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Magnus regarded her with lidded eyes. Shannon blushed beneath his gaze as it roamed her body. Slowly, the man lifted his Chivas on the rocks and sipped. Confused, vulnerable, curious, she drank from her martini. She hadn’t eaten all day and the gulp of vodka seemed to hit her bloodstream instantly.

Calm down, she told herself. Just stay calm.

She sat across from Magnus in the bar he owned and used as an office for his business. He wore an expensive tailored suit over a clean linen shirt unbuttoned down to his chest. He was tall, even sitting he loomed above her, with a strong, square jaw and piercing gray eyes.

They were, she reflected, the eyes of a wolf, of a predator.

She had dressed for the occasion; a black, form-fitting A-line skirt cut short to show off her legs. The only pair of stiletto fuck-me pumps she owned, underwear a French cut number from Victoria’s Secret. Her hair was worn up and her perfume was the expensive Anna Karenina collection. Her makeup had taken an hour to perfect.

Shannon had worked very hard to please this man.

Magnus sat his glass down.

“Does your husband know you’re here?”

Ashamed, Shannon nodded, cheeks burning. “He knows,” she whispered.

“What?”

“He knows!”

Magnus chuckled, a low evil sound. “That’s very interesting. Can you imagine the things he is imagining?”

Shannon didn’t answer. It wasn’t just that the question had been mostly rhetorical. It was that she hoped Bob, her husband, was imagining everything. It was his fault she was here to begin with. Him and his stupid gambling habit that had put their home in danger.

“No,” she said. “I can’t imagine.”

Magnus’s eyes bored into her.

“You came to me.”

Shannon nervously cleared her throat. She nodded. “Yes, yes I did.”

“I’m not keeping you here against your will, you can leave any time you want.”

“And if I do?”

“Then I foreclose on my debt.”

“I won’t leave.”

“If you stay then you must obey,” he warned. “Fail to obey my every whim and I’ll call this whole thing off.”

Butterflies exploded inside Shannon’s stomach. Her chest tightened and she found it hard to breathe. Apprehension electrified her. She was agreeing to let this man use her body like a toy, like a play thing.

“I understand,” she said.

Magnus’s grin grew larger. “Are you sure?”

“I’m sure.”

Magnus held out his hands and indicated the two large men standing a little distance off. They were big, muscular men with hard, cruel faces and scarred knuckles. They looked exceedingly healthy. Shannon’s eyes couldn’t help but linger on the obvious bulges in their pants.

“Well,” Magnus said, “just so you know…I can’t leave out Lucky and Tex. You’re going to be doing us all tonight.”

Shannon opened her mouth to protest.

“Or you can leave right now,” Magnus suggested.

Shannon closed her mouth. She swallowed hard as Magnus rose from his seat. He came toward her with a smirk and swagger, big hand reaching down to squeeze the bulge in the front of his slacks. He was daring her to quit, to say it wasn’t worth it, that Bob wasn’t worth it.

Shannon remained motionless, almost hypnotized as Magnus drew closer. From her periphery Tex and Lucky began moving in her direction. They were big, rough men. Men of violence, men completely unlike any she dealt with in her regular life.

Can you do this? She wondered to herself.

To her surprise something inside her answered yes. To her even greater surprise something in her, something primal, was aflame with curiosity. Still, butterflies filled her stomach as the three men surrounded her.

“How long have you been married, lady?” the man named Tex asked.

“Eight years,” she answered.

Tex was half-hard inside his snug fitting jeans. Her eyes were drawn to the outline of his fat cock like metal shavings to a magnet.

“You cheat on him?” Tex demanded.

Shannon shook her head no. The men were very close now, she smelled their cologne and aftershave. She smelled their bodies.

“Then these are the first strange cocks you’ve seen awhile,” the man named Lucky spoke up. “Better do a good job.”

The men all burst into laughter.

Directly in front of her Magnus stood, feet spread, hands on hips. He looked down on her and he wasn’t smiling anymore. There was a mean, hungry look in his eyes. Shannon suddenly doubted she could still walk out if she wanted to. She had started a fuse of lust burning by agreeing to this and any chance she had of putting it out was over.

