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"How do we start?" I asked, excited and horrified at the same time. I couldn't believe we were really going to do this, that I finally had people I trusted enough to fulfill my gangbang rape-fantasy. 

"On the count of three, you're going to try and run out the door," Keith said, sounding very much like he was beginning to enjoy the idea already.

I gulped and nodded.

"One," Cain said, taking a careful step away from the door. He was giving me false hope, as if escape was an option with four men in the room, all bigger and stronger than me in every sense. My heart began to pound against my ribcage, trying hard to escape.

"Two," Caleb counted. My breath caught in my chest. I shouldn't have agreed to this. This was insanity! What if things became immeasurably awkward afterwards? What if Keith and I were no longer able to work together? What would things be like with Caleb and Cain if I had sex with the brothers?

From the corner of my eyes, I saw the men tense, getting ready to pounce at the count of three.

"Three," Keith whispered, his breath hot against my ear. I jerked and tried to bolt to the door, but he had somehow managed to move behind me without me noticing. He pulled me back easily, hands gripping my arms and waist. I was slammed against his chest, pure hard muscle making me feel like I'd hit my back against a brick wall.

I tried to fight back, pulling away from the firm hands gripping me, but I was wasting precious energy fighting against an immovable force. My arms felt pulled taut and every time I tried to wrench myself free, I was only pulling making my muscles tense. I wasn't surprised. Every single one of the men here were capable of taking me. And I was sorely outnumbered.

"Let go!" I cried out, panic filling my lungs and heart. "Let me go!" I cried and pleaded, twisting and kicking, but the only thing I was successful in doing was wearing myself out.

It was only a few second of struggling when I felt someone's fingers sneak under my pants and underwear, then roughly pull them down my legs.

"No! Don't!" Cain was the only man who'd seen me naked. The thought of other men seeing my most intimate areas filled me with shame.

"Stop!" I yelled, my eyes filling with unshed tears. I gasped, kicking and twisting, clenching my thighs together to keep my clothes on my body, but it was futile. Within seconds, my pants and underwear were both gone, yanked roughly down my legs and ankles.

Keith lifted me off the floor completely, and I was suddenly hovering in midair with only his arms around my waist to keep me there. I flailed around uselessly, kicking my feet as if that would be enough to keep the men away.
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"So, rape role-play huh?" Cain announced over his cup of coffee and I almost spat mine out in surprise.

"What?" I asked as my eyes met his, blinking at his sudden question as my cheeks threatened to start glowing from how hot it had gotten in the span of half a second. My question, which could have sounded confused, was just a simple request for more information, seeing as I had a vague memory of bringing the topic up the day earlier.

The truth was, I wasn't sure how much I had told him and I wanted to hear the damage from his lips.

It was sometime in the early hours of the morning after a long night with too much wine. The thoughts that had been creeping into my mind more and more often lately. The errant thoughts weren't a distraction, playing out in my mind's eyes only when I was spectacularly bored at work, which happened few and far in between. At least, that was what I thought. Evidently, they were playing out long enough to make itself known when I'm drunk.

"You wanted to know if Caleb would be up for fucking you till your screamed," he said with an eyebrow.

I tried not to choke on my coffee for the second time that morning. I told him that  I wanted his twin brother to fuck me?! If I had told him that, how much more of my secret fantasy had I divulged in my drunken stupor?

Caleb and Cain were identical twins, both with dirty blond hair and bodies to die for. They could've walked straight out of a playboy magazine. I was lucky to be dating Cain in the first place, let alone married to him. It was nothing short of a miracle that he fell for me hard enough to want to marry me six months into seeing each other. I was only eighteen and he was in his mid-thirties.

I met him while looking for a superbike for my cousin and we hit it off right away. Cain had an amazing sense of humor.

I was mildly embarrassed when I mistook his brother for him the next week. The two men worked together selling expensive fast bikes. It was a hugely lucrative business. The extravagant mansion we lived in now was testament to how much money they made. Caleb shared the mansion with us, along with half a dozen employees, though we rarely paid attention to them. The house was big enough that we rarely ran into each other.

"You've ever wondered what it'll be like to fuck both of us together?" he asked.

I looked up then, momentarily wondering if I had confessed that fantasy as well. The look on his face said otherwise and I let out a sigh of relief. More than once, I had wondered how it would feel like to have both men share my bed.

I was a beautiful young woman,  "Maybe," I murmured, trying to sound neutral despite the hammering of my heart. My rib cage was taking a beating and my palms were growing clammy against the cup.

Was he angry? I knew meeting his eyes now would be my undoing. I had a habit of admitting embarrassing secrets whenever he looked even slightly upset. He sounded more amused than angry, which was a good sign.

I carefully avoided meeting his eyes as I took a sip of my rapidly cooling coffee. What was it with coffee being only truly hot for two minutes before it turned into a lukewarm temperature?

He carefully timed it so that I had mouthful of the warm liquid before he continued, "That was before you asked if Keith would continue fucking you even if you told him to stop." He definitely sounded amused now. Ignoring the way I was trying to cough coffee out of my lungs, he continue, "Keith? As in Keith the black stud from accounting?"

I tried to catch my breath. "He's hot," I said.

"Well... he's a very big guy," he said and I couldn't help but agree. Keith used to be a professional bodybuilder and sometimes still joined competitions to showcase his massive guns. The girls and I would go and watch him lift weights and get all oiled up. His manhood was... impressive, to say the least.

"If I can take you, I can take anybody," I said and smirked when he preened at the compliment.

"Seen lots of cocks, have you?" he teased.

I grinned at him and said suggestively, "I've seen enough."

It was a lie, of course, one that he would see through right away. Cain was the first and only man I've had sex with and the only man I'd seen naked. I had been so inexperienced during my first time with him. Thankfully, he was understanding and patient, guiding me every step of the way.

We'd gone a long ways from just missionary sex now. He enjoyed a lot of kinks, often times involving ropes and occasionally even asking one of our employees to watch while he fucked me.

Chef Thompson had gotten so used to see Cain fuck me in his kitchen that he'd learned to work around us. Cain usually demanded food right after making love to me. The savage.

Caleb had walked in on us a few times before too, and while he usually walked the other way, the last time he'd caught Cain fucking me from behind against the balcony, he had stayed.

It was a peculiar sensation, watching the man with the exact same face as my husband watching us from downstairs as my lover filled me again and again from behind, hands on my breasts, pinching down my nipples to draw sharp gasps from my lips. Caleb stared up at us, winking when he caught my eyes on him. I knew he couldn't see how his brother was filling my pussy from where stood, but my naked breasts were all-too-obvious and the way I was tilting back and forward against the balcony railing left little to the imagination.

I couldn't help but notice how his pants tented between his legs, and sweat dripped down his forehead despite the cold weather.

"Your brother is watching!" I gasped, trying to get Cain's attention as my cheeks burned from embarrassment. I could feel Cain's manhood throb inside me, growing even larger and harder as he grunted in acknowledgement, as if the thought of his brother looking at him had aroused him even more.

"Let him watch," he said. "He loves watching," he grunted, feeling my pussy clench around him at the thought of his brother loving anything about the odd circumstances. Later, I realized that there was a conviction to his statement. Cain talked as if he knew his brother enjoyed watching even though there should be no way he knew.

Afterwards, we continued having sex in the showers and pretended nothing peculiar had occurred. Ever since then, I started thinking about Caleb, about how much he looked like his twin. He had the same dark arousal, the same blue eyes burning with desire. I wondered if he pretended he was the one fucking me instead of his brother and if he masturbated to the memory at night.
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