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I pressed a button to answer my ringing buzzer.

“Brittany’s new place” I sang out, probably a bit overly chipper in my nervous state.

“Howdy, Brittany, reckon you can open the door for me?” I heard Jerome’s voice with that delicious, country-rich drawl in it. Unlike the rest of us, Jerome had no need to leave that dusty little town we all grew up in. He was quite capable of churning soil itself into sellable crop and made his career of doing so. “Of course!” I replied as I went to push the buzzer, but the speaker chimed in again before I could even push the button. A new voice cut in “Morning, Jerome. Brittany, I suppose you can find a warm welcome for myself to your stunning abode.” Michael’s elegant, deep voice dripped with opulence, and I smiled lightly at the sound of it and how I already pictured him in one of his customary three-piece suits.

“I can take in two men at once.” I blurted out.

I immediately cringed at the unintentional double-entendre and pushed the unlock button without saying anything else. I reminded myself that these guys were my friends, they wouldn’t fault me for misspeaking.  I quickly scampered into the bathroom and reviewed myself in the mirror realizing that I had spent more effort on the apartment aesthetics than my own looks. A quick smoothing of my hair followed by lipstick and a hint of mascara was all it took to go from blank-faced to slightly more ‘New York chic,’ or so I hoped. At the very least, I would look presentable for the men. As I did this, I knocked over a small glass vial on my countertop and cursed as it fell to the floor splashing out its liquid contents.

“Shit, that was an important sample.” I muttered angrily to myself as I quickly picked up the shards of glass and mopped up the liquid as fast as I could with a paper towel. The sample permeated through the paper towel and got all over my hands. I went to wash it off, but before I could do so, a knock came to my door. I wiped my hands off as best I could and went to answer the door.

I opened it to see both men chatting.

“Parking in this crazy town is as messy as a cow-pie in July.” Jerome grumbled.

Michael chuckled and replied, “You think parking is bad, you should see the airport. That new disease they have out in Italy and China is making a royal mess of things. Let’s just hope it doesn’t get any worse.”

I smiled and both men replied “Brittany” in excitement. I opened my arms and Jerome pulled me in for a warm hug. I felt his open breasted plaid, never quite buttoned up to the top, against my chest and shoulder as I smelled his sensuously sun-kissed skin and felt his strong, arm muscles wrap around me. I felt a strange twinge of a sensual calling, like the delicate nudge of the old-fashioned Hallmark movie to quit the big city life and move onto the farm enjoying the rest of my days in bountiful harvest. “Wow, Brit, you look as pretty as one of them fashion models.” Jerome spoke out with his warm, country drawl.

Next, I hugged Michael. He stood a bit shorter and stockier, sticking out wide across the shoulders thanks to his perfectly tailored suit jacket. European cologne wafted from his collar. I breathed deep the tantalizing scent of it. I felt a subtle urge to slip into a tiny black dress, doll myself up beautiful, and slide into the passenger seat of his BMW taking a sweet opportunity to live the good life for a change. “Good to see you again” I said to Michael. “You grew up nicely.” He replied warmly.

I pondered his words. The memories we had captive within our minds of each other had been the last time we saw one another as high school seniors. We were barely more than children, walking across the stage with mortar board hats and diplomas in hand in front of a packed basketball gymnasium. Now, two full grown men greeted me at the door, and I did my best to remind myself that I was now a full-grown woman, even though sometimes I still feel the urge to call my mom when I need help with one aspect of adulting or another.

The buzzer chimed again, “Hey, Brittany, is this you or did I get the wrong place?” A rumbling jovial voice sang out. I smiled and stepped over to the speaker pushing it to reply, “No, Steve, you got the right place.”

“Nice! These some high rent looking’ digs you got.” 

“Come on up, Steve.” I replied with a smile.

In short order, my doorbell rang again. Steve stood there and I had to blink in surprise because he looked pretty much exactly as he had back in high school. He held a black, leather jacket casually over his shoulder with a stout arm covered from wrist to shoulder in full-sleeve tattoo. His slicked and greasy black hair matched his cocky smirk. I pondered if his jeans were in fact the same ones he had on back when we graduated and hoped that he had washed them since that time. He bore a few more tattoos since last we had met and his white T-shirt read “Steve’s Pawn Shop” with the bottom tagline “Security, Cash, Loans, and Everything Else.” I stared at the “Everything Else” contemplating just how many ‘off-the-books’ services his small establishment could provide at the right price.

“Hey! Brittany.” He called out and I stepped into him as he wrapped his other arm around my back pulling me in for a hug. I felt the strap of his gaudy, golden Rolex press lightly into my back. He smelled musky and strong with a burst of cologne and a back hint of vodka mixed with gasoline and open road behind it. I felt the strange urge to join him out there, howling wild screams into the open dark night, trashing bars, and never growing old. “Thank Hell’s Angels I brought my Harley here. No way to park a sedan in this little town of yours.” I chuckled and replied, “Thanks for coming Steve.” Steve replied “thanks for having me. You’re looking pretty good, by the way, I can tell this city’s been kind to you.”

He came into warm greetings by Michael and Jerome. “Like old times, eh?” He asked Michael who cocked an eyebrow at him saying, “Old times, I guess. You haven’t aged a day.” Steve waved a dismissive hand saying, “I avoid stress in my life. Speaking of stress, how’s your misses?”

Michael clucked his tongue and replied, “gone, she took half my stock ownership in Citicon along with her.”

Steve gasped, “Ouch! Dude! That’s horrible.”

Michael shrugged and replied, “It was a year ago. Besides, after I dumped my half out on the open market and ordered my banks to stop loan negotiations with Citicon, she was barely able to recoup a penny on the dollar for what she took from me.”

Jerome asked, “do you miss her?”

Michael snorted and replied, “not as much as I miss my ownership in Citicon. But that was last year. Don’t look back, you’re not heading that direction. That’s what I always say. Besides, its partially my fault. I should have read the red flags early on, you know. I should have gone after a woman who I knew better than trying something new with a complete stranger.”

He looked in my direction as he said this with a strange, longing gaze passing between us.

I pouted my lips lightly. Some part of me felt surprised to hear men talking this way. Even with my coveted position as ‘one of the guys,’ they rarely discussed romance that much in front of me given my gender. Even more so, the not-so-subtle hint struck me like a million-dollar yacht crashing over a rowboat. Before I could speak, Steve chuckled out, “yeah, well, you know Jenny.” Jerome asked, “You still with Jenny? You guys been together since what? Sophomore year?” Steve waved a dismissive hand saying, “was with Jenny. After she went off to art school, we just started seeing less of each other until one day she calls me up out of the blue and tells me she has a boyfriend. I cried that night…” He trailed off before continuing “probably more than I should have. Definitely more than she did.”
 

Michael shook his head saying, “Sorry to hear that.” 

“Brittany Multan” a firm, authoritarian tone sounded on my buzzer.

My eyebrows shot up in surprise, but I answered it half expecting it to be the police attracted to Steve’s overall ambiance. Instead, the voice replied, “Mr. Vera here.”

I squinted and asked, “Peter?”

The voice chuckled knowingly, and he continued “I have Joe with me down here as well.”

“Come on up.”

Soon enough, my door opened once more revealing a tall, lanky man with glasses and a sports coat and tie. His stern, authoritative look beguiled cool sensibilities and a hard to read emotion. I felt myself shrink beneath that gaze as he brought a ruby red apple up to his lips and took a bite out of it. “Good morning, Mr. Vera.” I muttered out softly in an instinctively sing-song voice. I pondered how many girls like me had said something similar in his high school literature class. I imagined what it would be like to be one of those girls, called up to the front of the class feeling meek and unsure of myself. I pictured myself in trouble for doing something naughty, perhaps wearing a skirt too short, which would most certainly need physically punished. I shook my head and reminded myself that Peter and I were the same age, despite his apparent maturity. I also had to push out fanciful thoughts about leaning over his knees and feeling his firm, wooden paddle trace lightly across the smooth curve of my ass before rising into the air to give me a good, harsh smack. I reminded myself that this was the 21st century. Corporal punishment had been banned for years now. He gave me a knowing smile seemingly reading my internal conflict and replied, “Good morning, Brittany. You’re looking beautiful today.”

“Hi Brittany.” Spoke up a voice from slightly behind him as Joe lumbered into view. He seemed to stick out sideways with his arms hanging wide. Muscles bulged from his biceps and chest as perfectly smooth, bald-shaved, tan head glistened under the fluorescent lighting of my apartment complex hallway lights. He wore grey sweatpants and a tank-top emblazoned with a gym logo. I stepped in close to him and felt his warm, muscular chest press against me. I knew he could easily bench-press my body weight, probably could toss me up in the air and catch me like I was a child, and I half wanted to ask if he would indulge my curiosity in whether or not he could lift me. I felt something firm between his legs press against me during our hug and I furtively glanced down to see the beautiful outline of his cock fighting to be free from the confines of his grey sweatpants. I clenched my teeth and reminded myself that these guys were all just friends…

…just friends.

Right?

I could feel Joe pull awkwardly back a bit clearly uneasy with what had just happened. He had always been shy, even when he broke records on the weightlifting team, he never bragged about it or scoffed, he would just start practicing for the next weight up. I imagined what it would be like to be in there, seeing him strained and sweaty, with his skin and muscles glistening under the force of the powerful load. My mouth watered and I felt myself grow slightly damp at the thought of his bulging muscles trembling under the thinnest layers of polyester gym clothes. I imagined myself cheering him on then rewarding his successful lift by sliding his elastic shorts down and helping myself to a slobbery suckling of his strong, veiny cock.  My lips quivered and I could almost taste the salty juices of his powerful body sensually dancing across my tongue as his manhood would explode deliciously within my mouth.

I shook my head and wondered why I kept feeling these things. Had I truly been that lonely? I looked over at the pile of paper towel in the wastebasket of my bathroom and down at my own hands which I had not truly been able to properly wash free of the sample. I squinted suspiciously then chased the ridiculous thought away. Clearly all the boys I had known in high school had done their fair share of growing up over the past seven years and become men.  I reminded myself that it was only a natural, womanly reaction to notice such changes and appreciate them, but nothing more.

“So, are we going out to eat some of this famous New York food or what?” Steve asked jovially.

“I know just the place” I replied.

I always wondered if I turned a few heads, one woman surrounded by so many good looking men, but in truth everyone seemed distracted and terrified as we made our way out to the restaurant. A few minutes later found us seated at an elegant table.

“So, Brittany, I know you’re working research, but what kind of research?” Michael asked as he took a sip of red wine from his fluted glass. Behind him a small group of women laughed a bit loudly in their drunken state. It seemed one of them was having a birthday celebration and all decided to get smashed for the occasion. Outside of them and us, however, the rest of the old Italian restaurant sat unnaturally empty. For a place that I had to book weeks in advance to even get a table, such a sight felt almost dystopian. In the corner, our waiter nervously watched the news on the television alongside a female bartender. Scrolling across the bottom of the screen, death-totals from Italy played out along with grim images of mass graves being dug in the foreign country.  I shuddered lightly and hoped selfishly that such horrors would never come to the United States. I shook my head and returned to the conversation at hand.

