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The Well-Endowed Billionaires Club – Scarlett Skyes
 
   The numbers on the elevator readout were counting up, but everything felt like a countdown.  My breath seemed abnormally loud to my ears, when I could hear anything over the pounding of my heart.
 
   Most elevators were kind of dirty and played the worst music in the history of the world.  Not this one.  It was sleek, sexy, and ominous, just like the building it served.
 
   “You sure you want to go through with this?  No offence, but you don’t look like the kind of girl that could handle it.  Mind you, no girl has made it through this yet so I guess that doesn’t mean much,” said the man who hadn’t introduced himself.
 
   I nodded.
 
   Not exactly reassuring, but I had all the motivation I could possibly need.  When I thought of the series of events that had led me to this point, my heart sank.  The banks were this close to foreclosing on the family home, the one I had grown up in, and between them and my mom’s medical bills, we were so deep in the hole that there was no digging our way out.
 
   To top it all off, my college scholarship had been withdrawn on a technicality with only a few weeks until I was supposed to start.  I’d been nearly in tears, sitting on a bench outside an administrative building on campus when a man who looked like he could be in the secret service approached me.
 
   Never in a million years would I have ever thought a contract like that would be laid out in front of me.  Never in a billion years could I have imagined myself signing it.
 
   One million dollars.  One night of ‘rough and unprotected’ sex with seven anonymous and ‘well-endowed’ men.  If I screamed for them to stop, if I did anything but beg for everything they could give me, I would get nothing.  If I could make it through the night… all my financial worries were solved, my future was saved, my mom received the medical care she needed.
 
   I had too much riding on this to pull out now, or ever, but the man was right.  If there was a kind of girl that could normally handle this, it wasn’t me.
 
   If there was a label that could be put on that kind of girl, what would it be?  Slut?  Porn star?  Perhaps, but I was neither of those things.
 
   At eighteen years old, even I knew I was a pretty stereotypical ‘good girl’.  I’d slept with two guys, both of whom had been my boyfriends at the time, I had good grades, I was polite and respectful, I didn’t even swear.
 
   It was no wonder my heart was beating so hard.  I just didn’t have any kind of life experience to prepare myself for what had been hinted at in the contract.  The doors slid open and I caught my first look at how the elite live.
 
   “In you go.”
 
   I stepped into the penthouse and couldn’t help but stare around the room with slack-jawed wonder.  The floors, the furniture, the art, it was clear that no expense had been spared on anything.  The view out of the window dominated everything though, I could see the cityscape lit up for miles around.  ‘Window’ was too humble a name for the floor-to-ceiling glass, but I didn’t know if there was another word for it.
 
   There wasn’t a lot of time to admire anything though, because sitting around a coffee table littered with cigars and tumbler glasses of scotch on various seats were seven well-dressed men beginning to get to their feet.  I had thought that with the kind of money they were able to unload on me that I might recognise some of the men from TV, but it wasn’t to be.
 
   Obscuring their faces, each of them was wearing a jet-black silky mask, making them look like a cross between bandits and super-heroes.  One of them was already halfway to me by the time the doors had slid shut and I found my voice.
 
   “Hi, I’m Melissa, I’m here…”
 
   The man brought his arm up to my throat and firmly pushed until my back hit the elevator with a soft metallic thud.  I dropped my bag and raised my hands to try and pull his arm away, gasping more out of shock than from the pressure he was putting on my neck.
 
   “Nobody cares who you are,” he whispered harshly, pushing his other hand up the white button-up shirt of my old school uniform until he was squeezing my tit through my bra.  “This doesn’t look like a costume… how old are you, little girl?”
 
   After signing the contract I had been given a thousand dollars to prepare myself for the night, which I had promptly banked and instead made some alterations to my uniform.  I obviously didn’t need it for school anymore, so I thought ‘why not?’
 
   Ignoring the instinct to struggle against him, I let this unknown man grope my firm flesh as he held me against those doors.  Taking a split second to make sure I was under control before I spoke, I remembered the contract, remembered my situation, remembered all the lines I had come up with, things I could say without thinking about it in the heat of the moment.
 
   “I’m eighteen years old, I’m not a little girl.  You can do anything you want to me.”
 
   “I like the sound of this one,” said the second man to arrive, reaching his hand up my skirt and cupping my pussy, feeling my folds through the pure white material of my panties.
 
   A third man arrived and slid his hand up the back of my thigh, giving my ass cheek a firm squeeze before pulling the elastic of my waistband out and running a single finger along the crack of my ass until the tip pushed at my virgin asshole.  I half-gasped, half-yelped, making him chuckle quietly as he continued rubbing and pushing against my firmly clenched rear entrance.
 
   Six hands were on my body, maybe more as the other four men crowded round.  I was surrounded, the mixed scent of their various colognes and shared cigar smoke was all around me, they smelled so… rich and powerful, there was no other way to describe it.
 
   I closed my eyes and tried to stop myself from hyperventilating as these men took advantage of their power and wealth, took advantage of me.  It was impossible to keep track of what hands were where, my bra was unclipped beneath my shirt and my panties were pushed to my ankles.
 
   After a few minutes of exploration, it felt like I had no secrets left, nothing was private, nothing was sacred.  I was nothing more than a tight pussy to be fucked.
 
   Smack!
 
   A resounding slap from the man who had been squeezing my tit made my eyes water and brought my attention back to him.
 
   “Look at me, slut,” he said.  “You like sucking cock?”
 
   Trying not to let my voice waver, I nodded, “Yes, sir.  I’d like to suck yours.”
 
   “Down on your knees then,” he said, pushing down on my shoulder.
 
   The hands of the others two slipped out from under my skirt and shirt as I went down, kneeling next to my little backpack.  The man in front of me unzipped his pants, while the others in the room began to disrobe more completely, starting with their jackets and shirts.
 
   “Take it out,” he said.
 
   Reaching out, I hoped he didn’t notice how much my hand was shaking.  I felt the warmth of his body the instant my fingertips passed the opening of the zip, and even more so when I worked them inside the gap in the front of his boxers.
 
   I had known that my previous boyfriends couldn’t have had the hugest dicks in the world, I thought they were probably about average.  Nice, but not worth writing home about.  Nothing could have prepared me for what I was trying to curl my fingers around.
 
   Tugging it out into the open air, I couldn’t help but snatch my hand back and cover my mouth as I went from kneeling to sitting on my heels.  I stared up at his impossibly huge dick and felt the first stirrings of doubt.
 
   Stirring?  No, it was more like a tornado of doubt twisting its way through the trailer park of my resolve and wreaking havoc.
 
   “What’s the matter?” said the man, taking his semi-hard shaft in his hand and slapping it against my cheek with a soft meaty sound.  “Don’t think you can handle it?”
 
   I moved my hand from my mouth to my cheek, where a droplet of pre-cum had smeared, then looked up at him, finding that spark of defiance and determination that had made me sign the contract in the first place.
 
   “You can do anything you want to me, I’m yours.”
 
   “Good girl,” he said, and aimed his manhood at my mouth.
 
   Never taking my eyes from his, I parted my lips and let him feed the tip of his cock inside, flicking my tongue across the underside of the head.  Already thick, it instantly began to swell even further as he slowly pushed it in and out across my lips until it was rock hard and I had to bring both hands up to the shaft to keep it properly aimed at my face.
 
   The man leaned against the elevator with his hands and began thrusting a little harder, a little deeper, pulling his cock completely out of my mouth and through the grip of both of my hands before plunging in again.  I continued flicking my tongue under his cock when I could and gave my sluttiest moans.
 
   It was a surprisingly easy reaction… there was something about the whole situation that seemed to overshadow my misgivings, take away all the cares of the outside world.  Out there, I had problems, life was complicated.  In here, I was made to serve this majestic cock.  It was simple… it was fucking hot as hell.
 
   “Yeah, fuck that face,” said one of the others and I glanced to either side.
 
   The other men had fully undressed by now and were all stroking hard cocks as they watched me, an inexperienced little blonde girl, take this huge cock in the mouth.  My eyes widened again for a moment.  All the men were similarly sized to the one I was sucking and some, God help me, were even bigger.
 
   The man whose dick I was sucking began fucking my mouth even harder, even deeper, until he hit the back of my throat and I instinctively jerked back, only to bump my head on the elevator doors with another metallic ‘bong’ sound.  I fought down my gag reflex, and the man continued sliding that huge rod through my hands, hitting my throat over and over again until I just rested my head against the doors to save on bruising.
 
   “Spread your legs,” commanded one of them and I complied, kneeling with my knees apart.
 
   He knelt beside me and trailed his fingers up my inner thigh, sending a pleasurable shiver up my spine that made me sigh as contentedly as possible with a massive erection pounding my face.  When he touched my pussy I was in seventh heaven, I felt so free, free of responsibility, free from my good girl image, I felt like I could do anything… and they were going to give me a million dollars?
 
   “This little slut is wet as fuck already,” he said.
 
   As his fingers probed and slid around my tight little pussy and, joyously, over my clit, I realised he was right.  I’d given up control to these rich, powerful, men with king-cocks and my body had responded to prepare me as best it could.
 
   The man whose cock I was sucking paused his thrusts and pushed at the back of my throat, hard.  Once more I fought against my gag reflex, but my face went red and I looked up at him with watering eyes until he relented for a moment.  I knew what he wanted… but it was just too big.
 
   Once his finger was good and wet with my juices, I felt the man kneeling beside me begin flicking a single finger back and forth across my clit and I gave him a look like he was my hero, thanking him without words.  I reached out and began stroking his cock, amazed at how small my hand looked while holding it.
 
   Another anonymous man knelt on my other side and grabbed my arm, removing my hand from the cock of the one face-fucking me and putting it on his own, making me jerk him off too.  Unceremoniously, he ripped my shirt open, exposing my breasts with bra hanging loose.
 
   “Look at those fuckin’ tits.  Beautiful,” said one of the men I couldn’t even see at that moment.
 
   Somehow I felt the warmth of a blush touch my cheeks.  I’d always considered my breasts completely average, but the compliment made me push my chest out proudly against the hands that found their way to them.
 
   I was overwhelmed in every sense of the word, in both mind and body.  Huge dicks were everywhere, one in each hand, one in my mouth, four waiting in the wings, one finger inflicting immeasurable pleasure on my clit… I felt like I was going to explode at any moment.
 
   I was right.  I gripped those hard dicks as tightly as I could and moaned like I was going to bring the whole building down while ecstasy I’d never dreamed off rocked my world.  My juices flowed freely and I was sure I was making a little mess on the floor as the finger on my clit increased speed to what seemed like superhuman levels, becoming a constant hum of stimulation on my most sensitive spot.
 
   The man fucking my face pushed his cock against my throat again, cutting off my air supply as my orgasm took over.  Somehow the struggle for air only seemed to intensify my climax, I might have slumped to the ground in a quivering mess if I wasn’t held up by all those big dicks.
 
   I heard a grunt of release and felt that huge cock pumping cum directly against the back of my throat.  I did my best to swallow but, distracted as I was by my own orgasm, I couldn’t take the sheer volume of it and some escaped out of the corners of my mouth.
 
   When he was finished with me, he pulled his manhood out and looked down with a satisfied expression as I gasped for air, scooping up the escaped cum with a finger and pushing it back in my mouth.
 
   “Swallow it all,” he commanded.  “If all women could suck a cock like you, there’d be no more wars, we’d be too busy to fight.  Speaking of which, you won that defence contract, Cal, so as per the agreement at the last meeting, you get to fuck this pussy first.”
 
   “Damn right.  Get her to the table.”
 
   Strong hands slipped under my arms and then my legs, carrying me so I was facing upwards.  Various light fittings passed my field of vision and then I saw myself reflected in a mirror up there.  I had no idea what sort of place had that kind of thing outside of the bedroom, but there it was.
 
   I saw, and then a second later felt, a narrow table underneath me, which the men placed me down upon, my head lolling backwards off one end and my ass resting right on the opposite edge.  The one called Cal stepped between my legs and I raised my head to look down at him, his intimidating erection towering over my pussy like an obelisk.
 
   “I’m going to fucking ruin you, slut,” he said, grasping his shaft at approximately the mid-point and aiming it at my tight teen slit.
 
   I couldn’t believe the size of the thing advancing upon my sex and had to fight against every instinct that told me to close my legs, to kick him away and protect myself, because there was no way I could take that monster in my inexperienced little pussy.  The fight between fear, determination… and that animal part of my brain that told me to get fucked by the biggest cocks I could find, resulted in thighs that merely quivered against his hips as I felt that fat head of that royal erection traced teasingly around my sopping wet entrance for a few moments before being pushed forwards.
 
   I cried out as the thickness of his manhood pushed my pussy lips aside, feeling myself pushed to what I thought were my limits and then even further.  With white knuckles, I gripped the sides of the table and clenched my teeth.
 
   In the mirror I could see his hard length pushing at my folds and my eyes widened at just how far away he was from bottoming out.  Oh my God, what have I gotten myself into?
 
   “Oh fuck yeah, you love that cock?”
 
   “Yeah,” I grunted through my teeth, and realised I wasn’t even close to lying.
 
   Smack!
 
   From somewhere on my right, an open palm struck my cheek, twisting my head to the left for a moment and taking my focus away from the huge invasion of my most private area.  I felt a whole inch of cock slide in before I could even search for the source of the slap.
 
   “Then beg for it,” said a man on my right, presumably the one who had slapped me.
 
   “Please!  Please give me that cock, fuck me like your little slut.”
 
   I gasped out my lewd encouragement and finished with a yelp as I felt his cock drive past the deepest point I’d ever taken a man before, and still it kept coming.  No man had ever touched me where he was touching me now, he was in virgin territory.
 
   “Do you want it to stop?” asked somebody from my left.
 
   “No!  Fuck me hard!”
 
   “Jesus this bitch is tight, guys.  It’s gotta hurt, little girl, you sure you want what you just asked for?”
 
   “Yes!  I was born to take your cum!”
 
   “God damn,” said another masked man, “I’m sending my step-daughter to her school.”
 
   “Me too,” said another.
 
   With five huge cocks being slowly stroked all around me, the one in my pussy brushed up against my cervix at the same moment I felt a pair of balls heavy with sperm come to rest on my ass.  Cal didn’t pause for even a moment, immediately pulling back until I felt that bumpy ridge of his cock at my tight entrance once more and then slamming it home so fast I cried out in pleasure and pain.
 
   I was on fire between my legs, wet as I was there was no amount of slippery pussy juice that could mitigate the huge shaft that was now sawing in and out of me, gaining pace quickly until my whole body was shaking with the impact.  Thick man-meat found its way into each of my hands as I thrashed my head from side to side, trapped and walking a fine line between an abyss of torment on one side and ecstasy on the other.
 
   A pair of hands pushed my head back and held it still, and I concentrated for long enough to see another glorious cock advancing towards my mouth as I watched it from an upside down perspective.  For the second time in only ten minutes or so, I was getting face fucked by a cock so big that even the most powerful thrusts couldn’t get it down my throat.
 
   Slapping, cursing and squelching dominated the classical music playing in the background over the penthouse sound system, which was an incredibly dissonant soundtrack for the depraved fucking I was receiving.  I felt so dirty, so used… so alive for the first time.
 
   Hands were everywhere again, impossible to keep track of.  It felt like there were too many hands for just seven men, stroking at my soft skin, lifting my legs to slap my ass, squeezing my tits and tugging at my nipples, closing down over my own hands to grip the cocks even tighter.
 
   I’d never been given so much attention in my life, to think that these wealthy, well-endowed, powerful men all wanted to fuck me was incredible.  It was tipping that balancing act of pleasure and pain safely into the direction of pleasure and I was getting close to an orgasm of the like I had never dreamed of before.
 
   Every stroke of that huge cock in my pussy stoked that fire, sending wave after wave of increasing pleasure that built up in my belly until it was like this big ball that was going to detonate at any moment.  A warm flow of thick cum enveloped my right hand like a heated glove as that massive rod twitched in my grip and that was it, there was no holding me back.
 
   I took a deep breath around the hard dick furiously fucking my face and moaned like a little whore as shivers of ecstasy cascaded around my body.  My pussy quivered and clenched with every wave and in the midst of my climax I felt Cal drive deep into my abused slit and blast a torrent of cum directly against my cervix, filling me up with his hot seed.
 
   The warmth of Cal’s ejaculation seemed to spread throughout my body as my face continued to be enthusiastically pounded by his friend’s huge dick and my afterglow set in.  It was all I could do to try and breathe around that jack-hammering manhood, but I felt so exhausted from the effort and the pleasure that I was close to passing out.
 
   Through half-closed eyes, I saw that long cock pull out of my mouth and the man’s hand quickly stroke it until a jet of semen hit me on the cheek, then another closed one eye, then my other eye.  I was blinded by a mask of creamy sperm that kept on coming until I thought I must have looked like I’d been hit in the face by a cream pie made of cum.
 
   The man who had been using my left hand for his own pleasure suddenly spurted a stream of cum across my tits, a huge load that pooled between my firm mounds and flowed down until it gathered in a small lake in my belly button.  I licked my lips between pants for air, my head hanging backwards as semen dripped from my face into my hair.
 
   “Turn over, slut,” said somebody’s deep voice.
 
   I tried but found I lacked the strength to do it, so several hands turned me first on to my stomach and then spun me to the side so my feet were back on the ground as I was bent over forwards on the table.  All the cum felt so very slippery between my body and the surface I was leaning on, and I had no idea what was coming next.
 
   When I felt that massive dick pushing at my asshole, I held on for dear life, still blinded behind a thick mask of cum.  It was impossible, it couldn’t fit, it couldn’t.  That wasn’t going to stop him from trying with all his strength.
 
   The burning fire was back between my legs, if a little further to the rear this time.  The pain was still tinged with that promise of pleasure, but almost unbearable at the same time.  It was too much for me, but I couldn’t stop now.  For a moment before I passed out I felt like Braveheart, and I screamed  my last consent.
 
   “Fuck my aaaaassssssss!”
 
   Then everything went black.
 
   *****
 
   Two or three times I regained consciousness, finding myself in different positions, different locations, sandwiched and impaled between different men, still begging for their cocks, telling them to fuck me harder and having my requests fulfilled beyond my ability to stay coherent for them.  How many times each of them used me, I had no idea.  How many times I came, I had no idea.
 
   “Cum in me!” I yelled, sitting bolt upright.
 
   The morning sun streamed in through the bedroom window and I shielded my eyes against it.  I was sore everywhere.  My throat felt like I’d been singing karaoke all night, my muscles felt like I’d been running a marathon and my pussy and asshole felt tender at the slightest movement.
 
   With a hiss of breath sucked in between my teeth, I swung my feet out on to the luxuriously soft carpet and saw a silver briefcase sitting on a chair next to the bed with a business card on top of it.  The card didn’t have any contact details on it, just a short message “You’ve been fucked by the” and then a logo made up of the letters “WEBC”.  I set it down on the bed and reached for the suitcase, flicking the two clips open.
 
   I almost passed out again when I lifted the lid and saw the contents.  My eyes feasted on row after row of bundled cash.  The kind of money that they could likely find under their couch cushions, but a sum that would change my life, and even save a life that mattered to me.
 
   I fell back on the bed and clasped my hands to my head, feeling my hair matted by the pleasure of rich men.  I thought about everything that had happened the previous night and felt a pang of longing.
 
   One of them had told me that he was going to ruin me… and I thought he might have been right.  How could I go back to a normal sex life now after experiencing that?  What was his name?  Cal?  And he won a defence contract?
 
   Maybe I could track him down… maybe this didn’t have to be the end?
 
   ###
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   The Well-Endowed Billionaires Club 2
 
   Eighteen year old Elsa Foster has got problems.  The global economic crisis hit her family hard and she's staring down the barrel of a lifetime supporting them as a fast food waitress, sacrificing her opportunity to go to college.  That's when she's given the chance of a lifetime.
 
    
 
   One million dollars for one night.  All she has to do is submit herself completely and utterly to be fucked rough and bareback by seven anonymous men whose bank accounts aren't the only things that are huge.
 
    
 
   She has all the motivation she could possibly need... but will that be enough to withstand everything the Well-Endowed Billionaires Club can unleash on her, especially considering she's the most petite girl to ever attempt the feat?


 
   
  
 



First Times: Megan – Natalie Deschain
 
   I lost my virginity to a band.
 
   Don’t be impressed. You’ve never heard of them. Here’s what happened.
 
   I was just starting my first year of college. I’d enrolled in a state school about a million miles from home, away from my parents and brother. To call them, ah, conservative would be an understatement. I had to fight with them to wear pants, and I lost. I carried a pair of jeans in my backpack and changed in the bathroom after I got to school, then back into my ankle-length skirt before my father came to pick me up. Dating? Out of the question.
 
   You wouldn’t believe what I went through to assert myself and choose my own school. My family hated everything about it. The university itself (a state school) the location (as far away as I could get) my major (biotechnology). I think my mother would have sent me to a nunnery if she could get away with it.
 
   I saved my allowance for years before I left for school. I kept the clothes they bought for me. I kept them in the bottom drawer of my dresser and bought a new wardrobe as soon as I was sure they wouldn’t turn around so my father could launch a surprise inspection of the dormitory. The check-in process was about the most groan-inducing process in my entire life, between my parents moralizing at everything that moved and my brother openly checking out every piece of college ass that walked by (even though he’s married and about ten years older than I am) and they generally made me miserable. So I guess you could say I was glad to be free.
 
   For a while. I was crying my eyes out the first night, silently weeping on my bunk bed, much to the annoyance of my roommate. It was what I wanted, but it was too much, too fast. There was no way to retreat to my comfort zone. I was stuck there.
 
   I could dress the way I wanted, talk the way I wanted, my classes were fun and interesting if a little intimidating, but I was in pure misery until I met Jessica.
 
   She blew into my life when it came time to find a lab partner.
 
   I believe in the devil for a sole reason: His Infernal Majesty inspires college professors to spout the phrase, “Let’s all pick a partner.”
 
   For all my rebellious bravado, I wanted to curl up and die when it came time to pick a lab partner for the semester. I was tempted to demand of the professor why he couldn’t just draw names from a hat or something and had to inflict this kind of social torture on his students. That was when Jessica grabbed me.
 
   She was everything I wasn’t. Buxom, tall, raven-haired (although the tips of her hair were dyed alternating strands of sky blue, indigo and plum) and able to wear her eccentric outfits with a natural ease that came from an excess of self-confidence. She was the kind of girl that wraps everybody around her finger with an imperious look. Boys want her, girls want to be her. That kind of thing. Why she picked me, I’ll never know. She didn’t walk, she strutted, she grabbed my arm and waited for me to gather up my things and follow her to her station in the lab.
 
   I barely managed to squeak out a “Hi” after five minutes.
 
   “Hi yourself,” she smirked. “You are…”
 
   “Megan.”
 
   “Jess. You’re my lab partner.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   That was it. Portentous, I know.
 
   Lab was twice a week, two nights. It started when she insisted on taking me out after class. Neither of us was old enough to drink, you see, but Jessica had interesting ideas and legality and a source on fake ID’s. I didn’t ask, she didn’t tell, and she turned a small portrait I provided into a astonishingly realistic looking driver’s license, as if by magic. It was from the same state as our school, so it was probably double-illegal. Carrying it around in my purse made me feel like a master criminal. It became a kind of talisman, until the first time I was called on to use it. I was nervous as hell, lucky I didn’t drop it from sweaty palms. Jess took me to a local dive bar, and the bartender carded me, but not her. I guess he knew her. That was where I drank my first booze.
 
   Not beer. She ordered me a margarita and sat next to me at the bar, sucking on the straw and making eyes at the men.
 
   “Loosen up,” she barked, her voice half-carried away by the pounding music. “Quit staring at your shoes.”
 
   To say I was a little overwhelmed would be an understatement. For most of that night I clung to her side, getting drunker and drunker as the evening wore on. By the time we left I could barely walk straight. It was a miracle somebody didn’t drag us off into a dark alley somewhere.
 
   I woke up the next morning in the wrong dorm room. Jessica’s room.
 
   Having slept in her bed in my clothes, I was groggy and cotton-mouthed and my head started pounding the moment I moved. I guess she could better hold her liquor, because she was sitting up next to me in the bed, leaning against the wall, and she was topless. I mean, completely. It did not concern her that she was stripped to the waist.
 
   They were impressive, I had to admit. She had what guys call a huge rack and yes, it made me jealous. From the way I stared and then looked away, it was pretty obvious what I was thinking.
 
   “Airing them out,” I yawned. “Besides, this is good money.”
 
   “What’s good money?”
 
   “Guys stare at my tits on the internet while I do my homework.”
 
   I shied away from the computer. “Can they see me?”
 
   “Nah.”
 
   I let out a long, slow breath. Not like it would matter. I doubt my parents watched camgirls. If it wasn’t for my improved understanding of biology I’d probably still be laboring under the assumption that they only had sex twice, once to impregnate my mother for each of their children.
 
   My brother had about six girls on the side until his divorce. Don’t get me started.
 
   Jessica closed the laptop and stood up to stretch, luxuriating in the sun pouring in through the window. Since, you know, the blinds were open. I snatched at the rope to close them and stumbled to my feet. With a roll of her eyes, she poured a loose t-shirt over my head and guided me back down to the bed when I stumbled. I wasn’t drunk, but everything was all tilty-turny and my head was pounding. As I sat on the bed, she poured me a glass of cranberry juice. Or a red plastic cup of it, anyway. Before she handed it to me she fished a bottle of cheap vodka out of the fridge and poured a little in, swirled it around, and handed it over.
 
   “I don’t want to start drinking again.”
 
   “Hair of the dog. It’ll help. Then drink some water.”
 
   I couldn’t taste any booze in the juice, at least. She gave me a bottle of water after that and drinking and a handful of ibuprofen cut back on my headache to the point there the light seeping between the blinds didn’t feel like railroad spikes jamming into my face.
 
   “What time is it?”
 
   “One in the afternoon.”
 
   At least it was a Saturday.
 
   She was doing homework on Saturday. Huh. I guess if it paid…
 
   I lifted my head out of my hands when she sat down next to me.
 
   “I need to get you home, get you cleaned up and changed. We’re going out tonight.”
 
   I rubbed at my temples. “We went out last night.”
 
   “That was practicing going out. This is the real thing. We’re going to a music festival. I know one of the bands.”
 
   Her tone brooked no resistance.
 
   After she put on something sufficiently decent to wear outdoors, we walked back across to my dormitory. My roommate wasn’t in. I expected her to leave me for a while, but she flopped down on my bed.
 
   “Go get showered.”
 
   I could use one, but I preferred my privacy while I changed. I stood there shifting uncomfortably until I finally stripped down, facing away from her as I did. I could feel her eyes on my back as I slipped a towel around my body, put on my flip-flops and headed to the shower. The hot water and steam cleared out my head. I genuinely felt better by the time I got back to the room. Jess was still on my bed, head propped on her hands, stretched out like a cat in the sun. I knew asking her to excuse herself was futile, so I toweled myself off, keeping as covered as I could. Something about her presence melted all my wannabe bad girl bravado and made me feel a hot itch on my skin whenever she looked at me. By her face, she was amused by the show.
 
   “Put on your sluttiest outfit.”
 
   I swallowed, and pulled on a bright pink thong, hip huggers, and a belly shirt. She nodded her approval.
 
   “Not bad.”
 
   “So where is this place?”
 
   “We gotta get my car. Come on.”
 
   Jessica’s ride was pretty plain, to be honest, but it got us there. For all its size our school was in a pretty small town, so I got a bit nervous when she took a turn and veered away from civilization, out into the sticks. The fringes of town quickly gave way to corn fields.
 
   “Where did you say we were going?”
 
   She had a wolfish grin on her face and didn’t look directly at me. “I didn’t.”
 
   It was maybe a half an hour drive. Jessica paid for us to get in and gave me a glow-in-the-dark armband to put on, and we were admitted entry to, well, a corn field. Or a space between corn fields, anyway. The ground was hard packed and dusty from lack of rain. A crude pavillion was set up in the middle, and surrounded by tents. The extension cords from the stage ran to a generator. The longer we were there, the more people showed up, parking all up and down the highway. Jessica lost me in the crowd and I stood there frozen and terrified until she found me again and handed me a plastic cup. The beer tasted like tin and stung the back of my mouth, but I was thirsty and after I downed one she handed me another. I felt myself loosening up, and silently thanked her for not pushing a third on me when the buzz hit.
 
   As it neared dark, the show started. The clearing filled in with people. Jessica pressed tightly against me, holding my hand tightly in hers.
 
   The group she knew was called The Remainders. There was nothing particularly remarkable about their music, a lot of covers. The lead singer had a throaty voice and the bass from the amps shook its way up my legs.
 
   It was full dark by the time the show was over. The world was a flickering cascade of lights from all the glow sticks and bracelets. I danced in place with Jessica, rubbing against her as we bounced up and down and cheered. I lost myself in it. The next couple beers helped.
 
   By the time it was over, I was feeling pretty good. Jess took my arm.
 
   “Where are we going?”
 
   “To meet the band. I know these guys, they’re great.”
 
   She led me to a big tent at the far end of the field. I had to duck to get under the flap. Jess turned and zipped it up behind us.
 
   There were five guys inside.
 
   I recognized the singer from the stage. He was in jeans, no shirt. Pretty well built, pale with a light, coarse dusting of honey blonde hair on his chest that matched his head. Feeling loose as I was, I imagined how it would feel rubbing on my tongue and blushed beet red. His hair was darker, long, about shoulder length, and the most intense thing about him was his eyes, dark blue eyes that immediately felt sad and lonely to me. I felt a silly urge to rush over there and hug him. Jess grinned and introduced them to me, one by one. The singer was Jason. The drummer, a heavier guy in ripped up jeans, was Kevin. The bass player had his long hair in a ponytail and sat against a cooler, puffing on a rolled up cigarette that smelled weirdly sweet and tomato-y. The guitar players lounged on sleeping bags, a tall dark-haired one and a shorter guy with a shaved head.
 
   Jess told me all their names, but I was too busy making a bee-line for the singer. I sat down next to him, folding my legs under myself.
 
   “Hi.”
 
   “Jessica told us about you. You’re her, ah, lab partner, huh?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Let’s do an experiment. Here.”
 
   He handed me his cigarette.
 
   “I don’t smoke.”
 
   “First time for everything.”
 
   They were all staring at me. I shrugged and took it from his fingers, breathed in a puff, and coughed it back out so hard he patted my back. His hand lingered and his fingers teased my neck before pulling it away.
 
   I tried it again.
 
   This wasn’t tobacco. It was pretty good, though. After smoking the first one down to a nub he lit another one and gave it to me. Jessica sat down next to him on the other side. Everybody was smoking. It made a thick haze inside the tent.
 
   I had a hard time keeping up with the conversation. It wasn’t just me. It meandered from topic to topic, with increasingly random interjections from Jessica as the night wore on and it got darker outside.
 
   “Hey, Megs,” she said, “Wanna see something amazing?”
 
   “Yeah, sure.”
 
   She put her hand on Jason’s chest and pushed him back against the bedroll behind him, and undid his belt. I sat there, staring, my mind trying to formulate a protest, but I felt mush-mouthed and couldn’t do anything other than let out a confused yelp as she pushed his jeans down, spread open his boxers and lifted his cock out.
 
   “Holy shit,” I squeaked.
 
   It was huge, so big she could barely close her fingers around it.
 
   “We call him the slab,” said the drummer. I forgot his name.
 
   I touched it.
 
   Jess and I were both stroking his dick. She looked across at me with a hungry sparkle in her eyes. Jason sat back and enjoyed the attention.
 
   “Hey Megs,” said Jessica. “You ever gone down on a guy before?”
 
   I shook my head.
 
   “I told you she was a virgin,” she said.
 
   I looked around the tent. “You’re not going to sacrifice me to the devil or something, are you?”
 
   Jess looked down at his cock. “This look like the devil to you?”
 
   “Kinda,” I said.
 
   She climbed over him and I shied back, falling against a pillow. Jess threw her leg over, me straddling me, and undid the button on my jeans.
 
   “Take off your clothes.”
 
   I swallowed, hard. My heart was pounding in my chest.
 
   She gave me a smoldering look and pulled her shirt over her head, then rose up on her knees and pushed her pants down. She was naked under both, and wriggled out of her clothes and sat next to me, buck naked. Jason undulated out of his jeans, his hard cock swaying. I couldn’t help but stare at it.
 
   Jessica helped pull my jeans down, since they were so tight. She pulled off my shirt and unclasped my bra. I covered my breasts with my hands, and she pulled my panties down over my thighs, gasping a little as I pressed my legs shut to hide myself. She touched me there between my legs, and a hot flicker rolled through my body and escaped as a moan through my parted lips.
 
   “Look at that bush. She doesn’t shave, huh?”
 
   Jessica grinned. “She’s repressed. We gotta loosen her up a little. Right, Megs?”
 
   I nodded. My throat was dry as a bone. “Yeah.”
 
   She pulled my hands away from my chest and ran her hands up my sides. The skin of her hands was smooth as silk, skimming warmly over mine to cup my breasts. Slowly, she shifted her weight to sit beside me, and pulled me to sit between her legs and lean back against her big, soft breasts. My head fell on her shoulder, and I relaxed, even though the others were undressing. Jason moved in front of me and I looked at his cock and tensed.
 
   “She’s not ready for that thing yet.”
 
   He came towards me anyway, and for a moment I thought he’d kiss me, but he dipped towards my chest. Jessica groped my breast as his mouth closed around my nipple, stubble scratching my soft skin, and I let out a little moan. Her fingers found my slit and worked up and down, teasing my lips, sending a red hot current through my body. Jason worked his way down, dragging his warm lips over my stomach. The chilly air on my wet nipple made it harden, so tight it almost hurt. Jessica circled her finger around my hardening clit as he worked his way down my stomach, towards my pussy. She eased my legs apart and I rolled my hips, moaning a little as his stubble scratched my thighs. He lifted my legs onto my shoulders and pulled me down. Jessica wrapped her arms around me and breathed on my ear.
 
   “He eats pussy like you wouldn’t believe.”
 
   I lived a sheltered life. I knew people did oral sex but I’d never even seen what it looked like in a porn. I had to close my eyes, I was so nervous. Then his tongue flicked my slit, teased my outer lips, and a little moan escaped my lips. It felt so weird, warm and squirmy, but I liked it. He tested me, licking me harder each time, until he finally dragged his tongue roughly over my lips and wriggled it against my clit and I let out a shocked sound. Jessica covered my mouth with her hand and whispered a shush in my ear.
 
   I heard distant moans. The people in the other tents were all fucking. I just knew it.
 
   My embarrassment faded. I squeezed his head with my legs and he rewarded me by slipping the tip of his tongue inside me. Jessica ground against me from behind, and squeezed my breasts in her hands.
 
   She slipped out from under me as one of the guitar players sat down on the other side and leaned back. He was naked and his cock was hard in his hand. Jessica crawled over Jason and laid on the floor in front of him, took the shaft of his cock in her hand, and wrapped her mouth around the tip, sucking. He moaned, and the other guitar player came up behind. I watched, shaking with excitement and shock, as his fingers sank between her shaved pussy lips, sinking into her body. Two of them, and she moaned around the other’s cock. When his fingers were all the way in, he pressed his thumb against her tight pink asshole until it sank inside. I just stared, as shocked by what I was seeing as the feelings rising from between my legs. Jason dragged his tongue up over my pussy, then up my stomach.
 
   His finger teased at my entrance, then pressed inside. I gasped and tensed.
 
   “Easy, honey, I won’t hurt you.”
 
   He had a poet’s eyes. I smiled and relaxed, and winced a little as his finger entered me. I’d played with myself, of course, and tried to put a brush handle up there once, but this was different. Every little movement was a shock, and he knew what to do. His fingertip curled, come hither, brushing against a spot inside me that made heat pour through my body. I writhed on the pillows and then he brought his mouth back to my clit and I grabbed his head and pushed him down, and he laughed. I could feel his voice buzzing against my sex a his finger pumped and curled inside.
 
   “You gonna fuck her?” Jessica said.
 
   “Yeah, gotta get her wet first.”
 
   “Let me hold her while you do, okay?”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   Jessica put her mouth on the guitar player’s cock and pumped furiously with her hand. The other one rose up behind her, stroked his cock a few times, and pushed the head against her. My eyes widened as I watched her swollen, wet pussy lips swell and spread open as his cock plunged inside her. I was watching so hard I didn’t notice her gulping and swallowing. A pearly string of cum hung from her chin, and she swiped her wrist across and wiped it away, and turned to look over her shoulder.
 
   “Finish in me.”
 
   The other guitar player picked up speed, and she let her head droop and her big breasts swayed under her until he bucked against her, held her ass tight against his belly, and grunted as he finished, then drew out of her. She crawled next to me and pulled, until I moved to lay on her sweaty chest.
 
   “Fuck her,” she ordered. There was an angry growl in her voice, but her touch was gentle.
 
   I laid on Jessica and spread my legs. Jason moved over us, and I ran my fingers though the light coarse hair on his chest as he took his big cock in his hand and pressed it against my entrance. I felt the resistance from my pussy, and Jessica whispered in my ear and stroked my hair. I closed my eyes and felt my body part around him, expanding around his huge rod as he sank into my body, slowly. I could still feel the urgency behind him as his face went slack and he let out a little grunt, trembling as he pushed into me, deeper and deeper. I felt a sharp sting and whimpered, and Jessica held me tighter, kissing my shoulder.
 
   “It hurts a little the first time, baby. It’ll pass. You’re doing good.”
 
   Oh God he was big. Nothing, no finger, nothing was like this. I felt so full, and when I thought I would scream from the size of it there was more, filling me up. My breath quickened, and I whimpered. Jessica swept my hair out of my eyes and put her arms around me.
 
   “Shhh,” she whispered.
 
   I felt him press against me. My mouth fell open. It was all the way in, throbbing and hot inside me. Jessica ran her hand lightly over my belly and stared into my eyes. Jason grunted and pulled back, and pushed inside me, then again, and again, his hips rolling with his thrusts. Jessica ran her hand down my belly and her fingers touched my clit, and I let out a little grunt, and went to ally silent. It felt so good. I hugged myself, trapping her arm as she played with me while his big rod filled me. He leaned over me and put his chin on my shoulder, and started thrusting harder, in a full body motion.
 
   “He’s going to cum in you,” she whispered in my ear. “I’m going to make them all cum inside you.”
 
   I turned my head and rested my cheek on her breast, and let the sensation carry me away. Jason grunted and thrust into me, hard, and I could feel him pulsing, throbbing as his big cock went iron hard and he finished inside me. My eyes shot open as he drew out, leaving a sticky hot wetness on my thighs.
 
   I licked my lips and rolled over, so I could lay on Jessica. She guided my head to her chest, holding me by the hair, and my lips found her nipple. I suckled her as the drummer squared himself up behind me. He did not enter me gently and I yelped, stung by the suddenness as his cock rammed up my pussy, and my back arched. Jessica held me and I took her nipple in my mouth again, moaning against her as he began to thrust. The pain faded faster this time, and the pleasure built quicker. I heard my own ass slapping against his belly. He pushed into me, laying on my back, his hands on the floor, and I slid up Jessica’s sweaty body until we were face to face. She wrapped her arms around me as he came, pumped me three or four times, and slipped out of me.
 
   “More,” Jessica whispered, stroking my hair.
 
   I squirmed against her and jerked back. The bass player was next. He crawled on top of me, pinning me down against Jessica, and his cockhead brushed my asshole and made me squeak before he gave a sharp thrust and entered my pussy. I moaned into Jessica’s throat. Pulling my hair, she turned me up to face her and ran her tongue over my lips. It felt so strange to kiss another girl, almost as strange as the pulsing, hard rod pumping inside me. She swallowed the muffled noises I made as he held the back of my neck and thrust into me, hard, pushing me down on her. His thrusts were rough, almost punishing, and my legs quivered and jerked every time he pushed all the way inside me and drew back. Jessica’s leg slipped between mine, so I could feel myself grinding against her under his thrusts. He collapsed on my back, spent.
 
   The guitarist came next. He straddled me and pushed his cock into my body, grinding against my ass. The angle was different, and it felt good, hitting that spot Jason got with his fingers, and I purred against Jessica as she caressed and teased my body with her fingers. He took longer, rolling his his slowly.
 
   “She’s so fucking tight,” he grunted.
 
   When he came, the other guitarist entered me so fast it was like one cock. He was rougher, faster, grunting. Jessica looked into my eyes as he pumped me, smiling secretly to herself.
 
   When he finished, I was so sticky with juices between my legs, I wanted to curl up and hide. It felt like my skin was glowing. Then, Jessica rolled me onto my back and laid on top of me. The whole band watched, cocks in their hands, as she slid down, dragging her heavy breasts over my sweat-slick body. I felt her tongue tough lightly between my breasts, and then her mouth roamed over me, licking and sucking at my nipples, her teeth on the sensitive underside of my breasts. Her mouth moved lower, and lower, until I felt her lips on my pussy and gasped. Her tongue moved around my lower lips, teasing at my entrance, over my clit. She cupped my ass in her hands and buried her face between my legs, tasting and licking, and when I gasped or whimpered or let out a little moan she did it again and my excitement began to build. I hugged myself and writhed a she drove me to higher and higher heights of excitement, cracking my eyes to see them stroking their cocks to the sound of my moans.
 
   I couldn’t hold it back anymore. I exploded, doubled forward and clenched her head between my legs. She made a hungry sound and shook her whole head, her tongue lashing around my most sensitive parts, drawing out the peak so my back arched and I cried out, rubbing my thighs against her cheeks. Finally she pulled back, gasping, and let me fall into a writhing pile on the floor and wiped her mouth. Her chin glistened, wet with a mixture of my juices and cum. I laid there, watching her as she rose up on her knees.
 
   “Watch this,” she said.
 
   She crawled on all fours to Jason and his big, hard cock, and pulled his hand away by the wrist. He had a bottle of something wet. She smeared it on his cock, stroking it to full hardness until it was slick, dripping with lube. Then she turned around, facing away from him, threw her leg over his to straddled him, and grabbed his shaft. I watched the big bulbous head of his cock slide against her pussy but root between her ass cheeks. She wiggled it and lowered herself, pushing. As his cock entered her ass, the look on her face was pure pain, but she was smiling, a red flush spreading on her chest. She groaned as she sank down, taking his cock up her asshole until she sat in his lap and rested her hand on her stomach. She rolled her hips slowly, and Jason’s head fell back on the blanket.
 
   “You like that,” she purred, “you like having that big cock in my ass?”
 
   She looked at me.
 
   “Jason’s too big for you, but you’re gonna get a turn.”
 
   I wanted to say no, but the look on her face was pure ecstasy. Every movement made her eyes or lips twitch, and she moaned, and started to roll her hips faster.
 
   “Wanna see a trick?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   She looked at the bass player and made a come hither motion with her finger, grinning. She leaned back as he moved towards her on his hands and knees, laying on Jason’s chest. She spread her legs and I stared at her asshole, spread open around the thick shaft of his cock. The bass player moved between her legs, and I watched his cock sink into her pussy, shocked as she took two cocks at the same time. She scratched at his shoulders as an almost feral grin spread on her face, and he started fucking her, pumping into her as Jason held her hips and began thrusting into her from below. I could see their cocks moving in and out of her body together when the drummer moved over on his knees and she took his cock in her mouth, moaning softly around it. Her eyes were still on me.
 
