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    Beth scrolled through the list of messages in her online dating app. She knew that a lot of women had good luck with online dating, but so far for her it had been a bust. She’d gone on a few dates, but most of the men were so different in person. Some had actually posted pictures of another (much more handsome) guy, and when she’d called them on it, they had just shrugged, saying everyone did it.


    Others were just looking to hook up, some of them even married. Beth had divorced her husband because he had cheated, and there was no way she was going to be a home wrecker. Besides, she wanted something serious.


    But where was a forty year old woman going to meet a single guy? She’d certainly be willing to date divorced men, that wasn’t an issue, but most of the ones who had posted profiles were looking for twenty five year old trophy wives.


    She did get a few messages from much younger men, saying they really wanted to meet an older woman. And while Beth had been told many times she still looked great, a product of good genes and good eating and working out, she couldn’t imagine that a twenty four year old man would find her attractive. Sure, she liked looking at magazine ads of shirtless men with flawless abs, but that wasn’t real life, and besides, what would she have in common with them?


    One just like that popped up on her screen. Saw your profile, I’ve always wanted to be with a hot MILF. Let’s hook up.


    Beth shuddered. She’d received a few like that, and hadn’t even known what MILF stood for. Googling it she’d learned it meant Mothers I’d Like to Fuck. She’d been amazed to find it was a common fantasy, or maybe just some checklist for college boys.


    The seediness of being considered a MILF was tempered slightly by the idea that some sexy young stud—if he was posting his real photo—would find a woman her age attractive. Especially since she was a mother; her daughter Ana had just left for college.


    Beth half heartedly enlarged the photo of the young guy. He was certainly good looking enough, a nice smile, dark eyes and hair, sporting that three day stubble Beth loved. But he looked more like the guy she’d expect her daughter to be bringing home, not someone Beth would be dating. She could imagine that meeting with Ana. “Hi Mom, that guy is cute, are you going to introduce us?” And Beth having to explain he was taken.


    No thank you.


    Still, he was nice to look at. There was nothing wrong with a little fantasy, just like she did when glancing through a magazine, making up a story, running her hands over those tight abs…Something she hadn’t done since—since before she had been married; her husband had no abs to speak of. But she’d got pregnant at twenty two and they’d married, it just seemed the right thing to do.


    Thank god her daughter Ana had turned out all right.


    Ana had matured early—she knew there wasn’t much real love between Beth and Joe, and unlike other teenagers wasn’t constantly trying to create a storybook family. Beth was close to her daughter, they talked about everything, and she felt comfortable with Ana’s maturity enough to start the divorce proceedings while Ana was still in high school, the divorce much easier since Joe had already started stepping out.


    Beth wanted to meet another man at some point, and to be honest she missed not only real male companionship, but the sex. Her sex life with her husband had dwindled to almost nothing over the last few years, and since she’d found out he was cheating, to none at all. They’d taken to sleeping in separate bedrooms, and there was many a night when she’d masturbate herself to sleep.


    So a few thoughts about a hot young guy were pretty understandable.


    Alone on her sofa, she was getting a little tingle, looking at the guy’s photo on the phone. Not that she’d respond—he just didn’t seem her type. But it wasn’t all wasted, she could use his picture, make up a story…Beth slipped her hand between her legs, just pressing, pretending he was with her, lying on top of her. He had a very kissable mouth…


    She wondered what he’d be thinking if he knew his photo was turning her on. Maybe she should send him a message: No thanks, but wanted to let you know I masturbated looking at your picture…


    He had that cocky look, as if he was responding to her message, Of course you’re touching yourself thinking about me. I’m so much better in person…


    Would he sound as confident as he looked? Beth’s hand slipped inside her jeans, she was getting aroused. She was just ready to touch herself when her phone rang. She was so stunned she dropped it, for a second having the crazy thought that the guy could see what she was doing and was calling.


    She fumbled for the phone. “Hello?”


    “What’s going on there? You sound like you are out of breath.” It was her friend Amanda.


    “I just dropped the phone.” Was she really out of breath? “What’s up?”


    “I’m calling to see what’s up with you. What happened with that guy you met online?”


    Beth’s arousal faded immediately, just thinking about it. “Nothing. I met him for a drink, his picture must have been ten years old, he had a stomach bigger than mine when I was pregnant.” Beth paused, knowing that sounded so shallow. “Not that I care just about looks, but I want a guy who at least tries to take care of himself—”


    “Yeah, yeah, and he’s kind and rich and has a good sense of humor.”


    Beth laughed. “And he likes kids and mother’s in law.” It was their little joke, all the online profiles sounded exactly the same.


    “Did you change your profile to say you only wanted guys who are in shape, like I told you?”


    “I didn’t, it just sounds so—superficial.”


    “Of course it is. But tell me the truth, can you see yourself with someone who didn’t have a great body, like you do?”


    “If I loved him.”


    “You have to get past the like him part before you can get to the love him stage.”


    Beth sighed. Maybe Amanda was right. Was it so wrong to just have a few items on her wish list that had to do with looks? “I’m getting bored with this online approach. It’s too easy for the men to pretend they’re something they’re not.”


    “I’m sure the women do it too. What you need is to see the men in person first. Don’t waste time with someone you’re not attracted to.”


    “And how am I going to do that?”


    “How about joining a gym? Always buff good looking men there.”


    “I have my own gym at home.”


    “Are any guys there?”


    “Of course not.”


    “Then it’s useless.”


    “Amanda, when was the last time you were in a gym?” Amanda had a pretty good figure, but she didn’t get it by working out.


    “That’s besides the point. You have to get out more.”


    “Sheesh, you make me sound like a hermit. I’m out every day at work, running errands, doing volunteer work.”


    “How about that guy who asked you out at work?”


    “I don’t want to do that. The office is too small.”


    “So what you’re telling me is you won’t date men at work, you won’t go to the gym, and you aren’t getting anywhere with online dating. Do I have that right?”


    “You make it sound terrible.”


    “It is terrible. Hey, let’s go out drinking Friday, there’ll be plenty of hot guys at the bars. It will be like old times.”


    “Amanda, you’re married.”


    “I can look, can’t I?”


    “I’ll think about it.”


    “Okay, call me tomorrow. Bye.”


    “Bye.”


    Beth hung up, feeling a little down. Amanda was right, she needed to get out more. Maybe a bar wasn’t the right idea, she might even get depressed. There would probably be no one her age, mostly younger men, with their sexy eyes and hot bodies, full of confidence and energy. Like the guy who has messaged her.


    She flicked back to his picture. He looked just as good, the magic of photos, always the same, frozen in time perfect. His eyes seemed to say, Where were we before we were interrupted?


    Beth started to slip her hand back down her jeans. No, that wasn’t what he would do, he’d want more access. She unbuttoned, her eyes closed, pretending it was him. What was his name, anyway?


    It didn’t matter. Actually, it was more erotic not to know, just a handsome stranger. A handsome young stranger…


    Fingers were on her pussy, not hers, his. She held the phone up to her face, opened her eyes a peek, there he was, so close, about to kiss her, his other hand on her clit, no foreplay. The impatience of youth, yet so arousing, he wanted her bad…


    Peeking through her eyelids at him her fingers flew over her clit. She’d be happy with just this, with just the feeling of a man’s hand on her, it would be so much better than touching herself, he wouldn’t even have to be in her…


    The fingers pressed hard, demanding, assured, cocky, knowing she was getting aroused, knowing she wanted it. Her hips thrust up, please, please…The pressure was so welcome, she needed it so much…


    Her desire was so great it powered her arm, giving her an unbelievable strength, driving against her pussy, feeling so like a man on top of her, a muscular man, his big fingers manhandling her clit. It was him, the hot stud on the phone, knowing he had her in his power, she was helpless. She should have fought him off, but instead she spread her legs and yelled, “Harder!”


