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Content Warning

The following story contains explicit sexual content, including detailed descriptions of group sex, oral sex, unprotected vaginal sex, and anal play. It also features themes of blackmail, power dynamics, and the exploration of forbidden desires. The narrative may include language and situations that some readers might find offensive or uncomfortable.

This story is intended for mature audiences only and should not be read by those under the age of 18 or who are easily offended by graphic sexual content. The characters and situations depicted are fictional and are used to explore themes of desire, power, and the complexities of human relationships.

Reader discretion is advised.


Chapter 1: The Diner

The diner was a symphony of clinking silverware and sizzling grills, but for Ms. Jackson, the world was a dull throb of persistent ache. The previous weeks evening replayed in her body’s memory: hours of relentless use at one of the boy’s parents house ‘entertaining’ them. They had claimed all three of her holes, stretching her, filling her, passing her between them until the sun threatened to rise. For a while, every step was a reminder. A deep, tender soreness radiated from her core, her jaw felt tender, and a phantom burn lingered around her puckered asshole for days, a promise they had finally, brutally kept. She moved through her tables with a practiced, weary grace, her pink-striped uniform feeling like a flimsy costume over the used-up reality underneath.

The bell over the door jangled, a sound that usually slipped past her, but today it sent a jolt of ice through her veins. She didn’t need to look up to know. The change in the room’s atmosphere was enough – a sudden dip in volume, a shift in energy. Then she saw them. Three of them. The nasal-voiced one, the gruff one, from the video and another with a cruel, permanent smirk. They swaggered to a corner booth, the one with the cracked vinyl seat, their eyes scanning the diner before locking onto her. The smirks widened in unison.

She took a deep breath, her hand tightening around her coffee pot. *Stay professional, Just customers.* The mantra was flimsy armor against the familiar dread pooling in her stomach. She approached the booth, her heels clicking rhythmically on the linoleum, a counterpoint to the frantic beat of her heart.

"Morning, gentlemen. Can I get you some coffee to start?" Her voice was level, practiced, betraying none of the turmoil.

"Yeah, three coffees," Nasal Voice piped up, his eyes gleaming. "But first... got a little task for you."

He didn't need to elaborate. She knew the look. The silent command. "We want a little show, take 'em off."

Her stomach dropped. The panties. A flimsy, lacy black scrap that was her last line of defence in her short dress. This was where she worked, and seeing the customers and staff noticing what was happening made her feel ill. She nodded quickly, barely perceptible—and turned away, her actions rigid and strained. She walked towards the small counter near the kitchen where the sugar caddies and extra napkins were kept, only visible to their booth. She fumbled with a napkin dispenser, making a show of straightening it. With a glance around to confirm the other patrons were engrossed in their meals and out of sight, she turned away from them, heels together, arched her back with her arse sticking out towards them, bent forward and ran her hands from her knees up to hips bringing the hem of her dress up revealing her ass to them. She hooked her fingers under her panties and slowly pulled them down to her knees and let them drop to her ankles and stepped out of them, picked them up, folding them neatly and placing them in her pocket. She slowly lifted her dress again slightly spread her legs, revealing her bare ass and pussy before straightening up and smoothing her skirt back down and walk back over to them.

"Ready to order?" she asked, her voice betraying nothing.

As she leaned forward to pour their coffee, Nasal Voice’s hand snaked out from under the table. He slowly ran it up her leg and a rough finger traced the slick, sensitive folds of her exposed cunt. She flinched, a full-body tremor that she barely managed to suppress, the coffee pot wobbling dangerously. His finger pushed inside her, and she had to bite lip to stop a gasp. He pumped it, a slow, deliberate invasion.

"Still wet for us, aren't you, slut?" he whispered.

She placed the coffees down with steady hands, her knuckles white. "The menu is on the table. What can I get you?"

"C'mon, Ms J," Gruff Voice challenged, leaning forward, his voice low enough for only them to hear. "Don't be boring. Give us the specials. The *real* specials.

“I’ll come back when you’re ready” Ms Jackson responded as she turned to walk away.

