. Information Special Agent Popkowski was very interested in.



I’m sorry,
 I silently apologized to Melanie and Brock.



You see, I mourned for Melanie over her lost sister, so brutally taken from her. And I might very well already be more in love with Brock Tanner than I’d ever been with anyone in my life. My god, the man had just put his body between mine and bullets!



But the person I loved most, with a love that couldn’t be duplicated, was Clare. I would do anything, betray anyone, if it was a choice between them and my daughter. On the screen the download bar started filling and MB counter spiraled upwards.



“Get down, Melanie,” I told her. “In case they shoot again.”



She didn’t need to be told twice. I looked at my Timex. Nine minutes on the mark.
 Anyone can do anything for sixty seconds,
 I reminded myself.



“Almost there,” I told them.



The machine gun opened up.



A hail of automatic gunfire ripped into the room. Bursting through the door, it shattered the wall of windows separating the office from the blade farm, tore apart desks, ripped through computer terminals.



Heavy caliber bullets buzzed around us like angry, steel-jacketed hornets. Brock hit me from the side and drove me to the floor, smothering me with his body. I heard bullets strike him like baseball bats against mattresses, and he grunted low and hard, and this time I didn’t think about sex, not ever for a second.



He lay over me as more bullets swept in, the firing going on and on until I wanted to scream. Servers exploded into pieces of jagged, flying shrapnel. The windows facing the Bay shattered, letting cold air rush into the room. The computer monitor on the desk came apart.



Melanie was screaming now too, but it sounded distant and far away.
 You hadn’t counted on a machine gun either, did you
 ? My mother’s voice was in my head, louder than the gunfire. As always, she was very disappointed in me.
 You always were a stupid bitch, Shae.
 I felt fourteen.



Brock rolled off me and brought up the Street Sweeper. “When I fire,” he said, “you and Melanie do just what we planned. Keys are already in it.”



“What about you?” I demanded. “You’re shot.”



“You’re fucking right I’m shot. I’ve just been shot more times than in Iraq!”



Another long, ragged burst caused him to hug me into the protective lee of his body. He spoke directly into my ear.



“The vest and ceramic plate caught the last two, they hurt, but I’m good. When I open up, you
 fucking
 run, understand?”



His eyes found mine.



I trust you,
 his said.



I trust you,
 mine answered.



Then he broke our gaze and rolled over, shotgun coming up. Time stretched like elastic in the moment, slowing as my senses sharpened even father.



“Go!” he shouted.



The shotgun in his hands opened up, and he blew the office door to splinters. The machine gun burst cut off and I watched Brock walk his gunfire down the wall to the left, punching lethal holes through the drywall like they were sheets of paper.



Melanie pulled at me, trying to yank me up. “Come on!” she shouted.



My eyes flickered to the desktop. The computer had been reduced to plastic slivers and kindling. The drive!



I came to my knees. Melanie tugged on my arm, but I resisted her. It wasn’t hard, the girl was about as big as me at age twelve. I snapped a little under the pressure and shoved her away.



“Go!” I told her.



Ignoring her, I got down under the desk, searching for the drive. There was a lot of broken debris lying around. A wastepaper basket had taken a round, spilling Red Bull cans, Chinese candy wrappers, and a discarded vape pipe now in three pieces.



“Where is it!” I screamed.



“I told you to run,” Brock snarled.



“Not without the drive!”



I backed out from the desk and scanned the floor. Four, maybe five handguns opened up as Brock shoved fresh rounds into the shotgun. Finishing, he fire three times to create an opening, then rose.



“We’re leaving,” he declared.



He grabbed me with one arm and kept firing the Street Sweeper one handed. There was no denying Brock, I wasn’t going to push him over like I’d done Melanie. He began half dragging me toward the exterior windows.



“The drive!” I pleaded.



“I’m not letting you die,” he shouted above the shotgun. “I love you.”



He said it first,
 I thought. Then Mama told me,
 are you a child? Tell him back!



The drive!



I lunged for where it lay on the floor, still attached to some of the computer terminal housing.  My body jerked up short as Brock refused to let go. Seriously, he was like a caveman he was so damn strong.



“I love you too!” I screamed at him. “I love you too! Now let me pick up the goddamn drive you stubborn sonofabitch!”



“You people are crazy in the head!” Melanie screamed from over by the window.



Brock released me and I dove for the drive. He started feeding shells into the Street Sweeper. The machine gun opened up again and a bullet burned through my calf as I snatched up the drive and put it in my mouth. It felt like I’d been struck with a hammer and I moaned, more in shock than actual pain yet.



In the office, the door blew apart, the entire middle section reduced to sawdust. I saw angry men’s faces in the busted frame, guns in their hands.



I gasped and almost lost the drive all over again as Brock scooped me up around the belly with one arm, unleashing with the Street Sweeper so fast it seemed like it was on full auto. He hauled me to the window where Melanie crouched behind a chair, arms covering her head.



“Out!” he shouted.



The shotgun only held seven rounds fully loaded, and half of them were already gone. There was no time to argue as he let go of me. I pushed Melanie up onto the chair and she went through the window, graceful as a gymnast.



I froze.



“Go!” Brock shouted.



“I don’t like swimming!” I shouted back. This was perhaps the greatest understatement of my life.



“
 Now
 you tell me?” Under different circumstances his incredulity might have seemed humorous. “Jesus Christ, Shae, this was
 your
 plan!”



“You think I don’t know that?” I couldn’t do it.



Gunfire rang out. In the brief lull Brock locked eyes with me. His voice cut through the chaos, through the ringing in my ears, through the shouting. He was calm.



“Shae, jump or we die.”



Ignoring the searing pain in my leg, I used the chair as a stepstool and vaulted out the window, one hand over my own mouth to keep from losing the flash drive as I fell. I hadn’t planned on doing it exactly this way, but then, a lot of things hadn’t gone according to plan.



I hit the icy cold water of the Bay in awkward tumble and plunged down into the dark waves. I hate swimming, but I can do it. I kicked for the surface. Coming up (because I couldn’t help myself) I looked at my watch. Ten minutes on the nose. I fought my OCD grin for risk of losing the drive. I saw Melanie climbing up the back of the speedboat Brock had stolen and placed there earlier.



I looked back toward the window just as Brock dove through, the shotgun left behind. He arched down in a perfect dive--
 of course he did,
 I told myself,
 showoff
 --and knifed into the water. A fresh wave of gunfire broke out and I saw rounds passing through the exterior wall, knocking loose what jagged icicles of broken glass remained.



I turned and began frog kicking towards the speedboat. Melanie was on the edge reaching for me with a hand. I’m not that strong a swimmer, as I might have mentioned. Brock glided past me, moving faster than I ever could in my dreams.



Reaching the boat, he pulled himself in like a seal beaching on a rock, and scrambled forward. I kept thrashing, looking more like a shark attack victim than actually, you know, swimming.



Brock appeared in the back of the boat, an AR-15 with a 200 round drum magazine in his hands. He opened fire and the assault rifle blazed to life. I made it to the edge of the boat, and Melanie helped pull me in. Barely able to catch my breath, it was an immense relief to spit the drive out and suck in lungfuls of air.



“Put that someplace dry and safe,” I told Melanie.



Brock ceased laying down suppressive fire by the time I made it into the captain’s seat of the Bayliner. The key was in the ignition, and when I turned it Jacuzzi engines roared to life. It was one of the sexiest sounds I’ve ever heard.



“Hold on!” I shouted.



Melanie was already in her seat, and Brock grabbed a gunwale. Satisfied, ignoring my leg, I pushed the throttle forward and we made our run for open water.



 



 



7.
 All inclusive cruise



 



We changed into Adidas warm ups stored in the cabin, and I sat on the bunk, wrapped in a blanket, watching Brock kneel before me. There was a First Aid kit open beside him, and he was tending my wound. His hands felt gentle on my body.



Taking a pair of stainless steel scissors, he cut the warm up pants at the ankle cuff, and inspected the wound. He whistled softly as he looked at the blood encrusted furrow in my cafe.



“Lucky,” he grunted.



“It’s lucky I got shot?”



“It’s like they say on TV,” he told me. “Just a graze. I’m more worried about its exposure to the Bay and infection, than I am lasting damage from the bullet.”



“Of course you’re worried,” I smiled. “Because you
 love
 me.”



He reddened a little. “There was a threat of imminent death as I recall.” He picked up a bottle of hydrogen peroxide. “This may sting, even though they say it doesn’t…”



He poured the liquid over my wound, causing a foaming reaction as the hydrogen peroxide bubbled through the bacteria on the flesh. It didn’t hurt like alcohol, but it wasn’t fun.



“Clotting’s good here,” he told me. “A pressure dressing should hold just fine until we get someplace better.”



He pulled on a pair of disposable plastic gloves and began patting the wound dry with clean 4x4 bandages.



“It hurts,” I pouted.



“Poor baby,” he said. As he finished wrapping my calf he nodded toward the kit. “Inside there’s percocet. Wash two down and you should feel better.”



Picking up the bottle of water lying next to me, I did what he said. I sat there for a moment, forgetting how cold I was, enjoying the feel of his hands on my body.



“Tell me what to do, so I can help you,” I asked him.



He looked at me. After a moment, he nodded and sat down, stripping his shirt off. I winced looking at him. His chest and sides were covered in purple-black splotches of bruising where the bullets had caught him.



I worked slow, tracing the lines of his body, touching him carefully, letting him feel me heal him. Occasionally our eyes would meet and unbidden, we’d break into grins. Then looks grew longer, and I wasn’t just tending to his wounds anymore.



The boat swayed beneath us as Melanie guided it out toward international waters before turning south. Feeling the motion lulling me, letting the adrenaline of the heist bleed from my body, I leaned in and kissed him.



