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		Chapter One

		

	
		I decided to stay in Northern Kentucky after graduation. In the first six months I had made a few friends of my own age at work and at the house where I had a room, but I rarely seemed to find what I wanted, what I dreamed of for so long at Notre Dame Academy school for girls and at Northern Kentucky University; an older woman like Miss Carson, my English Literature teacher. But it was Julie Powers, my favorite lecturer at college that gave me my first taste of what I really wanted. She asked me to her place and told me to dress a tee-shirt and running shorts.

		Julie pulled me into her room. Shut the door behind me and shoved me to the floor. I could see now that she wanted this to look like we were B movie actresses playing hookers maybe tarts, oh God so sexy! She was quickly out of her bath robe, nude as the day she was born.

		I tried to clamber to my feet, to get into the duel, but Julie pounced on me and stripped me all the while, keeping me down, taking hold of my wrists and pinning my arms securely to the floor. I bared my teeth, glaring up at Julie, but I knew it was no use. My body tensed and puffed up, but against Julie's strength and leverage, I could not move my arms even a single inch.

		Slowly, her eyes gleaming with malice, Julie lowered her body onto mine, pushing her breasts down onto my boobs, her tits settled comfortably and evenly over my chest. This, however, made it easy for Julie to line our nipples up together. Her swollen pink nipples pressed against mine.

		My breasts were being crushed, pushed to the side, overpowered. I whimpered, hating how I sounded - like a girl about to be ravished - and shifted my breast, to try and move my nipples away from Julie's. I didn't want to see or feel them being dominated like that.

		But there was no escape. Julie began to twist her upper body side to side, so that our breasts were smooshed together and her nipples brushed hard against mine. Each contact was like a small electric jolt. I never knew my nipples were so sensitive. I clenched my jaw and swayed my chest from side to side too, matching motions with Julie, pitting my womanhood against hers.

		With every flick of nipple on nipple my arousal was growing, until it was almost painful. My moans got louder and louder - I couldn't stifle them - until I was almost crying out in ecstasy. And above me, Julie's face remained merciless. She was aroused, too - her moist lips were parted and she panted - but she was fully in control of herself, setting the pace, feeling just enough stimulation to enjoy the struggle, while at the same time turning me into a shivering, throbbing mass on the verge of orgasm.

		Julie’s pussy mashed forcefully against mine, flooding my mind with the molten warmth of that contact. Soft, wet flesh planted itself firmly upon my pink, swollen pussy. The tribbing began.

		I was being taken. Julie was doing it, screwing me, even though she wasn't using a strap-on - it was the same, in effect. Julie's pussy was... was tougher than mine. Julie's juices were flowing down, into my pussy - wasn't that part of being fucked? And Julie held my right leg firmly in place with one arm - now I couldn't move my captive leg even a bit – Julie was grinning triumphantly down at me.

		I could bear no more, she could resist no more, I could hold out no more. My fingers left marks in the carpet as I arched my back, braced for one long moment... and then the spasms overtook my body and I jerked and shuddered and cried out in the throes of the most powerful orgasm I ever had forced upon me.

		I was dizzy, and soft, like Jell-O, and wholly unable to resist as continued until her own cold emotionless climax arrived all the while she grunted in sadistic pleasure. God she so loved this time with Julie. But we never repeated.

		***

		But that seemed so long ago. So in the sixth month of my job I gave up hope of finding any sexual release until the Lexington office sent us up a new technical director to cover for our own technical director who was taken ill suddenly. Her name was Jenna and she was my perfect type again: blonde, short, bobbed hair, broad shoulders, beautifully round, strong brown arms when she slipped off her jacket and sat working in white short-sleeved blouse.

		I watched her arms mesmerized as she sat at her keyboard. Again, it was the slight rippling interplay of muscles that made me wet. Her fingers were quite thick and strong, her voice sensually deep. She ignored me totally every day!

		I conjured up images of her as I lay in bed at night and stroked and rubbed myself to gasping, jerking climaxes. One day she came in a shorter skirt than usual and when she bent down to collect something from a bottom drawer of a filing cabinet, I saw her smooth thighs, muscular, taut, and so shapely.

		I was so wet then when I went home I collapsed on the bed and masturbated for a full hour. We had a late training night one Thursday. It went on and on and as I came out and started to walk home it started to rain.

		A car stopped beside me and I hear her voice. `Hop in. I'll run you home.' I jumped in, heart pounding. `You're a quiet girl,' she said. `You don't say much. And I never have much to say to you because you are so excellent at your work. You never ask stupid questions. You are the brightest girl there. And the most beautiful.'

		My heart nearly exploded. ‘This is where I live,' I said, voice tense. `Would you like a coffee?'

		‘All right then.' She sounded amused.

		We walked up the steps to the big Victorian front door together. I had a studio flat on the immediate right downstairs. I led the way.

		`Oh, it's really rather nice Lena,' she said, looking around her. `You even get a double bed!' She crossed the room and flopped down on it. `Too long a day. Come and flop with me.'

		Bewildered I moved over and sat tentatively beside her. She pulled me down, seized my head in two strong hands which framed my face and then she started to kiss me as I had never been kissed before, on and on, mouths moving together, lips sliding and sucking, tongues wrestling. It went on too long, too fiercely, I fought for air and gasped.

		`No!' I said.' Not like this.'

		Then she slapped me hard across the cheek and suddenly ripped my blouse open, wide open, the buttons flying apart. Then she was seizing my bra and tugging it high over my breasts which she seized upon, one in each hand before sucking and biting my nipples, her knee moving between mine, opening my legs.

		In the next minute she was stripping me bare and when she had me completely naked she parted my legs with her hands and started to stroke my wetness there.

		`This IS the way you want it!' she said. 'You just didn't know it.'

		She didn't even bother to get undressed. She just slipped out of her jacket and then she was on me again, more of the violent kissing as her hands stroked and worked me this way and that, sure, confident, dominant, so wonderful. I watched those arm muscles ripple again as her fingers stroked and teased and pleasured me without remorse.