"Just a sec," Gruff Voice said. She froze, her back to them. "Keep up the show. "

The command was a lead weight in her stomach. She didn't answer, just gave a curt, stiff nod. As she took her first step away, she let the order pad slip from her fingers again. It fluttered to the floor. She bent at the waist, the high hem of her dress revealing all, holding the pose a beat longer than necessary, a silent offering. She heard their satisfied chuckles behind her before she straightened and retrieved the pad, her face a mask of detached professionalism as she walked towards the kitchen.

The next twenty minutes were a torturous ballet of public degradation. She moved on autopilot, refilling coffee for a trucker bending more than necessary, clearing plates from a family of four, her every action was a perversely choreographed performance for the booth in the corner. She wiped down an empty table, again exaggerating the bend over its surface, her ass high and pointed directly at them. From the corner of her eye, she saw the tell-tale rhythmic motion of their arms under the table, their faces rapt.

"Everything alright over there, sweetie?... those kids causing you problems again?" Brenda’s voice cut through her haze. Ms. Jackson straightened up, turning to face her colleague. Brenda was watching her with a slight frown. "You're fumbling all over the place. Got a back problem?"

"No, they’re fine…I’m just clumsy today, Brenda," Ms. Jackson mumbled, turning away to grab a pitcher of water.

Brenda shrugged, seemingly accepting the excuse. "Alright. Do you want me to get their order?"

“Oh no, they were just deciding, I’ll get that now” Ms. Jackson headed to the booth.

As she stood to take the order, Gruff Voice’s hand ran up the back of her thigh searching for her pussy. Her thighs trembled, and she gripped the table's edge.

"Good girl," he grunted. He grabbed her wrist, pulling it under the table. He guided her hand to his exposed, rock-hard cock. “Tell us about the *real* menu. The one we really came for. Don't stop talking."

Her fingers wrapped around his thick shaft, the hot skin a familiar smooth texture. She began to stroke him slowly, her movements disguised by the tablecloth. She looked at their hungry faces.


Chapter 2: The Menu

"Well?" Nasal Voice prompted. "What's on offer, Ms J?"

Ms. Jackson’s breath hitched, the turmoil inside her—shame warring with the treacherous coil of pleasure tightening in her belly—threatening to buckle her knees, her thighs trembling as she fought to stand upright. The dragging friction of his fingers against her swollen clit threatened to shatter her stoic mask. She stared past the laminated menus plastered on the diner wall, forcing her voice into a sultry, submissive purr meant only for their ears.

"Well, " she breathed, a tremor running through her as his fingers curled sharply inside her, "for appetizers... you might enjoy our Bound & Stuffed Portobello Caps." She paused, the double entendre hanging thick and obscene. "They’re tied up tight in bacon, overflowing with savory, creamy cheese... " A gasp escaped as his thumb dug viciously into her clit.

Suddenly, Nasal Voice’s hand joined in under her skirt. His fingers joined Gruff’s inside her pussy, probing deep with rough urgency. Gruff’s hands slid down her thighs, squeezing the soft flesh, then sliding up to roughly grab her ass cheeks through the thin uniform fabric. His thumbs dug into the crease where thigh met buttock.

"Ah!" Ms. Jackson cried out, her words stuttering as Nasal Voice’s fingers reached her sensitive walls. She fought to continue. "...J-just like... when you stuffed my p-pussy... full of cock... until I creamed...all over you"…her memory of their last encounter came flooding back. Gruff kneaded her ass roughly, making her hips jerk.

Nasal Voice chuckled, pumping his fingers faster. "Keep going, cumslut."

"Or... perhaps our Spankin' Southern Fried Wings?" Her voice wavered. "They come crispy and golden... dripping with our hottest sauce after a good paddling... l-like my ass was last week…cherry red and stinging… leaving me creaming..." Gruff pinched her ass hard, cutting her off with a sharp gasp. "...F-for your cocks."

Nasal voice let out a low groan, the sound of his frantic stroking audible. "Fuck yeah. Keep going, slut."

She pressed on, her voice fraying at the edges, the professional cadence dissolving under the relentless assault on her body. "For the main course... you could have what you had the first-time round… a Split Roast where the meat is… stuffed at both ends with two poles…and turned on… for several hours… while dripping with juices until it is… well… and truly done.

