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She shook her head at first. No way. The way he phrased it—the most intense experience you’ll ever have—sounded like a headline written after someone’s obituary. He wouldn’t tell her what it was. Not what, not how, not when. “That’s a ticket to get killed,” she whispered to herself. But when she said it aloud, he only smiled wider.

“Guess you’ll never know,” he said, tilting his head as if that settled everything.

She tried to push back. She wanted certainty—some shred of assurance that she’d walk off this stage alive. He gave her none. Not a hint, not a promise, only that smile and the heavy weight of the crowd’s attention pressing in around her. And maybe it was that—the eyes, the heat, the hum in her chest—that made her stand. Against every ounce of judgment she had, she walked up the steps.

She didn’t know if she’d be humiliated, hurt, or worse. She didn’t know if this was genius or madness. All she knew was that from the moment he’d asked, she hadn’t been able to think about anything else. And now she was here, stepping into the unknown.

Margot awoke totally in the darkness. There was nothing but the wrinkles of a blindfold in front her eyes. She felt she was somewhere very cold, within an open air. The first thing she did was reach for the blindfold to take it off her eyes. But her hand just yanked with the sound of a chain. There was something her hand right in place making it impossible to move her hand one inch, or scratch her excruciating itch.

She tried to raise her leg up, and kick it over the side of the platform. It gave out a loud creak. The platform was cold with a smooth make. She slid her skin against it briefly and it sent a shiver up her spine.

The way she was tied was so uncomfortable that it was as if the person who tied her didn't care about her comfort.

She tried to move her leg but her leg and this caused another commotion. Her leg was tied to her other leg.

She realized next that she was tied on her hands and knees, and that she was totally naked. She had long black hair, a curvy ass, and big breasts, but one couldn't tell because her breasts were squeezed against her knees.

This was out her darkest nightmares. She tried to make a noise but her mouth was stuffed with a gag, her teeth were biting down on it. Her jaws were screaming with pain.

She tried to lift her chin up but there was a collar around her neck, and a chain coming from the collar.

The moment she tried to lift her chin, the chain dragged with her, trapping her neck right in place where it was. The metal of the chain slid along the wooden platform.

She felt like a chained animal completely trapped. She was at the mercy of—whoever sent her there.

She wasn't entirely sure if she was naked. Maybe she was in panties, or maybe she at least just had a skirt—it was hard to tell—until a very soft breeze confirmed that she was indeed out into the open.

The breeze reached her asshole and her pussy. Her rear was sticking straight out for the wind to hit it like that.

Then she heard coughs in the back. Shifting around. whispers.

These were the sounds of people around her. She was outside in some kind of function with an audience. All those people were watching her, hyper-focused on her existence.

She could hear them shuffling around, moving, whispering at each other, some were having a whole other conversation about unrelated events.

She could hear the jiggle of their drinks.

Last she heard a series of fancy steps. This was done by someone very skillful and talented.

In her mind, she deemed him the headmaster of ceremonies, the man who ruled these proceedings. The first thing he did was set his hand along her naked back. He started petting her as if she were nothing more than an animal, sliding his knuckles all the way down the center of her back up the curve of her ass.

The truth was it felt good that someone was giving her all this attention, and that she was not just like a stone in a black cave.

One the thought of ass entered her brain though, she got anxious and a little nauseous. She couldn't believe it—he wouldn't dare go down to the asshole. Would he?

Suddenly he broke for it and dug his finger in her ass. She shrieked into her gag. Her eyes practically popped out as he dug his one finger in there pushing up as hard as it could go. Her asshole was never violated like that, not ever.

He kept twisting it around, less like a showman and more like a mechanic fixing an old carriage.

Her ass totally stung to the freeing of his finger going up it. She kicked her leg back like a horse.

She didn't know if it felt good or bad. It felt something. And that something was of note. It just confused her as to her conclusion.

Then she heard another cough.

He dug two fingers in her asshole next. She shrieked. The coughing man went to laughter.

It was so uncomfortable the master just went for her, he wouldn't let her go as her body squirmed. He was circling and circling his finger around it, jamming it in and then pulling his fingers out, until it had all opened just a little more.

He dropped a second finger down the rim and circled his second finger around her asshole. Two fingers doubled the length. She felt every inch of it with discomfort and just a dab of intense pleasure with it.

If she wasn't all tied up, she would have slapped him right in the face.

She gasped as he dug his fingers up her asshole even more. He added a third finger in pulling her asshole apart even wider. All three of his fingers stuffed in her ass. She squeezed the edge of the platform. She was embarrassed. He dug them in deeper, pulling them out and in, getting them gaping, getting her ass wider.

Her asshole was pulsing with pain. It formed a red, pulsing rim.

Then, she heard applause strangely enough, emanating from the air surrounding her. The audience were applauding how wide her hole could stretch, and how she had a really sexy body: a flat stomach, large hips, strong legs. She imagined them all seeing her on her knees tied up on the stand, her asshole wide open, all the spectators in the crowd looking over each others shoulders to get a good peek out at her asshole.