		I began to cum and cum, again and again, like never before. In the middle of my screaming she turned me over and held me down across her still fully clothed lap and began to spank my ass with a broad open palm, harder and harder as her other hand beneath me continued to finger my wet pussy and first two fingers slid deep inside me, then two fingers became three, four.

		I bucked and jerked and squealed. Eventually, she released me, stood up and began to strip.

		`That was all for you. Now I am really going to take you for my own pleasure,' she said. `I shall have to spank you even harder. ‘

		***

		When I thought about it afterwards (and I thought about it a great deal. Always cumming again and again) it wasn't just the remorseless expertise of her wet probing and flicking fingers and the lovely muscle interplay of her bare arms as she worked on me that so excited me. It was the accompaniment: the simple act of spanking, the never-ending, controlling spanking with her bare palm resounding on my now red ass with ever louder cracks.

		It seemed to spell out to me that I was totally in her power, not just lying there helpless, but being reminded of her power over me every few seconds. When my ass must have been bright red and was burning and aching madly, she lifted me off the bed bodily by the air and then she lay back on the bed.

		`Strip me!' she hissed.

		I did as I was told. I loved her beautiful, expensive blouse and skirt, bra, and panties. I stripped off her tights and kissed her bare thighs. She tugged my hair, so hard that there were tears in my eyes at once and she dragged my head directly between her lewdly widened legs.

		She was not shaved. She was hairy and wet and I was only too happy to have my head pushed hard into that wetness. She kept her grip on my hair, pushing and pulling still painfully hard as she forced my mouth deeper and deeper into her.

		I loved the rhythm of it as I sucked and tasted and licked and tongued and slurped again. Fantastic, amazing woman! I loved it when her breathing became more and more labored, then grunting louder. I had never pleasured a woman like this. I had so often just laid back and enjoyed being used and abused. With her the pleasure was doubled. Doubled? It was ten times as much!

		She began manipulating me with one violent hand in my hair. `Suck me, suck me, fuck me, fuck me' she went on chanting.

		And then with her other hand she suddenly forced my stinging ass up into the air and as I lapped her pussy, with the same rhythm she began to spank me again with that hard merciless open hand. I began to cum all over again!

		`Oh! Oh! Oh!' and I bucked and squirmed and squealed and she suddenly started to grunt in an unladylike way and then she began to squirt on my mouth, wailing and grunting.

		God knows what we sounded like. I prayed the house was empty on a Friday evening. When she was done with me she pushed me away and lay back on the pillow, her hands behind her head.

		`I have a friend who would go wild for you,' she said. `I think it will soon be time for you to meet Morgan.

		***

		

		

		

		Chapter Two

		

	
		Jenna came back on a Sunday evening, without warning. I had spent a lazy couple of days in bed recovering from the frantic frenzy of all that raw physical sex and sensuality and, to be frank, soreness.

		I was lying eating almost an entire lemon cream sponge cake in my nightie when the doorbell rang. I looked out - the front door is a couple of feet from the front window of my studio flat.

		She glared in at me. 'Open up!'

		`No!' I said.

		But at the moment a couple from the flat upstairs came bouncing out and politely let the door open for her. She smirked triumphantly and was in the hall and then in through my unlocked door in seconds.

		`Slut!' she said. `So this is how you spend your weekends, lying on the bed in your little nightie eating cream cakes and longing to be eaten yourself. Come on, move yourself. Morgan will be here in a few minutes and I promised her I'd soften you up for her.'

		She grabbed my plate, which was empty anyway now, and wiped the lemon and cream from my mouth with an impatient hand, `You really are a mess, but you're still gorgeous. You have more of an abandoned look like this, I must say. Less perky than the office. I like to think my last session with you has changed you a good deal. Let's have this revolting little nightie off.'

		She grabbed it and tugged it over my head.

		`Get off!` I was determined not to be used so easily this time, especially after she had just left with not as much as a text message afterwards.

		She reached for me again and I slapped her hand away.

		`Oh! Not quite as submissive today, are we? Need knocking into shape a little.’

		And to my deep shock she slapped me across the left cheek, then back again across the right. My face burned. I smacked her back in the mouth really hard, saw blood spring from her full lower lip and then I tugged her down on the bed and pulled hard on her hair. She squealed and turned but I kneed her between the legs and she grunted. I realized that although she was bigger and stronger than me, I was lighter and younger and quicker and I dived away and seized her ankles, tugging them right up in the air.

		Jesus, she looked so, so sexy. Her top slipped back to her shoulders as she lay upside down.. She was wearing no bra and her beautiful boobs flopped out unattended. I had the belt to her jeans loose in a second and was about to unzip her when I heard the door open again.

		I half turned but in that split second a hand was over my mouth, tugging me back, then a finger and thumb were pinching my nose. I couldn't breathe. There was an evil laugh. I began to black out but my nose was released and as I fell back the hand turned my head sideways and I was looking up into the mocking face of a young woman, not many years older than I, with a wide gash of a sensual, heavily lipsticked mouth which was laughing at me.

		`Hi baby. I'm Morgan. Jesus, Jenn, I said soften her up a little for me,' she said.`You said she was submissive as a kitten anyway, but now you seem to have turned her into a tiger. Take a little sniff of this honey. It may calm you down.'

		She dived into her bag and suddenly there was a heavily scented pad across my face and the hand pressed it closer. My head swam.