Tex and Lucky picked her up, pulling her from her chair and putting her down on her knees before their boss. She went willingly enough.

“Let’s start small,” Magnus said, voice rough. “First things first. Take it out.”

Instinctively, Shannon lifted her trembling hands. She had obeyed automatically. Shaking with adrenaline equal parts fear and curiosity, she undid Magnus’s belt.

“That’s it, bitch,” Lucky said. “Get after that dick.”

Her hands brushed the hard bulge in Magnus’s pants as she hurriedly undid his button and zipped down his fly. His underwear popped out in a pup tent. He was a man with a big cock. Stomach twisted in knots, breath coming faster, Shannon reached out and pulled down his underwear, freeing his erection.

The cock popped out inches from her face. It was long and thick and veiny, with a fat purple head far larger than her husband’s penis. In fact, she realized, judging from the bulges, all three men had larger cocks than Bob’s.

Reaching down, Magnus cupped the back of her head and held in her place as he took his hard on by the root and laid it across her upturned face. She breathed in, smelling his musk, his maleness. She felt dampness in her pussy. Whatever her emotions about the situation, whatever her thoughts, to her body it didn’t matter. The feel of that hard cock on her face was putting her into heat.

Suddenly two more cocks nudged her face, rubbing across her skin as the three men rubbed their erections against her. Her eyes were closed as she breathed them in, when she opened them all three of the grinning bastards loomed over her.

Magnus pressed the spongy head of his cock against her lips, staring down at her the way a master does a servant.

“Suck that cock, go ahead,” he instructed her.

As if her body were on autopilot, Shannon did as she was told. She’d agreed to do this thing so there was nothing left but to do it. Her lips parted as she opened her mouth and Magnus, hardly worried about being polite, eagerly pressed his cock forward.

His dick jumped as my breath blew across his feverish, straining skin. The thing ran like a river delta with veins.

She wasn’t coy, or teasing, she couldn’t afford to be. She just went right to work. Her hand came up and wrapped around the shaft, jacked up and down a couple of times, and then she leaned in and swallowed the head.

“Goddamn!” Magnus hissed as her hot mouth wrapped around the smooth helmet of his glans.

Screw you, Bob, she thought, you’re the one who put me in this situation to begin with.

She moved her tongue slowly, sucking gently on the head while stroking one hand up and down along his rigid shaft. He shivered and she felt his cock swell in my mouth. No one was laughing anymore. She felt like a lion tamer, able to make the big cats do what she wanted as long as she could keep their minds on her whip and chair, and not eat her alive.

After a moment, when she built up sufficient spit in my mouth, Shannon started bobbing her head in time with her hand strokes, Almost of its own volition, her other hand crept down between her open thighs and reached under her skirt.

Her finger traced along the groove of her swollen lips, brushing the hooded nubbin of her clitoris. She tensed: it felt like she’d set the thing on fire.

I’m in control, she told herself. I’m in control.

And, for a brief moment, she was…in control of him, and in control of herself.

She looked up and found him staring down at her. He still looked fierce, but he was too absorbed in what she was doing to seem threatening anymore. Their eyes locked and stayed locked as her tongue roamed around his cockhead, the tip flickering across the slit at the top and massaging him there.

He groaned and his butt cheeks clenched hard in response to the technique.

His balls drew up tight against his belly, and she knew he was feeling the stirrings of an intensely tingling, Grade A, orgasm beginning to build. She worked her hands faster between her legs. She was so wet they slipped in easily, and her fingers found that special spot on the roof of her cervix as the heel of her palm rubbed against her clit.

On my knees, but fully in control of the situation, as she kept telling herself, she sped up, taking more of his prick into my mouth as she bobbed. She made little wet sounds and sucked overflowing saliva back into her mouth.

Deep inside her, down low under my belly, a faucet opened up and warmth rushed out, enveloping her vagina and racing up her spine. An explosion of pleasure hammered into the back of her head as she ground her palm into her clit and rubbed the g-spot. Her legs began shaking.

She moaned, letting the vibration rumble down low in her throat.

That little bit of extra stimulation was enough. He grunted once, then began bucking his hips forward into my mouth. She didn’t slow down, even as she started to gag a little as he went deeper.