He kissed me back and he tasted like my future.



He rose and helped me to my feet. His kisses became more urgent as I leaned into him. “Are you too hurt to do this?” I asked. I already knew the answer.



Brock pushed me, laughing, up against the wall.



I went up against the bulkhead, face pressed against the cool mahogany of the interior cabin. My breasts flattened inside my sports bra, forming a cushion as Brock crowded in behind me. I felt him through my sweatpants, his erection pressing hard into the soft, Kardashian-curves of my ass.



“You’re beautiful, baby,” he murmured. His voice came out softly slurred from the Percocet he’d taken himself.



His stubble softly prickled my neck as he whispered in my ear. His hands closed over mine, pinning them to the wall as he pushed up against me.



Breathing heavily, I pushed my ass back hard against Brock’s body, rubbing at him through his warm ups.
 God
 , I thought,
 all I’m doing is dry humping, and I’m already wet as hell
 .



His breath blew hot across my neck as he began kissing me, lips finding my earlobe and gently sucking on it. I heard myself moaning in response and began gently gyrating my ass cheeks up and down along the length of his erection.



          It was his turn to moan now. His hands left mine to start running down the length of my body, feeling heavy and hot through the soft fabric of my sports bra.



“Come on,” I told him, breathless. “I want to feel you inside me.”



While he gently squeezed my breasts, playing with my nipples through my bra, I reached down and pushed my warm ups down. I was a woman of full, soft curves, and I was utterly unashamed of them.



Still kissing behind my ear, I felt his weight lean in more forcibly against me as he removed his hands and pushed down his own pants. He gripped the bend of my hips and now his cock, unfettered and burning warm, came up against the soft skin of my butt cheeks. It was ramrod hard, and so engorged with blood it seemed hot enough to brand me. Again, I thrust my ass back against him, hungry for it.



Just like a whole lot of women out there, when 50 Shades become popular, I gave anal a whirl. It wasn’t my first choice, but when done right, when I was worked up and hot for it, it worked just fine. But right now my need to feel him in my ass was much more than that.



How many bullets had he taken by placing his body in front of mine without hesitation? How loyal had he proven to be? How much did I love him? The thought that
 any
 man in my life, ever, would have had something from me that I hadn’t given Brock, was unthinkable. I was preoccupied to the point of distraction, even at a moment like this, that I had to have him
 everywhere,
 and as soon as possible.



We weren’t hooking up, we weren’t lovers. We were mates, bonded not just by feelings, but also by a sense of shared, life-and-death danger, a sense of mutual hardships endured. I wasn’t new to love, I wasn’t new to sex, but I was an utter virgin to the sorts of feelings Brock Tanner instilled in me.



I looked back at him over my shoulder, grinding my ass into his cock. “Come on,” I said. “If we’re going to be bad, then let’s be
 bad.
 ”



He paused, that cocky self confidence caught of guard. For the third time that night, just for a second, I caught that flash of the little boy he must have been at one time. I felt powerful.



“You mean?” he asked.



“I want you to fuck me in the ass,” I told him.



I made my voice husky, slutty. I whispered out the words like Glenfiddich pouring into a crystal tumbler. I was the most expensive courtesan in a French court, and the dirtiest back alley whore, all at the same time. I saw his pupils expanding, making his eyes shine, as the rush of greedy excitement flushed through his body.



I showed him no mercy. “Can you do that, baby?” I asked. “Can you fuck my ass for me?”



He licked his lips like a wolf eyeing a fawn. I felt the thick hose of his cock jerk of its own volition inside the crease of my asscheeks. His grip tightened on my hips.



He didn’t seem capable of speech, so he only nodded.



I jerked my panties to the side with impatient fingers. Not that there was much to the panties to pull out of the way. The credit card receipt at Victoria’s Secret had been bigger than the lacy red thong.



“Do it, baby, put it in,” I growled, my throat tight with lust, with wanting to get piston-drilled right up against the wall like an Italian whore. The rough treatment, the sensation of being overpowered, triggered an aphrodisiac-switch inside me.



The desire didn’t extend to any other area of my life, where my need for control had damaged more than one relationship, but it ruled my sexual desires, and never more so than with Brock.



His hands slid down the front of my thighs and brushed across my now painfully hard clitoris. The move set off fireworks inside my pussy and I slapped the wall hard with one hand, legs trembling. “Baby, baby,” I begged, “
 please.
 ”



Reaching back, I encircled as much of his cock as I could while he rubbed it up and down the crack of my ass. It felt alive in my hand, thick, veiny and substantial in my grip. He pushed against me, rubbing the shaft across the puckered opening of my anus. My eyes widened at the sensation, utterly startled by the senseual throbbing his touch provided me.



“I want you,” he said, voice rough.



“You can have me, damnit!” I shot back, squeezing his dick. “Fucking take me!”



He continued rubbing my clit, sliding his fingers between the lips of my labia. Now drenched with excitement, my body made soft, moist sounds, and in the tight space of the cabin I smelled myself, the hot aroma of my arousal.



“Please,” I asked.



Do it now!
 I thought, his dick a warm iron bar resting against the soft seam of my ass. I squeezed it again. My legs were damp with desire, the little slip of panties soggy from it.



“You want it,” he murmured. It wasn’t a question. He pressed in close again and his lips were next to my ear as he breathed the words. “You want me to fuck your ass?”



He licked my earlobe, kissed my neck. The whole time that billy club of a cock rested against me, full of unrealized potential. I began shifting back and forth as he finger fucked me. I slapped the wall again.



“Shut up and fuck me,” I ordered him.



He chuckled in her ear. “That’s the spirit. Get ready to cum, baby.”



He adjusted himself, dragging the head of his prick through my soaking wet channel of pussy lips. Slowly, he traced the outline of my ass, spreading the pussy juices there. Then his spit, hot and slick, landed on my asshole, and I felt the soft knot of his penis tip pressing against the rosebud of my opening.



“Pull your cheeks apart,” he murmured. “Help me fuck you.”



I nodded, eager to comply. Reaching back, I grabbed my buttcheeks, spreading them apart, leaving myself completely exposed, making myself vulnerable to him. He pressed down a little bit harder against the opening.



“Ahhh,” I moaned.



Slowly, the pressure intensified. I mentally willed myself to relax, to take the cock in.



“Oh,” I murmured. “Mmmmhh…”



I wasn’t trying to communicate with him, the sounds just emerged from my body of their own volition as the sensations intensified.



My hand went to my clit and began working slow circles. One of my girlfriends had laughingly referred to masturbating the clitoris as “rocking the little man in the boat.” I started rocking the hell out of the little guy, hard enough to make the sucker seasick.



In my ass, my sphincter relaxed just enough, and the tip of Brock’s dick slid in. Little explosions of pleasure dominoed up my spine and detonated in the back of my head like a combat jet taking a machine gun strafing run.



“Oh!” I exclaimed.



I rocked the little man some more, slipping my middle finger inside myself on each downstroke of my hand.



He paused, letting me adapt to his girth. He was panting, and it was easy to tell he was fighting the urge to just slam the thing home. Slowly, carefully, I eased back, impaling myself along the length of his erect penis.



“Goddamn!” he hissed in my ear.



He shifted his hips, unable to help himself, and I breathed in, gasping a little as he pushed deeper. The feeling of being filled swept through me in a tsunami of sensation. The soft inner lining of my rectum grasped his cock, squeezing it, milking it in a gentle massage.



One of his hands, brutally strong, slid up my back to my neck. He took my hair in a ponytail and pulled my head back, bending me to his will.



“Goddamn, you feel so good,” he said, his voice a growl.



I closed my eyes and leaned against him.



“Your cock feels good in my ass, baby,” I told him, feeling warm impressions of intense gratification radiate throughout my body.



With one hand, I continued working my pussy, stopping to wet a finger with my tongue, before sliding it slowly inside to rub at the G-spot on my cervix. With the other arm, I lifted my hand and reached back to encircle Brock’s head, my fingers running through the wet tangles of his hair.



Dick firmly in my ass, balls nestled up against my leaking vagina, he slid his free hand around in front of me, cupping my breast. He squeezed gently and my already hard nipples stretched into points like bullet tips. I made a fist out of the hand holding his hair.



“Do it,” I whispered. “Do it, fuck me hard. I’m ready, fuck my ass hard.”



“Jesus,” he panted, “I love you.”



“Baby, I’m yours,” I assured him.



His hands came down and grasped my hips, squeezing firmly as he took control of my waist. Groaning at the command in his touch, I leaned forward and rested my head on the arm I held against the cabin wall. Down between my legs I continued fingering myself. Those digits knew their way around down there, and I felt my heat building.



Brock pulled his cock half out of my ass, then pushed it in again. We moaned together in a synchronized breath, and I slid a second finger into my pussy. He pulled out faster this time, a little farther, then pushed it home with more force.



I grunted, sliding my fingers in and out of my vagina more quickly. There was a sweet, sharp pain as he pulled his hard-on out to the edge of his cockhead, and then slammed it home.



“Do it!” I cried out. “Do it,” I repeated. “Take my ass.”



“Whose ass?” he demanded, his voice coarse and uneven. 



His words weren’t playful. Instinctively, I realized the pleasure of being inside me had pushed him into some different, more primal zone. I was his, but it wasn’t enough for me to be his; he demanded submission.



Brock see-sawed his cock in and out of me, pulling out, then stabbing the weapon of a thing home in quick, rough motions. I felt like I’d been set on fire, and in response, pushed my ass back hard to meet his dick on every thrust. The palm of my hand rubbed across my clit as I slipped fingers in and out of myself.



I tried speaking, to answer my mate, but he thrust home again, and my words morphed into a sobbing moan. He jackhammered into me until I felt the deep impacts thudding through my core like punches.



“Yours,” I managed to gasp out.



