
        
            
                
            
        

    
A Bunch of Guys and Me:

Five Explicit Group Sex Erotica Stories

by

Ellie North, Lora Lane, Kaylee Jones,

Sofia Miller, and Riley Davis

All Rights Reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced in any form or by any means, including scanning, photocopying, or otherwise without prior written permission of the copyright holder. Copyright © 2016 DigiSmith Press

FREE GIFT!

Click here to sign up for our newsletter

and get a free Erotica Audio book!


Table of Contents
 

1. Meghan’s First Business Trip: Gangbang Sex with Strangers by Ellie North

2. Kendra's Betrayal: Revenge Gangbang Sex at the Bar by Lora Lane

3. Just Enough Wood: A Lovely Little Gangbang with the Handymen by Kaylee Jones

4. My Noisy Campus Neighbor: Gangbang at the Dorm Sex Party by Sofia Miller

5. The End of the Aisle: A Brides Revenge Gangbang by Riley Davis


1. Meghan’s First Business Trip: Gangbang Sex with Strangers by Ellie North

Meghan is a beautiful, naive and sheltered young woman working for her father’s company. When Meghan asks to work for a difficult and demanding senior executive named Mark, she never suspects how far she will be asked to go to help her father’s company out. She accompanies Mark to a convention and is presented with a unique opportunity to entertain investors in a way that she has only dreamed about. One night in a hotel room, Mark opens her mind to a whole other world of sexual fun and fulfillment and allows her to realize some of the dark fantasies she has been too afraid to try out.

The hotel suite that Mark and I were staying at was much more luxurious than anything I had ever stayed in before. There were no less than three separate bedrooms as well as a large open concept living room and dining room area. There was a small alcove that held a desk over to one side as well. Mark told me to put his briefcase and laptop bag down by the desk. I had heard from his previous assistant that he tended to monopolize the work area leaving anyone else to try and find a corner to call their own.

I found out which bedroom was mine, grabbed my suitcase and headed off down the hall. The sound of Mark’s voice stopped me in my tracks.

“Drop your stuff off. We have to start planning a reception for some of the investors. We are going to be here for a week but I want to entertain them this evening.”

This was my first business trip and I was determined that it was going to be a memorable one. I hadn’t been working for my father’s company for long and so everything still felt very new and exciting. My older brothers had all gone to work for different departments and were living in different states although I had been kept fairly close to home at the head office. It was typical of my family to keep me sheltered. I had only been allowed to go to community college instead of a university in a different city. I had only just moved out into my first apartment a few months ago.

My entire life had felt planned out by my father. He was a large, imposing man who was accustomed to having his wishes followed without question. My mother was a quiet, distant woman who had always been busy with charity work and the social scene and it had been quite clear from the start that I was expected to marry a man my parents approved of, quit working in order to have children, and spend the rest of my life being a wife and mother. That had all sounded wonderful for a while, but after a time, I realized I wanted more.

I was so tired of being the good girl. I had dated a boy named Christopher, who was from a good family and everyone had expected that I would marry him after a suitable amount of time. He had been nice, and sweet and kind. I had been a dutiful girlfriend and we had slept together a few times although it had been later in our relationship. It had been lovely, there was nothing to complain about, but like everything else with him, something had been missing.

Christopher and I had dated all through high school and even through part of college. He had gone to school out of state, but made sure to come home regularly to visit me on holidays. We both knew that our families had expected we would get engaged when we both graduated. It had shocked everyone when I had called an end to our relationship and I wasn’t sure that my family had fully recovered yet. His family had, though.  He’d gone on to date another girl from our graduating class and the last I had heard, they were already engaged.

I turned the handle and opened the door to my bedroom. The room was massive. There was a huge king-sized bed and my own dresser and television. Luckily, there was also a desk in the corner by the window. I would be fortunate enough to have my own work space, even if Mark decided to completely take over the desk in the main room. I crossed the room and set my computer bag on the desk.

I put my suitcase on the stand next to the dresser, hung up my garment bag in the closet, and took a second to look at myself in the mirror. I looked tired, but that wasn’t surprising. The trip to get here had been long and had involved a couple of flights. I ran my fingers through my long, black hair and tried to smooth the wrinkles from my white blouse. My suit jacket had left a few creases in the cotton material. I knew I would have to change and freshen up before I went out anywhere.

I went over to my suitcase and grabbed my hairbrush out of it.  I took pride in my appearance, not that it had done me any good when it came to dating. I was short, about five feet tall, and made sure I worked out enough to keep my petite frame toned and fit. I had high cheekbones, and breasts that were big enough to make it difficult to find dress clothes that fit me properly and looked professional enough for the office.

I knew that people were already gossiping about me at work even though I had only been there a little while. If they weren’t focused on my looks they were suggesting that I had only gotten my job because of who my father was. I knew that that was likely partially true. It wasn’t often that a new graduate was assigned a job working with one of the executives, but I was determined to show that I was up to the challenge and could handle anything that this job threw at me. In time, I wanted people to see that it may have been my father that got me the job, but that my determination and intelligence was keeping me there.

I had been working for a lower level executive when I had heard about an opening as an assistant for Mark. Everything I had heard about him made me nervous. I had heard he was difficult to get along with, unforgiving of any mistakes that were made and prone to throwing insults when things were not going as he wanted them to. But I knew that he was in charge of some fairly large projects and felt like I was up to the challenge of working with him.

One Sunday, I was at my parents’ home for dinner. My father had been talking business again and I had casually mentioned that I was interested in an opening I had heard about. My father had looked at me long and hard and then nodded. It wasn’t long before I had received a message to clean out my desk and move up three floors to the corner office, where Mark’s support and administrative staff were housed. I had heard I would be expected to hit the ground running so had taken time to brush up on the various projects that his department had been involved in.

I had always found him very attractive and that was part of why I had wanted to go to work for him. He was taller than I was with dark hair and piercing blue eyes. He was in great shape and even had a treadmill in his office. There were times when I had been called in to take notes or work on things while he was running and had always admired the way his sweat soaked clothing clung to his muscular body. I often fantasized about him bending me over his desk and having his way with me, but, being a good girl, I hoped he hadn’t noticed.

Mark was always very demanding. When I had first started working for him I had wondered if it was just that I was overly sensitive. After all, this was my first job after graduating and it was for my father’s company. I often wondered whether Mark was being extra hard on me because he didn’t want other people to think he was favoring me due to who my relatives were. As I talked to other people who had worked for Mark I had begun to see that he was actually that demanding and bossy. I was determined to make sure that I stuck it out, though, and to not throw in the towel when the going got tough.

I left the bedroom and found Mark in the main living area. He looked up when he saw me enter the room.

“Okay, so here is the deal. I am going to be hosting a private reception here in the room for a few potential investors. These men could really help bring in some serious money, so we need to find a way to make them really like what this company has to offer them.” He looked at me for a moment as if he was trying to find a way to choose his words carefully.

“In business, at these conventions, it’s not unusual to hire some female entertainment to keep investors happy and interested. Is that something that you can handle?” He looked at me and from the tone of his voice I could tell that he really didn’t care how I felt. I knew that it was all about business. I tried to keep from blushing as I nodded. I had always half-known that things like this happened but had never really had any concrete proof.

“Yes, sir, I’m fine with that. What did you need me to do?” My mind was racing with all of the possible things that Mark might ask me to do. I had no idea how one went about finding girls who would provide this kind of entertainment but I was determined not to let Mark down because of my ignorance.

Mark looked down at a stack of papers and looked up at me. A waft of his cologne hit me and I felt my pussy tingle. I pressed my thighs together and blushed. Mark looked at me curiously, and handed me a sheet of paper. It had a list of names and numbers on it. I scanned it quickly. They were all women’s names. I looked up at Mark.

He moved closer to me and scanned the sheet with me. I could smell the scent of his skin and cologne and it made me a little light headed. He chuckled, obviously able to tell that I was reacting to his presence.

“These are all women that we have hired in the past to provide entertainment. I’d like one, maybe two of them to attend our little party.” He looked me up and down and thought for a moment. “Unless, of course, you think you might be interested in providing the entertainment yourself.”

He waited for a moment, curious as to what I might say.

My mind raced and I could feel my face getting hot. If I understood what he was telling me, he wanted me to sleep with the investors. I knew I was blushing and at the same time, I could feel my pussy getting wet and my nipples getting hard. I’d only ever been with my ex-boyfriend. I’d never even picked up someone at a bar. It would be so different and yet, the idea appealed to me very much. Without believing what I was doing, I nodded. I was hesitant at first, but then firm. I wanted to do this.

Mark smiled and looked very pleased.

“Don’t worry Meghan. We’ll make this as pleasant as possible for you. It’s always nice to know that the girl is having a good time. Nobody will be able to connect you to your father. I’m very discrete about that sort of thing. There are still a few things to do to prepare. I want you to go out and buy yourself an outfit. Make it look as slutty as possible. I’m going to head out and attend a cocktail reception that is going on down at the convention. I’ll meet you back here later tonight. I will be bringing the gentlemen back with me.”

Mark headed out of the suite. I went down to the boutique section of the hotel and began my shopping. Before long, I found an outfit that would work. I chose a silver metallic mini dress with a deep, scooped neckline and a zipper that travelled the entire length of the dress’s back. It fit so tightly that it looked like a second skin. The style of the dress made it impossible for me to wear underwear or a bra. It was much more revealing than anything I had ever worn before. Just putting the clothes on in the dressing room made me feel naughty and much hotter than I ever had before. I quickly paid for the clothing and headed back up to the hotel room.

I made a few calls to room service and made sure that there would be some food and alcohol brought up to the room. I knew the basics of arranging a party for a small group of people. I knew that this would be unlike any other party I had ever attended, but the basics still held true. I knew that Mark would be pleased as well when he got back and had seen my initiative.

I was starting to feel fluttering in my stomach. I knew that it was partly from nerves and partly from excitement. I knew that before long I was going to be meeting strange men and, with no lead up, would be letting them fuck me and use me as their sexual plaything. I felt my pussy getting damp and tingly at the thought of their hands moving over my body and their hot, throbbing cocks thrusting into me. I knew that today was going to mark the beginning of a new part of my life. I was just worried that I wouldn’t be able to go through with it and that I would let Mark, and the company, down.

I changed into my new outfit, styled my hair and put on my makeup. I made myself look as slutty as possible.  Just as I was finishing up, room service arrived and left the items I ordered on the dining room table.

Before long, I heard the lock click. The door opened and Mark stood in the doorway. There were three men with him. I shivered a little as Mark ushered them inside. He looked at me and when he smiled I felt my cunt starting to get damp. The men looked very much alike in a big business kind of way. They all wore expensive suits and were well groomed. They also all looked at me the same way: like hungry dogs. I knew from the expression on his face that Mark was pleased with how I looked and how the men were reacting to me.

Soon everyone had a drink. I knew I would need one to calm my nerves a little and the other men seemed to want one as well. Mark stood next to me as I sipped my glass of wine and tried to calm my nerves. I hardly heard the small talk the men were trying to make with me. Then, I felt Mark’s hand slide down my back and I knew that things were about to begin. I knew that I would shortly be fucking these men and I hadn’t even been told what their names were.

One man stepped forward. He had wavy brown hair and a slim but muscular frame. He was wearing a charcoal grey suit that fit him well and he had already slid off his jacket. He leaned in and kissed me on the mouth. I could taste whisky and cigar smoke on him and it turned me on. I reached up and unbuttoned his dress shirt as he probed my mouth with his tongue. I grabbed his tie and pulled it down until it fell away from his neck. He groaned and grabbed the back of my head, crushing my mouth against his. His shirt slid down off of his body and fell to the floor.

At the same time, I felt hands running over my breasts and my ass. I moaned as I did. It felt so impersonal and it was driving me crazy. I realized that Mark had unzipped my mini dress and was sliding it down over my hips. I slid my hands down the brunette’s chest and unfastened his belt. In one quick tug, I had it out of the belt loops. I undid his pants and slid my hands inside. I couldn’t wait to touch his hard, throbbing penis and get it ready to fuck me. From the way it felt when I stroked the shaft it wouldn’t take much for him to get to that point.

