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The afternoon sun felt wonderful on my
back, and once again I decided I would have to send my mom flowers
for arranging the apartment for me rather than having me move into
the dorms when they dropped me off for college. It wasn’t that I
was antisocial and wouldn’t have loved the dorms. It was just that
the apartment had a backyard, and since I’d grown up in a tiny
town, I was used to having the freedom to sunbathe in the backyard
with nearly nothing on and never have to worry about prying eyes or
embarrassing situations. Back home, we didn’t even bother with a
fence but when your nearest neighbor is two miles away, fences
don’t matter much. I loved lying down in my little backyard just
wearing my tiny bikini and letting the sun warm me. It was like a
piece of home that I got to have with me even though I was more
than a thousand miles away.

During the six weeks I’d been in the
apartment, I’d sunbathed almost every day. I knew that in a month
or so, it would get too cold, so as far as I was concerned I’d be
taking every chance I got. Frankly, I wasn’t decent. The bikini top
barely contained my breasts and the bottom was somewhere between a
thong and a G-string. No. The bottom was somewhere between a
G-string and non-existent. So, when I heard a voice say, “Hey
there!” I felt embarrassment rush over me and the heat in my cheeks
told me I was probably bright red. I grabbed my towel and hastily
pulled it over me as I sat up.

I stared at a cute girl about my age
wearing a halter top and very tight denim shorts. She was standing
on a second floor balcony and staring down at me. She had a cute
girl-next door kind of a face, and she smiled brightly. “I didn’t
mean to startle you! I’m sorry. I’m Alice.”

“Um, I’m Thia, um Cynthia, but I go by
Thia.”

“I didn’t mean to scare you,” she
said. “I just. Well, you’ve been here for a while and I keep
meaning to introduce myself and I’m having a party right now, and
will you come on up?” There was something about her that was so
damned perky and sweet that it was impossible to let the
embarrassment keep me from liking her.

“I…I kind of have all my clothes in
the wash.”

She giggled. “Oh, Honey. Come up like
that. Hell, most of my parties end up with clothes coming off
anyway.” She giggled again and I giggled along with her. “I’m in
22.” With that, she opened her sliding glass door and stepped back
inside. I heard music playing and voices, and I sighed and got up.
I wasn’t lying about the wash. I had only brought one suitcase from
home and my clothes really were all in the washing machine. I
figured on shopping for clothes when I got to college but hadn’t
gotten around to it yet.

Like I said before, I really wasn’t
decent. On the other hand, I supposed it was college and college
was a time to do some crazy things. I decided I’d wrap the towel
around my waist and then ask Alice to let me borrow a tee shirt to
put on. Decision made, I was pretty excited. I slipped on some flip
flops and headed upstairs. I was actually going to my first college
party. I made my way up the staircase and then stopped at her door.
I could hear the music, so I knocked hard. A few seconds later, she
opened the door and smiled at me. I stepped inside, she closed the
door behind me, and she gave me a hug and thanked me for
coming.

I smiled and said, “Hey, can I borrow
a tee shirt to cover up a little bit.”

She laughed and said, “Don’t be silly.
I was just getting undressed.” She grabbed my hand and led me
around the dividing wall, and I gasped. The comment about clothes
coming off wasn’t some kind of a joke. There were a few dozen
people in her living room, and most of them were having sex. I
stared in shock, and I was vaguely aware that Alice was getting
undressed, but I couldn’t even react. I’d never seen anything like
this in my life, and when she grabbed my hand and pulled me over to
a recliner where a naked girl sat watching everything, I didn’t
know what the hell to do. The girl got up and didn’t hesitate. She
yanked the towel away, spun me around, and pushed me onto the
chair. I tried to sit up but before I could, she yanked my bikini
bottoms to my ankles and spread my thighs. Her mouth fell to my
pussy and I groaned in shocked arousal. I’d been in the apartment
for less than a minute.

