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Chapter 1


“Mom! I’m nineteen, I can walk around the festival on my own.” I roll my eyes and glance down at my phone. My friend Betty is supposed to be here soon. I make a frustrated noise that sits in the back of my throat.

“I know honey but it’s been so long since you were at home, I thought we could have some family time.” Mom threads an arm through mine. She bats her eyelashes at me, as if that would work. 

I spent the last week cooped up at home. She wouldn’t let me leave the house, claiming that we needed more family bonding time. I love my family but they’re stifling. Ever since I left home to go to college and discovered the freedom of being an adult, I’ve found going home difficult.

The meals are nice. So is having someone do laundry for you. But I can’t even masturbate in my own room without someone hearing my moans or the hum of my vibrator. My pussy twitches, reminding me that it’s been too long since I’ve had a good fuck. 

“Okay, honey. Don’t stay out too late. I’m making waffles for breakfast.” Mom kisses my cheek and joins my Dad and younger brother to get some food from one of the stalls. 

Every year the town hosts a harvest festival. Two days of rides, games, events, shops and more food than you could ever possibly eat. During the day the festival grounds are packed with families and old folks. Kids running around, screaming at the tops of their lungs, their brains high on sugar. 

It’s at night time when the younger crowd shows up. Anyone from high school students to business owners in their forties. It’s the best time to come when you’re looking for some fun without kids tearing around the place.

I wander through the winding paths laid out by the vendors and rides. Strings of lights hang from stall to stall, lighting up the place. The ferris wheel glitters against the dark sky. Sweet candy and BBQ flood my nose and make my mouth water.

I follow my nose to a stall that smells devine. Sweet treats line the front and the lady behind the counter smiles at me sweetly. 

“Anything I can get for you dear?”

My eyes widen as I try to decide what kind of treat I want. Every piece of candy is perfectly lined up. The pastry section is piled high with incredible looking tarts, brownies and cupcakes. My eyes fall on the last box of donut holes. 

Before I can place my order a shadow falls over the glass cabinet. Heat prickles my back. Whoever is behind me is standing way too close. I’m about to turn around and ask them to back off when a large, muscular arm stretches out past my head and points at the box I’d been eyeing.

“I’ll take the donuts please.” His voice is deep and rumbles out of him like a caress on the back of my neck. I suck in a breath. My nipples go hard just at the sound of his voice.

It takes me a second to realise that the woman is packing up the box I wanted and giving it to the jerk behind me. I watch, open mouthed as my box of donut holes is passed over my head and into the guy’s large hand. 

“Wait, I wanted those.” I scowl, finally looking at the donut stealing jerk. And then my heart firmly lodges itself in my throat. “Brad? Brad Simmons?”

“Abigail. Abigail Rawson.” Brad grins at me. His brown eyes catch the swaying lights from above us, giving them a mischievous glint. My entire body reacts to him, awakening like a flower opening at first daylight. 

Brad was the captain of our high school's football team. He is as tall as they come and wider than most. His square jaw perfectly compliments his thick neck and broad shoulders. The muscles under his white shirt ripple as he reaches into the box of donut holes.

“How have you been?” He pops one of the warm, sweet treats into his luscious mouth. I can’t take my eyes off his perfect lips. I swallow, eyes darting back up to his. 

“F-fine,” I say, tripping over my own words. My brain fights to play catch up and squash the flutter in my chest and the aching throb between my legs. “I’m back home for a bit. How about you?”

“Same. Haven’t seen you around town.” He turns to walk away but keeps his attention on me, inviting me to walk next to him. I nearly trip over myself to catch up to him.




“Mom’s keeping me on a tight leash. She’s dreading when classes start up again.” Dopamine floods my brain. I can’t believe I’m having a conversation with

 

the


 
Brad Simmons. Every girl who could breathe and had eyes was after him at school. 




Of course he never gave me any kind of attention. I was just another girl in the background to him. But this one time I swear I caught him checking out my tits. My head was in the clouds for a full week afterwards. 

“So, college treating you right? You’re looking good.” He guides me through the stalls, leading me somewhere. He offers me the box and one of the warm donut holes inside.

“Thanks. You look amazing too. I mean, you always looked amazing. But now you look even more amazing.” I shove the donut in my mouth to stop myself from talking. Heat spreads across my cheeks and reddens the tops of my ears. 

Brad chuckles despite my string of inane ramblings. We end up walking to the edge of the stalls. The pool of light shrinks, turning soft before fading into the darkness. 




At the very edge of the lights is the start of the corn maze. Long stems shoot up from the ground, their bushy leaves act as perfect walls. It’s no secret among the younger generation that if you want a little alone time with someone special, you get

 

lost


 
in the corn maze.




Brad stops walking and turns to face me.

“You always looked pretty amazing too.”

“There’s no way you ever noticed me. You had literally the entire school chasing you.”

Brad shrugs and chews on a donut before offering me another one. 