		`There, there now, baby,' she whispered soothingly. `Just let yourself go. Give yourself up to me. I'm going to do everything I want to you. You are just my sexual delight. It will be a short while before I get my fist into you. There are lots of other things to do to you first, but it WILL happen. A lovely slim wrist will be slipping inside you, moving very slowly so as to tease you. It may be sometime before it gets up any speed but when it does you'll shoot up like a rocket on its way to the moon. Then I'll add my pretty little tongue and start doing indescribable things to you. As it dives inside you, I'm going to pull your pussy lips apart until I've got my lips inside you, a long, long way inside you, such deep penetration that . the tip of my tongue will feel as though it's just at the back of your throat and you'll want to throw up from the tickling of your tonsils!` But that's all to come, honey. First we have to punish you for giving poor Jenn here such a hard time. Ok Jenn, baby. You can have her while I get stripped. Do what you like with her. Mark her if you want.'

		My head was only just clearing when Jenn stripped her own clothes off – I had never seen her big body bare before and it was awesome, whiter, and creamy and full and round but not plump. It was a body to die for, but she was not about to make love to me. She pinned my arms out by the hands.

		`You have a team talk to lead at the office tomorrow, little Lena,' she said. `I hope you have prepared it well. In the boardroom too! Twenty minutes minimum before the discussion so how on earth are you going to explain these away to the rest of the sales team? And the directors!'

		And she bent over and gave me a ferocious love bite at the side of my neck, like a vampire in a movie, and then another just below it and another at the side. She kissed my throat passionately, thrillingly and bit again and raised, I was sure, great scarlet hickies all over my neck and throat. She was practically eating me alive.

		Then she kissed my mouth. I tasted the blood on hers where I had hit her and then she was biting my lips and pushing her tongue in past mine and then her hands were all over my body, swooping, stroking, fondling, until I just squirmed and wriggled with the utter pleasure of it all and pressed my bare body up against hers and kissed her back.

		`Hey, hey, hey!' said Morgan .'Leave some for me, baby. She is hot! Much livelier than you led me to believe. I'm going to have to open her up.'

		`No!' I squealed.

		But Jenna was behind me now, kneeling on the pillow, her beautiful arm round my throat holding my head back. She reached out with the other.

		`Give me the pad,' she said.' I'll knock her out if she fights'

		The same sickly sweet smell swept across me as Morgan handed her the scented pad and then bent down to lick and nuzzle my pussy with her mouth. Her tongue was as busy and deep as she had promised.

		Her fingers were opening my folds. I struggled and fought. Jenna gave me a loving kiss and held the pad over my face. I felt myself going faint. She took it away.

		`Just behave and you stay conscious,' she said. ‘Now lie still and enjoy it. You know you will.'

		`You didn't fist her at all then last time?'`

		‘Four fingers drove her wild. And I knew I should save some for you.'

		`Good girl. Come on, Lena, let's see how much you can take.’

		She was lubricating her beautiful, tanned forearm, but I knew she would not need much of that. I was so wet and wide open that I could have taken anything just then and when she started to slowly slide her beautiful wrist into me and opened her hand and pushed her forearm again, fisting me in earnest.

		I began to shriek with an abandoned pleasure I had never known. What drove me absolutely over the edge was when I turned my head in my throes of exalted pleasure and saw our reflections in the big wardrobe mirrors. What I saw was a scene, a tableau from the most erotic film in the world.

		One big blonde woman holding my neck tight back with her beautiful creamy, downy arm and shoulder, a pad aloft in the other hand, my bare body, beautiful as I had never seen it before, splayed out, abandoned, helpless, bucking and thrashing with pleasure, and there was that other oh so wildly and exciting woman fisting me long and deep with her glorious wet forearm and wrist.

		I began to cum with a shriek and went on cumming and cumming and cumming and yelling so loud that an alarmed Jenna pressed the pad down firmly over my face and I blacked out.

		***

		Lena rang Morgan's doorbell and waited nervously. She didn't know why she had come.. She had sworn that after that overwhelming humiliation of the last time she would never never..... what was she thinking? She knew that was the exact reason she had come.

		The door opened at last by a cheeky looking teenager with long brown hair cascading down almost to her jeans over a sleeveless white tank top. `Yeah?'

		`Is Morgan in?'

		She laughed. `I bet you're Lena, yeah? Well you held out for five days, that's about three days longer than most. They're generally sent packing with a flea in their ear, but she said to show you in if you called.' She laughed again. `No when you called,’ she said!

		The flat was dark but handsome, big hall, high ceiling, a couple of broad seascapes down one wall with wonderful stormy skies. There was no furniture at all. The girl opened the first door which led into a room; eerily like her own studio flat, but again minimalist with just two large high-backed armchairs, a long refectory table covered in magazines and bookshelves down the far wall.

		`She won't be long. They're working on someone!' She laughed yet again, standing so close to Lena that she could smell her spearmint gum.

		At that moment there was a piercing squeal from next door and she saw that there was a heavy dividing door between the two rooms. The squeal went on. `No, dear God, no. Stop! No, no more!'

		She knew in that second that it was not a squeal of pain. They were not cries of help from torture. They were cries of the excruciating pleasure she herself had experienced at their hands and mouths and limbs. Her panties flooded in a rush and she bent, almost cumming on the spot. The girl looked at her curiously.

		`This girl they're working on now, Anne Marie, she's new, see? No experience at all. Just liked to be taken to the edge and teased. All the time. Teased but never taken. No idea of what the dark side can be really like, that's what Morgan says. And now of course, they've got her!'

		They could hear the steady squeaking, creaking, and thumping of a bed now and the cries rose again: 'Oh! Oh! Oh! Yes, yes, yes, YES! Aaaauugh!'

		Such a screaming and gurgling came from the back of the throat. The bed noises grew faster and louder. And so did the panting. What were they doing to her? Then the dividing door opened and Morgan was there.

		

		

		

		Chapter Three

		

	
		`I thought I heard the front door. Is Willa looking after you? Well, she would, given half the chance. You are exactly her type, right Willa?'

		The young girl beside Lena stroked the back of her neck. She shivered. `Oh yes, she is. Can I have her one day, Morgan? Me and Tina could really fuck her up.'

		`Mm, yeah, absolutely,' said another husky young voice. Tina?

