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Open House

Natalie Smith was having a bad day.

It had started off when the 35-year-old real estate investor had turned up to her latest project – a beautiful McMansion located a few miles outside of town – only to find her entire construction crew slouching about, drinking beer.

“What the fuck is going on?” Natalie screamed, as she threw open the door to her Porsche Carrera and clip-clopped across the driveway in her high heels. “I don’t pay you guys to sit around and scratch your balls.”

But it looked like the ten-man renovation crew was doing exactly that. The guys were sitting out on the tailgate of their trucks, drinking Coronas and smoking cigarettes.

“Jesus Christ!” Natalie screamed, putting her hands on her ample hips. “I heard you goddamn wetbacks were lazy, but this is ridiculous!”

Miguel, the foreman of the construction crew, picked himself up from where he was lying on the grass, and sauntered over to the screaming businesswoman.

Dark eyes narrow, he gave her a hungry look up and down before he spoke; drinking in her slightly-too-tight Donna Karen skirt and jacket, and the slightly-too-high heels she was balancing the whole ensemble on. With her honey-blond hair and aggressive makeup, she looked firm and appetizing; as delicious as an overripe peach.

Although her bitchy attitude diminished that significantly.

“Yo!” Natalie was barking, as she saw Miguel approach. “What’s the hold-up, Juan? Why aren’t you guys working? I have an open house on Saturday.”

Miguel threw his half-smoked cigarette onto the driveway and stubbed it out with the heel of his shoe.

“Hey, Ms. Smith,” he shrugged. “We turned up at 7am like you asked, but – like – the house was locked.”

Natalie pulled off her Kate Spade sunglasses and narrowed her kohl-rimmed eyes.

“Locked? Locked?” Her glossy lips tightened. “What do you mean locked?”

“You said the keys would be in the back door,” he shrugged. “They weren’t there.” The Mexican foreman held up his hands. “If the house isn’t open, Ma’am, we can’t fix nothing.”

This did not seem to placate Natalie.

“And you’re telling me this now? It’s nearly eleven o’clock. Are you telling me that you and your wetback friends have been sitting on your asses for the four hours because you couldn’t open the back door?”

Miguel cocked his head on one side.

“Like, yeah.”

“And you’ve been on the clock this whole time?” Natalie’s face was turning red. “Jesus Christ!” She turned the knocked a beer can off the tailgate of the nearest truck. It went clattering down the driveway, sending a spray of foam across the asphalt. “You assholes are useless.”

Stomping past Miguel, Natalie walked around to the back door of the beautiful house. She climbed up the three steps and peered in through the window.

“There!” She called, assuming Miguel was still listening. “The fucking keys are right there! On the window sill.” She rattled the back door. It was locked.

So that explained why the work crew hadn’t opened up and started the project. The realtor had left the keys exactly where she said she would; but let the door latch snap shut on the way out.

“Stupid bitch,” Natalie rolled her eyes. “She’s next on the shit list.”

But first thing was first.

Storming back round to the front of the house, Natalie put her hands on her hips and roared at the assembled crew of carpenters and floorers.

“Yo!”

Disinterestedly, the all looked up at her. Some of them even put down their beers.

“I don’t know which door you wetbacks crossed the Rio Grande on,” she spat, “or whose fake green card it is you’re using. Nobody sits on their ass while they’re working on my dime.”

She spat on the floor.

“You’re all fired!”

Some of the construction workers started mumbling angrily. They exchanged glances; asking each other questions in Spanish. Then they turned to Miguel.

“Hey, hey,” the foreman remained calm, holding up his palms and addressing Natalie. “We have a contract, lady. And, besides, you still owe us twenty grand from that last rebuild down in the valley.”

Natalie rolled her eyes.

“You’re fired,” she repeated. “All of you! Now get the fuck off my property, before I call the police.” And then her pretty eyes narrowed. “Or, looking at half of you, maybe I’d be better off calling the immigration department.”

There were some angry grumblings from the assembled crowd of carpenters and builders, but once again Miguel managed to keep them calm.

“Lady, you owe us,” he told her. “You can fire us from this project if you like, but we ain’t leaving until you’ve paid us for that last job, at least – and the four hours we spent waiting for your ass to show up this morning.”

Natalie scowled.

“Get yourself a lawyer,” she hissed, and then span on her heel and started walking back around to the rear of the house. “If you want your money, you can take it out of my ass.”

And as far as she was concerned, that was the end of the conversation. The last thing she expected Miguel and his crew to see of her was her ass – round and firm and undulating away in a slightly-too-tight pencil skirt.

But, as it happened, that wasn’t quite how things worked out.

***

“Shit,” Natalie scowled, as she climbed up the steps to the rear of the house a second time and tried the handle again.

Locked.

And the only keys were sitting on the window sill; not five inches away from her fingers – separated from her by just two sheets of double-glazed glass.

“Shit,” she repeated.

She needed to keys for a multitude of reasons – not least of which was the need to hire a new crew and get them inside to tear up the carpets and reframe the bathroom before Saturday’s Open House.

Right now, she presumed Miguel and his crew were slinking away in their piece-of-shit Ford trucks, and it would be quite the scramble trying to find a crew to replace them this late in the project.

So what could she do?

Then she looked down at the door and had an idea.

The previous owners of the luxurious house had owned a gorgeous German Shepherd; and installed an over-sized doggy door in the back so the pooch could come and go into the large yard as and when he pleased.

