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A Glimpse Inside


K
elly bit her lip, barely keeping it together enough to hold back a scream. Pleasure built inside her, stoked by their fingers and lips. It had been so long since she was last with a guy, and now she had two gorgeous studs all to herself. If she’d died in the crash and gone to heaven, it wouldn’t have looked any different than this.


A noise made her look up. Brandon’s eyes met hers. At some point, he must have glanced away from the TV and spotted the action taking place on the couch.



She smiled.



Not two studs. She had
 three
.



Eyes still locked with his, she licked her lips to entice him. Brandon’s face darkened. She could see the raw lust and pent up desire brewing inside him.



Ryan noticed too. His fingers stopped moving and he leaned in to nip her earlobe. “You ready for all three of us?”


Read on for the full story!


Roadside Service


Chapter One


C
ontrary to popular opinion, Kelly’s life did not
 flash before her eyes.


Instead, her mind remained blank. Serene. As her car skidded on the icy road, she didn’t feel one ounce of fear. She just watched—like a casual, impartial observer—as momentum carried her off the road’s edge.



For a sickening moment, she was weightless. Time seemed to slow as she moved through air thick as jelly. Then, the world caught up to her with a jerk. The car slammed into a ditch, flinging her forward—only to be slammed back when the airbag deployed.



The impact knocked all air from her lungs. She struggled to draw in a breath. Places she didn’t even know existed ached with dull, throbbing pain. Something wet trickled down her face.



Confused and groaning with pain, she struggled to open the door only to realize she still had on her seatbelt. Wheezing and coughing, she unfastened herself and stumbled out, smacking her head in the process and falling to her knees in the snow.



She drew in a shuddering breath. Then another, vision swimming as she struggled to gather her bearings. The night air, sharp from the cold, helped her focus.



Kelly rose—and fell forward as a wave of nausea and vertigo struck. All the fear she hadn’t felt before hit at once, squeezing her chest with an iron grip.



She’d nearly died.



She very well
 could
 have died.



Her heart pounded so loud in her ears it felt like it might explode.



“Fucking… Fucking black ice,” she rasped.



Fear gave way to anger. With no one was around to hear her, she screamed, channeling all her rage at the damned weather and unsalted, unmaintained country backgrounds. What kind of place still had ice and snow in April, anyway? Stupid mountains. Stupid work conference that dragged her out here. And—most of all—stupid her.



If only she’d taken the plane like a normal person, instead of renting a car to head for the “scenic” route.



Minutes passed before she felt steady enough to finally rise. Big, heavy snowflakes started to fall but she paid them no mind. As long as she kept panic at bay and stayed calm, everything would be fine.



She surveyed the damage to her car. Even with her cursory knowledge, she knew smoke rising from under the hood was a bad sign. Hopefully, it wouldn’t blow up like in the movies, but that was about the extent of her expectations. There was no way in hell she could get it back on the road on her own. Even if she did, she doubted the thing would run. Where did that leave her?



Aside from the time she dinged her mom’s car while pulling into the driveway as a freshly licensed teen, this was the first time she’d gotten into an accident. An almost ten-year streak, broken…



Kelly squeezed her eyes shut and took several deep breaths.
 Calm
. She had to stay calm.



First thing was first: she needed to call for help. She pulled the phone from her pocket and almost started dialing before noticing the “no service” warning at the top.



“Fuck! Not now!”



She waved it over her head and walked around the area, facing different directions to no avail. No matter what she did, there was no reception. No data, no wireless… Not even emergency services were available.



Fuck.



Not only was she unable to call for a tow truck, but she also couldn’t even confirm where she was. The last town she’d passed… Was a half hour ago? She hadn’t been paying attention, but that sounded right.



She did a quick calculation in her head and felt panic creep in. At sixty miles per hour, a half hour of driving was… far too much for her to walk. Especially not with the snow falling harder.



The wind gusted, cold and biting, making her shiver. Though she wore a parka, the wind cut through it like it was nothing. With a start, she realized her feet were turning numb.



Another shiver ran through her. Not from cold, but fright. A quick mental inventory told her that her only food was a stale protein bar in her purse, and the half-empty water bottle left in her car. If worst came to worst, snow was water, so it wasn’t like she would die… She hoped.



Not of thirst, anyway.



Squashing down panic, Kelly clambered up the slope and got back on the road. A glance in both directions showed it stretching out toward the hills she just passed on one side and a dense forest on the other. There were no people or cars. Not even so much as a sign or a lamp post. It felt like she was out in the wild, utterly cut off from civilization. Perhaps the only person for miles around.



It was an eerie thought. Thanks to growing up in the city, she couldn’t even fall asleep without the steady din of urban life. Her only experience with the outdoors was a camping trip back in college, but all it taught her was that the outdoors were certainly
 not
 for her.



Yet here she was… Alone. Cold and hungry, with a growing headache. Tears welled in her eyes. Like a child, she just wanted to sit down and bawl.



The sound of a rumbling motor snapped her mind back to the present and away from the brink of despair.