“Or the Triple-Threat Meatloaf Surprise is very popular." A sharp cry tore from her lips as Nasal Voice’s fingers twisted deeper, searching for that spot that made her vision blur. "...Three cuts... dense... surprise gravy oozing..." Nasal Voice added a third finger, stretching her brutally. She cried out. "...Oozing... like... like when you triple-stuffed my holes...your thick, white surprise dripping out of all three when you finally pulled your cocks out." Gruff’s hands slid back down, pulling her thighs closer. She bit her lip, fighting the instinct to grind back onto their merciless hands and fingers.

"Or... the The Cream Pie Buffet." Her whisper was thick with humiliated need. "...Endless servings... overflowing cream... like my soaking wet p-pussy..." Gruff’s thumbs pressed high on her inner thighs, spreading her stance subtly. It…creams… so much when… it’s beaten and used properly by many loads... makes the perfect, messy topping for your hard cock.” Nasal Voice’s fingers curled, making her gasp. “Comes with a…. complimentary… side of … ball-licking deluxe... a slow, worshipful starter designed for this cumslut to savor every salty inch before you enjoy the main dish."

"F-for dessert..." she panted, trembling violently as the pressure within her reached a critical peak, "... we offer the Dark Chocolate Spank Cake." A whine escaped her lips. "Deep, decadent flavor... served best after a firm hand has thoroughly warmed and reddened its surface... side. Or... the Tied-Up Tiramisu." Her body shuddered uncontrollably, her voice breaking. "Delicate layers of espresso-soaked layers... smothered in rich, white mascarpone cream... served completely restrained... helpless and presented for your pleasure... bound, helpless taking whatever hungry hole you choose you decide to plunge into." She slammed her eyes shut, bracing against the table as his fingers, slick with her own arousal, drove her relentlessly towards oblivion.

"Enough of this food shit," Gruff snarled, his hands roaming back to her ass, spreading her cheeks slightly. "I mean the after-hours slut service."

Ms. Jackson’s remaining facade crumbled completely. Her voice dropped to a raw, submissive rasp, stripped of pretence. "The after-hours menu starts with appetizer: Rope bondage. Tight. Complete helplessness. Hard… bare-handed… spanking… until my skin is on fire… and my pussy is dripping cream, slick and ready for cock. Includes thorough ball-licking... slow, worshipful cock sucking... savoring every drop of pre-come before you use me."

Gruff Voice grunted approval, increasing the brutal pace of her hand on his slick shaft.

"Main Course comes with choice of hole. Option One: Mouth. Unlimited use. Deep throat. No gag reflex guaranteed. Swallows every drop, sucks you completely dry. Option Two: Pussy. Always wet. Takes any size, a good pounding. Creams heavily when properly abused. It’s thirsty for your loads. Option Three: There's my ass. It's new on the menu, but it's open for business now. For those who like it very tight. Requires a firm hand to warm-up first – fingers, spit, but after a couple of loads, it takes it deep as you like and takes your hardest fucks." She gasped as his fingers found that precise spot inside her, stars exploding behind her eyelids.

"And the All-You-Can-Eat-Buffet..." she panted, sweat beading on her brow, "... A Group Session Special. All three holes stuffed at the same time. No waiting. Perfect for large groups. And... much cheaper: The more friends you bring the slicker the holes get, the cheaper the orgasms ... You can sample every hole or come back for seconds or thirds for you greedy boys."

That was it. Gruff Voice groaned, his body tensing. His cock pulsed violently in her grip, and hot, thick semen spurted over her fingers, coating them in his sticky release. He shuddered, then slumped back against the vinyl seat with a satisfied sigh “Show us what a cum slut you are”.

Without a word, Ms. Jackson pulled her hand from under the table. She brought her cum-covered fingers to her lips, her eyes meeting his triumphant gaze. She slowly, deliberately, licked every drop of his seed from her skin, her tongue swirling around each digit until they were clean.

The taste, the utter degradation, Nasal Voice’s relentless fingers – it detonated her.

A choked scream ripped silently from her throat. Her inner muscles clenched violently around Nasal Voice’s invading fingers. A scalding gush of juices flooded down her thighs, splattering audibly onto the linoleum. She convulsed violently against the table, trembling head to toe but held upright by Gruff’s hands still gripping her hips. Waves of humiliating ecstasy crashed over her.

"Fuck," Smirk-boy breathed, staring at the subtle quaking of her body.