   One of the guitarists touched my shoulder. He was stroking lube onto his cock. I swallowed as the other pulled me on top of him. He was hard, and his cock slid against my belly. He took hold of my hair and pushed my hips down, and entered me. I gasped as he took me, his cock sinking in my wet pussy to the root. I felt a sudden, acute vulnerability as his friend came up behind me. I could feel his cock, even before he touched me. He pushed me down, his hand on my back, and I tensed up as I thought he would shove his cock up my tight, quivering asshole.
 
   “Shit she’s tight,” the guitarist grunted, and pulled me against him.
 
   The other one leaned down and I felt his mouth on my ass cheek. He spread my ass with his hands and his tongue brushed my asshole, hot and wet and it felt cool when he drew back. He did it again ,then buried his mouth between my cheeks and began licking my ass. It felt so weird, but it was good. I liked it and I wanted him to do it more. I started to roll and buck, moaning softly as the feeling of itchy wetness on my asshole grew more and more intense and hard cock filled my pussy. It shocked me when he drew back, and I felt weird, almost needy, like I wanted something in my ass. He put his hand on my back and the movement of the cock in my pussy slowed. I felt a sudden vulnerable feeling of just being surrounded and overwhelmed as I felt the head of his cock teasing my tight hole.
 
   He didn’t tease for long. The pressure built and built and I let out a little sound again as his cock entered my ass, spreading me open. The feeling of fullness was so intense I teared up, writhed between them as they held me still. The feeling grew and grew, inch by inch as he reached deeper and deeper into my ass, filling me. By the time I felt his his press against my rump I wanted to scream, I could barely stand it, but it felt so good. Even before they began to thrust, timing it so one was bottoming out as the other drew back to push in again, I was writhing between them, fucking both cocks with the motion of my hips. I grabbed fistfuls of blanket and moaned through clenched teeth, my whole body clenching up like iron wires from the intensity of it. The building sensation spreading through me was different, like a slightly different flavor of chocolate. A hand knotted in my hair. I was so taken by it I didn’t care who was fucking what, I just wanted more.
 
   “Oh God,” I cried, thrashing.
 
   I thought I would explode, it felt so good. Then I did. The wave broke through me and expanded and filled me with hot, syrupy pleasure and waves of chilling cold, and the feeling of everything was magnified a million times. I could feel them cumming. There was cum in my ass, hot and thick. He pushed in and buried himself there and blew a load right in my asshole, as yet more filled my pussy.
 
   Oh it was so good.
 
   When it was over I rolled onto my back. My ass throbbed and I was strung out, stretched like taffy.
 
   I had to watch Jessica.
 
   The other two had finished. She was on all fours, a little string of cum swinging from her chin as Jason fucked her in the ass, holding her hips and punishing her from behind. The look on her face was amazing. I watched her as she moaned and her head drooped to the ground and she fingered her pussy while he fucked her so fast it had to hurt, but there was nothing but pleasure on her face. Finally he exploded inside her, throwing his head back, grunting, blinking his eyes like there was a bright light. He held his cock in her to the root for a half minute and her face was twisted in an agonized, silent moan that melted into bliss and relief as she crawled on top of me.
 
   I don’t remember getting home.
 
   Well, not home. I didn’t make it back to my dorm. I woke up in Jessica’s bed. One or both of us must have gotten in the shower. My hair was still wet. So was hers. I was lying on top of her, my head pillowed on her chest.
 
   Her eyes fluttered open not long after I woke up.
 
   Neither of us spoke. I rolled onto my back. My first time was with the whole band, my second just with her. She laid on top of me, thrusting and using her fingers like a cock, swallowing my moans as she made me cum. Then she ate my ass for what felt like hours, and she taught me how to eat her pussy, squeezing me between her legs as I fingered her to orgasm.
 
   We still see each other now and then, when I can get away from my husband.
 
   We love to go to concerts.
 
   ###
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Agents of K.I.N.K: Amanda’s Kinkdom, Book 3 – Connie Cliff
 
   From the outside, you couldn’t tell this was a club, much less a famous sex club. Agents of K.I.N.K. I’d heard so much about it, but this was my first time actually stepping my foot inside it.
 
   That is, if they allowed me in. Rick, my date, had warned me that the club had a strict dress code, although what exactly it was, no one could say for sure. It had to be sexy, and from the description on the invitation, obviously indicative of you desire to engage in lurid acts. Risk had been there twice, and he was my guide in selecting an appropriate outfit. We went shopping to a fetish-wear store called X-tra-X and found some clothes that he felt were suitable: a leather studded bustier, a tight mini-skirt, and fishnet stockings with a garter belt.
 
   When I put everything on, he looked at me admiringly and nodded. “I’m pretty sure they’ll let you in, looking like that. Please tell me you don’t have any underwear on.”
 
   “I never wear any, have you forgotten?”
 
   “That’s right. Oh, I’ve missed you, Amanda.”
 
   “Let go, Rick. I can’t wait to check it out.”
 
   A quick cab ride, and we were standing outside what looked like a black metal garage door. If not for some leather clad people walking into an inconspicuous entrance, with no sign, I would’ve been sure that we were at a wrong place. Once inside, we were asked to check out coats and handbags and present ourselves for a dress code check.
 
   Two tall beautiful women were greeting the visitors who had entered before us and appraising their outfits. It was another couple. The girl was wearing a long-sleeve mesh top, with nothing underneath. Her nipples were poking through the holes in her top. On the bottom, she were a mini leather skirt, similar to mine. Her guy wore nothing on top, save for a leather collar, and some leather pants on the bottom. They were swiftly allowed to proceed.
 
   When we walked up for a dress check, I was nervous. What if these outfit cops thought that I wasn’t slutty enough? However, I didn’t need to worry. The ladies smiled at us, gave Rick a spank on his tightly clad butt (he wore leather pants too), and ushered us in.
 
   I was finally inside the famed Berlin sex club. What was going to happen tonight?
 
   *****
 
   Rick has been my on and off lover for a few months now. We met each other on a cheaters website, and our sexual appetites matched perfectly. Whenever we saw each other, we would have several sessions per night, usually starting outside a bar, in some alley. He had a specific fetish: he liked doing it in public places, where we could easily get caught. From our very first date, I realized that this kink suited me just fine — I found it beyond arousing. We had since done it in many public places, all around Chicago. This was the first date that we had in a different country, and the sex club setting seemed like a perfect venue to indulge our exhibitionism fetish.
 
   Both Rick and I were married. My husband Matt and I had an open marriage, and it worked out fine for both of us. I had found out that our union was pre-arranged by our fathers, who had their own agenda, and since we had to remain married to each other in order to get our inheritance, we came to an agreement that we would see other people.
 
   Matt liked to hire high end escorts for his extra-marital trysts — usually tall leggy blondes, although I had just found out that he may be into men too. Once I got used to the idea that cheating on him was okay, I decided to join a website for cheating married people, and have since found plenty of partners who indulged a variety of kinks for me. After all, I was only in my early twenties. I still wanted to have lots of fun.
 
   Rick’s situation was slightly different: he found out that his wife was cheating on him when a guy from his work had confessed to him that he had slept with her. Apparently, Susan, his wife, had lots of affairs, even before that guy, and in the beginning Rick found it had do accept. However, getting divorced was not an option for him, since his prenuptial agreement would rob him of half of the money he had worked so hard to earn. I didn’t want to pry, but it seemed he was a multi-millionaire, at least. It made no difference to me — I grew up very privileged, and now our parents still provided for a luxurious lifestyle I was so used to.
 
   That’s how I found Rick, and since then, every time he spent more than a few days at home, in Chicago, we would meet up and search for another public place where we could have sex. Doing it at a sex club, in front of tons of other people, only added to my anticipation. This was going to be a great night.
 
   *****
 
   Once my eyes had adjusted to the dim light inside the club, I curiously looked around. Just ahead, there was a large dance area, with a stage along the back, where barely dressed go-go dancers were strutting their stuff. To the right of us was the bar, where Rick led me and found two chairs. The bartenders were leather collars and jock straps — and nothing else. Along the left wall there were several large cells, sort of like prison cells, lined with thick blankets. Some were empty, while others held couples, threesomes, and more, copulating as if they were at home. There were a few people watching them, also as if it was nothing out of the ordinary.
 
   I was definitely going to like this place.
 
   The bartender leaned over and asked, “English?”
 
   “Yes,” Risk replied.
 
   “Is this your first time here?” He had a barely discernible accent.
 
   “Not mine. But for the benefit of my date, please go ahead and introduce us to the club rules.”
 
   The barkeep nodded and leaned close to me. “You are welcome to engage anywhere you wish. There are baskets of condoms and lube all along the walls.” I looked around and noticed the stands everywhere: there were bright containers filled with square packets everywhere. Paper towels were on all the free surfaces as well. “You can watch other people, as long as they don’t mind. They will tell you if they do. You can participate in an ongoing act after asking only. If people agree, you can join them. It’s your choice not to use protection, but it has to be consensual, and the club discourages it wholeheartedly. In fact, pretty much everything is allowed in this club, as long as it is consensual.” He handed us our drinks. “The room downstairs,” he pointed to the long set of steps in the back corner, “is only for those who will be engaging in intercourse. No watching there, only participating. There are several props downstairs, such as swings and things like that. You’ll see. Oh, and glory holes. Don’t shy away from them, they are for women and men, both. The main rule of this club,” he smiled, “is — enjoy yourself.”
 
   With that, he walked away.
 
   “What would you like to do?” Rick asked.
 
   “Let’s walk around and watch a little first.” I was mesmerized by the whole setting. I knew we would end up downstairs, but before we headed there, I wanted to play a voyeur too.
 
   First, we went to look at the cells. In the first one, there was a woman sandwiched between two men, getting her holes pounded. There were several people watching them, so I couldn’t get a good look. We moved on to the next occupied cell. This was a threesome too, but all male this time. The hottest guy I had ever laid eyes on was on his hands and knees. A huge burly man was plunging his massive cock into the hot guy’s ass, and in front of the hottie was another man, thrusting his thick member down his throat.
 
   The scene reminded me of Matt. I had caught him in a threesome too, with a man and a woman. I watched my husband fuck another man, and the image was still burned into my mind. The men in front of me were so into it, they didn’t even care that there were people staring at them. I couldn’t take my eyes off, and Rick didn’t rush me, thankfully. The men in the cells decided to switch, so the guy who was previously giving the hottie head was now plunging his cock in and out of his asshole. The burly guy came around and thrust his manhood into the hottie’s mouth, and I almost swallowed my tongue: this was the biggest dick I had seen in my entire life. How did this poor guy in the middle take him up his ass? It seemed he was enjoying it though, so he must’ve been used to it.
 
   We walked over to the next cage, where a very hot couple in their thirties was encoiled in the hottest looking sixty-nine. I’ve watched plenty of porn in my life, but seeing it in real life, right in front of my eyes, seemed different somehow. My pussy was already feeling hot and tingly, and now, observing this guy lapping at his woman’s sex made me squirm in place. He was so enthusiastic about it, making her roll her hips into his face and arch her back. I almost wished I was her.
 
   The guy’s eyes looked up, and he smiled at me and said something to his partner. She released his cock from her mouth and appraised me. After saying something to him in German, she smiled too, and the guy extended his hand to me, inviting me in.
 
   “Oh, um … I didn’t meant to interrupt …” I had no clue what to say or do. This was so unexpected.
 
   “You can join them, if you want,” Rick nudged me. “I don’t mind watching you for a bit.”
 
   “I think I’m not ready yet. This is all so new to me.” I was still trying to wrap my head around the idea of having sex with complete strangers and having all these people watch me.
 
   Rick waved his hand no to the couple, and we moved on. They didn’t seem the least bit perturbed. As soon as we walked away, they went back to their appetizing objects of affection.
 
   “Do you want to check out the downstairs?” Rick asked.
 
   “Doesn’t it mean we have to have sex, right away?”
 
   “Not immediately. It’s okay if we walk around, as if looking for the right spot to do it.”
 
   Since Rick has been here before, I trusted him. Plus, I was dying to see the lower level.
 
   “Okay. Let’s go.”
 
   *****
 
   The basement level of the club was even darker than the ground level. Here, there was no music playing, other than what could be heard from the upstairs. But the atmosphere was far from silent: loud moans and cries penetrated the air all around us.
 
   The first room as soon as we stepped off the stairs was sized like a large living room. There were black leather sofas all around, and couples were having sex almost everywhere. Some were threesomes, and in one corner I noticed a circle of guys, waiting on their turn to fuck one lucky woman who was on all fours.
 
   My sex gave another timid spasm as we walked on. The next room feared a large swing in the center, currently occupied by a gay couple. The bottom’s legs were wrapped around the chains of the swing, his ass hanging off the edge. His top was penetrating him forcefully, and both men were moaning so loud that it almost hurt my ears.
 
   We kept walking to the next room, which appeared even darker. It was more like a maze than a room, with lots of black walls. I stalled, to let my eyes adjust. We were obviously not alone, I could hear subdued groans and other noises, almost like slurping.
 
   “Glory holes,” Rick whispered into my ear.
 
   And sure enough, once my eyes had gotten used to the dark, I saw men and women kneeling or bending down to the wall, where I could barely discern a string of long rock hard cocks poking through the holes. A bit further away, there was a woman riding one of these anonymous dicks.
 
   “I want to do that too,” I said, surprising myself.
 
   “Okay, but there is not guarantee that you’ll get me, you know.” Rick was smiling.
 
   “What do you mean?”
 
   “I’m going to go to that room, which is the access hall for the glory holes, and I’ll poke my dick through one of them, but you won’t know which one. You’ll just have to pick a dick and ride it, if that’t what you want.”
 
   I contemplated for a second. “That’s fine. I think I’m getting in the mood of this place.” I was ready to try it. “But wait, what if some guy grabs hold of your dick through the hole?”
 
   “I guess that’s the chance I’m willing to take. It’s part of the excitement, isn’t it?” 
 
   I noticed that Rick had already undone his fly and was stroking his cock to get it hard. “Have you been with guys, Rick?”
 
   “Not that I know of. But I have to confess, last time I was here, I used the glory holes too, and I have no idea who had sucked me off that time. Whoever it was, they were excellent,” he smiled.
 
   “Fine, let’s do it. Let’s meet here in half an hour.” I looked along the wall of cocks and empty holes.
 
   “Deal,” and with that, he walked away. 
 
   I waited a couple of minutes before going in search of the most attractive dick. The wall stretched a lot longer that I had originally thought, curving around like a maze. Rick was right, there was no way to know which cock was going to be his. It was sufficiently dark here that I would never recognize his dick on sight. Most of the members sticking through the holes looked uncircumcised, so that could be my clue. 
 
   I continued walking, trying to decide if I should focus on finding Rick’s cock or just trying it out with a complete strainer, when the most enormous pole stopped me in my tracks. This dick barely fit through the hole, and it was incredible, because the diameters of these openings were quite generous. Suddenly, the decision was made for me. I wanted to fuck this monstrosity, and not anyone else.
 
   Settling down on the floor in front of the massive prick, where a small cushion was laid so thoughtfully, I licked my lips in anticipation. The basket on the floor next to me featured several sizes of condoms, and I picked the one that had the most X’s on it. Stretching the rubber over this massiveness made me squirm in place, and I felt slow trickles of fluid dribble down my inner thighs. This was the most shocking thing I have done in my entire life.
 
   Once the condom was on, I opened my mouth as wide as I could and tried to wrap it around the huge cock. My lips stretched, and it almost felt that I was going to get tiny rips along the edges. The dick was simply too big for me. I tried to lap at its head, gliding my hand along the shaft, but I was pretty sure that I was doing an inadequate job. My mouth was too small for it, or, to be more accurate, this cock was just to damn big. Oh well, there was only one other way for me to take advantage of this unique situation. When else was I going to get to sample such a huge member?
 
   I reached for a lube packet, hiked up my skirt, slathered the gel over my tight rear opening, and probed it against the rock hard cock. I knew it would have a hard time going in, but I didn’t care. I wanted that monstrosity inside me, more than anything. Slowly, I pushed myself deeper and deeper along the rigid pole, impaling myself almost completely. I could hear the grunting behind the wall, and the owner of this fine specimen was definitely enjoying himself. Once my ass had adjusted to the thick meat, and slowly pushed myself back and forth along the most enormous cock I had ever seen. My hand went to my clit, and knowing myself, I was going to go over the edge pretty soon.
 
   The man behind the wall was getting into the rhythm too. He thrust into me, when I slid back, and pulled away when I withdrew. Even my pussy was throbbing from being stretched by the massive cock impaled in my rear tunnel, and my g-spot felt the stimulation through the thin membrane that separated the two canals. I popped my breasts from my tight leather bra and rubbed my nipples with one hand, while my other hand continued to work on my clit. Before I knew it, I was going over the edge, shuddering around the thick cock and crying out. It was a good thing I could be as loud as I wanted to — no one here would care. People were moaning and crying in ecstasy all around me.
 
   I used the enormous cock to come twice more, before I remembered that I was supposed to meet Rick. The owner of my favorite dick never came, but it didn’t seem to bother him. I noticed that he had a cock ring at the base, so he probably wanted to last as long as possible, hoping to enjoy as many partners as would be seduced by his size. I was sure he was going to get lots of action tonight — both male and female.
 
   I cleaned myself up and gave a courtesy wipe to the big cock, still as rock solid as a baseball bat. Probably just as thick, too. Quickly walking back, I saw Rick already waiting for me.
 
   “I just had the best blow job in my life,” he was grinning. “Please don’t take offense to what I say, you’re great at it, but men are just better at sucking dick.”
 
   “So you know that it was a guy who had just given you head?” I guess I wasn’t even surprised anymore.
 
   “Yeah, I’m pretty sure. He had a pretty deep voice. Plus, he gave me his number.” Rick showed me a piece of paper that “Hans” and a telephone number written on it.
 
   “Well, I just got fucked by the biggest cock I had ever seen,” I smiled.
 
   “Anal?”
 
   “Of course.” It was my rule to only engage in anal sex outside of my marriage bed, a rule I have just recently began to break. I wondered if I was going to break it again tonight.
 
   “I hope you let me fuck your pussy today, Amanda.” Rick must’ve read my thoughts.
 
   “Perhaps,” I said. “This place is making me do crazy things, I noticed.”
 
   “Good. Excellent. That’s what this place is for.” Rick wrapped his hand behind my back. “Now, let’s go here. You’re gonna like this next room.”
 
   *****
 
   Beyond the next door was a large space filled with various sized beds and sofas, and all around us were groups of people, moaning, groaning, and panting. Most surfaces appeared to be occupied, so Rick and I just stood there for a few moments, trying to take it all in. Just to the left of the entrance, there was a large contraption that consisted of a series of connected leather padded bench-like surfaces. No one was using it.
 
   “What’t that, Rick?” I asked.
 
   “Oh, that a special bench where you can recline in a prone position, with your face down, and let your partner — or partners — take you from behind. It’s so that your knees wouldn’t get tired from standing on all fours for two long.” He looked at me expectantly.
 
   “Well, how thoughtful of whoever invented this? Should we try it out?”
 
   “Thought you would never ask,” he smiled.
 
   I walked towards the complicated bench and looked all around it. It seemed to make sense now: I could be in an almost flat position, sort of semi-reclining, with my face down, where a special opening was provided, like on a massage table. Under this hole for the face, there was another bench, and I guessed it was provided for a third person, who would position themselves underneath, so that I would be able to give oral to them. 
 
   I took off my skirt and my bra, leaving the stockings and the garter belt on. It seemed everyone around us was in various stages of undress, so it only made sense. Then I stepped forward and knelt on the contraption, positioning my knees on softly padded mini bench-arms and extending my arms along the special branches that seemed to be designated for the arms. It was the most comfortable doggy-style position I had ever assumed. How is this thing not more popular?
 
   I felt Rick come up from behind me. “Are you ready, babe?”
 
   “Yeah, I think I am.” I put my face through the opening in the bench and wondered if anyone was going to join us to be the third, so that I could suck their cock. Or even eat their pussy, perhaps?
 
   “Just so you know, in the past, whoever was using this bench got a lot of attention. As in, men took turns with the willing victim in your position.”
 
   “That would be just fine by me.” I was surprised to hear myself say that, since I’ve never had group sex. I guess, the club was doing its magic. I was becoming more and more open to new experiences. And the gangbang in this crazy sex club was bound to be next on my list of kinks.
 
   Rick’s cock probed my asshole, already generously stretched by the massive dick from the glory hole, and he slid into my sensitive rear passage. I swooned in his arms, reveling in the pleasure of being plundered anally again. Sensing that I didn’t need any time to adjust to his member, Rick pounded me hard, groaning and slapping his balls against me. I realized that if I wanted to, I could extend my hand down and play with my clit, but I decided to wait for a few minutes. Sometimes I just liked having anal sex with no clitoral stimulation. I liked backdoor fun so much that I could come just from having rough penetration.
 
   His thrusts were purposeful and insistent. He knew exactly how I liked it, so all I had to do was relax and let him take me. When someone tapped me on the shoulder, I almost jumped, it was so unexpected. I had forgotten about all the people around us. It was a young black woman who asked me something in German. I shook my head, indicating that I did not understand.
 
   “English okay?” she then asked.
 
   “Ah, ah … yes.” It was hard to talk when your asshole was being ravished.
 
   “Would you mind if my husband also fucked you?” the beautiful stranger asked. “You see, he really wants anal, but I’ve been reluctant to try it. I’m just afraid it would hurt. But I let him do it with other women when we come here.” She looked at me expectantly.
 
   “Yeah, go for it. Where is your husband?” 
 
   A gorgeous black guy leaned over and waved. “Hi. I’m Sebastian. And my wife is Helena.”
 
   Rick pulled out, and I was finally able to talk without panting. “Nice to meet you. I don’t mind if you join my friend Rick. But what will you do, Helena? You like watching?”
 
   She smiled. “I was actually thinking I could lie down right here,” she pointed to the bench underneath my face.
 
   “Why not?” I heard myself say. Tonight was going to be a night of many firsts for me.
 
   Sebastian parted my buttocks and gently entered me. His cock was much bigger than Rick’s, but not nearly as big as that of the incognito giant behind the glory hole. In the meantime, Helena slid onto the bench, and I was now facing her shaven pussy, glistening with juices.
 
   I raised my eyes to her face. “Just so you know, this will be my first time going down on a woman.”
 
   “As long as you don’t bite me, I think we will both have fun,” she replied.
 
   And we did. I lapped at her lower lips and nibbled on her clit, while her husband pounded my ass with all of his might. The guy really did like anal, I could tell. Maybe Helena and I should have a talk after all this is done. I could convince her that backdoor pleasures were a lot more fun than she knew, and with the right preparation, it could be lots of fun. For me, it was even more fun than the regular sex.
 
   Soon after, another guy approached me and asked to join. And, of course, I let him. Helena came on my face not once, but twice, and after she slid off the bench, another cock for in front of me, and I didn’t even know who it belonged to. I decided to just go for it. Let as many guys fuck me as possible. Why not? This was probably my only chance to do this, openly and without anyone judging me.
 
   After the third of fourth guy behind me switched, I heard Rick call my name. “Amanda, do you need a break? We can always go upstairs for a drink.”
 
   “I think I’m fine. Actually, I think I want you in my pussy, Rick. While this other guy fucks my ass.”
 
   “We’ll have to move to one of the sofas. Let me see if there is a large enough spot anywhere in this room.”
 
   He came back a few moments later. We moved to a big bed in the corner, and there were three or four guys that followed us. Rick lay down first, facing me, and I climbed on top of him. I lowered my aching pussy over his rigid pole, moaning in pleasure. My sex was throbbing with desire, and I thought I could come from just being penetrated vaginally. I pumped myself over his cock several times before I let another guy enter me from behind. Soon enough, my whole body shuddered, and my pussy spasmed over Rick’s member. I was admitting to myself that keeping to my agreement to only have anal sex outside of the marriage was going to be impossible. Regular sex was fun — too much fun to pass up.
 
   While I tried to regain control of my muscles after my long-awaited vaginal orgasm, I felt another cock probe my star from behind. Rick’s dick was still inside me. I was about to get double penetrated, and I couldn’t be more thrilled.
 
   I looked back and saw that is was Sebastian, with his thick black cock. Helena was lying down next to us, her hand between her legs. She was watching us and masturbating. The two men found their rhythm inside me, and as they thrust themselves into my tight canals, I threw my head back and moaned. The pleasure was just too much. I was going to become addicted to this experience. Rick’s mouth found my swollen nipple, and he nibbled on it, making me whimper and groan. Soon, just before the man behind me switched, I was writhing in the throes of my next climax. I didn’t even notice how another cock had entered me from behind.
 
   For the next half-hour, the men taking me from behind rotated several times, but I think I had five men ravaging my asshole that night. Six, counting Rick. Plus, I had that enormous cock earlier, via the glory hole. I was becoming an addict, and I was loving every minute of it.
 
   Rick was the first to blow his load, and he did it inside me. The other men timed their orgasms somehow, and at the end, I was surrounded by five fat cocks, spraying their loads onto my chest and face. Helena joined me too and took some of the jizz onto her face. It was the most incredible feeling, covered by so much semen, knowing that all of these cocks were just inside me.
 
   When we left the club, I was famished. Group sex took up a lot more energy that I had anticipated. We found a hot dog stand, which in Berlin was, of course, called currywurst. I ate two in a row, and I thought there was not a more delicious meal in the world.
 
   *****
 
   On my flight back home, I found myself thinking about my marriage to Matt. Obviously, we both liked sex, with lots of different partners. What if we joined a swingers group in Chicago? That way we could do things together, as a couple, and still have fun. I was sure there would be plenty of men in those circles who like dot have sex with men, so that Matt could indulge his bisexual desires. And I could perhaps have a gangbang experience again, just like I did in Berlin.
 
   I was definitely going to bring it up when I got home. After all, if I wasn’t going to divorce Matt, why hide what we really are? Why not have fun, accepting our true desires? The world around us was full of kink, and it was up to us how we wanted to explore it.
 
   ###
 
   About the Author
 
   Connie Cliff
 
   Connie Cliff is a short story erotica writer. She fell in love with the literary erotica genre when she was in high school, and her favorite book was D. H. Lawrence's "Lady Chatterley's Lover". Connie's protagonists are women and men who love to experiment and who enjoy themselves, in whatever situations Connie places them. You will find stories with many themes, including multiple partner, bisexuality, BDSM, and lots of others! Please visit her website at http://conniecliff.com/connie-cliff-newsletter/ to learn about upcoming new releases, sign up for the newsletter, or ask Connie any questions.

Also, be sure to follow Connie on twitter (@realconniecliff)! She loves her fans and always follows back, just tweet to her that you've read her book. You can also follow her twitter series #FunWaysToKink to learn more about her research process! If you have any suggestions, or just want to find out more, email Connie directly: connie.cliff.thewriter@gmail.com.
 
   Also from Connie Cliff
 
   Whose Kink is it Anyway (Amanda’s Kinkdom Book 1): Meet Amanda. She is an adventurous married woman whose charms are lost to her husband, since his tastes differ from what she has to offer. She finds Rick through an online dating site, and once they meet, they set to exploring each other’s fetishes to the fullest. Will Amanda learn something about herself that she wasn’t prepared for? And where will her tryst with Rick take her?  


 
   
  
 



Becca’s Fertile First Time – Candy Quinn
 
   I laid my head back in the bathtub, looking at the muted white of the ceiling as I drew circles around my clit. I wasn’t really seeking gratification, as such. I simply wanted to make my pussy hum, to quiet the throbbing, screaming sensation of my desire.
 
   I’ve just come of age, and tonight was to be my first party, and I was so turned on, I couldn’t even fathom. My mother and my fathers were all so proud of me.
 
   This will be the first time I offer up my body to all the men of the town, ready to give them a chance to knock me up.
 
   And I already had two guys in mind that I wanted to be my firsts. The ones most likely to get me pregnant, the first ones I wanted to cum in my fertile body.
 
   Fertility is a big deal in my town. Continuing on our culture and traditions, born into a town that really knows that it takes a village to raise a child.
 
   I was finally about to find out what losing my virginity would feel like, and I only hoped that Derrick and Lars would be there. They told me they would. Promised, on the very last day of school together, that they’d make my first time something to remember, and with their broad bodies and lusty gaze, I believed them.
 
   Just the thought of Derrick and his short, dark hair and broad smile was enough to make me moan, envisioning what he’d feel like, mouth between my thighs. And Lars, the big, dumb blonde that always held my books for me and was such a gentleman...
 
   “Oh,” I whimpered again as my clit throbbed against my hand.
 
   Women of my town took to bed as many men as they fancied, or dared. That way, each man she fucked had a stake in her children, with it potentially being his. It was an old way of doing things, considered strange beyond our little corner of the world, upon our rocky island, I heard, but it was our way, and felt familiar to me.
 
   The multitude of father’s I had all my life growing up, who loved and adored me, was testament to how lovely it worked. I had but one mom, but so many wonderful dads to take me out for ice cream, to buy me fancy school things, and hold me when I was sad.
 
   I only hoped to give my child the same thing. Starting with Derrick and Lars.
 
   I smiled as a tremor went through my body.
 
   *****
 
   I knew I was a fairly pretty girl. My mom always complimented my child bearing hips, the fullness of my breasts. She said I had the body for breeding, and as I pulled on the bright pink dress, I couldn’t help but agree. I was going to wear ballerina flats, and pull my blonde hair back into a ponytail, so that I could really enjoy my first party.
 
   The party itself wasn’t much. Every night we had one, and it was just some drinks, people milling about and catching up with anyone. All of the eligible fathers who were interested in knocking a lady up, and all the women looking for partners. There were usually more guys than girls, some of my dads told me, and I already had my heart set on two.
 
   But I wanted the chance to have a few drinks and tease the men of the town with my impressive cleavage and round ass.
 
   My mom lived with a couple of my dads, and they were both there for me, smiling proudly as I got myself into shape for the gathering. 
 
   “The boys are gonna go wild for you, Becca,” said Tom, the older of my fathers. 
 
   “You’re gonna make a great mom,” added on Malcolm. 
 
   And I knew they were right, because I’d do whatever I could for my children. Starting with getting them the best fathers I could.
 
   *****
 
   I arrived at the party to the sight of so many smiling, friendly faces. The men there all so pleased to see me. I had a drink in my hands the moment I crossed the threshold. But all the charming, dapper gentleman had to wait a moment, I was on the prowl for two in particular.
 
   Lars stood out the most of the two, the big handsome brute in his simple tight white shirt, holding a drink as he stood beside Derrick. The two of them chatting and looking around. For me, I was sure, because when they saw me, their faces lit up.
 
   “Hey Becca! You made it,” Derrick said with a smile.
 
   “Damn girl,” Lars added on, grabbing his junk so lewdly right there in the middle of the crowded hall. “Maybe we should just go to the bathroom here and now, ‘cause I don’t got the patience to wait for you,” he said with a husky growl.
 
   But he was always like that, and I laughed him off, swatting at his muscular chest playfully. Though, honestly, I was thinking about what he looked like under it. I wanted him just as bad, right then and there, plans be damned.
 
   But that’d be like spilling honey at an ant-hill, and I wanted an absolute say in every man that was to become the father of my baby. Not just allowing any old brute to cum in me.
 
   I smiled towards Derrick, the less crude of the two, as I sipped my drink and gave him my best ‘fuck me’ eyes.
 
   “Glad to see you’re both here,” I purred, my voice breathy.
 
   “Wouldn’t miss it for anything,” Derrick said, his eyes locked with my own so intensely. There was no mistaking how eager he was for me, how much he wanted to be the first father of my child. He’d told me so himself.
 
   He wasn’t lewd like Lars, but he and I had flirted for some time. He’d told me in secret confessional letters, passed across class, that he dreamed that someday I’d let him by the first to slip in me, and we’d move in together, and he’d help me every step of the way, as friends and lovers. 
 
   That was the most special kind of bond on the island. 
 
   “You kiddin’ me?” Lars intruded on my revelry, as I was remembering the elicit things that Derrick had said. “Been dyin’ to have my go at you since eighth grade,” Lars said with a broad, shameless grin.
 
   I laughed, my eyes sparkling as I took more of my drink, glancing back to the crowd as if I was just so smooth and certain of myself. But honestly, I was a nervous wreck on the inside, and I just wanted to leave, to take them back to my room and finally just feel their cocks pistoning into me.
 
   I’d played with myself, fucked myself with my fingers, but more than anything, I wanted their hard dicks.
 
   And as that thought occurred to me and my lashes descended, I couldn’t help but let out a soft moan of appreciation. There was no way I was going to be able to mingle for very long, but still I looked to Lars.
 
   “Will you get me another drink?”
 
   That big blonde babe of a man gave me a toothy nod and took off without a word to fetch me one, just like that. Never seen him so excited in all my life.
 
   “I bet you’ve got it all planned out how you want it to go, huh?” Derrick said to me, smiling in that handsome, sweet way he always did as he closed in next to me. “I’m so happy you picked me, you know,” he added on softly in a quiet murmur, his arm reaching out around my back in such a display of casual confidence, I barely noticed how nervous he was too.
 
   I relaxed into him, hoping it’d calm his nerves, as well as my own, and noticed how clean and fresh he smelled.
 
   “I am too,” I agreed. What better way than giving away my virginity to two men I trusted the most in the world?
 
   I just wanted to take him, then and there. To run my fingers down his body, to see if he was hard for me yet. Somehow, I resisted.
 
   “And I don’t really have it planned. I just wanted to go with the flow.”
 
   “Well,” Derrick started, hesitating to swallow with that little bit of nervousness, “I rented a hotel room for us… If you want to use it, I mean. Just in case. Something pretty nice,” he said, taking another quick sip of his own drink right before Lars returned.
 
   “Here ya go,” the big man said, holding out the glass. “Had to beat a few fellas to death, but I got it for you ASAP,” he remarked with a toothy grin.
 
   I laughed as I took it, endeared by his bravado, Derrick’s caution. They were the perfect contrast, and I sipped the drink eagerly. A hotel room? I couldn’t believe he’d go through the trouble. Derrick only had three fathers, putting him at a disadvantage, so it was obviously much more meaningful, and I looked back to him with a gentle smile that was laced with lust.
 
   “I just want to finish this drink and we can go back to the hotel,” I said, as if it were my idea.
 
   That brought a smile of a different sort to each of their faces, though it was Lars that was the most unrestrained about it as he swept in, putting his thick, well-muscled arm about me, grasping my ass over top of my pink dress even.
 
   “I’ll rock your world Becca,” he declared so cockily, leaning on in to nip at my neck after a quick kiss.
 
   “Don’t worry, I’ll keep him in line if he gets outta control,” Derrick jested with a roll of his eyes, and then… a sweet little smile just for me. He was smitten.
 
   And as I sipped my liquor, I felt every last iota of hesitation drift away.
 
   With these two, I felt completely, utterly, secure.
 
   *****
 
   They each held one of my hands as we made our way to the nearby hotel. It was the only genuine hotel on the island that wasn’t a bed and breakfast, but that didn’t mean it wasn’t nice. It had a lovely exterior with a swanky lobby and a very posh looking room for the three of them. Despite the lavish interior of our room, I barely noticed any of it as my gaze kept flitting between the two of them.
 
   Lars was so much taller than me, especially in my ballerina flats, but Derrick was at the perfect height for me to rest my head upon his shoulder as we had strolled there and into the room.
 
   “It’s gonna be a great first time,” Derrick said with that quiet, warm awe upon his voice. He couldn’t wait, his hand rubbing along my tucked waist, down over my ample hip, admiring my curves even as he was being so sweet.
 
   “Fuck I’m gonna bust like five nuts in you tonight, I know it,” Lars declared so lewdly, downing the last of his drink and crumpling up the plastic cup to toss it to the nearby bin.
 
   I laughed as we locked the door behind us, but that was the moment my pulse really started racing. I was having a harder time catching my breath and was grateful to have them both on either side of me, keeping me up, because my knees were trembling something fierce.
 
   I’d been looking forward to this day for so long, this moment, and now it was finally here and I could barely even figure out what to do next. It was like I was looking for a distraction, or some guidance.
 
   Surprisingly it was Derrick that made the first move, sweeping in around me, kissing at my shoulder, on up my neck toward my ear. He was hungry for me, ravenous in that warm manner he so sweetly reserved for me. 
 
   Though as he kissed at me, Lars came in, put his big, strong hand upon the back of my thigh and slid it on up to cup my ass beneath my dress. That hunk of a man coming in at my side to steal my lips and thrust his tongue into my mouth, just as I knew he wanted to thrust something else in me.
 
   And then it was all perfect. No more pressure, no more need to pretend that I didn’t need them with such a fiery passion.
 
   My tongue swiped along Lars’, feeling the ribbed texture so eagerly. I never told anyone anything, but Derrick and I had made out a few times, even though tonight was supposed to be the nights for all my firsts. It was a ritual, after all, but we couldn’t help ourselves.
 
   So I thought I was a pretty kisser, soft moans against Lars’ tongue as my hand moved over Derrick’s stomach, feeling out his abs.
 
   Oh, how deliciously hard they were. 
 
   Though, Derrick was sweet and kind, but I’d had my eyes on Lars for ages, because he was a big beast of a man, with a hard body that I got to see put to the test on the field in sports all through school. Every time I saw him tackle or pin another guy in a game, I couldn’t help but imagine him pinning me as he shoved his cock on in.
 
   With how his fingers groped my ass beneath my dress, and curled his digits up around to rub at my quim, I couldn’t help but feel he’d had that thought more than a few times himself. The feel of those hard fingers through my panties so delightful, especially when added to the way Derrick fondled and kneaded my breast above.
 
   I’d always been endowed, ever since I hit puberty, with breasts that were large and soft, and my nipples tightened beneath my dress.
 
   The three of us were moving together in tandem, bodies intertwined as the heat in the room rose higher and higher. The scent of arousal was already becoming thick between us, and I was the one that started us moving towards the bed, if only because I didn’t know how I could still stand with how badly my knees would tremble every time Lars’ finger glanced across my throbbing clit.
 
   The two of them lifted me up with their strong, masculine arms and laid me back on the bed, they made me feel like a princess the way they both coddled and carried me. It was Lars between them that first started stripping, tearing his lips away from mine to peel away that white shirt and show off his rock hard, stony abs and pecs. It was the kind of body that belonged on a marble statue.
 
   As I was so transfixed by the big hunk, Derrick followed suit, and though he was no big, beefy body-builder type like Lars, I was pleasantly surprised to see he sported a six pack of his own on his lean muscled body.
 
   I couldn’t believe just how virile and potent they both looked, shirtless and staring at me with such lust. For a moment I wondered if I should strip, squeeze myself out of the tight dress.
 
   But a bigger part of me wanted the excuse to feel their hands along my sides, over my breasts, down my thighs, as they unwrapped me like a Christmas present.
 
   So instead, I bit down on my lower lip and, squirming in anticipation, I watched them bare themselves to me.
 
   Off came their pants, and I was greeted with the sight of two impressive bulges in their underwear. Though when the two thick, rock-hard cocks sprang free from those confines, I was pleasantly delighted. They both sported such big, meaty dicks, and I could barely tell the difference between them in size. 
 
   Lars was straighter, while Derrick’s had a beautiful curve upwards to it, just a little bit. While both of them had thick, bulging crowns. And to see both of those men come at me with their throbbing dicks was a dream come true, their two sets of hands grasping and groping at me, their mouths fighting over who would get to claim my mouth, their tongues fencing with mine.
 
   I closed my eyes and it was so much harder to tell the difference between them, or find where one of them ended and the other began. It was just a fluid blend of our bodies, melding together into a writhing mass.
 
   Hands worked over my body, feeling my large breasts through my dress, squeezing the supple mounds as my pussy burned with desire. I was so tempted to bring a hand down, touch it to my clit, relieve some of that pressure, but I didn’t have to.
 
   Derrick fingered along my slit, over the panties, and already they were so damp against his digits.
 
   Lars began to work my dress open, unzipping it in his brutish desire for me, slipping it off my shoulders while Derrick’s mouth moved down, down, kissing his way over my thick mounds of tit flesh. He licked, kissed and suckled at my pale breast, as Lars came back around to take my mouth and tug the pink fabric even lower until it was all pooled up around my waist and bottom.
 
   That left me in nothing more than the pink panties, cupping my sex and hiding my virtue between my clenched things.
 
   Oh, my entire skin felt as though it were on fire, hands groping out at their thighs, their arms, their anything. I just wanted that connection, that sense of them around me.
 
   It was the most intense thing I’d ever experienced, and a tremble passed through me before I forced my eyes open, looking between them. I knew, though, who I wanted to be first.
 
   Derrick wanted it so bad, and it meant so much to him, I couldn’t refuse him that. The first chance to knock me up. I tugged him into my breast, letting his tongue flick over the hard nipple as I moaned against Lars’ lips.
 
   They were hungry for me, my affections, and I only coaxed them on, encouraged their touches, their lust. Feeling Derrick’s mouth suckle and tug at my teat was exquisite, the finest experiences of my life for that moment, right up until Lars lifted my body in his one big hand and tugged my dress and panties on down, exposing my wet little cunny to them both.
 
   Then the real fun could begin.
 
   They were ravenous, and Lars pressed my thighs open just to taste my pussy, his mouth devouring my wet folds without any delay or hesitation. He was a ravenous beast! And I couldn’t have been happier for it, having Derrick suckle my teat, and his big, beefy friend eating me out at once. It was a dream come true, and the feel of their two hard dicks throbbing against me was the perfect backdrop.
 
   It was heavenly, and I knew I would never understand why a woman would only want one partner at a time. It was not just inefficient, but to be robbed of a man sucking my breast and another licking my pussy? That would just be frustrating!
 
   My hand went to the back of Derrick’s head, egging him on as I pushed my tit further into his face, feeling his teeth graze against me as he took my stiff nipple into his lips.
 
   My legs wrapped around Lars’ shoulders, though, pulling him in and squirming against him so wantonly, my feminine scent filling the air.
 
   That hulking brute grasped my thighs so tightly, burying his face in my cunt as he ate me out, letting my taste slide across his tongue and provoke such a delicious moan from deep within his chest. He sounded to almost be enjoying it as much as I was, ravenously eating my pussy as Derrick suckled and teased my areola.
 
   Rising up, Derrick tugged upon my nipple, letting it snap back in place before he lunged for my lips and the two of us lashed tongues against one another again. His fingers ran through my blonde hair, loosening it from his ponytail. He seemed to be getting high off the scent of my arousal on the air, as if my pussy’s aroma turned them both into intensely slavering beasts.
 
   Already, I knew I was close to cumming, and I sucked in a quick breath through my nose, trying to squirm away from Lars, but he was relentless. He chased after me, taking that pulsing bundle of nerves into his lips, and made my hips buck as that powerful sensation started to overtake me.
 
   My screams were muted by Derrick’s tongue, but my body’s twitching couldn’t be contained. It felt like I was being jolted with electricity, all of my nerves standing to attention and then just ultimate relief as my body uncoiled.
 