    It was as much his cocky grin as his fingers that pushed her over the edge, her orgasm lifting her off the sofa, she’d hadn’t come so fast in years, her desire so strong it drove any other thought out of her mind, where she was, who she was with.


    When her spasms finally subsided she held the phone against her chest, her heart hammering away, as if she were holding him close.


    She’d never introduce him to her daughter, she wouldn’t trust the guy. Besides, Beth wanted him all to herself.

  


  
    Beth ended up going to the gym after all. Not to meet men—well, not just to meet men—but Amanda had been right, she did need to get out more. Who knew, maybe she’d run into some normal divorced guy her age who just happened to be really good looking.


    Like that would ever happen.


    Beth hadn’t been to this gym, a huge new fitness center, all glass and bright colors. At the front desk a very fit young woman with a nametag that read Sue greeted Beth warmly and explained the membership offerings.


    “I’m not sure I want a full membership just yet,” said Beth. “Do you have a trial period?”


    “Of course. You just pay a one month fee, and if you join, at the end of the year you get that month credited toward your next year’s renewal. And unlike other clubs, during our trial period you get to use all the facility and can take any class or program, even the sports clubs.”


    “Sports clubs?”


    “Basketball, swimming, volleyball. They have scrimmage games, and some even have teams that play other clubs.”


    “That sounds interesting. I played volleyball in high school.”


    “Here’s the schedule for all the clubs and classes,” said Sue, handing Beth a printout.


    Beth thought, Why not? She only had to commit for a month. She paid the fee, got a locker, changed, and did a workout. It was actually more fun riding the treadmill in the club than it was at home, something about the big airy room and the other people around.


    She told herself she hadn’t come just for the men, but that didn’t stop her from sneaking peaks. Not much in the way of men to look at; maybe she came to early, it was only six. Sure enough, as she finished up, more people started to arrive, even a few guys her age. All of them seemed pretty intent on their workouts, barely glancing at her or anyone else.


    Beth took a shower and changed. When she came out of the locker room she was hungry so she went to the juice bar. As she was drinking her smoothie she glanced over the list of programs she’d been given. The schedule listed volleyball as starting in a few minutes, so she followed the map and drifted over to watch.


    A loose warm up was underway already, about a dozen people, men and women mixed, a wide age range. Beth sat on a bench and just watched for a bit; everyone seemed to be having a good time. After a while a few more players showed up and a game got organized. The ones who weren’t playing sat on the benches and watched.


    An Asian woman who looked to be about thirty sat down next to Beth. Beth thought she was very pretty, she had wonderful skin and a great smile.


    She said, “Hi, My name is Chen. Do you play volleyball?”


    “Not since high school. I’m Beth.”


    “Are you thinking of joining the club?”


    “I don’t know, I’d be really rusty. I’m just trying out the fitness center for a month.”


    “You look like you’re in great shape. You should join us. It’s not super competitive, just fun. I’m not that tall, no one minds.”


    Beth looked back at the players. They were laughing and obviously enjoying themselves. It did look like fun…


    “I don’t know. I actually have a gym at home, I just was trying to—.”


    “Get out a little? I know what you mean. It’s easy to get caught in a rut. Actually, I joined last year a few months after I broke up with my boyfriend, I thought it would be a good way to meet some men.”


    Beth was a little surprised by Chen’s admission. Sure, it was probably common, but she wasn’t sure if she’d admit that to a total stranger. Yet the forthrightness was refreshing. “Did it work?” she laughed.


    “Way better than I thought it would.”


    “Really? You found another boyfriend?”


    “Better than that. Join up and you’ll see.” Chen jumped up. “My turn to play. Come and play with us next Tuesday, you won’t be disappointed!” Chen ran to the game, laughing.


    The following Tuesday Beth had planned on joining the volleyball group, but things didn’t work out, she had to work late. She thought about totally blowing off the gym that evening—she’d gone twice already since the previous week—but decided to go anyway; she was stiff from sitting all day and at least could use the hot tub that she’d read they had. She didn’t have one of those at home.


    She’d thought a little about Chen’s cryptic comment about meeting men. At least that’s what she thought Chen had meant. Or maybe Chen had met a man she was now engaged to? In her visits to the gym, Beth had seen more women than men, at least when she had peeked in the classes. There were more men in the weight rooms, but most of them seemed totally focused on lifting. A few nice bodies, though.


    Beth went right from the office to the gym and decided to do a few minutes on the treadmill to get her mind off work. She ended up getting into it, and by the time she finished it was past nine thirty. In the empty locker room she stripped off her gym clothes and got in the shower, realizing it was too late to do the hot tub, since the gym closed at ten.


    As she was finishing getting dressed a cleaning lady came into the locker room. “Take your time,” she said to Beth. “It’s still a little before closing. But I’m going to lock the front door to the locker room, can you go out by the pool please?”


    “Sure.” In a few minutes Beth was ready. She grabbed her things and headed out. At the far end of the pool there were two doors, one that led back to the front lobby and another that said, Spa Rooms. Beth decided to take a quick look in the spa area, she hadn’t seen that before.


    She opened the door expecting to see the hot tub, but it was a corridor with rooms off each side. The first few she passed were massage rooms. Farther down the corridor turned around a corner, leading to another short corridor which ended at a glassed in door with a sign that said Hot Tub.


    The glass was steamy, and Beth was just about to open it when she heard voices on the other side. It sounded like people were in the hot tub. Beth didn’t want to disturb them, and was just about to leave when she heard a loud moan from the room. Thinking that someone was in distress or had fallen into the tub, she opened the door.


    The room was filled with heavy humid mist. Beth froze in the doorway. There were three people in the hot tub, two men and a woman. A dark haired naked man was sitting on the far end of the hot tub, his body facing toward Beth, but his head was thrown back at the ceiling. He was the one moaning, and the reason for his vocalizations was pretty clear, because there was a woman in the hot tub between his legs. She had long black hair that covered her face and the man’s crotch, but it was obvious what she was doing.


    And it was even more obvious what the long haired man behind her was doing, his hands on her hips, his pelvis thrusting into her as she gave the other man a blowjob. He was fucking her so hard Beth could hear their bodies slamming together even over the sound of the hot tub jets.


    Beth didn’t know how long she stood there, stunned, knowing she should leave but unable to tear her eyes away. The man who was doing the fucking had an amazingly body, his lat muscles popping with every thrust, his tight buns clenching. He gave an especially hard push and the woman lifted her head, screaming, a mix of pain and pleasure, her hair moving aside, and to Beth’s shock she recognized the woman Chen.


    The seated man grabbed the back of Chen’s head and pushed it back down. “Keep sucking,” he ordered.


    Beth was sure he’d see her in the doorway, but the man had his eyes focused on Chen. He was pretty young, early twenties, and he also had a wicked body, his six pack abs popping as he jerked Chen’s head up and down.


    Beth had never watched other people having sex, she never would have guessed she’d be interested, but it was incredibly erotic. Maybe it was the two sexy young guys, maybe it was the riskiness of what they were doing, feral animals in heat, not caring who might see.


    Beth quickly cleared away part of the condensation on the glass and backed out into the corridor, easing the door closed. She changed her mind, opening the door slightly and slipping her tote in the gap, she wanted to hear as well.


    She glanced over her shoulder, no one was in the corridor. She hoped that if someone came out of the locker room she’d hear that door close. When she looked back through the spa window, Chen appeared to be struggling to free herself.


