
        
            [image: cover]
        

    





Take Me

Ginger Kelley







No part of this book may be
reproduced without prior permission from the author.






This is a work of fiction
containing sexually explicit situations intended for mature
audiences only. All characters portrayed in this book are
consenting adults, 18 years and older.



The rain fell in a steady
patter against my windshield as I tried to calm my excitement. I
could feel the energy literally coursing through my veins, making
my hands slightly numb as I gripped the wheel. I steered my car
into the parking lot, spying an empty spot near the back. This was
it; I was about to be ravaged.

A little over a week ago,
a merlot-fueled conversation led me to the realization that I
wanted something new. My husband Corey was wonderful, but our sex
life had lost the sparkle it once had. It was great, but it was
predictable. I found myself longing for the days when I was single,
and every sexual encounter was new and exciting. I missed not being
able to predict what was going to happen between the sheets. Sex
with Corey while satisfying, felt choreographed and
stale.

“Do you ever feel like
something is missing?” I asked my husband, pouring the last of the
bottle into my glass, the deep burgundy liquid acting as my truth
serum.

“What do you mean,
Gretchen? Like what?” Corey asked, leaning back into the soft,
supple leather of our couch.

“You know, like sexually.
Is there anything you want that I am not doing? I asked, having
somewhat of an inkling of what his answer was going to
be.

“I don’t know, more
blowjobs I guess,” He said with a grin. I knew he was going to say
that.

“Of course you would say
that, Corey,” I smiled back, taking another healthy swallow of my
wine.

“Men are filthy
predictable pigs,” He joked, poking me playfully in the ribs. “Why,
what do you want that is missing, Gretch?”

I let the question hang in
the air a few moments before answering him. My answer was something
that I had been fantasizing about for a while, but never had the
nerve to broach it. What I wanted was so far from our cozy little
marriage that I feared the mere suggestion might topple our union
altogether.

“Gretchen, seriously, you
brought it up, now spill it. What do you want me to do?” Corey
asked again, sitting his empty glass down and looking me straight
in the eye. I took a deep breath and let my secret fantasy
loose.

“OK, but remember that I
love you, and this is purely a fantasy,”

“Alright, Gretch, stop
stalling and spill it!”

“I want…I mean, my fantasy
is, um…fuck, this is so stupid!”

“Gretchen!”

“Alright, alright, I have
this fantasy where I am sitting in a bar, and two men pick me up,
kidnap me, and viciously have their way with me,”

My confession sucked all
of the air out of the room, leaving Corey stunned in the vacuum of
my truth. His brown eyes searched my face for any sign that I was
joking, but they only found the stone-cold truth. The cat was out
of the bag, and he knew my depraved fantasy. I had never felt so
naked or vulnerable in all my life. My fingers nervously fiddled
with a stray string on the hem of my sweater as I waited for his
response. The silence in the room was deafening.

“Wow! Just WOW!” Are you
serious?” He asked, raking his hands through his wavy chestnut
hair.

“See, this is why I didn’t
want to tell you,”

“Gretchen, come on, you
just told me you have a gang rape fantasy, I need some time to let
it marinate,” His hand reached for mine, squeezing it tight as he
spoke. “Tell me more about this fantasy; how would it
go?”

“Well, the way it goes in
my mind is that I would walk into the bar, take a seat, and some
random man buys me a drink.”

“And then?”

“And then, he and his
friend wink at me from across the bar as they make their way over
to me. They sit down on either side of me and chat me up for a bit
before they suggest we go out for a smoke,”

“Then they kidnap
you?”

“Corey, let me tell it,
it’s my fantasy!”

“Go for it
then!”

“Anyway, as I was saying,
all three of us go outside, and we smoke our cigarettes. One of
them suggests that we take our little party somewhere private, and
I follow them towards the car. He then grabs me by the wrists as we
approach the passenger seat, and holds me close so I can’t change
my mind.”

“Then what?”

“Then they force me into
the back seat where one of the men binds my hands and my feet and
blindfolds me. They drive me to an abandoned warehouse or something
and pull me kicking and screaming out of the car. The driver quiets
me by stuffing a rag into my mouth, smacking my face for causing
such a scene.”

Corey watched me explain
my fantasy with eyes as big as saucers. I could feel his hand
sweating against my palm as my story began to ramp toward its
climax.

“Then, the pair strip me
bare and take turns fucking me. One fucks me while the other one
watches, keeping himself hard by stroking his massive cock in my
face.”

“Jesus Christ, Gretchen!”
Corey’s chest began to rise and fall rapidly as I wove my tale. I
could tell by the tenting of his pants he was thoroughly enjoying
my story.

“One of them gets in front
of me, and one of them is behind me, and they both enter me at the
same time. They fuck me viciously, both of them defiling my pussy
for their own pleasure. They spank me and whip me, calling me a
whore and a slut as they cum all over my body leaving me a sloppy
wet mess,”

“You are making me so hard
right now,” Corey groaned, adjusting the lump beneath his
pants.

“You like my fantasy, eh?”
I said, firmly stroking his solid length with the palm of my hand
over his pants.

“If that is what you want,
I want to do that for you,” He moaned as I pulled his thick girth
out from his zipper.

“Oh yeah baby, you want to
fuck me like that?” I asked, sliding off the couch and settling on
my knees between his spread legs.

“Yeah, I want to give you
what you need, baby,” He groaned as I dipped my head forward and
engulfed the tip of his stiffness in my mouth. His hands wove
through my long silky hair, guiding my face toward his crotch.
Corey’s cock slid to the back of my tongue, filling my mouth with
his manhood.

“Mmmm,” I hummed,
vibrating his column of flesh between my lips. Corey’s breath
hissed through his clenched teeth as my hands cupped his balls,
gently tugging as I sucked. I liked to give my man the full package
treatment.

“Fuck! You are going to
make me cum!” He said, threating to explode in my mouth. I just
love it when he shoots thick salty streams down my throat! His
words gave me a boost as I picked up my pace, my head bobbing
wildly in his lap. Corey’s hips began to rise and fall in time with
my mouth, forcing his tip to the back of my throat. He was so
close.

“YES, FUCK YES!” He
grunted loudly, clutching my hair in his fists as he held my head
still. Spurts of his milky saltiness trickled down my throat as he
pulsed out every last drop. I swallowed it down and
enthusiastically waited for more. I love the way Corey tastes; he
is my favorite flavor.

**

The plan was simple, Corey
and his friend Dave were going to fulfill my fantasy, and my
participation in the plot was easy, all I had to do was show up,
but the showing up was proving to be much more complicated than I
realized. My knees felt like jelly as I stepped out of the car and
made my way to the door of the bar. Anxiety had gotten the better
of me, and every step felt like a journey through
quicksand.

I opened the door, and
several heads turned in the direction of the squeaky hinges, none
of which were my husband or his friend. I forced a heavy sigh
through my pursed lips and found an open stool at the end of the
bar.

My long red fingernails
clicked against the heavily varnished mahogany bar as I waited for
what seemed like an eternity. My favorite song blasted over my
head, temporarily distracting me as I bobbed along to the music.
The bartender smiled at me as he walked toward me, his hand
gingerly holding a dirty martini. He sat down the drink and said,
“From the men at the pool table.”

My head spun to the left,
and there I spied them, Corey and Dave racking up the brightly
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