		As Morgan opened the door wider, Lena saw a stocky, chunky teenager casually manipulating a naked wriggling, whimpering figure on the bed by sliding one broad hand in between her legs as she continued to finger her between the cheeks of her ass. Tina continued to look at Lena appraisingly while working on the other girl without a glance down at her.

		The moaning, slender young woman lay licking her lips and turning her head violently from side to side.

		`Finish her with a fist, Tina, and then you two can take her home. You come back for more this time next week, you hear me, Anne Marie?'

		The girl whimpered. But the teenager had begun the fisting in earnest now and suddenly the girl's pussy was exploding into a fountain of squirting liquid that covered Tina's hand.

		`Oh, I’ve never seen a real squirter!' squealed Willa, hurrying over to the bed. `Amazing!'

		Tina slowly stopped the fisting and withdrew her gleaming wet wrist and hand. They all watched as the figure on the bed lay alone for a moment and then squealed again as her now neglected body nevertheless began to ripple and pulsate through her thighs and hips to her pussy and she shook like someone in a fit., cumming entirely on her own, before eventually subsiding into a low moaning heap in the middle of the bed.

		Tina looked across at Lena. `Come and have a go on her,' she said. `Anne Marie, Lena is going to give you a lick next.'

		The girl moaned. I approached the bed cautiously but she looked so wanton and abandoned lying there with her legs wide open, her pussy so red and wet. I couldn't resist her. I slowly licked the pussy folds with my tongue and at once she began to jerk and gasp and cum and cum again. I fingered her little asshole at the same time and she squealed and gripped my hand really tight, pressing me into her.

		`Amazing,' said Morgan. `Poor little soul is a raving nympho now! You know these two just played with her for two whole weeks, always taking her to the edge but never letting her cum. She wanted it to be that way. Had never cum in her life. Then Jenn and I had a go at her earlier and of course Jenn couldn't or wouldn't hold back and took her over the edge with her fingers. In ten minutes the poor girl was frantically humping Jenn's bare thigh and panting like a bitch in heat. I let these two have her as a reward and then when Jenn had gone back to Lexington I joined Tina for another hour and she has exhausted us. It's taken you some days to rejoin us, I must say, Lena'

		`I hated that pad you used on me.,' I said.

		`Yes my fault. Never again. We didn't need it at all, but I wasn't sure how easy you would be and Jenn warned me you were a strong girl. Will you miss her in the office?'

		`No,' I said. `She kept bullying me and making sly remarks to the others about my love bites. Claimed I had a boyfriend. I'm glad she's gone back to the Lexington office..'

		Morgan laughed. Boyfriend! Absurd! Well, I am so glad you are back, my rose petal. I am going to take Anne Marie home before she expires from ecstasy, but I will leave you in the girls' hands. I'm sure they will have you ready for me by the time I get back.'

		`Oh, you bet!' said Tina, pulling me away from the bed where I was beginning to finger Anne Marie again.

		I couldn't resist the way her body jerked and rippled every time I touched her between the legs.

		`Come on, Lena. We'll give you a nice shower first. We love shared showers, don't we, Tina? You should just see what Tina can do with a soapy sponge when I am washing your hair.'

		'Don't you dare exhaust her in the shower!' said Morgan. 'I'm joining you to finish her off later. She is going to make my lovely Anne Marie look positively peaceful, You should just see her fucking a fist when she's lost all control!'

		***

		As before, some days passed, days which only fueled up my desire. At work, with Jenna gone, everything was peaceful. No romance or passion for a girl there anymore. At night when I went to bed I tried to stroke myself to a peak so that I could sleep, but all that I had seen and done in recent weeks made that seem a pathetic substitute.

		I wanted real warm flesh, strong, hot limbs, feminine passion beside me and around me and inside me, not my own fingers. But still they kept me waiting. One night, as I lay curled up in an armchair watching an old movie at bedtime, the doorbell rang. I turned out the light and peeped out through the window. There was no sign of anyone on the doorstep.

		I was alarmed.

		An intruder?

		But then I heard girlish giggling. And then more. And Willa stepped up into view in the darkness of the doorstep and rang the bell again. I kept the light off and tiptoed out into the communal hall. When the bell rang again, I swung the door open and grabbed her as she turned. As we struggled I felt the heat and warmth and youth of her lovely brown muscular arms, just as toned an so youthful.

		It took me back ten years to my own schooldays and languorous moments in the long grass with luscious hot sweaty girl athletes and gymnasts I was crazy for. Whenever they were bored they knew they could always come over to me in the longer grass and I would massage their lovely calves and thighs. They called me their personal medic. I never dared massage too high, but how I wanted to!

		These two had not completed much school, I suspected. And not long out of it either. Tina pushed me in. They both looked pretty drunk to me.

		`We came for you at last!' she said. `We were passing and we figured you'd be ready for us by now! Surprise!'

		And then there was pandemonium as a group of three other girls burst round corner of the porch, giggling, and cheering, clutching an assortment of bottles and cans and I found myself swept back into my room.

		`Ssssh, don't wake the house,' said Willa, swaying as she held a finger to her thick sensual lips. I never saw so young a girl with such a cruel mouth. `We don't want anyone coming down to spoil our fun.'

		`Yeah, OK girls, she's right,' said a commanding looking six footer with long blonde hair and a snake tattoo on one sinuous arm.

		She reminded me of a girl high jumper who used to fuck my brother. But this one was clearly only interested in women. She was already looking at me with such dangerous lust that the hairs began to stand up all over my forearms and the back of my neck.

		`We don't need interruptions. This is going to be so sweet. You ever been gangbanged by girls, honey? It won't exactly be fun for you, but by the time we've finished with you…’

		`I told you, Kasey - Jenn and Morgan have both had her. She won't need any training,' said Tina impatiently.' She's been fisted and taken ten times in a night.'

		`Jenn and Morgan, Jenn and Morgan, that's all you ever talk about,' Kasey sneered.