    “I think she wants to say something!” laughed the long haired blond man who was fucking her.


    The dark haired man lifted Chen’s head by her hair. Beth expected her to complain, but instead she yelled, “I’m going to come all over your cock!”


    And she did, her moans of pleasure so expressive that the hairs on Beth’s arms stood up. Beth had never had an orgasm from just intercourse, she always needed her clit stimulated, but here was Chen, obviously getting off. It was incredibly arousing, seeing this real life porn movie, seeing and hearing Chen’s obvious delight.


    Beth glanced over her shoulder guiltily, then slipped her hand under her leggings. She could never do what Chen was doing, having sex in public, with not one man but two, but she could watch…


    Chen’s orgasm lasted longer than Beth thought possible, the blond guy continuing to fuck her as she came, his hair damp from his exertion and the steam. Beth couldn’t take her eyes off his ass, she’d never seen such an amazing ass, she just wanted to grab it.


    Beth’s fingers slipped into her pussy, so wet, this was such a turn on, she wished she was in the spa, getting fucked. She tried to get another finger inside herself, but her leggings were too tight. She shoved her hand down her front, sighing as she managed to get a second finger and then a third inside her pussy.


    “My turn,” said the sexy blond man, his fingers digging into Chen’s hips, pulling her toward him, his ass clenching and re-clenching, Beth knowing immediately he was coming. She moaned, imagining it was her, feeling him spasm, maybe the hot water would have made her think he was coming inside her instead of into a condom.


    “Shoot it in me!” yelled Chen. “Fill me with your cum!”


    Beth gasped, Chen was taking it without protection, the hot stud’s virile seed filling her up. Beth was stunned by the decadence, it had been years since a man had come inside her. She pushed down her tight pants, not caring if someone caught her, she had to get her fingers in deeper. She clenched and spread her fingers, pretending the guy with the tight ass was shooting inside her. Her other fingers found her clit, rubbing herself even as she drove half her hand into her depths.


    The small spot in the glass Beth was peeking through fogged up, this time from her side, her hot breath steaming the window. She groaned in frustration, her hands were too busy to clear the glass, so she licked the window clean. She was way past being able to think clearly, she had to see.


    “Now it’s my turn, you gorgeous milf,” said the dark haired guy, and now Chen didn’t wait for him to grab her hair, she took him in her month, her hand on his shaft, jerking wildly, it was clear to Beth that Chen wanted his cum in her mouth.


    Her enthusiasm must not have been enough, because he put both his hands on Chen’s head and pushed her down, his long cock going impossibly deep into her petite mouth, not letting her up, and then he groaned, “Swallow it!”


    Beth’s throat constricted in empathy, she could almost feel the cock in her throat, threatening to gag her, the only way out was to swallow it all. Her tongue darted over the glass again, wishing the liquid was thick and salty, her fingers flying over her clit, and she came, jerking wildly, her forehead banging against the door, her legs shaking as she fought to remain standing as her body quivered.


    Her eyes closed involuntarily, her fingers drenched with her juices. Her eyes flew open, finally remembering where she was. The window had steamed up again from her hot breath. She spun around, almost expecting someone to be in the corridor, but it was empty.


    Beth quickly pulled up her sweats and cinched the string, her fingers still sticky with the proof of her decadence. As quietly as she could she let the door slowly close and slipped away.


    Two weeks went by, and Beth didn’t go back to the fitness center. She was afraid she’d run into Chen and would be so embarrassed that Chen would suspect something. Or worse, that she’d run into Tight Abs or Tight Ass, as she’d named the two men in her head, and she’d either run away in shame or tear their clothes off and jump all over them.


    That’s what she did in her fantasies, both outcomes, actually. In one fantasy she imagined herself in the hot tub, her hands on the long blond boy’s ass, squeezing with all her might as he fucked her. She couldn’t help but think of them as boys even though they were certainly men, but they were so much younger than she was. Not nineteen year olds, of course, but just…young and virile. She’d lay in her bath, the water as hot as she could make it, yet even the full tub no match for the wetness between her legs as she pretended she was being fucked, Tight Ass’s hair flowing over his face, his deep blue eyes—colors she’d given him—holding her in place. And most of all, her hands never leaving his ass.


    Sometimes the second man would appear, Tight Abs. She’d lean awkwardly over the edge of the tub, not caring, just needing him in her mouth. He’d be demanding,  as he had with Chen, grabbing her hair, forcing her head down on his cock. No man had ever done that to her, she couldn’t imagine allowing it, and yet with him she expected it, she wanted it.


    Other times she pictured herself running into them in the little corridor, she’d just drop her bag and start kissing them— something else she’d never done, kiss a stranger—and instead of pushing her away they’d take her right there, against the wall, anyone could walk by, none of them caring.


    Or they’d catch her watching them with Chen, and would jump out of the hot tub, chasing her, Beth tripping over herself, her sweats caught around her ankles. She’d be on the floor, helpless, looking up, in their power. They’d tell her they had caught her spying, unless she did what they told her they’d report her to the cops, and they would make her suck their cocks.


    No, she couldn’t go to the fitness center, certainly one of those fantasies would flash in her mind, she’d be a nervous wreck.


    One morning she was just getting ready to go into work when her cell rang. She picked it up as she was taking the last sip of her coffee. “Hello?”


    “Beth? This is Sue, from the fitness center? I just wanted to give you a quick call to remind you that your trial month is almost over. I’m hoping you’ve enjoyed the club and wanted to see if you were interested in signing up for the year.”


    “Hi Sue, to tell you the truth I haven’t had a chance to get by there much, I’ve been kind of busy.” Busy masturbating at home, she meant.


    “I’m sorry to hear that.”


    Beth could sense the disappointment in Sue’s voice, she must get a bonus based on memberships. To soften the blow Beth added, “I did like what I saw when I was there, though.” She wasn’t referring just to the aerobics room, but of course she didn’t mention that to Sue.


    “I’m glad. Listen, tell you what. I can extend your trial period two more weeks, maybe you could try us again?”


    Beth didn’t want to let the earnest girl down. What would it hurt to accept? “Sure, Sue, thanks.”


    “Great!”


    After Beth hung up and rinsed out her coffee cup she grabbed her purse and headed for the garage. In the hallway she noticed her gym bag, unused since she’d last visited the fitness center. With her hand on the garage door she hesitated, then returned to pick up her gym clothes. It wouldn’t hurt to toss them in the trunk.


    Beth had a long hard day at work, her boss piling project after project on her to-do list. At seven p.m. she was too tired and too hungry to concentrate, so she left the office and went over to the food court at the nearby mall, famished. She scarfed down a salad and two pieces of pizza with a diet soda.


    In the car she headed home, a little upset at the unhealthy meal, feeling bloated. She had been working too hard, not eating right, not even having time to work out, and she could feel it, a little roundness to her tummy. “Ugh,” she thought. It wasn’t like her.


    Her drive home took her right past the fitness center, brightly lit, beckoning her. On a lark she pulled into the parking lot. It was ridiculous to stay away on the off chance she’d run into Chen or those two men. Besides, it was Wednesday, not a volleyball night. She wasn’t working out at home, she might as well take advantage of the rest of her trial membership while she had it, maybe even lift some weights.


    The place was pretty crowded. Beth had a nice workout, feeling good, running on the treadmill, hitting the weight room. When she was finished she went into the locker room, glancing nervously at the door that led to the spa. She showered quickly and left, feeling a little foolish for all her trepidation.


    After all, it was only a gym.


    Beth had enjoyed her workouts so much at the fitness center she went three more times the next week. It was really so preferable to working out at home, all the energy, the loud music pushing her to do more. She could actually see the improved tone in her arms and legs in the mirror.


