Warning

Some readers may find the material contained in this story offensive

Also if you are under the legal age to read such material you are advised to read no further…you have been warned  
Sandra Kennedy, Angela Connolly and I, Anna Pearson, had been friends right through our school years. We were still the best of pals enjoying our lives as young girls or women. We were all good looking with full voluptuous bodies…each from different ethnic groups. Mine was obviously European, given that I was fair skinned and blond. Dating and parties were on the agenda most week-ends and whilst my two buddies boasted they were no longer virgins, I could not truthfully say that I had lost mine. Oh I let them believe that I had done it with a guy, but it just wasn’t true. Andy Morton claimed he had taken it. Telling his mates he’d been my first. This led to a host of other guys trying to get into my pants, all meeting the same resistance as Andy Morton. They in turn couldn’t loose face so told every one they too had scored with me, the truth…no one had scored and I was still a virgin. Oh not that I had no interest in sex, I did very much so. I was very, very keen to know what it would be like to have a man’s hard penis inside me. Like many other females I would only fanaticize what it would be like and knew sooner or later I was going to do it and I’d know for certain what it really felt like. I would listen intently to Sandra and Angela as they related each experience they had, had. This only fueled my passion even further in wanting it.

On leaving school I’d managed to get a job with a small business, in their office as a secretary. I was good at what I did and soon given greater responsibilities. 
Then I saw a job advertised for a secretary in a larger firm, Schofield and Price. Now this was one of the biggest and best in the area, largest distribution of engineering products. The job description sounded like the work was just me, I had to apply. When I received and interview I just could not believe I’d made it to that stage. At the interview I was so nervous sitting before the three interviewers, one of them being the big boss himself, Winston Drysdale. However he put me right at ease with his easy soft spoken manner. He was also so good looking and I lost a little of my concentration thinking about how he would be in bed. I quickly composed myself and tried to get back to the job in hand, getting through the interview.

I answered all the questions they put to me. They thanked me for coming and followed up with the usual “We’ll let you know spiel”. It came as some surprise when I was asked to go back for a second interview. The number of applicants had been whittled down to three, I being one of them. They asked me that, if I was considered for the position could they approach my present boss for a reference. I could see no reason why not and told them so. A day or so later I was told I had the job. Mr Pearson had indeed given me a glowing report and told me he was very sorry to see me leave and wished me all the best for my future.

Now I was quite unaware at the time that Winston Drysdale had, had a great influence in my getting the job and was already laying his plans for my and his future.
I was now a number in a large firm, but it was a good firm and there were plenty of friendly helpful people to work with. As well as my secretarial duties Mr Drysdale had me do some courier work for him. “Oh Anna over the next few weeks I have some important and confidential paper work to be picked up, could you do this small errand for me, probably only for the next month or so…if you wouldn’t mind that is” Well, how could you refuse your boss, a boss so good looking. I was so keen and eager to impress him; I just had to say yes.

So for the next four weeks I took the bus over to this seedy little office in a large building. I was met by a different man each time, handed a large cream envelope marked private and confidential, then the guy would leave with me, and outside hand me an extra smaller envelope. I was offered a lift back to the office in his car, an offer I was grateful for, not wanting to walk or get the bus back the way I’d come. This as I said only lasted a few weeks then it was just the everyday duties once again.

It was about now that Mr Drysdale started to make his play; it was just little flirtations to begin with. One night, my two other buddies and I were at a restaurant when we noticed he was there also, I almost died on seeing him. Angela and Sandra were beside themselves, wanting to know who the handsome guy was. “He’s my boss” I replied.

“Oh my god you lucky thing…having such a cool looking guy like that as a boss…have you slept with him yet”. 

“No I have not and besides he is married” I replied

“So what, girl you are so slow, I’d have had him by now” Sandra replied, her eagerness to get her hands on him more than obvious.
They became even more excited as he was leaving, when he came over to talk to us. The brief conversation sent them into a real tizzy and they just wouldn’t shut up about him for the rest of the night. I think this may have been the catalyst that started everything in motion. If the girls thought he was so cool then I most certainly thought so also. It was like an endorsement or approval.

The flirtations became a little more intense and my heart would start to race every time I saw or came near me. His charm, easy manner and the soft spoken words were winning me over. I suddenly realised I had a big crush, or was it love that I had for him. It was going to happen eventually, it was just a question of when, that of course was in the hands of Mr Drysdale who would pick the time and place.

I had a feeling that was about to happen when he asked me if I would like to stay back and help him with some office files that needed to be tidied up. We had flirted outrageously during the day and it was the prelude to this evening.

“Let’s take a coffee brake” he eventually said after a couple of hours work
In the coffee room I was attending to the task of preparing two cups of coffee, when I felt his arms encircle my waist, holding me tight, his mouth was kissing the back of my neck, he was forcing his hard erection against my buttocks, a hardness I could feel through the material of my dress.

Oh god I said to myself, this is it, it’s about to happen. I knew once he made his play I would be unable to resist, I did not want to resist, and I’d lain awake at nights longing for this precise moment. It was here and now.

“Mmmmm, you smell and taste good” he said in that soft easy manner of his, his hands cupping and squeezing my breasts. “Oh god” I moaned in reply, my breasts becoming hard and my pussy starting to become wet.

“Mmmmm beautiful, just beautiful” he continued, still massaging and fondling my breasts. He continued pressing his erection against me, making sure I could feel it, at the same time gyrating, working it.

“Ohhh, mmmmm” was all I could moan in return, I closed my eyes and wallowed in the euphoria of his kissing and massaging.

His hands were now rubbing up and down my thighs, these like his erection felt firm and warm through my dresses fabric. He spun me around, his lips on mine, his hands now on my buttocks, squeezing them, pulling me against his hard manhood. If he was in control of the situation, I was not. My heart was pounding in my chest. Anyone who has held an injured, frightened bird in their hand and felt its little heart beating will know how mine was that night. The kissing was full, passionate. Tongues locked in mortal combat. His fingers were deftly, expertly undoing the buttons on my blouse, one by one. When completed, I felt him pull the blouse open, revealing my bra and heaving breasts. The bra was quickly pulled up and over those same breasts, now firm from the attention they had been receiving. I felt his warm mouth and tongue now suckle on them.

“Oh god…oh god” was all I could moan.

My skirt was being pulled up, up around my waist. A warm hand touched and stroked my thigh, then made its way inside my panties. I parted my legs a little as the hand moved downward, then it touched my slit, suddenly fingers were inside me, delving, working me into an uncontrollable frenzy. My cunt was wet, very wet. Not only did he know I wanted it, I was ready for it. There was no going back now; soon, very soon I’d feel him inside me. My panties were being pulled down around my knees. I heard the purr of his zip as he undid his fly. The feel of hard flesh pressed against my thigh. My heart hammering, my whole body shaking and shivering in anticipation…it was about to happen.

I spread my legs further apart; I felt the warm head as it entered inside my pussy lips. I drew a breath, waiting for the big thrust. He was going to be inside me. Then all hell broke loose. The lift doors at the end of the corridor burst open and the cleaners came in. I hurriedly pulled up my panties, pulled down my skirt and buttoned up my blouse. He had already returned his cock back inside his trousers and zipped himself up. I’d never got to see it, never mind feel it inside me; disappointment was not the appropriate word, for either of us. We made two cups of coffee and nonchalantly walked back to his office. It took all of our control to stop from laughing at what had just happened, god if we had not heard or seen anyone we would have been caught red handed.
“Whow near thing eh?” He said in his cool quiet manner.

“Yes a very near thing” I replied but still feeling disappointed and robbed of the moment. I was still a virgin. I suppose an inch or two of cock doesn’t really count.

“Look if you are still interested…and I think you are, how about we do something about it” He said

“Well yes, yes I am still very interested” I replied “What do you suggest”

“Tomorrow, how about tomorrow you and I take the day off…we drive up to Dixons Bay…about thirty miles up the coast…nice beach, quiet, we’ll have the place to ourselves, a bottle of wine and we can enjoy it better than bonking against a kitchen bench”

“Mmm yes well, that sounds ok to me…how do we meet up” I asked.

“The coffee shop…Daniels, corner of Maxwell and Treadwell. I’ll meet you there around ten thirty in the morning…phone in tell them you aren’t too well, make sure you wear a nice bikini if you have one…we can get some sun bathing and swimming in during the day”

“Ten thirty tomorrow then, at Daniels” I said.

“Correct…tell me something, may I ask a personal question” He asked

“Sure go ahead” I replied.

“Have you actually done it before…you know what we were about to do”

I looked at him a little embarrassed and told him I’d never done it and that he was about to be the first.
“Oh dear we were both robbed eh? Well I can tell you, you will enjoy it, you have something to look forward to tomorrow, both of us I guess, now I suppose we had better get home, can I drop you off somewhere” he asked, then we left.
The ride back home was not entirely uneventful. His hand reached out for my thigh and he gently stroked it. We were both disappointed that we had not accomplished what we had set out to do, I’d wanted so much to feel him thrusting deep inside me, and I ached at the thought. I pulled the hem of my skirt up, so that I could better feel his warm hand on my flesh; it also revealed my panties which I also pulled downward, allowing free access to my warm wet and eager pussy. I gasped as his fingers delved inside. I let my head fall back, eyes closed as I reveled in the most delicious feeling.

“Let’s go in the back seat…let’s do it now” I moaned, feeling his fingers slide in and out, my wet pussy making a slurping sound.

“Hm no, no my love, patience, patience, let us wait until tomorrow, it will be much better then, I promise you’re going to love it…let’s just wait, I’m just as keen as you are my love”  

We stopped outside my house; I quickly adjusted my panties and dress before leaving the car and heading indoors. The feel of his fingers inside me lingered long after we had parted.

Sleep was never going to come easy. The thought of the office, the feel of his hard penis almost being inside me, kept replaying in my head, over and over again. Tomorrow could not come quick enough. I wanted him, god how I wanted him. I knew I was not going to change my mind on this, there was no remorse in what I had done, only a deeper desire to do it.

When I awoke the following morning I took a shower, the warm water felt good as it cascaded over my body. Sleep had eventually taken me and now I had to feel revived and refreshed and the shower was doing its job. I paid special attention to my pussy, knowing that today was the day, surely that wonderful penis of Mr Drysdale’s was gong to be inside me today, please fate don’t let me down again. I’d looked forward to it so much.

Smelling good and wrapped in my towels, I made my way back to my bedroom to dry off and prepare myself. I was completely naked, when the door opened and dad walked in.

“Dad, do you mind, I’m getting dressed here, out, out” I screamed at him.

“Oh sorry sweetheart, but I’m not viewing anything I haven’t already seen before” he said, his eyes continuing to ogle my body for a while before retreating and closing the door. I’d never seen that lecherous look in dad’s eyes before.

I was dressed in my summer dress and skirt, with my ice blue bikini underneath. I knew the bikini would be quickly discarded, as easy as an autumn leaf is blown from a tree.
I told mum and dad I’d been given the day off because of the extra work I’d done last night, which I suppose was partly true, then I left to make my way to Daniels Coffee bar, my heart racing at the thought of what was going to happen today. 

The coffee was hot and tasted good, as I sat waiting for Mr Drysdale. My body continued to shake with excitement. It was akin to an actor prior to his or her stage entrance. Would it all go right? Would they remember their lines? God where was he? Why does he not show up as I looked at my watch again for the umpteenth time in the last two minutes? 