Gruff chuckled darkly, finally releasing her hips. Nasal Voice withdrew his glistening fingers, wiping them on her apron. "Born for this." Gruff reached for the menu. "Three All-American Burgers. Extra everything. One large glass of special white sauce. On the side. For sharing." His meaning – a demand for her to swallow their collective load – was unmistakable.

She nodded, dazed, trembling, and utterly defeated. Her body still pulsed with aftershocks as she stumbled away to place their order, the smell of her own arousal clinging to her. The taste of the boy fresh on her tongue, leaving them to their burgers and their victory. For a few precious minutes, she was able to lose herself in the mundane rhythm of the diner—refilling a coffee mug here, clearing a plate there. The flavor in her mouth began to fade, replaced by the stale smell of brewing coffee and sizzling grease. Briefly, she was almost able to pretend she was just a waitress again.


Chapter 3: The Dessert

She avoided Brenda’s questioning glance near the coffee station, focusing solely on the sizzle of the grill – a pitiful attempt at normalcy while her damp thighs chafed against each other. The boys’ low laughter followed her, punctuated by the rhythmic motion under the table.

But they weren't done.

"Oi! Ms J!" Nasal Voice's voice cut through the diner's hum, sharp and insistent. She froze, her back to them.

She took a slow breath, bracing herself, before turning back to the booth. Smirk-boy leered at her, stroking his chin.

"Right," Nasal Voice continued, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial, crude whisper. "I want that mouth you're so proud of. The endless loads one. And (looking at Smirky)... he wants a taste of that creamy pussy you were advertising."

Ms. Jackson’s heart hammered against her ribs. The public space, the other patrons, Brenda just a few feet away behind the counter—it was unthinkable. But refusal was not an option. Her mind raced, calculating the risk. The staff toilet. A single, locked cubicle at the end of a short hallway. It was the only way.

"Staff toilet," she said, her voice flat and low, barely moving her lips. "One at a time. I'll go first. You," she nodded at Nasal Voice, "wait two minutes. Then you," she looked at Smirk-boy, "wait two minutes after he comes out. Not a sound."

Without waiting for a reply, she turned and walked towards the hallway, her legs feeling like lead. She slipped into the small, tiled restroom and locked the door behind her. The hum of the overhead fan was loud, a welcome cover. She leaned against the door, her eyes closed, listening. Two minutes felt like an eternity.

A sharp, triple-knock rattled the door. She unlatched it, and Nasal Voice pushed his way in, crowding the small space. She sat on the toilet facing him. He didn't waste a second. He unbuckled his jeans, his cock already hard and jutting out. He grabbed her by the shoulders, "Open up," he grunted, shoving his cock into her mouth. He held her head in a vicelike grip, fucking her face with brutal, shallow thrusts. "That's it... take it... fucking whore." He was using her mouth purely for his own release, a quick, selfish act. She choked slightly, her eyes watering, but she held still, letting him use her throat until he grunted and spilled his bitter load into her mouth. She swallowed automatically. He pulled out, tucked himself away, and without a backward glance, unlocked the door and left.

She stayed seated for a moment, then she stood, her legs unsteady, and looked at her reflection in the small, spotted mirror. Her face was pale, her lips swollen. She splashed cold water on her face, straightened her apron, and tried to become the composed waitress again.

Another knock. This one was softer, more confident. Smirk-boy. She opened the door. He entered, a cruel smirk playing on his lips. He didn't say a word. He just spun her around, pushing her face-first against the toilet. He hiked her dress up around her waist, exposing her bare ass. She heard the sound of his zipper, and then he was inside her, one swift, hard thrust that made her gasp. There was nothing gentle about it. He fucked her hard and fast, his hips slapping against her ass, his grunts contained in the small room. One of his hands snaked around to grope her breast, twisting her nipple painfully through the uniform. He was claiming her, marking his territory. With a final, guttural groan, he came, his heat flooding her insides. He pulled out, gave her ass a sharp, stinging slap, and zipped up.

"Best fucking dessert I've ever had," he breathed into her ear, then he was gone.

Ms. Jackson locked the door again, her body trembling. She used wads of toilet paper to clean the semen trickling down her thigh, her movements mechanical, detached. She took another look in the mirror, at the woman who had just been used in a toilet cubicle while her place of work bustled just beyond the door. She took a deep, shuddering breath, unlocked the door, and walked back out onto the diner floor.