Both of his hands found my hair this time, and he pulled back again, rougher than before, as his hips slapped into my ass over and over again. I was bent backward like a bow in his grip. I didn’t need to press against the cabin to stand, he had completely control of my body. If he let go I would have fallen.



“What?” he demanded. His voice was deep.



“Yours,” I half sobbed as he fucked me. “That’s your ass, fuck my ass, please, fuck it, it's yours.”



He triple pumped in a fast motion, balls slapping me on every stroke as he slid up deep inside me.



“What?” his voice was little more than animal grunt now.



“It's yours!” I shouted.



There were tears leaking from the corner of my eyes, but the pain merging with all that pleasure just served to release more endorphins. I felt inebriated by the brutal sex.



“What?” he snarled.



“Yours!” I screamed, “It’s yours Brock, fucking
 hurt
 me!”



I wasn’t self conscious, even the slightest. I wasn’t thinking about student loans, or if I could get Clare into a better school, or what passive-aggressive bullshit my mom was going to lecture me about when she called on the weekends.



All I thought about, all I
 could
 think about, was the moment, living in the sensation of Brock’s cock moving inside of me, his hands owning me as he fucked my ass. I cried out loud.



“
 Please, oh god, please, please,
 ” I kept repeating in a chanting mantra. “Don’t stop, don’t stop.”



Brock continued dropping hammer blows with his hips. Invigorated by my begging, he picked up even more speed on each stroke. His penis slipped smoothly up into me, jarring my body as his heavy balls slapped the back of my legs.



Pleasure radiating throughout my body, my knees buckling, his dominating grip kept me pinned right where he wanted me. I was up on my toes, a dancer rocked by cyclone winds.



“Baby, baby, baby,” he groaned.



Helpless in his grip, helpless on his cock, I still managed to smile in recognition at the pure, primal need in his voice.
 Who has who?
 I thought. But then I heard my own voice betraying me.



“Ugh, ugh, ugh,” I grated out in response. I could no longer speak, I could no longer stand on my own.



His dick moved inside me, each stroke blasting currents of erotic fire up along my spine. My jaw hung slack as I panted under the impacts, eyes rolling up in the back of my head each time he slammed his cock home in my ass.



It was going to happen; I was going to cum, and hard. My hand flew in and out of my dripping pussy until my own secretions splashed my feet in sticky wet drops.



The building, burning pressure, began bottlenecking up inside me. The weight of his balls beat out a staccato rhythm as he harpooned my ass. There came a moment when I no longer felt tethered to my own body, like I was watching this whole scene happen to someone else in a movie.



In the movie a dirty slut of a princess took it hard up the ass, screaming with each stroke, as a barbarian wildman made her body his own.



Finally, desperate for release, I plunged over the edge and my orgasm took me. My screams became shrieks.  Hot liquid gushed out from between my legs and sprayed the wall, like water from a busted fire hydrant.



My legs quivered, only Brock’s hands kept me from falling. He started cursing, voice raw, almost angry, in the fervor of his own orgasm, and his cum squirted out in blistering jets to splash up inside my ass. He pumped into me three more times before sagging forward, nearly as weak as I was.



“Oh my god,” he whispered into the my hair.



I couldn’t find the words to answer, and instead just leaned back against him. I made a little sound of protest as he softened and slipped out of me, feeling a sense of emptiness as he slid clear, and then the odd, dripping sensation as his cum leaked out. Turning, I went into his arms and let him hold me. He crushed me to him, our bodies sticky with each other.



“That was...amazing,” I admitted. “I’ve never squirted before. It made my whole body tingle.”



He took my face in his hands and looked down into my eyes. We stared at each other for a moment, and then he bent and kissed me.



“We’re only at the beginning,” he told me.



 



 



Epilogue



Nicaragua, 6 months later



 



The Caribbean Ocean is blood warm this time of year. A breeze came in from offshore as Clare built sand castles on the beach. She was happy, and that made me happy. Closing my eyes, I turned my face into the sun, soaking in the comfort of its warmth, scrunching my toes up in the sand at the edge of my beach blanket. The bullet wound in my calf was a comma of pink, healing tissue.



My satellite phone, complete with scrambler, rang. There was only one person who would be calling. I put my bottle of Evian water down and answered it.



“Hello,” I said. I didn’t give my name over the phone, even on a secure line.



“Enjoying your vacation?” Special Agent Popkowski asked.



“I am,” I admitted. “Do you have news?”



“We’ve handed down sealed indictments in district court,” she said. “We picked up the entire Wah Ching leadership this morning.”



“Good,” I said. “How is our friend?” I said, asking about Melanie.



I watched the surf rolling toward me in a series of little whitecaps. Out in the bay, a much different one than San Francisco, a snorkler broke the surface to tread water. There was a diving knife in one hand and a little net filled with abalone in the other.



“She’s in WitSec,” K said. “I don’t even know where. The US Marshals will bring her in under guard when it’s time to testify.” When Melanie was where she needed to be, she could draw the rest of her money out of the Nicaraguan account with little trouble.



I watched the snorkeler begin swimming toward the beach. Clare saw the figure and stood to watch the diver. She was learning to swim and was becoming quite the little fish, unlike her mother.



“Good. Everything on the drive is admissible?” I asked.



Melanie’s testimony was one thing, but the pot of gold was my drive. I’d given Special Agent Popkowski a career making bust. All I’d asked for was something small in return.



“The defense will challenge it, for sure,” she said. “But precident is clear on this. The Wah Ching tong is finished.”



I smiled. It was a good smile.



“And the other thing?” I asked.



Brock rose up out of the water, pulling off his mask. Clare laughed in delight when she saw his net full of shellfish. She loved Brock as much as I did, if not in exactly the same way.



“It’s done,” she assured me. “When we got the indictments my superiors agreed to purge yours and Brock’s files. Your passports are clean. You can come home if you want.”



“Look!” Brock declared. He held the net up. “The mighty ocean hunter has returned, triumphant!”



You’re such a dork,
 I silently mouthed at him. He grinned.



On the edge of the water Clare ran to Brock, her arms stretched out, little legs churning the sand. Laughing, he dropped the net and scooped her up. He spun her around, saw me watching and waved.



I was smiling so hard it hurt and I blinked back tears. I’d risked everything to get here. Eight million dollars went a hell of a long way in Central America, even in the enclaves of expats.



“I am home,” I told her.



“I’ll talk to you later, then,” Popkowski said, and hung up.



I put the phone down as Brock carried Clare up to me. I let my eyes trail down his body, lingering on the lines of his abs, then running my gaze down the smooth angles of his hips to the bulge in his shorts. It was something I still found myself doing quite a bit.



Being on permanent vacation was a blessing, but the lack of danger had only caused him to double the intensity of his workouts. He was fitter than he’d been in the Ranger Battalions.



Kissing Clare’s tummy until she giggled, he put her down and came to stand over me. I looked up at him. I made it obvious I was staring at his crotch. He laughed.



“Was that her?” he asked.



I nodded. “We’re good.”



He laid down next to me and leaned in for a kiss. “We’re always good, baby.”



I kissed him back. “The best,” I agreed.



His hand rested on my belly. I was four months along with his baby now, showing for all the world to see. Being pregnant made me super horny. There was still a pleasant ache between my thighs from out morning lovemaking.



“You ready to talk about names yet?” he asked.



I put my hand on his cheek. I shook my head slightly. “Not yet,” I told him. “We have plenty of time.”



He kissed me again.



“All the time in the world,” I whispered into his lips.



END
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 She’d left the door open again, Brian realized.



 
 He stopped walking and leaned against the hallway wall, just behind the bathroom door. His dad’s new wife, Olivia was in there. It was the third time in three days since he’d come home on break from his freshman year at State University, that he “happened” to be walking by when Olivia was taking a piss.



 
 For whatever reason, the smoking hot 40 year old Milf didn’t bother closing the door when she used the bathroom. Or at least she’d gotten really bad about it after 7:30am when his dad went to the office. Shirtless, still in his Cleveland Brown’s pajama bottoms, he closed his eyes as he heard her drop the toilet seat into place.



 
 He felt blood rushing into his crotch and his cock twitched like a lazy snake. Olivia slept in the nude, so when she got up she had a “bad habit” of just throwing on a short, silk robe, and belting it loosely in the front. She caught him more than once staring at the deep cleavage and heavy swing of her big titties as she puttered around the kitchen in the morning.



 
 Last night he’d been unable to keep images of her out of his head as he watched porn on his computer and jacked off. Now he heard her settle into place on the toilet and he sighed. He knew he should just hurry past, like he didn’t even know she was in there, but instead he just leaned there, squeezing his dick through the thin flannel material of his pj bottoms.



 
 Inside the bathroom (why didn’t she use the one in the master bedroom for fuck’s sake?) Olivia made a soft little moan and in the next instant the sound he didn’t want to admit he was waiting to hear, began in a sudden rush. A hot stream of urine splashed off the bowl and poured into the toilet water. She really had to go, and the echo of the pissing was very loud.



 
 His hands slipped into his pj bottoms and circled around his cock. He was fully hard now, listening to his stepmother relieve herself. He gritted his teeth, but couldn’t resist the temptation. Milking his shaft, he leaned around and peered with one eye through the crack in the door.



 
 He had a good view in the three way mirror above the bathroom sink.



 
 Oliva perched on the toilet. Her knees spread wide, and one hand was up on the loose bun of her dyed blonde hair, the other resting on one knee. Her robe slipped open and her tits, big double DD numbers with nipples like pencil erasers, fell out. Her eyes were closed and she gently bit her bottom lip.



 
 Jesus Christ,
 Brian thought.



 
 His hand squeezed his dick tightly, and he beat off quick and hard. He watched the golden-clear stream of her piss spraying into the bowl. His hand jerked his meat as Olivia squirmed on the seat, obviously enjoying her morning pee.