She lifted her head and watched, eyes wide, as a pair of headlights emerged from the road’s forest side.



A car! On this desolate stretch of road, running into another vehicle was nothing short of a miracle. She couldn’t let the opportunity slip away. She needed to get the driver’s attention.



Kelly ran out on the road, slipping on the ice and barely maintaining her balance, waving her arms like a crazy person.



Tires squealed.



For a moment, she feared the vehicle might spin out of control, too, and her would-be rescuer would end up turning her into roadkill. It’d be just her luck to survive her own crash only to die in another’s.



But that didn’t happen. The car—actually a big four by four SUV—skidded to a stop some dozen feet away and glared down on her with its headlights.



She shielded her eyes and stared, shivering from nerves and the cold. A layer of snow had already accumulated on her head. She could feel it melting, droplets of water trickling down her scalp and under her clothes.



A moment passed and the car engine turned off. The door—
doors
—opened. Three large, hulking shapes stepped out.



Another chill ran through her. Three guys, out at night in the middle of nowhere, and her without even a working phone? A litany of news reports and crime drama show plotlines ran through her mind.



But as quickly as they appeared, her fears vanished when the first figure stepped close and resolved into a handsome young man. Tall, fit, with short hair and a hint of stubble, his eyes brimmed with concern.



“Are you okay?” he asked, voice deep and rumbling.



“Y-yeah. Somehow—”



“Hooo
ly
 shit!” Over by the roadside, the man’s two companions stared down at her car’s wreckage. One turned to her. “That looks totaled. You sure you’re alright?”



The look of concern on first guy’s face intensified. “You’re hurt.” He reached toward her and she pulled back half a step. His hand dropped. “Ah—sorry. But your head, it’s bleeding. Are there any other injuries? We can drive you to a hospital.”



Kelly raised a hand to her forehead and winced. Pain throbbed in her head and fingers came away sticky and red. So that’s what was causing her headache.



She shook her head. “It’s not as bad as all that. I think I’m okay.” She mustered a smile. “If any of you have reception out here, I’d appreciate if you let me make a call. Mine’s no good out here—”



“It’s the same for us,” the second guy said as he approached. Lean and trim, with a runner’s build, he had blond hair and a friendly smile. “This whole stretch of road is more or less a dead zone. Dropped signals everywhere.”



“He’s right,” the tall guy said. “And besides, don’t tell me you want to wait for help here? That would be…” He trailed off, but his eyes spoke volumes.
 Suicide
.



A sudden gust of wind—even fiercer than earlier—sent snow swirling around them. Kelly’s teeth chattered. “Then, uh… Is there a town nearby?”



“About twenty-five miles away.” It was the third man who answered. Bigger and taller than the others, he sported a neatly trimmed beard. In his hands was a blanket, which he handed to Kelly. “Figured you could use this.”



She accepted it gratefully, not even questioning how or why they had a camping blanket with them. They didn’t see like outdoorsy types, but who knew?



“Oh!” Guy number one gave his head a shake, then smiled wide. “I’m Ryan, by the way. That’s Seth and Brandon.” He pointed to the runner and the big guy, respectively.



She nodded. “I’m Kelly. So, about that town…?”



“You didn’t see the forecast, did you?” Ryan shook his head when she stared at him blankly. “This snow is just flurries compared to what’ll be coming down soon. A major storm is coming through. It’s gonna get ugly.”



“Fuck!” Even as they spoke, the weather had deteriorated. Kelly hated to think what might have happened if they hadn’t passed when they did.



“Tell you what,” Ryan grinned, “why don’t you join us? The place we’re staying isn’t far, and it has a landline. You can make your calls and not freeze to death, too.”



They seemed nice enough, and the thought of surviving the night held a lot of appeal. Kelly nodded. “Yes, please, and thank you. Let me just grab my things from the…wreck.”



Chapter Two


T
hey piled into the truck with Ryan at the wheel and Seth riding shotgun, while she and Brandon hopped in the back. The four-wheel drive made short work of the black ice patch and in no time they were cruising along.


“It’s warm.” Wrapped tight in her blanket, Kelly relaxed for the first time since the crash. With the heat running, the interior quickly became downright cozy. “Thank you for picking me up.”



“Don’t mention it,” Ryan said over his shoulder. “Were you out there long?”



“Not really. Maybe ten minutes? You guys came at just the right time.”



“That’s some coincidence,” Brandon chuckled. “We would have passed long ago except
 someone
 got us off at the wrong exit.”



Seth shook his head. “Not my fault—and I apologized, anyway.”



“Well thank you—Seth, right?” Kelly smiled and shrugged off her blanket as the car’s heat turned stifling. She unzipped her coat and wiped a hair from her face. “If not for that, I’d be turning into a popsicle right about now.”



Seth flashed a grin. “Anytime.”



Outside the window, the storm grew even stronger. Snow fell in heavy sheets, obscuring her sight. She pulled out her phone and sighed. Still no signal. Her battery was low, too. Hopefully, the guys would have a spare charger.



