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Strip-Searched, Gang Banged and Bred

 

By Victoria Wessex

 

Melanie, a New York fashion journalist, finds herself helpless in the hands of four customs guards in the small, notoriously corrupt nation of San Relando. Her experience has been carefully arranged by her boyfriend Alex to fulfill her fantasies…but how far will the guards take things, and is it really just a game? 

 

Warning: this story contains a strip search, humiliation, latex gloves, cavity searches, photography, examinations, oral and anal sex, gang bangs, bareback sex and breeding.
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Strip-Searched, Gang Banged and Bred

 

I looked down the long line towards passport control, fidgeting nervously.

I should have been calm. Compared to most of my fellow travelers, I’d had an easy trip on the flight from Paris. While they’d been herded into cattle class, I got to stretch out in business. While they tried to identify the meat in their re-heated airline dinner, I had some really quite acceptable venison medallions washed down with a couple of glasses of Chablis. OK, three glasses. I really had nothing to complain about. 

I know how it sounds: busy executive gets antsy waiting for security because she wants to get back to her job. But it wasn’t like that at all. Turning my phone off for a few hours was actually a welcome break, and I didn’t have anything pressing that day. The entire fashion industry was arriving home from Paris Fashion Week: it had been non-stop for the last seven days but now, for a little while, everyone needed to get their breath back. So I wasn’t in any kind of hurry. It’s just that airport security freaks me out.

I think it’s the loss of power. It doesn’t matter who you are: CEO, VIP…you can still be pounced on by the guys in uniform and questioned.  I could see it in the eyes of the people waiting in line, feel it in the subdued conversations. Everyone was nervous.

Also, this wasn’t nice safe US security, with its rules and its complaint systems and its oversight committees. This was San Relando.

If you’re not familiar with San Relando, it’s a small island off the coast of Central America. It would be a completely ignored backwater of a country, if it wasn’t for the fact that its leaders, upon realizing that they had no natural resources, decided to make it a tax haven. Immediately, a good percentage of the dot coms relocated there and the rest is history. I personally didn’t like it very much, but my boyfriend Alex had a six month contract there, setting up web servers, and this was the perfect time to visit. 

As was usually the way, by the time they called me, I had been waiting so long I was half asleep and had to be waved forward. I half-ran up to the booth, dragging my carry-on behind me, my passport held out in front. 

The guy at immigration was in his forties, a little flabby with a shiny bald spot. He looked me up and down. Right at the end of the look, I caught the flicker. 

The flicker is what I call it when a guy goes up and down, and then nearly does a double take but decides he can’t get away with it, so almost-but-not-quite cancels it. It means they like what they see. 

I glanced down at myself. I was wearing five inch heels – yes, I know that sounds ridiculous in an airport, but there’s method to my madness. Wearing your highest heels means you have more room in your carry-on. Plus with moving walkways and escalators, how much walking do you actually do when you fly? Also, I work in fashion: comfort doesn’t come into it, dahling.

My suit was Dolce & Gabbana: I’d picked it up while I was out there. Black, razor sharp lines, skirt cut just-so above the knee and the jacket nipped in on the waist, drawing attention to my hourglass figure.  Below the jacket was a tailored white blouse from a young designer in NY. It fit beautifully, with just a hint of gauziness: to be honest, it showed a little too much of my bra without the jacket, but with the jacket it was nice and subtle, just enough showing to be sexy while still remaining classy.

‘Name?’ His English was pretty good. When the economy had boomed, it was get-rich-quick time for anyone who could deal with the influx of American executives, so language classes took off in a big way. The local accent reminded me of Spanish.

‘Melanie Forester.’ 

‘Reason for your trip?’

‘Work. Paris Fashion week.’ I smiled sweetly.

He looked utterly unimpressed. ‘Fingers on the pad.’

I did the fingerprint thing and looked into the camera and was on my way in less than a minute. The ease of it all lulled me into a false sense of security.

I only had my carry on with me: if you travel a lot, you learn how to pack light. So I sailed straight past baggage reclaim and headed for customs. 

I want to state at this point that I did not breeze straight through. But there was no line there, the rest of the plane still stuck waiting for their cases on the conveyor, and the customs guy was chatting to a friend, so I just walked forwards without being called. You’d do the same, right?

The guy at the desk and the man speaking to him both looked up at the same time, when I was only a few feet away. ‘Stop! Where do you think you’re going?’ said the one who was standing, a hand outstretched to stop me. I was so close it very nearly hit me in the chest. Actually, it very nearly touched my breast – his hand was millimeters from it. 

‘Oh! I wasn’t—‘ For some reason my eyes went to the door ahead of me, the one leading to arrivals and the outside world. Only because I was still thinking about meeting Alex: but to them, it looked like I was thinking about making a run for it.

The man stepped in front of me. He was a local – deeply tanned, with close-cropped black hair. He was taller than me – I’m 5’5”, and although the heels lent me an extra five inches, he was well over six foot.  Not bad looking, either, in a tough sort of a way: he had a good jaw and gorgeous blue eyes. More than anything, he reminded me of a personal trainer, or maybe a drill sergeant: all cold showers and shouting.

‘What do you have in the case, ma’am?’ he asked. Somehow we managed to make ‘ma’am’ sound like an insult.

I was flustered now. ‘Nothing! Clothes and’—my mind went blank--‘things.’

The man exchanged glances with his colleague. At that moment, a crowd emerged from baggage reclaim: the rest of the plane catching up with me.  The man who’d been talking to me slapped the other one on the shoulder and said something in the local language – you deal with them and I’ll deal with her, seemed to be the gist.  ‘You,’ he said, ‘come with me.’ And he led the way through a door. 

Everything was happening so fast! I was trying not to panic, but I could feel the chill creeping through me, the fear in my stomach. I was in trouble. No, wait, of course I wasn’t: I hadn’t done anything wrong! Was there anything embarrassing in the case? Thank God I’d left my vibrator at home. 

The room was a sort of anteroom, with doors off it, no more than ten feet square. There was a window onto the main customs area where we’d just been, but it was tinted: I hadn’t had time to look from the outside, but I guessed it was a mirror the other way, so the guards could sit in here and watch for suspicious travelers. 

The guard turned to me. I checked his ID badge: Officer Vesallo. All of a sudden, he held something out to me. A tiny white envelope, the sort you get with a bouquet of flowers. ‘He said to give you this,’ he told me, in the same brusque, businesslike tone. 

If I hadn’t been so scared, I would have guessed sooner. As it was, I didn’t figure it out until I’d opened the envelope and read the single sheet of paper inside. Four words, and a signature.

They know your safeword – Alex

That’s going to make very little sense to you, so let me explain.

Four years ago, at 19, I was just starting to hit the big time with my fashion blog. I was still modeling part time, but I wasn’t stupid: my breasts were too big and my hips too curved for me to ever become a supermodel. I knew my modeling career would be over in a flash and the blog was my way out. I certainly wasn’t traveling business class back then: I was traveling by Greyhound to fashion events around the US and foreign trips were a distant dream. But I was making my rent payments – just – and life was looking pretty good. I was at a nightclub celebrating some blog award I’d won – nothing momentous, but it was a big deal at the time – with a group of friends.  That’s when I met Alex. 

Alex...I was going to say seduced me, but he didn’t seduce me. Worked his magic on me better describes it. I still don’t know how he did it, but I went from dance floor to his bed in less than an hour, and by morning he’d somehow gone into my brain and unearthed my deepest, darkest secrets, the fantasies I didn’t share even with my closest friends.  That’s what he does: he gets inside your head. He knows what you want better than you do. He’s not your stereotypical dominant guy (is there a stereotypical dominant guy?). He’s taller than me, but not huge. He’s well-muscled, but more lean than muscle-bound. He’s very good looking, in a dark, mysterious sort of way, but it’s his voice that does it for me. When he first spoke to me in that nightclub, I had this sudden urge to tell everyone around me to shut up, to go and smash the DJ’s decks, just so I could listen to the sound of it. Even now, four years on, he can bring me to orgasm, no touching by either of us involved, just by speaking to me on the phone. No lie. 

Alex revealed part of me to myself: he made me see that the fantasies I had locked away weren’t evil, or wrong – they were just fantasies. They could be played with, recited, even – in a safe way – lived out.

So when I read the note, a lot of things flashed through my head.

Firstly, Alex had obviously gotten to know this guy while he’d been in San Relando. He’d told him about me, and the sorts of things I’d liked. He’d have vetted the guy and made sure he was okay, and he’d told him my safeword, so that I could stop things if it got too much. My safeword being ‘Moscow.’

Second thought: what the hell was Alex doing? This was a real airport, with real customs guards and real passengers around. What if other people came in? What had he told the guy to do to me, anyway? I knew that was a stupid question: if I’d known exactly what was going to happen, all of the thrill would have been taken out of it. 

Thirdly, I knew where this stemmed from. A few months ago, when we were in our loft in New York, I’d told Alex about a fantasy I had about getting stopped and searched going through customs. I’d honestly forgotten about that conversation, although now, coming back from a foreign trip, I should have guessed he’d pull something like this. 

Finally, I was scared: this guy was bigger than me, and in uniform, and we were in a public place. But deeper down, below that fear, I could feel the first warm currents of desire building. And Alex had set this up: I knew I was safe.

He held out his hand for the note, and I gave it back to him. Looking into my eyes, he tore it into pieces and threw it in the trash. 

‘I need to do this with other officers,’ he told me. ‘Wait here.’ And he disappeared through a door. I was left there with my carry-on bag, looking around at the blank white walls, the fear gradually spreading through me. I was alone, trapped in the belly of a very big, very scary machine, a machine where people were spirited off to jail. I tried to keep calm. I was innocent, after all. It was all just a game. I figured Vesallo would give me a pat-down – apparently with others watching – and that would be it. I could feel myself begin to moisten at the thought of his big hands roaming over my body.

Vesallo returned almost immediately, with three other officers in tow – they’d clearly been waiting in the next room. They all had the same deep tan. One was tall and sort of wiry. The second was shorter and younger – the new recruit, I guessed, younger even than me, maybe twenty-one. The last one seemed to be a few years older than Vesallo, perhaps more. He had a cruel smile I didn’t care for. I wondered how the conversation had gone, when Alex had briefed them all on me. What had they thought of this strange American man, and the stories of his kinky girlfriend?

‘You pack this case yourself?’ asked Vesallo.

‘Yes,’ I said confidently.

‘Carrying anything for anyone else?’ 

‘No.’

He opened the case. His hands were quick and ruthlessly efficient: he did a hundred of these a day. My clothes were neatly removed, and then the other officers started to pick carefully through them. Blouses. Skirts. I could feel my face flush as one of them picked up a bra and held it up. Then a pair of my panties, some tiny, skimpy ones from La Perla. He stretched them out as if to emphasize how translucent they were and I blushed even more.

They took out my laptop, the power supply and mouse, all tangled together in a rats nest from when I’d packed in a hurry. My water bottle. 

‘What’s this?’ Vesallo asked, holding it up.