 
 The stream broke, started again, and she moaned, It started and stopped three times as she emptied her bladder. As it went on, Brian felt himself slipping past the edge as he masturbated. He saw the moist slit of her pussy, auburn pubic hair wet with back splatter droplets. It was enough.



 
 Inside his pajamas he began cumming.



 
 His toes curled inward and he rose up, body tense, as he came…hard.



 
 “Fuck!” he swore, whispered, and jets of semen squirted out over his hands, staining the front of his bottoms. He gasped a little and relaxed against the wall as he milked out the last of it. For a second he was lost, subsumed by the intensity of his orgasm.



 
 In the next instant, he realized there was now only silence coming from inside the bathroom.



 
 Startled, he stood straight, preparing to flee down the hall and plead ignorance. The door swung open and Olivia stepped out. She looked at him, hands still down his pants, dick still hard, pj bottoms showing a wet stain. He looked at her, silk robe open enough to reveal that beautiful mom bod.



 
 “Oh! Jeez!” he half shouted. He ripped his hand out of his pants, flushing fire engine red.



 
 “Brian!” his step mom said, only she was smirking.



 
 Her robe fell open, revealing her naked body. He tried looking away, and she brusquely closed it. Her loose tits jiggled inside, barely contained.



 
 “I’m sorry, I’m sorry!” he said, mortified. He tried pushing past her to run, but she blocked his way and he couldn’t have made it passed without rubbing into her.



 
 “Brian, Brian, Brian,” she soothed.



 
 Her hands came to rest on his arm, her robe slipping open to show off half a mile of cleavage. He tried looking away, her hand felt warm on his arm. “Oh, geez,” he moaned again. “I’m so—sorr—sorry. Don’t tell my dad!” He was half panicked now.



 
 “Brian, sshh,” she shushed, gently patting him. She made no move to close her robe any tighter and his dick was getting harder instead of softer. “Brian, it’s okay, I understand.”



 
 He blinked, confused. “You understand?”



 
 “Sure, honey,” she said, looking into his eyes, still rubbing his arm. “You’re a teenage boy. We’re crammed in here close, we’re bound to run into each other from time to time. We have to learn to live with each other.”



 
 Brian nodded, still confused. His dick still poked against the front of his pj bottoms. He wanted to run, but she still stood in his way. He pressed his back against the wall, frozen with embarrassment and trepidation.



 
 “Brian, it’s only natural,” she whispered. She was standing way too close. Even with him cramming himself up against the wall, she was only within inches of his hard dick. The goddamn thing refused to go down. “But I have to ask a question…” she trailed off.



 
 “Wh-what,” he stammered, still refusing to look at her.



 
 “Brian,” she said, voice soft. He didn’t look at her.



 
 “Brian,” she repeated more firmly.



 
 Her hand came up and took him by the jaw, forcing him to face her. He didn’t fight her, but he steadfastly refused to meet her eyes. His eyes, despite himself, flickered down to the smooth slope of her big tits.



 
 “Brian,” she said a third time. “You have to tell me something.”



 
 “Are you going to tell my dad?” he practically wailed. “I’m so, so, sorry, Olivia,” he said.



 
 Her finger pressed against his lips, shushing him, and this time he did meet her eyes. She looked serious, but kind, sort of like a mom-stripper. He swallowed. He gave up hoping his hard on would go away on its own.



 
 “Brian, be honest,” she warned.



 
 “I will.”



 
 “Were you masturbating watching me go to the bathroom? Were you playing with yourself watching me pee?”



 
 “Oh, god, dad’s going to kill me…”



 
 “I won’t tell your father, Brian,” she promised. “You’re at an age where there’s a lot of beating off that goes on.”



 
 “yeah. Uh, yeah?” he sounded unsure. Olivia was standing very close. It he twitched the wrong way the head of his hard cock would bump into her.



 
 “But if I don’t tell on you, Brian,” she continued. “Then you have to be
 completely
 honest with me.” She sounded very stern now, but she was so close all he had to do was breath wrong and he’d bump her with his erection.



 
 “Anything, please,” he said.



 
 “Were you beating off watching me pee?”



 
 He swallowed. His Adam Apple actually clicked, his throat was so tight with apprehension and adrenaline.



 
 “Brian.” She said, voice sharp.



 
 He looked down, then, not seeing a way out, nodded quickly. “Yes,” he managed to get out, voice hoarse.



 
 “Do you do that?” she asked “Masturbate and think of me peeing? Of me pissing all over?”



 
 She stepped forward and the head of his dick bumped gently against her belly. She leaned in and he felt her heavy tits press against his chest. Her nipples were extremely hard, stiff enough to poke him through the silky material of her robe.



 
 He nodded quickly.



 
 “Oh, Brian,” she breathed. “That’s very exciting.”



 
 Startled by her response he opened his eyes.



 
 Her robe hung all the way open, plainly showing off her naked body. His hard cock pushed against her belly, and, slowly, she pressed into him. Her hand came to rest gently on his chest, he was sure she could feel the pounding of his heart. He closed his eyes, she smelled like the expensive perfume his father got her last Christmas, and faintly, of urine.



 
 Her body pressed hard into his, his cock a solid piece of wood sandwiched between them, her breath fell hot on his neck. He couldn’t help himself, he moaned and gently rubbed himself against her. He felt her lips press soft against his jaw, her voice in his ear.



 
 “Do you ever think about peeing all over me?” she whispered, voice husky.



 
 Again, Brian didn’t trust his voice enough to speak. He nodded again. Her tits were so soft, so heavy, pressed against his body. He wanted to let his dick out of the strangulating tightness of his pj bottoms.



 
 Her hand wrapped around his hard shaft through the material and he jumped. His hands pressed flat against the wall behind him, but he pushed his hips forward, pressing into her, and she pushed back with her hips.



 
 “Do you think about what it would be like for me to piss on you?”



 
 He swallowed, throat so tight with stress and desire it
 clicked
 again when his Adam’s Apple bobbed. “Yuh, yuh—yes,” he admitted. He blushed so hard it felt like his cheeks were on fire.



 
 “Let’s do it, Brian,” she begged. “Only you and I have to know, let’s do it!”



 
 She pressed tight into him and he forced himself to look down at her. She was beautiful, a real trophy wife, 15 years younger than his dad’s age, and nothing like his own mother. He thought about what it would feel like to slip his dick into her, to feel her moving under him. His heart pounded, he thought about what her beautiful, long hair would look like soaking wet with his piss, to see a stream of his piss splashing off her.



 
 He thought about hot streams of pee jetting out of her pussy slit and splattering on him,



 
 Adrenaline flooded him, he felt intoxicated by the heady cocktail mix of his hormones. He let out an almost animalistic snarl of passion and his hands came off the wall. Oliva gasped in surprise as his sudden motion, almost squeaking in shock.



 
 His hands came down on her shoulders and he pushed her down. She dropped immediately to her knees and her hands came up to the waistband of his pajama bottoms, pulling them down. His dick, fully erect, popped out in her face. He grabbed hold of it like a man climbing a tree grabs a branch, and pointed it at her.



 
 Her lips parted, and her eyes almost crossed as she focused on his meat. Her tongue came out unconsciously as he stepped over her, and pressed against the full, upper swell of her top lip. He didn’t know what came over him, this drive to do anything he wanted, but he wasn’t fighting it anymore.



 
 He took his cock like a leather sap and slapped her face with it. He bounced it off her cheek then pivoted it in his hand and rubbed it roughly back and forth across her lips. Her hands came up and latched onto his thighs as she willing turned her face up to his abuse.



 
 “Yeah,” he muttered. “Yeah, fuck yeah. You like that, don’t you?” he demanded.



 
 “Yes, yes,” she moaned. “I’m a dirty slut, treat me like a whore,” her fingers dug into his thighs and she looked at him, eyes wild. “God, Brian, I
 like
 being treated like a dirty whore,” she pushed at him so hard it almost shook him. “Your dad doesn’t know. He doesn’t give me what I need.” She clawed at his legs now, kissing his erect cock wildly. “Do me, Brian, treat me like I want, I won’t tell, I swear!”



 
 Brian took his cock up again and struck her face with it, not trying to be careful. He was hung pretty well, maybe not internet pornstar well, but he had a fat motherfucker of a cock. He hit her hard enough to make a sound like an open hand slap.



 
 A red mark appeared on her face, like the imprint of a palm after a good smack. He did it again on the other side. She looked shocked, stunned almost, but her eyes grew glassy with lust.



 
 “Yes, yes,” she cried out. “That’s it.”



 
 “Lay down, slut!” he shouted.



 
 She went flat on her back, instantly. Her robe fell open, revealing her stacked Milf body. Immediately, her hands went between her legs and began working at her pussy, fingers pumping in and out.



 
 “Please, please,” she moaned. He could smell her pussy.



 
 “I said shut the fuck up,” he muttered and straddled her.



 
 He took his dick, felt the pressured urge to piss, and let go. A hot, almost clear, arc of piss shot out the head of his dick. He’d never tried to pee with a hard-on before, and the stream went wild, shooting off in a random direction.



 
 Piss splashed the hallway wall, a line of droplets splashed across Oliva’s heaving tits, then her arms. He fought to correct his aim, and trailed a line of piss off her belly, back up between those big titties, across her throat, and fully into her face.



 
 Urine splashed across her lips and she closed her eyes, sticking her tongue out. Piss soaked her hair and sounded like rain as it struck the hardwood of the hall floor. One of the hands finger fucking herself came up and began rubbing the clear-golden liquid drops across her skin.



 
 He dropped down, knees to either side of her body, and laid the rail-like length of his cock between the soft mountains of her jugs. Urine shot forward, up her throat, and splashed off the underside of her jaw, dribbling in streams down either side of her neck.