Natalie actually hated the doggy door. Replacing the back door had been one of the first things on her to-do list for the home renovation. But in this instance? Perhaps it was going to save her ass.

With a quick look over her shoulder, to confirm that Miguel and his lazy buddies weren’t loitering in the back yard, Natalie got down on her knees and tried the doggy door.

It swung too and fro easily. While the realtor had been overly diligent about locking the back door, the silly bitch had clearly forgotten to lock the doggy door.

Which, in this instance, suited Natalie just fine.

She gave the width of the door a quick appraisal. Could she fit through it?

Sure, she could. She didn’t do Pilates three times a week for nothing.

Slipping off her jacket, Natalie got back onto her hands and knees and crawled up to the doggy door. This wasn’t going to be dignified – but five minutes on her knees and hopefully all her problems would be behind her.

(A philosophy that had, in other circumstances, got her out of speeding tickets and an academic probation while at college.)

With one last glance over her shoulder, she pushed the door. It swung inward.

She poked her head through.

So far, so good. She suddenly found herself staring into the empty kitchen.

Turning her head, she looked up – to see if she could reach the keys, sitting on the window sill.

If she could just get her arm through…

Struggling, Natalie reversed out of the doggy door, and slipped both her hands through it first. Then she aimed her head inside and struggled to get through.

Her shoulders jammed against the edge of the doggy door.

“Nnnnnnghh!” Natalie stretched her arm up, inside the door. “Nnnnngh!”

The window sill – and the keys – were frustratingly just out of reach.

Biting her bottom lip, Natalie stretched. She still couldn’t reach.

If only she could get her shoulders through the door. That would give her just enough extra reach.

She hunched her shoulders together to create a narrower profile, and wriggled against the doorframe. Slowly – painfully – her shoulders slipped into place. A moment later, with a ‘pop’, they slipped through the doggy door and Natalie lurched inside a full six inches.

“Yes!” With the door frame tightly around her ribcage, Natalie found herself half-in and half-out of the doggy door; and that meant she could swivel painfully around, stretch up and…

Yes! She grabbed the keys!

Triumphantly, Natalie tried to reverse out of the doggy door the same way she’d come. Her shoulders met resistance at the doorframe; and she found she couldn’t pull herself out.

Not to worry, the attractive real estate developer figured. She’d gotten in. It was only logical that she’d be able to pull herself out again. Right?

She struggled to pull herself out. The doorframe blocked her shoulders. After three or four painful attempts, Natalie accepted surrender.

It wasn’t that she was too wide – after all, she had fit through the door originally. It was just she had the traction to push herself through; but there was nothing she could push herself to reverse the process.

She struggled again – until she was sweating, and her shoulders were aching. For the first time, a spurt of panic hit her. Was she… stuck?

Then she laughed. Of course not. She got in there, right? Surely if she couldn’t pull herself out, she could just push herself fully through the doggy door and then turn around and unlock the door to let herself out.

Feeling slightly more relieved, Natalie dug her toes into the porch and pushed.

Unfortunately, she’d underestimated her hip measurements.

While the doggy door had just barely let her slip her shoulders through, there was at least an inch on either side of her womanly hips that was wider. That meant she wasn’t going to be able to slide through the door forwards.

With a barely-stifled sob, Natalie tried to back out of the door again. She ignored the pain in her shoulders as she tried to slip back out; but after five minutes of struggling, wriggling and writhing, it became apparent she really was stuck.

Natalie slumped, defeated.

She was panting and out of breath. Sweat was pouring down her face. And she was still stuck head-first in the doggy door of this luxurious house.

Tears swelled in her eyes as she thought about the humiliation of this current predicament. If anybody came walking into the back yard, all they’d see would be her round ass, sticking out of the doggy door.

But the only thing more terrifying than the thought of being found in that predicament was not being found in that predicament.

What if nobody came?

And the more she thought about it, the more she realized nobody was scheduled to come that day. Or the day after. Most of this week was focused on the work crew stripping and reframing the house; and she’d just sent those itinerant wetbacks off with their tails between their legs.

Holy shit, Natalie thought to herself. She might be stuck out here for days.

Then a more rational instinct took over.

She wasn’t out in the middle of the woods. This was suburban California. The house might be big ad imposing, but the nearest neighbors weren’t that far away. If she could just attract their attention…

Ignoring her humiliation, Natalie swiveled her head around and cried out: “Help!”

Her voice was muffled by the door. This would have been so much easier, she realized, if it had been her head stuck out of the doggy door, not her ass.

But nevertheless, this was the best plan she had.

“Help!” Natalie cried again. “Help! Is anybody there? I’m stuck!”

After a few minutes of yelling, panic set in. She started screaming, instead.

“Help! Please, God, help me! I’m stuck! Help!”

Soon tears were rolling down her cheeks, and snot was pouring from her nose, and she was wailing in pure panic. “Heeeeelp!”

And then she heard a creak on the stairs.

She stopped mid-scream, and listened to the wood groaning as somebody stepped up behind her.

Confirming it, a shadow blocked the window of the door she was stuck half-way in and out of.

“Hello?” Natalie struggled to turn around, but she couldn’t. “Hello? Is somebody there?” She sobbed openly. “Oh, thank God. You’ve got to get me out of here!”

And then that sob of gratitude got trapped in her throat.

“Ms. Smith?”

The voice was muffled through the door, but unmistakable. A Spanish accent, deepened by years of smoking cigarettes.