His cock was long, thick and cut. I ran my hand around the underside of his head and he moaned. I wanted his cock in me badly. I could feel how wet my cunt was getting. I knelt down in front of him and slid his cock out of his pants and into my mouth. I took in as much as I could and started running my tongue over the length of him. He buried his hands in my hair and began thrusting into me harder and harder. I had never sucked a cock before but from the way this man reacted, apparently my lack of practice didn’t take away from my skill.

I felt my legs being lifted. The brown haired man pulled out of my mouth and I was carried over to the large sectional. I was laid down on my back and he slid his cock back into my mouth. I felt someone spreading my legs and the feeling of their face and tongue pressed against my crotch as they began to lick my cunt. They ran their tongue up and down my slit and sucked at my clit. I moaned. The sensation felt incredible.

I could feel an orgasm building up inside me. Suddenly, I felt the tongue and lips withdraw right before I came. I moaned in protest, almost begging the men to fuck me and push me the rest of the way to orgasm. The brown haired man pulled out of my mouth and moved around between my legs. His cock felt just as good sliding into my cunt as it did in my mouth.

He grunted as he slammed into me right to the hilt. I felt his balls slap my ass as he fucked me hard. I moaned and as soon as my mouth opened, a cock filled it. This time, it belonged to an older man with salt and pepper hair. He must have been sweating earlier in the day because his cock tasted salty. I loved how the masculine, musky smell of his cock and balls flooded my nose.  The second man’s cock was shorter but very, very thick. It was lined with thick veins that felt amazing as they stroked my lips and tongue. The second man reached down and grabbed my arms as he fucked my face hard.

The third man leaned down and began to suck on my tits. He switched between nipples and stroked and kneaded my tits while he sucked. I could feel my cunt starting to pulse and swell and knew I was going to come soon. Brunette was still pounding away and I knew he was about to climax as well. I heard a low moaning growl come from Brunette as he came. I felt his cock pulsing as he came. It felt so good to feel him filling me up with his cum.

The second man’s cock tasted amazing. I sucked in as much as I could and felt my jaw straining to handle how thick it was. I knew that when he entered me it would stretch my cunt wide open and I needed to feel that so badly. I felt him pull out of my mouth and saw him moving around between my legs. He felt as thick between my legs as he had between my lips. I almost screamed with pleasure as I felt him slip inside and fill me up. The feel of a stranger’s hands on my tits and an unknown cock in my pussy was turning me on more than I ever thought possible. I felt so far removed from the innocent little girl I had been and the change was wonderful.

I looked over and saw Mark. He was leaning against the dining room table, watching me. He was still fully dressed but I could see from the bulge in his pants how turned on he was. His hand dropped to his crotch and he adjusted how his cock was resting in his pants. It looked absolutely massive and I was hoping that he would soon join the other men in fucking me. Then, my vision was moved as my face was guided up and onto the third man’s cock. Unlike the other two he was uncircumcised. His pubic hair was thick, wiry and bright red.

I flicked my tongue over the tip of his cock and felt his foreskin rolling back as my tongue manipulated it. He continued to squeeze and pinch my tits as he slid his cock in and out of my mouth. After a few minutes I felt the first salty bead of precum as it gathered on the tip of his penis. I sucked it up eagerly and was amazed at how good it tasted and felt on my tongue. I sucked him harder, wondering if I could get him to cum in my mouth. I had never had a chance to swallow a man’s load before and up until now, I hadn’t wanted to. Tonight, though, tonight I would have loved to feel my mouth filling up with a man’s salty-sweet fluid and feel it as it slid down my throat.

The redhead was grunting and sweating as he started to fuck my face harder. My tits were rocking back and forth and my body was sliding along the surface of the couch. I felt his hands slide down and grab my breasts again and again. The redhead squeezed my breasts and kneaded them as he fucked my face. He switched back and forth between kneading my breasts and pinching each of my nipples. I loved the rough treatment and knew that it would make me cum even if the fucking itself did not.

The redhead started out pinching my nipples lightly and when he heard me sighing with pleasure he increased the pressure a little at a time. It felt unbelievable and I could hear a guttural moan coming out of my throat. The vibrations from my throat and mouth rippled up through his cock and he moaned at the way it felt. I could sense how much he enjoyed the way it made his cock feel. I couldn’t handle the pleasure any longer and felt my cunt clamping down on the second man’s cock as I came hard. A moment later, his load was shooting forth out of his cock. He pumped a few more times before pulling out of my cunt.

At that moment, Mark strolled over and joined us. I knew what I looked like to him: naked, sweaty, my mouth wrapped around a stranger’s cock. My arms, held down so that I was going nowhere. Mark tapped the third man on the shoulder and he pulled out. Mark looked down at my face, my swollen lips and my smeared eye make-up. I looked like a whore and I could see that it turned him on.

He nodded to the third man and slid his cock between my lips. It was as big as I had imagined it and my pussy clenched with arousal. It amazed me that even though I had been fucked hard for an extended period of time that the look of Mark’s beautiful member was enough to turn me on again. At the same time that Mark slid into my mouth I felt the third man, the redhead, entering my cunt.

Maybe it was because I had done a good job sucking him off or maybe he loved the feel of my hot, wet pussy but it only took a couple thrusts before the redhead came. I felt him pumping into me and, as he did, his hands grabbed my hips, pinching my skin slightly and holding me firmly in place.

He pumped a few more times before pulling out. Mark thrust hard into my hungry mouth. He slid in so far that I gagged. He backed off a bit and slid in and out of my lips a few more times. As he did, I made sure to run my tongue over his head. The smell of his cock mixed with his cologne and his natural smell was pushing me close to orgasm again.

Mark pulled out of me and moved around between my legs. For a moment I thought he would slide into my pussy but without warning, he flipped me over and spread my legs. He pulled my ass towards him and positioned it at my asshole. I moaned. It was slick with my saliva. He leaned down and whispered in my ear.

“I’m going to have you where no one has before. I told those other men to leave your ass for me.” He reached down and slicked his hand with my cunt juices, slicked up his shaft, and slid inside me. I moaned as he took me and filled me in a way I had never felt before.

“Oh God, your ass is so tight. Oh God,” Mark said as he thrust into me. I was moaning and could feel my pleasure building. He reached down between my legs and found my clit. He rubbed it and pinched it as he slid in and out of my ass.

“Cum for me, cum for me now,” he said and I did. My ass clenched, my pussy clenched and a scream of pleasure tore from my throat. I felt his cock jerk and pump as he blew his load in the tight channel of my ass. I felt so full and so satisfied. He thrust into me a few more times and then stopped. His prick was still inside me. I felt stretched open and sore, but incredibly satisfied. When Mark pulled out of my ass I felt empty, although I could still feel a lingering sense of being stretched open and completely filled up.

Before long, the men had cleaned up and left the suite. Mark went off to his own room and I made my way to mine. I knew that I would still be sore the next morning. I had never experienced anything like it before in my life, but it had felt so good to be fucked like that. I ran a shower again and stepped inside. As I washed all of the sweat off of my body I remembered how it felt to be passed from one man to another and was amazed at the tingling that I felt.

I fell into bed that night and was asleep almost as soon as I lay down. My dreams were a continual replay of the night’s activities and I knew that I would eagerly look for a chance to repeat this performance in real life. The next morning, as Mark and I shared the breakfast room service had brought to the hotel room he looked at me and smiled.

“You’re the best assistant I have had to date,” he said. “I can’t wait to bring you back to the conference next year. I have no doubt that you’re going to help this company in so many ways.”

I smiled back at him. I couldn’t wait either.


2. Kendra's Betrayal: Revenge Gangbang Sex at the Bar by Lora Lane

To say that I have never had a problem going against the grain would be as much of an understatement as saying the sun usually rises in the east. I don't set out to break the rules or make my own though. It's really just that I like to live life my way and refuse to let anyone else tell me how to do so. That attitude came in handy recently when I found myself on the wrong end of a hurtful situation. While some might have cried themselves to sleep over it, I simply knew I must get revenge. The way I did it makes even me blush when I think about it.

Some say I'm a rebel who loves to buck the system whenever I get the chance. Others suggest that I am someone who sees a line and simply must find a way to cross it, as if it's some kind of a mental handicap. Still others don't know a thing about me and refuse to give a crap what I'm doing or for what reason. That last group are the ones that I like most of all. At this point in history, it takes more guts to honestly not notice someone like me than it does to form an opinion about the way I live.

The truth is quite a bit more complex than any of the one-off stereotypes that people enjoy carrying around. Let us start with the simple bit's though. By way of introduction, my name is Lindsey. I am twenty-six years old and have a job that pays the bills. I'm in great shape and usually get a load of attention from all the boys when I decide to go out on the weekend.

First impressions can be deceiving though, as most of my life can attest. The job that pays the bills does so only barely and it has help from a second job, neither of which is what many would consider normal. I'm a writer. Some time ago I found a little company that would pay me to write little stories and articles and though it doesn't make me rich, it does pay the bills since I have no debt.

I'm sounding a little stranger already.

The second job is where I really stretch out into the people around town. I'm a bartender a few nights each week and every other weekend at my friend's local bar. It's a great little place that makes someone like me feel at home, which isn't all that easy to do. So, I help him out when he needs someone to run the bar and he pays me way more than he should to do so. There it is. That's me. Doesn't sound all that rebellious does it? Well, I did leave off one little detail.

I have a girlfriend. That is, a girl who I go out with, spend life with, have sex with, go to family's houses on holidays with. Some call me a lesbian and that is fine with me though I don't really choose to label myself in any way. I've had boyfriends in my life and it wasn't like kissing my brother or something. Because of that, one or two of my friends call me bi-sexual. Whatever. Like I said, I don't label myself. What it really is, with me and my girlfriend Kendra, is two kindred spirits who found each other a couple of years ago and enjoy doing life together.

Some call that rebellious or whatever but I have stopped caring what others say about my life. That little factoid is probably the most oddball thing about me as a matter of fact. Either way, one part of me is very normal indeed and that is my temper. When I get hurt in some way, I don't fly off the handle or start to throw things around the room. Instead I seethe and plan revenge. It's something I have always done and have always been very good at as well. Don't let me sell it like I'm bragging though. I do not enjoy being hurt anymore than the next person. Unfortunately I found myself playing the role of a hurt person recently.

It started when Kendra came to our shared apartment after work a couple of months ago. She had acted a little bit different for a few weeks leading up to that day and I knew something was off. I tried to tell myself that it was nothing for a few days but that didn't work. Then I told myself she was probably having problems with her family again or with her boss maybe. Both of those had happened before so didn't seem impossible. Still, she had never really acted that distant before and eventually I had to stop lying to myself and admit that something I could not put my finger on was affecting my relationship.

At that point there were only two options. I could either ignore it and hope it fixed it'self or confront Kendra head on about it. Experience with partners of both sexes told me that ignoring it was as good as ending the relationship right then and there, so that left me with only one real option. That option, as it happens, sucks ass. I know it might seem odd, but I do not like confrontations. Still, it had to happen.

She walked in the door with the same distant attempt at normal interaction that had accompanied her for a while. She even brought Chinese food from our favorite place with her, which along with her impressive figure almost got her out of the fight I knew was coming. Kendra placed the takeout on the table and walked into the back room to change clothes. Like usual she expected me to be eager enough to eat the wonderful food to grab plates and forks and to be half way finished eating when she returned to the table.

This time was different though and when she came back to see me sitting there with no plates and both containers still closed, she knew something was up. I did sneak a bite with the little plastic forks that the place always sends along but Kendra didn't need to know that.

“What's going on?” she asked, “I figured you'd be done when I came back up here.”

I shook my head, “Not this time Kendra. We seriously need to talk about what is really going on and I don't mean with me.”

She sighed and walked back down the hall, “Lindsey, don't do this. You know I just get stressed sometimes at work. It's been crazy with the tax season coming soon and I just have had a lot of time working late. That's all.”

“Bullshit,” I said flatly. “I've known you through one and a half tax seasons already and I know that kind of distant act and this isn't that. This is something else. Now turn around and tell me what the hell is going on.”

Kendra turned around and did just that. I knew it was going to be unpleasant when I saw the look in her eyes but I didn't really expect it to be as bad as it turned out to be. Her old boyfriend Trent had come back into town and had instantly gotten back on at her work. At first it was just like old friends reconnecting she insisted and she promised me that it was never supposed to go farther than that.

