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Author's Note

This story started out as a scene in my soon-to-be-published zombie apocalypse novel Savage. I thought it would be fun to see where this scene might have gone if it had not taken place during a zombie apocalypse.

I had fun with this. I hope you do too.


“I'll double your fee if you let me handcuff you...”

I was already nervous. This was my first job as an escort, and I had not been expecting an audience. Especially not my client's wife. And now my client—my very first client—wanted to handcuff me.

“Um...”

“I'll triple your fee. Three thousand dollars. Cash.”

My intuition about people has always been good. And despite the creepy request, I sensed that this guy wasn't going to hurt me. It didn't hurt that he was good looking. I had been expecting someone old or fat or ugly. Instead I'd gotten a guy not all that much older than myself who could have been a male model.

Three thousand dollars. More than I made in an entire month at my last job in a phone company call center.

“Okay,” I heard myself say.

“Take your clothes off,” the client instructed. Richard. He'd said his name was Richard. I doubted that was his real name.

I slipped the little black dress I was wearing over my head and dropped it to the floor. Richard watched approvingly. He was tall, maybe six foot one, with a broad build that would not have been out of place on a football field or in a boxing ring. I guessed him to be about thirty, five years older than me. He had dark hair and handsome, chiseled features. In different circumstances, if he'd played his cards right, he could probably have had me for free.

I slowly undid my bra and let it drop to the floor. Richard watched me hungrily. He was wearing a black designer suit with a red dress shirt and black tie. He had tossed the jacket on the hotel room's untouched bed, but had not bothered taking any other clothes off, not even his tie. He'd said something about owning a hedge fund company when we met in the restaurant on the ground floor of this hotel twenty minutes earlier.

Richard's wife was watching me intently too. She was a voluptuous blonde who was almost as tall as her husband, even in flats. Brittany. Richard had introduced her as Brittany. Brittany was wearing a short, low cut red dress that expertly showed off her full breasts, wide hips, and shapely legs.

I slowly pulled down my panties. My nipples had become a bit hard. I sensed Richard noticing this, and felt self-conscious, but there was nothing I could do about it. Richard slowly walked behind me. He took my right forearm and unhurriedly guided it behind my back. I felt cold metal against my skin as he slipped a handcuff bracelet around it. Then he repeated the process with my left arm. His wife watched with what looked like a mixture of lust and condescension.

“I'll increase your fee to ten thousand dollars if you make my wife come too.”

My heart felt like it skipped a beat or two. This guy didn't just want his wife to watch—which was freaky enough—he wanted me to have sex with his wife too. And he was offering me ten thousand dollars. Enough to enable me to take several months off without working so that I could get my shit together and find a way to support myself that didn't involve selling my body to strangers or waiting tables and getting groped in some dive or enduring back-to-back calls from abusive, cranky morons and even worse managers at a call center.

Ten thousand dollars for one night of work.

But I had to have sex with a woman. I'd never had sex with a woman. I once made out with a female friend in order to turn on a couple of exceptionally hot guys we were trying to seduce, and had found myself getting turned on as I did so, but my friend and I had then had sex with the two guys, not each other. There had been a handful of other times I'd found herself attracted to another woman. But I'd never explored this side of myself. Boys had always been enough for me.

“Do we have a deal?” Richard asked.

I took a long moment to reply.

“Yes.”

“Good.” Richard did not seem surprised by my answer, but he looked pleased.

“Get on your knees,” Richard ordered. He placed a hand on top of my head and gently but firmly pushed down.

I allowed myself to be guided down to my knees.

Brittany stepped in front of me. Her short dress barely covered her crotch, which was now level with my face. I looked up. Brittany was smiling. She pulled up the front of her dress. She was not wearing any panties. Her pussy was shaved. I'd never been this close to another woman's private parts before.

Brittany put a hand on the back of my head and slowly drew me forward. I could smell her lust as she pulled me closer. It made my stomach flip, yet at the same time, paradoxically, I felt my own pussy getting wet. I considered pulling away. I could tell them to keep the ten grand and walk out of here if I wanted. But I didn't.