She pressed both her hands on the slabs of muscles making up his thighs, and his knees locked up under her touch. He made a sound like an animal on a kill, and her own orgasm finished ripping through me with blazing intensity.

His hands, big and bullish strong, still stained with the blood of his enemy, came down and locked into my hair. With a fierce jerk he freed his cock from the grip of her mouth.

“Goddamn!” he hissed. “That was a close call.”

Hands still locked in her hair he began running his spit sticky cock across her face again. He looked down at her and that mean, hungry smile was back in place.

“Strip her and put her on the table,” he ordered.

Tex and Lucky were not gentle in their disrobing. Watching Shannon suck their boss had driven them into a frenzy. In moments she was on the table and exposed before them.

“Stand up, bitch,” Lucky ordered.

Shannon stood.

“I want to see you play with yourself,” Tex demanded.

Both he and Lucky were heavily muscled. Their bodies, built for violence, the bodies of warriors, were nothing like Bob’s. In a state of shock over what was happening Shannon let her gaze trace the outlines of their abdominal muscles and the flat, hard slabs of their pecs. They were all biceps and heavy jawlines.

She was made to obey men such as this. She was their prize. Heavy breasts free, she brought one hand to her stiffen nipple as their ravenous eyes watched.

With one hand, she continued pinching and rubbing at her nipple, but her other began a lazy meander down her stomach again. Hand pressed flat against her abdomen, fingers spread wide, she pushed it slowly down past her belly button and into the soft, groomed, bush of her pubic hair.

Grinning stupidly, Tex began stroking his fat cock. She let her middle finger skim over her clitoral hood and rub down along the seam of her pussy. Lucky’s hands trembled as he fought to soothe his long, painful erection. Slowly, Shannon bent her finger at the knuckle and pushed it past the sticky folds of her labia.

“Ohh,” she breathed. She closed her eyes and ran her tongue across her lips.

As she opened them again, the thick cudgel of Magnus's cock, mushroom head swollen like a balloon, appeared again. She was the center of attention and she felt like a celebrity on stage. She’d never felt so desired before.

Her pussy made a moist little parting sound as she pushed deep into herself, curled her finger back and ground against the ridged roof where her G-spot rested. She rubbed across the rigid folds and shuddered. Pussy juice leaked out of her, sliding in a wet sheen on her inner thighs. She smelled her own arousal.

She watched Magnus, cock in fist, step forward and grab the table for support to stop from falling over. His face flushed red and sweat broke out on his forehead. His mouth fell open, and he had hold of his hard cock so tightly, the pressure seemed about to burst the distended glans like overripe fruit.

“Yes!” he panted, slurring the words in his excitement.

Shannon bent her legs and dropped down on her heels, spreading her knees wide to give the trio a good view of her as she finger fucked herself. As they watched, already glassy eyes glazing over with lust, she took the middle finger of her free hand and slid it into her mouth.

She sucked on the finger, coating the slender digit with spit. Between her legs, she no longer rubbed herself, but instead began running her finger in and out of her damp pussy at a faster and faster pace.

It’s not me doing this, she thought. It’s someone else. I’m someone else right now, not Bob’s wife, not a mother. I’m some cock-hungry whore I don’t even know.

Finger glistening with her spit, she pulled it out of her mouth and reached around behind her back to the crack of her ass. The three watchers started shouting in excitement and approval, hooting in mad, almost inarticulate whoops.

“Do it!” barked Magnus.

“Baby, you’re so hot for it,” Lucky groaned. “And you’re going to get it.”

Tex made inarticulate, animal sounds.

Her moist finger slid over the puckered ridge of her pink anus and rubbed lightly there, spreading her spit around the opening. Her squatting position worked to pull the opening apart, and her finger slid slowly into her ass.

“Oh,” she cooed softly.

Why are you giving them ideas, she asked herself, why do you feel so free?