If it had stopped there of course, she and I wouldn't have been headed directly towards a tearful and loud war of words. I kept waiting on the part where she called off the affair with Trent and had just been distant because she was ashamed but it wasn't to be. Kendra told me that she was still seeing him now and then and hadn't decided where it might be going. I demanded to know why she hadn't told me and she only shrugged and said that the only thing she was certain of was that she didn't want to end what we had with either me or Trent.

I stood with a blank expression on my face and said, “It might be too late for that Kendra. I'm going out for a while. Don't expect me back before the weekend.” She tried to stop me but that was like trying to stop a typhoon with a cheap umbrella. Just like that I was gone, hurt and desperately attempting to figure out what my next move would need to be. Luckily I have a kind sister who lets me stay with her with no questions asked whenever I need to. The place Kendra and I share is hers originally and it wasn't unheard of for the two of us to be on the outs for a few days at a time. Like a few times before, I stayed at my sister's place while trying to figure life out.

Now, even though my sister is awesome in so many ways, it might be worth stating that in some cases she is sweeter than I need her to be. When I arrived that week to seethe out the rest of my feelings towards Kendra privately, all I wanted was to be left alone. That's exactly what I was given by my dear sibling but in hindsight I know it wasn't really what I needed. Though it would have angered me even more at the time, what I probably needed was a good swift conversation about what was going on so that I could vent my anger towards someone I know I can trust. As it was, all I did was get more angry and develop something of a plan for revenge.

I know it might sound petty or juvenile but what I really wanted was to stuff the pain I felt right back in Kendra's pretty little face. Unfortunately for her, I happened upon a perfect way to do that at just the perfect time I was looking for it. My friend with the popular bar called the second day I was at my sister's house and asked if I could cover a few days that week and weekend. Nothing in this world could please me more at that point than being stared at and flirted with by a bunch of stupid brainless hunks so I told him I'd do it for free if he needed it done. That moment the beginnings of my plan for revenge began to take shape. It wasn't difficult really. Kendra wanted to wrap her lips around some guys shaft instead of coming home to me so I planned to seek out some worthwhile hunk of meat and do the exact same damn thing. I figured it wouldn't be all that difficult and boy was I ever right.

My first night tending the bar was pretty normal that week with the lone exception of a couple of frat guys that stuck to the bar like flies on stink all night. They had their share of fun dancing and drinking with a few girls on the floor but for the most part only flirted and talked with me all night long. One of them would have probably run away with me on the spot if I asked him to considering the way he looked at me and the other one clearly wanted to do all kinds of things to what he called my smoking body because he openly told me as much.

Though I was tempted to take him up on his offer, I decided to play hard to get for a couple of reasons. First of all I had a lot of cleaning up to do on that particular night and secondly, they both bragged about having a couple of more friends they wanted to show me off to the next night. Instead of giving in to the urge to use one of them for revenge, I thought it would make more sense to have twice as many hunks to choose from.

They made good on their promise and arrived around nine o'clock the next night with two more frat buddies. This time they all congregated around a couple of bar stools and showed off for me all night long. I'd be lying if I said it was anything more than pure entertainment. The two they added to their number that night were even hotter than the first two and girls seemed to be drawn to them all night. Girls who were in small groups stayed away, either intimidated or turned off by their frat boy antics but groups of girls who can be twice as wild as frat boys on any given night saw the guys as a challenge.

It wasn't quite as crazy of a night for me as the previous one so I was able to keep an eye on them and they were very good at their game. Once I saw a group of girls who frequented the place set their sights on them. This particular group of girls made me wish I had a cattle prod to zap people when they pissed me off. They were malicious in the way they teased guys and led them on as if only to boost their own selfish pride. Their money still spent as well as any other however so I had to allow them their fun. On that night they got what was coming to them though.

The frat guys took turns dancing with and teasing the girls and it became a battle to see which side could lead the others on more. With about an hour left until last call, the girls decided that they would reward the frat boys with a dream night with them, only to find themselves on the receiving end of the same brand of teasing idiocy that they wielded as a weapon on most nights they were in attendance. The look on their faces was worth every second I had spent hating the little bitches, especially because I knew who the boys were really after. They had their sights set on me. I just couldn't decide which one wanted me the most or which one I was more interested in.

Right about then is where the night turned a corner from entertaining to downright surprising, if not shocking. One of the hotter guys came up to me on the side of the bar and I leaned in teasingly to see what he wanted. He said the guys wanted to have a little fun and show me a good time. When I asked if he was the one most interested or if I got to take my pick, he smirked and said that they had always enjoyed sharing. He made a quick case of how trustworthy they were and I hadn't seen any evidence of them being bad trouble-makers so I believed him and suggested that the four of them stay after the bar closed so I could speak more openly with them.

Of course, talking isn't what either of us had in mind. I thought I got his drift as far as sharing and it sort of made me feel uneasy but not in a bad way. The wonders of what he and all of his friends might have in their plans for me excited me and led my thoughts directly to Kendra and her betrayal. What better way to show her what she had done to me and take it to the next level? She wanted to screw one guy? How would she feel if I screwed four of them at once? The very thought sent butterflies on attack vectors in my stomach and I began to wish I could close the bar early.

There were a few glances from the frat boys over the last few minutes as if they were curious whether I would actually allow them to stick around after closing time and that was actually a good thing. I liked the uncertainty I saw in their movements for the first time all night because it meant that I was going to be able to get from them exactly what I wanted unless I had read something wrong and I couldn't imagine that I had.

Group by group, the bar began to empty after the bouncers and I announced that they didn't have to go home but they sure as hell couldn't stay here. On that last part I leaned in to where the guys could hear me and said, “Except for you four. You guys can stick around,” I traced a finger down between my breasts and then winked, “Unless you're afraid of what a chick as hot as me can do.”

They were silent for a brief moment before they smiled and beefed up by slapping each other on the shoulders and seemingly getting amped up for what they hoped was on the way. At the time of course I only had the words of the one guy to go on but I figured they all had the same idea in mind except maybe the cute one who seemed to have a schoolboy crush on me and probably wanted me all to himself. He wasn't going to get it. He'd have to settle for my plan of revenge if he wanted any part of me. Somehow I didn't imagine it would be a serious stumbling block as the bar finally emptied the rest of the way, leaving only the lead bouncer, the frat boys and me.

As I cleaned I shed my loose shirt, leaving only the skimpy undershirt that I was wearing underneath. I saw the bouncer who usually stuck around until I was finished keeping a close eye on the guys, likely curious as to what was going on so I walked over to him. He had always been as sweet as he was strong and I knew he was probably a little worried about me. To set his mind at ease, I told him that I knew the guys and trusted them but let him know that it was perfectly okay if he stuck around the area if he wanted. I would simply be able to call to him either by cell or yelling if I needed. When I walked back over to the bar I spun it a little different way, letting the guys know that the bouncer was my personal body guard and would be just out of sight the entire time. They didn't seem to mind which helped set my mind at ease even more, well as much at ease as a mind could be when one had a plan like I had at that particular time.

As I finished wiping down the bar – finished to the point I wanted it at least – I walked over and jumped up onto the bar, swinging my legs over and sliding down so that I was right in the middle of the four guys. I crossed my legs slowly and propped back with my hands on the bar so that I cleavage was pressed outward just a little. “So,” I said, “What do you four guys want with a bartender like me?”

They all looked me up and down and then looked back to each other with boyish grins that suggested I was right on point as to what they were thinking. I still took it a step farther though as I uncrossed my legs and spread my thighs just a bit, “Well, well – I hope you don't think I could actually pick one of you to play with tonight.” There was a little bit of uncertainty on their faces for a split second but I didn't let it linger for long, “I guess that just leaves one option.” I sat up straighter and pulled my shirt off over my head before reaching back to unhook and remove my bra. After throwing both of them behind me, I propped back on my hands and spread my thighs wide. “Don't make me beg boys; it's either all of you or none of you.”

I didn't expect their decision to take very long but the speed with which they took me still surprised me, allowing for a rush of danger to improve my already sultry mood just perfectly. Two of them lifted me from where I was sitting and moved me towards the dance floor where they quickly removed my tight pants and my panties. I moaned my approval so they would know I wanted everything to do with their naughty intentions as they moved around me, their arousal growing as quickly as my own.

They were in such a hurry they didn't even get fully naked themselves before two massively swollen cocks were in front of my face. I thought of the betrayal by Kendra and her willingness to throw it in my face as I grabbed both shafts and looked up at the studs they belonged to. One hand pumped each cock as I began to feel wonderful things happening to me. I was on my knees with one guy having slid under me and another standing behind me with each hand clamped onto my breasts. My nipples felt like steel as they stood out hard under his needy touch and I felt a shiver roll over my body that was quickly replaced by a warm surge of pleasure.

The guy under me grabbed my hips and lowered my pussy over his cock with all the greediness of a horny college guy and I wrapped my lips around the big cock in my right hand. I ran my lips down his shaft as far as I could and sucked hard as I slipped off of the end and felt every second of revenge I was getting on Kendra while I was doing it. A loud groan of mine was silenced as the guy put his hand on the back of my head and led my mouth back to his cock which I gladly continued to use to pull wonderful grunts from him.

My body began to rock up and down as the one underneath me really started increasing his pace. I was already so wet that his big cock had no trouble stretching me as he rammed into me over and over again. The fingers working over my breasts pinched and twisted suddenly and I yelped my approval, “Oh, fuck yeah.” That only seemed to make all of them harder as the shaft in my pussy slammed harder, the one in my mouth tensed and the needy shaft I held in my left hand stood even taller.

They began to move around just then as the guy under me stood up and they stood me as well. The needy shaft I had held in my left finally got the attention he had been longing for as I bent over and took his full girth into my lips, moaning all the while. I lost track of who was going where but two guys began to run their hands all over my body while one of them entered me from behind hard and fast. The change of position and pace felt even better than what they had been doing before and I couldn't wait to see what they would do next.

Just as the shaft in my mouth tensed up I felt a slap on my ass that pushed me over the edge of my first big climax and they moved around me. A new cock was in front of my face which I hungrily took in while a brand new and excited shaft slammed into me from behind. I had always liked doggy style and these guys were making me love it all the more with what they were doing.

Every few minutes they shifted around me, taking turns driving me towards another climax which at one point seemed to be crashing over me constantly. Finally they pulled away from me and I laid back from the near exhaustion I felt. They stood there watching me on the floor for a moment only before I breathlessly ordered, “Don't you dare fucking stop,” and spread my thighs wide.

Quickly they moved into a new position around me where one was at my head, two at my sides and one poised between my cum soaked thighs. They seemed to move as one large pleasure machine at that point as the shaft at my head shoved into my mouth, one plunged wonderfully into my dripping pussy and the guys on the side ran their cocks over my rock hard nipples, almost slapping my breasts with their shafts.

The sensation was as new for me as it was glorious. One after another they plunged into me and teased my nipples in the same way as I felt a huge orgasm building and started screaming so loud that I heard something I wasn't expecting. The door to the bar opened. My excitement doubled as I wondered in a haze who was watching me get gang banged on the dance floor but I couldn't have stopped the process even if I wanted to and the guys kept rotating their cocks around me as if they hadn't even heard the new arrival.

Finally I heard footsteps nearby and opened one eye enough to glance and see that it was the bouncer who had walked in. He probably heard my latest screams and came in wondering if I was okay. Whatever his intention when he entered the bar, it all changed when he saw me there breathlessly being fucked into a stupor. I wondered what he would do for a moment. Would he force them to stop? God I hoped not.

Then I saw a new look in his eye and he pulled his shirt off and began to unbutton his pants. I groaned in approval as he pulled out his cock and began to stroke himself right there in front of what they were doing to me. I knew he had always been into me but I certainly didn't know how wonderful his cock was until he held it in his hand before me.

I touched the guy on my right and moved him to one side as I pointed at the bouncer and motioned for him. It was clear what I was pointing at because it wasn't the hulk of a man standing there but rather his huge cock that I motioned to come closer. To their credit the frat guys didn't seem to care at all, instead helping me off the floor as the bouncer motioned for them to lift me up.

