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Dominic reached around and grabbed her milky white breast from behind as Sven, buried under the skirts of her dark blue silk gown, began gently fondling her secret flower. The young dutchess melted in the arms of her two lovers.“We both want you” Dominic whispered into her ear, “and we will fight for the honor of having you.   Whoever gives you the most pleasure will have you forever!” Nearly swooning, Valenska brought a trembling hand to her brow.

“Oh! but I must be faithful to the Duke!” she cried.

Now Sven began to lick and suckle at her wet and waiting flower of desire as Dominic roughly pulled open the laces of her gown, ravishing her breasts and her swan-like neck.

“The Duke is on his deathbed!” he said “and you are young and alive! When he dies, he will leave you everything and you will be the richest and most powerful woman in all of Russia!”

“Coffee time!” Maxine announced as she flopped down next to Tracy with a playful bump to her hip. Maxine came to their regular lunch date bearing two tall mocha lattes, Tracy’s favorite.

“Ugh! Maxie, why do you always have to get here right when it’s getting good?” Tracy sighed, taking her coffee from her friend. Tracy was engrossed in the third book in a series, The Erotic Adventures of Dutchess Valenska
, the innocent peasant girl who fucked her way across half of Russia and into the Feudal power structure.

Maxine took the book from her hands and looked over the windswept scene on the cover. Dutchess Valenska, with her flowing blond hair in a tangled mess and her red silk gown opened and falling from her creamy white shoulders, was swooning in the arms of her heavily muscled and bare to the waist lover. “How can you read this garbage?” she asked in disgust.

“It’s just a fantasy,” Tracy defended as she recovered her book. “Everybody’s got a little fantasy!”

“So, who’s dickin’ the Dutchess this time?” Maxine asked as she sipped her coffee.

“Dominic and Sven. The junior butler and I think Sven is a garden hand, I can’t remember.”

“Oooh, a threesome!” Maxine teased. “Dirty little peasant girl!”

Tracy hugged her book to her chest. “Do you ever think about it?”

“What?” Maxine asked.

“You know, a threesome, two guys? I think it’d be hot!”

Maxine wrinkled her brow. “I think it’d be overwhelming.”

“No, seriously, think about it. You could have everything you wanted all at once. Like, you could take one of them in the front and the other one in the ass, or you could suck on one of them while the other one’s eating you. Oh man, I’m getting hot just thinking about it.”

“Tracy, you are one sick little sister. Why don’t you just concentrate on one guy at a time? Like, for example, your date tonight with super-hot Mark from accounting.”

“Oh yeah, I almost forgot.  He has got the nicest ass”

“Well, I’ve always been more of a face girl myself.”

“Mmm, he does have a nice strong jaw.”

“And those gorgeous brown eyes!”

“And you know, I think he’s got the most kissable lips I’ve ever seen.”

“Oh Tracy, I’m so excited for you! You’ve got to tell me everything tomorrow morning. What are you wearing?”

“Well, I was thinking I could either play it casual with just jeans and a little silky top or I could go a little more Hepburn with a little black dress number.”

“Ooh, little black dress all the way, sexy, classic, and sophisticated.  You can’t go wrong.”  Maxine gave her a wink.

“Ok, done. Also, I picked up the cutest little red patent leather pumps. What do you think, should I play it down with a traditional black or spice it up with the red?”

“Hmm, tough call. The red is fun, but it kinda says ‘fuck me now!’ Are you sure you want to send that message on the first date?”

“Who says I don’t want to send that message?”  Now it was Tracy’s turn to wink.

“You are so bad!”

“Oh come on Maxie, you only live once, and this is Mark.”  Tracy took a sip of her latte and smiled.  “ Oh my God! I have been so hot for him for so long! We’ll be lucky if we make it through dinner before I jump him!”

Maxine eyed her friend dubiously and then glanced at her watch. “Ooh girl, look at the time! Come on, we’re going to be late!”

            The two girls hurried back into the lobby of the high-rise complex of Madison Corp. where they both worked. Maxine worked on the 23rd floor and Tracy on the 30th. They squeezed into the elevator with the sea of other suits and stood scrunched together, clutching the remains of their lattes. The crowded elevator moved up in silence. Half way to her floor, Maxine said to Tracy in a whisper, “Go with the red.”

“Yeah, I had already planned on it.” They giggled until it was time for Maxine to squeeze her way out. She turned back and called to Tracy, “And find out if he has a brother for me!”

“I will!” Tracy called back, laughing.

It was dark and had been raining, now the exhausted air carried the hush of evening and blew a warm summer’s breeze along the soaked city streets. Mark took Tracy’s hand as they stumbled, laughing, a little buzzed from the neon-lit doors of the Centre City Comedy Club.

For a moment, she stopped and put her hand to his arm, leaning on him slightly, and looked at the city streets. The light from street lamps and traffic lights made streaks of reflected silver, red and green on the wet black asphalt. “Hmm, you know I love to see the streets like this, just after it’s rained. The city almost looks pretty on a night like this.”

She looked back up at him and found he was gazing at her, mesmerized. He smiled at her slightly and brought his hand to her face. Without a word, he kissed her full on the lips. She turned to face him and draped her arms around his neck. Putting his hands on her hips, he pulled her closer. She parted her lips and let him kiss her deeply, reaching his tongue into her mouth. Finally, they both pulled away, but still held each other.

She leaned back and looked into his eyes. “Wow, that was nice,” she said.

He smiled at her again, “Yeah, I really like you.”

“Well, that’s good because I like you too. But...”

“But?” he asked.

“I was promised dinner on my date, so where are you taking me?”

“Ah, yes. Well I had something special in mind.” She smiled expectantly. “I happen to like to cook. So I have prepared a very simple, elegant dinner for two back at my place, if you don’t mind.”

Tracy’s heart was racing. Mark was everything she’d imagined and more. Sweet, sexy, smart, funny and now they had the perfect excuse to spend the evening back at his place. “It sounds perfect.”

“Great,” he said as he lead her to his car. “Maybe I’ll even find some candles.” She squeezed his hand.  She couldn’t wait.

When he put the key into the door at his apartment, he was surprised to find that it wasn’t locked. “That’s odd...” he muttered as they went inside. To her surprise, Tracy saw Mark sitting on the sofa in front of the TV in nothing but a pair of gym shorts, watching basketball and drinking a beer.

“What the...?” She gasped. Mark was standing at her side, fully clothed and yet, there he was on the sofa. She looked over this other, half-clad Mark and immediately felt hot. He had a perfect six-pack and broad shoulders, with a smooth, nicely- tanned and muscled chest. She thought she had gone through the looking glass, but the Mark at her side was surprised in a very different way. He cleared his throat, sounding very irritated.

“Tracy, this is my identical twin brother Matt,” he explained.

She burst out laughing.  “Oh my God!” she cried. She had never seen two twins so completely identical. There really was no distinction that she could see between them.

“Hi.” Matt waived from the sofa, not bothering to get up. Even his voice was the same.

“Matt,” Mark went on, in a tone clearly intended to communicate more to his brother than he was saying, “was supposed
 to be out on a date of his own tonight.”

“Yeah, hey, sorry about that, Marsha canceled at the last minute. Says she’s got the stomach flu.”

“Yeah man, Marsha’s canceled on your last three dates. Are you sure her flu doesn’t have legs?”

Matt laughed nonchalantly, “Hey could be, who knows? You want a beer?” he said addressing Tracy.

“Uum, sure.”

“Hey come on over, have a seat. You like basketball?”

“Matt,” Mark still sounded irritated. “Tracy and I were going to have a nice quiet dinner here, just the two of us.”

“Oh hey, don’t let me get in your way...”

Tracy could see Mark was pissed, but she was finding the whole situation very comical and Matt was just as hot as Mark. She found herself drawn to both of them and the idea of spending the evening with the two of them was very exciting. She turned and put her hand on Mark’s chest.

“You know what, Mark, this is fine, really. Matt seems like a great guy and there’s no reason we can’t all hang out. We will have another date, ok?” She kissed him softly and pulled at his bottom lip a little. He smiled at her. “You sure?” he asked.

She nodded and smiled. “Can we get some beers?”

“Ok, well, I guess make yourself at home.” Tracy looked at Matt.  He called her over with a toss of his head. She flopped down on the sofa next to him, letting her thigh press up against his. He smiled and put his arm up across the back of the sofa above her shoulders.

“Mark told me he had a hot date tonight,” he said, looking her over, “I was hoping I’d get a chance to...” but before he could finish, Mark came back in with the beers.

“Well you two look cozy,” he commented. Tracy looked at him and patted the sofa next to her.

“Come on,” she said, “the more the merrier.” Mark sat down next to Tracy and handed out the beers.

“I feel like I’m in a Double Mint
 ad,” she said, laughing.

“Yeah, we get that all the time,” both twins said at once. Then they all started laughing.

“Well, cheers boys,” Tracy said, raising her beer bottle.  They all clinked bottles in a toast.

Tracy could feel the heat from both their bodies and she felt incredibly turned on. On her right hand, Matt was there half- naked, the skin of their legs pressed firmly together. On her left side was Mark, with his shirt opened at the collar and cuffs, and his thigh was also pressed against her. She looked from on to the other and they both looked at her with desire in their eyes. Were they all thinking the same thing?


Mark made the first move. He took her face in his hand as he had done on the street and kissed her full and deeply on the lips. She turned her upper body to face him. Then she felt Matt put his hand on her thigh, close to the hem of her dress. She didn’t want to stop him. As she kissed Mark, Matt’s hand slipped all the way up under her dress and she could feel his fingers caressing the edge of her panties.  She knew he could feel the wetness there.

Mark took her breast in his hand and Matt rose up on his knees behind her and started kissing the sensitive skin at the base of her neck, with his hand still up her dress he came in from the top of her panties and cupped her warm wet pussy in his hand and started to stroke her. Now she moved up onto her knees to give Matt better access as Mark slipped his hand up her other thigh and gripped her buttock. She gasped as Matt began fingering her hard.  Gripping the sofa with one hand to steady herself, she opened Mark’s pants and took out his hard cock with the other and began to stroke him.

It was hard to keep her head as she was kissing Mark and stroking him hard while Matt was fingering her. Her whole body felt charged with desire. It was her fantasy.  It was Mark times two and she wanted them both so bad she could hardly stand it. Finally, Matt managed to pull her panties off and laid down under her. He pulled her down on his face and started to lick her quivering sweet folds.

“Oh God, yes,” she cried and gasped as she sank to her knees. She took Mark’s long smooth cock in her mouth and sucked as hard as she could. She wrapped the length of his shaft in her tongue and licked him from the base all the way to the tip, and Mark moaned and dug his fingers into her hair.

As she suckled hard on Mark’s tip she felt herself coming to climax and had to let go of him. She focused on the feelings Matt’s tongue brushing over her clit was creating, and her body began to tense and shake.  Finally, she threw her head back and gasped uncontrollably, lost in her own orgasm. Mark watched her in her ecstasy and tenderly stroked her face and her breasts.

She collapsed across Matt’s body, gasping.

At last, she recovered and sank to the floor in front of Matt. She looked hard into his eyes as she pulled down his shorts and pulled out his cock. It was as nice as Mark’s, practically the same. On her knees, she took his cock in her mouth.  He groaned as his cock hit the back of her throat and she began stroking it with her tongue.

Mark came around behind her and gripped her hips. While she sucked hard on Matt’s cock, she felt Mark’s hands grip her more tightly.  Suddenly, Mark pushed into her ass, sliding in so smooth she almost didn’t feel him at first, until he was all the way inside. She shuddered in pleasure, no one had ever entered her from behind that way before and she loved it. She felt him stroking in and out of her ass as she licked Matt in the same way she had with Mark, dragging her tongue all the way from his base to the tip then rolling her tongue over his tip and sucking hard.

She was amazed at their stamina. The three of them had been at it for a while and still they were both rock hard. But the best was yet to come. Before they could totally lose it, Mark took control. He pulled out of her ass and lifted her from her knees. He turned her around and kissed her hard and deep. Then he sat down on the floor and pulled her into his lap, so that she straddled him. She cried out in pleasure as she felt his huge cock push all the way into her.

She rode him hard, feeling him slide in and out of her slippery pussy. Then Matt came up from behind her, and the three of them lay down on the floor. Mark stayed inside her as Matt grabbed her ass cheeks and pulled them open.  Suddenly, his tongue was swirling around her tight hole.  When he slipped it inside, she moaned and pressed against it to push it even deeper.

Mark was fucking her pussy with steady, deep strokes when Matt got back onto his knees pushed into her ass. It was amazing! They were both inside her at once and their cocks were filling her completely. They started slow but then the intensity grew and grew as they both pushed her harder and harder. The pleasure was so intense she could hardly stand it. She thought she would pass out.

When they finally orgasmed all at once, she felt their cocks enlarge and throb, pressing her sensitive flesh between them and making her shake with the power of her orgasm. With them both coming inside of her as she reached her own climax, she screamed, “Oh fuck, it’s so fucking good!”

Finally, they all lay panting in the sweet high after orgasm. Matt reached up onto the sofa and pulled down a blanket and spread it over the three of them and they all fell asleep, utterly exhausted.

In the morning, after a shower and breakfast with the twins, she kissed Matt goodbye and thanked him for a lovely evening. Mark took her home and they kissed in his car for a long time before she said goodbye. “Can I see you again?” he asked, “I really had a great time.”

“Me, too. I would love to see you and Matt again sometime.”

“Well, maybe next time I can have you all to myself.”

“We’ll see,” she said teasingly.

When she got inside, she called Maxine right away. As she lay on her couch, still feeling tired from her night with the twins, she told her friend all about it. “Oh yeah, Maxie, Mark has a brother, and you’ll never believe what happened...”

As she related the story, she smiled.  Sometimes, fantasies really did come true.
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Marissa was exhausted.  She was close to finishing a twelve hour shift at the corner bakery where she worked, and all she wanted was to go home and relax in a hot bath with the phones turned off.  She had never had a goal of working in a bakery.  She had gone to college majoring in early childhood education.  While there, she had met Shane, her now ex-husband.  He had been charming and was almost finished law school.  Within a year of meeting, Marissa was pregnant, had dropped out of college, and was living in a beautiful house paid for by Shane’s first job out of law school.  Everything was perfect.  After two years, they had another child and had moved into an even bigger home.  There were fancy cars, vacations every year, and lots of jewelry. 

All of that changed on the day Shane came home and announced that he was leaving Marissa for his dumb redheaded secretary Gina.  Sure, there had been clues that something was amiss.  But Gina?  Really?  She was dumb as a board, made a pitiful salary, and had nothing to offer other than big tits and a healthy appetite for sex.  Shane had left Marissa with two kids, no job, and nowhere to live.   She received small alimony payments, and Shane paid child support, but now that he had his own snotty kid with Gina, he didn’t even seem to want to see his own kids.

Marissa had been left in a really tough spot.  She had no college education, and had to figure out a way to provide for herself and her children.  Furthermore, she didn’t even have childcare to be able to go out on job interviews.  She still looked good though.  Shane had never been one to be frugal with Marissa’s clothing allowance, so she had closets full of designer clothes, shoes, and jewelry.  Marissa had also taken good care of her body during her marriage.  The elliptical machine and weight room Shane had installed in their home made it easy for her to fit in workouts around the schedule of the kids.  Even so, when Shane left, Marissa had no idea what she was going to do to provide for herself.  She had never even paid a bill in her life. 

She rented herself a tidy two bedroom apartment, but once the bills started rolling in Marissa was shocked at how much it cost just to live and buy the basics like food and clothes for the kids.  She sent out resumes for teaching assistant positions, but nothing came through.  After a few months, Marissa became desperate.  She was perusing Craigslist and answered an ad for a local bar looking for ‘entertainers.’  She knew what she had been getting herself into, but she needed cash and she refused to ask friends, family, or worse, Shane, to help her out.  Even though she was 29, she still easily passed for 23 and had a set of fabulous C tits courtesy of Shane. 

When she started dancing for strange men, she both liked and hated it.  She liked – no she loved- the money.  She worked nights, so she had told her mother she was working as a third shift cashier at a 24 hour mini mart.  Her mom watched the kids overnight.  Marissa was bringing home a minimum of $500 a night and within a couple weeks, she had already built up a client base.  Things were going well and Marissa even managed to put a significant amount of money into savings in addition to paying her bills on time.  Then, two months ago, Marissa was on stage at the club dancing when her father and brother, who were entertaining clients for the family business, walked into the club with six Japanese clients in tow.  Marissa was mortified, and her brother actually tried to jump on stage to cover her before security intercepted him.  She quickly left out the back door and realized that a job she had to be ashamed of was not a healthy job.

So, she had hit the streets again giving out resumes and all but begging for a job. About a week after leaving the strip club, Marissa decided to take a coffee break inside a local bakery while job hunting.  While there, she noticed a help wanted sign.  Couldn’t hurt, she thought, so she asked the elderly owner what type of help they needed.  The man’s name was Dominic, and he was an old school German baker.  His youngest son who had helped him run the business had recently quit to move across the country with his new wife.  Dominic was not happy about this and explained that he needed a full time cashier, as well as someone to help with cleaning, office tasks, and back of house duties such as traying cookies and pastries.  Marissa accepted on the spot, and was surprised that Dominic was offering her $600 a week.  He expected her to work long hours, but the $600 in addition to her alimony and child support would allow her to live comfortably and still put money into savings.

The job was tiring, but not too bad.  As a bonus, no men were groping at her or trying to offer her extra money for sex.  Dominic was a tough boss with no tolerance for nonsense, but he had a soft spot in his heart for kids and always sent Marissa home with fresh baked bread or cookies for her kids.  Dominic would work from about 4AM until 3PM like clockwork seven days a week.  After that, Marissa was on her own until closing time at 9PM.  Business always slowed down around 7PM, so her main responsibility was to just work the cash register, clean up a bit, and write names on the occasional cake for a walk in customer needing a birthday cake.  The bakery wasn’t in a nice neighborhood, but it wasn’t an awful neighborhood either.  Plus, Dominic kept a loaded .45 under the counter ‘just in case.’

Tonight, Marissa just wanted to go home and be done with the day.  She only had five minutes left until she closed the store, so she locked the front door which she always did when it was time to count the cash drawer at the end of the night.  Math had never been Marissa’s strong suit, so she was using a calculator to add the dimes and nickels when there was a knock on the front door.  There were two men outside, knocking on the door, pointing at their watches to show her it was not yet 9PM.  Reluctantly, Marissa walked to the door and cracked it open.  “Can I help you?” she asked. 

“Yes, we need a birthday cake for our boy’s party tonight.  You don’t even have to write on it, we just need a cake to bring,” the stockier of the two men said. 

“Okay,” sighed Marissa as she let them in.  She locked the door behind them so that no other customers could enter.  She pointed towards the cake showcase and asked them to pick one out as she completed her deposit for the night and dropped it in the safe.  This sale would just have to be left in the till overnight, as there was no way she was recounting the drawer. 

The taller man brought over a nine inch round cake decorated with balloons.  Marissa felt bad for being short with them, so she asked, “Would you like me to write on it?  I can do it quickly if you want.” 

“No,” the tall man said.  “You look pretty tired.  How much sweetheart?”

Marissa hated being called sweetheart.  “Nineteen ninety nine,” she replied. 

The tall man handed her a bill.  Marissa went to make change, as the stocky man walked over to the counter and asked, “Don’t I know you from somewhere?” 

“Don’t think so,” Marissa replied.

“Yeah, you’re the hot piece of ass from Vinnie’s up the street.  Don’t you remember me?  You gave me a lap dance and I almost nutted in my pants,” the stocky man said.  “Hey Jay,” he said, elbowing the taller man, “Don’t you remember her?  She was wearing the red shorts with all the sparkles on them that I had to explain away to my bitch wife.”

The man named Jay looked at Marissa as she handed him a penny for his change.  “You do look familiar,” he said.  “And why the fuck are you ripping me off?” he asked, looking at the penny in his hand.  “Maybe you should have stayed in the club.  You don’t belong working here stealing from honest customers.”

Marissa was shocked and looked at Jay quizzically.  “I gave you a fifty sweetheart,” he said with a sneer.  “Give me my fucking change or I’ll call the cops.  I’ve known Dominic here for a long time.  The old man might like looking at your tight ass and big titties all day, but he’s a mean mother fucker when people steal from him.”

“I didn’t steal from anyone,” Marissa protested.  “It was a mistake, I’ve been working all day, I’m just tired.”  Marissa moved to open the drawer and Jay grabbed her wrist.  Fear passed through Marissa like a bolt of lightning as she realized she was alone and locked in a store with two men who had seen her naked before.  “I’m giving you your change,” Marissa said.  “I screwed up, if you’ll let go of me, I’ll open the drawer.”

The stockier man was starting to come around the corner, and Marissa realized that the .45 was at least five feet away from her.  As the stocky man reached her side, Jay said “Phil, what do you think?  Was it an honest mistake or is she just a bad girl?”

“Oh she’s definitely bad,” Phil replied.  He stood behind Marissa and leaned down so his lips were touching her ear.  “She’s a really naughty girl,” he said.  “What do you think your punishment should be sweetheart?”  He punctuated the word sweetheart by reaching around the front of her and grabbing one of her tits roughly.  Marissa was surprised when she felt a tingle of pleasure rather than fear.  Phil’s lips against her ear and body pressed against hers had been the first real contact she had with a man in months.

“Just do what you want, but please don’t tell Dominic.  I need this job if you’ve known him for a long time, he’s going to believe you over me,” Marissa begged.  “Seriously, I’ll do anything you want, just don’t tell Dominic I fucked up and please don’t tell him about my old job at Vinnie’s.”

Jay finally released Marissa’s wrist and started moving towards the picture windows in the front of the store.  He pulled every shade down, including the one that covered the door when the business was closed.  He was unzipping his pants as he walked back towards Marissa and Phil and by the time he came around the counter, an already rock hard cock was jutting angrily out of his pants.  “Knees.  Now,” Jay said.  Phil released his hold on Marissa’s tit and waist and began pushing down on her shoulders, encouraging her to get on her knees.  Marissa heard a belt buckle behind her and knew that Phil was getting undressed as well.  Marissa was only wearing a T-Shirt and pair of shorts, because it was damn near 90 degrees in the bakery when all the ovens were on. 

As she got on her knees, Jay forced his cock into her mouth.  Marissa hadn’t sucked a cock in quite some time, but she soon discovered it was like riding a bike.  Jay was looking down at her moaning.  He pulled his long rod out of her mouth, looked down at her and said, “Spit on it.  Spit on it you dirty whore.  Get my cock all wet and then suck it like you mean it.”  Marissa wasn’t used to being talked to like this during sex, so she was especially surprised when she realized her pussy was getting wet and that she actually kind of liked being told what to do.  She spit on his cock as he had instructed and with that, he shoved it into her mouth.  Her eyes were watering as he battered her throat incessantly.  During this, Marissa felt a hand moving her shorts to the side.  She wasn’t wearing underwear and her pussy was already starting to drip.

“Let’s go in the back,” Phil said.  “We need some room to make this fun for everyone.” 

Jay stood up, his cock still pointing straight out from his unbuttoned jeans.  Wordlessly, he took Marissa’s hand and directed her to the enormous butcher block work bench in the center of the back room.  Phil was behind her, and he quickly lifted her up on the table while removing her shorts, seemingly all at the same time.  Soon she was on her back and could feel the coolness of the work bench under her back.  Jay resumed where he had left off.  He stood over her, his still throbbing rod pointing towards her head.  He squatted over her, putting his balls right near her mouth.  “Suck on them,” he ordered.  “Suck on my hairy balls.”  Marissa obliged, and felt his cock bobbing on her forehead as she sucked his balls.

Phil had his hand between her legs, but she couldn’t see much, as her line of vision was filled with balls and cock.  With no warning whatsoever, Marissa felt herself tearing up as Phil violated her asshole with a finger.  It was all she could do not to scream, and she felt as if he was splitting her ass in two.  “Is this a virgin ass darling?” Phil asked condescendingly.  “Hey Jay, did you ever meet a stripper with a virgin fucking ass?”  Marissa had a feeling her asshole would not be virgin for long, so she braced for what she knew would be quite the penetration.  Surprisingly, she felt nothing.  She sensed that Phil had gotten up.  When he came back, she could smell what he had been doing. 

He was using her expensive body lotion as a lubricant.  At least he was going to try to spare her some pain.  Meanwhile, Phil had stuffed his huge rod back into Marissa’s throat.  This angle made it almost painful to take the whole cock.  Phil was moaning like crazy and telling her how good she was making him feel, but she couldn’t respond other than to give a slight moan when he stopped mid stroke to let her take a breath.

Suddenly, a shortage of breath was the least of Marissa’s problems.  Phil had spread her legs and put them around his shoulders, making her asshole a wide open target.  With no warning, he plunged his cock into her ass.  Marissa tried to scream, but it came out muffled, as she was gagged by cock. Phil began pumping her ass mercilessly.  Marissa hadn’t had a chance to see his cock, but it felt super thick.  Thicker than any cock she had taken before.  Once the initial pain wore off, Marissa experienced a sensation of fullness she had never felt before.  She also felt powerful. 

She had gone from being a betrayed spouse to a woman who was capable of making babbling, moaning messes out of two attractive grown men.  This feeling, combined with the feeling of her ass being stretched to the limits, was making her pussy leak juice furiously.  She wanted to beg Phil to finger her pussy and make her cum, but she was completely unable to speak because of the cock still pounding her throat.  Just then, Jay moaned loudly.  “Give me those tits.  Hold those tits together baby, I’m gonna make such a mess on those pretty titties.”

Marissa obliged and quickly pulled her T-Shirt up, squeezing her breasts together.  Jay was going to have a tough time aiming, because Phil was giving Marissa a pounding that was forcing her further and further up the table with each thrust.  Jay pulled his rod out of her throat and began releasing a massive load that must have been built up for days.  The first shot got Marissa right in the neck.  For the next twenty seconds or so, spurt after spurt of cum shot out of Jay’s cock, hitting Marissa’s shoulders, face, and titties.  All the while, Jay moaned loudly, even letting out a scream towards the end of his massive orgasm. 

When he was finally done, he stood up, hopped off the bench, and disappeared towards the back of the room.  Marissa assumed he was heading to the bathroom.  Now that Marissa’s hand and line of vision were free, she reached to her clit and pussy.  She shoved two fingers as quickly as she could into her wet snatch and felt her orgasm build immediately.  Phil had started moaning, “Here it comes baby, here it comes, oh God, and I’m gonna cum so hard in your ass.”  As Marissa’s pussy began contracting against her fingers, she knew Phil must be able to feel the contractions even through her pussy walls.  Or was that his cock contracting?  Either way, through her orgasm, she felt hot jets of sperm shooting into her asshole.  It seemed to never end. 

Through it all, Phil continued to moan, whispering, “Take it all baby, take all that cum so you can think about me all night while it leaks out of you.”  Both of their orgasms seemed to last an eternity.  Finally, Phil pulled his dick out of her, leaving a trail of cum drops on the work bench.  Marissa sat up and reached for one of the cloths kept under the bench so she could wipe the drying, sticky, cum off of herself.  She saw Jay was already in the front of the store, dressed and eating a pastry from the case as if nothing had just happened.  She finished wiping off, put her shorts back on, and pulled her shirt back down.  While Phil was in the restroom, Marissa headed towards the register.  “Here, let me give you your change,” she mumbled.  “It really was a mistake, I swear.” 

Jay laughed, as Phil came into the front of the store, also fully dressed and looking nonplussed.  “What did I miss?” Phil asked. 

“She was going to give me back the right change, but I’m kind of thinking she may have earned it.  What do you think?” Jay asked. 

Phil shrugged.  “She’s not a stripper anymore, guess she needs all the cash she can get.”  Jay grabbed the cake he had originally come in to purchase off the counter and headed to the door.  He unlocked it, saying on his way out, “Lock up after me sweetie, there’s some really bad people out in this area this time of night.”

Marissa took thirty dollars out of the register and shut the lights.  She really needed that bath now, and she was kind of hoping Jay and Phil might come back to visit one night.  They certainly broke the monotony of a boring night at the shop, and God knows Marissa had years of boring sex with Shane to make up for.
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When Jimmy called and asked her over, she thought he had finally seen the light.  After all, he had been the one to cheat on her with that slutty Melissa Berger, whose ass was so fat, she couldn’t squeeze into jeans without a fucking crowbar.  But she didn’t let him think that he could just call up and get her to run over to him without an apology.  “You were a real dick, Jimmy.  I had feelings for you and I thought you cared about me, but you had to stick it in that skank while I was busy helping my sister move.” 

“God, Sue, I said I was sorry, come on, forgive me and come over.  I miss you.  It’s too quiet over here.”

She began to feel his pull and tried to fight it.  “No, I don’t think so, Jimmy.  I’m not into getting hurt again.”

“Sue, I really need you.  Melissa, she was here just because I was missing you so bad.”

“I was only gone six hours, Jimmy.”

“Yeah, but it felt much longer.  Sue, come on over and I’ll make you happy, I promise.”

Finally, she caved and agreed to see him in a couple of hours.  First, though, she was determined to make Jimmy sorry he had ever strayed.  She combed through her closet and picked out a pair of short shorts that hugged her ass cheeks and barely managed to keep their grip.  She picked out a halter top next, forgoing a bra for her ample breasts, enjoying the way they bounced and shimmied with every move she made.  The final touch was a pair of heels that showed off her toned legs and lifted her ass even higher.  Turning in the mirror, watching her blond hair billow out around her curvy beauty, she had to wonder how Jimmy had ever gone for that hippo, Melissa.

Climbing into her car, Sue started it up and remembered that she had meant to have Jimmy look at it when she had gotten back from her sister’s.  It had been making an appalling sound every time she started it up and Jimmy was a mechanic.  But, of course, that day, he had been busy tuning Melissa Berger’s pussy and she hadn’t thought to mention her car.

She drove through town, looking around her with evil eyes, thinking that if she happened to see that fat cow, she could stare her down into the dust.  Finally, she pulled up in front of Jimmy’s run-down apartment building and turned her car off, sighing at the knocking sound of the engine as it shut off.  Well, she would make it a condition of coming over that he take a look under her hood.

She stepped out of the car and walked past the dead lawn and up the porch and inside, going over to the stairs and heading up to the third floor, where Jimmy’s apartment sat filled with dirty guy things and dirty guy smell everywhere.  It was amazing that she had ever seen anything in the idiot.  After all, it wasn’t like he was some doctor offering her a mansion and a yacht.  Hell, he wasn’t even offering her monogamy, apparently.

She made it to the third floor, panting a little and blaming the damn heels for her out of breath state.  She got to his door and hitched up her top, adjusting her breasts for maximum cleavage, and then she knocked on the door and stood with her hands on her hips, pouting prettily at the peephole.

The door swung open and there stood Jimmy, shirtless and muscled.  “Hey, Baby, come on in.”  He tried to give her a hug, but she pushed him off and stepped past him into the living room.

“God, Jimmy, what have you done?  Let a hippo move in with you?”  There were pizza boxes and empty beer bottles and t-shirts and car mags flung all over the place.

He chuckled and came up behind her, wrapping his arms around her before she wriggled loose and stepped away.  “Actually, Baby, I am letting someone stay with me for a while.”

She felt her stomach drop and braced for bad news.  “Oh, well, I hope you’re happy.  But if it’s that moose Melissa, then I feel sorry for you because she’s gonna eat you out of house and home.”

He sighed.  “Jesus, Sue, it’s not Melissa, okay.  I had to get someone in here to help because, you know, money’s tight right now.”

She turned to him.  “Yeah, I know, since I was the one working my ass off to take care of both of us.”

A flash of anger went over his face.  “Now, godammit, Sue, that’s not true and you know it.  I did a lot of under the table jobs and I brought plenty of money in.”