Shannon experimented with the plunging fingers inside her, finding a smooth, sliding, alternating rhythm as she pushed in and out of her spit-slick ass, and damp flowing pussy. She groaned, a deep, wild sound, as the pleasure built up inside her and everything around her had taken on a funhouse mirror quality

All three of the gangsters crowded up to the table, hands jerking cocks, reaching out with their others to touch and run them across her body. She closed her eyes as the hands roamed her body, squeezing and pinching at her tits, rubbing the smooth curves of her ass cheeks.

She surrendered herself to the insane moment. The hands grew more insistent, rough and almost frantic with need, and she started losing her balance. Pulling her finger out of her ass, she reached behind her to steady herself on the table.

The motion caused her back to arc and push her hips forward, even as she continued finger fucking herself. She felt the harsh whiskers of Tex push up between her thighs, jostling her. She pulled her fingers free and reached behind her for another point of balance.

A long, warm tongue slid into her, she moaned down low in her throat as Tex began eating her out. His long, quick tongue began lapping at her cunt, burrowing inside to tickle her, or hungrily licking her rapidly engorging clitoris.

“Oohh, aahh,” she gasped.

She did a half crunch movement and looked down between her legs where the thug went busily to town. The man made wet, slurping sounds as he turned her on, and more and more of her vaginal juices began flowing.

Lucky stood right next to the crouched Tex, eyes locked on his companion performing enthusiastic, sloppy cunnilingus. His hand pumped his erect cock, jerking it hard as he took in the scene.

Doing a half sit-up (thank you Pilates) she reached out and caught Tex’s head by the ears. Taking hold of them firmly, she pulled his face back down between her thighs. “Don’t stop,” she urged. “Please don’t stop.”

Tex’s face began pushing his face deeper between Shannon’s legs. Again she felt the hot, wet rope of his tongue slide between her lips and begin working inside her.

Gooseflesh broke out in rippling waves across her skin. Groaning with ecstasy, she lay back and let her head loll off the edge of the table, her hair trailing down. She closed her eyes, feeling dizzy, and listened to the sloppy slurping of Tex.

A broad strong hand took hold of her head and she turned her head instinctively. A heavy club of flesh slapped her face, draping across her nose and pouting lips. She opened her mouth, blindly turning toward it. The fingers in her hair closed into a fist, pulling her scalp tight, immobilizing her neck. The dick slapped her face again, heavy as a blackjack. She heard the soft smack as it struck her. She tried to turn, to take it in her mouth. Again the hand in her hair held her immobile.

She whined in protest, mouth still open, still feeling too dizzy to open her eyes. In the next moment she felt the head of what had to be Magnus’s cock lay itself on her tongue. She smelled male, a slight trace of urine, and the salty tang of pre-cum leaking from the meatus slit. She opened her mouth wider and it shoved in, hard.

She gagged and it pushed farther in, forcing itself down her throat. Now both hands were in her hair, pulling it roughly. As the cock began slamming in and out of her mouth, making her sputter and cough and gag.

She tried moving her head on her neck in time with the thrusting, but the hands holding her kept her locked firmly in place. She wasn’t sucking this cock off, it was fucking her, taking what it wanted. Her tits rolled heavily back and forth on her chest under the assault.

There was a flavorful musk odor coming from the crotch each time her nose pushed roughly into Magnus’s public hair. Turn on, she pressed her thighs tighter, trying desperately to provide more stimulation for the swollen clit.

Down between her legs, Tex moaned in protest.

She kept coughing, the throat invasion coming too fast, too rough for her to relax, and she continued gagging up long ropes of spit. She suspected Magnus of getting off on her choking, and enjoying the sadistic power game. The feeling was, she had to admit, with a sort of fuzzy, euphoric logic, utterly singular.

Gradually she willed herself to relax, to let the meat find its path. The taste filled her mouth, the scent in her nose. She coughed up still more salvia on the cock, continuing to gag. The pounding phallus didn’t slow. The hands in her hair began jerking her face forward as the motions became convulsive, more spasmodic.

The son of a bitch’s close now, she thought.

In the next second Magnus slammed her face into his belly, pushing his cock to the hilt in her mouth and down her throat. She heard him growl, moaning in low, animalistic-release. His cum exploded out with sufficient force that she hardly needed to swallow, and instead it jetted down her throat and into her stomach all on its own.