Brittany pushed my face into her pussy. My hands instinctively moved forward to brace myself against her thighs, only to be blocked by the handcuffs. “Lick me,” she demanded. “Make me come.”

I licked. I could hardly believe I was doing this. Brittany slowly got wetter. I felt embarrassed at letting myself be used like this, as if I was some sort of human sex toy. I felt even more embarrassed as I felt myself getting wetter and my nipples getting harder as they brushed involuntarily against Brittany's thighs. Brittany maintained her grip on my head, keeping my mouth pressed firmly against her twat.

“That's it, don't stop,” Brittany said huskily. I didn't stop. I struggled to make Brittany come, but the towering slut just seemed to get more and more aroused as I patiently pleasured her. Her wetness began to trickle down my chin.

Richard stepped forward, and squeezed one of Brittany's big tits. He leaned in, and he and Brittany kissed, slow and delicate at first, then deeply. Brittany's grip on the back of my head tightened. She began to slowly thrust her hips, grinding her engorged flesh against my mouth. Her wetness dripped onto my breasts and thighs. Some of it ran into my throat. I swallowed, unable to do anything else.

Brittany's thrusts slowly became more forceful. I groaned. This clearly turned Brittany on. She broke away from kissing Richard and smiled down at me. Then she gripped my head even tighter and began thrusting even harder against my face. To my astonishment, I felt more turned on than I had in a long time. My clit was engorged and my pussy was getting very wet. Richard was gazing down knowingly at me, seeming to sense my lust and to feed off it.

Brittany's thrusting got increasingly frantic. Suddenly she emitted a low moan and began coming in my mouth. I was on the brink of coming myself, but with my wrists cuffed behind my back I couldn't even touch myself and get myself over the edge. I moaned in frustration.

After a minute or two Brittany released my head and stepped away. Richard immediately stepped in front of me, taking her place. His pants were bulging. He reached down and freed his dick. I may not be the most experienced girl around, but I've seen my share of dicks, and I'd never seen one this immense. He gripped my head with both hands and pulled me forward, more roughly than Brittany had done. His cock pressed into my lips.

“Open your mouth, whore,” Richard ordered.

I was annoyed at being addressed as “whore”. Even though that's what I was now. I stifled my reaction. I was willing to stifle quite a lot for ten thousand dollars.

I opened my mouth and let Richard push himself in. He was a little too big. His thickness stretched my jaw to what felt like the breaking point. He slowly and unrelentingly continued pushing deeper. The head of his cock collided with the back of my throat, gagging me and making my eyes water.

“Suck me, bitch.”

I sucked him.

“That's it, cunt. Make me come.”

I did my best to make Richard come. Unfortunately, like Brittany, he seemed impervious to my efforts. He was clearly enjoying it, though. My own need to come was agonizing, but there was nothing I could do about it. My jaw felt like it was in danger of popping out of its sockets. I moaned helplessly.

Brittany came over and stood beside Richard, looking down at me with a leering half-smile. She kissed Richard, pressing her curvy body against his. Her twat was very close to my face.

After a while Richard began thrusting. I gagged as his oversized meat repeatedly hammered the back of my throat. My eyes watered, streaking mascara down my cheeks. Richard fucked my mouth as if it was a cunt. My lips were starting to feel raw and my jaw ached. But despite my humiliation and discomfort I was ravenously horny. My wetness was now trickling down the insides of my thighs. I would in that moment have given up my payment just to be able to get myself off. But the handcuffs made relief impossible. My clit throbbed in frustrated excitement.

Richard's grip on my head abruptly tightened, and he exploded in my mouth. Wave after wave of hot, sticky cum splattered the back of my mouth and ran down my throat. It went on and on.

To my surprise, despite not being able to touch myself I felt myself sliding over the brink. A tsunami of pleasure washed through me. I moaned.

Richard stopped thrusting, and after a moment withdrew himself from my mouth and released my head. I remained on my knees. Richard and Brittany both gazed down at me, smiling.

“Sounds like you enjoyed that,” Brittany said teasingly.

I didn't answer. I stared down at the floor, embarrassed.

“On your feet, slut,” Richard ordered.