 
 A puddle filled the hollow of her throat, and a rivulet of it formed between her breasts. He rubbed his cock back and forth against her body, still shooting urine wildly. Her hair was soaked completely now, as wet as if she’d just stepped from a shower.



 
 “Lick it,” he urged, pushing his dick at her face. “Fucking lick my pissy dick, whore.”



 
 Olivia lifted her head off the floor, makeup smeared and running. Her mouth gaped open and she pushed her face forward, looking ridiculous, but utterly vulnerable and slutty-hot. The stream of his piss splashed her face then arched into her open mouth. She gurgled then spit it out, letting it run over her chin.



 
 Brian’s legs and crotch was soon soaked with his own pee from all the wild back splash, and enough collected now on the floor, that the two of them lay in a pool of it. Her silky, kimono style, night gown was sopping wet from it.



 
 Brian squeezed her tits together, forming a snug ramp for his cock. He grunted as the soft flesh pillows of her titties pressed in against the stiff heat of his hard-on. He began rubbing his cock back and forth, using his own piss as a slickening lubricant. Olivia, still splashed in the face by his urine, caught on to what he wanted and took over, pressing her breasts together to let her stepson focus on titty-fucking her.



 
 He looked down at his dick slipping in and out from between her tits, the nipples hard as tacks. His piss continued splashing her face, but the stream was beginning to taper off. There was enough urine on the floor that they splashed like kids stomping in puddles as they went at each other with frenzied energy.



 
 He lifted his ass off her stomach, pulling his penis free from the sleeve of her tits. He sat up, pointed his cock toward her face and pushed it forward, sliding it into her waiting mouth. He watched her sucking eagerly on the edge of his cock, drinking the last dribbles of piss seeping out of his dick.



 
 He leaned forward, resting his hands on the floor above her head, pushing his cock further into her mouth. Her hands came up and cupped his flexing ass cheeks, urging him on. Hovering over her face, he shoved from the hips, driving his dick toward the back of her throat.



 
 She gagged hard, hands squeezing his ass cheeks in protest, but he ground down, using his body weight to shove it further. She coughed, gagged, seemed to retch, then his dick was in her throat, and he started fucking her face hard.



 
 Her head lay pinned to the ground, and she coughed on each out-stroke, spraying ropes of saliva from her mouth. She made hard retching sounds on every down stroke, but he was too far gone, too aggressively ecstatic and caught up in the sleazy energy of the encounter, to slow.



 
 As his stepmom fought to breath, covered in his piss, Brian throat-fucked her.



 
 The soft confines of her throat squeezed around his cock, rubbing his shaft and head in a velvet wet embrace. Strings of spit came out and coiled in loose circles on his tightly bunched nutsack. Looking down, he watched her cheeks puff outward, her throat expand on each slid of his cock, and grunted with satisfaction each time his balls brushed her chin.



 
 He pulled out after several moments. Olivia lay in a pool of his urine, the expression her face half-dazed, half-orgasmic, from his rough assault, coughed, sucking in air.



 
 “Get up,” he urged. “Get up and get your pussy on my dick.”



 
 Nodding, still coughing, Olivia rose. Eagerly, Brian threw himself down on the ground, feeling his own piss soak into his skin. The hair on the back of his head was instantly soaked and the smell of it mixed with the ripe, tantalizing scent of Olivia’s sex. His dick had never been so hard.



 
 Oliva quickly climbed onto him, an experienced rider getting back in the saddle. She perched above the pole of his hard-on, squatting down, knees spread wide. Her hands came down and spread her pussy lips wide, revealing the soft pink inner folds of her labia.



 
 She settled herself down until the swollen head of his cock perched right the bottom of her slit. Brian ground his teeth in frustrations, he wanted to slip inside her so bad he was nearly crazy with needing it.



 
 A stream of hot yellow-clear piss shot out from between Olivia’s legs and splashed on his belly. He moaned at the sensation, liquid heat spilling across the ridges of his abdomen, and watched as her jet gained force, climbing his body until it splashed his chest.



 
 She played with herself a little, and the stream spilled straight down onto his cock. The piss was molten as it enveloped and flowed down his cock, and he gasped out loud in pleasure.



 
 “Yeah,” he groaned. “Yeah, piss on that dick.”



 
 Still pissing, Olivia descended slowly onto his upthrust penis, letting the head of his cock slide inside her, just underneath her piss hole. Stream disrupted, pee sprayed out wildly, no longer a stream, but more of spray, splashing his gut, chest, face, the inside of her own legs. His body tingled wildly everywhere a hot droplet of the liquid gold splattered.



 
 He moaned and, unable to help himself, shoved up with his hips. Half his cock slipped inside her and it was Olivia’s turn to moan. She leaned forward and rested her hands on his piss-slick chest, shoving her hips down until he filled her to his root.



 
 She leaned forward and kissed him passionately, their tongues swirling as their mouths ground together. Her tongue slipped in and out of his mouth, the taste of their mingled pee splash-swirling on their tongues. He tasted his own cock on her tongue as he kissed her back, and, excited by it, hammered his hips upwards.



 
 His hands came up and mauled her tits, grabbing them and squeezing hard. They were huge, filling his palms and spilling between his fingers as he grasped them. She slammed her hips down, pinning him to the floor and arched her back, leaning into his almost painful grasps.



 
 In a single motion, she shrugged off her sopping garment and slapped it to the floor where it splashed piss over them. From her cunt urine continued flowing out around the obstruction of his cock, and soaking them both. She made a bestial noise, low and deep in her throat, before grinding herself down onto his cock.



 
 “That’s it, Brian,” she whined. “That’s it, baby, fuck your stepmom, fuck her good.”



 
 The sound of damp and wet filled his ears. The wet noise of their slapping flesh sounded as he fucked her, mixed with the splashing of his ass against the puddle of urine beneath him, and the downpour of her urine streaming hot across his pubic hair and balls.



 
 Olivia bent down, mouth going to his ear as she kept sliding her pussy up and down along his erect cock. Her lips murmured close, tongue playing with the lobe of his ear as she fucked him.



 
 “Baby, baby,” she cooed. “Your daddy doesn’t fuck me like this, I’m so hot, keep that dick in me, honey. Fuck me, baby, fill me up.”



 
 He bear hugged her, squashing her soft body against him, pinning her immobile against the muscular plank of his body. He lifted his ass of the ground, pushing her up with him, then began a violent jackhammer rhythm as he ploughed in and out of her cunt.



 
 She shouted, “Yes!” and then began trembling, panting like a marathon runner. He felt her pussy walls lock around his sliding meat, her thighs quivering and gooseflesh breaking out in a wave across her skin. “Fuck me,” she begged. “I’m coming, Brian, fuck me!”



 
 She came hard on top of him, spasmodically jerking back and forth, her voice a raw, rough sob, as she clung to him, too overcome to move under her own volition. He held her, dick throbbing inside the tight canal of her vagina, until her shaking slowed.



 
 Hungry for more, grateful to the point of intoxication, she searched for his mouth with her lips, kissing him wildly as the last aftershocks of her orgasm undulated through her body. After a moment she went limp in his arms, too dazed and spent to move.



 
 He was just getting started.



 
 He shoved her off him, and she slid easily enough, landing in a crumpled little ball beside him. He climbed to his knees, dick jutting like a lever from his body. She looked up at him from the pool of their urine, drenched in piss, eyes shining.



 
 “Lay down,” he snapped, “face down.”



 
 Her eyes grew wide as she realized the implications of what he was telling her to do. “Brian,” she protested without much energy, “you’re so big. I’ve let your dad do it, but your cock is too fat…”



 
 He put a hand between her shoulder blades and pushed her down. Obediently, she stretched out, tits mashed against the urine soaked floor. He straddled her legs and reached down with both of his hands, spreading her asscheeks apart. The brown ridges of her anus winked at him, and he pried her cheeks further apart, making the asshole wink.



 
 Glittering, yellow jewels of piss droplets hung on her downy pubic hair and lay in streaks across her soft skin. Still spreading her asscheeks wide, he bent his head and stuck his face between them. She gasped in surprise and stiffened as if an electrical current were shooting through her.



 
 His tongue found her asshole and began teasing it, licking, poking, swirling around in circles at the opening. “Oh, Brian, oh,” she managed, squirming under his ministrations. She lifted her hips off the floor a little as he pushed his tongue inside her.



 
 “Baby, baby, oh baby,” she repeated, almost chanting the word like a pop singer running through chorus of their latest hit.



 
 He let spit rush out of his mouth and flow down his tongue, spreading the natural lubricant into the opening. Satisfied, he rose up and scooted forward until he straddled the bottom of her ass cheeks.



 
 Taking his dick in his hands, he began pushing the cockhead around in his spit, spreading it over the hole and across the fat bell of his glans. He paused after a moment, resting the head against her ass, applying only the slightest of pressure.



 
 “Brian, baby, be careful,” she begged. “You’re so big.”



 
 “Ssshhh,” he shushed her, voice soft.



 
 He pushed gently and the sphincter ring of her ass gave way. She grunted as she spread apart and admitted the cockhead inside her. He paused, an inch of dick in her ass, waiting for her to relax further. He felt the easing of her resistance, heard her breath-pant in the rhythm of a woman at the beginning stages of labor.



 
 He pushed another inch inside her.



 
 “Uuhhh,” she moaned. “Brian…”



 
 He pushed, felt her tighten in apprehension, and shoved harder, cramming another two inches into her.



 
 “Aahhh!” she protested, head coming up.



 
 He leaned forward, one hand bracing himself on the floor, the other going to the side of her piss-wet head and pushing. Her face went down, cheek coming to rest in a pool of pee, and he pressed hard, pinning her in place.



