

Taken to the Warehouse

Oh God, I never thought I’d be in this situation. But who am I kidding? I got myself into this willingly.

I’m heading to the pick-up site now, and my skin is tingling with such a level of excitement as I have never felt before.

This is something I deeply need, and I don’t care if it’s taboo, or if everyone thinks it’s a messed-up thing to be into. I am so ready to be taken to the warehouse.


Chapter One

I couldn’t believe I was doing this. My heart was racing as I walked out of my house, wearing a black tight tank top and shorts, no underwear, and felt the night air kiss my bare skin. I was jumpy, scared of every noise as if I was expecting someone to come out of every busy and grab me. I knew that was ridiculous, the agreed-upon pick-up site was a mile away, and they likely wouldn’t be waiting in the bushes for me.

I had the next twenty minutes to get more and more nervous as I walked to the underpass, and I couldn’t help but think about how I got myself into this. As I got older I delved deeper and deeper into websites where people talked about rape play and fantasies. Eventually I found several people who claimed they asked strangers to rape them all the time and they loved it. Obviously it wasn’t really rape; they wanted it and always discussed beforehand what was absolutely not allowed. Other than those restrictions everything was open.

At first, all I could think about was how the person agreeing to pretend to be the rapist could say whatever they wanted until the “victim” gave them their address and then go over the agreed upon lines, delving into actual rape. But as I continued my time on these websites and blogs and even began chatting with these people, on both sides, I realized there seemed to be a genuine culture of this, the guys doing the raping were actually pretty good guys, they just didn’t know any other way to find girls who were into the same things they were.

Six months ago I befriended a girl who was really into meeting up in these ways, we chatted online almost every other day for a while. About three months ago we decided to meet up in person, at a very public coffee shop, of course. We ended up hitting it off great, going out for drinks later and she told me more about her fantasies and what she’s done.

“I can’t really explain why I love it, but there’s such a fucking thrill roleplaying with someone online and then actually acting out the fantasy in-person. I don’t even care what they look like anymore, it’s almost even hotter when I’m not attracted to him, because then it’s more like he’s actually raping me.” She had said this with such a dirty look in her eyes as she sipped her whiskey. I balked at the idea, enjoying sex with someone I’m not even attracted to. How would that even happen? I knew she loved it, though. She had shown me the videos that she let some of the guys take of her “rape” and I’ve never seen a girl cum so hard, not even the fake mind-shattering ones they do in porn. Her brain would literally break being brutally raped by some stranger she didn’t know.

“I’ve pretty much done it all,” she continued.

“Do you have any favorite scenarios? Like home-invasion or something?” I asked her. I asked because my main fantasy seemed really intense, and I was embarrassed about it. I was hoping she would say something that was worse than mine so I could feel better about bringing it up to her, which I haven’t quite done yet. Of course we bonded over our fantasies, but we met up originally because we actually liked each other, and talked more about our lives than our sexual fantasies.

She thought for a little while before finally saying, “I guess I have two favorites. Home invasions are great, but actually I prefer where me and the guy hang out as if we’re long-time friends and he slowly acts more and more inappropriate before I have to tell him I’m not interested and he boils over. Or that we’re on a first date at a bar, it’s going great, but when I tell him goodbye at the door he shoves his way inside – in more way than one!” She broke off and laughed loud and hard at her joke, and I couldn’t help but do the same.

“I also really like gangbangs, but they’re harder to set up, they usually take a couple months. Plus with those, there’s not much more of a story involved, everyone just fucks me. I prefer a story. Gangbangs are still one of my favorites, thought, simply because obviously they last much longer and I’m a complete wreck afterwards, and I love it. Too much trouble to make it worth it very often, though. If you were going to do it, what would you choose for your first time?”

At her mention of what a gangbang was like, my heart thumped in my chest like a rabbit. That was exactly what I wanted, and I’ve thought long and hard about what the perfect one would be. The alcohol I’d already had was making me bolder. “Well, I know real life is never like fantasy, but I would want to do a gangbang. Actually, a kidnapping scenario, and I’m tossed around like a rag doll for everyone’s use.” I trailed off, suddenly embarrassed I had said so much in person. It was easier to talk about these fantasies online.