“Oh, its agricultural research.” I replied as I took a bite of angel hair Bolognese.

“So, you’re in my field?” Jerome chuckled as he took a bite out of a piece of garlic toast.

“Not really. Right now, I’m working on a bee pheromone formulation. We’re hoping to boost the honeybee population by maximizing their breeding potential.”

“Bee fucking?” Steve blurted out loudly.

This drew an angry look from myself, and I glanced around the room to see if anyone else heard his crude remark, but the Maître Di had since moved over to where the waiter and bartender were watching the television. Terrifying images glowed across their faces, and I could sense the tenseness in their expression as the bartender hugged herself and the waiter seemed to say something reassuring to the Maître Di. Clearly between them and the drunk women, no one cared about Steve’s impropriety.

I shrugged and said, “that’s the goal. I had a minor mishap, though, today I forgot one of my lab samples in my pocket and brought it home. I accidentally dropped it in the bathroom before you guys came and got a bunch on me.”

“Isn’t that dangerous?” Joe asked with a puzzled look on his face.

I waved a dismissive hand saying, “Maybe if it was mid-summer, then I might get swarmed by horny bees. Of course, being March, the frost is barely off the ground around here so that’s no problem.”

Steve harumphed lightly saying, “Yeah, March, so much for March-madness.”

Jerome spoke up, “I wish I could say my brackets were busted by basketball upsets.”

Peter mused, “I doubt anyone could have predicted a disease being the tournament winner. You

don’t think it will get any worse, right?”

Michael looked around the table and said, “I’m a bit nervous about this one. It’s not like H1N1 or that stupid MERS thing we had a few years back. Damn airport was like a looney bin when I was there. Flights getting cancelled all over the place.”

My notice got drawn towards the three employees as they suddenly seemed to be arguing over something. The bartender sneered at the Maître Di while the waiter gestured frantically at the television. Just then, all the men’s phones pinged.

“What…” Joe said.

“…the…” Peter said.

“…fuck?” Steve said.

The men looked up at each other in bewilderment and at me. “What happened?” I asked.

“My hotel just cancelled my room.” Peter said.

“Mine too.” Joe, Steve, and Jerome seconded.

“All flights are cancelled. The whole damn airport just shut down.” Michael gasped as he scrolled through his phone in exasperation. 

“We’re closing.” The Maître Di suddenly announced as he broke away from the waiter and bartender who were arguing with one another.

“I am not touching those dishes!” The waiter blurted out angrily. The bartender countered, “wear gloves and use bleach, you’ll be fine.” The waiter seethed, “you wear gloves and use bleach. No fucking paycheck is worth dying for.” The bartender held up a bottle saying “if you’re scared, I got plenty of vodka right here. Just as good as hand sanitizer.”

“But… we haven’t even ordered desert yet?” I protested absentmindedly, suddenly finding myself plunged into a surreal world that no longer made sense.

“We’re not serving desert. We’re closing.” The Maître di replied urgently as he began ushering the

drunk birthday party out the door. I half expected someone to burst out from a back corner with a laugh and tell me where the hidden cameras were.

“But… we haven’t paid for our meals.” I stammered in shock.

“On the house. Just leave. Now!”

Sudden, shocking, and bizarre do not quite do the transition justice. It felt as if mere moments before, I had planned to take my friends through the beautiful and amazing city to see the gorgeous sights. Now, we staggered back through the darkened city streets past closed metro stations and empty sidewalks while ambulances blared their stark warning cries into the pestilent night. I shook, feeling unsure of myself. Through some unnatural pre-occupation with considering me to be their host, the men looked to me for some inkling of leadership. I had none to give and so we mindlessly returned to my apartment through the hellscape that had descended with incredible speed onto the city. What had been some scary thing happening in countries far away on the television had become living reality in the near blink of an eye. I now huddled in my apartment with my five friends from high school as we watched the news unfold before our eyes.

“Any chance I can stay here for the night?” Joe asked softly.

I nodded and looked around at the men. They were my friends, and it was my fault that they had been stranded in the city at the beginning of a global apocalypse.

“Yes, all of you can stay here.” I said to them.

“We shouldn’t impose on you like that.” Michael politely replied.

“No… I… uh…” I stared at the television for a moment. Was this the end of the world? Would we all be doomed to die like those poor, suffocating people down at the hospital? My phone pinged and

I checked to see a text from my boss…

…telling me not to come in to work for the next two weeks.

I shuddered. Nothing made sense anymore. I pictured kicking them out, sending them into this dark, desolate, insane new world we had been plunged in to fend for themselves. What kind of friend could I call myself if I did that? I also pictured the aftermath…

Sitting alone.

In my new apartment.

In the dark.

In the cold.

“I don’t want to be alone.” I squeaked out my voice shaking on the edge of terror.

“Shh… shh… You’ll be okay, Brittany.” Peter spoke to me in a conciliatory tone. I looked up at him with tears forming on the edges of my eyes.

“I can stay with you here. I might as well since school got cancelled.” He said.

“Gyms closed. Not much better to do.” Joe muttered scrolling through his phone.

“Can’t plant yet, anyhow.” Jerome grunted.

“Stupid ‘essential’ business list doesn’t include pawnshops. I might as well be here.” Steve grunted scrolling through his phone.

“Office is going virtual, and travel is cancelled. I suppose that means fewer times getting molested by TSA. I can stick around for a while.” Michael continued with a subtle scoff.

“You would do that, for me?” I asked in surprise feeling incredibly lucky to have such friends even now at the end of the world.

“Of course.” Michael replied with a kind smile.

He turned to Steve and Joe and pulled out his wallet withdrawing several hundred-dollar bills. “We’re going to need supplies. Jerome, Peter and I can bring your stuff up. How about you guys get us a bunch of food and anything else you think might come in handy.” Steve asked, “Why us?” He looked on greedily as Michael lay several hundred-dollar bills on his open hand. Michael laughed and said, “cause if you’re anything like I remember from high school, you can talk anyone out of or into anything. I’m sure if anyone can sneak out some supplies in a pandemic, it will be you. A few hundred bucks extra might serve your cause as well.”

“What am I supposed to do?” Joe asked in his burly, deep voice. Michael gave a wry smile and said, “If anyone gives Steve gruff, your job is to say a lot without saying anything at all.”

“Make sure to get toilet paper. They say people are running out of toilet paper… for… some reason.” I dimly replied as I stared at the television still not yet able to process all that was happening. Of all the things for the world to be suddenly running short of, I truly would have never imagined it to be toilet paper.

“We will.” Joe answered.

They left and in short order the other men descended the stairs to retrieve their various suitcases and packs from their planned four-day trip to New York City.

“There’s only one problem.” I said as I saw Peter, Jerome, and Michael stacking the packs in my living room.

I blushed as I continued “there’s only one bed.”

Pregnant silence hung in the air.

I felt a sickly twinge of some stupid romance novel setup flush through my veins, but Michael simply pulled up his phone and shot off a quick text to Steve to pick up five sleeping bags and some air-mattresses as well. “Problem solved.”

My phone pinged and I checked it to see that it was from my mom

“Honey! My God, have you seen the news? I’m worried about you.”

I started to type a reply with “it’s okay mom, my friends are here.”

I stopped before I hit send. My mom knew full well that every single one of my friends in high school had been boys.

Should I tell my mom I was going to spend the night…

…sleeping with five men?

I shook my head and shortened the text to just, “I’m fine mom.”

A few minutes later a thudding sound came to my door.

“I still don’t feel entirely right about this.” Joe grunted as him and Steve piled in several boxes of brand-new air mattresses, packaged foods, packs of toilet paper, and cleaning supplies.

“Where did all of this come from?” I asked in shock as they kept loading in box after box.

“Don’t ask.” Both men replied in unison.

“We really probably shouldn’t have done what we did, however.” Joe muttered again in irritation under his breath. “It’s survival one-oh-one, my friend” Steve replied.

Peter squinted at them and said, “What store did you find that was open?”

“Yeah… uh… open…” Steve replied with a sarcastic tone in his voice.

“Did you steal this stuff?” I asked in surprise.

“No, no…” Steve answered with a swagger in his voice. “Just the trucks in this city, you know, they’re not too good. Stuff keeps falling off them all the time.”

“At least give Michael his money back.” Joe grunted.

Steve shrugged saying, “I don’t know what you’re talking about. There wasn’t any change left over after we bought all this stuff.”

Michael waved a dismissive hand saying “whatever. We need the supplies more than I need the cash anyhow. Good job, you two.”

I smiled at this. The more things change, the more they stay the same. Michael was still the take-charge-get-things-done kind of guy he had been back in school and Steve was still the sketchy bad boy he had always been. A pain of regret entered my heart. They were stealing because of me.

“I’m sorry you guys ended up trapped here because of me.” I murmured sadly.

The men looked at me in surprise.

“You didn’t trap us here, Brit.,” said Peter. He gestured and continued “I’m glad that I’m here.”

“I don’t think there’s anywhere I would rather be.” Jerome replied reassuringly.

Michael smiled at me broadly and said, “If you’re going to face the end of the world you might as well do it with friends. Besides…” He lowered his voice and continued “I really am glad I got to be here with you again.” I blinked at him in surprise.

“Hey, I’m doing what I would have normally been doing. Just now, I got some better company. Well, mostly better company.” Steve replied, eying Peter a little suspiciously.

Joe offered up, “Brittany if there was anyone I could be locked down with, I’m glad it’s you.” He looked off sadly saying, “I could have just as easily ended up locked down alone… that would have been horrible.”

I smiled lightly. At least my friends were here to keep me company. I noticed to my surprise they were not just looking back at me, they were leering. I blinked in surprise as ten, hungry, desirous eyes met my own.  I instinctively shivered at this initially, but then calmed my nerves by reminding myself that these men were my friends. They weren’t going to do anything to hurt me. I would be hard pressed to deny myself that I wasn’t thinking about it as well, so I could hardly fault them. Still, I needed to make some space as the very same hungry stares they gave me were also cold and angry stares against each other. I shook my head. Surely these impressions were only in my panicked mind and nowhere else. I needed to get away before I did something stupid.

“Thank you. I…um… should probably get some sleep. Please make yourselves at home as best you can. Good night, boys.”

Sleep did not come easily to me that night. In fairness, however, I doubt sleep came easily to anyone that night though I suppose my lack of sleep was due to a different reason than everyone else. Yes, I did feel afraid (who wouldn’t be?) but my thighs seemed to twitch as my abdomen churned in a way that had nothing to do with food. I felt weirdly aware of how painfully empty my pussy felt and resisted the urge to reach down with my own fingers in the cold, loneliness of my empty bed at night. Knowing full well that mere steps away, out on air mattresses and sleeping bags in my living room five men rested uneasily themselves made the night even more maddening with frustration. Somewhere deep inside, the girl within me, yearned to go back out into the room and announce that I decided to playfully make a ‘sleepover’ of it with them and lay into one of the bags with one of the men in hopes that sleep would not be our primary activity.