I guess it says something about me
that the very first thought that entered my mind when the girl put
her mouth between my legs wasn’t that I was letting a complete
stranger do that. It wasn’t even that I had stumbled into a
situation completely beyond my control. As her tongue began
exploring my folds, the very first thought I had was that this kind
of a situation was exactly the kind of thing my parents were afraid
would happen if I went to a University in a big city. It was so
strange, but I stared at what the others were doing and let
sensations of pleasure course over me from the girl licking me.
Alice, the girl I’d met on the balcony, was on the couch dancing to
the music, completely naked and having no trouble at all with the
fact that right next to her, a bubbly little brunette with curly
hair was bouncing up and down on a guy who looked like some kind of
bodybuilder.

The girl licking me was very good, and
I wondered how many parties a person had to attend before they
gained that kind of skill with the tongue. I was rapidly
approaching orgasm, and I couldn’t believe it was coming from a
woman’s actions. She lifted her mouth off me and smiled. Then, she
pushed my bikini top up so that it came over my breasts. I just
stared in her at wonder, and when she put her mouth on my breast, I
moaned again. I didn’t even know the guy was there until my pussy
was suddenly filled. I looked and saw a guy who seemed like a
surfer. He had shaggy blonde hair and a leather necklace. He was
nothing like the type of guys I found attractive, and yet he was
pushing into my pussy while the girl licked at my breasts. I didn’t
even know the boy’s name. Hell, other than Alice, I didn’t know
anybody’s name here.

I didn’t know what to do. I wasn’t
happy that I was being fucked, but I wasn’t all that unhappy
either. A noise to my left distracted me, and I looked over to see
a tall black guy stroking his cock furiously. There was a blonde
girl with hoop earrings with her mouth open and her tongue out, and
when he started cumming, she started licking. I had never seen
anything like that before, I mean other than in porn movies and
they usually never kept my attention long enough to make it to the
cum shot. This time, though—wow! When her lips closed over the
spurting tip, I felt a spasm run through my entire body. So,
instead of trying to stop the boy fucking me, I moved my hips as he
pushed into me and I let my arm drape down over the blonde’s head
as she licked at my breasts.

 

I wasn’t this person. It made no sense
that I was letting all of this happen, but I did. It was strange
and impossible, and yet I didn’t stop it. I was not only having sex
(something I’d promised myself I’d take a year break from after a
horrible break-up with my boyfriend back home) but I was having sex
with complete strangers at some kind of weird sex party. I was
clearly not the girl I’d been just a few hours prior trying to
sunbathe in my backyard. The funny thing about it all was that I
was usually the type to obsess about these kinds of life-changing
or life-impacting events. With that cock pushing into my pussy and
that mouth working on my breasts, though, I only obsessed enough to
reinforce the absolute sluttiness of it and to get the resulting
boost in excitement that came with the adventurousness.

The girl started moving up, kissing my
neck and then my lips. It was such a strange thing for me to be so
damned turned on by a woman, though I suppose a great deal of it
had to also be credited to the boy fucking me. I could taste myself
on her lips, and that in itself was a pretty overwhelming rush of
excitement. The boy was moving very fast and very hard now, and
although I hadn’t given much thought to what I liked during sex, if
I’d been asked I would likely have said I wanted romantic, soft,
and slow. So, it was very surprising to me that I thrilled in the
way the boy fucked me like crazy. The girl kissed upward, moving
her mouth from my lips to the tip of my nose and then up to my
forehead and then to the top of my head. It wasn’t until her breast
was at my mouth that I understood what she was doing, and I
encircled her nipple with my lips and began flicking my tongue over
it. She kept moving upward, though, and I felt a real burst of
nervousness now. I watched as he stomach came into view and then
she climbed up, draping one leg over the back of the couch while
balancing on the cushion right next to me with the other. For the
first time in my life, there was a pussy right at my mouth, and I
felt a weird combination of panic and thrill. I was almost
paralyzed as I stared at the pretty pink slit, and in the end it
was the boy who got me started.