“So what’s stopping you?” She asked, as if it was a normal question to ask someone why they haven’t set up a gangbang.

I thought about the excuses I could use – it’s dangerous, what if I don’t like it, I’m too scared, etc. The alcohol was making me honest, however. “I’m worried about what I’ll see when I look in the mirror afterwards,” I said quietly.

She pouted, but not reproachfully. She looked as if she completely understood where I was coming from. “I’m sorry. I could tell you that you won’t feel bad, or that if you do it long enough you’ll stop feeling ashamed, but I don’t think those would help.” I shook my head. “You don’t have to move forward on any of your fantasies, but I will say this: you get off on the ideas of incredibly dirty acts, and part of that is feeling ashamed. It gets you off. There is nothing wrong with liking what you like, there are way more girls who get off on humiliation than who get off on rape, so that part is completely normal, isn’t it? Just do you, whatever you want. Not everyone will understand, but that’s no reason to feel bad about yourself. Fuck whatever other people think, just enjoy your life!”

Her words woke up a fire inside me and I knew that I had to go through with it. A couple days later, even while sober, I had her lay out for me exactly how I could set it up. I found several websites that were created for setting up these rapes, and it was a pretty safe environment. If someone had a bad experience they could report the other person on the website and they’d be banned for life.

It took the past three months to finalize all of the details. Ten guys had taken up my ad for a gangbang, and it had taken this long to find a night when everyone was available. They were all really nice about it when I had to postpone once, they showered the pictures I sent them with compliments, and a couple of them even wanted to know more about who I was before we met up.

One guy specifically, Mike, seemed to be really interested in me. He wasn’t the most handsome one in the group, but he had interesting facial features that made him unique, and he was attractive in an interesting way instead of a conventional one. I sexted with the group several times, but talking with Mike solo was different. He was sweet, loving, and we practically talked every day since he joined the group. Getting closer to the date, he said to me: Don’t think I’m gonna be this nice when you see me next week. I’m gonna wreck you. And my heart leapt while my pussy clenched and immediately got wet. He was practically perfect, including the fact he was going to fuck me like he didn’t know me at all.

It had been a long three months leading up to this point, but the details were all hashed out and finally it was the night.




Chapter Two

By the time I got to the underpass, the night was in full darkness and there was no streetlight. I was ten minutes early, every nerve in my body was tensed to run, I felt like I was going to throw up from nerves, but my pussy had never been this wet and my hard nipples were obviously stretching my already tight tank top. I couldn’t fucking wait.

At exactly 10:00 I saw headlights heading towards me on the road. I knew it may not be them, but I still continued on following the plan and pulled out my phone, acting like I was trying to work out directions with my back turned to the road. The SUV pulled up and stopped hard right behind me, I heard the door swing open and suddenly hard arms wrapped around my waist, hand over my mouth, and I was dragged backwards towards the large dark car. I kicked at the attacker’s legs, but another man came out and grabbed them. They lifted me easily and pulled me into the van with me thrashing my arms around to try to hit them or get their hands off of me. Fear and excitement was flooding through me, inciting an actual flight or fight response, adding to the anticipation of how everything was going to go. So far, so good.

I was sat in the middle of the back seat while the two men who had grabbed me flanked me on either side. Getting me sat down caused the hand on my mouth to leave, and I immediately began screaming for help and thrashing my body. There were two bodies in the front seat and they ignored me as they sped away, tires squealing on the pavement.

The man to my right pulled out a large hunting knife and pointed it at me, causing me to sit still and stop screaming. “Shut the fuck up, bitch.” He said in a surprisingly deep voice. The car was too dark to make out very many facial features, but his face looked smooth and round and I thought I could tell exactly which of the guys in the group it was.

I began babbling, “Please don’t… please! Let me go! I won’t tell anyone, I didn’t see anything, just please don’t hurt me!” I tried to not scream these words out, not wanting to anger him. I had told them I couldn’t get my face bruised or hurt in any way, but I didn’t mind if they hit my body if it felt right in the moment.

“Shut the bitch up.” I heard the driver call back, and the man on my left grabbed both of my arms. The man with the knife leaned over and began cutting my tank top off while the other tried to get my shorts off while I struggled. “No, no, no, no, no!” I blurted over and over, terrified of what was about to happen.