Without me even having to touch him, the frat guys lowered me onto the bouncer's enormous cock which began to stretch me even more than the awesome college hunks had. My body fell backwards as I lost nearly all control of myself in the waves of pleasure that began to run over me but the frat boys caught me. They seemed to enjoy their new position as they began to rotate around my head, giving me a new cock to wrap my lips around ever couple of minutes. I also grabbed a hungry cock in each hand and loved the way it felt almost as much as I loved their hands running all over my body.

The bouncer increased his pace and I began to feel the huge orgasm building again as I yelled in approval to his massive thrusts. If I could I would have screamed all kinds of orders for him to keep fucking me harder and harder but there was no need. He knew exactly what to do to me and it was driving me crazy.

He began to yell louder and louder as he didn't even consider trying to pace himself in any way, choosing instead to drive into me as hard and fast as his body allowed. His hips crashed into mine so hard that the slap of him against my butt and thighs echoed in the empty dance area. Suddenly I felt a new rush of pleasure as he plunged all the way into me and held himself there. I screamed loudly as he seemed to almost have convulsions with his cock filling me so completely. When he pulled out again he spent a very short amount of time ravaging me with harder and faster thrusts than I had ever imagined possible.

The result was instantaneous as I felt my body shoved over the edge of a new level of pleasure and the huge orgasm I knew was building exploded all over me and the bouncer. I had never been a squirter before but my juices blew all over the floor and the shaft filling me. He pulled out as did the shaft in my mouth as they held me there in mid air and blew their loads all over me, covering me from head to toe in their warm streams of cum.

When it was all over I lay there on the floor for what felt like a long time covered mostly in my own explosive climax but also with a ton of the cum of five men on me. The frat guys were out of it as well as they sat or lay on the floor near me. The bouncer simply put his huge shaft away and stood near the door once again as if he had the stamina to go again if needed. I wished I had the energy but there might be many more chances for something like that to happen in the future I knew.

Kendra would be angry and would probably say something about how what I did wasn't the same as what she had done but that was fine with me. I like her a lot and I hope things work out but my revenge that night proved something to both she and me. If she wanted to call it quit's and move on then that was unfortunate but also fine because I most definitely have plenty of options. After that amazing night I at least have five options that have already tried each in their own way to get another chance at spending a night with me. Who knows what the future holds but I do know one thing. It will most definitely include a lot of pleasure.


3. Just Enough Wood: A Lovely Little Gangbang with the Handymen by Kaylee Jones

When a single mom sends her two kids off to the ex-husband for the weekend, she tends to revel in the peaceful quiet.  And when Allison gets that weekend to herself, she plans to spend every waking moment on herself.  She plans a morning at the spa on Saturday and brunch with her friends on Sunday.  What she never expected was that the afternoon with her handymen would turn out to be the romp of her life.

Not that I don’t love my kids, but when the ex-husband finally does come through for his weekend with them, I do tend to breathe a sigh of relief.  Sometimes it is nice to just not have to worry about entertaining anyone else and just to focus and worry about myself.  Single moms do not get that chance very often, so we have to embrace them when we can.

I planned for this particular weekend to be a combination of productivity and complete laziness.  Productivity was always part of the game, and I could not avoid that.  There was always something to do, from the house to the yard to the kids to the job.  But I had also scheduled some downtime to just lay around in my yoga pants and eat ice cream.

By the time I got home from work on Friday evening, the kids were already with their father, so I tossed my underwire bra into the hamper, added my suit to the pile that was overdue for a trip to the dry cleaners, and slipped into a tee shirt and yoga pants.

My email confirmed the plans for tomorrow, a spa appointment in the morning and the fence repair guys in the afternoon.  Sunday I had planned brunch with a few friends followed by a leisurely nap in the afternoon.  It was shaping up to be a fantastic weekend.  Then again, at that point, I had no idea just how fabulous it was going to be.

I ordered in Italian and within an hour or so, I was enjoying my Caprese salad with an antipasto platter and extra garlic toast.  And of course, I just had to enjoy it with a bottle of red wine.  What free-swinging single mom doesn’t like that!

I watched a couple of chick flick movies and called it a night.  The spa appointment was relatively early in the morning and I did not want to miss my opportunity.  I slipped between the cool sheets and contemplated a quick little climax, but opted for the extra sleep instead.

The next morning I slept in (highly unusual for a Saturday) and woke with a sleepy smile on my face.  I padded to the kitchen and poured my first cup of coffee, letting the warmth seep into my fingers and letting the fragrance tickle my nose.

After I finished my morning boost, I headed for the shower.  I let the hot water wash away my remaining drowsiness, and shaved my skin satin smooth.  I sighed happily after half an hour of indulging, since my showers were normally about five minutes long with at least one child banging on the bathroom door about some kind of emergency.

After I rubbed cocoa butter into my freshly shaven skin, I brushed my hair, slipped into a tee shirt and jeans, and shouldered my purse for the drive to the spa.  I was excited for my facial, massage, and pedicure, as well as the luncheon that came with the spa package deal.

The facial left me warm and drowsy, and the massage rendered me nearly unable to speak, much to my elation.  I stopped the pampering long enough to enjoy the chicken Caesar salad and sparkling white wine, and then headed over to have my feet taken care of.  I emerged from the spa feeling like a new woman, from the top of my massaged scalp to the tips of my shiny red toes.

I stopped at the grocery store on my way home for provisions for the remainder of the weekend, and headed home to take care of the fence repairmen that were stopping by later.  When I got home, I dished up some of the mint chocolate chip ice cream and settled onto the couch for a quiet movie marathon after changing into shorts.

After I finished my ice cream, I must have dozed off because the next thing I was aware of was the blank television screen and someone pounding on the front door.  I ran my fingers through my hair and headed to see who could be interrupting my peaceful afternoon.  I peered through the peephole and could see a white tee shirt stretched tightly over the broad muscled chest of a young man.

Oh yeah!  Fence guys!  I was totally expecting a handful of overweight redneck balding guys, not this very interesting young man.

I adjusted my boobs in my bra and smoothed my hair back down.  Despite the fact that I happened to have one kid in high school and one close behind, I actually kept myself in pretty good shape.  My boobs were full for my frame, and my waist and ass were trim and firm.  I took a deep breath to thrust my cleavage forward and pull open the door.

The young man is even better looking now that I have a full view.  The tee shirt is clinging to his muscular chest and looks like it might actually rip in two at the sleeves by the way his biceps are straining the seams.  His blonde hair is streaked by his time in the sun and his dark blue eyes gleam brightly as they rake over my body.

“We’re here to work on the fence, ma’am?” His blue eyes almost twinkle.

“We?” I asked, distracted by the golden boy in front of me.

He nodded his head backwards, and I noticed the other two coming up the sidewalk.  They were just as muscular, one with dark hair and features, the other a redhead.  I grinned, I was certainly going to enjoy the show this afternoon.

“If you need to, you can just park in the driveway out back.  My car is already in the garage.  I’m Allison by the way.”

I smiled at the young man at the door as I leaned against the doorframe and arched my back.  His young hormone-filled eyes started at my painted toes, traveled up my long smooth legs to the frayed hem of my cut-off denim shorts, and then over the swell of my full breasts under my tight tank top.  If he had been a cartoon, he would have had steam coming out of his ears I think.

He grinned up at me after a long moment, and nodded, “We’ll be in back.”

****

After about five minutes, I heard a large pickup truck in my drive way and peeked out the kitchen window.  They had pulled the truck in with the trailer full of tools and supplies, and I watched as the three well-built young men climbed out of the cab.  The one that had come to the door was pointing excitedly towards the house and I grinned to myself.

I watched as they stripped off their tee shirts to improve their already golden tans, and unloaded the wood for the fence.  I admired the way their biceps bulged when they lifted the long cedar planks.  I was glad I had just had the pool cleaned, and it looked refreshing even from inside my air conditioned house.

I stepped into the bathroom to run a brush through my hair and catch it back in a loose ponytail.  My skin still had that post-spa glow and I winked at my own reflection.

My tummy rumbled slightly as I headed back to the kitchen to peek out the windows again, and I decided to fix myself a snack.  As I pulled out the block of sharp white cheddar cheese and an apple, I noticed that I still had most of a twelve-pack of beer in the back of the fridge.  I’m sure the boys in my backyard would appreciate refreshments once they finished working.

I sliced up my snack and nibbled away while I watched some terribly cheesy reality show on television.  Every so often my eyes would slide over to the backyard, and could see them hauling the wood and nailing it in place.  The blonde-haired boy who had come to the door had an impressive Celtic design tattooed on his back while the other two had designed up and down their muscular arms.  The blonde and the brunette had impressive tans but the redhead just had a hint of color between his freckles.  When the two tanned ones would reach and stretch, their shorts would slide down just enough that I could see paler skin at their waists.

I’m sure the fence was coming along nicely, but I have to admit, I was not paying one bit of attention to their actual work.  Instead I was watching their young muscular bodies stretch and twist and tighten as they worked.  Until that afternoon, I did not realize just how long it had been since my last intimate encounter.

I had been divorced almost five years, but had only dated a few men in that time.  It just kept sliding to the bottom of the priority list, and these glistening buff young bodies were driving the point home.  I could feel a long-forgotten heat starting to build between my thighs, and I started to think that it was going to send me into a new adventure.

It looked like they were finishing up, and since it was almost five o’clock, I assumed that I was their last job of the day.  I slipped back into my bathroom and slipped into my black bikini before putting my shorts and tank top back on.  Then I stopped by the kitchen to grab the beer and headed to the back yard.

When I opened the door and stepped out, all three faced turned towards me and broke into leering grins.  At that point, I was not sure if it was me or the beer.

“You boys look hot,” I smiled as I held up the case.

They all nodded as their eyes drifted from my glossy red toes to my bobbing ponytail.

“Care for a refreshment?  Nice and cold.  You can also use the pool if you like.”

The redhead and the brunette looked to the blonde who nodded eagerly.  All three of them kicked off their work boots and dropped down to the deck to stick their feet in the water.  I passed out the beer, making sure to bend over generously for each one.  Each one got a very nice peek at my generous cleavage and my smooth legs.  By the time I sat down near them with my own beer, they were all three squirming just a little.

“Did you want to actually get in?” I gestured to the water as I leaned back and dangled my feet in the pool.

The other two looked to the blonde again, who looked a little nervous this time.

I laughed, “It’s quite alright, no one’s going to be sneaking up on us.  You can leave your shorts on if you prefer.”

I stood up and slowly pulled my tank top over my head, feeling my firm breasts bounce a little when they sprung free of the shirt.  As I stared at all three of them, I slowly unzipped the front of my cutoff denim shorts and slid them down my legs.  If I thought steam was coming from the blonde when he was standing in the doorway earlier, this time it probably would have been flames.  All three of them stared blatantly as my black string bikini slid into view.

I moved to the steps and walked down into the water with all three sets of eyes on me.  I had never felt sexier in my life as I sashayed my hips back and forth slowly.

“C’mon down,” I beckoned with a finger to the trio still frozen on my deck.

I cocked my head to one side and felt my ponytail tickle my shoulder.  The water felt cool around my legs and waist and the sun beat down on my back.  It seemed that all of my senses were on overdrive as I waited for them to make their move.

Finally the blonde stood up, gave me a crooked grin, and dove into the pool, splashing cool water over my warm skin.  He finally surfaced right in front of me and shook the water from his wet curls.

I stepped forward to press my breasts against his wet chest, and said in a soft low voice, “Isn’t that better?”

He nodded and slowly let one hand drift up to caress my hip under the water’s surface.  His fingers were cool from the water yet rough from his manual labor job.  I loved the combination and it made my skin tingle.

****

Feeling the eyes of the other two young men who still sat frozen on the edge of the pool, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his.  His fingertips dug into my hip as he returned my kiss, tentatively sweeping the tip of his tongue against my lower lip.  I ran my hand up his arm, feeling the bulge of his bicep and the twitch of his shoulder as I parted my lips to his exploring tongue.

He moaned softly as I rested my hand at the back of his neck, and somewhere in the vicinity of my lower belly, I could feel his body twitching against me.  I pressed my hips forward and was rewarded with a surge of heat from his body to mine.  And I distinctly felt the swelling of his cock between us.

The boy was eager, I’ll give him that.  I have to admit, that is one of the advantages of the twenty-something over the thirty-something – they can be ready to go in just a few heartbeats.  I rolled my hips against him and his natural instinct made his hips buck against mine.  He thrust his growing cock against my body, still blocked from any direct sensation by his shorts and my bikini bottom.