Unlocking the door, she stepped into the short hallway. The diner’s noise rushed back – the clatter of plates, Brenda calling an order. She smoothed her dress, adjusted her apron, and forced her face into a neutral mask. Walking back onto the floor felt like stepping onto a stage after a brutal performance. Her body ached with an unwanted emptiness yawned inside her despite the lingering fullness.

The corner booth was empty. Only greasy plates and crumpled napkins remained. As she cleared the wreckage, a stained napkin fluttered to the floor. She picked it up. Scrawled in messy block letters it read: THANKS FOR THE MEAL SLUT. THE BOYS ARE ON FOR THE ALL YOU CAN EAT BUFFET.

The words blurred. The ache deepened. She crumpled the note, shoving it deep into her apron pocket alongside the damp scrap of her panties. The diner buzzed around her, oblivious to the wreckage they’d left behind. How long could she keep serving coffee and smiles while holding the blueprint to her next annihilation? The silence inside her screamed louder than the kitchen bell.


Chapter 4: The Discount Buffet

The diner’s closing bell chimed at 7:00 PM. Brenda shrugged on her coat, eyeing Ms. Jackson. "Sure you don’t want help closing, hon? Place is spotless already."

Ms. Jackson forced calm into her voice. "Just finishing inventory. Go enjoy your night, Brenda."

The heavy click of the deadbolt behind Brenda reverberated through the suddenly cavernous diner. Ms. Jackson leaned against the counter, the silence amplifying the frantic thud of her heart. The text was a lead weight in her apron pocket:

> **Unknown Number:**

> All-You-Can-Eat-Buffet is on tonight. Group discount after hours menu look good. Be ready.

*Group.* The terrifying ambiguity made her knees weak. How many hungry mouths would her body have to feed? The illicit thrill that shot through her core, pooling hot between her thighs, disgusted her almost as much as the fear. *Why does the thought make me wet?* She squeezed her legs together, feeling the dampness seep through her plain cotton panties.

Seeking armor, she fled to the bathroom. Under the unforgiving fluorescent glare, her reflection was pale, wide-eyed. With painstaking care, her hands trembling less with each stroke, she transformed her face. Foundation smoothed her complexion, dark liner sharpened her gaze, blush painted high on her cheekbones. Finally, the bold slash of thick, crimson lipstick – a defiant mask. Rummaging desperately in her bag, she found forgotten sheer black stockings. *Perfect.* On went the delicate stockings, rolled meticulously up her legs, secured with the snaps of her a couple of garters. The whisper-soft nylon felt like both armor and invitation.

She paced the tiny bathroom, each minute stretching into an eternity. Her carefully applied makeup felt like a brittle shell over raw nerves. Finally, a tentative knock echoed at the service entrance. Her breath hitched.

Unlocking the door revealed only Smirk-boy and a lanky companion she knew only by his callous hands. They slipped inside, the scent of cold pavement and cheap deodorant clinging to them. "Open for the all you can eat buffet, eh? Ms. J," Smirk-boy announced, his eyes raking over her enhanced figure, lingering on the smooth stocking legs "Dressed to impress, eh?"

"Take off the dress, slut" the lanky one commanded.

Relief flickered – *only two*. She thought she can handle two easily as she complied, stripping off the pink uniform dress and apron, standing before them in stockings, garters, heels, and the simple white panties.

Smirk-boy’s smirk twisted into a scowl. "Panties? The boys at lunch said you went bare, Did you put them back on? That's fucking disrespect."

Lanky-boy shoved her towards their booth. "Disobedient bitch. Bend over that table. Pull 'em down. Now."

Tears threatened, but she obeyed. Kneeling on the cold vinyl booth seat, she leaned forward, gripping the far edge. She hooked her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and dragged them down to her thighs, exposing her full cheeks and the glistening proof of her conflicted arousal beneath.

"Still not good enough," Lanky-boy spat. "Gotta learn." His palm cracked down hard on her right cheek. *SMACK!* The sharp sting bloomed instantly. Smirk-boy matched it on her left. *SMACK!* "Rules are rules!"