“I was too focused on the game to really think about girls. So, you got a college sweetheart?” He grins to himself but I catch the underlying message in his words. 

He’s asking if I’m single. My heart kicks up a notch. Tingles of anticipation and need spark between my legs and grows stronger. My pussy throbs, leaking juice into my panties. This could be my chance to actually bone the captain of the high school football team. Well, former anyway. 

Play it cool, Abigail. 

I snort and stick my hip out. 

“Sweetheart? What am I, twelve? I’m not into dating at the moment. All I want is a fat cock to ride.” My insides freeze as I glance at him to gage his reaction.

He stops eating. His eyes wander down my body then back up again. I move slightly, letting my tits jiggle a little. His eyes immediately go to them. 

“I don’t suppose you’re looking for something tonight.” His voice is husky. The donuts in his hands are completely forgotten. 

In my own head I’m screaming. Dancing around and screaming at the top of my lungs. 

Yes! Yes! Yes!

I want to scream at him and shove him to the ground. Instead I offer him my best sultry smile. 

“As a matter of fact, I am.”





Chapter 2


Brad leads me around the side of the corn maze, behind the stalls. We’re hidden by darkness and a few crates and boxes filled with supplies. When we’re far enough away from the festival Brad pulls me against his chest.

My boobs press against him. His thick arm wraps around my middle, squeezing the air out of my lungs. Our lips meet in a passionate, frenzied kiss. His hand comes to the back of my head and holds me in place while his tongue pushes through my lips and into my mouth.

He claims me, forcing my tongue to submit to him. I open my mouth wider, letting him explore every inch of me. He tastes sweet and masculine. I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him closer so I can taste more of him. 

Brad lowers us to the ground. I gasp, arching up and away from the cool grass and soil at my back. He pushes my chest down with one of his massive hands. His other hand spreads my knees open.

“Dirty sluts belong on the ground. Cause that’s what you are, aren’t you? A filthy slut.” His voice is a low growl. 

His words send thunderous waves rocketing around my insides. They hit my brain and I lose all fear. He can do whatever he wants to me, and I’ll enjoy every second of it. 

“I’m a dirty, filthy slut.”

He slaps me across the cheek. Pain radiates across my face and makes my eyes water. Sharp needles throb in the shape of his hand. I should hate it. No one likes being slapped or abused like this. But the thrill of being treated like a slave, like I’m his play thing, it just too good to stop. 

“I didn’t give you permission to speak, whore.” He brings his hand across my cheek again, adding more stinging needles. Tears roll down my cheeks. 

He pauses for a second, until I grin up at him and give him a silent nod. I want him to keep going. He grins back. Even though most of his face is covered in darkness, I can sense the possessiveness behind his eyes. He wants to hurt me. For his pleasure, and mine. 

And I want him to.

“I’m gonna punish you for speaking without permission. Then I’m going to stuff my cock in your mouth until you beg me to stop.” Brad’s hand clasps around my throat, putting pressure on the sides of my neck. He leans down and whispers in my ear. “After you’ve finished gagging on my cock I’m going to split your pussy in two.” His fingers squeeze a little harder. “I want to hear you screaming and begging me to stop.” 

My brain goes foggy with lust. The edges of my vision are dark and I squirm under him. I rock my hips and ass into the ground, feeling my empty pussy begging for that massive cock of his. 

I look into his dark eyes. He is going to do everything that he just said and more. I can feel the energy radiating out of him. But I can also see a slight hesitation in his face. He’s constantly watching me to see if I genuinely want him to stop. 

At that moment I know that if I say no, he will stop immediately. We don’t need to say it out loud. I nod and he nods back. A silent agreement that if things go too far and I ask him to stop, he will stop. No questions asked. 

I have to fight to stop the grin forming on my lips. He wants me to struggle but I can’t help the excited bubble expanding in my chest. I’ve never had a powerful, alpha male fuck me before. The thrill is exhilarating. 

I don’t want him to stop, so if he wants me to struggle, I will struggle. I offer him one last grin, letting him know that the role play is about to start, before I shove my hand against his face. 

“Stop. Get off.” I can barely get the words past the thick hand at my throat. So I thrash against him, kicking and hitting his much larger frame. 

He lets go. I roll onto my side and start crawling away. He grabs my leg and pulls me back. I let out a yelp. It was meant to sound more frightened but came out with a giggle. He is so big and strong that he can pull and push me around like a doll. 

A sex doll.

I bite the inside of my cheek to stop myself from grinning like an idiot. I want that cock in me already. But I’ll bide my time and play his little game. 

Brad shoves my head against the ground. My lungs are filled with the fresh smell of soil and grass. I drink it in, letting the experience wash over me. My aching pussy pulses when he shoves his hips against my ass.

I nearly inhale some grass when I feel the outline of his giant cock pressing against my ass cheeks. Tremors thunder from my core to my head and back, before hitting my fingers and toes. He wasn’t kidding when he said he was going to split my pussy in two. 