He thrust forward particularly
roughly, and I involuntarily grabbed on to the girl’s ass. That
pushed her pussy to my lips, and when she moaned in response, the
sound took away my hesitancy so I extended my tongue and pushed it
inside of her. That made her moans louder, and with that
encouragement, I set about exploring her folds with my tongue. It
was easily the most erotic thing I’d ever experienced although I
wasn’t particularly sure if it would have been as amazing without
the stimulation from the boy fucking me. He was going at it pretty
fast and hard, and though I’d had sex several dozen times with my
boyfriend back home, it had never involved this kind of speed and
force. I felt myself growing close to an orgasm, and somehow the
thought of making that girl cum when I did was important to
me.

It didn’t happen though because before
I knew it, she was simply moving up again. My tongue was still
poking out of my mouth when I saw that another guy had lifted her
up and was bringing her to the floor to fuck her. I watched for a
second but then someone turned my head and I felt a cock pushing
against my lips. At that moment, my orgasm hit and when I opened my
mouth to cry out, the cock pushed in. It was beyond anything I’d
ever experienced in my life. Not only was the orgasm sending
intense sensations of pleasure through me but having two cocks
inside of me at the same time left me utterly breathless in this
delicious and adventurous kind of flurry of emotions. It was hard
to concentrate, but I sucked as well as I could and enjoyed the way
the surfer guy slammed into me harder and harder.

The guy in my mouth didn’t last long
so I supposed the orgasm helped me to do a pretty damned good job.
He moaned and suddenly my cheeks were expanding as he began
spurting over my tongue. I really wasn’t much for swallowing but he
held my head as he came and I gulped it all down because I was
afraid of choking. Oddly, when I swallowed, another shock of
pleasure from my pussy coursed over me. The boy withdrew from my
mouth just as the surfer pulled out. I stared, assuming he would be
splashing over my stomach but he turned and pushed into another
girl’s mouth as she bounced on top of another guy. The girl didn’t
even seem surprised but just sucked and swallowed what he gave her.
I watched for a second but then lost sight because another set of
hands reached down and lifted me up, and I was bent over the chair
with another boy fucking me seconds later.

Two hours later, I made my way down to
my apartment wearing the towel and nothing else. I had no idea
where the hell my bikini had ended up but after sleeping with four
men, sucking on at least seven (okay, that was three of the four
who slept with me, and only two ended up cumming in my mouth),
feeling three women, tasting two women, and watching sex in
countless positions, I was afraid my body couldn’t take any more.
So, I didn’t try to navigate the writhing bodies for fear I’d be
drawn in again. I felt wobbly all over, and I knew I’d be sore as
hell in the morning. Hell, I was probably already sore as hell but
since my whole body was awash in post-orgasmic sensations that made
me feel like I’d be cumming on and off forever I just couldn’t feel
the soreness. I got into my apartment and collapsed on my
couch.

The next morning wasn’t as bad as I
thought it would be and an hour bath before dawn and a cup of
coffee had me in tip top shape. I’d just finished a cup when I
realized I’d never finished my laundry. I went over to the machine,
added detergent again, and started it up. Then, I wrapped myself in
a towel and headed upstairs. I knocked on the door, and Alice
answered. She looked a little sleepy, but there wasn’t any
noise.

“I’m sorry to bug you,” I
said.

“Come on in,” she replied. “I was just
getting up anyway. Everyone left hours ago.”

“Thanks,” I said. “Um…I left my bikini
here last night, and I, well I never got around to finishing the
laundry.”

She smiled, and I saw that same glint
of mischievousness in her eye. “Don’t be silly. I was just getting
undressed.” She pulled me in and kicked the door closed.

This time, nobody had to yank my towel
off. I just let it drop to the floor.









Did you like this story? Do you like
your erotica explicit and hardcore? Are you more interested in
getting down to business than doing market analysis? You can be
sure that my stories are all about the sex and how the lovely girls
involved react to it. My very explicit romance stories can be found
on Amazon, but you can also connect with me on Facebook and learn
about upcoming releases and special deals.

When you subscribe to my
page, I’ll send you a story exclusive to my Facebook fans. Go ahead
and click here to subscribe: 
https://www.facebook.com/pages/Nancy-Brockton/450689558329605.

You can bet I’ll appreciate it, and
I’ll make sure those stories keep coming!
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