Cursing with the intensity of his orgasm, Magnus pulled his dick free. Bending her face upward again, she felt several thick slugs of cum dribbled out onto her cheeks and bridge of her nose. She got a blurred image of him looking down at her and milking the last dregs of cum from his balls onto her face.

She opened her mouth, eager to catch it all, and the heavy dick, slowly relaxing into a limp club, rubbed across her face, smearing the cum around, dipping into her mouth for her to suck clean, then returning to her cheeks to mop up more sperm.

This continued for several seconds until she licked him clean, then the grip in her hair slowly eased, allowing her to relax. Magnus stumbled backward in an almost inebriated lurch and sat down in his chair.

Meanwhile between her legs, things were heating up.

Tex’s mouth opened wider and his tongue slaved her vagina, parting the lips and licking wetly into her depths then scrubbing her clitoris in long, slow licks. She grabbed hold of his hair and cried out. His breath came humid and hot against her inner thighs.

“Yes,” she sobbed. Then again and again, “ugh, ugh.”

It was inarticulate noise, but the man’s tongue moved inside her tight cunt in such hot waves it drove speech from her mouth. Her hips came down into the press of his tongue and he began fucking her with it, sliding it in and out with quick thrusts, then lapping at her in broad strokes.

She rolled her head in ecstasy, disbelieving the intensity of the sensations sweeping through her, and her eyes rolled wildly. She felt a burning pressure building low in her belly, a violent need, like a storm. She ground down and Tex worked his tongue into her, his lips wet with the sheen of her pussy juice. In the next moment her orgasm reached a breaking point.

She felt his finger slide between her asscheeks before the digit pushed its way in and found the opening there. Gently, he began rubbing her anus in time to the rhythm of his tongue.

Her eyes, heavy lidded with approaching release, opened wide in shock and the sensation proved too much, She swept over the edge and screamed. Her pussy clenched like a fist and pleasure jolted through her body in wide, hot currents. She screamed again and her vagina released in an explosion of fluid.

Her orgasm sprayed out and she shuddered in spasms so strong they went beyond her ability to control her body and rivers of orgasmic secretions flowed from her. The gangster grunted in satisfaction as her hot, orgasmic juices gushed across his face. It ran down his cheeks and collected in the hollow of his throat.

Still impaled on his tongue, she shuddered, and shuddered.

Tex’s hand came up and grabbed her breast, thumb going to the erect nipple there and tracing a tight circle. She inhaled sharply, then relaxed into the strength of his grip and her pussy throbbed.

She lay, belly up, exposed and vulnerable, bent over backward, spine arched. Magnus was at her head, hand under her chin. She looked into his eyes as he looked down at her, aloof and haughty. She couldn’t believe the lust she could still see in his eyes.

She was a thing to be used by him and his men, disposable pleasure. A thrill of fear cut through her and then he had her by the cheeks, pulling her toward him, and there was no more time to second guess her decision.

She knew what he wanted and opened her mouth obediently. His sticky cock went in easily and she began working at, sucking as he slid it further in with each stroke he took. Impatient hands grabbed hers and put them to a hard cock. She started jerking Lucky off in smooth strokes as Tex rose and pushed himself between her splayed legs.

He rubbed the head around her opening, gathering up her sticky moisture to help lube his penetration. More hands found her breasts again, squeezing and pulling at her nipples. Lucky’s masculine grip enclosed her hand and pressed her fingers tighter, helping her jack him harder.

Tex snarled and shoved himself into her until the narrow plane of his hips came up against her damp labia. He was so long she seemed to feel it in her belly, up high where her husband had never reached. She winced as the cockhead bumped her cervix. The feeling was like someone punching her gut, only from the inside.

And just like that the very long streak of only having her husband’s cock inside of her was over.

She tried to scoot back from the ramming, but he grabbed her underhanded by the thighs and kept at her. She couldn’t concentrate under the assault and her blow job on Magnus began faltering. She winced, missing some of her strokes on the cock filling her hands.

Magnus barked an angry order at Tex and he stopped. “This bitch isn’t used to a long cock,” he said and laughed.