		She pushed me into my room. Somebody shut the door behind me. I could see now that she and the other three were some years older than the first two, mid to late twenties - like B movie actresses playing part-time waitresses, strippers, hustlers, hookers maybe; tarts, bleached hair, bad skin, bottled tans, lean tough, but oh God so sexy!

		Just the sort of rough stuff I had seen from across the road late at night, watched in groups from my passing car and longed for.

		`Well she's very, very hot, I have to say!' said Kasey. `Let's get the show on the road!’

		She moved up and stood close and felt me slowly through my soft pajama shorts. `Mmmmm, that feels good, I bet? Soft material loving against your pussy with good strong fingers inside it, mmm honey?’

		She continued to stroke me, making no attempt to get inside my shorts, just running her fingers against me and then suddenly gripping me with the hard part of her hand and squeezing slowly, staring slowly into my eyes. Her breath smelt of cigarettes and booze, but I didn't care.

		My hair was scraped back into a rough pony tail and one of the other girls, the oldest of the group with short blonde hair and tattooed muscular arms set off by her bright yellow sleeveless top, pulled me by it and jerked my head right back, exposing my taut throat.

		`Thanks, Marla. I'll give her a kiss to remember,' said Kasey and she kissed me deep on my stretched throat where the marks Jenna had left were only just disappearing.

		Her mouth moved up to mine and she slowly slid her hand inside my waistband to find my warm wet hairy pussy inside. I whimpered. The three of us were still standing by the wall.

		Tina moved behind us and slid her finger inside my ass at the same time as Kasey was working me from the front, almost lifting me off my feet. My legs began to buckle.

		`Oh no!' said Kasey, jerking me upright again. `We're going to have you standing up first.'

		Marla let my hair go and ran her hands over my shoulders, sliding them inside my pajama top and running down to my breasts.

		`Jeez, girls, nipples like pencil erasers!' she said, `pointing and oh so perky.'

		Just then there was a sharp rap on my door and Mrs. Hanson, my landlady came in. `I've told you before Lena,' she said angrily.' You cannot have noisy visitors at this time of night.'

		She had an old dressing gown wrapped round her, cream on her face and her hair, too, was pulled back from her face for bed, but in a long plait. She suddenly took in the scene and what they were doing to me and she squealed. She actually squealed in horror, really loudly.

		`Lord alive, girl, what are they doing to you? I'll call for the police!'

		

		

		

		Chapter Four

		

	
		The third girl, a silent, swarthy girl, long black hair, Hispanic, buxom, in a tight top through which her nipples pushed aggressively, heavy in the thigh in a short denim skirt, slipped behind my landlady and shut the door.

		`Aw, now you don't wanna call the cops, honey!' she said. 'Let Raquel look after you!'

		`It's all right, Mrs Hanson,' I said desperately, `just a bit of fun.`

		I doubled up as Kasey stroked my pussy again and Mrs Hanson gasped. Kasey laughed at her.

		`Come on, sugar. I bet you've not been touched in years!' said Raquel, sliding her hands around Mrs Hanson's dressing gown from behind and parting the front.

		Mrs Hanson was going to squeal really hard but a dark hand covered her mouth and Raquel slipped a hand inside and pulled a big round breast from rather faded baggy nightie.

		`Hey, these are nice, baby!' she said.' We get some of that cream off your face and up your pussy we'll give you a real goodnight to remember.'

		I started to shout. but Marla was still behind me and she put a hand round my mouth too. Tina giggled. God, she was drunk. Or high. I guess they were all high. And she moved round in front of Mrs Hanson and slowly stripped her as Raquel held her.

		`Hey, she's only, what forty and really firm' she said, pulling down the nightie. `Boobs a bit saggy after maybe a couple of kids,' said Kasey whose hands were now driving me wild sliding in and out of me and exploring every sensitive spot on my pussy lips. `but good and round.'

		Raquel still held the poor woman from behind, biting her neck and groping her breasts as Tina stooped in front of her and began to stroke her hands through her thick pussy hairs. Then she bent forward and started to eat her out. They fought the struggling woman for no more than fifteen seconds before her grunting turned to moaning under the insistent tongue of the teenage girl and the nipple plucking fingers of the Spanish girl.

		`Hey, let's have a race!' shouted Marla. 'See if we can make this bitch cum before yours! Standing, mind!'

		They all laughed and then they worked on their helpless captive bodies as we swayed and moaned in their arms. I began to feel as erotically supercharged at the sight of what the other two women were doing to my unfortunate middle aged landlady, now plumply naked, as I was turned on in the hands of Kasey, about whom I was now absolutely crazy.

		She was whispering such smut in my ears as she and Marla kissed and sucked and fondled me and probed and pushed their knees and thighs and fingers into me. And always she whispered the vulgarities, so exciting, so depraved.

		Then Mrs Hanson suddenly gave a wild cry and turned in Raquel's arms and began to kiss her back with a abandoned passion that it silenced everyone and as she kissed her, the bending Tina grabbed her knees and thrust her head right up between her legs, way up into her, and sucked her pussy like a vacuum cleaner and then she was cumming, cumming, cumming with such a shriek.

		`We win! We win!' shouted Tina, emerging from between her legs. `

		`Cum bitch! Cum!' Kasey yelled in my ear and then she clamped her savage mouth on mine and kissed me with such fierceness as Marla played both my holes with equal expertise and I threw my head back and howled like a dog as Marla began to fist me in the pussy where I stood swaying and still Kasey kissed me on and on.

		By now Mrs Hanson was wrapping herself round Raquel, such a lovely white plump round body, quite delectable really, shoulders and breasts so round, so soft looking, and now Tina was fingering her up between the legs from behind. The sight set me off again as that fist pumped into me so smoothly and sweetly.

		`You got kids in the house, honey?' said Raquel.