    She had avoided the volleyball nights though, she just didn’t want to risk it, not sure what her reaction would be if she ran into those two hot men. So she was surprised when she was working out the following Wednesday night after work and she saw Chen stretching in the aerobics room. At first Beth thought she had her days confused, but laughed to herself and relaxed, that was silly, certainly Chen probably came to the fitness center on other nights.


    Chen caught sight of Beth. “Hi! How have you been!”


    “Fine, thanks.”


    Chen gave her a pout. “I was hoping you were going to join us for volleyball.”


    “I, um, my schedule is really up in the air, my boss is always giving me extra work. I wouldn’t feel comfortable committing.”


    “Oh, we wouldn’t need that kind of commitment,” said Chen, smiling. “Like I told you, it’s pretty casual.”


    What you were doing with those two guys looked pretty serious to me, thought Beth. “I’d like to, sometime, but—”


    “Great! How about tonight?”


    “Tonight?”


    “We have a practice against another club, very informal.”


    “I thought tonight wasn’t a volleyball night.”


    “This is just a get together. Come on, you’ll have a good time, no pressure.”


    Beth hesitated. On one hand, it sounded like fun, a nice break from riding the treadmill. She had always loved volleyball. But on the other hand, she was still afraid she’d flush with embarrassment if she ran into Tight Abs or Tight Ass. It was hard enough talking to Chen after witnessing what she had been doing in the hot tub. Not to mention what Beth had done while spying on her.


    “I’m not sure,” she stammered.


    “Come on,” said Chen, taking her by the hand. “I know you are going to want to do this.”


    Beth didn’t really know what else to say, it would seem rude, so she let Chen lead her toward the volleyball court. Yet her heart started beating in her chest, and she found herself leaning forward to see if the two men were going to be there, not sure if she wanted them to be or not. It barely registered that Chen still hadn’t let go her hand.


    At the court a few people were already there, milling about, tapping the ball around. Beth didn’t see the two men, although players were still arriving.


    “We’re on this side,” said Chen. “Let me introduce you.” She led Beth over to one side of the net. “Hey everyone, this Beth, the woman I was telling you about. She’s going to join us.”


    Beth started to protest but everyone welcomed her so warmly that she decided to just not say anything. As they shook hands and introduced themselves Beth relaxed a little. There were no hot young studs to get her worked up, just normal folks.


    “And here’s our competition,” said Chen. A group of six players strode in, all young college aged men, dressed in tight fitting tops.


    “We’re playing them?” asked Beth, aghast.


    “Not really playing, they’d wipe the floor with us,” explained Chen. “They play for the local semi pro league on a team called The Gang. They have their practices here and are going to give us some pointers and join us for a little scrimmage.”


    Chen waved them over. “Hi Brad. Only six? It’s a good thing you aren’t playing us for real, with no subs I bet we’d wear you out.”


    Brad, a six foot four dark haired guy, laughed and said, “Maybe we should do that, see who gets worn out. But we have two more coming, they’ll be a little late.” He gave Chen a smile. “No way those two wanted to miss this.”


    Chen turned to Beth. “You hear that? They want to wear us out.”


    Beth was trying not to stare at Brad. He was so sexy with his three day beard and dark eyebrows. In fact, all of the players were hot, they could just as well have been models for a fitness magazine or for the gym, their pecs and abs outlined under their shirts, their powerful arms made up of nothing but muscle. Even their legs were rock hard toned. Beth had never seen so many hot guys in one place.


    Stop it, she thought, forcing herself to look away. These men are almost young enough to be her kids. Besides, there was no way they’d be interested in her.


    The players started to hit the ball back and forth, there was a lot of laughter. Beth was having a good time, working up a little sweat. After about twenty minutes Chen announced that it was time for some pointers.


    They started with the serve. Two players from Beth’s team took position on one side of the net and practiced hitting serves. Two of The Gang players stood by and gave them tips. After a few minutes the servers rotated out, and soon it was Beth’s turn.


    She stood at the line nervously, not only because she hadn’t served since high school, but her coach was going to be Brad. Beth could feel his eyes on her. He was focused on her volleyball form, but she couldn’t help but wonder what he was thinking of her body. Not that he’d be interested, he was probably dating some professional beach volleyball beauty, toned and tanned to perfection. Beth involuntarily squared her shoulders and sucked in her stomach. She had a great body for a woman her age, but there was no way she could compete with some young hotty.


    Beth tossed the ball up and gave it a smack, and it sailed long. She tried again, and it hit the net.


    “Sorry,” she mumbled, “it’s been a long time.”


    “You just need to get back into the swing of it,” said Brad. “Here, let me help.”


    Now he was so close to Beth that she could feel his heat, a sexy musk of sweat and testosterone. She fought to keep her focus on the lesson.


    “It’s all about rhythm,” explained Brad. He stood behind Beth, his left hand under hers as she held the ball. He took her right wrist in his, his body pressing against hers. Beth felt dizzy, she hadn’t been this close to a man in a long time, especially one who had worked up a little sweat.


    Brad lifted his left hand, guiding hers up with the ball. Beth was amazed at how large his hands were, they dwarfed hers, his fingers so long he actually was able to squeeze hers and the ball.


    “Up,” said Brad, lifting her arm until it was overhead, “and down.” He lowered her arm, his fingers keeping the ball from slipping out. “Up, and down.” He repeated the motion, each time his pelvis pushing into Beth’s lower back. She squirmed, she knew she should break free, but he was just being nice, showing her how to do it. And it felt so good…


    “It’s all about flow,” said Brad. “After a while you’ll be in the zone, you’ll not only know when it’s time,  you’ll feel it, when it’s time to—” On the upward motion he suddenly let go of the ball, and at the same time lifted her right arm over her head, guiding her into the overhead serve. “—explode into the ball.”


    The ball rocketed over the net, a powerful serve, Beth following through, bending at the waist, Brad attached to her like a magnet.


    Beth shuddered, she felt so exposed, like she was getting fucked right there in the middle of the court. She stood up suddenly, which only served to shove her forcefully into Brad’s body. She looked around nervously, expecting everyone to be staring, but no one seemed to have noticed.


    Brad went on like nothing had happened. “Very good! You have a real feel for it. You just need some instruction and a little practice.”


    He gave her a little smile then motioned the next student over. Beth walked away, her legs shaking, a wetness between her legs that had nothing to do with sweat.


    The rest of the lesson and scrimmage was a blur to Beth, she had a hard time concentrating. Even when she was alone in the corner position she could still feel the press of Brad’s body against hers. She kept glancing at him across the net, trying not to stare, but unable to take her eyes off his amazing body. And whenever Brad was in the back row, there were other hard bodies for her to look at.


    The players kept switching teams, the young men patiently playing with the amateurs. At one point Beth found herself in the back row, staring at the tightest ass she had ever seen, even tighter than Tight Ass from the hot tub. It belonged to the shortest player on The Gang, if short meant five ten. His entire body seemed to be one sculpted muscle, his shorts snug against his buns.


    Suddenly he turned to her, and Beth blushed, it was as if he knew she had been staring at his ass. “I’m Steve,” he said. “Don’t smash one into my head!”


    Before Beth had a chance to respond the game started, but all through it she had to fight to stay focused, her attention now drawn not only to Brad across the net but Steve’s rear end staring her in the face.


    When the time was up everyone shook hands. Brad held her eye and said, “You have great potential, I hope to see much more of you.”


    Beth mumbled her thanks and watched as they headed off to the men’s locker room.