When Tex started fucking her again, he didn’t push quite as deep. The ache subsided and she felt the tingling waves as he built his rhythm again. Impatient, Magnus took her upside-down face in both his hands and began pushing into her mouth, using her inverted position to facilitate her deep throating him. He grew hard in her mouth all over again.

She coughed, gagged, ropes of spit flying out of her mouth, splashing her own face. His ball sack, heavy and covered in soft white-blond hair, pushed up against her nose. The cock in her hand was like a firm rod covered by a soft, loose overcoat of flesh, letting her slide up and down the shaft as the erections continued growing hotter and hotter under her touch.

“Lucky,” Magnus ordered. “Get on the bottom, let's put this bitch to work.”

Lucky, smiled. He pushed Tex out from between Veronica’s legs. “My turn, buddy.”

Tex scowled but pulled his dick free. Unsure of what was happening next, Veronica felt herself easily lifted in the big man’s strong hands. She clung to him, conscious of the weighty, open leers of the others as he turned slowly around and settled himself into place. Lucky’s voice was surprisingly deep and the utter maleness of the sound resonated deeply within her.

Held easily in his hands, she flung one arm around his neck, marveling at the smooth lines of muscle making up his frame, complementing the fierce beauty of his white-blond beard hair. Lucky lay back and she mounted him. While the others watched her, she sucked three fingers of her left hand, letting them see her pink tongue as she lubricated them with her own spit.

Carefully, she moved her hand down and slid them inside of herself. Her eyes narrowed in pleasure and there was a wet sound as she moved them in, back and forth. When she felt good and slick, she reached down to put his cock in her pussy. They groaned together, breath mingling, as it slid in, stretching her.

Slowly, she pushed herself down his length, taking it in fat inch by fat inch, until he was fully up inside her. Tex and Magnus stepped up by his head, long cocks out and pointing at her face. She opened her mouth and both pairs of swollen glans rubbed against her lips. She turned her head one way, sucked on a shaft, leaving it coated in her spit, then turned her head and bobbed her face up and down the length of the second.

Beneath her the burly gangster found his rhythm and began see-sawing his penis in and out of her. Flexing her hips, she found her center of balance and squatted over the man’s cock, riding him expertly as he pumped in and out of her.

Balanced now, she reached out with her hands and took both cocks in her grip. All around her the smell of male bodies filled her nostrils, the smell of crotches and athletic sweat. The salty tang of a dozen flavors filled her mouth and coated her tongue. She jacked each shaft, licking the head of each cock in turn.

As the big thug continued fucking her with piston-like efficiency, she playful drew the cockheads together in front of her face. Leaning in, she wrapped her lips around both of them, using her tongue to coat them with dripping strands of salvia. She watched them press against each other as they eagerly crowded forward to get into her mouth and she felt a thrill of control.

Finding her stride, she leaned her head back and spit on the fatter cock, splashing Magnus’s abdomen with her warm saliva. He snarled and took her head in both hands, but eager, she leaned forward, and he slid his cock across her tongue and down her throat in a single motion. She began gagging as she took the rough facefucking.

All around her the males were moaning, the sound a cacophony of desire. They grunted and cursed as she worked their dicks. She couldn’t tell where one male’s groan began and the other ended, it was impossible to discern whose hands roamed her tits or asscheeks at any one moment. She was in a hurricane of sensation, the center of a maelstrom of rough, sensual pleasure.

A figure moved behind her, stepping up between the legs of the one already fucking her. She swallowed as she saw Magnus pointing his erection at her.

Slowly, nervously, she slid her pussy all the way down the Tex’s shaft, until his root was flush with her vaginal opening. Magnus grabbed her asscheeks and pulled them apart, exposing the rosebud of her anus.

Around her the men let out collective, low, and evil chuckles.

She was about to take Magnus in a place she had never let her husband near.

The gangster leader coughed once, roughly, and spat. She jumped, startled, as his hot spit landed on the puckering muscle of her asshole. It pooled along the little ridges there and then a finger pushed through the spittle and into her ass, lubricating the opening. She moaned under the touch, felt herself oozing secretions even more than before, leaking the juices of her arousal out around the thick cock impaling her. She gasped as he pulled his finger free.