He slid both hands around my waist and clutched at me, his kisses deepening with urgency as he realized his advance was not being rebuffed but encouraged.  I could feel my nipples tightening as though they were attempting to pierce holes in the triangles of my string bikini top.  One of his hands slid up my stomach to lightly grasp the outer curve of my breast and I clasped my hand over his, pressing down into my flesh with his fingers.

As we continued to make out, I could hear anxious shuffling behind him and I peered over his shoulder to see the brunette and the redhead watching fervently, eyes wide and slight tents in their own shorts.  I closed my eyes again, and surrendered to the feeling of the young man’s explorations.

His fingers slipped inside my top and he pinched at my nipples until they were achingly stiff.  My hand slid down between our tightly pressed bodies until I barely grazed his hard cock.  He groaned almost painfully as I traced the outline through his khaki shorts.  His hips thrust and bumped against my hand but I continued to just tease him lightly.

He finally broke his mouth from mine to breath heavily, “Oh fuck.”

His head rolled back and his eyes fell to half-mast as I kept stroking him lightly through his clothing.  His cock felt thick and hard, and his balls were heavy against my palm.  I grinned over his shoulder to the other two who looked like they were about to come out of their skin.  I finally released the blonde from my gentle torment and swam over to the other two, leaving the first panting and squirming.

“You look a little lonely,” I commented with a devilish smile.

They nodded eagerly, despite the quick look of anxiety that flickered over their faces.

I swam up between the thighs of the dark-haired young man and slowly slid my palms up his thighs.  His legs parted further until I was pressed against the edge of the pool and only inches from his twitching hard-on.  I heard slight splashing behind me, and felt the blonde young man nestle against my ass as I slowly unzipped the shorts of the one in front of me.  The redhead looked like he was about to cry so I gave him a small wink and reached over to unzip him as well.  I certainly did not want to leave anyone out of the party.

Both boys’ cocks popped into view as soon as the unzipped shorts would allow.  I ran my tongue slowly up the brunette’s shorter but thicker cock as I reached over to stroke the redhead’s longer but thinner erection.

I bobbed my head slowly, tormenting with my tongue the same way I tormented with my hand earlier.  He was groaning and thrusting but I refused to grant him a firmer touch.  My hand closed loosely around the other exposed cock as I stroked gently.  Both young men were groaning and thrusting their hips towards me for more.  It was as though their every fantasy was coming true in the other room and they could only catch a glimpse through the blinds.

I was suddenly distracted and lost contact with both of them when I felt the ties of my bathing suit loosen and the tiny triangles of fabric drifted away in the water.  The young blonde man behind me had just removed my entire bathing suit.

I wriggled against him and discovered that he had removed his own shorts as well.  I could feel his cock pressing between the globes of my ass and he felt as thick as the brunette and as long as the redhead.  I cupped his hard-on in the crevice of my ass and slid my body up and down, stroking him smoothly.

His hips thrust against me and I angled my body just a little bit so that with his next thrust, just the tip was pressing against my aching opening.  His fingers gripped my hips firmly and he plowed into me.  I gasped and groaned and pushed back against him using the edge of the pool for leverage.

The dark-haired young man in front of me realized what was happening and he started stroking himself.  I grinned up at him and playfully yanked his hand away.

“That’s for me,” I giggled and enveloped him entirely with my mouth.

He gasped and groaned loudly as his fingers gripped the edge of the pool.  I maintained my balance with one hand on his thigh while my other hand reached out for the redhead next to me.  With one cock pounding my pussy, one buried in my throat, and one sliding between my fingers, I nearly climaxed right then.

While I kept tickling and teasing the redhead with my fingertips, I teased and tormented and stroked the thick cock in my mouth.  I used every trick I could remember, sucking firmly, letting my tongue dance over the sensitive spot just below the head, rolling his full balls between my fingers.  The poor guy never stood a chance.

“Shit shit shit,” he mumbled and I pulled my mouth off just in time.

I stroked his cock and massaged his balls through his climax, sending jets of cum over my tits.  I kept stroking until he shivered and pulled away from overstimulation.

I wrapped both hands around the hips of the boy behind me and together we moved over to the panting redhead who was about to start finishing himself off.  Without a word, I sunk my mouth over his longer cock until I felt the head touching the back of my throat.  He gasped and mumbled something before burying his fingers in my ponytail.

I sucked and licked like it was my last chance ever, and I could tell by tenseness of his thighs that he was moments away.  I did not let up, letting my tongue torment the most sensitive ridges until he lost his self-control.

“Oh fuuuuuck,” he groaned.

I sucked hard as I pulled off, and he gave himself the last few strokes, painting my tits with his jets as well.

The young man inside me had slowed significantly, to either watch the show or to make sure he did not shoot off too quickly.  I pulled my body off his cock and spun around in the water to look at him.  His face was a mixture of urgency and need and pleading.

I winked at him, “Don’t worry, we’re not done yet.”

He grinned and grabbed my hips to steady us in the water.  I leaned against the edge of the pool, right between the other two boys, and let him slide right back into my wet heat.  I could tell by his more leisurely pace that he was trying to slow his own climax down.  I relished being stretched and penetrated with such young vigor.  But I was going to need it hard and fast to get over my own edge.

My tits bounced and bobbed in the water, now completely clean of all the earlier results.  I pinched my own nipples and moaned as his hips kept pounding at me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the dark-haired young man’s cock starting to twitch again and I grinned.  Younger men may have a quicker trigger than older men, but they do bounce back quickly.  I reached over and started stroking him firmly, eliciting grunts and groans with each stroke.  The redhead, not to be outdone by his buddies, started stroking himself as well.

Just as those two were getting back to full hardness, the young blonde pounding away at my pussy began grunting unintelligible curse words and whipped his cock out of me just in time to pump his juices into the pool water.  He floated away from me, panting and spent.  I turned around to grin at the other two and beckoned at each of them as I swam away from the edge.

They stood, shucked their shorts, and dropped into the cool water.  I could tell that it seemed to shrink their cocks slightly, but I was not opposed to bringing them back to fullness.  I stroked teasingly, lightly and loosely, just enough to wake them back up.  Within minutes, they were both panting and thrusting into my palms.

I maneuvered the redhead behind me.  I wanted the thicker cock back in my pussy and the thinner cock in my ass.  They sandwiched me between their firm young bodies and slowly slid inside.  All three of us were breathing heavily and I leaned forward to urgently kiss the dark-haired young man who had claimed my pussy.

My whole body felt claimed and used, and I never wanted it to end.  I felt both of them stretching and filling me, rubbing and thrusting and grinding.  My tits rubbed against the chest of the one in front of me, and the other dug his nails into the swells of my ass.  I felt the heat building in my body as these two muscular young men pounded away, filling my body in every possible way.

The heat reached its boiling point and my body whole tightened and then shuddered as I fell over the climactic edge.  As my muscles twitched and clenched through the aftershocks, I heard both boys grunt as they pulled out and sprayed their juices into the water.

Afterwards, all three of them were just floating in the pool trying to catch their breath.  I laughed and reached over to the case of beer and popped a cold one.

“Thanks boys, I need to remember how much I like having work done to the house.  You all available again sometime?”

All three of them grinned drowsily at me, and floated around in the cool water while I sipped my beer.  The sun warmed our tired bodies and the cool pool water stroked our skin.  Eventually I did climb back out and get dressed but I let the boys enjoy the backyard for a while.  Eventually I heard mild splashing, the soft rustle of clothing, and a pickup truck rumbling away from the house.  They had even left most of the beer behind so I stuck it back in the fridge for the next handyman house project.

The next day I still went to brunch with a few friends, but I kept my naughty little secret to myself.  I was almost proud of just taking control and doing what I wanted to do, but you never really know how other people will react to news like that.  I guess it’s hard to work that into the conversation.

By the way, yesterday afternoon I had a lovely little gangbang in my pool with the handymen.  Who wants more orange juice?

****

All in all, it was a surprising and fun weekend.  I enjoyed my trip to the spa but I enjoyed the wake-up call even more.  I never did see those boys again, but the memories will stay with me forever.  I’d like to think they will all remember their sexy horny housewife too.  I mean, who would have thought that a scene like that could ever happen in real life?  But I’m here to tell you, the opportunities are there if you are willing to jump into the pool with both feet.

But it did awaken me to the fact that my life as a woman did not have to end simply because I was a single mom.  I had to make and take time for myself, including having a personal life of sorts.  The kids did return home by Monday evening and we went back to our normal routine of school and activities.  But I did start getting out more, dating men again (more age-appropriate I promise), and having a good time.  My girls seemed more understanding of the changes in my life than I was afraid of.  I’m not talking about running around having one-night stands or anything detrimental.  Goodness knows, that is not the example I was looking to set for them.  But I joined a book club to meet some other female friends my age; I started getting back into my yoga for my physical and mental health; and I even signed up for a dating site that catered to single parents.  My daughters actually seem to like this new mom better.  I guess when we take care of ourselves, we are a better person all the way around.

My ex-husband has even noticed a difference in the new me.  I can tell by the look in his eye whenever we exchange the girls.  It was a look I knew from when we first starting dating, but it had long since faded by the time we divorced.  With a glow in my cheek and a swing in my step, he was noticing now, but his chance had already come and gone.  In fact, it went right out the window when he ran off to Cancun with his secretary.  I suppose that after my experience I can understand the appeal of a twenty-something, but at least I waited until I was single and available.  Guess I won the contest though – I ended up with three of them!


4. My Noisy Campus Neighbor: Gangbang at the Dorm Sex Party by Sofia Miller

How often do you stumble upon a good sex party? My nights are usually boring, especially now that I have to meet deadlines for my assignments. My campus neighbor, however, is up to no good, and the noise coming from his room is very distracting. I love to experiment with myself and maybe my ex-boyfriend, but I have always thought experimenting with strangers was slutty and out of my comfort zone. At my neighbor’s party, though, anything goes! There are no rules except one: everyone must have fun! For me, there has always been a limit for fun, but I have to admit that there’s really no limit to the fun to be had at my noisy neighbor’s sex party…

The bass came thundering down on my ceiling so hard I thought I could almost feel the vibrations in my chest.

You've got to be kidding me, I thought. I fumed as I looked at the time on my laptop screen.

2:12 am on a Tuesday night and it's a dorm party upstairs. I waited for a minute, just to see if it was something accidental and the asshole above me would react quickly and turn it off. My train of thought was completely gone. I had just been about to reach the cliffhanger in the history research paper I was working on when the commotion began. Nope, the idea was gone.

Goddamn it!

My roommate woke up from the commotion as I angrily pushed back from my desk.

And this is why I hate people, I thought to myself and went out to put on my robe.

My floor lamp was lit over the reading table where my books lay. I hate overhead lighting and prefer a soft look, much like I prefer quiet, especially in the middle of the night when I did most of my writing and reading. Years of struggling with insomnia had helped me develop this habit, but also, the night was quiet and void of people. There was no traffic I could hear; no passing conversations I could hear on the walkway outside. I lived on the second floor of the university dorm.

Grabbing my shoes from by the door, I kicked off my fuzzy slippers and sat down on the couch. I wanted peace and quiet.

My ceiling was still thumping when I went to my front door, opened it, and slammed it shut behind me. The night air hit me and I looked for a moment at the stillness of the night outside my door, silhouetted by moonlight. I loved it here. This had been my room for almost two years now and at twenty-three years old I was quite content with the life I led, although since breaking up with my boyfriend three months ago I was definitely feeling a need for release. God, I was horny, and the loud music from upstairs was ruining the only distraction I had from my overwhelming sexual need: my writing.

The stairs to go up were just around the corner of my building, and I quickly made the corner and ran up two at a time. I was a regular runner and that hobby was one of the few things that got me out of my apartment. I loved writing, but constantly beating deadlines was draining, and going out and running for a few miles recharged and energized me. Plus, I like being in shape. I knew I looked good but it was more for me than for anyone else.

In a flash, I was at the top of the stairs and outside my fellow student’s door. Through the closed blinds, it still looked like every light was dim in the place and I cringed. The place was definitely rocking. I banged on the door and waited. No answer.