She threw up her hands and turned her back on him.  Part of the reason she hadn’t gotten rid of her apartment when they had decided to live together was because he couldn’t hold a job.  God, where was her Prince Charming, and how had she ended up with Dopey?  “So, who’s you’re new roommate?”

“It’s an old friend from school.  You remember Dylan, right, Dylan Haggert?”

Sue searched her memory and finally came up with a guy with chicken legs and bad acne.  “Dorky Dylan?  The geek who used to follow Sheryl around like a puppy?  The one with all that acne?”

He grinned and nodded.  “Yeah, well, it seems he’s a med student now and he’s only in town for the summer to hang with his family until he has to go back to school.”

“And why the hell didn’t he stay at school instead of shacking up in your dump?”

“Like I said, Sue, he’s here to visit family.”

“And he couldn’t stay with them?”

“God, what does it matter?  It’s helping me save some money.  I thought you would be happy since all you ever talked about was how you wanted to save money so we could get married.”

Suddenly, her demeanor changed as he mentioned the magic word – commitment. “Well, I guess it isn’t such a bad idea to have a roommate.”  She smiled at him for the first time and sidled up to him.  “Although, you could have found someone better than Dorky Dylan.”

That was when the front door opened and closed and Dorky Dylan made an appearance in the flesh, making Sue gasp and leaving her with her mouth unattractively hanging open.  To say he had changed would be an understatement.  He was tall and built, and there was no sign of acne on his bearded, square-jawed face.  His tawny hair hung into his eyes and he had a disarmingly charming habit of brushing it away from their startling blueness.  Blue eyes?  She didn’t even remember he had such blue eyes.  “Like the ocean,” she whispered.

“Huh?” Jimmy looked at her like she had lost her marbles. 

“Hey, Jimmy, didn’t know you had company.  Do you need me to get out for a while?”  The Dork’s voice was low and resonated in Sue’s body like a vibrator.  She actually moaned, and then actually blushed when Jimmy gave her another look.

“Uh, no man, we’re alright.  Uh, this is Sue Brightman, from high school, you remember.”

Dylan looked at her and his smile was warm and inviting.  The vibrator feeling between her legs increased and she crossed them like she had to pee.  “Uh, hey, Dylan. Good to see you.”

He nodded.  “Yeah, good to see you, too.  Wow, a little reunion right here.  Should we celebrate with some beer?”  He opened the fridge and dug into it for three cans.

The three of them settled comfortably on the couch and chair and Sue managed to situate herself with Dylan on the sofa.  She almost squealed when she felt the length of his leg press against hers.  She didn’t even remember Jimmy was in the room until he spoke.  “Hey, Dylan, didn’t you say that you ran into Sheryl the other day?”

Sue felt a thrill of jealousy course through her and threw him a panicked look.  He just laughed.  “Oh yeah, talk about somebody changing for the worse.”

Sue smiled in relief.  She hadn’t seen Sheryl in three years and the last time she had seen her, Sheryl had still looked like the cheerleader she had been in high school.  She laughed lightly.  “Oh wow, isn’t that funny?  Some people just don’t age well.”  Of course, they had only been out of high school for five years, but it did feel like forever, sometimes.

Then, Dylan turned to her and focused those blue eyes on her green ones.  The feeling between her legs increased tenfold and she thought she might actually be having an orgasm soon.  “You know, Sue, you haven’t changed at all.”

And there it was, her body thrummed under his stare.  “Thank you so much, Dylan.” 

They looked at each other a little longer and then, he leaned in like in some movie starring Jennifer Aniston, and kissed her, his beard tickling her chin while his soft lips pressed down on hers.

Sue expected Jimmy to jump up and punch Dylan’s lights out and she was strangely relieved when he stayed seated.  She kissed Dylan back and thrilled at the feel of his hands as they came up and caressed her back and her shoulders.  Any thought of Jimmy faded as his hands migrated to her breasts and squeezed them lightly.  “Ooohhh, Dylan.”  She breathed against his cheek.

Then, he pulled away and reached for her halter top, yanking it down and exposing her large breasts, the nipples already hard and excited.  She gasped and glanced over at Jimmy and was absolutely shocked to see him watching avidly, a grin on his face.  Suddenly, she didn’t feel so romantic.  “Hey, Dylan, I don’t think – “

“That’s right, you don’t.”  His voice was harder and, even though it shocked her, it also sent a rough thrill through her and made her tremble.

His hands now grabbed her shoulders and pushed her roughly into the couch.  Reaching down to her shorts, he ripped them over her hips, not bothering to undo the button or unzip the zipper.  She cried out and tried to get up, but he just pushed her back down again.  Then, he pulled off her panties and she lay naked before him.  He smiled and waved her panties around in front of her face.  “Looks like someone’s excited.”  He tossed the wet panties over to Jimmy.  “What d’ya think, Jim?”

Jimmy laughed.  “Oh yeah, someone’s wet and ready.”

Sue wasn’t sure what to do.  She had liked the soft but macho Dylan much better than this rough one.  But she couldn’t deny that her body was aching for him either way.  “What’s going on?”

Dylan shook his head.  “Nope, don’t ask questions.”  He put a finger on her lips and then he stood up from the couch, towering over her as he began to pull his shirt over his head.

She had to admire the six pack under the shirt, and when he began undoing his jeans, she almost gasped as she saw the size of the bulge in his underwear.  Jimmy was big, but Dylan looked like he would split her in two.  He grinned down at her as he removed his underwear and let his cock fall free.

She had been right.  He was massive.  She looked up at him, her arms crossed in front of her breasts and worried that he was going to want her to suck him off.  And then he reached down and brought her head up and she realized that was exactly what he was going to do.  “Wait, I . . .ummff.”  He stuffed hid dick into her mouth and thrust in hard, hitting the back of her throat and sliding deeper.

She began to flop on the couch, panicked that she couldn’t get air and would suffocate right there on Jimmy’s imitation leather sofa.  But Dylan pulled out of her mouth and leaned down into her gasping face.  “I hope that wasn’t too much for you, Sue.”

She choked and tried to say something, but he stood up again and slid his cock back into her mouth.  “That’s ‘cause I’m doing it again.  God, I love mouth fucking!”  He shouted as he thrust in and out of her throat, making her gag again and causing tears to form in her eyes.

Now, Jimmy got out of his chair and began to undress, as well.  He moved fast, as if he was afraid the show would be over before he could make it to the theater.

Dylan pulled out of Sue’s mouth again and while she coughed and gagged, he lifted her up and resettled her with her knees on the seat cushions and her upper body leaning against the back of the couch.  He ran his hands under her thighs and parted her legs while lifting her ass slightly.  Then, moving up behind her, he pressed his large dick against her wet folds and shoved it deep inside her.  Sue yelped and moaned all at once, sounding like a startled cat, and she instantly felt her orgasm hang on the edge as Dylan moved in and out of her slick lips.

While this was happening, Jimmy stepped around the couch and came up to her from the back.  Reaching a hand down to cup the back of her head, he pulled her forward and down slightly, until her mouth could reach his cock and then he thrust into her sore throat and began to fuck her in a way that he never had during their whole three-year relationship.

She was getting it hard at both ends and she was beginning to feel like an accordion, but then Dylan pulled out and handed her the biggest shock of the night.  “You know, Jim, she’s got a mighty fine ass.”  She felt his hand caress her cheek and she tried to pull off Jim’s dick and turn around, but he held her still and shook her head for good measure.

“Yeah, she never let me have it, though.”

“You don’t say.”  His caressing hand suddenly smacked her ass hard and she jumped, yelping around Jim’s cock.  His hand went back to rubbing her ass, but the sting of his hand still throbbed painfully. 

Then, he went on a full-out spanking trip, slapping first one cheek and then another until both cheeks were pink and pulsing, and her pussy was spasming hard.  Finally, Jim slipped out of her mouth and she gasped and cried and begged the boys to be nice.  Dylan rubbed her ass again.  “Oh, Sue, we’re going to be so nice, you’re going to be coming until next week.”

Then his hands gripped her ass cheeks and pulled them open and her little hole spasmed tightly in response.  She felt his fingers move between her cheeks and then they pushed inside her, making her shake.  She had never even let Jim entertain the thought of having her ass, and now she was being given no choice in the matter.

His fingers worked in her asshole, opening it and making it relax.  Then, his fingers were gone and the head of his cock was pushing against her tiny hole in their place, making her jump.  His hands came down and gripped her hips and he thrust, his thighs bumping the backs of her legs and she felt an intense pain ride up her body to her fingertips.  She felt it in every hair follicle and she yelled as loud as her lungs would let her, but it was muffled around Jimmy’s dick.

Dylan’s thrusting was slow at first, but once his entire cock was inside her little puckered hole, he began to move faster, shifting in and out and moving around to keep her ass as open and relaxed as possible.  Then, suddenly, he held her tight and began to fuck her so fast that her body started slamming forward into the couch cushions, and Jimmy’s cock was like a permanent fixture in her throat.  The pain was intense, but she suddenly liked it.  No, that wasn’t it.  She began to realize that the pain was fading under a wave of intense sensation that made her want to finger her pussy and her clit so desperately that she even tried to reach underneath her and touch herself.

Then, his cock was gone and he was twisting her around and holding her mouth open and shoving his cock into her throat again.  She could feel the vein along his cock throbbing on her tongue and she figured he was very close.  Well, so was she, and she needed something or someone in her pussy pronto.

But Jimmy had different plans as he positioned himself behind her and positioned his cock between her ass cheeks.  With one hard thrust, her ass opened up and his cock slid in, stroking every nerve in her tight hole and making her pussy ache for attention.   She managed to pull her mouth off Dylan and turned to look at her boyfriend looking ecstatic as he pumped into her tight little hole over and over again. “Oh, Jimmy, Baby, I need you in my pussy.  Please, Baby, I’m gonna come, please!”

She began to move wildly against him, but Dylan swung her head around again and stuffed her mouth, making speech impossible, leaving her to only grunt and groan as his cock filled her throat.  Both men began to thrust wildly and then, Jim’s dick throbbed and he pushed deep and began to come in her ass, filling it with his hot sticky load and making her body shake in response.  Finally, her muscles tensed and she began coming, moaning around the cock in her mouth and twisting her body as the spasms moved through her.

Dylan pushed deep into her throat a moment later, filling her mouth and throat with his cum.  Keeping his cock deep, he gave her no other choice but to swallow his large load.  She was finally able to pull away and fall onto the couch, gasping to regain her breath as her body still trembled with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

She watched as the boys got dressed, chuckling and chatting as if they had just gone to see a movie and were discussing the merits of the hot chick star.  They didn’t pay her any attention, so she finally pulled herself up off the couch and gathered her clothes and stomped off to Jimmy’s room to get dressed in peace.

When she came back up, Jimmy was alone, watching TV.  “Well, where is he?”

Jimmy looked over at her.  “Oh, Dylan?  He headed back home.”

“What?  I thought he was renting with you.”

“Why would I want a roomie?  I like living alone.  No hassles and nobody in my business.”  He gave her a sly look and smiled.

Getting his point, she still wasn’t happy about it.  “You were the one who cheated on me.  What did you want me to do?  Just forget that you were with Melissa?”

“Well, I forgot about Dylan.”

“What, what are you talking about?  You set me up.  I didn’t cheat on you with him.  For God’s sake, you two fucked me together, in case you’ve forgotten.”

Slowly, Jimmy got up and walked over to her and took her in his arms.  “Look, Sue, I screwed up, I admit, but can we just move past it now?”

She pushed out of his arms and frowned at him, pulling her halter top up and then crossing her arms under her breasts, boosting them up.  “Well, I guess I could let this one time slide.”

“That’s great because I really do like you, Sue.”

She waved a hand at him to stop him.  “But I have a condition.”

“I won’t see Melissa again.  In fact, I won’t go anywhere near her.”

Sue shook her head.  “That’s not it.”

Jimmy looked at her.  “What is it?”

“Give Dylan a call.  We’re gonna need him.”    
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Adalia smiled as she looked out over the crowd that had gathered to hear her and her friends speak. This was their third year at this convention, and the first year that they got to host their own panel. They had always wanted to have a forum where they could talk about video games and their violence and how that affected people, and finally they had the chance. It helped having connections with the board in charge of planning the convention, it would seem.

To help make them seem more legit, and just because they had wanted to, they were all cosplaying as characters from the popular fighting game, Road Brawler. It was a game that most people were familiar with, whether they liked it or disliked it, and the reception to their outfits had been very good so far.

Even as they sat up at the table, Adalia could see people pointing out their cosplays and smiling or staring. She was getting a lot of stares herself, but she supposed that was because her outfit didn't do all that much to cover her up or hide her figure. She was dressed as Sun-Mi, one of the female characters from the game, and though she was one of the best fighters in the game, she was not known for dressing modestly.

Well, compared to other female fighting game characters, Adalia supposed that Sun-Mi's outfit was downright conservative.

She was wearing a blue Chinese dress with slits up the sides to allow for better movement. The garment was tight, and even though it went all the way up to her neck, it left very little to the imagination about her chest area, and her round, full breasts were clearly outlined. Her hair was styled in the ox horns style of the character, complete with the white ribbons wrapped around them.

Sun-Mi wore leggings in the game, but it had been warm out, so Adalia had opted to just wear the knee high white combat boots and leave her legs bare. With the high slits on the Chinese dress she was wearing, she was showing a lot of thigh.

Her two friends Bill and Peter were dressed as Dan and Kyu from the game respectively, and she thought that they both looked very good. She had always had a thing for the pair of them, and that was one of the reasons why she had agreed to dress up. Hopefully, getting a good look at her in her outfit would make them realize that she was more than just a girl that they played games with.

They were nearing the end of the panel, and the audience was asking their questions about what they had presented on. So far it was mostly things about their own game playing habits, but then an interesting question was asked by someone in the back that Adalia couldn't see clearly.

“Do you think Sun-Mi ever slept with any of the other Road Brawler characters?” he asked.

Both Bill and Peter turned to look at her, and Adalia shrugged. “I don't know. I guess it's possible. For a while she was the only female who could hold her own with the boys, you know. She might have seen herself as too good to sleep with them.”

“Or maybe if she lost a fight, they made her sleep with them,” Bill put in.

Adalia rolled her eyes. “Except Sun-Mi was bad ass, so she didn't lose all that much.”

“She had to lose some time,” Peter said. “Maybe even to Dan and Kyu since they were so well matched. I wonder what they would have done to her if she lost.”

“Probably brought her down a notch or two in front of the rest of the roster,” Bill replied. “I mean, it wouldn’t be hard. Have you all seen Sun-Mi?” he asked, turning back to the audience. “She's smoking.”

“We're looking at her right now!” someone called from the back. “And she's hot.”

Adalia blushed at that. “Attractiveness aside, she's also a very good fighter. She wouldn't go down easily.”

“All the more reason for whoever beat her to get some kind of reward,” Bill pointed out. “It would have been a long, hard fight, and anyone who could subdue Sun-Mi should be honored.”

“You should demonstrate!” someone else shouted, and there was more than a smattering of applause, indicating that other people were interested in seeing that as well.

This was certainly getting out of hand, and Adalia's cheeks were bright red. Bill and Peter were conferring together about something, and then they grinned, mischief in their eyes as they turned to look at her. She would have said that she did not like what those looks seemed to be promising, except for the fact that it gave her a flutter of anticipation, and she definitely was intrigued.

“What do you think, Sun-Mi?” Peter asked. “Want to show the good people what happens when you lose a fight? How you honor the people who beat you?”

It was the moment of truth, really. They were giving her a choice whether or not to play along with whatever the hell was going on right then. They still had about half an hour left in their panel, and that was plenty of time to do a demonstration of whatever it was these people wanted.

Adalia knew what they wanted, and it was something that she had wanted for a while as well. Really, this was the perfect opportunity, and she couldn't find a good reason not to do it. So, she took a deep breath and nodded, putting a sly grin on her face. “Well, you two did beat me fair and square. I suppose it's only right that you get some sort of compensation for that.”

The people in the room (most of them male) hooted and hollered at her words, and Bill and Peter exchanged grins. “How shall we do this, then?” Bill asked. “There's two of us, and only one of her.

“She has two holes we can use. I'm sure of that,” Peter told him. “We've earned it after all, and I think Sun-Mi wants it.”

Adalia couldn't deny that.

The crowd was getting more and more excited as the two men threw out ideas for what they could do to her, and Adalia sat there with wide eyes as she waited for them to make up their minds. This was going to be unlike anything she had ever done before, what with the audience and the fact that there were three of them involved, but she sucked in a breath and tried to calm her racing heart, sure that she could do this.

When Bill and Peter got their feet, she scrambled to follow them. They stepped off to the side of the table they had been sitting behind and grinned at her.

“So?” she asked, trying to hide how nervous she was about all of this. “What are you going to do to me?”

“We've decided that since we beat you together, we're going to take you together. That way you can reward us at the same time,” Bill said. His hands went to the front of his outfit, and he began undoing the pants so that he could pull out his cock. A quick glance at Peter showed that he was doing the same thing.

Apparently all the talking about it had affected more than just her, because the both of them were half hard and looking like they were well on their way to being fully hard soon enough.

It was flattering that they wanted her like that, and that so many people in the crowd wanted to see her get taken by her friends, so Adalia resolved to give them a good show. It would be one that hopefully everyone involved would enjoy.

Bill and Peter maneuvered her so that one of them was in front of her and the other was behind. She looked Peter in the eyes and saw how excited he looked and that just made her wet.

“We need to make sure that you're not going to run off on us,” Bill said from behind her, and he took her wrists together in his hands and then bound them with what felt like some fabric from his cosplay. Adalia pulled on the restraint, only to find that she was stuck until they were finished with her.

Now she was trapped between the two of them, and her breath came faster. She spread her legs and when Bill pressed down her back, she bent over. That put her head on level with Peter's cock, and she could see that he was getting harder, and that there was precum welling at the head of his cock. She longed to reach her tongue out and taste it, but she held herself back, waiting to see what else they would do.

Behind her, she could hear Bill fumbling through his bag and opening a condom, and she smiled at how prepared he was. If she didn't know better, she would have thought that they had planned this or something like it from the start.

They were both going to take her at once, and it was going to happen in front of a bunch of people. No doubt word of it would spread, and as they walked around the rest of the convention, people were going to know what they had done. It was thrilling it its own way.

Tied and bent over the way she was, Adalia couldn't turn her head to see what was happening behind her, but when she felt her panties being pulled down and Bill's slick cock probing at her pussy, she didn't have to see to know what was about to happen. She gasped, and it sounded loud in the room, even though it was by no means silent. There was nothing she could do but press back, moaning when Bill grabbed her hips and shoved his cock the rest of the way into her.

“Fuck, you're so tight, Sun-Mi,” Bill moaned, impressively staying in character.

Peter apparently decided it was time for him to move as well, because he grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down further so that he could push his cock into her mouth.

She whimpered around her mouthful, breathing hard through her nose as she tried to adjust to both of them being inside of her at once. It was just this side of too much, and she had never felt so full in her life. All she could do was try to keep breathing and squirm against their hands on her and the restraint.

Bill started to move, then, and that spurred Peter on as well. Soon the two of them were taking her, using her body for their pleasure while the audience hooted and looked on.

They kept a rhythm like that pushing and pulling her between the two of them, Bill fucking her and making her take more and more of Peter's cock as he kept his hands on her head and made her take all of it.

The entire situation was doing it for Adalia if she were honest with herself. She had never even entertained the idea that she might have a thing for being an exhibitionist, but knowing that there were nearly a hundred pairs of eyes glued to her body as she was fucked from both ends made her hot and wet.

She clenched around Bill's cock and let her tongue slide along Peter's as much as she could, not fighting the rocking motion as she was taken between them. Pleasure was pooling in her belly, and she knew that it wasn't going to be long before this became more than just a reward for the men. Adalia was definitely going to get something out of it as well.

Peter thrust up into her mouth and held himself there for a moment, and Adalia nearly choked. He groaned loudly, and then he was cumming hard into her mouth, filling her throat with his hot cum. She swallowed as much as she could, but some leaked out and spilled down her chin.

When he pulled out of her mouth, she gasped for breath, still being fucked hard by Bill behind her. He grabbed a hold of her bound wrists and used them for leverage as she thrust into her in hard, short bursts, grunting and moaning as he obviously got closer to his climax.

Adalia opened her eyes and looked at the crowd. Everyone was watching, and there were quite a few men palming erections through their pants. Just the sight of that (and a particularly hard thrust from Bill) had her crying out and squirming harder as she reached her orgasm, shaking as pleasure threatened to consume her.

Bill came moments later, slamming deep inside of her as he found his release.

All three of them were panting and coming down from their orgasms when the applause started. It grew as more people in the crowd caught on, and then they were getting a standing ovation from pretty much everyone in the room.

If possible, Adalia's cheeks went even redder than they had been already, and when Bill pulled out of her, she stood up and took a bow as best she could with her hands tied behind her back and her panties around her knees. She needed to fix herself up before she attempted to go out and interact with any more people, but for the moment, she was satisfied and content.

“We have to do that again,” Peter said with a grin as she wiped his cum from her face.

“The panel or the sex?” Adalia wanted to know.

“Both,” the two men said at the same time. “Though we don't have to wait until next year's convention to revisit the sex,” Bill added.

Adalia laughed and agreed whole heartedly.
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Matthew was restless. It had been an interminably long winter and he wanted to be outside. He wanted to feel the sun on his face and his shoulders. But most of all, he was in the mood to experiment and let loose.  Getting the chance to have experiences with his Cecilia was what he wanted most. 

He packed up his small bag and clasped it in his hands. His dark hair fell just over his eyes and he idly thought that he needed a haircut, though he had much more pressing matters at hand.  He smiled to himself as he walked through his yard and got into his truck.   He drove off, smiling at his good fortune.  He had found the perfect property, secluded and private and he was eager for the chance to finally get to play outdoors. The property belonged to a friend and Matthew smiled to himself as he thought of the surprises in store for his submissive.

He had given the address to his submissive and anticipated that she would be there waiting for him when he arrived.  He had given her instructions, but didn’t tell her what to expect. 

Upon his arrival, Matthew was pleased to see a red blanket spread out on the ground, red being his favorite color and one that well suited his sweet Cecilia.  On the blanket were her toys laid out for his inspection and attention.  His favorite toy, however, was Cecilia and she was not on the blanket.  Instead, she was kneeling beside it, hands behind her back.  Her brown hair hung down in her face and if she saw him approaching, she gave no indication.

“Up, Pet,” he said and he watched as she climbed to her feet, head still bowed and hands still behind her back.  He caught the slightest smile on her face. 

Even though Cecilia had never been there before, she had followed Matthew’s instructions completely, trusting him enough to show up and kneel naked waiting for him.  Seeing his submissive naked outside in the open air was something that he liked very much as it fed a deep need in him.

Cecilia stood still as Matthew cuffed her hands behind her back.  Matthew could not help but noticed that her breasts were thrust forward, partly because of her position and tied hands, and partly because she was eager for his touch. 

Matthew began fondling the soft flesh of Cecelia’s breasts, kneading and slapping the flesh, enjoying the sound of each slap mixed with the tiny moans that Cecelia was making.  He began pinching Cecelia’s nipples, pulling at the sensitive flesh until her nipples were hard points. Then he attached wooden clothespins to each nipple, pleased that Cecelia’s moaning increased as the clothespins bit into her nipples.

Cecelia stood still and tried to absorb the pain in her nipples. Knowing that she was not able to remove the clothespins somehow made the pain that much more intense. Matthew’s hands were rough, but his touch was gentle as he explored his submissive’s body.  Cecilia tried to keep the pain in, but she couldn’t and Matthew knew she needed the release.   

Cecelia kept repeating, “fuck, fuck, fuck,” as the clothespins bit into her nipples. Of course clothespins weren’t as painful as the clover clamps that were Matthew’s normal nipple torture of choice.  Cecelia wondered why clothespins instead. She felt the endorphins surge through her and she focused on the pain becoming pleasure.

“It’s beautiful out here, isn’t it?” Matthew asked.  “We’re going to do something a little different, something I like to call Submissive Games
. The object is to run from where you are, past your blanket and to the tree there,” Matthew pointed. “When you get to the tree, then you get a special treat.”

Cecelia was mentally getting ready, but couldn’t help but wonder where the challenge was.  She was barefoot.  Her hands were bound behind her, but that shouldn’t impede running.  Cecelia nearly asked the question aloud, but thought better of it when she saw the smile on Matthew’s face.

Matthew said “Go!” and watched as Cecilia began running.  

Cecelia took a first step and immediately she knew what the difficulty was in running as they were. With her breasts unbound, the flesh went up and down with each step, creating a very visually pleasing picture for Matthew.  However, it made each step painful for his submissive as the weight of her breasts went up and down, the clothespins yanking painfully at the nipples with each step.  It was glorious agony to move.

Cecelia moved as quickly as she could, knowing that it hurt but also knowing that she wanted Matthew to be proud of her.  The distance looked impossible considering the weight of her breasts as she ran, but she made it to the tree, out of breath but proud of herself.  “Good girl,” Matthew said and Cecilia knew that their playing had just begun. 

He removed the clothespins from Cecelia’s nipples, enjoying the squeals of pain that came from pulling at the pins. This was definitely a fun game.  He unbound her hands, keeping the cuffs dangling from one arm.  He wanted to be sure that he could bind them again when he decided.

Cecilia was wearing her red collar and Matthew had her crawl back to her blanket to get her leash and her crop.   When she returned, Matthew clipped the leash to Cecelia’s collar and had her walk to a line of trees.  He positioned her between two trees that were close together and he spread her legs apart.  Matthew removed rope from his bag, winding it around Cecelia’s legs, making loop after loop of the rope around the tree to keep her legs tightly in place and spread widely.  He did the same to her wrists, tying her arms to the tree as well so she couldn’t free herself. 

“Mmmmmm, nice,” Matthew said, running his hands down Cecelia’s body, holding and touching her softness, noticing that she was quite moist between her thighs.

Matthew removed the crop from Cecelia’s mouth and began swatting her breasts with it.  Cecelia whimpered and squirmed or at least tried to, but there wasn’t anywhere to go as the cropping intensified and she couldn’t cover herself or stop it. She was tied to the tree and the cropping seemed relentless against her sensitive nipples.  She moaned and the sound just encouraged Matthew, who focused his attention on the sides of Cecelia’s breasts.  When Cecelia looked down, she saw the red marks on her breasts. Though it hurt, it also felt wonderful, and she did like the look of her own reddened flesh.

Matthew walked away and rummaged in a bag on the blanket.  Her returned to her with a blindfold and tied it in place around her eyes.  He also picked up a ball gag and fit it into Cecelia’s mouth.  She felt utterly helpless and that realization that she was totally at Matthew’s mercy made her cunt drip more.

Cecelia felt his hands grabbing her ass and then the pain of the crop slapping against her thighs and ass.  She cried out, but the sounds were all lost in the gag.  The cropping stopped suddenly and Cecelia heard an unfamiliar voice.

“Who are you and what are you doing?” a man’s voice asked.  Cecelia felt her heart racing wildly with fear.  She couldn’t see or speak and she was tied tightly between the trees unable to cover herself or run away.

“Just having some fun with my submissive,” Matthew explained, his voice calm and friendly.

“This is my property,” the man said.

“Could I talk to you a moment privately?” Matthew asked. The man didn’t respond, but Cecelia had to guess that they had gone somewhere to talk.  She was left naked and tied, wondering and waiting and it was torture not knowing what was going to happen.  It seemed an eternity since Matthew stepped away and Cecelia could no longer hear him.  In fact she heard nothing except the faint sound of birds calling.

She felt a gentle breeze on her skin and could feel the warmth in her breaths where Sir had enjoyed cropping them.  She tried to focus on something other than her reality, but she could not.  What if something happened to Matthew?  What would she do?  Why were they on a stranger’s property?  Cecelia couldn’t stop the onslaught of questions that tormented her brain.

Suddenly, Cecelia heard Matthew’s voice again.  “Go ahead,” he said.  “Go ahead and touch.”

Cecelia was startled, unsure what Matthew was doing and she felt unfamiliar hands clasp her ass and felt fingers pinch and explore her flesh.  She felt this stranger’s fingers squeezing and grabbing, and her body clenched beneath the probing fingers.  The hands rubbed her small, pert ass and she began to moan into her gag, quite unable to help herself.

She was still nervous about what was happening, but she also felt quite excited.  His fingers explored her pussy and Cecelia felt her intense vulnerability.  Even though the fingers belonged to a stranger, she felt a rush of arousal flood through her. She felt her body arch ever-so-slightly toward the fingers and felt a huge surge of disappointment when the fingers stopped.

“You’re right,” she heard the stranger’s voice say.  “She has a very wet cunt.”

Cecelia were feeling quite humiliated as the stranger resumed his inspection.  Cecelia began to whimper into her gag as the hands touched her ass again and then her wet cunt.  She knew that she was just drenched and the thought that she couldn’t see or touch the man before her was just making her wetter still.

“So she let you tie her up out here?” the man asked as Cecelia tried to squirm beneath his prying fingers.  She was tightly tied in place with nowhere for her to go.

“Yes.  She is my submissive.”

“Hmmm, so what does that mean?”

“That means she submits to me.  She does as I want,” Matthew said.

“What if I wanted to use her?” the stranger asked.

“Feel free,” Matthew said, and Cecelia felt utterly helpless, unable to see this strange man or in any way stop him.  She trusted Matthew but she couldn’t help the feeling of panic rising up within her.

The stranger decided that he wanted to torture Cecelia’s pretty pink breasts so Matthew handed him nipple clamps, showing him how they worked. The man clamped each nipple with clover clamps, and even through the gag, the sounds that emerged were a mixture of pain and pleasure.

Cecelia tried to keep herself still, as each movement made the clover clamps sway.

“So I could do whatever I wanted?” the man asked.

“Of course. That is what submissives are for.”

The silence that followed was very difficult for Cecelia as she waited and wondered what would happen next.

After a time, Matthew removed the blindfold and gag and watched as Cecelia blinked in the bright sunlight.

The stranger, a tall, blond man stood next to Matthew. “This is Darren,” he said. “He is a friend of mine and agreed to let us play out here.”

Cecelia wasn’t sure what to think.  She certainly hadn’t expected anyone else to be a part of their outdoor adventure.

“He is going to whip you,” Matthew said.

Cecelia felt faint.  She had never been whipped before, let alone by a stranger.  It felt like more than she could bear. “I want this,” Matthew said. Cecelia was trembling. “Yes, Sir,” she said, her voice quiet in the stillness.  This was a level of submission she had not yet experienced and the next thing that happened was quite unexpected.

Matthew placed his hand under Cecelia’s chin and lifted Cecelia’s head until they were making eye contact.  “Look at me,” Matthew said.  His rough hands were gentle on Cecelia’s face. “Just keep looking at me.” Cecelia was not used to maintaining eye contact with her Sir during a scene, but somehow that was exactly what she needed in this moment.

Cecelia nodded and then Matthew signaled to Darren to begin the whipping.  He had a quirt, a short whip, and his initial strokes landed directly in the center of Cecelia’s left ass cheek and she felt her legs get weak from the pain of even the first hit.  But she continued to look at Matthew and felt their bond intensify.  She would take the pain for her Sir.  It was not unbearable.

The first strike of the quirt was nothing compared to the next few and Cecelia pulled at her bindings. “Take it for me, Cecelia,” Matthew said, maintaining eye contact and Cecelia settled more into her rope. She couldn’t help the sounds she was making in her throat or the tears that sprang to her eyes.

Matthew watched his submissive as her breathing became harder and her eyes filled with tears.  Darren continued the quirting as Cecelia struggled to move.  He knew that Cecelia was in pain and that excited him and made him so pleased. “You’re doing so well, Cici,” he said softly. The tears in Cecelia’s eyes streamed down her face.  She let go completely, succumbing to the angry welts on her ass, her Sir’s eyes, and to her own need.