I rose to my feet. I was a little shaky from the force of my unexpected orgasm. My arms were still handcuffed behind my back. Richard stepped behind me and undid them.

“Lie on your back,” Richard instructed. I lay on the bed. Richard took one of my arms and stretched it above my head, then chained it to one of the bedposts with some sort of manacle. He did the same with my other arm and both my legs, leaving me spreadeagled and completely at his and Brittany's mercy.

Richard removed his clothing. He was efficient but unhurried. He draped his discarded garments one by one over an armchair near the bed till he was completely naked. It was obvious that he spent a lot of time working out. His body had the same crisp, chiseled look as his face. His biceps were literally as thick as my thighs. He had three or four tattoos. He didn't look like a guy who ran a hedge fund. I wondered if that was what he really did. I decided it might be better not to know.

Richard climbed onto the bed beside me. His oversized cock dangled between his legs. Even without an erection he was bigger than the average guy with a full hard-on. He casually ran one of his hands over my right breast and cupped it. To my embarrassment my nipple instantly sprang to attention and I felt my pussy getting wet again. He smiled, and ran his hand down my stomach, his touch featherlight. I found myself hoping he would use his fingers to make me come. But instead he slid his hand over my hip, then under my ass. He gave my butt an appreciative squeeze. I felt myself get wetter.

Brittany ran a hand over my other breast, casually but expertly caressing my stiffening nipple with her fingers. I stifled a moan of pleasure.

Richard straddled my chest on his knees.

“Make me hard again, whore,” he commanded, bringing his cock back to my mouth. It was already semi-hard.

I took him in my mouth. He gripped my head and moved it back and forth as if it was a silicone vagina from a sex shop. His cock quickly hardened, squashing my tongue, stretching my lips, and straining my jaw. I whimpered and gagged as it repeatedly collided with the back of my throat. This just made him harder. Despite the mistreatment I was getting more and more aroused. I could feel myself dripping.

Brittany pulled off her shoes and her dress and joined us on the bed. She knelt beside me, so close that her knees were almost touching my face. Her fingers slid between her legs and she started jilling.

Richard subjected me to one or two extra hard thrusts, then abruptly withdrew. He lay on top of me. His weight pressed me into the mattress. His broad chest covered my face. He guided his cock to the entrance of my vagina. I was apprehensive. I'd never had a cock so big inside me. But I also felt excited.

Richard slid the head up and down against my wet slit, making me moan. Then he began pushing it in. I gasped and bit my lower lip as he spread me apart and slowly filled me. He felt too big. Yet I didn't want him to stop. I groaned as he pushed even deeper, filling me more completely than I would have imagined possible. It was a little painful, but also felt indescribably good.

Richard started fucking me. He moved slowly at first, giving me a chance to get used to his massive size. He gradually increased the tempo. Before long he was carelessly hammering away at me as if I was a disposable sex doll. I didn't care. All I wanted to do was come again. I tried to thrust back, but could barely move beneath his weight. His breathing was getting heavier. So was Brittany's. I felt myself building toward another climax.

Richard abruptly erupted inside me. His orgasm seemed to go on and on. I felt myself sliding over the brink too. My entire body trembled, and I felt myself gushing.

“You liked that, didn't you, slut?” Richard asked as he slowly withdrew.

I said nothing.

“My husband asked you a question, bitch.” Brittany said. She was still jilling.

“Yes,” I admitted. Liked was an understatement.

“My turn again,” Brittany said. She straddled my face and lowered her cunt onto my mouth. She was sopping wet. She rested her full weight on me, pressing my head into the mattress. The soft flesh of her mons was pressed against my nose, making it hard to breathe.

“Eat me!”

I caressed Brittany's intimate flesh with my tongue. The smell and taste of her arousal was more intense than before. I felt the first stirrings of another climax taking root. I couldn't believe how horny being used as a sexual plaything by this demanding and arrogant pair was making me.

Brittany rode my face, humping my mouth like a rutting animal. She came much faster this time. There was so much female jizz that I had to swallow again.

I expected that Brittany would dismount and that Richard would perhaps take another turn. But she remained seated on my face. She moved back ever so slightly, and gripped my hair with her fingers.