   In their collective arms I found my most satisfying moment, such an intense orgasm as they licked, kissed, sucked and stroked me all over. So many strong hands tending to me, fondling my breasts, my soft inner thighs, all about. 
 
   When Lars pulled his face up it was coated in my slick juices, and he licked about his face hungrily, his dick almost red with the strain of his arousal. Though as he brandished that thing and got ready to slide it into me, Derrick reached down, cupped my slick, messy slit and teased me so deliciously.
 
   “It’s her call,” he said in a low, smooth voice, kissing upon my lips as the two of them waited for my answer so eagerly, dicks spewing precum with excitement.
 
   I ground my sex into Derrick’s hand, my mind still fogged as my orgasm slowly receded, always staying so near, as if I could call it back with just the right little grind of my hips.
 
   I sucked in a deep breath as I forced my eyes to open, going back and forth between their eager faces as if I didn’t know who it would be. Who would have the pleasure of breaking my cherry. Who would be the first to cum into my fertile womb.
 
   But my hand reached down and touched Derrick’s hand, squeezing it and giving a little nod. I guess the power to speak was also disappeared with my orgasm.
 
   Derrick smiled at me so lovingly, and I knew he’d be a doting, caring father to my children to come. Lars didn’t look hurt by it, just anxious and so eager. He stroked his cock and watched as Derrick got between my thighs and slowly slid his dick into my slick little cunny.
 
   Oh, I’d already came, but to finally feel a man sink his dick down into that tight, untouched little hole of mine? Incredible! He stretched me out nice and slow, moaning lewdly into the air as my pussy clenched his dick betwixt its walls.
 
   It was all so intense and sweet, I didn’t even notice that the big brute Lars had gotten down on his knees beside me, brandishing that big, hard cock of his right up next to my face within reach of my mouth.
 
   I could smell him in the air just as I felt that little pinch, and Derrick was able to slide into me fully, inch by blessed inch. He was so thick, spreading me open, and I thought I might cum again right then and there.
 
   So to silence my cries of pleasure, I did the only thing I could do: I opened my mouth for Lars’ dick, looking up at him as my tongue played against the swollen head of his member.
 
   Derrick began to slowly pump his thick cock into me, making my body rock and my heavy tits jiggle and sway atop my chest. He was building up his pace, though easing me into it with care. His handsome face lit up with so much pleasure, I’d never seen him like it before.
 
   Lars was no different in that regard, for as he slipped his cock into my mouth he rocked his head back and let loose such a deep, throaty moan. He was so intensely pleased to feel my tongue swirling about his crown, tasting his throbbing organ. He wanted to cum in me so badly, I could tell, but as he rocked those hips, pumping that dick into my mouth just as Derrick did to my pussy, he restrained himself for the sake of knocking me up.
 
   A man’s cum was sacred after all, and not to be wasted in my mouth. Though I couldn’t help but be a bit curious what it tasted like as I drew my tongue along the ribbed veins, suckling him eagerly.
 
   My soft thighs tightened around Derrick’s hips, letting him angle into be a bit deeper, feeling the head of his cock press against my cervix as I ground into him.
 
   The result of that simple adjustment was more than just letting him dive deeper, though. He let loose a deep, satisfied moan of pleasure as he shuddered atop me, his dick pulsating and twitching inside my folds. It was too intense for words, and in response he lost his rhythm, then redoubled; pounding into me harder, faster, making my whole body shiver and jiggle.
 
   Lars plucked his dick from my mouth to teasingly smack it against my lips, some of that salty precum spurting out to run down its length where my tongue caught it and licked it up. 
 
   I’d waited so long for those two men to take me, and had wondered if maybe the anticipation wouldn’t be able to live up to the reality, but honestly?
 
   Already it was way better than I ever dreamed it could be, and I let out a moan against Lars’ dick as I licked and suckled on it.
 
   With each pound of Derrick’s groin against mine, I felt another quiver go through me, the aftershocks of my orgasm still lighting me up as both men took me on the bed.
 
   It was their first time as much as my own though, and Derrick shuddered, unable to keep up his intense pace much longer. He shivered and thrust into me hard but erratically, and I guessed what was coming.
 
   His lean, pale chest was so hard and chiselled as it arched over me, and he buried his dick deep inside me right as he let loose all he had. That thick, virile shaft spewing forth so much rich, creamy seed, flooding my depths in his eagerness to knock me up.
 
   Lars was as captivated as I was, the two of us watching as Derrick rocked his hips, his dick swelling with each new pulse of cum he blew into my fertile depths. 
 
   “Ohhhh… yess,” Derrick moaned out, sounding so intensely satisfied as he suddenly softened a little, panting over me.
 
   And yet I couldn’t help it. I smiled like a lunatic, looking at Derrick with such affection and surprise. I just wasn’t able to believe it. The first of my baby’s potential fathers.
 
   It was really going to happen for me!
 
   My legs clasped him in, rocking my hips so that all his seed could spill into me, my fertile body eager for every last drop as my mouth went to Derrick’s, tongue wrapping around his.
 
   Derrick kissed me so passionately, the two of us sharing that moment so beautifully as I milked his dick of the last of his seed, well on our way to being the parents of my first child. He only reluctantly pulled his shaft from my folds, leaving me to dribble creamy white seed from my slick slit as he settled in beside me, kissing my lips, my neck.
 
   “I’m gonna take care of our kid so well,” he pledged to me as he stroked my hair, though without any delay, there was Lars, climbing between my legs to take his place, squeezing his dick on into my cum-filled cunt with a deep, loud sigh of satisfaction.
 
   There was no pause as he began thrusting into my cunny, and I tilted my head back, chest thrust forward. It all felt so good, as I cuddled into the more subdued and sweet Derrick, listening to the sweet words he murmured into my ear as my hips rolled against Lars.
 
   I brought one of my hands to my chest, pinching and squeezing and tugging upon the nipple as I cooed into the nape of Derrick’s neck.
 
   Lars was a powerhouse, and though the two men were roughly equal in cock size, Lars pounded into me with the force of a freight train. His rock hard, bulging muscles all put to slamming that big dick of his down deep into me, the squelching sound of Derrick’s cum and my honey around Lars’ cock filling the air around us.
 
   Derrick’s hands slipped down to my breasts, taking the place of my hands to knead my mounds and tease my teats. All while he kissed and nuzzled into me. The two virile young men looking after my needs so very well.
 
   I was glad I’d had Derrick go first, though. I never would have been wet enough or ready enough for the pummelling assault, but with the extra load of cum, well, I was able to really lay back and enjoy it. Enjoy him.
 
   Both of them.
 
   I moaned into Derrick’s mouth, my hand travelling up the back of his neck as I tugged him closer, working my tongue against his.
 
   He tasted so good, and his sweetness contrasted with Lars’ brute force to make me quiver on the bed.
 
   It was a delicious mix, and I got to enjoy their two hard bodies, watch Lars work at me like I was part of his workout. That thick dick pistoning in as Derrick… oh my! He reached on down, his arm pressing against my round tit as his fingers reached for my clit, teasing and circling my sensitive little bud as the bigger man hammered away, pounding out his first orgasm into me.
 
   He never stopped, barely even slowed! Lars was hell-bent on going through on his promise and blowing load after load of his thick, creamy spunk into my waiting, fertile womb as he jackhammered into me, spurting more and more of that rich seed as he went.
 
   I cried out, my body already so aroused that it only took a moment of Derrick’s rubbing to make my cunny squeeze against Lars’ sensitive dick. It made him twitch and gasp as my own honey began to flow. The sound of balls slapping against my flesh wetly, the way my hot little bud sparked out such pleasure throughout my limbs, was so exquisite.
 
   “Yes!” I screamed, my moans growing louder and more unrestrained with each thrust.
 
   Lars was a brutish machine as he thrust into me, but combined with Derrick’s gently fondling and devoted teasing of my clit, I found such complete bliss between the two of them. I could pause and enjoy the loving look on Derrick’s face, the strained, pleasured look upon Lars. The way all those bulging, hard muscles swelled up as the big man pounded me, bulging and tight.
 
   It was so intense, and already I had two loads of thick, potent cum within me, with another fast on the way judging by Lars’ rate.
 
   I’d lost track of my own orgasms, the way they ebbed and flowed into one another, some mild, some making me buck and spasm and scream. All were welcomed, though, and each time I hit that cusp, Derrick seemed to know, kissing my neck, my lips, my breasts.
 
   Lars, though, was lost in his own realm of pleasure, eyes closed as his body began to glow a bit with perspiration and better showing off the hard lines of his abs and pecs.
 
   It made him so glorious to watch as he hammered his second climax out into my pussy, pounding that hard dick into me as he grunted and moaned. He was a beast, and he filled me up with his second load, panting and looking ready for more with his excitement. 
 
   But there was Derrick, putting a hand on one of Lar’s big, bulging biceps and guiding him away. The smile on his face said he was more than ready for his second go: the sight of his stiff prick reinforced it. 
 
   I watched Lars pull away, leaving my puffy cunny lips drooling so much spunk as they switched places, and I knew I’d end that night pregnant. There was no way those two young studs weren’t going to do the deal then and there.
 
   And I couldn’t have been happier.
 
   ###
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Double Up On Avery – Jenny Jeans
 
   “I’m telling you Ty, Avery is a young hot piece of ass,” Quinn said, holding the heavy bag Ty was pummeling with rapid fist motions. 
 
   Ty grunted, not stopping his fists and Quinn wasn’t certain if Ty agreed or not. Avery was their ex sister-in-law from a three sister ring with the two older of those sisters being bitches. Avery had never been anything but hot … never a bitch like the other two.
 
   Just out of the corner of his eye Quinn saw the topic of his thoughts. Pretty Avery. 
 
   “Told you I saw her here,” Quinn said to Ty with a chin nod in Avery’s direction. 
 
   Ty’s black eyes cut toward Avery with her dark brown hair pulled back in a high long ponytail while her tight body was showing in gym shorts and a sports bra. Ty’s fists stopped.
 
   “You’re not shitting me,” he uttered, straightening, while Quinn let go of the heavy bag and straighten also. 
 
   “No I’m not,” Quinn muttered irritated, while wondering what their young ex-sister-in-law would do when she saw them. 
 
   That first time he’d seen her at the gym she’d not seen him. Her gaze, which he knew held dark blue eyes, moved across the gym while she swung her hips toward the treadmills. Her gaze swept across them, then it stalled and swept back. She stopped walking and even from the distance Quinn saw her blush, while her really nice sized tits seemed to rise and fall. Avery was a curvaceous babe compared to her sisters.  
 
   “Yeah, she’s nothing like her fucking sisters,” Ty muttered, while watching Avery as he pulled off his sparring gloves. 
 
   They’d talked about Avery together before. She usually came up when they were drunk together. Things like “Did you see her bend over in those tight jeans” or “Fucking amazing cleavage.” Most of those lustful thoughts were during or after each of their messy breakups. 
 
   Then Avery did the sexiest thing Quinn had seen in a while, she rose up on her toes, smiled, and waved at them. 
 
   “Damn sweet young thing,” Ty muttered.
 
   “Yeah, damn sweet,” Quinn agreed. 
 
   Then a wicked thought took hold of Quinn … what would it be like to fuck his ex-sister-in-law. Maybe even do it so his fucking bitch of an ex-wife found out. Maybe even do it so fucking good, by both he and Ty being on her young nimble body, that it would be fucking shocking as hell when the witch sisters found out.
 
   “Yeah,” he hissed under his breath.
 
   It’s them.
 
   Avery tried not to be paralyzed but it was difficult looking across the gym at her two ex-brother-in-laws that were so hot it was crazy she was related to them. Well kind of half lucky and half really unlucky. The lucky part was she got to look at them up close and personal, and then the unlucky part was she never got to touch.
 
   Only now they weren’t related at all. It was really just two hot guys she knew. And she should treat it that way. In fact, she was kind of surprised they didn’t turn away from her little wave because of the way her evil witch sisters had treated them. But they didn’t, and Quinn was looking at her very expectantly, while Ty was looking at her very intensely. 
 
   Since she knew them and they were looking, and she basically wanted to get close to them again just to soak up their hotness, she turned and walked toward them. How many chances did a girl get to be close and converse with two very attractive men on a personal basis? She’d make every woman in the gym jealous. 
 
   The people in the gym would never know they were her ex brother-in-laws and that was why they were talking to her. Eyes around the gym would just think the two extraordinarily muscular guys were into her. 
 
   As she approached, Ty’s penetrating gaze did what it always did to her, it made her girlie parts ache and quiver, then Quinn’s edgy gaze told her right out in the open that he was checking her out ... like a man did a woman he found attractive. 
 
   Oh wow, her brother-in-law was making a move on her. Her heartbeat instantly flipped in awareness. She could hardly believe she was reading his chiseled features right and excitement hummed through her. 
 
   “Hey, baby,” Quinn said in a low deep voice, while she couldn’t help but look over his sweat glistening body in a tank top and gym shorts. But even better was Ty, he was shirtless and showing gleaming mounds of sinew. 
 
   Avery licked her lips. 
 
   “Hey,” she answered back at her brother-in-law calling her “baby.” While it wowed through her.
 
   But then it got a thousand times better when Ty growled at her, “Hey, baby girl.”
 
   Ty saying “baby girl” with his full, but firm lips, was all kinds of sexual. No doubt. Her knees weakened. 
 
   Then she did something just for her … she made a play like she was old enough and experienced enough too, instead of just nineteen years old. 
 
   “So you’re both free men, now. I can’t see that as a bad thing, because I have always thought both of you are super-hot.”
 
   The words were barely out of her mouth before Quinn’s hand slid across the bareness at the small of her back, while Ty moved closer with a sexy growl that sounded as if he liked what she’d said and he was interested. 
 
   In her?
 
   Could she really get her sisters men? Ohmygod that would be freaking amazing and so righteous! 
 
   Ty knew the vibe coming off Avery was hot sexual heat and he glanced at Quinn. They silently communicated the “go” sign, and Ty knew he had to step up and try to seal the deal with the supple young brunette. 
 
   “Always seen you’re smoking hot, baby girl. Dreamed about you many times.” Ty moved his hand across the bareness of her back, slowly.
 
   At his declaration she caught her breath and bit her bottom lip, while looking at him with surprised speculation. The pink gloss she had on was so tender and sweet. 
 
   “You have?” she whispered.
 
   He nodded, but Quinn laid it down for her, keeping them in the game. “You fucking blow your sisters’ outta the water, you’re so fine compared to them.”
 
   “Wow.” Avery rubbed against his shoulder, looking up at them.
 
   “Want a beer, baby girl? Right now.” Ty dared her with his heated gaze and caressing fingers dipping once in the back band of her tight gym shorts.
 
   “Come have a drink with both of us,” Quinn encouraged, saying it against her ear. 
 
   “Ok,” she said.
 
   He and Quinn did not waste one second to pick shit up other than the car keys, not taking a chance of losing her. They nearly lost her at the back door when she turned back to get her things.
 
   But Quinn quickly said, “We’ll bring you back for them, promise.”
 
   Avery looked uncertain, but Ty knew a sure thing to get her where they wanted her. “Your sisters would never be this fucking spontaneous,” he told her, challenging her. “I dare you.”
 
   Avery thought she might have had a spontaneous orgasm when Ty said “I dare” you with his voice so deep she felt it throb between her thighs and in her pussy. 
 
   She was certain they were making a huge play for her and she was totally up for that. The only thing making her hesitate was trying to read which one she was going to end up with. Which one of them should she concentrate on? Ty with his dark edgy sexuality or Quinn with his intense masculinity. 
 
   She was certain one of them would break off eventually and leave her with the other one, but she couldn’t decide which one that was going to be, because they were both hitting on her. Both of them were using little touches and heated looks and she wasn’t experienced, but she watched enough TV to know they were totally making a play. Which one did she want?
 
   Oh God.
 
   How could she decide? She wanted them both!
 
   Once outside, they got inside a totally cool Hummer. She’d always known Quinn had money from working Wall Street but she knew her bitch of a sister took him pretty hard in the divorce. Avery was glad to see he’d seemed to bounce back, because the Hummer had a luxury leather bench seat. 
 
   So excited these two grown men were into her, she sat between them with Quinn driving and Quinn’s hand on her bare thigh, while Ty’s big hand cupped her nape under her ponytail. OhmyGod the warmth, heat, and masculinity coming from them was amazing. She wanted to pour herself over both of them.
 
   “I bet you kiss better than your sister,” Ty murmured, then before Avery could blink Ty’s firm lips covered hers. 
 
   And instant moan curled from her as she open for his hot kiss. Was it going to be Ty? Ty’s tongue sweeping against hers told her it was going to be him. He kissed her as if he wanted to eat her up and he was a starving man. It made her body already heated with arousal soar to burning, and then flared even hotter when she felt Quinn’s fingers brushing her pussy over her shorts.
 
   Wow, were they going to battle for her with temptations. Quinn had to feel how wet she was and one of his fingers pressed, deliberately tracing her slit as she excitedly opened her thighs to let him in.
 
   A moan charged from her throat, then Ty’s big hand cupped one of her breasts and lifted it to squeeze as she sucked on his tongue. His hand was so big and warm and like a real man’s and, not a boys.
 
   “Fucking hot, baby,” Quinn growled. 
 
   She made agreeing “Yes, yes” sounds beneath Ty’s urgent lips kissing her and tonguing her like crazy.
 
   Quinn swerved off the road into a park and he drove to a far back corner that looked just secluded enough for his intentions. 
 
   “This goes sandwich,” Quinn ordered Ty.
 
   Quinn grabbed the wild Avery and took her from Ty’s mouth to his. Her nipping frantic lips came to him as he caught her mouth and shoved his tongue deep, while pulling her tight young body over him. 
 
   She slid up his body with those big tits of hers rolling up his chest as he slid down the huge seat of his Hummer. Ty rolled on top of her, bracing so as not to crush her as he kissed her nape. Over Avery’s shoulder their eyes locked and they fucking eye nodded each other. They were keeping this hot young pussy and not letting her cool down enough to think any sane thoughts about what she was doing.
 
   Quinn grabbed the sides of her sports bra, while deep throating her with his tongue as Ty rose over them and grabbed Avery’s shorts. 
 
   They both pulled at the same time. 
 
   Quinn groaned feeling her nipples attack his chest, while over Avery’s shoulder he saw her firm hot ass bared by Ty as he pulled her shorts off. Then they had a nude young Avery undulating and moaning between them. 
 
   Quinn grabbed the supple globes of her ass groping deeply, while Ty on top grabbed her big tits to fondle and Avery started grinding her pussy over the hard-on in Quinn’s gym shorts. 
 
   “Fuck,” both Ty and Quinn growled at the same moment. 
 
   Then Avery one upped them, crawling down Quinn’s body, moving Ty back to kneel upright. She grabbed Quinn’s shorts and with a highly charged sexual look in her passionate blue eyes she tugged and freed his cock. One second later, her pink lips slid over the head as she rubbed her bare ass over Ty’s honking erection behind her.
 
   Everyone groaned. Avery reached back and grabbed Ty’s big cock as she spit on the head of Quinn’s cock, and then she sucked him in her mouth to the base of his steel-hard shaft. Quinn could see her hand fisting Ty’s cock as his eyes clenched in pleasure and he could barely believe such a little girl could take him in her mouth so deep her lips were stretched wide at the root.  
 
   Quinn grabbed Avery’s bouncing ponytail helping her with his hand and encouraging her to suck faster. Then he heard her squealing over his cock, because Ty’s fingers were in her pussy from behind.
 
   All their motions became frantic after that as Avery lit up like a firecracker and became even wilder. She was humping her tight nude body back on Ty’s plunging fingers, while fisting him and deep throating Quinn with loud smacking noises.
 
   Fuck him, Avery could go deep.
 
   Ty spanked Avery’s little ass, then he worked her dripping wet pussy more as his neck arched to the pounding grip she had on his cock. Precum slicked her hand up and down his rock-hard shaft as he turned his lustful gaze down on her humping her bare ass with his fingers pumping in her sweetness. 
 
   Fuck him, she was so damn hot and his cock hadn’t felt this in a good long time after his bitch of an ex-wife took him through the wringer. But Avery was putting the man back into him and she was one hot piece of barely legal ass. 
 
   Then he knew both he and Quinn heard her climaxing as she made the noises high and excitedly over Quinn’s cock and Ty rubbed it into her pussy that was so pink and wet. As it happened, she lost rhythm on both their cocks, but they were nothing if not going to be very generous with Avery. Quinn tweaked her taut nipples points, while Ty rubbed her wet pussy, then she tugged both their cock so he had to lean over the side of her and she licked one cock-head, then she licked the other.
 
   “Oh fucking, baby,” Quinn groaned.
 
   “You’re too fucking hot for words, baby girl,” Ty uttered.
 
   Avery looked at the fat cockheads before her and she started popping one in her mouth, then the other. Licking around the rims looking up at Ty, then Quinn, then back again. She’d deep throat one, then pull off and deep throat the other. Both men’s hands grew tense on her. Quinn’s squeezed her breast, while Ty's clutched her ass cheek. 
 
   It was so hot she was smoking.
 
   She started fisting the rock-hard stiff shafts, and then fast licking the slits. “Come on you hot sexy hunks,” she rasped huskily. “Give your baby that hot cum.”
 
   She sucked on each cockhead rapidly moving between the two as both men started to jerk their hips. When it happened it was so fucking hot. Both big cocks jerked and jetted cum as the men groaned harshly. Their cum hit her open mouth, her lips, and down on her tits as she kept fisting those thick cocks. 
 
   When they were done both men started to caress her gently in her hair and down her side. Looking in Quinn’s eyes she could tell she’d given him a gift that meant a lot to him after the abuse they’d suffered at her frigid bitchy sisters hands. 
 
   Then Ty rumbled the best thing she’d ever heard. “I got dick hardening pills, let’s take some and take baby girl to the back, she needs more orgasms, dude.
 
   *****
 
   Her brother-in-laws helped her clean up what cum she hadn’t swallowed and Quinn threw out a sleeping bag in the large rear area of the Hummer. It was a sexual experience crawling back there with Ty’s and Quinn’s hands copping gropes over her nude body. One finger dipped in her pussy as she crawled over the seat and stalled halfway over it with her belly over the seat and her bare ass tilted up in the air giving her ex brother-in-laws an open view of her very exposed girlie parts. Another big warm finger circled her asshole and that made an outrageous moan leap from her lips.
 
   Wow, her most secret fantasy was taking a big cock in her ass. Could her brother-in-laws be interested in that? There was two of them ... didn’t that mean one of them had to put it there. She wiggled her ass for them, pushing against those fingers, while reveling in the fact two hot studs were behind her getting ready to fuck her in ways she’d never experienced before.
 
   “Man your shaved little pussy is hot, Avery.” That was Quinn’s deep voice as his finger rimmed her hot little hole.
 
   “This pink asshole is sweet, baby girl, you going to let your big men work it?” That was Ty’s rumbled voice as he circled the bundle of nerves on her asshole and she made turned-on high woman sounds that told him she was ready and willing to take them both at once.
 
   Wet spit hit her asshole, warm and hot, then she felt pressure as she moaned, while opening her legs wider to take the thick finger pressing up her ass. A big hand stroked her spine.
 
   “That’s it, baby girl, easy now.”
 
   “Oh god,” Avery gasped, pushing back against those fingers doing her asshole and her core. 
 
   Ty looked at Quinn, and he bet Quinn looked as lean and hotly aroused as Ty felt. Never in their fucking wildest dreams had they thought nimble young Avery would give them this hot shit. 
 
   They were fucking going to get double penetration. 
 
   “You do her ass first, I got pussy. Then we’ll switch. Ass gets the condom,” Quinn said, flipping a pack of gold covered condoms to the rear where they were taking Avery.
 
   Once they got Avery to the back and laid down between them, Ty got two fingers up her ass as she kissed Quinn like she was sucking his soul dry, while moaning and pushing back on those fingers Ty was working up her tight pink asshole. Ty kept spitting and working that juicy little hole. Then one moment, while Quinn was French kissing her, while fingering her pussy, it seemed as if Avery climaxed again. 
 
   “Do it,” she panted, right after her body shuddered and she swung a leg up over Quinn’s hip. 
 
   Ty felt Quinn’s big thrust inside her on his fingers in her ass, and then he pulled them out and wiped them off and rolled on a condom, while watching Avery’s young ass bouncing with Quinn’s deep thrusts.
 
   “Ass man gets the thrusts,” Quinn growled at him.
 
   Avery was undulating between the two of them and panting as Ty position his cock to her asshole. 
 
   “Tweak her clit,” Ty ordered, he wanted the lady’s mind on not tightening up to his cock’s invasion up her ass. Seconds later she was moaning and lifting her buttocks to him. Ty spread her ass cheeks aiming his jutting cock for the pink pucker and he pressed forward. 
 
   “Oh, oh, oh,” Avery moaned, pushing back and taking more of his cock up her tight ass. 
 
   “Yeah, baby,” Quinn encouraged. “We’re going to make you cum so fucking good.”
 
   Ty pushed and groaned, then he clamped his thick thigh over both of them as they laid side by side, him behind her, her on Quinn’s cock. It was so fucking tight inside her ass, he shuddered.
 
   Then he thrust and it pumped her pussy onto Quinn’s cock as she squealed passionately.
 
   “Oh fuck, man,” Quinn growled.
 
   Ty grabbed Avery’s round buttocks so he could anchor his thrusts up her tight asshole; a tightness he’d never experienced before as he looked down watching his cock take her. 
 
   Quinn was helping pushing from the other side and Avery was blitzed out rolling, moaning, and gasping. But it all sounded really good as if she was so high on arousal it was taking her over. 
 
   Ty needed leverage so he ordered, “Roll.” And Quinn took his meaning as Quinn rolled to his back, they rolled Avery, and Ty came out on top.
 
   Avery squealed and Ty felt it all over his big cock in her ass. She was climaxing again as Quinn groaned. Then Ty plowed forward, fucking her ass, fucking her onto Quinn, when he heard Quinn go with the sounds of ejaculation. Ty kept fucking hard, bouncing Avery over Quinn, then he felt the burn and he wished he’d been without his condom so he could have filled her ass with his cum. Next time he vowed as they all groaned and moaned as one.
 
   When they were left panting, Quinn looked at him over Avery’s shoulder. “We’ll fine tune it, next time I get her ass, yeah.”
 
   Ty growled back at him. “Fuck yeah.”
 
   Between them so soft and now limp with both their cocks still inside her, Avery declared, “I cannot wait for my sisters to see me with you two.”
 
   ###
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In the Sauna – Taken by the Football Team – Victoria Kasari
 
   I was running late and in a lousy mood. I always hit the gym straight after work, so I’m usually there not long after six. That night, though, I’d had a ton of notes to go through for a case that was up in court the next day, and then I’d got stuck behind some idiot hick in a pick-up who hadn’t had the sense to carry a spare tire. It was nearly eight when I got to the reception desk and, as I bustled past, Jimmy held up a hand to stop me.
 
   “Whoa there. Can’t let you in,” he told me regretfully.
 
   My sprint from my car had left my long blonde hair going everywhere. “What?” I asked, bemused, as I tried to tame it. “You don’t close ‘till ten!”
 
   “The football team is in tonight, remember? Their gym’s being rebuilt. They’ll be here any time.”
 
   I closed my eyes and groaned. I did remember getting the letter a few weeks ago. The local football team’s stadium was being upgraded and, while their gym was out of action, they were taking over ours in the evenings so that they could train. The members had grumbled about it, but apparently the team’s owners were paying top dollar and the management had promised we’d get some new equipment out of it. Now I knew why the parking lot had been empty.
 
   The thing is, I really wanted to work out. I’m kind of a gym rat—I figure it’s better than having a real addiction. I go four or five times a week to work off some stress. 
 
   “Pleeease?” I wheedled and batted my eyelashes at him. Jimmy’s about twice my size, an ex-football player himself, and he’d known me a long time…but that didn’t mean he was immune to my charms. “They won’t even know I’m here.”
 
   Jimmy grumbled but eventually let me in, using his pass key to swipe me through the turnstile. “You were never here, okay?” he demanded. “I never saw you.”
 
   “Quiet, like a ninja,” I promised and blew him a kiss.
 
   *****
 
   It was eerily quiet in the locker room. I got changed quickly: black spandex running shorts, a black and purple bra top and sneakers. I’m proud of my body: my full breasts filled out the bra top very nicely and would have been a nightmare without the sports bra I wore underneath. I keep my ass and thighs in shape and like to think I have a nice, pert butt. “Succulent,” an ex-boyfriend once called it. I pulled my hair up into a ponytail, grabbed my water bottle and headed in.
 
   The gym floor was deserted so I got on the treadmill and started pounding away, starting off with an easy jog to loosen me up. I was just starting to feel warm when they arrived.
 
   There were eight of them. I guess I’d been expecting the whole team, but of course not all of them would want to pump iron after a heavy day training. I only vaguely followed football, but even I recognized the quarterback, Chris Drummond. Tall and wide with close cropped dark hair, he could have passed for a soldier on a recruitment poster, all big blue eyes and power. He had a proper athlete’s body, defined and powerful but not pumped up and muscle-bound like some of the guys I saw at the gym. I found myself wondering what he looked like under his t-shirt.
 
   Then I realized I was staring and quickly looked to the front, to the invisible road I was pounding down. Too late. He’d noticed.
 
   “Mac, did we get a new transfer?” he asked one of the men behind him. “Is this the new rookie?”
 
   There was a low chuckle. I kept my eyes forward, blushing a little, now. “Well, I figure it must be,” a low Texan voice rumbled. That would be John “Mac” MacDougal, the running back. “Ain’t nobody here but us chickens tonight, right?”
 
   Chris stepped in front of the treadmill. “Welcome to the team,” he said, a wide grin spreading across his face, and I found myself grinning, too. He had that sort of vibe—an easy guy to like, despite my mood. He held out his hand and, since I was finished with my warm up anyway, I hit the stop button and shook hands with him. “Thank you,” I told him. I searched my mind for something to say. I knew very little about football, or the team itself. Wait! There was one thing. “I’ll try not to flake out on you like Mac.”
 
   There was a sudden round of laughter and catcalls and I looked over to see the other players slapping Mac on the back. He’d bust his ankle in the first game of last season—it had been in all the papers at the time.
 
   Chris beamed at me, “You can probably catch a ball better than him, too.” More laughs. “What’s your name?”
 
   “Linda. Listen, I know I’m not meant to be here. Is it cool? I promise I won’t bother you.” And I gave him my biggest eyes. If I’m truthful, I wouldn’t have had a problem doing that even if I wasn’t asking for a favor. A girl could really fall for the guy.
 
   I mean, some other girl. Not me, obviously. The guys were good looking, in a rough kind of a way, but they weren’t exactly my type. I liked them a little more sophisticated. These guys’ idea of a wine choice was probably “red” or “white”. 
 
   “That’s totally cool, Linda. Guys! It’s cool if Linda works out here, isn’t it?” There was a round of “Yeah’s”; there were a few other comments, too. I overheard one of them mutter something about my lying underneath him while he did push-ups, but I ignored it. They were football players—what did I expect?
 
   I have a routine that I stick to at the gym: warm-up on the treadmill, then resistance machines and some weights, then intervals back on the treadmill, stretches and home.
 
   Home. Home to an empty apartment. The law firm didn’t leave much time for relationships…didn’t leave much time for anything, in fact. Since law school, the months seemed to have rushed by in a blur: get up, go to work, hit the gym, fix something to eat and go to bed. I was doing well—I had my BMW and next it would be my own parking space and eventually my name up there on the sign with the other partners’. But there were still many years of grind to go.
 
   I have this thing about dressing for work. I know I have a nice body, and I don’t want to be “that girl” with the short skirt who gets muttered about, so I deliberately play it safe. I keep the hems long, the blouses buttoned up, and I watch the make-up as well. I want to look good—have to look good, in fact—but I can’t look sexy. It’s a narrow line and walking it gets exhausting sometimes.
 
   I guess that’s why, at the gym, I feel the need to relax a bit more. Hence the bra top. No one from the office goes there and, yes, when I catch some guy giving me an appreciative look, I get a kick out of it. There’s no harm in that, right?
 
   I went to the first machine: the chest press. As I got myself settled, I had time to check out the other players. A few of them had hit the treadmills while the others were predictably pumping iron over in the free weights area. As well as Chris and Mac, I recognized Tyler Grove, one of the running backs, because of his shock of bleached blond, almost white hair atop his deep black body. There was Russ Greer, one of the linemen. He was another black guy, but twice the size of Tyler—God, his thighs looked to be the size of my waist! Finally, I knew Luke Kingston, the defensive back. He had the lean build of a runner but with just a little more bulk, and he wore his brown hair in soft curls that had me wanting to run my hands through them. The other three I had no idea about but, like the rest, they seemed to be all muscle and attitude. Loud and arrogant and probably dangerous when riled up. The sort of men it’s sensible for a girl to stay away from, especially when they’re in a group and she’s on her own.
 
   I started to heave the handles away from me, moving in a slow, steady rhythm. Chris was running on the treadmill now, arms and legs pumping. My eyes strayed to his legs, then to his groin, watching it as it swayed back and forth with his strides. 
 
   I’d never been with what you’d call a bad boy. Even at school, I’d preferred the hard workers, the guys who aimed for the top. My last boyfriend—three months before—had been a banker, earning four times what I do (and I do pretty well). He’d been three years older than me and, at 30, he’d already had his eye on a nice house in the hills, a yacht and me as a nice little wife to finish off the package. That was the sort of guy I was into. Pity we’d seemed to argue over the smallest things…and he’d been so damned boring in bed.
 
   So why, if they were not my type, did I keep staring at the football players? Still heaving on the machine, I tore my eyes away from Chris…only to catch Tyler looking straight at me. He smiled when he saw me looking his way and then dropped his eyes a little lower.
 
   I realized he was staring at my breasts. I’d had plenty of guys do it before, of course, but I was used to it being a quick glance and then a guilty start when they realized I’d seen them. Tyler was just staring unashamedly, watching my breasts bulge and squish together as I pushed the handles in and out. Suddenly, every rep felt like I was putting on a show for him. I felt my face flush…but I didn’t stop.
 
   Down between my thighs, I could feel a hot glow that spread lazily outward. God, was I actually enjoying showing myself off to him?
 
   Of course not. Ridiculous.
 
   I finished and let the handles down on their stops, panting a little. When I looked at Tyler again, he was looking straight into my eyes, a wolfish grin on his face.
 
   What was I doing?!
 
   I got up from the machine and moved to the next exercise: squats. I went over to the free weights area where Russ was bench-pressing a crazy amount of weight and Luke was spotting him. I loaded up a barbell—light, compared to what they were lifting, but still quite respectable—and started squatting.
 
   The only problem was, to get my form right I had to do it in front of the floor-to-ceiling mirror. That meant standing in front of them. They’d have an excellent view of my ass. 
 
   The hell with it—it was my gym, too! If they wanted to ogle me, let them. 
 
   I rested the bar across my shoulders and slowly sank down, my ass pushing down and back towards them, black shorts stretching tight across my cheeks. I stood, powering up through my thighs, and thought about how my legs must look to them, as the long, lithe muscles moved and my ass clenched tight. 
 
   I realized with a jolt that I could see them in the mirror…and, when I checked, they were both staring. Russ was grunting and sweating as he lifted, but was keeping his eyes on my ass. Luke, who was meant to be spotting him, had moved back a little so he could keep his eyes on me, and was watching closely. Just like Tyler, they made no attempt to hide that they were looking. 
 
   It occurred to me that the move wasn’t so different to what a stripper or a lap dancer would do, squatting down low over someone’s lap, their ass stuck out towards them. That thought should have appalled me, but it didn’t. It seemed to add to the heat building between my legs and slowly spreading throughout my body. 
 
   When I finished I was sweating, little beads of moisture trickling down my cleavage. I stopped for a water break and drank, head tipped back, long throat gulping as I drank a third of the bottle. I was side-on to them, my breasts in profile as they rose and fell with my panting. I’d closed my eyes, but I could feel them looking at me, their eyes roving over my heaving breasts. The heat had built enough now that I could actually feel my groin beginning to moisten. 
 
   Enough! The sensible portion of my brain told me I had to stop this before it got out of control. 
 
   I returned to the machines and sat down on the hip adductor. That’s the one where you sit down and press your knees together, while the machine tries to force them apart.
 
   As I sat down, Mac sat on the leg press machine, directly opposite me. I thought about abandoning the exercise…but if I left, it would be obvious I was going because he’d sat down, and he might take offense. And it was me who wasn’t meant to be there. 
 
   So I sat there and took a look at him while he adjusted his machine. John MacDougal, “the cowboy from Texas.” And he really did look like a cowboy, all messed up straw-colored hair and strong, sculpted body. I could imagine him riding a horse.
 
   You could imagine him riding you, a little voice inside me chipped in, unhelpfully. I crushed it.
 
   A little hesitantly, I put my legs either side of the pads that would push them outward. To help you get started, there’s a sort of pedal you press down on that engages the weight. I glanced at Mac again. Like the others, he wasn’t making any pretense of minding his own business. His clear green eyes were locked straight on me.
 
   Don’t do it, said my sensible side.
 
   I hesitated again, then pressed the pedal. 
 
   The weights engaged and my legs were suddenly spread wide. Wider than I’d been expecting. I panicked and tried to resist, but the machine had too much momentum. Dammit, I’d forgotten to adjust it before I started! The difference was only a few inches, but it meant that instead of my legs being just spread, they were stretched painfully wide. I let out a little “Ah!” as the weight came to rest, my inner thighs twitching. I stared helplessly at Mac, my legs lewdly spread, the tight black material of my shorts stretched tight as a drum over my groin.
 
   He smirked.
 
   That was the thing about Mac, I realized. He did remind me of a cowboy, but not the white-hat good guy. More the bandit who rides in from out of town, blows up the mine, steals the payroll and kidnaps the schoolmarm. He was just a little bit evil, a little...cruel.
 
   And I was sitting facing him with my legs spread wide. There was little doubt what was on his mind. 
 
   Thighs burning and face red, I climbed off the machine. My inner thighs felt so weak and achy that it was actually difficult to walk. Mac, of course, noticed.
 
   “Having problems walkin’ straight?” he asked.
 
   I gave him what I hoped was an innocent smile. Pretending that what had just passed between us hadn’t happened. 
 
   And then, just as I turned away from him, he muttered something. Right on the edge of my hearing, so I couldn’t be sure enough to get angry about it. But it sounded like “You will later.”
 
   My heart jumping, I made my way over to the mats to do my floor work and stretches. None of the players were in that area, so I had time to collect my thoughts.
 
   What was I doing? I was practically parading myself around the gym for these guys, for a group—no, a gang of testosterone-crazed jocks. It was humiliating, when I stopped to think about it. I was a lawyer, for God’s sake, and I was behaving like a stripper—or worse.
 
   And yet...
 
   And yet when I felt their eyes on me, it felt good. Maybe because I hadn’t had a man since my last boyfriend. Maybe because they were so different from the men I was usually around. Raw and rugged and uncomplicated. All I knew was, I was hotter than I’d been in months.
 
   I did my first stretch, standing with my ankles crossed and bending over to touch my toes. I could feel it stretching out my hamstrings and gave a little moan of pain. And suddenly, I felt their eyes on me. They must have sidled over to watch me, and now they were staring right at my upraised ass.
 
   I could have stopped and straightened up, but I didn’t. I stayed there for the whole length of the stretch. And then I stayed there some more, feeling their eyes roam over my cheeks and across the tight fabric that covered my sex. Linda, what the hell are you doing?!
 
   My legs a little shaky, I got down on all fours and started doing my glute raises, lifting each leg out and back in turn. I was very aware of how my ass was alternately spreading and clenching. The fabric felt like it was pulling so tight across my groin, my lips would be outlined.
 
   I felt the mood change. They started talking and it sounded like all of them, like they’d all taken a break just to watch me. As if I was kneeling there, butt in the air, spreading myself for their personal entertainment. The comments were low, half-heard. I could never be sure exactly what they were saying, or who was saying it, but I caught some of it.
 
    “Sweet tight little...”
 
   “...practicing for us.”
 
   “Bet she could...”
 
   “...at once.”
 
   I stood up quickly. This was getting out of control—not just them, but me. I could feel the heat raging inside me. My senses seemed heightened, my eyes were wide and I was flighty, almost giddy with lust. 
 
   I walked over to the treadmill and knocked it up to a sprint setting. I’d do my intervals and get the hell out of there before I did something stupid.
 
   Like what?
 
   I started to run, focusing straight ahead. I’d set the speed higher than I usually did—I was trying to push myself, I guess. What I wasn’t expecting was for Chris and Mac to step up onto the treadmills on either side of me, their own machines set to a lazy jog. I glanced at both of them and then snapped my gaze back to the front.
 
   “Hey, Linda,” Chris asked. “What do you do?”
 
   I was running flat out, so talking was difficult. I had to snap out words between breaths and it would only get worse as time went on. “Lawyer,” I told them quickly.
 
   “Ohh,” Mac said on the other side of me. “Lawyer. You got yourself your BMW yet?” In his broad Texan accent, BMW sounded like a filthy indulgence.
 
   “Yes,” I managed. I was trying to speak quickly but still sound polite. It was easy for them—they were only jogging.
 
   “Oh, that’s good, Linda. Your boss must appreciate how hard you work. ‘Cause you do work hard, don’t you? She looks like a hard worker, doesn’t she, Mac?”
 
   “Oh, she does. Mighty hard worker.”
 
   It was perfectly innocent…and yet, the way he said it, it sounded obscene. A deep throb of heat went straight down to my groin.
 
   “You dress in a suit?” Chris asked. “Blouse and one of those tight skirts?”
 
   “Something like that,” I managed.  I was panting, now. The talking, the distractions, meant that I was getting tired faster than I normally would. It didn’t help that with two super-hot guys within touching distance, my mind was pretty much reduced to a slideshow of every filthy fantasy I’d ever had, all of them featuring Chris and Mac.
 
   “I bet that looks good,” said Mac. “Don’t you guys think that’d look good?”
 
   My breasts were shining with sweat, my bra top soaked through. The shorts were sticking to me like a second skin and they’d ridden tight between my legs—I wondered exactly how much they could see of me, through the thin fabric. I couldn’t reply. I was helpless—just a horny, sweating, sprinting machine.
 
   “Yeah,” said Chris.
 
   “Hell yeah,” said Russ. I jerked my head round in shock. He’d moved up to stand just behind Mac’s treadmill.
 
   “Damn straight,” said another voice from the other side. I turned that way and Tyler was standing there, behind Chris. 
 
   “But then she looks damn good in what she’s got on, too,” and this voice was directly behind me. I slapped the Stop button on the machine and, as soon as it was safe, I turned around. It was Luke. “Doesn’t she?”
 
   The other three, the ones I didn’t recognize, had gone. It was just the five players who’d been ogling me. All five of them were staring right at me: at my heaving breasts, at my tight, spandex-covered ass, at my panting, open mouth. All of them wanted me. All of them wanted to fuck me.
 
   I’ve never felt anything like it. I’ve never felt so...desired. It was deeply, deeply hot.
 
   Without a word, I stepped towards them. There wasn’t much room between Luke and Russ but, at the last moment, they turned their bodies and opened up a gap.
 