“Ms. Smith?” The voice repeated. “Is that you?”

It was Miguel.

A chill went through every inch of Natalie’s trapped body. Of all the people she could have had discover her in this predicament, the last person she’d wanted it to be was the itinerant foreman she’d just reamed out and fired.

“Ms. Smith?” Miguel was asking again. “Is that you?”

Natalie wanted to remain silent – to let the dirty construction worker walk off and leave her. But she realized that was hardly practical. Help had arrived; even if it wasn’t the help she wanted.

“Yes,” Natalie called through the door. “I’m stuck.”

There was a laugh that Natalie could barely hear through the door.

“I’ll say,” Miguel was joking. “What the heck happened, Ms. Smith?”

“I was just trying to get the keys,” Natalie snarled. “I thought I could reach them through this doggy door.” She rolled her eyes. “That’s hardly important, anyway. Are you going to help me, or what?”

There was a pause.

“Well, me and the boys… We were just about to leave. Then I figured I’d walk back around one last time and try to talk some sense into you.”

Natalie narrowed her eyes – although obviously Miguel wouldn’t be able to appreciate the scowl.

“If you want to talk,” she growled, “get me out of here.” Not that it would make much difference, she figured.

The stairs creaked again, and suddenly Natalie felt something brush against her backside – sticking out of the doggy door. She couldn’t be sure, but she figured Miguel must be standing on the top step, directly behind her.

“Tell you what, Ms. Smith,” Miguel said cheerfully – his voice much clearly now he was standing directly behind her. “How about we talk now, and we’ll consider getting you out afterward.”

Natalie felt chills.

“I’m hardly in a position to negotiate like this,” she spat back.

“No,” Miguel purred. “No, you’re not.”

And then, to Natalie’s horror, she suddenly felt his hand on the small of her back – through her clothes.

“Get me out of here,” Natalie repeated. “And get your hands off of me.”

Miguel laughed, and the hand on her back slid up and down, rubbing her back affectionately.

“I can get my hands off you,” Miguel laughed, “or I can get you out of there.” He paused. “I can’t do both.”

Natalie’s cheeks burned red. She realized he was right.

“Well, I’m not going to discuss business with you like this,” she hissed.

“Why not?” Miguel stroked her back. “I figure you do most of your talking out your ass anyway.”

“How dare you!” Natalie’s cheeks burned red.

“Well, listen, Chica,” Miguel said soothingly. “Why don’t we quickly discuss your business obligations; and when we’ve reached a mutually-beneficial agreement, I’ll work on getting you out of here.”

He rattled the door. “It’s lucky you wanted to replace this thing. We may have to cut you out of it.”

Natalie squeezed shut her eyes. She couldn’t believe this was happening to her.

“O-okay,” she stammered. “Fine. What did you want to say?”

Miguel started stroking her back again. This time, it was making Natalie uncomfortable, rather than just angry.

“So, Chica,” he continued. “Me and the boys are still here. I know you told us to get outta here, but I had a feeling we’d be able to change your mind.”

His hand slipped lower down Natalie’s back, until it was resting on the very top of her skirt-clad backside.

“So how about it? You hire us back to finish the job, and we get you right out of there?”

Natalie grumbled.

She hated this.  She hated the thought of acquiescing to this dirtbag – but circumstances were making her realize she had very little choice.

It wasn’t just the fact that she was stuck. I mean, surely Miguel would have had to let her out anyway. It was the fact that even when she did get out, and got the sleazy foreman on his way, she’d have to bust her ass finding a replacement crew.

Perhaps it was better just to swallow her pride and let him take back the job.

“O-okay,” she nodded (again, not that he’d be able to see it.) “Okay, you guys can do the job.” She tried to force herself to laugh. “I mean, you’re already here, after all.”

There was a moment’s silence; one that made Natalie even more uncomfortable than the hot and heavy weight of Miguel’s hand on her ass.

“Deal,” Miguel eventually agreed.

Natalie breathed a sigh of relief.

Then he had to go and spoil it all.

“But…”

Natalie froze when she heard that hated word.

“But,” Miguel repeated. “I have a couple of conditions.”

Natalie said nothing.

“First off, you write me a check for the twenty grand you owe us. Today.”

Natalie nodded. And when she realized Miguel wouldn’t be able to see that, she confirmed with a sharp: “Okay.”

But he didn’t stop there.

“Next,” Miguel continued.

“Next?” Natalie cried out. “What the fuck do you mean ‘next’?”

“Next,” Miguel explained, “we need to renegotiate the terms of this job.”

Natalie said nothing.

“We can start,” the smooth-talking contractor continued, “by adding another 30% to the material costs. I’m barely breaking even on those as it is.”

His big hand started to rub up and down Natalie’s back.

“And then you can double the labor costs.”

That was enough to snap her out of her fugue.

“What?”

“You heard me, Chica,” Miguel purred.

“Double your costs?” Natalie was already doing the math inside her head. “Do you know what that would do to my profit margin?”

She couldn’t see it, but she knew Miguel had just shrugged his shoulders.

“Ain’t my problem.”

“No,” Natalie hissed. “No!” She wriggled and writhed and tried to pull herself free. “You just crossed the line, buddy.” Her shoulders screamed as tried to pull them free. “Get me the fuck out of here, and then you can go and fuck yourself!” 

Miguel laughed.

“Aww, honey,” he purred, rubbing her ass. “Sure you don’t want to reconsider?”