He grinds into me, pushing my hips further into the ground. The force is enough to appease my needy clit. I arch my back, sticking my ass up a little bit more for him. He slams his bulge against me.

“You won’t get away from me that easily. I told you, I’m going to punish that slutty mouth of yours. Then your tight pussy.” His breath is laboured and gravelly. It sends chills up and down my spine. 

I dig my fingers into the grass, reading myself to scream or beg him to stop, when his phone vibrates in his back pocket. We pause for a second. Then he sits back on his heels, taking his weight off of me. 

I prop myself up on my elbows and turn to look at him. He lets out a groan and answers the call.

“Shit, dude, I’m so sorry. I got…distracted,” he says, looking down at me. 

I slide out from under him and sit in front of him, legs crossed. He’s quiet for a moment, listening to the person on the other end of the phone. The pause gives my heart a moment to come back under control. 

“I’m with Abigail. She went to my high school. She was the year below me.” 

I wish I was below him again. I bite my lip, trying not to distract him. But it’s too tempting not to look at the bulge in his jeans. I scoot closer and place a hand over it. He groans, then clears his throat. 

“No, I’ll meet you guys now. Yeah… yeah.” Then he hangs up. He sighs and looks down at my hand. I’m so much smaller than him that he looks even bigger under my palm. “As much as I’d love to keep doing this, I ditched my friends and I need to go back to them.”

“Friends from college?”

“Yeah. They’re staying with me for a bit. Guys from my football team. You should come and meet them.” 

“Or, they can come here.” I offer him a sweet smile, despite the naughty things I just implied. Brad raises an eyebrow, then grins.

“So you think you can take on all four of us?”

“Yeah. The more the merrier.”

“I have to warn you, they like it rough.”

“So do I. The rougher the better. Besides, I’ve always wanted to be held down by a group of men while they take turns to fuck me.” My heart hamers in my ribcage. I know I’d be able to take them on, and I have always wanted to be used like a play thing. But I’ve never had the courage to ask for it. Until now. 

“Are you sure?” He looks somewhat sceptical. I shift to my knees and press myself against him. 

“I’m dead serious. I’ll even pretend like I don’t want it, if that’s your kink,” I whisper against his lips.

He swears. The puffs of warm air caress my raw lips. Our mouths find each other again for another passionate kiss. Brad breaks away first.

“I’ll let them know. And if you want us to stop at any time, you can say… Mr. Biggles.” 

“Aw, Mr. Biggles.” I say, remembering the stray cat that lived on the school grounds. He was somewhat of a mascot to our school. 

“And if you can’t speak, you can tap or stomp twice. We will stop immediately, okay?”

“Got it!”





Chapter 3


Brad’s friends are massive. The four of them together form an impenetrable wall. I’d hate to be the team that has to play against them. He introduces them to me. 

Henry is the leanest one of them. But not by much. His large black hand engulfs mine when he offers it to me. Jayden’s skin is slightly lighter than Henry’s but his shoulders are broader, and he has short dreads. Connor is pale and stands out the most against the dark backdrop of the corn maze. I’m instantly drawn to his thick lips. 

“So that’s the deal, if you guys are interested,” Brad says. He just finished explaining the situation. I control the urge to tap my foot, impatient to get started. 

“Hey, if she’s game, I’m in,” Jayden says. His voice is somehow even deeper than Brad’s. The others finally agree. 

I take an excited step forward. This is going to be fun. I drop to my knees and look up to them. They’re collective faces twist with confusion until I open my mouth. My tongue sticks out, inviting any of them inside. 

Henry is the first one to pull his cock out. He is soft and easy to take in. I lick him all over, making his dick slick with my spit. He groans and places a hand on my head. I keep my eyes locked with his as I start bobbing up and down on his cock. 

He grows inside my mouth. Ever pass add another inch to his cock until I can’t take him completely in anymore. My hand wraps around the base of his shaft, pumping the parts I can’t suck on. 

The others move around us. Their cocks grow in their hands as they watch me suck on their friend’s dick. I flick my tongue along the base of his shaft and pull him out with a slurping sound. 

I turn, taking Jayden’s black cock in next. He is wider but not as long as Henry. He is already a massive size but isn’t completely stiff yet. I can’t wait to see just how big I can make him. I trace the bulging veins criss-crossing his shaft. 

My hands grasp Henry and Connor, pumping them slowly while Jayden moves in and out of my mouth. Once I taste the telltale saltiness of precum, I release Jayden with a sloppy pop. I shift back onto my ass, and use my arms and legs to shuffle backward away from them.

“I heard you boys liked it rough. So, when are we going to start playing for real?” Blood roars around my body. I have no idea where this confidence comes from but I can’t stop myself. The feral looks in their eyes has my lady parts all excited. 

Henry crouches in front of me. Without warning he smacks my cheek with the back of his hand. I fall to the side, grasping my cheek. To my surprise it didn’t hurt as much as I expected it to. The momentum carried me over and to an onlooker it would probably look like he just beat the crap out of me. 