   I walked back to the locker room to get myself  together. I stripped naked and stood under the shower—first warm, then cold, to try to shock some sense into me.
 
   What the hell had all that been? I was shocked by the way they’d acted, lusting after me like a pack of wolves, but nowhere near as shocked as I’d been by myself. I’d actually encouraged it, showing off my body to them. What had I been thinking? What was I wanting it to lead to?
 
   And then, even though I was in a public place, I felt my hand sliding down my body, coming to rest on my pussy, my fingers slowly stroking my soft lips. The water was freezing, but it didn’t seem able to quell the heat inside me, rising up from my groin. 
 
   What would have happened if I’d gone further? If I’d flirted more, if I’d made it clear that I wanted them as much as they wanted me? The gym was deserted. Would they have taken me right there, on my back on the gym mats...or bent over a bench? Chris and Mac...or more of them? God...all of them?
 
   It was ridiculous, I told myself. They were footballers—they had plenty of money, plenty of respect. They probably had girls throwing themselves at them all day long. They wouldn’t want to bang a lawyer. An intelligent, classy lawyer. Right? They wouldn’t want her moaning under them, reduced to a crawling slut—
 
   I jerked my hand away and stopped, panting, pressing my forehead against the tiles. God, I’d been on the edge of coming, frigging myself in a public shower while fantasizing about being banged by football players.
 
   I pulled my towel around me and stepped out of the shower, heading for my locker, my clothes and sanity. Halfway there, I caught sight of myself in the mirror and froze.
 
   I was Linda Winchester. Top of my class at law school. Associate at Ryler & Bailey, on course for partner in four years. Always proper. Always demure. 
 
   What if I didn’t go home? What if I went to the sauna?
 
   Not because I might see them there. Of course not. I just wanted a sauna. At least, that’s what I told myself.
 
   I grabbed my bikini.
 
   ***** 
 
   The sauna’s usually quite busy and it tends to be mostly one sex or the other. If a group of men have taken it over, no women will go in there. If a group of women are yakking away in there they tend to give the evils to any man who dares to intrude. If you’re a woman alone and a man comes in...well, that’s a whole nightmare of gym etiquette right there.
 
   That night, though, everything was different. The whole place was deserted: I’d have the sauna to myself...unless, of course, one or more of the players was there.
 
   As I rounded the corner, I heard low talking, muffled by the glass door. They were in there—at least two of them, maybe more. I stopped in the middle of the corridor, my bare feet cold on the chill tiles. They couldn’t see me yet. I could turn around, walk back to the locker room and get changed. Go home and forget all of this. Because really, if I walked into that sauna, what would I be doing? I couldn’t tell myself that this was innocent anymore. If I went in, it would be with my eyes fully open.
 
   I stood there for nearly a minute, biting my lip. Low chuckles from inside, men’s voices joking and laughing. Probably telling some obscene joke. Possibly about me. The idea sent a stab of arousal straight down to my groin. Were they waiting for me? Hoping?
 
   I looked back down the corridor to the locker room door. Towards my real life: work and sanity and men who’d wine and dine me and hope for nothing more on the first date than a chaste goodnight kiss.
 
   I walked into the sauna.
 
   It was darker inside than out and, coupled with the steam, I couldn’t see all that much. I had to shut the door behind me, though, or I’d let all the heat out. So I stood there, gasping at the sudden heat, and waited while my eyes adjusted. 
 
   They were there. All five of them. They were naked, except for white gym towels. Their bodies were glistening, shining with sweat and moisture, their hair slicked down from the showers. 
 
   All of that tension I’d felt in the gym? It was back.
 
   Nobody said anything for a few seconds. I stared at them and they stared back at me.
 
   My hair was wet. I’d taken it out of its ponytail and it hung straight down my back in a long, blonde rope. The bikini I had on was bright blue, contrasting nicely with my light tan skin. It didn’t give me all that much coverage—only the lower third of my breasts were concealed by the thin material and the lack of support meant they jiggled and bounced whenever I moved. Worse, the walk from the showers had chilled me and I realized my nipples were standing firm, clearly visible through the thin material. The bottoms were briefs rather than a g-string, thankfully, but they were cut high enough that they didn’t leave much to the imagination. Now that I was in there, the outfit felt ridiculously small and fragile. 
 
   “Hello Linda,” said Chris. Somehow he made my name sound filthy. I should have been offended, but the idea of them thinking of me that way only turned me on more. 
 
   “Do you guys mind if I join you?” I asked. My voice didn’t sound like my own. It had gone high and nervous, close to breaking. Something like electricity was crackling through my body.
 
   “There’s not a lot of room,” said Mac. And there wasn’t. The sauna is all smooth, blue tile. There are two levels of marble seating, tiered, like in a sports stadium. With five big football players sitting there, three on the top and two at the bottom, there was only one place for me: sitting right between Chris and Mac. They shuffled apart a little but the space they left was still tight, even for my slender frame. I’d be touching them.
 
   I slowly sat down between them, gasping at the heat of the bench under my ass. I could hear a kind of quiet, satisfied sigh from all of them. Chris and Mac’s legs rested against mine, their hard muscles against my bare skin, the rough fabric of their towels pressed tight against me. 
 
   The only light came from little LEDs in the ceiling and the glass door onto the corridor. The dim lights were meant to make it peaceful and relaxing, but with all of us in there the dimness just made it seem even more erotic. Everything was shining, wet skin and hard muscle half-hidden in shadow. Thick clouds of steam were coating everything in wetness and half-masking faces and bodies, giving everything a dreamy feel. 
 
   This is really going to happen, I realized. No one had said anything, but I could feel the sexual tension building and building.
 
   We all sat there for a few seconds, just breathing the hot steam. I could feel it soaking through me, warming my cold skin. Inside, the hot currents of desire were spiraling higher and higher. Chris and Mac pressed in just a little, turning their bodies slightly to face me, and I felt myself tense up with anticipation. My shoulder twinged with pain and I let out a little groan, my hand going back to rub it. 
 
   “Bad shoulder?” asked Mac.
 
   “Just a little...stiff,” I told him. That alone raised a few dark chuckles from the row of footballers behind and above me.
 
   Mac’s huge hand suddenly settled on my shoulder. “Let me give you a shoulder rub,” he said—telling, not asking. And his hand went to work, his strong thumb working right into the muscle at the back while his fingers kneaded the front. God, it was good! And the feel of him, the huge, masculine presence of him so close to me...it was divine.
 
   Then Chris’s hand settled on my good shoulder from the other side and started duplicating Mac’s motions. My eyes fluttered closed. I couldn’t see anything, but I could hear weight shifting on the seats above me. The three men behind me, angling for a better look. I suddenly realized that, from their position, they probably had a great view down the front of my low-cut bikini top.
 
   I focused on the feeling of their hands, rubbing and kneading, smoothing the wet skin, passing over the straps...
 
   ...under the straps. Just to get at my shoulders better, of course. The elastic went snug against the backs of their hands, stretching. And then, as they massaged out to the edges of my shoulders, the straps were pushed off my shoulders entirely, falling down around my upper arms. Now the bikini top was only held up by its own tight fit.
 
   I felt something touch my cheek, quite gently. I opened my eyes. It was Chris’s finger, directing me to turn my head to the side, his big blue eyes gazing deep into mine. He was leaning in for a kiss.
 
   This was it. My last chance to walk away.
 
   I kissed him. And immediately, from his kiss, I knew how things were going to play out. His lips found mine and my mouth opened for him. His tongue plunged inside, hungrily exploring me. I could feel my whole body tremble with passion, a tiny moan escaping me.
 
   I felt Mac drawing the straps of my top down my arms, forcing them to my sides for a second as the straps slid free. God! I felt his hands at my back, undoing the clasp. I was about to be topless in front of all of them! My eyes fluttered open but Chris was still kissing me hard and I couldn’t bear to pull away from it.
 
   The clasp came free and my bikini top fell away. My breasts spilled out, full and pert, still throbbing with cold from the damp material. There was an appreciative whistle from behind me—I don’t know who. I felt a hand on one breast, then the other. I looked down and saw that Mac and Chris were groping one each, their palms firm against my hard nipples. They squeezed and rubbed and I groaned into Chris’s mouth.
 
   “Let me have some,” came a low voice. Russ Greer, the lineman. He was sitting right behind me and I could feel him slowly leaning over me, the room actually dimming as his body cut out the light. Huge hands came down from either side of me. Black hands. 
 
   I’d never been touched by a black guy, before that night. I looked down in time to see his hands roughly push Chris and Mac’s away and take my breasts for himself, squeezing firmly, his thumbs finding my nipples. I gave something like a sob into Chris’s mouth, ribbons of pleasure crackling from my breasts straight down to my groin.
 
   “Me next,” said another voice. It was Luke, and he was already stepping down from the high seats and leaning across so he could reach me. God, this was wrong! They were taking turns with me, passing me around like a prize. Surely it wasn’t right, that I could enjoy this?
 
   Then his hands found me, fingers circling my nipples, and the idea of it, of so many men wanting me, competing for me, almost made me lose it completely. When Chris broke the kiss and gently pushed my head around to Mac, I turned eagerly. He was a different kind of kisser to Chris, harder and firmer and he kept pulling back and making me follow him, getting me to slide my tongue into his mouth so that I was the one kissing him.
 
   Suddenly, his lips were gone and hands were gently pushing me up to standing, turning me around to face them.
 
   Chris stood up with me, while the rest sat on the benches and watched. He leaned close and spoke into my ear, but the room was quiet enough that everyone could hear him.
 
   “You need to tell us,” he said, to my surprise. “If this is what you want.”
 
   I took a few quick breaths as I tried to think straight.
 
   “I want to hear it from you,” he told me. “We all want to hear it from you. If you really want all of us to…”—he leaned even closer—”fuck you.”
 
   I took another shuddering breath. So far, everything that had happened had been a gradual slippery slope. I’d been able to tell myself that I’d just got carried away, that things had gotten out of control. This, though…this was like deliberately stepping over a cliff. If I said the words, I really was going to be fucked by—God!—all of them. It was reassuring that they wanted to make sure I knew what I was getting into, but thinking about it so starkly, thinking about how all five of them were going to take me…wow!
 
   I couldn’t, right? I mean, I was going to come to my senses, now and pull my bikini top back on and walk out of there. Right?
 
   I swallowed and heard myself say. “I want all of you to fuck me.” And then I stood there, my breasts nakedly throbbing, not quite believing that I’d done it…and almost reeling with excitement at the realization that I had.
 
   An excited murmur passed around the room.
 
   “Take it off the rest,” said Russ, his bass rumble almost felt rather than heard. There was a chorus of agreement from the others.
 
   I slowly pushed the bikini bottoms down off my hips. They fell to the floor and I was naked before them. I could feel their eyes swarming over me, down over my flat stomach to the tiny strip of curling blonde hair I keep…then to the soft, pink lips beneath it.
 
   “Nice,” said Luke.
 
   “Kneel down,” said Mac.
 
   They stood and formed a circle surrounding me. I let my legs fold under me until I was kneeling, ass cheeks on my heels, looking up at them. 
 
   One by one, they dropped their towels to the floor. Their cocks were already hard…hard for me. God, all of them were big, bigger than the boyfriends I’d had. But when I turned to see Russ and Tyler’s cocks, my jaw dropped open. Russ’s was enormous, its dark flesh only making it seem heavier and thicker. And Tyler’s was almost as large—God, I wasn’t going to be able to take them!
 
   As if reading my mind from my startled expression, Russ smiled down at me. “You will, baby,” he told me. “You will.”
 
   Then a hand was in my hair, gently pulling me towards the first cock, Chris’s. The head was shining with moisture, the shaft angry and throbbing. It seemed as hard as steel as it bobbed in front of my face.
 
   The reality of what I was doing sank in. I was on my knees in a public place, surrounded by five men, about to suck all of their cocks. The idea was like gasoline thrown onto the fire burning inside of me. I leaned forward, opening my mouth wide, and took the head of Chris’s cock between my lips. My tongue went to work as my lips closed around him, sealing him in. Chris let out a groan, his hands falling to his sides.
 
   I started to suck, my cheeks hollowing, the expensive red lipstick I’d worn for work bright against his shaft. My tongue lashed the underside and over the top, again and again. My hand reached up to stroke his shaft but I felt my wrist caught and pulled over to one of the other men. I glanced to the side. It was Luke and he wrapped my soft fingers around his throbbing cock, the heat of him drawing a gasp from me. I felt someone grab my other wrist and turned to see Tyler doing the same thing. Now I had a hard cock in each hand and I started stroking them in time with my sucking. 
 
   Mac knelt down beside me and hooked his head under my outstretched arms. His mouth found my breasts, hungry and determined, and I groaned around Chris’s cock in a way that made him growl with pleasure. Mac was biting my nipples with his lips, then nipping at them with his teeth—a touch of pain to go with the pleasure. My breasts started to throb, radiating heat outward through my body. God, it was incredible!
 
   So far I’d only taken the head and maybe an inch of Chris’s cock in my mouth. But as I looked up at him and we locked eyes, I knew he wanted more.
 
   I’d never tried deep throating a guy before, despite a few boyfriends requesting it. But right then, in that hot sauna between all those men, I wanted to. I wanted to do every filthy thing I’d never done.
 
   I pushed my head forward and took him. The cock slid fast over my slick tongue, the throbbing head bobbing inside my mouth. Then it was at the back of my mouth…the very back…my throat and I stopped, half-gagging.
 
   “That’s it, baby,” someone said with satisfaction. I couldn’t see who—all I could see was Chris’s washboard stomach. “Now try taking it in.”
 
   I closed my eyes and pushed. The cock moved forward and I swallowed and—God! In a rush, it was in my throat and sliding down, my face pushing forward until my nose was pressed hard against Chris’s groin. My throat spasmed around the cock and Chris groaned in pleasure as my tight, slick muscles milked him. The other players whooped and cheered around me.
 
   He felt huge in that unfamiliar place. But the feel of him, the hard, full length of him so deep inside me...it was like nothing I’d ever felt. I understood now why women deep throated—God, it was like being penetrated, having him completely inside you. It was something I’d always associated with porn stars and hookers. Now I was doing it myself.
 
   I pulled my head back, gasping as the cock slid out of my throat and into my mouth. But I wanted to do more, wanted to give him some of the pleasure I was feeling. So, as Mac took a breast in each hand and started to rub his thumbs over my slickened nipples, I bobbed my head on Chris’s cock. Each stroke took me all the way down from the head to the base, his thick length disappearing down my slender, elegant throat. I gagged the first few times, but then I started to get used to it. 
 
   I was still stroking the two cocks in my hands and Tyler and Luke were groaning now, making little movements with their hips, urging me to go faster. I increased the speed a little, my hands seeming so delicate on their thick, hot shafts. My head was moving faster, too, sliding back and forth along Chris’s cock, my tongue lashing furiously around the head on each out stroke. My lipstick was smearing obscenely as my lips pressed tightly against the hot flesh.
 
   Suddenly, Chris pushed me back off his cock—not hard, but firmly. I gasped and panted for a second, watching as he stepped aside to let someone else step in front of me. Russ. His cock stood straight out, pointing at my face. It seemed as thick as my wrist—I couldn’t possibly take it in my mouth.
 
   I looked up at Russ, my eyes wide. “I don’t think I can,” I said uncertainly.
 
   Russ grinned. “Girls always say that,” he told me. “And they always find a way. Now open wide.” And as he smiled again, he pushed forward with his hips. I opened my mouth as wide as I could and the head started to slide in, huge and gray-purple, as big as a plum. It filled more and more of my mouth, almost too much…and yet it felt amazing. I tilted my head a little to look up at him better, my breasts bouncing softly as Mac fondled them. Russ just smirked and, as I tentatively pushed forward a little, the whole cock head pushed into my mouth, filling it completely. My eyes bulged at the feeling. But I could feel something inside me now, something that had been aching for release for a long time. I wanted this, needed this. And so, instead of moving my head back and pulling off him, I moved slowly forward, my red-painted lips stretched wide around his thick, black shaft, and kept pumping the cocks in my hands.
 
   Russ groaned in pleasure as his cock slid further into me. The head pressed up against the back of my mouth, almost at the entrance to my throat. God, it was so big! My whole mouth was full and only a few inches of the shaft had gone in. I felt the thick, rubbery head squashing against the warm, wet opening to my throat. Could I really do this?
 
   Chris knelt down beside me, opposite Mac, and suddenly plunged two fingers up inside me. My hips bucked and I almost came right there, my pussy clenching around him. I kind of groaned around Russ’s huge cock and, unconsciously, I moved my head forward a little. That was all it took. The thick head slipped into my throat and, once there, there was nothing to stop it. I leaned forward and he slid deeper...deeper...
 
   Chris started pumping his fingers in and out and the orgasm that had been building in me suddenly surged upward, close to release. As I watched Russ’s cock disappearing slowly into me, his huge, muscled torso filling my vision, Chris slicked his thumb around my clit, and my world exploded just as my lips reached the base of Russ’s shaft. My climax erupted from my groin, filling me, blasting my mind and soul away until I was just a body full of glorious sensation. I groaned and moaned around the cock in my throat, my muscles spasming around it, and Russ swore and clenched his fists. I didn’t realize what was happening for a second and then I felt it, a sensation I’d never experienced before, a hot spurting deep, deep down. He was coming in my throat and the dirtiness of it doubled, tripled the power of my orgasm.
 
   We stayed there for a moment, locked together and sweating as Russ and I came together. My hands still stroked their cocks, but my body flopped and trembled, weak from my climax. Russ eventually pulled out, his cock still huge even as it softened.
 
   “I want to fuck her,” said Mac. I turned to look at him.
 
   “We all want to fuck her,” said Luke.
 
   “We all will,” Tyler told him with a smirk.
 
   Chris sat down where I’d originally sat, in the middle of the lower seat. Hands lifted me, helping me to my feet and leading me over to him. Now I knew why he’d stopped me sucking him before he’d finished. He wanted to be the first one to fuck me. 
 
   His cock was standing straight up, erect and powerful. Between my legs, I could feel that I was wetter than I’d ever been. I was already imagining what it would be like to take that big cock inside me, and my need was like an ache.
 
   I turned so my back was to him. As I spread my legs and stood over him, ready to descend, there were murmurs of appreciation—because I was doing it myself, without having to be directed. Because I was hungry for it.
 
   I started to bend my knees, looking down and watching as the thick, glistening head of him neared my slickened lips. My thighs flexed and I felt him pushing at me, parting my folds. He was big, but I was so, so wet….
 
   I groaned in pleasure as I felt the head start to slide inside. My legs flexed smoothly, my head going forward at the feeling. If I’d been doing it in the bedroom, with a boyfriend, my long blonde hair would have hung down like a curtain, shielding my face. But here, in the sweating, steam-filled darkness with my hair slicked back, there was nothing to hide behind. The guys around me could see every expression as I slid down on the stiff cock. Every time I bit my lower lip and trembled, every time my mouth opened and I let out a gasp or a moan…I’ve never felt so intently watched in my life.
 
   His cock was rock hard, thick and long, stretching me deliciously every inch of the way until, thighs quaking, mouth gasping, I felt his strong thighs beneath my ass and realized he was completely inside me.
 
   Then I started to move.
 
   Pushing up from my feet on the slick, tiled floor, I felt his cock slide exquisitely within me, my silken walls clutching it tight. I rose up until only the head of him was within me and then dropped down again until we slapped together. The slow drawing out of him as I lifted was incredible; the rush of being filled as I dropped down was even better. I planted my hands on the edge of the seat behind me, arching my back, breasts thrust out, my fingers slipping on the wet surface as I used it to drive myself up and down on him.
 
   Chris growled and his hands came up to cup my breasts. He squeezed, his palms rubbing on my wet nipples, and I closed my eyes in pleasure. What made it even better was the feeling of the four guys around me watching every move I made. Every time I rose up, I knew they were watching my smooth thighs flex, my delicate pink lips stretched around the girth of their friend’s cock as it withdrew from me. Every time I sank down, I knew their eyes were on my breasts, bouncing and jumping in Chris’s hands, on my tight, round ass spreading lewdly as it pushed down on Chris’s legs. 
 
   It was too much. I couldn’t stay slow—I had to go faster, faster, faster. I could already feel my climax building in me, the twisting vortex at my core throwing out tendrils of electricity that made me gasp and buck. My feet pushed harder, braced against the wet tiles. Chris’s cock was all I could think about, my whole body centered on it. My thighs drove me up, then dropped me back down hard, my ass twisting, pushing against him, trying to take him even deeper within me. My breath was coming in high little pants and the steam was making beads of water course down my neck and over my breasts, where they shone like jewels. 
 
   My head sank further forward as my pace increased. “Yes!” I hissed. “Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes!” My climax crashed over me like a wave, taking my breath away, my body still fucking him on autopilot, rising and falling atop him as the orgasm exploded inside me. I could feel myself spasming around him and he suddenly let out a shout and pushed upward with his hips, impaling me. I felt him shooting inside me, thick hot bursts of his seed.
 
   As I came down from it I just rested there, my breasts heaving in his hands. God…I’d never experienced anything like that before. And I realized with a flutter of my heart that he was only the first.
 
   He put his hands on my waist and gently lifted me. My legs were weak as a newborn foal, my whole body shining wetly now from the steam that wound around us. Mac stepped toward me, his lean body gleaming, hard cock pointed straight at me. 
 
   “Get down on your knees,” he whispered. I slowly knelt down, the warm tiles hard under my knees. I started to sit up on my heels, assuming he wanted to be sucked. But he had something else in mind. 
 
   Mac walked behind me, put a hand on my shoulder and gently pushed, tipping me forward. I landed on my hands with a little “Ah!” of surprise. It seeped into my lust-clouded mind that he was going to fuck me from behind. Like an animal.
 
   His knees pressed between mine and suddenly spread me wide, my knees sliding easily on the wet floor. I swallowed, feeling incredibly exposed like that, my moist lips still gaping open from Chris. And then I felt the hot thickness of Mac’s cock at my opening, pushing, spreading me, and my eyes went wide, my mouth opening as he thrust right up inside me in one long, hard stroke. My position made it easier for him—he could fuck me deeper like this, I realized.
 
   A hand felt my breast and I turned to see Tyler there, grinning, his hand very dark against my soft, tan skin. He reached further under me and grabbed my other breast, too, fondling them. As Mac started to thrust inside me, his cock plunging deep within me, Tyler took my nipples between his fingers and thumbs…and pinched.
 
   My back arched, a low groan escaping me. It was just the right amount of pain, twisting together with the pleasure to double its intensity. I felt myself spasm around the cock inside me. Mac swore, then said breathlessly, “Do that again.”
 
   And Tyler did.
 
   The others gathered around us, stroking their cocks, as Mac started to fuck me hard. He pushed down on my shoulders and my head slowly sank to the floor until my cheek was against the warm, wet tiles and my breasts almost touched them. I was obscenely spread open for him like that and he thrust deep and hard into me, making me groan anew as the head of him rammed into me to my very limits. Tyler had one nipple in each hand, pinching and pulling them. Every thrust from Mac made my body jerk and shake, my hanging breasts bouncing and swaying, stretching my nipples more. My mouth moved soundlessly, my lipstick smeared around my mouth, pleading for more.
 
   My open, shining mouth probably gave them the idea.
 
   A finger under my chin lifted my head. Luke was kneeling in front of me. I didn’t understand until he pressed his cock to my lips. It lay long and thick against them, my breath hotly panting on it. They couldn’t expect me to…not both of them at once!
 
   But they did.
 
   Luke let his cock rub against my lips for a few seconds, letting me get used to the idea. I was shaking with sexual heat and the thought of his cock in my mouth while another man fucked me…suddenly, I had to do it. I had to know what that felt like. I opened my mouth and welcomed him in, my lips and tongue going to work on him.
 
    The feel of two hard cocks inside me at the same time was amazing. It felt doubly intimate—doubly hot. I felt as if my whole being was somehow wrapped around those two thick shafts.
 
   “Take him deep,” someone said, and the heat flared inside me. I obediently opened wider and Luke’s cock surged forward over my slippery tongue, sliding into the opening of my throat. He slid all the way in and I watched his taut, muscled abdomen come closer and closer, his cock disappearing into me, until my nose was buried in the tight, wiry hair at his groin. At the same time, Mac pushed into me even deeper from behind, hilting himself, and that was it: I was utterly penetrated. The two cocks impaled me so deeply I swore they’d meet in the middle, and the whole time Tyler continued to pinch and pull at my nipples.
 
   The feeling of being so completely taken was incredible. I’d never had an orgasm before without movement, without friction, but right then, on all fours between them, I felt it blossom inside me. My throbbing nipples were sending rivers of pain and pleasure, spun into one glorious sensation, straight down to my groin. For a second I was frozen…I felt like a statue, all smooth curves and elegance, that had been cast around a brutal iron rod running from groin to lips. Then the climax ripped through me, my back arching, my whole body trembling.
 
   Mac and Luke both felt it. And they wasted no time in telling the others of my reaction.
 
   “God, she’s comin’ on me. Is that good, Linda?” Mac leaned forward over me, so he could speak into my ear. “Do you like being filled at both ends?”
 
   I nodded as best I could. And something happened, then—nods were exchanged, some plan was made. I didn’t know what it was, but the thought of them doing anything more to me filled me with raw, sexual longing.
 
   Mac increased his pace, his hands coming down to squeeze at my ass cheeks, clamping me in position as he rode me. Tyler’s hands clutched and squeezed at my breasts, his fingers hard, his palms rubbing at my tender nipples. Luke started to thrust into me with fast, short strokes, the hot wetness of my throat caressing him. Around me, I was conscious of the other players stroking their cocks, even those who’d already taken me hardening again.
 
   With an angry growl, Mac thrust deep within me and I felt the long, hot spurts inside me. Almost at the same time, Luke gave a grunt that told me he too was ready to cum. But he didn’t want to cum down my throat, as Russ had. He pulled suddenly out until only the head was in my mouth, and then he was coming, shooting again and again onto my tongue and into my cheeks, thick spurts of cum that quickly filled my mouth. He waited until he’d finished, then pulled out. I made ready to spit it out, but his finger lifted my chin until I was looking at him.
 
   “Swallow it, Linda,” he told me. The other players leaned in for a closer look. The idea of deliberately taking his seed was darkly delicious, stirring something inside me. I swallowed thickly. God—what had they turned me into?
 
   I was about to find out.
 
   They helped me stand, shakily. Everyone was pressed in around me as they led me forward, so by the time I saw Russ, sprawled out on one of the lower seats, his ass almost at its edge, I was almost upon him. His huge, ebony shaft stuck straight up in the air.
 
   Could I really take him? He was so big!
 
   I climbed onto the seat, facing Russ. He was enormous—to put a knee either side of him, I had to spread them wide and I could feel my outer lips opening just from the position. Below them, still shining from my mouth, Russ’s cock was seriously long…and thick.
 
   I started to settle myself, lowering inch by inch until I felt it touch my lips. God—it was enormous! I pressed a little lower and felt my lips try to stretch around it. Looking down in the dim light, I could see my delicate lips spread obscenely by it, shining pink around dark, dark skin. The sight alone made the heat wash through me—I couldn’t believe I was actually doing this!
 
   I pushed harder and gasped at the size of him, at the feeling of being stretched wider than I’d ever been stretched. I could feel all of their eyes on me, glued on my ass as it sank slowly lower, the black cock gradually disappearing. 
 
   With a sudden rush, the head went in and my pussy closed behind it. The sensation of being so completely filled was overwhelming. And that was just his girth. Now that the head was in, I had to think about his length, too. I was already sliding downwards on him.
 
   He didn’t have to thrust up into me. My legs were already quaking with the feelings that were coursing through me. Gravity was taking over and only my own tightness was stopping me sinking faster. I could stop, of course, and get off him…but I wanted him too much.
 
   I gasped as I sank down and his size opened me up. His huge black hands came up to cup my breasts and I moaned. I started to toss my head and pant, feeling the thick head slide deeper and deeper into me. Then, as he went deeper still, my moans increased. God, he was touching places I’d never been touched before!
 
   I felt my hands gently pulled out to the sides and wrapped around two more cocks. Chris and Luke were sitting either side of me, their eyes locked on that thick, black cock plunging slowly inside me, my pink lips stretched drum tight around it. My body was giving little jerks, twitching each time the head touched some new nerve and sent another bolt of pleasure through me.
 
   I slid the last inch with a rising, breathless little gasp and then he was in me to the root. I was panting, my body soaked in sweat. God, it was incredible. I didn’t think I could manage any more sensation. I didn’t think I could even manage moving.
 
   Mac climbed up onto the higher seat, sitting almost directly above Russ. A hand on my back--Chris, I guessed—pushed me forward, so that I was leaning over Russ’s shoulder. His cock shifted within me and I groaned, closing my eyes in ecstasy at the feeling. When I opened them, my face was at Mac’s groin.
 
   His cock was half-hard and swelling fast. My lips bumped his shaft, still glistening with my juices, and he growled in lust. I licked my lips, imagining doing what they wanted. Riding Russ, while sucking Mac. I wasn’t sure if I could do it. My thighs were already tired and I didn’t think I’d be able to lift and lower myself atop him.
 
   I was wrong, though. They weren’t relying on me fucking them. They were going to fuck me.
 
   As I opened my mouth wide, I felt Russ’s hands drop from my breasts to clasp my hips. Suddenly I was being lifted, his cock sliding within me. My eyes went wide at the sensation, the size of him stretching me.
 
   I leaned forward further and took Mac’s stiffening cock between my lips and straight into the tight, dark confines of my throat. I began to bob on it, barely having to move my head—as Russ’s powerful hands lifted and lowered me atop him, my mouth moved up and down on Mac’s cock.
 
   Russ pushed me down on his cock again, impaling me, and my back arched as his length stretched me to my limits. I was close to coming now, the orgasm winding slowly upward through my body. Everything was combining: the huge cock in me, stretching me magnificently; my achingly hard nipples, rubbing against Russ’s broad, muscled chest; Mac’s cock, fully hard now and throbbing on my tongue as he poled in and out of my mouth. The climax that was building was like nothing I’ve ever felt.
 
   Then everything changed.
 
   “How about we make this party complete?” asked Tyler behind me. There were lusty murmurs of approval. Russ stopped moving me for a moment, stopping with me hard against him, his cock in me to the root. My hands were still stroking the two cocks they held, and I swear I felt both of them twitch. They’d seen what it was Tyler was maneuvering to do.
 
   Then I felt hard hands on my ass cheeks, spreading me open, and I caught on.
 
   Oh my God! I’d never done that before. That was dark and filthy and…
 
   …and the thought of having another one of them inside me at the same time made me go weak inside.
 
   Everything had stopped for a second. They were waiting for me, I realized.
 
   I nodded.
 
   The thick head of Tyler’s cock, slippery from the wetness between my thighs, nudged against my asshole.
 
   I knelt there atop Russ, Mac’s cock still deep in my throat, as Tyler slowly pushed into me. I could feel my eyes going wide, my breath coming in pants around the stiff length in my mouth. God…so…big! The head of him stretched my tight little asshole wider and wider, but I was relaxed enough that there was no pain. Then suddenly he was in, drawing a groan from me at the unfamiliar sensation. 
 
   And then they started to fuck me.
 
   Russ used his powerful arms to lift and lower me, his cock stretching me as I bounced up and down on it. Mac guided my mouth up and down on his cock as I moved, my lips stretched around him. Tyler started to thrust, hands grasping my ass cheeks, his cock plunging in a little deeper each time. My flesh was tight as a glove around him and the sensations that were flooding me were utterly new and darkly wonderful.
 
   As Tyler finally plunged all the way to the hilt inside me, I could feel him almost touching Russ’s cock. I lowered my head again on Mac and took him all the way down into my throat. I wanted every inch of them, every glorious, hard inch. With all of them in me, I was a sweating, panting, speechless mess of pleasure. All I could do to signal how much I loved it was to stroke the two cocks in my hands, and I pumped them as hard as I could. For several long minutes we were locked together like that, three men inside me and two more in my hands, and it was a feeling I’d never, ever forget.
 
   The sensations took me right up to the edge…and then over it. Suddenly, my body was bucking and shaking between the men, my breath coming in raw hot gasps. The orgasm blasted through me, taking any last vestiges of thought with it. I was just a body, a tangle of sensations. My world seemed to explode into nothingness and I was floating....
 
   The three of them fucking me increased their pace as they approached their own climaxes, and suddenly Russ was pulling me down on him, his cock buried deep as he shot his load inside me, long hot streams that I could feel coating me, filling me. Tyler gave a low grunt and pushed himself all the way into me, and then he too was filling me up, my body writhing and trembling at the sensation as he erupted there. Mac pulled me onto his cock two more times, then suddenly pulled me completely off it just as he started to cum. Long, thick ropes of cum shot across my face, plastering my eyes and cheeks, dribbling down over my nose and mouth. Abruptly, I felt the two cocks I was stroking pull away from me. Luke and Chris stood up on the marble bench, their cocks inches from me. Then they were shooting, too, over my breasts and into my face and hair, the white cum glistening in the dim overhead lights. 
 
   I was beyond words, beyond anything. My climax was still washing through me. My legs shaking, I slowly lifted myself off Russ, his size making me gasp. I slumped down on the seat next to him, looking down at my gleaming, cum-covered body. I’d never felt so…so taken. And yet at the same time, so free. My mind was reeling with some of the things I’d just done, but I knew I wanted more. 
 
   As if reading my mind, Chris leaned in close. “Our gym won’t be ready for at least a week, Linda. We’ll be here every day.”
 
   I thought about that. About coming there every day, working out in front of them. Showing off my body to them and then letting these five—or maybe others—use me in the sauna. 
 
   I nodded. “I’ll be here, too.”
 
   ###
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Bang the Gang 2: Captured – Nadia Nightside
 
   After all my fighting, all my struggling, all my attempts at escape, there was nowhere else to go. 
 
   The Sorcerers, one of the nation’s most violent and brutal biker gangs, were going to have me. They were going to take me. I was going to belong to them, utterly.
 
   We were all gathered in the hall together. The computer in front of me, web came live, broadcasted my incumbent gang bang. 
 
   The entire gang of Sorcerers was going to enter me, and use me, and abuse me. I would be their puppet, to scream and moan and thrust and grow wet and ache as they pleased. Each man was larger than the last—muscled thick, and sweaty with days of riding. Days of riding…just to get here to ride my body. Some had traveled all across the country to slide their manhood into my most sacred holes.
 
   And even more than fear, more than any terror I felt, I knew anticipation. I knew lust. I knew need. 
 
   So many men, lined up for me now. For weeks, I had been kept in the dark of the dungeon where I was held and used at the will of the gang's leader, Caldero. And now I had been let out...but only so that I could be used again. My entire body trembled with need from the thought. 
 
   All these brutal, bad men were all getting hard and ready, just for me. Just for my body. 
 
   They all wanted a piece of their new toy. And I had no choice but to give it to them.
 
   I bent over at my station, my rear-end high in the air. I wore no panties; my skimpy evening gown pushed aside so they could have easy access. It did not hide how delicious my busty, hot body looked in the dim light. 
 
   I had no choice but to have the entire gang ride me…and no desire to have it any other way.
 
   But that’s not how things started.
 
   *****
 
   I woke in the dark, terrified and—I thought—alone. I scrambled, hands flying across cold, wet stone, searching out for some solid surface to put a limit on the darkness around me. 
 
   Finally, I reached a wall, and after the wall, a corner. I began to follow it around, trying to make sense of how large the cell I found myself was. My breaths shuddered out. You cannot imagine such terror as waking in the dark, having no idea where you are or how you got there. It is absolute. For several moments I thought I had woken up in hell, and that hell was just some dark cell deep under the earth. 
 
   Onward I searched the wall, feeling it out with my hands. But instead of finding another corner, I felt a leg. 
 
   A match hissed to life in the man’s hands, and he lit a cigar, rotating and puffing. His face was jagged, hard. Handsome. He had the makings of a day-old beard on his jaw.
 
   “Good morning, little one. You are finally up, eh? That is good. I have become very tired of waiting.”
 
   He pushed me slowly off his leg, standing up. He was a tall man, layered with thick brown muscles. He had on a biker's leather vest and tight pants. Even in the dim light from his cigar, I could make out his muscles. No doubt he could see better than I could, having waited in the dark for me to wake.
 
   “A man in my position, yes? There is not much waiting I do. I am in charge of everything around me. I am in charge of the decisions of nearly three hundred people in this state. Is that not something? Their actions are restrained by my will. You will see. You will know this.”
 
   I didn't care about anything he was saying.
 
   “Who are you? Where am I?”
 
   “Who am I? You do not know me? All your people know me. They fear me. I know they do. You know my name. You know who I am. Go on.” He pushed his foot into my leg. “Go on, you know it.”
 
   It took me a moment. It took some time just to remember my name—Stephanie—and my role—good girl to the biker gang known as the Devil's Warriors. I belonged, happily, to a big, strong man named Parker. He was the second-in-command of the Warriors, beneath an even stronger man named Slate.
 
   Over the last few months, the Devil's Warriors had become mired in a war with another gang known as the Sorcerers. The names were all sort of silly, like most gang names, until you remembered that people were dying constantly for one name or the other. It was their blood that gave the names power. 
 
   The Sorcerers prided themselves on never having anyone turn tail and run, on never having anyone who ratted to the police. The Warriors prided themselves in the very same things. It was almost inevitable the two sides would fight, like two rival factions of Spartan soldiers. 
 
   And the name...the name of the leader of the Sorcerers, that was something I knew well. My man, Parker, cursed him often.
 
   “Caldero.”
 
   He smiled. “Ah! A smart one! That is good. That is very good. Yes. You have me illustrated, now. I am Caldero, that is correct.”
 
   Now, he waited for me to speak. 
 
   “What do you want with me?”
 
   “This is a stupid question. It is beneath you. You are a beautiful girl, locked now in a dungeon of my design. What do you think I want you for?”
 
   A long time ago, I had been trained to never admit that I was pretty. It was impolite, it was unsociable. Who is allowed to say they feel attractive and not be cast as some horrible, pigheaded, arrogant person? 
 
   But after time with Slate and Parker and the Warriors, it was impossible to deny my good looks. I had been valued, after all, entirely because of them. The fact of me being pretty was how I earned my place with Parker and how I was able to escape the ire of Slate. When they looked at me, trying to ruin their plans with Katrina, they didn’t see a meddler or a nuisance—both of which I knew now they would happily kill. Instead, they saw a pretty girl who needed to be trained properly. They saw a good girl who didn’t know what she was yet.
 
   They trained me very well. Every night that I drifted to sleep after having Parker drill my eager form, I fantasized about waking up to sucking his cock dry.
 
   So yes, I knew what Caldero wanted with me, his eyes hugging my form so intently in the darkness.
 
   I was short, but my breasts were huge, my skin clear and pale, and my hair thick and dark. I knew what Caldero wanted when he looked at me. I knew what every man wanted. It was always the same. And usually, what the same consisted of was having my pretty face wrapped around their cock with my dark eyes smoldering up at them. 
 
   Up to this point, only Parker and Slate had ever had me do that for them—except for the night of my initiation. 
 
   I’ve never forgotten my gang bang. Even though I was firmly Parker’s girl, when he fucked me ragged, and made me cum again and again, I still sometimes used the thought of all those men driving into me to fuel my orgasms a little more. It felt almost like cheating…like Parker didn’t control everything about my pleasure. I knew he would hate it. I never told him.
 
   There was some part of me that never liked being attractive to men, I think. I was, after all, a confirmed bisexual—and before I met Parker and Slate, I had been firmly on the lesbian side of that equation. 
 
   If I was attractive to men, then they held power over me—then I was part of their system instead of one I wanted to be a part of. But I didn’t know then how beautiful and perfect it was to fall to your knees and suck so indulgently on a stud’s cock after he’s had a long day’s work and an even longer ride just to meet you…
 
   “You’re going to rape me,” I said. “That’s what you do, right? That’s what the Sorcerers do.”
 
   “Rape?” He pffed a bit, smoke blowing. “I don’t know that we have to get so nasty. A girl like you, you don’t seem like we have to do that. Do we have to do that?”
 
   I didn’t answer him. Why give him any compliance? He hadn’t earned it.
 
   “Such a brave girl. Very brave.” He gripped my cheek, turning my face this way and that. “Maybe you could use a lesson or two in obeying your betters, eh?”
 
   “I obey my betters very well.”
 
   I did. I was proud of how well I obeyed them.
 
   This annoyed him. He grabbed my hair, hoisting me up off my knees somewhat. 
 
   “You know, the idea behind this is that I would hold you and sell you for someone of my own. Your people, these Warriors, they have taken some cousins of mine. Now, me personally? I do not mind that all so much. Anyone getting caught, I should say, deserves in some respects to be caught. And these cousins, they were nothing but trouble. It’s almost a relief, except…well. Their wives are friends with my sisters, and my sisters, they complain and complain…”
 
   He made little talking motions with his hands to mimic the sisters.
 
   “You know all about family, I am sure. Or perhaps not? Perhaps your sister is too busy sucking Slate’s cock to ever notice how you are doing?”
 
   I was a bit stunned that he knew about that. Very soon after I been indoctrinated by Slate, my sister Carlie got a turn as well. She quit her job at the lawyer’s office to almost-exclusively be filled up by Slate’s cum. She couldn’t help herself, she insisted. 
 
   I knew what she meant. When I was around Slate, I couldn’t help myself either. I had helped in her seduction; I had volunteered to drive her to her initiation. She protested at first, but soon she was very happy with the arrangement. 
 
   Katrina took credit, though. I didn't mind, except...well, it had been my idea. Katrina got a lot of credit for things, though; she was Slate's good girl, and that meant she got first pick of almost everything. 
 
   “Yes?” said Caldero. “No? Silence? Very well.” He clapped his hands. “So! That was the idea. Trade you for someone of mine. But I tell you, little one, I like you. I like the look of you. I may just listen to my sisters complain. You may not ever leave this place. You may not ever leave me, and how about that?”
 
   He grabbed my face once more, and pushed me down on my knees again and into his crotch. I didn’t fight back. He was so large. I didn’t want to be hit—and I knew his type. I knew he would hit me if I fought. 
 
   There are kinds of men who will try to take advantage of you; some kinds who will cower if you fight back. They only go after the weak. But other types, types like Caldero—these men simply wanted what they wanted, and if you stood in the way, then you were an obstruction to be removed. He would see my will as such an obstruction…and so I wouldn’t show it to him. I would keep it to myself. It would stay mine, and Parker’s, and never Caldero’s. 
 
   Never, I promised myself. Never, ever.
 
   And yet.
 
   As he pressed my face against his hardening crotch, I couldn’t deny the hot tingling sensation in my pussy. I couldn’t deny that I was getting more and more turned on, smelling exactly the musk that he wanted me to smell. His shaft grew against my cheek, pushing out on his pants. I let out a soft little whimper. 
 
   “You may get out of here, and you might not. Who’s to say? There are so many possibilities in life. So many things that could occur. But this place? This place is secret even to my own men. Its location known to a select few. So. I do not think you will leave unless I say so, little one. I do not think so at all. And the only way I say so is if you make me happy.
 
