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SHEILA’S GETS HER PRESENT 

Throaty moans and sighs emanated from the chamber as John pounded his cock inside the woman’s body. 

His hand gripped the waist of a blond as he fucked her from behind, while a brunette rubbed herself on 

one of his thighs. John wrapped one of his arms around the blond’s waist, lifting her knees off the bed, to 

push himself deeper inside her.  

“Yes, baby… yes, oh that’s it… please fuck me harder…” the blond pleaded as her breasts jiggled from 

the force of his thrusts.  

His other hand found its way to the brunette’s wet pussy and plunged three fingers inside her slick 

entrance. Both women moaned and whimpered in time with the slaps of flesh against flesh. 

John felt the blond started to come, her tight muscles gripping him. Her hands clutched the bed covers so 

tightly her knuckles were white. 

“That’s it baby, squeeze me tight…” John grunted as his hips moved faster, mercilessly assaulting the 

blond with his cock. The blond screamed as she came, fluid violently spurting from her core, wetting the 

already drenched bed sheets. Senseless words came out of her mouth as she buried her face in the sheets 

and mindlessly started to tweak her nipples, willing the pleasure to last longer.  

The brunette still rode his hand, wrapping her own hands around his wrist as she went up and down 

John’s fingers. He forced his fingers inside her some more until they were knuckle deep. She moaned a 

she circled his wrists with her hands, urging him to push deeper inside her. 

John moved himself faster inside the blond as he felt himself start to come. His balls tightened and in a 

few seconds, he filled the blond’s swollen cunt with his cum. He gave a guttural shout as his body went 

taut. He came long and hard, uncontrollably thrusting himself in the woman. He pulled his fingers out of 

the brunette and grabbed her for a brutal kiss as he came. 

John savored the feeling of release the same way he had done a hundred times before. He closed his eyes 

and threw his head back. And that was when he felt the painful blow on the side of his head, knocking 

him unconscious. 

John opened his eyes to a painful throb on his right temple. He had no idea how long he was out. He 

moaned in pain and tried to touch the spot with his hand. He became fully awake when he realized he 

couldn’t . His eyes widened as he turned his head from side to side and looked above his head. He laid 

spread eagled and naked on a wide mattress, his cock limp against his right inner thigh. His wrists and 

ankles bound tightly with thick strips of leather to the wrought iron bedposts. 

He started to struggle and shout, attempting to free himself from the hard binds. He breathed hard, his 

new predicament giving him additional pain in his head. He tried to remember what happened and his 

face turned white when he remembered the women he was with before being knocked out.  

“Gina! Cindy!” he screamed. 

John drew in his breath and tried to shake the binds off helplessly. His fear now turned to anger and 

frustration. Realizing the futility of his struggles after a few minutes, he laid his head back and let out an 



exasperated sigh. Fuck, he thought. This was probably his karma. After years of mind-numbing 

fornication, booze, and everything else in between, he was probably going to pay for his sins tied up in a 

bed. He admits his life hasn’t been exemplary, but he he’s a good guy. He never forced any women, he 

didn’t steal, and he liked dogs.  

He just couldn’t get his hands off women who can’t get their hands off him, too, he thought.  

He sighed as he looked around him and realized he was inside a room with pink walls. With butterfly 

drawings. Aside from the bed he was in, he saw a white bedside table with an alarm clock designed with a 

cartoon character and bunch of stuffed toys. The door was on his right, a few meters from the foot of the 

bed. 

All the windows were closed, but since the lights were on, he noticed that the rest of the furniture in the 

room all seemed to belong to a teenager. Everything was in a shade of pink, either with images of 

butterflies or fairies on them.  

This couldn’t be happening, he thought, suddenly afraid for his life. What if some psycho who liked pink 

decided to torture him? Skin him alive? Eat his flesh as he watched? With panic rising in his chest, he 

began to struggle again. 

“Help! Somebody, help!” he shouted.  

John stopped when he saw the door open. Fear gripped his chest and his heart pounded. He was 

defenseless if his kidnapper decided to make a meal out of him. 

But what he saw surprised him. It was a girl. She walked quietly toward the foot of the bed and looked 

down on him. John looked up. She had long auburn hair. She had a small face and full pink lips, which 

she occasionally licks as she looks at him. She was wearing a light pink cotton nightgown that seemed to 

go below her knees and with sleeves that reached her wrists. It was thin enough for John to know that this 

wasn’t really a girl anymore. Shadows of her nipples strained against the fabric. Years of experience with 

women told him her breasts were fairly sized. Not big enough yet, he thought, but not too small either. 

Just enough to fill his hands.  

She continued inspecting him, her eyes zeroing in on his cock. Despite the situation, John couldn’t help 

but be aroused, especially when she tilted her head to the side while staring, as if trying to get a better 

view of his slowly hardening cock. 

Reminding himself of his situation, John spoke. “Where are the women I was with?” 