The unspoken question that I could not conjure an answer for would be which one I should join. In truth, I yearned for all of them in their own ways and my body quivered at the fantasies of joining each and every one of them. Yet my mind whirred with the wretched implications of such an action. I felt confident that they were all free of disease, as they were healthy in school and tales told by them assured that most had slept with only one woman or in some cases none at all. The birth control prescribed to me by my overprotective mother when I left for ‘the big city,’ perhaps due to her fanciful concept that merely entering New York would magically cause any fertile woman to fall pregnant, suitably handled any concerns over an unexpected child. Indeed, there were many of the men I would gladly bear child for, but… not like this. I would much rather bear child from a place of secure decision in a marriage with a white picket fenced in front yard and other such provisions rather than some mad night during the apocalypse. Also, again, came the uncomfortable question of which one and this question made me pout with a groan. Like a kid standing in front of the candy shop aisle filled with every beautiful piece of chocolate imaginable, I just simply could not make up my mind.

I considered more immediate and practical manners. My casually sliding into the sleeping bag of one of the men almost guaranteed him the enmity of the four other men. Normally, such a thing may be a few angry words or sarcastic growls but here, now, in a dying city at the dawn of the apocalypse would it come to shoving? Punching? Something even worse? The men were acting unnaturally, and I could tell that I was too. That same concern entered my mind, but I pushed it away. Surely, pheromones designed for bees would have no impact on humans.

“Don’t be a stupid little girl.” I whispered bitterly to my hungry little body as it ached to feel the warm caress of a man’s delicious touch. I was no little girl in a candy shop because these were people, not candy, and even more so, they were my friends. How could I, in good conscience, do something which could cause one of them, or even several of them, to start fighting and get hurt. I hugged myself tight as my body writhed against my mind. My feet wanted to walk down the short hallway of my apartment. My hands wanted to slide off my nightgown and unsheathe my body. My body wanted to give itself over to one of the men. My soaking vagina didn’t even care which one, since it liked them all. My body yearned to enjoy a feast of mutual pleasure with the man as I gorged my desires upon his flesh. My mind fought against this fantasy because that ignorable little question of ‘which one’ was a damnably important detail. I pictured a fist fight and shuddered at the concept of smashed furniture, blood, and the friendships once cherished ripped apart into enmity. This was not to mention the incredibly brazen and wretched move it would be for me to saunter out and casually pick a man in the assumption he would give me sex in full view of the other four.  

“The hell you will!”

My eyes fluttered open to witness my alarm clock glaring red LED lights reporting it as six thirty AM.

“I said ‘get out of my way!’”

Angry shouts came from my hallway.  I gasped in terror fearful that, at some point during the night, my body had betrayed me in my restless state and ventured out for a bit of irresponsible fun with the boys. I gripped with my hands across myself finding my legs tangled up in the sheets of my bed from my midnight, languid writhing. To my ever so slight reprieve, my white nightgown still wrapped tightly about my frame indicating that I had at least, very likely, remained clothed the night prior.

“This is Brittany we’re talking about. Not one of your biker whores.”
 

“Fuck you! You’re just blocking the hallway because you want her for yourself. I saw the way you were looking at her last night.”

“Hey, are you two idiots bothering my future wife?”
 

“Future wife my ass, I could tell she liked me more yesterday. Besides, when the fuck did you ever start to like Brittany?”

“I’m not going to let that beautiful woman get mad dashed by five fucking men during a god damn apocalypse.”

“I couldn’t agree more, that’s why you should go take a cold shower and let a real man show her the love she deserves.”

“You want to say that to my face?”
 

“I am saying it to your ugly face.”

I began to hear a struggle outside and I desperately kicked off the blankets. My efforts to control myself last night had been in vain. Although I couldn’t help but be slightly flattered, if not a bit shocked, by the sudden change in heart for all five men, dread filled me at the incredibly violent shift the situation was taking. I burst to the door resolute in my mind to do whatever it took to dispel the situation and bring some semblance of peace. My body, however, merely wanted to be closer to them.

It looked like I got there just in time as I saw all five men awake and surrounding the opening to my hallway. Naturally, during the night, they had shifted out from their various day clothes and into their pajamas. Even in such night clothes, their style matched their personality ranging from Michael’s embroidered set of red silk pajamas to Jerome’s white tank top and boxers. Steve had Peter by the collar while Peter had his hand cocked back in a fist. Michael was about to wrestle Jerome while Joe was ready to bullrush through all of them.

“Stop!” I shouted as loudly as I could. For a moment they did exactly that as all the men turned to look at me. My body trembled from terror and desire mixed with some strange anticipation. My mind, however, went blank. I had their attention, but what should I do with it. 
 

I clung my nightgown around my upper chest with my left hand while I stood in a defensive posture towards them with my right hand raised. The hand was not to protect myself from them. Rather, it was a way to stop myself as the sight of them filled me with desire the likes of which I have never experienced before in my life. The odd pondering of how effective a pheromone designed for bees could be on humans rose within my mind once more but I had more pressing issues to attend to.

“Please, don’t hurt each other.”

“Not about to hurt anyone.” Peter grumped as he lowered his fist and pried Steve’s hands from his collar. He continued, “I was just about to teach this miscreant some manners.”

“But you guys are friends. We all are. We always have been.” I pressed. I continued “Why do you all hate each other all of a sudden?”

The men looked at each other. Slowly Jerome and Michael let go of each other and the situation seemed to temporarily deescalate.

“Are you all actually fighting over… me?” I asked, still trying to grasp the insane situation. All those years growing up, none of these men had made so much as a romantic gesture in my general direction.

The men eyed each other suspiciously, but finally Joe spoke up saying, “I don’t know about these guys. I just want to take care of you and make you happy.”

“My biggest mistake was not seeing the incredible woman who was in front of my eyes my entire life.” Michael countered.

“Come back to the country with me. It’s better than this big city with its pandemic and parking nightmares.” Jerome said.

“I want to spend the rest of my life crafting poetry complimenting every single hair upon your head such that the stars themselves sing of your elegance.” Peter said.

“Forget these squares, Brit. You, me, and the open road makes three. I want to live my life wild and free with the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.” Steve spoke to me with the most sincerity I’ve ever heard from him.

My head swum with emotions captivated within this new reality.

“You all want me?” I asked still trying to process the scene before me.

“I suppose we all do.” Michael said with a faint hint of disdain in his voice towards the other men.

“Since when?” I panted out.

“Huh?” Steve asked.

“When?” I pressed “surely all of you didn’t feel this way about me back when we were in school.”

“Something about you, yesterday, probably sounds childish to say, ‘love at first sight’ and it wouldn’t be true because I’ve known you for so long, but yesterday I found myself falling madly in love with you.” Peter replied and the other men nodded in agreement.

I released my gown a bit and stood up a bit more naturally. “Shit.” I said as I stared at my hands. I shivered as my body marveled hungrily at the men in their nightwear. I looked up at them and continued “remember how I told you I had spilled bee pheromone?”

Steve asked, “You saying you think this is some weird drug effect?”

“I don’t know about everyone else but the way I feel about you is not due to any pheromone” Jerome stated confidently.

The other men nodded and murmured in agreement.

“It shouldn’t work this way on humans.” I muttered shaking my head not comprehending how this could be possible.

“Brittany, I really do apologize for our childish behavior here.” Michael spoke up. He continued to the men, “pounding on each other won’t accomplish anything.” Through bitter sneers and half-hearted agreements, I could sense an awkward peace treaty being established. He turned back to me and said, “we’ve all been a bit childish this morning. Manhandling each other without being considerate of what you would want.”

Without engaging my mind, my mouth spoke up of its own accord saying, “I want all of you.”

I clasped hands over my mouth in that moment as my eyes went wide with terror.

All the men stared at me in surprise.

In for a poking… in for a pounding.

I lowered my hands. My heart pounded loud in my chest as I spoke, “you guys are all my friends. I’ve trusted you all since I was a child. I love you all, in a way. I can’t bring myself to pick one of you and break the hearts of the other four and I don’t want to spend lockdown of the apocalypse in some disjointed awkward hell of unspoken questions and seething anger.” I could see my speech being listened too with quiet intensity.

I swallowed hard and continued, “last night was hard. I wanted to come out here and be with you as badly as you all wanted to come back and be with me, but I was afraid. I was afraid of… well… this.” I gestured across them as I continued, “fighting and anger.”

The men’s looks turned sheepish and apologies were muttered.

I continued, “Do you all truly want to make me happy?”

Nods and affirmations.

“Would you think less of me if I honestly told you what I want to do with you today?” I asked in

trepidation.

“How could we?” Peter replied. He gestured around saying, “we were about to leap into a school yard brawl over what we want. Brittany, what do you want?”

Emotion made my voice quake on the edge of terror as I whispered, “I want to make my fantasies come true with each and every one of you.”

I quickly back peddled saying, “It could be the effects of the pheromone or something because I’m not normally like this but… I can’t stop thinking about each of you, and how badly I want you.”

I shivered and said, “I’m just not sure how to get what I want without someone getting hurt.”

“How about we discuss this over breakfast? Like calm, sane adults.” Michael proposed.

“If I can last that long.” I replied, quietly.

Steve spoke up saying “afraid we’re going to jump you?”

I shook my head as my pussy quivered with excitement. I replied, “other way around.”

Five men crowded around my small frame at our small nook table as we took drinks from piping hot coffee mixed with munches from ostensibly stolen bagels.

Michael smirked and said, “I suppose the only fair way to decide who goes first is to draw numbers from a hat. Brittany, what, uh… do you exactly want to do? Other than the obvious, of course.”

I felt awkward as eyes pressed in around me.

“I’m not sure how to speak how I feel. Would it be okay if I just gave each of you a note listing exactly what I want to do with you?” I said.

“Of course. Some people do better with writing than speaking anyhow. You don’t need to feel ashamed about what you want, Brittany. I am actually excited about the idea that I can make one of your dreams come true.” Joe replied.

I felt comforted and edified by his words. Some strange weight which had been on my shoulder, the weight of ‘women don’t ask for sex, it just comes to them’ began to lift a little bit. I looked around the table and my smile grew as others began reassuring me. So much for men being turned off by a woman being forward. Somehow, this newfound permission jived well with the maddening desires my body seemed to be pulsing with. 

I grabbed up a cup of coffee and a bagel to go along with a notepad saying “I prefer a bit of privacy for my letter writing. While I do that, I’ll leave it to your raffle to decide who goes first. I’ll give each of you a note with my fantasy listed and I expect you to follow my instructions exactly.”

In short order, I had delivered my folded notes, much to the shocked looks on the men’s faces. In return, Michael gave me the listed order. I returned to my room and made my bed as well as quickly shoved a few odds and ends into the closet and out of sight so that my room might be a bit more presentable for the men to fuck my brains out in. My head swam and my body buzzed with desire and terror at what I was doing.  Was I really going to have sex with every single one of my high school friends? Dirty, horrible words and phrases about women who do exactly what I was embarking on doing floated through my mind. I pushed them away reminding myself that I was totally under the influence of bee pheromone (or at least could claim to have been later) and that the world was ending, so being a slut wouldn’t be a big problem for very long. Besides, who was I hurting? Every man was either single or divorced so it’s not like I was acting as a homewrecker. Obviously, they were more than eager to give me what I wanted so it there was no problem.