I was worried while planning all of this that during I wouldn’t be able to act like it was a rape, that I’d be too turned on and it would just be a regular gangbang. Now that I was in the car, however, I let the fake scene wash over me and allowed myself to think and feel as if it really was rape, even if I could feel the wetness from my pussy dripping onto my shorts as I struggled to keep them from being taken off.

My breasts popped free and the shirt fell away, and the man in the passenger seat reach back to help take off my shorts. He firmly held onto my legs when they were bare and laughed out, “This slut’s already got her panties off. Think she was looking for this, boys?” He mocked me, sneering at me like I was nothing but dirt to him, and the other three all laughed. I was whining and whimpering as the two men beside me ran their free hands along my body, unable to stop myself from asking them to stop, even with the knife.

“I thought I said to shut the cunt up!” The driver yelled out, getting angry.

“I know what to do,” the man to my left said with a dark grin. He reached to a duffel bag at his feet and pulled out a couple of items that I couldn’t see in the dark. My heart raced in my chest as I began thinking of the horrible things they could do to my body, how many different ways they could hurt me. What happened was almost worse than what I was expecting.

I saw him bring a long and wide object over to my thighs, and the man holding my legs forced my feet towards me, forcing me to open my thighs wide around me. The left guy brought the object to my pussy and began rubbing up and down the slit, lubing it up with my slickness – an easy thing to do with how fucking wet I was.

The vibrator was soft but inflexible, with bumps all along the body. I could feel every one as the man harshly shoved it inside me, getting the entire thing in with one push and I screamed in pleasure I didn’t want to be feeling, not physically painful but mentally so. He turned the vibration on and my hips bucked up against my will. He left it buried deep inside me and brought the other object – a small vibrating egg – to my clit and taped it there with duct-tape, turning it on with the hand-held remote. Suddenly pleasure was exploding from my cunt, and all of me tensed up at once, causing me to stop struggling against their hands. I sank into the cushions, unable to process all of what I was feeling – fear, excitement, dread, pleasure.

My arms were taken and held to my sides, and my legs were spread wider as the men at either side hooked each of my legs over one of theirs. They only held onto me lightly, I had stopped struggling, feeling my mind go blank as I entered into the not well-known third option besides fight or flight – freeze.

I heard the men laugh around me and one said, “This’ll shut the bitch up.” We continued driving for a while, I wasn’t sure how long had even lapsed but I lost all sense of time with the toys inside me. They spent the time in silence and playing with my breasts. The vibration inside me and at my clit caused an orgasm to flow over my body several times throughout the drive. Each time, I felt the tingling build and I would clench my stomach and thighs, trying to close my legs at the intensity. One of the men would reach over and begin fucking the dildo into me, as hard and fast as they could, until the orgasm subsided.

My orgasm would shatter me, causing me to scream out and clench my fists as my sides, but the intensity wouldn’t stop. After the third orgasm in what felt like less than an hour, tears were stinging my eyes and I just wanted the intense pleasure to stop – it was too much. I hadn’t spoken a word since it all began, but now I whispered, “Please… please make it stop.” I sobbed, not able to control the build-up of emotions and unwanted pleasure.

The driver chuckled, “Don’t get worn out already, there’s a lot more guys waiting at the warehouse.”




Chapter Three

Eventually the car stopped, but they didn’t take the toys out. I was dragged out of the car and my legs were so weak they had to help hold me up. I looked around; we were a ways out of town in front of a small rusted warehouse, other buildings were sparsely scattered around us, but the warehouse was the only one that had any light coming from it, and only dimly at that. No one would be out here, no one to rescue me or hear my cries of pain and pleasure.

I was pulled towards the doors that slid open at our arrival. Walking into the very dimly lit room, I began to feel ashamed of my nakedness. Someone roughly grabbed me by the hair and turned my head to look at a mattress laid down on the floor and six other men standing around it, all dressed in casual clothes like my captors.