The girl looked at his face, a glimmer of disbelief that turned into amusement evident in her eyes. “Aren’t 

you going to ask who I am, or why you’re tied up in my bed?” 

Her voice had an almost musical and childlike quality to it. It reminded John of the time he talked to his 

five-year-old niece, Lily, when she negotiated her Christmas gift with him. 

“I’ll get there. But tell where they are first. If you hurt them…” 



The girl laughed, throwing her head back. “Aunt Gina and Aunt Cindy are fine. They’re downstairs 

making lunch for us.” 

Shock registered on his face. So the bitches are her aunts. And they were in on it, he thought angrily.  

The girl must have sensed his anger. She hopped on the bed, right there between his legs. 

“Don’t be mad at them, Johnny. I was the one who hit you in the head,” she admitted coyly as she 

crawled on top of him, laying her arms on his chest and resting her chin on the back of her hand. She was 

face to face with him and John stared into her hazelnut eyes. 

John grunted as her body covered him. The soft fabric of her nightgown felt good on his cock as was the 

added pressure of her abdomen. The soft feel of her breasts and the nice sensation of her nipples 

scrapping his abdomen sparked his arousal. After years of fornication, a hard-on came so naturally to him, 

even in serious situations. 

“Who the fuck are you?” he asked, using his anger to control his body. “I’m going to sue your ass if you 

don’t untie me.” 

The girl pulled back, using her hands on his chest to support herself up. A cute angry frown marring her 

face as she looked down on him. 

“That’s a bad word!” she accused. “Don’t say bad words, Johnny!” 

John looked at her incredulously. “How the fuck old are you?” 

Her frown got uglier and she moved, hiking her nightgown up her waist so she could comfortably straddle 

his abdomen as she crossed her arms on her chest. John felt the air leave his lungs when he realized she 

wasn’t wearing any underwear. And she was smooth as silk. Wet silk. 

His cock twitched at the realization. But the girl on top of him seemed determined to correct his 

vocabulary.  

“I’m Sheila and I’m eighteen. Just had my birthday party last night,” she declared. “And you’re supposed 

to be my present from Aunt Gina and Aunt Cindy, but I think I don’t like you anymore.” 

John closed his eyes as he felt his head throb at Sheila’s confession. He didn’t know whether to laugh or 

scream. He just found himself in most guys’ fantasies, but man did he want to hurt somebody. 

Just when he was about to talk back to her, John felt a bit of the wetness between her legs spread down 

his side. He looked at her face to find her eyes closed and her palms pressed on his chest again.  

She was sensually rocking herself on him. Slowly rubbing her wet cunt on his hard abdomen. Her 

breathing started to hitch. She seemed so absorbed with herself, with her pleasure, that it was such a sight. 

John didn’t dare move for fear of interrupting her.  

“It’s happening again…” she whimpered. 



John didn’t pay much attention to the meaning behind those words, too busy with the sort of live porn he 

was witnessing. Both of her hands moved to her breasts to fondle them through the fabric of her 

nightgown and occasionally tweaking her nipples. Although he couldn’t see his cock, he was sure it was 

ramrod straight by now. 

Her movements became faster as John felt her thigh muscles start to twitch. The bed squeaked as she 

moved. She threw her head back as she rocked herself to an orgasm. She cried senseless words as the 

pleasure coursed her system.  

She squeezed her thighs against his sides as John felt the warm fluid from her cunt seep out onto his 

abdomen and to his sides. She collapsed on top of him, murmuring unintelligible words as she continued 

to rub herself gently on him, as if willing the pleasure to last.  

John was so focused on watching her that he was surprised when a hand reached out to stroke Sheila’s 

head. 

“There now, baby. You’ll feel better soon,” the blond, Gina, whispered to her ear. 

John looked up to see that Gina and the brunette, Cindy, were both in the room. They were wearing 

nightgowns, too. But theirs seem to be silk and the garments barely covered their ass. Gina was on his 

right and Cindy was kneeling on the foot of the bed, right behind Sheila. He grunted when he felt her 

hands circle his cock. 

“He’s hard and ready, Gin,” she said.  

Any protest that John had earlier disappeared with what happened next. Cindy started taking off her 

nightgown as Gina did the same. Gina hopped on the bed and took Sheila by the shoulders to help her up. 

“Come on, sweetie. It’s time,” she told Sheila, although John doubted the still dazed woman heard her. 

Gina removed the cotton gown off Sheila, revealing her round breasts and small waist. She had a tiny 

mole, just above her left areola. John had the sudden urge to lick it.  

Cindy moved away from his cock, much to his disappointment, and crawled to Sheila’s side. She started 

cupping Sheila’s breasts, squeezing them and pulling on her nipples, hardening them. Sheila squirmed on 

him as Cindy’s ministrations made the birthday girl squirm in renewed excitement. On her right, Gina 

rubbed Sheila’s quivering belly and her hand traveled down between her thighs. Sheila cried out as John 

saw Gina’s index finger disappear inside the pink folds. 