Darren delivered a few more strokes and then set aside the quirt.  He had been watching Cecelia’s reactions and her ass was well-reddened, welts appearing on both cheeks. Matthew had taken in the sight and the sounds of the quirt, hearing it fall again and again on Cecelia’s ass, a more subtle sound than the flogger or crop, but also a more painful one.

Matthew’s cock was rock hard and he pulled off his pants, needing to claim his submissive’s soaked pussy.  He smiled at her and retied the blindfold.   Then, he pressed his body against her, knowing that she was securely tied in place.  His cock slid into her wet cunt and he thrust deep inside of her. 

Cecelia was spread as wide as she could be and she felt Matthew’s cock deep within her.  Darren pressed against her ass and she felt the head of his cock slowly enter her.  She was trapped between them, filling by their cocks.  She couldn’t move, couldn’t see them or speak to them.  She could only feel, and the sensations flooded her body.                

Cecelia tried to move against them, but it was impossible.  The lack of motion, though, drove her arousal.  She was spread open, ass and pussy plugged with hard cocks that thrust deeper and deeper into her.  She was helpless to stop the climax building within her, a powerful rush of sensations that did not even belong to her.  The orgasm was all from them and she screamed into the gag as the orgasm ripped through her.  It was hard and fast, but no less intense.

Cecelia felt Darren thrust hard within her and spill his seed deep inside her ass.  Without a word, he pulled his cock free, leaving Cecelia propped up by Matthew.  She felt Matthew’s thrusting deep inside her and she felt the pleasure she was able to give him, a feeling that warmed her more than the sun did.

His own climax came, filling his submissive’s cunt. 

She hung suspended from the tree for a while until he finally withdrew.  Matthew untied Cecelia, rubbing her wrists and ankles and he wrapped her in her red blanket to rest.  There would be time enough later to talk about the day but for now, Cecelia was satisfied knowing she had pleased her Sir.
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Sure, I was a little bit jealous, but I had a right to be, at least a little.  Shanie and I were practically twins in terms of background.  We grew up together.  We went to the same schools.  We had slumber parties together from the time we were seven.  We went to college together.  We both became call girls together to put ourselves through college.  We even had a joint account where we saved all of our money.  We fucked men together and separate.  We paid for all of our college expenses and our bank account grew to enough that when we called the whole prostitution thing quits, we had about seventy thousand dollars each, give or take, in our bank account.  I had my degree in communications and Shanie had her degree in advertising.  When we researched the job prospects for ourselves, we actually considered getting right back into the pussy business.  There was no job out there that could make more for us.  Shanie and Moira, taking on the world together, one cock at a time—that was almost us.

We decided against it, though.  We’d spent four years as prostitutes and we’d made a hell of a lot of money, pulling down more than a hundred and fifty thousand dollars per year each.  We had nice clothes, nice cars, a very nice apartment, and a great deal of savings.  We were ready to live like normal people again.  After six months in the real world, in fact, the way we’d supported ourselves in college was a distant memory and a part of the past.  We still lived together, still wore each other’s clothes, and we were still best friends. 

Well, why wouldn’t we be?  I’d had my tongue all the way in her slit while she moaned and sucked on a client, and her mouth had performed the same services for me.  It was great because when we slept with each other, there were no emotions involved, at least no drama.  We were paid for it, and who wouldn’t be happy to have her best friend getting her off and end up with cash at the end?  I knew exactly how to please her and she knew exactly how to please me.  The truth is, for the last two years, we’d slept with each other all the time, even without a client’s money driving it.

So why was I jealous?  It was simple.  Shanie had found a man, and she was getting married.  I didn’t begrudge her the happiness, but I sure as hell wasn’t looking forward to living in the apartment alone.  I couldn’t imagine not being able to climb out of my bed and into Shanie’s if I’d had a nightmare or just being able to walk over to her closet when whatever I was wearing wasn’t doing it for me.  I was twenty-three years old, and the best and most consistent part of my life for the past seventeen years was moving on. 

I’m not a lesbian, it wasn’t that kind of jealousy.  I don’t even think I’m bisexual.  I like men, and I like men a whole lot.  I also like Shanie.  We’d both been hired by women before, and to me those sessions were always awkward and strange.  It wasn’t the perfection it was with Shanie, and I was going to miss her terribly.  Jeremy seemed like a very nice man, and he had a fabulous job.  At twenty-seven he was already in executive management at the corporate office of a chain of hardware stores, not that Shanie, or me for that matter, needed to worry about money.  I was just going to miss my friend.

Of course I was set to be the maid of honor, and Shanie used the go to strategy of her sisters and mine to round out the bridal party.  I really was happy for my friend, but it was a bittersweet and melancholy happiness mingled with my sadness that our relationship was going to change.  Let me make something clear, though.  My loyalty was to Shanie, and I wasn’t going to stand in the way of her happiness at all.  I wouldn’t let anything else stand in the way either. 

All of that was put to the test at the rehearsal dinner when I got my first look at the groomsmen.  We were all in Hawaii, and the wedding was just two days away.  The groomsmen were an interesting group.  The best man was Francis Cavin, and his brother Gordon was in the party as well.  Jeremy introduced them, but he didn’t need to.  I recognized them both.  They had been clients of mine.  Worse, they had asked about having a second girl, and though it hadn’t happened; I’d shown them Shanie’s picture and sold them on the idea of fucking both of us.  They’d been called out of town on business and then relocated, so the foursome had never happened.  Still, if they recognized me and Shanie, we were in trouble.

I made it through the rehearsal dinner without a confrontation, and I was encouraged, beginning to believe that perhaps they didn’t recognize me or Shanie after all.   I was relieved as I walked to my hotel room.  It was misplaced hope, though, because both of them showed up at my door a few hours after I got there.  When I opened it up, Francis said, “Hi there, Misty,” and my heart sank.  Misty was the name I used when I slept with Johns.  My heart sank even more when Gordon asked how Star was doing.  That was Shanie’s hooker name.  We were busted.  I just stood there, not sure what to say or do, and Francis asked, “Aren’t you going to invite some old friends in, Misty?”

I sighed.  “I’m not Misty anymore, Frank.”  Still, I stepped out of the way and gestured for the two to come in.

Gordon laughed as he walked by.  “You are tonight, Misty, at least if you don’t want Jeremy to hear all about his innocent blushing bride’s past.”  I have to admit that I had conflicting emotions there.  Part of me had a really vicious and wonderful thrill at the thought that the wedding would be off and I’d have Shanie all to myself again.  It was fleeting, though, and I felt immediately guilty about it.  I also had a good bit of anger that the boys would ruin things for their friend.  Mostly, strangely, there was a good deal of relief that they weren’t just going to spill the beans.  Hell, I’d slept with them before, both separately and together, so if all it took was another session with Misty to keep them silent, I could do that.

“I sleep with you two and you keep your mouth’s shut?”

Francis smiled.  “Yep.”  He was already unbuckling his belt.  I looked at Gordon.  He was undressing, too.  I sighed.  I had already changed into comfortable sweat pants and a t-shirt for the night, so I lifted my shirt up and off and my breasts were exposed immediately.  I pulled my sweats down and stepped out of them.  Within a minute of the two stepping into the door, I was naked.  I stood and waited with an irritated expression on my face as the boys stripped.  Finally, they stood naked in front of me.  I had forgotten how well-endowed the boys were.    Their cocks were hard and thick, and despite the situation, I felt a thrill of desire tremble over me.

Gordon reached me first and kissed me.  He held me tight and I reached down to stroke him.  He moved his face over my cheek, kissing his way to my ear, where he said, “By the way…no rules this time.”  I started to pull away, but he was too strong and he pushed me down to my knees.  See, when we went on dates with Johns, there were certain rules.  Basically, there was no rough stuff, and that was that for me.  Shanie didn’t mind the rough stuff so much, but I did.  Gordon wasn’t kidding though, because the moment my knees hit the floor, the head of his cock pushed against my lips.  I was shocked, and I guess I didn’t react quickly enough because he reached a hand down and twisted my nipple hard.  Pain shot through my tit and I yelped.  That opened my mouth.

The moment my lips parted, Gordon forced himself into my mouth.  I had to open wide as the head of his cock travelled over my tongue, and when he reached the back of my mouth, he held on tight to the back of my head and pushed harder.  I had given deep throat to a few clients, but it always involved them lying down and me controlling all of the movement.  I’m actually really skilled at keeping myself from gagging and I take a cock all the way in, but there’s a big difference between pushing my mouth over a dick until I reach the base and having the thing rammed into my throat.  I gagged and sputtered around Gordon’s cock and he just kept pushing.

Tears filled my eyes and my throat spasmed uncontrollably around his shaft.  He still kept pushing, and in a moment or two, my nose was buried in his pubic hair and his balls were pressed up against my chin.  I lifted up my hands to try to push him away, but that was when Francis joined in, grabbing my hands as I lifted them and pulling them behind my back.  Once Gordon was all the way in, he began to move as I struggled, pushing in and out of my throat rapidly and forcefully as tears streamed down my cheeks and Francis held me so that I couldn’t do anything about it.  Finally, Gordon pulled out, and I gasped for breath as he moved to sit on the edge of the bed.

The break was short lived.  I was still gulping in air when Francis turned me and then pushed me forward.  Gordon grabbed my head again and filled my throat again.  My ass was up in the air, and as he held my arms with one hand, Francis began spanking me with the other.  The first spank stung like hell and pain shot through my ass cheeks and over my thighs.  Three more spanks followed in rapid succession, and they brought more pain.  All the while, Gordon continued to fuck my throat just like it was a pussy, and I gagged and choked around his shaft.  It was strange, though.  By the time Francis reached nine or ten spanks, they didn’t hurt any more.  In fact, every time the palm of his hand connected with me, I felt a jolt of pleasure hit my pussy.

I’d never been spanked before, I mean other than when I was little and was punished.  It was humiliating and painful, but it was also incredibly erotic.  I was angry at my body for reacting the way it did.  I think it was less humiliating to have my throat stuffed and fucked than it was to feel myself getting turned on by a jerk’s slaps on my ass.  He kept spanking until my whole ass felt hot and raw and my pussy felt like it would explode.  I felt his hands on my hips, and I arched my back, desperate for the feel of his cock inside me.  He didn’t put it in, though.  He lifted me up, and suddenly my throat was free again and I could breathe.  I gulped in air as he lifted me forward and onto his brother.  I was still gasping for breath when Gordon’s cock pushed up into me, but all of it was cut off the moment I felt his cock in my pussy.

I came instantly.  The orgasm crashed over me, sending waves of pleasure over my body so powerful and strong that I couldn’t breathe even without a dick ramming into my throat.  I shook around Gordon, and he cried out, “Oh, Fuck Yeah!” and began to move rapidly up into me.  It was incredible and overwhelming.  I couldn’t believe the throat fucking and the cruel spanking had primed me for such a powerful and amazing orgasm, but it hit me like a ton of bricks and was easily the most intense one I had ever felt.  I groaned as Gordon moved and I could feel my pussy spasming over his cock.  That was when I felt the head of Francis’s dick against the tiny virgin opening of my asshole.

No anal sex.  That was the rule.  It was the single most requested and most denied sex act any customer asked for, and I didn’t do it.  I never had.  I never would.  I turned my head around.  “Frank, wait, no…I do—”  All sound was cut off as Francis pushed forward hard, pushing past the resistant little rosebud and filling my whole body with earth shattering pain.

I heard Frank say, “no rules,” but it was like someone said it from a million miles away.  My whole body was filled with pain.  My pussy still spasmed, but even the pleasure from the orgasm had somehow been transformed into hurt.  My legs hurt.  My arms hurt.  My face hurt.  My tits hurt.  All of me hurt, and it all emanated from my tiny, tight asshole; which felt like it was being horribly split apart.  He had thrust fully in with one horrible shove, so I also had this terribly uncomfortable feeling of fullness that was just impossible to tolerate.  Worse, the pain was so great that I was stunned, completely unable to protest or say anything at all.  I shook uncontrollably between the two brothers, and that’s when they both began moving harder and faster.

Gordon fucked me furiously from below, sending waves of pleasure through my still cumming cunt.  Francis fucked me furiously from above, transforming the waves of pleasure into agony.  I was in the middle of a great, conflicting, storm of feeling.  Pleasure.  Agony.  Joy.  Pain.  It was terrible, but at the same time, I found myself moving my hips downward onto Gordon.  Remarkably, I was also moving my hips upward onto Francis.  I heard someone shout, “Fuck me!  Fuck me!” and I realized it was me.  Every thrust Francis made was painful, but it was somehow also pleasurable, and after thirty or forty seconds of hard and rough thrusts, a second orgasm hit me right over the top of the first.  I couldn’t believe it.  It was overwhelming and rolled over my whole body while they fucked me so hard that I bounced around like a rag doll between them.

I was moaning and screaming, and each thrust was like cocaine to an addict.  I wanted more.  I needed more, and I kept telling them to fuck me harder, to fuck me faster.  I had acted like a slut hundreds of times for clients, but it was usually just that—playacting.  This time, I really was a slut, a fuck toy getting rammed by two men and the same time.  It was bizarre, too, because tears were still falling from my eyes, but they weren’t unhappy tears or frustrated tears or anything like that.  I think my body was just taking my emotions over altogether.  When Gordon thrust up hard and I felt him coming inside of me, I moved my hips like a jackhammer, trying to keep up the sensations as long as I could.  That finished Francis right off, and he thrust in deep until I felt his load filling my ass.

I collapsed onto Gordon, and Francis collapsed above me.  They were still filling me, and my pussy and my ass were still spasming, but I was completely exhausted and unable to react.  Finally, Francis pulled off, and Gordon gently rolled me off of his cock.  I lay on the bed as the boys got dressed, still feeling the after-effects running through my body.    When they were dressed, Gordon leaned down and kissed me.  “Okay.  You’re not Misty anymore.  From now on you’re Moira.”  I smiled weakly, and then Francis leaned down and kissed me as well.

The boys had just reached the door when I told them to stop.  They turned and I got weakly to my feet.  “What, are you boys stupid?”  They looked confused, so I said, “You could tell Jeremy about this at any time.  Jesus, you could probably make me be Misty a couple of times a month.”  I smiled as their jaws dropped.  “Of course, I’m going to have to come up with new rules for you boys to ignore.”

They closed the door and came back to me, and this time it was sweeter and gentle.  In the morning after they left, I called Shanie and told her all about it.  She laughed.  “Wow.  Who would have thought after all this time you’d be into rough sex.”

I laughed with her.  “I know.  I guess I should thank the boys for trying to blackmail me.”

Shanie laughed again.  “No, Baby.  You should thank me.”

“Thank you?  Did you put them up to it?”

She laughed again, and it took about a minute for her to calm down enough to speak.  “No…you should thank me because I never told you how Jeremy and I met.  He was a client!”

I sat stunned for a long time, and then I began to giggle.  When I calmed down, I said, “Don’t ever tell Gordon and Francis.  I think they like feeling like they have control over me…and I like them thinking that.”
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Allison was the type of high-powered executive women that I dreamed of becoming.  I was just out of college and new in the business landscape but, I’d already encountered the difficulties of a woman in a man’s world.  As I interviewed for different jobs, I inevitably either ran into men who thought I was nothing but cute and empty-headed, or women who took one glance at my model good-looks and slammed the door in my face—metaphorically, of course.

Allison was, believe it or not, my fifteenth interview in just five days, and I was at the end of my rope.  When she opened the door for me and invited me into her office personally, I was a bit relieved.  She looked successful, beautiful, and confident; but she also looked fair.  I walked in and took a seat, smiling while still trying to look determined and serious.

She came around to her seat at the opposite side of the desk and looking at me, laughed.  “My God, dear, relax. I’m not going to eat you.”  I breathed out and tried to let myself settle into the chair more comfortably.  But then, I heard her add under her breath, “At least not yet.”

She started asking me questions at that point and I forgot her little aside completely as I tried to convince her that I was capable and smart and a perfect fit for the job.  That’s when I heard the second comment that made me a little worried.  “I imagine you’ll be a perfect fit for quite a few things; you’d fit in and lots would fit in you.”

Again, though, as we talked some more, I forgot about her comments and found that I just really enjoyed her company.  She was beautiful, tall and sporting shoulder-length dark hair perfectly tailored for her face.  She had stunning blue eyes that crinkled slightly when she laughed, which she did often.  She seemed completely free and at ease and I admired her for it.

Finally, she stood up and shook my hand.  “I believe I’ve found my assistant.  I’ll need you to come by my house tonight to pick up some work and get some things rolling that have been sadly neglected since Carrie left, if that’s alright.”

It seemed a little unusual to be going to her house before I’d even worked a day in the office, but I figured that was going to be my job as a personal assistant and I felt it was well worth the chance to watch such an elegant businesswoman as she navigated the shark infested waters of finance and investment.  I told her I’d be at her place by seven.

I went home after the interview and, admittedly, did some celebrating on my own.  I drank a few celebratory beers and called all my friends to tell them the good news.  I’d gotten the job!  Everyone was happy for me, of course, since I’d been a mopey, miserable wreck for the past week.  I finished my calls and realized, suddenly, that it was almost six o’clock.  I hurried into the shower to get ready, humming the theme to the Rocky movies I used to love to watch with my dad.  I definitely felt like I’d gained a victory.

I didn’t waste time on worrying about what to wear, simply throwing on a blouse and slacks and some heels that were professional.  I liked my reflection in the mirror, though, with my long blonde hair hanging almost to my apple-cheeked ass and I thought I looked hot as hell, even as a lowly personal assistant.  I smiled and then quickly grabbed my things and ran down to my car.  I managed, while driving like a maniac, to get to her apartment with five minutes to spare.  Of course, I’d run in the lobby and hopped onto the elevator like a little girl running from her mommy, but I didn’t care.  As long as I kept this job, I was happy.

I knocked and when Allison came to the door, I was speechless.  She was wearing a little black cocktail dress that barely came past her ass, while the sleeveless top was almost sheer.  I could, if I tried hard enough, just make out the darker circles of her areolas beneath the material.  It was obvious she wasn’t wearing a bra.  I felt myself flush as I stuttered, “Uh, Ms. Innes, I, uh, came for the paperwork?”

She laughed her throaty laugh and grabbed my hand and pulled me inside.  “Don’t call me Ms. Innes.  We’re going to be working intimately together.”  She leaned into me then and whispered, like it was a secret she was sharing, “Call me Allison.”

I nodded mutely and let her drag me to the front room, where she left me standing by the sofa.  “Would you like a drink?”

I was beginning to feel I’d like several drinks, but I told her I was fine.  She nodded and sat down on the couch.  She patted the seat next to her when I still stood there, frozen.  “Come on, don’t be shy, I won’t bite.  Unless you want me to.”  I looked at her in shock and she laughed again, pulling me down next to her and then, reaching for some papers on the table.

And for a while, we talked about things concerning the business and what she needed me to get done.  I took some notes and listened to everything, realizing along the way that Allison Innes was a business genius.  I became more relaxed as the night wore on and was so happy to be granted such an opportunity.

Then, suddenly, as we were going over a set of status reports, she leaned in and kissed me, hard.  Her tongue pushed between my lips as she pushed her body against mine and her hands came up to roam over me.  I was shocked and breathless and, I have to admit, very turned on.  I’d never been with a woman, never really thought about it, but her soft yet aggressive manner instantly made me wet.  I was stunned.

She finally pulled back and smiled.  “I knew you were the right choice.”  She leaned in again and kissed me briefly before sitting back and pulling her dress up and over her head, baring her ample breasts.  I looked at them and saw that her nipples were already hard and I could feel my own body responding to the sight of her perfection.  She then reached out and tugged at my own blouse, freeing it from my pants and lifting it carefully over my head.  When she saw my lacy bra, she frowned.  “Oh dear, what am I going to do with you?”

She didn’t seem very puzzled about answering that question because she grabbed my bra and running her hands around the edges; she pressed forward until her fingers found the clasp and unhooked it.  Leaning back, she pulled it from my body and, suddenly, my tits were falling free.  She smiled then, and leaned down and gave each of my nipples a soft kiss that instantly made them hard, like two little bullets.  I gasped at the feel of her lips on me and shifted my body on the couch.  She nodded.  “Yes, the pants, so confining.  Let’s take care of that.”  Then, her hands were on my slacks, unbuttoning and unzipping them while I lay there, breathing hard.  She noticed that I hadn’t worn any panties and grinned wickedly at me.  “Oh, I love naughty girls.”  My pussy twinged as she purred at me.

I’d never felt anything like that before. The moment she had my pants down, she rubbed her breasts against me. It was amazing! I felt her nipple, hard as a rock, pressing against my clit and I moaned. I lifted up my leg, grabbing my shoe by its heel, holding myself up. She continued to rub for just a moment or two before she leaned down and put her mouth on me. I couldn’t believe the feelings as her tongue pushed into me.  It felt incredible! She squeezed my ass, rubbing it, licking over and over and making me feel just astounding.

She did that for about four or five minutes. Her tongue pierced my folds and flicked against my clit, driving me crazy; and then she took my leg and turned me over so that I was on my knees with my shoulders on the back of the couch. She handed me something and I didn’t know what it was, but she turned it and suddenly it was vibrating. She guided it to my clit and had me hold it there. I felt the sensations running through me as she did.  The intensity of it was making me gasp and moan and I could already feel my orgasm building. Then, I felt something else. It was like I was being penetrated by a giant cock. I looked down and saw that she had a huge dildo in her hands. It was striped, green and blue and it was strange to feel it going inside of me. It was big! It stretched me wide and I moaned and pulled the vibrator away, but she grabbed my hand and pulled it back to my clit.  Then, she moved her mouth forward and I felt her tongue licking not at my pussy but at my asshole.

It was such an astounding feeling! The vibrations coming from that little vibrator I held were driving my clit crazy. The dildo was stretching me wider than I’d ever been and her tongue on my ass was driving me absolutely insane.  My body was overwhelmed by sensations. She kept licking and then she begin pushing her tongue past the little resistant opening as her hand continued to move that huge thing in and out of my pussy, driving me wild. The combination of feelings was beyond anything I’d ever experienced. It was wonderful the way that her tongue pushed into me, the way that she wiggled it inside my ass.  No one had ever licked me there before, though I’d had boyfriend after boyfriend asking me for anal sex.  I’d never given in; but her tongue in my ass felt incredible, and the way that she kept moving that dildo in and out of made me feel on the edge of the most tremendous orgasm.

She kept it up for good, five or six minutes.  I was on the verge of climax, and then she just backed away. She turned me around, gave me the vibrator again and put my hand back on my clit. I saw her reach down the coffee table and she grabbed something that looked like a leather belt. She wrapped the belt around her, and I could see that she had strapped that huge dildo onto herself. She came forward and I couldn’t believe it. She spread my legs wider and guided that thing into my pussy and began fucking me harder than any man had ever done. The vibrations on my clit were making me writhe beneath her as she moved her hips forward, hard. My legs were back all the way against my shoulders, my knees resting hard against them, and my feet straight up in the air.  She held my ankles as she pushed in me over and over and over. I looked up at her face; she had expressions of lust that were beyond anything I had ever seen in a man or woman.

Every time I tried to move my hand away from my clit, she’d grab it and put the vibrator right back on me, until finally, I screamed out “Oh fuck! I’m going to cum!” I just exploded, the powerful orgasm ripping through me. I was right underneath her and she just kept fucking me furiously, moving her hips back and forth, driving that huge strap on dildo into me over and over and over. I couldn’t take the vibrations and moved my hand away, but again, she grabbed it and forced them back. It was far too much to handle but she gave me no break, keeping my orgasm going so hard that it was becoming overwhelmingly painful.

I cried out and begged for her to stop and she ignored me. Finally, she pulled out and moved up, climbing on to the couch, my legs caught between her body and mine and she guided that dildo straight against my lips. I instinctively opened up and, when I did, she pushed in deep. I felt myself gagging around it and somehow the gags drove me even crazier. She held me there and began moving in and out of me, groaning as she did. It was only then that I realized she couldn’t see if I took my hand away from my clit and I finally gave myself some relief and pulled the vibrator away.

She began pushing in and out of my mouth going deep and making me gag. She fucked my throat for four or five minutes and my orgasm didn’t slow at all. She finally backed away again and plunged back into my pussy. She did that for fifteen or twenty minutes, fucking my pussy hard and then fucking my throat hard over and over and over again. And then finally, she reached down and unstrapped herself.  My legs were bent all the way backwards. She moved herself up, grabbing my head and pulling it to her pussy and the moment my lips touched her sweet, juicy cunt, she cried out and screamed “I’m cumming, God damn it! I’m cumming!” She held my face right against her pussy as she rubbed it over and over again against my lips. And finally, she backed away and collapsed on the couch next to me.

We lay there for a while, panting and shaking, until she stood up and made her way over to the bar.  She didn’t bother to get dressed.  She just stood there, gloriously naked, her skin flushed, and poured us each a drink.  Then, she took one in each hand and headed back to where I was now sitting up on the couch.  “Here, I think you’ll want this now.”  She handed me the drink that I’d said no to earlier in the evening.  She was right.  I wanted it desperately now.

Finally, she began moving around the room, picking up stray clothing, handing me mine and dressing herself.  In a few moments, we were sitting on the couch as if nothing had ever happened.  I, though, was completely at a loss for how to react, what to do.  She didn’t seem to mind.  She just patted my knee and smiled at me.  “Don’t worry, dear, everything won’t be all fun and games.  There’ll be plenty of work to do.”

I looked at her and then, I smiled.  “I can do both, I think.”  I reached for a file and we got to work.
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I was driving away from college for a weekend with my best friend and her husband. The weatherman said that a storm was coming but it wouldn’t reach where I was for a few more hours. I was starting to have my doubts about that as I examined the black clouds gathering above me. I could have sworn that they were about to open up any second. And then they did. It was coming down so fast and furious that I could barely see the road.  Then the unexpected happened. First, the car started twanging and then the window wipers stopped working. I started panicking and barely made it to the side of the road when the car came to an abrupt stop.

I could easily fix the wipers because I knew enough about cars to know that it was probably a fuse, and I had a few of those on hand in my glove compartment. It was the fact that the car wouldn’t turn over that caused me the most concern. I sat there in the car and found myself contemplating walking, but I wanted to wait until the rain let up a little. I tried my cell, but in the middle of nowhere, there was no cell tower and therefore no cell coverage.

It wasn’t until after midnight, three hours after I pulled over, that the rain turned into more of a heavy mist. I gathered up everything I thought I’d need, including a coat, boots and a flashlight. I even took my cell, just in case I happened to find coverage on my journey. I got out and realized it was pitch black.  I sighed.  Without road lights, I would have to rely on the flashlight until I got to a town, if I got to a town.  I knew the nearest was at least an hour away by car.

I walked for quite some time, and then the flashlight started to go and I didn’t have any extra batteries. I made it another half hour until the flashlight went completely dead. Now, I was in the middle of nowhere and I couldn’t even see where the road was. I would have to rely on the feel of the pavement under my feet to guide me forward.

I lost the road an hour later and ended up walking through the woods. I was deep into the thick of it, when I smelled smoke in the air and figured someone had a fire going somewhere. I thought if I could find the source, then I could at least find some shelter and maybe a warm place to sleep.

I finally came across a cabin, with smoke billowing out through the chimney. It was in clear view now, and I could see a couple of lights on inside. I walked up to the front of it and was about to knock on the door, when I heard a decidedly feminine voice say, “Oh fuck, let me touch you.” I paused mid-knock.

A man’s voice said, “You know the rules,” and I heard a smack so loud that it seemed to echo through the woods.  My curiosity got the better of me and I walked to the side of the house and found a window. The man’s voice said, “You know, I love having you completely at my mercy.”

My curiosity was driving me crazy.  I looked around and found a window with open curtains and moved closer.  The cabin had a raised foundation, so the window was a little too far up for me to look. There were a few crates and a pile of wood. The noises and moans from inside were driving me crazy, so I carefully and quietly moved things into place and, when I thought I got it high enough, I climbed up to the top. It was a precarious position and the wood wasn’t that stable, but I managed to finally got a look at what was going on inside.

A man, a rather buff looking man at that, had his dick hovering over a young woman’s mouth. She was trying valiantly to reach it with her tongue, but she was tied up. He kept it just out of her reach as she struggled against the ropes in vain. I heard her say, “Come on, let me suck it for you, you know that you want me to.”

I stared in shock.  What the hell was going on?  He said, “You’ll get the chance to suck it, but not till you beg me for it.”

She said, “Please, let me suck it, just a taste.” I was enthralled with the scene in front of me, but I just couldn’t wrap my mind around why someone would want to be in that position.

I’d be lying if I pretended that I was getting a thrill out of watching.  The woman was completely helpless, but she wasn’t unhappy about it; and for some reason the whole thing turned me on.  I felt my nipples hardening and felt warmth growing between my legs.  I realized I could watch everything and still remain entirely anonymous.  On the other hand, part of me wanted them to finish up so I could knock on the door.  I was tired and lost in the middle of nowhere. 

I saw his cock dip a little lower and watched as she swiped her tongue across the head, before he had a chance to pull back. She was smiling up at him now and he said, “Now, that was naughty of you my dear.”  Then, he picked up the candle beside the bed and I found I just couldn’t pull myself away.

I watched as he tipped the candle sideways over her breasts and she moaned, “Oh fuck, that’s hot,” as the wax dripped onto her nipples.  My own nipples seemed to feel the shock of the hot wax as well. I kept watching.  He then grabbed something from a bag and began to do something with her nipples. I couldn’t make out what exactly he was doing until he moved out of the way. I could see her biting her lip.  There were two clothespins attached to her nipples. I imagined it hurt, but it sent a thrill through me.

She was squirming around on the bed now, thrashing from side to side, and it made it easier to see that her legs and arms were tied to the bedposts. She was spread out and I could see her pussy, bare and wet.  The man said “Good girl, at least you know to keep quiet.” And then, he tipped the candle and let a trail run down her taut stomach, moving down even lower to let some drip on her pussy lips. 

The moment the hot wax hit her pussy, her body jumped off the bed and she began screaming, “Ohhhhh fuuuuck!” and I knew that sound. It had come from my lips many times. She was cumming and cumming hard.  And watching her body spasm and tense and thrash as she continued to moan, I felt my own body respond.  I was wet as hell.  I was breathing hard and my hands gripped the edge of the window so hard my fingers hurt.

The man smiled and climbed on top of her, ramming into her with a grunt as she screamed in pleasure.  That was when I fell. I then felt the logs I was standing on shift, and tried to adjust my balance, but the little platform I’d created gave way altogether. Time seemed to slow as I watched the ground rise up to meet me, and then everything went black.

It was still pitch black when I awoke.  I tried to move but my arms wouldn’t work.  I tried to move my legs and they wouldn’t budge wither. I thought I’d paralysed myself and I felt a momentary panic, but then the lights came on.  I was in a bedroom.  I was tied to the bedposts just as the woman had been.  The naked man from the cabin stood at the door and smiled at me.  “Ah, you’re finally awake.”  He turned and called out, “Mary, she’s awake!” and then he walked up to the side of the bed.  A moment later, the woman walked in.  She wore a leather skirt, leather bustier and nothing else.

She looked my way and gave me a little wink. “Good, now we can play.”  She walked to the bed, climbed up, and stood over me. I could easily see up the skirt and saw that she wasn’t wearing panties. I hadn’t seen the piercing on her pussy lip when I was watching from the window, but I could clearly see it now.

I started to struggle.  “What’s going on here?” 

The man answered.  “Well, it appears we caught ourselves not only a trespasser but also a voyeur.” 

“Or maybe we found ourselves a playmate.”  The woman reached down and ran a hand tenderly along my cheek.

I shivered and felt my body respond.  It was a very strange combination of desire and fear.  I was shocked at the desire portion of the response, an a little thrilled by the fear.  “I was just looking for somewhere to hole up for the night.  Please, I was just looking for some help because my car had died.”