My heart soared as my stomach flipped, filling me with very conflicting thoughts and feelings. I tried to calm myself down by remembering the precautions we all agreed on: at least half of these guys would have reputations on the sites to ensure they were upstanding and would control any of the newbies who went past the line, condoms would be worn, and I would have three safe words. We decided on the conventional yellow and red, yellow of course meaning I enjoy this but not so intensely and red meaning everything had to come to a grinding halt, at least until what went wrong was discussed and addressed.

The third word we decided on was blue, which meant that everything was fine, but for a non-serious reason I needed to take a break, like to go to the bathroom, as bodily functions is one of my hard limits. Hand signs for each color were also agreed on, using the sign-language version of the first letter of the colors. Repeating these rules as I was led towards the bed helped me to calm down and center myself before I allowed the rape scene to wash over me again.

I was shoved down onto the bed, landing on my stomach with my ass in the air. I tried to get up and get away from the group of men, but someone was already gripping my hips and turning me until I was centered on the bed. I was held down by two others while I was blindfolded, tape was put over my mouth, my hands were tied together behind my back with a soft rope, and my legs were tied together at my knees and again at my ankles.

I couldn’t move, but I couldn’t stop myself from wiggling, trying to get loose. The men started laughing around me, mocking me, “Look at her struggle. She’s making me hard already.” All of a sudden the realization that I was actually about to have all of these cocks inside me for the rest of the night weighed down on me, and I struggled even harder in a last-ditch effort to get away.

I felt the mattress shift as someone got onto his knees behind me. His hand went to roughly grip my waist and he took the vibrator out slowly, leaving the egg on my clit. He lined up his dick to slide up and down my slit, and I could feel myself dripping onto my closed thighs. My ass was high in the air, and he didn’t waste much time before he thrusted hard into my cunt, causing a shriek to tear out of my throat.

He fucked me hard and spanked my ass over and over as he did, causing me to cry out in pain and pleasure as my body rocked on the mattress. “Oh fuck, this pussy is the best. I’m gonna cum soon!” I could hear condom wrappers being torn open around me as everyone anticipated being next in line. He was hitting me deep inside, and I was being filled up with a stranger’s cock. I couldn’t believe I had done this, but I knew I would never regret this. Knowing he was raping me caused my own orgasm to bubble up quickly, spurred on by the hard smacks on my ass and his grunting. My pussy convulsed around his cock, pushing his orgasm over the edge. He stopped smacking me to grip my hips, digging his fingers into my skin so hard I knew it would be bruised, and fucked me until his orgasm was done, giving one last final push into me before finally pulling out.

“She already came on my cock, boys. This is one huge slut,” he said disgustedly as I felt him leave the bed, already being replaced by another one. I felt the vibrator being shoved violently into me again and I screamed at the sudden vibration. I felt his cock rub up and down my ass in between my cheeks. Oh my god, he was going to fuck my ass!

He was already lubed up, and I had prepared myself earlier that day in anticipation, so when he pushed hard onto my asshole the fat head of his cock sunk into me quickly. He let out a sigh of pleasure and began slowly inserting his whole cock into my ass until it was all the way inside me. He slowly pulled in and out of me until I was loose and relaxed enough for him to really begin to fuck me.

Eventually he was thrusting into me as hard and fast as the first guy had fucked my cunt, and my cries came out in strangled gasps, feeling unbelievably full with the vibrator still inside me. He reached over and grabbed my hair, pulling my head up sharply. “You’re such a fucking slut,” he growled in my ear, thrusting hard into my ass. I tried to remain relaxed, but as another orgasm tore through me I clenched up, intensifying the feelings for both of us. Suddenly his thrusts got even faster and he pushed my head into the mattress until he finally came.

He pulled out with a plop and took the vibrator with him. I was rolled onto my back and felt someone lay down next to me. I was then practically picked up and thrown on top of the man next to me, my chest pushing into his own lean-cut chest. The ties around my legs were undone, but I was forced to lay flat on his body. My legs spilled out around him and I was moved until I was being slowly slid down his cock. I moaned into his chest, loving the feeling.

I could barely get used to the feeling of this new cock inside me before I felt another prod at my ass. It pushed in, sinking inside of me easily. Suddenly both of my holes were full of strange cock, and I swear I almost came right then.