From the corner of her eye, she spotted Brandon surreptitiously checking her out. Tall, wide, and built like a linebacker, she had no doubt he could lift her as easily as she could her suitcase. The thought should have frightened her—but instead, she smiled.



He was cute. And a little shy, judging by how his eyes darted away when he noticed her looking.



Pleased that she’d have such an effect on a hot, younger guy, she pulled a pocket mirror from her purse and surveyed the damage.



A pretty, blonde woman looked back at her, hair and face matted with dried blood. Gingerly, she probed under her hair and found the small gash responsible, hidden just above her hairline. The blood had already clotted and although it hurt—she could feel a bump already forming—there was no immediate danger.



She couldn’t even remember how she got injured. The airbag should have taken the brunt of the impact and prevented any serious injuries…



Oh. Of course.
 When she smacked her head while getting out of the car.



She blushed and stowed the mirror, ignoring Brandon’s inquiring look. How could she explain that she was the sort of idiot who injured herself
 after
 crashing?



Ryan turned onto a side road and she peered out the window, trying to see through the falling snow. “How much further?”



“Funny you should ask…” The car slowed and lurched to a halt. “We’re here.”



Surprised, Kelly stared out the window again, searching for any lights or other usual signs of civilization. She’d expected a small town or suburban development… But there was nothing. Darkness and snow stretched out ahead of her, as far as she could see.



Before she could ask any questions, Ryan parked and hopped out of the car. The rest followed suit, moving quickly to grab gear and bags from the trunk, including her own.



Kelly joined them, blanket rewrapped around her, and followed after them. The guys trooped toward a dark, looming shadow. As they got closer, she realized it was a log cabin. Or a modern facsimile of one. Big and sprawling, the place was far too luxurious for the moniker. Only its exterior resembled a cabin.



“What is this place?” she asked, teeth chattering as they huddled by the door, waiting for Ryan to find the right key.



Seth shrugged, stomping his feet to keep warm. “Vacation home slash hunting lodge, I guess?”



“Ryan’s uncle owns it and we’re borrowing it,” Brandon explained. Loaded up with a backpack, multiple duffels, and carrying her luggage in one hand, the bear-like man didn’t even seem winded. Kelly’s appreciation of him rose another notch.



“Fucking finally,” Ryan grumbled as he found the right key and swung open the door.



Everyone rushed inside, eager to be out of the cold and snow. Lights flashed on and Ryan headed straight for the thermostat to turn up the heat, while the others kicked off their snow-covered shoes and carried the bags further in.



Kelly tugged off her boots and followed them, gaping as she explored. The house was huge, every bit as lavish as she had expected. Aside from some tacky hunting trophies, it was tastefully decorated. Whoever Ryan’s uncle was and whatever he did, the man had style—and money to burn.



“Bet you weren’t expecting this,” Ryan said, chuckling.



Kelly laughed, too. “No, not at all! Especially not way out here, in the middle of nowhere.”



“No helping it. My uncle wanted the place to be as close to nature as possible… So shooting it would be easier.” He grimaced, then smiled ruefully. “But at least it offers every creature comfort imaginable. We wouldn’t have bothered coming if this was some dump.”



“Why
 are
 you guys here?” That question had been bugging her for a while now. They really didn’t seem like the outdoorsy, huntsman types.



“That’s simple.” Seth looked up from his luggage and grinned. “We’re celebrating our graduation.”



“Wow—congrats, guys! But… You don’t mean high school, right?”



Ryan burst out laughing while Seth snorted and shook his head. “Nope, it’s college. Do we really look that young?”



She blushed and shook her head, unable to explain the real reason she asked. All three looked manly and
 very
 handsome. That was why she’d needed to confirm she wasn’t cradle robbing.



“Another friend was supposed to join us,” Brandon said. “But he bailed. Decided to spend time with his new girlfriend, instead.”



“How come you don’t have girlfriends?” The question was out of her mouth before she even had a chance to think better about it.



Ryan chuckled. “Who’s to say we don’t?”



For some reason, Kelly felt a twinge of disappointment.



It must have shown on her face because Ryan quickly added, “You’re right, though—we don’t.”



“Graduation is…” Brandon hesitated, then shrugged. “Messy. Everyone’s leaving, saying their goodbyes, and no one wants to get stuck in a long distance relationship.”



“Oh.” God, she’d been an idiot for asking that question. An awkward, uneasy silence settled over the group. “Well…” She racked her brain for something to say. “Their loss is my gain.”



The guys smiled, the tension cracked. But Kelly wasn’t joking.



“I’m serious. If not for you guys… I probably would have died. We didn’t pass a single other car on the ride over. No one else would have come, and I’d still be out there. Either freezing my ass off in my broken down car, or trying to walk to the nearest town.”



“Don’t overthink it,” Ryan said, his voice gentle. “Someone else would have come by. And you’re fine now, anyway. That’s all that matters.”



She nodded and smiled. “You’re right. And don’t worry—I’m okay. Justed wanted you guys to know how much I appreciate what you did. Now, I really should freshen up. Do any of you guys have a first aid kit?”