He said, “Well, you definitely have a place to stay,” and then they laughed. The girl got down on top of me then and started to undress me. I felt every button come loose as she pulled open my shirt. She reached over me and her hand came back holding a pair of scissors.  My eyes opened wide and my heart started pounding in my chest. She brought the scissors up to my bra and snipped it where the cups met.  Then, she brushed it away, putting my breasts on display.

She smiled and moved lower, using the scissors to slice up each leg of my jeans until, meeting in the middle, she ripped them open to reveal my pink panties. She took one look at me and said, “Look who’s excited.”   I felt my cheeks flush and a wash of humiliation flooded over me.  She was right.  My panties were soaking wet.  The man leaned down, and I felt his rough hands rubbing over my wet pussy through the thin material.

I felt the scissors along my inner thigh as she cut the panties.  They fell away like tissue. I was now completely naked and at their mercy. They just looked at me for a while as I trembled beneath their stares.  The woman moved first, putting her mouth on one of my breasts, and the man soon followed.  They twirled their tongues around my nipples, making me moan despite myself.  Then, as though they shared some psychic connection (and maybe they had some prearranged signal) they both bit down hard.  I cried out, “Oh fuck!”  They ignored me, and the woman began sliding downward.

I thrashed around on the bed, but the ropes were securely tightened and I found myself unable to move away. The man moved lower as well.  I felt both pairs of lips make contact with my pussy at the same time, and it was like an electric jolt of current straight to the pleasure centers of my brain.  I groaned, and it seemed to encourage them because both of them pushed their tongues into me at the same time. 

I couldn’t believe how good it felt.  With the ropes holding me in place, all choices were taken from me.  I was completely helpless, utterly unable to stop them.   It was as though I’d just been given the freedom to be as big of a slut as I wanted to be.  I didn’t have any choice in the matter at all, so who cares if I enjoyed it or not, right?  It wasn’t my fault.  I didn’t ask for it.  It was happening to me, not because of me; and it was almost like that gave me permission to enjoy it as their tongues worked in my folds, sending sensations through me stronger than any I’d ever felt.

It was too much, and I started cumming.  I yelled, “Fuck!  Fuck!  I’m cumming! Fuck!”  I heard the two of them giggling a bit and then I felt the man’s rough hands back at my pussy, pushing fingers into me.  The woman climbed up, and I watched as she straddled my face, her pussy just an inch or so away from me as the man moved his fingers.  She said, “Now, you’ll do me, bitch,” and lowered her pussy lips onto my face.

I instinctively tried to turn my head away, but her hands held me steady as she mashed her wet cunt down on my mouth.  I’d always wanted to be with a woman.  I suppose most girls have that fantasy, but I had never had the guts to try to make it happen.  Of course right then, I had no choices.  I not only could experiment with a girl; I had to do it.  It thrilled me, and I tentatively stuck out my tongue and pushed it up inside of her. She pushed down harder, holding onto my head with one hand and gripping the headboard with the other. It was musky and sweet, and I got more aggressive, running my tongue wildly over her as she moved her hips. 

I felt the fingers withdraw from my pussy, and then the man’s cock was inside of me. He only pushed in a bit, and I tried to lift my hips to get him in deeper, but the ropes were tight and I couldn’t.  He just kept his cock a small part of the way inside, and I realized he was torturing me the way he’d tortured the woman whose pussy I was exploring with my tongue.  That set off alarms and panic filled my mind.  Was he going to slap me?  Was he going to pour hot was on me?  I shivered, and there was more fear than desire in it.

But then, he thrust forward hard and I felt his balls slap against my ass as he forced his way inside of me. I cried out against her pussy, and it was really just a gargled noise because my tongue was deep inside of her.  It was enough though because she suddenly screamed and I could actually feel her pussy gripping my tongue as she came.  She held my head more tightly and began moving her hips furiously over me. Everything was so overpowering, and when she finally backed away, I was panting.

The man fucked me slowly, and it was driving me mad; but a second or two after she got off my face, I felt her lips make contact with my clit and I went berserk, squeezing down on the cock inside me as I came.  He fucked me for a while, and she never stopped sucking on my clit, even as I begged for her to stop.  For four or five minutes he moved in slow strokes and she tortured me far beyond what I would have believed I could take.  Then, he pulled out.  She licked her way down over my pussy to my asshole and thrust her tongue inside of me.  It felt wonderful and strange and new.  Nobody had ever licked me there before.

I enjoyed it until I heard the man ask, “Is her ass ready for me yet?”  That sent a new panic over me, and I got very afraid and started to struggle in earnest.  Just as they had the entire time I’d been there, they ignored me.  She moved out of the way, and I felt him position himself so that the head of his cock was right up against the tiny opening of my virgin ass.  He didn’t move slowly as he had in my pussy.  He simply rammed forward hard.

Pain exploded all through my body as his cock pushed in.  My orgasm disappeared and tears immediately filled my eyes.  I opened my mouth to scream, but I found I didn’t have the breath for it.  I felt hands—I didn’t know if it was the man or the woman—twisting my breasts savagely, and it added to the agony.  The man gripped my hips and began fucking me hard and fast.  Each vicious thrust sent more hurt through me.  Then, the woman leaned down over me.

I felt her fingers push into my pussy and felt her tongue on my clit.  My orgasm came back in force, and pleasure mixed with the pain, overpowering it. I felt my whole body come alive and then, I was throwing my body into the air, straining and contorting against the ropes as I came again, the second orgasm blasting down over the first as my pussy squeezed her fingers and my ass clamped down on his cock.  I was screamed, “Oh God, Fuck Me!   Fuck Me!  Fuck Me!”

The man pulled out and was suddenly over my face, pushing the head of his cock past my lips as he began shooting stream after stream of semen into my mouth.  The woman gripped my hair and pushed me up against him as I did my best to swallow everything down.  Finally, when he finished, they untied me.  I lay on the bed breathing hard as Mary left the room.  The man sat down on the edge of the bed.  He reached over and squeezed my clit.  The sensations that rushed through me were too much to handle, and I cried out, “Red Light!”

He pulled his hand away and laughed.  “God, Gina; I fuck your virgin ass and you don’t use the safe word but a little clit squeeze is too much to handle?”

“Oh leave her alone, John!”  It was Mary; she walked in with towels and fresh clothes.  “I couldn’t find your car out front, Honey.  I just brought one of my outfits for you to borrow.”

“I wasn’t just playing about the car.  It really broke down a mile or two up the road.” 

John groaned and stood up.  “And I suppose I’m going to have to go get it…you ladies can be so difficult.”

I laughed.  “You got my virgin ass, you can go figure out what’s up with my car.”

Mary leaned forward and gave me a kiss.  “How long do you have?”

“I have class on Monday evening, and it’ll take about an hour to get there, so I guess I have three days.”  She smiled and kissed me again, pushing her tongue past my lips.  I could taste myself.  When she broke the kiss, I sighed.  “You know, I’m doing pretty well in that class.  I think I might just skip it.  That’ll give me until Wednesday.”

She giggled and began kissing me more passionately.  I felt my body responding, and I put my hands around her.  She moaned softly over my lips, and I held her tightly as I heard the door close and my best friend’s husband headed out to get my car.
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“So, Mrs. Johnston, why are you—”

“It’s not Mrs.
 anymore, Doctor Ashton.  Thomas and I finalized the divorce this week, and to answer your question, I’m here for that reason entirely. “

“You’re getting a physical because you got a divorce?”

“Yes.  I’ve been with one man in my life, Thomas.  Now that I am free to be with other men, I want to make sure I’m in tip top shape. I—”

“Did Thomas have an affair?  Are you worried about a sexually-transmitted disease?”

I laughed.  “Doctor, we didn’t touch each other for the last year of our marriage.  I don’t care if he fucked every maid, babysitter, and college student in town.  It couldn’t have affected my health.  I’m starting a brand new chapter of my life and I want to start anew.  I’m thirty-three and free.  That’s old enough to know what I want and young enough to get it.”  He nodded.  “Is there some reason you don’t want to give me an exam?”

“Mrs…um…look, Constance.  I’ve been your doctor for four years.  I’m just making sure you’re okay.”  He reached for the phone on his desk and pressed a button.

“Yes, Doctor?”

“Maureen, please take Mrs.  um.. Constance Johnston into examining room four and have her change into a gown.  Go ahead and get the basics done for me and let me know when she’s ready.”  It was amazing when I watched him give an order.  He was a handsome man, about forty and very fit.  He had a wonderful nose, a strong jaw, and very expressive brown eyes with flecks of gold.  I was surprised as I felt a thrill of attraction run through me that I hadn’t ever noticed how attractive he was previously.

The nurse on the other line said she’d take care of it and four minutes later she knocked on the door and gathered me up.  She took me to a nurses’ station where she made me step on a scale, took my temperature and my blood pressure and generally went about making me feel like a patient.  Finally, she took me to an examination room, gave me a paper robe, and ordered me to strip.  I had just finished tying a bow on the little string that held the silly pale blue gown in place when Doctor Ashton walked into the room.

He didn’t waste any time, but he brusquely lifted the gown up and began groping my right breast.  I was shocked, but when he said, “Okay, no lumps or problems on this one,” I relaxed.  He pinched a nipple softly and asked if there was any pain.  I didn’t want to tell him about the thrill of excitement that coursed through me at the touch, and since that was the only sensation his soft pinch elicited, I told him it didn’t hurt at all and he moved to the next breast.  He repeated the performance, and it took an astounding effort of will to keep from telling him I wasn’t sure about that one and I needed another pinch.  I resisted, though, and he began touching my stomach, pressing fingers against me and asking about discomfort.

When he finished, he pulled the gown back down and started on my neck and throat and then using those strange lighted instruments to check my nose, my throat and my ears.  I have to admit to another thrill when he put the depressor on my tongue and told me to say, “Ahhh.”  Then, he checked my pupil dilation and moved to my knees to bounce the little hammer and check my reflexes.

When he finished with all that, I was glad to be finished.  I waited for him to tell me I was done, but he didn’t instead, he told me to step off the table and then climb back onto it and hold a position there on my hands and knees.  It was a strange request, but I obeyed.  I climbed up onto the table and held onto the guardrail that would have kept patients from falling out of bed at night if this were a hospital and not a doctor’s office. 

Doctor Ashton walked up behind me and lifted the gown, exposing my ass in the tiny thong panties I wore.  I started to turn my head to ask what he was doing and he said, “Shhh, relax.”  Then, he moved the thong away and in one quick movement, pushed two fingers into my pussy.  I was shocked but I was also amazed because they felt so incredible.  I turned my head.  “Doctor, what are you doing?”  He shushed me again and began to move his fingers in and out of me.

I was in shock.  Part of me wanted to scream at him, tell him to stop what he was doing, but a stronger part of me felt every thrust of his fingers and the way that they brushed over my sweet spot and the way that they made me feel.  He kept moving for a while and, finally, he pulled his fingers out.  I turned my head back around and asked, “What the hell was that?”  And I was shocked because his pants were open and his cock was out and it was big.

He reached forward and grabbed my head and began to pull me down off the table and onto the floor.  I was on my knees in front of him and his cock was right up near my face.  I started to talk again and the moment my mouth was open, he pushed his dick against my lips.  I don’t know why I did it but I opened up and I began to suck on his cock.  His cock was so nice, thick and throbbing and I took him as deep as I could, reaching my hand around to grasp his thighs, to hold onto his ass as he plunged his cock into my mouth.  He kept me there for a while, holding onto the back of my head, pushing into my mouth.  It was amazing and then, he pulled me up and brought me back to the table.  He lied down on it.

I straddled him, thinking that he wanted to push into my pussy, but he turned me around, brought my face back down to his cock and brought my ass up to his face.  He pulled on my thong, actually tore it right off my body and then, he pulled me down and my pussy was suddenly overcome by the sensation of his tongue sliding into me.  From this position, I could get deeper onto his cock and he helped me along by putting his hands on the back of my hand and pushing in hard.

Suddenly, I was all the way on him, his balls were up against my nose, my chin was up against his abdomen and his tongue kept pushing in and out of me inexorably like a little cock.  I knew I was going to come soon, but he wasn’t ready for me to come that way and he pushed me off, bent me over the table again and, this time, I finally got to feel his cock in my pussy.

When he pushed in, it was overwhelming, his cock was thicker than any I’d ever had before and it pushed into me, expanding my pussy and stretching the lips and almost immediately driving me crazy.  He began pushing in, harder and harder and harder.  In a moment or two, I knew I was approaching the point of no return.  He thrust hard into me a few more times, his hands trailing over my back and sending chills through me and when that happened, I began coming hard, crying out, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, I’m coming, I’m coming!”  And then, he began to fuck me even harder, thrusting furiously inside my clenching slit.

The whole table was shaking underneath me.  Then, he pulled out and my pussy felt so empty and I moaned.  He put his cock back up against me and I thought he was responding to my obvious need to have my pussy filled again, but he didn’t position his cock against my slick folds.  Instead, he put it against the tiny little opening of my virgin asshole.  I started struggling, trying to let him know that I didn’t want it there.  I’d never done anal sex with Thomas, and my ex-husband was too much of a limp dick to ever ask for it.  I knew for certain, though, that I didn’t want that massive thing in my virgin hole.  I turned my head around and said, “Doctor, don—” but my words were cut off because but he held my waist tightly and just pushed forward.

I was amazed that it went in as easily as it did, but in one thrust, he was all the way inside. Even though he slid it in in a single thrust, don’t think it felt good.  It hurt like hell. Even though my resistant little ring couldn’t hold him back, pain erupted over me.   It felt like I was being ripped apart completely and all the pleasure of the orgasm disappeared in the wave of agony that crashed over me.  It was so painful that I couldn’t even say anything.  My breath was taken from me and my voice caught in my throat as he began to push hard, in and out, in and out, in and out.

He reached around and grabbed my nipples, pinching them hard and sending more pain through me.  I still couldn’t talk, still couldn’t breathe.  I was so shocked by everything that was occurring.  He began fucking me harder and harder in my ass and I felt like my body was being torn in two, the shocking lightning bolt of pain was so intense as it traveled from my little abused hole and up my back and over my body.  It was overwhelming.  I was shaking.  Tears were filling my eyes and I still couldn’t stop, still couldn’t protest.  My voice and my breathing seemed to have completely left me.

Then, something changed.  As he pounded into me, shoving my body hard against the table as he filled my little puckered asshole over and over, I began to realize how desperately I was aching for something to fill my pussy.  It still hurt, but for some reason, the emptiness in the hole I wanted filled was a greater pain than the way the hole I wanted empty shot shards of hurt over me.  I reached over, behind and underneath me to push fingers in my throbbing needy pussy and the moment I did, my orgasm ramped up again.  It came back full force and all of the pain of the last few minutes disappeared completely in a wave of pleasure.

He kept pushing into me, thrusting hard into my tight hole over and over again until, finally, he cried out and I felt him slam forward hard one more time and then, he was coming, filling me with his load.  I could feel its thick sticky warmth streaming into me.  It made his thrusts easier and yet, more wild.  He pushed in four or five more times and I could feel him shuddering, feel him shaking around me.  I shuddered as well. The orgasm hadn’t slowed at all and as he kept his cock fully inside of me, I kept moving my fingers, feeling my pussy clench and spasm around them until, finally, the sensations got to be too much and I pulled them out. 

Doctor Ashton took that as his signal to pull out, and I felt my ass painfully spasming back to its normal size.  The aftereffects of the orgasm were still strong, and I lay over the table shaking while he pulled his pants up and smoothed his rumpled clothing.  Finally, he pulled me to my feet and gently helped me gather my clothes and get myself presentable.

I looked at him in wonder, and he smiled.  “Looks like you’re fine, Constance.”

I smiled and kissed him.  “For three years I wouldn’t let you touch me.  Even when Thomas stopped, I wouldn’t.  You couldn’t have waited until after our date tonight, Brandon?”

He smiled and pulled me close and I thrilled at the way his hands on me still thrilled me.  “When you filed for divorce, Constance, you told me the moment it was final I could have you.  It’s final.  I had you.”

I smiled and kissed him again.  “Better not look so smug or you might not have me again.”

In response, he reached down and squeezed my ass cheek.  When I moaned against his ear he chuckled.  “Now that’s a threat I don’t think you can keep.”
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I jumped as the doorbell rang. Rising up from my chair, trying hard to balance on my ridiculously high heels, I tottered down my hallway and to the front door. There, I froze.

This week had been a whirlwind of emotion – it had seemed almost surreal. I had somehow seduced a writer. I had opened up new horizons to him, and new feelings and desires deep within myself. And I loved it.

You see, I’m a girl of very... unusual tastes. I like to be dominated. I like to be manipulated. I like to be used, abused and humiliated – this is what a Slave truly needs. And last week, Daniel had satisfied those needs within me to an intensity that I never thought could be possible.

He was fascinated by me and the people I like to keep company with.  As an aspiring writer, he was intent on learning more about our strange interests and our somewhat debauched acts – and I knew that he was intrigued and disgusted at what he saw. There was definitely a part of him that thought what I was doing was wrong. Dirty. Filthy even – but that hadn’t stopped him from losing control the last time we met – and dominating me like no master had ever done before. There was a part of me that thought Daniel was born to do this. He was born to dominate.

In some ways I thought of him as the perfect Master. Intuitive and perceptive enough to sense and satisfy the needs of his Slave – but strong and domineering, willing to punish. Willing to humiliate.

The thought of it made me feel delicious. How had I stumbled across a Master so seemingly perfect, in the most unexpected of ways? The thought gave me shivers, and I felt a familiar throbbing begin to flutter in my panties, as I peered through the spy-hole of my front door.


Not yet!
 I needed to get a hold on myself. I needed to calm myself, but it was so difficult not to get aroused as I laid eyes on Daniel, standing expectantly on my doorstep.

He was carrying his laptop bag, no doubt containing some surprises for me. His athletic frame was accentuated by the tailored suit he was wearing – charcoal grey, which really complimented his piercing blue eyes.

I stood for just a couple more moments, watching him. I couldn’t understand why I was so nervous? I had been dominated many times before, by different Masters – some of them crueler than others – and yet I couldn’t stop my heart from pounding in my chest. Perhaps it was anticipation? Or perhaps it was apprehension... I wasn’t sure. All I knew was that tonight was going to be one I wouldn’t forget in a hurry.

I took a deep breath, and opened the door.

“Hello Poppy” Daniel said with a slight smile. “May I come in?”

“Of course” I said, stepping to the side to allow him into the hallway. He brushed past me and I caught the scent of his aftershave. He hadn’t been wearing any the first time we met. I smiled to myself. Looks like I’m not the only one making an effort tonight.


Daniel crossed the room and sat himself down on my couch. I couldn’t help but notice a bulge in his trousers, and I felt my pussy flutter.

“Stand in front of me” he said. “I want to look at you”

I did as I was told. I stood in front of him, my exposed nipples erect and cold, poking through the peep-hole corset I was wearing. I really was pleased with my costume. I had dressed as a cat, just as he’d requested. And I had really made an effort! I had all the trimmings of being a lithe, slender and downright slutty-looking feline. I wore a pair of ears in my headband, which kept my blonde main off my face – and even had whiskers, carefully attached to my face with body-glue. The green cat-eye contact lenses I was wearing glinted in the dim light, and I could tell that Daniel approved.

“Turn around for me” he demanded.

Again I did as I was told, and slowly turned for him. My black platform thigh-boots were so high that I had to be careful not to topple as I moved. Daniel let out a low moan as I turned around to reveal the tiny black thong I was wearing. I knew how much he loved my peachy ass.

“Mmmm” he moaned. I knew he wanted me. I couldn’t help but shudder at the thought of his huge thick cock sliding into my hole, and my pussy muscles clenched slightly as I imagined the pleasure of it.

I stood with my back to him, letting him drink in the sight of my smooth back, my toned buttocks and my long, lithe legs. I could feel his eyes snaking down the length of me – studying every square inch. But I didn’t move. I was poised an obedient, everything a Slave should be.

“Bend over, slut” he growled. I did as I was told, and slowly bent forward, my tight panties stretching as I did so. I leaned further forward, my legs straining to keep from toppling over in my huge boots! I kept my knees completely locked, demonstrating my control and flexibility, showing him how limber and supple I was – inviting him to take control of my malleable body. I leaned over enough to touch my toes, my black thong slipping up inside the folds of my pussy, so my little pink lips spilled out of each side.

Then, seemingly from nowhere, a white-hot pain rippled through me. I looked over my shoulder, and saw my Master’s unmistakable figure standing there. Daniel loomed over me and brought his hand down brutally hard on my protruding, bulging cunt once more – making a sickening slapping noise. I cried out, but he just laughed. It was a sadistic, almost desperate laugh – and was accented by loud slaps his rough hand made against my swollen lips. 

I bit my lip and took it. I knew I could take much more than this – I just had to show him. I had to show him what I was made of – that I could fulfill his every desire – a dirty little slut for him to use and abuse as he wished – all in the hope that he would take my body to realms of pleasure and pain I had never experienced before. I just needed to convince him that I could be the outlet for his every dark fantasy...

“On all fours, NOW!” he commanded – keeping his hand firmly held against my pussy – maintaining his harsh control over me.

“Yes Master” I whimpered, and dropped to the floor. I stayed there for a few moments, pussy throbbing, feeling the wetness start to soak through my thong.

Daniel grunted in the darkness, and I heard the distinct sound of a zipper. I strained to see what he was doing, longing to feast my eyes on my Master’s thick, throbbing cock – wanting to see him touching himself. He let out a long sigh then he left the room.

What the fuck is he doing? Is he just going to leave me here, craving the pain and humiliation? It’s not fair – I can’t pleasure myself, that’s not what good slaves do. Good slaves only take pleasure from their Master – pleasure and delicious pain...

After a few agonizing seconds of waiting, Daniel returned to the room. He was carrying something, but I couldn’t make out what it was until he placed it on the floor in front of me.

It was a saucer of milk.

“Now, little kitty, why don’t you take a drink?” he growled, his voice sinister and cruel. “Take a drink, but don’t you make a mess! Otherwise there WILL be consequences.

I bent forward, my ass in the air, and began to lap at the milk. I felt so foolish, so degraded – down on my knees, feeding like an animal. I was even more ashamed of how wet my cunt was getting, and how much I wanted to be fucked like this – degraded and abused on the floor, dressed up for my Master’s amusement.

“You’re nice and wet for me, aren’t you slut!” Master barked, seeing the juices trickle from my pussy lips as I lapped at the milk. He yanked my thong down and then, without warning, he brought a spank paddle down on my pussy lips, hard and cruel.

I let out a squeal, and did my best not to spill the milk. I carried on drinking.

SMACK! Down came the paddle once more, much harder, making me yelp like a wounded animal. Daniel Laughed. SMACK, SMACK, SMACK! The paddle came down three times, harder and faster until I screamed and tears welled up in my eyes. I kept lapping at the milk, shaking with humiliation and pain – feeling my pussy start to ache.

“You look so pathetic!” Daniel laughed. “You are a filthy little animal. You should be ashamed!”

With these words he slammed the paddle so hard into my ass and pussy that I lurched forward, and my face went into the saucer of milk –my arms sliding out in front of me.

Daniel’s hand pressed down on my head, pushing my face hard into the saucer.

“Bad Kitty!” he yelled, seemingly unable to contain his excitement at seeing me in such a degraded state. “You’ve spilt your milk! Dirty Girl!”

Daniel started stroking his cock violently with his free hand– the tip of his helmet just touching my swollen pussy lips, making me shudder with anticipation.

“Now, bitch, show me that dirty little hole of yours” he grunted, his breathing stuttered. The sight of my swollen, almost wounded womanhood was too much for him. All plump, red and inviting – begging for a stiff cock to come and assault it – to fill it up, and stretch it out the way a slave’s pussy should be. He needed a welcome diversion from this all too tempting opening – so I knew he was about to unleash an assault on my tight little ass-hole.

I did as I was told, and reached behind with both arms to pull my ass cheeks apart – my face still in the saucer.

I was new to anal – and Daniel knew this all too well.  He began trailing his rough hands down my smooth peach of an ass. His touch was coarse, almost harsh against my perfectly buffed and moisturized skin. I had prepared my body well for him of this I was sure.

He slid his hand over my ass cheeks, to rest perfectly in the middle where he held it – still and firm, one finger pressed suggestively against my anus. My pussy began to throb, and I had to stifle a moan as another finger snaked its way slowly up my ass-crack and began to tease around my sweet, tight hole. I bit my lip with suppressed desire – this was a new kind of torture, one I had no experience of. Instead of dreading the pain, I was in agony just craving it! I wanted him to take my body to places it had never been before – where pain and humiliation take over and bind together in the most intoxicating high ever imaginable. The kind of high that only a true Slave can feel when giving herself over to be totally and utterly dominated by her Master.

I had tasted a glimpse of this ecstasy the last time Daniel and I had encountered; it had left an insatiable ache in my stomach, and wetness in my panties that would not go away – not until I felt his brutal touch once again.

“Now, Slave,” my Master growled, “tell me what you want me to do to you”.

I was shocked at his words. He was asking me, a mere Slave, to choose my own pleasure – my own pain.

It must be a trick question. He must be luring me in, finding out what I want so he can deprive me of it!

I was worried and excited. I didn’t trust what was happening, but part of me wanted to believe it was real.

Maybe he’s genuine? Maybe he wants me to describe the filthiest and depraved acts he knows are nestled within my mind just waiting to come out. He knows what a dirty, dirty girl I am – he just wants me to show him.

“I want you to spit on my asshole and shove your fucking fingers right in”, I declared – although my voice was slightly shaky and I knew I was blushing.

There was a pause, and then Daniel chuckled.

“As you wish”

He spat, and then rammed his fingers up inside me, stretching out my tight hole. He then started to move them slowly, in circular motions – massaging my sweet spot. But it wasn’t enough. I needed more. I felt as though nothing would satisfy me.

“More! I fucking want more!” I cried, desperate to feel the pleasure-pain of something stiff inside my ass “Abuse my ass! Finger it! Fuck it! Hurt it, like you wanna hurt me!”

Daniel didn’t need to hear any more. He reached into his bag and pulled out a special surprise. It was a huge black butt-plug, with leather tassels coming out of the end.

Without warning he stuffed it into my hungry ass hole – making me scream in pain! I was so new to anal, my ass so untouched and spoiled that the pain was almost unbearable. It felt as though I were being split in two, and I screamed out – not holding back. The pain was so intense.

“Awww, now you look like a real kitty”, Daniel taunted, “Look at your nice tail, all long and sleek. Well I’ve got something else nice and long for you – and I want you to purr like a good kitty when I give it to you!”

With that, Daniel rammed his huge prick into my sopping wet pussy. I cried out, but immediately stopped myself.

If master wants kitty to purr, that that’s what I have to do.

He fucked me ruthlessly, slamming hard into me so that I felt his balls slapping hard against my clit. I purred louder and louder, feeling more and more foolish at what I was doing.

He was in total control, and I was totally obedient. The pain in my tight ass hole was still intense, and feeling my masters huge cock deep inside only intensified the assault of the huge butt plug on my anus. I was a mess! A sticky, purring, ridiculous mess and I loved every minute of it.

I felt an orgasm begin to uncoil inside my stomach, my pussy beginning to convulse around Daniels thick cock, as he slapped my ass repeatedly.

“Dirty, little, bitch!” he shouted with each slap “messy, little, whore!”

I purred louder and louder – my pussy convulsing as my orgasm erupted and my master continued to assault me.

“Fucking take it!” he cried. I purred even louder, my pussy squirting all over his thick cock as I came, and he thrust even harder still. I could feel the twisted pleasure and disgust raging through him with each thrust, as he dominated me in the way only a Master knows how.

“Take it, bitch! Here it comes!!”

With that he pulled out of me and grabbed my hair, twisting my sticky, milk-covered face around towards him.

“Drink your fucking milk!” he cried, and shot spurt after spurt of red hot cum into my face and open mouth. I swallowed it down, gulping and smacking my lips until the last of it entered my mouth, and Daniel let go of my hair. Wiping his brow and panting uncontrollably, he stayed there on his knees, motionless.

Neither of us spoke. There was nothing to say. We had both reached a place of complete and utter ecstasy – no words could surmount to it.

Daniel simply rose to his feet, gathered his things, and walked out of the door. I didn’t get up to see him out. I simply rolled onto my side and lay there, panting on the floor. I was euphoric, guilty and completely satisfied – basking in the glow of my orgasm as I curled up into a ball. Awash with pleasure and pain I smiled to myself. I really was
 the cat that got the cream.
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The days seemed longer now.  It wasn’t the sun or the temperature or anything like that at all, Manda realized.  It was simply that the vacation had reached the point of wishing it to be over and for normal life to begin again.  It was wonderful, really, but it had been wonderfully consuming and wonderfully exciting and wonderfully full and she was ready for it to become wonderful memories and to get back to regular life with Drew, a life of schedules and work and studies and bills and normalcy.

On the same token, she was pretty sure that normalcy for her marriage had changed forever.  It was a good change, not a bad change.  The vacation had included all of the normal vacation elements, but it had also included a fairly dramatic uptick in the intensity of their sex life, and she imagined and hoped that part of the vacation would become standard back home and not just a wonderful memory like the evenings sipping cocktails on the beach, the shopping trips, or the fine dining.

She stood and stretched.  Drew still slept, and she admired the sight of him for a moment.  It was early, and she thought it was strange that she should wake up so early just to get started on the last day of their vacation, as though getting an early start would make the day go by and get them on the plane sooner.   It was still dark, and when she walked to the French doors that led to the cabin’s porch, she felt a rush of very cool air through the thin material of her nightgown.   Her nipples hardened immediately, and she smiled as she thought that since their arrival, this was likely the first time she’d felt them stiffen for anything other than arousal.

She heard the soft lull of the tide and the closer hum of the hot tub.  They hadn’t used the Jacuzzi at all, and she thought it strange since it was usually one of the most important considerations for them when they looked for hotels or resorts.  There was something surreal and romantic about it, the way the lights beneath the water sent a soft blue glow that seemed almost magical as the chill of the breeze caressed her through the nightie.  She looked at the brushed wooden box next to the hot tub and then walked over to it.  A stack of thick terrycloth towels greeted her when she opened the lid.  She glanced back through the French doors.  Drew was still asleep, but she figured if she didn’t take advantage of the opportunity now, she likely wouldn’t have a chance, so she pulled a towel out and put it on top of the box. 

She reached down to the hem of her gown and pulled it up over her head.  She gasped as the air hit her far more intensely than she would have imagined, but it was a pleasant sensation—too cold to be exactly comfortable, but not so cold that she shivered.  She draped the night gown over the towel and climbed the three steps to the deck of the tub before easing herself into the heat.  As the warmth flowed over her, she let out a long slow sigh and slid down until she sat.  She swore to herself because she’d forgotten to turn on the jets, but she found the dial just an arm’s length from where she sat and reached to turn it.  As the hot tub bubbled to life, she sighed again and then gasped because the flow of one jet sent a warm caress between her legs.


Jesus, Manda, you really have become a slut.
  The thought wasn’t nearly as self-deprecating as she imagined it would be, and it didn’t stop her from sliding forward so the pressure from the water would more directly stimulate her clit.  She closed her eyes as sensations built and visions of their vacation—the physical aspects—flowed through her mind.  She’d truly been focused on sex this trip, and it had been wonderful, oddly wonderful.  She would have giggled if the water’s attention on her clit hadn’t reduced her vocal abilities to soft moans and made her press her lips together to keep from waking Drew.  She’d given him a blowjob on the plane, joined the mile high club before they even reached the island, and that had set the tone for the entire trip.  They’d had sex in almost every conceivable position and every conceivable location.