“You’re a cocky slut considering what we’re going to do to you. By the end of this you’ll be begging us to treat you gently.”

The guys surround me. Their massive bodies block out the festival lights. My heart skips a beat. Finally, we’re getting into it. 

“Please, I doubt I’ll feel a thing,” I spit back at him. 

He raises an eyebrow, then offers me a wolfish grin. Now he’s fully into the game too. He sucks on his bottom lip, looking me up and down.

I’m so focused on Henry that I don’t notice Brad standing next to me until his hand is already fisted in my hair. He yanks me up by the hair. Pain radiates through my skull and I cry out, clawing at his massive hand. 

“Let’s teach her a lesson for talking back to us.” He twists my head to look at him. “I still need to punish you from before.” He shoves me backwards. 

I would have fallen on my ass if Connor wasn’t there. I slam into the solid wall of muscle that he calls a chest. He grips my arms in his powerful hands. I pull against him, testing his grip. I’m trapped. I pull again, enjoying the feeling of being completely at their mercy. 

“Let go,” I growl. 

“Sluts don’t get to order people around,” Connor purrs in my ear. “Why don’t you struggle for us. I like it when you move like that. Your tits bounce around.”

I pull against him again, making sure my boobs shift around under my shirt. The cock at my back twitches. A flame of satisfaction flickers in my core. Brad stands in front of me, eyes dark and dangerous. 

“I think she has too many clothes on. Why don’t we strip her.” 

Three sets of hands are on me, pulling my clothes and shoes off until I’m completely naked. Cool air tickles my skin and forces my nipples to attention. The backs of Brad’s fingers caress them. I tremble in Connor’s grasp. 

I glare at them, even though internally I’m giddy from behind degraded like this. I fight against Connor again, this time letting my tits jiggle freely. All of their eyes narrow in on my stiff peaks. 

“You bastard, let go of me.”

“I don’t think so.” Brad makes a noise in the back of his throat as if he were thinking. He steps closer. “Actually, I think you enjoy being treated like the worthless slut that you are.”

“As if.” I scoff. 

“Oh, should we check?”

Brad shoves his hand way between my legs. I groan when he finds my pussy and forces his fingers inside. My eyes squeeze shut when he roughly stokes my insides. 

“Your mouth is saying one thing, but your pussy is telling me the truth.” He adds another finger, stretching my quivering pussy. “Soaking wet. Her pussy is grasping at my fingers. Horny slut. She wants it so bad, she’ll fuck my hand if she has to.” 

The others chuckle.

I rock my hips and his fingers hit the sweet spot in me. I moan and let my head fall back onto Connor’s chest. Brad taps against that spot, making my breath hitch. 

Jayden shoves two fingers into my mouth. I pretend to pull away but give up easily when he pushes them in further. I suck on them, soaking them with my saliva. 

Brad’s fingers quicken. They make a sloshing sound every time they leave my pussy and ram back in. I’m a trembling mess between these big, strong men. 

When Jayden’s fingers are wet he pulls them out and drops his hand to my ass. I jolt forward when he plays with my back entrance. Henry’s hand clamps over my mouth, muffling my scream when Jayden shoves a finger in. 

My tight bud burns from the sudden intrusion. His finger wiggles around inside my back entrance. My eyes roll into the back of my head. I nearly come right then and there.

The burning of my tight hole adds to the pure bliss Brad is drawing out of me. I buck against them, squirming from the overwhelming pleasure coursing through me. 

Henry’s mouth finds my nipple and he suckles on it, rolling it between his teeth before flicking his tongue against it. I groan into his hand. Brad kneels in front of me and hooks one of my legs over his large shoulder.

I have to lean into Connor to keep my balance. Brad’s tongue presses against my clit. The soft warmth of his tongue threatens to tip me over the edge. My breaths are short and shallow. His lips seal around my throbbing nub. 

One man sucks on my tits and the other sucks on my clit. I groan into the hand still covering my mouth. They know I’m enjoying this, so they keep going. I wiggle and buck and squirm between them.

Jayden adds another finger and scissors the two back and forwards. Every powerful stroke against my pussy and the sensitive places of my body shoots me higher and higher into a world of bliss. 

I want to watch as they lick and suck and finger me but my vision blurs from the intense pleasure coursing through me. I feel my orgasm coming, like a thunderous wave. It breaks overhead, raining down on me like a torrent of pure ecstasy. 

I spasm between them. A scream rips from my throat as I ride Brad’s fingers to oblivion. They don’t stop, even when my body spasms out of control. Another wave hits, making me thrash against them.

My pussy and ass clamp down on the fingers inside them. If they were cocks, my tight holes would be milking them dry. Jayden must know that because he grunts when he has to yank his fingers out of my ass. 

Connor releases me and I collapse onto the soft ground. My body trembles from the orgasm still ricocheting around my insides. I manage to lift myself up enough to look at the men standing around me. 