   “As I said, you may get out of here, you may not. That is uncertain. What is certain is that the only—the very only way—that you could leave is after pleasing me. After taking my cock into your body in every way imaginable. Especially up your ass, though. Yes, you have a very nice ass. I will enjoy violating it, I think.”
 
   He slapped the hard globes of my rear then, eliciting a short gasp of pain from me.
 
   And then he shut the door and left me in the dark.
 
   *****
 
   After that first encounter, I did not see Caldero for several days, perhaps a week. Time was very hard to tell in the dungeon. I am still rather uncertain of the full length of time I spent in there. I came to learn my own breath very well—the soft exit as it left my mouth, the feel of it on my cold, naked skin. There was nothing to do in the cells but wait, eat when they served me meals, and then wait again. I was afforded a bucket and paper for all necessary evacuations—the bucket was always empty when I woke up in the morning, and the paper always renewed.
 
   It was dehumanizing. I supposed, even then, that dehumanization was the point.
 
   The schedule in the dungeon appeared to be simple. There was only one window in my cell—high up and at a downward angle to the outside. Not much light came in through it. I imagined my eyes to be rather dilated all the time. As such, I had no real way to tell time outside of when meals came. They arrived three times within about twelve hours, and then nothing for about twelve hours after that. I supposed that they could have been feeding me only during the evening, or only during the afternoon. I had no way to know, truly. 
 
   I have heard often that there are situations in which time loses all meaning. I have heard also that people sometimes view time as a measurement—a way to gauge the distance around the sun. And so in that distant, dark, dank little place where my voice only rubbed up against the walls and my feet and hands soon became raw with from the slick roughness of the stones, time lost its value. You cannot value something you do not know whether you truly have, after all. And shortly after its value, it lost its meaning. 
 
   Sometimes we end up immune to what people say will happen. This is not one of those times. I believed very strongly, still, that I was losing my mind. That I was in fact dead. I was grateful for each new meal, because when it was placed through the slot in my door, I could see the feet of the man who delivered them. 
 
   To pass the time, I engaged in thought experiments. It had been some time since I had been encouraged, or even allowed, to stretch my intellect. Parker did not want his women smart, in the same way that he did not want his women to know how to ride or how to build a house or how to shoot a gun. Knowing things and thinking about things were not what good girls were for. Good girls were for looking good, cleaning, and cooking. That was about it. It was a lifestyle I had come to enjoy; that might surprise you. But it's true. I enjoyed the freedom from the responsibilities, the freedom from thought. It was unburdening just to let Parker do all the thinking. 
 
   But now, all I was left with were my thoughts. And so, I thought about what I knew of the Sorcerers. 
 
   A gang from a town fifty miles down the road from Brick Point, they got their start around the same time as the Warriors.
 
   My Warriors were strictly regimented. At the top was the Chair, Slate. Below him were Brothers like Parker. And then beneath those were Pledges, and then anyone not affiliated—designated as wimps.
 
   The Sorcerers seemed to only have one rank, as far as I knew—Caldero. Everyone else was equal under him, though it appeared they all had to do what he said. Lucky for him, though, he hadn't asked them to do anything they hadn't wanted to do anyway—make a lot of money in illegal fashion. 
 
   Their tactics were the usual biker gang ploys: run drugs, run guns, intimidate shopkeepers, get protection money. A gang like any other, except for their ruthlessness, which would have made them exceptional—except that Slate and the Warriors were similarly ruthless. As I said before, it was almost inevitable that in so small a region, they would come to blows. 
 
   I thought frequently of rescue. Parker told me that he treasured me, that I was his special good girl who he would never get rid of or betray. I had to believe that he was out there, breaking skulls and doing whatever he could to find me. 
 
   If he wasn't though...if he wasn't...
 
   I didn't want to think about that.
 
   My meals were usually bad, old food. Canned peaches and beans put in a Styrofoam bowl, slices of bread, Dixie cups of water, that sort of thing. They underfed me to keep me weak, I am sure. They were presented on a small tray. 
 
   On the fourth or fifth meal, I do not recall which, one of these trays came with a small metal fork with which to eat some ham. 
 
   Thinking quickly, I broke the end of the fork. It took some doing, but I was able to make it happen. You would be surprised what a naked woman in a stone room can do with a burst of adrenaline running through her veins.
 
   I am not sure whether they noticed…but never after that was I given a meal with any sort of utensil. Still, no one came in to strip me of the little metal end.
 
   I had my tool—my one tool. I would use it however I could. I imagined picking locks, or stabbing out the eye of a guard, or scraping my way to freedom…something. Anything. Anything at all that wasn’t what I had, that wasn’t where I was.
 
   *****
 
   After some time, I guess seven or eight days (judging from the number of meals), I heard someone being dragged outside, kicking and screaming. A woman, I realized suddenly. A woman like me, who had been taken also.
 
   I heard the guards and her shuffling and scuffling. She was putting up a hell of a fight, it sounded like. The guards swore at her in Spanish and demanded that she be quiet. She swore right back at them and got smacked for her trouble.
 
   Finally, the guards left her in the cell and banged the door behind her.
 
   Down near the floor was a grate. I assumed—and rightly so—that it could bring my voice over to the prisoner next door. Of course, it could also have transferred my voice to any number of people, including the guards. 
 
   In short order, I decided to try to make contact, guards be damned. They could come in here and attack me, I thought. At least then I would know I was still human—that I could still be hurt after all. That was a sick kind of truth, but a real one. Sometimes, when you’re stuck in a deep dark hole, feeling even the worst things is better than nothing.
 
   “Hello?” I ventured. “Hello, are you there?”
 
   “Who’s that?” Her voice, suspicious.
 
   She answered me—I was real! I was not some horrible figment of my own imagination; I had tangible presence in the world. Giddiness rode on top of the tidal wave of my despair.
 
   “Hello! I’m so glad you’re okay. I’m in here with you. I’m stuck here, I mean. I’m a prisoner. Like you.”
 
   “A prisoner, huh?”
 
   I was getting excited now. “Yes! Who are you?”
 
   “My name is Fernanda. Who are you?”
 
   Her voice was husky, sort of deep, and thickly accented. She sounded Latina. 
 
   “Stephanie.”
 
   She snorted. “Sounds like a fake name.”
 
   I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. 
 
   “It’s not a…it’s not a fake name. It’s my name.”
 
   “Sure it is. That’s what someone with a fake name would say.”
 
   “Why do you think I would have a fake name?”
 
   “Because Caldero is smart. He’s…he’s the devil. He would want his prisoners feeling safe, somehow, so that they’d be more vulnerable. I wouldn’t put it past him to put in some dummy insert to come in here and betray me.”
 
   All the horror and violation I had felt dissipated somewhat. At first, it was replaced with rage. Rage, terrible and sudden, that I would be accused of something so horrible.
 
   And then sympathy for this poor woman—she’d been under Caldero's thumb for so long that she was even suspicious of kindness.
 
   And then horror. Because if nothing else, she was a picture of what I may become…and in due time, I might be just as suspicious as she was. 
 
   Obviously she was new to this particular prison...but it seemed to me as though she was well-accustomed to being bullied and dominated by Caldero.
 
   “I don’t know how to convince you that I’m a real person,” I said finally. “A real, honest-to-god person stuck down here with you. But I’m happy to do whatever you say. I’ll say anything. Do anything.”
 
   “That’s easy to say, stuck over there like you are.”
 
   “Well.” I took a moment and thought. “I mean, look, you don’t know if I’m bad or good, right? You can even assume I’m bad. We can still talk, can’t we? Like people? You don’t have to tell me anything you don’t want to. I can’t force you to do anything. I just…I just…please…”
 
   My voice became desperate. That was appropriate, as I certainly felt that way.
 
   “Why are you here?” she asked me finally.
 
   I had to sit and think about that. 
 
   On the surface of things, I was sure of why, of course. I also was completely unsure. I was sure, for instance, that Caldero wanted to take me and make me his. 
 
   But then, I was also unsure. Why had I been picked up then?
 
   I tried to think back to the incident of my taking. Up to this point, to be frank, I had been trying to push it down beneath the surface of my thoughts. It was unpleasant and hazy. Like anything surrounded by lots of confusion, I thought the best thing to do was just try and move past the whole affair. 
 
   But now she had prodded me. I remember that I had been out at The Highwayman, with Parker and Katrina. We were drinking and laughing in our booth. Lots of the other Warriors were there. Parker got a call—something urgent from Slate. It couldn't wait. Slate could never wait.
 
   Katrina went with Parker, of course. She always went wherever she wanted. She was Slate's girl, the best girl. She took my spot on Parker's bike, sliding up hard against his body.
 
   I know I wasn't supposed to be jealous of something like that, Katrina was always so willing to share everything she had...but I was jealous. And she was also very accustomed to her role of being the boss's girl. Less and less did she hesitate when ordering me to do things. And I obeyed, of course...but I missed it when we were just fun, sexy totally-in-love friends who couldn't stop licking each other's pussies while our men were away. 
 
   Anyway, they got the call and left. I was there alone—no one there with me but the regular patrons of the bar. The ones who knew well enough not to come near a Warriors-owned good girl. Parker didn’t tell me why he and all the men had to go. They never told me anything, that was how it worked. A good girl’s place was to stay out of the way and suck cock whenever she was asked. 
 
   And then...something pricked into my skin? Something was put into my drink? 
 
   There was blackness in my recollection, and then I woke into blackness, and then there was Caldero.
 
   “Hello?” called Fernanda. “Are you there?”
 
   “I’m sorry,” I said. “Sorry. I was quiet. I was thinking. I’m sorry.”
 
   “You were so quiet. It got so quiet…it’s almost like you died for a minute.”
 
   “Maybe I did,” I said. “I don’t know. I was remembering. I don’t remember why I’m here. I’m sorry. I wish I knew, but I don’t.”
 
   “You must have done something.”
 
   “Maybe. I don’t know.”
 
   “Were you with anyone?”
 
   “With anyone?”
 
   “Yeah. I mean, I got taken in because I’m being punished, but Caldero…he takes people in as hostages all the time.”
 
   “You’re being punished?”
 
   “I’m a serving girl in his house.” I could almost hear her blush, I swear. “I messed up.”
 
   “How?”
 
   “Don’t worry about it.”
 
   “We’ve got time to kill.” I didn't see the point of reticence.
 
   “So you kill it, then. Don’t worry about it. Answer my question, huh? You have people?”
 
   “I…” I hesitated. And then I figured—screw it. “Yes. I do. I was with the Warriors. I was their...my boyfriend, I mean...” It was so strange calling Parker my “boyfriend,” but in real world terms I suppose that was the closest analogue. “...I don't know. I was theirs, okay? But then somehow I ended up here.”
 
   “Why didn’t they help you? When you were taken, I mean?”
 
   “They weren’t there.”
 
   “They weren’t there? They left you alone? During a gang war? I know Caldero's people, they are fighting Warriors all the time.”
 
   I could hear the shock in her voice. I could almost see her face, surprised. Hand held to her mouth.
 
   “It’s not…it’s not like that. They thought I was safe.”
 
   “They should have known better.”
 
   She said it with a certain finality, as if there was nothing more on the subject to be said. I did not know how to protest.
 
   *****
 
   They should have known better.
 
   I thought about that over and over again as the day progressed. They should have known better. Did that mean...did that mean the Warriors didn't really care about me? Did it mean they didn't love me like I thought they did? Was I truly just a toy to be disposed of?
 
   Why had no one come to rescue me? 
 
   The door opened, breaking my thoughts.
 
   It was Caldero, once again.
 
   It was Caldero…and someone else.
 
   In what I hoped was a surreptitious maneuver, I leaned forward and slipped the little metal rod of the fork—which I had been toying with in my hands—between my toes. Then I knelt forward, sitting on my feet.
 
   “I have decided that I would give you a gift,” he said. “Do you want it?”
 
   I was suspicious, of course.
 
   “What is it?” 
 
   He shook his head and tsked. “No, no. You do not get to ruin the surprise. You must tell me first if you want it.”
 
   I decided there was really no choice. If I denied whatever it was, he would give it to me anyway, if he wanted to. And it certainly seemed like he wanted to. Why else had he come down here for the first time in so long?
 
   “Yes,” I said finally. “I want it.”
 
   Just like that, he pounced onto me, pushing my body up against the wall. I stood, his body clinging to mine. It is hard to describe how strong he was. He would have been strong compared to me if I had been lifting weights and eating protein for a month; as it was, with me starved and stiff from the cell's treatment, he was like a titan. 
 
   Very quickly, his hands were up between my naked thighs, pushing hard into my clit and then up into the folds of my labia. He pushed his face up against my neck. 
 
   I did—I must emphasize this—absolutely nothing to stop him. I was so starved for human contact, so needy for touch...
 
   I love being touched. I adore it. It was one of my favorite parts of being Parker's girl. I would never go more than a few hours without being touched and adored, petted, hugged, kissed, sucked on, admired. And yes, even choked and slapped. I love all touch, pleasure-filled and pain-delivering. They are almost the same to me. My soul had languished in that cell, and even more than my stomach called for food, my entire being called for the touch of anyone. 
 
   Caldero fit the bill nicely. So strong, so willful...if I shut my eyes, and I did, I could pretend he was Parker...
 
   “You want cock?” he grunted, pushing his fingers up into my immediately-wet pussy. “You want a cock to fill you up?”
 
   Of course I did. I wanted a specific cock—Parker’s—but I knew whose cock he meant. I knew he meant his own. But all the same, he would hurt me if I didn’t answer. Or worse yet—as I don't think I would have minded being slapped then—he would have taken his touch away.
 
   “Yes!”
 
   “Good.” He slipped his fingers out of my cunt. “You’ll have his.”
 
   His? 
 
   He pointed to the guard. A tall, burly man, almost twice as wide as Caldero. His beard came down almost to his chest.
 
   But I wanted…
 
   I realized the disappointment was showing on my face. I had wanted Caldero’s cock, in that moment. I had already betrayed Parker in intent—and now I was being betrayed by Caldero. 
 
   Caldero stroked my face. “That’s right. Suck him off.”
 
   “But I…I…”
 
   “There is no “I” for you.” He pushed me down to my knees. “There is only what I say. Suck him off. Do not make me regret giving you this beautiful gift.”
 
   They weren’t there? They left you alone?
 
   No one was coming for me. Reluctantly, I crawled forward. The guard dropped his pants. His cock was big, hairy, his crotch hair bristled against my face.
 
   They left you alone.
 
   With very little ceremony, I started sucking, pretending he was Parker. I gave him a good show, licking and adoring his long shaft, suckling and kissing. I didn’t want to give them any excuses to hurt me.
 
   If sex was what I was good at, then it would be hot sex that I gave him.
 
   What I started with didn’t seem to sate the guard's desires, though. Roughly, he pushed me up against the wall. Foregoing my efforts, he steadied my head on the stone and started driving his cock down my throat. The thick, bulging meat pressed against the narrow confines of my esophagus, bulging my throat. He was so big, so big!
 
   Behind him, Caldero had unzipped his pants—stroking himself off as he watched! Yes, as he saw my face being roughly fucked by his subordinate, Caldero was jerking his cock. His meat was huge—clearly even bigger than the guard's.
 
   The whole time, what I was really worried about was whether I could safely still manage to hide the metal piece I had taken. He kept slamming me against the wall, and my grip on it in my toes faltered and faltered.
 
   He grunted in Spanish, calling me names. I couldn't understand, but I could feel the tenseness in his body—he was close. Very close. Caldero nodded at him—he was close too. They were going to cum together!
 
   His thrusting increased, banging my head harder against the wall as he fucked my mouth like it was a pussy, like it was a cunt, fucking me harder and harder until finally, finally...
 
   ...finally, spurting and groaning, he came down my throat.
 
   As the guard came, Caldero came as well, spurting all over the ground.
 
   I cannot lie to you. I swallowed every last warm, gooey drop of the guard's cum, and I loved every second of it. I loved being used like that. I loved being violated and abused. My pussy was on fire, and I had no idea how I wasn't cumming.
 
   The guard stepped out of the cell, laughing and calling me names in Spanish.
 
   Caldero picked me up. After being slammed against the wall so much and swallowing so much cum, blocking my airflow, I was dizzy. My legs slid around his, grinding my pussy against his thigh purely on instinct.
 
   “You need to cum, eh?”
 
   I nodded weakly.
 
   “I will allow it. You can start when I leave. Know that when you cum after this, you will be doing it with my permission.”
 
   Once more I nodded weakly.
 
   And just like that, he left. I finally relaxed my toes, letting the metal slip out onto the stones once more.
 
   I shuddered after Caldero, weakly. When I knew he wasn't coming back, I stuck my fingers in my cunt and began fingering myself. It was only after a second or two that I realized I was sliding around in the pool of Caldero's cum on the floor. My pussy required very little prodding—I came within half a minute, rolling and moaning on the floor. 
 
   After I was done, my head ended up right next to the grate on the floor. 
 
   “I can’t believe you gave in,” said Fernanda. “I can’t believe you just went along with everything they said.”
 
   Exhausted, I fell asleep, thinking of how I had disappointed Fernanda—and yes, how I had disappointed myself, too. 
 
   They should have known better.
 
   And I also thought about how if I had the choice to do it again, I did not know if I would be able to do it any other way.
 
   *****
 
   In the morning, after breakfast, Caldero returned. The breakfast was large—pancakes, orange juice, fresh fruit. It surprised me, yet not so much that I didn’t immediately cling myself to the task of devouring all of it. Within a few short minutes, the whole meal was gone.
 
   I had spent the night wracked with guilt. I couldn’t believe that I had cum right after sucking off the guard—and yet, of course, I believed it readily. I had trained myself, as Parker’s good girl, to need to cum every time a hot load entered my body. I just thought it was his hot load that was doing the job. I thought it was a Warrior’s hot load. 
 
   Turns out, just about anyone’s gooey, warm mess shot inside of my hot whore body will make me want to cum.
 
   That’s just the kind of girl I am.
 
   I hated thinking that. Knowing that. I had hoped that, despite being on call sexually for Parker in every possible way, that I still had some boundaries left. But Caldero was showing me that the only boundaries that existed in me were imaginary—I existed for the use of whoever owned me. And right now, Caldero owned me completely. 
 
   Caldero was dressed as usual, in his tight jeans and biker leathers. He had a cigar in his hands again, worn down about half-way. He smoked them incessantly, a chimney, a smokestack, a steam engine operated by tobacco leaves. 
 
   “Hello there, my little one.” He knelt down over me, stroking my body. I shuddered—I loved to be touched so much. Even his touch. Maybe even his touch especially. “How are you this morning?”
 
   I didn’t answer.
 
   “I asked you a question.” He patted my face softly—a warning that his touch could be much harder. “Do I need to encourage words?”
 
   I gulped and sat up some on the wall. “No, Caldero. I am well, Caldero. Thank you, Caldero.”
 
   He smiled brightly.“That’s better. You look hungry. Your meal last night was not enough, eh?”
 
   I looked at the bare breakfast tray. So that’s what that was about.
 
   Suck a cock, get a good meal. Task, reward. 
 
   It occurred to me suddenly that I still had the little sliver of metal between my toes. I could reach down to my feet, maybe, grab it, and shove it right in his eye—then rush out of here while he was still too busy bleeding.
 
   But…no. Maybe it was cowardice, or maybe just common sense. I didn’t think I could really overpower Caldero—his muscles pulsed like living snakes under his skin. And I knew, for certain, that I didn’t have it in me to hurt anyone. That was the opposite of my purpose in life.
 
   No, my way would have to be stealth. Pick the lock somehow. I just needed to find a time to do it when the guards weren't outside. I just needed a chance.
 
   “I have a proposition for you,” said Caldero, standing up. “Edward, last night, he was very rough for you. Very rough. I wondered perhaps if you did not want things so rough?”
 
   I had little doubt, of course, that it was under Caldero’s instruction that the guard had been rough in the first place. Caldero certainly seemed to enjoy it as he had jacked off onto the floor.
 
   It occurred to me that I had probably slept, in part, on Caldero’s dried spunk. With the realization came a small, electric thrill. I loved the feel of cum on my skin as I slept. It would get so tight and shiny and smooth.
 
   “If you do what I say, from now on, then you will not have to worry about men like him. You will not have that sort of experience again. How about that? You will only know my cock.”
 
   I hesitated. It was, in some ways, a decent offer. But at the same time, if I just obediently acquiesced to what he said…wouldn’t Fernanda be disappointed in me again? Wouldn’t she know what a cockloving slut I had become? 
 
   Did I still care?
 
   “Are you going to do what I say?”
 
   He knelt down in front of me again, but, I stayed quiet, trying to push into the corner and hide. But there was nowhere to hide in the cell. 
 
   He snatched me by my hair, tangling the lustrous locks around his fingers.
 
   “I asked you a question, girl. Are you going to do what I say?” He closed his fist, and raised me up by my hair. “Or, am I going to have to hurt you before you do?”
 
   I gulped. My pussy throbbed with the thought of him hitting me, slapping me, choking me. When Parker used to fuck me, choking and slapping were all part of the foreplay. I loved it—I loved being manhandled. I loved being bossed around, tossed around. I loved being with a partner who knew that my pain and pleasure were all mixed up together; that one was almost as good as the other, sometimes. 
 
   But at the same time, I felt the intrinsic betrayal of that action—if I began pushing myself in a corner where he would have to hurt me, then I would be going out of my way to have him turn me on. That would be betraying Parker.
 
   But if I promised to do what he said…he would no doubt order me to have sex with him.
 
   Rock. Hard Place. They were met in this place, in the forms of Caldero and the dungeon. 
 
   All I really knew, truly, was that unless I did what Caldero said, he was going to have his way with me no matter what. And no one had come to rescue me so far, even after so many days. 
 
   They weren’t there? They left you alone?
 
   Caldero’s way was my only way. 
 
   “Yes,” I said finally.
 
   I loved Parker—he was my Man. But he wasn’t there. And he would understand that first and foremost, I had to keep myself alive. I wouldn’t be any good to Parker if I was a bloody smear on these walls.
 
   “Very good,” said Caldero. 
 
   He let me back down into the corner, but just as quickly, he tugged me forward into his crotch. My face slid along the enormous bulge in his pants there; he wanted me to feel him like that. He wanted me to know how big he was. 
 
   “Later on, I will take you. You will become mine.” His cock pulsed through his jeans, against my face, as he spoke. “I will fuck you like the doll you are. You’re very attractive, you know that? Very. I will make you a princess for me. A little fuck slave princess. How about that?”
 
   His words turned me on so much. Whenever I was with Parker, the Warriors, that was the very thing I felt like. I wanted to be their fuck slave princess. I wanted to be treasured, protected, held dear. Fought for; even died for. But none of them had fought for me when I had been taken.
 
   And here was Caldero, fighting for me now. Fighting against my own will, it was true—but fighting all the same. He could have easily abandoned the fight long ago, or given me to the guards as their just-dessert for their service. Instead, he was trying to convince me to be his.
 
   In a sick way, I found it all very romantic. My pussy, particularly, found it intoxicating.
 
   “But not now,” he said, standing up and pushing me away. “It’s too soon, now. I must let you rest. I must give you some recuperation time.”
 
   And just like that, he left, closing the door behind him. Immediately my fingers flung into my pussy, as I thumbed at my clit and lost myself in the beautiful imaginary world where I was in a castle, locked away somewhere, and Caldero was the knight come to rescue me.
 
   Only sometimes the knights that rescue you are not so very different than the ones who locked you up; sometimes the knights who rescue you expect a great deal of reward for their trouble; sometimes they expect you to be just as sick and twisted as they are.
 
   Sometimes when I finger myself hard enough, the pleasure fogs my brain, allowing me to truly believe, for just instants at a time, that what I’m seeing and thinking is true. And this of course only makes it all the hotter. I did that then. 
 
   I dreamt of Caldero, in armor, ordering me to jack him off while he sneered at peasants and jousted against inferiors. I dreamt of obediently stripping him of his steel and sucking him off in a tavern while he flirted with other wenches. I dreamt of him locking me up in his bigger, badder tower, choking and fucking me ten times a day because he couldn’t keep his hands off of me.
 
   Noises next door broke me from my revelry. Caldero had entered into Fernanda’s cell. Caldero and a few guards, from what little I could tell.
 
   I could not make out their exact dialogue—his voice was too low, and Fernanda’s was too underscored with thick arousal and fear. The other guards were just grunts and snorts.
 
   Fernanda screamed out that she would resist him, and them, that they wouldn’t have her again, ever. Slapping noises. Choking noises. And then moans of ecstasy—unbridled and forced upon her. Her throaty voice becoming a hot, sultry scream of delight. 
 
   She screamed his name.
 
   She thanked him for his cock, filling her up inside. 
 
   And I, on my knees, fingered my beautiful young pussy, and whispered out hot little thank yous as I came and then came again, doing the same exact thing as Fernanda. I orgasmed for Caldero, and thanked him for it.
 
   *****
 
   The rest of the day—such that any day there in that cell was a day—passed relatively without problems. The one thing that seemed to be true was that now that I had started fingering my cunt on my own, I couldn’t stop. 
 
   Now that I had all these hot, evil fantasies about Caldero simply being a fucked-up knight transferring me from one prison to another, I couldn’t stop daydreaming. Either I was daydreaming about being taken, or about Caldero “rewarding” himself after battle with a long round inside of me, or Caldero entertaining guests at his castle with war stories while I hopelessly sucked him off…maybe even served by the also-captured Katrina.
 
   And then that set me off, thinking of Katrina being put in this very same situation. Even though I loved her terribly; even though I wanted nothing but the best for her. These twisted little thoughts can get a hold of us, can’t they? When we deny that they even exist, they are allowed to flourish—as we can’t fight something that we refuse to admit is real. And yet, when we admit they exist, they are allowed to multiply, because looking at a desire means that you understand it, and in understanding it, build it. 
 
   I am philosophizing much—the point is that I came and came again in my solitude in the cell, not knowing how else to handle my sudden flood of unstoppable arousal.
 
   After the day’s third meal, the door opened wide again. I expected Caldero, finally ready to take his prize. I had token resistances built up, but they were belied by my dripping-wet pussy. 
 
   What I got instead, though, was a voluptuous Latina, as naked as I was.
 
   “Fernanda?” I guessed
 
   She nodded, holding her big breasts tight as the guard shoved her into the room. The door closed, and we were encased in the dim light of the cell once more, all the hallway lights shut out. 
 
   Not knowing what else to do, we hugged. I could not deny how soft and warm her body was. I could not deny much of anything, anymore. She felt so splendidly good in my arms.
 
   I can’t describe to you, very well, how incredible it was to feel someone’s kind touch again. I love to be touched, as I have said. I love to be petted and adored. In that cold, dark, dank place, a kind, caring touch was one thing I was constantly refused—the only touch I could take solace in was my own, and I was consistently disgusting myself with how badly I wanted to submit to the wills of all these men who were not my Warriors. 
 
   And now, to feel Fernanda’s arms slide up and down my sides, to touch me in that knowing, special way…my heart caught, my body was on fire right away. Our nipples brushed hard against the other’s, and both of us giggled and gasped from the sensation. 
 
   “I am sorry I doubted you,” she said, sliding her hands up to my shoulders. “They…they had their way with me, earlier.”
 
   “I know,” I said. “I could hear them.”
 
   “I…enjoyed it.” She tilted her head down. “I won’t pretend like I didn’t. But still…I had little say in the matter.”
 
   “Neither of us do.”
 
   “No, I mean…I couldn’t refuse. My body wouldn’t allow it. Every part of me was screaming out to be taken in the way they wanted to take me. My body was aching for it, and so my mind was as well.”
 
   All I could do in response was a soft, moany little “oh.”
 
   “I thought you were weak, earlier, but you weren’t.” She shook her head. “It is a very strong thing to submit. It takes a strength in the inner-core of yourself, doesn’t it? Other people, they rely on their outer strength, they rely on the belief that they’ll never be in a situation where they have to give in. And once that situation is there for them, they don’t know how to act, because they’ve never encountered it before. But you…you knew exactly what to do. Because you are strong.”
 
   “I don’t know about all that,” I said, blushing.
 
   I was flattered, though.
 
   Flattered and turned-on. All this talk about submission was getting me hot. Fernanda’s naked body got me hot as well. Even in the dim light, I could see the perfect curves of her hips, the heavy weight of her breasts, the beautiful turn of her chin…
 
   I wanted her.
 
   She gripped my chin, sliding her soft hands around my face. Her hands, so soft for a servant's. I thought at the time she must have moisturized constantly. 
 
   “I wonder about serving him. If we must be like this forever. If it came down to it…if it was your only choice...” she began.
 
   “Don’t,” I said. “I don’t even want to think about it.”
 
   “You must think about it.” She put her hand higher up on my hip. “If you had to give in to him. Would you?”
 
   She was right that I had to think about it. There was almost nothing else to think about, outside of how pretty Fernanda was.
 
   “Yes,” I said finally. “I suppose I would. There is no point in dying when I could live. No point in rebelling when I could serve. I prefer to serve.”
 
   “Serve a strong man.”
 
   “Yes,” I nodded. “I feel like…that’s what I was made to do.”
 
   “You could just be passed around, hmm? Served up to the strongest, whoever could take you. Giving yourself up completely to their strength, no?”
 
   I whimpered out something unintelligible. Her hands slid down my body, then, but I wasn’t quite ready for her touching me like that, despite everything my body was aching for. I turned away, next to the corner. 
 
   “I have something,” I said after a moment, reaching down to my feet. I grabbed the little metal rod—my wild hope—and rushed forward to Fernanda, whispering. They could be listening—we had no way of knowing. “Maybe a way to escape?”
 
   “Truly?”
 
   She looked at the metal herself, trying to catch it in the light. 
 
   “It’s nothing yet. It’s a piece from a fork. But I thought maybe…maybe I could pick a lock with it.”
 
   “Yes…yes!” said Fernanda. “We can lift one another up to that window.”
 
   She pointed up the small window at the top of the cell—the one facing whatever dim light source existed. It must have faced north or south, as no direct light ever came through it. 
 
   “Yes,” I nodded excitedly. “You could unlock it, and then lift me up.”
 
   “Precisely,” she nodded. “We will go in the morning.”
 
   I was surprised.“The morning? Why not now?”
 
   “I am close to starving.” She shrugged. “They did not like that I…had to be convinced. It was my own fault. I am so very hungry, Stephanie. I would prefer to wait to escape until I had food in my stomach.”
 
   That made good sense. But still, I was scared.
 
   “But…they may split us up.”
 
   “Then we ought to give them a show and make sure they want to keep us together.”
 
   Her hands slid up my body once more—she dropped the metal piece to the floor. It wasn’t going anywhere, but her hands were. Soon they cupped my breasts.
 
   “I…what?”
 
   “You are staring at me,” she said. “You have been staring at me since I came in here.”
 
   “I’m sorry.” I blushed. “It’s just, I haven’t been around another woman in so long…I missed it.”
 
   “You are a lesbian?”
 
   “Bisexual.”
 
   “How delightful. So am I.”
 
   Her fingers tweaked at my nipples. I whimpered again, moaned again. God, I was so turned on!
 
   “Fernanda…wait. I mean…what if…what if this is just…”
 
   “I don’t care about any ifs. I am horny.” She slipped her mouth up to my neck, kissing gently there. Her lips were like fine, warm summer morning flowers on my skin. 
 
   “This is probably what they wanted, though. We can’t just give in…”
 
   “To submit is to be strong,” she whispered, dotting kisses along my neck and shoulder. “You have shown this yourself. Giving in is your own choice. There is no weakness in that.”
 
   “But I…”
 
   She kissed me on the lips, then. Her tongue slipped through the plush layer of my lips and slid hotly across mine. Her mouth was hot and wet and tasted like cum. I expect mine did as well, even with the food I had eaten. There had been so very much of it from the guard.
 
   Finally, she withdrew, though her hands still worked at my nipples.
 
   “Please? Please, touch me. I can see that you like me, Stephanie.”
 
   “I…I’m sorry, I just…”
 
   “Please? I’m so scared.” Her lips dabbled at my neck again. “I’m so lonely and afraid, Stephanie. I need…I need someone’s touch.” Her hand sank down to my crotch, hovering above my clit. “A friendly touch.”
 
   My moan was apparently enough impetus for her to sink her hand the extra couple of inches down to my clit. She pressed down hard on my button and I gasped with need, finally returning her kiss in strength. I was desperate for her, completely so. 
 
   We slipped down on the stones together, arms and legs quickly becoming tangled. My teeth landed hard on her neck, her shoulder, biting as I scratched her back with needy fingernails. I wanted to feel every part of her. With hot, simple need, my head sank down between her legs and I slid my tongue up around her thighs, slowly circling down to her pussy.
 
   “D-don’t tease!” She moaned. “Please!”
 
   I could smell the cum in there from the guards earlier. It was potent and strong. I could smell it…and I wanted to taste it for myself. My tongue plunged into her pussy, licking up everything I could find. Fernanda moaned happily, her voice so throaty and hot. I only licked between her folds for a short while, though, preferring instead to go where the real pleasure would come from—her clit. That happy little button was easy to find, my tongue probing expertly, and soon I had it flicking between my lips as I licked and licked more. She writhed beneath me. 
 
   I continued on, happily licking. I was able to lose all thoughts, all ideas—it was so gloriously fun to simply lick a pussy and forget yourself.
 
   When she was close to orgasm, though, she shifted up and away. This surprised me.
 
   “I want to lick you!” she moaned. “I want to lick you while you cum!”
 
   I could not deny her. My pussy had become more drenched and filled with need than ever as I had attended to Fernanda. Very soon we were slipping across the stones, my legs around her head and hers around mine. I licked her furiously, desperately, so eager to erase the world in the hot, easy orgasm that I knew she could deliver to me.
 
   Her tongue was magic on my body. Almost from the second she touched me, I knew I would not last very long. The bliss built and built inside of me, unable to be denied. And I could tell, by her own fevered breaths and the way her pussy pulsed beneath me, that her own orgasm was close. 
 
   Tongues and mouths pushing furiously forward into our pussies, we could no longer hold on to sanity. Together we rocketed away into orgasmic bliss, writhing in each other’s arms and legs, all of our tensions forgotten with the other. 
 
   I slumbered in her arms all through the night, finally feeling some measure of safety. I knew that at any time, she could be taken away, or I could, but I knew also that I had to treasure what I had.
 
   She woke me up several times during the night to service her pussy again. I had no complaints. I loved to lick pussy. She said it was fine when I asked her if I could finger myself while I worked.
 
   It felt so good to me, knowing I was obeying.
 
   *****
 
   When I woke, I still half-slumbered for a time, working through in this state of halves yet another half-dream, half-arousal inspired fantasy. I dreamed of an evil queen sucking off the evil knight; I dreamed of her begging him to go and capture her another princess for them to raise and take as their own; I dreamed of her seducing the good princess when she arrived, of the queen forcing the princess down on her knight’s cock. Because the knight wasn’t a knight at all, but a king, and kings deserved to be served by all females…
 
   I orgasmed myself awake. Fernanda’s delighted, hot laughter—apparently she had been watching—brought me up from the depths and back into consciousness once more. 
 
   It was hard to see at first. All the light in the cell was very bright—overwhelmingly so, in fact. I had to stare at the floor, which was not quite so dirty as I had imagined. In fact, it all seemed rather…sterile, now that I had seen it in the full light. My eyes followed the floor over to Fernanda—her long, long legs decorated in stockings, though her feet were bare. A little jeweled anklet wrapped around one bare foot.
 
   Fernanda was in front of a mirror—a mirror that had not been there before—with bright lights shining on her lovely face. She was, of all possible things, doing her make-up. Tight violet lingerie adorned her body. A corset pressed her enormous breasts together; panties and a garter belt (attached to the stockings) showed off the incredible toned shape of her legs and ass. 
 
   “Fernanda?” I asked, a bit dumbstruck.
 
   “Oh, good morning, doll. It’s about time you woke up.”
 
   I tried to get to my feet, but my hands and legs felt numb. I knew they could move, I knew I had feeling, but my mind wouldn’t operate the way I wanted them to. My world felt like it was crumbling down. Why was she dressed like that?
 
   “What’s…happening?” I staggered up to one knee. “Why are you…how are you…what’s happening?”
 
   Fernanda raised an eyebrow, licking her lips at me. The desire in her dark eyes was clear. 
 
   “It will all be clear soon, my darling.”
 
   A horrible, twisting sensation filled my stomach. I could already tell what was going to happen, I think. I just refused to admit it. 
 
   After all, this exact same sort of thing had happened to me before, hadn’t it? If you know my story, then you must be thinking me a very great fool at this time. I can only say that you were not there in that cell; you were not left alone and half-starving and completely controlled, in a place where even your sources of escape were strictly managed. Sometimes your judgment can lapse, at least in that sort of arena.
 
   And even if my judgment hadn’t lapsed…even if I had known the plot all along, would I have been able to change anything about it at all? Would it really have been so much different, or would my resistance have faded into nothing, as it did anyway, as it did simply because I was presented with incredible pleasures and the exact kind of loving, strict, forceful control that my pussy simply cannot get enough of?
 
   Who can know such things? All I know is that Fernanda eyed me then like a cat examining a wounded bird. And then, the door swung open. 
 
   It was Caldero, of course. A big grin on his face. He was totally naked, even lacking his signature cigar. His brown skin was taut over his immense musculature. You could look at him and know for certain that if he wanted, he could rip you in half. This was a man who had, I hold very few doubts, beaten men to death with his bare hands. Strong, tough, covered in scars and interlacing tattoos that rippled over his shoulders and chest. His thick dark hair only accentuating the muscles around his chest and the trail down to his immense, already hardening cock. He saw Fernanda; he saw me; he wanted us both.
 
   He beckoned to Fernanda, who dropped to her knees. The merest gesture was all he needed to make.
 
   Obedience incarnate, Fernanda crawled to Caldero. Her hips swayed erotically. The sounds emanating from her were like that of a cat; a deep, sensual, constant purr. She slid up Caldero’s leg and then wrapped her hand around his cock. 
 
   His cockhead, so warm and huge next to her face, could not be denied. Precum spurted out from her stroking efforts, and happily she licked up the goo, the single lick quickly turning into more. Her face devolving into primal ecstasy as her lips slipped over his engorged head, and she lowered her gorgeous form onto his rod more and more. 
 
   It was purest pleasure for her. She knew her form was perfect; she knew anything to do with her giving pleasure was perfect. It was what she had been designed for, from top to bottom. Purely for this man, now, owning her completely. She stared up at Caldero with worshipful dark eyes, loving everything about him. I expect she hoped he would slap her while she worked.
 
   In no time, she was gulping his meat down, sucking happily, sucking with ease, sucking with practiced, hot motions. Her eyes locked on his and then on mine, as if taunting me.
 
   Do you see? Do you see how perfectly good and hot it is to serve him? Everything I do is in his service.
 
   This was something she had done a thousand, thousand times before. She wasn’t following orders; or at least, not directly. No, she was obeying her Man's will. She was taking pleasure in what he wanted.
 
   Everything yesterday—from her forceful taking by the guards to her innocent, needy seduction of me in that very cell, had been an act.
 
   No, I thought. Not again. This isn’t happening again. Not just like it had with Katrina and Parker and Slate. Not the same way. I had let them use my love of pussy to enslave me to another man’s cock, after all. 
 
   But it was happening again. I had been fooled twice. The shame was entirely on me. 
 
   The first time, with the Warriors, I was not imprisoned. I thought everyone was free, operating of their own choices. And here, now, in this prison, I had thought Fernanda and I were operating on our own small, limited amounts of freedom. But we weren’t. She was following orders—new orders, to make me more enslaved than I had been before.
 
   She made small choking noises as she took in more and more of Caldero’s cock. He seemed to love this, pushing harder into her body.
 
   “Oh, yes,” he groaned. “You are a very good little pet.”
 
   Fernanda moaned with the praise, sucking all the harder. I had to look away—I couldn’t look away. It was so hot. I tried to look anyway, focusing my eyes on the door, and—
 
   —the door.
 
   The door was open. Caldero had left it open after Fernanda’s service began. 
 
   This was my chance. Maybe my only chance. It was certainly the only one I had been given so far.
 
   Without thinking, I covered my ears—so as not to hear any orders from Caldero—and ran.
 
   *****
 
   I don’t know that there’s any way I could live without service. I love it. I love being subjugated. I love adoring others. I love doting on strong, male presences. I love a fat, huge cock in my mouth, or in my pussy, or up my ass. I love all of that. 
 
   Mostly, what I thought when I ran out of the dungeon cell was that I had been captured, and as such, I had to get away. But the reality was that I would always be captured—ever since the Warriors opened up my sexuality and revealed it to me, there was no denying this anymore. I would find a way to be contained by something, or someone. I would and will always want my borders to be determined by external forces; I will want strong hands guiding me, slapping me, choking me, holding me down while I am penetrated by a force stronger than me. I will always want my cunt to be made wet by hard, huge masculine men. I am utterly the prisoner of these feelings; and like most prisoners, the only way that I would truly be imprisoned is if they contained my mind.
 
   But my mind is not contained. Nor will it ever be. I revel in my imprisonment, now. I adore my containment. 
 
   I thought, then, that I would somehow return to a different containment, with Parker and Slate, and that it would be better. But all containment for a good girl like me is perfect; they all involve my body being crammed full of hard, perfect cocks.
 
   Anyway, I ran out of the cell. In my haste to get out, I forgot—like the fool that I was—the tiny metal rod that I had been basing my entire run for freedom on. I know, I know; you can hardly believe I was so stupid. All I can say in my defense was that my world-view had just been shattered, after only beginning to come together after a rather thorough shattering through days of imprisonment.
 
   There was no real way to get away. I think I knew that, even then. I think perhaps I even knew a little of what I said already, about how I didn’t truly want to get away.
 
   It didn’t matter. I tried to get out. 
 
   At the end of the hallway was a guard—a tall man with a small baton in his hands. I pushed him aside, into the wall, hard enough to make him trip and stumble. I ran round and round the concrete halls, my bare feet slapping on the cold stone. Small fluorescent lights held in bright-orange cages lit the way. 
 
   The path split open, and I took a left. It split again, and I took a right. Once more, and a left. Many times like this; left, right, left, right. I didn’t know where I was going. There were no windows, and I had no sense of where I was. Underground? Above ground? In the air, in the sea, in a mountain? 
 
   All internal sense of direction had been violated as completely as the rest of me. I just ran, blindly following my instincts. I knew I was doing this; I knew my course was guided entirely by something deep within me that I had no control over.
 
   And that is why, when I made one last turn and found myself facing Caldero once again, directly outside my cell, I fell to my knees and whimpered almost instantly.
 
   Hopeless, I thought. No escape.
 
   Even my instincts were twisted around this man, now. 
 
   His hard, huge cock stood prominently before him. His massive body so incredibly masculine; like an Aztec god of sexuality. 
 
   “Come on inside, little one” he said. “Go on. My wife wishes to hold you.”
 
   His…his wife?
 
   There was a part of me that hardly believed it to be true; there was a part that had already suspected that was the case. 
 
   He wanted to share me with his wife. Or his wife wanted to share me with him. Either way, I was to be shared and used; a decoration to their relationship. The same way that Katrina and Slate sometimes would call me over and have me dress up and entertain them for the evening. 
 