As Manda considered their afternoon on the beach when Drew had reassured her their relationship wouldn’t transition to nothing but the physical by engaging her in a conversation about her studies (and he hadn’t even known she’d been afraid they’d become married only in relation to sex—she’d been so overcome with relief and gratitude and happiness that they’d enjoyed each other right there on the beach) she lifted her hips a bit and felt the jet work an even more intense magic between her legs.  They’d made love in the rain!  They’d done it right out in the open!  Sure, it was a private beach, but who knew who might have wandered by?  The water sent thrills through her body and she couldn’t suppress a moan.  They’d truly enjoyed each other this vacation, and she hoped the intensity in their sex lives wouldn’t diminish.

Her hands moved to her breasts, and she rolled her nipples between her fingers as she considered the way Drew moved when he found her tied to the bed, spread-eagled in new lingerie and waiting for him, how he’d tormented her and teased her until pleasure finally exploded over her, and how she’d returned the favor and been just as much of a tormenting tease to him.  They’d spent the day together in the cabin experimenting with different ways to restrain each other and different ways to push the other beyond the limits of sensitivity and desire.  Manda recalled the sight of him, the feel of him, the sounds and smells and the entire process of losing herself to his touch, and her hands grew more aggressive, pinching her nipples harder now.  She knew it was just imagination, but it felt as though the jet in the hot tub reacted to her increased desire by adjusting the pressure of the flow and stimulating her even more.

And then…last night.  God!  What had possessed him?  It was right before they were to leave for dinner when he suddenly pulled her to him and kissed her deeply.  She’d assumed it was to be a quickie, a nice fast and rough culmination before a walk to the fine dining restaurant in the main building of the resort, but she’d been wrong, very wrong.  He’d certainly seemed to be moving in that direction, but when he jerked her pants down and then her panties, he hadn’t slammed home after behind her over.  Instead, he chuckled slightly.  She felt his hand on her, rubbing her gently and then inserting something into her.  She turned her head and tried to ask him what he was doing but he pulled up her panties and then her jeans.  He told her to button up.  Told her… He said it in a kind of domineering voice that she found thrilled her, and she felt a flush of shame and embarrassment as she obeyed.  He helped her to her feet and asked if she was ready to head to dinner. 

She was a bit uncomfortable.  She had no idea what was inside of her, and she was ready to protest, but before she could form the words her pussy suddenly came alive as vibrations ran inside of her and ignited her clit in a wonder of sensation.  She gasped and felt paralyzed for a moment until Drew lifted up his hand.  He held a remote in his hand, and he pulled his thumb off the button.  The vibrations ceased and Manda fought to catch her breath.  “Shall we head out, Honey?” Drew asked as though nothing had happened, and Manda had nodded mutely and followed him to the door.

He let her get halfway down the porch stairs before the vibrations started again, and she had to grab onto the railing to keep from falling as the sensations grew and she felt herself becoming impossibly aroused.  Was he going to make her cum right there?  It was terrifying and embarrassing and exciting all at once, and she gasped in relief when the vibrations ended.  Again, Drew didn’t mention what he’d done.  He didn’t make any reference to it at all.  He simply took her hand in his and walked with her in the general direction of the restaurant.  “Shall we take a look at some of the shops on the way, Babe?” he asked, but she found she couldn’t respond so she just nodded.

Manda allowed the memories of that walk to flow over her as the hot tub jets punctuated each thought with powerful sensations.  She realized she was biting her lips together and it was even getting a bit painful, so she forced herself to open her mouth and breathe in and out purposefully as the water brought her closer and closer.  She felt a bit of guilt at the masturbation.  At the same time she realized that Drew would likely be very turned on at the thought of her pleasuring herself with the jets of the hot tub.  She giggled as she tried to imagine his expression if he walked up and really understood what she was doing.  Her mind returned to the previous evening and Drew’s wonderful torture.  As the jets from the hot tub drove her slowly and wonderfully crazy, Manda considered how dramatically her perspective on sex, and Drew’s for that matter, had changed.  She supposed a number of people would still believe they were pretty tame, but for them, they’d pushed boundaries they couldn’t have seriously contemplated just a few weeks ago.

She thought about the plane, how she’d hidden under the airline-provided blanked and brought Drew to a powerful orgasm.  While she’d done it, she’d been terrified someone would know what was happening, that someone would understand the movements of the blanket even through the darkness.  Last night she’d been terrified everyone would know what was happening between her legs, and Drew didn’t show any mercy at all.  At the very first store, he’d engaged the shopkeeper in an inane conversation about some of the shirts and blouses available.  Then, he’d directed conversation toward Manda, and cranked the vibrator to high.  She remembered the way she blushed bright red as she tried to talk about sizes, laundering instructions and more.  When they finally walked away, Manda stumbling a little bit, he turned the vibrations off and acted as though nothing had occurred at all.

As she considered the way he’d teased her throughout the evening, the way he’d brought her again and again to the verge of an orgasm right out in front of everyone—he’d even made sure to crank up the vibrations while she was trying to eat soup!—she felt the cool air over her face and her neck as the hot water pushed her farther along toward what she knew would be an overwhelming orgasm.  She could feel the jet enveloping her completely, sending spirals of pleasure over her and recalled the way he cranked the vibrator to full power as they walked home, sending her closer and closer until her orgasm hit her just as she was throwing open the cabana door; and when it did he tore her pants down and plunged into her.  The memory of his cock pushing against her, of him reaching to pull out the vibrator and then slamming into her combined with the flow of the hot tub and sent an orgasm crashing down onto her that scared her with its intensity.

Her skin burned hot, and the effect was to make the air outside of the hot tub even cooler, like ice as she felt waves of pleasure pulsing over her and felt the coolness in the air and the heat of the water.  She realized she wasn’t breathing and forced herself to gasp in air.  She heard splashing and realized her arms were flailing in the water from the power of the feelings overtaking her.  Finally, she just shook as the tendrils of sensation took her fully and then released her, leaving her breathing heavily and desperate to regain a measure of control of her body.  She still shook.  She still gasped in breaths.  Still, the pleasure eventually relinquished control and she felt her body relaxing and gaining normalcy.  She rolled her head against the edge of the hot tub, and that was when she saw Drew, staring down at her with his face a mask of lust.

“I…I…how long have you been there?” She asked as a mixture of shame and excitement turned her face red once again.

“Long enough to know you’re ready for me,” he said, smiling.  “You’ll never believe what I’ve got planned for us today.

As he stepped into the hot tub, lifted her up, and set her down onto him; three things happened.  First, Manda felt her orgasm crest again almost immediately when he pushed in.  Second, she threw her arms around him and whispered his name.  Third, she felt a mixture of wonder, excitement, and panic at the thought that he had the whole day to do with her as he wished before the plane would take them home.
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Cam sighed and juggled her shopping bags again. She really needed to get a car. This whole walking everywhere thing had lost its charm about a week ago. Yes, she enjoyed that it helped her keep fit, but trying to carry a week’s worth of groceries the mile it took her to get to her house from the store was not fun.

Hopefully it would be better than last time, when her bag had broken, sending cans scattering across the pavement. She hadn’t been brave enough to dart out into the street and collect the can of corn that had rolled out there, so she’d had to do without. Her boyfriend was always offering to drive her, but she never accepted his offers. That wasn’t something she needed him to do. He already had a fair amount of control over her life, and she wanted to keep this one thing for herself.

So she grinned and bore it. It wasn’t all that bad, really, when she thought about it. She got fresh air and exercise, and it kept her from buying too much at the store. It was good for her body and her wallet that way.

The walk wasn’t that bad, either. Most of it was down the sidewalk of a much traveled road that led out of her neighborhood and into the city. It was well lit in the day time and at night, and was generally one of the safest roads to walk down.

Closer to her house it got sketchier.

Cam lived in a subdivision, but it wasn’t one of those nice ones with the gates and cul de sacs. Instead it was little more than a cluster of houses that were all close together. There were several areas where it was heavily wooded and dark, the trees casting long shadows even in the day time, and she tried to avoid those when she could.

She had images in her head of someone leaping out of those pockets of woods and dragging her off to be murdered. It had never happened to anyone in the area before, but there was a first time for everything, and Cam had watched enough of the news to know that people would try anything if they thought that they could get away with it. All she needed was for some trigger happy idiot to try to kidnap her or something.

It would be ages before anyone found out, and her boyfriend would be left, shaking his head and saying “If only she’d let me drive her.”

Cam didn’t need that.

She was reaching one of those areas that made her nervous, but it was midafternoon, and she thought she would be okay. She was dressed conservatively, not showing more skin that necessary in her jeans and hoodie. If it weren’t for the ample curves of her hips and chest, she might have been able to pass for a man since she wasn’t wearing makeup and had short hair.

As she passed one of the wooded parts, she thought she heard something rustling in the trees. There was no wind, but it might have been a small animal or something.



Still, Cam moved faster. She was almost in the clear, and she could see her house up ahead when it happened. One of the bags was digging into her hand, and she stopped to adjust it, trying to switch the heavier bag to her other hand when she was grabbed from behind.


Hands wrapped around her arms, jerking her back, and she would have lost her balance if not for being pressed against a firm chest. Cam opened her mouth to scream, heart pounding in her chest, but a hand clamped over her mouth, keeping her quiet.

“Don’t say a word,” a deep voice hissed in her ear. “I don’t want to have to hurt you, but I will if you make this difficult. Understand?”

Cam whimpered, but nodded. She didn’t know who this was or what they were capable of doing, so it was better to get on with it and do what he wanted.

“Good girl,” the man praised. “Now, we’re going to take a little ride.”

She tried to thrash and fight him, dropping her bags and bucking in his hold, but he gripped her tighter, muttering a warning in her ear. It was clear that she wasn’t going to overpower him this way, so she sighed and let him lead her wherever he was going to.

Fear made her unable to think of any smart ways to get out of this. Even though she had pictured this happening, Cam had never actually thought it would happen.

The man towed her over to a small SUV that had been parked in the woods. There were clearings all through the area, and trails and make shift roads that led back to the actual road. Cam knew that people came into these woods to bird watch or fish in the creek a few miles up, but it seemed that there was no one about at the moment. Just her luck.

“I’m going to take my hand away,” the man said. “But if you scream, I swear you will regret it.”

Cam nodded.

“Good.” He moved his hand and popped open the hatch of his vehicle, grabbing for a bag that was right there on the floor of the truck. He pulled out a roll of duct tape and began wrapping it around her wrists tightly, securing them behind her back.

Cam’s chest heaved as she panted in fear. Usually she loved being tied up, but she had no idea what was about to happen to her.

Another strip went over her mouth, followed by two more, making sure that she could only emit muffled grunts. She was lifted into the back of the vehicle, and then her legs were spread open, tape wound around them to secure her ankles to her thighs, putting her in a frog tie.

When he was finished making sure she couldn’t move or get free, the man smiled, tying a blindfold around her eyes. “Now we’re going to go for a ride.”

Cam could only moan in distress as the hatch was slammed shut. She heard the man get into the driver’s seat and start up the truck, and her body lurched forward when it began to move.

She had no idea where he was taking her, and she couldn’t see or move or anything. She struggled against her bonds, but the tape was too strong, and it held her firmly. She was trapped and at this man’s mercy.

The truck kept moving for what felt like hours, and Cam couldn’t tell where they were. There had been several sharp turns and time spent waiting at what were probably red lights, and they could have been anywhere for all she knew. The further away they went from her house, the less chance there would be of her getting out of this more than likely.

The thought made dread pool in her stomach, and she whined through the gag.

“Don’t worry,” the man said, sounding cheerful. “As long as you do what I say, you’ll be fine.”

Oh, that was incredibly reassuring. Who knew what he was going to want?

Eventually, he stopped the truck, pulling into wherever they were. She heard him get out and slam the door before coming around to open the hatch. Hands latched around her legs, dragging her over to the open space and turning her around.

“I’m going to ungag you, and I want you to get me good and hard with that mouth of yours. If you bite me...well, let’s just say you’d better not bite me. The better you do at this, the better your chances of making it home in one piece.” He pulled the tape from her mouth, and Cam sucked in air, making little whimpering noises.

She heard the clatter of metal on metal and then there was something blunt and fleshy being pressed to her lips.

Cam had sucked cock before, but never while tied up and blindfolded, and she didn’t want to do it now. If she had been at home with her boyfriend, then maybe the idea would have turned her on, but she wasn’t going to get aroused from this.

She wasn’t.

Except she kind of was. It was hard not to. She was helpless and at this man’s mercy, and he was pushing his cock into her mouth, grabbing her hair and shoving himself deeper.

Cam had to start sucking or choke, so she let her tongue play along the hard flesh, tasting his clean skin and bobbing her head as much as she could. He was thick and warm in her mouth, and she could feel his cock growing against her tongue as he worked him, knowing that this cock was going to end up in her pussy soon enough.

Somehow the thought was thrilling, and even though she was nervous and unsettled, she wanted him to fuck her. Her fantasy about being kidnapped was a secret from most people, but here she was, living it out and hoping that it would end well.

“Fuck, yes. That’s it. Suck me,” the man groaned, fingers tightening in her hair. “Use that pretty mouth of yours.”

He pushed deeper into her mouth, the head of his cock hitting the back of her throat and making her gag as she fought to breathe through her nose. Not being able to use her hands meant that she had to work harder, bobbing her head forward and moaning around her mouthful.

Her pussy was starting to get damp as the realization of what she was doing washed over her. She had no idea where they were, and she was in the back of an SUV, sucking off the man who had abducted her. Her clit practically throbbed at the thought.

When he pulled out of her mouth, she panted for breath, trying to listen to see if she could tell where they were. Before she could hear anything, really, he was turning her around again, pulling her crotch closer to his and rubbing his erection against her clothed pussy.

“Since I don’t need your mouth anymore...” he mumbled, and Cam heard the sound of more duct tape being torn off before it was pressed over her mouth, gagging her again. She groaned, but couldn’t make much sound at all.

The next thing she knew, scissors were being taken to her jeans, cutting from the waistband in the back all the way down her ass to the crotch. There was a breeze when he freed her crotch from the material and then she felt him cut through her underwear, the cool metal of the scissors grazing her wet pussy.

“Look at how wet you are,” the man said, sounding amused. “If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you were a little whore who got off on this kind of thing. Being overpowered and taken by a stranger. Maybe I’ll keep you.”

Cam shook her head and began thrashing around again, but the man grabbed onto her, pulling her close again. She could feel his cock pressing against her exposed snatch, and she whined, not sure if she should move away or try to push back onto him.

She was desperately horny at this point, her nipples hard and her need like a pulsing thing inside of her, and she knew she wouldn’t be able to get away anyway.

So she just submitted to it.

The man chuckled, and then pushed into her, going slowly and making sure that she felt every inch of his cock sliding inside of her. Her wetness only helped ease his way in, and she writhed and bucked as she felt him filling her.

He was thick and hard, and it felt so damned good. All she could do was moan through her gag and hope that he fucked her good and rough.

It seemed that was exactly what he planned to do. He pulled back once he was fully seated inside of her, his hands wrapping around her hips and using them as leverage to drag her back into his thrusts.

Each one was hard, resonating through her body and making pleasure race up her spine. She could hear the sound of their bodies slapping together, and every time he slammed into her, Cam got that much closer to coming on his cock. She had never been taken like this before, rough and demanding. She could hear the man panting and grunting as he fucked her, and her own noises were muffled, but desperate.

The pleasure was under her skin, making her nerves feel alive with electricity as her orgasm built. It was going to be a good one, even if it was under these circumstances, and she found that she didn’t have time to worry about that.

When she came, it was with a long, muffled scream, bucking and writhing against the floor of the hatch, pulling on the restraints that only seemed to amplify the pleasure.

The man kept moving, pushing into her again and again before he slammed in deeply once more, groaning his release as he pumped it into her.

They both held still for a moment, trying to catch their breath, then hands were helping her sit up on her knees, and the gag and blindfold came off.

Cam snorted, looking at the grinning face of her boyfriend and recognizing their driveway. “Enjoy that?” she asked dryly.

“As much as you did,” he fired back, sounding amused. “Did I hurt you?”

“No. Everything went according to plan. I wasn’t even expecting you to do it today.”

He shrugged. “You were going out so it seemed like a good enough time. Sorry about your groceries.”

“You’re buying me new ones. Now, take me inside and fuck me again.”

He chuckled. “Don’t forget who’s in charge here.”

At this rate, that was unlikely to happen.
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Grace dried her hair with a towel, singing along to the music that was blasting from her iPod speakers. She was excited about getting a good night's sleep for once and then being able to sleep in as long as she wanted the next morning. Her work had been making her pull ridiculous overtime hours for the past two weeks, and now that it was over, and the weekend was upon her, she planned to enjoy it completely.

She had started with a shower, washing herself and her hair before shaving her legs and pussy. She hadn't had a date in months, but she liked the way her skin felt when it was hairless, and she didn't see a reason to do it for a man anyway. It was her body, and she was going to enjoy it. Maybe she would even get some time in with her vibrator over the weekend. A few good orgasms, even ones that she gave herself would go a long way towards helping her relax.

When the song finished, she turned off her iPod and put the towels in the hamper, running her fingers through her damp hair and strolling naked down the hall to her bedroom. One of the perks to living alone was not having to worry about putting on clothes when she didn't feel like it.

She walked into her room, shutting of the lights and cracking open her bedroom window. It was a cool night, and a breeze went through the room, making her relax even more. She pulled back her blankets and slid into bed, getting comfortable before she nodded off. It didn't take much to put her to sleep. She was still so tired from all the work she had been doing, but the sense of a job well done and the pay check she was going to get would hopefully make it all worth it.

Grace was a lovely girl by all accounts, and she was also very successful. It felt good to have gotten the job because of her intelligence and not because she was attractive. Of course there were still those people who thought that she had not earned the place she had at the company but she had learned by now to ignore them. She was twenty-six, and already a department head for no other reason than she was exceptionally good at her job.

For the last two weeks she had been in charge of a project, and she had had to work extra hard to oversee it and make sure it was completed correctly. Her boss had put her in charge because she was competent and capable, not because she was blonde and gorgeous. But it was true that she was blonde and gorgeous it just had nothing to do with her work.

She had flawless, creamy skin and long elegant limbs that she had inherited from her mother who was a dancer. She was a bit flat chested, and her hips weren't as curvy as she would have liked them to be, but there was no denying that she was a very, very attractive woman. Usually this worked out in her favor, but tonight was not going to be one of those times.

Her neighborhood was generally a safe one. And there had maybe been one break in in the entire four years she had lived there. She didn't think twice about leaving her window open or her door unlocked, but perhaps that was unwise.

Grace was sleeping deeply, so she didn't hear the whispered conversation outside her open window, and she didn't wake up when two people dressed in all black climbed through and landed in her bedroom. Her house only had one story so it wasn't a great feat.

She awoke to the rather alarming sensation of being held down on her stomach by one set of hands, while another worked to get her tied up. At first she was disoriented, and she thought she might still have been dreaming, but then her brain caught up to her body and she tried to scream, even though her face was being pushed into the pillow, muffling the sound.

She thrashed and fought to throw them off, adrenaline pumping through her alongside the fear, but her legs were tied, ankle to thigh, keeping her from kicking out. Her wrists her grabbed next and yanked behind her back, and rough rope was wound around them and then cinched tight.

"No!" she shouted into the pillow, still trying to wiggle away. "Get off of me! No!"

The hands holding her down rolled her onto her side, and she saw who she was dealing with. There was a man, tall and burly looking and a woman, smaller and smirking. They both had on masquerade masks that covered the upper part of their faces, leaving their mouths revealed, but preventing Grace from getting a good look at them.

"What do you want with me?" Grace asked, blinking in the room that was only lit from the light outside.

"Who said we wanted anything?" the woman replied, grinning down at her.

"Well, you broke into my house," Grace replied, feeling frustrated. Her fingers moved frantically, trying to see if there was a knot that she could undo or something, but if there was, it was well out of her reach. She bit her lip, holding back a sob.

"Now, now," the man said, stepping forward and stroking her face gently. "We aren't going to hurt you."

Grace shuddered at the touch, blushing hard when she realized that she was naked. Her body was completely on display for them, tied as she was, and there wasn't anything she could do to cover herself.

"You know," said the woman. "We were just going to take some of your stuff and then run, but...taking you might be more fun."

The two shared a look, and Grace began struggling again. "No. No!" she shouted. "Help! Someone help me!"

The man rolled his eyes and clamped his hand over her mouth, squatting down so that he was on eye level with her. "If you scream, we're going to have to gag you," he murmured. "And that would make us mad because there are much better uses for that pretty mouth of yours. Okay?"

Grace sniffled, trying not to cry and nodded her understanding.

"Good," he continued. "Now, if you cooperate, we won't have to hurt you. This would make me happy because I don’t like hurting pretty girls." His free hand was smoothing over her skin, sliding from one bound arm down and over her chest. He thumbed at a nipple, and Grace was horrified to feel it pebbling under his touch.

She was not going to get turned on by this. Yes, she had a thing for bondage, and yes, it had been a very long time since she had had any sort of company other than her hand or her vibrator, but these people had broken into her house and tied her up. There was no way she was going to get off on that.

The man was apparently blind to her inner conflict, because he grinned at the sight of the hardened nub and took it between two fingers, pinching and rolling and then grinning wider when Grace made a noise behind the hand he still had over her mouth.

When she wiggled in the ropes, even she didn't know if she was trying to move closer or further away.

"You know," the woman chimed in. "I think she might be enjoying herself." She smirked at Grace. "What is it, princess? Do you have one of those abduction fantasies?"

Grace shook her head vehemently, but the man was sliding his hand down her stomach, cupping the mound of her sex and slipping a finger inside.

"She's not wet yet," he said. "But there's potential here."

Her cheeks burned with shame as she pushed her hips closer to that finger. It began to stroke her clit idly, and each pass of the pad of his finger sent sensation through her. She tried to squeeze her legs closed, but that was hard to do with the way she was tied. Instead she grunted indignantly into the hand over her mouth, but that just made them laugh at her.

The woman climbed onto the bed behind her, her hands sliding over her back. Grace arched when they found that spot right where her back met her ass that always seemed to get her wet when it was stroked or kissed, and the man chuckled as her wetness grew.

"Yeah, she's liking it," he said.

The woman bit her shoulder, and Grace cried out, trying to move away from them, but this was pretty impossible when she was caught between them both. The struggling was starting to hurt her as the ropes bit into her skin, and she was rapidly losing her will to fight them as the futility of it became more and more apparent.

Plus they wouldn't stop touching her. The man was practically fucking her with his fingers, pressing them into her wet hole and thrusting lightly, while the woman had reached over her and was playing with her nipples.

Fear was quickly being chased away by arousal, and Grace had to wonder if she was a bit fucked in the head that she was allowing herself to be turned on by this.

Thinking about it wasn't doing anything but making her feel worse, so she decided to just let go. They said they wouldn't hurt her, after all.

They seemed to realize when she had stopped fighting, and the man removed his hand from her mouth, grinning down at her. "There," he said. "Isn't that better?" He worked his fingers deeper into her as some sort of reward, and Grace couldn't help but moan.

"Knew it," the woman said. "She's got a thing for this. What should we do with her?"

The man shrugged. "I wouldn't mind getting my cock in this pussy. It's nice and wet now."

"Hm... And then her mouth could be useful for me. I like it," the woman declared, and Grace had to shudder with the ease of how they had decided that.

"Would you like that, princess?" the woman continued, grabbing twin handfuls of her ass and squeezing. "I think you would."

Grace moaned and bucked back into her hands, even as she pressed forward to try and get more friction from the fingers that were still moving inside of her.

There was a flurry of movement behind her, and then the woman muttered something that Grace didn't catch, but that clearly meant something to the man because he was pulling his fingers out of her snatch and moving her. He turned her over on the bed so that she was back on her stomach, and then lifted her helpless form and turned her around so that she was lying across the bed.

Her ass was closer to the edge now, and Grace knew it was so that the man could have easier access to her pussy. She closed her eyes and swallowed hard, making her peace with what was about to happen, and when she opened them, she was face to...crotch with the woman. She had apparently taken off her pants and panties and now Grace was looking at her hairless pussy.

"The better you make me feel, the quicker we'll be out of here," the woman said, stroking Grace's hair.

She opened her mouth to say something, but then she felt the blunt head of the man's cock probing at her exposed pussy, and she could only moan.



Since there were two of them, it was hard to focus and keep track of what was happening. They kept taking her by surprise, and what was worse, it wasn't all bad surprises.


"Come on, princess," the woman said, wrapping her fingers around the back of her head and getting Grace's attention again. "Let me see what you can do with that mouth."

She tugged on Grace's head, bringing her down to her pussy. Grace's nose was filled with the scent of her arousal, musky and warm, and she licked her lips before leaning in and taking a tentative taste. Grace had never done this before, and she didn't really know what to do, but she knew what she liked when it was done to her, so she strove to replicate that.

She got as far and letting her tongue glide up and down the folds before she was crying out. The man pushed into her in one hard thrust, grabbing her legs and pulling her down onto his cock. The woman followed, pressing her sex up into Grace's face.

Now she was busy on both ends. She tried to lick and suck at the woman's pussy while rolling her hips and reacting to the fact that the man was pounding into her hard and fast. She wouldn't have been able to pretend like she didn't like this, not when her body was reacting so well to it all.

Grace could hear the sound of that cock moving inside of her, and it spurred her to please the woman more, making her way up to suck on her clit, grazing it with her teeth and relishing the gasp that got.

The woman pressed her face in deeper, and the thrusts from the man kept her rocking forward. It was like there was a thread of pleasure inside of her that was getting thinner and thinner with each thrust, and she knew when it snapped, she was going to be consumed with the bliss of it. It wasn’t even going to take much more.

Her gasp was muffled in the woman's wetness when the man reached under her and began playing with her clit at the same time she was sucking on the other woman's, and it caught Grace off guard when the woman cried out and came.

She released a flood of juices that Grace tried to lap up, but she was having a hard time focusing as the pleasure reached its peak. Soon she was crying out herself, writhing in the ropes that only enhanced what she was feeling and coming hard.

The man laughed, pulling out and walking around the bed to trade places with the woman. He rubbed his cock, still wet with her own juices against her lips. "Suck me," he said, and Grace didn't need to be told twice.

She opened her mouth and sucked eagerly, even though her body was coming down from her orgasm and getting very tired.

Luckily it only took a few passes of her tongue for him to come, filling her mouth with the bitter taste of it to go along with the taste of the woman's pussy.

When he was done, he pulled out, and turned to the woman who had already redressed herself. "I think we can go now, don't you?" he asked.

She nodded. "I'm satisfied."

They made quick work of untying her and then coiled up the ropes, leaving the same way they came in, the woman winking at her over her shoulder.

Grace dragged herself out of bed and shut and locked the window. She knew she should call the agency, tell Tom how pleased she was with how well everyone played the parts, but she was still so tired, and orgasms didn't help, so she crawled under her covers and decided she'd deal with it in the morning.
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This was not exactly Anna's idea of a good time. She wasn't made to hike through the forests like some adventurer. In fact, this was the first time she had ever done such a thing. And it was all because of Isaac. He was the first man she had been serious about in ages, and she was willing to do things for him that she hadn't done for anyone else.

Like hike through the forest in the middle of the night.

Anna was a city girl, born and bred, and she felt more comfortable working million dollar deals with clients in the boardroom of Jaz and Company, one of largest marketing firms in the states.  She was used to men and women catering to her every need.  She was used to being in charge even at the young age of twenty-six.  If she wanted to relax, she’d much rather be somewhere like the mall or a bookstore than trampling down the barely there trail that Isaac had found. He swore that he knew where he was going and that he had been here before so she just gritted her teeth and followed him, hoping that there was at least somewhere to sit down where he was taking her.

Her feet were hurting from being pinched in the hiking boots that they were not yet used to, and her backpack was heavy with her sleeping bag and other equipment. She had probably packed more than was strictly necessary, but since they were a two hour walk from their car and then a thirty minute drive from civilization, she thought it was better to be safe than sorry.

Apparently her unease was easily noticed because Isaac turned to look back at her and offer a reassuring smile. "Don't worry," he said. "We'll be there soon enough. It's beautiful there, Anna. You'll be glad we came."

She arched an eyebrow at him. "I don't see how I'll be able to tell since it's nearly pitch black out here." That wasn't true. There was an almost full moon above them, casting eerie shadows along the trail they followed. It still wasn't as good as traveling by daylight, though.

Isaac rolled his eyes. "You worry too much. It'll be fine. Let's keep moving."

That sounded better than lingering there, so Anna hurried to catch up with him.

They didn't have that much longer to walk before Isaac led them to a clearing. It was different from the rest of the heavily wooded area with soft grass ringed by trees. The sky above it was brilliant with stars and the moon, their brightness not blocked out by the lights from the city. It was quiet except for the chirp of crickets and the occasional rustle of a smaller animal, and Anna had to admit that it was a beautiful sight. 

She dropped her pack on the ground and stared up at the sky for a bit more before going to help Isaac unpack and start setting up their camp. She still wasn't wild about the idea of sleeping outside, but she wasn't going to complain anymore. This had already turned out to be better than she had expected.

It was actually sort of romantic when she thought about it. They were alone up here. Under the stars and sleeping close to each other in their sleeping bags. Anna smirked, suddenly feeling a bit less tired than she had been before.

"You're up to something," Isaac accused her as he rolled out his sleeping bag. "I can see it in your face."

Anna snorted. "I don't see how you can see anything out here. And what could I possibly be up to all the way out here? You worry too much." Even as she spoke her reassurances she was unbuttoning the long sleeved shirt she had worn over a thin tank top to provide her with warmth and protection from bugs and things. She wasn't wearing a bra, so her perky breasts were clearly outlined through the fabric of her shirt. Her nipples hardened under Isaac's stare, and Anna flashed him a smile.  "It is nice to be up here with you," she admitted. "Just the two of us. Alone."

Isaac grinned and walked over to her, leaning in to capture her lips in a soft kiss. "I won't lie," he said. "I didn't just bring you up here to look at the stars. There's something I've been wanting to do with you, and this is as good a place as any to do it."

A shiver of anticipation went through her at that. The sex with Isaac was good. Very good in fact. If he had wanted to try something out, then there was a high chance that she was going to enjoy it. Anna didn't know why they'd needed to come all the way out here, but she was feeling adventurous and was more than willing to find out.

Their kiss turned passionate, and Isaac pressed her back, moving them so that she was leaning against a tree for support. He pushed his tongue into her mouth, and Anna's rose to meet it, tangling and teasing while he her breath came faster and harsher in her ears.

Kissing had never been such an event before she had found this man. He made her knees weak just by pressing their lips together, and when he really kissed her like he meant it, it was something that nearly always led to sex. Anna couldn't help the way she got wet between her legs, and she pressed closer to him, the thin fabric of her shirt doing little to keep her breasts from rubbing against the material of his jacket, sending extra stimulation through her.

"Do you object to being naked up here?" Isaac asked, arching an eyebrow and pulling back to see her face better.

"No," Anna replied. They were far enough up and hidden by the ring of trees. On the off chance that someone was on their way up here, they would be able to hear them coming up the trail and would have time to make themselves decent.

At the same time, there was something of a thrill involved in the idea of being naked and fucked out here in the woods. Anna wanted it.

Isaac moved back further to give her more room, and she made quick work of pulling her tank top over her head, shivering slightly in the night air. It was a balmy night, but there wasn't much to keep the breeze from drifting over her skin.

Anna could feel Isaac's stare, burning against her revealed flesh, but he kept his hands to himself while she bent over to unlace her boots and pull of the thick socks she had worn with them. Her feet felt relieved to sink into the soft grass of their little clearing, and she made quick work of her pants and underwear, piling everything neatly off to one side before straightening up and looking at her boyfriend. "Well, what do you think?" she asked with a smirk.

"Beautiful," he said. "The moonlight looks good on you." He moved forward and kissed her again before sliding his hands down the curves of her body. "I want to try something," he whispered in her ear before pushing her down to her knees in the grass. "Close your eyes and stay here."