“Yeah, there’s one around here… Somewhere.” Brandon opened some bags, searching for it, then grinned when he pulled out a ziplock baggie filled with various essentials. “Here you go.”



“Bathroom is upstairs, first door on the right,” Ryan said. “Take your time while we get unpacked. There’s food and beer if you want to join us later, though.”



“That sounds perfect. Count me in.”



Chapter Three


F
ood turned out to be sandwiches piled high with cheese and assorted cold cuts. It seemed like none of the guys had ever heard of lettuce or tomatoes. Even so, Kelly ate with a ravenous appetite, devouring hers in record time.


She leaned back with a content sigh and sipped on her beer. Compared to the alternative—trapped on a deserted road during what was now a full-blown blizzard—this was pure heaven. And the scenery was nice, too.



Out of their bulky coats and settled into comfortable sweats and tight tees, the guys laughed and joked around, swapping stories of college. She was content to stay out of it, listening and laughing along while she ogled the eye candy before her. Though they were all different, each of the guys was hot in his own way. Ryan was buff and fit, with wide shoulders and a roguish charm. Each time he looked at her and smiled, she felt something flutter inside her.



Not that Seth or Brandon fell far behind—if at all. Seth was handsome, with sharp eyes and a way of smirking that suggested he was in on a secret no one else knew. The way he looked at her sometimes, she could imagine him dominating her, having his way and making her beg for more. Meanwhile, Brandon was the complete opposite. The nicest guy, with a friendly smile and a teddy bear attitude that made her want to mount him and ride him until he was moaning her name.



She squirmed in her seat and downed more beer, trying to force her mind back on track. As a woman in her late twenties and employed in the corporate world, it had been quite a while since Kelly was around college-age guys—let alone three such studs. Each time one of them looked at her or checked her out, her pussy pulsed in response.



But even so, it wasn’t like her to be this horny. She wondered if it was the suspension bridge effect. If she remembered right, it had something to do with situations of extreme stress leading to strong feelings of arousal. Her near brush with death fit the bill.



“You’re looking much better,” Ryan said once dinner was done. The other guys had gone to the living room, leaving them alone in the kitchen. He went to the fridge and pulled out two new beers. “I’m glad the cut wasn’t anything serious.”



“Me, too.” She’d washed it and applied disinfectant, but left it unbandaged. A bandage seemed like overkill for such a small wound, plus she didn’t want to walk around with her head all wrapped up and feeling like an invalid. “It doesn’t even sting anymore.”



“Good.” He used an opener on his keychain on the bottles and handed one to her.



Their hands met as she took it. Ryan had big hands, strong and rough. Like a real man, not some pencil-pusher in a fancy suit. The twinkle in his eye said he knew just what she was thinking. Heat poured to her cheeks.



“So…” He leaned against the counter, eying her up. A smile curled the corners of his lips. “You want to use the landline now?”



She shook her head. “I think it can wait until morning. It’s not like any tow truck would go out tonight.”



“That’s true. And obviously, you’re welcome to stay. There’s even a spare room if you’re worried about sleeping arrangements.”



“I wasn’t,” she blurted out, emboldened by a gulp of her second beer.



Ryan grinned, the mischievous sparkle back in his eyes. “Let’s go check on the guys and get comfortable on the couch. Maybe there’s something good on.”



She nodded and, beer in hand, followed him to the dimly lit living room. Brandon sat on a plush, oversized armchair, watching a movie with interest. Kelly didn’t recognize it, but she thought it looked like something from Netflix. It was good to know the house had streaming. Maybe she could connect to the wi-fi and rejoin civilization.



Seth sat on one end of the couch, playing a game on his phone. He looked up when they entered and flashed her a smile before diving back into it.



Ryan crossed the room and sat on the other end and she plopped down between the two guys. His thigh nudged hers and she nudged him back with a welcoming smile.



“Chilly?” he asked. Not waiting for her to respond, he grabbed a throw blanket off the sofa back and draped it over them. His hand found and squeezed her thigh. “There… better?”



“Much.” She squirmed closer, so the blanket covered them both and flashed a cheeky smile as her hand reached for his crotch. “My savior,” she mouthed.



He chuckled and stroked her leg, strong fingers kneading the muscle. Tingles spread through her at the touch. Her core heated and thrummed. This was unlike her. Blanket or not, she wasn’t one to play where others might see.



Fortunately, Seth seemed too engrossed in his phone to pay any attention and Brandon was too far away to notice. The darkened room and the blaring noise of gunfire and explosions coming from the TV made the perfect cover for what they were doing.



She shifted and pressed closer to him. As her hand stroked the growing bulge in his pants, his fingers found their way between her legs. Leggings and panties provided no defense against the pressure of his palm, teasing her steadily heating cunt. Unable to help herself, she let out a whimper.



Ryan’s hand stilled. He looked past her to check on Seth before resuming what he was doing. Moving slower, his hand slipped under her clothes to palm her bare mound.



The touch of his skin on her pussy electrified her. She felt her nipples turn hard as diamonds. If not for her bra, they would have poked through her shirt, revealing her arousal to all. The thought almost made her regret that she hadn’t taken it off already.