“Suck my clit. Suck it the way you were sucking my husband's cock.”

I hesitantly took her clit between my lips and sucked on it. It felt a little bigger than my own little nub. I felt my own clit poking out between my lips, desperate for attention. Brittany put her other hand on my head and thrust her hips, fucking my mouth with her clit the way Richard had fucked it with his cock. Her breathing was coming in short gasps. She abruptly came, her third orgasm of the evening. Her vagina was on top of my chin this time, and I felt her hot girl come spilling over my chin and jaw and neck.

“This can't be the first time this bitch has eaten pussy,” she said to Richard.

“Didn't you see her face when I told her I wanted her to have sex with you? Yeah, this was her first time.”

“Wow. She's a natural at this.”

“She chose the right profession,” Richard agreed.

I should have been insulted by the way they were talking about me as if I wasn't even there and by Richard's last demeaning comment. But the only thing I could think about was how badly I needed to come.

Brittany dismounted and retrieved her purse. My eyes widened as she pulled out a massive strap-on dildo from the big leather handbag. It was almost as big as Richard's cock. It looked amazingly lifelike. Right down to the veins embedded in it. Brittany started buckling it on.

“I'm going to unfasten you now,” Richard said. “I need to adjust your position. You're going to deepthroat me while Brit fucks you.” He smiled sadistically.

I gulped. He wanted me to deepthroat that monster between his legs?

I had anticipated that I'd be asked to deepthroat as part of this job. I had done it for one of my boyfriends who I'd been in a long term relationship with. But his cock had been a lot smaller than Richard's.

My clit was hard as a rock. A part of me wanted Richard to shove that behemoth all the way down my throat.

What the fuck was wrong with me?

Once my arms and legs were free, Richard repositioned me so that I was lying on my back with my head hanging over the edge of the bed. My heart was beating like a bird trying to escape its cage. Richard leaned over me and pinned my wrists to my sides with his hands. He brought his massive cock to my upside down lips and pushed it in. I feared he might suffocate me. Yet I didn't want him to stop.

I sensed Brittany clambering onto the bed. She lay down on me, and her face came into view, to the side of Richard's hip. I felt the tip of her thick artificial cock nudging my pussy, then pushing its way in.

Richard continued driving his cock deeper. I gagged slightly as it slid between my tonsils and into my esophagus. I felt almost panicky as he invaded my throat, filling it completely and cutting off my air supply. He had surely done this before, I told myself. He'd pull out before lack of oxygen became a problem. Wouldn't he? He kept pushing deeper. I could feel it almost to my collar bones! His gigantic balls were pressed hard into the upper half of my face. My lungs were starting to burn. I was about to groan and squirm to signal to him that he needed to withdraw when, as if he could read my mind, he pulled back just enough to enable me to breathe. Once I'd gotten a few gulps of air he pushed his cock all the way back in. I nearly came.

Brittany slowly pushed her own cock all the way in and started fucking me. Hard. Richard started fucking me too, from the other end. It was too much. I gushed all over Brittany's fake dick.

The two of them continued pounding away. It felt like they were never going to stop. Richard pulled back every few thrusts, making sure that I could breathe. I came two or three more times.

At last Brittany came. She couldn't feel anything directly with her silicone cock, of course, but the base of the cock must have been rubbing against her clit, with the sensation getting stronger as she fucked me harder. Richard came a moment later, spewing another geyser of sticky cum literally right down my throat.

“This girl is fantastic,” Brittany said, once she had caught her breath. “I want to take her home with us.”

“I was thinking the same thing,” Richard said. He had pulled out completely and released my wrists, enabling me to pull myself shakily to a sitting position on the bed.

“Katy, how would you like to stay with us for a while. Say a week? I'll make it worth your while. Ten thousand dollars a day. Interested?”

I didn't have to think about it long. With another seventy thousand dollars I wouldn't need to work again for a long time. It wasn't just the money that appealed to me, I realized. I had just had several of the most intense orgasms of my life with these two. I wanted to experience more of this. To explore this new aspect of myself that these two were uncovering.

“Yes,” I said. “I'd be happy to.”

Richard and Brittany both smiled.
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