After picking up, I flipped open the paper to review the lineup. I smiled lightly when I saw the top name on the list.

“Are you…uh…ready?” Joe asked as he trepidatiously entered the room. He had, per my request, donned on a set of elastic banded shorts and tank top. He naturally had these gym clothes on hand and my eyes glistened with a mix of terror and yearning as I saw his bulging muscles. My mind bounced along the delicate lines between the fact that he could snap my frail body like it was a toothpick and the fact that he could just as easily protect me from any horrible thing out there. For my part, I wore a thin training bra and some jogging shorts beneath which I purposefully neglected to place any panties at all.

I smiled and said, “I’m ready. A bit nervous, but ready.”

“Says here you want to help me work up a good sweat and then…” Joe trailed off slightly prudishly. I couldn’t help, but feel a bit annoyed at this, not just from Joe but from all the men. I grew up expecting men to be horny sex-fiends and, in cases where actual sex is unlikely to occur, they play that role exactly. However, when a girl who totally wants to have sex with him is standing right in front of him: ready, willing, and able… men tend to suddenly clutch their pearls like they’re in church.

I gestured for him to come in as I said, “I know. I know. This will take a bit of creativity as we obviously don’t have access to a gym.”

He said, “yeah, I’m feeling that already.

“So, at a gym you would normally have weights, right?”

Joe chuckled and nodded.

“How about I can be your weights?”
 

He cocked his head to the side and said “I suppose. You okay with that?”

“I’m the one who suggested it.”
 

I felt firm fingers and palms press against the center of my back and my buttocks as I stared up at the ceiling overhead. Like an obedient dumbbell, I held my body as perfectly straight and rigid as I could.

“You okay up there?” Joe asked.

“I’m good.”

I watched as my ceiling shrunk away from me and then slowly came closer as I felt my body descend and lift rapidly.

“Would now be an acceptable time to ask you your weight?” Joe said.

“Joe, you know you should never ask a lady her weight.”

“I know that. It’s just, you’re so easy to lift it’s hardly a workout at all.”

I laughed and replied, “and here I thought I needed to lose ten pounds.” I felt myself lower and raise again in easy succession.

After several easy bench-presses, it seemed clear that we needed to move onto something else.

“I never thought I would need to weigh more for a man.” I mused.

Joe said from beneath me “you actually feel more like an appropriate weight for a bicep curl.”

“Yeah?” I asked inquisitively.

“Are you up for trying something?” Joe asked.

“I am today.” I replied with a grin.

I stared under my bed and made note to clean up under there later as I felt Joe’s arms curl around my thighs locking them in place as he gripped my buttocks firmly with his strong fingers. I peered up at him from where he held me in my handstand facing towards him. “You’re surprisingly athletic yourself, you know that?” Joe said to me.

“I know. Go ahead and lift me up.”
 

He pulled me up and I watched the ground swing away from my head. Despite not being particularly sexy, this was a bit fun. Like being on an amusement ride or something where you can feel your body flying and shifting in all sorts of new and unusual ways. I soon however came eye to eye with his crotch, although I was upside down to it. In his next pump, I got smart and hooked my thumbs under his elastic shorts stripping them down as he lowered me.

“Brittany?”

“Bring me back up. I want to give you something.” I said as seductively as I could muster while upside down.

He raised me and I grabbed the band of his underwear. I glimpsed his cock fly out free and loose as I felt my body be lowered again. Disappointment filled me for a moment as I stared at the same dusty spaces under my bed from between his legs again. It got replaced with glee as he dutifully hoisted me back up again bringing my face up to his throbbing hot cock. In the glimpse of a moment, I caught his cock in my hand to steady it as I slipped the powerful, hot purple tip between my lips feeling his smooth and delicious manhood fill my mouth. I throbbed a few pulses and then let go saying “each time you lift me, I’ll do a bit more. That will be your motivation.”

Silently, we went on as I alternated between the grimness of my bedroom carpet and the glory of tasting Joe’s veiny cock as he lifted me. Mercifully, he must have read my mind because after a few reps he wiggled a firm thumb in under the inseam of my shorts and found my soaking wet clit with it rubbing delicious pleasure through my body. I couldn’t keep count, but I don’t think we lasted much longer before he simply hiked my thighs up onto his shoulder while I greedily grabbed onto and suckled at his cock. In a single, frantic move he stripped my shorts off and then shifted me over to have my knees on either side of his head. My womanhood quivered at being so close to a man and indeed I soon felt the deliciously tender lapping of his tongue against my longing clitoris while I maintained my focus on pleasuring his cock from my upside-down position suspended beneath him. His legs began to shake, and I could tell he wouldn’t be able to take it much more while still standing up, so I let go of his cock and commanded “lay back on my bed.”
 

He didn’t exactly do what I wanted because instead of releasing me he just sat and rested back swinging my entire point of reference from upside down to horizontal. I felt him grip either side of my buttocks as he continued licking earnestly at me driving shivers of pleasure through my body. In turn, I returned to my own feast of his veiny cock and after a little more suckling, I tasted the hot, salty explosion of success while a whimpering moan of pleasure escaped from his lips forcing him to hold off on continuing to lick me. I let him finish well and truly in my mouth as I drunk down all his manly juices not afraid of their contents in the least. I then spread my hips and lowered my crotch onto his face and felt him devour my womanhood eagerly driving my own moans for some time before those moans became ecstatic screams which I could not control as my muscular friend from high school drank me to orgasm.

We lay there for a while, like that, upside-down to one another, partially undressed and both shivering from the aftershocks of orgasm.  I finally worked up the energy to right myself and I lay down next to him on my bed. He lay there panting in sweat and pleasure.

“So, do I make a good barbell?” I asked.

“The best I’ve ever had.” He replied with a chuckle.

His chuckle died as Joe looked off thoughtfully for a moment before continuing, “I always wanted to ask you out back in school but never could work up the nerve. I can deadlift five hundred pounds without breaking a sweat. But if I trying to talk to a girl, I always just get mush mouthed. Shy, I guess.” I gave him a little hug and said, “better late than never.”

A twinge of existential dread filled me as I crossed Joe’s name off my list. I reminded myself that it wasn’t like I was throwing him away for good or something, he would just be in the next room over and I could have him again any time I liked. However, for now, I had four more men and only so much day left.

Steve knocked on my door and held up my note which simply read

“I want to do something bad that could get me in trouble.”

“How bad do you mean?” he asked.

I gritted my teeth. Today was about living out fantasies wherever they may take me. I replied, “as bad as you want.”

He said, “not much trouble we can get into here. How about we go for a ride. I have an idea of a once in a lifetime experience.”
 

I blinked in shock at his suggestion, but hurriedly put on a pair of jeans and a low-cut blouse with no underwear on underneath. Soon enough, his motorcycle rumbled between my legs jostling my achingly hungry womanhood around. I stared in shock and disbelief at the city as we drove through the streets.

I have never seen New York so empty before.

Gone were the teeming sidewalks and parks. We motored through times square finding it completely devoid of human life. Even the naked guitar-playing cowboy, a common fixture in that location, had apparently gone home for the pandemic. He drove on until we came to Grand Central Station. I blinked in surprise at this as he pulled up his cycle to park along the sidewalk. Grand Central is the largest and busiest metropolitan transit possibly in the world…

…and we were the only ones there.

Well, not entirely the only ones there. A couple of masked police officers patrolled by forcing us to dive into one of the enclaves for a moment while they went by. My heart pounded in my chest. I wasn’t sure what the punishment would be for us to be out during the pandemic, and I didn’t want to find out. Steve took my hand and I felt him tug me along into the building.

“The song you sang for Joe gave me the inspiration.” Steve said as we went in through the unlocked, but also seemingly unused doors. I blinked as we went into the main concourse of the grand terminal. It was no wonder to understand why this was such a popular tourist destination. The old-world polish of the marble floors beneath our feet and the vaulted green ceiling bearing gabled archways over our heads spoke to eons of commuters passing through these halls. Today, however, the teller stands all sat shuttered and the whole building felt eerily silent in the height of the apocalyptic pandemic.

I stared up in awe at the magnificent hall as Steve produced a small package of sterilizing wipes from his pocket and quickly wiped down a countertop saying, “I’m crazy not stupid.”

I gently let him guide me as he conveyed my body over to the counter pushing me lightly to bend over which I did leaning across the freshly sanitized surface as I felt him unbuckle my pants and slide them down off my buttocks. I gasped as the cold air of Grand Central Station flushed in around my delicate bits, but I soon felt Steve’s hand caress his strong fingers across the fleshy cheeks of my ass. He slid it down along my quivering crack and slid his middle finger along the lips of my pussy caressing them gently. I shivered with anticipation.

“Just think, Brittany, you’re about to become the first girl to get fucked right smack dab in the middle terminal of Grand Central Station on a mid-morning Saturday. More people have stood on the moon than what you’re about to do.”

With his other hand, he reached up and twisted his fingers into my hair making an impromptu handle as he jerked my head slightly back. I gasped and gaped wide-eyed at him as he whispered “just think of it, any moment those cops might come strolling through here and find you getting porked. That’s pretty nasty, if you ask me, but what do you think. Do you want to be a good girl, slide your pants back on and go play patty-cake back in your apartment or do you want to find out how much noise you can make before we get caught?”

I bit my lower lip as his fingers found my clit and began tickling it expertly.

I let go of any illusion of propriety and let my inhibitions float away.

“Make me sing like a nasty bitch.” I whispered to him.

“Like my nasty bitch.” He spoke in a correcting tone, as he slid his pants off and I felt his thick, throbbing cock press deep inside. He thrusted deep within me making my eyes cross as I lost focus momentarily for a second in the throes of the intense pleasure before he retracted slightly to do it all over again. As he kept pounding deep inside me, my legs began to quiver and shake. Soon, he did even more as he reached around and began twiddling his middle finger along my clitoris, something between flicking it and massaging it rapidly which brought a moaning scream to my throat that echoed impressively through the preponderous, open halls of that hastily abandoned grand terminal.

I lost control of my body and collapsed across the counter completely feeling grateful that he had taken the initiative to sanitize it first. I panted and screamed as he thrust so hard it shoved my small body up against the counter while I sang my song of pleasure. Suddenly, he reached around and grabbed a hand over my mouth in uncharacteristic urgency. I stiffened in fear as he let go of my clitoris and wrapped an arm around my waist dragging me backwards, without even stopping to pull his dick out of me, into an empty news stand. He pulled me back and I collapsed into a seated position facing away from him. I watched as a lone photographer milled through the empty station capturing pictures of the surreal setting.

I thought this meant we were done, but apparently it didn’t. Steven held me tight and continued to thrust all the while keeping his hand clamped over my mouth. In short order, I began helping him, as he did not have much leverage to thrust. I shifted and flexed my hips riding his cock reverse-cowgirl style (with him sitting up though) while I anxiously watched the photographer amble on past us. Any moment, that man could turn around and see me, here, in a news stand with my pants around my ankles and with Steve balls-deep inside me. I wondered what he would do if he did see us like this. Would he misinterpret and think Steve was raping me and try to stop it? Would he want to join in? Would he take a picture and make us famous?