“Get your filthy hands off me,” Natalie wiggled her butt from side to side, trying to dislodge his hand. “I said stop touching me, you dirty Mexican!”

Miguel pulled his hand away.

“About time,” Natalie spat.

But there was no apology. Instead – Miguel coldly corrected her: “Actually, I’m from El Salvador.”

And then he swung his palm down hard on Natalie’s ass – giving her a sharp, painful spank that echoed across the garden.

“Aiiiiie!”

The impact would have been enough to launch her straight through the doggy door she was trapped in, if it wasn’t for the width of her hips.

“How dare you!” She screamed. “Get me out of here, you fucking wetback! So I can kick your ass!”

Miguel howled with laughter; and this did not please Natalie.

“What the fuck are you laughing about?” She screamed. “When I get out of here, I’m calling the cops! Immigration! I’m suing your ass!” She struggled to get free, to no avail. “I’m going to make sure they send you back to Mexico on that fucking door you floated in on!”

Slap! Miguel’s palm impacted with Natalie’s ass a second time. Harder.

“I told you, you fucking bitch,” he snapped. “I’m from El Salvador.”

“Like I give a fuck!” Natalie kicked her legs out, trying to strike him with the heel of her stilettos. “El Salvador? Mexico? Who gives a crap?” She kicked her legs again. “You’re just a fucking greaseball, and if you think you’re getting a fucking penny out of me, you’ve got another think coming.”

When he heard that, Miguel started laughing again.

“Aww, Chica,” his big hand rubbed her ass menacingly. “You are a rich, sexy woman – but you sure ain’t smart.” And then his hand slid down, until it touched the bare skin of her thighs. “I’m gonna get my money’s worth one way or another.”

He asked her one last time: “Do we have a deal, or not?”

“Go fuck yourself.”

And then Miguel started laughing again.

But this time, it was a deep and menacing laugh. The laugh of a guy who was going to do something truly despicable.

“Hey, boys!”

His voice echoed through the garden. Natalie could hear it clearly, even through the wood of the door she was stuck inside.

“Hey, boys! Ven aca!” Miguel was repeating. And then Natalie heard some muffled cat calls and voices as Miguel’s work crew came around to the back of the house.

Her cheeks burned.

Those dirty Mexican scumbags would be discovering her ass, sticking out of the doggy door – like a moose head mounted on the wall. It was humiliating.

“Hey, boys,” Miguel called out to what she only assumed was a semi-circled group of itinerant workers. “Remember what Ms. Smith here told us earlier?”

Natalie whimpered as she heard some grunting and comments she couldn’t quite understand through the door.

This was killing her. How many people were out there? And were they all staring at her ass? Sticking out of the doggy door.

Miguel continued:

“Earlier today, this stuck up bitch told us if we wanted our money, we’d have to take it out of her ass.” And the Miguel slapped Natalie’s backside again with the palm of his hand. Smack!

“Aiiiie!” Natalie screamed.

Miguel rubbed her stinging cheeks lovingly.

“Well, conveniently for us,” the foreman purred, in a menacingly deep voice, “her ass is right here waiting for us.”

On the other side of the door, Natalie’s eyes widened.

Had she just heard what she thought she’d heard?

There was a loud cheer from the assembled crowd – the crowd Natalie couldn’t even see.

Oh, shit, she thought. What was happening?

And then she felt it.

Miguel’s hand had slid down her backside, and along her thigh, until his fingers reached the hem of her skirt. And then he started to lift it up.

Natalie felt the cool air on her bare thighs as he exposed inch after inch of leg.

“No!” She screamed. “Stop! Stop that!”

But he didn’t.

Miguel kept pulling her skirt higher until Natalie felt the cool air on her backside; and realized he’d pulled it up over her hips and bared her thong panties to everybody.

There was a loud cheer from behind her, muffled through the door.

Her cheeks burned. Tears sprang to her eyes.

Ten dirty construction workers were staring at her, stuck there in her panties!

“Wooo!” Miguel whooped, and slapped her ass. “Check it out! I never would have figured Ms. Smith for a thong kinda girl!” And then there was another slap! Miguel’s spanks impacted against the bare skin of her exposed ass.

Tears started rolling down her cheeks.

“No!” She sobbed. “No, please! No!”

But Miguel wasn’t listening.

He was rubbing his hands on the round cheeks of her ass. And then, sliding his hand up, he hooked his fingers into the lacy waistband of her thong.

“No!” Natalie sobbed. “No!”

Miguel started pulling it down.

“Check it out, boys!” He roared to the assembled crowd. “This stuck up bitch got caught with her panties down!”

And the assembled group whooped and cat-called and hollered.

Natalie’s cheeks were burning with shame – so hot, she thought the fat tears rolling down them would sizzle into steam.

God, it was so humiliating. All those dirty fucking bastards, staring at her bare ass.

But it was going to get a lot worse than that, she feared.

“Whoooo!” Miguel’s calloused fingers slipped between her thighs, and started rubbing the outside of her pussy. “Looks like Ms. Smith needs to trim the hedges!”

She squeezed shut her eyes. Since her husband had left, she’d stopped bothering to trim her pubes.

His fingers parted the lips of her cunt, and started rubbing up and down her clit.

Oh, God, Natalie moaned. It had been months since she’d been touched by a man, and despite the humiliation of the situation – and the fact that it was this arrogant bastard violating her – she couldn’t stop her body responding to his touch.