They took turns, raining stinging slaps on her exposed flesh. Smirk-boy landed precise, stinging blows high on her cheeks. Lanky-boy delivered heavier, jarring slaps that made her jerk and her wetness slick her inner thighs further. The rhythmic *smack… smack… smack…* was the only sound in the diner, apart from their harsh breathing. Her skin rapidly flushed from tan to an angry, glowing crimson.

"Apologize!" Lanky-boy roared after a blow that made her gasp.

"I-I’m sorry!" she choked out.

"Louder! *Why* are you sorry?" Smirk-yelled, landing another.

"I’m sorry for putting my panties back on!"

"And what *do* we get for our group discount?" Lanky-boy demanded.

Her shame crested, hot and suffocating. "I-I get…" She swallowed, the words thick. "I get used… Anywhere you want!"

*SMACK!* "Fucking right," Smirk-boy growled.

Their "lesson" stopped abruptly. "We’ll start with a spit roast," Smirk-boy announced, unzipping. He shoved her legs wider and plunged into her wetness from behind. Lanky-boy grabbed her hair, forcing her head back and shoving his cock deep into her throat. They used her roughly, efficiently – Smirk-boy pounding her pussy, Lanky-boy fucking her mouth, groaning as they emptied themselves inside her minutes later. They slumped into the booth opposite, watching her tremble, cum already leaking onto her stockings.

The rhythm of the night was established. Smirk-boy was barely soft before crawling back over her, this time demanding her mouth while Lanky-boy took her ass, complaining about the tightness even as he grunted and filled her. She became a slick, compliant doll passed between them. She was still bent over the table, slowly licking the length of the cock in front of her. Her ass and pussy was now leaking cum when, she heard new voices enter the diner.

Three unfamiliar faces – acne-scarred – slipped inside, eyes wide and hungry. They glanced at the first boy, then zeroed in on her crumpled form on the table. Her heart jumped and pulse quickened as she realised many more would come.

They took seats in the adjacent booth watching her finish off the boys. "You’ve got three here waiting for starters!" one snickered, nodding towards the large central table with the long tablecloth.

Numbly, Ms. Jackson, already cum drunk, crawled under the heavy table. The space was dark, smelled of old gum and dust. One by one, they unzipped, and fed her their eager, cocks.

“Don’t forget the ball-licking” her own works replayed to her. It’s their appetizer she was reminded, with the promise of her slow worshipful cock sucking service... sucking on their balls noisily then expertly swallowing them whole. The sight of her glazed over eyes, obediently sucking his cock was too much for the first, coming within a couple minutes.

She briefly choked, gagged on the big loads, but sucked mechanically, swallowing load after salty load, her lipstick smearing across their shafts. Their grunts echoed under the table as she heard the scrape of chairs, low voices – more boys arriving. Through the gap in the tablecloth, she saw heavy boots shift near the jukebox. They were watching, waiting their turn.

Fat Jonesy arrived next, his bulk making the booth groan as he sat. He didn't speak, just unzipped himself and pulled out his fat cock imperiously between his spread legs. She crawled along from under the table, her knees aching, and knelt before him, taking his thick cock into her mouth feeling his belly resting on her forehead as she deep throated him. As she bobbed, desperately trying to ignore the ache in her jaw, she felt hands on her hips from behind. Someone was pulling her panties completely off, then spreading her cheeks. There was no warning, just the brutal push of a cock into her ass, still slick from Lanky-boy’s earlier use. She gasped around Jonesy’s girth. More hands.

The next hours dissolved into a blur of flesh and pressure and overwhelming sensation. She was passed, pulled, positioned. Always two, sometimes three. Bent over the counter while one took her pussy and another her mouth. On her knees in a booth servicing a cock while another mounted her from behind, taking her ass. Straddling a boy as he fucked up into her while another knelt behind her, forcing his cock into her tight ass. Her mouth was never empty, fulling her promise of “Unlimited use. Deep throat. No gag reflex guaranteed. Swallows every drop, sucks you completely dry”. Her pussy and ass were constantly stretched and filled. She lost track of faces, voices blurred into one demanding drone.

She came constantly. Sharp, involuntary explosions of sensation triggered by the relentless friction, the degrading positions, the sheer volume of cock stuffing her. Each climax was a wave of shame that only seemed to make her wetter, more desperate for the next invasion. Her stockings tore. Her lipstick was a ruined crimson smear across her chin, cheeks, and countless lengths of flesh. Her muscles screamed, but her body craved more, reaching out blindly for the next hardness, the next thrust.

