It can’t be happening to me, I thought, but it was.  I knew I had to remain calm and somehow things would work out for the best, just stay calm Babs, I thought to myself trying to identify someone of something.

It was pitch dark and bright lights were facing me from every direction, but I still tried no matter how difficult as my mind slowly cleared and I found myself sitting in the middle of all this.  But what was it?

Last I remember I was in my car sitting at a traffic light and the next thing I know is that I know nothing.

Suddenly a voice from the dark says, Hello Barbara.  I know that voice, or thought I did.  It sounded just like Bill my next door neighbor.  Bill, I asked?  No said the voice, just call me number one.  I also have some other here with me, and they are number two, three, four and five, said the voice.

What do you want, I ask thinking I knew the answer without asking the questions.  They were going to rape and kill me.  

I’m 53 years old, a widow as my husband was killed in an accident several years ago.  I’m in fairly good health as I swim and exercise three to four times a week.  I’m certainly do not have the school girl figure of my youth, but I’ve managed to retain a pretty good figure.  I gets lots of looks because I’m top heavy, DD’s and I’ve a small waist which just accents the curves.  I wear a size 8 dress, and for insurance purposes I’m height / weight proportioned.  Not that any of this would matter to these guys.

What do you want, where am I, I asked the voice?   We want you to make a movie, the voice said, and it doesn't matter where you are.   We know that you are widowed and that you can be unavailable for several days so we all have plenty of time and there is no need to rush things.

A movie, I asked, my mind truly drawing a blank about what they were even talking about.  Yes, a movie, said the voice, and considering that you’ve been alone for some years now, the idea of having five guys for yourself should be exciting, he added.

Of course, he continued, if you don’t want to or want to raise a fuss, then we’ll just revert to plan B, but you might not have as much fun.  Plan B, I repeated? 

Let me introduce you to plan B.  At that moment a very large dog came out of the dark and walked over and started sniffing me.  Plan B is where we will restrain you and then puppy will have his way with you, the voice said.  No, get that animal away from me, I screamed, I’m leaving and I stood up, but suddenly the dog bared his teeth and growled at me.

Oh, said the voice, puppy is also sort of our sergeant at arms, so please sit back down and make your decision.   I really didn’t have much of a choice, but still was hoping against hope.

After a few minutes of total silence, I asked in a quiet voice, what do you want me to do?  I felt that this was my only way out and while I didn’t like the idea of what was going to happen, it wasn’t as if I was a virgin and naïve about sex.  My husband and I had a wonderful sex life and it was now coming up on three years since his death, so maybe this wasn’t going to be all bad, even though it wasn’t my choosing.

We all took a great deal of risk to bring you here, began the voice, and we all think you are one very sexy woman.  Now we’re going to call puppy away and then put on a little music.  We then want you to undress for us.

Oh, I couldn’t , please just let me go, I won’t say anything about this to anyone.  

Sorry, but if you’ve changed your mind, then we’ll do it for you, and puppy will enjoy himself.  Your choice, now what do you want to do, asked the voice?

Please who are you?  Doesn’t matter, was the reply.  But, it’s only fair, isn’t it, I mean you want me to undress for you, so should I at least see who I’m entertaining?    You’ll find out when it’s time, said the voice, now get ready for the music.  

Puppy then vanished to the other side of the blinding lights and some music began.  It had a slightly heavy  rhythm, but one that you just would naturally move with.   Not having any choice I stood and faced the blinding lights considering what I should do.

I looked down at myself and saw that my cloths were still in tact as I left the house sometime earlier.  I was on the way to the mall, so I had on slacks and a top.   I hadn’t danced since before my husband died, and certainly never something like this.  I did recall that once after we were married we went to a strip club where the ladies came out in bra’s and panties and paraded around to the hoots and yells of the audience.

So I started to walk around the area a little bit, trying to see past the lights, but it was impossible, and as I moved I started to feel the beat of the music, so I began to accent my movements to the beat of the music.

Continuing to walk around the area, a voice said, take off your top.

I knew the time had come, all was about to be lost.  I reached for the bottom of the top and pulled it swiftly over my head and tossed it to the side.  Wow, I could hear, you were right, she does have big tits..  

Hearing this comment I realized that my captors were young, so they’d certainly be very strong and I couldn’t fight them off.  

Take off the pants a voice said.  

I looked down into my bra, but was unable because of my size to see my waist, so I fumbled some as I undid the belt, then the waist band and zipper.  I then decided to turn around and pushed the slacks down with my backside towards whoever was watching.    As I bent over to hobble out of the pantlegs, a voice said, nice ass.

Now in just my bra and panties, I was told to turn around and remove the bra.  I pushed each shoulder strap down and worked my arm through the strap so that each dangled at my side.  Without the support the bra fell a little and I reached behind myself to unhook it.