And it didn’t go unnoticed.

“Ooooh, boys,” Miguel called out. “This bitch is wet.” And to Natalie’s shame, she realized her pussy was responding to the stimulation; growing moist as Miguel roughly stroked her clitoris. “I think she likes this.”

She wished that nothing could be further from the truth – but while Natalie was terrified and ashamed, she was also getting breathless at the touch of a man on her body. It had been so long.

She hung her head in shame, and moaned – as she tried to stop her body responding to Miguel’s rough fingers.

“You do you like this,” Miguel’s voice was directed at her this time; soft and menacing. “You like me touching you, don’t you, Chica?”

“Y-you’re a pig,” Natalie shouted through the door. “You’re a fucking filthy pig.”

Miguel laughed, and started caressing her ass with one hand, while he rubbed her clit and her pussy with the other.

“You’re such a pretty bitch, lady,” he purred, as he stroked her most intimate of places. “But why you gotta act like a bitch all the time?” It seemed like a genuine question; and Natalie’s cheeks burned as she realized she didn’t know the answer.

“Maybe if you’d be nicer to people,” Miguel continued, “they’d be nicer to you.”

Experimentally, he pressed the tip of his thumb against the entrance to Natalie’s pussy; and she moaned as she felt her cunt threaten to open up at the pressure.

“You know what I figure, Chica?” Miguel growled hungrily, as he teased her clit. “I reckon girls like you – the real hard-nosed bitches? I reckon all you bitches need is one good fucking.” Again, he pressed his thumb against Natalie’s pussy, and it practically blossomed.

When Miguel pressed the tip of a second finger against the lips of her pussy, Natalie moaned in shame.

“Tell you what, Chica,” he purred. “Me and the boys here? We’re going to take what you owe me exactly like you said – out of your ass.”

Natalie sobbed.

“But first? First I’m going to make you beg for it.”

Tears rolling down her cheeks, Natalie yelled through the door: “That’ll never happen, you pig.”

“Want to bet?” Miguel growled.

She groaned. The foreman began to rub her clit faster in response, until Natalie could no longer control herself. She squirmed her hips in pleasurable discomfort.

Miguel chuckled as he felt her pressing her hips back against his hand. He kept his fingers rigid, and when Natalie pushed back against his hand, she suddenly impaled herself on his fingers.

“Uuuuuungh!” On the other side of the door, Natalie grunted as she felt herself filled and stretched by Miguel’s thick, calloused fingers.

“Aww, Chica,” Miguel chuckled. “You’re fucking wet now.” With two fingers buried inside of her, he continued rubbing her clit. “I told you I’m going to make you beg for it,” he purred.

“D-do your worst, you bastard,” she growled in response.

And so he did.

His calloused fingers worked like magic; coaxing her clitoris into a throbbing, red nub and opening her pussy like it was a flower blossoming in the summer sunshine.

“Nnnnnngh,” Natalie tried to resist the inexorable pleasure between her legs. She squirmed, making the doggy door rattle. She lifted one hand so she could sink her teeth into her fist.

“Awwww,” Miguel purred, as he fucked her with his fingers. “Is this stuck up little blanquito having trouble staying so stern and focused?”

“F-fuck you,” Natalie hissed.

“Was that an invitation?”

“N-no,” She spat. “Hell no. You know what I…. oh my God!”

The cry came as Miguel jabbed his fingers even deeper into Natalie’s tight pussy, and then curled them to coax her g-spot. As his thumb pressed against her clitoris, Natalie realized the arrogant foreman was forcing her down the inexorable path to orgasm.

Or so she thought.

As Natalie felt the pressure begin to build between her legs, Miguel suddenly stopped.

For a second, there was delicious relief from the humiliation.

And then… a growing frustration. Need.

She started squirming her hips, pressing her ass back against Miguel’s hand.

He grinned. “Oh, I see, Chica. Not playing so hard to get now are you?”

“Nnnnngh,” Natalie ground her hips back against his hand. She’d been on the brink of orgasm. How could he stop now, of all times? She hadn’t even wanted to touch him, but now how dare he stop!

“K-keep going,” she stammered.

“What’s that?” Miguel purred, and stroked Natalie’s clitoris. It almost made her head explode. She groaned wetly.

Miguel began fingering her again – bringing her closer and closer to the brink of orgasm. But once again, just before she surrendered to the explosion of pleasure, he stopped.

“W-why do you keep stopping?” Natalie wailed.

“’Cos I want to hear it, Chica,” Miguel purred back. “I want to hear you beg.”

And with that, he began expertly fingering her again – until she was once again about to explode in pleasure.

And then he stopped – cruelly denying her at the last minute.

“I want to hear you beg, bitch.”

Miguel waited just long enough for the edge to wear off, and then start coaxing her towards an unfulfilled climax once again.

It was too much.

“D-don’t stop,” Natalie moaned, as she ground her hips back against Miguel’s hand. “For fuck’s sake, don’t stop.”

So Miguel abruptly stopped.

“I said d-don’t stop,” Natalie wailed. “Don’t stop.”

Miguel laughed.

“I knew it,” he growled. “I knew you were just a stuck up slut. All you need is good fucking.” He began fingering her again – just enough to balance her on the knife-edge of orgasm, and then leave her hanging. “You want me to fuck you, bitch?”

“Uuuungh,” Natalie was humping her hips back onto his hand; grinding herself on his fingers. “Please, you fucking sadist. Please.”