I’d checked over my appearance in the mirror at home before leaving. Yes my top looked good. There was plenty of cleavage and the sight of my breasts would have to excite him, add to that my bare midriff and I felt sure and confident the total package was just right.

My heart suddenly started to pound faster and louder as I saw him enter. He looked so cool, not his workday business suit but casual open neck shirt, and casual slacks and matching slip on shoes. He was so handsome, so good looking, strong and emitting confidence as he strode toward me. God I wanted to leave my seat and throw myself at him.

“Hope you haven’t been waiting too long sweetheart…whow you look great” He said and sat beside me.

“No, no I’ve only been here a short time myself” I replied, my pussy already starting to feel a little wet.   

“OK I’ll order a coffee for us both then we’ll head up the coast eh?” He said

“Mmm, yes that’s fine with me” I replied trying to be ever so cool. Feeling the warmth of his body next to mine was not helping the situation and when he took hold of my hand and squeezed it, I thought I was about to feint. 

“We’re going to have a great time today honey, you’re going to love it, I promise” He said once again squeezing my hand. 

The day was warm, sunny with a gentle breeze. Everything was just perfect. It was going to be a perfect day and I relished in the thought of what I was going to be doing later as the car sped up the coast road, heading for Dixons Bay…the Bay where I would loose my virginity to this man next to me.

I’d pulled my skirt up, allowing him to view my bare thigh, a thigh he was gently rubbing and stroking. I wanted more, much more but I’d have to be patient and wait for the right moment, the moment when he entered me.

Little was said as we drove. Each of us lost in our own thoughts. Both wishing we were already there, lying next to each other on the warm sand, touching, feeling, and probing. It was a ten minute journey from the main highway to the Bay; the road was little more than a wide dirt path. It would have to be a certain kind of person or persons who would want to travel down it. People like us wanting to get lost and away from prying eyes, people with an agenda similar to ours. My heart started to race once again as we drew nearer to our destination. With the car secured and Mr Drysdale carrying the container with the wine, wine glasses, and the blanket, we walked barefoot in the warm soft sand, arms around each others waist. The touch of his warm hand against my bare midriff made me feel good, real good. The bay arched back toward the city which was now just a dot in the distance. There was little or no surf, just a gentle swish as it lapped against the shore line. The only other noise came from the sea gulls as they fought and chased each other for territory
We walked for about ten minutes until we found an area we thought would be suitable. It was in amongst the sand dunes, somewhat like the bunker on a golf course.
“Here, we can do it here, just perfect” he said with a warm smile, spreading the blanket on the sand. I took one last look around undressed down to my bikini and lay on the blanket. He did likewise, one last look to be sure no one else was watching, then undressed to his shorts viewed the bikini clad body before him, pursing his lips and giving a soft whistle at the sight, then lay beside me. Now my heart really was pounding, my body trembling as his arm encircled my waist drawing me close to his body. His lips were upon my lips, the kissing urgent, passionate as our tongues delved inside each others mouths. My bikini top was being removed, discarded. A thumb and finger tweaked my nipple making my breasts firm up, my pussy even wetter, a warm wet mouth now suckling at a breast as I thrashed and moaned with delight and euphoria. I had no control, I wanted no control. Control was with Mr Drysdale, steering me, guiding me to where he wanted me. I sunk deeper and deeper into the ecstatic haze. I could hear only my soft sighs and moans as he played me, played me like the expert he was. I have a vague recollection of my bikini briefs being removed. Was it him or was it me who had pulled them off and discarded them, I know not or care not. I was on the giant roller coaster or on a river heading for the rapids, I was being dragged along, out of control, all I wanted now was to feel his hard erection inside me, and dare I say it, fucking me. 
My pussy was so wet it made a squelching sound as his fingers worked inside it; pressing and massaging my love nub…I was hot and on fire. I could hear someone screaming, shouting, it was the sound of my own voice.

“Oh sweetheart I think you’re more than ready for me don’t you” He said

“Oh god, yes, yes” I whimpered in return

“Would you like me to do it now my love” he asked

“Oh yes, yes, yes” more pleading than consent.

“OK honey spread your legs nice and wide and I’ll slip it in” he said

I bend my knees upward and spread my legs wide apart as he had requested.

“Oh sweetheart you are ready I can see now” he said. My pussy was wet and pink, all opened up like the petals on a flower. He placed his fingers inside me for one last play as he positioned himself between my legs. Then he dropped his shorts.

“Oh---my--- god, Oh no, oh please no Mr Drysdale” I whimpered at the sight before me. It looked so huge. Like some giant tree of the forest, tall thick and proud and so black, now seeing his dark skin next to my tanned skin was like ebony and ivory as they say, and those balls, such big balls, slung beneath his hard penis, full of sperm, sperm eager to be released from the slit and eye at the head.
He saw the panic in my eyes and he quickly moved to abate my fears, his voice was calm and confident.
“It’s ok honey, it’s ok, you can take it, you can take it…trust me”

My eyes were firmly fixed on this beautiful sleek monster before me, I still had reservations. He took a firm grip on the shaft and guided it toward my entrance. I was transfixed as it moved in for the kill; it was like I was watching it all happen in slow motion. The hard head was about to enter, I panicked a little and try to pull away from it, but he was never going to let that happen. He’d worked on this moment for a long while and I was not going to escape. If he’d had any notion to ease it in he abandoned that idea and quickly thrust inward. I drew in my breath and gasped as I watched it vanish inside me. One, two, three, four…then the whole nine inches was lost to sight, in the twinkling of an eye. His black pubic hair against my blond pubic hair, there was nothing left of it.

“Oh god, oh god, oh god” was all I could gasp.

“There honey, I told you, you could take it…how does that feel…good eh?”

“Oh yes, yes, yes” I replied, I still could not believe my cunt had devoured it all, and it was now fully inside. I was trying hard to get my breath back. He was right, now that it was in it felt good, real good.
“Yeh, you realize you’ve just lost your virginity?” He said

I gave a little nervous laugh and still staring down between my parted legs and the sight of him fully inside replied “Yes, yes I guess I have, I can’t very well deny it can I” smiling at him.

“Yeh it feels good to me…now I’m going to fuck you, and you’re going to feel the sheer delight of being fucked…you’re going to love it, I promise” he said.

I watched him withdraw the shaft, and then thrust it in again, then again, then again.
“Oh god” I moaned from the pleasure I was receiving. He stopped and asked if I liked it and did I want it to continue.

“Oh god yes, yes, yes” I pleaded and lay back in the sand. His body dropped on mine as his arse started to hump up and down, setting up a nice steady rhythm. The longer he went the more pleasure I was receiving. I knew then I liked this fucking game and I loved being fucked. I also knew I wanted a lot more of it. The feeling was just, just, well it was just indescribable, euphoric didn’t seem to do it justice, simply put, it was great. The orgasms when they hit, were like tidal waves of sheer pleasure ripping through my body. I could only moan, thrash and push myself up onto his hard shaft as he thrust into me time and time again. Then he was telling me he was starting to get that feeling.

“I think I’m going to cum” he said. It was then the thought suddenly hit me.

“Oh god no, no Mr Drysdale don’t cum…not inside me please…you’re not wearing a condom…please” I begged.

“Its ok honey…I don’t think we need one…I’m clean and I’m sure you must be…so don’t worry…just enjoy the final moments” he replied continuing to thrust with great urgency

“It’s not that…I, I don’t want to get pregnant…if you cum I will” I said.

“Oh dear, you don’t take the contraception pill do you” 

“No, no please stop…please” I begged once more.

“Sorry love, it’s a rule of mine I always go all the way, you should have told me before, I can’t pull out now” continuing to hump up and down.

“Oh god, oh no, please Mr Drysdale, please” I begged him again, trying to wriggle free. It was of no avail. My pleas were falling on deaf ears and his arms and body held me down firm, like a vice. He gave three full hard, deep thrusts, a snarl coming from him, like some wild animal. I felt his cock throb and his seed squirt inside me, a great stream of warm semen, semen that contained those little tadpoles, tadpoles that at this very moment were rushing to fertilize my eggs….I was pregnant.
The euphoric haze had gone. I was back in the present. Our two naked bodies were still locked and connected to each other as he lay on top of me. I was now aware of the seagulls still squabbling with each other. In my eagerness to be fucked by Mr Drysdale I’d forgot all about getting pregnant as the tears started to roll down my cheeks and I sobbed.

Heh, heh, honey there, there no need to cry, even if you are pregnant I’m going to take care of it for you…don’t worry you won’t be having any babies, no one is ever going to find out…you have to trust me on this” Again his voice was clam and confident reassuring me all was well, his hands wiping the tears from my cheeks.

“Heh, come on we came here to have fun, you’ve enjoyed it so far haven’t you” he asked

“Oh yes, yes I have, I have” I replied excitedly. “ I just worry about getting pregnant, my dad would kill me”

“No, no it’s not going to happen…as I said trust me, we’re gong to enjoy this afternoon…soon I’m going to get hard again, then I’m going to fuck you once more, you want me to fuck you again don’t you” he asked.
“Oh yes I do, I do” I said eagerly.

“Good, then we’ll have a swim, cool off, have some wine, then I’ll fuck you again…how does that sound?” He said smiling that charming smile of his. Again I eagerly reassured him it was exactly what I wanted, and it was the truth. I wanted nothing else than to be fucked by him.
He was right, I could feel him swelling up inside me again, filling and expanding my wet velvet sheath, his arse started to rise and fall, rise and fall. Oh yes, yes I was being fucked again, and that wonderful euphoric feeling took control of me once more, as I slipped into the haze.

True to his word we romped, played, swam, drank wine and fucked the day away. I counted five times in all, I could have had him another five times, I liked it so much, no I loved it, right then, I thought fucking was the best thing in the world, but all good things come to an end and we held hands as he drove us back, back to the civilization I really did not want to return to.

Before dropping me at the bus station for my bus home, he stopped a block away at the park.

“Now look don’t take this the wrong way, but I know you must be a little concerned that you may be pregnant, as I said I’m going to make it right for you. We’re going to need to pay a doctor or someone to help us, it will take money, so take this for starters” He said and at the same time handing me one thousand dollars.

“Please, please don’t take it the wrong way, its better you pay the doctor if you need one than me being implicated…if you’re not pregnant you can still keep it or give it back”

I was too naïve to realise what he was doing, as I thanked him, saying I would return the money if all was well, clutching the cash I left him to catch my bus home. The world felt right and wonderful to me, I was on cloud nine and was not about to come down. 
My thoughts kept returning to our time together that day, my surprise and near panic when I saw his beautiful, hard, black penis before me, then his reassuring words, his quiet confident manner that all was well, that it would fit inside me, the sight of it vanishing from view, the steady rhythmic rise and fall of his arse as he fucked me. Oh god yes, I’d been fucked today, not once, not twice, but five times. I smiled at the thought I’d lost my virginity. Lost it to my forty five year old boss, heavens he was older than my mother. Things were going to be alright though, I had supreme confidence in Mr Drysdale, if I was pregnant I had nothing to worry about, he would take care of it, make everything right. I held his money, a thousand dollars in my hand; see he was thinking ahead, when the time came; if it came, I had the means to pay for it. One thousand dollars, that’s like two hundred dollars a fuck, god it was no wonder some women became prostitutes, what a way to make good money, one day’s pay, at one thousand dollars. I’d have to work two weeks to earn that.
Mother wondered why I was in such a good mood, as I continually smiled like the cat with a bowl of cream, and hummed the latest hits.