    Wow, that was intense, she thought. She was hot, sweaty, and sore, but felt really alive, more youthful than she had felt in years, with Brad’s compliments ringing in her ears. Maybe it was all the testosterone floating around. Not that she needed a jolt to her libido, it was alive and kicking. She could barely wait to get home. She knew what—and who—she’d be fantasizing about tonight.


    In the locker room she said to Chen, “That was fun, thanks for inviting me.”


    “I told you! I’m glad you joined.”


    Beth peeled off her sweaty clothes. Trying to sound matter of fact, she asked, “Do those guys do that all the time? I mean, do they give lessons?”


    “Now and then. Why?”


    “Just wondering. It’s pretty nice of them, helping us amateurs.”


    Chen smiled. “They get something out of it too.”


    Beth must have looked confused, because Chen said, “They get to use the court and the facilities.”


    “Oh,” said Beth. She bent over to unlace her shoe and winced.


    “You okay?” asked Chen.


    “I’m just a little sore. Volleyball uses different muscles.”


    “I know. That’s why I always get in the hot tub after. You should too.”


    Beth involuntarily glanced toward the door leading to the spa, thinking, Is that why you get in the hot tub? “I, uh, no thanks, I think I’m just going to shower and head home.”


    Chen pursed her lips. “Are you sure? A little heat will relax those muscles. I couldn’t help but notice you were a little tense out there.”


    That’s because that hot guy Brad was pressed up against my ass, thought Beth. “I’m just out of practice,” she said. And not just from volleyball.


    “Okay, but as they say, ‘The pool’s open!’” Chen headed off toward the hot tub. “Hope to see you again real soon!”


    Beth almost changed her mind, she really was tense and sore. But she wasn’t sure she’d be able to sit calmly in the hot tub with Chen. Not that she had any interest in women, although Chen was really pretty. No, she’d be thinking about what had gone on there, about a hot stud bent over Chen, just as Brad had bent over her on the court…


    Beth stepped into the shower, lingering, letting the hot water soothe her tight muscles. She usually didn’t wash her hair unless she was at home, but she was so sweaty and the fitness center actually had really nice shampoo and conditioner, so she thought what the heck and decided to. By the time she got out and finished drying her hair, the locker room was almost empty.


    She had to change back into her work outfit, a skirt and blouse, because she had forgot to bring a different change of clothes; she’d rushed out of the house that morning, late for work. She didn’t even have fresh underwear, and dreaded the thought of putting her worn panties back on. Oh well, she’d be home in a little bit, it wouldn’t hurt to go commando on the ride home.


    She changed and was packing up her bag just as the last woman in the locker room left. Beth hadn’t seen Chen and wondered if she had come out when Beth was still in the shower, or whether she was still in the hot tub. She didn’t think that Chen could be at it again, could she? Beth hadn’t seen Tight Abs and Tight Ass around anywhere. Just the thought of them gave Beth goosebumps. She grabbed her gym bag and glanced at the door to the spa. She’d never been a voyeur, only that one time, and yet the door called to her. Maybe just one peek…


    Beth looked around the room nervously, even checking the shower room again to make sure she was alone. On tiptoe she eased into the now familiar corridor to the massage and spa area. As before, the door at the far end was opaque with steam. Glancing over her shoulder, Beth peered through the glass door, or attempted to, it was so fogged up she couldn’t see anything. She thought she heard voices, but there was some music being piped in tonight, and the spa jets were rumbling.


    Because she couldn’t see through the glass, Beth didn’t want to risk opening the door, someone could be looking right at her, or coming out. Maybe she could pretend she was lost, or just checking out the facility. No, that was foolish.


    She was just about to leave, more disappointed than she expected, when she heard a woman’s laugh. Beth couldn’t tell, it might have been Chen. Then there was only the faint throbbing of the music. Beth knelt down, maybe there was a clear spot on the glass nearer the floor.


    Sure enough, there was, just enough to see through. Beth put one eye against the door.


    And pulled back in shock. She was looking right at a man’s tight ass, he couldn’t be more than ten feet away.


    He probably didn’t see me, she realized. He’s facing the other way. She risked another quick peek, in time to see the guy waking toward the hot tub. Beth drew in a breath when she saw that it was Steve, the volleyball player from The Gang team. His naked ass looked even better than it had in shorts.


    Beth realized she was holding her breath and let it out, which only fogged the glass on her side. Quickly she cleared the spot. When she looked in, Steve had moved farther away, and was now standing on the edge of the hot tub.


    Where, to Beth’s complete amazement, a completely naked Chen was standing over a man who was on his back, his legs dangling in the spa, his long erection poking up like a tower. Beth could see the top of his head, and watched as his arms came up toward Chen.


    Beth pushed the door open a few inches.


    “What do you want?” said the man underneath Chen.


    “I want to sit on your face,” said Chen, and squatted over him, her crotch just above his face. All while Steve looked on.


    The man on the floor turned his head toward Steve, and Beth gasped. It was Brad!


    “What do you think, Steve? Should I let her?”


    Steve laughed. “You know she always gets what she wants, whether she knows she wants it or not. Right now she seems to know what she wants.”


    “Too much talk,” said Chen, and she lowered herself onto Brad’s face. “Lick me!”


    Beth almost fainted, not only because of what she was seeing, but because Beth had always fantasized about sitting on a man’s face, but she never had the chance. When she was young she had never known much about the pleasures of oral sex, and like most women thought it was a little dirty. Later, when she got comfortable with it and liked it, she always felt self conscious about doing it that way. Yet here was Chen, grinding her pussy into the face of not just any man, but a hunk of a man. Beth was instantly jealous, shifting on the floor in sync with Chen, wishing she was the one on top of Brad.


    Chen rocked back and forth on Brad’s face. Was that a muffled laugh Beth heard? Chen ground harder, losing her balance, and Steve reached out to steady her. With her hands holding on to Steve, Chen was now free to ride Brad hard, and she did, her petite breasts bouncing up and down.


    Beth was even more turned on than when she had seen Chen in the hot tub the first time. That was hot, but before then Beth had never thought about being with two men. But this, riding a man’s face, driving her pussy onto his tongue, this she had dreamed about. Was Brad doing that right now? Was his tongue deep inside Chen’s pussy?


    Beth tore her eyes away briefly to look behind her. The corridor was still empty. She could risk looking a little bit longer…


    When she peeked back in, Steve had one of his hands in Chen’s hair and was trying to guide her face to his hard cock, but she was gyrating so hard on Brad’s face that Steve couldn’t line her up, even though it appeared Chen was willing. Steve laughed, and with just one hand holding Chen she started to fall, but Brad wrapped his arms around Chen’s thighs and pulled her tight to his face.


    Beth was shaking, heat rising up through her body, not even feeling the cool tile floor. She couldn’t take her eyes off of Chen sitting on Brad’s face. Without thinking about where she was, Beth drew herself up to her knees, spreading her legs, wishing she was Chen, squatting over Brad’s face…


    Beth slipped her hand under her skirt, spreading herself open, slipping two flattened fingers into her wetness, pretending it was Brad’s tongue inside her.


    Steve had finally managed to get his cock in front of Chen’s face, and as she opened her small mouth to take him Beth’s lips opened in a wide O, wanting that too. Her mouth closed, her tongue working, she could almost feel the cock, a mind blowing thought, to be straddling a man’s face, having her pussy licked, and still have a cock in her mouth.


    Suddenly Chen screamed, or tried to, her mouth was stuffed. She pulled back her face and yelled, “I’m going to come all over your face!” Instead of Brad pushing her away he pulled her even closer. Chen drove her hips into Brad’s face, her head thrown back, and she started to scream. Beth pushed her own fingers against her swollen clit, she was so close…


    A waft of cool air brushed across Beth’s flushed face, startling her, and she spun around, losing her balance, collapsing back onto the floor in the corner, her skirt bunched up around her hips, her naked legs splayed out.