   Obediently, I did as he said. The fight had left me, air out of a balloon. I didn’t want to fight anymore—all I wanted was to give in for good. It was such a struggle to fight, and so easy for me to accept, so easy to submit.
 
   I entered the cell. Caldero pushed me down to my knees, and just to show him I wouldn’t fight, I went all the way down to all fours as well, arching my ass up high. I couldn’t see him—my eyes were focused on Fernanda’s sexy, spread-eagle pose in the middle of the cell—but I could almost hear his grin. He slapped me on the ass and pushed me forward toward Fernanda. Toward his wife. 
 
   She looked so beautiful. Her lingerie possessed no barrier to her pussy, and so she was like some perfectly positioned shrine to her own pussy. Her long brown hair fell in waves down one side, her enormous breasts pushed up on display for what felt like my eyes alone. Smiling, she took me in, like I was an old friend.
 
   Soon, Fernanda had wrapped her body around mine. She spread me open for him, like a present. Kissing my ear. Her crotch against my back, her arms holding mine back. My head resting on her thick, heavy tits. She held her feet down on my knees, spreading my legs wide for him. Watching Caldero approach slowly, I could not run away any longer. My pussy quivered with lust. 
 
   They were going to take me. They were going to do whatever they wanted to me from now on.
 
   Caldero slapped me across the face. I moaned gutturally, leaning back into Fernanda’s soft curves. At first, the sound I made seemed like a cry of pain, but then the air returned to my lungs—then it was clear I was exhaling a gasp of pure pleasure. 
 
   “That is for trying to get away, little one.”
 
   I nodded, whimpering. He had hit me; he was showing me what he wanted. If only I could feel the sweet thrill of his hands once more, if only I could encourage him to smack me and abuse me just as I deserved...
 
   I wanted him to fuck me until I couldn’t even move.
 
   My pussy was positively drenched, my sweet juices now sliding down to the floor. 
 
   Caldero slipped down to the ground and pushed forward. His cock approached me slow, leading the way ahead of him. Fernanda pulled at his thick, muscled arms, leading him in, calling for him. Begging him to fuck me. I offered no resistance; I had none to offer. I wanted it so bad.
 
   Finally his cock slipped right over my entrance, but before he would enter me, Caldero wrapped his hand around my throat.
 
   “Will you be my girl? Will you be mine?”
 
   I nodded, of course. I didn’t have a choice. I didn’t want one. I wanted him to decide—and his hard cock was all the answer I needed to know for the question of whether he wanted me.
 
   With that, Caldero entered me ruthlessly. He drove his enormous length up into my sopping wet pussy—taking his time but not stopping for any resistance. He pushed harder and harder, until finally he could reach his face past mine and kiss his wife passionately. I was sandwiched utterly between the lovers. 
 
   Then he slipped back, his meaty warmth almost coming all the way out of my canal. And then, grinning, he drove forward again, twice as hard as before.
 
   He worked at my entrance like that ten or twelve more times; I moaned all the way. His cock was so huge, so good! 
 
   Fernanda whispered as he fucked me: “Obey him. Do as he says. Be his good little girl. Be his little fuckslut. Be his slave.”
 
   My pussy was so overwhelmed, all my pleasure centers so assaulted, that I started to cum. I moaned loud, shouting out incoherent praises for both of them.
 
   When my mind returned to itself, they grinned. Fernanda kissed my neck; Caldero latched on to my heavy tits with rough hands. But they weren’t done. Caldero hadn’t cum yet. He drove into me harder now, no longer driving all the way in and out, but jackhammering into my hot, wet cunt with all the force of a fucking machine. My need to cum built again so quickly that I could barely wrap my mind around the sensation—and just as soon as I had recognized that I needed to cum I was cumming—and Caldero was still pumping into me, harder and harder.
 
   I came and came again. And I couldn’t get away. Caldero continued to fuck me, harder and harder. 
 
   He and Fernanda laughed, each taking turns tugging at my hair and slapping me.
 
   I loved it. 
 
   I realized that all my thrashing—and all of Caldero’s thrusts into my pussy—were grinding my rear onto Fernanda’s cunt. She was moaning orgasmically just as I was. She must have been cumming the whole time.
 
   “Cum for me one more time, chica.” He growled finally. His thrusts becoming desperately fast. “Cum for me again. I will cum with you.”
 
   At his command, I unleashed—and he did as well. His cock spurted out his perfect hot, white goo inside my cum-drunk cunt. It overfilled me, spilling out onto the cell floor once more.
 
   They held me then, for a long time, as my mind slipped deeper and deeper into the blissful afterglow.
 
   *****
 
   “Now,” said Caldero, hours and many sessions of fucking later. “You and I ought to have a little discussion, I think. Do you think this?”
 
   I shrugged my shoulders, looking down. My body was sore, exhausted. 
 
   “Come on.” He jabbed playfully at my shoulder. “You ought to have a little will to you. Those Warriors, they really ground you down, didn’t they? I want my women with a little will. Did you know it was Fernanda’s idea to play as a prisoner? She is a smart little kitten, that one. You are smart, too. You know you are. You will serve me very smartly. Now, I want to have a discussion.”
 
   “Okay, Caldero,” I said quietly. “I would like that.”
 
   “Good! You like many things. I know you like the feeling of certain things I do, eh? You like the feel of my cock up your cunt, don’t you?”
 
   I shuddered, biting one lip.
 
   “Don’t you?”
 
   “Yes, Caldero.”
 
   “Good. Do you want to keep having that feeling?”
 
   More than anything else, morethananythingelseohgodplease.
 
   Somehow, all I managed to croak out was, “Yes, Caldero.”
 
   “Then you must do something for me.”
 
   Confusion struck me. “I already promised you I would obey you.”
 
   “I know…I know that you did. But still, you tried to run away, didn’t you? So I want you to promise that you will never act against me, little one. I want to promise that you bind your soul to mine. That my welfare is your welfare.”
 
   Swearing fealty to him, then. This is what it had come to. I suppose my daydreams of knights and feudalism were more apt than I originally thought. 
 
   I rather imagined he would enjoy seeing me prostrated beneath him—on my knees, forehead to the floor, ass up high, hands out wide…
 
   Heck, I would love that, so I could only imagine how much he would like it. Perhaps he’d want me to have Fernanda jerk him off, withholding his gift of cum until finally I finished my solemn oath to follow him into hell?
 
   I couldn’t deny the appeal of such a thing. 
 
   I dislike promises. They give others so much power over you. And the sick and twisted thing is that—all that power? It comes from within you. You are giving someone power that is generated purely by your own spirit. A promise is like the world’s first perpetual motion machine. It stays in place not because it’s good, or smart, or perfect, but because it is a promise. Promises are stupid little things.
 
   And I feel utterly beholden to every last one that I make.
 
   And now Caldero was asking me to betray the promise I made to Parker for a new one—one that I had made to him. I hadn’t known when I promised Caldero that I would do as he said that he would twist the words around on me like this, but now he was…and I was helpless to stop him.
 
   “I promise,” I said finally.
 
   “What do you promise?”
 
   “I promise…I promise that you are my whole life. That I will do anything for you. That your welfare is my welfare. That I will sacrifice everything for your well-being.”
 
   This seemed to satisfy him. I hoped so—I said it with perfect seriousness. He stood up and clapped his hands together.
 
   “Wonderful,” he said. “Then we have just one last thing to do.”
 
   *****
 
   The way Caldero put it made it seem like the “last thing” was going to happen right away; in actuality, however, it seemed he hadn't been so sure of my gleeful submission before it happened; and so, we had to wait a few days for all of his men to arrive. They came in from all over the state, and in some cases, all over the country. They came on Caldero’s instruction; they came for me. 
 
   As we waited, mostly I recovered in a small room in Caldero’s estate. I was allowed to see the daylight again. Fernanda stayed at my side, guiding me up the stairs and then through the hallways of Caldero’s immense house. Despite his rugged appearance and brutal propensities, Caldero seemed to have quite the appreciation for the finer things in life. Tall ceilings, marble floors, beautiful art everywhere.
 
   I didn’t even want to think of how he afforded all of it. Running guns, or drugs, or maybe worse. I didn’t want to know. I was a good girl, now, just like I had been before this awfulness. The business side of what my Man did was for him, and him alone. 
 
   Fernanda told me as much—but I already knew. It was my job to be pretty and to be fucked; it was my job to be a comfort to Caldero whenever he wanted. 
 
   And it was also my job to drive a stake into the heart of the Warriors, now that I had become a real Sorcerer’s girl. 
 
   In the time that we waited and I recovered from the dungeon, Fernanda treated me—once again fulfilling my sexy little fever dreams—like a princess. She woke me by licking my pussy, and guided me down to lick hers once she was done. We delighted in each other’s bodies all day long, and at night, Caldero would arrive and fuck me while Fernanda cheered him on; that, or Caldero would fuck Fernanda while I cheered him on. We were not picky; we were good girls.
 
   Finally, though, the day came for my final initiation.
 
   Fernanda dressed me in a slender blue gown, showing off my huge bouncy tits, and led me downstairs to a large hall. She was allowed to wear tall, glamorous stilettos with her own red gown—but I had nothing to adorn my bare feet. I still had to prove myself before being fully decorated. The hall was filled with large, powerful biking men—at least twice as many as had been there that night in the barn with Parker and Slate and Katrina. No doubt Caldero knew the exact number; no doubt he wanted to outdo it. That was just the sort of Man he was. 
 
   In the middle of the ring of bikers was Caldero, standing next to a small table with a computer on it. In front of the computer was a small stool with a cushion—a luxury for me. I sat down on the stool, but Caldero shook his head. Intuiting his purpose, I lay down on it instead, belly first, facing the computer. He smiled and nodded, and then turned on the computer. Very quickly, I had navigated and called Katrina. It had all been arranged. She knew to expect a call from the Sorcerers—Slate and Parker would be standing by, no doubt. 
 
   Her gorgeous, blond form appeared on the screen. 
 
   When I saw her, unexpectedly, I smiled. I did miss her. But that hardly mattered, now.
 
   “Katrina?”
 
   “Stephanie? Steph, is that you?”
 
   I nodded. “It is.”
 
   “We thought you were dead! We all thought so! Where are you?”
 
   “I don’t know, Katrina.”
 
   That was the honest truth. I hadn’t even really been allowed out of my quarters with Fernanda—it was still a jail cell, until they finally trusted me. Until I was done with this task. 
 
   “You don’t know? Can we help you? All you all right?”
 
   “I’m all right. It’s…it’s the Sorcerers, Katrina.”
 
   From behind the computer screen, Caldero had snapped his fingers. Keeping my mind on the job. Keeping my body aroused. Fernanda floated to him and then sank to her knees. He whispered something in her ear. At his command, obeying gleefully, Fernanda shuddered her tongue over the thick, perfect bulge in his pants. Her breaths layered on the mass of cock, a high-pitched whine forming naturally as she worked. 
 
   “The Sorcerers?” Katrina asked. “What do they have to do with this?”
 
   “They took me. Caldero. He took me.”
 
   She seemed not to notice my smile. All around me, the Sorcerers were stroking their cocks, looking at my body. They were all getting hard for me, just for me—not for Katrina. Not for Fernanda. Just for me.
 
   “We can help you, Stephanie. We know where he is, now. And we can—”
 
   “No.” I shook my head. “You can’t help me. I don’t want to be helped.”
 
   Katrina looked scared, now. She called for Parker. I turned down the volume. I couldn’t bear to hear his voice, or Katrina’s. I knew what they would say.
 
   In the bottom of the screen, I could see what they saw. And what they saw was a large, bearded man ripping my gown off and slapping my ass. His cock glistening and hard. 
 
   Like some monster in a horror movie, I could see him entering the screen, and I as the protagonist was strangely nonplussed by his presence. But I saw Katrina’s reaction, though—horrified, just a bit. But yes…turned on, too. I wanted her to be turned on by this. I wanted her to want it, just like I did. 
 
   Wouldn't that be wonderful, to make her want to be dominated by Caldero as much as I did?
 
   In the moments preceding the biker's wonderful assault, I could feel his cockhead tracing a small circle around my most sacred entrance, my most guarded hole. 
 
   And then he shoved his cock straight into my asshole. His cock was huge—not as big as Caldero’s or Parker’s or Slate’s—but they were all giants. This man was still enormous by any measure, and as he pushed harder and harder inside my tight asshole, I screamed with pleasure. There was nothing like having an asshole full of cock; nothing as filling or as fulfilling. I knew my existence was entirely that of someone to be taken and used. 
 
   He pumped into me viciously, tugging and grabbing at me hair. His rough hands pulled at my tits, my tight skin. I pushed back against him as he thrust forward, encouraging me to fuck me harder, harder.
 
   “Yes!” I moaned again and again. “Yes, please! More!”
 
   I could see Katrina on the screen in front of me, her eyes growing wider and wider. Her hand sank to her crotch—she could not help herself. I was turning her on. I licked my lips, blowing her kisses. 
 
   My asshole was so tight, the man fucking me could not hold out for long. He moaned about how he was going to spill soon, his dick being given far too much pleasure for him to handle. 
 
   “Yes!” I begged. “Cum in me! Cum in my dirty whore asshole, please! Cum in me like the slave I am!”
 
   He was happy to oblige me. With a few hot, frequent thrusts, he emptied himself out completely, the entirety of his hot, perfect ejaculate loading into my filthy asshole. 
 
   As he finished and pulled out, he left a trail of cum at my feet. Then the next man came in. They were all waiting in a line behind him, you see. There were dozens of them, waiting to fuck just one thing—one tiny pink thing in this whole world—my asshole. They would all get a piece. I wanted them to. I wanted them to because Caldero said they deserved it—and whatever Caldero said, I agreed with. 
 
   This next man pulled my hair and slapped my ass, called me a bruja and a perra. His cock was shorter than the last man’s, but thicker. He bit my shoulder and squeezed my tits, leaving marks all along my body. Marks just for him—just for his gang. They all owned me. In the line, small fights broke out—shoving matches to determine who would go sooner. 
 
   He finished, too, pushing his thick cock deep into my tight asshole when he exploded his cum into me. I moaned and begged for the next man to start right away. 
 
   I didn't know you could cum from being fucked in the ass—but I was. Pleasure was my new reality. I came again and again, all that pressure, all that filling. I came from being filled; I came from watching Fernanda suck off Caldero as he watched me getting gang banged; I came from watching the reactions on the computer screen.
 
   Katrina left the screen, tears welling up. Slate appeared briefly before turning away, shaking his head in disgust.
 
   But Parker showed, and Parker didn’t turn away. He stayed there the whole time, watching what I was doing. Watching how I debased myself to man after man as my asshole was stuffed with cock after cock.
 
   And just as Caldero wanted, I found myself not caring. I was the property of a new gang, now. A gang that celebrated me for being their whore.
 
   I was Caldero’s gal.
 
   *****
 
   I just love Caldero so much. He took me from the Warriors, and in doing so, made me more submissive and hot than ever. 
 
   Living with him is a constant dream come true. Fernanda and I are in a constant, friendly struggle to see who can serve him best. We hold regular competitions on who can suck him off to an orgasm quicker. 
 
   He sleeps with both of us at night; the two of us together taking turns snuggling up against his hard body, with the other holding his semi-hard cock in our mouths as we doze. That way, if he wakes up ready to fuck, his delicious rod is always surrounded by our perfectly hot mouths.
 
   But not everything has changed. I still have my dream about being taken by kings and knights, about being a beautiful princess. Those have stayed with me, just like my feelings for Katrina and Parker and Slate have stayed with me. I do not know that they will ever go away.
 
   In my dreams, you see, I am more than a princess; I am a trophy of victory. The knight take me like they might wrap a handkerchief around their lances. I am the symbol of favor, and I something to be adored. They joust with me, you see; I am their game. Whoever holds me, holds the advantage.
 
   Caldero started this game, yes. But I wonder if he can keep the advantage, now that I am what means a victory? Why, the two gangs, they could steal me from the other again and again, again and again, again and again, endlessly. Fucking me, re-initiating me, gangbanging me until I can’t walk anymore.
 
   That’s what I fantasize about now…when I have the time. Being Caldero’s good girl is awfully busy, after all.
 
   ###
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Shared at the Beach – Saffron Daughter
 
   Chastity lay in bed, grinning. The very next day her step-father Matt would be taking her down to the coast for a weekend with him and his best friend. They were going to teach her how to surf! It was super exciting, and something she’d always said she was going to learn, but never quite got around to actually doing it.
 
   Like so many other people, she had told herself she was going to do this, going to do that, and yet somehow never ended up doing any of it. She had wanted to write a book, try being a bartender, attempt to river raft, learn to surf, learn to play the drums, learn to play the clarinet, sign up for yoga classes, learn to make a crumble, go rock climbing, teach a parrot how to speak… the list went on, and at the age of twenty, none of it was on her life resume yet.
 
   And to an ambitious girl like Chastity, headstrong and confident, this was simply unacceptable. Luckily, that was about to change. Matt was taking her down to the coast, to a beautiful, unknown beach that was apparently always empty (since nobody knew about it), where the sand was white and fine, and the water was clear, stained only by the dancing sunrays that played on its surface.
 
   And best of all? Her Mum wasn’t coming! Chastity grinned in bed, hugging her spare pillow close and squeezing it in between her legs. It wasn’t that she didn’t like her Mum… no, nothing like that. It was just, she was a bit of a nag, was one of those kinds of mothers that always made her wear a layer more than she needed in winter; that always had her take medicine if she so much as coughed or felt just a tad under the weather. She was the kind of mother who was overprotective, thought the world was out to get her, thought everything could hurt her, and who though she was careless and stupid.
 
   But Chastity knew she wasn’t stupid, and she knew she wasn’t timid. She wasn’t clumsy or careless. She wasn’t incapable or inept. She wasn’t afraid of nature or the world. If she had a cold, she fought through it. If she went out in winter with one layer too little, then so what? She’d brave the wind and rub her hands and clench her jaw and just get on with it.
 
   And smile the entire time, too! Because that was Chastity. If she had to describe the way she approached life, she would say she takes the bull by the horns.
 
   “Life?” she would ask, tilting her head to the side. “I don’t approach life. Life approaches me!”
 
   She liked to think of her and her Mum as existing on opposite ends of the same spectrum, and that was only normal, she supposed. In some cases, the apple doesn’t fall far. In other cases, the apple rolls, keeps rolling, and doesn’t look back until its half a world away, laughing with incredulity at its Indiana Jones-esque escape.
 
   Eventually, Chastity knew, when she graduated from university and when she got her first job, she would be out of the house… forever. The birds always leave the nest, and she couldn’t wait to fly.
 
   But, for now, simply going on a weekend holiday with her step-father was enough. Somehow, against all odds, her Mum had actually suggested they go alone. Chastity reckoned that she probably just didn’t want to sit on the beach and watch her daughter learn to surf. She’d probably die of fear and anxiety.
 
   “Are there rocks under the sand?”
 
   “Don’t fall too hard against the waves!”
 
   “Don’t swallow the sea water!”
 
   “Why aren’t you wearing knee pads?”
 
   Chastity rolled her eyes, imagining her mother on the beach shouting such useless, and sometimes weird, warnings at her while she repeatedly fell off a surf board, laughing, Matt’s strong hands helping her up…
 
   She slowed her thoughts, coming around to a realization that she had perhaps been dragging her feet through the surf to reach. It wasn’t just the constant nagging and caution that made her glad her mother wouldn’t be coming. No, it was also that it gave her an opportunity to spend time with Matt alone. Despite her mother marrying him when she was just entering her teenage years, she felt she had never gotten to know her step-father.
 
   At least, not as well as she would have liked to know him.
 
   Correction. As she would still like to know him.
 
   Sure, he took care of her, helped her with her homework, picked her up from school and was there for her, and listened to her spout poison when her friends were acting like bitches, but there had always been a barrier between them, something invisible and yet so palpable. It was an awkwardness born of attraction… she didn’t’ know if the attraction was mutual, but she certainly knew that on her end it was there.
 
   Ever since she’d first seen Matt she’d fallen head over heels in love with him. Not that, at the tender age of twelve when she had first met him, that she had any inkling at all as to what love really was. Nor did she even have any notion of it now. That was something she suspected. After all, to a twenty year old, what is love?
 
   But the true meaning of love aside, she knew she was attracted to him. At first, in a shy and unknowing way. She had felt awkward around Matt, couldn’t keep her eyes off him, and every time she was caught staring by him, she was mortified; horrified; embarrassed to death.
 
   And when he didn’t catch her, she loved that she could look at him. She would do so endlessly in secret, grinning for no reason whatsoever, while she looked at his handsome, warm face. He had a chiseled jaw, a great smile, and lips that seemed somehow so inviting, even to her young self.
 
   For ages when he had come over for dinner, before he and her mother got married, she would spend the entire supper blushing at the table, red as a tomato on a good day, purple as a beetroot on a bad day. Her mother thought she had been sneaking sips of wine, and that she was just getting tipsy, the silly woman. She had no idea that it was the man she had brought over that was driving Chastity nuts with confusion, with new and worrying feelings.
 
   With feelings that she couldn’t quite understand, and sensations in her body she didn’t know what to make of.
 
   But, as Chastity had gotten older, she had begun to understand her feelings better. Of course, when she started to develop, not just physically but mentally, too, her attraction or Matt turned sexual. By the time she was eighteen she was an expert at pleasuring herself to the image of him, to the idea of him.
 
   And why? Why had Matt stolen her heart the first time she’d seen him? She had often asked herself that question, though the answer wasn’t difficult to find. Chastity didn’t consider herself a shallow person – she understood that there was more to people than simply the way they looked – but Matt was simply fucking gorgeous. Handsome and pretty at the same time, with narrow eyes that seemed to look right into you, seemed to read you from the inside out. He had a smile that could weaken knees, and when he was impassioned, whether angry or simply fervent, he was a hurricane of emotions, and wreaked similar havoc to anybody else who happened to be in his path. He was infectious. He sucked you up into him, was compelling and commanding, and all without being overly-authoritative or unapproachable.
 
   Chastity turned over onto her other shoulder, leaving her pillow behind her. She bit on a nail, before grinning again. He had a great fucking body, too. Lean in all the right places, and with delicious forearms. Her friends never understood her thing for forearms, and maybe it was odd; maybe it was just her little fetish. Everybody had one! But, still, he had delicious forearms, the perfect shape, not too beefy that they looked like rugby balls, like gym rats got, yet still holding within them a sense of strength and power.
 
   But, even beyond his great looks, his perfect body, this outrageously fantastic-to-look-at-man, there was a person with a kind soul and a big heart. He was someone who smiled easily, laughed generously, and gave everything his all. He didn’t half-ass, and he didn’t make excuses. As far as role models go, he was as good as it got. He was the source of so much of Chastity’s confidence in life, of her ambition, and the fearlessness with which she approached every new challenge, every unexpected hurdle.
 
   Chastity sighed, wondering how on Earth such a seemingly perfect person could exist. Oh, sure, he had his flaws. He enjoyed to play poker, and only when there was money involved, but not excessively, at least. He wasn’t in the hole to loan sharks… that had to count for something, right?
 
   His sense of humor could tend toward blackness, and at inappropriate times (though she didn’t mind that so much). He wasn’t exactly well-read, but it’s not like he was stupid. He wasn’t high-brow, and she knew that he could never get there. He just didn’t have it in him. But that wasn’t altogether a bad thing, was it? Sometimes a little black humor is just what a certain situation needs. Sometimes a little low-brow toilet humor is also appropriate – she was no stranger to how that could defuse a situation in high school, anyway.
 
   She supposed it was her crush on him… no, crush was too soft a word. She supposed it was the fact that she was secretly in love with him that made him seem so great. She knew it was naïve of her, she knew it was silly. There was simply no such thing as a perfect person, or a perfect man. All the magazines said that. All the books said that. Perfect people, and especially perfect men, simply don’t exist.
 
   She conceded that it was the fact that she’d never been with a boy before who made her happy, who made her feel good, also contributed to the dream-like aura that seemed to surround the man. Every boyfriend she’d ever had – she counted three off on her fingers – had wanted nothing more than to win arguments, or a place in her bed.
 
   But, she reconciled, did that really matter?
 
   Chastity shook off the thoughts, decided she’d rather be well-rested before the long drive down to the coast than stay up half the night considering her love for her step-father, and the rather tricky situation that would put her whole family in if it ever got out.
 
   But before she actually tried to go to sleep, she sent a hand south, beneath the elastic lip of her pajama pants. It was a nightly ritual, and thoughts of her step-father topless in the pool flooded hotly into her mind.
 
   *****
 
   “So how long is the drive?” Chastity asked Matt over breakfast. It was half past seven – way earlier than she liked to get up – and before her on her plate was a piece of toast that looked as dry as the Sahara desert. But, she thought, since it was a special occasion, and since she was about to go on a weekend holiday with her hunky step-father to the beach, she was going to relax a little. She spread butter on her toast generously. No watching the diet this weekend!
 
   “Four hours maybe, depending on the traffic,” he said, looking up over the newspaper. “Could be three and a half if we hit all green on the way out of the city.”
 
   “Think that’s likely?”
 
   “Maybe. It’s Friday, remember, not Saturday, so people won’t really be driving out yet.”
 
   “Is it okay you’ve got the day off?”
 
   “Yeah, I applied for it ages ago.”
 
   “Really?” Chastity asked, her voice hitching high. “So, you’d been planning this trip for a while?”
 
   “Sure. You’ve always said you wanted to learn how to surf. I know how to surf, sort of, but Dylan is practically a semi-pro. He’ll have you riding the waves in no time.”
 
   “Oh,” Chastity said. She hadn’t realized that Matt had planned it so far in advance. He’d remembered that she wanted to learn to surf. It was… well, surprisingly thoughtful. Not surprising of him, she guessed. Just… surprising in general.
 
   “So after this what’s next on the list, then?” she asked, narrowing her eyes at him.
 
   “Drums, but I can’t teach you that, and we’re definitely not getting a set in this house.”
 
   “Wow,” she said, raising her eyebrows.
 
   “I pay attention, sweetheart,” he said, this time not looking up from his newspaper. “You know, listen to you when you speak to me.”
 
   Chastity didn’t let her internal smile break out onto her face. “So are we going to pick Dylan up, or meet him there?”
 
   “Dylan? He never comes into the city. He’s a beach boy through and through.”
 
   “Is he hot?” Chastity asked, teasing.
 
   “What?” her step-father said quickly, looking at her through serious eyes.
 
   “Just a joke, Matt.”
 
   “Right, right,” he said, nodding slowly. “Uh, I don’t know, that’s not really my expertise.” He tapped his ring finger. “Straight as an arrow.”
 
   “That’s fine, I was just joking. Don’t be so awkward, yeah?”
 
   “Mm,” Matt hummed back at her.
 
   What was that? Chastity thought.
 
   *****
 
   They had the car packed by half past eight, and Chastity tried her best to cut a drawn-out goodbye with her mother short, but to no avail.
 
   “Don’t step on coral.”
 
   “Yeah.”
 
   “Make sure you wear enough sunscreen.”
 
   “I know, Mum.”
 
   “And for God’s sake, keep your mouth closed if you’re going to fall off the surf board. Don’t swallow sea water!”
 
   “I don’t plan to, Mum.”
 
   …
 
   “Yes, Mum.”
 
   …
 
   “Okay, Mum.”
 
   …
 
   “I got it, Mum, take it easy!” Chastity got into the car, closed the door and rolled up the window. Her mother looked at her, disapproval plastered on her face, hands on her hips, shaking her head.
 
   “Let the girl have some fun, Beth,” Chastity heard Matt say. She watched, feeling a pinch of seething envy, as the two kissed goodbye. It was just a peck, too! God, if Chastity had been in her mother’s position, she would have taken Matt’s lips so fiercely… she would have put her tongue down his throat and she would have-
 
   “Ready?” Matt asked, climbing into the car.
 
   “Yeah!” she shouted, snapped out of her lurid thoughts. “Um, yeah.”
 
   And then they were off, first out of the driveway, then out of the district, and then out of the city, zooming along the motorway, with the sun shining brightly overhead.
 
   “Hey, Matt,” Chastity said, looking over at him. His side profile was silhouetted against the reflection of the sun from the car in the next lane, and it made his strong jaw and chin that much more obvious.
 
   “Yeah,” he said, turning briefly and breaking the image.
 
   “I was, uh, thinking that we could use this trip to bond.” She felt distinctly foolish saying it.
 
   “Bond?”
 
   “Yeah, you know, like get to know each other.”
 
   “Honey, I’ve been your step-father since before you were a teenager.”
 
   “I mean, for me to get to know you.”
 
   “Oh,” Matt said. Obviously that hadn’t occurred to him. “Well, okay then. Uh, do you feel like you don’t know me?”
 
   “I mean, I know you,” Chastity said, moving her hands vaguely in front of her as though the gesture articulated the thought. “But I mean, like, your history, or whatever. It’s just I was thinking I don’t know much about you prior to you meeting Mum. I mean, I know you’re a contractor, I know you oversee building sites and all that; I know your job, but I don’t know much else, you know?”
 
   “Well, okay,” Matt said, nodding. “How about you ask me whatever you like, and I’ll answer if I want to.”
 
   “If you want to?”
 
   “Well, I can’t tell you everything, can I?”
 
   “Why not?”
 
   “Because then I would lose my mysterious aura.” He made a face, and Chastity smirked.
 
   “Yeah, whatever, Matt.”
 
   “So what did you want to know?”
 
   “Did you go to university?”
 
   He looked over at her, his eyebrows furrowed. “Why do you ask that?”
 
   “If you’re going to answer every question with a question,” Chastity began before her step-father interrupted her.
 
   “Okay, okay. I did, yes. The full three years. That’s how it was back then.”
 
   “What did you study?”
 
   “I started off in philosophy, but moved into sociology after. Also did a few electives in physical therapy, as unrelated as that seems. Anybody could take it back then because nobody really took it seriously. They all bet wrong on that one.”
 
   “Why did you transfer out of philosophy?”
 
   “I don’t know,” he said, exhaling. “I guess it just made me feel like I was learning how to be unhappy in a more intelligent way. Just didn’t feel… rewarding.”
 
   “And sociology?”
 
   “More of the same, really, only with more theory and a bunch of white-coat friends who tried their best to cite each other with every paper they wrote. Just one great big boys club. As you can probably tell, my tertiary education is not an experience I particularly valued then, nor do I now.”
 
   “And physical therapy?”
 
   “I was just interested.”
 
   “I didn’t realize you did so much in school.”
 
   “What’s that supposed to mean?” he asked, grinning. “Are you trying to imply something, Chastity?”
 
   “Well, you do fit the stereotype of a jock. Like, the way you look and everything.”
 
   “A jock?”
 
   “Yeah. You know, dumb as a rock, bad grades, amazing bod, scholarship.”
 
   He skipped over the inappropriate compliment smoothly. “Funny you should say that. Back when I was your age, I was anything but a jock.”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Yeah. So, do you like jocks at your school?”
 
   “No,” Chastity answered. It was the truth.
 
   “Good thing I’m not a jock then,” Matt said.
 
   The two fell into silence after that, and once again Chastity could feel that awkward barrier between them. She was beginning to suspect that it took two to tango, and perhaps he had feelings for her, too. Sort of like two clumsy teenagers with hopeless crushes on each other finding themselves sharing the same lift.
 
   “Hey, Matt?”
 
   “Yeah?”
 
   “Um,” Chastity faltered. “Never mind.”
 
   “Okay.”
 
   *****
 
   “Wow, it’s amazing here!” Chastity said, climbing out of the car and running to the lip where the grass ended and the beach began. “Not a soul in sight!”
 
   “I told you,” Matt said, grinning. He looked from left to right, and Chastity followed suit. A couple of miles of interrupted, uninhabited, absolutely beautiful coast. Water as blue as in travel advertisements, and sand as white as though it were the fake stuff from a spa.
 
   The bay was curved sharply on the left, a hook of land jutting out, and held within the lagoon-like enclosure was water so perfectly calm that Chastity felt as though she were looking into a mirror. She could easily count in the reflection the number of red berries on a small bush on the other side. Then, toward the left, no longer protected by a caring arm of land, the water churned with repetitive surf, wave after wave after wave breaking far out to see.
 
   “Are those waves big?” Chastity asked.
 
   “Not really,” Matt replied. “The water is really shallow for a long way, and the waves start breaking a way’s out. Where we’ll be doing your first lesson will be somewhere over there.” He pointed at the sea, around fifty meters out from the shore. “Those are small enough that you’ll get the hang of balancing on a board first. You’ve got to master that before you can even think about trying to ride a wave.”
 
   “How deep is the water there?”
 
   “Oh, I don’t know,” Matt said, humming and thinking for a moment. “Probably about waist height on you. Thigh height on me.”
 
   “Great,” Chastity said. “Not too deep. I read about riptides on my phone earlier. Do I need to worry about that?”
 
   “There are none here. This isn’t a riptide beach.”
 
   “You sure?”
 
   “Positive, honey,” Matt said, looking at her. “You can actually often see a rip tide if you pay attention. It literally looks like a river of water moving in an unintuitive way. Like, you’ll see this column of water pulling outward when the rest is coming inward. With a bit of practice, you can spot it in no time. Come on, I wouldn’t put you in any danger.”
 
   “Okay,” Chastity said, unable to take her eyes off the perfectly idyllic scene before her. She stood for minutes, not even standing in sand yet, just taking in the sight of an empty, beautiful beach, seemingly unspoiled by people.
 
   In the back of her mind, she sort of regretted that she was about to do just that.
 
   “Where’s, uh, Dylan?”
 
   “Oh, he’ll turn up eventually. I told him to give us some time first. What time is it now?” she watched him as he reached into his pocket for his phone. “Only barely twelve. Hmm, we got here pretty fast.”
 
   “So when will Dylan come?”
 
   “You want to start, eh?”
 
   “Of course I do.”
 
   “He’ll be along at around three I reckon.”
 
   “Why so late”
 
   “The surf starts to calm down in the late afternoon. It is your first lesson, after all.”
 
   “Yeah,” Chastity said. She agreed with that, actually. Though she was eager to start, she wasn’t exactly a graceful creature in the water. Swimming wasn’t her strong suit, and if her attempts at skateboarding were any indication, she probably wasn’t going to be fantastic at surfing.
 
   But it was trying it out, trying to learn, that was exciting, and she wasn’t about to not try it because she was a little afraid of looking silly.
 
   “So what should we do now?”
 
   Matt put his hands up, palms facing the sky. “Anything you want. We can go see the cabin we’ll be staying at. Or we can go swimming. Or have a snack. Whatever.”
 
   Chastity grinned. “Let’s sunbathe for a bit, then go for a swim.”
 
   He smiled back, nearly stopping her heart. “Sounds like a plan.”
 
   “Come on then!” she said, taking her first step onto the beach. The sand was so soft it felt like it coated her skin. “Wow,” she said. “Why is this sand so weird? So fine?”
 
   “It’s like flour, isn’t it?” Matt said, smiling. “I don’t know why, honestly. But it’s nice to lie on. Impossible to wash off you, though.”
 
   *****
 
   When Dylan finally arrived, Chastity couldn’t keep her eyes off him. The guy was gorgeous! Lean in all the right places just like Matt, with a completely disarming smile that made her heart stop, her breath quicken, and her center quiver. He had that typical beach boy look – bronzed, a bit messy, and with a confident swagger.
 
   “Hi!” she said, sticking out her hand. “I’m Chastity.”
 
   “Nice to meet you,” he said, his large hand swallowing Chastity’s up. “Dylan.”
 
   “You’re late, Dylan.”
 
   He glanced at his watch. “Only a little.”
 
   “Well, let’s get to it.”
 
   Dylan looked at Matt, who only shrugged back, and then shrugged himself. “Okay, let’s get to it. What do you know about surfing?”
 
   “You stand on the surfboard, and ride the waves, and don’t fall off.”
 
   Dylan laughed, and Chastity felt a pang in her gut. He had a great laugh, and she loved that she had made him laugh. “Okay. That’s pretty much all you need to know, actually.” He set down the two surfboards he was carrying, and picked one up by its nose, standing it up and gesturing for Chastity to take it.
 
   “This is yours today,” he said. “Bit smaller, bit easier to handle. First thing we’re going to do is just get used to it, okay? We’re going to spend about an hour just paddling on it, climbing up onto our knees, and trying to stand gradually. You’ve got to get the feel of the balance right.”
 
   Chastity nodded. “Right.”
 
   “You have a spare t-shirt?”
 
   “Yup.”
 
   “Go put it on.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “We’re going to be on our fronts for a long time. Good way to avoid the sunburn on your back. Also, make sure you get some lotion on the backs of your thighs and legs. If you burn them, you won’t sleep tonight.”
 
   Chastity nodded enthusiastically, before leaning the board back over to Dylan. She did as she was told, and not long later they were out in the sea, and Chastity was standing on her very own surfboard for the first time in her life.
 
   *****
 
   “You did really well today, Chas,” Dylan said, and he gripped her shoulder and gave it a squeeze. “You caught on quick.” They had just finished their barbecue dinner, and were now getting ready to play, at her step-father’s urging, a game of cards.
 
   Poker, specifically.
 
   “Do you know how to play?” Dylan asked, grinning at her.
 
   “No,” she said. “But we’re not playing for money, right?”
 
   “We’re not?” Dylan asked, feigning disappointment. “But it’s so much more exciting that way.”
 
   “No money,” Matt said, sitting down at the table and unpacking the box of cards. “Because this girl doesn’t have any.”
 
   “Daddy, can I have a-” Chastity froze. She looked from her step-father to Dylan, who was trying his best not to smile. That was the first time since she was a young girl that she had called Matt that, and she couldn’t believe that she had let it slip out.
 
   “Uh,” Matt said, not oblivious to the awkwardness. “Have a what?”
 
   “Um, a beer,” Chastity said, the words sounding as if they had been choked out. “Would that be okay?” She summoned the courage to look back at her step-father and she smiled. It was probably best to pretend the whole thing had never happened.
 
   “Yeah, sure,” he said. “Just don’t tell your mother.”
 
   “Thanks, Matt.” She had tried her best not to put any extra emphasis on his name. She got up from the table, feeling slightly dizzy and sunbaked, and went to the fridge. “Any of you want a beer?” She heard two different voices say ‘yes’ at the same time. Three beers it was.
 
   “Anyway,” she said, setting the beers down on the table.
 
   “Thanks, sweetheart,” Matt said. She looked at him for a moment, but he was busy shuffling the deck.
 
   “How do I play?”
 
   “Well, we’re going to play the most popular form of poker,” Matt explained. “It’s called Texas Hold’em. It’s pretty simple.”
 
   “Oh?” Chastity said. She listened as they explained the rules and went through a couple of open-face rounds. She couldn’t help but notice that Dylan kept eyeing her, not in a pervy way, but as though he had just gleaned something about her. It was the kind of look that said ‘aha, I know something about you’, and it made Chastity feel a little uncomfortable.
 
   However, she caught on quick with the game, and decided to focus on that. It wasn’t difficult, and she could see why guys liked to play it in particular. It was competitive, about one-upping your opponent with either a bluff or with a better hand. It was about taking risks.
 
   In short, it was something she didn’t particularly enjoy, but the beer was helping with that. She polished off her bottle fairly quickly, and looked at her step-father, putting on a baby face.
 
   “Can I have another, Matt?”
 
   Her step-father regarded her for a moment before he smiled. “Sure, but don’t get drunk, okay? And don’t tell your mother? This is just a treat. You’re still underage and shouldn’t be drinking at all.”
 
   “Thanks, D-” she stumbled again, before quickly correcting herself. “Thanks, Matt.” She hurried to the kitchen, kicking herself for making that mistake again. What is with you? she thought. She could hear the two talking about something outside, their voices muffled. Still angry with herself, she returned to the table with a new beer for all of them, and lost herself in the game.
 
   *****
 
   The games went by, and Chastity was starting to get it. She listened while her step-father and Dylan bantered, and slowly amassed a mountain of chips.
 
   “Damn, girl!” Dylan cried, pointing at her small (plastic) fortune. “You’re really good at this!”
 
   “You two just aren’t paying attention,” Chastity replied smugly, making a playful face.
 
   “No, honey, I think you really are good at this game,” Matt said with a shrug. “Some people are just naturals.”
 
   With a nice buzz going, and pretty damn relaxed, Chastity decided it was time to make things a little more interesting.
 
   “Let’s up the stakes,” she said. “And wager something interesting.”
 
   The two men looked at each other and grinned. “Okay,” Dylan said. “What are we wagering?”
 
   “Secrets,” Chastity chirped. She put up a finger. “No, not what you’re thinking. The winner of each hand gets to ask the other two a truth or dare question without the dare.”
 
   “Aw, that’s no fun.”
 
   “Sure it is. You have to answer is truthfully.”
 
   “So, what, we just ask each other questions?” Dylan asked, looking between her and her step-father.
 
   “Yes!” she said, hastily nodding her head.
 
   Matt shrugged. “Okay.”
 
   A round later, Chastity had one, and was eyeing both of them. Deciding on who to ask, she leveled her eyes at the attractive Dylan and smiled at him.
 
   “What could you possibly ask me that I’d be afraid to tell?” Dylan asked, grinning back. “Matt here knows everything about me. I’m not afraid to tell you anything. So, where does that leave us?”
 
   “Oh?” Chastity asked, accepting the challenge. She wasn’t about to let him win this one. “Fine. Truth time.”
 
   “Shoot.”
 
   “Are you attracted to me?”
 
   Silence fell on the table like an anvil from the heavens. She watched, satisfied, as the two men looked at each other, a grin creeping onto Dylan’s face.
 
   “Well, come on,” she said. “It’s truth time, remember?”
 
   “Chastity,” Matt said, the tone of his voice changing, telling her he wasn’t particularly happy about the question.
 
   “What?” Chastity blurted, a little defensively. “He asked me what I could possibly ask him. Well, there we go. That was what I could ask him that he wouldn’t want to answer.”
 
   “Yeah, but-”
 
   “Matt,” Dylan said, cutting in. “Don’t worry so much. She’s had a bit to drink.”
 
   “Well?” Chastity demanded.
 
   “Yes,” Dylan said with a sigh. “But, in all honesty, so would every straight male from here to Venice.”
 
   Chastity blushed, not expecting the nice words. “Oh,” she stammered. She absently fiddled with her hair. “You think so?”
 
   Dylan exchanged a look with Matt, who relented with a slight nod of his head.
 
   “Yes,” he said. “Sure. You’re an attractive young woman. Not exactly uncommon.”
 
   Blood boiled in Chastity’s veins. “Couldn’t you have just said yes? Did you have to add the part about it not being unusual? You know, a girl likes to feel attractive sometimes!”
 
   She got up, slapped her chips away, and walked off toward to get another beer. She heard someone following, and thought it was Dylan coming to apologize. Storming out onto the beach, she turned around, ready to flip him the bird.
 
   But it was her step-father, Matt.
 
   “Chastity, honey,” he said, walking up to her and corralling her in his arms. He gave her shoulders a squeeze, and shook his head, brow furrowed in concern. “Are you okay?”
 
   “Yeah,” she said, looking away. “I don’t know.”
 
   “Is something going on? You’ve been all over the shop today, you know?”
 