She wasn’t usually like this, but this wasn’t an ordinary situation. The thought of the other guys seeing her horny set her pussy alight. She’d always had a small exhibitionist streak, just never had the courage to act on it. Doing this with them so close by made it resurface in spades. The same addictive feeling of wild freedom coursed through her as back when she was a teen, sneaking out in the dark to fuck in the back of her then boyfriend’s car.



Without thinking, she slipped her hand under his sweatpants and grasped Ryan’s cock. Already semi-erect, she felt it quickly swell beneath her fingers, heating and growing until she could barely wrap all the way around it. It made her mouth drool. She wanted him inside her so badly…



Face like granite, Ryan did his best to maintain control as she stroked him. He retaliated in kind, fingers teasing her clit, rubbing all around the delicate nub. He knew just where to touch and how much pressure to use to have her wiggling, desperate for more. It took all her willpower to not moan and beg for him to shove his cock in her.



The couch creaked.



Startled, their hands froze. Kelly turned, only to come face to face with Seth. He’d put away his phone and his eyes fixed on her, expression inscrutable. But there was no hiding the tell-tale bulge tenting his pants.



Kelly smiled. Gripped by an impulse she could neither understand nor contain, she tugged the blanket off and beckoned Seth with a crooked finger. With her other hand, she pulled Ryan’s dick free of his sweats.



The jig was up—there was no point in hiding. She would enjoy herself to the fullest, instead.



Chapter Four


T
he sight of Ryan’s unveiled cock made her mouth water. It was longer and thicker than she’d imagined, hard as a rock and roped with veins. She couldn’t wait to wrap her lips around it.


On her other side, Seth slid closer. Not needing to be asked twice, he leaned in and grabbed one of her breasts, groping it roughly.



“Sexy slut,” he growled in her ear and she shivered. Much as she wanted to protest, it was hard to deny that she
 was
 acting very slutty. But there was no helping it. Her core throbbed and pussy dripped with need—and it was all their fault.



Three sexy guys and a brush with death were too much for her body to process without turning to sex.



Ryan growled and resumed teasing her clit. As though competing for her attention, his touch felt different, bolder and rougher. His hand slipped lower and two fingers pushed inside her soaked slit. Kelly bit her lip to hold back a moan and stifled it down to a soft whimper. Her body trembled with pent up need.



She tried to stroke Ryan’s cock but lost focus as soon as Seth’s lips found her neck. While Ryan fingered her, he kissed and sucked down along it, grazing his teeth over her skin now and then. The combination had her desperate and squirming, panting as a flush spread from her cheeks to her chest.



“Fuck you’re wet…” Ryan’s husky voice, growled right in her ear, made her moan louder. She nodded, squirming and whimpering as his fingers curled, stretching the walls of her cunt and finding all her most sensitive spots.



Seth bit her neck, drawing another moan from her. He reached under her top, fingers finding and unclasping her bra. Without a second thought, he tossed it aside, already lifting her top to suck on her nipples.



Kelly bit her lip, barely keeping it together enough to hold back a scream. Pleasure built inside her, stoked by their fingers and lips. It had been so long since she was last with a guy, and now she had two gorgeous studs all to herself. If she’d died in the crash and gone to heaven, it wouldn’t have looked any different than this.



A noise made her look up. Brandon’s eyes met hers. At some point, he must have glanced away from the TV and spotted the action taking place on the couch.



She smiled.



Not two studs. She had
 three
.



Eyes still locked with his, she licked her lips to entice him. Brandon’s face darkened. She could see the raw lust and pent up desire brewing inside him.



Ryan noticed too. His fingers stopped moving and he leaned in to nip her earlobe. “You ready for all three of us?”



Her cunt clenched around his fingers, giving her answer before she could even nod.



“Get on your knees,” he growled.



Compelled to obey, she stood from the couch. Both Ryan and Seth pulled back, watching with hungry expressions as she peeled off her top, then shimmied out of her jeans and panties. Naked, she dropped to her knees.



Tingles spread through her body as she watched the guys stand and pull down their pants, baring their erect cocks. Brandon hesitated for a moment, then moved to join his friends. They formed a semicircle around her, every cock hard and erect, dripping precum and aimed squarely at her.



“Oh fuck…” She moaned, core throbbing harder at the sight. In the back of her mind, a tiny voice warned her that she was being reckless. That in the future she might regret this, and that she wasn’t a girl who got to her knees in order to have multiple guys run a train on her throat.



And it was true. She wasn’t that girl. Never had been.



But the thing was—she
 wanted
 to be.



“Go on…” Ryan’s hand settled on her head, stroking her hair. “Open your mouth. We’re all dying to see what you can do.”



“Back off, Ryan, you already got a handjob,” Seth said. “Give someone else a turn.”



Kelly giggled. He made a good point, but not one in his favor. She turned to Brandon, instead, and kissed the tip of his cock. Immediately, she felt it twitch, growing even harder just from that small bit of contact. With a smile, she wrapped her lips around it while her hands reached for Ryan and Seth, stroking them as she worked Brandon’s cock with her mouth.