Miguel purred: “Please what?”

“Please…” Natalie begged.

“You want me to make you cum?” He asked.

“Please…”

“I can make you cum, blanquito,” Miguel promised. “I stick my big, fat dick in you, you’re going to cum like you’ve never cum before.”

“Uuuuungh,” Natalie groaned.

“But if you want me to make you cum, bitch,” Miguel insisted, fucking her with his fingers just enough to keep the pressure on. “You’re gonna have to beg.”

“W-what do you mean?” She rolled her head back and forth in frustration.

“Beg me to fuck you,” Miguel purred, and then he rubbed her clit, until she was right on the brink of orgasm again. “Beg me to fuck you, and then beg me to let the rest of my hermana fuck you like a common puta.”

Just a second before she exploded, he stopped rubbing her clit, and repeated: “Beg me, bitch.”

“O-okay,” Natalie groaned. “Oh, God. Whatever. Please. Just let me cum.”

He left her hanging. “That’s not good enough.”

“Nnnnnnngh,” Natalie moaned.

“I want you to beg, bitch,” he insisted, fingers sliding in and out of her – keeping her on the brink of climax. “Go on – beg me.”

“Oh, God,” Natalie moaned, surrendering. “Please. I beg you. Make me cum. I beg you.” She couldn’t believe she was saying it – but she needed to cum so badly. 

“Beg me to what, bitch?”

“Fuck me,” Natalie rolled her eyes. “Oh, God – please. Please fuck me.”

And as those degrading words left her mouth, she heard sounds she both dreaded, and absolutely craved.

The jingle of a belt buckle. The zip of flies. The rustle of pants being pulled down.

“Oh, God,” Natalie moaned. “Oh, please.”

Miguel’s voice was soft and menacing.

“Oh, I like to hear you beg,” he hissed. “You told us we’d have to take the money out of your ass? Well, you just begged for each of my crew to take what they’re owed.”

And with that, she felt his hands on her naked hips, and the heat of his hairy thighs press against hers.

“Uuuugh!” Natalie moaned.

She felt a hard, smooth object pressed against her thighs – sinking between them until it was nudging between the lips of her glistening pussy. Miguel’s cock.

It felt impossibly huge and hard; but her pussy opened obediently as he thrust his hips forward. Inch by inch, she was stretched and filled by this stranger’s thick shaft.

“Oooooooh,” Natalie wailed. She bit her bottom lip.

She couldn’t believe this was happening to her. When she’d got up this morning, she’d considered herself a tough and independent businesswoman. Now she was on her knees, with some dirty Mexican – okay, an El Salvadorian – fucking her like she was a bitch in heat.

“Ooooh, chica,” Miguel groaned, as he bottomed out inside Natalie’s pussy, and his pubic hair tickled the smooth skin of her ass. “You are tight.” He slapped her ass, hard. “How long has it been, bitch?”

Natalie gasped. She felt impossibly full.

“A deal’s a deal,” Miguel began to thrust; his calloused hands gripping the soft skin of her hips. “You begged me to make you cum.” And then he began fucking her in earnest.

“Oh, God,” Natalie groaned, as she was jostled backwards and forwards, making the doggy door rattle. The big, hard cock buried in her pussy pistoned in and out. On its deepest thrust – when Miguel sunk balls-deep inside of her – she could feel the swollen head of his shaft press against her g-spot.

Fat tears of shame rolled down her cheek. What was happening to her?

“Awww, baby,” Miguel’s rough hands yanked at her skirt, which was hiked up over Natalie’s waist. “Let’s get you out of this.” And then there was a riiiip! as Miguel tore her Donna Karen skirt clean off.

Natalie wailed – both at the humiliation, and the expense.

Now she was naked from the waist down, except for her panties, which were snagged around her knees. She’d never felt so exposed, or violated in her entire life; and yet the remorseless in-out, in-out of Miguel’s big cock was making her pussy quiver and pulsate.

“Oh, yeah, baby,” Miguel groaned, and Natalie felt his cock swell and throb inside of her. “That’s it. You’re getting close, aren’t you, bitch?”

“Uunnngh,” Natalie bit her bottom lip, and let her head hand limply. He was right.

Each thrust was making his big, fat cock press against her g-spot; and each time it did it drove her closer to orgasm.

“Oh, fuck,” she groaned. “No, no, no….”

But she couldn’t help herself.

Like a wave of pleasure crashing over her, she climaxed.

“Ooooh, yeah,” Miguel continued fucking her, driving her orgasm longer and harder. “That’s it, blanquito. Cum for me, you little slut.”

And then he sunk his cock as deep into Natalie’s spasming pussy as he could, and let out a deep, guttural moan.

Natalie was still riding the coattails of her climax when she felt it – the swelling throb of Miguel’s cock as it spurted cum deep inside of her.

She wailed.

He wasn’t wearing a condom. Since her husband had left, she’d stopped taking birth control. Jesus, the dirty greaseball was probably knocking her up, right then and there!

But each powerful spurt of semen seemed to impact her right on her g-spot; and that – combined with her body’s involuntary responses – tipped her over the edge into another gut-wrenching climax.

“Oh, fuck, yes,” Natalie groaned, and her cheeks burned with shame.

“Wow,” with a cheer, Miguel pulled his softening cock from Natalie’s pussy. It was followed by a deluge of hot, wet cum that rolled down her thighs. “See this bitch cum?” The stairs creaked as he stood up and turned to his assembled buddies. “Did you see the bitch cum, boys?”