They didn’t even try to fuck me slowly, the man just fucked my ass hard while the man below me moved his hips as quick as he could. They were grabbing at my hips to help move me up and down, slamming me on both of their cocks. I came hard on their dicks twice before they finally came at the same time, slamming me down to their bases and holding there while they shot their loads into their condoms.

They were quickly replaced by two others, putting me in the same position, but this time they undid my arms and tore off the duct tape painfully. I immediately propped myself up and screamed for help, begging them to stop. “Oh god not this again, I’m gonna shut you up once and for all,” I heard the driver of the car say as he slid his cock into my open mouth. “Bite down and you’ll fucking regret it,” he threatened. I had no choice but to obey.

He began thrusting fast, hands on the back of my head to hold me firmly. Nobody was gentle as they fucked all three of my holes, stuffing me full. I stopped struggling, my body seemingly giving up. It was horrible and wonderful, a waking nightmare and a beautiful dream. I came so hard on all three of their cocks I saw stars underneath the blindfold.

“We’re gonna break this bitch,” the man now fucking my ass said, giving my ass another painful smack. I couldn’t stop moaning around the cock in my mouth, even while gagging. He began massaging my throat, cutting off more air supply and sending my head swimming.

They continued fucking me for the rest of the night. All three of my holes were used and abused over and over, a cock replacing the one that just came and pulled out. They each took turns, using the time in between to rest and get hard again. I remained blind folded the entire night, causing electricity to tingle along my skin at every touch.

After what was likely several hours, they began moving me into different positions, sometimes sandwiching me in-between two of them standing up or laying me on my back with someone underneath and above me. They yelled profanities at me all night.

“Your cunt’s getting sloppy.”

“Oh yeah, squeeze my cock, bitch.”

“This ass is gonna be destroyed.”

“You’re our little whore, aren’t you?”

“You fucking love cumming around this cock, don’t you slut?”

Eventually all of their words fell away as I had another orgasm, way too many to count throughout the night, and at some point my mind finally broke. I no longer thought about anything, they had fucked all of the thoughts out of my head, leaving only the pleasure of them all fucking me at once.

Finally, after an eternity, the last guy gave the last thrust and grunt and pulled out. I felt them all leave the bed, and I passed out.




Chapter Four

I slowly came back to feeling, first noticing the slight squish of the mattress beneath me. Then I noticed a light pressure over my body – a blanket. It was warm and soft. Trying to move was a mistake – every muscle in my body screamed in protest. Bruises I didn’t recall getting sung out in pain. Finally I realized the blindfold was off my head and I opened my eyes. I was definitely still in the warehouse, only now a bright light was coming in from the high thin windows.

“Hey, she’s awake.” I heard a soft voice say from far away. I raised my head, and sure enough the guys were at the other end of the warehouse, eating some fast food breakfast and obviously trying to be quiet.

“Hi,” I croaked out, my voice too hoarse to carry across the warehouse but they could tell what I had said. They slowly came over, dressed again and carrying some extra clothes. A guy I recognized as Mike knelt down the closes to me and handed me a large water bottle. “How are you feeling?” he asked me.

I knew that at least one of the guys would have stayed behind to give me a ride home, but I wasn’t expecting all of them to. It was really nice. “Sore and tired,” I said, chuckling weakly. I was beyond happy, but my god everything hurt so bad.

They gave me some food and water, I got into the spare clothes they had brought me, and eventually they took me home, actually carrying me to the car at first. Turns out we were a full hour out of town, so I had the chance to sleep more and could walk up to my front door by time they dropped me off.

I fell into bed and immediately slept the rest of the day away.

I woke up that night, still tired and insanely sore, but so fucking happy with myself. I couldn’t believe I had gone through with it, but I was so happy I did. I opened my phone and saw I had a message from the group:

Hey, hope you’re feeling ok. Last night was amazing! Maybe in a few months we can set this up again?

I was about to reply but saw a solo message from Mike. Hey, I also wanna set up another night, but what do you think about me taking you out to dinner in a few nights?

I couldn’t help but grin as widely as was physically possible and said yes to both.

Further Reading

Thank you for reading!

This was Taken to the Warehouse

Similar books by me:

Bought and Sold, series
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