   Chastity rolled her eyes. “If you’re asking if I’m on my period, I’m no-”
 
   “No,” he said, shaking his head. “I’m not asking that. My guess is you wouldn’t have gone swimming, anyway.”
 
   “Ever heard of a tampon, Matt? Girls go swimming with those, you know.”
 
   He looked at her for a moment, before grinning. “Yeah, but you were learning to surf, falling over, bum in the air and everything. Not sure you would have taken that risk in those skimpy little bikini bottoms you were wearing.”
 
   “Yeah, you’re right,” she said slapping his chest and walking off into the night, kicking up waves of sand.
 
   “Come on,” he said, jogging up beside her. “Tell me what’s bugging you.”
 
   “It’s not really bugging me,” she said, taking a sip from her beer. “It’s just that… oh, I can’t.”
 
   “Can’t what?”
 
   “Can’t tell you.”
 
   “But why not?”
 
   “Look, Matt. Don’t think this is about trust or anything like that. It’s not about you. I trust you, okay, and I would tell you if it was anything else. But I can’t tell you.”
 
   “Why not me?” he asked. “What’s the worst that could happen if I found out what was bugging you?”
 
   “The worst?” Chastity asked, laughing. “The worst is you would disown me and never talk to me again.”
 
   “Chastity,” Matt said, stopping, his voice hardening. She turned around and looked at him. They were about three feet apart, and yet she felt miles away from him.
 
   “What?”
 
   “I would never leave you. No matter what you do, what you say, what kind of trouble you get into, I’ll never disown you. I’ll certainly never stop talking to you. You’re my baby girl. You’re my world.”
 
   She couldn’t lie to herself. She felt it right in her chest. But the silly man didn’t know what he was talking about. This wasn’t like, oh, she got knocked up! This wasn’t like oh, she got arrested one night with a bit of Charlie in her purse! This was something much, much bigger… something totally taboo.
 
   “You can talk to me if you want. I’ll listen, and I won’t judge you.”
 
   She laughed. Why was he just spewing platitudes? “You really want to know, Matt? Huh… Daddy?”
 
   He blinked, caught off-guard by that one. “Yes,” he said after a moment. I really do.”
 
   “Okay, well here it is. Brace yourself, father-of-the-year.” She spat the words at him with contempt, and she didn’t know where that was coming from. She hated herself for doing it, but couldn’t control the surge in her emotions.
 
   “I think I’m in love with you. I’m lonely and I’m horny as fuck, and right now, all I want, all I really want? Is for you and Dylan to just fuck me silly. Until I can’t even make a sound anymore, you know?” She titled her head at him, a challenge in her eyes. “That’s what I want. I want to be fucked. By you, and by him.” She pointed back at the cabin. “At the same time.”
 
   She turned then, expecting a deafening silence to envelop then. She took a step away from him, expecting to be shunned by him for having such wrong and lurid thoughts.
 
   But to her great surprise, she felt his arms around her shoulders again, and he spun her around, and he kissed her.
 
   At first the kiss was exploratory, gentle, tender, even. But soon she felt his passion burn through his tongue, and their kissing turned to almost-gnashing, banging teeth and saliva-soaked tongues desperate to somehow devour more of the other.
 
   Chastity’s heart beat ever quicker, and she felt that rumble of lust in her loins, and in her lower abdomen, one that made her knees weak, that made her want to open her legs to the man before her.
 
   Matt’s hands were roaming up and down her back, before taking fistfuls of her meaty ass and squeezing them hard. She yelped, laughing into his mouth, dizzy with excitement, the heady realization that what they were doing was so totally off-limits.
 
   “Oh, God,” she moaned into his mouth, running her hands beneath his shirt across his hard and muscular body. She felt his chest, the ridges of his abdominals, felt it all rise and fall to his equally quick breathing.
 
   “Oh, Daddy,” she hissed as he pulled her tight against him, as she felt the gasp-worthy lump in his crotch. She pulled a hand free from under his t-shirt and cupped him there, feeling his rigidity, his girth.
 
   “I want you inside me,” she breathed into his ear as his lips went to her neck, devouring up her sweaty, salt-laced skin. He was grabbing at her tits now, hard, through her t-shirt and bikini top, and her nipples were clearly poking through so that he could pinch them between two fingers and roll them.
 
   She arched her back, like a languid cat stretching in the sun, as he pulled at her t-shirt, over her shoulders, before running a hungry tongue down her armpit, and into her cleavage. It was so intense and intimate she couldn’t help but whimper and moan and sigh as he ravished her body with his hands and mouth, taking from her what he wanted.
 
   And the promise of more only spurred her lust onward and upward.
 
   She pulled apart the velcro that held his swimming shorts together, and they dropped down into a puddle of slightly damp fabric at his feet. She immediately wrapped her fingers around the thick shaft that seemed to spring out, and sucked in air as she felt his girth. Her step-father was fucking hung!
 
   “Oh, wow, Daddy,” she whispered while he worked frantically at the string to her bikini top. Getting it undone, he roughly folded the two cups down so they were against her stomach, exposing her breasts to the warm night air. He clamped his lips around a nipple and sucked on it hard, kneading both of her breasts in unison, biting softly with his teeth, pulling.
 
   She giggled, throwing her head back, running the fingers of her free hand through his hair while she started to pump his turgid length slowly, dragging her thumb across the opening to his cock, feeling there enormous globules of his pre-cum form. He was so hard for her, so wet for her, and that was when he brought his hand down to cup her crotch.
 
   “Daddy!” she breathed, now feeling her own wetness pressed back against her. He quickly found the hardened nub that was her clit through the thin fabric of her bikini bottom and began to rub just above it, light circles, teasing, wide strokes. Chastity’s knees went weaker and wobbled more, and she held onto his neck, kissing him fiercely, losing track of her own stroking of his rigid manhood, lost in the growing, budding sensation she felt right in between her legs. It went inward, like a pressure, and it was all building up inside her.
 
   “Oh, God,” she moaned as he pressed his fingers against her throbbing pearl harder, and he spun her around so that he was behind her, arms wrapped around her, and he greedily pulled aside her bottoms, granting him access to her flower, her folds.
 
   “You’re so wet,” he growled into her ear, licking up the back of her neck to right behind her lobe, sending her hairs standing on end, and goosebumps erupting along the length of her arms. She pushed her head into him, biting her lip and moaning as he rubbed her juices upward from her entrance, lubricating her clit before rubbing it in circles again.
 
   “I’m wet for you,” she said, her voice a mere whisper. She leaned back against him as he supported her weight in his strong arms, and he continued to caress her clit, and God if she wasn’t in heaven, she was in the next best place! Slow pulses of pleasure worked their way through her center, and she knew she was a clit girl, and she knew if he just kept on going… not even for a long time… but if he just kept going…
 
   “Oh!” she moaned as he picked up the pace, this time catching her clit and hood in between two fingers and rubbing his hold hand around. She was bathed in sensation, flooded with it, and he walked her back to the cabin, step by shivering step, fingers still on her clit, until she was able to brace herself against it with both her hands.
 
   He then ran his other hand down her bum, and he pulled her out, so that she was bent over and braced against the wooden cabin wall, and he slowly began to circle her entrance, all while still stimulating her bud.
 
   She was definitely in heaven now.
 
   “Don’t stop,” she groaned, her hips bucking instinctively backward. She didn’t just want him teasing her entrance like this… she wanted him to plunge those two fingers inside her and plunder from her every ounce of her womanly pleasure cream he could.
 
   “Put them inside me,” she said between gritted teeth, pushing back farther, and he obliged. She felt first one finger, then another at her entrance, and he pushed them slowly inside her, eliciting a silent cry of sensation as he pressed down hard against her front wall.
 
   Sliding his fingers in and out of her, he quickly found the little patch of mottled skin within her, and he focused on that while fingering her, while caressing her clit in hard, fast circles.
 
   “Oh, God,” she gurgled, feeling her body grow tense. She didn’t realize how close she already was, and now she could see the finish line racing toward her. The coil inside her was winding tighter and tighter, just waiting to spring. The pressure within her was growing heavier and heavier, just waiting to explode outward from between her thighs, from in her abdomen.
 
   “Oh, fuck, don’t stop, Daddy,” she cried, slamming a fist down against the wooden wall, balling her hands up so tight her knuckles went white and her nails dug into her palms. Every muscle in her body was tensed, and the tendons sprang from her neck as she honed in on that inevitable, scorching ecstasy.
 
   “OOH FUCK!” she cried, throwing her head back. She was right there, on the edge. He didn’t stop. He didn’t let up. His fingers plunged into her. He worked her clit over and over and over…
 
   “OOOOOHHH,” she moaned at the top of her lungs as she crested. Orgasm, pure pleasure, crashed over her in one, intense, toe-curling, scream-silencing wave. Her body shook. She soared. She felt so fucking good. She couldn’t breathe.
 
   And then it was waning, ebbing. The peak had passed and she was on her way down, shivering in hypersensitivity. He pulled his fingers from her, stopped touching her clit, and rested his hand against her, like a carpet over her sex, so that the only source of movement was her rapid breathing, and each time her swollen, super-sensitive clit touched his skin, she jolted, humming, like sharp electric bolts firing through her nervous system.
 
   “Oh, God, I needed that,” she breathed, her face against the wood, feeling sweat trickling down in between her breasts. “That was great. Hold me. Hold me for a bit, okay?”
 
   He did. He wrapped his arms around her and held her from behind, and their breathing aligned so that the rise and fall of their chests was in unison. She loved that she could feel the heat of his body. It seemed to radiate into her, warm her.
 
   She could also feel his hard cock in between her legs, and each time he flexed his pelvic muscle it jumped up to hit her in her sex.
 
   “Stop it,” she laughed, turning around in time to catch him sucking on his two fingers. For a moment she was mortified. For a moment, modesty made its sting felt, but it drained when he smiled at her and kissed her hard, and even though she could taste herself, she knew that he liked it, that he loved it.
 
   “Do you like the way I taste?” she asked.
 
   “Oh baby,” he groaned, kissing her hard again. “I could taste you forever.”
 
   She wiggled her bum, and looked up at him, grinning. “Fuck me, Daddy.” She turned around then, and spread her legs and braced herself against the wall. “Fuck me hard.”
 
   She felt his hands on her thighs then, and he shut them, so that her feet were together. “Put your ass out, baby. Yeah, like that.” She had her legs together, and her ass out, and she knew that this was about to be really good. She was going to be tight, and he was going to be big, and everywhere inside her was going to be touched, stimulated…
 
   Chastity was really going to be in heaven, now.
 
   But she heard a cough, and was for a moment terrified and embarrassed. Dylan was standing by the cabin door, looking at them, an amused smirk on his face, and his swimming trunks tented enormously.
 
   “I heard what you said, Chastity.”
 
   “O-oh?” she managed with a slight stammer.
 
   “You wanted your Daddy here to fuck you good. And that you wanted me to, as well.”
 
   “You can’t fuck her, Dylan,” Matt said, his voice hard. “But if there is anything else my baby girl wants to do, it’s up to her.”
 
   Chastity looked over her shoulder at her step-father, and then back at Dylan. She grinned. She’d always wanted to know what it felt like to have a big cock in her mouth.
 
   She repositioned herself, now getting down on her knees on the sand, and she wiggled her bum at her Daddy, her legs still closed.
 
   “Fuck me like this, Daddy,” she mewled at him. He dropped to his knees behind her, pumping his vein-lined tool that, in the dim moonlight light, looked as if it could be as thick as a soda can.
 
   Dylan didn’t need the cue. He walked over to her, and she heard the snap of velcro and he stepped out of his swimming shorts, cock sprung at full attention. He dropped to his knees in front of her, too, and she was greeted by the sight of his also-well-gifted manhood, with its big, bulbous and pink tip beading pre-cum like no tomorrow.
 
   She looked over her shoulder at her step-father, and he nodded his consent. Gingerly, she leaned forward, with her tongue out, and touched a droplet of pre-cum, tasting its mild flavor. Dylan pushed forward a little, and she took his whole cock head into her mouth, barely able to fit it in, and sucked on it hard while swirling her tongue on the underside where she knew men were sensitive.
 
   “Oh, shit,” he groaned in his deep voice.
 
   That was when she felt her Daddy’s cock at her entrance. She pushed back, and his tip popped inside her, but not before stretching her so that she had to let Dylan’s cock out of her mouth to moan. God, he was fucking huge! She felt hints of pain at her entrance as he started to push into her, but moments later it was gone, and she was overwhelmed by the incredible sensation of being so filled up inside her.
 
   “Fuck,” she grunted, biting her teeth together and gripping the sand beneath her. Her eyes twitched and she curled her back so that his cock proceeded to grind against her front wall, making her shiver with internal jolts of pleasure.
 
   “Slowly at first, Daddy,” she said. “You’re so big.”
 
   “I won’t hurt you, baby,” he told her, and he began to pull his cock out of her. This time, she was completely overcome, and dropped down to her elbows, unable to support herself as the feeling of him pulling his huge member out of her drowned out everything else.
 
   And when he pulled his quivering tip completely from her, she braced herself for the plunge. He drove into her, and she screamed out, and he began to fuck her, slowly, gently, and she was lost, eyes closed, and mouth open and tongue wondering.
 
   She felt Dylan lift her up onto her hands again, and her wandering tongue and open, yearning mouth was filled with his cock. She had to breathe through her nose while she sucked him off as he jerked himself, while her Daddy fucked her from behind with ever increasing pace and power.
 
   She couldn’t moan because of the cock she had in her mouth, but God if she wanted to, if she wanted to express just what she was feeling, even if it was automatic. She wanted to scream, “Fuck me!” and “Harder!” and “Faster!” and “Daddy!” all at the top of her lungs.
 
   And that was when it hit her, in the middle of being fucked at one end, and with a cock in the other. She was being fucked by her Daddy, a man she was secretly in love with. She was sucking on the cock of a total hottie in Dylan.
 
   This was what she had said she wanted… or close enough to it.
 
   How many people got what they wanted?
 
   She sucked on Dylan’s cock with renewed effort, and was delighted when her Daddy reached around her hips to begin fingering her clit. God, he was good at that!
 
   Relishing the feel of having one huge cock filling up her canal, and another in her mouth which she so desperately wanted to make feel good, she sucked and fucked like this was her last day on Earth. Moans and whimpers and cries interspersed, there was nothing more she loved at that very moment than being plundered for pleasure by the two sexy hunks she had on either end of her.
 
   She noticed Dylan’s calves tense up in front of her, and she focused on working him, bobbing her head against his cock to the rhythm that he jerked himself. She rubbed her tongue endlessly against the back of his bell-end, where she knew that guys had that sensitive sliver of skin.
 
   “Oh, Chastity,” he murmured, jerking himself faster. She braced herself, sucking hard on his bell, and when she heard him groan she closed her throat and waited for it.
 
   “Fuck, Chas!” he cried, and his whole body jolted, and he fired a glob of his broiling seed into her mouth. And then a second. And then a third. It was so much that she couldn’t keep it from leaking out of the corners of her lips, and then collecting at her chin before dripping off.
 
   “Oh, God, Chas, you know how to give a blowjob,” he groaned, pulling his cock out of her mouth. A strand of half-saliva, half-cum tethered them for a moment, mouth to cock, before it snapped beneath its own sticky weight.
 
   She swallowed a mouthful of his seed, but when there was still more left in her mouth, she spat it out onto the sand below her, coughing and spluttering a little.
 
   He took the side of his face into her hand and leaned forward quickly to kiss her, his tongue darting into her mouth, no doubt tasting his pungent ejaculate.
 
   “God, you’re so hot,” he said, running a finger to her chin before stroking her lips. “I could fuck that pretty mouth of yours forever. But, for now, I’ll leave you two love birds to it.”
 
   He got up then, and went back inside the cabin, and it was just her and her Daddy, fucking her from behind, left outside. She realized that he’d shared her. She’d been shared by her Daddy, a man she wasn’t even allowed to be fucking!
 
   It was crazy!
 
   “Oh, Daddy,” she moaned, instinctively punching back with her hips with each of his powerful thrusts. She curled her back upward even more, like a cat stretching after a long nap, but his hand, with gentle insistence, came down on her lower back and straightened her out.
 
   “Like this, baby,” he groaned. “It feels good for Daddy this way.”
 
   “I just want you to feel good, Daddy,” she mewled, placing her hand over his where he was caressing her clit in rapid circles. “Come on Daddy! Fuck me harder! Make me scream!”
 
   He definitely knew when to take a cue. He began to pummel into her, and Chastity was thrown into bliss and oblivion as her senses were all completely shut down but for what she felt in her core, in her center, in her womanhood. She was ablaze down there, in between her legs, and soon enough she felt that pressure building again, that gradual insistence in her belly, in her gut, that she needed to release, needed to simply explode in fireworks of ecstasy and utter joy.
 
   “Ooohh,” she moaned, guiding his hand so that he rubbed her a little lower on her hood. After having come once, she needed a bit more direct stimulation, and now that he was practically rubbing her right on the little bundle of nerves that was her nubbin, she was right back in heaven.
 
   “Oh, Daddy, come inside me!” she cried. “I want your baby!”
 
   She had expected him to be checked by that. She had expected him to stop, and ask, “What?”
 
   But he didn’t. He simply took her ear lobe into his mouth, leaning over her body, and sucked on it before whispering in her ear, “Daddy’s going to come inside you, baby, don’t you worry.”
 
   He took a fistful of her hair, then, and yanked it so that she was looking up at the star-speckled sky. But take in the visage she did not, for her thoughts and focus were all on the fucking he was giving her. Even if some plane had flown a message into the sky in fluorescent smoke that glowed in the moonlight she would not have noticed it, for she was lost in a palace of pleasure, something ephemeral, something not quite of this world.
 
   “Ugh,” she grunted, biting her lip, loving the dancing play of pain she felt from his pulling her hair, and pleasure she felt from his plunging his manhood into her womanhood. “Oh, God,” she groaned, feeling herself racing toward the precipice. Being fucked by a big, thick cock like his was simply amazing. Nothing could substitute that feeling. She knew she was being spoiled, that she would never accept less than he again.
 
   “Oh, Daddy,” she cried, her whole body tensing up. “Oh, shit, Daddy. Just like that! Just like that! Don’t stop! Don’t you dare fucking stop!”
 
   She groaned out into the night, teeth clenched, tendons jumping out of her neck as she was tipped over the edge. For a fleeting moment, she was trapped between the moment when her orgasm was about to explode, and the moment that would proceed it, when her orgasm would explode.
 
   It was a strange feeling, like being caught in between two worlds.
 
   But, the next moment, it had passed, and ecstasy was thrilling through her whole being. She was wracked by it, destroyed by it, and she tightened up so hard in her canal she thought that she might cramp.
 
   “FUUUCK!” she cried, clenching around his thick dick as he fucked her through it, as he drove her through her pinnacle of pleasure, her height of being. “FUUUCK!”
 
   She was soaring. She was in orbit. It radiated right down to her toes. She’d never felt so good in her whole fucking life!
 
   “DADDY!” she shrieked as he pummeled her still, and plucked from her depths a second surprise orgasm. It was weaker, less intense, but still it shook her body, wreaked havoc with her nerves. And then she heard him grunt. She heard the single word:
 
   “Baby!”
 
   “Come in me, Daddy!” she cried, and he buried himself to the hilt one last time before she felt his enormous organ swell greatly inside her, and then twitch mightily, and she knew he was filling her with his boiling, gushing, creamy-white seed.
 
   “Oh, baby, Chastity, yessss,” he groaned as he came inside her again and again and again. He had bottomed out, but still kept pushing into her as though he could reap more pleasure from her womanly depths.
 
   And then he was slumped over her, panting, holding onto her body, their breathing once again coinciding, in unison.
 
   “Baby girl,” he breathed, kissing her back in between where her shoulder blades met. “I love you so much.”
 
   The declaration hit her right in the chest. She teared up. “I love you, too, Daddy.”
 
   They stayed like that, him on top of her, for panting seconds and heaving minutes, until he finally pulled himself out of her, his still-hard cock dragging out with it gigantic globules of his cum that she felt dribble down the insides of her thighs.
 
   She stood up, wiping a hand through her folds and looking at it. “You came a lot.”
 
   “Yeah,” he said, shrugging. “You turn me on.”
 
   “Guys come more when they’re turned on?”
 
   He shrugged again, before laughing. “I honestly don’t know, baby.”
 
   She went to him and hugged him, then, and he held her in his arms. “Is this wrong, Daddy? These feelings I have for you?” She could still feel his hard prick against her abdomen.
 
   “People will try to tell you it’s wrong, baby. But it’s not. Trust me.”
 
   “But what will Mum think?”
 
   He pushed her back so he could look into her eyes. “Do you want to tell her?”
 
   She shook her head. “No. Let’s keep this our little secret.”
 
   “Okay,” he said, nodding, and kissing her forehead. “Okay.”
 
   “We’ll do this again, right? Go for a trip together? Be together?”
 
   “Of course we will, darling. I want to be with you always.”
 
   Chastity thought about it. “Then why don’t we make weekends our little bonding trips? I don’t think Mum will mind.”
 
   He grinned at her, before bringing her in for another tight hug, and kissing her hard on her lips. “I think that’s a great idea, Chastity. But, there’s something else on my mind right now.”
 
   She looked down at his crotch, and saw that his cock was still rock hard. “Daddy!” she said, wrapping her fingers around his thick tool.
 
   “Baby,” he groaned, holding the side of her face with one hand and kissing her. “It’s all you.”
 
   ###
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First Time Gang: Her Erotic Group Encounter – Sasha Song
 
   “I want seven. Seven of them.”
 
   “Yes, Ms. Patterson,” the agent replied with a nod, and Isabelle shifted in her chair. She flipped the small business card over in her hand again and again.
 
   Fantasies made real.
 
   “Is there any preference? For example, age, ethnicity, body type, or even class?”
 
   Isabelle met the agent’s eyes briefly before looking away. She couldn’t deny that this was actually quite embarrassing. She crossed her legs, feeling distinctly like she was opening up her brain, and all of the socially shunned desires she harbored in secret, for this agent to see.
 
   “Um,” Isabelle stalled, thinking about the question seriously. “I just want them to have good bodies, you know? And big dicks.”
 
   “Good bodies and big dicks,” the agent replied, and she jotted it down onto her digital pad. Isabelle could swear she saw the briefest flicker of a smile flash across the woman’s features, but when the woman looked up, all trace of it had disappeared.
 
   “Are there any specifics you would like to get into, or do you want to let the fantasy evolve on its own?”
 
   The fantasy evolve on its own? Isabelle thought that was a bit of clumsy marketing rhetoric. It wouldn’t be a fantasy if it could swerve outside the parameters, now would it?
 
   “Specifics,” she said. “I want them to be rough, but not too rough. Degrading, but without being abusive. These specifics are all vague, but you’re a woman, and perhaps you understand me?”
 
   “I may be a woman,” the agent said, resting the pad on her lap for a moment. “But it’s your fantasy. However, I do get your drift. How about a place, a scenario. Do you want this to be role-played? Kidnapping? In a penthouse with a Jacuzzi, or would a dungeon be a better fit for you?”
 
   “Um,” Isabelle delayed, feeling again the red sting of embarrassment. “I guess I want it kind of rough. Maybe even a bit scary. A kidnapping would be good. But not too rough!” she quickly added. “Why not a somewhere like a warehouse, but not too dirty. Um, I’m having trouble—”
 
   “What about backstage of a theater,” the agent suggested.
 
   “Yeah,” Isabelle nodded. “Yeah, that works.”
 
   “Okay, that covers the general aspects. You’ll be meeting with three other of our agents today, and they’ll basically evaluate you to make sure that we tailor the fantasy to suit your needs.”
 
   “Evaluate me?”
 
   “Yes,” she said, waving her hand dismissively. “You know, basic psych evaluation, an idea of your medical history, all that stuff just to make sure that it is, first, perfectly safe for you, and that, second, you are left with nothing but complete satisfaction.”
 
   “I see.”
 
   “Oh, and of course, with fantasies of a sexual nature (and most are), you’ll need to run the basic gamut of STI tests.”
 
   “Of course,” Isabelle nodded, furrowing her brow. “And your agents who will, uh, realize my fantasy?”
 
   “They undergo mandatory testing one week before and one week after every fantasy that involves sexual activity, and during that one week leading up to your fantasy, they will not be engaged in any other fantasy.”
 
   “Wow,” Isabelle remarked. “You guys must have a pretty big payroll.”
 
   “Since FantasyCorp’s inception, we’ve been the highest employer in the nation every year without fail. We’ve given more people jobs than anyone else, and all at better pay.”
 
   Isabelle could see the woman was slipping back into rhetoric. “Your services aren’t cheap.”
 
   “What’s a fantasy worth to you, Ms. Patterson?”
 
   “Evidently,” Isabelle said, feeling hints of distress. “Six months of my salary.”
 
   “You know,” the agent said, pointing her digital pad’s pencil at Isabelle. “You could work for us—”
 
   “Please,” Isabelle replied. “I don’t even want to think about that right now. Let’s deal with my fantasy before we start thinking about other people.”
 
   “Rightly so,” the agent quickly agreed. “If you’ll please follow me, we’ll get started.”
 
   “Sure. Let’s get started, then.”
 
   *****
 
   Isabelle couldn’t sleep that night. She thought about how her sister, of all people, had recommended FantasyCorp, the company that specialized in making dreams come true. It seemed like something straight out of a science-fiction film, something that was bound to go horribly wrong.
 
   But it hadn’t, and it didn’t. The company, in the matter of a few short years, had grown into an immense organization, and the nation’s — even the world’s — largest employer. It claimed it benefited humanity immeasurably, but not everyone believed that.
 
   Fantasies were meant to remain fantasies, some would say, and, in part, Isabelle agreed. But now a dream, a fantasy, was obtainable. Of course, there were the same legal implications as in the ‘real world’. However, you could get toe the line if you wanted, and from what Isabelle had read up on after being told about FantasyCorp, was that very often toeing the line was as good as the real thing.
 
   She didn’t have a rape fantasy, of course, though many did. At least, she thought she didn’t. Hers was one of a different nature. She’d always dreamed about being taken by multiple guys at once. A gang bang, where she was the center of attention, the sole focal point. She’d always wanted it to be a little rough. She’d always wanted to feel a little reluctant. Not too much, because that would ruin it.
 
   She’d taken the psych evaluations, she’d answered the questionnaires, and she’d taken the STI tests. All that had been left for her to do was pay the fee.
 
   Could she put a price on a dream? Could it be quantified in a dollar amount? She wasn’t sure, but she had paid anyway.
 
   Isabelle went through the sequence of events that was going to take place. There’d be a staged kidnapping. She knew not when, or where, and had been instructed to go about her days as usual. It could be today, or tomorrow, and she grinned while lying in bed thinking about that. The unknown, the uncertainty, was strangely exciting.
 
   The men would take her to the backstage of some anonymous theater, and they’d all have their way with her.
 
   She tingled at the thought of it, both in her mind and in between her legs. She let a finger drift slowly downward, but when she touched her pulsing pearl, already hard, and felt the heightened sensation, she pulled her hand away.
 
   “No,” she said to herself. She wasn’t going to do that. She wanted to be pent up when the time came for her dream to come true.
 
   Go about your day as usual, she replayed in her mind. Fine then, it would be another typical day tomorrow, a Friday. Just stay cool, keep it normal.
 
   But the next day Isabelle couldn’t get the thought of being taken by a group of attractive and forceful men out of her mind. Her day floated by and she got nothing done at the office.
 
   “To be a graphic designer, you actually have to design graphics,” her boss had said to her over her cubicle wall.
 
   “Hmm?” she sounded, vacantly.
 
   “Oh, Jesus, never mind. Just make sure you meet the deadline for Mr. Robinson, yeah?”
 
   “Yeah,” she echoed quietly. “Mr. Robinson.” The client, the one she was designing a logo for. It didn’t matter. Nothing seemed to matter to her anymore.
 
   All she could think about was the fantasy that was about to become reality.
 
   Isabelle left the office early, at four in the afternoon, and went for a walk through the city. The wind was warm, but snatched at her hair, and showed her dreamy eyes and wide smile off to everyone who looked.
 
   The world around her had become sexually charged. Any man on the street might suddenly kidnap her; force her into a van where she would meet her captors and eventual violators.
 
   She felt an ache in between her legs. She thirsted for attention, for stimulation.
 
   “No,” she said firmly to herself. “Not until it happens.”
 
   Her mobile phone erupted into vibrations. It was Susie, her best friend.
 
   “Yes?”
 
   “It’s Friday. Coming out tonight, babe?”
 
   “Um, sure, why not?” Isabelle asked. “I should go about my days as usual.”
 
   “What?”
 
   “Nothing, Susie. Where are we going tonight?”
 
   “Classified?”
 
   “Got it. What time you going to be there?”
 
   “Um, ten? I’ll meet you inside at the bar?”
 
   “Sure,” Isabelle confirmed before saying goodbye and hanging up. So, she was going to go out tonight. Would it be there that she’d be taken? Was it there that she was going to meet the man who would be sliding his cock in and out of her helpless cunt?
 
   She didn’t know. But she couldn’t wait to find out.
 
   *****
 
   “Hey,” a man said, approaching Isabelle at the bar. Susie was late and she’d been waiting, sipping on a vodka lime, watching the sea of people, wondering who was going to kidnap her.
 
   “Oh, hi,” she responded, instantly measuring him up. Was he the one that was going to snatch her away? Was he the ring leader of the group of guys that would gang bang her senseless? He was tall, broad, muscular and good looking.
 
   Wow, she thought. How rare was it to see a guy like that? It must be him!
 
   “Would you mind if I took your seat, and if you moved down the bar a little?”
 
   Isabelle stared at the man, before looking down the length of the bar, and then back at him.
 
   “Please?” he urged, clasping his hands together in front of her.
 
   “What?”
 
   “If you could just move down the bar maybe a little?”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “Well, you see, your seat is perfect. If you look over there.” He pointed into the dancing throng. “You’ll see a man seated at the far table. His name is Michael Emerson, and he’s a billionaire. You know, the mining magnate? The enigmatic philanthropist? Yeah, you know him, I knew you would. Anyway, I’m here to—”
 
   “You’re fucking paparazzi?” Isabelle cried, looking at this too-good-to-be-true man in disgust.
 
   “Uh, not so loud, okay? Hey, Jesus, you’re going to get me spotted.”
 
   “Fine, fine,” Isabelle said, putting up her hands and getting off the stool. “The seat’s yours. Get a real job.”
 
   “Love you too, sweetheart,” the man replied, and he winked at her. Despite herself (and hating herself for it), she found him really fucking attractive.
 
   *****
 
   Isabelle sat in the taxi ride home feeling disappointed. She had thought that tonight was going to be the night her fantasy started. She didn’t know why she felt it should have been this night over any other. After all, the agent at FantasyCorp had said that it would be unexpected, to aid in the immersion.
 
   The kidnapping portion of the fantasy had really crystallized during her psych evaluation. As she talked to the psychologist for a few hours, it became increasing apparent to her that she also wanted a real element of danger. She underwent a scan of her brain certain common danger keywords were read to her. The one that had sent her mind into an unconscious sparkling frenzy was ‘kidnap’.
 
   Her fantasy evolved then and there, and the more she thought about it, the more the idea tickled her in places she had been too embarrassed to admit.
 
   “We’re here,” the taxi driver called over his shoulder.
 
   “Keep the change,” she said casually, handing him a twenty dollar bill.
 
   She climbed out of the taxi with a little difficulty — she was still a bit drunk. Stumbling here and there up the pathway that led to her apartment complex, she made her way back home, wobbled in the shower before falling quickly asleep on the bed, naked and with her hair still wrapped up in a towel.
 
   *****
 
   When Isabelle awoke, she realized that she wasn’t in her bed, or in her room. All she could see was darkness. A piece of fabric was tied around her eyes, and her wrists and legs were bound. She was in a reclined position, spread-eagle.
 
   “Ugh,” she groaned, waiting for her brain to start working. She tried to dislodge the fabric by rubbing her face along her shoulder, but couldn’t. It was tied too tightly.
 
   “Hello!” she called, feeling the fingers of panic clutch around her heart.
 
   "Hey there,” a voice said, and then the fabric was pulled from her eyes. She looked around her. It was dimly lit, but she could see mannequins, various props, and changing rooms and cubicles. So this was it, she thought. This was her fantasy realized, her dream come true.
 
   She looked up at the man in front of her. “You!” she hissed. “Paparazzi! I knew it was you.”
 
   “Oh?” he asked.
 
   “You followed me home!” Isabelle cried. “You kidnapped me from my fucking bed?”
 
   “Hey,” the man said. “Shut up, or you’ll alert the boys.”
 
   “So what if I do?”
 
   “Wouldn’t you at least like something to drink first?”
 
   Isabelle thought about it for a while. Why did it seem so strange? Seeing Paparazzi had quieted the fear she was beginning to feel.
 
   “Fine,” she said. “Yeah, a glass of water or something.” She’d been out drinking the night before, and though not enough to get hung over, she was definitely feeling a little dehydrated. Her eyes felt heavy.
 
   “No problem.” Paparazzi left, walking to one of the cubicles, and that was when Isabelle realized that she was completely naked.
 
   “Holy shit!” she cried, instinctively trying to cover up her body, but all she did was fight uselessly against the binds. “Can you untie me?”
 
   “No,” Paparazzi said flatly, and he held the glass of water in front of her for her to sip on.
 
   “What?” she cried. “Why not? It’s my fucking fantasy!”
 
   “Sorry,” he said, and he set down the glass of water. “Would you like something to eat?”
 
   “Eat?” Isabelle echoed incredulously. “Jesus, untie me, okay? Let me get ready for this.”
 
   “That’s what we’re doing now.”
 
   “Fuck you, Paparazzi. Let me down!”
 
   “No. Now, I said be quiet, or you’ll alert the boys.”
 
   “So what?”
 
   Paparazzi sighed, and took out his smartphone. “Your fantasy,” be began, “involves kidnapping, degradation, and a rough gang bang. The boys back there, they aren’t the kind you fuck with, do you understand? Me? I’m just an agent. I’d treat you real good, like a lady. Them? They’re horny, waiting, and are the kind of people you wouldn’t want to meet outside of this controlled setting. Understand?”
 
   “Yeah,” Isabelle said, confused. She noticed that Paparazzi looked only into her eyes, and avoided looking anywhere on her naked body.
 
   “Good. Now, let me explain something else to you. These men are, by and large, fairly unpredictable. We test them, we pay them, but outside of that, it is very hard to control them. And, as with most sexual fantasies, they tend to deviate a little, if you know what I mean? Evolve. There is no script. They will read no lines.”
 
   “What are you talking about?”
 
   “What I am talking about,” Paparazzi said with a sigh. “Is that when they come in, they’ll be rough with you, they’ll degrade you, they’ll all have sex with you, and there will be nobody else here to stop them. I’ll be gone — they wouldn’t listen to me anyway. So while there are parameters,” and he paused on the word, looking gravely into Isabelle’s eyes. “You’ll likely find your limits today.”
 
   “This sounds wrong,” Isabelle whispered, shaking her head. “No, I want out. This sounds wrong. You’re telling me you’ve got unhinged men working for you? What kind of a man would willingly want to be involved in a woman-degrading sexual fantasy?”
 
   “Now you’re starting to get to the real meat of it, Ms. Patterson,” he said. “It might just very well be their fantasy, too. You can’t hire an average Joe off the street to partake in something like this. Most wouldn’t want to. More, most wouldn’t be able to, if you get my drift.”
 
   “No, call it off,” Isabelle said hurriedly. “The risk is too high. I thought this would be more controlled.”
 
   “How can you control something like this? The realism would be broken. A man can’t act comfortable roughing up and degrading a woman if he’s not already comfortable doing that. And we’ve got eight men waiting, and they’re all very comfortable doing it.”
 
   “Eight?” Isabelle was astounded. "I asked for seven!”
 
   “Your psych evaluation determined eight would be the best number.”
 
   “How can you even measure that?”
 
   “I don’t pretend to know. Also, I can’t call this off.”
 
   “What? Why not?”
 
   “It’s too late. You’ve already signed the contract. Do you want something to eat?”
 
   “No, what? Stop it, now! I don’t need a refund!” Isabelle’s heart began to race, and she was feeling alarmingly self-conscious, naked and tied up and spread.
 
   “Do you,” Paparazzi repeated slowly. “Want any food? Breath mint, perhaps?”
 
   “I’m not hungry,” Isabelle said, and her face crumpled up for a moment as she felt the force of a real fear in her mind. “No, please, just let me go.”
 
   “No, I can’t, and I won’t,” he replied flatly. “So, no food then? You sure? This could take a few hours.”
 
   “No, no, no, please!” Isabelle groaned, and she felt tears pooling in her eyes.
 
   “My hands are tied,” Paparazzi said, and Isabelle could swear she saw the flicker of a smile flash across his face. “Boys!”
 
   From the changing rooms, eight men filed out. Each of them was topless, and Isabelle watched their hard bodies ripple as they walked toward her and Paparazzi.
 
   “Boys,” he said. “This is Isabelle Patterson.”
 
   “She’s a looker,” one of the men said. He had long, dark and wavy hair, and sharp, attractive features. He rubbed his hands together, and Isabelle saw the veins spring out on his muscled arms. And lurking behind her fear and alarm was a single thought: God, these men were sexy.
 
   “A real good looking one,” another said in a low, rumbling voice. She looked to him. He had a shaved head, was similarly built, with a stomach that looked as though it were sculpted from clay, and an Adonis belt that made her gasp.
 
   “Be gentle,” Paparazzi said, and he walked away.
 
   “Wait!” Isabelle cried.
 
   “Aw, she’s afraid, aren’t you, bitch?” This time it was a redhead, and she was surprised that a freckle-faced stunner like him could also manage to look so menacing and tough.
 
   “No,” she said, trying her best to sound firm. “Untie me.”
 
   “Untie her!” A chorus of laughter and wicked stares went through the men.
 
   “That’s not how it works, sweetheart.”
 
   The redhead began to pull down his trousers, and so did the other men. Thick, impossibly large cocks all sprang into view, each lined with bulging veins, and each only semi-hard.
 
   They’d get bigger, she thought with a gasp.
 
   “Lube,” the man with the shaved head said, and a bottle was passed around. Large dollops of the jelly were squeezed out into palms, and then lathered onto waiting, trembling, growing cocks. The men began to work themselves, pump themselves slowly, and their cocks came to life, hardening and thickening even more, until they were all fully erect, all looking at Isabelle hungrily.
 
   The men were all stunners, with hard and sexy bodies, and huge cocks, just like she’d asked for.
 
   Only, she didn’t really want this anymore. Isabelle strained against her binds, but couldn’t free herself. She knew it, too, and she watched as the pretty boy redhead approached her with a wicked grin. He placed his thick, hard cock on her cheek, and she noticed that he couldn’t even touch his thumb and forefinger together around his girth. He was gigantic.
 
   “You’re a pretty girl,” he said, sneering as he dragged his cock over Isabelle’s cheek, down her armpit and eventually to her nipple, leaving a trail of glistening lubricant on her body. “God, you’re pretty.”
 
   The other men began to step forward, each admiring her body, each commenting on her looks.
 
   “You’re a fucking sexy bitch.”
 
   “God, I can’t wait to fuck you.”
 
   “I’m going to come all over that pretty little face of yours.”
 
   And despite herself, Isabelle enjoyed it a little.
 
   The redhead moved around to in between her legs, bound and spread so that her cunt was bared.
 
   “Look at that beautiful clit,” he said, and she felt his fingers on her outer lips, spreading her and pulling upward. She groaned involuntarily, and the men’s eyes shot to her.
 
   “Oh, she likes that,” one of the men said, and chuckles infected them once more.
 
   “Look at that clit,” the redhead repeated. “It’s pretty big. I like a big clit.”
 
   Isabelle gasped as she felt the man’s mouth wrap around her clit. He was sucking on it, flicking the fleshy sheathe from side to side, and she couldn’t help but sigh and move her body in response.
 
   It felt good.
 
   “Yeah, get that cunt ready.”
 
   The redhead hummed and he continued to suck on her clit, every now and then dragging his tong tantalizingly up and down her slit.
 
   “Get wet for me, bitch,” he breathed onto her sex, and the warmth of his breath left her tingling. “You know you want it, you filthy bitch.”
 
   Isabelle did want it. Her body was beginning to ignite, and though fear still held her heart and her mind, her sex had come to life, and was reacting independently.
 
   “No,” she moaned uselessly. The men had crowded around her, each of them pumping themselves slowly while the redhead lapped away at her sex like a hungry animal. He played with her inner lips, nibbled on her outer lips, and sucked on her clit hungrily.
 
   “Suck it,” the man with the dark, wavy hair commanded, and he placed his cock right next to her mouth. “Suck it.”
 
   “No,” Isabelle whispered, and she looked away. In an instant she felt powerful hands clasp her chin and wrench her head the other way so that she was looking straight into the man’s cock.
 
   “I said suck it,” he repeated. “Or I’ll fuck your throat.”
 
   “No,” Isabelle begged, but it was no use. She opened her mouth slowly, and felt the man’s cock slide down her throat. She sucked on it, licked it, barely able to fit the huge member in her mouth. She couldn’t taste any lubricant, and knew that he hadn’t put on any for just this reason.
 
   “You’re going to suck on my dick while all these other men fuck you,” he stated. “And you’re going to fucking enjoy it.”
 
   Isabelle groaned onto his gristle, and shook her head, but he took her hair in his hand and pulled her onto him, impaling her further. She could taste his pre-cum leaking out of him copiously, and she felt her body reacting.
 
   “Yeah, she’s getting real wet,” the redhead said, and he dragged his tongue up her slit one last powerful time before getting up.
 
   Isabelle shook her head and groaned, and the men looked at her with curious smiles on their face.
 
   “Let your cock out, Antonio,” the redhead said, and the dark, wavy haired man pulled himself out from inside her throat.
 
   “What is it, darling?”
 
   “I need,” Isabelle said, in between gasps for air. “To pee.”
 
   Silence descended upon them before a raucous laughter broke out in the room.
 
   “So?” the redhead said, grinning. “Pee.”
 
   “What?” Isabelle cried. “No. Untie me, let me use the bathroom.”
 
   “Sorry, sweetheart,” Antonio said from beside her, and he slapped her cheek with his cock. “Either you do it now, or you don’t do it.”
 
   Isabelle opened her mouth couldn’t think of anything to say. She couldn’t believe that these men were actually asking her to urinate in front of them.
 
   Fuck!
 
   She felt a surge of anger within her, and also an incredible feeling of powerlessness. It turned her on, but at the same time scared her, humiliated her. They must have seen it in her face because one of the men stepped forward, a man with short, light brown hair and the face of an A-list movie star.
 
   “Hey,” he said gently. “It’s fine.” She saw that this was a softer man, and his eyes held a kind of disarming kindness that was at odds with everything else.
 
   “Aw, Josh has a soft spot,” the redhead goaded, and Josh looked at him severely.
 
   “Steve, she needs to piss, but she’s not going to be able to if we’re all teasing her like this.” He turned back to Isabelle and smiled. “Just piss. You’ll enjoy it more later if you do that now.”
 