Their cocks are massive and stick out of their pants at full mast. Moonlight catches on the glossy tip of each one. I have an overwhelming desire to suck on each one. But this is their game and they’re about to tell me the next part. 

Henry crouches down and grabs my ass. He rolls it around, inspecting his friend’s handiwork between my legs. I shift a little, giving him a better look. Juice from my orgasm coats my thighs. He nods at the corn maze, then drops his gaze to mine.

“You’ve got a thirty second head start. Don’t waste it.” He slaps my ass. 

My body is moving before I fully understand what he wants me to do. I dart towards the corn maze, naked and shaken from that earth shattering orgasm. 

They want to chase me, to hunt me down and fuck me. Adrenaline shoots through my body, clearing my mind. It’s a game of cat and mouse. If I’m caught, they will take me where I stand. 

I push through the wall of corn and into the maze itself. The fact that I’m naked isn’t lost on me. In fact it makes this game more dangerous. I could accidentally run into someone out for a night time stroll. 

My boobs bounce as I charge along the path, putting some distance between me and the guys. My heart pounds in my chest from the thrill of being chased. I almost want to pretend that I’m lost and accidentally - on purpose - run into them. But they’d know. They want me to run, so I’m going to run.

“Abigail…” Brad’s voice carries over the rows of corn. “Where are you?” His voice is sing-song, as though we were playing a game of hide and seek. 

I guess that’s exactly what we’re playing. Except when I get caught I get four massive cocks rammed into every available hole. I suppress a giggle. I need to keep quiet or they’ll catch me.

I dart around another corner but hit a dead end. Blood thunders in my ears. I have to double back. It will take me closer to them, but I have no other choice. 

I turn and sprint back the way I came. The moon gives off enough light that I can see the path clearly in front of me. My bare feet pound against the packed dirt. I turn another corner, then another until I’m hopelessly lost. 

I stand still for a second, panting heavily. Brad’s voice is in the distance but I have no idea where the others are. I pick a random path and walk down it until I reach another crossroad. As I step out into the new section a voice, deep and powerful, breaks the gentle rustle of corn leaves.

“Found you.”





Chapter 4


My heart slams into my ribcage. I don’t have time to look over my shoulder as Jayden and Henry charge after me. My legs pump hard, carrying me through the maze. But they are larger and fitter than me. 

I sprint around a corner, narrowly escaping Jayden’s grasp. I don’t slow down as I make another sharp turn down another path. I skid to a halt. 

Dead end.

I pant, scanning the area, looking for a way out. When I turn to double back on the path I took, I find Jayden and Henry standing in the middle of the path. Their dark faces are lit up from the chase. 

“Caught you,” Jayden says.

“You’re a quick little slut. Didn’t think you’d make us work this hard to catch you.”

“We’ll make you pay for running away from us.”

I back away from them, even though I actually want to run up to them and throw my naked, sweaty body at them. My heart still hammers in my chest when they approach. 

Jayden lunges forwards, grabs my upper arms. I try to wiggle out of his grasp but he’s too strong. So I kick his shin. It wasn’t anywhere near hard enough to actually hurt him, but since we’re pretending he hisses in mock pain. 

“Bitch just kicked me,” he growls. He grips my hair in his fist and slaps me across the face. I yelp, despite there being only minimal pain. It was more of a tap than an actual slap. “Fucking slut.”

“Let’s punish her for being so disrespectful,” Henry says. The telltale sound of his zipper being undone cuts through the gentle rustle of leaves and chirping crickets. 

Finally.

“No. Stop it.” I push against Jayden. His grip tightens, immobilising my head. I let out a tiny squeak of pain and his hand loosens a fraction. They’re constantly watching me to see if it’s too much. I appreciate their concern. This kind of kinky play is too much for some people. But I love it. 

Jayden forces me onto my hands and knees. He kneels in front of me while Henry positions himself at my ass. My hand grip onto Jayden’s jeans, steading myself. 

“You’re a bad girl, and bad girls get cocks shoved down their throats.” Jayden angles his cock at my mouth, rubbing the tip against my lips. “Open that tight little mouth of yours.” 

I open my jaw but keep my lips together, pretending to ignore his command. He rams his cock between my lips, breaking them open and claiming my mouth. He groans, feeling my hot mouth envelop his dick. 

He pulls out and jerks back in, forcing in as much of his cock as I can take. I cough when he slams against the back of my throat. He holds himself there, watching as I gag around his massive girth. My tongue pays with the underside of his shaft. Every pass of my tongue makes his cock twitch a little more. 

We fall into a rhythm. He has total control over my head. Keeping me still as he hammers into my mouth. Every time he thrusts in my lips are pushed back in on themselves. I keep my eyes on him. There is something so erotic about watching a man enthralled by the sight of his cock disappearing between a pair of lush red lips. 

Henry drags a finger along my slit, making my body twitch. He plunges it into my clenching pussy and plays with my g-spot. I hum when he attacks the spongy spot with expert skill. Heat stirs between my legs, burning and twisting inside me.