		`With their dad for the weekend,' she gasped and with that the other woman had her out through the doorway in a headlock, as she moaned and gasped.

		Tina let go and stood, startled alone.

		`Never mind, Tina, you can have a go here. I have to go and get my car,' said Marla, releasing me at last. `My girl's coming back from work real soon.'

		Kasey let me go, too. I crumpled to the floor at last. `I'm going to have some of that Hanson woman!' she said.

		`I don't see why she should have her to herself. She is going to be one wonderful all night job!' Then she was gone and upstairs.

		Already we could hear Mrs Hanson's voice rising into a sexual wail of frenzied shock and pleasure as Raquel got to work on her pale plump body in earnest.

		Tina lifted me from the floor and dragged me over to the bed, roughly. `I waited long enough to have you for myself,' she said. `Now I'm going to take you apart!'

		I started to make a token fight back, but we both knew I was only acting. It was clear from the way that I clung to her gorgeous stocky teenage body that I wanted her to do terrible things to me.

		`You got any, toys?' she hissed, sliding her tongue deep into my mouth and stroking my sodden pussy with fingers that knew so much for a girl so young.

		I shook my head. `I don't use them. No, wait, a girl once brough a strap on but I wouldn't let her use it. In the bottom drawer.'

		I clung to her as she went to cross to the dresser. I wanted her weight still on me, her hands still dominating me every second. She smacked me in my mouth, then kissed it again.

		`Oh GOD, I have to do you so hard!' she said.

		She slid the drawer open and pulled out the big thick dildo and the straps dangled in front of her thick muscular thighs, brown halfway up and then white to her fantastic firm ass. `Mmm, expensive!' she said with a laugh.

		She held it in front of her. My heart stopped. So did my aversion to toys. I wanted her to fuck me so hard. She strutted over to the bed, still holding it. `C'mon, help me to strap it on real tight. We don't want it coming off while it's right up your tight pussy.'

		I reached forward with shaking hands and helped her to tighten it. She turned again. All suntanned, muscular teenage girl with a ludicrous thick cock to slide right up to me. She stroked it lovingly.

		`Now suck my cock, bitch! She laughed. `I want it wet and ready, no waaaaiiit, there's lubricant with it here! Just lie back and wait for it, honey!'

		I suddenly heard Mrs Hanson's screams rise to a new pitch and Kasey's husky voice as well as they stepped up their efforts on her upstairs. `Oh yes, yes, yes! Oh my dear Lord!' she cried. `Harder!'

		I could see it was affecting Tina, too. She fucked me for forty minutes with that hard, thick dildo. I held her plunging hips, watched her sweat soaked brown thigh muscles rippling as she did me deep, deep, deep, but always so smooth and easy. The skill of an accomplished athlete.

		`On the swimming team. Breaststroke champion,' she said, sensing my wonder at her muscular control and strength. She cupped her beautiful firm young breasts. `Swimming is great for everything,' she said.

		I reached up and sucked her breasts as hard as I could, sucked those nipples and then fell back as she fucked me more. She was panting with the effort now -long, hard fast strokes and then as I began to cum as I had never cum before, her eyes shone.

		`Scream, squeal real loud, let them hear it upstairs,' she said. `Beg for it!'

		`Harder, fuck me harder! Oh yes Tina! You own me, you own me! I'm yours. You can do anything you want to me.' I squealed as I jerked and came again and again and she pulled it out and thrust it away from her and kissed me again and I got my hands into her at last and stroked and squeezed and then she was holding and jerking herself on my clenched hands and cumming herself in long gasps. She smacked me in the face again as she continued to cum.

		`I am still in charge! She gasped. `I own you' and then as I began to gush between my legs at the very final submission of it all, she leant back into a crouch and laughing triumphantly began to pee down on me in a golden splashing arc that fell all over my body and then on my face and then she was down on me again, squeezing my throat and roaring in my ear. `I can do ANYTHING to you. You know you belong to me now for as long as I want you.'

		And still she hadn't finished with her abasement of me.

		***

		What Tina, with the willing help of Willa, whom she must have called from the bathroom during a brief break from molesting me, did to me during the rest of that night was relentless. The sounds from upstairs gradually died away as poor Mrs Hanson was pleasured unconscious to cries of laughter and then odd giggles.

		I heard them coming down the stairs, pausing to collect my own two teenaged torturers and then they were all gone. I slept for four hours, rang work to say I was ill, sank into a hot bath for another, and slept for four more. At lunchtime I played around with a piece of toast and a coffee, thought about sleeping again, but got dressed properly instead.

		I could take no more. I had to get away from the house in case they came back with more friends. I was owed a week's holiday. I rang the office again to say I would take it immediately to recover after a bug I had picked up. I sat on the edge of the bed wondering whether I should go home - I somehow felt I could not look my family in the eyes after what had been done to me here and what I had loved having done to me, too.

		Then there was a tap on the door and Mrs Hanson appeared, pale, but composed, dressed in a coat to go out, a suitcase in one hand. She looked at the devastated bed.

		'Put your bedclothes in the washing machine. I have just taken mine out,' she said quietly.

		I noticed for the first time that she had a faint Irish accent. I knew nothing about her.

		

	
		Chapter Five

		

		`I am going away for a while. I know now how they seduced you. They took little enough time to take me - although long enough to let me go. My brother has a fishing cabin on the northern shore of Lake Cumberland near Jamestown, Kentucky. He said I can use it for a week or so. I told him I need a break. Lena, will you be Ok here, when they come back? Would you think about coming away with me for a break. Then they cannot come back. The woman next door runs the Neighborhood Watch. She will report any suspicious visitors.'

		`Oh yes,' I heard myself say clearly. `I will come.' I bent to strip away the bedclothes and she put down her bag and helped me. She gasped at the state of them. `They did as much to you as they did to me, she said. `I begged them to pleasure me again and again, you know. I beseeched them to go on and on debauching me.'