“You sound cheerful, what you been up to?” she asked.

“Oh, nothing special, I just feel good today” I replied. Her look made me wonder if she guessed I’d been up to something, something she would not approve of.

I was still skipping on cloud nine when I returned to work next day.

“You fully recovered now Anna” one of the girls asked. I remembered I’d phoned in sick the day before.

“Oh, yes must have been something I’d eaten the night before…fully recovered now thanks”

It was about mid morning, when Mr Drysdale strode in. My heart immediately went into hypa-drive, pounding like crazy. I had no idea what to say, or if he would say anything. I kept my head down, reading through some files.
“Morning Anna, I hear you weren’t too good yesterday” He said as he picked up his mail from my desk.

I blushed still remembering what had gone on between us. “Er yes, yes that’s correct but I’m fine now”

“Good glad to hear it…would you like to make two coffees and bring the Spencer file to my office please”

“Yes, certainly Mr Drysdale”

It was ten minutes later, as I entered his office with the coffee and Spencer file. As I placed the coffee and files on his desk, I heard the door close and the lock being applied. I turned to face him. He had a smile a mile wide as he approached me. His arms were quickly around my waist, pulling me tight against him.
“Did you enjoy yesterday my love” he asked

My arms around his neck, I looked into his eyes. “Oh yes, yes, it was the best day of my life…it was just wonderful…absolutely wonderful” I replied.

“You like being fucked eh?” He said

“Yes, yes I do, especially if it’s by you” I replied smiling up at him.

Our lips were now in a passionate state once again, tongues in combat with each other. I felt his arousal as he pressed it into me.

“Oh Anna, it was one of the best days of my life also, you were just great, just great…I’ve thought of nothing else all night my love” his hands moving to pull my skirt up.

“No, no Mr Drysdale we can’t do it here, someone might come in” I said

“Hm, the doors locked, no one can get in, I’m the boss don’t forget, let’s live a little dangerously for a while” continuing to pull my skirt upward. When my pants were down around my thighs, I heard the soft per of his zip, as he undid his fly. Looking down I was confronted once again with the sight of that big black penis of his, my legs were suddenly like jelly as I parted them.
I had no fear or panic as he thrust upward and inward, only a soft gasp escaped from my lips as he entered me. His arse was quickly in action, his hips swayed back and forth. I was being fucked once again, and I loved it. He took hold of my ass and lifting me, sitting me on his desk, he still between my open legs, his cock sliding in and out. I wanted to scream and shout, but had to refrain from doing so, it would be obvious to others what was going on, and he smothered my screams with his lips, kissing me with great passion and urgency. This was never going to be a long session, it was a quick relief, a relief we both needed. With one final thrust, I felt the throb of his cock and the squirting of his semen.
“Oh god I needed that sweetheart…you really know how to get me hard” he said

“Well Mr Drysdale, it was a real pleasure doing it with you, and likewise I needed it to” I replied with a smile.

As I straightend my dress and pulled up my panties, I watched him put his now dying cock back in his trousers, doing up his zip.
“You are still going to help me if I’m pregnant Mr Drysdale…you’re not just saying it are you” I asked, a little concerned that I was continuing to allow him to cum inside me, but then why should I worry as long as he was going to take care of it.

“Hey, honey, I’ve told you not to worry about all that, I promise I’ll take care of you…you enjoy being fucked don’t you?” He said

“Oh god yes, I love it, it’s just….”
“Hey I can’t say it enough, don’t worry, we’ll continue to fuck and as I said, if you do find you’re pregnant there’s not going to be a problem…trust me on this one honey” He said giving me one of his disarming smiles and placing his arm around my waist, and giving me a comforting squeeze.

“Here, take this” he said and proceeded to take two hundred dollars out of his wallet. “As I have said this is not what you think, it’s just good faith money, should you get pregnant honey” again that smile.

“Now you had better get back, or tongues may wag eh…we can have other coffee brakes eh?”

“Mmm yes I’d like that Mr Drysdale” After tucking the two hundred dollars in my bra, I picked up the coffee cups and file and returned to my desk.

The first week was much the same, regular cups of coffee and file checking. He’d either have me sit on the desk while he fucked me, or I’d bend over the desk with my skirt up and my panties down as he entered me from behind. I never knew coffee brakes could be so good.
Week two, and he notched things up a bit. I’d really wanted to have another day like that at Dixons Bay, not just a quick one on top of his desk, not that I was complaining, I mean a fuck is a fuck and I was grateful for them. So when he made his next suggestion, I was keen to go along with it.

“Look Anna, I’d like to do something with you, away from the office, I…er…have a friend who has a place that we can use, there’s only one problem, he would want to be part of the action, you know, make a threesome, how would you feel about a threesome honey?”. He asked

I think my answer was a complete surprise to him. “I think I’d like that Mr Drysdale, yes I’ll go along with it” I replied.

“Oh, whow, great…I’ll arrange something then…what about tomorrow night, will that be ok with you?” he asked

“Well if it can’t be any sooner then yes I’m quite happy with tomorrow night” I replied smiling at him.

“Whow this is great, I’ve got a hard on just thinking about it” he said, displaying the huge bulge in his trousers.

It was twenty minutes later, when I walked from his office, the bulge now gone.

The following night came around, rather slowly I thought, I’d been thinking about this other guy, his friend, and just how well hung he was going to be. So far I’d only had one cock inside me, Mr Drysdale’s, tonight I was going to get my second one. I felt a little nervous at the thought, but also very excited.

As we drove to the apartment Mr Drysdale continued to reasure me, telling me I was going to have a good time and that I’d enjoy myself.

I was introduced to Simon Bonifield, the owner of the apartment, the other guy who along with Mr Drysdale was going to be fucking me, after the introductions he handed me a glass of wine. “So Anna, Winston tells me, you’re the little lady that gets her knickers off eh…you going to get them off for me tonight I believe?”

Before I could answer I could see that Mr Drysdale was a little annoyed the way Simon had phrased that.

“Er, yes, yes she’s going to get them off for both of us Simon…aren’t you Anna”

“Yes, it would seem so” I replied with a smile.

I’d half finished my glass of wine when Mr Drysdale asked “Is everything set up Simon”

“Yes, yes, we’re in the second bedroom…just on the right” he replied
“Well no need to hang around talking, let’s get on with it”

They were both now staring at me like hungry wolves, eager to get to the meat of it.

Mr Drysdale sensing I was a little nervous came over and put his arm around my waist, drawing me close said quietly. “Come on sweetheart, it’s going to be alright, once we get started you’ll soon be enjoying it” and led me toward the bedroom, with Simon close behind.

The room was warm and inviting, the drapes had been closed, the main lights turned down and two bedside lights with red lamp shades spread a warm ambient glow throughout the room. A video camera stood on a tripod pointing toward the bed.

Simon could see me looking at the camera and said. “Thought we would tape the action, add a bit of excitement, play it back later, see what it was like…you don’t mind do you?” 

“Er, no, I guess not” I replied a little uncertain as to whether I should allow it or not, but before I could have any second thoughts they were moving on.
“OK well let’s all get undressed eh” said Mr Drysdale, taking the lead by removing his shirt. The next few minutes nothing was said, only the sound of rustling clothes as they were being pealed off and discarded.

We were now all naked; I have to say I felt somewhat embarrassed and self-conscious standing naked in front of two naked black guys, not only two black guys, but guys with two very big erections. It was now dawning on me what I was in for.

“Oh my god” was all I could say, my eyes flicking form one erection to the other.

I heard Simon say “Shit Winston you are so right, she has got a great body, oh god look at those tits and that ass, and you’re right on that as well I’d die for a bit of ass like that”

“Well you don’t have to die for it Simon, she’s going to give it to you without the dieing…aren’t you honey” he said, taking a step or two toward me, wrapping me in his arms, hands slipping to my ass and squeezing my buttocks, pulling me against his erection.

I put my own arms around Mr Drysdale, took his ass in my hands and likewise squeezing his buttocks pulled myself hard against his erection, then turning my attention to Simon said “If my boss says I have give it to you, then who am I to argue Simon” smiling as I said it. 

I could see and sense Simon was eager to get his hands on me, he did not need to be asked twice, when Mr Drysdale invited him to press his flesh against mine.

It was Mr Drysdale’s turn to stand and watch as Simons hands slid over my body, touching, groping. I could feel his warm, hard shaft as he pressed it against me, a hissing sound coming from his mouth. “Oh god, that feels so gooood….I’m going to love fucking you my dear…can’t wait to get inside that lovely pussy of yours…be prepared to spread those wonderful long legs of yours a few times before you leave. I’m going to be fucking you more than once tonight…I can guarantee it sweetheart” his hands continuing to squeeze my buttocks.

“I’m going to hold you to that Simon…I want more than one fuck from you, I’ll be very disappointed if I don’t” I replied smiling at him.
I was suddenly falling backwards, backwards onto the bed; the landing was soft as we both bounced on the mattress and blankets. I was now looking up at the ceiling; my legs were being forced apart, forced apart roughly and with urgency. I had little time to react, everything was happening so fast. I gasped “Ahhhhh” as I felt Simons hard shaft penetrate, his arse humping up and down like an out of control machine. When my mind and thoughts caught up, I realized I was being fucked.

Simon was like some animal, grunting, snarling; his cock thrusting into me like there was no tomorrow, setting a fast furious pace. It had all happened so quickly. One second it was touchy feely, the next he was inside me and lustily fucking. The bed was moving and trembling from the action. The suddenness had caught Mr Drysdale out as well.
“God Simon that was quick, you frustrated eh?”

“God the bitch got me so worked up, so frustrated, I just had to fuck her there and then…turn the camera on, quick…get it all on tape” he said.

Mr Drysdale flicked the switch on the video camera, the little red light came on….we were now being taped, taped for posterity.

The first initial fury over, Simon slowed the pace, taking it at a nice steady rhythm, his hands finding my breasts, massaging, squeezing and suckling on them. Now I was starting to feel good, that euphoric feeling intensifying as he fucked and felt me. I was receding into the haze, moaning and sighing, then a great scream as the orgasm hit and ripped though my body.

I felt his cock being withdrawn, I saw him standing next to the bed, his cock still hard and proud, he hadn’t withdrawn because he had finished, he’d withdrawn to allow Mr Drysdale have a go.

“OK Winston, have a turn, I’ll grab the camera and get some good close up shots, let me see you’re cock going in”

Mr Drysdale placed me in a better position on the bed, spread my legs apart and inserted his hard penis inside me.

“OK how’s this Simon” he asked.