‘Water,’ I told him. ‘Well, it’s empty now—‘ 

I go through a lot of water. In a bid to save the planet, I ditched the Evian a few years ago and switched to tap water, from a bottle. I’ve got a few knocking around, but this one was stainless steel, black and shiny, with a wide screw top.  Vesallo unscrewed it and looked inside. Then he reached inside with two fingers and carefully pulled something out. A bag of white powder, just small enough to fit through the neck. 

My knees gave way. I sort of wilted, and if there hadn’t been a wall close behind me, I think I would have hit the floor. The whole room seemed to tilt and spin, the only stable thing being the bag of powder, which Vesallo held up to show the others and then dropped into a stainless steel tray.

‘No,’ I said in a really small voice. No-one was listening.

Vesallo reached in and pulled out another bag the same as the first. Then another. He had to tip the bottle up to get the rest: it was packed full. But he eventually pulled out eleven. Then he looked at me with hard, challenging eyes.

My mouth was moving slackly. My lips and tongue felt like they were made of wax. My whole body had gone cold, and I could feel sweat prickling along my spine. What the fuck was going on?!

‘Miss Forester, at this stage I’m going to take you into our custody on suspicion of smuggling narcotics,’ he told me. And then, as I stood there and gaped at the little mound of bags he’d made, he read me my rights. This was San Relando: there weren’t many of them.

My mind was spinning. Oh my God... this was some sort of horrible coincidence. Someone in Paris had used me as a mule, hidden the drugs while someone else distracted me and probably planned to steal my bag here in San Relando if I got through Customs. Only they hadn’t planned on me having a kinky boyfriend who’d arranged for me to be pounced on by Vesallo and his friends. This was meant to be a game: now I was actually looking at a decade behind bars.

The reasons why they’d stopped me in the first place would be irrelevant. Vesallo would make his arrest and probably get a commendation for it. I couldn’t even prove it had been a game: he’d torn up the note!

I’d never felt fear like it. My whole life: my friends, my career, Alex: it was all being taken away from me in a second. I realized that Vesallo had reached the end of my rights and was saying something else. I tried to focus.

‘Miss Forester, we’re going to have to search you now...’ and he paused. ‘Unless there’s anything you’d like to say?’

He emphasized the last word, and suddenly relief slammed through me. This was Alex’s doing: the drugs and all, to make it look real. God, he must have bribed someone in Paris to hide them in my bag. My brain now had to work very quickly to catch up in time to answer Vesallo. What would happen if I said “Moscow”? The bags of what were presumably washing powder would be swept into the bin, and I’d be shown outside. My normal life would return.

And if I said nothing?

If I said nothing, I’d get to live out my nasty little fantasy. Alex had obviously gone to a lot of trouble to make it feel real: hell, he’d just nearly given me a heart attack. That meant it would be good. I felt the swirl of heat down in my groin: it had been snuffed out by the fear; now it was back. I’d just been expecting a pat-down – now that there were ‘drugs’ involved, how far would the fantasy go? 

Three beats of my heart, and then I shook my head. 

Vesallo motioned to the other guards and two of them walked behind me. They didn’t grab me or restrain me: their physical presence there was enough to let me know that I couldn’t run. They just walked there, close enough that I could feel their breath on the back of my neck, as Vesallo led the way to the examination room.

Every step down that corridor was like the beat of a drum, a slow, steady rhythm that matched my building arousal: and fear. There were two men in front of me, two behind, not more than a hand’s breadth between us. Every few seconds I’d feel the brush of a leg against me, or step forwards a little too quickly and press up against the hard, muscled backs of the men in front. All of them were taller than me, even in my heels: I felt like I was drowning in powerful, male bodies, claustrophobic and terrifying and delicious, all at the same time.

They showed me into the examination room. It was all white tile, even the floor, like an operating theater. I heard the door close behind us with a nasty little snickt.

There was a gynecologist’s examination table, with a padded top covered in dark blue vinyl. Some trolleys with equipment on. And along one wall a large, rectangular mirror: it must have been eight feet wide. I knew it was another two-way mirror, an observation room on the other side. I wondered who was watching.

‘Undress.’ Vesallo said.

I stood there in shock for a second. I’d expected a pat-down, not…. I turned to face them. My arm came up protectively, subconsciously I guess, over my breasts, even though I still had my clothes on. 

‘You can’t—‘ My voice broke and I had to swallow and try again. ‘It has to be women who do this. Female officers.’

Vesallo glanced at the other three. ‘Does it?’ he asked them. They shrugged and smiled. ‘No,’ he told me. ‘We don’t think it does.’

They all stared at me with a hungry look. The mood in the room changed. I could feel it: the rising male excitement. And deep inside me, I could feel the dark heat starting to build. My God – how far will this go?

I slowly took off my jacket. Just the action of shrugging it off my shoulders made my breasts jut out. The men were still remaining semi-professional, but I could see two of them smirk. Vesallo and the older guy remained stony-faced.

I laid the jacket on a chair and stood there in my blouse, trying not to think about how gauzy it was. The lights in the room were overhead fluorescents, blasting straight through the thin fabric. They could no doubt see my body outlined very nicely.

I raised my hands to the buttons of my blouse and started to work down them. Like a countdown: eight buttons until I’m in my bra. Seven. Six. My bra was on show, my light tan skin smooth. Five, four, and my breasts were heaving behind the curtains of my blouse as I sucked in my breath, trying not to hyperventilate. Three, two, one, and the sides of my blouse were flapping loosely.  I pulled it off and draped it over the chair, feeling the chill air creep up my back as I stood there in my bra.  It was white, plain and simple, but it contrasted with the delicate, tan I cultivated over the summer very nicely. I watched their eyes crawling over my breasts, full and ripe. I’m a C cup. One of them, the young guy, smirked and I felt myself blush at being displayed for them.

I undid the button on my skirt and fumbled with the zip, eventually freeing it. I had to wriggle it down over my hips, flushing at the way it made my breasts jiggle and sway.  Then the thing was sliding down my bare legs. I picked it up and placed it on the growing pile on the chair, stepping out of my heels at the same time and onto the freezing tile floor. My panties matched the bra, simple white briefs, cut high on the hips. They felt minuscule, under the probing eyes of the men. 

I stood there, in bra and panties. The silence built, all four of them letting their eyes roam over me. It was another watershed moment, the professionalism slipping away. I knew it was going to get worse, now, and the idea filled me with a sick dread even as the lust rose inside me. 

Vesallo folded his arms. ‘I didn’t say stop,’ he told me.

I swallowed, and lifted my hands to my bra strap. With trembling hands, I unclipped it. My breasts spilled free, ripe and full, the nipples a rosy pink. I immediately covered them with my arms, but not in time to stop them all getting a good look. 

Vesallo looked me in the eye and then flicked his eyes downward to my panties. 

I felt my stomach turn over. They were the last step. Beyond that, who knows what they’d do?

I put one arm over my naked breasts, and tried to inch the panties down with my other: first one side, then the other. It took a long time: too long.

‘Do you need some help?’ snapped Vesallo, taking a half step towards me.

‘No!’ I cried out, and, flushing, I took my other arm away from my breasts so that I could push the panties down the rest of the way. There was nothing I could do to stop them gawping at me, at my smooth-shaven sex, the soft pink lips pouting there. I had to bend to pick up the panties, my breasts hanging down like ripe fruit for their delectation. I dropped the panties onto the pile of clothes and quickly stood up, one arm over my breasts, the other coming down to cover my groin with my hand. I could feel their eyes roving all over me. My full breasts, bulging behind the arm. My trim, smooth stomach. The flare of my hips; the hint of how my ass would look when I turned around. 

Vesallo stepped towards me. ‘Put your hands down,’ he told me.

‘W-why?’ I asked. ‘You can see I’m not hiding anything.’

He looked me in the eye. ‘Put. Your hands. Down.’ 

I was feeling light-headed; that rush of adrenaline I get when I realize a man is totally, unquestionably in control. I dropped my hands to my sides. My breasts jiggled as they were bared. I could feel my nipples stiffening, only partly from the chill air. I dropped my other hand, my naked groin revealed to them. 

Vesallo walked closer. He looked at me, but addressed the other three. 

‘Miss Forester is an American,’ he told them, managing to make American synonymous with slut. ‘Her paperwork says she works in fashion.’ He paused. ‘Are you a model?’

‘I—I used to be.’

Grins and a couple of excited mutters. 

‘I thought models didn’t have any tits,’ he told me. ‘But you have tits. Don’t you?’

The other three nodded and murmured appreciatively. I didn’t answer.

‘I don’t think you look like a model,’ Vesallo told me. ‘You look more like a stripper to me. Don’t you think?’ I’d been avoiding his eyes, but now I looked at him, cheeks burning red at having my body discussed in this way. He stared straight back at me, daring me to challenge his authority.

I dropped my eyes.

‘Yes,’ murmured Vesallo. ‘Stripper’s tits. Open your legs.’

I swallowed, but knew it was useless to argue. I slowly stepped my feet apart a little. My legs were trembling with fear and dark, hot lust. 

Vesallo stared down between my thighs. ‘Waxed smooth. That’s a sure sign of a stripper.’ He paused. ‘Or a whore.’

My head snapped round and I stared at him. I felt like I’d been slapped across the face.  A couple of the other guards had to stop themselves laughing.

‘It makes for easier clean-up,’ he told them, still staring at me. ‘Is that right, Melanie? Have you been turning tricks in Paris? Everyone knows what those Frenchmen are like. Have you been spreading your legs for them in your hotel room?’ He leaned close. ‘Is that where the drugs came from?’

My breath was coming in shuddering gasps, now. I’d never felt so humiliated, so utterly degraded. His words were sending sparks of white fire straight through me, on a mainline from my brain to my groin. Half of me wanted to slap him: the other half wanted to fuck him. 

‘I don’t think you should be—you can’t talk to me like that!’ I almost whispered.

He just stared at me, until I eventually dropped my eyes to the floor. He was showing me who had the power.

He went and fetched something, then. My stomach did a somersault when I saw it was a camera. Alex and I had never talked about photos. He pointed it at me and I replaced the arm protectively over my breasts. ‘Why?’ I demanded, my eyes on the lens. 

‘For our protection. So we can prove we didn’t leave any marks.’ He was smirking. ‘Uncover yourself.’ 

I had a decision to make, and fast. I either did as he wanted, or used ‘Moscow’ and ended it all, or I had a feeling he’d pull the arm away for me. 

I dropped my arm. 

The camera flashed as he took a photo: full length and nude. Then he stepped closer and got me topless from the waist up. My skin crawled. My face was clearly visible. Where would these photos wind up?

Even worse, I heard more clicks and flashes. The other guys had their smart phones out and were snapping away. He saw my horrified expression and kind of shrugged, in an I can’t control what they do’ way .

‘Turn to the side,’ he told me. So we can see how big your boobs are, he might as well have added. I turned side-on to him, and the cameras flashed again. 