As these thoughts went through my mind, I felt Steve stiffen deep inside me filling parts of me I had forgotten lay empty and dormant for so many years. He groaned and grunted as I felt his cock began pulsing a sticky, hot, load deep within my languid pussy. I whimpered through his clutching hand and the photographer began to turn towards where we hid with a curious look on his face. Steve shoved me up and off him saying, “shit, run!”

I felt grateful that I had neglected panties as I had never pulled up a pair of pants so fast nor had I ever seen Steve run so fast as he grabbed my hand and we dashed out of there dodging and ducking beneath obstacles as we went. We slid onto his motorcycle as an ambulance flew by with sirens blazing. Luckily, the paramedics had bigger problems than us on their minds as Steve revved the engine and roared us through the evacuated streets back to my apartment.

We pulled up to the street outside my apartment and Steve killed the engine. He began giggling saying, “I never imagined I would get the chance to do something that wickedly fun with you in my life.”

I shivered replying, “that was a first for me too.”

Steve continued, “yeah, Grand Central was a hell of an ambitious idea. It’s more than that though. I always wanted to be with you back in school, but you were a good kid, you know, good grades, bright future. I always knew you would have higher standards than to go out with a bum like me.”

I pursed my lips and replied, “you’re not a bum. Just a man with more fun in his youth than most people have in their entire lives.”

A light, airy feeling filled my heart as I scratched Steve’s name off my list. Something about sneaking out for sex and almost getting caught gave me a playful feeling. Like hide and seek, but the longer you stay hidden the more deliciously fucked you get. I checked the next name on my list and smiled.

“How did you know I would have a rope with me?” Jerome asked as he entered my bedroom carrying his lariat.

“Lucky guess.” I replied coyly.

He nodded to me and said, “You look nice.”

I squared my shoulders. I had tied my hair back in a simple ponytail and put on a much-too-short plaid shirt which I tied above my midriff. I also sported a pair of daisy-duke cut shorts. Of course, I actually had no need to own such shorts in real life, which is why the separated legs to what had previously been a pair of my jeans lay crumpled in a heap beneath my bed. Despite this, I felt every bit the colloquial “farmer’s daughter” whose beauty manages to get the traveling salesman castrated in one creative way or another by an overprotective father at the end of every raunchy joke.

Jerome stepped in close. I could smell his sun kissed skin and feel the heat from his body. His plaid shirt lay open revealing the beautiful, winding treasure trail of hair descending from his chest, across his abdomen, and disappearing beneath the buckle holding up his jeans. He looked down at me and I clutched my hands together submissively in front as I stared up at him licking my lips.

“Your note said to hogtie and breed you.” He said to me firmly.

I breathlessly nodded.

He smiled as he grabbed me and tossed me up onto the bed. Before I could react, he was upon me pulling my arms back and lashing his rope around them. I didn’t fight back, rather I went ahead and bent my legs up so he could tie my wrists to my ankles behind my back leaving me helplessly bound and sensually vulnerable. I felt his strong arms lock my body in place as his powerful hands looped rough cords across my delicate flesh forcing me to flex backwards at an uncomfortable and yet lust-filled angle. He grabbed my small body and sat on the bed next to me sliding me up onto his lap as he wrapped the bounds now around my chest laying coils of rope both above and below my breasts so tight that I could not move my arms at all, and yet not so tight that I could not breath. As he finished the last knot strapped firmly across my locked wrists he leaned down and whispered into my ear “do you like this?”

I shuddered and did not respond.

“Hey, if you don’t like this, I’ll untie you, okay. I don’t mean to actually hurt you.”

“No, don’t untie me.” I protested.

I tried, pathetically, to turn over on his lap, but could not get enough range of motion to do so. He grabbed my shoulders and flipped me over so that I lay with my head in his lap looking up at him. I looked up at him from where I lay helplessly tied and immobile. I smiled up at him submissively.

He asked with a hint of concern in his voice, “are you actually, okay?”
 

Some part of me screamed to tell him to untie me and let me be good but I stifled it easily as I whispered to myself “when opportunity knocks.”

“Huh?” Jerome asked

My eyes flickered down to his shining belt buckle and the bulge in his jeans, and I replied, “take your cock out.”

I watched in anticipation as he unzipped his pants. I wanted to reach out and help him unleash his long, veiny cock, but I couldn’t move. I suddenly regretted my fantasy slightly, but in short order he brought forth his cock which rose impressively high over my face as I lay with my head on his lap staring up at his manhood.

“You are pretty like that, by the way, all tied up and helpless like.” Jerome said to me gently.

I answered “thank you. I feel…” I pouted lightly in thought for a moment before continuing “pretty, actually, all tied up like this too. For however long this takes, I don’t want to act. I don’t want to think. I’m not going to stop you or argue with you or anything. I just want to give my body over to you as a gift to play with and enjoy to your heart’s content.”

Jerome leaned over and whispered into my ear “thanks for the gift of your body, Brittany, I’m going to enjoy it fully.” I smiled as he said this. I hungrily opened my mouth wide as he rolled me up and over face down straight onto his hard cock. I felt his manhood fill my mouth and I tried to bob my head back and forth. I found it difficult, though. He stroked my hair and groaned appreciatively saying “good girl. Give it a nice, long, suckle. This cock will soon be filling your sweet little hole and there’s nothing you can do about it.”

I don’t know how he knew exactly what I wanted to hear in that moment.

By that point I was absolutely determined to pleasure him, and I soon discovered that although I couldn’t bob my head in the normal way, I could rock my entire flexed body back and forth actually accomplishing the same sensual thrusting sensation for him. He moaned loudly and cocked his head back as a strange sense of sexual accomplishment began to fill my mind. I may have been a nerdy biochemist in the before times, but here at the end of the world I was now an absolutely sex fiend all bound up and still doling out better head than most women can do while completely free. After a few minutes of this, he grabbed my shoulders and lifted me up from his cock as he said, “I don’t want to cum just yet, my hungry little one.”

I felt his strong hands flip me over onto my back onto the bed as he slid out from under me. It felt odd, laying there uncomfortably curled over my own arms and legs in a strange, flexed outward position and still deliciously accessible. I stared, briefly, across the upside-down view of the crumpled top of my bedspread before closing my eyes so I could focus more on feel. He steadied me by propping me up against his own body as his hands flew to my shirt untying the simple knot I had put between the sides of the plaid and letting my breasts swing out as free as they could supported between the strong cords wrapped both beneath and above them. I felt his warm, sweet tongue grasp my left nipple into a delicious suckle which made me pant at the marvelous sensation. In another position, perhaps, I would have arched my back to yield up better access to him of my breasts and yet here the ropes arched my back for me. My body could not be more accessible to him if I had tried. As he suckled, I felt his hand descend across my stomach and slide under the top hem of my shorts. I sighed as his fingers dipped deliciously beneath this hem and began exploring the upper parts of my abdomen. He retracted them briefly, only long enough to unsnap and unzip my shorts before wrenching them over my buttocks and down across my thighs. He had to lift me bodily for a second to slide the shorts over my knees and slip them in to join alongside my rope bounds around my ankles. He came back up in short order and slid my legs open shortly before he pressed his tongue in along my pussy. I moaned in pleasure, unable to do anything other than enjoy, as he tasted my womanhood rousing my desire to feel his warm cock inside me.

My desire was answered as he shifted and spread my legs as open as they could go and penetrated deep into my suspended pussy still propped up by my bound arms and legs in a perpetual backwards curl. I moaned as I felt him enter deep and began thrusting. I instantly understood why so many women prefer this position. Even though it burns painful torture in the muscles of your arms and legs, it neatly positions your clit to be so open and exposed out front that every single thrust feels like pleasure amplified beyond your wildest imagination. He began rhythmically thrusting as I began to gasp and pant in pleasure not wanting to speak or look as I still held my eyes submissively closed. I felt like I was holding it together pretty well, until he gently pressed his thumb against my exposed clit. It was so raw and sensitive that I screamed in ecstasy after just a few more pulses and was much too lost in my own orgasm to notice him grunting and squirting deep inside me through his own. After our mutual paradises had been reached, he collapsed across the bed letting me fall over onto my side. I could not actually move from this position and truthfully, I wouldn’t have wanted to except for to have slid over closer to him. Luckily, he came to me wrapping a warm arm over my body and drawing me in close.

“I want to kiss you, Brittany.” He said softly and my heart melted as I lifted my head letting him draw me in for a deep and sensual kiss. Something about the kiss felt even more romantic and intimate than the explosive sex we had just shared, and this twinged cold within my soul. Was I doing the right thing living out my fantasies with all the boys that were my friends? Would there be some kind of punishment for my slutty behavior? Would this ruin my future relationships? I suddenly realized that after all the horrible things I had done today, none of the men would want me as a wife. I shivered in terror at this thought, but Jerome pulled me in close and I felt his warm body pressed against my outstretched and contorted frame.

“You, okay?” he asked.

“Just scared.” I whispered back.

“Scared of what? I mean, there’s lots to be scared about, but which in particular?” Jerome asked.

“Scared that you’ll all abandon me after this.”

“I’m not going to abandon you, Brittany.” He replied.

“Even after I’ve been such a slut?” I asked, sadly.

I dared not open my eyes to look at his expression as I continued sniffing back a tear.

“What kind of woman sleeps with five men in a single day? You probably think I’m a horrible person.”

“Brittany, look at me.” He said.

I opened my tear-blurred eyes. I saw his gentle face and good-natured smile.

“Thank you for giving me the gift of your body to play with.” He said reassuringly.

“Your welcome.” I replied sarcastically with a mirthless chuckle.

He reached up and caressed my cheek saying, “I don’t think any less of you as a woman for doing so.”

I blinked at him feeling doe-eyed and pathetic. I sighed. He was trying to be nice, same as he always was. I said, “you’re just saying that.”

“Do you think any less of me as a man for taking your body for my pleasure?” he asked.

“But it’s different for men.” I protested

“Is it really?” He asked.

I pouted thoughtfully.

“I can’t speak for the other guys, but I don’t think any less of you for this. If it wasn’t for that hotshot in there who would upstage me with a million-dollar ring and your own place on the French Riviera, I would ask you to marry me right here and now.”

“Even like this?” I asked, in shock, suddenly feeling very self-conscious, with my ripped open clothing and tied up body still dripping his semen.

“I always wanted to back when we were in high school, but I knew you were off to bigger and better things. You were a smart, college-bound kind of girl. I knew I had nothing to offer you than the hard-scrabble world of a farmer’s wife.”

He looked off sadly saying, “I didn’t want to take your future away from you. Even though I wanted to have you as part of mine.”

I rested my head against his shoulder for a while.

“I’m starting to suspect all of you wanted me back in high school.” I whispered.

He gave me a kiss on the forehead, and I sighed into the wonderful feeling of it.

“What boy wouldn’t? Thanks for giving me your body. I should give it back in as good of condition as what you offered it to me in.” He whispered into my ear as I felt his hands begin to undo the knots behind my back.