“Great, great…now just pull it back a bit” he asked. The shaft was almost taken out, just the head remained inside. The button was pushed, then a moment later Simon said “OK, lights, action, we’re rolling…ok Winston start fucking her, I’ll just follow the action”

I felt his big hard shaft as it plunged back inside of me, then a slow steady out, then steadily in again, then back out. Simon following the action, zooming in, then panning up my body, catching my facial reaction, then back down to where the action was taking place, close up, very close up. Catching my cunt spread wide open by Mr Drysdale’s cock, all pink, wet and fleshy. It left no doubt as to what was happening, none at all. I was being fucked.
Simon was true to his word. I wasn’t going to get away with just one fuck, between the two of them; they viewed it as some sort of competition, each trying to outdo the other, with me on the receiving end. I think it was a draw, maybe three or four times each, I wasn’t really keeping score, I was only there to be fucked and enjoy being fucked, which I did. If the day at Dixons Bay was the best day in my life, it had just got better, it only reinforced my own feelings toward fucking…I loved it. On viewing the tapes later, I came to realise just how much cock fun I’d received that night, well I mean how many different positions I’d been in. I’d sucked my first cock, both of them. I had my pussy licked and eaten, again by both of them. Now knew what a 69ner was, again all recorded on tape.
“Did you enjoy yourself tonight honey” Mr Drysdale asked as we drove back to my place.
I took his hand and sighed “Mmm, it was wonderful…just wonderful Mr Drysdale…thank you for such a great night…I really did enjoy it” I said

“Ha, I knew you would like it…you’re made to be fucked Anna…you can really turn a man on, never seen Simon so enthusiastic, you got to him alright, you going to accept his invitation to go back tomorrow night…or should I say tonight” he said laughing.

“If you don’t mind I think I would like to” I replied

“Hey I don’t own you, you go for it, I’m only too happy to open a few doors, introduce you to a few guys, I want to keep you happy, that’s all” he replied.
“Would you like me to introduce you to some guy’s honey, I’m sure they would be keen to meet you?”

“Oh, well, I guess at some time I would like to, I suppose”

“Those two friends of yours, the good looking ones you were with at the restaurant that time, do they like to party” He asked

“I know Angela does, bit of a go’er is Angela, possibly Sandra” I replied.

“If I organize a party of guys at the Golf Club do you think they would like to come along?”

“I can only ask, I can’t promise” I replied

“Er, you realise they would be expected to er, how should I say, well as Simon put it tonight…get their knickers down…or even better take them off altogether”.

“I don’t know but as I said I can ask them”

“Would you like to come along with them if they ok it” he asked

“I guess I could”

“I don’t have to ask you to take your knickers off eh…I’m sure you’d be happy to” he said laughing. God had I got so predictable.

I called Angela from work; put it to her, would she like to go to a party at the golf club.

“Hell that sounds great, when”

“When my boss arranges it” I replied.

“Are you and he still fucking each other honey” she asked

“Yes, and it’s got even better” I replied, telling her the story about last night.

“God you lucky sod, two guys eh, both have big cocks do they?”

“Yes both big, both black” I replied

“By the way if you do go to the party you will be expected to fuck, not just one guy, maybe a couple or so” I said

“God, yes definitely put me down for it…they going to pay us for it” she asked

“No Angela, we do not get paid, that’s what’s know as prostitution, you want to become a prostitute”

“Hey I don’t care, money is money, and I just thought if we were going to be fucked why not make something out of it, doesn’t matter though I’ll still be a starter”

“What about Sandra, think she would go along with it” I asked

“Leave her to me, and yes she’ll be a starter, just let me know when” she said, and then we hung up.
I sat for a while collecting my thoughts, I had to go and tell Mr Drysdale that he had three girls for his party at the golf club, I had to stop shaking first. I took a deep breath then went to his office.

The door was quickly shut and locked behind me after I had entered. I did not need to be told I would be standing with my legs apart, hard up against his desk before I left.

“Hey it was a great night last night Anna…must run through the tapes again sometime eh, and you’re seeing Simon again tonight as well, god you have a busy sex life, to think you were a virgin not too long ago and now look at you”

Before I hitched up my skirt and dropped my knickers I told him he had a go for the party at the golf club.

“Oh that’s just great, absolutely great” he said excitedly “And they realize what will be expected of them…knickers down and all that”
“Yes they have been told and there’s no complaints…just the opposite in fact, looking forward to it”

“What about you sweetheart, are you prepared to drop your knickers, and are you looking forward to it also” He asked with a smile.

“Yes, all three of us, we’ll all come across for the guys” I replied.

“OK then I’ll clear things with the club secretary, book the upstairs and it will be all systems go” he said with obvious delight.

“God the guys are going to love it” He said, quickly adding “As well are you girls eh, all those men, you’ll be in heaven”

“How many guys will there be” I asked wondering at the numbers.

“Hard to say at this stage, will know when the invites go out, but don’t worry with three of you, you’ll be able to handle it…now come here let me get myself between those beautiful thighs of yours, I’m real hard today thinking about you”

The party was arranged for a fortnight’s time. Angela could not wait and to my surprise Sandra was just as keen.
“Now we have to get all prepared for it, make sure we have new dresses, let’s spend this week-end shopping, we can help each other choose the right stuff, don’t forget we’re dressing to please the guys, and it is the golf club” that was Angela taking charge, she was like that, and money did not present a problem to her. I thought about the money Mr Drysdale had given me, and I knew I could dip into those funds. Last nights escapade had seen another five hundred dollars added to the total. I’d go shopping with the girls and splash out on new gear. I wanted to look sexy, real sexy.
The shopping was great fun, I’d never had the opportunity before to shop like this, Sandra and Angela yes, me no, and I reveled in our expedition and search for new cloths.

It took most of the morning and afternoon, as we went from one store to the other, one item here, another item there, then it was back to Angela’s for the fashion parade.

Angela reckoned black was me, being fair skinned and blond. Sandra had picked out red, which suited her black skin and dark eyes. Sandra was a real beauty, and never had any problems with suitors. Angela was the brunette, with a rather tanned skin, rather South American type, again a lovely looking girl, again always attracting the guys, as she was attracted to the men. 

We held no embarrassment at being naked with each other, as we stripped and donned our various garments. My new black bra was, well barely a bra, as it struggled to keep my breast in place, but the amount of bare flesh and cleavage it gave was amazing. Panties were just a g-string. “God I can’t wear these, they don’t really conceal anything, you can almost see my pussy” I said to the others.

“Honey I don’t think you will need to worry too much what they hide, or don’t hide, one, the guys will love what they see, two, they are going to be pulling them off you in next to no time, and three, you’ll probably never see them again once they are off, if I know guys, they will be in someone’s pocket as a souvenir of the night’s entertainment.
I stood in front of the mirror, viewing and admiring the reflection, yes it was my reflection, and I could just imagine the men’s reaction to how I looked, even if I did say so myself. The bra lifted my breasts, and just managed to hide my nipples, my panties, well g-string. Was nothing more than a small triangle of black material just covering mans best friend; we’d all shaved our pubic hair and had three bald pussies, again at Angela’s suggestion. The thigh high black stockings were complimentary to the outfit and everything was going to be a big turn on to start the ball rolling. Mind as Angela said, I doubt I would be wearing them for too long. When I donned my black cocktail dress, the completed package was stunning to say the least, but then we all looked the part. It would only be the addition of our make up on the night that would further add to the perfect set up.

Angela first admired herself in the mirror, then turned to Anna and I and said.

“Well girls if we don’t get fucked next week, then all those guys must be gay”

When I looked at myself and them, I had to agree. I had absolutely no doubt, no doubt at all, that next week we were all going to be fucked, and fucked many times, but the question was, by how many, that’s what I wanted to know.

I’d been to Simon’s apartment three times, during the week before our shopping expedition. His sex was rough, he enjoyed calling me a slut, whore and bitch, when fucking me from behind, my ass was continually being slapped, and slapped hard, I had a very red ass and hand prints to prove it, but I guess I was a gluten for punishment, I loved the way he thrust into me, good and hard, his final thrust, the throb of his cock and the feel of his semen as it flowed from the hard shaft, and I was going back to his place next week for more. He now had two video cameras recoding the action, one on one side of the bed, one on the other, he wanted to capture every moment.  I told him it would be only the first three nights, I’d like some time off from sex before next week end, I had a feeling we were going to be busy, very busy with little or no sleep. It proved to be right.
As the time drew nearer for the party at the Golf Club, our excitement, and nervousness increased, even Angela kept asking how many were going to be there.

“I don’t know the numbers Angela, Mr Drysdale just said there had been a good response to the invites and to prepare ourselves”

“Shit, that sounds like there will be quite a few doesn’t it” she said

“Yeh, I guess it does…you still want to go through with it?” I asked.

“Of course, don’t be silly, all those guys, wouldn’t miss it for the world…sure I’m nervous about the whole thing, but I’ll be ok once we get there, no matter how many guys there are…hell they can only fuck me one at a time…and besides, I’ve got you girls to help out haven’t I” she said, sounding more confident, more herself.
Saturday, and the hour was approaching, to say that were not nervous would be a lie, we were, pre stage nerves. I’d given mum the story I was staying at Angela’s for the night, along with Sandra. My new cloths I’d left at Angela’s place. I certainly did not want mother finding such sexy, scanty clothing and asking too many questions. Questions I would not and did not want to answer correctly, anything I said, I doubt if she would believe. I dressed in jeans and top, packed an overnight bag with PJ’s, PJ’s I would never get to wear. Angela picked me up in here Honda, just to strengthen and verify to mum I was going where I said I was going, then we headed back to Angela’s to prepare ourselves.

We had plenty of time, Mr Drysdale had told us we could not go too early, as other members would still be using the ground floor facilities, if they saw three young women going in the back way, it would certainly draw attention. We were to meet him around ten thirty, at Bermuda Park…in the car park area. He would pick us up from there, drive us to the club, make the introductions and get the ball rolling, after that it was in the lap of the gods.

Showered, courtesy of Angela’s shower system, and smelling delicious, we made for her bedroom. It was a hive of activity, as we once again set about dressing, layer, by layer. Not that there was too much to put on, the other two looked just as gorgeous, with Sandra, in her black and red g-string and skimpy black and red bra, her body was going to set the guys alight, if they couldn’t get a hard on just looking at her then as Angela said, they must be gay. Angela not to be outdone looked just as stunning in blue. I stared at the vision before me in the mirror, I was pleased with it, very pleased with it, running my hands over my hips, turning first one way, then the other, and then viewing my bum, my hands squeezing my buttocks making sure they were firm enough. Sandra’s hand gripped my bum giving it a squeeze. “Yes it feels ok to me sweetheart, I’m sure it’s going to feel ok for the men, you’ll have plenty of hands touching and squeezing it before the night is out, of that I’m certain” she said smiling.
Dress now on and zipped up, it clung to my body, following and accentuating every curve. My full firm breasts would be the centre of attention, no man would miss the opportunity or be able to keep his eyes of them. Hair and make up on and it was all done. If we thought we looked good when we first dressed up, we looked even better this time.
Angela’s mother made a quick comment about the time we were going out, but Angela made the excuse the main part of this party did not start until around eleven, which of course was true, we just did not say what type of party it was going to be. Besides we were all over the age of consent, but you know parents, they never stop worrying. 

Angela tried putting on a brave face, as she drove us to the arranged meeting place, but I knew, like Sandra and I, she too was a little nervous. Each mile, each minute, was taking us nearer to our eventual destination.

Mr Drysdale’s SUV was already there waiting as we drew up along side it. I could see the sight of three gorgeous females getting from the car, had his eyes coming out of their sockets.

“God almighty, you girls look absolutely terrific…you’re going to start a riot when we get there…come on then, let’s get the show on the road”

I sat in the passenger’s seat next to Mr Drysdale, Sandra and Angela behind. Most of the conversation was coming from him, we were too nervous to speak.