 
 Using his bodyweight, he drove down as she squirmed under him. The rest of his cock plunged in her ass, filling her up until he was balls deep.



 
 “Baby, you’re so big,” she sobbed.



 
 Not moving, her ass clenched with near panicked tightness around his girth, Brian draped himself across Olivia, pressing his body into her back until they almost merged. He removed his hand from her head and laid his cheek down next to hers.



 
 She whimpered softly and his dick jerked and twitched as she wiggled around beneath him, trying to accommodate the feel of him crammed so far up inside her. He flexed hard, making his body into a metal-hard plank above her soft, yielding curves.



 
 “Are you ready?” he whispered into her ear.



 
 “Please be gently,” she pleaded.



 
 “I didn’t ask that,” he snapped. “I asked, ‘are you ready’?”



 
 She nodded slightly.



 
 Slowly, he relaxed the pressure of his hips above the curve of her asscheeks. Her asshole, clenched tight, pushed out half an inch of his cock as the dynamic force eased. She gasped as he moved inside her. Proceeding with incredible slowness, he began pulling his cock out of her ass, one patient, half-an-inch at a time.



 
 “Ohh,” she breathed.



 
 He paused, only the head of his cock still inside her. He waited a moment, looking down at her. He watched her breath, her open mouth only millimeters above the pool of piss her face rested in. She inhaled. He shoved his cock down, slamming it home and filling her ass with his meat.



 
 “Ow, ow, ow, yes!” she screamed.



 
 He started fucking.



 
 Taking no more pauses, easing nothing else in and out, he started long stroking her, tip to balls on every motion. He watched the impacting shudder of each ass-blast he delivered spread up through her body. He grunted, she gasped, his cock slipped in, balls slapping her ass.



 
 She shouted, half pain, half ecstasy, and he snarled in reply, “take it! Take it!”



 
 “I will, I will! Fuck me, Brian, fuck my ass!”



 
 He ground into her, cock tingling so intensely with pleasure his toes curled hard. He panted, like a man doing hard labor, and Olivia kept up a long, moaning, cry rushing on and on as his dick slammed in and out of her.



 
 “Do it,” he told her. “Do it while I’m fucking your ass,” his breath hard. “Let go and piss!”



 
 “I will! I will!” she screamed, ass stretching as he reamed her out, the motions so hard they were almost violent.



 
 She squirmed under him, slipping and sliding on the piss slick floor, the sound of their sex once again reminding him of the noise kids made stamping through rain puddles. She pushed her ass up to meet his strokes, creating a small gap between her swollen pussy lips and the floor.



 
 Beneath her a wild spurt of pee gushed out like water from a broken hydrant. It sprayed into the puddle beneath them and splattered back, soaking his legs and balls, then spilling down her thighs. He hammered into her ass, making the piss on the floor splash up wildly.



 
 She shrieked in pleasure and he shouted something, yelling like a drunk. He couldn’t hold back now and he collapsed back down onto her, pinning her flat to the ground with his body again as more hot urine sprayed out of her, soaking them both.



 
 His hands came up in claws and he snagged her piss-wet ringlets, forming them into fists and pulling her hair hard. Her head jerked back as he pulled and she screamed his name. Pulling her hair hard enough to bring tears to her eyes, he stutter-slammed his cock in and out of her ass.



 
 In the next instant the burning itch deep down inside him, down by his balls, burst through him in a spreading wave of fire. He felt the clotted mess of his semen spilling up his urethra and he stabbed deep into her ass with his cock as he started spurting, pumping his ejaculate deep inside her.



 
 His body locked up, like he was caught on a live wire, and he yanked back even harder on her hair as his cum spilled out in jerking jet after jerking jet.



 
 “Uh, uh, uh, fucking hell, uh,” he gasped.



 
 Slowly, his body stilled, his heart slowing. He relaxed into her, releasing his hold on her hair. Sobbing, Olivia rested her face in the piss, still gasping for breath. Barely able to move, he bucked his hips, uncoupled his cock from her ass and rolling off her.



 
 He sprawled out in the piss on the floor, laying on his back. Olivia reached out and drug herself onto him. Dripping urine, she mauled him once again with another deep soul kiss.



 
 “Thank you, thank you, Brian,” she whispered, breathless. “I’ve needed that for so long.”



 
 He reached up and kissed her back. He gently took her face in his hands and examined her. Her hair hung in drenched strands, her makeup smudged and running down her face. Her eyes, a beautiful dark brown, were still red from her tears.



 
 His dick pulsed softly, still sensitive and satisfied from shooting his load up his stepmom’s ass. He remembered the feel of cramming his dick down her throat, of her hot little pussy bouncing up and down on his cock. Most of all, he remembered the satisfaction of pissing in her face, the feel of her urine splashing on his body.



 
 He felt his dick getting hard again and he smiled. It was good to be a twenty-year old kid with a willing, slutty, sex partner.



 
 “We’re just getting started,” he said.



 



 
 END
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 Brian’s best friend Kevin walked into the kitchen to get another beer. Entering the room, he stopped short in surprise.



 
 “Hey,” he said, nervous.



 
 “Hey, yourself,” Olivia replied.



 
 Kevin swallowed and, despite himself, looked his college roommate’s stepmother up and down. She didn’t make it easy to look away. Dressed only in a lycra sports bra a size or two too small for her gigantic rack, and tight fitting yoga pants that hugged the curves of her magnificent ass and gave her a camel toe, she looked like a pure Milf.



 
 “Did you want another beer, Kevin?” she asked.



 
 He quickly looked up from her cleavage, blushing. As he did, he saw her staring at him, a wicked little smile on her face. She cocked an eyebrow, waiting for him to answer the question.



 
 “Uh,” he stammered. Oh yeah, she was Milf-material for sure. “Yeah.”



 
 “Let me get it for you,” she smiled.



 
 Olivia turned and opened the refrigerator. Slowly, she bent from the waist, sticking her heart-shaped ass up into the air as she did so. The beers were right out in the open on the top shelf, not hard to get, or reach for that matter.



 
 Still, it took Olivia a long moment to secure the bottle, a long moment where Kevin’s gaze stayed glued to her ass, and the puffy push of her mons Venus against the stretchy material of the workout pants.



 
 That’s a nice, fat little pussy,
 he thought. He swallowed nervously, feeling a sudden, almost painful tightening in his jeans.
 Oh, Christ,
 he thought. Now was not the perfect time to pop a boner.



 
 He reached down and shifted his cock around to try and hide his erection. Olivia stood up and turned around just as he adjusted his package. Her eyes sparkled as she starred straight at the big lump in his pants.



 
 “Why, Kevin,” she purred. “Whatever on Earth
 are
 you doing?”



 
 “I, I, uh,” Kevin stammered.



 
 The 19 year old didn’t know what to do. He was talking to his college roommate’s stepmom with his hand on his cock, but if he moved his hand, he’d just be standing there with a fat chubby bursting to break free of his button fly jeans.



 
 Olivia glided forward, the same wicked smile on her face. Stepping right up to him, she stopped with the points of her best-that-money-can-buy tits just inches from him. He could feel her body heat.



 
 It wasn’t helping his boner.



 
 “Here’s your beer, honey,” she said. Her voice was a throaty little groan. Her lips were full and soft looking.



 
 He swallowed and his throat was so dry his Adam’s Apple made a clicking sound. Not knowing what to do, he took the offered beer. The weight of the can in his grip was comfortably familiar and chilled.



 
 “Thank you,” he managed to get out.



 
 Then, like gravity, his eyes were drawn down by their own volition to those big, round titties just desperate to get out of the too tight sports bra. This time he caught himself after only a moment and jerked his gaze back up to Olivia’s face.



 
 Her makeup was perfect, he realized. Which was odd, given that she was supposedly getting ready to workout.



 
 To cover his confusion, and the discomfort over the fact that Olivia made no effort whatsoever to back out of his personal space, he took a drink.



 
 “Good,” Olivia said. “Drink up.”



 
 He paused. “Uh, huh?”



 
 “I said,” she repeated, leaning in close until her perfume filled his nose. “Do you know what goes good with a nice, cold, beer?”



 
 “Uh…no?”



 
 “A blowjob,” Olivia said.



 
 Kevin stared at her. A little overwhelmed by the woman, who was clearly old enough to be his mom, he tried to ease out from between her and the wall. She put out a hand and pushed it against his chest, stopping him cold.



 
 “Oh, jeez,” he began.



 
 She reached out and took hold of the lump in his pants, then squeezed. It felt good. He pressed his head back against the wall. Olivia crowded in close, pressing her body and those big twin missiles up against him. Her hand rubbed up and down against the length of his hard-on through his pants.



 
 He froze. Realized he was suddenly, overwhelmingly, thirsty, and took a long drink of the beer. The amber liquid tasted wonderful as he swallowed it.



 
 “There you go,” she said. “You just keep doing that.”



 
 Slowly, she sank to her knees on the kitchen floor, ending up with her face even with his crotch. He started chugging the beer as her hands quickly opened his pants and pulled them, along with his boxer shorts, down past his thighs.



 
 His dick jumped out and he almost sighed with relief at the feel of it being unrestrained. Olivia wasn’t coy, or teasing, she just went right to work. Her hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then she put it in her mouth.



 
 “Goddamn!” he hissed as her hot mouth wrapped around the smooth helmet of his glans.



 
 Her tongue moved as she sucked gently on the head while continuing to stroke her hand up and down along his rigid shaft. After a moment, when she built up sufficient spit in her mouth, she began bobbing her head in time to her hand strokes,



 
 Kevin looked down at her in amazement. This was nothing like the clumsy attempts of his girlfriends in high school. This was a fucking gold medal level of cocksucking.



 
 “Gee, Mrs. Brown,” he said. “You’re really good at that.”