“She’s ready, too. She’s going to be beautiful. So wet,” Gina said with a smile. Her voice almost reverent. 

Sheila seemed to have reached her new boiling point because she started to ride Gina’s finger with vigor. 

Her fingers dug deep on the skin of his chest as she tried to move herself on the tiny digit. 

“Aunt Gina, please… Ohh…” she whimpered as she rolled her hips. 

But Gina pulled out her finger out of her cunt and Cindy removed her hands from her breasts before she 

could come again. Cindy moved hastily back to between his legs and pulled Sheila with her, holding her 

at the waist.  



“Kneel over his cock, sweetie,” Cindy coaxed the crying Sheila. “You’ll feel that nice little feeling you 

like so much, I promise.” 

Sheila complied as she drunkenly tried to kneel over his cock, which was now hard as marble. As her 

folds brushed the tip of his erection, John clenched his jaw. He watched as his precum mixed with 

Sheila’s own juices. 

Gina helped steady her by straddling John as well, helping hold her up and covering his view of Sheila 

with her ass.  

The three women were now all on top of him, with one sandwiched between two. 

“Okay, baby,” she heard Cindy say. “I’ll hold onto you while come down on him.” 

“Okay. Oh god… but his so big Aunt Cind,” he heard Sheila’s breathless words. 

John couldn’t take it anymore. His cock hurt. And he can’t see anything, he rolled his hips upward and 

smirked as he heard a sharp intake of breath when he momentarily filled her cunt with the tip of his 

erection. 

“If am going to be in this, can I at least get to see?” he loudly asked. 

Gina laughed and looked back at him. “Oh, sorry.”  

She moved away and he saw Sheila just as she lowered herself on him. Her eyes were shut and her mouth 

was open in a silent moan as she took him in. Her palms were splayed on his abdomen for support, her 

forearms pushing her small breasts together like plum little fruits. 

 Inch by inch she came down. John held his breath, focused as he was at looking at and feeling her tight 

virgin cunt grip him tight. His eyes widened as he felt his cock breach a barrier, and they both gasped as 

she moved down abruptly until his entire length was inside her. 

Cindy moved away as Sheila opened her eyes. 

“It’s so big,” she whispered. 

“That’s why we picked him for you, sweetie,” Cindy said. 

John rolled his hip as much at the binds would allow him. The movement made Sheila gasp as red tinged 

fluid seeped from her folds. 

“Oh. It hurts,” she whimpered, a small tear appearing at the corner of her eye. 

“Stay put, Vince!” Gina said angrily. “Let her get used to you.”  

Vince tried to control himself, but he fought a losing battle as he felt Sheila tried squeezing her muscles 

on him. 

“Shit. Just tell her to fucking ride me already!” Vince moaned in frustration. 



“Bad words…” Sheila whispered. 

“Fuck. You’ll hear more if you don’t start moving,” he warned, his hips moving to push deeper inside 

her. 

She looked at him for a while, her face a mask of pain and pleasure, before she made a tentative move 

with her hips, gasping with every downward motion. She was moving so slowly, making John feel her 

tightness all the more. 

“You’ll like it, I promise,” he insisted despite Gina and Cindy’s warnings. He wiggled his hips, eliciting 

another gasp from Sheila.   

“It’s the nice feeling again…” she breathed. 

Soon, Sheila was moving on his cock, riding him and rolling her hips so she could feel all of him. Her 

body seemed to move in waves. She moved her body, swaying in a motion as old as time itself.  

John held his breath as he watched. Sheila’s eyes closed as she focused on her on pleasure. She moved in 

ways that John thought must hit her most sensitive spots because her breathing became more ragged. John 

could feel her starting to squeeze his cock just a little bit tighter. And then she was literally bouncing 

herself on John’s cock, bouncing so hard and so fast the bed started to squeak again.. With a loud and 

deep cry, her cunt clenched around him in waves.  

“I… oh… I’m… I’m…” she breathed out the words. 

John moaned and felt his body went rigid as his own orgasm came at him. He shoot his cum inside her as 

her muscles milked him. And though he wanted to close his eyes to the pleasure, he kept them open to 

watch the fluid, his cum and hers, seep out of her as she moved. It dripped down her thighs and his hips. 

John turned his head to the side when he heard more feminine moans. He watched in amazement as Cindy 

and Gina, also in the throes of coming, lap at each other’s cunt. The room was filled with moans and cries 

and the four of them went limp from the shared pleasure. 

John gave in and closed his eyes, too spent to keep them open. He felt Sheila snuggle on his chest, 

deliciously rubbing her nipples on him. She didn’t bother to leave his cock. Before he drifted to sleep, he 

felt one of the aunts, probably Cindy, untie him. His limbs just lay limply on the bed. He smiled as he 

heard the women’s conversation. 

“I want to keep him, Aunt Gina,” she said, like a child in a candy store. 

“He’s yours, sweetie. Don’t worry,” Gina assured her. 

 