    Two men stood in the corridor, looking down at her helpless form. Not just two men, but Tight Abs and Tight Ass.


    “Well, look what we have here,” said Tight Abs, his voice deep and scolding.


    “Looks like a voyeur,” said Tight Ass, giving Beth a cocky grin.


    It took a few seconds for Beth’s mind to register what was going on and get control of her tongue. “I’m not, it’s not what you think…” She tried desperately to cover her thighs.


    “Pretty clear to me,” said Tight Abs. “You were spying.”


    “And getting yourself off,” said Tight Ass. His blue eyes glittered with delight.


    “No, I—.” But Beth was having a hard time denying it, they had obviously seen her. Her face reddened with embarrassment, on top of the flush she had from her arousal. She clumsily tried to get up.


    Tight Abs put his hand on her shoulder. “Maybe we should make you stay there.”


    “You can watch the rest of the show,” said Tight Ass. “And finish what you were doing.”


    “Not a bad idea. Although if she’s going to watch, we shouldn’t let her look through a little hole, should we?”


    Tight Ass laughed and Beth was pulled to her feet. She smoothed her skirt down and tried to push past the two big men toward the locker room. But they just spun her around effortlessly and opened the door to the spa, pushing Beth in ahead of them.


    “You have an audience!” Tight Ass announced.


    Beth was in complete shock, barely able to react, her legs shaking. If the two men weren’t holding her up she would have fallen. Chen had lifted herself off of Brad’s face, and they both looked at Beth.


    “I see you decided to join us for a spa!” said Chen. She didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed.


    “Told you she’d come,” said Brad.


    “Well, she will soon,” said Steve, and everyone laughed.


    “I, I should go,” Beth stuttered. “I didn’t mean to interrupt.”


    “Don’t be ridiculous,” said Steve. “Come on in!”


    “I don’t have a swimsuit,” said Beth.


    “Neither do we!” said everyone else, laughing.


    “It’s not fair you being the only one with clothes on,” said Steve.


    “They have clothes,” Beth said foolishly, meaning the other two men, but when she turned they were stripping. Soon everyone was naked except her. She tried not to stare, but her eyes were drawn to Tight Abs and his six pack, which looked even better this close up.


    Steve came over to stand in front of Beth, his rock hard erection pointing right at her pussy. “I can help,” he said, his fingers toying with her buttons.


    “No, I—”


    “You want to do it yourself?”


    “That’s not what I meant.”


    “Okay, then I will.”


    Steve undid Beth’s top button. She stared at his hands, but made no effort to stop him, she was in his power, and she did feel a little foolish being the only one naked. If they had all been friends, drunk, just taking a dip in the pool, maybe she wouldn’t have even thought twice. But if she got naked they’d expect her to—


    “No, stop,” she said, grabbing Steve’s hand.


    “Come on, Beth!” urged Chen. “You can do it!”


    Beth looked up into Steve’s intense eyes. Damn if he didn’t have that confident look that made her legs weak, and worse, a little dimple in his chin she wanted to kiss. Her hands still held his wrists, but she had no strength in them.


    Steve must have taken that as a sign, because he slipped his fingers down to the next button and deftly slipped it free. One more button and her bra would be visible…she looked down, following Steve’s hands as he tugged her blouse from her skirt and undid the last button.


    Rough hands wrapped around her, one of the other men, opening her blouse. Beth saw her chest rising and falling, her breasts heaving.


    “There’s chlorine in the spa,” said Steve. “You wouldn’t want to ruin this nice bra.” He slipped a finger under the top and ran his hand along edge. Even though they weren’t being directly touched, Beth’s nipples hardened instantly, revealing her inner arousal.


    Everyone was staring at her, waiting. Steve’s finger ran around and around the top of her breast, and someone behind her, Tight Abs or Tight Ass, had their hands on her hips.


    “We can’t force you to take off your clothes,” said Brad.


    But of course they could, thought Beth. She shivered, imagining herself being stripped naked. Or stripping herself naked, a screaming acceptance of what she wanted to happen.


    Beth’s mind was a whirlwind of conflicting emotion, her arousal saying Yes! but her common sense saying No! Yet at the same time she was racing in a sleepwalk, everything happening both fast and slow at the same time.


    She closed her eyes, and the first thing that popped into her head was the vision of Chen as she had orgasmed while sitting on Brad’s face. Why did that come to her? It was an inner sign, it was what she craved.


    She opened her eyes into Steve’s cocky smile. Slowly she reached back and undid her bra strap. Her bra fell, revealing her breasts and her stiff nipples. Steve’s smile grew, and without even thinking about it Beth leaned forward and kissed him on the chin, on that luscious dimple, and then their mouths were together, hers tentative at first. Someone unzipped her skirt and pulled it down, and she gasped, her lips parting, Steve driving his tongue into her mouth.


    One of the men behind her said, “No underwear! She came prepared!” Fingers dragged at her heels, pulling them off. Someone kissed her ass cheek, both ass cheeks, two men were behind her, she wanted to look, but didn’t want to break the amazing kiss with Steve.


    They were kissing her ass…


    Beth suddenly felt self conscious, not because she was naked, but because she probably had the biggest ass of all of them. She’d been told she had a nice ass; it wasn’t really big, not at all, it had a nice round shape, but compared to these four hot young men, and petite Chen, it must have looked huge.


    Beth might have turned and ran, but just then Tight Ass said, “Nice ass.”


    It was exactly what Beth needed to hear. Especially from him. She reluctantly pulled away from Steve and looked over her shoulder. Tight Ass was on his knees, looking up at her ass. “You’re one to talk,” she said. She realized she didn’t even know his name, but it seemed an odd time to ask, him being on his knees, kissing her butt cheeks, looking right at her pussy. Oh, hi, now that you’ve seen me naked, what’s your name? I’m Beth, by the way. 


    Tight Ass stood up and pressed his naked torso against her back. “Touch it,” he said.


    Beth reached back and grasped his rock hard butt, her fingers barely able to take hold, he had no fat at all. She was in heaven, a man’s hard ass in her hands, a beautiful man pressing against her breasts. She kissed Steve again.


    Steve took her hand, and without breaking the kiss, led her toward the spa, Tight Ass following along, never losing contact. Beth yelped, and by the time the parade reached the spa she was laughing.


    Strong arms grabbed her from behind, lifting her up and setting her in the spa, the hot water no match for her own body heat. When she turned around, Tight Ass, Tight Abs, Steve, and Brad were all sitting on the edge of the pool, their hard erections standing at full attention like a row of soldiers. Four amazing bodies, four hard cocks, each just a little different, long and smooth, thick and heavy, huge helmeted. And best of all, really thick and long, with huge, hard balls, that one belonging to Tight Abs, his six pack a wonderful backdrop to his massive member.


    Beth had never seen two men naked together, let alone four. She couldn’t even have dreamed up men this good looking, this well built. And it was one thing to pretend in a fantasy that a man wanted you. Here were four men who all wanted her, their hard cocks real proof.


    “Eeny, meeny, miny, moe,” joked Chen.


    Tight Abs said, “Me. I saw her first.”


    Beth was confused, where could he have seen her? She’d seen him first, when she had spied him with Chen.


    “That’s right,” he said. “We knew you were there. I was watching you.”


    Beth gasped, her face reddening. They knew.


    “Well, if you are going to get technical, I saw her first,” said Chen. “But I think Beth is more interested in you than me.” Chen’s voice lifted a little at the end, and Beth wondered if Chen had other interests besides men.