He finally put the camera away, and I breathed a long sigh of relief. I presumed that was it: I’d had my strip search fantasy and I could feel the effect it had had on me, feel the waves of heat rolling down my trembling naked body to blaze between my legs. I was halfway between arousal and panic – a heady, glorious place to be, and I was ready to leave, meet Alex at arrivals, drive to his apartment and fuck him silly. I actually looked toward my pile of clothes, ready to get dressed.

Then I heard a sound that utterly chilled me. The hard snap of a latex glove being put on. I looked slowly up at Vesallo just in time to see him snapping a second one onto his other hand. He smiled at me. ‘We have to search you,’ he told me. 

I looked down at myself. ‘You can see I’m not hiding anything.’

He shook his head. ‘People hid things in their mouths, taped under their arms...lots of places. It won’t take long. I’m sure you’re used to being touched, in your profession.’

He stepped closer, so close I could smell the cool, clean scent of his aftershave. He put one latex-gloved hand up to my face and I could smell the rubbery tang it: it made me light-headed. He brushed my cheek and I recoiled. That made him chuckle – a low, unpleasant sound. ‘Stay still,’ he told me, ‘Or I’ll have one of them hold you.’

He was going to pat me down – run his hands all over my body – while I was naked. And there was nothing I could do about it, unless I called off the whole thing.

I forced myself not to move as he slowly skirted the lines of my face with his fingers: up to my ears and then into my dark hair. He started to comb his way through it, taking his time. It wasn’t anything I’d ever considered, in any of my fantasies, having a stranger caress my hair, but it was strangely intimate, like being touched by a lover, and that made it both disturbing and deeply erotic. By the time he reached the nape of my neck I was breathing fast. 

Next he traced down over my shoulders, moving briskly now. I felt my whole body stiffen under his touch: it was hard not to shiver. He patted the inside of my wrists to make me lift my arms out to the sides, and I raised them, not liking the way it made my breasts rise and jiggle alluringly. His fingers swept under my arms and down my sides. And then we came to the inevitable: he reached my breasts. 

He stared at them for a moment, then stepped to the side so that he wasn’t blocking the view for his friends. He turned and asked them a question in the native language and there was laughter and a few responses. He laughed and turned back to me. I wasn’t sure I wanted to know, but he told me anyway. ‘We were guessing how big your tits are,’ he smirked. ‘I guessed about 34D, but now I’m not so sure.’ I gasped as he suddenly cupped one breast and lifted it, as if weighing it. The intimacy of his warm hand, even through the rubber, sent a blaze of shock and arousal through me. I couldn’t believe he was actually copping a feel.  ‘I’m pretty good at this,’ he told me proudly. ‘I usually get it right.’ 

He lifted the other one and weighed it while I gasped and shuddered, my eyes blazing with fury. ‘You’re slim,’ he mused, making it sound not like a compliment but like an added headache for him, ‘So they look bigger than they really are. 34C?’ He looked at me for any hint of verification, but I wasn’t going to give him the satisfaction, even though he’d got it right. 

One of the other guys said something. Vesallo laughed. ‘He says it’s not fair,’ he informed me. ‘Because I can touch you. You don’t mind, do you?’ 

My jaw dropped open – I was so shocked I couldn’t speak, which of course they took to mean yes. They surrounded me, one of them going behind me and reaching around, one on either side. Vesallo stayed in front – to watch my reaction, I realized. My breasts were stroked and caressed by three sets of large male hands – they didn’t bother with gloves, so it was skin on skin. Guesses were thrown around, from 32B to 36A, but Vesallo was the only one to get it right. I stood straight-backed and silent, my breath hissing through my teeth as I tried to maintain control of my fear and my body. A hot glow was suffusing through me from my breasts, soaking down into my core. 

‘She has nice….’ The tall one started, but didn’t know the word in English so he pointed instead. ‘Nipples,’ Vesallo taught him.  ‘Yes, she does. Are they sensitive, Melanie?’

I said nothing.

‘Let’s find out,’ he smiled, and he rubbed across my left nipple with his thumb. I gasped and lifted on my toes, trying instinctively to escape his touch. They all laughed, especially as they saw my nipple harden in response. 

‘I think she likes it,’ said the young one, and used his palm to caress my other nipple. I bit my lip and stiffened as it, too, responded. That was a watershed moment. They started on me with fingers and thumbs, pinching and twisting, their bodies pressing in around me, rough uniform trousers rasping against my naked thighs. I let out a sharp cry of pain which was quickly joined by another, and another, as they squeezed and mauled. My cries gradually changed to high moans of pleasure, and that only inflamed them further. 

When they finally stepped back, I was gasping and panting, my nipples hard as pebbles and my pale breasts bearing the red imprints of their cruel fingers. ‘So, how big are they?’ Vesallo demanded.

I looked at the floor. ‘34C,’ I almost whispered. The others bitched and moaned, as if it was my fault they’d guessed wrongly, and Vesallo smiled lazily at me. 

There was a pause, for a moment, and I scrambled to collect my thoughts. What would happen now? Had this already gone too far? 

Vesallo said something and the others stepped back a pace – but only a pace. He moved in front of me and returned to patting down my naked body, sweeping his hands over my flanks, my thighs and my ass. He went right down to my feet, ignoring my aching sex. Then he stood and said, ‘Open your mouth.’

It was so unexpected I just looked at him dumbly. ‘We have to make sure you’re not carrying anything in your mouth,’ he told me. ‘Open.’

It’s strange, how private and intimate your mouth can seem, when you’re forced to open it. I opened. 

‘Wider.’

I opened my jaws wide, like I was at the dentist. I heard a smart phone camera sound, and realized that one of them had taken a picture of me like that: head back, mouth gaping, red-painted glossy lips stretched wide, the shining, dark cavern of my mouth and throat open and available. I realized what they’d think about, when they were looking at that picture on their PCs, and I blanched.

‘Very pretty,’ Vesallo commented, and there was laughter. 

Then two of his fingers were entering my mouth, the touch of the latex dry and smooth. He swept his fingertips around my gums, under my lips – I felt like a horse, or a cow, being examined by a buyer. He checked under my tongue, his fingers warm through the thin latex. He withdrew his fingers, then slid them forward again, over my tongue. He reached the back of my mouth and I gagged. They all laughed at that. 

‘Just swallow it like it’s a cock,’ he told me, the words like a slap in the face. ‘You know how to do that, don’t you?’ And he pushed forward again, the fingers sliding down, down...I fought to control my gag reflex, feeling his fingers slide over my tongue until his knuckles were behind my front teeth, the whole length of his fingers in my mouth. I panted around them, the smell of the latex filling my nostrils. 

His fingers probed, horribly deep in the intimate opening of my throat. When he commented, he did it in English for my benefit. ‘She feels like she could take a cock nice and deep. How much do you charge for that, Melanie?’ I couldn’t answer. ‘Or do you do that for free?’

He finally withdrew his fingers. ‘Nothing so far,’ he told the others. He stared deep in to my eyes. ‘Now. Let’s check inside you.’

My stomach lurched as I realized what he meant. My thighs pressed instinctively together. ‘No,’ I said simply. God, no – not his fingers inside me! 

He raised his gloved hand in front of my face and mockingly formed his first two fingers into a probe. ‘Yes,’ he told me. ‘Open your legs.’

I couldn’t: I just couldn’t. I couldn’t let him touch me, enter me... there. Not while his friends stood and gawped. My thighs pressed hard together. 

He suddenly gripped my face, his fingers and thumb pressing on my cheeks, forcing my mouth into a pout. His fingers were warm and spit-slick from my mouth. ‘If you don’t co-operate,’ he told me, ‘I’ll have them hold your legs apart.’

He held me there and we stared into each other’s eyes. Moscow went through my head. But I could feel myself moistening at the idea of what he was going to do to me, at being so abused in this stark, white-tiled room.

My feet edged apart a little. He let my face go. ‘Wider,’ he told me. I stepped my feet apart until they were as wide as my shoulders. ‘Wider!’ he snapped suddenly. ‘Spread them like you’re about to be fucked!’

In the laughter that followed, flushing red, I opened my legs wide – wide enough that I felt the stretch in the insides of my thighs.  I felt my outer lips flower open, uncomfortably aware of how wet I was.

Vesallo stepped close to me. He raised his hand in front of my face, rubbing his slickened fingers together. ‘Normally I’d use some lubricant,’ he told me. ‘But I don’t think we need any with you, do we Melanie?’

I kept trying to avoid his gaze, but my shamed eyes were drawn back to his face again and again. Victorious, he put his hand between my thighs, cupping my sex, and I stiffened. Then his fingers were plunging into me – God! I let out a long, low groan. Stretching me…. I felt myself tight around him, and then he pushed further. Deep, and I caught my breath. Deeper, and I let out a high little shriek and lifted up on my toes.

‘Calm down,’ he told me. ‘You’d had much bigger things up there.’ The others laughed. I silently cursed him, then groaned as he pushed his fingers even deeper. ‘God, the slut’s soaked!’ he told his friends. ‘Looks like she doesn’t care what’s fucking her.’

I closed my eyes – I told myself it was to block out the sight of him. But I could feel myself sliding helplessly towards an orgasm, his latex-gloved fingers sliding exquisitely as they moved inside me. I forced myself to remain still. I mustn’t, I mustn’t.

He was silent for a second, and I realized too late that he was watching me. I wasn’t aware of moving, but he must have seen me minutely grind my hips. He laughed – a short, nasty laugh. ‘The little whore. She’s getting off on this. Practically fucking my hand.’ He started to move his fingers in short, little thrusts and I caught my breath. ‘Do you like that?’

God, I couldn’t: the thought of some stranger frigging me, in front of three other strangers. ‘P-Please...don’t,’ I managed, through gritted teeth.

He smirked. And kept going. His thrusts grew longer, and he started twisting his fingers as they slid in and out. My eyes bulged: I could feel my climax bearing down on me like an approaching train. ‘N-No...’ I wailed, more to myself than to them. 

‘The little bitch is going to come,’ I heard one of the others say. Then Vesallo started to circle his latex-covered thumb on my clit and I started to thrash. God: I was going to come if he didn’t stop it right now. ‘Please!’ I begged, face red. ‘Stop!’

‘Don’t stop,’ one of the others urged him.

‘I’m not going to. I want to see her come her brains out,’ Vesallo sneered.

I had to do something. It took an enormous effort of will to pull myself away from those darting, twisting fingers, but I did it, suddenly taking a staggering step backwards, gasping as they slipped from me with a wet pop.

‘Hold her!’ Before I had time to react, the older one was behind me, his uniform rough against my naked back. I quickly closed me legs. He used one booted foot to push my right leg outward. The tall one did the same with my left, holding my feet pinned even wider than before. Vesallo was approaching, his face thunderous. I tried desperately to close my legs, but my thigh muscles were no match for the two muscled officers. ‘Please!’ I gasped as he stepped up to me, gloved hand at the ready. ‘Don’t!’ The two officers behind me each grabbed an arm, pinning me in place. 