		The Irish accent sounded stronger. `I know how it goes,' I said simply, taking the clothes through the room behind the kitchen.

		`I think we should go at once, Lena. I'll get the car out. Pack a bag. Warm things. It's breezy on the beach around there. Maybe we could go for a few walks. Blow some of this away.'

		And she was gone. I packed swiftly, jeans and sweaters and boots and socks, clothes for cold winds, but I found myself adding my very best underwear, expensive underwear, my sexiest nightie and, as an afterthought, I added the strap on dildo and the lubricant and tucked them down at the bottom of the case, under my make up box.

		We drove in silence for much of the way. Eventually she told me her name was Chelsea. Her father was Irish, her mother, died when she was ten, American. She had taught tiny kids in Ireland, married, come to England with her husband, had two fine boys, but then the husband had a roving eye and strayed. But at that very time she had found herself repulsed by him in bed and she was only too glad when he moved out.

		He still paid the mortgage, paid a good allowance for her and the children and had the boys to stay every other weekend. In return she was going to let him have the divorce he wanted; her religious objections seemed hypocritical – she didn't want him so a reconciliation was out of the question. He needed a wife. He was a good enough man.

		`And you,' she said. `Did you never have a man?'

		`No, no,' I said. `I knew from a very early age that I would never want a man.'

		`I see,' she said quietly. `I sensed that in recent weeks – your visitors You know until last night, I really had no idea that that was what I wanted, needed, craved. They tried to be cruel but they were everything I desired.'

		`Me too,' I said.

		The cabin was a rustic log building at the back of the great sand beach at Cumberland. There was a host of anglers along the beach, one bar and not much else this time of year. But she was able to park the car up close and we dashed in out of the wind and got the wood burning stove started. I looked out of the window at the distant spray of the lake.

		She stood next to me, smart, composed, middle-aged, in sensible sweater and skirt and knee-length boots. A mumsy mother of two. The wild and frenzied creature of the night before whom I had seen dragged naked from the room in a headlock plump buttocks bouncing, full sized boobs jiggling and still moaning from her endless orgasm, seemed a million years ago. She seemed to sense what I was thinking.

		'What terrible secrets we share!' she said. `Perhaps you should find a new room when we go back.'

		`I think I should find a new city,' I said. `Shall I take the bed settee?'

		`Oh there's twin beds next door,' she said. `I hardly think we shall be bothering each other at night!'

		I was startled. `Ok,' I said.

		`Shall we just walk down to the lake?'

		She shivered. `No, no, you go. I'll see to the fire. I've brought some basic foods. I'll see what he has in his freezer. Not all fish, I hope. There will certainly be plenty of booze.' She laughed, the first time I ever heard her really laugh.

		She was right to turn down the walk, though. The wind was wild and even the anglers had packed up and gone when I reached the waves crashing on the sand. I hurried back, although the beach was steep and it was along, harder haul up it than it had been going down.

		There was no sign of her when I thankfully bolted the creaking front door against the wind. I wondered how on earth we would spend a week here together. We probably had nothing in common. We would go mad! I went in search of the bedroom to unpack. Too late. My sexy nightie was laid out on the pillow. The top drawer of the little dresser was open, full of my expensive lingerie.

		`I half unpacked for you, Lena,' said that cool Irish voice behind me. `Just the top layer. Then I thought I'd better not in case you had private stuff there.'

		`Private stuff? You wouldn't have opened my diary?'

		`No, of course not! But, who knows? We all have secrets. I was going to put the undies back, but the I thought you'd have noticed and that would have been creepier. I'm sorry. They're very sexy undies. The ones you hang out in the utility room, at home are rather more every day.'

		`Oh well you know, sort of holiday packing!'

		`Right. Well, there's loads of food and drink, as I thought. I'll fix us some dinner. You go through his DVDs under the TV stand. They're probably decent enough. He's a lecturer. He may be a lecturer, but he was a dirty old man. He had all sorts of stuff stashed away there. I put most it back under the TV. I'm not sure if I'd have wanted to know my brother had stuff like that. But I couldn't resist lingering over the lesbian stuff. It looked like lazier stuff for men, all right.

		Women doing women, men love the thought of that, although I can't actually see that there's much in it for them! I glanced at the covers and hid those in one corner. Stuff for a sleepless night when my new landlady companion was snoring. I found us a decent film or two. Good double bill.

		Good double bill. Good food. Good wine. Good evening all round. We thoroughly enjoyed sitting there in our sagging armchairs. I let her go into bed first and then I followed after a discreet pause. As I climbed into my bed she snapped the light out.

		`This is just want I needed, Lena,' she said.

		`Me, too,' I said.

		And at the moment, I did need a rest. The weather brightened over the next couple of days. We walked, drove, shopped, had lunches at the Road House, steak, and salad in the evening, watched some more DVDs and read bits of his erotic paperbacks.

		On the third evening as we went to bed, she had a stiff neck. It had bothered her ever since she got up after lying awkwardly. I had had to do all chores during the day. She tried to lie with a pile of cushions under her pillow.

		`No, you'd be better with one in a minute,' I said. `Leave them for a moment.’

		I turned her face down and started to give her a strong but not too hard neck massage, squeezing the tautness from the stretch between her neck and her left shoulder. I had to push her nightie down a bit to work on the shoulder.

		`Everything's connected,' I said.

		Actually, I just had to rub that beautiful round, warm, fragrant shoulder. She had such flawless white skin, too. Beautiful to touch. I went back to her neck. I could feel her loosening, almost purring. I could not lose the image in my mind of her being manipulated on her feet by the woman and the girl and of the way she just surrendered.

		`Don't go away! I`ve got some lotion that might help,' I said.

		But when I got back to the bed 20 seconds later she had tossed the nightie outside and was lying face down, naked. Her voice was muffled into the pillow. `I know you brought the strap-on, Lena' she said. 'Just get it.'