    “That doesn’t count,” said Tight Abs. “Come on, pay up.”


    Beth looked at Chen. “You knew? All this time?”


    Chen smiled. “Of course. We even had a little bet about whether you’d join us the first night.” Her voice softened. “You want it, don’t you?”


    And just like that, Beth accepted the truth. She did. She not only wanted it, she needed it. She deserved it…


    Chen must have seen the acceptance in Beth’s eyes. The petite Asian woman ran her finger just above Beth’s breasts, just as Steve had done. Even with the steam rising around her, Beth shivered, she’d never been touched by a woman before. Although Chen hadn’t really touched her breasts, the touch was incredibly erotic.


    “You are so beautiful,” said Chen. Her hand drifted to Beth’s back.  “Now if you don’t get started, I’m going to take all these men for myself.”


    “Nothing you haven’t done already,” said Brad.


    “And if you’re good to me I will again. But I’m willing to share tonight.”


    Chen looked into Beth’s eyes, and for a moment Beth thought Chen was going to kiss her. Beth didn’t know what she would do if Chen tried to. Beth had never kissed a woman, but then again she’d never been naked in a hot tub with five virtual strangers either.


    Instead Chen stood on her toes and gently turned Beth to face Tight Abs, whispering in Beth’s ear, “I bet you liked being licked, don’t you?”


    Beth nodded wordlessly, and gave in to Chen’s hand pushing on her back, bending her over, guiding her to Tight Abs’s cock.


    “About time,” he said.


    Beth couldn’t believe what was happening, but she was too aroused to think straight, and this beautiful cock was staring her in the face, a hard six pack of abs within reach. It seemed the most natural thing in the world to want to take it in her mouth…


    And she did.


    Beth groaned even before Tight Abs did. It felt so good to have a man in her mouth, a man who wanted her. At that moment Beth didn’t care that she didn’t know his name, she didn’t care that he probably only wanted her for sex, that she might never see him again. All she thought about was that he wanted her. It made her feel so beautiful, and so young again.


    Her mouth covered his head, her hands on his stiff shaft, just touching it giving her a new thrill. She wanted to give him the best blowjob he’d ever had. It had been a while since she’d had sex, but her will to please overcame her being out of practice. Her mouth knew what to do, spurred on by her desire.


    Warm hands roamed over Beth’s ass, a wonderful delight. She didn’t resist when she felt her legs being spread. A gentle brush on her labia, a kiss. Beth shuddered, one of the men was going to lick her…


    She glanced sideways, to see who had left his perch, yet the other three men were there, all watching her, stroking their cocks, that in itself a huge turn on, men touching themselves as they watched her suck someone off. But if all three of them were there…


    Just as a tongue caressed her clit Beth squirmed with the realization that it had to be Chen. A woman was licking her pussy…Beth pulled away, which only drove Tight Abs’s cock deeper into her mouth.


    Beth was so embarrassed, she had to be dripping onto Chen, into her mouth. Chen’s tongue dove into Beth’s pussy, Beth still squirming, wanting to get away, and yet so aroused she couldn’t resist. She turned her attention to the cock in her mouth, which was hard to not think about, it was almost gagging her.


    Chen’s mouth slipped away, and Beth felt a loss, only to be replaced by another wave of excitement as Chen’s tongue ran up the entire length of Beth’s pussy, through the crack in her ass, right over her puckered hole, and along the length of her back.


    “I think she’s ready,” said Chen.


    Ready for what?


    Beth closed her eyes, her tongue darting around the head of the cock filling her mouth. And now another sensation, pressure at the entrance to her pussy, a cock, god, no, she couldn’t, she shouldn’t, yes, yes…


    Beth started to open her eyes, she wanted to know, but there was something about the mystery, about not knowing, that was so decadent. She squeezed her eyes shut as her hand tightened around the cock in her mouth, and as she was entered from behind she dragged her hand down along the shaft, deeper, deeper. She moaned as she was stretched open, it had been so long, her little vibrator was nothing compared to the very real penis entering her now.


    Her hand reached the bottom of Tight Abs’s shaft, yet the mystery cock kept going, opening her, spreading her, finally hitting her cervix, and she jerked forward, the cock in her mouth pushing into her throat, and she gagged, pulling back, just as the mystery cock slammed forward. Hands were all over her, on her head, holding her hips, on her swaying tits, on her clit, so many hands…it was too much, Beth was overwhelmed…


    Her orgasm hit her like a train, her body slamming forward and then wrenching backward, a sexual whiplash. She was pinned by the hands, between the cocks, she couldn’t escape…


    Demanding fingers grabbed her hair, Tight Abs groaning so loudly it drowned out the spa, and he shot his load, his first spurt driving down her throat before she could react, Beth recoiling,  she wasn’t a swallower, but she had no choice, and now her mouth was full of the thick cum, and in the midst of her orgasm damn if it didn’t taste incredible, and she swallowed all of it, wanting more. Her hands dug into those wonderful abs, her mouth working furiously, sucking and kissing and coaxing every last drop.


    A last shiver ran through her, and just as she was about to collapse the mystery cock drove deep into her, someone yelling, “Fuck!” Beth panicked, no, you can’t, I’m not on birth control…


    It was too late, the mystery cock spasming inside her, Beth knowing that she was being filled with virile seed. She almost feinted, not with anxiety, but with excitement, she’d forgotten the high from having a man shoot into her, the utter acceptance, the danger. She screamed around the cock still in her mouth, tightening her vaginal muscles, grabbing, milking.


    Finally she opened her eyes and turned around. Brad was behind her, and the look on his face told her everything, his eyes wide with excitement, with satisfaction.


    Beth had little time to relish the pleasure, hers or his. Tight Ass nudged Brad out of the way. Beth turned to face him. She’d been so intent on his ass before that she hadn’t really noticed how handsome he was, his boyish locks even more curly in the humidity.  She looked up at him almost shyly.


    “You said something about my ass?” he asked.


    “I love it,” she admitted.


    He took Beth’s wrists and pulled her to him, guiding her hands around his hips. She squeezed as she had before, still amazed his butt could be so tight.


    “Go ahead, I won’t break,” he said.


    “I’m squeezing as hard as can!”


    Tight Ass picked her up by her ass, Beth yelping, nearly falling backward, her legs coming up involuntarily to wrap around his hips.


    “As hard as this?” he said, thrusting forward into her.


    Beth was so wet from her own juices and Brad’s cum she took all of him, yet still he stretched her. Her head dropped back as he fucked her, her legs holding on for dear life. The world was upside down, swinging crazily, Beth could feel his huge balls smashing against her thighs, they must be so filled with seed…


    Her arousal gave her a wild strength, her fingers digging into that glorious ass, clenching, just as her pussy was clenching, wanting it to feel good for him too, hoping she was tight enough with all the fluids in her. A renewed heat rose, driven by the thrill of being so wildly fucked.


    Suddenly her vision was blocked; thick, dark hair brushing over her face, Chen smiling down on her, coming closer, closer, holding Beth’s head as it whipped back and forth. And then Chen’s lips were on hers, Beth’s mouth opening, first in surprise, then in exploration, then in hunger…


    Tight Ass roared, burying himself in Beth’s pussy as Chen drove her tongue in Beth’s mouth. Beth sucked on Chen’s tongue as she felt herself being filled again, yet more cum rushing toward her unprotected womb. Beth felt Chen shudder, then moan into her mouth, Chen’s body jerking, Beth somehow knowing that Chen was having an orgasm. The realization was like a spark to Beth, Chen’s excitement flowing into her mouth and to her belly.