‘That was rude, Melanie,’ he told me. He plunged his fingers into me. I jerked backwards, only to find a hard body pressed tight against my ass. There was no escape as the fingers slid deep and started thrusting. I writhed and pulled against the strong hands that held my wrists, the heavy boots that held my legs wide, but I was like a doll to them. Vesallo’s thumb found my clit again and I heaved in my breath, almost immediately on the brink. The younger officer had his phone out, I saw, and was filming. 

‘Oh GOD!’ I suddenly cried, as the fingers carried me over the edge. ‘GOD!’ I shuddered and bucked in their grip, my hips grinding, my sex spasming around Vesallo’s fingers, and they laughed and cheered, completing my humiliation. Worse, the camera captured every second of my ecstasy.

‘She really is whore,’ the tall officer said in broken, heavily-accented English. I hung my head, the shame washing over me. I was so limp, I think I would have collapsed if they hadn’t held me. 

They let me recover for a moment. I stood there heaving in huge gulps of air, my nerves jangling from my climax. They were waiting, I realized. They wanted me to be ready, to be fully aware of what they were about to tell me. 

But it’s over, surely? They’ve done everything, searched everywhere...

Vesallo strolled over to the other side of the room to get something. I strained to see what, but the others were still holding me: they laughed at my struggles, as if they already knew what was coming. He returned, holding the thing behind his back, and then brought it up right in front of my face.

A tube of lubricant.

‘No!’ I hissed coarsely, pulling on the arms that held me. He smirked, and I knew with awful certainty that he was serious. ‘No, I don’t...’

‘Have anything hidden there? Let’s find out,’ he smiled.

I don’t take it... there, I had been going to say, but it was useless. ‘Please!’ I implored. I was already imagining it happening, my most private place being invaded in front of a watching, male audience. I noticed the young one was looking on with particular relish: he obvious had a thing for anal. I shivered. I’d never had anal sex and I’d never let anyone – not even Alex – play with me there. I certainly wasn’t going to start experimenting with some rough customs guard.

In response, Vesallo formed two gloved fingers into a probe again and mockingly squeezed a long ribbon of clear lube down their length, holding them so that the light caught its glistening surface. ‘No!’ I said again. ‘No!’

‘Turn her around,’ Vesallo said, hunger in his voice. The two holding me spun me to face away from him.

‘Legs apart,’ he reminded them. I’d managed to step them together a little when they’d turned me. Their boots pushed them apart again and I groaned as my thighs suddenly stretched. My heart was hammering in my chest now. God, they were really going to do it!

‘Now, Melanie: bend over, please.’ He told me. 

‘No,’ I said quickly. ‘No, please: I don’t have anything, I swear!’

‘Stop complaining. I’m sure you’ve taken lots of men there. This is no different. Bend over.’

The blood was thundering in my ears now, my heart racing. I struggled in their grasp, trying to close my legs, craning over my shoulder to try to look at him. ‘No!’

‘Bend her,’ he told them. One of them put his hand on the back of my head and pushed, but I just bent my head forward. Then one arm was grabbed and twisted up behind my back, my fingertips touching the back of my neck. I cried out in pain, and they easily bent me over by pushing down on the arm, until my upper body was parallel to the floor. I could feel the lips of my sex flowering open, my ass spreading apart. I’d never felt so exposed and so helpless.

Or so turned on. This was every dark fantasy I’d had about being strip-searched, times a thousand. But, God, I wasn’t really going to let them go through with it, was I? I should shout ‘Moscow’...and yet somehow, I couldn’t seem to. 

One of Vesallo’s hands caressed my upraised ass and I squirmed, but I was held fast. ‘Stop!’ I cried out. ‘You’re not meant to—‘

‘Enjoy you?’ Vesallo asked. The others laughed. ‘What difference does it make, another pair of hands on your body? You’ve had so many....’

‘No! I—‘ I tried to protest.

‘Or another.....’ added the tall one. And his hand cupped one of my breasts.

‘Or another,’ agreed the older one and he cupped the other breast as he held me. Both of them started squeezing and fondling, their thumbs rubbing at my nipples. It was suddenly hard to breathe. ‘S-Stop!’ I ordered. ‘You can’t—‘ My mind was shredding, the dark heat like a hurricane inside me.

And then I felt a gloved finger, anointed with lube , touch me right on my exposed anus, shockingly cold. ‘Ah!’ One fingertip rubbed it over my hole, coaxing it inside. ‘Stop! I don’t—God, don’t! Not there!’

They all laughed. I was struggling now, which made my hanging breasts jiggle in their hands. The finger started to push into me, tight in that virgin place. ‘Ah! God, don’t!’

But it pushed deeper, and my eyes snapped wide. Deeper still, and I felt the thickening of his first knuckle. His second. I felt my ass stretching to accommodate him. ‘God! Stop!’ I was thrashing now, pulling against them, but with three strong men to hold me, I had no hope. 

He kept moving. ‘STOP!’ I panted, but he slid further.... All…the…way…up…inside, until my body jerked and his palm was flat against my ass. My eyes were wide, my body straining, my toes dancing on the floor as I tried to escape. My whole body was pulling against the men holding me, but they had me locked in place tight, and my ass wasn’t allowed to move more than a few millimeters. 

The ones holding me were squeezing my breasts, pinching and twisting my nipples and stretching them out from my body, making me groan. The finger inside me started to move then, questing about in a parody of searching me, and every movement brought with it delicious new sensations I’d never felt before. I was panting with arousal even as I burned with the humiliation of it.

Vesallo withdrew his finger and I gasped in relief… and there was a tiny bit of shameful disappointment, too, that it was over. A second later I felt two fingers pushing at my tight opening.  ‘God! No!’ I pleaded. They laughed. ‘How much do you charge,’ Vesallo asked me, ‘For a man to fuck you here?’ 

‘I’m not—I’m not—Ah!’ I was cut off because he thrust two fingers into me, stretching me. God, to be held pinioned like that, absolutely still, while you’re invaded: it was both terrifying and glorious. The fingers dived deep inside me as the others pinched cruelly at my nipples, and my cries of protest grew into shrill, incoherent moans.

He began to thrust with his fingers – fucking me there, plunging long and deep, and I thought it couldn’t get any worse. Then he started to rub at my clit with his other hand, and I realized with horror that he intended to make me cum, while he did it to me. ‘Nghh....’ was all I could manage. I could feel a whole new sort of orgasm building, one that threatened to overwhelm my senses completely. I thrashed in their hands, panting and gasping. ‘Nggh... God!’

‘I knew she’d like it,’ Vesallo told the others. ‘All whores do.’

I thrashed against the hands holding me, but that only made it look more like I was enjoying my slide towards orgasm – which I was – and cemented their belief that I was some sort of hooker. ‘Look at her,’ said one. ‘A month’s wage’s to fuck her, I bet.’

Vesallo’s fingers plunged and thrust, his thumb circled insistently at my clit, my breasts were squeezed and my nipples pinched and suddenly all of it came together: the orgasm was on top of me, thundering through me like an express train, carrying me along with it. ‘AHHHH!’ I wailed, going slack in their arms, and I felt myself clenching around the fingers inside me. Vesallo laughed. ‘I told you. She loves it.’

I was seeing stars. God, I’d never felt something like it. I should have tried playing around a bit with that forbidden orifice before. When I got to Alex’s apartment, there were a few things we’d have to try – carefully and gently. Maybe I’d even let him try anal sex, I thought, dreamily.

Vesallo pulled his fingers from me, and they let me up. I straightened slowly, feeling hot and used. 

I was looking at the tiled floor because I was still trying to get my breathing under control. Which is how I came to look up and see that Vesallo was already undoing his belt. My stomach lurched: I’d had my strip search fantasy fulfilled – in spades – but this was about to go a whole lot further. I glanced at the others: at their grinning faces, and then down at the bulges in their uniform pants. What exactly had Alex told Vesallo, when he set all this up? Was he expecting a blow job, or just chancing his arm? Or, God, was he expecting more? This was different – this was sex, not just some kinky fantasy.

Alex, I knew, fantasized about me with other men, and we had a ‘relaxed’ relationship when it came to sleeping with others. When you’re on different continents most of the time, an open relationship helps. But it was still his girlfriend being…used by a stranger. Maybe even more than one.

Used.

I couldn’t, of course. I had to say ‘Moscow’ and put an end to this.

Used by a stranger.

This was crazy: I couldn’t go along with it.

Used by all of them.

A dark heat unfurled in my groin, even as my stomach flip-flopped. 

‘We can fuck her?’ asked the young one. My head snapped round to look at him, and there was hunger in his eyes.

‘Yes,’ Vesallo told him. ‘I don’t think she’s going to give us any trouble: are you, Melanie?’

My breathing was fast and somehow strangled now, as if he was sitting on my chest. His gaze seemed to pin my in place, like a butterfly on a pin. 

‘Kneel down, Melanie,’ he instructed. ‘You’re going to thank all these nice officers for the kind and respectful way they’ve treated you. Before we pack you off to jail.’

I drew in a shuddering gasp at that. He was just toying with me, of course. The drugs were fake, the whole thing a set-up. Right?

I imagined years in a San Relando jail. Notoriously corrupt. Lecherous male guards. God...

‘Kneel down,’ he told me. ‘I won’t tell you again.’

Say Moscow! My brain screamed at me. 

I looked into Vesallo’s eyes, and my legs didn’t so much bend as give way. I slumped to my knees on the cold tiles. He took out his cock and I swallowed nervously. It was big: thick and long, the head alone would close to fill my mouth. He moved closer, until it bumped against my lips. ‘I’m sure I don’t have to tell you how to suck cock,’ he told me and the others smirked and grunted their agreement. I wished I hadn’t painted my lips quite so thickly that morning, that I hadn’t glossed them to such a wet shine. I could feel the others all staring at my mouth. Imagining their turn.

I slowly opened my mouth, and immediately he was pushing forwards, the head pushing my lips wider. He was in my mouth, hot and heavy and with the delicious taste of a man. My mind spiraled upwards, lust overtaking me even as the wave of shame at what I was doing swept through me. I sealed my lips around him and started to suck, my cheeks hollowing. I used the tricks that Alex loved, flicking my tongue into the eye at the end, swirling it around him and under him.

Around me, I heard the other officers shifting their weight, moving around for a better look. ‘I’m next,’ muttered one, and I stiffened before I remembered to keep sucking.  

He pushed deeper, the head pushing towards the back of my mouth. OK, that was far enough. I deftly wrapped one hand around his shaft and started stroking, ostensibly so that I could jerk him off into my waiting mouth: but it also gave me a way to control his depth. I didn’t deep throat and wasn’t about to start. He seemed satisfied, and for a few moments I sucked and tongued him like that, my cool, able hand stroking his tanned length. I pulled off him for a second to lean forward and lick the base; then his balls, tonguing them and leaving them shining. Then I engulfed him again and returned to sucking, the feeling of him throbbing in my mouth inflaming my own desire. I could sense he was building quickly towards his climax. 

‘Deeper,’ he told me, and pressed forward. I moved my head back imperceptibly, using my hand to stop him going any deeper. ‘Deeper,’ he said again.  Then: ‘Move your hand,’ I pretended not to have heard him. I figured he’d come soon anyway.