I rubbed my arms feeling the circulation flow back into them slowly as I stepped out of my room into the main living room towards the kitchen. Warm smells of cooked food drew me forward and I saw several of the men sitting around the table while Peter was pulling some soup out from a boiling pot on my stove alongside which sat a plate of fried spam sandwiches.

They were laughing and chatting jovially, and I felt weirdly awkward stepping into their midst, especially after all that had transpired. Still, it was my apartment. Besides, after all the excitement of the morning, I needed to eat something for lunch.

“Brittany” Several shouted to me in eagerness, but then I noticed a bit of hush quiet fall over them from what apparently had been a story Steve had been telling the others. I began to tremble, and I

asked, “what is it? What’s wrong?”

Jerome looked at me and back at Steve saying, “you can go on. It’s not like she wasn’t there.”

Steve looked up at me as if to ask for permission and I cocked my head to the side. He stammered and said, “I was just telling them about that crazy photographer you and I had to dodge while we were having… er…” he stammered off uneasily.

My mind jolted as all those horrible things I would normally call a woman who has sex with five men in a day flooded through it. I felt terror wash over me as I realized that there was no way this wasn’t going to get weird.

That is…

unless…

I made the active decision to stop being a priss.

“Sex.” I said bravely sitting down at the table finishing Steve’s sentence.

“So, it’s cool for us to talk about it?” Steve asked awkwardly.

I smiled warmly and replied, “yes. Absolutely. But I want to be part of the conversation too.”

Joe asked, “you’re not worried about it?”

I shook my head and said, “we’re all adults here and we’re all part of this and we all know it. There’s no reason for me to be demure or shy. I’ll just come out and say it. This was the best morning of my life.”

A part of me couldn’t believe the words coming from my mouth and yet another part of me felt a wave of relief wash over it to be able to finally admit to a group of men that I enjoyed having sex with them and to be okay with that.

I breathed out a relaxed sigh and continued, “I had so much fun.” I quickly looked to Peter and Michael continuing, “don’t worry, I look forward to having sex with you guys as well.”

Sly smirks met me as Peter asked, “would you like some soup and a sandwich.” I nodded emphatically then noticed the couple of open bottles of red wine sitting on the counter.

“I didn’t know I had that brand of wine?” I said.

Steve replied, “Yeah, so the trucks in this town are terrible.”

I burst out laughing, “how many damn stores did you guys rob?”

This broke the ice of the group with an honest round of laughter. I took a bowl of soup and a sandwich along with a ceramic teacup full of wine and began eating heartily.

“Worked up an appetite?” Michael asked.

I wiped my mouth and cocked my head over to Joe saying, “according to some people I would make a better bench-press if I weighed a few pounds more.”

Joe blushed lightly as Steve asked him, “you weightlifted her?”

He shrugged and replied, “it was easy and… wonderful.”

I continued after a sip of wine, “it was great. God I never imagined a man could be so strong as to just toss me around in the air like that. Of course, I also never imagined I would dodge cops to have sex in Grand Central Station.”

Jerome asked, “You dodged cops?”

Steve chuckled and replied, “well, yeah, a couple. Nothing too serious.”

I set down my sandwich and finished my bite. I stretched out my arms across Peter and Joe who just happened to be sitting next to me as I rested my arms across their broad shoulders. I looked around into their warm, loving faces as I continued, “I am so glad you guys are here with me.”

“I feel like I speak for everyone when I say we’re glad we’re here with you, Brittany.” Peter remarked and I gave him a warm hug. I proceeded to finish my lunch while bragging about my sexual exploits with five men that I was quickly growing closer to than I could have ever imagined before.

After lunch, I shook slightly as I reviewed my reflection in my full-length mirror. I had smoothed my hair down and tied it up into a pair of girlish pigtails. I had also tied my white blouse up tight around my breasts leaving my midriff deliciously exposed. It took a lot of digging through my closet, but I eventually found a very old plaid skirt. The good news was that it barely fit me anymore, which was exactly what I wanted. Two knee-high black socks and a pair of buckle-topped flats along with a cherry swirl of lipstick finalized my look as the kind of girl to get kicked out of a Catholic school for damaging its reputation. I spun around slowly and looked at myself with a smile.

A knock came to my door, and I nearly fell over with gleeful anticipation as I scurried over to the small writing desk and began doodling hearts across a thin notebook that I had placed on top of it.

Peter entered wearing his sports coat and tie combination. His collegiate glasses and elbow pads gave him the ultimate in scholarly looks and he even brought an apple along with him.

He looked at me and cocked an eyebrow as he closed the door. He said, “before we get started properly, I just want you to know that absolutely nothing of what you asked me to do is even remotely like working in a real school, nor would it be anything that I would ever do with a student at all.”

I snorted lightly at him for breaking character. However, I couldn’t fault his disclaimer. I replied, “just let me play pretend. Please?”

“Oh, I didn’t say I wasn’t going to enjoy the fantasy.” He replied tossing the apple lightly before taking a bite out of it. He stepped in close to me and I looked up at him from where I sat doodling in my slutty mock-up of a school-girl outfit. He cocked his head at me and said in a firm, authoritative tone “Brittany Multan, this school has very strict standards on skirt length. Is your skirt fingertip long?”

“I don’t know. Would you like to check for yourself, Mr. Vera?” I asked breathily as I sensually leaned towards him.

Peter harumphed lightly and took me by my elbow forcing me to stand up as he continued, “the girls in this class have been complaining about how the boys in the class are getting distracted by your attire.”

He stood me up and commanded, “put your arms down by your side.”

I did as instructed, and felt the smooth flesh of my upper thighs press against not just my fingertips, but up a full several knuckles of my fingers on both sides with only my palms touching the hem of my skirt. This indicated that my skirt had, per my intent, well and truly failed the school mandatory finger-length requirements.

“Are the boys in my class complaining about getting distracted by my attire, Mr. Vera?” I asked in a sing-song school-girl voice.

Peter ran his warm hands along my thighs as I stood perfectly still, like a submissive little schoolgirl fearful of getting punished.

“No. The boys are all too busy being distracted by your attire to complain.”

I felt his fingers slide up the hem of my skirt and press against my soft labial lips.

“Are you not wearing any panties, Miss Multan?” Peter asked firmly.

“Sorry, Mr. Vera, I forgot to put any on this morning.”

“When you come to class, I expect you to be prepared. You should have a pad of paper, a number two pencil, and a pair of panties. Understand?”

“I understand, Mr. Vera.”

“I will not tolerate this behavior from you.”

He took a seat on the end of my bed and gestured for me to lay across his lap. I did so, feeling his knees press upward against my waist. Any illusion of my too-short skirt protecting the privacy of my womanhood disappeared as my ass lifted upward and outward from beneath the lower hem. For his part, Peter wrapped a supporting arm around my chest just beneath my breasts and continued “so you don’t forget your panties again, you need to learn what happens to naughty girls who act up in my class. Do you understand?”

I stared down at my bedroom floor suddenly cognizant of the fact that I hadn’t laid over anyone’s knees in… well… I wasn’t sure if I had ever actually laid in such a prone position towards another person ever. If my parents spanked me, it was so long ago that I couldn’t remember such a time and that hardly seemed to count. The vulnerable and exposed position of my raised buttocks made my pussy grow wet with desire while my muscles tensed with anticipation. A part of me pondered if this was what I truly wanted as strange fear began creeping into my mind.

What if he hit me really hard?

What if it actually did hurt for real?

I panted and reminded myself why I was lying face down across Peter Vera’s lap. I wanted to submit my body to a new experience that I had never had before.

“I understand.” I whispered out breathily holding true to my character even though I, a college graduate, was about to face the kind of beating used historically on belligerent children.

I felt his warm, firm hand lay flat across my buttocks and I quivered lightly at what he could do to my body with his hand there. My breath drew ragged as I felt his hand leave my buttocks and I closed my eyes.

SMACK

I squealed lightly and gasped as he began massaging the same flesh he had just slapped.

“This is what happens to disrespectful girls.” He said as I felt his hand leave my butt again

SMACK

I controlled my voice better and only whimpered at the shock and pain of it. I focused on the sighing submission which came afterwards. I focused on letting Peter direct and control my experience of pain as I surrendered my trust to him of how I would experience it.”

“This is what happens to naughty girls.”

SMACK

This time I moaned. I fantasized about being a naughty girl and suddenly realized that I didn’t need to fantasize, I had been a naughty girl. Sleeping with five men in a day was surely naughty.

“This is what happens to slutty girls.”

SMACK

I sighed. The pain felt incredibly cleansing. I reminded myself that I had been a naughty slut and that the spanking was exactly what I deserved. I suddenly found myself longing for his next smack, unable to wait to experience the jolting shock of pain which increased with each blow across my now reddening buttocks.

“This is what happens to underdressed girls.”

SMACK

I let out a tiny yelp and then began panting. I felt his fingers begin sliding down across my buttocks and reach up underneath.

“This is what happens to girls who are fucking beautiful while being all of those things.”

He whispered to me as I felt his firm fingers curl deep inside my vagina making the walls of it tense up hungrily. My womanhood felt ready to devour another cock and yet my psyche wasn’t done.

“Hit me again.” I whispered.

“What?”

“Just… do it… please.” I breathily replied.

I felt his fingers slide out from my vagina and he smacked my ass again. I felt the sting of pain followed by the cooling sensation of my own womanly juices still clinging to his fingers splattering across my buttocks.

Cleansing.

“Again… please.” I begged.

I panted as I continued, “keep spanking me until I become a good girl.”

Peter harumphed and said, “if you want spanked again, you’re going to have to earn it.”

He slid me out of his lap and down onto my knees facing towards him. I placed my hands on my knees as I sat on my feet and waited patiently watching him unfasten his pants and bring out his cock. He took me by my pigtails and pulled my head to his crotch. I hungrily devoured his cock, ready to pleasure him especially if it meant he was going to hurt me again. I felt the smooth, firm flesh fill my mouth incredibly deep as he tugged me in with my pigtails.

“Good, good job Brittany. Suckle like my good girl who knows what she’s supposed to do.”

I placed my hands on his thighs to steady my body as I bobbed my head back and forth on his cock. While I did this, he let go of my pigtails letting them bounce and flip back and forth on either side of my head playfully. He reached down and untied my blouse front letting my breasts fall into his warm hands. I felt his thumbs twiddle delicately across my nipples as I twirled my tongue smoothly across the tip of his cock.

“Hmm… good girl. Drink my cum like you know you should and then I’ll let you have a little more pain.”
 

I didn’t need told twice. I wrapped my hands around his shaft and used them to pump the parts of his cock I couldn’t reach with my mouth. In short order, he groaned as I felt him squirt warm, deep salty loads of cum into my mouth. I paused my bobbing, knowing that too much pleasure for a man could be a bad thing, and simply suckled at his tip swallowing down his cum as fast as he could produce it.

As soon as I finished, I felt his thumbs and fingers grab hold of my nipples but this time he held my nipples pinched between his thumb and forefinger.

“Good girl. You’ve earned yourself some more punishment.” He whispered in my ear as he squeezed my nipples hard. It took every effort of my will to not bite down on his cock and I was soon forced to release my hold of it with my mouth to gasp in a scream.