“Oh, oh,” she whined as the hot cockhead pressed against her.

I’m such a goddamn slut, she thought. The idea was somehow inspiring, freeing.

Nothing was to be left out, no experience or orifice left unexplored. She was going to take it all, everywhere, at once. She swallowed and the flush of adrenaline racing through her body as Magnus’s cock slid into her ass was euphoric.

She gasped, there was pain as she was stretched, but then there was also the feel of those two big erections working inside her, giving her pleasure from both directions at once. She gasped as he slid it in further, drawing in her breath, trying to moan.

The cock in her face grew insistent, running out of patience, growing urgent in Lucky’s own selfish need. Thrusting in her mouth, his strong hands forcibly bobbed her head up and down along its rigid length, the veins so swollen with the intensity of the orgasm, she felt each ridge and curve with her tongue .

At her rear both cocks began moving in tandem, one sliding out, the other pushing in. Her rectum felt stressed and stretched to the limit. His cock pushed its way up inside her backside, withdrew just as the burly Tex’s plunged into her sopping wet cunt. The rubbing friction made her scream in pleasure, but she gagged as Lucky’s cock filled her throat. She worked hard on the shaft in front of her, completely filled and absorbed in her service to this warrior-men.

She had to make them cum, to get them off, and dampen the frenzied storm of multiple penetration she was now swept up in. Yes, she was frightened, yes there was danger and uncertainty, but she was mastering it, taking what she wanted from the experience as well as being taken. She was swept up in a primal tide of tribal male and female roles.

The men were shouting now, voices loud and passion filled. Her jaw started aching as she bounced her mouth up and down on Lucky’s long cock, her throat finally relaxing enough to allow the erection down deep without pain. For his part, Lucky fucked her mouth like any other hole on her body, moving with the same selfish, greedy hunger she had ignited in them.

Magnus’s thrusts sped up and the increased motion sent her over the edge. His semen squirted up along the length of her rectum as her orgasm forced her vaginal muscles to squeeze convulsively up and down the length of her tight channel. It was too much, and Tex pushed up, heavy balls drawing tight, before exploding out into her.

She tried to scream again, but now Lucky took hold of her long, black hair in both his hands, and began pumping his cum into her mouth. She felt clumps of it in her throat and she swallowed, but there was still enough spilling over to smear the length of his shaft so that the taste was thick and salty and warm along her tongue.

The cumming men made no effort to restrain themselves, grunting loudly in their passion.

"Ohhh," she moaned. “Oh, god.”

Lucky pulled his dick out. He jerked his cock quickly, his hand a blur on his own flesh rod. Seconds later he grunted, and his cock sprayed the last of his cum across her face. Sticking out her tongue, she tickled the shaft down near the bottom, where it met his heavy balls, and tasted the salt of his sweat.

It filled her with intense craving, and she dropped her head back, lips and tongue working over his leathery sack. A vivid, masculine flavor filled her mouth, and she sucked at his testicles greedily.   There was a lull in the frenzied action and she slowly let her hips settle into a comfortable position. She was breathing heavily from exertion and satisfaction. The sperm drying on her skin cooled fast and now that she was no longer caught in a press of bodies, she felt a chill.

After a moment she timidly asked, “is there a bathroom I use to clean up?”

Magnus laughed in her face. “No,” he said. “I want you to go back to our dear Bobby with our cum on your face, our cum dripping out of you. He has to understand what being in debt means or he’ll just do it all over again.”

“That might not be so bad,” Tex leered.

Shannon, body deeply satisfied, flushed.

“Yeah,” Lucky added. “You ever want the treatment again, you just come back anytime.”

Ashamed, Shannon looked down. She wouldn’t want to do this again, would she?

Hurriedly, she dressed, sticky cum coating her panties as she pulled them into place. Bob was waiting for her, just outside, in the mini-van. She felt a moment’s regret at her own orgasms but quickly squashed the emotion.

No! She thought. I didn’t ask for this. It’s not my fault it felt good. It serves him right.

As she walked out the door, ass and pussy tingling, she thought she might have to have him ‘served right’ a few more times. She thought Magnus and the boys would be happy to help.
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