He pulled suddenly from my mouth, leaving me gasping. ‘She needs to be taught a lesson,’ he snapped. ‘Cuff her.’

My hands were jerked painfully behind my back and to my horror I felt cold steel closing around my wrists. I instinctively tried to jerk them apart, and heard the jangling of a chain. 

‘Now,’ he told me, aiming his cock at my panting mouth, ‘Let’s try again.’

I licked my lips, my mind trying to catch up. Without the use of my hands, I’d be helpless, and once he was in my mouth I wouldn’t be able to call out my safeword. This was my last chance. I looked up at him as he bore down on me, and our eyes locked. He knew exactly what I was thinking. 

I said nothing.

And then his cock was pushing at my lips, sliding into my mouth and over my tongue. I licked at it, hoping to slow his progress. But he was already pushing further, towards the back of my mouth....

...my throat.

The thick head reached the opening and I gagged. I knew my wrists were cuffed, but my body still jerked at them, acting on impulse. The men laughed. He pushed another half-inch and I felt him ready there, teetering on the edge of my throat. I pulled my head back, escaping my fate for a moment, but it was hard for me to back up, kneeling as I was, and oh so easy for him to step forward. My eyes were wide, my breaths coming in panicked gulps around him. He smiled down at me cruelly. 

God, I’d never deep throated, not even with Alex! I couldn’t—But then he was pushing forward, and I felt myself spasm around him, and then he was filling me, as sure and shocking a penetration as the first time a man had taken me. He plunged down my throat, the flesh slippery-slick, hot and inviting for him, and he gasped in delight. I let out a rising, muffled wail as I stared down and watched his cock flesh disappear into my mouth.

He stopped halfway in and pulled out, so that the head was in my mouth, then pushed back in, making me gag again as he sought and then found the opening. He thrust two times, in and out, and then he looked at me and smiled cruelly. On the next thrust he slowed right down and just...kept…going. My eyes bulged as he fed me his cock, inch by inch, that thick length brushing steadily past my lips and down my throat as I panted around it, until the head was horribly deep inside me and his groin was rammed up against my mouth. He held me there, his hand on the back of my head.

‘She’s good,’ he told the others almost casually. ‘You’re good, Melanie.  Very professional.’ The others laughed. I was panicking, my throat not used to something resting there. I felt used and tight and, God, so hot, hands straining at the cuffs now. Being used was everything I’d feared and everything I’d hoped for. 

‘Use your tongue,’ Vesallo reminded me, and I started to frantically lick and swirl around the base of him. He gave a grunt of approval. He started fucking my mouth – fucking my throat, sliding my head back and forth on his cock, my lips bumping against the coarse hair of his groin on each in stroke, my throat spasming around him. I could taste beads of sweat on his shaft as he pumped steadily into me. He didn’t speak again: I was reduced to just an orifice, something for him to fuck. 

And yet I knew there was more to it than that. I was the rich American, earning probably ten times what they did, with my glamorous, jet-setting job while they were stuck in a concrete box processing passengers. But now I was naked and bound, on my knees in front of them, with a cock down my throat. They’d vent all their frustration on me, and I’d love it. 

Vesallo let out a low groan and started to speed up, his thrusts becoming rougher, less controlled. His cock seemed to throb in my throat, rock-hard and straining, the thick head stretching me as it plunged in and out. Suddenly he pushed me right off him and I sprawled awkwardly, half-sitting, my cuffed hands under me.

‘Bend her over the table,’ he told the others, his voice thick with lust. I was still coughing and gasping as the tall guard and the older one each hooked an arm through mine and pulled me roughly to my feet. They walked me over to the table and pushed me up against the side of it.

‘W-wait,’ I stammered. I’d known when I let things go further that he meant to fuck me, but I’d assumed I’d be on my back, with my hands free. Not like this!

They pushed me down, bending me at the hips. My naked breasts squashed against the vinyl of the table top, my ass upraised. ‘Wait, I—‘

I couldn’t turn round enough to see what he was doing, but I heard his boots approach me. ‘Spread her legs,’ he snapped at them. Heavy boots dragged my feet wide apart again, my ass and sex open and available for him. I swallowed and gasped. My head was hanging over the far side of the narrow table, the edge of it pushed hard against the fronts of my thighs. With my wrists cuffed there was nothing I could do. I licked my lips, about to protest, to ask him to at least let me change position. Then I felt the head of him against my sex.

Too late.

He rammed into me, the air gasping out of my lungs as I felt myself filled in one glorious thrust. I was tight there, as he’d mockingly told me before, and his size stretched me.

‘She doesn’t feel like a whore,’ Vesallo told the others. ‘She’s good and tight. I bet your clients love that, don’t they?’

I couldn’t speak: I was too busy groaning at the size of him, at the way he filled me. 

‘Of course,’ he continued, ‘She won’t stay that way for long.’  There was laughter. His hands came down on my naked back, then traced down to the cheeks of my ass, smoothing over its curves. He started pumping me, slow and deep at first, but I could already feel him starting to get faster. God, I was so wet: my eyes fluttered closed as the dark friction inside me lifted me higher and higher, spiraling upwards. 

His body was slapping against my ass now, his large hands on my hips, fingers digging into the smooth skin. His cock was thick and hard and ramming deep into me on every thrust, hilting himself, the flesh deliciously hot.

Hot….

He was pumping faster now, his thick cock stretching me in a way that…I flushed guiltily. In a way that Alex’s didn’t. The heady thrill of it was making it hard to think. His cock felt so hot.

Hot….

Too hot…

My eyes flew open. ‘God! Are you—are you using a condom?’

Vesallo let out a nasty laugh at this idea. 

My eyes went wide, and I drew in a long breath. God, he was naked inside me! ‘You—you can’t!’ 

‘You whores charge extra for this,’ he sneered, as if he understood. ‘Fucking bareback.’

But he didn’t understand. Being in the long distance relationship with Alex, I’d stopped taking the pill. It was easier just to use condoms, given that we had just the odd filthy, sex-packed weekend together. I was completely unprotected.

‘I—Stop! You have to pull out!’ I told him, even as I felt my orgasm swirling around me like a gathering storm cloud.

They all laughed at this. ‘I think she’s worried you’ll knock her up,’ said one.

‘Whores don’t make much while they’re pregnant,’ muttered another.

‘You’ll have to work hard now,’ grunted Vesallo, his thrusts building to a peak. ‘On your back all the time before you start to show. Before you start to swell up with my big…big…baby.’ And suddenly he pushed hard, all the way into me, and I jerked as I felt the head press insistently right up against the opening to my womb. My protests died in my throat as he exploded there, hot jets bathing me again and again, filling me with his seed. The sensation sent me over the edge, my whole body trembling as the orgasm descended on me. They saw it, of course.

‘Look at her! She was just waiting for a man’s seed inside her. She wanted a baby.’

‘We’ll make sure we give her one.’

I was gasping raggedly as Vesallo pulled out of me. I could feel his cum inside me, hot and thick and right where it shouldn’t be. Someone unfastened the handcuffs and my aching shoulders relaxed. I started to stand, thinking it was over.

Then they lifted me onto the table on my back, my naked ass against the smooth vinyl. ‘W-Wha?’ I managed, still semi-coherent from the orgasm. 

I felt something around my ankles and tried to sit up to look, but my arms were suddenly pulled back behind me again and I felt the handcuffs close again around my wrists. Under the table, this time, so I couldn’t get up. The part of the table my back was on was adjustable, and they lifted it, then, so that I was half-sitting up.

I saw now what I’d felt around my ankles: they’d hooked my feet into the table’s stirrups and were just finishing strapping thick leather bands around my ankles to hold them down. I gasped as I realized what the table was designed to do.

Vesallo walked up to my feet, still fastening his uniform trousers. ‘This is meant for the doctor’s use,’ he told me, ‘But I think we’ll do just fine on our own, no?’ He pulled down on a steel pin and I felt my feet swing freely on the hinged stirrups. Then he pushed and suddenly my legs were spreading wide, my knees forced up and apart. I gasped, eyes wide: my ass was right at the edge of the table, my sex open and exposed to him, and with every inch I was being more and more lewdly presented. I felt my inner thighs stretch and ache, and I bucked and twisted on the table as I was spread wider and wider, the handcuff chain snapping and jangling mockingly. Just as I couldn’t take any more, he stopped, and the stirrups locked into place with a foreboding metal clank. I immediately strained to close my legs. I couldn’t: not even an inch. 

He took a torch from my pocket, and invited the others to see. There was no sheet to preserve my dignity: my whole naked body was on show for them, and center stage was my sex: spread wide by my obscene pose, the lips puffy and shining from my fucking and lit up by his torch. I could actually feel the warmth of the beam on me as he played it over me. I flushed crimson with the humiliation of it, knowing they were all looking at me… looking inside me. 

‘Ah yes,’ he told me. ‘I can see everything. Your whore body must have been ready for a baby: it’s just drawn all that cum inside.’ He turned to the young one. ‘Take a picture, so she can see.’ The young one snapped a picture and walked around to my head. His face was bright with lust, and when he showed me the screen I could imagine only too well what was going through his head. My most private area , gaping open in close-up, swollen pink lips and shining inner walls, with just a thin stream of creamy white cum trickling from it. I thought of where the rest of that cum was, and my mind recoiled. 

‘Time to give you some more,’ Vesallo told me. And the older one approached. I guessed he was second in command after Vesallo, so next in line. He stepped between my legs and began unfastening his belt. 

My mind was trying to catch up. God, not again: I couldn’t! I couldn’t risk another load of cum inside me! But he’d already freed himself and positioned his cock for entry. Unlike when Vesallo was behind me, I could see every inch of the hard flesh that was going to penetrate me. He was at least as long as Vesallo, and almost as thick. They bred them big, over here.

‘I—‘ I had time to say, and then he was pushing into me, and I was gasping instead. With my legs spread so wide, he could go all the way in easily, and he hilted himself almost at once. I’ve never felt so deeply fucked, or so helpless. My pose was one of utter submission: on my back, legs in the air, hands cuffed behind my back. They could fuck me for as long as they wanted to, I realized, and the thought left me breathless.

He had his hands on my thighs, stroking the skin there. Something gleamed on his finger: a wedding ring. God, he was married. I was fucking a married man. 

As he began to fuck me with long, hard strokes I realized he was older than I’d thought. He was in good shape, and his hair had just a few traces of gray, but now, around the eyes, I could see the lines. How old was he: forty? Older? 

His lips were drawn back over his teeth: he was almost snarling, angry with me. As his pace sped up, as his groin slapped between my wide-spread thighs, I could almost read his thoughts: I was the younger woman – and quite possibly a prostitute, if he believed all of Vesallo’s taunting – tempting him away from his wife. It was all my fault he was cheating, and he was going to sample as much as possible of my tight, slickened sex as he could before he….

He gave a groan and pushed balls-deep inside me, the head stroking against my cervix.