“Oh fuck…” Brandon moaned and rocked his hips, hands settling on her head as he stuffed more of his cock in her mouth.



She welcomed the touch, moaning her approval so he knew he didn’t have to hold back. None of them did. She wanted to be ravaged.



As the guys tore at their remaining clothes, she moved her hands to Brandon’s thighs. Holding on to him for support she slobbered and gagged on his length, and was rewarded with a pleasured groan. His fingers wove through her hair and delicious, salty precum poured on her tongue. She swirled her tongue around the head of his cock, sucking so hard her cheeks hollowed, then pushed her head down again.



Before she could get too into it, Seth dragged her by the hair toward his cock.



“Impatient much?” she chided, with as much authority as a nude, kneeling woman covered in spit could have.



He laughed and nodded. “Yeah, sue me.”



“It’s okay.” With a smile, she took hold of his cock and licked from balls to tip. “It’s because of me, right? Let me take care of it…”



She opened wide and swallowed his cock, going halfway down before it hit the back of her throat, gagging her. Seth moaned, then sighed in contentment as her hand cupped his balls, caressing them gently as her head bobbed up and down.



Brandon watched, stroking his dick, while Ryan knelt beside her. Familiar, rough fingers found her pussy and pressed inside, picking up right where he left off on the couch.



A groan—muffled by the cock deep in her mouth—erupted past Kelly’s lips. She pulled back and looked over at Ryan, eyes blazing. “Don’t stop—fuck, please don’t stop.”



“Hell yeah, make her cum!” Seth said.



Ryan chuckled, then landed a hard smack on her ass. “Is that what you want, Kelly? Want to cum for us?”



“God yes,” she said between whimpers, humping against his fingers. “You have me so close, just a little more—”



“You sure you want to do it on just my fingers?”



Her breath hitched. Hand tightened around Seth’s cock. She knew what Ryan was asking, and there was only one answer.



“Put your cock in me.”



Chapter Five


A
 wide grin bloomed on Ryan’s face. “Thought you’d never ask.”


He moved behind her and she leaned forward to give him access, supported against Seth’s thighs. Instead of shoving in immediately, Ryan angled his rock hard cock and rubbed it against the overheated lips of her cunt.



She let out a moan, clit throbbing, heat building inside her. “Fuck, please…”



“Mmm…” The low, husky moan made her quiver. Kelly wriggled and pushed back against him. Ryan’s mushroom head teased her clit a few moments longer until he couldn’t hold back anymore. With a single, smooth stroke, he plunged deep inside her, splitting her with his length.



She gasped, lips formed in a perfect “O” as the cock stretched her eager, soaked cunt. Pleasure coursed through her from the most welcome intruder spearing her channel, rising higher as Ryan grabbed her hips and started to move. But she still wanted more.



Luckily, there were still two other cocks for her to enjoy, and Seth chose that exact moment to shove his back in her mouth.



Inspired by his friend, he took control this time. Rather than let her set the pace, his hands gripped her hair and held her head steady so he could fuck her mouth as he wanted.



She moaned, drooling all over his cock as he made her gag again and again. With each stroke, he hit the back of her throat and she had to struggle to pull back for air. On her other side, every time Ryan slammed in he pushed her whole body forward, onto Seth’s cock, gagging her all over again.



Helpless and trapped between them, spit-roasted like a true slut, she felt her core tighten. Pleasure surged. She’d needed this. God, how she’d needed it…



“She’s so wet,” Ryan commented between moans, fingers digging into her ass. One hand slid down, wrapping around her until his fingers found her clit. “Cum on my cock, baby.”



“Oh God…”



As he pounded into her, she felt the first quivers of orgasm begin in her core.



Oh God
.



Some guy she just met, fresh out of college, was going to make her cum. She was going to cum for him and his friends while they passed her around and treated her like a slut for them all to enjoy.



A scream tore from her throat as she fell over the edge, orgasming around his dick. Pleasure arced through her on electric currents as she twitched and convulsed, pussy tightening and milking Ryan’s cock.



“Fuck that feels good,” Ryan moaned. He smacked her ass and rammed forward, hips slapping her rear with a loud clap. Heedless of how each stroke—how every single sensation—made her hypersensitive pussy quiver and throb, he pounded her through the orgasm, pushing it to new heights.



Unable to hold back anymore, Brandon stepped up beside his friend and pulled her away from Seth and toward his own cock.



She didn’t hesitate for a second. Mind clouded with lust and foggy from orgasm, she opened wide and swallowed his dick, struggling to take it as deep as she could. Tears welled in her eyes as she gagged, but she pushed forward anyway, making Brandon moan from the vibration of her throat on the tip of his cock.



Ryan rained smacks on her ass, alternating between cheeks as he slammed deep inside her. The sloppy sounds of her squelching cunt and flesh slapping on flesh filled the air, coupled with the moans and grunts of the guys and her continuous stream of whimpers.



Brandon and Seth passed her between them, pulling her mouth from cock to cock. They forced her down, making her gag until drool covered her chin and mascara tears ran down her cheeks.