She was pressed against a tree while on her knees, and she wasn't sure she wanted to close her eyes, but she obeyed, listening to the sounds of Isaac walking presumably back to where they had dropped their things. A quick peek revealed him kneeling and rifling through his pack for something, and she closed her eyes again when he stood up.

Something soft settled around her eyes, and before she could ask what it was, her head was tilted forward and it was tied behind her. Anna tried to open her eyes, but found only darkness. A blindfold, then. "Feeling kinky, Isaac?" she asked him, her breath coming faster.

"Maybe," he teased.

She couldn't see anything, but she could hear him moving around and she jumped when he grabbed her wrist and pulled it around behind her so that it was partially around the tree. Something that felt like rope was wrapped around her wrist and then her other one was pulled back as well. They wouldn't meet around the back of the tree, but when she tried to pull away, she found that a length of rope kept her secured.

"Isaac, I don't know about this," she hissed, her heart pounding. She couldn't see or move away from the tree, and her ears strained to pick up the sound of her boyfriend, needing to know that he was still nearby. "Isaac?" Anna tried again, turning her head in the direction she thought he had last been in. "This isn't funny. I know you're there."

But he didn't answer her.

Anna tried to stay calm. He wasn't just going to leave her up here alone. He would have to go back to the city eventually, and people would know she was missing. Someone would find her eventually. The only question was what would they do when they found her. She was naked and bound to a tree.

Ropes dug into her wrists as she tried to pull and see how much give the ropes had, but there wasn't much at all. She couldn't even get to her feet with the way she was kneeling, sitting back on her heels. A whimper broke from her lips, and it seemed to echo through the clearing.

The sound of footsteps coming closer made her breath catch, and she strained to hear if they sounded familiar, though she had no idea how she was supposed to know. "Isaac?" she whispered, praying that it was him and not some axe murderer that had happened upon her. She opened her mouth to say something else, only to find something hard and fleshy pressing against her lips.

Anna tried to turn her head, but strong fingers found their way into her hair, keeping her still and making her gasp. That was all Isaac (and she really hoped it was him) needed to push his cock further into her mouth.

She gagged around it for a moment, but she couldn't pull back. The hand in her hair pulled her forward, and she had no choice but to wrap her lips around the intrusion or choke. She sucked reluctantly, whimpering and whining around the mouthful.

It felt like Isaac's cock in her mouth, but she was so worked up that she wasn't sure. And it wasn't just fear that she was feeling, either. Her pussy was wet, and her nipples felt hard enough to cut glass. This shouldn't have been erotic, but there was something about the situation that was turning her on. She was seventy percent sure that this was her boyfriend, but she was blindfolded, left here in the darkness, and tied to a tree. It could have been anyone, and there wasn't a thing she could do to stop him.

Her head was pulled forward again, making her gasp for breath around the cock in her mouth as she was pulled away, her mouth used to bring pleasure and the hand in her hair making her suck at the pace its owner wanted her to.

Just as she was settling into the rhythm, she was pulled off of the cock, her mouth open as she panted, ears still straining to hear something.

Arms grabbed her under her own arms, lifting her to her feet. "Isaac?" she tried again. "Seriously, this is hot and all but..." she trailed off with a squeak when she felt that thick cock probing at her pussy.

Anna frowned. Was Isaac that thick? She couldn't remember, and her mind was too busy supplying her with images of strangers to be of much use.

As it was, she didn't have much time to think about it. The man grabbed one of her legs and wrapped it around his waist, and she lifted the other one, locking her ankles around his back. It was either that or rest most of her weight on one leg.

That hard cock was grinding against her wet pussy, and there was an inhale of breath from the man when he slipped inside of her soaking hole. He filled her completely, and she could feel the press of him inside of her, sucked deeper by her wetness as her walls clung to him. She couldn't help the moan that spilled from her lips, and it seemed that that was all the permission the man needed.

He pulled out a bit and then slammed back in, setting a rough pace. Anna couldn't support herself with her hands, so she tightened her legs around him, relying on his hands on her hips and the tree behind her to keep her up as each hard thrust rocked through her body. She felt like she could feel him in her stomach as he pounded up into her.

"Oh god, oh fuck," she whimpered, struggling against the ropes that held her as pleasure went through her, sending shivers down her spine. This wasn't careful sex. Isaac was usually gentle with her, making sure that she reached her pleasure before he did, but this man (who she still really hoped was Isaac) wasn't taking that consideration. He was pounding her pussy, taking her rough and hard, and Anna couldn't hold back the noises of pleasure she was making at the sensation. "Please," she moaned. "So close."

If her hands had been free, she would have touched her clit, but the bondage and blindness did add something. She was virtually helpless, and while that should have been alarming, it was making her more turned on.

Her orgasm hit her like a ton of bricks, bursting out from her with one hard thrust and making her cry out into the night. The man kept thrusting, seeking his own pleasure, and she felt it in a hot rush when he shuddered against her.

They stayed locked together for a moment, both breathing hard.

Anna unwound her legs from his waist when she could move again, and he set her on her feet. She felt him push her head forward and then reach back to undo the blindfold, and she had to blink as her sight was restored.

Isaac was in front of her, grinning ruefully, and she would have hit him if she hadn't been tied to the tree. "That wasn't funny, you idiot!" she snapped. "You could have been anyone."

"Yeah, and that seemed to turn you on," he shot back.

Anna's cheeks went red because she couldn't deny that.

"Maybe I will leave you here," he teased. "I'm sure unsuspecting hikers would love to find you tomorrow morning." He walked away backwards, moving back towards the sleeping bags.

"I'm going to kill you," Anna said, shaking her head. All the same, she wasn't in much hurry to be released.
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Roaring laughter and thumping music echoed through the walls. I groaned and sandwiched my head between the pillows, trying to block out the noise but it was no use. The noise was unbearable. I had considered calling the police but decided against it. It was two in the morning, and they would probably just come and caution my noisy neighbors anyway. Plus, I’d have to wait up for them to arrive. I tried my best to sleep through it instead, knowing that I had to get up for work in the morning.

But so far I wasn’t having much lick. Since having a huge argument with my parents a couple of months ago, I had moved into a cheap apartment block on the outskirts of town. I had done it more out of rebelliousness than out of a desire for independence.

“When you live in your own place, you can do whatever you want,” my dad had yelled at me on the night in question, “but while you’re living under my roof, you will live according to my rules! GOT IT?”

Those words made me see red. I was eighteen years old,  a grown woman, so how dare he talk to me that way? All I had done was borrow the car to swing by my friend’s house for a quick catch up. Granted the quick catch-up had turned into a four hour visit, but still my dad had totally reacted. I had my phone with me, he could have called me at any time he wanted, but instead he let me make my mistake. He waited until I was home to inform me that he’d needed the car that night. That was just the sort of sly, underhand trick that he would pull!

My mother never took my side on anything, and immediately rushed to my dad’s aid when we started arguing. She didn’t even bat an eye lid when I screamed in retaliation to dad that I was moving out. The only time she did start to look ever so slightly upset was when I was hauling my suitcase down the drive two weeks later. Dad didn’t help me carry my case to the taxi. He just watched me out of the window, arms folded with a bitter look on his face.

My new apartment was fully furnished, and the rent was dirt cheap. I couldn’t believe my luck when the owner said he needed somebody to move in right away so I signed for it without even arranging a viewing. That turned out to be a huge mistake.

The wallpaper was peeling off the walls and the furniture was old and tired, most of it with patches and rips in the fabric. No wonder the owner had wanted somebody to move in right away; from looking at the place I could tell that it hadn’t been occupied for a very long time. But I was determined not to go back to my parent’s house. I had to make the place my home.

But the worst thing about living there wasn’t the tired décor or the old furniture. It was the noisy people upstairs. Every Friday, without fail, they hosted a party, a wild, noisy party. At first I thought they must be celebrating something, but then I realized it was a recurring thing.

I tried ear plugs, I tried complaining to the land lord, and I even tried posting a note under their door. But nothing helped. It was the same every Friday night, loud music and hoards of people laughing and shouting until the early hours of the morning.

I felt my blood boiling as I laid there trying to shut out the noise. Why did I always have to suffer because of other people? Why couldn’t I just be happy and get on with my life? My dad made life at home unbearable and now that I had my own place my neighbors were making me equally miserable. It wasn’t fair!

“Fuck this!” I heard myself shout, and leapt out of bed. I don’t know what came over me, but I suddenly found myself slipping on my silk bath robe and walking out of my apartment into the hallway. I wasn’t normally confrontational, but the noise was particularly bad tonight and it pushed me to my limit. The hallway was bitingly cold and full of drafts, but I didn’t feel it, not even through my skimpy silk pajamas. I was too hot and flustered with rage.

Climbing the stairs I felt my fists clenching and unclenching. I was glad that the sudden spurt of anger stayed with me right up until I reached my inconsiderate neighbor’s door, otherwise I’m not sure I would have had the courage to do what I did next.

I hammered on the door as hard as I could and bellowed “KEEP IT DOWN IN THERE! SOME OF US ARE TRYING TO SLEEP!”

I was shaking with rage, excitement and fear as I heard the music stop and the latch of the door sliding across. I felt pleased with myself, and slightly smug that I had stood up for myself like this. But nothing could have prepared me for the sight that met my eyes when the apartment door swung open.

There were dozens of people in the apartment, wearing all kinds of bondage gear. A man in a gimp mask sat causally on the couch, with two naked women either side of him. Most of the guests were just chatting happily and drinking, but I could see two women locked together on the floor, exploring the contours of each other’s body and applying oil to their naked breasts. I shuddered, but felt my pussy starting to get warmer and wetter, and when I watched one girl spread her legs while the other inserted a finger into her I let out a loud, unexpected moan.

The girls looked at me and giggled. The loud music resumed. Then they both got to their feet, strode across the room and grabbed my arms, pulling me in and pushing the door shut behind me with a loud bang.

“I.. um… the noise” I began, flustered and completely bewildered by the naked and semi-naked bodies around me. Some of the guests looked at me curiously but most of them weren’t phased by the fact that there was a strange girl in her pajamas suddenly gate crashing their party. “I came to complain about the noise” I managed, but before I could continue with what I was saying they were both kissing me. One girl kissed my neck while the other pressed her mouth against mine and gently slipped her tongue into my mouth. She tasted sweet and a little spicy like she’d been drinking rum with tabasco sauce in it! I found myself responding to the kiss involuntarily, and my pussy quivered and my face grew red.

They pulled me off into a bedroom and closed the door, locking it behind them. I stood in front of them panting, utterly terrified and totally excited by what was happening. But instead of shouting for help or running for the door I watched as one girl bent over in front of me, reached through her legs and parted her pussy lips.

“Want a taste?” she asked in a slow, seductive tone. I didn’t have time to answer before I was pushed, face first into her cunt. The other girl held my head in place, forcing me to taste the juices of her friend. I then felt my hands being cuffed behind my back, and my robe being pulled open.

I was utterly terrified, not just by the fact that I was being cuffed. But more so by the fact that my pussy was getting uncontrollably wet! The girl behind me yanked down my little silk pajama shorts and tossed them across the room. Then she pulled down my vest top, so hard that the straps tore free and she was able to pull it off my body completely. The only thing left on me was the silk bath robe, but that just hung off my shoulders and arms, leaving me open and exposed. I cried out but my voice was muffled by the girl’s cunt.

“Lick me!” she commanded, and I felt a white hot pain shoot through me as a riding crop lashed against my ass.

The girl behind me chuckled. “Do as she says!” she said in a husky voice that made me tremble with both fear and desire. I knew I had to obey, so I began lapping haphazardly at the girl’s pussy. I had never eaten a girl out before. What the hell was I doing?

But after a few moments I found myself delving into the velvety folds of the girls pussy in the way I would want somebody to lick me. I realized that I was mirroring my own desires. More than anything I wanted some friction on my cunt.

But none came. Instead came another lash from the riding crop. It was painful, but also exhilarating, and I let out an excited yelp as strike hit me on my ass cheek. The girl behind me was getting restless.

“Oooohhh, Janelle  she’s gooood,” the girl in front of me moaned, her voice shuddering ever so slightly. The juiciness of her pussy told me that she was speaking the truth. “She’s gonna make me cum if she’s not careful!”

“Cindy!” the Janelle said, “We agreed no orgasms tonight. Remember, it’s all about the… tease,” as she uttered those last words she ran her finger gently around my asshole. I recoiled at the sudden and strange sensation, making Janelle giggle.

“You’re right Janelle,” Cindy said, yanking my face away from her cunt. She then turned around and leaned forward so that her ass and pussy were spread before me, putting one hand on the wall to steady herself.

“Tease me slave,” she whispered, her mischievous face glancing over her shoulder at me, “tease my ass!”

I didn’t have time to object before I was forced between Cindy’s ass cheeks by a strong shove from Janelle. I gasped, completely startled, and tried to turn my head away. SMACK! The riding crop struck me again, this time even harder than the last and I felt my skin immediately beginning to burn.

“You heard her!” Janelle shouted. “Tease her! Lick her ass!”

I did as I was told. I had no choice! So I tentatively pushed out my tongue, pressing it against Cindy’s tiny, tight opening. I slipped it in, and Cindy gasped and shuddered. I felt so disgusting and humiliated…so why the hell was my pussy aching so badly?

“Does she taste good, slut?” Janelle said in a mocking tone. I nodded my head as I pushed my cock-hard tongue deeper into Cindy’s asshole.

Another smack from the riding crop landed on my ass and I flinched, not daring to make a sound.

“More!” Cindy commanded. I did as I was told and began lapping and sucking at her asshole, totally ashamed and completely and utterly aroused. Then I felt something big and hard pressing against my pussy lips. It was a huge dildo. I couldn’t turn my head to see what was happening but I could feel Janelle holding it in place.

“You want me to tease you?” she cooed, trailing her finger over my tight rosebud. I didn’t answer. I just carried on eating Cindy’s ass. Janelle spanked me hard with her free hand. “Or…” she continued slowly, “do you want me to fuck you?”

I immediately withdrew my tongue from Cindy’s ass and did my best to cry out in muffled, sopping wet cries. “Yes! Fuck me! FUCK ME!”

Janelle didn’t need telling twice. She slid the huge cock up my cunt with a brutal force and began to pummel me from behind. I gasped, and plunged my tongue back into Cindy’s asshole. I knew what I had to do!

Janelle fucked me roughly! I could feel that she was wearing a strap–on and that she was using it like a weapon. She held me firmly by the hips as she slammed into me, over and over. There was no easing in. No lubing up. She just rammed it into my creamy, wet pussy and started to fuck.

“Take it, bitch,” she growled, spanking me hard on my ass with the riding crop. She was riding me like a horse, and whipping me to go faster. I screamed out in pleasure and pain, but Janelle silenced me by forcing my face back into Cindy’s ass. I moaned out a few more muffles cries as the cock tore into me, stretching my pussy unbearably. It was so big! And I was so tight. I was completely under the control of these two women and I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. They were hurting me, but my body seemed to be craving more. It was like these two strangers understood my body better than I did.

The cock was slamming into me harder and harder, I found myself yelping in strangled cries of pain as Janelle continued to fuck me. It wasn’t just stretching me out, but filling me up too. I was amazed that I could take the huge length up into me. It hurt, and my pussy ached, but I craved the pain. I craved the domination. I wanted these two girls to use me and as I slid my tongue over Cindy’s asshole greedily I realized that I was on the brink of the biggest orgasm I had ever experienced.

“Dirty little ass-licker,” Cindy said in an eerily sweet voice as she looked over her shoulder at me. She winked and licked her lips. She knew that I was enjoying being so filthy!

Janelle whipped me harder with the crop, slamming into me with such force that my face was now buried in Cindy’s sweet ass cheeks, lapping and sucking greedily at her. Janelle fucked me harder than any man ever had before and just as she lashed me over the back with the riding crop I let out a scream of complete ecstasy.

I needed to be punished! Punishment was good! It ripped through my body and then tore out of me the most intense orgasm I had ever experienced. My pussy quivered and shook, then erupted over the cock that was still slamming into it, my juices squirting onto Janelle, and on to the floor below. I had never squirted before and I couldn’t believe the level of pleasure I had reached in doing so.

I shook uncontrollably, my legs no longer able to hold my weight. Janelle gently took my arm and led me over to the bed to sit down. The room suddenly seemed to slant at strange angles and I could hear the sound of my heart beating in my own head.

They had made a complete and utter mess of me. And I loved it.

Janelle undid my restraints and Cindy came over and poured me a glass of water from a jug on the bedside cabinet. She handed it over to me with a smile and I took it from her gratefully.

Then the two girls got up to leave. But before Janelle reached for the door handle I had gathered enough strength to ask her a question.  “You have these parties every Friday, yeah?”

They turned to look at me Cindy smiled and Janelle nodded slowly.

“And are they always this... wild?” I asked.

The two girls giggled and looked at each other. “Of course they are!” Janelle said with a grin. “What’s the point of throwing a party if you aren’t going to have fun?”

I didn’t answer. The situation was just too surreal for me to comprehend. I sipped my water and looked thoughtful as the two girls opened the door to leave the room. But Cindy shot me a mischievous glance just before she stepped out.

“See you next Friday?” she asked.

I smiled and nodded. Suddenly my noisy neighbors didn’t seem like such a problem after all.





Twice the Wood


A Double Team Erotica Story


by
 Kassandra Stone


all rights reserved copyright 2012 by Happy Hardcore Erotica Publishing


The leaves started to change colors, the wind picked up, and the temperature started to drop.  The fall weather officially arrived and that meant the rain and snow would not be far behind. The fall weather also meant that Lisa would need to get in touch with Jake and Ken so she would have her firewood replenished. Lisa had used them to bring her firewood the past couple of years. They were extremely reliable, and their rates were reasonable. Lisa learned the hard way that a lot of guys in her area loved to take advantage of single women who needed firewood. It was pure luck that Lisa found Jake and Ken.

She’d been driving home from the store one day and saw a sign offering firewood cutting and delivery services.  She called them that night and set up a delivery for firewood. When they showed up and delivered the two cords of firewood, Lisa was impressed on many levels. Their rates were good, they stacked the wood everywhere she needed it, and the two guys were extremely attractive twenty-somethings. Ever since that day, she called the Jake and Ken for firewood and other handyman type jobs around her place.

After Lisa got home from work, she called Jake to set up a time for him to come out to her property.   Jake let her know he would pick up Ken early Saturday morning and they would check things out for her. They arrived early Saturday morning, noticed that Lisa  a couple of trees on her property that had fallen and they would be able to cut those up for her, but they still planned on getting her an additional cord of wood. Jake called Lisa and let her know that they would cut up the fallen trees on the property and stack it for her by the house. Jake also let her know that they would have to get another cord of wood for her.  Lisa thanked Jake and said she would see them if they were still at the house when she got home.

When Lisa pulled into her driveway an hour later she saw Jake’s work truck but no sign of him or Ken. She grabbed her bags out of the trunk and walked to the front door. Once inside she set her bags down on the kitchen counter and saw Jake and Ken outside the window. They’d just finished stacking the wood that she assumed came from the trees on the property. Lisa decided that she would go outside, check on them, and see when they would be delivering the other cord of wood.  She walked out her kitchen door and walked over to where she seen Jake and Ken standing from inside the kitchen. She looked around and did not see either of them at first. She continued around the side of the house and made her way to the barn. Both of them men walked over to their vehicle for what appeared to be a break.

“Hey guys, how’s it going?” The two men stopped what they were talking about, turned, and faced, Lisa. She hugged her arms close to her body, closing her jacket tight around her, when the wind picked up and sent a shiver through her.

“We got the fallen trees here chopped down for you and stacked. We’re just about to head out to pick up the extra cord of wood,” Jake told her.

Lisa smiled at Jake and Ken. “Thank you! I’m going to grab some wood and start a fire, so see you later.” Lisa turned and hurried back to where the wood was stacked outside her kitchen door grabbed a few pieces and went inside the house. She saw the men as they drove off out of her living room window. She went about getting her fire started and putting away her groceries.

Lisa was so busy doing things around the house, and preparing her dinner, that she didn’t notice when Jake and Ken returned. She heard the sound of a branch as it scratched against one of her windows. Consumed with taking care of things around the house, Lisa hadn’t noticed how drastically the weather changed outside. Dark clouds filled the sky and just as she looked out the back window by the sink, she saw lightning strike, and then thunder clapped. She jumped and opened the backdoor to see where the guys were. She didn’t want the guys struck by lightning just so she’d be stocked up on firewood!  A flash of light lit up the sky once again and the thunder that followed made Lisa jump again. When she made it around to the other side of the house, Jake and Ken were hastily unloading the wood from the back of the truck. 

They had removed half the wood from the truck when the rain poured down on them. Neither of them men noticed that Lisa was outside, so she flipped her hoodie over her head and ran over to where they were. Between the wind, thunder, and force of the rain, they could barely hear her. “Jake, it is getting too dangerous out here. Leave it,” she told him.

Jake turned, surprised to hear her voice, and looked at her. “Lisa, we’ll get this done, get back in the house, we’ll be fine.” Ken didn’t stop unloading the firewood. Lisa started to protest, but Jake simply shook his head and pointed at the house. She didn’t argue because of force of the rain became too much for her.

When Lisa walked into the house, she was drenched from her short time outside. She slipped her shoes off in her mudroom and ran upstairs to change. She slipped off her wet clothes, hung them up in the bathroom, and put on warm sweats. After she got back downstairs, she sat down in front of the fire. The storm outside didn’t let up. A knock at the backdoor startled her. Lisa got up, walked over to the door, and opened it. When she did, Jake and Ken were standing there completely drenched from the rain. “Come inside!” They walked inside, and the force of the wind pushed the door back open on Lisa when she tried to shut it.

Jake walked up behind her and pushed it shut. She turned around and thanked him. She’d never noticed just how handsome he was before. He had well-defined cheekbones and tremendous brown eyes. He smiled at her when he noticed she was staring at him.

Lisa walked past him over to the counter and poured herself a hot cup of tea. Ken stood by the counter and stared out the window at the storm. When Jake finished telling Lisa they’d cut and stacked all the wood, there was a loud thud outside.  Jake and Lisa both spun around to look out the window when Ken told them the force of the wind had blown a tree down across the road.  Jake looked at Ken, they knew without saying a word, they would have to cut it in order to leave. After Jake said, “We better get out there,” the power flickered off and on.

Lisa looked at the men, and then looked outside. “You two need to wait until the storm gets better.” The men looked at each other and then her. Jake knew, as tiny as she was, she wouldn’t let them go back outside until the storm died down.

Lisa told the guys to take off their wet coats, get a hot drink, and sit by the fire. The guys didn’t argue; like it or not the cold, wet weather had taken a toll. Jake hung their coats in the mudroom, while Ken found a couple of coffee cups. They were sitting on the coach in front of the fire when Lisa returned with some towels. She’d just handed one to each of them when there was a loud crash outside and the lights went dark. The only light that remained in the house was from the fireplace. Lisa walked into the kitchen and lit a couple of candles before she checked the stew bubbling on the stove. Ken walked past her to check on things outside. He peered out of the kitchen door and walked back.  When he came back inside, Lisa ladled each of them a bowl of stew and some bread with butter.

The men devoured the hot meal then returned to their spots in front of the fireplace. Lisa cleaned up the kitchen the best she could with no power before she joined them.  The power flickered once as they sat there and talked but it didn’t stay on. Ken curled up in the recliner closest to the fire and dozed off. Jake and Lisa continued to talk when a clap of thunder sent Lisa flying into Jake. She grabbed onto is arm, and embarrassed, quickly released it. Jake smiled at her and took her petite hand in his large one. He squeezed it and gave her a comforting smile.

Lisa was a very independent woman, Jake  always known that, but in the light of the fireplace, he realized how beautiful her eyes were. Her face flushed red when he squeezed her hand for a second time. He couldn’t help himself; he leaned forward and kissed her gently on the forehead. Lisa looked up at him, and the thunder clapped again. She jumped and Jake wrapped his arm around her and pulled her close.  Lisa turned her face to look at him, with his finger; he tipped her face up and pressed his lips tenderly against hers.

Lisa’s body shivered with Jake’s kiss and touch. She nervously laughed and tried to speak, but Jake pressed his mouth firmly down on hers, his tongue parted her lips and teased hers. He placed his hands firmly on either side of her face and she straddled his lap. She knocked his hat off his head and grabbed a handful of his hair in her fingers. He moved his mouth down to her neck and she cried out when he bit her. Lisa slowly traced the outline of his face, and his neck with the tip of her fingers. She started to unbutton his flannel shirt and pushed it open.

His sculpted chest was hidden beneath his undershirt, and she found the edge of the shirt and tugged at it. Jake grabbed her hands, squeezed them, and said, “I’ll do it.” In an instant, he’d removed his shirt. She looked at him and then her lips found his ear. She sucked on it, then traced a line down his neck and kissed him at his collarbone. Jake moaned quietly. His hands moved underneath the back of her sweatshirt. The cold from his hands made Lisa press her body closer to him.

Jake felt Lisa’s firm nipples pressed against his chest through the fabric of her sweatshirt. He slid one hand down inside her sweatpants and squeezed her ass firmly while his other hand cupped one of her tits. His finger passed across her perky nipple before he pinched it between his thumb and index finger.  Lisa reached down, lifted her sweatshirt off over her head, and tossed it across the room. Jake’s eyes opened wide as he devoured one of her tits with his mouth. He sucked firmly on her nipple, and she groaned.

Ken heard Lisa’s moans and opened his eyes. The last thing he’d expected to see when he woke up was Lisa half-naked on Jake’s lap. Ken didn’t move, he sat there and watched as Lisa moved her hands down Jake’s chest and unbuttoned his pants. No longer restricted by his pants, Jake’s cock popped out fully erect. Lisa gasped and wrapped her hand around his massive cock. Jake leaned against the back of the couch and watched as Lisa got down on her knees in front of him and licked the head of his cock.

Jake reached out with his long arms, cupped both of her tits, and tugged her nipples. Lisa slid her mouth around the head of his cock and sucked on it. Ken walked over and moved the coffee table that was behind Lisa. Ken got on his knees behind Lisa and grabbed her ass with his strong, rough hands. Lisa jumped slightly but slid her mouth further down Jake’s cock. Ken moved his hand around to the front of Lisa’s sweats and moved his hand down her flat stomach. His fingers inched down inside her sweatpants until he found her smooth pussy. She quivered when Ken’s fingers slid between her wet pussy lips. The more he rubbed her pussy, the faster and deeper her mouth worked Jake’s massive cock. Lisa heard Ken unzip his pants behind her and a chill went up her spine.

With her mouth wrapped firmly around Jake’s cock, Lisa pushed her sweatpants down. Her tight ass exposed to Ken who was behind her, with his thick shaft in his hand. Ken wrapped one arm around Lisa’s waist and lifted her up so she stood on her feet. Ken pushed her legs apart with his feet and teased her pussy with his cock. He shoved his cock into her pussy and soaked it in her wetness. Lisa’s mouth went further down on Jake’s cock until it hit the back of her throat. He started to tremble and placed his hand on the back of her hold. She almost gagged as he shot his hot load in the back of her throat.

Behind her, Ken slid his cock out of her wet pussy and started to tease her asshole with it. Lisa couldn’t move. Jake still held her tits in his hands and Ken‘s legs were up against her own. She tensed up as she felt Ken force the head of his thick cock into her tight ass. Lisa looked up at Jake and dug her fingernails into his legs. Tears streamed down her face from the pain as Ken’s thick cock buried deeper in her ass. Lisa thought his massive girth would split her in two.

Ken picked up the pace of each thrust. His hands held firmly onto her hips as he pounded her ruthlessly. His body shook as his cock throbbed inside her asshole. He reached up, grabbed a handful of hair, and shoved his cock deep into her asshole.  Suddenly, the pain disappeared as her orgasm crashed over her so powerfully she shook.  Ken began moving furiously, slamming into her over and over as she cried out, “I’m cumming!  Oh, fuck!  Fuck!  Fuck my ass!  Oh, Fuck!” Ken slammed into her harder and harder over and over until finally he pushed forward one last time and filled her with his load. Lisa’s body trembled as Ken pulled his cock out of her ass.

She stood up weakly, and pulled her clothes back on.  She stood in the awkward silence and watched as the men did the same.  After Jake got dressed, he walked over to Lisa, thanked her for the dinner, and looked at Ken. “Let’s go, now.” Ken didn’t say a word, he finished getting dressed and headed to the door. When they opened it, though, rain and wind poured in like a tidal wave.  Together, the men fought to slam the door shut.  Ken looked at Lisa a bit sheepishly. 

“Um, I…I guess…”

“Oh shut up,” Lisa said, pulling her sweatshirt back up over her head and throwing it on the floor.  She pulled off her sweatpants before adding, “Let’s get back to the fire.”
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The day before she got married to Doug, Marilyn was full of pre-wedding jitters. She was surprised by how she felt because all year she’d been nothing if not for excited. Nothing seemed to be going right - the florist ordered orange instead of red flowers, her dress didn’t look the way she’d imagined it and the tailor had assured her it would, and at the rehearsal dinner Marilyn had gazed into Doug’s eyes and wondered if she really could see herself spending eternity and then some with him. All of the dreams she had held so close, and all of the careful planning over the past year, seemed silly and pointless today. Marilyn didn’t know how she was going to bring herself to walk down the aisle in an ill-fitting wedding dress, hold an orange bouquet and say “I Do” to a man she wasn’t sure she was madly in love with.


Everything with Doug had happened so fast: they’d met at work, moved in together, and gotten engaged. It was a time when all of Marilyn’s friends were getting married and accepting the oversized diamond ring Doug had offered her that night at their favorite steakhouse just seemed like the logical, next-step kind of thing to do. The wedding plans were done. The dress was steamed, her nails were painted and the bridesmaids were squared away. Now, Marilyn was left with nothing to do but think and wait. She tried watching that wedding dress show on Netflix but that just made her more nervous. Her bridesmaids were at work. Outside, it was raining and gloomy. Not knowing what to do with herself, Marilyn got behind the wheel of her car and went for a drive around town.

First, Marilyn drove by the church. Then she drove by the hall. Then she drove by the park where she and Doug had shared their first lunch date. She tried to feel something, anything at all. She felt blank and unsure about the future. She told herself divorce was always an option. She wasn’t religious and marriage is more a way to protect a woman legally than to express an undying love these days. Telling herself that didn’t make her feel any better at all. She drove by the bakery and thought about whether she should go in and check on the cake. She thought about how many times she’d bothered them though, and decided against it. The baker was professional, talented and grumpy. He didn’t like to be bothered with things like petals and frosting after the initial consults were done.


She was on her way home to try and watch more television or read something - anything - when she saw 719 Parsons Street. 719 Parsons Street was the name of the catering company she’d gone with based on their reputation and portfolio. Marilyn felt fairly comfortable with everything and it hadn’t occurred to her that she’d left one last thing undone; she wanted to make sure the open bar had mineral water available. It seemed like a little detail that no one would ever notice, Marilyn knew, but she was the type of person who liked to have her
 i
’s dotted and her
 t
’s crossed. She immediately parked the car and hopped out, pulling down her spandex skirt as she locked the door with the click of a button. She liked 719 - it always smelled yummy and clean. It was late October and the warm heated air inside the building felt like a hug as Marilyn walked inside.


“Hello?” Marilyn called out as she tentatively walked deeper inside the cafe.

Still, she saw no one. It was well past lunch time and ahead of dinner time enough that it made sense no one was there eating but where was Walker, the owner? Marilyn always found him friendly, and to be honest easy on the eyes. He was six foot something, had ocean blue eyes and sandy hair. He looked to be around the same age as her.

Marilyn thought she heard scuffling below the cafe counter and so she walked closer. As she stepped, she could hear the click clack of her high heels follow her as she went.  She peered over the counter, leaning her body into the bar, and looked down where she found Walker cleaning glasses, completely lost in his own world. Marilyn gazed down at him, watching his muscular, tanned arms circle around the glasses with the white rag, for a few moments before he sensed her and looked up to meet her gaze.