He stood up and gently pulled me across the bed. I lay limp as a ragdoll with my feet resting lightly on the floor and my body doubled over the end of the bed. I felt him lift my head and I opened my eyes to see the red apple in his hands.

“Bite down on this to keep you quiet.” He commanded. I took the apple, a part he had not bit on yet, in my mouth and bit into it feeling the hard, firm fruit juice sweetly between my teeth. I lay my had back down as I felt his warm hand begin caressing across my buttocks once more for a bit before leaving and returning brutally with a delicious smack that made me whimper into the apple. He continued spanking me and tears rolled down my eyes partly from the pain and partly from the glorious, cleansing release that it offered me. I pictured every horrible thing I had ever done in my life being slapped away by his powerful hand across my buttocks. After a while, however, I had to purchase more pain. This purchase was better, as Peter lined me up from behind as I lay sprawled over the edge of the bed and pressed his cock deep inside my womanhood. The pressure of his body against my sore ass burned painfully while the pressure of his cock inside my pussy danced beautifully in a wonderous marinade of pleasure and pain. I panted and he grunted as he filled my core with his manly juices before returning to spanking me again.

After a while, Peter spoke up saying “You’re getting raw back here. I have to stop before I actually hurt you.”

Peter said this in his normal, non-teacher voice.

I lay there still holding the apple in my teeth now drooling and crying across my sheets. He pulled me up and looked at me.

“Oh, God, Brittany. I didn’t know you were crying.” Peter cried out in shock as he pulled the apple from my mouth. I let my jaw fall back naturally as he clutched me up into his arms holding me on my bed.

“You were asking me to continue. I didn’t mean to actually hurt you!” Peter continued with a worried look on his face.

“No, no. It’s not that you hurt me.” I blubbered through my tears.

He paused for a moment and then looked at me carefully as asked, “did it… help you?”

My lower lip quivered as I nodded sadly. He then hugged me in close and I felt the warm folds of his jacket press against my face. I watered it with more of my tears as my friend clung to me in my moment of emotional existential release and carried me through the after-washing wave of terror and pain.

I felt pathetic and vulnerable as he knelt in and whispered in my ear. He spoke a bit awkwardly, clearly a bit uncomfortable with the situation itself as he said, “I’m glad that I could help you, in some way, at least.”

I nodded. My face was still buried in his clothing as I clung my naked body against his lanky, domineering frame.

“However, I really think I should get you some ice and you should probably get some rest.” He continued. He spoke to me as if I was a child who had fallen off a piece of playground equipment. The thought struck me as funny, and I began to laugh in my overwrought emotional and sex-drunken state. I looked up at him through my tear-stained eyes and whispered, “thank you, Peter. An ice pack and a nap would be nice.”

I felt bad to force Michael to wait, but there was nothing that could be done for it. After Peter my body needed time to heal, and my brain needed time to process. Mercifully, although painful, spanking doesn’t really do any lasting damage and after sitting on an icepack for a few minutes, most of the redness, swelling, and soreness started going down. Separately, a nap did wonders to reinvigorate me after what had been, in truth, an incredibly athletic day for me. People don’t normally think of the physicality of sexuality, but running from photographers, being bench pressed, getting spanked, giving head, and pulsing my hips against the men really took its toll on me.

Separately, something about fantasizing over Peter punishing me for being slutty with the five men dug way deeper into my psyche than I planned for it to go. This brought out some deep seeded self-hatred which yearned to be punished much harder than what Peter was willing to do. Still, this beautiful, eviscerating experience had a strange, cleansing effect on me, and I felt a weirdly imagined concept that my sins had been forgiven.

I suppose every girl occasionally needs to get the existential anguish spanked out of her.

I woke from my nap feeling refreshed and better centered for my final round of sex with Michael.

“Come in.” I said to the sound of his knock.

He entered and closed my bedroom door behind him. He held up his paper with a hint of confusion in his voice.

“it’s blank.”

I stood fully nude in front of my mirror and smiled at him.

“that’s because there is nothing you need to do to fulfill my fantasy.” I replied.

I ran my hands along my breasts and down across my tummy sliding them over my hips lightly caressing my skin as I continued “I want to fulfil yours, Michael. After…” I trailed off and trembled nervously. I began to totter over.

“Brittany?” Michael said as he stepped in close to me. He grabbed my shoulders gently and I looked up at him meekly.

I continued “after what I heard about with your ex-wife. I wanted to do something to make you happy. Just now… I got to thinking about what you were talking about earlier and...” I hung my head and blurted out before thinking too much on it “…I just started thinking about how I threw away any chance any man would ever want to marry me with what I did today.”

The overwhelming emotion began to cascade into me, and tears started to come to my eyes, but Michael pulled me in for a firm, supportive hug. “Shh… Brittany.” He said reassuringly.

“You did what you had to do to stop a bunch of grown ass men from fist fighting like stupid teenage boys. If anything, we should be apologizing to you for what you had to do today.” Michael continued as he rubbed my back and held me close.

He pursed his lips and said, “I’m sorry I was a jackass this morning. Maybe it was the bee pheromone or maybe I just panicked. Maybe I am just a self-indulgent jerk. In any case, I’m better now. You don’t have to do this with me.”

I leaned back and held his arms as I sniffed back a tear.

I replied emphatically, “not have sex with you? Of all of the guys, Michael, you deserve this most of all. You’re the man with the plan, you always have been. Even back when we were in school you were always the one taking care of us. You were always taking care of… well… taking care of me.”

He stared deeply into my eyes. I felt the oddness of our tableau as the powerful man in the business suit waited quietly for the naked woman hanging from his arms to continue.

Firm determination filled my soul as I continued, “Michael, I want to give you the paradise that you deserve. I have this body…” I looked down briefly across myself and then back up at him continuing, “which has the power to make you feel incredible things. I want to be there, with you, enveloping you inside me as you experience pure ecstasy. I want to smile into your face and lock eyes as the pleasure takes over and drives out all intelligent thought from your mind. I want to watch my best friend having the most wonderful experiences any person can ever have.”

I lowered my voice and continued, “and I want to know that it was something beautiful I did for him.”

Michael clenched his teeth slightly in thought and continued, “Jerome mentioned you might be feeling bad about what you did today. Peter said it seemed to be straining on you. They both seemed worried about you. Don’t get me wrong, what you’re describing sounds incredible. I just don’t want to be part of something if it’s hurting you, Brittany.”

I looked down thoughtfully for a while.

I replied, “I’ve had my doubts, second-thoughts, whatever you want to call it… about today. That is what Jerome and Peter saw. I can’t shake the feeling that I’ve done something really bad with all of this.”

Michael shrugged and said, “We’re all consenting, single adults here. Its only bad if you think it’s bad.”

I looked up at him and nodded saying “I suppose you’re right.”

Michael asked, “did it feel bad?”

I shook my head and replied, “No. It felt… natural. Normal, I suppose. It felt like when we were kids playing games or something and hanging out having a good time, but now the good time that we’re having is a much better time than anything we could have imagined back in school. I guess it’s because I know you guys so well.” 

Michael replied “Well, I can tell you is that all the men had a wonderful time with you today and this was a hell of a lot better than staring at death statistics on the news.”

I smiled lightly and said, “glad I could help, I guess.”

“You are wrong on one thing, though.” He continued.

“What’s that?” I asked.

He nodded towards me and said, “I always thought of you as the leader of our group, not me. You have a knack for helping each of us find our special talents and always anchored us together.” I rolled my eyes at this, not sure if I truly believed it myself though.

He continued, “I would be happy to have sex with you, but only if it’s something you want to do and not feel bad about afterwards. I don’t want to be part of something you look back on in regret.”

I leaned in close to him for another hug. I felt his warm, powerful frame against my vulnerable body and my pussy grew hungry once more. I made peace with the fact that I needed to feed it.

“Take your clothes off.” I said.

It’s amazing how fast men can undress.

“Are you sure about this?” He asked me as he lay naked on my bed.

I stared at his quivering cock as I crawled up on top of him.

“Absolutely. I want to do this with you. No tricks. No gimmicks. Just incredible pleasure with my best friend.”

I lined up my hips and descended my body feeling his cock skewer deliciously into my pussy filling it broadly. We both groaned and sighed at the sensation.

I looked down across his broad chest to see his cock well and truly disappeared deep inside of me as

I straddled him. I looked up at him with a smile.

“What does it feel like?” I asked. I licked my lips and continued “you know… to be inside somebody.”

“Warm and wet, incredibly wet and amazing.” Michael replied with some pants of pleasure on his lips.

“Why do you ask?” He mused.

“I’ve just always been curious what sex is like for a man, you know?”

“What does it feel like for you?” He asked softly.

He nodded down at me saying “you know, to feel someone else inside of you.”

I pursed my lips and tilted my hips back a bit sliding up and down him slightly feeling his warm cock press firmly against the walls of my pussy.

“Warm, firm, and… filling, I suppose. It’s like being filled in a place you didn’t think of as empty. I feel stronger with you inside me, like I’m fortified or something, I guess.”

“I always thought it would be scary.” Michael mused.

“It would be, except you’re a friend who I trust and love.” I said. I bent in close to him, leaning on my arms. I continued, “if it was some random guy or some stranger raping me then, yes, this would be absolutely terrifying, but this is something I want to do and you’re a man I want to do it with.”

Michael smiled and we shared an intimate kiss.

I felt his warm hands rest upon my hips.

I released the kiss and said with a slight giggle, “well now that I have you inside of me, would you like me to give you a tour?”

His eyebrows went up and he chuckled asking, “how can I refuse?”

I slid myself very shallow to him, rising so that just my labial lips grasped either side of his head saying in a playfully ‘home-tour’ kind of voice “well this is my entrance, warm and very much so open for you.”

“Lovely.” He purred at me.

I slid down a bit bringing him in deep and I angled my hips back a bit saying, “and this is my front wall. What does it feel like?”

“So soft. So smooth.”

“Glad you like it. Here’s my backwall.” I tipped my hips, angling his cock further away from him. I felt his warmth and pressure push against the back of my pussy as I slid my hips back and forth slightly massaging his cock around inside of me.

He gasped and said “amazing.”

“Good. I hope you like that feeling because that’s the part which will make you orgasm later.” He flashed me a winning smile, but I continued “but a little more of the tour before we get to that grand finale. All the way in the back…”

I squeezed my hips down as hard as I could, feeling him drive firmly and deeply inside of me. I said “is my cervix. Behind it of course is my womb, which has my birth control in it because we’re not having babies just yet. Maybe later my body could host a baby inside, but that will be a different day. For now, we’re just doing this for fun.”

I sensed him groan in intense pleasure and then a worried look on his face as I discussed babies. “You okay with that? The whole babies later thing, and this is just for fun.” He asked inquisitively.

“Of course.” I replied. I gave him a kiss and continued, “I’m not saying what does or doesn’t have to happen. I’m just walking you through the available features of my body. Speaking of which, I also have a pair of soft breasts. Feel free to have a grope and a suckle.”

He gently took one of my nipples into his mouth and suckled at it making me moan.

“Do you like that?” he asked.

“It tickles in a good way. Makes me feel more like a woman, I suppose.” I replied.