The heavy chrome-legged bar stool was dragged away from the counter, its vinyl seat now an isolated platform in the dim pink light. Hands shoved Ms. Jackson forward, bending her torso sharply over its cracked surface. Her stomach pressed against the cool vinyl, her hands scrabbled for grip on the stool's legs. Her hands were tied to the base, her legs were spread wide, Heels planted firmly on the linoleum, leaving her upturned ass perfectly presented – glistening, swollen, and vulnerable.

"Fuckin' perfect," a voice grunted. A boy stepped behind her. Sharp spanks rained down on her burning red cheeks, as she helplessly wriggled and endured. There was just a blunt pressure and then the rough thrust of his cock into her waiting pussy. She gasped, the stool rocking slightly under the force of his thrusts. His hips slammed against her crimson cheeks, reigniting the sting. He finished inside her with a harsh groan, pulling out wetly.

He walked around the stool, stopping directly in front of her bowed head. His softening, slick cock, dripping with his own release and her fluids, hovered inches from her lips. "Clean it," he ordered flatly.

Her neck strained as she lifted her head slightly. She opened her mouth, taking him in. Her tongue flicked out, licking tentatively at first, then swirling around the shaft with practiced, degrading efficiency, lapping up the salty-bitter mess. She tasted him, tasted herself. His hands weren't idle, one pulling up her head by her hair the other roughly squeezed her dangling breasts, pinching her nipples cruelly until she cried out around his cock.

She felt new hands on her hips from behind. Another boy had silently taken the vacated position. There was no pause, no adjustment. The blunt pressure returned, this time against her tight, asshole. She whimpered around the cock in her mouth as the second boy forced himself inside her with a grunt, stretching her. The simultaneous sensations were overwhelming. The boy behind her gripped her hips, setting a punishing rhythm.

As soon as the boy behind her finished – grunting, emptying himself deep inside her ass – he pulled out and walked around to take his turn at her mouth. Simultaneously, another lined himself up with her freshly vacated, dripping ass. He slammed home without ceremony.

Her world became a dizzying carousel of penetration followed by oral servitude. Faces blurred above her – young, hungry, indifferent. Mixed juices slid into her mouth from limp slimy cocks, fresh from her pounding her pussy or ass.

"Spank the disrespect off her," Gruff Voice ordered from somewhere. Hard slaps landed on her stinging, reddened ass cheeks, jarring her body on the cocks impaling her front and back. "Tell us how much you love it!" Gruff Voice snarled, grabbing a fistful of her hair, yanking her head back from the cock in her mouth.

"I... I love it!" she sobbed, the words ripped from her, the pain and fullness and relentless stimulation a horrifying ecstasy.

The fucking intensified. She was just a nexus of sensation, screaming silently around the cock filling her mouth as orgasms crashed through her without pause.

Finally, after what felt like an eternity of being used in every conceivable configuration, a signal passed among the boys. She collapsed onto the sticky, grimy linoleum floor, trembling violently, her body a ruined landscape of sweat, drying fluids, and blooming bruises. Her vision swam.

Rough hands pulled her up onto her knees. A semicircle of boys surrounded her, most hard again or rapidly getting there. Grinning, leering faces swam in her bleary vision.

"Last call, discount slut," someone laughed.

One by one, they stepped forward. Thick, hot ropes of semen spattered across her cheeks, her forehead, her chin, into her matted hair. She flinched with each impact, the warm, sticky fluid mixing with her sweat and tears and smeared lipstick then pushed into her mouth to suck the last drops. Some aimed for her open mouth or forced her lips apart. She swallowed automatically, too exhausted to resist, too broken to care. The air filled with the grunts of release and crude commentary.

"Greedy girl"

"Worth every penny."

When the last shuddering pulse painted a final streak across her nose, they stepped back. The collective weight of their gazes pressed down on her. She heard the snap a camera phone. Ms. Jackson simply knelt, trembling uncontrollably, covered in their seed, her body a hollowed-out shell, staring sightlessly at the pink-tinted vinyl floor, wondering dimly if the group buffet was ever truly closed.
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