His neutral face quickly changed into a wide, toothy smile as he looked up and said, “Hi, Miss Marilyn.” Walker always called her Miss Marilyn, which she liked. She wasn’t sure if he did it to be funny or if that’s just how formal he was - but either way, it made her feel good. 719 Parsons, the entire cafe, made her feel good. Today, it smelled like cupcakes and chocolate. Behind the counter, she could see there was a fresh pot of coffee on. It smelled dark and exotic, like that time she had gone to Paris so many years ago after college. She had felt free then and ready to explore the world. Back then, she never would have imagined she’d end up with a guy who sold insurance and had a pot belly. She sighed.

“Oh, Hi. Uh, Walker. I was just passing by and uh-” Marilyn nervously took out her tube of lipgloss and applied a thin layer. Ever since she’d quit smoking she was always looking for something to do with her hands and it drove Doug crazy.

“I’m glad to see your beautiful face on a gloomy day like this. Just polishing some glasses. It’s a way to ease these pre-wedding jitters I’ve got.”

Marilyn laughed, “Pre-wedding jitters? Are you - getting married?”

“Me? Oh, no. I’m a confirmed bachelor, unfortunately. I like the ladies too much, and I think my ma has resigned herself to the idea that I won’t be giving her any grandkids any time soon.”

“Ah.” Marilyn looked again at the coffee pot.

“Would you like some coffee, Miss Marilyn? It’d be on the house for you.”

“Uh, yeah. Why not? I never say no to a fresh cup of coffee. It’s a weakness.”

Walker set down a mug and pulled out the sugar jug.

“By pre-wedding jitters, Miss Marilyn, I just meant your wedding. I’m feeling all tense - I want to make sure everything goes just great for you.”

Marilyn laughed, “If anyone should be nervous, I should be!”

As Walker poured her out a cup, he looked Marilyn square in the eyes and said, “Are you nervous, Marilyn?”

The question was penetrating and Walker’s crystal gaze intense. Marilyn looked away and nervously added sugar to her coffee.

She didn’t answer the question.

Walker picked up a glass and went back to polishing it, still gazing at Marilyn.

“So, Miss Marilyn - what brings you on by my neck of the woods?”

“Ah - I have a problem. I forgot to request the bar has mineral water. I know it seems minor -”

Walker cut her off now and exuberantly said, “Say no more. Nothing is minor for 719 Parsons.”

Marilyn was surprised to feel some kind of stress that had been resting in her back start to dissipate.

“Miss Marilyn,” Walker said with a smile, “follow me back to my office and we’ll do a little sampling. My partner Johnny is back there too and he’ll be manning the steaks tomorrow night so you might as well meet him too.”

Marilyn slipped off the bar stool and stood up to follow.

“Follow me on back here.” Walker instructed her.

As she went behind the counter, Marilyn felt like she was entering a whole new, behind the scenes world. The shelves, concealed from the main cafe, were full of everything from honey to windex. It looked messy but clean and she felt comfortable there. Doug was such a clean freak that these days she enjoyed the freedom of being in spaces where didn’t have to worry where she put a glass down.

As they slipped in to Walker’s office, Marilyn was immediately struck by how big it was. It must have been half the size of a ranch house - it had three big desks and a black leather sofa. It smelled like cinnamon and gasoline. Marilyn felt relaxed. A man swiveled around from behind a desk to greet them.

“How do you do?” He said as he slightly bowed his head in greeting.

“Hi there.” Marilyn smiled.

“Walker didn’t tell me he was going to have such, exotic, company.”

Marilyn just blushed and smiled.

“You must be one of our blushing brides.”

Walker cut in now:

“Yep, This is Miss Marilyn and we’re taking care of her tomorrow.”

The man said, “I’m Johnny. The, ahem, silent partner.” Johnny stood up and Marilyn almost gasped at his broadness. He looked larger than life, like an action movie hero. His dark and shaggy black hair brushed against his forehead as he walked toward her and his eyes were as deep and green as the Mediterranean Sea.

As they shook hands, Marilyn felt an actual electric spark. She surveyed Johnny’s body - there couldn’t have been an ounce of fat on him. He was all muscle. She sighed.

Johnny said, “I’m sorry - I just can’t believe Walker never mentioned how gorgeous you are. I’m glad I find out today and not tomorrow cuz otherwise I might’ve tried and stopped the damn wedding.”

Marilyn looked away. It was true that she was a beauty: she had long strawberry blonde hair and bright blue eyes. Her nose was fine and her lips full. Her breasts filled out a D sized bra and her waist could slip into size 6 jeans. Her mother always told Marilyn how blessed she was and Marilyn tried to remember that whenever she was cursed by the occasional zit or gray hair.

Johnny went on, “Oh boy, I sure am sorry I said that, dear. Sometimes I have no filter and words just come and then fly away.”

Walker showed Marilyn to the sofa and whispered, “He’s no charmer but the man can cook.”

Under her breath, Marilyn said to herself, “I bet he can.”

Walker said, “I’ll be right back with the water choices, hon.”

Johnny sat down next to her on the sofa. Marilyn smiled at him and pulled at her hair nervously.

“So, you excited to get married?” He asked.

“I...think so. I don’t know - today. Today things, I mean choices, just seem so big.” She couldn’t believe she had said that. As soon as the words left her mouth, she gasped and looked away at the blank beige wall across from them.

“I understand. I got married once and I’ll never get married again. Didn’t work out for me, though. Hope y’all have better luck on it.”

“I hope so too.” Marilyn replied in a resigned voice.

“I think you need to unwind. Seems like it to me.”

“Yeah, I feel like I need a spa day or something but I guess I need to wait until tomorrow morning when I get my hair done. The girls and I are going to Ashley’s.” Marilyn was just talking to talk now. This hulking man was sitting so close to her, and speaking so tenderly, that Marilyn felt like just collapsing into his strong arms and getting shelter from him and from her impending fate.

“Seems to me Walker and I could take your mind off things today. We’ve got nothing lined up for a while, see, and we could offer you some big choices that might take your mind off the bigger choices. Those can wait until tomorrow.” As soon as the words left his sensual mouth, he took his broad hand and rested it on her small knee. The feel of another man touching her, it felt so natural and so wrong, sent electricity straight through her body. She sighed deeply and didn’t tell him to remove it. He rubbed her leg now, in long strokes extending from her upper thigh to just below her knee.

She turned to say stop, but as soon as she caught sight of his deep green eyes, she was speechless. Instead, she was just looking into his eyes which prompted him to lean toward her and find her lips with his. The feel of another man’s lips against hers, and not just any man but this big, strong muscular man who seemed to be masculinity epitomized, stung her. It stung both because it felt so good and because it felt like the worst, most wrong thing she could possibly be doing on the day before her wedding of all days. Guilt seized her as Johnny forced his wet tongue inside her soft mouth and playfully teased her teeth and lips. She knew what she wanted but she knew also that she didn’t want to want it.

It took all the self-control and willpower Marilyn had in her entire body to get up from the sofa and start to walkout. Her word needed to stand for something, and as Marilyn saw the exit looming in front of her she felt reassured that she’d stood for what was right.  She was steps away from leaving when she felt the strong hand on her shoulder. It felt good - it felt authoritative. Johnny took his other hand and covered her mouth as she tried to protest. She was helpless in this big man’s arms and as he effortlessly picked her light body up in the air and transported her back to the leather sofa.  As soon as her body hit the sofa, she felt Johnny’s hands caress her ass and slide down to her thighs.

Don’t get too close, Marilyn thought as Johnny’s hands slid closer and closer to wet and willing pussy.  

“I…I don’t…I don’t—” Marilyn managed as Johnny ignored her, cupping his broad hand over her mouth again and whispering for her to be quiet.

He found her pussy quickly as he pulled at her black thong panties. He let the elastic slap back against her ass as he worked his fingers against her. Johnny knew just what to do and within seconds he was circling her almost too sensitive clit with his wide fingers, making her moan as he teased her. She was shocked and turned on, completely captivated by the moment. It felt absolutely incredible. The past, the future—everything melted away and all that mattered was what Johnny was doing to her. As he continued to lift and release the elastic of her panties, the snapping pain mixed with the pleasure of feeling completely and amazingly helpless to this masculine man’s desires. As he buried his fingers inside her soaked pussy and started to pull them away and then push back again, Marilyn knew that no matter how much she protested, she was easy prey for this big, hulking man, and she was willing prey as well.


The sound of the door opening from the cafe, and the subsequent clanging of glasses on a tray, startled both Marilyn and Johnny. Marilyn’s mini skirt was riding half way up her ass as her eyes pulled away from the opening of Johnny’s shirt (she could see his manly chest hair peeking out) and up to meet the gaze of Walker. She was completely humiliated. Surely Walker would be disgusted with her and completely horrified by what he was seeing. Wasn’t she supposed to be a virginal - or, these days at least faithful - bride? Wasn’t she going before God and her family and friends in just a few short hours to say, “I Do”? Her face flushed beat red as she tried to find words - any words - to say. Johnny slowly pulled his hard fingers out of her pussy and the feel of them leaving her filled her with sadness and the meaning of what she had done. She’d never known before that she was capable of betraying Doug.
 Poor, sweet, goofy Doug.


Walker just smiled down at both of them. With precision and care, he gently set the tray of mineral water down on the glass coffee table and clapped his hands together.  Marilyn winced as she waited for the recriminations to begin.  “Well. What do we have here?” Walker started to say, in a friendly and surprisingly even-keeled tone.

“I...oh gosh....I’m so sorry!” Marilyn started, “I was just leaving!” As she tried to pry herself free from Johnny’s strong, firm grasp she realized it was going to be impossible.

He pulled her hair back and said, “You don’t need to go anywhere at all, doll.”

“Looks to me like you two are having a bit o’ fun in here.”

Johnny beamed at Walker.

“We sure are.” He kept on smiling.

“Would you like to sample a different drink o’ water as well, Miss Marilyn?”

Marilyn couldn’t believe her ears. Instead of Walker telling her how disappointed or appalled he was, was he actually offering himself to her instead?

Her answer came as Walker unzipped his pants and let his jeans drop to the floor. He pulled out his cock and she could see right away that he was very big and very hard. She licked her lips as she caught sight of his swollen, pink head and when Walker took his hands to his erect cock and stroked a bit, Marilyn felt close to cumming just watching him.

As Marilyn watched Walker, Johnny forced his fingers deep inside her pussy. She tried to pull away again.  “I’m getting married tomorrow. Really, I—” The words that flowed from her lips were meaningless. She didn’t want to leave and anyway, these two strong men weren’t going to let her go anywhere. As she spoke, Johnny took both of his hands and pinned her down hard against the sofa. Marilyn tried to wriggle herself free but there was no going anywhere. She was stuck.

Without saying a word, Walker knelt next to Marilyn’s mouth and brought his perfect cock closer and closer to her lips. He was so much bigger than Doug, wide, full, and long. She wasn’t sure she could fit him in her mouth.  The thoughts flooded her until all of a sudden Walker forced his cock as deep inside her mouth as he could. He didn’t give her an option and all of a sudden Marilyn was completely full of him. His thick cock tickled the back of her throat as she tried to protest but her words were garbled and sounded like moans as they tried to escape from her full mouth.

As Walker started to force his cock in and out of her wet throat, Marilyn hardly noticed as Johnny took some utility rope from Walker’s desk and started to tie her up. He started with her feet first, pulling the rope in to a knot slowly and carefully. As soon as he was done there, he moved to her hands and started to tie them together pulling her arms behind her back as Walker kept forcing his swollen cock deeper inside her. Marilyn couldn’t believe that the treatment made her want to suck him hard. She let her tongue wet his cock now as he kept forcing himself in as far as she could take him. Liking it, she pursed her lips hard around his full shaft and sucked as hard as she could.

“Fuck, yeah.” Walker grunted as he moved inside her faster and rougher.

Marilyn tried to move her hands she wanted to caress Walker’s taut, perfect balls - but she found she absolutely couldn’t move. She was completely tied up and there was no turning back.  Marilyn couldn’t move and she could barely even speak as Johnny easily lifted her up off the sofa and away from Walker’s cock.

She tried to say “Stop” but she was dizzy from pleasure and the words stuck in the back of her throat and stayed there. Walker got on the sofa and Johnny took Marilyn’s small body and put her down right on Walker’s ready cock! He slowly forced himself inside her pussy.  She was a small, tight woman and it wasn’t easy taking a cock as huge as this one. He bucked upward as Johnny pushed her shoulders down so that Walker would fit. All at once, Walker was in and she felt this new man’s cock fill her. As Walker bucked up and then down, it felt like with each thrust Walker was, with his cock, forcing waves of pleasure her into her wet pussy that radiated throughout her entire body.

She looked up to find Johnny standing by her mouth now, holding his wide cock for her to please with her oral skills.  Making eye contact with him, she felt weak as she tried to say no with her gaze. She tried, but her eyes betrayed her and Johnny stepped closer. As soon as she felt his fat cock fill her mouth, Marilyn sighed deeply and moaned as she let him fill her completely. The sweet bliss of having two cocks inside her settled upon her relaxed body and Marilyn no longer cared about Doug, the wedding or anything other than cock and more of it.

Walker fucked her with all of his force, pushing her mouth up and over Johnny’s cock with each deep push. Johnny groaned as she wet his cock and allowed him to push completely in to her mouth. Johnny’s big cock tickled the back of her throat and though she’d never taken a man so deeply in her mouth, it didn’t matter to Marilyn because nothing but pleasure seemed to matter now.

Johnny pulled away from her wet mouth, leaving Marilyn feeling open and wanting more. She tried to wriggle free again and liked that she couldn’t move at all: she was completely helpless to the wills of Johnny and Walker.

“Oh yes, yes, yes.” Marilyn cried as soon as her mouth was free.  Then, she felt Johnny’s hard cock slam against the soft skin of her firm.  No man had ever fucked Marilyn’s smallest hole before.  She’d never let them. She was tied up though, and she had nowhere she could go and no way to get loose. She fruitlessly tried to get away, and Walker slammed her body back down on his cock even harder as though to teach her a lesson.

Johnny took his cock, wet from her mouth, and started to push himself inside her. As his cock started to enter her virgin ass, Marilyn cried out in pain.  It felt so different and foreign, and Johnny was gigantic. Johnny persevered, though, and within seconds he’d completely filled her tiny hole with his throbbing, hard cock. As Johnny started to fuck her, Marilyn cried out from the pain. He didn’t listen and kept pushing himself deeper and deeper inside of her.

Marilyn had never felt a man like this, and though it hurt her initially, the pain was starting to dissipate and change into deep pleasure.  Johnny was going so slowly that it made Marilyn hungry to feel him fuck her faster and harder. He teased every centimeter of her, slowly going in and out as Walker’s big cock kept on filling and fucking her drenched pussy.

Just when Marilyn thought she would explode from wanting to feel Johnny fuck her fast, he started to do it. He pounded his cock in and out of her ass with such force that Marilyn cried out, “Yes. Yes. Yes. Harder. Yes.”

As Johnny kept fucking her, she felt Walker explode inside her pussy. Cum soaked her and it felt hot and wet as she quivered. Johnny took a hand and spanked her ass - forcing Marilyn to cum and cum harder than she’d ever cum before in her entire life. Tears of pleasure dripped from her eyes as the feeling of two cocks at once sent her into something that almost resembled a trance.

Johnny grunted loudly now, and fucked her faster than any man had ever fucked her. She felt sore and really, really good as Johnny pulled his full cock out of her small hole and exploded all over her ass - making every part of her soaking wet and feeling used.

As the two men helped her get untied, Walker grinned and teasingly said,

“So, Miss Marilyn - ya still ready to tie the knot?”

She wobbled to her feet.  “Well, since I’m untied here, it’s only fitting I guess.”
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It was 9.15 on a grey and gloomy Monday morning and I had already been sat at my desk running reports and finishing off paperwork for nearly two hours! My job was tough, and not nearly rewarding enough. I sighed and rubbed my eyes, taking another sip of my coffee. It was cold! I winced and instead slipped a piece of gum in my mouth. That was a typical breakfast for me on a Monday morning – cold coffee followed by a stick of gum! I was well and truly exhausted.

“I’d like to see you in my office, Miss Clayton,” a deep booming voice called from across the room, making me jump as I continued with my typing. It was my boss, Mr Stevens, and he didn’t sound impressed! I wasn’t sure what could have put him in such a bad mood, and I didn’t even care to hazard a guess. He had been so distracted lately, and his moods had been really unpredictable. Some days he would be happy as anything and yet some days he would walk around with a permanent scowl on his face and bark his orders at me and the rest of the office staff with real contempt in his voice. Everybody was losing patience with him, including me. But none of us said anything. He was the boss, after all.

But there was a slightly different reason for my reluctance to confront him about his recent behaviour. I had a rather... strange relationship with Mr Stevens, and it was one that I liked to keep completely private.

He had taken me on as an intern a few months ago, and since I had joined the firm our relationship had developed into something completely out of the ordinary. He told me that he wanted to mentor me, so naturally I agreed. I had only just graduated from college when he offered me the position, so when he told me that he actually wanted to mentor me I leapt at the offer. I mean, how often does a girl like me get the chance to learn the tricks of the trade first hand from the CEO of a hugely successful company? I was completely overwhelmed when he offered me the position and proposed his offer, so I snapped it up straight away.


But when I actually started work it was a completely different story. What he described as an
 internship
 I saw as just being a glorified secretary.
 His
 glorified secretary! He would have me running all sorts of errands for him, and generally just treated me like his own personal assistant.


At first I just went along with it, thinking that my situation would get better as time went on but unfortunately, it didn’t. So, after a couple of weeks, I decided to raise the issue with him. I marched into his office with my head held high and demanded to speak with him. He was so taken aback by my sudden assertiveness that he offered me a seat right away, closing the door behind him. And then something strange happened. I opened my mouth to speak, but I caught my breath as I felt his hand on my shoulder. Then I felt his breath on the back of my neck, and light kisses being planted on my nape.

I shivered but I did nothing to stop him. I turned my head to look at him but his expression was completely neutral and I couldn’t even attempt to guess what he was thinking. He just got up and went and sat behind his desk opposite me. He placed his hands together and shot me a quizzical look.

“So, Miss Clayton,” he had said, “what seems to be the problem?”

I was, of course, unable to answer. All my confidence and anger had melted away, and instead I felt confused and dizzy. He had completely and utterly disarmed me—all with a few light kisses! I didn’t know what to say, so I just flushed red and muttered, “It’s nothing,” as I got to my feet and walked out of the door.

That was when our relationship changed. Mr Stevens knew exactly how to manipulate me – and the more I resisted him, the more forceful he would be. It got to the point where, if I tried to raise any sort of grievance with him he would grab me roughly by the ass and pull me in to him, kissing me down my neck and jaw. But he never kissed my lips. He just teased me with his mouth and left me wanting, feeling strangely empty. It was like he could drain all anger out of me with just one swift movement. I knew that it was wrong, but I never did anything to stop it. There was just something about him that rendered me mute and stupid.

Well, not anymore! Hearing him bark my name so demandingly on that gloomy Monday morning made me feel angry! I was angry and determined, so much so that I practically jumped to my feet and marched over to his office, this time determined not to let him distract me with his strange charms and even stranger behaviour.

I didn’t even bother knocking before I swung open his office door and marched inside, my green eyes sizzling with suppressed rage. He had really gotten under my skin this time! I was tired, I was overworked and I had definitely had enough of my supposed mentor’s selfish and domineering attitude.

“Hello, Brianna,” Mr Stevens said as I marched into his office, shutting the door behind me. That immediately caught me off balance. Why was he addressing me by my first name? He never ever addressed me by my first name! Something wasn’t right.

I tried my best to look composed and stood there in front of him. He indicated for me to have a seat and I obliged. I was determined not to let him distract me this time so I kept my head high and my mind solid.

“As you know, Brianna,” he began, getting up from behind his desk and pacing the room, “today is your six month performance review, and we have a few things that we need to discuss.”

Oh crap! I had completely and utterly forgotten that today was my review. That really did throw me off balance, and I started to question whether or not it was wise to bring up my issues with Mr Stevens’ behaviour right now, I wasn’t even sure if I really had a problem with his behaviour as such; it was more to do with the fact that I was his being treated by his P.A. But how could I raise the issue now?

“I’m rather impressed with you, Brianna,” he said, circling his desk slowly, “You’ve show extraordinary aptitude and resilience. I can see true potential in you. The question now is whether or not you are ready to progress to the next stage of your development...”

I wasn’t sure what he meant by that so I said nothing and waited for him to elaborate. He chuckled, clearly enjoying how uncomfortable he was obviously making me feel. Then he sat down back behind his desk opposite me and smiled a sly smile.

“There’s only one way to find out. I think a little test is in order,” he said, his eyes never leaving mine. Then he leaned over his desk and pressed the intercom. “Mrs Jones, please could you send Kurt through to my office.”

I stiffened in my chair. Who was this Kurt? Why did he need to be present at my review? What the hell was going on?

I didn’t even have chance to voice any of these questions before a tall blonde man walked through the door wearing a crisp Armani suit. He looked striking. He looked powerful!  I swallowed, suddenly nervous, and sank back into my chair.

“Kurt,” Mr Stevens said in a matter of fact voice, “this is Brianna. I think I can see real potential in her but, as always, I need your help in making my final decision.”

Kurt looked me up and down and then smiled. He glanced over at Mr Stevens and gave him a slight+ nod. Then what happened next made me cry out in shock. Both men lunged towards me! Kurt lifted me to my feet and Mr Stevens grabbed me by my waist, pulling me in to a full on kiss! His tongue pushed into my mouth and began to explore me, roughly, and Kurt’s hands trailed down my back and squeezed my ass cheeks. I squealed, but it was muffled by Mr Stevens’ kiss.

He pressed his mouth against mine with a passionate force and I was powerless to stop him. Then I felt the back of my dress being unzipped and my bra being unhooked by Kurt’s expert hands. It was all happening too fast and I could only gasp and stare wildly at them as they kissed and fondled me.

Kurt then removed his tie and wrapped it around my face, gagging me so that I couldn’t make a sound. I was utterly helpless and only managed to squeal pathetically as My Stevens wrenched my skirt down around my ankles and Kurt remove my bra.

I felt a cold chill run through my body as Kurt slid his hands down and over the curve of my back, caressing my ass cheeks and then slowly parting them. I felt him stand back, and realised that he must be inspecting me. I could literally feel his eyes burning into me as he looked me up and down and studied my most intimate areas.

“Mmm you’re right,” Kurt said, “she’s got potential all right!”

With those words he grabbed me by the hair and marched me over to Mr Stevens’ desk. Then I yelped in pain as he slammed me down in it, chest first, so that my tits hit the wood with a loud slapping noise. I groaned as Kurt parted my legs roughly, and gasped as I saw Mr Stevens take out his huge cock and begin massaging it as he walked towards me. I couldn’t believe what was happening to me. These men were treating me like a piece of meat, literally laid out on a table for their consumption! And I was doing nothing to stop them.

Mr Stevens moved behind me and began teasing my pussy lips with the tip of his hard prick. I couldn’t help but squeal at his touch. After months of strange encounters with him it felt utterly indescribable to feel the touch of his cock. I groaned and felt my pussy juices beginning to flow, and visibly went tense when I realised this was happening to me. Why was I getting so wet?

The question was only in my head for a few seconds before I felt Mr Stevens stiff cock plunging deep into my tight hole. It was sensational and I cried out with both pain and pleasure. He was so big, and incredibly hard. I could practically feel him in the pit of my stomach as he began fucking me. He was hard and brutal with his strokes, and for some reason I felt I already knew he would be. He was a man full of passion. Full of intoxicating heat.  I yelped and squealed as the force of his thrusts send me sliding up the desk. Kurt grabbed me by the shoulders and wrenched me back down, causing me to cry out in pain as my nipples dragged against the wood.

“Fuuuuck!” Mr Stevens groaned as he plunged deeper inside me. “Her pussy is so fucking tight!”

Kurt made a slight grunt of appreciation. He was massaging his cock now too, and I could see that he was as big as Mr Stevens, if not bigger. I shuddered as I watched him pleasuring himself, the veins of his prick bulging as he became more and more aroused. I wasn’t sure how my tight and sore little pussy would manage to accommodate another huge prick once Mr Stevens was done with me!

“Well, if she has a tight pussy,” Kurt mused as he took a step closer towards me, “I’ll bet she has a tight asshole too!”

With those words he stuffed two fingers inside my asshole making me scream out in pain and shock. It was such a strange feeling and it hurt like hell but for some reason it made my pussy flutter!

Mr Stevens shifted his position, and then cocked my leg up so that it was on the table, spreading my ass cheeks wide. Then I felt Kurt swing his leg over me so that his knee was resting on top of my bent leg. I froze in fear as I realised what he was about to do.

Sure enough, I felt the bulging head of his prick press up against my tight, virgin asshole. I didn’t even have time to scream before he thrust forwards and rammed his cock right up my ass. The pain was unbearable; it shuddered through my body and made me go weak from the waist down. I couldn’t even scream out, but instead groaned like a wounded animal.

Both men were grunting and panting, clearly exerting all their force as they filled up both my holes at once. I felt tears spring to my eyes and choked on my own stuttering breath as they ravaged me. It was so painful! After a few moments, though, the pain subsided to a dull ache. I was aware of every tingling nerve in my body and the feel of the two cocks sliding in and out of me suddenly became something else. It became warm. It became pleasurable.

I felt my pussy beginning to clench around Mr Steven’s cock, and my juices began flowing again. He spanked me hard on my ass and stuffed me even harder. I could hear his breathing quicken. I could smell his cologne. I could feel every inch of him as he ploughed me and I wanted more! I suddenly knew that I wanted this! I wanted to be filled up with cum!

“Fuck!” Kurt groaned “...fucking tight... ass virgin!” That was all he could manage before his huge cock erupted inside me, shooting jets of his creamy load up my ass and making me scream in pleasure. Hearing me wail made Mr Stevens gasp and groan unexpectedly. He spanked my ass one final time and I felt his cock beginning to shudder just as my own orgasm came to the surface. I screamed and writhed on the desk top, my pussy and asshole clenching as I squirted my juices and Mr Stevens shot his load inside me. It was so dirty! I loved every second of it.

The orgasm was so intense that even after both men slowly pulled out of me and began to replace my clothes I could feel waves of pleasure still running through me. It was unbelievable.

I rolled over on the desk top and manage to sit up, leaning on my elbows. I regarded the two men with a look of pure satisfaction on my face.

“I think we’ve come to a decision, Brianna,” Mr Stevens said with a hint of a smile. I looked up at him through my thick lashes, and I knew what he was going to say. “We’d like you to progress to the next stage of your development. That is, if you think you’re ready?”

“Oh yes, I think I’m ready,” I responded, my voice full of confidence. “With a mentor like you, Sir, I don’t think I can go wrong.”
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It was an interesting thing to move out of my parents’ house and go to live with my sister in the city.  Before I moved there, most of my conversations had to do with whatever was playing at the one, three-hundred seat theatre in the small town we grew up in.  When I got to the city, everything changed.  She and I had long conversations about the struggles of women.  My sister wasn’t a feminist, but she was acutely aware of issues that affected women more than men.  She talked incessantly about wage differences, how, even if you did twice the work, as a woman you were unlikely to gain the same recognition.  But there wasn’t the biting man-hatred that you’d often find in feminist literature or at rallies. 

She also was very concerned with women’s health and so, it was no surprise when she told me that I ought to go and get a thorough breast examination.  She and her friend Mary would spend hours suggesting I head to their clinic.  I really wanted to, but it was hard to get up the motivation to actually do it.  Finally, one day I just gave in, realizing that if I didn’t do it, I would have to deal with her telling me to do it over and over and over again until I did.

Once I did agree, she and Mary went to work.  She gave me a list of things to expect, told me exactly what clinic to go to, and told me exactly what to say and what to do.  That’s how I found myself in the waiting room of the Jacob and Allicorn Women’s Health Center.

I was a long time in the waiting room.  I had to fill out endless paper work talking about my health history, my insurance, questions about my diet, questions about my sexual activities, questions about health concerns.  It was maddening.  The minutes clicked slowly by until I finally had everything filled out and returned it to the woman at the desk.

Then, there was more of a wait.  I flipped idly through the pages of fashion magazines, issues of news magazines talking about an election that had occurred two years ago, and I was just about to give it all up and walk out when I finally heard someone call my name.

I stood up and walked to where a stunningly beautiful nurse, with bright red hair and lipstick that seemed strangely slutty and out of place in a doctor’s office, was waiting for me.  She held a clipboard that I assumed held my paperwork and smiled at me.  “I’m Marigold,” she said, “Come with me and we’ll get you all fixed up.”

Her attitude was disarming and I felt better.  I figured about ten minutes for the breast exam and then, anything else the doctor needed to do and I’d be on my way.  She led me to a scale where she weighed me, took my blood pressure, took my temperature, asked if I was feeling sick at the moment, and of course I said no, and then, brought me to one of those sterile examination rooms.

She reached into a cabinet and unfolded a paper gown, told me to strip down to nothing and put it on.  I looked at her.  “Um, I’m just here for a breast exam, why do I have to undress?”

She looked at me as if I’d just slapped her across the face.  “Now, Suzie, do you have a medical degree?”

“Um, no.”

“So, why don’t you leave medical decisions to our staff and do what you’re told.”

I was a little shocked by the forcefulness of it, but she reached forward and stroked my cheek.  “Sweetheart, I know that it’s hard when you’re in a doctor’s office.  I know that it can be overwhelming and filled with doubts and worries.  Why don’t you just let us take care of you so you can be on your way, okay?”

Her touch was soothing and I smiled.  I stepped over to the table to undress, expecting her to leave, but she didn’t.  Shrugging and turning around, I pulled off my shirt, tentatively, a little embarrassed as I did so.  I was made even more embarrassed by the way her eyes seemed to follow every movement I made.  Once I had my blouse off, I stood there, nervous about having to take off my bra while she watched.  She was just staring at me and I watched as her eyes traced over my body, from my cheek down my neck and lower to my cleavage.  Finally, she smiled again and it looked like her tongue made a brief pass over her lips before she said, “Everything, Suzie.”

Though I was feeling more and more uncomfortable by the situation, I told myself not to read so much into things and, really, I didn’t have much of a choice.  If I was going to get my sister off my back, then I needed to get through this exam.  I began to undo my bra, reaching behind me, unsnapping it and pulling it off.  I thought I heard her gasp sharply when my breasts fell free.

I know my breasts are nice.  They’re a little on the large side but still very firm and round and, strangely, the way she was staring at me had done something physical to me because my nipples were hard as hell.  I stood there, turning red with embarrassment, feeling my face flush.  I was certain I must look as bright as a lobster, maybe even as bright as her hair, but she just kept staring.  I could almost feel her gaze on each nipple.  Finally, she looked up and spoke.  “Are we going to have to check your hearing, too?  Suzie, I said everything.”

Nervously, I reached down and unsnapped my jeans and unzipped them and wriggled out of them.  I had forgotten I hadn’t taken my shoes off and I was sure I looked comical as I tried to kick my shoes off as my jeans were bunched up around me.  I started to stumble and suddenly, the nurse helped me, steadying me.  There was something electric about the feel of her hands on my sides and, once I was steady, she helped me as I finished removing my pesky shoes and then, stepped back again.  In the process of stepping back, her hand brushed over one of my breasts, sending a thrill through me that brought an even more heated flush of embarrassment to my cheeks.

I stood there only wearing socks and my cotton panties, trying to calm the reaction from her touch and deal with the uncomfortable feeling that she was studying my body.  Eventually, I realized that I had to keep undressing and I used my feet to pull off my socks and stood in my panties.  I was almost paralyzed, afraid to expose myself completely in front of this very attentive nurse, but Marigold’s voice came.  “Okay, you’re almost there, Suzie.  Come on now.”