‘God!’ I gasped. ‘Don’t—‘

But he was already coming, hot blasts of it filling me, and he gave a shout of release. I could feel every long, shuddering spurt, thickly coating me.

As he finished my lust-addled mind was struggling to catch up. How long had it been since my last period? Three weeks. No, wait: more like two and change.

He withdrew just as I realized that I may now very well be pregnant by a married man. A man whose name I didn’t even know. God, with Vesallo having fucked me as well, I wouldn’t even know who the father was!

My jaw dropped open.

‘Look – she’s disappointed,’ Vesallo joked. ‘You didn’t last long enough. She needs more.’

‘I’ll give her more,’ the young one said, undoing his belt even as he stepped towards me. I think I let out a moan of horror. God, I couldn’t—not another! 

‘But—‘ I started, ‘I—‘ It was hard to think: I could feel the older one’s cum inside me, mingling with Vesallo’s – my raised legs meant I was tilted back slightly, stopping it from running out.  In fact, it slowly dawned on me, it was the perfect position to keep the potent seed right where I didn’t want it: oozing steadily into my womb.

A hand on my cheek turned my head to the side, and before I could really focus on what was in front of me, a cock was between my lips. A big cock: the head seemed the size of a plum, and it was still half-hard. I looked up. It was the tall guard, and he was smiling down at me. 

‘Get me hard,’ he told me in broken English. ‘Then I give you ride you remember.’

I tried to mumble something but his cock made it unintelligible. I’d like to say that I tried to say ‘Moscow’, that I wanted to call a stop to it, that I didn’t want them to use me this way. But if I’m truthful, I was lost in the experience at that moment. I was their plaything, to be fucked, even bred, and the loss of control had stirred something hotly dark deep in my core.

The young one had his cock out now. I could barely see him, with my head twisted to the side, but I felt him as he sunk into me, rock hard and thick. He thrust into me all the way and immediately started thrusting, eager to prove to his friends what he could do. He wasn’t subtle or finessed – it was the brutal, fast pumping of youth, his muscled body slamming into me, rocking the table with his force. It was just what the dark twisting lust inside me needed, that hard liquid friction, and I felt another climax stir and wake. I was being pushed back and forth on the table, my whole body shifting under his powerful thrusts, each one drawing a low groan from me. 

The cock in my mouth twitched under my tongue, and as it swelled it almost filled me, my cheeks bulging as he moved slowly back and forth. I couldn’t take him deep at this angle, so I frantically licked and sucked, hoping he wouldn’t try it. He was so different to the young one: he stood there proudly, letting me do all the work, his cock gradually stiffening. I could see the length of it and the thought of taking him inside me made me groan with fear…and excitement.

The young one grabbed my breasts, squeezing them hard, and my back arched off the table, my cuffed wrists snapping their chain tight. He liked this response: probably thought it made him a great lover, and started to knead at them. Normally it would have been too much, too rough, but in my heady state it felt fantastic, the pain only sharpening the pleasure. I groaned around the cock in my mouth, and the tall guard smiled. ‘Keep doing that,’ he told the young one.

The young one was happy to oblige, using his fingers and thumbs to squeeze my nipples first firmly, then hard enough to make my ass come off the table as I writhed, lost in pain and pleasure. He liked the way I ground against him when I did that. ‘She likes me,’ he told the others. ‘She’s fucking me back!’ And so he did it again. And again.

My climax raced over me, taking possession of my body and making me forget everything else as it made me flex and moan and arch my back, my breasts pushed up eagerly into the hands that mauled them, my mouth sucking hungrily on the cock. When I eventually slumped back on the table, my body sticky with sweat, I must only have been semi-conscious, still hazed by lust. The tall one was just moving his hips imperceptibly; happy, thank God, to have me just suck on the head. I gave it everything I had, sucking hard and slathering it with my tongue, because I really didn’t want him to demand I take him deeper; not while I was restrained like that.

The young one was still fucking me with short, hard thrusts. I gazed up at him, with my eyes heavy-lidded and my lips still stretched around the other one’s cock.

That sent him over the edge, his thrusts becoming maddened and savage, his hands grabbing my hips and pinning me to the table while he rammed into me. His cock – his sweat-slick, hard-as-rock cock, sliding in and out of me, stretching me, felt so good I had to moan, and almost as soon as I did his face contorted.

Too late, I realized the implications of that expression. The haze blew away and I was coldly awake again, but before I could demand he pull out – even if I could have spoken around the cock in my mouth – I felt him start to shoot inside me. He had his eyes closed, perhaps trying to hold on a little longer, so he didn’t see my expression. But Vesallo did, and he smiled. I felt the long hot spurts inside me – a lot of them, all his youth and vitality and probably weeks of frustration. He eventually pulled out, panting. He said something in the local language and the others laughed. Then he repeated it in English for me. ‘I said you’re well-fucked now.’

The tall one abruptly pulled out of my mouth, leaving me gasping. ‘Not yet,’ he murmured. ‘She will be.’

Vesallo stepped up to the table and unfastened the handcuffs, then lifted me down. The tall one lay down on the floor on his back with his cock sticking up. 

Behind me, Vesallo fastened the handcuffs again and then pushed gently on my shoulder. My legs were shaking so much, it was easy to sink to my knees. But that put me astride the tall one, his cock swaying inches from my sex. He grinned up at me and I swallowed nervously. Seeing it standing straight up, it looked even bigger: at least half as big again as Alex’s. And I’m tight; have always been tight. ‘I’m—He’s very big…’ I said hesitantly.

The tall one’s legs were between my knees. He slowly spread them apart, pushing my knees apart with them. I started to sink down towards him.  His hard, ready cock seemed horribly big as I descended towards it. ‘I—I don’t think….’ I said, my voice rising in panic. I didn’t say ‘Moscow’: by now, it didn’t even occur to me. But I still instinctively strained away from him, stretching upwards from my spread thighs, trying to keep my slickened opening away from him. ‘Wait—I don’t think I can.’ 

‘I do it for you,’ the tall one said generously. He pressed his legs further apart, and my knees spread wider. God, he was practically making me do the splits! I sank lower, and the massive head brushed against my sex. It was full and hard, still shining from my mouth. I knew that between that and the cum from the other men, he’d have no trouble entering me.  It just wouldn’t necessarily be comfortable for me. ‘I can’t,’ I told them suddenly.

‘She needs help,’ Vesallo told the others. ‘Let’s help her.’ And he demonstrated by lifting one boot and resting it gently on my shoulder.

‘No….’ I said cautiously, sensing what he was about to do.

The young one, ever eager to impress, put his boot on my other shoulder. They were both standing in front of me, so they could gawp at my naked body at the same time. 

‘No,’ I said again, quickly. My hands tried to reach for the floor, to support me. The handcuff chain jangled, taunting me. Their boots were close enough to my face that I could smell the boot polish.

I could have said Moscow.

They pushed. Gently; it only had to be gentle. With those hard leather boots pushing against my shoulders, I was forced to bend my knees and sink onto the tall one’s cock. 

My eyes widened as the head of him spread my outer lips. I was wetter than I’ve ever been, and the three loads of male seed inside me assured him entry, but it meant stretching far further than I had before. ‘Ahh!’ I gasped as I felt myself opening up. ‘S-St—Ah!’

Vesallo was staring straight into my eyes. I looked beseechingly at him, my hands jerking at the handcuffs, but he merely smiled. And pushed harder. 

The head was moving into me now, speeding up as it approached the widest part. I started to buck atop him, writhing and twisting, trying to get away from it even as my body craved the size of him. God, I could feel myself tight around him, my inner walls squeezing tight against every millimeter. ‘Ahh! Too—too big!’

Vesallo and the young one stopped pushing then, just as I reached the widest part of the head. I was left gasping and panting, my hands dropping behind me to rest against my ass. Below me, the tall one grinned, as if he knew what was coming.

Vesallo leaned forward, keeping his foot where it was. ‘But you’re a professional,’ he told me in mock-bewilderment. The young one gave a cruel chuckle – I snapped my head around to look and he was wide-eyed and flushed, dangerously high on his excitement. Vesallo ran a gentle finger down my cheek and I knew he was going to do it. They hadn’t stopped: they’d just paused, to savor the moment. 

‘No,’ I whispered, but Vesallo just smiled, straightening up. ‘Please!’ 

Their boots pressed hard into my shoulders, the soles rasping against my soft skin. And this time they didn’t stop. The head of the cock stretched me wider, wider…then suddenly it was in me and the thick shaft was rushing into me, holding me open. I was so tight around him, surely I’d be trapped there forever – he wouldn’t be able to move! He was so hard, and so thick….

So gloriously thick….

I thought he’d filled me – thought I’d taken him as deep as I could. But I couldn’t feel his body against me and when I looked down there were still a few inches to go. They were still pushing, but more slowly now – not out of consideration for my comfort, though. I think they wanted to ensure I felt every sensation. 

‘N-no further,’ I said weakly, knowing it would make no difference.

‘But you haven’t taken all of him,’ Vesallo pointed out. ‘Imagine if he was one of your clients. You wouldn’t want him to leave unsatisfied, after he’d paid his money.’

I felt the huge head push deeper. ‘Ahh! I’m not—Not a—Ah!’ My hands jerked uselessly at the handcuffs. Kneeling like this, with my arms cuffed behind me, my breasts were thrust forward, as if I was posing for them. This wasn’t lost on the tall one, who reached up with both hands and started to fondle them. He was gentler than the young one had been, but the ribbons of raw heat that wound through me when he started to circle my nipples were exactly what I didn’t need right now. The pleasure was tearing at my mind, threatening to overwhelm me.

‘No,’ mused Vesallo. ‘I think you should take all of him, Melanie. Every. Last. Inch.’ And he pressed harder. Moaning and gasping, I sank down on the cock, feeling it stretch me far wider, far deeper than any man ever had. My head went back, the blood thundering in my ears. ‘God!’ I suddenly called out.

‘She’s going to come,’ the young one muttered, enraptured.

‘They all do,’ the tall one said simply.

And as my groin finally kissed his, I very nearly did. My orgasm was swirling inside me, begging for release, and I could barely breathe, much less form a sentence. There was suddenly a cock in front of my face – the older guard was in front of me, pushing it at my lips, and I opened for him, dazed. I could taste myself on his rapidly-hardening length. As he pushed deeper, filling my mouth, I started to suck and my eyes fluttered closed. The boots lifted from my shoulders and I relaxed slightly. My body was still twitching around the massive invader inside me, but now that it wasn’t moving, it was bearable – the feel of being so filled was actually starting to be pleasant.

I heard something behind me – the jangle of a belt buckle – but I didn’t really process it. 

A hand on my shoulder pushed me gently forwards. The older guy stepped back, and I moved with him, groaning as the huge cock inside me shifted.  

I vaguely heard someone moving behind me – getting down on their knees.  But I didn’t sense what was happening until I felt a cock at my asshole.