    When Beth finally opened her eyes Chen was breathing hard, flushed, her eyes alive. Steve was on his knees in the pool, his face still between Chen’s legs. Chen dug her fingers into his hair, lifted him up, and stood on her toes to kiss his wet mouth. The kiss was so erotic Beth was momentarily jealous. Tight Ass gently let Beth down. She could barely stand, her legs were shaking so badly she had to hold on to the side of the spa.


    Beth was still not believing everything that had happened, Tight Abs had come in her mouth, Brad and Tight Ass had come in her pussy. Steve. Maybe Chen had taken care of Steve?


    Beth was about to turn when she was pressed against the side of the spa. “Didn’t forget about me, did you?” Steve growled in her ear.


    Beth smiled, his strong hands on her breasts. She spread her legs, she’d come this far, she wanted him to feel good too.


    She felt Steve’s stiff shaft ride up along her opening. He was too tall, she stood on her toes, wanting him inside her. She reached around and wantonly spread herself open. She’d never done that, she felt like such a slut, somehow that one gesture as wicked as being fucked by someone she didn’t know. She held her breath, waiting for Steve’s cock to glide into her wide open pussy.


    But his cock just slipped through the edges of her opening, being coated by her juices, still rising, until it settled on her other opening. Steve’s hands slipped from her breasts to her hips.


    “No, no,” she murmured, “not there.” Beth had never had anal sex, even if she wanted to, Steve would never fit, his cock was too big, too thick…


    Steve bent over her back, his mouth hot on her ear. “Tell me you haven’t dreamed of it.”


    Beth shook her head, a false denial, it was just a fantasy, she couldn’t do it for real…just as she could never have sex with more than one man, just as she could never kiss a woman…


    She was still foolishly holding her ass cheeks open, it must have seemed like such an invitation, but her butt was clenched tight. She let go her ass, which only served to wrap her cheeks around Steve’s cock, cocooning it against her opening.


    “It’ll hurt,” she protested.


    Chen’s face was next to her, cradling her head. “That’s half the fun,” she whispered. “I’ll hold you.”


    “You’ve done it with him?” asked Beth, amazed at the thought of Steve’s huge member inside Chen’s tiny ass.


    “No,” Chen laughed. “I’ve done it with all of them.” Chen kissed Beth’s ear. “Relax, you have to relax, open yourself to him.”


    Beth was still frozen, half in fear, half in desire. So much she’d fantasized about, and more, all coming true. And this…she’d always wondered about what it would feel like, a big throbbing cock in her ass…


    If Chen had been able to take it…


    “You have to want it,” said Chen.


    Slowly Beth nodded, opening herself…


    Steve pulled her hips backward, her ass pushing against the tip of his spear. She gasped as it broke through her tightness, she started to jerk forward, pain swelling up, but Chen kissed her hair and whispered, “Keep going, this is the only hard part…”


    Beth forced herself  to shift backward, the sharp pain turning to a wave of…fullness was the only way to describe it, a complete and utter fullness. “Ooh,” she murmured, completely surprised, it wasn’t all what she expected, it wasn’t painful at all now, it was like a supercharging of her sexual desire. Suddenly she was incredibly aroused again, picturing Steve’s cock in her ass, going deeper, deeper…


    And then he was fucking her, the most amazing feeling of her life, being taken from behind, being fucked in the ass. It should have been demeaning, it should have been sinful, but Beth had never been so turned on in her life, she had a huge cock in her ass.


    “Please…” she begged. “Harder!”


    And harder she got, Steve’s hands pulling her to him as he slammed into her, Beth waited for the pain that never came, discovering only pleasure.


    “Such a nice ass,” gritted Steve, each word a bullet shot out of his mouth. He jerked her hips to the side, lining her up with the jet of spa water so that it powered against her pussy.


    “Oh, god!” screamed Beth, her fingers grasping at Chen who still cradled her as Steve continued his relentless drive. Beth was right on the edge, she might have come, but Steve sunk himself in her all the way, and he yelled. Beth swore she could feel his cock pulse as he shot his load into her ass.


    Beth was breathing heavily, aroused beyond belief. She felt her ass tighten as Steve pulled out, missing the fullness.


    “Told you,” said Chen, kissing Beth’s hair. “Do you trust me now?”


    Beth could only nod, she didn’t have the strength to speak.


    “Then I’ve got something else for you,” said Chen. Chen lay her head back on the edge of the tub. “Come up here,” she said, her arms open in welcome.


    Beth’s eyes grew wide, recognizing that this was how she had first seen Chen, or rather Brad, he was on his back  just like this, Chen squatting over his face…


    “No,” she whispered. “I can’t…”


    “Sure you can,” said Steve, and together he and Brad took one of Beth’s arms and effortlessly lifted her out of the tub.


    Beth was so aroused, that’s what must have driven her, she couldn’t think straight, she was so turned on by being fucked in the ass, by all the cum inside her. No, no, she couldn’t do it, all that cum in her pussy…


    Chen wrapped her arms around Beth’s legs, pulling her down, down toward her beautiful face.


    “No,” said Beth, but she had dreamed of this, not with a woman, but that didn’t seem to matter now. Yet… “I have this—I’m full of—”


    “And it’s not fair,” said Chen, “you getting it all. I want some!” And Chen pulled Beth down on top of her face and her tongue dove into Beth’s pussy.


    Beth’s eyes rolled back in her head, she was delirious, the utter depravity of being licked this way, her pussy so full of juices, even now flowing over Chen’s gorgeous face. Beth didn’t have time to think, her body in complete control, and she came, her orgasm more intense than any she had ever experienced, lasting so long she almost fainted, desperately trying to keep from smothering Chen.


    Her eyes fluttered as Chen kept swallowing, and finally Chen’s tongue darted over Beth’s clit. She was so sensitive she jerked upright, nearly falling back into the spa. Strong hands held her up, and she dropped back into the water.


    Chen sat up, a huge smile on her face. “You taste amazing,” she said.


    “That was me you were tasting,” said Brad.


    “And me too,” said Tight Ass.


    And me too, thought Beth, still stunned over what she had done, and what had been done to her.


    But it wasn’t over. Tight Abs kissed her neck and bent her over the edge of the pool. “Ready for more?”


    Beth shuddered, there was no way she could take more, and yet she found herself spreading her legs. Even before Tight Abs entered her, Brad was already positioning himself at the edge of the spa, his new erection pointing at her mouth.


    Beth took both of them at the same time.


    Amazingly, she was still aroused, not with that out of control desire to need to come, but with a glowing heat, an insatiable desire she never knew existed. She’d been without sex for so long, maybe this was all just a pent up need.


    Or maybe it was who she really was.


    When Tight Abs shot his seed in her, she realized she didn’t even know his name.


    And for tonight, it didn’t matter at all.

  


  
    


     

    



 

     

    

  


  
    [bookmark: _Toc457384164]Join my mailing list to get a free book!


     


    All new releases are priced at just 99 cents for the first 72 hours.


    If you subscribe to this anonymous mailing list,


    you’ll get a chance to know about the discounted release dates


    before the price goes up. (No spam, promise!)


     


    AND


     


    You get a free book from an YRBS author for signing up!


    (As well as a subscriber only free stories and notice of discounts)
 



    Alternatively, to hear only about new releases directly from amazon


    just go to my author page and click on the yellow “Follow” button.


    (I do not receive your email address, any updates come directly from amazon.)


     


    


    See all my books on my amazon author page[bookmark: _Toc457384165]

  

OEBPS/Images/image00039.jpeg
The End





OEBPS/Images/cover00040.jpeg
Blaise Quin