“Amazing. I always thought women hated that.” He murmured

“You’ve had sex before, right? I mean surely with your ex-wife.” I asked feeling a bit surprised at his naivete.

“Yeah, but it was different. She didn’t allow us to talk during sex and was kind of angry about the whole thing. Resentful, I guess. She always made a big deal out of the favor she was doing me by letting me have sex with her and made me feel like I owed her something for it. It was…” He trailed off sadly.

I gently pressed my hips forward shifting his cock around deep inside my core as I knelt closer onto my elbows. I stroked his cheek with my fingers and said reassuringly to him “It’s okay. You’re inside me now and I’m not angry or resentful at you for it.” He looked up at me with a smile.

I knelt in close, and we shared a warm kiss.

“Let me give you a positive memory for sex. Not with a bitter woman in a doomed relationship who hates you, but with your friend who just wants to have a good time.”

“I’d like that.” He replied.

I smiled and said, “then let me reintroduce you to my back wall. That’s the part of me which is going to make you cum.”

I tilted forward and began shifting my hips rhythmically once more. I was doing it to pleasure him but, in truth, it pleasured me just as much feeling his cock shift and massage along the inner walls. I moaned and started pulsing faster noting the pant rise deep within his breath for a few minutes until he grabbed onto my hips hard and shoved himself in deep with a loud groan and a grunt. I collapsed onto his chest burying my face into his shoulder at the incredible pleasurable force between my hips and the exhaustion in my arms.

“No, I want to see it.” I whispered to myself.

I mustered up all the discipline I could to rise back up and forced myself to watch his face. He was so close. I gave him only three more pumps and he looked up to gasp and grunt loudly. I wrapped my lithe hands around his head and pulled his face down to look directly into his eyes as I felt him pulsing and spraying deep inside of me. He shuddered as waves of pleasure burst and coursed throughout his body and I smiled warmly at him. As he descended from the throes of pleasure into the aftershocks of sexual tremors, I spoke to him saying, “one of the fun parts of being a woman is discovering the kinds of wonderful things you can do to a man. I’m glad I got to do wonderful things with you today.”

He wrapped arms around me. For quite some time, we just lay there with his cock still in me and enjoyed one another’s company.

“Just so you know, you didn’t throw away anything today.” Michael blurted out somewhat unexpectedly after we had been lying there for some time. I cocked my head at him in confusion and he continued “I suppose maybe some old-fashioned men might have delusions of virginity and exclusivity, but you’re not going to meet a man like that today, and certainly not in this apartment.”

He sighed and continued, “Sometimes I wonder, if I could do it all over again, I would have tried to make you mine back in high school, but I knew you were way too cool for me. I was the nerd talking about stock index and market value while you were always surrounded by bad boys and bodybuilders. I knew I didn’t have a chance and so I let you go on while I went on to ignore every red flag in the book and married a woman I barely knew.”

He shook his head and said, “my life would have been so different if I had pursued you as my wife.”

I trembled lightly.

In for a pounding… in for a ring?

I had nothing left to lose.

I whispered, “what if you still could?” My voice quaked with trepidation.

“Really?” He asked.

I nodded.

He looked at me wide-eyed for a second with a look of expectant anticipation on his face. He then bit his lower lip nervously and said, “do you want to go out there and tell the other four burly and horny men that you’re now engaged or should I?”

I cringed.

He continued with a slight chuckle, “Maybe we should plan to continue this conversation later, that is if we survive the apocalypse and make it out of lockdown. Until then, let’s just say you’re not losing anything with all this. Okay? If anything, its downright impressive how well you handled all us men. You’re quite a woman, Brittany.”

I hugged onto him tightly and whispered, “thank you.”

I felt invigorated after Michael with a fresh sense of accomplishment giving strength to my body, although the acrobatics of the day had clearly taken their toll on me. Honestly, I’m not sure how hookers do this, just from a physicality standpoint. Likely, they put in minimal effort or something because most of my tiredness came from my attempts to make the sex interesting or special. I bid Michael a short ado and cleaned up a little before

I came out to a dinner featuring spaghetti made by Jerome. I decided to wear something appropriate for the occasion, which was nothing at all. The men, clearly, agreed with my fashion choice as they gawked and marveled at my body as I smiled flirtatiously back at them. They licked their chops and regarded me as hungrily as wolves while I yearned to be devoured.

“So, whose lap am I sitting in for dinner tonight?” I asked nonchalantly.

They discussed it amongst themselves, and I found myself directed over to Joe, who the others agreed had gotten a bit ‘less’ of me earlier, since it had been just sixty-nine action, instead of proper sex. He shyly regarded me, and I nodded towards his sweatpants saying “well, prepare a nice seat for me to enjoy while having some spaghetti.”

“Out here? Like this?” he asked.

I nodded saying “I’ve spent so much of my life focused on what I should do and have had some time to think about what I want to do in life. I’m trapped at the end of the world with five amazing men whom I love dearly and I’m going to enjoy that for as long as this lockdown apocalypse lasts. Now we’re all adults here and pretty damn close today.” I reached down and gently caressed my lower lips saying “I would much enjoy the sensation of being filled while I eat my fill. That is, if you’re willing.”
 

I didn’t need to ask twice. His sweatpants dropped to the floor, and I plopped right down onto his already firm and enormous cock. I sighed as he penetrated me and then smiled across the table at Peter who watched in awe. I turned back to Joe saying, “Thanks for the seat. I’m not going to make you cum right now, because we need to eat first. I’m just keeping you warm for dinner. Are you okay with that?” Joe moaned and said “I’m just loving being inside you. You feel so amazing.”

I turned back to the other men and said, “I have an idea for some after-dinner entertainment that I think all of you will enjoy. Afterwards, if there are no complaints, I would like to sleep out here with you all. You can think of it as a slumber party.”

“Sounds like fun.” Steve said as he passed a plate of spaghetti and a glass of wine in front of me.

“Will I get to cum inside you?” Joe asked.  I looked over my shoulder at him and said, “Oh yes.” I took a bite of spaghetti and then continued, “but I’ll need you nice and sloppy wet for my idea to work. It’s something I haven’t tried before, but I think I can do it as long as your cock is well soaked in my juices.”

Michael chuckled, “sounds ambitious.”

I nodded and took a sip of wine saying, “sex with five men usually is but I think I can make it work, as long as you guys are all game.”

Jerome smiled and replied, “how could any man say ‘no?’”

We all ate hurriedly, excited about the next steps. Not particularly caring to use my feet, and with a ridiculous amount of manpower surrounding me, I asked Joe to carry me back to the living room exactly as I was, skewered on top of his hard cock. I highly recommend this, by the way, if you ever get the opportunity to ride around skewered on top of a man’s cock. It truly is the best way to travel.

Once we got to an open bit of floor, I directed the men to lay out some blankets and make a large flat area which they prepared hastily as well as stripped clothing off from themselves at an incredible pace. I whispered back to Joe “go ahead and lay down with me on top of you.” Which he did with expert ease due to his incredible strength.

“Okay, moment of truth. Slide out, go a little further back, then slide right back into me… I hope.” I said to Joe.

After a few tenuous prods and misses, Joe found my ass and luckily the slick juices from my pussy made his entry as smooth as it probably could be. I still winced and grimaced as alternating waves of pleasure and pain coursed through my body while I felt his incredibly large, firm cock press deep inside my ass. I stared up from the ground as I lay with my ass stretched wide by Joe and felt as if I stood at the edge of a cliff. Overhead, four cocks and sets of balls leered down at me hungrily. Once they started having me, they wouldn’t stop until I had satisfied all of them. That old feeling of inadequacy and the horrible things people say about shameless women began riling up within me once more. I batted it away. Let the jealous and resentful grandmas keep their clutched pearls and judgmental stares. I’ll be quite satisfied here with five men who worship every inch of my flesh.

It was time to give them what they want, anything they could ever want.

“My body is yours, boys. Take it.” I said to them.

I felt like I swam in a strange hurricane of manhood. I couldn’t even keep track of who was doing what as I felt warm tongue and mouth begin suckling at my left nipple, a pair of balls gently drop into my right palm, someone thrust deep inside my pussy, and another cock enter deep into my mouth. I closed my eyes and decided not to even try and keep track of who got what part of me. I had just given my body over to them as a gift and it was up to them how they enjoyed it. I felt Joe begin thrusting and the dual filing nature of both him in my ass and someone else in my pussy was almost too much fullness to bear. I massaged a pair of testicles in my hand while massaging the tip of a cock with my tongue. For a short while, it was chaotic, but eventually the men shifted around a bit until we all got synced up and I felt my entire body thrown up and down in tempo to their thrusting. In each hand I held a warm and ripe cock while another penetrated my mouth and yet two more were thrust deep inside my ass and my womanhood.

I danced and played in that sea of men letting them bob me up and down like I was on an ocean bringing forth my own pleasure as I tantalized theirs. In short order, however, they started to cum. It was like popcorn, first I felt Joe’s cock grow enormous and hot in my ass before it started pulsing in sticky cum before I felt warm semen spray out onto my left arm from someone’s cock I had in my hand followed by the salty taste of manhood spraying deep into my mouth which I drank in deeply as I felt more cum spray on me from the right and finally a deep pulsing sensation inside my pussy.

I released the cock from my mouth, still not wanting to open my eyes, and caught a much-needed breath.

Slowly, I felt cocks retract from me as Joe gently shifted me off to his right-hand side where I collapsed in an exhausted heap with my head on top of someone. I panted and shivered as I felt warm flesh surround all around me and I opened my eyes to see I lay in a sea of men all of whom were holding onto a part of me and, in many cases, delicately massaging it. I felt strong hands massaging the sore muscles in my arms while I looked up to see Peter gently massaging the muscles in my cheeks. “You were incredible, Brittany. Let us take care of you for a while.”

I lulled my head back and forth enjoying the warm feeling of the men taking care of me for a moment before Peter asked, “what was that?”

I heard the voice again and then Peter turned to me saying “there’s been requests to hear you sing. Would you like to have an orgasm?”
 

“Mmmhmm.” I managed to whimper out as I weakly spread my legs.

I didn’t have to do anything else.

I immediately felt a warm face bury itself into my crotch as a flickeringly delicious tongue began lapping away at my clitoris. I felt delicious, warm mouths clamp down on both of my nipples from men on either side of me while hands, legs, torsos, cocks, faces, and feet all seemed to hold, massage, and stroke me. For as expertly as I had handled their sexual desires before the men handled mine as they gently guided me up the mountain to my own peaking orgasm. My mind fell blank as I arched my back and screamed my pleasure into the air while all the men worked their hardest to make it the most powerful orgasm I had ever experienced in my entire life. Peter caught my scream with a kiss which gave me a delicious focal point to finish enjoying my pleasure on. Eventually, I came back down that mountain of pleasure as it descended into trembles and aftershocks. I didn’t leave, however, none of us did. We lay like that for some time all jumbled together into a delicious pile. I rolled my head to the left to see Michael lying next to me. We caught eyes and smiled at one another.

“Best apocalypse ever.” I whispered to him.

“I couldn’t agree more.” He replied.
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