My eyes flew open. Oh God, one of them was planning to take me there! I’d never had anal sex – never even played in that area until today. I’d been thinking of experimenting with Alex when we got home: I wanted my first time to be with him – not with some customs guard! I looked left and right. Vesallo was still standing watching me, his usual cruel smile on his face. The older one and the tall one were fucking me, which meant it was the younger one. I remembered how excited he’d seemed when they’d been ‘searching’ my ass. He’d been thinking about doing this to me ever since, I figured, copying all the porn he watched on the internet. Except I wasn’t a porn star. I remembered how athletic and eager he’d been. He wouldn’t be gentle.

I tried to pull my mouth off the cock I was sucking, but the guy just followed my mouth. Vesallo saw my expression and gently pressed him back. 

‘Not there,’ I said quickly, as soon as my mouth was free. ‘You can’t fuck me there.’

Vesallo looked at me seriously for a second. ‘You’re right, of course,’ he told me. ‘We’re sorry.’

I blinked, surprised at the sudden gentleness. He said something in the local language and there was good-natured laughter. I started to relax.

They all pulled out their wallets. As I knelt there, disbelieving, a mixture of US greenbacks and local bills fluttered down over me, sticking to my glistening body.

‘I forgot you whores charge extra for that,’ Vesallo told me. My cheeks burned in humiliation. ‘Is that alright, Melanie?’ he asked. ‘Can he fuck you there now?’ And I realized he was giving me one last chance to say my safeword. 

My lips formed an ‘M’. But something made me stop.

It was crazy, of course. I couldn’t. I was with Alex, I couldn’t let them take my ass. And I couldn’t fuck the scarily-large cock inside me. And I couldn’t suck the older guard’s cock – a married man’s cock, no less. And I was already running a real risk of getting pregnant: I couldn’t take another load inside me. All of it was wrong.

And yet…I was handcuffed. And under arrest and in big trouble, surrounded by lecherous, corrupt customs guards. Something stirred inside me. If it happened, it wouldn’t be my fault….

I cleared my throat.  And instead of saying Moscow I said, in a small voice, ‘Yes.’

Vesallo smiled victoriously and stepped back. The older guy pulled my head to his cock again, and I felt the hardness of his wedding band as his hand cupped my cheek. 

I felt the cock at my ass start to push inward. I was tight there, but I realized with a jerk that I was also lubed. I felt myself start to spread wider under the pressure. Vesallo’s ‘search’ had perfectly prepared me. God, had they been planning this even then?

The cock in my mouth had hardened under my tongue, and now the older guard wasn’t satisfied with me just sucking him. He started to press inward, the head moving towards the back of my throat. 

The tall one was getting impatient, and shifted under me. I gasped as his cock moved infinitesimally inside me. God, what would it be like when he was actually fucking me?

The young one pressed harder and my eyes bulged as I felt myself being opened. It hurt, but not in a bad way – no more than the huge cock inside me had. Then suddenly the head was in and I felt myself around him, almost pulling him in. That was it: I had three men inside me. 

The tall one’s hands squeezed hard on my breasts and then slid down to grasp my hips. I felt him pulling upwards. Oh God, this was it: he was going to fuck me!

I felt him start to slide out of me, every inch of him stretching me wide, sliding over a million nerve endings. My whole body went taut, my orgasm expanding, filling me, ready to burst. The one in my ass started to press forwards, his strong arms wrapping around my waist as his cock invaded me. The older one pushed deeper, making me gag, and then he was in my throat.

And then they were moving. Within the first few strokes of that massive cock inside me, I was lost in the sensations of it. The older one had my head firmly grasped in both hands and was pumping into my mouth, with me heaving quick, quivering breaths in through my nose. I was being bounced up and down on the tall one’s cock, the tightness of it within me actually slowing down his pace. I was leaning forward over him, my head in the older one’s groin, his cock buried in my throat. Behind me, my hands thrashed ineffectually at the handcuffs as the young one knelt between my spread thighs, thrusting hard into my virgin ass.

Vesallo knelt beside me then, and cupped one of my heaving, shaking breasts. I couldn’t answer him, couldn’t even look at him, thanks to the cock that was deep in my throat, but he made sure I listened. He spoke quietly, so that only I could hear. 

‘Well Melanie, it looks like that’s the end of your little game. When they’ve finished with you, it’ll be time to send you back to Alex. Have you enjoyed yourself?’ And he brushed a few strands of hair from my face, almost tenderly.

I could barely nod, but I just about managed it. I had enjoyed it. No, I’d loved it. God, the stories I was going to have to tell Alex!

‘I’ve enjoyed it too, Melanie. But it’s not a game anymore.’

Three hard, thick cocks were driving into me: I could barely think, but the hairs on the back of my neck stood up.

‘I’m not paid very much. Not like a big, important fashion reporter. But if I catch a drug smuggler, I get a big bonus.’

My stomach lurched, but even as the fear crept into me, my orgasm was sweeping me up, threatening to carry me along with it. I fought for control.

Vesallo had his lips almost on my ear now. ‘Those fake bags of drugs you had in your water bottle: my friend at the lab will switch them for real ones.’

My insides turned to liquid.

‘You’ll be taken off to prison to await trial. Do you know about our prisons, Melanie? They aren’t the same as American ones. No soft beds and TVs.’ The cock in my mouth plunged particularly deep, my lips bumping against the older one’s groin, and he held me there for a second: I couldn’t speak. Vesallo was whispering now ‘We don’t even have separate prisons for men and women,’ he breathed. I groaned as the one fucking my ass increased his pace, his groin slapping against my cheeks, his cock brutal and hard inside me. 

He was joking, I told myself frantically. Just playing along with the game. Scaring me to enhance my final orgasm. And it was working – the orgasm felt like it was crashing around inside me like an animal, straining for release. As long as he was just joking… 

I was like a rag doll in their clutches – pulled helplessly up and down the thick cock that impaled me, another man thrusting into me from behind, my head pulled to the side to suck a third. The two cocks inside me almost felt like they were meeting in the middle, rubbing and rubbing at the thin membrane that separated them…. 

‘I know the warder of the local prison. We went to school together. I’ll send him your file, Melanie. He’ll be very glad to meet you. And so will the male guards, when they come to lock you in your cell. Each and every night.’

The orgasm was almost beyond my control now, raging and hammering at my senses. I knew even while it was still building that this was going to be one of the strongest, the rawest I’d ever had. The three cocks thrust and pushed and stretched and I gasped and panted as my mouth and throat were filled again and again. He’s just playing, he’s just playing, he’s just playing….

‘Our courts are backed up,’ Vesallo told me. ‘A suspected drug smuggler and prostitute? Your case will be way down the list. You’ll be in prison for years.’

My mind was filled with dark fantasies of lecherous prison guards and corrupt warders. Being helplessly locked up and abused…he’s just playing. 

‘Your boyfriend should be more careful who he brings into your sex games,’ he told me. ‘I’m going to tell him how his girlfriend’s been taken off to prison. And then I’m going to pretend I’ve never met him before in my life.’

And the idea of it – of everything being so out of control, of being so utterly lost and helpless, at the whim of a thousand nameless, faceless men in uniform…it tipped me over the edge. My climax roared through me, reducing the world to pure sensation, and it wasn’t like anything I’d ever known. I groaned long and loud around the cock in my mouth and felt my internal muscles clamping down on the two cocks inside me. Both men answered my cries with grunts of their own. First the tall one pulled me hard down onto him, the thick head stretching me wide, and I felt him jet his seed inside me – I’d been so far gone, I hadn’t even been conscious of this new threat. Now, though, I could feel him filling me, his load as impressive as his size, and I whinnied in fear at the thought of all that cum so deep inside my unprotected body. The thought of what I’d done, though, the idea that I had four men’s cum inside me, that I was almost certainly now impregnated, took my orgasm to new heights.

The young one behind me grunted and pushed even deeper into me, my body twitching as his cock touched some new nerve. And for the first time ever, I felt the hot spurt of a man’s cum there as well, the idea of it as humiliating as it was darkly arousing.  The one in my mouth thrust two more times, and even as I gagged around him he pushed right into my throat and I felt him spurt there, leaving me no choice but to swallow it down to my stomach. He pulled out after the first few spurts, his next jet shooting thickly across my tongue, the last few landing in hot ropes across my eyes, cheek and nose. 

The two inside me pulled out of me and stood – they were gentle, but I’d been left so ultra-sensitive that even that movement made me twitch and shake. Eventually I knelt there gasping and spluttering, eyes closed, slowly recovering. I was panting, out of breath, my head lolling. I’d be on an orgasmic high for a good few minutes, I knew. Then I needed to clean up, put my clothes back on, thank Vesallo for a wonderful fantasy, and go and meet Alex. And then we needed to find a friendly local doctor and get me the morning after pill. 

It had gone further than I’d planned, than I’d ever dreamed, but I didn’t regret any of it. And now it was over: because, I told myself, Vesallo had just been playing up his role, laying it on thick for an amazing ending.

He put his mouth to my ear again. ‘Welcome to San Relando, Melanie.  You’re going to be here for a long, long time.’

He was just playing…wasn’t he?

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

An Extract from ‘Cuckolded: Forced to Watch my Wife Bred’

 

The hotel was high-end, nicer than any place we’d stayed since our honeymoon.  Except we wouldn’t be staying there, I realized with a shock.  We’d just be there for a few hours.  Long enough for Greg to have his way with Carla. 

Doubts were circling in my stomach.  I kept telling myself that I wanted this; my cock was hard, the idea of seeing the two of them together was turning me on and yet... something was wrong.

Greg paid for the room.  As we turned away from the reception desk, I thought I saw the guy behind the desk give a little smirk, but I couldn’t be sure.  Did he know?  Did he guess what was going on?

The room was up on the eighth floor.  In the elevator, Greg pushed Carla up against the wall.  She gave a little gasp, shocked.

‘Careful,’ I warned.  

‘She likes it,’ Greg told me disparagingly.  His voice was different now, thick with lust.  ‘Don’t you, Carla?’

She didn’t answer.  But the truth was, it looked like she did like it.  Her breath was coming fast, her face flushed.  She kept swallowing and looking up at him, her eyes glazed, like she was drunk.  Greg pushed his knee between her thighs, spreading them, then lifted it a little, making her dress ride up almost to her crotch.  His hands slid up her sides and then they were on her breasts, fondling and kneading.  

The lift suddenly stopped, one floor too soon.  A couple in their forties were standing there.  The woman looked shocked as hell, the man less so.  They didn’t attempt to get in, just waited while the doors closed again.  But what I mainly remember from those few seconds is how the man turned and looked at me, and gave me an expression of sympathy.  He presumed they were some couple in love, and I was some poor schmuck who’d had the misfortune to get in the lift with them.

Greg and Carla barely noticed.

We arrived at our floor and made for the room, Greg leading Carla by the hand, me following behind them.  It was all going wrong: it wasn’t meant to be like this.  I’d imagined me leading the way, Carla at my side, some hapless guy following in our wake, happy for whatever taste of her I deigned to give out.  I was meant to be the one in control.