He pulls his soaking fingers out too soon and I groan a little. The flames of my orgasm settle, waiting for whatever delicious torture he has in store for me. 

The tips of his large black fingers play with my back entrance. He pushes both fingers in, ripping my tight bud wide. I jolt forward, impaling myself further onto Jayden’s cock. I try to scream but Jayden’s cock is lodged so far back in my throat that it stops any noise from coming out of me. 

Pain shoots up my spine and rattles around my brain. Henry’s fingers don’t stop moving. They slide in and out and eventually the pain turns sweet. I rock back into him, letting him know that I’m ready for more. 

He adds another finger, stretching my used hole even further. His fingers wiggle inside me, catching on the spots that make my eyes flutter closed. 

Jayden keeps his pace, pumping into my mouth. Spit freely drips down my chin and onto the ground. It’s dirty and shameful but I’m enjoying every second of it. The thrill is heightened by knowing that we are outside and anyone could hear us or catch us in the act. 

Henry pulls his fingers out and places the head of his wide cock at my entrance. It’s even larger than three of his fingers together. My body clenches in anticipation of being split in two. He barks a short, sharp laugh.

“Her ass is so tight. She’s gonna suck me dry.”

“Hurry up dude,” Jayden grunts. “I’m fucking close to coming. Her mouth…” His words are cut off by a long moan.

Jayden’s dick twitches in my mouth. He is close to coming. I hollow my cheeks, suctioning his cock with every pass. He lets out a swear or a prayer. I can’t tell anymore. Blood roars around my head making me dizzy. 

Henry pushes himself in. I cry out around Jayden’s cock. More spit drips down his shaft. I pull away, forcing myself even further onto Jayden. Henry grabs my hips and pulls me back. 

His cock is buried so far inside of me that his balls slap against my pussy. The initial pain falls away quickly, leaving nothing by sheer bliss. I suck in a satisfied breath, slurping around Jayden’s dick.

Henry’s giant black cock pushes against all the sides of my ass. He slides out. The ridges of his cock catch on all the right spots, sending my body into a fit of spasms. When he pushes back in, I meet his movement, forcing myself back onto him. 

He grips my hips, keeping me still while he picks up the pace. I groan with every punishing thrust. His rough fucking pushes my mind to spiral higher. Juice leaks out of my pussy and streams down my legs. I’m so turned on that I could combust into a ball of pure ecstasy at any second. 

Jayden’s movements become jerky. His cock swells with the load of cum he’s about to shoot into my eager mouth. I flick my tongue over his head. He groans and pulls out. One of his thick hands grips my jaw, forcing my mouth open.

He furiously beats his own dick. All of his muscles tense seconds before he shoots out a stream of sticky white cum. It splashes across my face. Most of it lands in my mouth. I lick it up, swallowing his salty seed. 

“Yeah, baby, swallow that cum like a good whore.” 

I never take my eyes off of him as I lick my lips clean. He grins down at me in satisfaction. He pats my cheek as if to tell me that I’m a good little slut for taking it so roughly. 

Henry hilts himself in my ass, drawing my attention back to him. I squeeze around him, feeling his cock throb. He swears and curses my name. 

“This slut’s trying to make me come.” 

“She’s good. Real good,” Jayden says. He dips a hand between my legs and finds my clit. “Holy shit, she’s so fucking wet.”

He runs his fingers up and down my slit, gathering my juice on his hand. The pads of his fingers circle my swollen nub. Sparks shoot between my clit and ass. Waves of bliss roll around my body. 

I tremble, barely able to contain the orgasm building between my legs. Jayden vigorously rubs against my clit. The wet slapping sound adds to the rhythmic pounding of Henry in my ass. 

Pressure builds in my core. Every pass of my clit and thrust into my tight hole pushes me quickly towards my release. I pant. A thin sheen of sweat covers my entire body. My legs tremble and the muscles in my tummy twitch. 

“Don’t stop,” I whisper between pants. 

“You’re supposed to be fighting us,” Jayden chuckles. 

“Fuck, I can’t… please… please don’t…”

A cry rips from my throat. My entire body spasms with endless waves of pleasure. They roll over me, drag me down to their depths. Everything clenches and my vision goes white. 

Another powerful wave hits and I cry out again. Henry says something behind me but I’m blind and deaf from the overwhelming orgasm that threatens to take me under again. 

Heat shoots into my ass, coating my used hole. Henry’s orgasm matches mine. He growls into the night air and slams into me over and over again. 

We jostle together, pulling out every last drop of ecstasy. Henry stills. His cock is still hard but he pulls out and gives my ass a slap. My arms are so weak that if it weren’t for Jayden supporting my upper body, I would have collapsed onto the dirt. 

He helps me to my feet and immediately I feel Henry’s cum rush back the way it came. My ass clamps closed on instinct but some of it still dribbles out and adds to the wet mess between my thighs. 

“Do you need to take a break?” Jayden whispers in my ear. I shake my head.

