I was brought awake when a kick in the ribs made my side explode in dull, heavy pain.  Virgil stood over me, his massive frame backlit by the low fire in the fireplace.  I sat up right away, even though my head throbbed in the familiar rhythm of an <i>aphromate</i> hangover.  Satisfied that I wouldn't go back to sleep, Virgil turned away.

Five others huddled pathetically, naked on their pallets around the room, watching the giant Indonesian man survey our condition.  My throat burned, my hands were cramped, my wrists and ankles sore, and my pussy was numb.  Of course he couldn't see any of that, and I'm sure the others were in similar pain.  Either Virgil didn't care, or he was under orders not to care.

“There's going to be another party tonight.  It starts in thirty minutes.  All of you will be attending.”  We would have protested if we could.  Two nights in a row was unheard of!  We were usually given two or three days between events to recover and regain our stamina.  Instead of feeling outrage, a massive wave of exhaustion and resignation washed through me.  All I wanted to do was curl up in my corner and die.  My body was bruised, battered, and raw from the hours and hours of entertaining we'd done last night.

“Tonight,” Virgil went on, “you will be the furniture.  You are not allowed to speak, even if spoken to.  You can not touch any of the guests, or each other – unless commanded by a guest.  You will not make eye contact with anyone.  Am I understood?”  There was a murmur of weakened acknowledgements.  Virgil walked over to the small locked cabinet in the wall and my body reeled with the knowledge of what was coming.  He unlocked the cabinet, took out the black case hidden within, and turned to the first huddling body.  He readied the needle and injected the muscular blond man in the shoulder.  Hugging his knees, rocking back and forth, he might have been crying.

Virgil moved on to the next, a tall, fake-breasted blond girl.  He went on to the massively-hung black man, the flat-chested Japanese girl, the Mediterranean guy whose name was probably Julio or Antonio, and finally to me, the girl-next-door type.  By the time the needle pricked my arm, the blond body builder was already starting to respond to the <i>aphromate</i>; his legs were stretched out now, and he was stroking his new erection.  Just the sight of his aroused manhood made my stomach turn.  Virgil yelled at him to stop.  He did, but the need on his face was obvious even in the dim light.

<i>Aphromate</i> was a drug we were given to ensure and enhance our performance.  It worked directly on the brain, making it think that it was perpetually aroused.  It made men hard and women wet, continually, for hours.  It also magnified sensations, making even the lightest touch nearly orgasmic.  It also increased the production of semen.  The shitty part about it was that it didn't let you climax.  It drove you to the point of madness, made it so your brain thought the only thing that mattered was achieving the orgasm that would never come.  It didn’t stop the men from ejaculating, though; the semen flowed, but without the cleansing waves of climax.
So, Virgil wasn't worried about the blond guy giving himself a quick orgasm and losing his edge; he just didn't want him to waste his semen.

It was like a wave around the room as the <i>aphromate</i> began working on us.  The blond girl opened her legs, spread her pussy open, and slipped two fingers in.  Thirty seconds later, the black guys cock tried to rise, but it couldn’t stand erect under its own weight.  Shortly after, the Japanese girl began to whimper.  She had more self control than the blond, but when she looked over at the third man carefully stroke his own stiffening organ, her hand went between her legs.  The sight of them hyper-aroused made my stomach want to empty itself, until the <i>aphromate</i> started working on me.