The room was big, with a king-sized bed and expensive, tasteful furnishings, cream and brown, leather and polished wood.  Carla and Greg were kissing even as they went through the door.  As they got close to the bed, Greg suddenly broke the kiss and stopped, letting Carla get a few feet in front of him.  Then he told her to take off her dress.

Inwardly, I gave a little smirk at that.  No-one told Carla what to do.  She’d take her dress off in her own sweet time, when—

I froze.  Carla was stripping her dress off, her breasts rising and falling magnificently as she panted, her body alive with lust, almost trembling before him.  What the hell was going on?

She stood there in black, glossy push-up bra, black briefs and heels and just... waited.  For him.  For orders.  I’d never seen her act like this.

Greg stripped off his t-shirt and threw it aside.  His shoulders were broad and thickly muscled, his chest strong and chiseled.   But what drew my eyes was the tattoo of a spider’s web across his chest.  Suddenly, he didn’t look like a studio owner: he looked like a rapper – a gangster, even.  I was beginning to get a bad feeling about this...

He looked down at Carla and told her to get down on her knees.  My mouth fell open.  Carla was strong minded, domineering, even.  That’s what made her such a good lawyer.  She wouldn’t obey even me like that, let alone some stranger.  

I watched as she sank to her knees, her breasts bouncing softly in her bra.  Greg glanced at me, just for an instant, and there was a look of total victory on his face.   

There was a chair behind me.  I sank into it, stunned.  It wasn’t--- It wasn’t supposed to be like this.

‘Come here,’ Greg told my wife, ‘and take my cock out.’

Carla looked up at him, wide-eyed.  Then she crawled over to him and knelt in front of him, hands working at the front of his jeans.  She slowly pushed them down, then lowered his jockey shorts.  His cock sprang out, already hard.  God... it must have been eight inches long, and thick, with a heavy, bulging head.  Seeing the way Carla looked at it, an expression of raw need on her face, brought it home to me how much bigger he was than me.  

This is all wrong, my brain kept repeating, over and over.

‘Do you like it?’ Greg asked her.  She nodded dumbly.  ‘No,’ he instructed, ‘Tell me.  Tell me what you think, Carla.’

The bastard!  He wasn’t satisfied with having her on her knees: he was going to make her humiliate herself!

Carla actually licked her lips.  ‘I like it,’ she breathed.  ‘I—I want to suck it.’

Greg glanced at me again, grinning.  ‘Well, go ahead,’ he said generously.

And I watched as my wife took his hard shaft in one hand and opened wide, pink-painted lips stretching around him, a glimpse of shining white teeth and moist pink tongue and then he was in her.  In my wife’s mouth.  I saw her cheeks move, and I could imagine how her tongue was swirling over his head, the way she’d done it to me.   I saw her cheeks hollow and knew she was sucking him.  Her eyes were huge; scared?  No, not scared, more like... when an animal knows who’s boss and it sits and looks up at them.  

‘Do you take it deep, Carla?’ he asked. 

‘No,’ I said quickly.  I knew she didn’t like that.  We’d tried, a few times, and she hadn’t liked taking even my cock; she certainly couldn’t take anything like his.

‘Really?’ asked Greg.  ‘Is that right, Carla?  Pretty girl like you?  That don’t sound right.’  I felt myself bristle at this.  Pretty girl like you?  What was he implying?

Carla looked at him and nodded.  I felt a warm glow of satisfaction.

‘But you’ll do it for me, won’t you, Carla?’ Greg asked.

I jerked like an electric current had hit me.  Of course she wouldn’t!

And then I watched, horrified, as she hesitated... and pushed forwards with her head, tiling it back, letting his cock slide back in her mouth.  Her pink-painted lips were stretched drum-tight around his black flesh.

Back to the very back of her mouth, and she gagged.  And then pushed further.  Greg let out a groan as she took him, the head of him sliding down into her warm, wet throat.  He turned his head to me and gave me a long, unhurried look.  He kept his eyes on me, smiling.  And then he pushed forward with his hips and another few inches of his cock slid into her.  His girth must have filled the tight tunnel completely, stretching her.  Carla’s eyes bulged, but she didn’t pull back.

‘Should I go further, Mark?’ Greg asked.

‘No,’ I said quickly.

He just smiled.  And pushed forward again.  Carla made a noise like ‘MMMFF!’ but didn’t try to move away.  He was more than half in her, now.  I could see her cheeks moving as she sucked and licked, her lips stretched tight around him.  She was still trying to please him, sucking on his shaft even as the head was in her throat.

‘Maybe I should go all the way in,’ teased Greg.  ‘What do you think, Mark?’  He was trying to deliberately humiliate me.  

‘Don’t,’ I said.  It wasn’t like Carla wasn’t enjoying it – in fact, that was what bothered me most.  But I didn’t want to see him doing that to her.

And then he was doing that to her, putting a hand on the back of Carla’s head, on the thick knot of pinned-up, mahogany-brown hair, and pushing slowly but firmly so that her mouth slid down the rest of his cock.  His size meant that each millimeter was a panting, slippery squeeze.  Carla’s eyes went wide and she made a little sound like ‘MMMFF!’ but she made no attempt to stop him.  Her lips bumped against the dark hair of his groin and he was in her to the root.  It was quiet enough in the room that I could hear her breath hissing in and out through her nostrils.  

Greg gave a long groan of pleasure as he looked down at my wife servicing him, her mouth moving as she licked and sucked on the shaft, the head lodged deep in her throat.  ‘She sucks like a pro,’ he announced.  ‘Sure you’re a lawyer, Carla?’

I actually saw her cheeks flush at that, and anger swelled inside me.  How dare he talk to her like that!

Greg started to thrust in Carla’s mouth, and she gagged a few times, panicked.  But he didn’t hold her head, and she didn’t try to move away.  She was trying to take him, eyes upraised, looking only at him.  And after a few strokes she seemed to relax and sat there passively as he poled in and out of her shining lips.  God... the sight of that thick black length sliding in and out of her... I couldn’t decide if I wanted it to stop or not: I was mad as hell but incredibly turned on.

‘I could shoot straight down your pretty little throat,’ Greg told her, and she stiffened, which made her smile.  ‘But that’s not what I want.  Do you know what I want?’

She just knelt there staring up at him, her breath coming a little faster.

‘I want to spread you open and fuck you until you can’t walk straight,’ he told her, and even as he said it he pulled suddenly out of her mouth.  As he pulled off his trousers, pants and shoes, I stared at his cock, darkly thick and shining from her mouth.  It looked like a weapon.  She’d barely been able to take it in her mouth: what would it do to her pussy?

I got to my feet.  ‘Stop,’ I said.  They both turned their heads to look at me.  ‘You can’t,’ I said lamely.  ‘You’ll hurt her.’

Greg was naked now, his legs as muscled and solid as his upper body.  He gazed down at Carla.  ‘Do you think I’ll hurt you, Carla?’ he asked innocently.

Carla swallowed thickly.  Her eyes seemed to be glazed, her voice not her normal one.  She gave the tiniest of nods. 

Greg smiled.  ‘Do you want it anyway?’

Horrified, I watched as she gave another nod.

‘Stand up, Carla,’ he told her, while looking straight at me. 

I stood there helpless as Carla got slowly to her feet.  

‘Take off the underwear,’ said Greg.  Then, ‘Wait.  Got an idea.’  She stopped dead.  He got his phone out and touched the screen a few times.  A rap track with a low, thumping bass track blared out of its speakers.  ‘Strip for us,’ he told her. 

Of all the things she’d done so far, this amazed me the most.  Carla had a thing about strip clubs and hookers, saying that the sex industry exploited women.  She’d even sued a few strip club owners and forbid me to go on any bachelor nights.  That she’d even consider stripping like this just blew my mind.  But I watched as she started to dance, her hips swaying and twisting.  She looked a little uncertain at first, but as she found the beat her movements grew bolder, sexier.  The rapper was talking about how much money he had, the ‘bitches’ he was banging – exactly the sort of music Carla usually detested.  But now it only seemed to excite her more.

She lifted her hands to the clasp of her bra and turned away from Greg while she unfastened it, toying with him, like a real stripper would  I don’t know if it was deliberate, but she turned towards me while she teased him, and for a few seconds she was looking me straight in the eyes.  She held my gaze, unashamed, and I watched the bra come off, her full, ripe breasts exposed  Even with all that was going on, I still caught my breath at the sight of them; soft and perfect.   I could see that her nipples were already standing to attention.  But as she glanced over her shoulder at Greg, I knew that any view I got was accidental.  This wasn’t for my benefit.  

She turned back to Greg, covering her breasts with one arm so he was still denied a look.   Greg just stood there, grinning, drinking in the sight of her. As I watched, she dropped the arm and he grinned even wider.  ‘Sweet,’ he told her.  ‘You wait till I got my mouth on those, pretty thing.’

I saw her give her a little inward gasp, and her dancing grew even more salacious, if that was possible.  She was bending her knees now, spreading herself wide, sinking down towards the floor and then rising up again.  Her hands came up and she started to play with her breasts.  I’d never seen her do that before that night in the bathroom, when this had all started.  It all seemed so far away, now.

Carla started to inch her panties down over her hips.  ‘Turn around,’ Greg ordered.  ‘Bend over and do it.’  She immediately complied, bending at the hips, her legs straight.  As she hooked the panties down her thighs, Greg was rewarded with a perfect view of her firm, smooth ass cheeks, the delicate rosebud between them, the soft pink lips between her thighs.  Carla stepped out of her panties, kicking them aside with one high heel.  

‘Stop,’ Greg told her.  ‘Open your legs and stay like that.’

Carla froze... then slowly moved her feet apart.  Greg killed the music, and the only sound in the room was Carla’s soft little pants.  I could tell just from that how turned on she was. 

Greg walked up to her, stopping only a few feet away.  I could see his eyes roving over every inch of her, as she was presented so obscenely for him.  Her long, shapely legs, made even longer by the high heels she wore, were trembling slightly with her desire.  Her pert, smoothly rounded ass gleamed in the room’s soft mood lighting, the puckered bud of her asshole exposed to him.  Her spread thighs had made the delicate outer lips flower open just a little and I could see them glistening.  She was wet for him.

I bit my lip.  This was wrong: I’d wanted to show off my wife, make the other guy envious.  But he was examining her, making her spread and show herself like some slut.

When Greg spoke, his voice was low; but loud enough for me to hear.  ‘I’m going to enjoy fucking you,’ he told her in what was almost a growl, and I heard her catch her breath.  ‘Up on the bed,’ he told her, and she straightened quickly and climbed on, lying down on her back.  She kept her heels on, which only made her look more slutty.  My wife.  A slut.

Greg climbed unhurriedly onto the bottom of the bed.  As I saw him approach her, I felt the fear rising in me.  I didn’t want this, I realized.  I’d been wrong.

‘Stop,’ I said, my voice breaking.  ‘I—I‘ve changed my mind.’

Greg was sliding up the bed towards Carla.  His knees were between her feet; then between her knees.  He turned to look at me.  ‘Well, I haven’t,’ he told me.
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