

    
        
          Submitting Her Anal Virginity to the Masked Stranger

        

        
        
          Nicola Diaz

        

        
          Published by Dark Secrets Publishing, 2018.

        

    


Table of Contents

Title Page

Submitting Her Anal Virginity | to the Masked Stranger

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Submitting Her Anal Virginity 
to the Masked Stranger
[image: ]


A Dark Fantasy

All Right Reserved © Nicola Diaz 2017

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law. 

Individuals on the cover are models and are used for illustrative purposes only.

Author's note: All character in this story are 18 years of age and older. This is a work of fiction, any resemblance to real live name or events are purely coincidental. 

Be aware: This story is written for, and should only be enjoyed by, ADULTS. It includes explicit descriptions of intense sexual activity between consenting adults. Said activities include, but are not limited to First Time Anal and more..........

Note that this work of fiction resembles a fantasy world, all events taking place are a result of a role play amongst all parties and all parties are fully consenting adults.

This ebook should be purchased/borrowed by and read by adults only.

Sign up to my mailing list to download the below free books - 

[image: image][image: image][image: image][image: image]

CLICK TO SIGN UP - http://eepurl.com/bw-Clb

You will also receive updates on the latest Nicola Diaz releases

“Oh, this is the party I was telling you about,” Selma said as she flashed the invitation to Rachel. After grabbing the invite, Rachel read it.

You and friends are cordially invited to the Masked Party. Formal dress required. Pick a name and come, not as yourself.

Rachel beamed at Selma. “I’ve always wanted to go to one of these. There will be drinks served and you get to dance and have a good time, but no one knows your real name,” Rachel said.

“Let’s tell Ashlan and Tabby and shop for our dresses and masks. This will be so fun!” Selma grabbed her bag and the two ladies met the others at the mall.

Rachel chose a long red evening gown. As she twirled in the mirror, she loved the body-hugging style, how it clung to her curves and flowed to the floor. The slit came up mid-thigh, the V-neckline plunged deep. She wanted to wear her reddish auburn hair down, flowing over her left shoulder. She chose a black lacy mask with a feather over the top giving her a great appearance of mystery. “Sure hope no one else has this outfit or mask,” Rachel said to her friends as they stood in line to purchase their outfits.

“You realize there is alcohol served at these parties. One of us needs to be the designated driver,” Tabby said as they prepared for the event. Since they had turned twenty-one the party invitations came, and they took turns being the designated driver. All four ladies looked at one another, no one volunteering for the job.

“Okay, no volunteers. Let’s draw straws,” Rachel said as she pulled out four straws from the cup on the counter. Cutting one short she mingled the straws and brought it to Selma for the first draw. Selma drew out a long one and smiled.

“I’ll take these,” Selma said and Rachel also drew a long straw. Then Selma brought the remaining two to Ashlan and Tabby. The two plucked the straws with Ashlan drawing the short straw.

Ashlan sighed. “I guess I’m it. I’ll probably come to the party for a few minutes, and then I may leave for a while and come back. It’s no fun watching others get drunk when I can’t drink. So, I’ll go shopping at the mall while you guys party it up. Call me when you’re ready for a ride,” Ashlan said.

“No! You need to be there, you’ll have a good time,” Rachel said trying to convince her friend to stay at the party.

“I’ll stay for a little while, but if I get bored, I’m leaving. Just call when you want the ride,” Ashlan said as she gathered her purse for shopping at the mall again later.

The four ladies piled into Ashlan’s convertible, but since it was winter, the top was up making it a cozy ride to the building in downtown where the party awaited their arrival. “Okay ladies, this is it. Masks on,” Selma said, and the four placed the masks over their faces before entering the building.

The ladies entered the large room, masked guests were already drinking and mingling. “Code names,” Selma said as she came back with a tray of champagne flutes. Handing one to each lady she held up the glass for a toast.

“But I’m designated,” Ashlan said flatly.

“It’s okay. You won’t be drunk with one small glass,” Selma said. After the ladies drank the glasses, they watched the crowd. 

“Hey, I’m heading out for now. Call when you need a ride,” Ashlan said as she excused herself and left.

At first, Rachel hung back with Selma and Tabby, the three staying in their tight circle. A tall man, the one probably throwing the party, called himself The Grand Master came up to the group.

“Ladies,” he said with a bow. “Mingle with the others. It’s obvious you three know each other. The key is to meet strangers or those you’d normally wouldn’t mingle with and get to know them and have a good time. So, come on, split apart and do that. Introduce yourselves by your code name,” The Grand Master said.

“I don’t have a code name,” Rachel said.

“Isn’t it obvious? You’re a Horny Rabbit,” The Grand Master said with a grin.

“Perfect! And I’m Lady in Blue,” Selma said.

“And I’m a Little Princess,” Tabby said as she turned and made her way to the piano where a handsome masked man sat tinkling on the ivories.

“Okay, Horny Rabbit is it,” Rachel said with a smile as she turned, liking her new code name. She had thought Lady in Red but decided she liked Rabbit better.

The music played as couples made their way to the center of the room, dancing. Rachel found a group dancing in the middle, not necessarily with anyone and she joined them. A server worked through the crowd and handed her another drink, this time a glass of red wine. She sipped it while she swayed with the music, letting her inhibitions go. She garnered the attention of the men dancing nearby. Normally, Rachel was shy and stayed in the shadows but the mask and the code name gave her a renewed sense of confidence. Giggling she twirled amongst the dancing crowd and hoped to catch the eye of a man who would ask her to dance as a couple.

Rachel stumbled as the song ended and as she giggled, she flung herself into the arms of a tall stranger, wearing a black suit with a black mask to match. The dark brown curls on top of his head covered his ears as he was a complete stranger since Rachel couldn’t remember meeting a man like this. As she felt the buzz from the alcohol she smiled up at the man. “Oopsie, clumsy me,” she said.

“Hey, quite okay. Not every day I am run over by a sexy Rabbit,” the man said.

“And you are?” Rachel asked as she peered up at the masked stranger.

“Duce. Just call me Duce. So, Rabbit, would you like to dance?” Duce asked.

Rabbit smiled and nodded as Duce took her hand and led her to the dance floor, where she twirled, and stepped fully into her . Duce dipped her and brought her back up, precariously close to his face.

“What does the little lady like to do in her spare time?” Duce asked as the music slowed.

“Live a boring life. But I’m enjoying this role playing,” Rachel said as Duce squeezed her ass and pulled her to him. The bulge in his middle evident and Rabbit looked down and rubbed up against him as a sudden wave of horny grasped her.

“You like?” Duce asked.

“I’d have to look at it fully to let you know,” Rachel said as she led the man to a dark corner. Duce sat down as she lowered her body to the floor, and with her hands undid the man’s pants, thinking she would do something so bold. Duce smiled as she fished out his cock, it had to be a full nine inches long. Rachel peered at it, in awe of her newfound boldness and the man’s massive cock. Looking up at the man she realized he expected something now that she’d pulled it out.

“Go ahead, pet him. He really loves being touched,” Duce said

Rachel chuckled. “I bet.” She grasped it with her hands, running them over the length and an overwhelming urge to suck on it
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