Seriously, I thought, as I grew madder and banged again. "Hey!" I yelled.

I even gave the door a kick for good measure. The music stopped and I waited. Hearing footsteps, I took a deep breath. I was angry. I did not particularly like people and I really did not like confrontation. But when the door opened I was surprised and taken aback. This guy was gorgeous. No, he wasn't. He was stunning. He was the poster that was on every fifteen-year-old girls’ wall along with the horse.

"Hey, there," he said smiling, holding the door open with one hand, his other resting on the top of his jeans’ waistband.

He was shirtless and his smooth, muscled chest was lightly beaded with sweat. He had a white towel around his neck that was small enough that I could still see his well-developed shoulders and pecs. He wore his golden-blond hair in a crew cut and he had day-old stubble on his chiseled face. Dark eyebrows set off ocean-blue eyes. For a second, but just a second, I forgot why I was there. Then I remembered and I got pissed off all over again.

"Hey, look – do you know what time it is?" I replied.

Forget introductions. I didn't care who he was. Didn't want to know who he was. Didn't care to give him my name. He was invading my privacy, my space, my time, and my life. Period. That is what I cared about. Sure, I hadn't expected Fabio to come to the door, but still.

"Umm, well," Fabio started, stammering. The smile was gone and he looked confused and a little embarrassed.

"It's 2 a.m.," I said, deciding to help him out and just get on with it.

"Ok… yeah?" said Fabio, shaking his head slightly.

Wow. This guy is a winner, I thought. Totally clueless. Too much protein powder, I bet.

"The music?" I spelled it out for him.

"Oh shit! Damn, I am so sorry but we’re having a party," said Fabio as he pulled me inside. He looked genuinely embarrassed now. And even cuter.

I looked scared.

The place was dim, with naked, masked people and graffiti on the wall. There was a raised platform with a dancing pole and a desk, and half-naked women and men were performing. I looked around and noticed a pair of lesbians kissing in the corner. They squeezed each other’s tits as they kissed. People were having sex all over the place. The music was loud and yet low enough that you could speak. I wondered if the guy lived in the same dorm as me – it looked totally different. The arrangement of the room reminded me of a strip club. This guy would win an award for throwing a party, I thought.

“I would love to have that done to me,” I said despite myself, the three months of need surging inside me as I pointed at a lady doing a threesome. I watched longingly as she moaned with pleasure. One man massaged her nipple while the other licked her pussy. A crowd watched attentively as the lady got a double penetration. All I could think about was out-sexing these bitches. I was ready to go relieve all that built-up sexual tension in my body.

Men and women passing the group were staring at them, knowing they were all new to the dwelling and would be their prey later.

The ladies stood next to the stage. Two men were stripping and everyone shouted as they removed their clothes. Fabio placed a one-hundred-dollar bill in one of the stripper’s pants. It certainly drew their attention.

“It’s her birthday,” Fabio shouted as he pointed to me. He knew he was lying. One of the male strippers wiggled his finger to welcome me to the stage, but I was shy and tried to walk away.

“I can’t go to the stage,” I said. Everyone was staring at me. I couldn’t handle the attention.

“You have to go,” Fabio insisted loudly. The male stripper held my hand and pulled me to the stage. I was nervous and looked at the audience. The two strippers moved seductively toward me, half-naked. I shied away and looked to the other side. I needed to gain courage. Everyone started cheering and I gained confidence.

“May I touch you?” one of the strippers asked alluringly.

I nodded but remained silent. I closed my eyes as I felt him standing before me. I could smell the champagne on his breath, so appealing. His left hand rested on my hip while the right one ran along the side of my face. I nearly lost control of my body, my knees weak and my nether regions aching with pleasure.

His finger continued to run along my neck and down to my heaving chest. His hand cupped one of my tits.

“Your tits are so firm,” he said appreciatively. I nodded again, but remained silent. My lips were slightly parted in a silent invitation to be kissed. He leaned in and brought his lips to my ear while whispering, “It suits you.”

He was seducing me; this wasn’t my typical roses or candlelit affair, it was an intoxicating and erotic encounter that was making me lose my mind.

I walked next to this stranger with ease; he was looking for the best place. He grabbed my hand and slid me down onto a booth tucked at the back of the stage. I couldn’t believe it, we were on the stage and everyone was watching. I stopped dead for a minute and my new friend grinned.

“I thought you would oblige me,” the other, bald stripper looked at us: he wanted to watch as he stroked his dick slowly. I knew he wanted to join in, but later – after I’d had fun with my new friend. I was not sure I could handle both men at one go. I said a silent prayer.

My new friend’s muscles were defined, that’s what I liked about him. I looked away shyly and noticed another man looking at me.

“Don’t mind him,” my friend said, gesturing lustfully at the crowd. I looked at him; he was also watching me, and he was completely naked. His cock hardened slightly as I watched him. He climbed into the booth next to me.

“I would really love to know your name, but I bet you won’t give it to me,” said my new friend. The rest of the public was made up of both women and men, some chatting and some moaning with pleasure.

“I like girls with great taste,” said my new friend as he kissed me, the bald stranger watching us. I was shy but quickly kissed him back. He was a great kisser and the feeling of his lips answering mine went straight to my hot clitoris.

“That’s unfair and I take it as a challenge,” the bald man said. He kissed a red-headed woman next to him. Their tongues met, and they watched as my friend slid his hand down to my pussy.

“What kind of party is this?” I managed to ask. The bald man started to press against the red-head, others watching as they also started kissing.

“What do you think?” my new friend asked, his hand resting on my pussy but barely moving. His dick throbbed against my ass. “Do you want to leave?”

“No,” I answered.

The bald man stood at center-stage and the red-head knelt on the ground to suck his dick. She took it into her mouth with strokes and let the bald man’s hand stroke her hair. Behind him, a man leaned back against the armrest of a sofa, watching the bald man and the red-head, while a brunette woman straddled him. I watched as the woman sank down on his cock. He groaned and licked his lips while he stared at me. Yet here, still, was my new friend and he wanted me to join in the fun.

He moved closer to me as I stood up. He kissed me gently from the neck down to my breasts.

I threw my head back and began to moan as his tongue twirled over my nipples. One hand massaged my breasts while his mouth sucked and his tongue danced on my nipples. I felt the heat build between my thighs as he played me like a maestro.

I lay down on the desk on the stage, reclined on my elbows and surrendered myself to his appetite. His tongue licked from my breast to my stomach. His hands roamed; I couldn’t help but squeal with childish laughter.

“Sounds like you are having a blast,” I heard him mumble, his face buried in my abdomen.

Gentle warmth began to creep across my body. The heat was excellent as I stretched and then spread my legs while arching my spine slightly. A faint aroma came from my moist vagina.

“Ooh, yeah,” I moaned.

I felt his hand go between my legs and I lay back on the desk in anticipation. My reading glasses fell to the floor. He let his fingers explore and feel how aroused I was. I felt like a whore, but that only aroused me more. I had never expected this to happen. Everyone was watching and cheering. I didn’t want to be distracted by the cheering crowd.

He wanted me—needed me right now, where I was lying. He longed to thrust into me, right on this stage. He touched my lips with his fingers, I was so responsive. The smell and taste of me drove him crazy. He wanted to do it fast before the aching of his balls killed him. He took my hand and guided it to his cock; he moved it slowly which made me restless. He had to take advantage of the situation. I was quiet and followed his lead. I thought of what to do next; I was new at this and didn’t want to look like an amateur. I rubbed his balls, stroking them until his breath came out hard. He could smell the scent of sex.

“Are you doing okay?” I asked.

“Hell yeah, babe, never better,” he moaned, but I was still not as wet as he wanted me to be.             

I started remembering those porn movies I used to watch with Anna. I had to apply those techniques with him. I slid off of the table, knelt down and grabbed his manhood. I had never sucked a man; he was my first. When he stood up, I was sure of what followed. I had already felt the bulge when he lay on top of me. His chest was large and full and his arms were strong, veins running through them. His manhood was huge in both length and girth. I was overpowered by lust for his manhood and I grabbed it. I sucked it with mastery, sliding it in and out of my mouth.

My tongue tickled the tip as my hand touched his balls.

“I wish I could have you every single day,” he swore as he bit his lower lip. I was in love with his manhood; I took it out of my mouth and examined it. I stroked it across my cheek, kissed the entire length up and down. I sucked him constantly and felt my jaw lock through the effort but I didn’t care.

He had never craved connection more than he did now. He never expected to feel this pain in his chest that made him want to burst from the emotions inside of him. I went on sucking him first gently then fast, savoring each taste of his manhood. I prayed my ex-boyfriend was around to witness me having this filthy fun.

I need him to fuck me hard, I thought. I lay back down on the desk, opened my legs, and wiggled my finger to invite him.

He ignored my painful, irritating want and cupped my boobs. He was possessive with each caress. The feeling that I was being watched drove me crazy.

“Hold on to me,” he coaxed. He helped me stand. His tongue penetrated my mouth; he kissed me until I was breathless and speechless. I wrapped my hands around his manhood and stroked it gently. His chest was heaving. I felt like a desperate leopard going for my prey. I put my mouth against his chest and licked his nipple; his heart went wild and free. He watched me suck his nipple and tried to choke out a curse.

He waited to feel me reject his manhood but he prepared to thrust inside me anyway. I was afraid of the feeling awaiting me. I hadn’t felt a man inside me for a while now, and the curiosity was driving me crazy.

You can do this, I convinced myself. He slid his fingers into my vagina to feel if I was wet enough. I was dripping. He started kissing me from the neck to my chest again.

Normally, at this point, I’d have tangled my fingers into my boyfriend’s hair and pulled him more tightly to my pussy, to urge him on.

“Oh, holy shit,” I gasped when his tongue found my nipples, which were now wet, stiff, and sensitive; I felt his need and desire in my heart.

“I like the sounds you make and how your eyes glow when I touch your breasts. The way your nipples taste and feel drives me crazy.” He touched me so intimately I could barely breathe. “Give me all of you,” he coaxed, his voice hoarse and sexy, “I want you in my mouth.” His mouth was a master of giving pleasure. I whispered incoherently as I felt my body convulse in chains of spasms. I felt like one part of my life had ended – the celibate life – and a new one had begun. We both saw stars even though we knew it was impossible to see them from the dorm. I felt his breathing stop, and this made me bold. I could make a man go wild.

“Your manhood feels nice,” I whispered in a husky voice I didn’t know I had.

“Spread your legs wider,” he said, pushing my thighs apart, my femininity laid bare for him to see. I tried to shy away but he had already seen it. I felt timid but like I was blooming at the same time; I wondered if I would let myself talk to him after this. I felt like a new woman ready to conquer the world.

“Wow, so tight and small.” He felt like he had won a lottery. The sweet scent of my arousal made adrenaline rush through his veins. He rubbed two fingers down my moist center and circled the exposed opening, then plunged them into the moistness. I reached for him. He moved slowly as I rocked beneath him, sensing his urgency. It brought tears to my eyes; the sensation of fingers rubbing inside me was like a hot wire against my nerves. I was used to my own fingers inside my pussy while I masturbated but I never thought it would be so electrifying when another man thrust his fingers into me.

I was certain he would give me whatever I needed. This thought gave me the freedom to receive.

“Oh yeah,” I said softly.

With each movement he made, he was dragging and pulling me closer. Every shift gave a breathtaking ecstasy that seemed to grow.

“Turn around,” he said, pulling me to a standing position. His hands moved down my hips as I turned and faced the desk. I felt like the class from my university was watching me. He gripped me hard, one hand pushing down on my back so I was bent over the desk. My heart was pounding; I knew this was going to be painful. His grip was so tight he gave me no chance of running away from what was coming. He thrust inside my ass slowly; he never wanted to hurt me or to make me call for help. I shuddered as our bodies pinned together.

“Oh, God,” I moaned. He smelled my wetness; the smell of my arousal juices drove him crazy. He wanted to savor each moment. He rocked his hips softly and slowly to avoid hurting me. The pain and pleasure were intense.

“Oh, God,” I said to myself. Another woman, blonde, walked around me over to my new friend, moving her hand to my friend’s hair as her fingers circled her own clit. I felt so naïve, not being able to join in. I watched as my friend grabbed the woman’s hand, sucking hard on her pussy-soaked fingers as he began to work her clit with expert motions, his hips still rocking his cock gently inside me. I didn’t know where to look: the room exploded with the scent of fucking and everyone was cheering. The bald stripper and the red-headed woman also joined in the group sex. It was about time; I had been waiting anxiously for the bald man.