 At first, my headache disappeared.  All the soreness in my body vanished, and I was filled with energy.  It swirled through me, centering in my pussy.  Within seconds, I went from being nauseated by the sight of an erect penis to wanting all three of them in me at once.
We were led out of the room into an elegant parlor.  Wall sconces provided a soft, almost dreamy light.  There was classical music playing, but I could barely hear it over the thrum of blood in my head.  My slick pussy lips rubbed together as I walked, beads of moist arousal trickled down the insides of my thighs.  I was the first in line, so I couldn't see any of the others, but I could hear the soft fap, fap, fap of the guy behind me, stroking his cock while we walked.  Part of me wanted to stop and let him shove it deep, deep into my cunt and fuck me until one of us passed out, but I knew what Virgil would do if I did.  <i>Aphromate</i> doesn't just magnify pleasure, by the way.
I was led to a small table almost waist-high and ordered to stand with each knee touching a leg of the table.  One of Virgil's cronies quickly and expertly tied a rough rope around my knees, then around my ankles.  A strong hand between my shoulder blades pushed me forward.  My breasts were crushed against the top of the table, and my nipples felt as though they might gouge the wood.  My hands were tied to the remaining two legs of the table, rendering me mostly immobile, and completely accessible.  I could feel the air moving across my engorged labia and it made me squirm.  The <i>aphromate</i> made it seem like I could feel every grain of the wood as I writhed in impotent ecstasy.

The only other person I could see was the European man.  He was strapped to a plain wooden chair, with his beautiful cock standing proud and eager.  His legs were bound together, ankles fastened to the bar between the two front legs.  He was just a few feet in front of me, but unreachable.    We weren't supposed to make eye contact, but that didn't mean I couldn't stare at his divine erection, wishing I could take that seat and slowly impale myself on it.

Just then, a door opened behind me and I heard voices.  Guests began coming into the parlor, already deep in conversations.  They had drinks in hand and made as if they didn't notice the unusual furniture in the room.  There were about fifteen of them, half women in elegant gowns, the other half men in sharp tailored suits.  The guests mingled, drifting about the room.  

From what I could tell, it was about a half an hour before anyone took notice of the furniture.  In my heightened state of arousal, it may have seemed longer than it was.  A pair of women had come over, chatting between Antonio and I.  “You know,” one of them said, a tanned blonde in a navy-blue gown, “I can't help but notice the furniture.  It's so beautiful and unique.”  She giggled at her companion.

“I know,” the other said.  She had creamy pale skin, shockingly red hair, and the fullest set of lips I've ever seen.  I wondered what they'd look like around Antonio's cock.  “This chair looks especially comfortable.”  She turned away from Antonio and I felt her eyes on me.  She lifted the bottom of her skirt and eased back while her friend held Antonio steady.  The redhead wore no panties, and the small patch of hair above her cleft proved her hair color natural.
The redhead took Antonio into her slowly, rolling her hips in circles as she descended.  I was so fascinated with the sight, so turned on by watching this woman tease and torture Antonio that I screamed in surprise when I felt a sharp slap on the right cheek of my butt.  One on the left immediately followed, and I was left panting.
“I’m gonna turn that ass red,” a masculine voice said behind me.  Another spanking ignited the flesh of my ass, building on the residual ache of the last.  Just as the fourth fell, I felt a finger glide over the length of my damp slit.  I shuddered violently, and received two more stinging spanks for it.  I wanted to scream, but there wasn’t enough air in my lungs.
I watched with heavily-lidded eyes as the redhead jumped up and down on Antonio’s cock.  She’d pulled the thin straps of her dress down to expose her bouncing breasts.  I’d almost forgotten about the man behind me, but was promptly reminded by the cock being shoved into my pussy.  He filled me easily and didn’t waste time.  His body slammed into my faster and with more force.  I was immediately driven to the brink of orgasm, but the invisible wall of <i>aphromate</i> kept me at the peak.
I continued to watch Antonio and the redhead, unable to look away.  Semen was beginning to trickle down his shaft and testicles and I wondered how many times he’d spilled his seed without either of them missing a beat.

Without warning,  my pussy was suddenly empty.  I whimpered and trembled as the <i>aphromate</i> made my body thrum.  I felt empty, like I was floating in a void without the intense sensations filling my mind.  When I opened my eyes again, there was a thick penis in front of my face, glistening with what must have been my own arousal.  I barely got my mouth opened before it was halfway down my throat.