 
 Her tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip flickering across his peehole and massaging him there. He groaned and he felt his butt cheeks clench hard in response to the technique.



 
 His balls drew up tight against his belly and he felt the stirrings of the intense tingling of a Grade A orgasm begin to build. On her knees, Olivia sped up, taking more of his prick into her mouth as she bobbed. She made a slurping sound and sucked overflowing saliva back into her mouth.



 
 That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. Kevin grunted, then began bucking his hips forward into her mouth. She didn’t slow down, even as she started to gag as he went deeper.



 
 His toes curled up violently in his running shoes and his knees locked up. “Argh!” he grated out. A distant, disassociated, part of his mind though, “
 argh”?
 What the fuck, am I pirate, now? But most of his mind was overtaken with the intensity of his orgasm.



 
 Lava hot, semen rolled up his urethra and spurted into her mouth. Instantly, hand still wrapped around his shaft, Olivia pulled her head back and lifted her chin. Kevin watched in amazement while, as he continued cumming, she began jerking his load across the top of her perfectly rounded tits.



 
 I’m living a motherfucking porno!
 He thought. Then;
 ha-ha, ‘motherfucking’ is right.



 
 “Cum on my tits,” Olivia urged, stroking him in slow, loose motions, “Cum on your best friend’s stepmom’s big titties.”



 
 “Ahhh!” he shouted.



 
 The last loops of his cum arced out of him and landed in lazy curly cues across her tits, where they immediately began to dry in a glaze like sugar frosting on a doughnut.



 
 Brian walked in. “Where’s that other beer, Kevin.” He stopped and looked.



 
 Kevin regarded him with something close to panic as his roommate took the scene in: Olivia was on her knees in front of him, his dick out, in her hand and glistening with her spit. His cum was drying on her tits.



 
 There was no explaining this one away.



 
 Smoothly, Olivia rose. She looked at her stepson with perfect calm and something Kevin didn’t understand silently passed between them. “I want you and Kevin to have another beer,” she said. “Have two, then meet me in the bedroom, I just need time to put the rubber sheets on the mattress.”



 
 Rubber sheets? What the fuck?
 Kevin thought.



 
 Brian drained the last of his beer in a single swallow, then nodded. “You got it.”



 
 Olivia turned back to Kevin. Slowly, she took a finger and pushed it around in the little pool of semen dripping between her cleavage. Smearing some on her finger, she locked eyes with him, and then casually sucked it clean.



 
 “You know what I like about your best friend, Brian?” she asked Kevin. “He’s ready to go in minutes after he finishes shooting his load.”



 
 Kevin stared at her, open mouthed, bottle of beer totally forgotten.



 
 Olivia turned back to Brian, “hurry,” she told her stepson, “and make sure he understands what I like, and what I’m willing to do to get it.”



 
 Brian grinned at her. “Don’t worry, I’ll get him up to speed.”



 
 “Good,” Olivia said and left the kitchen.



 
 “Dude man, I’m so sorry! I didn’t mean---“



 
 “Dude,” Brian told him, “it’s totally cool. I fuck my stepmom all the time, she loves it.”



 
 “Really?”



 
 “Totally.”



 
 “What’d she mean by rubber sheets?”



 
 “She’s like golden showers,” Brian said, opening another beer. “So drink up.”



 
 “Golden showers? Like…pissing on her?”



 
 “Yep,” Brian confirmed. “That freak you out?”



 
 “Well, uh, yeah.” Kevin laughed.



 
 “Dude, if you piss on her,” Brian said, “she’s down to do anything you want. She loves it.”



 
 “Anything?” Kevin’s hand went unconsciously to his crotch, where he squeezed his package.



 
 “Anything,” Brian confirmed. He handed Kevin another beer.



 
 Kevin popped the top and immediately began chugging it down. The two boys, back from school for a long holiday weekend, knocked their beers back quick. Finishing them off, they turned to face each. Brian slapped Kevin on the shoulder.



 
 “Bro,” he said. “This experience is totally going to blow your mind.”



 
 Kevin grinned, butterflies twisting in his stomach.
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 “Do it boys,” Olivia urged. “Do it!”



 
 She writhed on the sheets, one hand working fingers into her pussy, the other squeezing her own left breast. She arched her back, presenting herself to them. “
 Please
 ,” she begged.



 
 “Holy shit!” Kevin said, amazed.



 
 “Dude,” Brian giggled, drunk, “just let it go!”



 
 As soon as he spoke, an arc of amber-clear liquid shot out of his penis and began splashing across Olivia’s bare skin. It made splattering sounds, and pee splashed off and across from her, dribbling down to collect on the sheets under her body.



 
 Olivia moaned, writhing under the stream. Despite droplets of urine splattering her face, her hands continued working at her erect nipple and clit. Brian, going strong, traced the line up and down her body.



 
 Kevin grunted, and then moaned with relief as hot urine poured down his urethra and erupted out of his pee slit. Piss struck the wriggling woman, two yellowish-clear streams mixing and splashing on her body.



 
 He looked down, amazed at what he was seeing, what he was being a part of. Olivia was hot, a real trophy wife, there was no doubt about that. Seeing her horny and kinky and begging for dirty sex was the most intense experience of his life.



 
 Getting into it, he directed his stream toward her face. She opened her mouth in response and let his pee collect in the receptacle. She swished and then spit, pushing the warm liquid out over her lips and chin to run down her throat and soak her hair.



 
 “Fuck yeah!” he yelled.



 
 He was drunk (and now he understood why Olivia had been pushing him and Brian to finish their beers) sure, but he was also rock hard, as hard as he’d ever been in his life.



 
 “Talk to him, stepmom,” Brian said. “Tell him how you like it.”



 
 “Piss on my pussy,” Olivia responded. “I love to feel piss on my pussy!”



 
 She opened her knees even wider and pushed her hips off the bed, offering her vagina up as a target. In response, Brian moved around to the foot of the bed and started pissing again, aiming his stream directly at the slit of her pussy.



 
 It made a loud splatter, like water pouring down on an already sopping wet towel. Olivia continued thrusting her hips up to meet the stream, both hands now working her nipples hard, pinching and pulling with complete abandon.



 
 “That’s it,” she urged. “Piss on that cunt! Make it your toilet!”



 
 Kevin, fully committed to the scene now, crawled up onto the bed on his knees. Pee ran down the rubber sheets and splashed his legs, he didn’t mind. Reaching Olivia’s head, he rudely stuck his pissy cock in her mouth.



 
 She lifted her head eagerly to take him, and he slipped it past her lips and into her mouth. She sucked the head, but he was too aroused, too worked up, and he crouched over her, holding her head down with one hand, and began fucking her face.



 
 “Fuck yeah,” he whispered, seemingly almost to himself. “Take that dick, take it.”



 
 He pumped his hips, driving his cock into her willing mouth and down into her throat. Olivia started gagging, eyes watering, and blew out saliva on a back stroke.



 
 Between her legs, Brian also got up on the bed, balancing on his knees in the puddles and pools of piss.



 
 Catching her legs, he pushed them back up toward her head and shoved the head of his dick against her cunt, rubbing it back and forth until he slid past the opening of her lips. Centered, he pushed in and Olivia jumped as if electrocuted in her pleasure.



 
 He looked up from fucking her and watched his stepmom swallowing, deep throating, his best friend and roommate, her hair soaked with urine.



 
 His penis tingled violently and he gasped in his enjoyment. He slid himself all the way in and flex hard, feeling the soft muscles of her pussy clench and flex around his shaft, much as her mouth did around his buddy’s cock.



 
 He pulled his dick out in a single yank, took it in hand, and started pissing again. His stream shot up her body and splashed between those biggie titties his dad had paid for, and then struck her face as she blew Kevin.



 
 Her hands roamed her body under his piss stream, rubbing the hot urine into her body. Still pissing, he shoved his dick back in and she frantically lift her hips to meet each of his strokes, forcing him to go balls deep on each push as the pee bubbled up and dribbled back out around his cock shaft.



 
 Pulling her mouth clear of the thrusting cock, she looked down at Brian, eyes bright and shinning, chin damp with their piss and her own saliva.



 
 “I want to feel both of you in me,” she said.



 
 He slowed his strokes, sawing in and out of her at a more moderate rate. “How?” he asked.



 
 “Sit in the chair,” she said.



 
 As she spoke, she thrust her head toward a comfortable chair set against the wall by the bed. Wondering what was up, Brian pulled out of her and went over and sat down.



 
 Jacking his dick off with her hand, Olivia looked up at Kevin. “I want to feel this big dick in my ass while Brian fucks my pussy. Can you do that? Can you fuck my ass so I can feel both of you moving inside me at the same time?”



 
 Kevin’s voice came out rough, his need raw. “Get over there and get on his dick,” he growled. He’d never ass fucked anyone before, and he was desperate to get his cock into something tight and warm.



 
 Dripping, Olivia sat up and swung off the bed. She sauntered across the room, in complete control of situation, streams and droplets of piss running down her, her hair soaking wet. She walked over to the chair and climbed up into her stepson’s lap.



 
 He lay back as she reached down and guided his cock into her pussy. Leaning in close, she moaned in his ear as she slid herself down his length. His hands came up and began squeezing her tits. She turned and started kissing him, thrusting her tongue into his mouth.



 
 He kissed her back, passionately, reveling in the heady mix of flavors she offered. She lifted her hips and then rocked them down hard again several times, fucking from the top. After a moment, she broke off the kiss and looked seductively over her shoulder as Kevin came up behind them.



 
 “Do it,” she whispered. “Slide it in my ass.”



 
 She arched her back, presenting the perfect curve of her Zumba-ized ass toward him. Bending slightly at the knees, Kevin took his cock in hand and brushed the head against her rectal opening.