We could see the lights of the Golf Club as we neared it, our hearts pounding a little faster, our stomachs a little queasy. Oh god this is it, I thought to myself.
Sensing out anxiety, Mr Drysdale in his smooth quiet way, put us at ease.

“Hey girls, don’t worry, just think of it as going to any ordinary party, the guys are going to be just as nervous as you are, you all look great, they will certainly like all three of you, and they will be just as concerned that they can perform for you, nothing more embarrassing than a guy who can’t get an erection at the right time, so as I say just relax, be normal, and I know you’re all going to enjoy yourselves”

The vehicles head lights swept the grounds of the club, as we entered through the main gates, I could see the perfectly manicured lawns and shrubs. We sped past the main entrance and headed for the back door. There were cars everywhere. I tried not to think of all those guys who had driven those same cars, guys now waiting our arrival, guys hungry for sex, a hunger that needed to be fed and satisfied, and before the night was out, a hunger that would be.
Our arrival was noted by some members who were looking from the upstairs windows. No doubt the news was now spreading. “They’re here, they’re here” was the excited declaration, as further faces peered down at us.

Mr Drysdale made one last confidence boosting talk, then led the way upstairs, also adding that not all the guys would be staying all night, some would have to leave to go home, so the numbers were not as frightening as it would seem. I could hear the chatter and raucous laughter as we made our way up the stairs. I knew exactly what was going through their minds and their talk.

The sound of music and chatter became louder as we approached the main room, the room that contained all those men. Then we were there. 

I now knew how the early Christians must have felt when led into the arena; we were greeted by a sea of leering, lecherous faces. The talking dropped to a hushed whisper, as they looked at us and nudged each other, accompanied by lewd remarks. I just heard someone say “God I’m going to love fucking her” as to which of the three of us he was referring I did not know. I’m sure the others as well as me felt a little nervous and self conscious standing there being ogled at, I had the feeling I was standing before them naked.
“OK guys, someone get the girls a drink and make them welcome” said Mr Drysdale, this helped break the tension a little and it didn’t take a second request to get a few eager men grabbing a wine bottle and glasses. We now found ourselves surrounded by men, our breasts receiving their attention as they stood talking to us. I sipped the wine, chatted and answered questions, then realised we had moved into three separate groups, we girls, being the centre of each group, they had isolated us from each other. I tried to smile and look confident. I had a strong feeling that someone was staring at me, but right then there were many that were staring at me. Then I realised it was the big black guy on the outer edge of the group. He smiled, razed his glass in my direction in acknowledgement. I returned the smile, razed my own glass to him and gave him a friendly little wave. He nodded back and started to drink from his glass. I was suddenly aware of an arm around my waist and lost sight of my admirer. 
I saw Angela and Sandra with someone’s arm around their waists and they in turn had their own arms around the guy’s waist. I followed suit and doing the same. My action seemed to encourage the guy who drew me tight against him. At this stage it was those who dared won. The guy placed his mouth next to my ear and said “I’m going to love fucking you honey…I just can’t wait to get your knickers off” his hand now slipping to my ass, squeezing my buttock. Sandra was right, the night had started.
“I don’t think you’ll be disappointed sweetheart” I replied, my confidence growing, and my nervousness abating. I looked for my black guy; he was still watching me, another smile from him and a wink. I returned his smile. He was not unlike Mr Drysdale maybe a little younger, but still old enough to be my father. I seemed to have a liking for older men; maybe that’s why I hadn’t let the young guys fuck me.
The wine was giving me more and more confidence, and my nervousness had gone altogether. I could see that Angela was hitting her straps as she laughed and flirted with her admirers. Her companion continuing to squeeze her ass…she loved every moment of it, so was I, as my companions hand gave my ass another squeeze?

“Hey what do we do here, do I just take you down the hall to one of the bedrooms and fuck you, or what?” my partner asked.

“I don’t really know” I replied

“I think Winston has it all organized George, he’ll let us know” replied another of the guys. At that moment Mr Drysdale asked for silence, and got it.

“OK guys listen up, I know you’re all keen and fired up to get on with it, you’ve met the girls, and I trust they meet with you’re approval” at which point there was a loud outburst that made it obvious we did meet everyone’s approval, my companion giving my ass a tighter squeeze as he voiced his own approval then turning to me said “God you look great honey, I can’t wait to fuck you” his eyes peering down at my breasts, then smiled and squeezed my ass once more.
“I think there are quite a few of us can’t wait to fuck her George” said the guy next to us, eyeing Georges hand as it squeezed my ass for the umpteenth time.

Mr Drysdale continued. “Now to be fair to all, we are going to do this by ballet.”

My companion’s disappointment at this announcement was obvious. “So first I draw one of the girls name from the hat, then the three guys to go with her, please no more than three guys to one girl at any one time…well not to start with…I’m sure as the night passes things will get a little chaotic…then it’s anything goes. So, if all your names are in the hat, let me start. First the girl” his hand delved into the first hat and withdrew the name Angela.

“OK we have Angela first” a big grin on her face. “Now her companions will be” his hand in the other hat. “Brian Roberts…Steve Walton…then Andy Sykes, oh and to save further argument you will…er…um” he stammered wondering how to put it, before someone said “What you’re trying to say Winston is we fuck her in the same order...first out the hat screws her first is that it?”.

“Yes, yes that’s it Tony…now if you guys would like to use room number seven, down the hall, the bedroom is all set up for you, you may as well go now whilst we make the next draw” Brian Roberts putting his arm around Angela’s waist leading her to the bedroom…the other two guys close behind.
“Now girl number two is” his hand picking another name “Anna” I heard my name and my heart started to pound as I wondered who my companions were going to be.

“Here we go…and the lucky guys are…first…Stan Fletcher” a groan of disappointment from my present escort “Ian Stoddard….Larry Jenkins” he called the next two names, my first three guys had been decided, as Stan Fletcher came over to relieve my friend who had commandeered me earlier.

“Sorry George, looks like I get her first pal” he said taking hold of my hand and one more squeeze from George. George made one last statement before relinquishing his hold.

“One things for certain honey, I’m gona make sure I fuck you before I leave here, you can count on it”

 As it happened it would be about two am when I looked at the face of the man who was humping between my legs and realized it was George, a great grin on his face, as he looked down at me.
“Told you I’d fuck you before the night was out, fucked your friend Sandra before, she’s a good fuck also” he said as his arse continued to rise and fall.

 Stan took my hand and led me toward room six, our designated bedroom; I took one last look across the room to see if my black admirer was still watching, he was. He smiled again and raised his glass in salute, I returned his smile, and for some reason, puckered my lips and blew him a kiss, accompanied with a little friendly wave. His face lit up and he too puckered his lips and returned my kiss, it was a small gesture but I was turned on by this man, my heart thumping a little faster, like a young school girl, seeing the boy she has a crush on. As we passed through the door I took one last look back at him, his eyes had never left me and I just caught one more blown kiss from him.

 The rooms were well appointed, apparently there were five bedrooms for stay over guests should they require one, the only guests would be the three of us and our companions. The rooms would be used tonight for an entirely different purpose than what they had originally been intended for.
Passing the room that Angela and her companions were using, our progress halted momentarily, by the sight of Angela standing before the guys, she’d slipped out of her dress, and the sight of her in bra and g-sting only stopped my escorts dead in their tracks, and ogle at the sight before them. Their attention then returned to me, eyes running over my body, my breasts coming in for special attention. It dawned on them they to had a similar package, a package they could strip naked and view, a body to touch, grope and play with, it was theirs, theirs to do whatever their desires wished for, and hastily moved on.
The privilege of unpacking, or undressing this creature of their desires, belonged to Steve, the other two could only watch and wait like hungry wolves waiting to feed. In the mean time they could fill their minds with thoughts, thoughts of what it was going to be like to actually touch my warm flesh, run their hands over my body, fingers delving inside my warm wet crevice, their hard penises eventually making penetration and finally the ultimate feeling of an orgasm, as they release their warm sperm, sperm that would flow freely, releasing them of all that pent up frustration This for the time being, was in their minds as they patiently waited, reality would come a little later.
I was placed beside the bed, Steve moved behind me, his hands fervently undoing the zip of my dress, slipping the straps over my shoulders allowing the dress to glide to the floor. The hissing of breath, as they viewed the sight before them. “Oh fuck’n hell, will ya look at that”

I smiled inwardly at the thought, that the sight of my body was pleasuring them in such a lustful way. Bulges were appearing in their trousers, bulges that had not been there a moment ago. Ian, moving his hand to hold and squeeze the hard bulge that was hidden beneath his trousers.
Steve on the other hand had a different view, the view of one very round tight ass an ass he could not resist touching. Softly caressing and squeezing it. Then dropping to his knees, his warm mouth now kissing my ass, before burying his face between my buttocks, his tongue like some great lizard, licking at my ass and slit, as his hands continued to squeeze. Oh god he was winding me up, bringing me up to boiling point, wanting more and more. His fingers entwine around the thong holding up my g-string, now pulling downward, over my hips, past my thighs, my knees to my ankles. I step out of them and stand with legs apart.

Ian and Larry’s eyes zoom in transfixed at what has now been uncovered, the sight of one very wet, pink, shaved pussy. Ian’s hand tightens it grip on his erection, a soft moan escaping from his lips. “Mmmmm”

As Steve stands up, his hands still running up my body, my own heart thumping in my chest with excitement. Feeling between my thighs, he said. “Spread your legs honey, let’s give the guys a treat” I felt his fingers touch my pussy, spreading the lips open, open wide enough to let them see its pink fleshy interior. I heard another sigh from the men. 

A chuckle from Steve, knowing he was teasing, tantalizing them.

Then it was up over my stomach, eventually touching and cupping my breasts. “Oh god they feel so firm....just like I am now” he said.

Just as he had done with the zip on my dress, he unclipped my bra, helping me shrug it off and fall to the floor next to the g-string. Warm hands cup and squeeze my breasts, finger and thumbs tweak my nipples. Oh god I’m ready for him, ready for him right now, I want to feel his erection inside me and I want it now, but he is still not finished.

His warm mouth, was kissing the back of my neck, my ear. 

“Ohhhh you’re one hot woman…you really like and want the cock…I bet you would love me to fuck you right now eh” he said
My eyes are closed, I lying back supported in his arms. “Oh please, please” I begged.

He wasn’t going to be rushed, he was going to work on my desires, work me up into a hot frenzy until the time was right. 

His mouth was next to my ear, his voice almost a whisper as he slowly but deliberately said.  “Yeh Winston told me you like to be fucked…in fact his words were you loved to be fucked…well you and your friends must love it, coming here tonight with all those guys waiting for you, did you expect so many…just imagine what the rest of the night is going to be like, all of them coming through that door…naked…all with big hard erections…each one of them is going to fuck you baby…one…by one…by one. Don’t tell me you haven’t been thinking about it all week, you knew what you were coming to…it wasn’t going to be a tea party…oh no, and you knew it. Just wait until Ritchie has you…you know Ritchie of course don’t you, he’s the big black guy you were flirting with….blowing kisses at…oh yeh I saw you…and you know what, Ritchie likes you too, once married to a white girl just like you…he likes them white and blond. He’s a big guy all over, and I mean all over, you know what I mean honey…seen him in the showers, real big boy. I’m glad I’m going to be in there before he has you…your cunt will be too big for me after he’s had you…got his from a donkey” as he said the last part, his hands went  between my legs, his fingers pulling the lips of my pussy apart once again. “Yeh, you’re going to be real big baby, real big, but then that’s how you like em, don’t you…nice and big…and black, just like Winston Drysdale, Ritchie wants you for his woman…that much I know for sure, and you know what I think you’ll finish up being his woman” he concluded.