		I tugged my case out from under the bed and opened it. My hands were shaking. No longer Lena, the taken victim, Lena the eager taker. I was dying to tie it on. I stripped and stood preening myself in front of the fly blown wardrobe mirror. I looked very good, I thought. I stroked my breasts and my thighs, fondled myself between my legs and murmured in pleasure.

		Nobody was going to burst in the door. Nobody was going to pee on me here! However much I had loved all that and always would, right now I was going to do what I wanted with Chelsea, and she must have known it. I saw her reflection staring at me from the mirror.

		I continued to stroke myself in front of the mirror and then slowly strapped on the cumbersome dildo. The size of it was really ludicrous! It would have given any man a terrible inferiority complex. I adjusted it, tightened, turned one way and then the other, strutting and smoothing again.

		It got me going all right, and from the gasp on the bed and the way her full lips had parted, my landlady was finding it quite a turn on, too. I walked with some difficulty over to her bed where she lay naked and I began to stroke her big round soft ass which I absolutely loved after all the tight, toned girls I had known.

		Nothing came more absolutely feminine than this body. The texture of the back was lovely and velvety to my touch, too. Her bent arms as she clutched then pillow were full and round and delicious. I ran my hands down from her shoulders to her hips. She shivered. I kissed her ass and then her thighs, the smooth skin behind her knees and on down to her feet. I rubbed her ankles and then the soles of her feet and she twitched and protested.

		' No, not feet. Too ticklish. Really. Not feet! No! I mean it, Lena Not joking!’

		But I had her feet now. I bent her legs at the knee, clutched her ankles together in one hand, turned and sat on her ass and began to remorselessly tickle first one foot then the other with my left hand toenails.

		She squealed and thrashed and twisted. I began to tickle very lightly, then stooped and kissed and sucked her toes, letting go of her. She protested no more. I moved up her body, turned her, and began to kiss her. Her mouth was so full and soft and generous. Her tongue slid out and into mine, filling it, exploring every corner and crevice.

		The strap-on kept coming between us. I wanted to fondle her, stroke her, lick her, kiss her, suck her, prepare her, but I was not going to be allowed to.

		

		

		

		Chapter Six

		

	
		`No more, Just fuck me with it!' she gasped. `Just slip it in and fuck me with it. It's still slippery. I can feel. Put it in and fuck me with it.'

		I did as I was told. She stuck her arse up and let me slide it into her from behind, deep into her pussy. I reached round as I began to thrust and my fingers found her pussy lips and stroked them as I found the rhythm. At the end of each stroke I was almost into her myself as our bodies touched so hot and close and as I slid it back again I left my fingers fondle and tease her.

		She had found the rhythm now, too, and thrust her ass back hard at me. I smacked it as hard as I could. I saw the red imprint of my palm on her white ass and it shocked me but I smacked her again. And a third time. Really hard.

		The pain and the pleasure were getting to her now, I could see that. I dug my nails deep into her soft ass and she gasped again. I bent to kiss the back of her neck and she struggled, turned, and met my mouth with hers and bit my lower lip.

		`Bitch' I said laughing.

		I smacked her ass even harder and began to ride her as a man would have ridden her. She had an extraordinary, sweet vanilla smell about her, and rising from her hot skin, her own natural smell. It made my senses swirl .I could see why Raquel and Kasey could not leave her alone once they had started.

		Her abandonment was so complete, her twisting, jerking, panting response so absolute that I was desperate to cum myself. I stripped off the strap-on much as Tina had with me, and I fell on her, turned her, began to slide my wet hand into her, twisting it and turning it as I fisted her faster and faster.

		She came in such a screaming rush that it took us both by surprise and then she was wrestling and fighting back and had me on my back and was trying to force her plump hand into me now.

		`No,' I cried. `Too big, Chelsea!'

		`No, Lena' she said evenly. `You are the victim now. You know that is the way it will always be. For me, sometimes, if Kasey ever gets me alone again. But I will always have you to abuse now. `

		So she fisted me anyway, right inside and up and on and as I began to squeal she worked me faster and faster, panting, gasping, swearing as she did me. She pushed me aside as I gasped for air.

		' Enough now,' I said. `Enough for a while. Need rest. Take a break.'

		But she smacked me across the face and I suddenly realized she was wearing the strap-on now and with a shout of triumph she began to fuck me with it, hard, cruelly, violently, pulling my nipples with her fingers, biting my chin. When my final cumming began I thought I had lost control of every part of me. For all I knew, I could have wet the bed, or worse and gone on and one.

		But it was just me cumming and cumming, spraying like a feral animal, grunting, and taking it and loving it. My landlady was fucking me and I was hers forever as far as I was concerned. And I was. We spent the rest of the week rutting and fucking on the floor to her brother's lesbian porn. I drove the car every time we went out. She insisted.

		And she fondled me and fingered me inside my panties every mile of the way on every journey. Sometimes she made me drive in just my panties and when she had them soaked she ripped them off and fondled my naked pussy as we drove on and on. By the time we got back in the evenings after a quick meal out all I wanted to do was lie on the bed and wait to be fisted and fucked and toyed insensible.

		She no longer wanted anything for herself. It drove me crazy. I longed to smell her, touch her, kiss her, love her, but she thrust me away and fucked me again and again. She had the taste for it and I was what she wanted. And when we drove back at the end of the week and Saturday night came and the girls came knocking, I heard her coolly answering them through the chained door.

		`No, Lena will not be coming out. And you will not be coming in. Lena belongs to me now. And I will do what I like to her.'

		And she did. And she does. And if she ever reads this she will thrash me and thrash me until I cum again. And I will love it. Love it. But the day will come when I get away from here and I will round up Kasey and Marla and Raquel. I know they have her scent and her feel and they will be only too happy to oblige when I ask them to go back with me to the house and I will sit and watch and finger myself frantic as I watch them exact Lena's revenge and turn that woman back to the submissive slut they knew. That day will come.

		END
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