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His lips were warm as he pulled my head to his, lips smashing into mine with dominant brutality. When he realized the panties were in the way, he pulled his head back and quickly got rid of it. 

I barely had time to inhale before his lips were on mine again, dominating every breath of air I took. It was almost painful the way he sucked on my bottom lip and tongue, taking control of my mouth utterly and completely as he pressed my body against his hard body firmly with his hands on my buttocks. 

I felt as if I was burning up inside. His cock penetrated me slowly and I bucked against him, feeling the head of his cock enter me. 

The sane part of my mind screamed at me to stop this madness. There were several men around us, watching, waiting eagerly for their turns. I had turned from the dancer who wouldn't even take her clothes off, to someone who was offering herself to be fucked as her voyeuristic captors watched. 

I wrapped my legs around his firm hips and he held me in the air with his hands secured tightly on my buttocks. I sighed into his mouth as the pressure from my arms were reduced and my pussy clenched around his cock. 

"You're fucking tight," he growled as we surfaced for air. My lip felt bruised from his dominating kiss. I felt someone coming from behind me and gasped when hands reached around my torso and grabbed my breasts. 

"Ahh!" I jerked around in Mikhail's grasp, though his hands were like marble on my ass, keeping me attached to his body tightly. 

Mikhail spread my butt cheeks open so that his friend could fuck me easier and I wiggled to try and get free.

"It's too big! It won't f-" 

My protest was cut short as his lips crashed onto mine, swallowing anything I was going to say. His tongue dipping to my mouth, tasting my skin. There was a wildness that brewed beneath the uniforms and I knew that they men weren't going to leave until they've fucked my brains out. 

It was unfair how much control the men had over the entire situation. It was unfair that I was completely naked while the only naked, lewd parts of their bodies were buried inside mine. What they offered wasn't fair either. They were offering bliss that transcended physical sensations. They offered a slice of heaven. 

My legs tightened around Mikhail as he penetrated into me completely, impaling me with his throbbing cock. His thighs spasmed as he fitted himself inside me. I could feel the wall inside me separating the two men's cock being stretched as Leo started pushing into me. 

When both men started penetrating me with their hard, throbbing cocks, I was pliant. Lost. The fierce possession and harsh treatments turned me on. 

Dominance oozed from their muscular bodies and they demanded utter compliance as they double penetrated me. 

"Oh god," I murmured, body reacting to the sensation of two cocks pushing into me, spreading me apart from the inside. My inner walls clenched tightly and relaxed, alternating between welcoming the cocks deeper into me and trying to keep them inside.
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I ran my fingers through my windswept hair and was immediately reminded of the haircut I had been pressured into getting a few days prior. Amanda, my agent, was insistent that short hair was 'all the rage' and I should get my hair cut according to the latest fashion. 

It was ridiculous and I regretted listening to her the moment I saw my reflection in the mirror. I wasn't sure if I liked how my new hairstyle made me look more mature, but there was nothing I could do about it. 

The day was not working out well for me at all. It was much too hectic and not at all rewarding. I had overslept and was woken up abruptly at three in the morning when my manager called and screamed for me to get my ass at work or lose my job. An hour later, I was working the stupidly early breakfast line in college.

There was an inter-college football match going on and the kitchen was so understaffed that everybody was getting yelled at for every little thing. The manager was in a particularly foul mood since half of her employees decided to quit a month ago and the hiring manager had not gotten around to re-hiring the needed staff yet. 

It was one of those times where everybody did everybody's work and tried not to die. 

Nine grueling hours later, I was in a shop trying to buy myself out of the foul mood. 

The owner of the shop wasn't as surprised to see me as I was about seeing her again so soon. I had just been there a week ago and was fast spending away my rent money on new dresses. 

She perked up upon seeing me, fueled by the knowledge that I was unlikely to walk away without making some sort of purchase. "We have a new dress that's right up your alley," she said, pulling up a stunning formal dress from a box behind the counter. 

I knew I needed to start saving money for necessities, but Amanda, my agent, had been getting me more and more jobs lately so I wasn't particularly worried.

I put on the dress in the changing room and walked out to admire myself from a distance.  

"How much is it?" I asked, running my fingers through the shimmery sequin beads sewn on top of a smooth satin cloth that was too dark to be silver and not dark enough to be grey. The sleeveless straps accentuated my fair skin and the dress had just the right amount of poise and elegance not to be considered slutty despite cutting short just a little after my buttocks. 

"Three hundred and eighty," she said without missing a beat. 

My heart, however, did. It was too much. I tried not to let my face show my disappointment. "Perhaps another day," I murmured. 

She nodded and didn't push the topic. "I will put it away for you, if you like?" she asked. 

I frowned. It was a beautiful dress and the cutting was superb. I nodded and said thickly, "Thank you." 

The bell on the door rang as I was changing back into my own clothes. Afterwards, I was busy shuffling through the discounted dresses, so I didn't look up until the customer greeted in a chirpy voice that was all-too-familiar. "Dress shopping again, Kimberly?" 

A flush of shame colored my cheeks and I met with my agent's eyes. She too, was not at all surprised to find me here. "What're you doing here?" I asked, surprised to see the older woman in the shop with me. It was a little past noon and I knew she usually spent the time working on finding jobs.  

"Looking for you," she said. 

"How did you know I'll be here?" 

She shrugged, "Just a hunch." At my disbelieving expression, she continued, "I couldn't find you at your apartment, so I figured to look for you here." 

My mind was running like wildfire. She wouldn't go through such lengths to look for me unless it was important. 

"Why didn't you call me?" I pulled my phone from my pockets and found that I had half a dozen missed calls from her. "Sorry," I put the phone away. "What's the emergency?" I tried to sound calm, but the fact that she had tried to look for me everywhere implied that she had a big job for me. My throat went dry. 

"You know, things would be a lot easier if you would agree to loosen your... rules," she said, circling the actual topic she wanted to talk to me about. I could tell she was just itching to spill the beans. She was anxious, unable to even keep completely still as she tried to push down her enthusiasm. 

"My no-nudity rule?" I shook my head quickly. "That rule stays," I insisted. She had tried to talk me out of my clothes more than once. Clients were willing to pay big bucks for dancers who were willing to show more skin, but I didn't want to be one of those dancers. It was a slippery slope that I was unwilling to tackle. 
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