I’d been worked up into a lather, listening to his narration of how the night’s events were going to unfold. My eyes had been closed, my mind filled with exciting, erotic and provocative images. The thought of this Ritchie guy had me wanting him already…I wondered if I might be in love with him.   
Steve could sense the time was now right, he’d said all the right things, pushed all the right buttons, and I was now ready and ripe as a fruit to fuck.

When I opened my eyes, Ian and Terry had undressed, undressed whilst I was in that euphoric haze, I was staring at two naked men, two men with two hard cocks, and beneath each cock hung a sack with two balls, balls that contained warm sperm, sperm that they were eager to get rid of, and the only place that sperm was going to be deposited was inside me.
I was thrown backwards onto the bed, making a soft landing on mattress and covers. It was now Steve’s turn to undress, he was ready for me, as I was for him, he’d been ready for some time, and an erection would have been achieved within moments of contact with me. 
He had no need to instruct me what to do. I drew my knees up and spread my legs apart, wide apart, the slit between them was wet, pink and inviting, the message it was sending out was “Hey big boy in here, I want you, I’m ready for you, come on, come and fuck me” he accepted the invitation. The bed shook a little as he placed himself between my open legs. We all watched in anticipation as he took the hard shaft in his right hand and made his approach, nearer, and nearer he came until the tip was gently caressing the entrance, the entrance to euphoric happiness.

“Hey baby, I’m about to be your first for the evening, just keep thinking about all the others that are going to follow me, this is what you want, this is what you’re going to get” he said and I took a deep breath, and we all saw it vanish inside me.

I gasped, he sighed, not moving, his eyes closed as he took a moment to wallow in the euphoric feeling of having his cock embedded deep inside my tight, velvet love tunnel.

“Oh baby, baby that feels soooo gooood” he said, almost a whisper. “Okay honey, here we go” our eyes transfixed to the action, as his ass rose and fell, rose and fell, causing the stiff shaft to slide effortlessly in and out…oh god he was fucking me, and I loved it, the night had begun in earnest. I watched the action as that stiff shaft, moved in and out for about two dozen strokes, each stroke sending an exquisite and exciting sensation, rippling through my body.

“Oh go, oh yes, oh yes, go on, go on, fuck me, fuck me” I shouted, as the sensation became more and more euphoric.
“Oh I’m gona fuck you babe, yes I’m gona fuck you” he hissed back at me “Is this how you like it…oh yeh you just love being fucked, oh indeed you do” then his body fell on mine, his face close to my face, a contented, triumphant smile, then our lips met and the kissing became passionate. The humping of his ass was pure magic, I loved it, I loved the wonderful feeling I got as his cock slid in and out. It was a nice steady rhythm, each thrust bringing more and more pleasure. It had gone past moaning, I was screaming at him, shouting. “Oh god fuck me, fuck me, oh yes, yes fuck me” His breath was coming in short gasps and bursts as he drew nearer and nearer to ejaculation, an orgasm hit me, sending a tidal wave of ecstasy shuddering through my body.  

“I’m cuming, I’m cuming, I’m cuming” he shouted and at the same time pushed himself up, supporting his body at arms length above mine, he wanted to watch the final strokes before he came, I watched with him. “Oh god, oh god” were his final words, then one last thrust, a thrust up to the hilt, followed with a sigh. I felt his cock pulsate, his sperm flow…he was coming…that sperm was being pumped inside me, for this guy it was all over…for now that is.

The night had started in an orderly fashion, an orderly fashion that could not last and indeed did not last. Some lusts and desires were stronger with some of the men, than with others. It was quickly developing into a Roman orgy. Men had moved from the smoke room and were now gathering in groups in the large roomy passageway, drinking smoking, telling dirty jokes more raucous laughter, music from a DV player some where, men watching their friends through the open bedroom door as their arses rose and fell between our open legs, legs that were up in the air or wrapped tightly around the mans torso, squealing with delight as he thrust into her  time and time again.
“Yeh go on, go on, fuck her Danny, fuck her, make her scream” they were shouting, egging them on. This was better than watching porn movies on video, this was live, this was happening now, besides there would be plenty of time to watch a replay of the action later, weren’t some of the guys recording tonight’s events on tape anyway.

The answer to that question was yes. I was looking into the lens of a camera right now. The camera picking up every sound, every thrust my partner’s cock, every scream and moan of delight I made…oh yes, they would all be able to have a boys night at a later date and relive this night again in great detail. 
Steve had described things pretty much as it was happening right now. I’d lost count of the guys since Steve, Ian and Larry. I was continually surrounded by men, naked men. I was being asked to get in many different positions. “Roll over on your stomach sweetheart.” or “Get on your hands and knees honey”  “Here put it in your mouth give my cock a good a suck” I could see no end to it, just how many guys had turned up I knew not, but as fast as one finished cuming and withdrew his now defunct dick, another new hard one took its place. 
A shout came from down the hall. Sandra had made for the toilet, only to be waylaid on her return; a guy had caught her on her way back to the bedroom, she was on her hands and knees, and had been entered from behind. His friends shouting, laughing, egging him on, I could hear the slap, slap as he continually smacked her backside, like some jockey cropping his horse. 
When the guy had finished with her, the men from the bedroom retrieved her and continued to have their way and turn.

Some men had now discarded their cloths and donned a club bathrobe, or towel around their midriff…they were ready…ready to take advantage of any opportunity that may present itself, after all why wait to undress when a robe or towel could be easier to discard. 

Angela was met with the same response as Sandra, now they waited outside the toilet for her to reappear, eager lustful hands reaching out for her, almost fighting each other to get to her first. She was forced to the floor, her legs spread open for her and a hard penis inserted into her slit. A group formed around her and the guy, as he humped up and down, shouts of encouragement from the spectators, a video camera capturing all.

There were no more organized turns; it was free for all, anyone who could get there first. I knew what would befall me when I had to go to the toilet and a visit to the toilet was soon due. There was still no end in site, as far as the guys were concerned we were here or one thing and one thing only, to be fucked and they were determined that both they and we women got our full satisfaction.

I could hold back no longer, I needed to go to the toilet and perhaps wash and clean up a little. Wash the semen from my body and rinse my mouth out. My pussy was not the only place that had received a mans dick. I’d sucked a few cocks on the way, the guy when he was ready to shoot, holding my head firm, not allowing me to release his cock. I felt the warm sperm fill my mouth flow over my tongue to the back of my throat, forcing me to gag; some of the semen would escape and trickle down my chin. The guy screaming at me to swallow his cum. Some I did but the taste was terrible and it was mainly to please the guy.  
I took a last drink of the wine we’d brought earlier and told the guys I had to go to the toilet. “You’ll never make it honey” they said looking at the group outside and the sight on Angela now on her hands and knees and onto her forth guy since the toilet.

Dressing was a waist of time and I walked quietly toward the group. They saw me coming and turned their attention to me, a shout went up, and they formed a corridor, a corridor I had to walk through. The only people who took no notice, were Angela and the guy fucking her…after all he had not need to look, he was receiving his own satisfaction.

All eyes were transfixed at my naked body, as I started to run the gauntlet of grabbing groping hands. They closed in on me as I entered the corridor, naked bodies were pressed to mine, warm flesh against my warm flesh, hands and fingers were everywhere, delving probing. I couldn’t stop them. I couldn’t move forward and I could not get back. My ass was being grabbed and squeezed, as were my breasts, someone had his finger in my slit and was forcing me down on the ground, I was on my back, a naked guy with a large erection, forcing my legs apart, then forcing the same hard erection inside me. I was looking up at a sea of grinning, laughing faces. Men who were eager to watch as their mate fucked me…egging him on, shouting screaming “That’s it Denny go on lad fuck her…fuck the bitch…she’ loving it” and the inevitable camera recording it all, and a few feet away was Angela, enjoying every moment of it.
The action had moved from the bedrooms to the hall, I wasn’t going to get to the toilet just yet, I wasn’t allowed to get from the floor…I remained on the floor, legs held wide apart and as one finished, another quickly took his place. I had full viewing rights, along with the other watching faces. As one stood up another would kneel between those parted legs, his hand guiding the hard erection he held in his hand, the feel of it as it first touched the lips of my pussy, then gone from sight, as in vanished inside me. His body on top of mine, his arse starting a nice steady, rhythmic motion, a smiling face close to mine, a voice telling me how good it was to fuck me. Above us the sea of faces staring down, laughing shouting, someone dropping his towel, showing me his hard cock, the same hard cock that would be the next to perform. And so it was, as the numbers slowly but surely dwindled, each one that fucked me was one less. The sea of faces became a trickle, most had now had their fill, some had even gone home…back to their wives or partners. I eventually made it to the toilet, washing away the smell of body fluids and odors and rinsing my mouth, clearing the taste of cum.
No one was there to stop me when I left the toilet area, only a handful guys, smoking and drinking, watching me as I walked passed them and headed back to the bedroom. My body was showing signs of wear and tear, bruised buttocks that had been continually squeezed, nipped and slapped. Breasts that had been fondled squeezed and suckled upon, my cunt now feeling somewhat sore from all the attention and action it had received.  
Passing Angela’s room I could see she still had someone with her, Sandra was more fortunate, she was on her side and seemed to be sleeping, something I wanted to do myself.

Mr Drysdale was waiting for me when I returned to the room.

“Hi honey, you ok”

“Yeh fine…just a little sore, bruised and battered” I replied.

“Yeh sorry about that…there was more than we expected…once the news got out we got more than we’d catered for…you all did well…I’m proud of you sweetheart…did you enjoy your self that’s the main thing”

“Mm yes I did…I guess I just love being fucked”

“That’s my girl…come here have a wine first…then let me have a go with my woman, hell everybody else has fucked you, and it’s got to be about my turn now eh?” he said with a huge grin.
He poured a large wine from the bottle he had brought with him, god it tasted good, his warm hand stroking my thigh.

“I think we can say it was a huge success…already got guys asking when the next one is.”

“Hm, I need to get through this one first Mr Drysdale” I replied

“Come on drink up” he said almost forcing the wine down my throat. Two more large glasses and I was starting to feel woozy. It was about now that things became somewhat hazy, well the events did. I remember him gently pushing me back on the bed, his climbing on top of me, I felt him penetrate, he fucked me and left. I remember a white guy on top of me, he to was fucking me, whispering sweet nothings in my ear. Things were getting fuzzier and fuzzier. I was in a dream status, slow motion. I was dreaming of my admirer Ritchie…he was kneeling before me…talking to me…I was kissing him…then he to was on top of me…he seemed to be enormous inside me…Steve had been right…but it was only a dream…wasn’t it…I fell into oblivion and slept.

I was lying on my side. My head was full of men with hammers, my mouth tasted like dry sawdust, light was streaming through the curtains, a hand was cupping my breast, finger and thumb tweaking my nipple, and the hand was attached to a black arm that was entwined around my waist.