There was a roar of approval from all the assembled men that Natalie couldn’t see.

“Come on up here, Juan,” Miguel called, and the stairs creaked again. “It’s your turn, hermano!”

Natalie’s eyes widened.

No. No, he couldn’t be serious. Could he?

But the answer to that question was the sound of another belt buckle being undone, and then more rough, calloused hands on her bare ass.

Rough fingers parted her thighs and pressed against her cum-filled pussy. Then she felt the hard, hot pressure of another cock against her cunt.

“Nooooo,” Natalie wailed, as a faceless stranger sunk his dick inside her.

The crowd of itinerant workers roared with approval as ‘Juan’ fucked Natalie. The door rattled as she was jerked back and forth, just like the big stranger’s cock in her cunt was sliding in and out of her.

Tears rolled down her cheeks. She groaned with shame.

“Aww, check it out, man,” Miguel was roaring. “I told you all the bitch needed was a good fucking.” And then the stairs creaked, as he knelt down and pressed his face against the door.

“Yo, blanquito,” Miguel hissed through the door. “You like this?”

“Uuuuughh,” was all Natalie could respond with.

“Yeah,” Miguel’s hand slid through the bottom part of the doggy door, and she felt him grope one of her hanging breasts through her blouse. “Yeah, you like it you little slut.”

He squeezed her breasts and pinched her nipples, while Juan fucked her. The door rattled as the force of the Mexican’s thrusts hammered it back and forth on its hinges.

“Ohhh, estoy por acabar!” Juan suddenly announced, and Natalie didn’t need a translation. His cock was swelling up inside of her, and Miguel spanked her on the ass and told Juan: “Cum in the bitch!”

And so Juan did.

Natalie moaned as she felt herself filled for a second time, with burning hot spurts of cum.

She felt like such a common whore – like a bitch in heat, being bred. As Juan pulled his softening cock from her cunt, she could feel the cum dripping down her thighs. She’d had two loads pumped inside her in as many minutes.

And then the stairs creaked again, and she realized that this was just the beginning.

“Get in there, Hernandez,” Miguel ordered, as another faceless stranger knelt down and unzipped his pants. “Fill this bitch up.” Miguel pinched her ass. “Get your money’s worth, hermano.”

And whoever Hernandez was, he did get his money’s worth.

And so did the guy after that.

And the one after that.

By the third time she was fucked, Natalie stopped bothering to remember the names. After the fourth time she’d felt herself filled with a stranger’s cum, she even stopped counting.

She just closed her eyes, and rode the wave of cock after cock. She just braced herself, as one big dick after another stretched and filled her; and then pumped her full of burning, sticky seed.

“Damn,” Miguel roared, long after Natalie had stopped keeping count. “I think the bitch is gonna cum again!”

And to her shame, she did. The motion of those cocks sliding in and out of her, and the constant repetitive pressure on her g-spot, sent her wailing into another body-shuddering climax that made her quiver and clench like an animal in heat.

Finally, one of the long line of faceless strangers pulled his flaccid cock from her freshly-fucked pussy, and she felt a deluge of wet cum running down her thighs.

“Aww, man,” it was yet another voice, and yet another man kneeling down behind her. “Jesus, man. The bitch is all sloppy.” She felt fingers sink inside her overflowing cunt; filled with God-knows how many loads of cum. “I can’t fuck this! It’d be like fucking a bowl of queso, man!”

“Well, she told us to take what we owed out of her ass, man,” Miguel growled. “So put this little puta’s ass to work.”

Natalie’s eyes widened. They couldn’t mean…?

But apparently they did.

Like he was scooping up salsa, the man kneeling behind Natalie dug two fingers inside her sloppy pussy, and scooped out a fistful of cum. Then she heard a wet slathering noise as the stranger stroked it up and down his straining cock.

“No!” Natalie cried, as she felt that same cock pressed between the cheeks of her ass. “Nooo!”

But her cries fell on deaf ears.

The stranger pressed the head of his cum-lubed cock against the tight little knot of Natalie’s virginal asshole – and pushed.

“Aiiiiie!” She screamed. “Oh, God, no!”

But the stranger was remorseless. Gripping the base of his cock, he forced it against Natalie’s ass until her tight little tush surrendered; and the head of the stranger’s semen-slick dick ‘popped’ past the tightly clenched ring of her sphincter.

“Aiiiiiie!” Natalie arched her back, and wailed as she felt her ass stretched and filled. Inch by inch, the stranger forced his cock inside her tight backside; and she was sure only the thick, slick cum slathered all over his shaft prevented him from tearing her in two.

“Aww, man,” finally, he was buried balls-deep inside Natalie’s virginal ass. “She’s tight, bro.” And then he started fucking her. “Man, I haven’t had a piece of ass like this since I fucked that maricon in prison.”

After three or four more thrusts, Natalie stopped screaming. The discomfort abided; and she just braced herself against the doorframe and tried to endure the brutal ass-fucking.

“Here,” Miguel’s voice was unmistakable. “This is something I taught my ex-wife.” And then, to Natalie’s shame, she felt the foreman’s calloused fingers between her thighs, and his thumb press against her red and throbbing clitoris.

He began to rub.

“When I used to fuck her in the ass,” Miguel explained, as he started pleasuring Natalie with his fingers, “that bitch used to complain. So I started doing this,” his thumb rubbed faster and faster, until Natalie had to bite her lip to stop herself moaning.