“No, I’m alright.” My heart still flutters in my chest. I take some steady breaths, readying myself to run again. There are two more guys out there. Our little game isn’t over yet. 

“Alright. We’ll give you a head start.”

Jayden pats me on the butt, encouraging me to get going. I take off again but my legs are less steady this time. I double back the way I came and take a different path. 

My mind is still reeling from that amazing orgasm. I don’t really pay attention to where I’m going. When I do stop to look around I can’t hear anything but the usual night time orchestra of bugs and the distant chatter from the festival. 

I pick up speed, vaguely heading in the direction that I last heard Brad call my name. I’m done with playing. I want his cock in my pussy. The next time I orgasm I want to be riding his monstrous cock. 

My mind is so fixated on Brad that I don’t pay attention to where I’m going. I turn around a corner and walk straight into the man himself. 





Chapter 5


“There you are,” he says, giving me a wicked grin. “Thought you could hide from us?”

My heart skips a beat. Finally, I found him. I smile up at him seconds before I remember that I’m supposed to be trying to get away from them. I wonder how much harder they’ll fuck me if I put up a good fight. 

A thread of lust shoots through my pussy, making my clit pulse. If I kick and scream maybe they’ll hold me tighter. Or stuff their cocks in my mouth to stop my screams. Maybe they’ll push me to the ground and ravish my much smaller body. 

“Let go, you jerk.” I thrash against the hands that grasp my arms. I lash out, kicking him. Brad’s eyes light up at my brilliant acting skills. Connor stands next to him, his eyes equally bright. 

“Let her go. It’s more fun when they run,” he says. 

“What do you say to that little slut? We’ll give you one last chance to get away from us. But we won’t be holding back.”

“Next time we catch you, we’re going to fuck you so hard you’ll be begging us to carry you out of here.”

My brain fires on all cylinders. That is exactly what I want. A good rough fuck in the corn maze. I squirm against him until he releases me. 

I spin around and sprint down the nearest path. They chase after me, giving me a little bit of room. If they really wanted to catch me, they could do it easily. They enjoy the exhilarating chase. 

Through the twists and turns of the maze, I somehow make it to the centre. There is a bench surrounded by several wooden logs, cut and sitting upright to make them look like tree stumps. 

I dash forward aiming to take the exit on the other side of the clearing. I make it to the bench in the very centre before a thick arm grabs my middle. 

I’m yanked clean off my feet and pulled in hard against a solid chest. I scream until a large hand covers my mouth. 

“Shh, no screaming. We don’t want anyone hearing us,” Brad whispers against my neck. 

He spins me around so that my nose presses against his chest. My eyes flutter closed as I breathe in his masculine smell. One of his hands busies itself unbuckling his jeans. 

His massive cock springs out and slaps against my belly. I can’t help but grab it. Brad’s hand tightens around my arm as he lets out an involuntary groan. He doesn’t stop me right away, relishing the way I massage his twitching cock. 

Connor stands behind me, his large body radiates heat and warms my naked body. I lean back into him, loving the way his hands instinctively come to my waist. His feather light touch tickles my skin. I shiver when goosebumps spread over my soft skin. 

Connor tilts my head back so that he can press his warm lips to mine. Our tongues dance together, fighting for dominance. My palms slide up and down Brad’s cock, going tighter as I near the head. My efforts are rewarded when a thin stream of precum leaks out of his tip and drips down my fingers. 

Bran’s hand grabs my ass and thighs, pulling me closer to him and breaking the kiss. Sensing that he wants to pick me up, I wrap my arms around his thick neck. He easily lifts me up and hugs me tight. 

My legs wrap around his narrow waist as he lowers me onto his cock. I suck in a deep break when the head of his dick stops at my entrance.

“This is going to be rough. But a slut like you can take it.” His voice rumbles through his chest and into mine. 

I nod, even though I’m not supposed to be enjoying this. But the look on his face lets me know that he’s beyond caring at this point. He just wants his dick wet and his cum inside me. 

I catch his lips with mine as I sink onto him. My pussy is so wet that despite his size, he can slide in. I groan against his lips. This is what I’ve been craving all night. A massive cock stretching my aching pussy. 

He doesn’t wait before he starts moving in and out of me. I keep still, letting him set the pace. My insides stretch around him. Every thrust pushes me closer to the orgasm that I crave so badly. 

The ridges of his cock rub against all the right places and makes me moan louder. Brad breaks the kiss and walks us over to the bench. He lays down with me on top of him, never breaking where we’re attached. 

I look down at his intense eyes. He’s enraptured by my tits. So I bounce up and down on him, giving him a show. From this angle I can sink deeper onto him, feeling his cock stretch new places in me that have never been stretched before. 

My hips buck involuntarily. His cock twitches too, sending a delightful thread of fire coursing around my body. Both of his hands reach up to capture my swinging tits. He pinches and twists them, pulling a low groan from deep in my chest. 