“Hi honey you awake” I heard the voice say.

“Mmm yeh, I think so” I murmured in return.
“How’s my woman” it said

“I’m fine…apart from the hammers in my head” I replied

“Oh sorry babe…I do so love you…you still love me” he asked

I had no idea who I was talking to, but replied “Yes of course I still love you sweetheart” thinking it was some game we had been playing earlier.

Warm lips were kissing the back of my neck and ear, the hand that had cupped my breast moved between my thighs, a finger now inside my pussy, working in and out. Oh god I was getting aroused again.

“Mmmmm that’s nice” I purred in response to the attention I was receiving.

“Mm I’m love you baby, I love you” he said

“And I love you my darling” I replied continuing with the game.

“It’s so good to have you as my woman babe…so good” he said

“Hmmmm I love being your woman honey...I’m always your woman” I idly replied, still thinking it was some part of the game we were playing. 
He rolled me onto my back and suddenly I’m staring at the face of Ritchie…his hand and finger still working feverishly at my pussy. The sight of him made my heart take a giant leap, pounding like crazy. Had it been a dream last night or had it all been for real after all. My face was positively beaming, seeing and feeling him so close. Before I could say or do anything his lips were passionately kissing my lips, my own lips returning his kisses just as passionately. His body moved on top of my body, I knew what his desire was; it was the same as my desire. I’d wanted, needed this man all night and now it was about to happen. 
I eagerly threw my legs apart, drawing up my knees, forming a cradle for him. Taking his hard shaft in his hand, he shuffled into position. I felt the hard smooth head, touch my pussy lips, spreading them open and then he slowly and effortlessly entered me. I drew in my breath, as it moved smoothly inward and upward. “Ohhhh---myyyyy---g-o-d” I sighed, releasing my held breath. There was no doubt, Steve had been right. I had not as yet seen his penis, but I could feel it as it stretched my cunt wide to capacity.
Seeing the expression of surprise on my face he said “Yeh my love it’s big, is it not, you’ll not get one much bigger tonight” smiling, he started to fuck me with the monster. His arse set up a nice easy, steady rhythm. It felt so good to feel him inside me, his hard shaft working me, exciting me, my headache slowly abating.
“When we’re married I want to give you lots of kids…do you like kids sweetheart”

Was I hearing that right, when we’re married, is that what he said?

“What do you mean, when we’re married…who said anything about marriage?

“When you accepted my marriage proposal last night…remember…look at your finger my love”

His arse was still pounding; thrusting his hard manhood inside me. I looked at my left hand, and sure enough, a very beautiful and expensive looking ring, sparkled in the morning light”

“God where did that come from” I asked, admiring how well it looked on my finger.

“When we became engaged, that’s where and when it came from…nothing is too good for my woman” he replied, continuing to fuck me. I was too rapped in the wonderful euphoria right at that moment to ask more, but I needed to know more as to when I accepted this proposal of marriage. I took one last look at the beautiful ring on my finger, then closed my eyes and wallowed in the heavenly feeling I was receiving from his hard penis, my fingers digging into his back.
I hoped his motion inside me would go on forever…but like all good things, it came to an end, a grunt of satisfaction, the throbbing of his cock and the feel of sperm, told me it was over.

We lay locked together for a long while, kissing, touching, and feeling, not wanting to give each other up. Eventually I had to ask the question “Honey I don’t remember you asking me to marry you, and I don’t remember accepting, is all this for real”

“Sure it is sugar…I got a video of the whole thing…here take a look” he said, going for the camera on the table. His tight firm arse looked good as he walked away from me to pick up the camera. It was his return that got my attention, although it was now on the slack, the piece of flesh hanging between his legs, impressed me even more. It was so big and so beautiful; I couldn’t wait to see it become proud again. I propped myself up on a pillow, he joined me, doing the same thing. Flipping open the small screen he pressed the play button, then put his arm around my shoulder, hugging me tight. God I felt so warm and secure in this mans arm. 

My eyes were fixed to the pictures that played, and yes it was all there just as he said, the dream had not been a dream, it was a fact. I was sitting on the edge of the bed, he was kneeling between my legs, we were both quite naked, I was watching him intently as he made his proposal. I squealed with excitement, both at the proposal and the sight of the ring. “Oh yes, yes I will” I’m saying, he slips the ring on my finger and I throw my arms around his neck and we are kissing. He’s lifting me on the bed, my attention is on the glittering ring, I’m admiring it, I’m spreading my legs apart for him. I hear myself saying “Oh my god” and see the reason why, as the camera swings to his hard manhood. He is big…big as ever I’d seen. I watch as it vanishes…disappears completely inside, then the camera catches his nice black ass as it humps up and down between my legs. The thing is I can’t remember any of it, only partly through the dream like haze at the time.
“See sugar, it all happened just as the camera recorded it” He said.

“Yes…yes I know…I’ve just seen it…but the truth is I don’t remember any of it”

“So what ya saying here sugar, you wana back out now is that it”

“Yes…no…oh I don’t know…I’m just a little confused…it’s all happening so quick” I said

“It’s because I’m black isn’t it” he said
“No, no, no” I hastily replied. “Definitely not”

“Then my age…I’m older than you is that it”

“Again no…I’m very much attracted to you…it’s just that I’d liked a little time before accepting a marriage proposal, that’s all, you know a bit of the old fashioned dating first then the proposal”

“Well we can do that if you would prefer” he replied

“Do you really want someone like me and Angela or Sandra…I mean look at what went on last night…a lot of these guys are your friends…just about all of them have screwed me, do you really want to marry a girl like that…there’s a word for us…slut being the less descriptive”

“Sugar that don’t mean crap to me, once we’re married, you’d give all that up, would you not, start a new. I can give you all the sex you’d want or need, keep you satisfied in that area” he said. I knew what he said was the truth. I quite believed he would keep me satisfied sexually. 

“Another thing I have to tell you…I may be pregnant…it’s Winston Drysdale’s baby” I said.

He pondered this for a moment then said “Ok, ok…I could live with that also…I’d be a good father…good husband, we’d have a kid or two of our own as well, no we can work through this sugar…I really do love and want you babe”

I had to stop and think for a moment, I must at least like the guy, I’d been attracted to him the first time I saw him, I’d accepted his proposal of marriage last night, all be it I didn’t remember. 

“Let’s just leave things at the moment, give me a call, take me out, wine and dine me, then make plans for the future eh” I said kissing him on the cheek.

“We’re on or not on?” he asked

“We’re kinda on…give me a bit of time and ask me again, I’m sure I’ll accept again then” I said.

He gave it some thought then replied “Ok, ok sugar…I’ll go along with that…keep the ring though…I want you to have it” he said, rolling on top of me. I parted my legs for him once more and sighed as he entered me.

The party was over, tired and now satisfied body’s dressed and slowly made their way home. Sandra, Angela and I never found our knickers, or should I say g-strings, they’d become some guy’s trophy, a trophy he could pull out once in a while and say “Remember that night at the Golf Club” and relive the memories of the time.
Mr Drysdale drove us back to Angela’s car. The park at this time of day was filling with families; we did look a little out of place, three girls dressed for a party, not wearing any knickers, transferring from one vehicle to another in the middle of the day.

“Here girls, take this, don’t open till you’re home” handing each of us an envelope “You all did well last night…you were a big hit with the guys…want you to do it again some time…now go home and get some sleep, I’ll see you at work Anna” he said with a smile, then he was gone.

Angela just couldn’t wait to open the envelope; the expression on her face was one of complete astonishment.

“Good god would you look at that” she said, withdrawing the one thousand dollars it contained.
Sandra and I did the same, the same astonished looks on our own faces as we held up one thousand dollars.

“God what am I going to spend it on” she said smiling excitedly.

“Angela we can’t accept this…you know what it means if you do, don’t you” I said
“Yes honey it means we’re rich…god that is one hell of a lot of money”

“No it means we are prostitute’s sweetheart, money for sexual favors, is that what you want to be a prostitute”

“I don’t give a rat’s arse what they call me, I’m still rich and I think we have earned it, we serviced a lot of cock last night honey, I’m still saw down there…you do what you like…me I’m keeping it”

“Yeh me too…Angela’s right we did service a lot of cocks…I think we do deserve payment for it…if they want to call me a prostitute…then I’m a prostitute…maybe we should do this more often”

There was no arguing with them, they were determined to keep the money, it had been my intention to return mine to Mr Drysdale, but I guess I was reluctant to part with one thousand dollars and never did give it back.
Ritchie and I were becoming an item. Angela thought it was marvelous and couldn’t wait for the wedding, and then it became apparent I must be pregnant, my period did not come on time and as I waited and hoped for it, it was to no avail. I took a test which indicated I was and a visit to the doctor confirmed it, it was time to confront Mr Drysdale.

It was ten am; time for morning coffee, which I carried to his office, along with the bogus file I always took. I would tell him now.

“Ah good morning Anna…totally recovered are we, after your week-end of sex” He said smiling. “I hope you are feeling recovered enough to take me this morning” locking the door and moving toward me.

“I have something to tell you Mr Drysdale, I….” before I could finish what I was going to tell him his arms were around my waist drawing me close. “Shhhh…not just yet! ”he said and started kissing me. My skirt was being pulled up, up around my waist, hands; his hands were pulling down my pants. The kissing continued, passions rising, desires for each other intensifying. The sound of his zip as he undid his fly, the sound of my cry as he entered me. “Ahhhhhh!” the swaying of his hips as he continually thrust into me, then finally the squirt, squirt, squirt, as he unloaded his semen.
“Oh dear that’s not good news my love is it…what you going to do about it” he asked, zipping up his fly, after I had told him the news
“Mr Drysdale, you said to come and see you; that you would help me and you would take care of it” I replied, pulling up my pants and straightening my skirt
“Well I don’t know what else I can do for you, I’ve given you money toward an abortion, you really need to see a doctor who handles that sort of thing…I suggest you do it soon”

“But…but, I understood that if I became pregnant you would take care of it, you know, take care, like organize something or some one…not just money”

“Oh no my dear, I thought you understood all that, it was only monitory help, I no nothing on the medical side, besides I don’t really go along with abortions…it’s not right”

“God you bastard…you fucking bastard” I spat at him as my anger rising
“Now, now my dear, calm down, calm down…that’s not going to do your blood pressure any good, and besides think of the baby”

“It’s your fucking baby as well…you prick”

“Mine…how do you know it’s mine…god girl how many guys have fucked you in the last few weeks…have you got enough fingers…or would you like to borrow a few of mine, here try these as well” he said holding out his hands.
“You know damn well It’s your child…you were the one who took my virginity…it was you who planted the first seed, and you know it…it’s your child…now do something or else”

“Or else what my love…I don’t think I was the first…and besides there is no proof that my seed took…what about Simon he fucked you as well…could be his child, or maybe one of the many guys who fucked you at the club eh….god just how many were there that night…dozens, simply dozens…have you thought about that…and besides who would take the word of a prostitute” he smiled triumphantly and smugly.

I thought about the money I had accepted from him the night after the club party, but defiantly said “I’m not a prostitute Mr Drysdale”

“Ha, ha, ha…now that’s both a laugh and a lie and I can prove it”

“Oh and how do you intend to do that eh?” I replied.
He took out a key and unlocked one of his desk drawers removing a folder.