   “No,” Isabelle whimpered, but looking at each of the men, she knew she had no choice. She closed her eyes, and forced herself to relax, and soon she was urinating, her spread legs sending the stream out onto the floor.
 
   “Yeah, look at that,” the redhead said hoarsely. “I like that. I like watching a woman piss.”
 
   Isabelle held back her tears as she finished, and she kept her eyes closed, not wanting to look at any of the men. She felt embarrassed; humiliated.
 
   “Her cunt is definitely real ready now. Super wet,” the redhead joked, before running his hand up her slit and wiping it on his leg. He stepped in between his legs and slapped his cock against her clit. Her body jolted at the sudden sensation, and she opened her eyes to look at him grinning cruelly at her.
 
   “I liked watching you piss,” he said. “That’s real fucking sexy, you know?”
 
   Antonio placed his cock at her mouth again, and she looked up at him. “Remember? Suck it while they fuck you.”
 
   “Okay,” Isabelle whispered, and for the first time she was beginning to feel her resolve truly crumble. She took the cock into her mouth and began to work the bulbous bell with all the skill she could muster.
 
   “Ready, bitch?” the redhead hissed before slamming himself into her to the hilt. Her sex was shocked by his girth, sending pain streaking through her, but only momentarily. The pain soon dissolved into something delicious, and she unconsciously groaned her approval.
 
   She moaned and grunted onto the thick cock in her mouth as Steve the redhead fucked her senseless; recklessly; wildly. He pummeled into her to his hilt again and again and again, and then she felt his thumb on her clit, moving it round and round.
 
   “Yeah, I love your big clit,” he snarled, and she didn’t doubt the sincerity in his voice. He really did. She liked that.
 
   “Oh, baby,” the redhead groaned, fucking her harder, faster. Isabelle felt the pressure building inside, felt that need for a release, one that was going to come. The pain, the thrusting, the thumbing of her clit all merged together, became a single, overwhelming feeling.
 
   She sucked hard on the giant dick, moaning and groaning onto it, and Antonio tugged her hair again and again onto him, and she was completely at his mercy, complete at mercy of the eight men in the room.
 
   The other men were rubbing their cocks against her body, jerking themselves, sucking her nipples and kneading her breasts and touching her everywhere they could. She felt a man lick a swath across her armpit before descending to her nipple to take it into his mouth and nibble on it.
 
   Antonio tugged on her hair again, and the pain sent her over the edge. She couldn’t hold it back anymore. An enormous orgasm erupted within her, and she cried out onto the member in her mouth. Pleasure cascaded over her in wave after wave, and her body grew rigid with the sexual fervor, and her cunt clenched at the huge invader as it continued to pummel into her.
 
   “Oh, Jesus,” the redhead groaned, his thrusting becoming shallow, sending Isabelle into a shivering mess as hypersensitivity took over her sex.
 
   “Oh, fuck,” he grunted, and he ripped his cock out from inside her and jerked himself wildly, shooting jet after jet of his boiling, ropy seed onto her body. The first shot landed in her hair, and the rest he unloaded onto her body, before dragging his semen-dribbling penis down through her folds.
 
   “Oh, fuck, that felt good. You feel so good,” he groaned appreciatively, pushing himself inside her once more and then pulling out. The sensation was tantalizing, tingling, and Isabelle felt spent from that single huge climax she’d had.
 
   The man with the shaved head stepped up in between her legs. “We’re not done yet, honey,” he said, before placing his wide dome at her entrance. Isabelle gasped onto the cock in her mouth, and sucked on it hard, waiting for the impending onslaught.
 
   He pushed into her, her sex slick with her own pleasure juices and the leftover seed of the redhead. She felt her tightened canal tremble as the man’s thick cock impaled her.
 
   “Yeah,” he groaned, and Isabelle sucked on the penis in her mouth all she could, struggling to distract herself from her oversensitive sex. But her body began to warm up again, and soon she was being rocked back and forth against her binds, moaning and writhing in pleasure as the man with the shaved head pummeled into her recklessly.
 
   She didn’t come when he did, pulling out and spewing his broiling load all over her tits and stomach.
 
   “My turn,” Josh said, and Isabelle’s heart leapt a little as she recognized him. His body was tight and toned, not nearly as bulky or beefy as the other men. She could see the veins on his defined body running from his abdomen, up over each bump of his muscles, to disappear into his muscular pecs. His arms were lined with snaking veins, and he looked powerful and virile.
 
   She grunted onto Antonio’s cock as Josh took his place in between her legs. He began to drag his glistening, bulbous bell up and down her slit, rotating it around her clitoris, teasing her with tantalizing touches that reignited the fire inside her. She felt that need in her belly, in between her legs, and she strained to look at him as he readied himself.
 
   He smiled at her before pushing himself inside. She moaned onto Antonio’s cock, feeling herself stretched again, the third thick cock to use her supple and womanly sex. He began to fuck her slowly, rock her gently up and down against her binds. He moved his fingers to her clit, massaging her pearl, caressing the small bundle of nerves almost lovingly.
 
   She moaned to the rhythm of his thrusts, but she saw that he was getting caught up in it, lost in the flow. His eyes began to burn with a passion, and he fucked into her harder and harder; faster and faster. She squirmed and wriggled and shivered as he pistoned into her repeatedly, massaging her clit just the way she liked it, his fingers on her hood and not touching the sensitive bulb itself.
 
   “Ugh,” she grunted, and Antonio began to pump himself while she sucked on his wide helmet with all her might.
 
   “Yes,” Josh hissed, his other hand roaming up and down Isabelle’s thigh. The touch, surprisingly intimate, made her soar. She crested, screaming, as her whole body tightened nearly painfully, as pleasure so potent it almost stung thrilled through her body, broke over her like turbulent tidal waves.
 
   She jolted and spasmed with her second orgasm in less than fifteen minutes wreaking havoc on her senses. Her body ached, in both good and bad ways, and she felt spent, exhausted. But Josh continued to pound into her, driving her through the tail end of her climax, before he ripped himself out of her slick, used hole and sprayed his milky warmth all over her entrance and her pucker.
 
   “Fuck, man! Don’t do that!” someone cried, but Josh paid the voice no heed, and she watched as his body jolted and jerked as he let dribble the last remaining remnants of his ejaculate.
 
   “That felt good,” he said, panting.
 
   “Let’s change up the tempo a bit,” Steve the redhead, who had emerged as something of a leader, said. “Let’s get this bitch on all fours.”
 
   *****
 
   Isabelle’s body was weak, and flopped about as her binds were undone. She was carried to a small mat on the floor that was soft beneath her feet.
 
   “Mike,” the redhead said. “Get under her. We’re going to do some double penetration.”
 
   “No,” Isabelle gasped. “I’ve never—”
 
   “It’s okay, baby,” the redhead said. “You’ll love it.”
 
   Isabelle was guided onto Mike, and as she sat on his cock she felt it fill her up, and she moaned and writhed at the sensation.
 
   “Fuck,” she hissed leaning forward so that her breasts dangled in front of Mike. He had short, jet-black hair and piercing green eyes, and for a moment they looked at each other, and he smiled at her.
 
   “Don’t worry, Isabelle,” he said. “You’ll love this.” He took one of her nipples into his mouth and sucked on it hard.
 
   “Alright,” Steve the redhead said. “Antonio, and you two, in front of her.” The three men positioned themselves in front of Isabelle, and she once again found Antonio’s stiff gristle in her face.
 
   “And finally,” Steve said to the last remaining man. “You get her asshole. Lube it up first, don’t injure her. Then fuck her.”
 
   “Suck it,” Antonio whispered hoarsely, and Isabelle took his cock into her mouth again and swirled her tongue over his bell. Beneath her, Mike started to slowly slide himself in and out, and she shivered and moaned as she felt the beginnings of pleasure again.
 
   The two men on either side of Antonio were busy jerking themselves, and their cocks were aimed at her face.
 
   Isabelle yelped when she felt the touch of cold jelly on her pucker, and wanted to look over her shoulder at the man who was going to fuck her in the ass. She had never taken it back door before, and she was nervous and scared.
 
   “No,” she managed to say through Antonio’s throbbing member. “Please—” She was silenced as she felt the man begin to rub circles on her pucker, ring it slightly.
 
   “Relax,” he said from behind her, and he slipped his finger inside. She gasped. It felt different, but not unpleasant, and he began to finger her slowly, while Mike continued his slow, rhythmic thrusting from beneath her.
 
   “She ready yet?”
 
   “Yeah, I think so. Isabelle, baby, relax. You’ll love it.”
 
   Isabelle nodded and tried her hardest to relax, forcing herself to let go, to stop clenching. She felt the man’s cock pressed up against her pucker, and slowly he began to inch himself in. Pain seared through her, but only momentarily. After he had cleared the head of his penis, the rest of his shaft slipped smoothly in, and she groaned and grunted as he drew himself his entire length before repeating the penetration.
 
   “Relax, baby. Get used to it.”
 
   “Let go.”
 
   She nodded, again focusing on letting go, on not tightening herself around the man’s cock. It hurt, but distantly, and the hints and whispers of pain seemed to magnify the pleasure she felt in her sex.
 
   Isabelle realized that if this was going to not end badly, she’d need to completely give in to the men, let them take her and ravage her. Most importantly, she knew she’d need to trust that they wouldn’t go too far, that they wouldn’t break her. She’d already come up against the limits of herself. She’d bounced off the boundaries of what she was willing to do, of what she was willing to accept.
 
   This was taking it another step forward.
 
   “Ready, baby?” the man asked, and Isabelle nodded. It was now or never.
 
   The two men, one behind her, and one beneath her, began to fuck her to the same rhythm. They started slow, and she could feel within her that only a thin membrane separated their cocks, and she was certain they could feel each other.
 
   It was a sensation entirely new, something she never could have guessed at. She moaned and groaned onto Antonio’s meat, doing her best to focus on the feeling of the two men fucking her, doing her best to only focus on her pleasure, and not the pain.
 
   She was at the mercy of these men. She was powerless. But more than that, she was beginning to trust them. They hadn’t hurt her yet, and though they were ravaging her body, she was also getting her wish, her dream; her fantasy.
 
   Isabelle sucked on the cock with renewed vigor, and began to bob up and down on the two men fucking her in both her holes. She flirted with pain, danced on the line, and pleasure and a new form of bliss sent her body shivering and erupting in goose bumps.
 
   She felt a sudden warmth spray across her face, and saw that the man on the left of Antonio had just ejaculated, shooting his thick and ropy cum all over her face and hair. The man on Antonio’s right tightened up visibly, and soon he too came onto her, stream after stream of his hot ejaculate coating her face and her neck and her breasts, and even Mike below her.
 
   But he didn’t seem to notice The two men fucking her sped up, picked up the pace, and their thrusts became more urgent.
 
   “Oh, Jesus, you’re so fucking tight,” she heard, and she liked that he was feeling pleasure through her body. She lifted up one of her hands, leaving just one to support herself, and took Antonio’s thickness into her grasp and began to pump it wildly.
 
   “Yes, baby,” he hissed at her, and he arched his back and closed his eyes, and held the back of her head gently and guided her onto his throbbing member.
 
   Isabelle felt a pressure building within her again, and knew that the coming orgasm was going to destroy her. She was already exhausted, spent, and only running on the fumes of the sexual energy that infected the room, and everyone in it.
 
   “Yes,” Mike groaned beneath her. “Oh, fuck!” His body tightened and his cock twitched powerfully inside her. That was the trigger, and she went over the edge, coming so powerfully that she could not moan or make any sound. Her mouth just locked open; her toes curled and nearly cramped; her entire body went rigid with pleasure and bliss and pain.
 
   She moaned loudly onto Antonio’s cock, the peak of her climax passed, and as she was assaulted by wave after wave of the rest of her orgasm, as it took her body and shook it, as it thrashed her about. She squirmed and screamed, and she saw that Antonio’s body had stiffened as well, and his eyes were closed and his face was pointing upward.
 
   The man fucking her in the ass was burying himself to his hilt over and over, pounding into her violently, before his thrusts suddenly became shallower.
 
   “Shit,” he grunted, fucking her ass with just the head of his dick, and she felt him twitch and fill her up with his seed, and at that moment Antonio’s cock exploded in her mouth, and she struggled to swallow the broiling semen that he expelled, and it overflowed and dribbled down her chin to drip off onto the floor.
 
   He pulled his cock out of her throat and she coughed and spluttered, spitting out the remnants of his seed before her arm gave way, and she fell onto Mike, her body used, abused, and spent.
 
   She could not even open her eyes. All she felt were the strong arms of Mike holding her, the two men slipping out of her, and strong, powerful hands lifting her up.
 
   She ached everywhere in between her legs. Her belly ached. Her lungs felt on fire. Her head was spinning, and her knees were wobbly, and she knew she could not support her own weight.
 
   She blacked out. The world faded from her, spinning away into the distance.
 
   And Isabelle thought that she might actually be dying.
 
   *****
 
   When Isabelle awoke, she was back in her bed. She didn’t know what time it was, but the sun was streaming in through her windows. She was wearing her pajamas, too, a set of old trousers and a shirt with her favorite cartoon characters on it.
 
   She didn’t move for moments, letting her mind wake up. Had it all been a dream? She wondered at the possibility, but when she tried to sit up, and felt her whole body ache and groan in response, she fell back onto the bed, certain that everything she remembered had actually happened.
 
   She’d been kidnapped, bound and gang banged.
 
   It was, after all, her fantasy. She moved her legs to stretch, and looked toward her bedside counter. There, on top of her alarm clock, was a DVD case. She forced herself to get out of bed, and she took the DVD to her laptop where she popped it in the drive.
 
   On the screen, a video began to play, and the man she’d known as Paparazzi — and she laughed silently as she remembered that absurd nickname — faded in.
 
   “Ms. Patterson,” he said, earnestly. “Isabelle. This video, what you are about to see and hear, is meant to offer you a little closure. You’ll be taken step-by-step through the set-up, and you’ll meet—”
 
   Isabelle reached forward and clicked off the video. She didn’t want to hear what the man had to say. She didn’t want her fantasy explained to her.
 
   She sighed, and fell back into her chair, and promptly fell asleep.
 
   ###
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The Team’s Prize – Eliza DeGaulle
 
   I cringed as one of our players was flipped over and planted straight on his spine. The poor guy pulled himself up, but not before the Springfield Hawks nabbed another touchdown. Stuff like that, given I think I dated the guy who just got ran over once, is really, really bad for  morale.
 
   One of the biggest lies ever told is that cheerleaders have it easy. I'm the captain of the Franklin Warriors cheer squad, and it's the most stressful thing I've done in my nineteen year old life. Not only do I have to keep myself in impeccable physical condition to pull off the stunts we do, I have to manage the girls on my team, direct them to do the right moves, pick out the right cheer at the right time, and all that. 
 
   The worst thing though, is keeping spirits high. That's what we're there for, we're supposed to keep our Warriors fighting even in the face of insurmountable odds. Morale isn't easy when it's the fourth quarter, our team is down by a dozen points and we're about to seal our sixth straight loss for the season. One more game like this and we're hopeless to ever have a chance at the championship. 
 
   My girls were as defeated as the boys on the field. Sure, they aren't having three hundred pound linebackers bowl over them, but watching teenaged girls in black and red with frilly pom poms pout is really sad. "Come on girls, keep the chin up!" I screamed at them trying to get them to lead on a cheer calling for a miraculous comeback. With two minutes on the clock though, I was pretty sure this was even out of God's hands. 
 
   It wasn't as if our team was bad either. Every one of the Franklin High Seniors on the team were strong, jacked and cut, and hotter than hell. We were prettier than the other teams, but even though it's not a beauty contest, we weren't sunk. They trained so hard, every day, not a single one slacking. It hurt to see slaughters like this - especially when it seems to be a rerun of the weeks before. 
 
   Another savage tackle from the Hawks. Another touchdown. Completely unnecessary on their behalf, but I guess it was all about looking good for the college scouts for them. Surrender claimed the players. I started a dance, but soon realized I was alone, most of my squad turning and heading for the dressing rooms. I wanted to yell at them for giving up, but not like it would have done any good. 
 
   The buzzer sounded. A clear trouncing. 27-6. At least at this rate the season would be mercifully short. People began filing back to the locker rooms, and I followed. I was always quick to dress and shower, to get back to the boy's side of the locker room, where if the school administrators caught me I'd be in deep shit. With naked seniors tumbling out of it ever so often, I saw why - but I enjoyed the sight. Their firm high school asses, toned athletes bodies -  I've seen more than a few cocks this way.
 
   They noticed me too, all winking and nodding at me. They'd never pull anything though, because Julian would kill them if they did. My boyfriend, captain of the football team. Head Cheerleader and that seems like a cliche match, but we were dating before we got those positions, so we claim we're not just dating each other for the purposes of popularity points. Although those are so very nice.
 
   He came out of the locker room and I leapt into his arms, him sweeping me up for a sloppy high schooler kiss. I wanted for him to take me right there, and if we would have won, I think he would have torn off my clothes in an instant. As captain, he faced some of the same issues I did. Morale. "We're right about fucked, Karen."
 
   We took each other’s hands in our continuing public display of affection as we wandered down the halls. "Hey, you guys are playing hard. Training hard. Maybe those guys are just hitting the roids or something."
 
   "We can't make excuses like that. Better strategies, plays, more practices." He rambled, looking for solutions. 
 
   "Don't beat yourself up over it, Julian. Write off the season, we aren't getting the championship this year."
 
   "No. I'm not doing that. We can still win this, Karen." He gripped my hand tight, his determination clear.
 
   I shook my head. "You'd have to be undefeated for the rest of the season, not a single loss. It's not going to happen. I'm sorry."
 
   He stopped, and took both my hands. "We can't have you giving up either. They like how you try to keep the cheer squad going even as we get our teeth kicked in."
 
   "What else do you want me to do, Julian? I show a little leg here and there. I do the whole school spirit thing. What else can I do?" I rolled my eyes, thinking of just going silly to prove my point. "Fuck them?"
 
   Julian's eyes shifted, himself going into deep, deep thought. "Why not?"
 
   "What? You're my boyfriend, not my pimp."
 
   "You think it's so unlikely we're going to win the championship, why not put your pussy where your mouth is?" He tossed his arm around my shoulder. "You'll fuck the entire team if they win the championship."
 
   "You can't be serious, Julian. You just can't."
 
   "Why not? We'll lose next week, and they'll forget about it, and it'll be a little joke."
 
   "How does this even help the team? It's absurd." I shook my head. I did ponder about all those cocks, those strong hands and bodies swarming me. Their cum all over my body, down my throat, inside my ass, my fertile pussy leaking out the remains.
 
   "A bunch of eighteen and nineteen year olds? Is there a bigger motivator than sex?" He leaned in and gave me another sloppy kiss. "Especially with a hot piece of ass like you?"
 
   Hey. He was right, it'd motivate them, and they'd just lose next week anyway, so I wouldn't have to do anything. A hollow gesture of support, why not? "Fine, Julian. You can go tell them, if they take the championship this year, I'll fuck each and everyone of them, my body will be theirs to use however they please."
 
   "That's what I wanna hear. Why I like you, you got that daring risky side. I'll tell them tomorrow, because for now." He pressed me against a wall, his hands rushing down my sides, pass my breasts, and feeling up my pussy. Even as the captain with the depression of losses, he was till a horny boy. "You're mine."
 
   "You got a condom on you?" 
 
   "Of course." He kept at getting me hot, preparing to fuck me in that hallway. 
 
   "Good, let's go, Captain." My hands roamed down his back. The pill made me bloated, and staying in head cheerleader shape to begin with was tough. As a fellow athlete, Julian understood, and was always prepared to meet my needs, in ways of protection as well as everything else.
 
    If I fucked the entire team at once, I had doubts they'd all be using condoms.
 
   *****
 
   As I sat through school the next day, I realized how absurd the concept was. Julian had to be joking. Was he really going to stand in front of his team, and tell them that his girlfriend will fuck all of them if they pull out the underdog victory? He was just being silly, perhaps just sarcastically showing his desperation with his failing team.
 
   I received a text from him, saying he wouldn't be meeting me after school as he usually did on non-practice days. Wandering outside the building, I heard them rushing up and down the field. This was a Monday, the football team didn't do practices on Monday. It was meant to be a time to heal from Sunday's game, but there they were, running plays and working their hearts out. Did Julian really tell them? No, don't think that Karen. They know the pressure is on for them to succeed. It isn't just for you. You're pretty, but you're not that special. 
 
   There must have been twice as many practices that week. Next week's game was crucial, against the Salem Wild Cats. Me and the girls were ready to give it all. I wasn't petty enough to try to sabotage the team because of some out there fear that my boyfriend was serious,  and that the Franklin Warriors were going to pull off the miracle run. As each of them took the field though, I saw their eyes on me, looking me up and down. Were they measuring the prize they were so after?
 
   Again, absurd. You're a beautiful girl. They're young men, they're checking you out because they want you, yes, but not because you're guaranteed to them at the end of the season. 
 
   The game was closer than last time. The Wild Cats were leading ever so slightly, but it was only by 5 or 6 points. It wasn't hopeless, but it came down to one last play. The team huddled, and again, I saw them all look over me as I led the cheerleaders on a hard routine, since victory was now a very real possibility. 
 
   They broke, they threw, and the runner blazed down the field to the endzone, newly inspired. No one was going to catch him. Touchdown, the team went wild, the girls went wild, and the crowd went wild. The clock ticked over, and the Franklin Warriors won their first game of the season. They needed countless more wins and the championship to make it all matter, I still wasn't convinced that such a comeback was possible. 
 
   I never said such things aloud though, and it's a good thing too. Because they kept winning. Game after game, they squeaked out those wins. The competition was fierce, one sided matches out of the question. The school paper kept repeating the phrase that the games kept coming down to who really wanted it more, and the Warriors were always hungrier for the victory. 
 
   They won every last normal season game, qualifying them for the playoffs. I was starting to get worried. Me and Julian kept on dating, and with his raging passion for the game and his success made him so wonderful in our private lives. He never mentioned the idea of me fucking the entire team. I didn't want to bring it up, in hopes that he'd forget. 
 
   Didn't stop them from winning through, and the championship game had arrived. The school was endlessly abuzz with the Miracle of the Warriors, and how they managed to find their motivation. The final match would put them back against the Springfield Hawks, the last team to hand them a loss. The field was packed with people, family, friends, curious individuals from all over. It was funny, them gathering for a wholesome game of football, with no idea of what may have been at stake.
 
   I cringed at the first half. Perhaps it was just that the first six teams that beat the Warriors had their number, as the Hawks had them twenty behind again. They sat on the benches looking devastated. To turn it around, come this far, and lose, well it wasn't easy on anyone's psyche. I had gotten used to their glances toward me. I looked at my girls, who weren't all that thrilled either. I was still the head cheerleader, so there had to be something for me to do to give them that extra boost, so when we went back to our own locker room, I had a heart to heart with my team. "Girls, our boys are getting whooped out there."
 
   They looked at each other, and nodded.
 
   "They've fought hard, but we all do know what ultimately makes these guys tick, don't we?"
 
   "Tits?" One muttered.
 
   "And ass." I shook my head at what I was about to propose. It was still less extreme than fucking the entire team if they won, but that really wasn't going to happen. That was an off color joke between me and Julian, nothing more. I pulled out some scissors, and flashed my team an evil grin. "So let's give them a little more of that."
 
   They lined up as I trimmed down skirts to better show off their panties. This violated every regulation that the high school board had, but this was the big game, the last of the season. They weren't going to reprimand us at this point.
 
   "Oh, and lose the bras. I want to see some bounce out there." I suggested, deviously, digging under my own sleeveless top, dropping the garment out on the floor.
 
   "But my support." One of the heftier-endowed girls frowned, still obeying her captain's command. 
 
   "A little bit of pain is nothing if we can help win this." As I snapped my fingers, a pile of undergarments appeared at my feet.
 
   "Karen, what about your skirt?" 
 
   Still holding the scissors, I was about to trim it when I got struck with a nastier idea. I dropped them, and instead dug under the skirt, adding another undergarment to the floor. "Something a bit different, but still fair." The halftime break ended and all of us were back at the field, showing off more of ourselves for our team. Perhaps we'd distract the other guys too. 
 
   They retook the field, and the girls and I started a very special routine. We usually used one of the smaller girls for the air, but given our wardrobe adjustments, we chose to take me. The team watched as they arranged for the next play. With the bouncing going around, I'd say they were getting extra motivated. Doubly so when I landed in my cheerleader's arms, with my legs spread apart, all of the Warriors being able to peer in and spot what I didn't have on underneath.
 
   A rush, really, to have all of their eyes peering down on my pussy. A slick wetness formed, a conflict of desires of wanting them to see it but hiding it at the same time. The girls let me down, realizing that showing me off for too long may present challenges to our bending of the rules. 
 
   The whistle was blown, and the Warriors came out with renewed fire. They charged down the field, and were quick to get a touchdown, off to overwhelm the Hawks. Again and again, two more touchdowns evened the scoreboard, the Warriors defense stopping them from widening their lead. They were entering a dead heat as fourth quarter came and they started running out of downs. 
 
   If they actually pulled this off - I was so distracted by thoughts of what it would entail. I was such a vanilla girl, one boy at a time, nothing more vicious than doggy style. An entire football team at once, would it be one at a time, or would they tear me apart and fuck me like a horde of horny dogs? Did I want it like that? I couldn't decide. I just kept cheering, doing my part for morale. I mean, it was my job to cheerlead, wasn't it?
 
   The last minute ticked down, the score tied. We'd be going into overtime soon enough if this didn't change. Julian was out there, flashing me a clever grin. They murmured their play as the team broke. The quarterback, his usual role was to toss the ball before he got sacked.  In a fake out, his team mates guarded him as he, in a flash of lightning, ran as fast as I'd ever seen a man run to the endzone. The Hawks too knew the game was on the line, and were on his tail the whole time, dogpiling him in the final moments.
 
   The ball made it. It was good. Julian had delivered his own girlfriend to a gangbang as the crowd went wild, the team went wild, the cheerleaders jumping into eachother's arms as the score clicked over and handed the Warriors their first championship victory in years. 
 
   Gatorade got dumped on someone's head. The Hawks sulked back to their side of the field, their coach giving them the consolation prize pat on the back. As the Warriors celebrated, I saw their eyes peer back at me. Julian rushed over to the cheerleaders and gave me a massive hug. I tried to keep on my best face of happiness for all of them, but everything lingering at the back of my mind, reminded me of what I had promised, no matter how sarcastically.
 
   "We're in for a lot of fun tonight, aren't we, Karen?" Julian stroked my shoulder.
 
   "Yeah. Big game won and everything like that." I nervously laughed. 
 
   It was a high school football game though. People cleared out the stands quickly, even the parents of the players headed home soon after, knowing their kids were going to get into some sort of victory party, just hoping it wouldn't involve too much trouble. The girls headed back to the locker rooms, and I'm sure they were heading to the nearest bar that would accept their fake IDs. I had no idea if the boys would be following.
 
   Honestly, the suspense was killing me as the Warriors rushed past me and Julian. When they were all out of earshot, I stopped him. "So, how did you do it? How'd you whip the team to get them to start winning?"
 
   "Come on, Karen. I'll explain it all." He pushed me along the walk to the locker room. Ever foot step rung through my head, making me wonder if he had forgotten. Hopes that perhaps he had taken a motivational speaking class and inspired them that way, hopes that I would enter the locker room to an army of naked Warriors, all with their spears ready for me.
 
   Julian stopped me before the locker room, glanced up and down the hall to make sure no one watched him bring a cheerleader in. He urged me in quickly and made sure the door was locked behind us. My heart thudded as it clicked, and he paraded me to front and center of the room. The smell of steam and sweat attacked my nostrils, and my sights were filled with a dozen or so hot young bodies in front of me in varying states of dress. 
 
   "Guys! A great game we played out there. We're the champions!" Julian tosses an arm up in the air. The rest of the team cheers back. "It was a long hard road, and I'm sure we all pretty much gave up hope on that sixth loss in a row. People never stopped believing in us. Including my girl Karen. She always kept the girls there, cheering for us, even as we got stomped. But that wasn't what gave us the edge in every single of those close games, wasn't it?"
 
   More hoots and hollers, blush filling my face, shyly trying to look away from them.
 
   I was aware that all their eyes were on me, even as Julian continued to speak. "We knew what we were after. Karen here wanted to give us that little extra incentive. She promised us her body if we took the championship. And guess what guys? She's here to deliver us our prize."
 
   A cold shiver down my spine, interrupted by Julian yanking up my top over my head, letting my naked breasts flop out before the boys. I reflexively covered them, but my boyfriend was there to pull my arms back to let everyone get a good solid look at my tits, their nipples pointed, a companion to the watering of my pussy, the hot steam of the room rubbing against the bare folds under my skirt. All of their eyes devoured my breasts, anticipation in their eyes.
 
   "She said you can enjoy her anyway you want, boys. Have at her." He shoved me forward, into the arms of the team. One kissed me on the lips, sucking my breath from me, his fingers quick to slide down that skirt, and poke into my slit. A sudden shock followed, as I gasped from the intrusion, the intensity higher from the electricity already flowing through the room, focused on me. The boy, whose name I didn't even know, forced his tongue in my mouth, fluttering it around, tangling with mine, his hands cradling my head towards his. Another set of hands came and took hold of my breasts, pressing down on them hard, a warm yet rough tingling sensation roaming through me.
 
   The kiss still locked on me, he kept sliding his fingers in and out of my pussy, keeping the rising pressure coming. It wasn't long until hard cocks pressed against my abdomen and thighs. This wasn't going to be a one way proposition. They wanted me to give back. I reached out, and in each hand, took one of those cocks and began to stroke and pet them, letting those snakes shudder and grow in my hands.
 
   The sparks flew through my mind, in every which way. This was actually happening. One snarky comment now had me surrounded by hot, sexy guys who fought so hard for months just to have me. To use me for all of their wildest desires, and I was shocked at how much I loved the idea of being used, as nothing more than a piece of meat. This was only the beginning of tonight's events.
 
   Strong hands against my breasts, thick tongues down my throat, my hands circling and jerking fat cocks, and one young man's deft fingers increasing their rapidity into my waiting pussy. Again and again they pumped out of me, as I cooed louder and louder, breaking away from the kiss, only for the kisses to instead go down my neck, suckling on them making me wonder if there was going to be a mark tomorrow morning. Rising pressure from my pussy made it harder and harder to stay on my feet, but with all the men around me, they weren't going to let me fall and rest until they were done.
 
   On the verge of orgasm, I attempted to match the enthusiasm on the cocks in my hand, jerking them harder and faster all about me, yanking them upwards, angled at me. My breast lover seized down on my tits, making it so much harder for me to focus on my task. I breathed heavily, but too much stimulation came at me too quick.
 
   My legs finally gave out as a sudden surge of orgasm went through me, exploding through my core, and to my arms. Sweat on my brow, heart fast, my boys let me fall to my knees gently, although losing some of the stimulation from their hands. The two boys I kept in hand were more than stimulated by my orgasmic moan, taking their own relief to themselves, pumping their cocks with my lithe hands, and firing their hot come all over my tits, it leaking down my flesh. I had become such a dirty, filthy girl.
 
   No rest for the wicked, I soon learned, as those with hard cocks pressing against me either through a towel or bare were quick to pick me up and lay me across the bench. My legs were spread, and my skirt hiked up, showing off my pussy to the entire room. "I knew when I saw that out in the field, I had to have it. Made me play even harder." One murmured as he descended down between my valley, his whispy high school senior facial hair brushing up against my folds, his breath whipping against the recovering slit, little prods of fingers opening me back up.
 
   He shoved his tongue deep inside, and sent me going back up that cliff with a jolt, his hand across my clit, sending a second tremor through me. As much as I yearned to lay there and enjoy the tender nature of my pussy being eaten out by an anonymous member of the school's football team. There were a dozen cocks waiting for relief for me, and that wasn't even counting the insatiable hunger that teenagers have, that would enable them to seek seconds, or even thirds. 
 
   In twos, working as if they were some sort of team, they approached me as I was eaten out. I flashed a glare, as my hands grabbed them, and started to guide one thick cock to my mouth, licking at its tip and stroking him towards me. I followed it up with the opposite across me, repeating it, until I had both cocks in front of me. Licks alternately on each, I bobbed one into my mouth, taking each of his ridges, enjoying the unique texture he bore. I played fair by copying myself, noting the differences in both of the cocks before me.
 
   I mashed both heads together, batting at them with a tongue, giggling as they met. There were 12 guys and 1 girl, on top of being in a locker room on a regular basis naked with one another. They had to have been used to the homoerotic nature of everything by now. When I rubbed them together with an assault of my tongue following, I think they were enjoying me too much too care. 
 
   When I could focus on pleasing them, anyway. The man at my pussy grew more and more adept and hiking me back up that orgasmic hill, my moans of hot breaths flooding against the cocks I sought to please and stroke. My legs rose and tightened around his shoulders, urging him to keep eating me, and he was more than happy to urge me closer to another climax. He painted the walls so deftly with his tongue and kept up a steady and increasing pressure on my clit, allowing me to gently rise towards heaven.
 
   I sucked and licked so hard on those cocks, struggling to keep them pleasured to me as they each took their turns down my throat, my hand maintaining their growing orgasm when they were out in the cold. My pussy's devourer kept his licking slithering in and out me over and over again, my muscles tensing up, making me to do nothing but scream. 
 
   I did just about that, screaming in pleasure around a cock, which started to unload all of its cum down my throat, my hand seizing on the other, and a nice firm grip was all he needed to finally spurt out his own milk, dropping it all round my neck and allowing it to dribble back down my chest and breasts, joining the sperm of his teammates there. For me, all that mattered was my back arching as the man at my pussy fired off his tongue rapidly around my button, making me pant uncontrollably as orgasm so completely overran my body once again.
 
   My muscles were already sore from the back to back orgasms, I enjoyed every second of the warm feelings washing over me, but I had no idea how I was going to survive this, or if I was going to have a heart attack from too many orgasms. That would certainly be a hell of a way to die, but I was being overdramatic. I'm probably not going to walking tomorrow though. 
 
   The player who had loomed over me, tossing his towel aside, his hard cock now looming over my entrance, throbbing over my clit. I suppose for the ecstasy he had just brought me, he was more than deserving to be the first to penetrate me. He lifted my legs, reeling them back and folding me up as his more than adequate cock pressed into my pussy, the feel of its nakedness surprising me, not even Julian had even entered me without a condom. 
 
   Fear rushed through, along with the delight of the friction of his rod against my pussy's folds. He started to rock back and forth, my heart beating faster. If he came inside me,  there's nothing stopping his seed from making me good and knocked up. If his seed didn't, well all the hard cocks surrounding us watching him fuck me bareback would more than do the trick. 
 
   Perhaps if I asked nicely, the thought was challenged by the shudder of another wave of delight through me. I nibbled at my fingers, trying to manage the tsunamis of sensations overwhelming me. "Ahh, Please, don't, unn!"
 
   "Don't what?" He asked, as he continued to pound into me, a thrust a second, enjoying me as much as I enjoyed him.
 
   "Cum inside me, agh!"
 
   He never even slowed down his fucking. "Hey Jules, didn't she say we can do anything we want to her?"
 
   "Yep." Julian responded. I couldn't see him, craning my neck, although I was more concerned with the third orgasm that rose through with the rapid penetrations of his cock.
 
   "Including knocking her up?"
 
   "Yep."
 
   My fucker smiled, as the rest of the room started cheering. "Fill that girl up then!"
 
   "Takes a special sort of slut to do this and not be on the pill!"
 
   "Knock that whore up good!"
 
   "Hey, guys, that's my girlfriend you're talking about!" Julian interjected. "So you better make sure you do a damn good job of it!"
 
   The team laughed as they surrounded me. "We're gonna be Daddies!"
 
   I'd protest, but I was getting fucked too hard to care. My third orgasm lingered on in the distance and I inched closer and closer to it, and I welcomed it, and everything that came with it. My eyes rolled back in my head, my arms draped above on the bench, louder moans escaping me, feeling my body about to give the cock inside me the delights it sought. 
 
   My muscles tightened from the tips of my fingers over my head down to my toes, releasing all through me, the walls of my vagina squeezing tightly around his dick, sending him over as stream after stream of his sperm was milked out of him towards my vulnerable womb. Every orgasm proved to be more powerful and intense than the last, my back arching deeper each time. 
 
   He pulled out, trails of his handiwork following on his cock, more of it dribbling out of my cunt onto the bench. I breathed heavily as I started to come down from my latest orgasm. I began to laugh. There was nothing else left to fear. I promised to become their horny little slut for tonight, and now, well, I was ready to fully live up to it. I lifted myself off the bench, and looked at them all. "Heh, is that all you got, boys?"
 
   They didn't take my wobbly knee'd challenge lightly as another big guy took me up with a hug, holding me up dropping his towel away, preparing to replace one cock with another. He slid me on top of him, my pleasantly sore pussy more than willing to accept. He fell back onto his butt, allowing me to ride him, adrenaline allowing me to start to bounce away. He did his part too, granted, lifting me and dropping me on his firm rod.
 
   Taking turns wasn't going to work for this team. They were used to working, well, as a team. I soon learned so as I felt a rough, big strong finger circling around my cheeks to my asshole. He nudged my pucker, causing me to gasp as he started to force his finger in there. I had never taken a man in there before, it was something I'd wanted to try, but well, all the horror stories I hear, I was vaguely scared. Then I realized, well, I did say they could have me anyway they wanted, and if I only let them have my pussy one at a time, I'd be here all night. Not like it wouldn't be one hell of a night, though.
 
   I gasped again as my anal intruder pushed deeper, bringing another finger into my ass. It was cool and moist, him merciful enough to provide some sort of lubricant, even if it wasn't truly enough. My crash course in backdoor penetration kept me gasping, and my theory about the team's impatience proved true as another man approached and grabbed my hair, yanking my head to his cock, and forcing his way inside. With my divided focus, I sucked and licked as I was fucked.
 
   Another finger intruded, stretching me further, colliding with the cock that was being so fully rammed into my pussy again and again. My muscles pressed against them and he withdrew all three of his fingers, as I felt myself pushed over, still with a cock in my mouth, and felt something prod against my pucker. Harder, hotter than anything that could be considered a finger. 
 
   It wasn't enough for the team to go two at a time, yanking at my hair and fucking my face as I rode another dick so fiercely. A third had to be pressing against me, reading to force its way in, with all of its youthful vigor and strength pushing fully against the friction of my tight virgin asshole, shoving deeper, making me gasp loudly and wide enough that I probably wasn't doing a very good job pleasing the boy with his shaft down my throat. 
 
   As he pushed deeper in, it was as if I was being torn apart from my waist down. Two thick cocks warring between both of my holes, I thought I was going to split and start bleeding everywhere, everything so stretched and intense within me. It soon settled, and when I stopped panicking about being ripped asunder, I started to realize that the discomfort gave way to something that could be called pleasant, an utter fullness that I could start to enjoy, especially as both began to rock back and forth into me.
 
   A cock in every hole, if I could effectively smile while being face fucked, well, I would have. Even in my ass, faced with the first time penetration, let the sensations roll through me as I was fucked there alone, and combined with the fierce pounding of my pussy, a girl could get overwhelmed and overwhelmed I was. A blitzkrieg of sensations surged through my being,  a fourth orgasm forming and rising through steadily, as every cock inside using me to the fullest.
 
   Riveting into me one then the other, they too were reaching their limits. My hair was grabbed tight, he held me close as his cock slid into my mouth, his grunt loud and firing ribbon after ribbon of seed down my throat, filling up my mouth, forcing me to cough up some of the seed as he pulled away. Well, in between my now unmuffled moans from both of the cocks rocking through my lower half, the man in my ass shoving into me one last powerful time, his own groan unleashing more cum deep into the hole of my ass, already leaking out of me as he eased himself away, my poor ass throbbing in a bit of pain, a good pain.
 
   Lastly, my pussy fucker slammed a hand on my clit that was the final ingredient to sending me soaring so high above the world, my aching body simply giving up and letting the pleasure spill over me completely, a painful throb renewing each bit of ecstasy as he shot more heaping loads into my cunt again and again, adding more participants in the rush towards my womb, a prize someone on the team would soon claim. 
 
   I collapsed to the side, heaving, cum dripping out of every orifice. Dribbling down my cheeks, an overflowing creampie, and leaking out of my ass. I stared up, and saw that more wanted and waited, I was useless on my own right, but they continued, and I relished every bit of my helplessness in their arms as they continued to use me. Countless loads were dumped into my pussy, and if they didn't come in there, I was bathed in it. Boys returned for seconds, thirds, maybe even fourths. I came again and again over the course of the night, but you start to lose count after the seventh orgasm, or was that the eighth? 
 
   All I know is when I started to have a clear vision of what the locker room looked like again, I stared up at the ceiling, my back perched on the bench, my short cheerleader's skirt somehow remaining on my waist through all of that. Every inch of me was coated with a fine glaze. My muscles weren't having any of this moving thing when my brain made some suggestions. I rested, my hair being gently petted, probably the first gentle ting done with me all night. "You did great, babe.", said the sweet voice of Julian, entering my ears.
 
   "I guess you had to hold me to my word."
 
   "It worked, didn't it? We won the championship. Hell, if I had to do so to fuck you, I could have won the championship all my lonesome." 
 
   I managed a laugh. He let his team have all of me tonight, not intruding. "You can have me whenever you want without doing that, though."
 
   "Pretty awesome. I mean, having a girlfriend whose willing to do this to help your team win? I want you to come to college with me. We'll take the championship there easily with you as the bonus prize."
 
   My arm finally listened to my commands as I moved it towards my leaking pussy, and then my stomach. "I don't know if I'm going to be in any condition for cheerleading for awhile."
 
   "Nine months is plenty before the end of the next season!" Julian held his hand over mine. "Besides, I look forward to not having to deal with condoms for awhile, don't you?"
 
   ###
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   I Don’t Like It Gentle (Real Love Leaves Marks!): You won't find Casanova in these pages. These alpha males take what is theirs and use their women hard for their own pleasure. Grinding, thrusting, pounding, sweaty, panting-for-air, body-shaking encounters that leave more than a few marks!
 
   Anything for the Man of the House (Ten Brats Who Learn How to Behave): These brats can pout all they want, they are going to do anything for the man of the house, even if what he demands is to take them hard and most certainly without using protection or pulling out. These stories are totally taboo and will leave you panting!
 
   I Love It (10 Intense Stories to Keep the Passion Alive): These stories go to show that just because you're in love doesn't mean you can't get it hard, it simply means you also get to cuddle afterwards. The women in this set are left with quivering legs, but whether that's because of the magic words or because of more... physical means is hard to decide!
 
   No Shame in Submission (Ten Masters Impose Their Will): True Masters come from all walks of life, some of them are the very pillars of our society, some of them are in our own homes. What they all have in common is that when they choose you as their submissive, you're left writhing in ecstasy, bent to their will, and life will never be the same again.
 
   Shameless Curves (8 BBW and the Ripped Studs who Took Them for the Ride of Their Lives!): The men in these stories are sick to death of taking the usual girls home only to find them unable to handle the kind of hard and unprotected love they like to dish out. When they find their BBW, they finally discover what it's like to go to bed with a real woman, and they absolutely will not hold back.
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