I lean forward, resting my hands on his chest. I ride him hard, pumping my hips up and down, letting my ass cheeks smack together. Intense pleasure erupts through me, sending my mind reeling. His cock stirs the juice in me, making it slosh around. 

Before I can come there is a pressure at my back. I turn to see Connor positioning his cock between my cheeks. I lean forward a little more, giving him access to my back entrance. 

I’ve never been filled by two cocks at the same time. My pussy and ass twitch. Both men are huge and the thought of them both inside me at the same time makes my mouth water. 

Connor pushes in, stretching my already used hole. I cry out, not from pain but from pleasure. His dick pushes against my walls. Both cocks fill me completely and push against my inner wall. The muscles in my leg threaten to cramp from the strain of not riding both cocks straight away. 

When they’re both in and my body adjusts to the welcome feeling of being stretched beyond capacity, I start to move. Their cocks slide in and out of me at different times. I’m never without a cock inside me. 

I grunt, moving faster. My orgasm builds like pressure in my core and travels up my spine. A fog blankets my mind, driving me to move faster and faster. Their cocks rub all the right places and soon I’m crying out into the night, moaning as I reach my climax.

It rips through me. Waves of overwhelming pleasure crash down on me. My body trembles and spasms. Their hands grab at me as they take over ramming their cocks into my twitching holes. 

They push me over the edge again. I don’t care how loud I am anymore. It doesn’t matter. All that matters are the two cocks that pound into me, bringing me unimaginable bliss. Everything clamps around them. Juice floods from my pussy, coating Brad’s cock with my sweet nectar. 

“Told you they’d be here,” Henry says from somewhere to the side of us. My eyes are squeezed shut, so I can’t see them as they approach us. “We could hear this slut screaming from the other side of the maze. Thought we’d come to shut her up.”

Henry’s hand is in my hair and turning my face to him. He pushes his cock into my mouth, silencing my cries of pleasure. I bob my head up and down on his long shaft. Jayden moves to my other side and pinches my nipples, adding a little nip of pain to all of this pleasure. 

Connor’s thrusts fall out of rhythm as he nears completion. His fingers dig into my hips, bruising my delicate skin. He releases a low growl seconds before he buries his throbbing cock inside my ass. A hot stream of cum shoots into me, slathering my walls in sticky fluid. 

He pulls out, leaving my entrance free for another cock. Jayden slides his cock in before I have a chance to miss the feeling of being stretched. Brad’s cock twitches against my quivering walls. He is going to come too. 

We bump and grind together. Three men plunge their cocks into every one of my holes, filling and stretching them. I grip the base of Henry’s cock and focus on circling his head with my tongue. My powerful strokes have him panting and grunting. 

Brad and Jayden pump into me, never breaking their rhythm. Brad keeps my body still, angling himself to reach his peak. His body jerks under me while his cock swells inside. He lets out a feral growl when his cock finally explodes. 

I groan, feeling his creamy seed fill my body. He keeps pumping into me, spilling more and more of himself inside my hot core. I grasp around him, milking every last drop. Jayden blows next, adding his cum to the other loads still sloshing around inside of me. 

Henry grabs my head and buries his cock so far in that my throat is completely sealed by his wide head. He unloads a stream of cum that shoots down my throat. I gulp it down, delighting in the salty treat. 

My body trembles from the orgasm that is just out of my reach. The guys pull and push me around, moving me so that I’m laying on the bench. Brad’s fingers dig into my pussy, instantly finding that sweet spot. 

He rubs his fingers against it, making my breath hitch. I arch my back. Electricity builds between my clit and pussy before sparking out to the rest of my body. I fight the hands that push me down, holding me still while my body trembles. 

Brad’s fingers work on me, push me closer to the edge. His other hand rubs my clit and I’m totally undone. I cry out into the night. Waves of bliss crash over me, making my body spasm and my vision go white. 

I thrash against the large hands, riding out orgasm on Brad’s thick fingers. Juice squirts from my pussy, soaking the bench. Tremors rattle around my insides, even as I come down from that explosive orgasm.

The hands on my chest and belly move, stroking and petting me. I sigh into the solid wooden bench. My eyes flutter open. I don’t remember closing them. The guys surround me, looking over me while I take in one shaky breath after the other. 

“That was amazing,” I manage to get out. 

“You were amazing,” Connor says. He helps me sit up. I only just noticed the pile of my clothes that he had carried with him the whole time. 

Several hands help me get dressed. I sink back onto the bench, not trusting my legs to hold me right away. Brad sits down next to me and clears his throat.

“So, while we were… chasing you, you got several phone calls from someone called Betty.” He passes over my phone. 

“Shit!” I look at the screen. Six missed calls. “She’s going to kill me. I was supposed to meet up with her half an hour ago.”

“We’ll take you to her now. I know the way out,” Henry says. 

Brad wraps a protective arm around my shoulders as we head back into the maze.

“Hey,” he says, looking down at me, “it was great seeing you again. Maybe we can do this again next year.”

I chuckle.

“You can count on that.”
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