I glanced over at the bald man; he parted his lips in a friendly way. My friend had pulled himself out of my ass, kneeling to lick and suck at the blonde’s pussy as he looked at me with glittery eyes. I walked to the bald man and knelt in front of him, taking his cock in my mouth. His dick was thick and heavy, and he started thrusting his hips towards me. I barely did any work as his hard erection fucked my mouth.

I felt his hands on my head; I glanced up at him and he was smiling. I saw his eyes shift as I felt hands on my hips pulling them backward. I tried to let go of the bald man’s cock to see who it was but he just shook his finger. I took him deeper into my mouth as I felt the fingers on my hips replaced with by a cock sliding up and down my crack. I took a deep breath. I was about to be fucked by someone I didn’t know – couldn’t even see – and this only made me wetter.

My new friend had turned away from the blonde to focus on me. He brought his brown lips to my white breasts as he licked and sucked them. I let out a loud moan as I stroked his bulging cock. My friend let out loud whimpers and gasps. These were obvious signals that he was willing to experience the delights of my pussy. He didn’t want to deprive me. He sat in the booth and I was soon on top of him. I spread my legs wide, letting my friend to see my bum and my appetizing crack. He could feel my burning passion. The air had, by now, become tropical.

I rode him like a champion. His dick was as hard and firm as stone. I watched his well-formed dick pushing into my pussy, enlarging it.

The bald man applied saliva to his hard dick, and his tender hand ran up my leg, leaving a trace of goosebumps behind. I lifted myself off my new friend, kissing my way down his body until my mouth was on his cock, and I had pushed myself up onto my hands and knees. I felt the bald man rub his cock against my wet slit. I couldn’t wait to feel him back inside me. I waited. His dick continued to rub against me but no penetration. I could hear him panting slightly.

Fucking hell!, I said to myself. He was masturbating against my pussy. This had never happened to me before and yet it was the biggest turn on of my life. I pulled further away from my new friend – one hand still working his cock – and tried to force the bald stripper inside me, but he backed away and continued to stroke his cock vigorously.

He was getting close again; I could hear it in the distinct rhythm of his breathing. He was teasing me and I really wanted to be fucked. I was helpless playing this cat and mouse game. I felt tears in my eyes; I wanted him inside my gaping ass. I felt like killing him and the crowd noticed my desperation. I surged forward and moaned as I once again rode my friend. Behind me, the bald stripper smiled and moved closer, slipping his hand slowly into me to prepare the way.

He coated his dick with my juices and slid it into my ass. My utterly eroticized body welcomed them both to my fullness.

“C’mon, spilt me in half you two,” I screamed. “Don’t hold back your manhood,” I ordered them. They seemed happy to serve me. They both provided me with uncontrollable thrusts. The bald stripper was so deep that his balls pressed against my ass. He could sense that my new friend had reached the depths of my pussy. They both exploded in unison and all of us convulsed together.

Their still semi-hard cocks slid inside me as I felt a wave of heat flick through my pussy. Someone’s hand came around and I felt a vibrator on my clitoris. I could feel an orgasm building up inside me. The man behind me fucked me with post-orgasmic pleasure. I slid down my new friend’s body and wrapped my lips around his cock as I groaned.

I moaned as I felt the best release of my life.

I tried to stand up and walk off-stage but another man held me by the arm, pulling me back.

“Ooooh,” the crowd said in unison. I didn’t know if I could do it one more time: I felt tired but what the hell.

I pressed my lips against his and kissed him, once more making my tongue mate with his in a tutored way. I felt the rich ambrosia of his mouth. He made a feral sound low in his throat that sent shivers all over my body. He pulled me forward, tugging his hands around my hips and lifting me up to meet him. I unbuttoned his shirt and yanked off his belt in a primal manner.

He glanced down; his eyes went wide and pleased. My warm hands grabbed the cheek of his ass and pulled him towards me. I watched him groan and saw his Adam’s apple swallow hard, then, like he was done wasting time, he put his head between my legs and teased my pussy with his mouth. I sucked in a lungful of air at the sudden feeling and supported myself with my elbow on the desk. I was stunned he was going down on me and I needed to see it. The thought of his head between my legs, moving from left to right as he changed it up with kisses, smooth sucks, and hard flicking of his tongue made me euphoric.

I squeezed my eyes shut and grit my teeth in the effort to pull it together, and this resulted only in intensifying the feeling of what his tongue did. I wondered how he was so good at eating pussy. Who tutored him in this and how many women had he made scream like me? I felt jealous imagining him doing this to other women. I imagined him between the legs of his girlfriend, licking her to high-pitched orgasm with his talented mouth.

A series of beautiful screams reached my ears and I was shocked to realize I was the one making them. Who’d ever thought that this wholesome dude, fresh from wonderland, would make me, the frigid lady, crazy with passion? The screams sounded so sexy.

He dipped his tongue into me, and as he tasted the hot juice flowing from my pussy his thumb found its way to tease my clit. The juxtaposition of three dissimilar yet incredibly hot pleasures drove me to into overload. I held a fistful of his treasured mane. I held him to me as I poured my juice into his mouth. My teeth nearly tore my lip in order to compete against the pressure that wanted to open his lips. It was unbelievable that he was able to pleasure me and make me feel like a woman like that.

I moved and stood on my feet. My lips moved from his chest to his waist to his shaking abdomen. My pussy was still buzzed from my orgasm. I took his manhood as he sighed. I took his cock in my mouth and sucked it softly, then nearly choked on a moan as he produced a wanting groan and pushed my head down, urging me to swallow him further in my mouth. I put a hand around his cock, holding it as my mouth laved his head and teased his slit. He tasted sweet and it made me want to stay in control. I wanted him.

His hands rested on my shoulders, tugging me up. He carried me again to the other side of the desk. He was between my legs, his pants halfway down his legs and a stare in his eyes so sexy it made me feel like nothing else ever had. I tore my look from his and spread my legs wider. I heard him moan, “I want you.” Then, without hesitating, he held my left leg high and thrust inside me in one stroke.

A moan instantly came from me at the feeling, and every muscle in my body froze as he found his rhythm. His eyes were shut as if he were in concentration mode and his lips were pressing together in a line. He still held my leg, his power and grip growing harder as the passion increased. I begged my body not to betray me; I wanted him not to feel that I was enjoying this and felt something for him. I put my hands on his face and stroked it; my hand disappeared into his thick hair and grabbed a handful of shoulder. I pulled him toward me and he opened his eyes, surprising me with the emotion. His mouth pressed against mine as his fingers went for my clit; he circled it with too much skill. My breath was in sync with every stroke; I withdrew from his kisses to scream with pleasure as my muscles became tight around his dick. He followed suit as he became rigid and dropped onto me; he exhaled a breath as he finally came, and then lowered his forehead against my shoulder.

“Wow!” That was all I could say. I can’t wait to do it all again…


5. The End of the Aisle: A Brides Revenge Gangbang by Riley Davis

I am on the verge of becoming a bride. Eric seems safe and sure. And the last person that I ever expect to encounter out of town is my ex. Johnny looks better than ever. I try to tell myself that he is my past. But fate has a strange way of showing her hand. Before I even realize what’s happening, I’m back in his arms. And maybe I want a few of his friends to come along for the ride.

“This can’t be what you really want.”

Rolling my eyes as I nudged Kayla’s ribs, I stepped through the revolving door of the Townsend Hotel. The mosaic tiles that made up the lobby floor sparkled under crystal chandeliers, and I saw a slew of guests in various stages of checking in. Some were family and other friends; the sight of them brought a smile to my face. Others were strictly Eric’s people. Undoubtedly they were on our guest list, but I had yet to memorize all the names.

In any event, it was all for me. What girl wouldn’t want that?

“We should see about our rooms,” I whispered to Kayla.

“Your funeral, Anne,” she said. I could hear my mother’s voice ringing in my ears when I assembled the bridal party.

You really want Kayla to stand up for you?

The girl could be crude and had a habit of speaking her mind without consequence. An extra set of hands was required to number all the times that she landed me in the principal’s office between grades 7 and 12. But she was always a good time and loyal when it counted most.

And I wanted her with me at the start of my next chapter.

“I know you don’t approve, Kayla,” said as I snagged my key card after smiling at the man behind the desk. “But Eric is one of the good guys.”

Flashing the ring that he had given me on Valentine’s Day along with a dozen roses after a carriage ride through Central Park, I pictured the home that we would make and the life that we would share.

My mother looked like it was her wedding day as she sauntered through the throng of guests and lifted my face to the light.

“Right to bed after the rehearsal dinner, young lady,” she said. “The last thing anyone wants is to see you walking down the aisle with puffy eyes.”

“Like that would matter to me one bit!”

The sound of Eric’s voice spun me around, and I nuzzled my nose against his shoulder.

“Aren’t you just a dream!” my mother chirped. “So much more than the trash that she used to run around with.”

“Mom, don’t,” I begged as my cheeks turned crimson and Eric tightened his hold.

“So what if she made a few mistakes,” Eric said. “She got it right now.”

“No question about it, you beautiful boy!” my mother chirped as she flung her arms around his neck. Kayla hissed that they should get a room as I slapped her wrist and said that we’d meet up with them in less than an hour.

“I’ll be waiting, honey,” Eric answered as the elevator doors closed.

And Kayla took advantage of our moment alone.

“Why this one?” she asked. “You do get that he’s a stuffed shirt that’s going to lose his hair like before he’s even thirty.”

Maybe so. But he had a steady job and I liked the idea of something solid to hang onto.

“Kayla, please. I know what I’m doing. I’m trying to be a grown up.”

“That’s what you call it?” she challenged. “I think you’re selling out.”

“Call it what you will,” I said as I left the elevator and promised that I would see her soon. Approaching Room 807, I tried and failed to make the key card work. But the door would not budge.

“Fuck,” I muttered under my breath. “Now what the am I supposed to do?”

Ready to abandon my bags and head back to the lobby, I saw the back of a man in a crisp black uniform and called for help as I waved my hand in the air.

“Excuse me?” I said. “I can’t seem to get my door---”

My voice caught in my throat when the man turned around and I saw a head of thick black hair that would never thin out resting above a tanned face holding two blue eyes that still had the power to make me weak in the knees.

“Johnny?” I managed. “What… what are you doing here?”

He stayed silent as he stepped closer and brushed his hands down the back of his slacks. Those hands. They knew every part of me inside and out. Time was when I imagined nothing hut a happy life between the space of his fingers.

“I could ask you the same thing,” he shot back. “You here for the party tomorrow.”

“I… the party?” I asked.

“Some hotshot banker’s getting married,” he said.

Swallowing hard as I stared into his eyes, I could do nothing but wave my useless key card in his face.

“Looks like you need my help,” he said. “Happy to oblige.”

He curved past me and I could do nothing but focus on his ass as he rattled on an about the things demagnetizing at every shot.

“And how do you know that?” I asked.

“Got a job here,” he said.

“You?” I choked out as I struggled to pick my jaw off the checkered carpet lining my feet. “What happened to the garage band that was going to take the world by storm?”

That came out a little more hateful than I would have wanted, but Johnny just smiled.

“I still jam when I get the chance,” he said. “But a man’s gotta find a way to pay the bills, Anne.”

Coming from his lips that was a major step in an untold direction, and I imagined what it would have been like to see it through at his side when he spied the lace train poking out of my suitcase.

“Oh so… so you’re the lucky bride,” he said.

My diamond suddenly felt like something that I should be ashamed of as I watched his eyes turn sad as he forced a smile.

“Good for you,” he said. “It’s a lucky man that gets to call you his wife.”

Johnny opened the door and reverently placed my bags on the bed before he turned on his heel and started to make his way back into the hallway.

“Wait!” I cried.

When he looked back, I thought of tearing off my clothes and pressing him into the sheets. Eric had his charms, but nothing had ever felt like…

“Are you happy for me?” I asked.

He tenderly touched my shoulder as he bowed his head to kiss my cheek. My skin was on fire at the feel of his lips on my flesh, and for a second I imagined asking him to stay, longing to learn everything that had happened since we last spoke when my phone buzzed from my purse.