It was intense. The feeling of being fucked in the ass, all while her clitoris was being goaded towards another orgasm.

“I taught that bitch to cum on my cock,” Miguel boasted, as he felt Natalie’s body start to quiver. “In the end, I had her trained so good, you could make her cum just by sticking your dick in her ass.”

“Unnnnngh,” Natalie groaned.

“Yeah,” Miguel heard her grunts and moaning. “Just like that.” And then he tipped her over the edge.

Natalie wailed, and she came.

Like a common whore, with a stranger’s dick buried in her ass, Natalie orgasmed. It was the most intense climax of her life; and when the waves of pleasure finally subsided, she flopped lifelessly; her legs and body going limp.

“Awwww, fuck,” the man fucking her ass groaned, and his cock swelled. “I’m cumming in the bitch.” And he did. Barely conscious, Natalie felt the bulge and throb of his cock inside her tight little ass; as he flooded her backside with cum.

“Aww, boys,” Miguel purred, rubbing Natalie’s back as the cock was pulled from her ass with a wet-sounding ‘schlurp.’ “I think we broke her, boys.”

Natalie lay there limply – barely acknowledging another man spreading her thighs, and another cock pressing against the gaping hole of her freshly-fucked ass. She could barely muster enough energy to moan, as she felt her ass filled and stretched for a second time.

“C’mon,” Miguel laughed, as the stranger began to fuck her ass. “Let’s see if we can get this bitch to cum again.” And then his fingers started rubbing her clitoris again, and Natalie moaned as her body betrayed her, and responded.

Over the course of the next half hour, three more men fucked her in the ass; and Miguel forced her to cum each and every time. By the time the final stranger had blown his load inside her, and another river of cum had gone gushing down her sticky thighs, Natalie was an incoherent mess.

She just lay there, gasping and groaning; her whole body quivering in post-orgasmic shock.

Finally, it was over.

The last of the construction workers had taken their turn with her. She’d never be sure, but it felt like some had gone more than once.

She felt thoroughly despoiled. A disgusting, cum-filled mess. Her thighs were gloopy with the seed of countless strangers. Her pussy and ass were overflowing.

And she’d come more times than she could remember.

So ashamed at the way her body had betrayed her, she barely registered Miguel and his crew struggling with the door, and a ‘crack’ as they bust open the lock.

Gently, they lifted the door off its hinges, and cracked open the frame to the doggy door.

With a sob, the half-naked Natalie slithered free.

She landed on her sticky, bare ass on the porch. Wearing nothing but her bra and blouse, the freshly-fucked real estate developer looked around in shame at the assembled crowd of workers.

There must have been a dozen of them. Unshaven, and swarthy, and all looking at her with disgusting self-satisfaction.

Every one of them had seen her naked. Every one of them had fucked her.

Her cheeks burned red.

“Here,” it was Miguel, with a blanket from his truck. He threw it over Natalie’s shoulders. “Come on up, chica. Let’s take you inside.”

And bemused and dazed, Natalie allowed herself to be hauled to her unsteady feet, and led into the dark, empty house.

***

Natalie had heard the expression ‘he fucked her brains out’ before, but after her experience in the doggy door of that luxurious house, she honestly did feel like she’d had her brains fucked out of her head. Everything was fuzzy, and confused.

She didn’t even remember driving home that day.

She barely remembered taking a long, hot bath that night, and seeing the handprints on her body; and the strings of spent cum floating in the bathtub as she washed herself.

All that she did remember was lying in bed, exhausted, a few minutes later. And her fingers slipping between her bare thighs as she recalled the events of that afternoon.

She stroked herself to two orgasms before she finally fell asleep.

The next day, she picked up the phone and called Miguel.

“Hey, you rapist wetback son of a bitch,” she snapped.

“Nice to talk to you too, Ms. Smith.”

Natalie took a deep breath.

“Why the fuck aren’t you at the house?”

This time, it was Miguel’s turn to sound worried.

“I-I though you fired up, right?”

Natalie’s eyes narrowed.

“You said you wanted the contract back,” she hissed. “With 30% more for materials, and double the labor costs.”

When Miguel said nothing, she added:

“If I’m paying you more, I expect you to work more. Tell your boys to get their ass down to the house.”

“Y-yes, ma’am,” replied Miguel – who’d been expecting her first call to be to the police, rather than to his work number. “I’ll get down there right away.”

“Oh no you won’t,” Natalie hissed, as she fiddled with the tie of her bathrobe. “You’re going to come around here. You need to pick up that check for the twenty grand I owe you.”

Miguel paused. Natalie felt like she could read his mind; he was wondering if it was a trick or not.

But Natalie wasn’t fooling.

“Get your ass around here to pick up your check,” she repeated, and then reached into her robe to squeeze one of her full, ripe breasts. “And after you’ve done that, I want you to fuck my brains out.”

She heard him scrabble for his car keys and lurch for the door even more he’d pressed ‘hang up’ on his cell phone.

Natalie smiled.

As far as she was concerned, Miguel still was a sleazy, dirtbag contractor.

But perhaps he’d had a point about her needing to get properly fucked.

She felt more alive this morning than she had ever since her husband had left her. More of a woman. More of a person.

And, dammit, she wanted to feel like that again.

With a smile, Natalie headed to the shower. She needed to pamper herself before Miguel turned up.

The End
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