“Let us suppose we have a jury and this is my case, then you be the judge” he said opening the file.

He showed me some pictures, a series of pictures, starting with, me coming from a building. I’m with a guy, the guy then hands me an envelope, we then get into his car and drive off. Another series, same building, another guy, another envelope, another car. There was a series of four. Now the thing is they were all true, all very innocent. The building was the building he had me visit to pick up the packages when I was courier, the envelopes were the same envelopes I’d passed on to him.
“See the sign above the building…it says Exotic Escorts does it not”

“Yes, but you know why I was there, it was to pick up your packages, when I first started, I never went into the escort agency, I was always downstairs”

“Hm, well it doesn’t look like it to me does it, you coming out of an escort agency, being paid by a client, the into a car to drive to some place where he fucks you, isn’t that more like it”

“No that is not true and you know it” I said

“I also have a signed application here, when you applied for a position as an escort…and were accepted” he said with another satisfied smile. “That is your signature is it not”
“Yes but I don’t understand, I never made an application…this is all fucking bull shit”

“You signed that when you signed other application papers for the job here, only you never read it did you…I also have a file kept by the agency…take a look at this”

 He said, handing me the file.

Sure enough, there was a picture of me, some vital details and a list of supposed clients I had been with and a fictitious amount of payments next to my name, payments for services rendered.

“But none of this is true…not one thing is true” I said, getting angry at him.
“But what will a jury think Anna…it’s them you have to convince. Now what about the payments I have given you eh and the thousand dollars for the club house affair, what about that…you all accepted it did you not?” he asked.

“That was supposed to be, to help me in case I was pregnant”

“I gave it to you after we had, had sex together, money for sex is prostitution my dear, is it not” he said, my heart starting to sink, with each and every bit of evidence.

“Now let the jury see this” Turning to the computer and dialing up the internet.

“What about this then” as he typed the web address www.cuminu.com the page leapt into view, a page containing naked men and naked women but very pornographic, inviting the viewer to progress further…for a small fee of course, he was obviously a client already.

He clicked on one of the pictures, a picture of a woman on her hands and knees, a male penis firmly embedded in her ass.

“Now what about this sweetheart” another couple of clicks and a picture of me, alongside the picture was the notation. Blond lady enjoys being fucked by two black guys. He clicked the picture it took a moment or so to download the images and there I was, performing for the entire world to see, literally all the world to see, after all this was the World Wide Web was it not. How many other men and indeed women had done the same thing, downloaded to their PC’s I was a world wide porn star.
It was all carefully edited. There I was, on my back on the bed. The first scene I had a rather large black cock in my mouth sucking on it. (Simon’s of course) The camera kept on the scene showing me licking and sucking, making all kinds of joyous sounds. My body was moving, and my breasts were shaking like two large jellies. The reason for that became obvious as the camera panned down my white body. My leg’s were wide apart and in the air, in sharp contrast to my white skin was the big black cock, the cock was thrusting into me, time and time again, and each thrust pushing me up the bed.

“Yeh you like that Anna don’t you, you just love to be fucked eh…is this how you like it Anna…tell me Anna…is this how you like it?” Mr Drysdale was saying, but there was no facial of Mr Drysdale or Simon…only a picture of my face, with an expression of sheer joy, delight and satisfaction, screaming in return “Oh god yes, yes, yes, I love it baby…I love it…fuck me…fuck me…fuck me…oh please fuck me” 
The camera moves behind Mr Drysdale, my white thighs and legs, being held apart. There’s no picture of my cunt, oh no, that is now hidden from view by the rear end view of Mr Drysdale’s ass, his ass is moving back and forth, continually thrusting that big black cock of his inside me.

The picture fades out, and then comes back in again, this time it shows me presenting my rear end, a nice round end, my vulva between my legs, getting it ready for penetration. The camera clearly shows a cock, a black cock, closing in fast, a moments pause then it’s plunged inward, now a view from behind, no more my white ass, now the image of Mr Drysdale’s black ass, an ass moving back and forth, a nice steady pace, making that hard penis of his thrust in and out. Then back up my body, my head drooping down and my long blond hair cascading on to the pillow, my breasts swing back and forth from the momentum of the cock continually thrusting into me.  
“Enjoying reliving it so far honey…but wait there’s more” as he switched to another picture of me, another scene, these were carefully edited pictures from the night of the clubhouse and their I was again, receiving different cocks, form different men, once more it was only my face that could be seen.

He kept clicking from one to another, not only me but Sandra and Angela, yeh it was all there in every minute detail, in full living color, or in my case black and white, all our cunt’s being fucked, not by one guy, but dozens of guys. The caption similar on all, but for me it was blond lady takes on entire club house. I was totally dumbfounded. Oh god what had I done.
“Now you tell me…will the jury find you guilty of being a whore or not” waiting for me to answer.

I wanted to counter or explain what I had just seen, but he held up his hand.

“Guilty or not guilty”

I just stood looking at him for a while, and then said guilty.
“So you admit you are a prostitute do you” he asked. I did not respond “I can’t hear you my love, are you a prostitute”

“Yes, yes I’m a prostitute, is that what you want to hear…you satisfied now” Shouting my reply in anger.

“Well yes it is actually…especially for the tape” he said, showing me the tape recorder, recording each and every word of my confession.

“You bastard…you fucking bastard” I spat at him.

“My advice to you is that you find yourself a few clients before you become too pregnant and can’t earn any more money from lying on your back…I can recommend a few guys for you if you wish…I also have a check for another two thousand dollars…full and final payment…all helps toward the baby, they don’t come cheep do baby’s my love”

I felt like picking up the ash tray and smashing it on his head, I kept telling him he was a fuck’n bastard, but he just stood with that smug look on his face, I could stand it no more and headed for the door.

“Oh does this mean our fuck session is off for tomorrow my love” he said, laughing
The door slammed, as I stormed back to my desk.

I could not believe what I had just seen and heard. He’d had no real intention of taking care of me, as he had said at the start. He’d used me, and now that I needed his help, he just didn’t care. Just how stupid and naïve could I have been, well the answer was very stupid and naïve. I was on my own now.

I had no idea where to go, or how to go about having an abortion. I wanted to cry, really cry, but was determined not to do so, not here, not in front of my other colleagues, who were watching me, wondering what it was that had transpired in Mr Drysdale’s office that had upset me so. I would of course have to confess all this to my mother, who would have to tell father…god wasn’t that was going to be fun. 
I slowly started to gain control of my feelings once again, starting to think a little more clearly. I was pregnant, I already had a child growing inside me, why should I harm it because of my own stupidity, and maybe things weren’t as bad as they seemed right now. If I thought things through and took one day at a time, well I’m sure it would work out, I still had Ritchie, he and I were getting on great, and he wanted to marry me, even with Mr Drysdale child…yes I wanted to have the baby…I would have the baby, no matter what.

I’d refrained from telling Ritchie about the altercation in Mr Drysdale office. I would tell him at a later date, and we continued to date.
The time came when I had to tell mother everything, I think the morning sickness was a give away, and she confessed her suspicions to me when I told her.
“Who’s the father” she asked

When I told her she said “Oh shit…you’re father is not going to like that” He was a bigot from the old school, with old outdated ideas.

Well tell him we did, and to say the shit hit the proverbial fan was an understatement. I was told in no uncertain terms what my pedigree was and that it may be in the interests of all if I moved out. I went to bed that night, not quite in the confident mood I’d been in earlier.

I heard mum and dad, talking, then the murmuring voices as they passed my bedroom door and the continuing murmurs from their bedroom. I must have dozed off. The next thing, I was alert and wide awake. There was a figure, a silhouette, framed by the door, it was coming toward me, it was, it was, oh god it was dad, completely naked. He stood looking at me. It was the first time I’d seen his erection, the erection he used to give to mum.
“What is it dad, what do you want” I asked; only he never said a word. He flung back the covers, and slid beside me.

“Dad, dad…what the….?” His hand was on my thigh, moving quickly to my pussy, groping, feeling and fingering it.

“Dad…no…don’t….” I protested my protests on deaf ears.

He moved on top of me. Oh god, oh no I thought, please no. The warmth of his erection pressing against my thigh, a quick shuffle of his ass and he was thrusting into me, followed by a steady humping. Oh god he was fucking me.
I saw mum reach in and close the door, closing the door on my protests and our love making…I was alone with him.

“You want to be a whore, let me treat you like one, you want children then let me give them to you” He said continuing his fucking until he reached his climax.

Next day I packed a bag and left, never to return

I found a one bedroom flat; it would do until I sorted my life out. I decided on a different path. I couldn’t bring myself to face Ritchie again. I would make out on my own, bring my child up by myself. Mr Drysdale was right, I was whore and as a whore I could earn money…I would turn to prostitution. I checked my money situation and decided I would need a lot more than I had, to see me through the later part of my pregnancy

I swallowed my pride and approached Mr Drysdale once more, first accepting the check for two thousand dollars, then his offer to supply names of friends who would be willing to pay for my services.
There was that smug look on his face again, the satisfied look of a man, who knew he had won another battle, conflict or argument.

“I can do that for you honey…I think you’re doing the right thing…it’s better you earn the money now before you become too big eh?” continuing with that smug look.

“One thing, you don’t reveal any of this to anyone, and you do not tell anyone, and I mean anyone where I am, I also resign from my job as of now”

“Sure honey, if that’s what you want…I only want what’s best for you sweetheart, if I can help in anyway” he said, and that was it. I embarked on my new career. True to his word he’d passed the news on. The phone began to ring, appointments were made and my bank balance began to grow. Then one day there was a nock at the door, and when I opened it, my heart pounded out of my chest. It was Ritchie, wonderful Ritchie with a smile and the biggest bunch of flowers you’d ever seen. He moved around the flat, shaking his head disapprovingly and said to pack my things. I was to go and live with him. No more prostitution and I could stay for as long as I wished.
In the short time I’d been going out with him, I’d never been to his home. I was staggered and amazed at where he lived. The house was huge, far too big for a single male to rattle around in.
“Here you can use this bedroom, make yourself at home” he said, as he deposited my small amount of belongings.

He showed me the rest of the house, finally stopping at his bedroom, a bedroom that to my mind was accommodation for two people to live in, never mind sleep in.

“Well this is my bed, the bed I hope one day you will share with me, the bed where we can make babies together” he said in a rather forlorn way.

“Ritchie if you still want me why don’t I start and share this beautiful bed with you as of now” I hardly felt myself being lifted off my feet and placed on the bed…the love making that followed was delicious.

                             EPILOG 
Ritchie and I did marry; it was mainly his family and friends who attended. Angela and Sandra and a few of my friends, and mother did come, but obviously not father. On the 23rd of June, I gave birth to a daughter, who we named Sarah, and Ritchie was just as excited as I was, and as far as he was concerned it was his, she looked so tiny as he cradled her in his arms. To Sarah we added two more children. Thomas and Louise, all thoroughly spoilt of course.
Angela, well dear Angela just couldn’t resist accepting a job with an escort agency…typical her…running with the rich and famous…for a price of course.

Sandra…beautiful Sandra, she married, it lasted two years, then divorced…now works with Angela. 
Me, well I’m happy doing what I’m doing. I reckon in the end I received a better deal from life than I deserved, and wouldn’t swap Ritchie, my kids or home for the world. 
.