 
 She gasped at the sudden invasion, willing her sphincter to relaxed and accept the hard cock knocking at her back door. Kevin was too drunk, too worked up, to be careful. Almost enraged with the need to start fucking, he shoved his dick halfway up her ass in a single stroke.



 
 “Ahhh!” Olivia cried out in a loud mixture of pain and pleasure.



 
 Beneath her, Brian began pumping upward, driving his cock rapidly into her. Again his stepmom cried out and hugged him, pressing her wet tits against his face. He took an erect nipple in his mouth and began lightly biting it as he felt her quivering, almost helpless in his arms.



 
 Behind them, Kevin groaned as his dick slid all the way into Olivia. He felt Brian’s thrusting cock moving like a piston through the thin flesh separating Olivia’s ass from her vagina.



 
 Is this gay?
 He wondered idly, then decided there was nothing gay about fucking his friend’s hot stepmom. He began moving his cock, trying to time his thrusts so that he was going in as Brian was pulling out.



 
 Suddenly, Olivia wailed, “yes, yes, yes! Fuck me boys, fuck me!”



 
 Both college freshmen increased their pace, earnestly trying to give the older woman what she was craving. Kevin in particular, in a better position, began hammering away at her snug asshole.



 
 “Gee whiz,” he grunted. “You sure do have a tight ass, Mrs. Brown!”



 
 Olivia groaned, low and satisfied as she breast fed Brian. “Call me Olivia, Kevin. You are fucking my ass, after all.”



 
 Brian squirmed beneath her, continuing to bite her nipple as he lifted his ass off the chair and pumped his cock into her. He’d never felt anything like this double penetration before, and his balls were already clenching in anticipation of shooting his load off.



 
 Olivia leaned down, riding the cocks moving inside her, and whispered in his ear. “I’m going to piss now, okay, Brian?” she asked. “Would you like that? Would you like me to piss while you fuck me?”



 
 “Hell yes!” Brian managed to get out through clenched teeth. “Let it go!”



 
 His dick see-sawed up into her, and Kevin’s fat cock rubbed against him through the thin membrane, his heavy balls drawn up tight between his legs. His abs started burning from the dozens upon dozens of bottom up crunches he performed.



 
 Then, like hot water pouring from a shower, piss exploded out of Olivia’s cunt. The warm liquid gushed down over him in a streaming waterfall, dripping down past his balls and running into the crack of his ass. His thighs ran wet with it and, in his arms, as she pissed, Olivia came.



 
 Throwing back her head, she howled and he bit down harder on her nipple, knowing she loved the rough treatment. Her pussy spasmed in concentric waves as she wiggled uncontrollably, ass stretched tight by Kevin’s savagely plunging cock, while still fully impaled on Brian’s own thrusting member.



 
 The sort of pressurized hissing sound of her letting go as piss squirted out around his cock drove him on, making him more ferocious in his fucking. Somewhere in the middle of her orgasmic scream, Olivia began crying, tears running down her face in ecstasy as she started sobbing.



 
 “Don’t stop!” she wailed. “Don’t you fucking stop!”



 
 Goosebumps broke out across her flesh as her orgasm rocked through her. Her hands slipped behind his shoulders and she raked his back with her nails, gouging shallow furrows in the skin.



 
 “Ah, fuck!” he cried out.



 
 Adrenaline poured into his body, initiated by the pain of her scratches, and he grabbed her hips, holding her tight, slapping his hips up into her. He snarled in frustration, unable to deliver the fucking he wanted to give from that position.



 
 “That’s it!” he said. “We’ve got to switch, it’s my turn to hit that ass, Kevin.”



 
 “Sure man,” Kevin agreed. “She’s your stepmom, man.”



 
 Olivia lay limply in Brian’s arms, her body almost gelatinous from the aftermath of her orgasm. She moaned as Kevin pulled his cock out of her rear hole, leaving her feeling empty and hollow.



 
 “Get up,” Brian urged. “Let’s do standing doggy.”



 
 Legs shaking, Olivia moved to comply and Brian, energized, quickly stood up. Olivia turned and leaned into Kevin, kissing him full on the mouth. The 19 year old kissed her back, hard. She sucked on his tongue, hands sliding down to his cock where she began to masturbate him.



 
 Coming up behind her, Brian took her by her narrow hips and pressed his thumbs against the back of her hips, bending her over. Holding onto Kevin, she shifted her feet into a wider stance, and then bent her head to go ass-to-mouth on Brian’s best friend.



 
 Kevin groaned as her hot, eager mouth slid over his dirty dick, sucking and licking at the head as she began bobbing her head up and down. “I’m living a porno!” he shouted, voice almost deliriously happy.



 
 Brian, rubbing his hard cock between her ass cheeks nodded enthusiastically. “I know, right? Marrying this Milf was the best thing my dad ever did for me!”



 
 Suddenly, from the tip of his dick, another stream of urine shot out, pouring onto Olivia’s back and running down the side of her ribcage under her heavy, swinging tits. She moaned into Kevin’s balls and began rubbing herself back against Brian’s dick as he took a piss on her.



 
 “Uh, uh, yeah,” he groaned as he relieved himself.



 
 He stepped back and aimed his hard cock as best he could, so that his stream of piss splashed directly on her puckered asshole, running down in rivers over her swollen pussy lips and soaking her pubic hair.



 
 Olivia groaned like someone biting into a delicious piece of cake as she felt the hot stream squirt against her ass, and, reaching down, began licking Kevin’s balls as she jacked his cock.



 
 Behind her, Kevin drizzled the rest of his urine out and then pushed his cock into her ass. She wiggled her hips, helping him find purchase, and then pushed off Kevin’s hips a little until Brian was up to his base and grinding into her buttocks.



 
 He started thrusting, balls slapping against the back of her legs. For a moment Olivia simply clung to Kevin, loving it, until she found the rhythm and gained her balance. Still stroking the kid’s dick, she looked up, meeting Kevin’s eyes.



 
 “Turn around,” she told him. “You ever feel a tongue in your asshole?”



 
 Kevin’s eyes went wild with shock, but he quickly spun around and offered his ass to her face. Olivia didn’t hesitate, plunging her face directly into the muscular crack of his young ass, and began eating him out.



 
 One of her hands snaked between his legs, grabbing his cock from behind and milking it. “Oh shit!” he stuttered out as she performed the Rusty Trombone on him.



 
 Not satisfied with just licking, Olivia thrust her tongue in and out of his butthole, tongue fucking him. Her hand squeezed and stroked his hard dick.



 
 Behind her, Brian continued fucking her ass. Abruptly, a wild jet of urine shot out of her pussy and began spraying down her leg. At the sound of her pissing while getting butt fucked, Brian snarled and began pounding her harder.



 
 Hot urine doused him, and he felt his toes grip the floor for purchase as his own building orgasm rocked through his body. His hips made several spasmodic stutter thrusts as his thigh muscles locked up, and then the intense burning pleasure locked in a ring around the base of his cock, surged into him, and he knew he was at the point of no return. He reached up, grabbing her shoulders with each hand, giving him a firmer hold to thrust against, pulling her back as he shoved his cock into her.



 
 He grunted with each impact, and listened to her exhale loudly under the force of each of his thrusts. Feeling dirty and barbaric, he reached over with one hand and took hold of her hair. His fingers curled into the sopping wet tangles of her tresses, and he yanked back like a rider reining a horse in.



 
 Her head snapped back under his grab, thrusting her chin up and pushing her face deeper into Kevin’s ass. Brian slammed his cock home, feeling the shock wave travel through her, and watched it push her tongue further inside Kevin’s ass. His cock felt like it was swelling like a balloon inside the tight sheath of her butthole.



 
 “Fuck!” he yelled, and began ejaculating. Then, becoming inarticulate with need, he began slurring out random, bestial sounds. “Uhggh, uhggh!”



 
 His cum shot up inside his stepmom, and she ground her ass back into him as she felt his semen splashing up inside her. Her piss continued streaming out of her, making a loud sound as it formed a big puddle between her legs.



 
 She felt Kevin’s young cock stiffen in her hand and she knew the college freshman was close. She squeezed harder, bearing down on the steel-straight inner shaft of his prick, and continued pumping hard.



 
 Her tongue burrowed deep up his asshole, licking and thrusting in a slick, slippery tempo that teased his sensitive prostate.



 
 “Mrs. Brown! Mrs. Brown!” he hollered.



 
 His cum spewed out between his legs in a watery-white mess that clung to his calf where he got himself. The warm, tingling sensation ripping through his cock caused his ass to pucker and Olivia could actually feel it squeezing her tongue as she oral fucked his rear opening.



 
 Excited by how crazy she’d made the two young studs, Olivia dropped to her knees, splashing to the puddles of piss standing on the floor. She reached out with both hands, taking control of their bodies, and pulled them toward her by their still hard dicks.



 
 In a motion not unlike the head bobbing of an Ostrich as it walked, she sucked first one dick, licking the cum from it, before turning her head and sucking the other. She went like that, bouncing back and forth between each dick until they shone, clean and pink.



 
 Finally, satisfied, she sat back exhausted. Brian collapsed back into the chair while Kevin leaned heavily into the bed. The three of them rested like that for several long moments, panting hard.



 
 Kevin spoke up, sounding slightly goofy in his sexual delirium. “Mrs. Brown,” he said. “Thank you so much for letting me fuck you in the ass and piss on you and all that stuff!”



 
 “Your welcome, Kevin,” Olivia said. “I told you, call me Olivia.”



 
 “It’s just that you’re so beautiful and I’ve never had anyone lick my butthole before, you’re the best!”



 
 “Brian,’ Olivia said in a quiet voice, “your friend can come over more often if you’d like.”



 
 Brian smiled. He was thinking he was going to be bring home more friends than just Kevin when he got the chance.



 
 End
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