Sighing, I reached up and put my thumbs under the waistband and drew them down over my hips and legs.  When I stepped out of them on the floor, I was completely naked and I heard her breathe in sharply again.

I didn’t look at her.  I just knew that her eyes were fixed on my pussy.  I always kept it completely shaved without even a trace of hair and I could feel her looking right at it and I knew that I was bright red with embarrassment.

She didn’t keep me uncomfortable for long though, as I felt her draw closer and push something into my hand.  It was the paper gown.  I put it up over my shoulders and I felt her turn me around and tie it in the back.  The strange thing was I knew she had a clear view of my ass as she tied it and the fact that she could see my ass was even more disconcerting now that my front was covered.  She put her hand on my shoulder and said, “Relax now, sweetheart,” and she led me to the exam table. 

Things really got strange from that point.  After having me lie down on the table, she took each of my hands and put them at my sides and I felt her bring straps around my wrists.  “Um, what are you doing?”

“Oh honey, I can tell you’re really nervous and we wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself while the doctor was examining you.”

“Hurt myself?  How could I hurt myself during a breast exam?”

At that point, it got even stranger.  She walked around to where my legs were and I saw her reach under the table and bring the stirrups up.  She then took each of my ankles and strapped them to the stirrups.  I was completely restrained and unable to move.  Now, I know it seems ridiculous that I wasn’t running right out of that exam room, screaming at the top of my lungs about the wacko nurse, but I was in such shock and, admittedly, in a bit of physical arousal and, well, I just didn’t know what to do.  My mind couldn’t seem to clear the cobwebs enough to let me think clearly, past my body’s reaction.

Now, with my legs lifted in the air, the air conditioning was blowing over me.  I could feel the cool air traveling up my thighs, swirling around my now very exposed slit.  She pressed a button and the table down by my hips receded until half my ass was on the table and the other half was only supported by my legs in the stirrups.

She stepped back and studied me.  Her eyes never left my pussy as she said, “I think we have you all ready for the doctor.”

Still in my disbelieving stupor, I said, “I don’t understand.  I’m just here for a breast exam.”

She walked up and said, “Hush, honey, calm down.”

I looked at her.  “I am calm, I just don’t under . . .”

And that was when she kissed me.  She put her mouth on me.  I was stunned, and when she pulled away, she said, “There.  That’s better.”  Then, she just walked out of the room.  I couldn’t believe it, and an unlikely thought that seemed silly crossed my mind; I wondered if her lipstick had gotten onto my lips.

She came back a minute or two later with the doctor.  “Hello, Suzie, he said.  I’m Dr. Jacob.”

“Doctor, I don’t understand.  What’s going on?  I just—”

“Suzie, I need you to be quiet for a minute.” Marigold walked around and stood behind my head.  She began stroking my hair.

“But doctor, I—” From behind, Marigold leaned down and put her mouth on mine again.  It was a strange kiss, a backwards kiss.  My nose pressed softly against her chin as she kissed me again.  As her tongue pushed in and explored my mouth again, I tried to struggle and was reminded of the bonds on my wrists and my ankles.  I felt a little bit of panic, but I also felt an incredible and urgent growing sensation between my legs.  I lifted my head and saw the doctor kneeling down.  I wanted to tell him to stop, to ask what he was doing, to say anything at all!  But his mouth suddenly reached between my legs and all I could get out was a low, throaty moan.

Marigold giggled at the moan and went back to kissing me, pushing her tongue in and out of my mouth.  For his part, the doctor did the same between my legs, and the feel of his mouth was amazing.  His lips were brushing against my clit and I could feel his tongue moving, fucking my slit over and over like a small, pink cock.  He kept licking and licking, and I couldn’t believe the intensity of it.  I moaned against Marigold’s mouth, but she didn’t even slow down.  The doctor kept it up for four or five minutes or so, and I felt myself getting closer and closer.  I was on the verge of a powerful orgasm when the doctor’s face suddenly left my pussy.

He said, “Marigold, I think we need to call in a specialist.  Can you go get Josh, please?”  Marigold took her mouth off mine, and started walking away.  It was my chance to say something, but the doctor put his mouth back on me, and all I got out were some moans and some groans.  It was about a minute or two of that before Marigold walked back in with another man in doctor’s scrubs in tow.   I was writhing on the table uncontrollably, but I controlled myself when they walked in and looked at him.  He was handsome in an entirely different way than Jacob.  He was of darker complexion, a little taller.  If it were a western movie, Dr. Jacob would be the gunslinger with the white hat, and the new one would be the gunslinger with the black hat.  Both of them would make the saloon girls swoon.

He walked right up to the head of the exam table and unzipped his pants, pulling out his cock.  It was huge.  I’d never seen one that big before.  It was massive and thick, and when he moved forward, turned my face, and pushed the head of it against my lips, I turned my head away, but Marigold was right there.  She gently pushed my head back in his direction, and with a hand on my forehead and one on my chin, she pried my mouth open so that he could push inside.  I felt the head of that cock push past my lips, stretching my mouth wide.  I didn’t think I could take it.  I didn’t think I could even take the head of the giant thing into my mouth.

He kept pushing though, and with Marigold’s hands shifting to hold the back of my head and my throat firmly, he worked himself firmly in until he had pushed over my tongue and I felt the tip in the back of my mouth.  My eyes opened wide with the strain, and that was probably a mistake because I looked down the length of his shaft and realized that my mouth was completely full and I had only taken about a third of that monster so far.  I started to struggle, not that it did much good with my arms restrained, my ankles restrained, and Marigold’s hands holding firmly onto my head.  That was when I suddenly felt my pussy filled.

Dr. Jacob had pushed into me, and I moaned.  In doing so, I opened my mouth wider and that gave Marigold the opportunity to push my head hard.  Suddenly, that massive mushroom tip of the second doctor’s cock was pushing into my throat.  I heard Marigold giggle and say, “There you go, Dr. Allicorn.”  I gagged and choked, but Marigold reached down and began to stroke my throat.  Dr. Allicorn kept up his constant and inexorable pushing, his shaft flattening my tongue and making its way slowly and inevitably down my spasming throat until, impossibly, the giant thing was all the way inside.  I felt his pubic hair tickling one cheek and his balls resting against the other.

Marigold never stopped stroking my throat as he began to move slowly, pulling back and inch or two and pushing in again.  It was overwhelming as he slowly fucked me.  My eyes flew open wide and then squeezed shut as the huge shaft expanded my throat and he never quite pulled out of when he moved.  I could feel my body trying desperately to expel it with gags and chocking spasms.  I knew my eyes had watered up from the strain, but still he kept up his slow and torturous movements. I was afraid I would never breathe again. 

It didn’t help that Dr. Jacobs was pounding into my pussy furiously, making it impossible to concentrate on relaxing my throat or anything else at all!  Even though I hadn’t asked for it, I was enjoying what was happening between my legs, so a strange conflict brewed in me.  Below my waist, I was filled with urgency and joy.  Above, I was panicking and afraid I would never get air—air I desperately needed.  All the while, Marigold stroked my throat and kissed my cheek and kept up a running commentary.  “Oh, Dr. Allicorn, isn’t her face so pretty around you.”  “Dr. Jacobs, look at how her legs strain with what you’re doing to her pussy.”

Finally, Allicorn pulled out and I gasped and choked and tried to catch my breath.  I couldn’t see well because my eyes were filled with tears from the strain of the throating.  I gasped and sputtered and lay my suddenly free head against the table while Dr. Jacobs continued to furiously fuck my pussy.  Finally, I got enough breath to talk and said, “Wait.  What’s going on?” in a weak voice.  I didn’t get an answer, but when I tried to repeat it, my mouth was occupied again.  It wasn’t Dr. Allicorn, it was Nurse Marigold.  She climbed onto the table and pushed her pussy against my face.

She lifted my head against her and said, “Use your tongue dear.”  I don’t know if it was the strain of all that had happened or if it was just the immediate and conditioned response to listen to a medical professional, but I didn’t hesitate.  I pushed my tongue up before I knew what I was doing.  It was a strange, exotic, and musky flavor that hit my tongue, and I felt my pussy react even more strongly to what Dr. Jacobs was doing.  I had never been with a woman before, and hadn’t really ever thought about it, but I pushed my tongue up and Marigold moaned above me.

Suddenly my pussy was empty, but Marigold continued to hold my face firmly against her slit, and I kept licking.  I felt the straps on one ankle undone and felt my body twisted.  It was an awkward position.  Marigold straddled my face, so my shoulders were flat on the table.  The doctors moved my free leg, though, so my body was twisted.  I heard a clicking, and the stirrup with the ankle still strapped moved downward so that leg was flat.  I felt a vise like grip on the free leg and I was spread apart and my pussy was filled again.  The position was awkward, but with my pussy filled again, I didn’t mind so much.  I heard Dr. Jacobs say, “Alright, she’s in position Josh, so proceed.”  His voice was punctuated by exertion, so I assumed it was him in my pussy.  A second later, I was in a blind panic and couldn’t assume or think anything because I felt the gargantuan top of Dr. Allicorn’s dick at the tiny virgin opening of my ass.

I couldn’t believe that doctor expected my little rosebud to take that enormous thing.  I had never done anal sex before, had never really considered it.  I’d only had a few sexual partners, and our relationships were short-term.  We never really got far enough along for anyone to ask me, and I wouldn’t have done it anyway.  Now, I had a large cock in my pussy and Dr. Allicorn’s monster was right up against the little ring while Marigold held my lips to her pussy.  I tried to say something against Marigold’s pussy, but that only made her moan more and came out as just muffled noise.  I felt a hard thrust against the resistant puckered opening and my entire body erupted in pain.

There is no way to adequately describe how hurt like that feels.  Everything about me was paralyzed.  All of the reluctant pleasure Dr. Jacobs had elicited from my pussy was gone.  All of the exotic curiosity about the nurse’s cunt against my mouth disappeared.  My whole world was reduced to an impossibly abused asshole and a gigantic cock.  He pushed in just as slowly and inevitably as he had in my mouth, and each millimeter of movement sent agony coursing through me that was so powerful I couldn’t breathe.  I felt my hands and my bound leg straining against the straps and I realized my whole body had tensed up and I had no control over it.

He forced his way into my tiniest and tightest hole slowly, filling me in an impossible way on a terrifying and torturous journey, and I still couldn’t do anything.  I couldn’t scream as much as I wanted to.  My body was still tensed up and pulling at the restraints and my mind was a cloud that felt only the hurt of the thing that felt like the Washington Monument that was impaling my ass and sending lightning like bolts of unbearable pain through my body.  Vaguely, I was aware that Dr. Jacob’s was still pushing in and out of my pussy with abandon.  I also knew that the nurse was grinding herself against my face even though the paralysis that took over my body kept my tongue from moving.

Finally, Dr. Allicorn grunted and with a final thrust, got all the way inside and just kept it there while the other doctor pushed into my pussy.  With the movement stopped, the pain subsided a tiny bit, just enough for me to realize I should try to get away, and I moved my free leg, but in doing so I realized both Dr. Jacob and Dr. Allicorn held me, one on my ankle and one on my calf.  Allicorn kept his cock fully inside of me while the other moved, and I was just getting to the point where the pain was bearable when gigantic cock began to move, ramping the agony right back up to impossible.  It was overwhelming as the massive thing moved, and unlike what he did in my mouth or as he first pushed in, he wasn’t slow. 

He fucked my ass viciously, slamming into me, and each thrust sent paralyzing sensations through me.  Tears flowed freely from my eyes and over my cheeks.  Both of them were moving and Marigold was still holding me against her pussy, and all three finally found a rhythm, moving together.  My ass would be filled with the ogre of a dick.  Then my pussy would be filled.  Strangely, the sensations became separated.  Jacob’s cock would fill me with intense pleasure and then Allicorn’s cock would fill me with unreal pain.  Marigold slid her slick folds over my chin and lips and nose.  As the two men moved, I was battered back and forth between the incredible joy of the cock in my pussy and the evil of the thing in my ass.  It was pain, then pleasure, then pain, then pleasure, then pain.  As they moved faster, the interval between them grew smaller and smaller, and they strangely began to merge into one pulsating sensation.

I heard Marigold moaning above me and I realized with a shock that I had begun to lick her again.  I could taste her musky flavor and could feel her muscles clenching on me.  I was amazed that I had done it without thinking, but my tongue was fucking her just as certainly as the two doctors were filling my holes and moving furiously together.  I thrust my tongue up and into her as though I were trying to fuck her just like I was being fucked.  The men moved faster in the blur of pain and pleasure, and I was amazed to realize I was on the verge of an orgasm unlike any I had ever experienced.

It was Marigold who came first, though. She suddenly screamed and pulled me up while she mashed herself against me so that I couldn’t breathe.  She moved her hips wildly and I tried to keep my tongue working.  The thrill of it was too much for me, and I came as well, sending spasms of pleasure over me that were just as intense as the agony of those first thrusts into my ass.  It was overwhelming and I screamed against Marigold’s pussy as she moved against me.  The men were encouraged by it, and they moved faster.  Marigold pulled away, and I saw her step down from the table and lift one foot onto it.  Right in front of my face, I watched her push two fingers into herself and move them furiously.  I heard my own voice saying, “Oh yes!  God yes! Fuck me!  Fuck Me!  Fuck!”  The men moved faster and faster.

I moved my hips even anticipating the thrusts into my ass.  I heard Dr. Allicorn say, “Oh Shit!”

Marigold’s foot came off the table, and I heard her say, “Oh, Honey, in her mouth!  Do it in her mouth!”  I didn’t want that.  Nobody had ever finished in my mouth.  I certainly didn’t want that giant cock back in my throat.  It was strange to think I’d rather have it in my ass, but that was exactly how I felt.  The thought made me think of a whole other issue.  I wouldn’t want any cock, even if it was tiny, to be in my mouth after it had been in my ass.

Of course, like everything else that had happened, what I wanted wasn’t relevant, and I felt the monster pull out of my ass.  It felt strangely empty, but in seconds my mouth didn’t.  As Dr. Jacob slammed me back straight on the table and fucked my pussy hard, Dr. Allicorn shoved into my mouth.  He didn’t go all the way in as he had the first time.  In fact, he just pushed in about two inches and I watched Marigold stroking the rest of his massive shaft with one hand as she put her other hand on the back of my head again.  Allicorn’s dick seemed to swell and then he was pumping a lake of cum into my mouth.  At a party after homecoming, I had done a beer bong once.  It was like that, and unceasing and urgent flow of liquid that filled me impossibly and my cheeks bulged with it.

Marigold took her hands off the shaft and began stroking my throat.  “Swallow it honey.  Swallow it.”  There was no way I was going to swallow that stuff, but Allicorn kept his cock right in my mouth and then Dr. Jacobs slammed forward hard and I felt him cumming inside of me.  I gulped from the power of his thrust, and once I started, the whole load in my mouth traveled down my throat.  Allicorn pushed forward slowly, following what I’d swallowed and forcing what was left down as he pushed until face was pushed against his balls again.

They stayed inside of me for a moment or two as Marigold softly stroked my throat and the men breathed raggedly.  Finally, Dr. Jacobs pulled out, sending another wave of pleasure over me.   Then, Dr. Allicorn pulled out and I gasped.  Marigold turned my head and kissed me gently.  I felt the straps holding me in place being undone, and I threw my arms around her and kissed her back.  I think we were there for a good four or five minutes.  When we finally broke of the kiss, the doctors were gone.  Marigold stepped off the table and helped me stand.  She put a new robe around me and put one on herself as well.  Then, she led me across the hallway to a room with a shower.  We dropped our robes and both stepped in.

It was amazing as she lathered me up and let the hot water soothe my aching muscles.  I could still feel the cocks, and my pussy evidently thought I was still being fucked because it was still sending tremors of the orgasm through me and trying to clench at the emptiness within it.  Finally, Marigold pulled me out and began toweling me down. She gave me a fresh robe and we headed across the hallway to the exam room where our clothes still lay on the floor.  When we got there she helped me dress, and when we were done, she asked if I needed a ride home.

“I don’t know, Mary.  I think I’ll take you up on the offer and stay at your place.”

“Your sister thought you would.”

“She never said anything about the anal sex.  Hell, I thought it would just be the doctor and you.”

“She said to make it really special.”  She leaned forward and kissed me.  “Are you okay?”

“Jesus, I don’t think anyone I ever sleep with again will ever measure up to that!”  She smiled and hugged me. 

“Want to order pizza tonight.”

“Only if I can have pineapple on it.”

Mary laughed and kissed me again.  “You got it, Honey.”
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Jen was shaking.  She was terrified.  She was due to check herself into the county jail this morning for a thirty day sentence for a DUI.  She was humiliated and embarrassed.  She was a married soccer mom.  Her husband was a well known businessman in the area, and she had been stupid and reckless one night six months ago.  She had agreed to the plea deal of thirty days but she definitely worried about it now.  They lived in a small town, and she didn’t want to bring any more embarrassment to her family.  Her husband had forgiven her, but she didn’t know how she was going to cope without him and the children for thirty days.  They hadn’t told the kids what was going on, though she was sure they had heard rumors at school.  They had told the kids that mommy was going away for a month to visit relatives.  Jen cried hysterically, sobbing as her husband dropped her off at the county jail.  “I don’t know how any of your contacts let this go forward, Honey, but it’s only thirty days Babe, you can do anything for thirty days,” he said reassuringly. 

“I can do this, I can do it,” she repeated out loud.  She gave him one final kiss and said, “Go.  Just drive away before I lose my nerve.”  They looked at each other with tears in their eyes.  “I’ll call you as soon as I can,” Jen said.  “I love you,” she cried after him.

She looked at the jail.  The building was clean and neat from the outside, but the barbed wire surrounding it made it imposing.  She had driven by here countless times in the past several weeks, preparing herself for this day.  She took a deep breath and walked into the door marked admitting.  She told the sheriff at the desk that she was there to report for her sentence and handed him her paperwork.  The sheriff looked at her expensive jeans, shirt, haircut and shoes and gave a laugh.  “They’re gonna have a field day with you,” he said with a laugh.  Jen felt terror run through her.  She knew she wouldn’t fit in with the other women.  If the sheriff spotted it in seconds as well, she was doomed.  The sheriff led her back to the intake room.  Jen was patted down and then directed into a shower.  She was mortified as a female deputy watched her bathe her entire body in a disgusting yellow colored liquid soap.  She had known she was going to be strip searched, but this was just humiliating.  She looked down avoiding the deputy’s harsh stare. 

“We can make this easy or we can do it the hard way,” the deputy barked at her.  “I get paid either way sweetheart,” she said. 

“Do you have any lotion or anything?” Jen asked.  Jen could feel her skin drying out already from the harsh soap. 

The deputy seemed to find that hysterical.  “Officer Busey,” the deputy said loudly.  “Get a load of this one, she wants lotion!”  Jen stood there naked and wanted to smack herself for being so stupid.  She had been there twenty minutes and was already drawing attention to herself.  To her utter shock, Officer Busey was a male.  He sauntered over and took a look at Jen as she covered her breasts with her hands.  Jen knew that this wasn’t allowed.  She stood silently, shaking and cold. 

“We don’t give out extras like lotion to just anybody,” Officer Busey said, refusing to stop staring at Jen. 

“Okay, it was a stupid question, I’m sorry.  What do I have to do next?” she asked. 

“Strip search,” the female deputy answered. 

“But I’m already naked,” Jen said. 

“Well, we have some problems in here with women smuggling things inside their lady parts,” Officer Busey said.  “Just last week we had a lady in here with a cell phone and a bunch of pills in her pussy,” he continued.  “So we just have to make sure.”

“I understand,” Jen said.  “But my lawyer told me that only female officers would be allowed to be around me when I’m not dressed.”  Jen’s voice was quivering. 

“Lawyers say a lot of things,” the female deputy said.  “But once you’re in here, your lawyer can’t help you.  You only have thirty days, probably more like fifteen with overcrowding, so just man up and take it,” the deputy said. 

“What do I have to do?” Jen sighed. 

“Depends on how much you want that lotion sweetie pie,” the female deputy responded. 

“The lotion was a stupid idea, I said I was sorry,” Jen said, with a pleading look in her eyes. 

“I don’t think we’re getting through to her, the female deputy said to Officer Busey.  “Would you care to educate her?”

“My pleasure,” Office Busey said.

He walked over to Jen.  She still shivered, terror and despair rushing over her.  This was real.   If the guards were this awful, what were the inmates going to be like?  Officer Busey stood as close as humanly possible to Jen.  She looked him in the eye.  “Mrs. O’Neill,” Officer Busey said.  “We hold the power here.  Your lawyer, your fancy husband, no one can protect you in here.  Except us.  You’re a criminal now.  No one is going to believe anything you say.  If you so much as open your mouth to say something negative about any of the staff here, you’ll have twenty-five additional staff and computer records proving that you’re a liar…because criminals are liars.  So, you have two choices.  You can be a good girl and get put in a nice cell with the other ladies that play well, or you can get put with the gang bangers and druggies awaiting sentencing.  Which cell would you prefer?”

“The nice one with a nice roommate,” Jen replied meekly. 

“I’m glad you said that,” Officer Busey said.  “Because I have an open cell right now with a lady about your age in it.  She’s in on a bullshit case too.  Scared out of her mind, spends most of her time crying and writing letters to her kids.  Her name’s Linda.  I bet Linda sounds like a great alternative to the gangbangers huh?” 

Jen nodded.  “Yes, please, I’ll do whatever I have to do to get put in that cell,” she pleaded with tears in her eyes. 

“Do you think she means it?” Busey asked, turning to the female deputy. 

“Only one way to find out,” she said, walking away.  “Good luck,” she said, nodding towards Jen with a smirk on her face. 

Jen was alone with Busey now and he was staring down at her.  “Wh-what do you need me to do?  Do I have to clean the bathrooms or something?  I can do that, I’m good at cleaning and folding laundry,” she said. 

Busey found this funny.  “I think you’re a little overqualified for laundry duty Mrs. O’Neil.  Woodruff!”  he called loudly.  Jen didn’t know what Woodruff was supposed to be code for.  Maybe it had something to do with cleaning or polishing wood?  Another male deputy walked into view standing behind Busey.  Jen read his nametag. Woodruff.
  

“What’s going on?” Jen asked. 

“I was just telling Jen that I think Linda would be a great cellmate for her.  What do you think, Woodruff?” Busey asked. 

“She’s got to earn it.  The bangers would tear her ass up,” Woodruff replied.

“How much do you want us to save you from being put in with the dykes that’ll make you their bitch in two seconds flat?” Busey asked, bringing his face even closer to Jen’s.  Realization washed over her.  She was going to have to pleasure them for them to protect her. 

“I want it really badly.  I understand what you’re saying.  I’ll do what you want,” she said.  Here she was, in jail on a DUI, and she was agreeing to cheat on her husband with two men on her first day.  She took a deep breath and told herself it was just self-preservation, the lesser of two evils.

She knelt down naked, showing Busey that she was serious.  She looked up at him.  He unbuckled his pants and dug his cock out.  “Come over here,” he ordered, leading Jen to a small cubby hole sized partition of the room with a fold up cot in it.  Woodruff followed, already unbuckling his pants.  Jen sat on the cot and looked at them, waiting to hear what they wanted her to do.  She had never felt so degraded in her life.  “Lay on your back,” Woodruff commanded.  “Spread your legs,” he added.  She did as he asked and looked expectedly at him.  She looked down at the enormous erection springing up and down eagerly.  He bent down on the cot and spread her pussy lips.  He shoved what felt like his entire hand inside of her.  “Full cavity check,” he said with a smile as Jen screeched in pain.  “Sorry ma’am, it’s protocol.”

“Is fucking your inmates protocol too?” Jen asked, feeling angered by the pain his hand inside her pussy was causing. 

“Don’t get smart bitch.  You’re a common criminal, remember that.  You’re ours now.  Just do what we say and you’ll do your time in a cozy little cell with no problems,” Woodruff said.  Jen bit her lip, trying to hide the intense amount of pain he was causing her.  He thrust his hand again into Jen’s pussy.  A tear escaped her eye.  “The ladies we could put you with will hurt you a lot more than this.  In fact, I wouldn’t even call most of them ladies,” Woodruff said.  He was sitting on the cot, one hand in Jen, the other stroking the thick cock poking out of his pants.  Busey was standing over Jen, watching.  He seemed entertained by what was going on.

“Her cunt’s clear,” Woodruff said.  “Now, I’m not much of an ass man, so we’re going to let my friend Busey check that end,” he said with a smile.  Jen felt another rush of fear.  She had never, ever, let anyone near her ass.  She had heard too many horror stories from her girlfriends.  Woodruff stood up and walked towards Jen’s head.  “You might want to turn around Sweets, it makes it a lot easier,” he said.  Jen got on all fours as he had directed.  She felt spit, presumably from Busey’s mouth drip on her ass.  Before she could prepare herself, she felt an unbearable ripping feeling in her ass.  He was ripping her in half, she knew it.  There was no way a dick could hurt this badly.  But she knew it had to be a cock, as she could feel his hands on her ass.  She screeched uncontrollably.  “It hurts, my God, this fucking hurts,” she yelled. 

“Shut her up Woodruff,” Busey said behind her. 

Busey hit her on the nose hard with his erect cock.  This was the most degrading and humiliating experience of Jen’s life.  Busey thrust in and out of her ass with quick and powerful strokes while Woodruff pushed his cock against her mouth.  She opened it, mainly because she was afraid not to.  Woodruff’s cock was thick and long, and he had no mercy.  He shoved it balls deep into her throat.  Between the burning in her throat and the burning in her ass, Jen couldn’t think straight.  She was scared and didn’t know how much longer she could take this.  She could hear Busey breathing deeply with each thrust and wondered how he could possibly be enjoying this when she was in so much pain.  “Oh God, she’s so tight Woodruff, wait till you feel this,” Busey gasped behind her. 

What the hell was he saying?  They were both going to fuck her ass?  Busey was large, but Woodruff’s cock was downright monster sized.  There was no way that was going to fit inside her.  She wasn’t even sure it would fit in her pussy.  Busey thrust and moaned and soon began grunting, each thrust forward not only sending lightning bolts of pain through her body but also slamming her forward even deeper on Woodruff’s cock, his shaft choking her and making her gag.  She felt tears streaming down her cheeks as the men continued their assault, one prick stretching her ass beyond anything she’d ever felt and the other slamming into her throat just as hard.  She felt Woodruff’s hands on the back of her head, his fingers gripping her hair tightly as he pushed into her abused throat with no concern for her comfort at all.  She couldn’t breathe, and each time Woodruff thrust forward, she felt her whole mouth stretch impossibly.

Jen had just begun to wonder if she would ever breathe again when Woodruff finally pulled his cock out of her mouth.  She gasped, sputtering and trying her best to get in air.  Busey still pounded away at her ass, but the desperate struggle for oxygen mercifully distracted her from what happened in her tiny resistant asshole, and she gulped in great bursts of air as her body trembled beneath the deputy’s assault.  She groaned, half in relief from having her lungs suddenly filled and half in the still overwhelming situation.  She was bent over a prison bunk being fucked by two deputies!  Her mind couldn’t wrap itself around the situation. 

She felt strange, and the oddest aspect of it was that her body, while still wracked with pain, was sending her signals of sexual desire.  As Busey’s thrusts pushed her over the hard, flat mattress, her nipples brushed over the vinyl fabric and sent overtures of desire over her body. She wanted it to end, the way the men treated her, but she realized she wanted it to end so that she could somehow find privacy enough to touch herself, to get herself off.  If they could just finish off and then leave her alone for a moment or two…

She thought briefly that she’d gotten her wish when suddenly her ass became empty.  She felt hands leave her and she gasped as her asshole shrank painfully back to its normal size.  A flush of shame washed over her as she realized she missed the cock.  She actually missed the cock that had torn into her ass with no concern for her comfort.  She bit her lip to keep from whimpering just as arms lifted her up.  She hung limply in the air.  She saw Busey walk to the bunk and lie down on it, so she assumed it was Woodruff holding her, and she stared at the deputy, his cock fresh from her ass still rock hard and angry looking.  She started to ask what they wanted, but before she could form the words, Wooddruff deposited her on top of his partner and her pussy was suddenly filled from below.  She gasped at the entry for two reasons.  First, it was unexpected and sudden.  Second, he slid in easily.  She was so aroused that the cock had no trouble penetrating her slick folds.

She didn’t want to admit to Busey that she enjoyed it, so she turned her head and stared at the wall as he began pushing up into her, each thrust sending thrills through her.  She lay atop him, on the verge of a powerful orgasm, and she desperately wanted it to wash over her.  She had to keep herself from crying out, “Fuck me!  Fuck me!” because her overwhelming desire to cum was matched only by an equal desire to keep these men from knowing how much she wanted it.  The two desires warred against each other until panic drove both of them back when she felt Woodruff’s cock, that monstrous thing that had assaulted her throat up against her already hurting asshole. 

It was impossible.  There was no way he could expect her to take him into her ass!  He was too big.  Even if he were only Busey’s size, that cock had hurt beyond comprehension.  Worse, he intended to take her while her pussy was already filled?  He couldn’t!  It would be—

Jen screamed when Woodruff thrust forward.  It wasn’t the pain.  There was pain there, and it certainly hurt, but she screamed because the moment his giant prick pushed into her ass her orgasm crashed over her like the clubs the deputies wore.  It was overwhelming and impossible.  The pleasure hit her far harder than the pain, and as the men moved faster and harder, she felt a new panic assail her.  The pleasure stole from her any control she had left as her body bounced between the two men and trembled and shook, her pussy clenching the cock inside it and her ass gripping Woodruff tightly.  The men moved, and the pain blurred with the pleasure in such a way that all feeling, good or bad, became desperately desired.  Every bit of her body was filled with sensation, and the orgasm was so strong she felt herself losing every vestige of control, and the loss was far more terrifying than she could have imagined.

Woodruff cried out, “She’s so fucking tight!” and slammed forward hard, sending a shard of pain through her that quickly transformed into pleasure as he emptied himself into her, sending a flood of semen into her ass that made his last few thrusts deliciously easy.  Busey followed suit soon after, his body tensing as he filled her pussy and groaned.  She lay between them, trembling as they slowed and then stopped.  For ten minutes or so, she lay between them until Woodruff finally withdrew and stood.  She rolled off Busey and lay on the cot.  Busey stood as well, and both men smirked at her.  “Looks like you need another shower, and then we’re going to take you up to the nice cell.  And you’re going to forget this happened, right?”

Jen nodded.  “Will I be able to call home anytime today?” she asked, pulling on the jumpsuit.  Busey and Woodruff smiled at each other.  “I’m sure that can be arranged,” Busey said, with a smirk on his face as Jen’s heart dropped yet again.

They led her to the shower and she stood beneath the water breathing deeply and regaining control of her body.  She didn’t even notice the female deputy until the woman stood beside her, stroking her cheek softly.  “Are you okay, Jen?”

Jen nodded.  “God, Shelia, you were right.  It was very brave to blow the whistle the way you did.” 

“Does your husband know why you’re here?”

“No.  He thinks I retired.”

“Didn’t you?”

Jen sighed.  Yeah, but they needed a favor, and the extra six months pushes me into a higher retirement tier.  In any case, we need to stop the bastards any way we can.  Seriously, I mean some girl gets arrested for shoplifting and these guys do this to her?  No way.”

“Did you get everything you needed?  Will you be able to bring charges?” 

Of course she had what she needed.  The agency had installed cameras in all of the admittance holding cells, as well as the showers.  Still, the memory of the orgasm that had overtaken her was incredible, and she didn’t nod yet.  “Woodruff and Busey are finished, but there are still four men left in the investigation.”

“You don’t think Woodruff and Busey will roll over on them.” 

Of course they would.  Still… “I think we want to catch them in the act.” 

“They’re all working now.  Do you want me to get one of them in here?”

Jen felt a spasm in her pussy at the question.  “Oh, just call them all in.  Better to get it over with, right?”
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