Once he stopped, she felt her asshole gaping open, and with the fresh air breeze blowing against it, came a feeling mixture of chilling and burning. He slapped her butt which turned her on even more, then he started fingering her pussy from behind, sliding his fingers up and down from behind, getting her excited and wet, and juicy for him to do more.

That was the only thing on her mind: more, more, more.

He started fingering with all three fingers getting her so wet that her pussy juices were flicking with his wrists, splashing behind her and soaking his fingers. It made a shower of little flicks of pussy.

Yet he had a style to him. He did it with an expertise as if he had fingered a million girls before.

Then he lifted his fingers up from her pussy from behind and slid it up all the way up her ass using her own pussy to lubricate her asshole. He dug his fingers back in jamming his fingers inside her to stretch her asshole wider.

He filled her asshole with his three fingers. He slid them down for more pussy juices. She couldn't believe that he was helping himself to her tight, firm body as if she were just meat on a buffet table that he was entitled to. He was just so rude.

All she was meat—she only existed as a pussy and an asshole to him.

She then heard applause again. He was flinging his wrist until she was so wet and orgasmically excited that her body was trembling, her leg was trying to kick through the rope. She was so aroused by this asshole penetration that she was nearly about to cum.

The applause loudened with excitement how her body was moving, how her legs were sliding up and down, and she was all bothered.

She wasn't a quiet cummer. She was the kind of girl who screamed so loud the people on the other sides of the wall could hear her cumming, and often feel jealous of her sexual abilities.

Then she felt something else in her asshole. More fingers. And they were not just these three fingers, but more hands reaching down over her asshole adding a finger too, and adding a second finger.

"Huh?"

Two hands were plugging her asshole, and a whole other hand was fingering her pussy from behind joining it.

The second hand that joined her fingering her had a certain expertise, a certain grace to its abilities to finger her.

The hand immediately went for her clitoris rubbing it in brief and gentle circles, making an orgasm build up within her psyche.

It felt so good but she could not bear it. The first hand was rough, insensitive, probably a man's—but this was a female hand. This female hand could expertly finger her clitoris and asshole. It picked up where the man's fist left off. Her fingers was more attuned to her emotional state. More empathetic to her needs—but only to the manner it could make her cunt cum.

Margot deemed her, the apprentice.

She seemed like a smaller girl with a very light step.

The crowd ooo'd with even more impressiveness watching the apprentice finger Margot's cunt. The crowd watched her rock her ass obediently to the rhythm of these hands fingering, and breaking in her asshole and pussy. If the master of ceremonies finger fucked hundreds of girls, the apprentice was one with the pussy.

The trust was rewarded. She was fingering her so firmly, yet gently, that a second orgasm was building within her. Margot just surrendered to it, gently closing her eyes and losing herself to the feeling rising within her. This orgasm was so intense that she managed to spit out the gag and gasp out. Instead of screaming at everyone, threatening them, she shouted, "Yes yes yes, make me cum!"

This was when everyone in the crowd laughed and applauded, hearing her growl out an orgasm. She cried, "What's your problems!?"

The man reached in with all four fingers, gripping her asshole and stretching her asshole open until its red and pink were visible. The apprentice hand reached her asshole next, pulling it from the other side until ten fingers were forcing her ass to gape about an inch and a half.

They were pulling her asshole apart firmly but not so hard to tear it. The next penetration was intense. The crowd gasped which made her brace for something incredible. She clenched her ass shut trying to reject it.

Someone seized her asshole. They were rolling its tip along the edges of her asshole. She could only guess that it was some kind of a big, fat dildo with a collapsed tip. It felt metallic and ice cold, whatever it was, so much that her ass was rejecting it and trying to close off, preventing the penetration from pushing in and filling her. This was where those ten fingers stretching her asshole open came in handy. All those hands kept her asshole propped open so that this giant dildo could enter its rightful place.

Then she squinted her eyes and gasped through the blindfold. The dildo was a cold, enormous cucumber. They were circling her asshole with the cucumber until it edged inward. Once the cucumber was jammed inside, she let out a deep breath. It was only in for about two inches before it was stretching her asshole so widely.

The headmaster and apprentice pulled their hands out her asshole.

Only the dildo was in her at that moment. The moment their fingers pulled out of her, her asshole tried to seal back in place and close off. This was very uncomfortable for a few moments. Her asshole was fighting and fighting, trying to spasm, trying to close over the cock.

The cucumber was jammed in way too deep. They kept twisting and pushing the cucumber in just a tiny bit. The cucumber was at war with her asshole until it stopped fighting. Finally after a drawn out battle, her asshole gave up, stopped fighting, and allowed the fat dildo to rest in her, keeping her ass jammed open and gaping. They weren't finished.

They left the cucumber jammed in her asshole. She could only imagined how crazy it looked. She was kicking her heels trying to push the cucumber out her ass. She tried to reach for it, but her chained hands didn't reach that far. For some
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