She pulled back, coughing and gasping for breath but wetter than ever. No matter how they used her, it only made her want more. Her cunt was a sopping mess, leaking all around Ryan’s cock as he continued to fuck her. Like a true athlete, he had impressive stamina and showed no signs of stopping.



Quite the opposite, in fact. His strokes lengthened, settling into a steady rhythm that had her squirming and panting for more. He spat and she shuddered as his thumb worked it into the tight, puckered ring of her asshole.



“Wh-what are you doing?” she asked breathlessly, head spinning. As his thumb pressed inside, she let out a low moan. “Oh God!”



He chuckled. “You know exactly what I’m doing… And I think you like it.” He rolled his hips, cock slamming forward and making her shriek in delight. The thumb slipped in deeper, up to the knuckle, and she groaned as her hole stretched around it. “I can feel your pussy clenching on me, wanting more. Go ahead and say it.”



It was true, and he saw right through her. She rarely liked anal. It could be painful or messy and most guys were simply too rough—too eager at the prospect of getting inside her backdoor.



But tonight she felt different. She was wild and free, slutty and wanton. The center of attention for three sexy men. If ever there was a time to let loose, this was it.



Kelly licked her lips and wriggled her hips, pushing back on his finger and cock. “I want it.”



Seth crouched down before her, fingers tangling in her hair while his other hand wrapped around her throat. A smirk played over his lips. “Tell us exactly what you want.”



“Fuck…” She whimpered, pussy tightening. His hand on her throat wasn’t enough to choke her, but it was plenty to drive home the reality of her situation. How dangerous it was, how wild… And just how much she loved it. “Someone shove their cock in my ass and fuck me!”



Seth groaned and Kelly swore she felt Ryan’s dick swell inside her just from her words. Slowly, with great reluctance, he pulled out. “Let’s get you in another position. One where we can all participate.”



“What…?
 Oh.
” Realization dawned on Kelly’s face. She’d seen enough porn to know what Ryan intended. That he just assumed she was up for it drove her crazy. Despite the earlier orgasm, need brewed inside her again, trickling down her thighs.



“All right—how are we doing this?” Seth looked from Brandon to Ryan. “I call dibs on pussy.”



Ryan laughed. “Well, I want her mouth. I’m the only one she still hasn’t sucked. That cool with you, Bran’?”



“Perfect,” the big guy said.



Kelly flushed, shame and arousal mixing together. They decided without even consulting her, talking like she was an object who had no say. Not that she wanted a say… The humiliation and loss of control had her wetter than ever, breathless and eager. She ached to be filled.



Seth laid down on the floor and she quickly straddled him, lowering her pussy on his rock hard erection. She sighed with pleasured and clenched around him, then moaned as his hands found her tits and gave them a squeeze. Behind her, Brandon pushed a finger into her rear, followed soon by another. She willed herself to relax as he fingered her, stretching her ass before pulling out and replacing them with the tip of his cock. It pressed against her sphincter, huge and menacing, big enough to tear her apart.



Kelly bit her lip and closed her eyes, struggling to stifle a moan as he pressed inside. The head of his cock stretched her open. Pain and pleasure mixed together, making her whimper and groan. Inch by inch, his cock sank inside her.



When he was about halfway inside, Seth started to move. Hands tight on her hips, he pushed her down and thrust up to meet her. Flesh smacked on flesh. The soft hair of his neatly trimmed pubes tickled her clit and she moaned with pleasure, grinding against him before he pushed her back up, impaling her on Brandon’s cock.



As she got used to the foreign presence plugging her rear, her muscles relaxed. Suddenly it felt
 good
. Unbelievably good. She could feel Brandon and Seth both inside her, stretching the walls of her holes and filling her in a way she could have never imagined.



Ryan’s hand on her head snapped her out of the reverie. Her eyes opened and found his swollen cock—slick with precum and pussy juice—staring down at her. She darted out with her tongue and licked the tip, moaning as she savored their mixed taste. Ryan groaned. He stepped closer, hand gentle but implacable as he guided her mouth to his cock. She opened obediently and wrapped her lips around him, swallowing and taking him deep, cheeks hollowing as she sucked.



Behind her, Brandon pushed in even deeper. His hips hit the swell of her ass. At long last, he was in. Balls deep in her ass. Never in her life had she pictured herself in this situation. She couldn’t have ever imagined the incredible feeling of fullness that came from having every hole stuffed. It was overwhelming. Terrifying. And the most exquisite sensation she’d
 ever
.



“Fuck,” Seth moaned, voice strained and thick with lust. “She’s clenching down on me like crazy.” His fingers dug into her thighs as he growled. “Give it to her, guys. Let’s fuck her good—she’s loving it.”



The guys laughed and her pussy spasmed. United with one common purpose—to ravage all her tight holes—the guys started to fuck her in earnest.



With all her holes stuffed, trapped and impaled by their cocks, there was nothing she could do. None of the usual sex tricks she used applied here. All she could do was accept. To submit to however they used her.



The pressure inside her built as they hammered her, cocks pounding her holes. Balls slapped her flesh. Fingers pawed at her skin. The smell of sex and sweat and manly musk filled the air, driving her crazy. She couldn’t think, couldn’t control herself—everything blurred together in one continuous orgasm.



Voice muffled by cock, she shrieked as she came, whole body quivering, muscles spasming, pussy convulsing around Seth’s hard cock. He groaned and grabbed her tight, slamming inside one last time as he erupted deep inside her. The sensation alone practically made her cum on the spot.



Brandon and Ryan weren’t far behind. Ryan held her head and fucked her mouth hard, using it like he had her pussy before. She gagged and slobbered all over him, unable to keep up, mind delirious from the intensity of everything happening. Brandon smacked her ass, growling and grunting, plowing her. Gone was the sensitive, almost shy person she’d met. Controlled by lust, he fucked her as hard as any guy ever had, and she loved every second.



The guys let out moans and suddenly cum flooded inside her, filling her from both ends. She struggled to swallow, working overtime to not spill a drop.



With a satisfied sigh, Ryan pulled out. Brandon’s softening cock slipped out of her rear, leaving her empty for the first time in what seemed like ages. She rolled off Seth and collapsed to the floor, sprawled out and too weak to move. Too tired to care.



“Jesus, you guys… That…” Kelly struggled to form the words to describe what she meant, but they just wouldn’t come. They’d fucked her brains out.
 Literally
. The thought made her giggle like it was the funniest thing in the world.



“The words you’re looking for are, ‘fucking amazing,’” Brandon said, laughing.



She laughed too, though he wasn’t quite right. Those words didn’t cover even half of all that she felt.



Minutes passed in a hazy, dreamlike state before she finally found the strength to sit up. Someone had covered her with the throw blanket without her even noticing. The guys were back to watching tv and drinking beers, though now dressed only in boxers.



Her jaw ached. Muscles were sore in dozens of places, to say nothing of the deep soreness she felt inside. But it was a good pain. She grinned. “I could really go for a bath, but I’ll settle for a hot shower.”



“Actually…” Ryan chuckled and she looked at him, curious. “I didn’t mention it to you guys before, but this place has a hot tub outside. A
 gazebo covered
 hot tub.”



“Then what are we waiting for?” Kelly’s eyes lit up and she struggled to her feet, leaving the blanket in a discarded pile on the floor. The guys had seen everything already, and modesty was overrated, anyway. “Let’s get in—bathing suits optional!”



Epilogue


I
t was well past noon by the time she and Ryan pulled into the parking lot of the town’s only car rental service. The sun shone bright and warm in the sky, with not a single cloud within sight. Aside from the mountains of snow everywhere, the weather was perfect. It was as though last night’s storm never happened.


But Kelly knew that it had. Her body bore evidence of that fact.



She smiled at the thought, still feeling delightfully sore from everything that had happened. Between sex in the living room, sex in the hot tub, and then sex again this morning, she’d never felt more satisfied—or slutty!—in her life. None of them had been able to get up early this morning. Not after their debaucherous night.



“I hate to see you go,” Ryan said once he parked. “We all do.”



“I know… So do I.” She smiled and brushed her fingertips along the line of his jaw before leaning close to kiss him. “But I can only play hooky from work for so long. I actually meant to leave sooner, but… you know.”



He chuckled. Fingers tangled in her hair and suddenly he kissed her back, mouth forceful and demanding. His taste still lingered on her lips when they stepped outside.



“You know…” She hesitated for a second, watching Ryan as he pulled her things from the trunk. “Call me crazy, but I’m glad I got in that crash.”



“You’re crazy,” Ryan said, laughing. “But yeah. That would have sounded mean coming from me, but I feel the same way. You made this a vacation to remember.”



“Yeah?” She giggled. “I hope you’ll do a lot of late night…
remembering
.”



Ryan winked. “Count on it.”



“Mmm. Good.” Kelly picked up her things but hesitated to head into the rental office. As much as he needed to get back on the road and check in with work, she would miss the guys’ company. “Maybe I’ll see you around?”



“Definitely. The guys and I were planning a road trip this summer, so we’ll hit you up when we’re in the area.”



“Good.” Kelly rose to the tips of her toes and brushed her lips against his. “I’ll give each of you a warm welcome.”



His eyes smoldered. With a giggle, Kelly turned on her heel and rushed inside. She couldn’t wait for summer to come.
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Giving Her All: BDSM Humiliation Rough Ménage.
 Desperate Marissa has turned to work as a stripper in order to make ends meet. But when that isn't enough, how much more will she fall? When her boss gives her the contact information for a mysterious club seeking talented escorts, she begins a journey deep into the world of pain, submission, and pleasures she never imagined.
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Eleanor's Entrance: Historical Erotic BDSM Humiliation.
 A young woman, desperate for money to support her poor family discovers that the noble manor she interviews for is much more than it seems. Humiliated at every turn, she discovers the meaning of forbidden desire and submission.



Or simply check out all Mia Sinclair’s works by visiting her Amazon Store page.
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