“That the groom?” Johnny asked as he pressed his hands into his pocket even as he kept me in the space of his stare.

“My mom,” I muttered. “She’s telling me to get a move on.”

“Bet she’s over the moon, right?”

On that point I could not lie, and Johnny trailed his fingers through my hair and promised that he’d be around all weekend if I needed a helping hand.

“I’ll keep that in mind,” I said. “It… it was really great to see you again, Johnny.”

“Congratulations, pretty girl.”

Once he closed the door behind him, I had to take a few seconds to recover my bearings. He would always be the one that got away. But just because he appeared to have gotten his act together, that didn’t change the fact that we were in different places and our moment had passed.

“Are you alright?” Kayla asked me as we met up again in the lobby. I started to tell the truth but just as quickly held my tongue. She would say that Johnny’s presence was a sign from on high.

“I’m fine,” I assured her. “When one door closes, another one opens, right?”

“Just be sure you know what’s on the other side, Anne.”

We went through the motions in the chapel just down the road and returned to the hotel’s dining room for a quick bite to eat. Tomorrow it would be the grand ballroom bathed in candlelight and lined with freshly cut roses of many colors. Eric stayed by my side as we ate and drank and toasted to the future. His father remarked that a good wife would go a long way to securing his promotion, and I hated having to leave Eric as he started towards the honeymoon suite.

“Before you know it it’ll be just us,” he promised as he kissed me deeply and dropped me off at my door. As hard as I tried, I simply could not settle down and fall asleep. Maybe it was the excitement at finally becoming a bride; maybe the sight of Johnny had stirred something in my soul.

I needed a release.

Sure it was bad luck, but I decided to tempt fate as I threw on my robe and rushed to the suite. I needed one more kiss. Possibly a little bit more. It would be our shared secret as soon as I approached him from the other end of the aisle.

Leaving the elevator, I was suddenly struck by the sound of loud music emanating from the suite destined for our first night of marital bliss. Had Eric opted to blow off some steam with his groomsmen? I tried to tell myself that it was normal. Harmless. But as I inched closer to the noise, Kayla’s warning echoed in my ear.

Just be sure you know what’s on the other side, Anne.

“Eric! What the hell is---?”

His ushers were downing shots as if their lives depended on it and dancing with a scantily clad girl. The best man was already passed out. But Eric was wide awake and grinding on a blonde wearing next to nothing as she clutched the bed sheets and climaxed around him.

“Anne!” he screeched as soon as he saw me. “Why are you here?”

“That’s not the question!” I cried out as I trembled where I stood and clutched my robe closer to my heaving chest. He clumsily pulled out of the girl as a third set of tits and ass emerged from the bathroom, wiping her mouth and reeking of his cologne.

“It’s really no big deal,” he said. “Just a last blast before I’m all yours. Everyone does it.”

“Everyone?” I challenged. “So you… you were really going to take me in this same room after screwing these skanks?”

“Hey!” the girl from the bathroom with red hair and small breasts started. “Maybe he needed a few real lays before he had to get stuck with a mousy little slit like you!”

The room erupted in laughter, and Eric tried to grab my hand when I swatted him away and weakly struck his face.

“You bastard!” I screamed. “Don’t you touch---!”

“And don’t you go blowing this up into something it’s not!” he suddenly yelled back, his eyes full of fury. “Like you had anything before you met me. Now go to bed and get your head on straight. You are not going to screw everything up.”

“I… I’m not?” I said. Eric turned away, and left me looking like a fool as his friends got back to the girls and looked at me like I was in the wrong.

What the hell was I signing up for?

I rushed away from the tainted honeymoon suite and stumbled into the elevator. Sliding down the wall as I hid my face in my hands, I wished that I had my phone. One text and Kayla would come running. And probably charge back into the suite and knock Eric out for playing me for a fool. The numbers over my head came to light in an agonizing countdown, and I groaned when the car stopped on the ninth floor and the metallic doors slid open.

“Anne?”

Peering up through my fingers and the fallen strands of my hair, I saw Johnny in his crisp slacks and vest with a bill in his hand and a white towel slung over his broad shoulder.

“Why are you… shouldn’t you like be gearing up for your big day?” he asked.

I tried to talk, but only a straggled sob came out. His face seemed to fall to the lobby, and I feared the ground would give out from under me until Johnny was on his knees and pulling me close to his chest.

“Hey there,” he whispered as he ran his long fingers up and down my heaving back. “What the hell happened?”

The tears kept flowing, and Johnny told me that I didn’t have to say anything as he picked me up and held me tight. We walked down the long hallway, and he swiped his keycard and carried me into a darkened room. A dim glow surrounded us as he flicked the lamp on the bedside table and turned the sheets down as he laid me out on the bed.

“Where are… whose room is this?” I managed to ask.

“Staff always keeps it on hold,” Johnny said as he stroked my face. “Just in case one of us needs to grab a nap or…”

His sheepish smile told me that so much more than sleep went down within these walls, and Johnny’s face suddenly morphed into Eric’s and I couldn’t control myself.

“You’re all the same!” I screeched as I bolted up and started to pummel his chest with shaking fists. “No better than animals!”

“Anne!” he cried as he bobbed and weaved in an effort to block each blow. “What the hell did I do? I’m only trying to---!”

“And what about tomorrow?” I kept wailing. “You were just going to let me walk down that aisle and pretend that I was your one and only?”

Johnny let me fall back to the bed, and I gathered the pillows close as his sigh hit the air.

“Shit,” he muttered. “The redhead?”

“I…”

My voice trailed off as I gazed up at him and watched him shake his head.

“Please don’t tell me that you were in on it,” I begged. “I don’t think that I can take---”

“I only knew that she was here for a party,” Johnny confessed. “Not that it was your guy she was on her way to see.”

“My guy,” I scoffed. “Don’t call him that.” Glancing down at the diamond still on my finger, I could no longer stand the sight of it and tugged it off.

“I am such an idiot,” I muttered.

“No way,” he said. “Anne?”

Johnny pried the ring from my hold and tossed it into the farthest corner as he pressed his palms to my shoulders and rested his head against mine.

“I know it has to hurt,” he started. “But at least you know before you got in too deep. That has to count for something.”

Weakly nodding my head, I winded my body back into the sheets and wondered how I would get through the next day. Eric’s father… my mother…

“He says I should just get over it,” I continued. “How much you want to bet that everyone but Kayla will agree?

“I always loved that crazy friend of yours,” he said. “She tells it like it is.”

“She told me that Eric was a bad bet.” My body went numb as reality started to sink in, and I wanted nothing more than to pass out and wake up in another time and place when Johnny kicked off his shoes and climbed into the bed beside me.

“Won’t get an argument here,” he said. “Would love to know what she had to say about me.”

Sighing at the feel of his warm breath coating my cheeks as it trickled down my neck; I raised my hand to his chin and traced random circles into his cheeks.

“She said that you were the one that got away,” I muttered. Johnny lowered his eyelids and turned to his back so he could stare up at the ceiling even as he kept his hand in mine.

“That cuts both ways,” he confessed. “But it’s not like I was good enough for you.”

“Weren’t you?” I asked as I turned my body on top of his and softly kissed his lips. “Or was I just too blind to see what was right there in front of me?”

Johnny’s smile expanded under my mouth, and I lowered my robe revealing nothing but my lavender lace bra and panty set.

“You like what you see now?” I asked as his breath hitched and his hands enclosed my sides.

“Always,” he admitted. “But I’m not here to be your rebound guy.”

Tilting my head, I licked my lips as I undid the buttons of his vest. His shirt. The wild hair lining his chest fluttered through my fingers, and I licked my way up to his neck until I found his ear.

“And I’m pretty damn sure I’m not getting married tomorrow,” I said. As our lips locked, I grazed my nails down his sides and started to unloop his belt.

“There it is,” I moaned. His cock was stiff and sleek in my hand, and I started to rub him down as I kissed his eyes and moaned into his mouth.

“I shouldn’t have left you,” I said. “I didn’t know what I was missing.”

Johnny let me a stroke him for a few seconds more before he pushed away from the bed and sent me flying to my back. Gasping as his firm legs straddled my thighs, I longed to touch him again when he forced my hands over my head and licked my earlobes.

“This?” he purred. Bowing his head to tear my panties away with his teeth, I spread my legs as he slowly sank inside me. His cock took its time finding my wet walls, and I felt as if I would faint when my cunt curled around his shaft.

And my heart and my body remembered just how good he could feel.

“That,” I murmured. My legs kicked what was left of the sheets aside as I pushed my ankles into the taut flesh of his ass. He came closer to my pussy, and I smiled when I caught a glimpse of his eyes lingering on my breasts.

“Bite it off, too,” I begged. “I want you to see me.”

His free hand fondled my sides, and I was ready for the force of his teeth when he reached behind my back and simply unfastened the purple lace until there were no barriers between us.

“I do see you,” he said. “And I…”

Failing to finish the thought, Johnny’s tongue raced up my middle. He suckled each of my nipples, and I clenched my pussy around his cock when his eyes seemed to burrow their way into my soul.

“And I never want you to go away again.”

Claiming his mouth with a quick kiss, my hips moved in time to his thrusts, and I broke free from his hands to grab his hair and pull my body away from the bed. Screaming without words as he spun inside me, I clung to his neck and knew nothing but his lust until I collapsed on top of him and softly kissed his cheek.

“Did you always feel this good?” I asked. Johnny laughed as he eased me to his side and caressed my face, his cock still humming between my legs.

“Of course,” he teased. “Must make you wonder why you ran away.”

“I… I don’t even know anymore,” I confessed. “I’m just happy to be back.”

“Same here.”

With a gentle kiss, he smoothed the fallen hair from my shoulders.

“What?” I asked as I played with the long lines of his fingers. “I can hear you thinking.”

“Are you going to tell me the rest of the story?” he asked. “I mean I… I’m pretty sure that I can connect the dots, but---”

His voice came to a stop when two other men in uniforms matching Johnny’s discarded clothes appeared with a bottle in of vodka and a pack of playing cards.

And their jaws dropped in unison as soon as they saw us on the bed.

“Shit, man,” the taller of the two said. “We didn’t know you had the room and… wait. Isn’t she supposed to be getting married in the morning?”

I had to laugh at the question, and Johnny joined in as he covered me with the sheets and left the bed in search of his pants.

“She’s had a change of heart,” he said. “Lucky for me.”

Squeezing his hands as I kissed his fingers, I saw a look pass between the other men and looked over Johnny’s shoulder with wide eyes.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Um… nothing,” the taller one said.

“Bullshit, Mike,” the little guy said as he slapped his shoulder. “Maybe she already knows that we’re gonna have to hose down the honeymoon suite until anyone else can use it again.”

Biting down on my lip as I kept the sheet close, I slowly left the bed and dragged Johnny behind me as I looked into the other men’s eyes.

“So he… he’s still at it?” I asked.

Mike just laughed as his friend shuffled his feet.

“What’s the good word, Karl?” Johnny asked.

Hanging his head, Karl’s words might have been meant for the carpet. But they still found their way to my ears.

“Last we saw, the… groom was taking them two a time,” Karl started. “Some of his buddies said that he should like lay off and… and look for you.”

“But he didn’t,” I said in a thick voice. Karl lifted his head away from the floor and gave me a sad and sorry smile.

“Last I heard he… he seemed sure that you’d get over it come morning.”

A light laugh bubbled in the pit of my stomach. Moving up my throat, it came out it in a howl, and Johnny tried to hug my pain away when I flattened my palms to his taut chest.

“I can show a room a good time, too,” I swore. “Would you like to see?”

His brow furrowed, and I feared that he might try to reason with me when he tugged at the sheet. I shuddered when the draft just passing through the open door hit my body.

But then Johnny smiled…

“Lock up,” he told his friends. “I think that someone wants to more than play some poker.”

Kissing him quickly as the boys obeyed his orders, I fell back to the bed and extended my arms over my head. Johnny took one of my hands in his and knelt close to the headboard as he bowed his head to kiss my cheek.

“It’s okay?” I asked.

“I’m down with whatever you need.”

We kissed again, and I lifted my head to see his friends’ hungry eyes.

“Let’s have our own party,” I whispered.

Mike didn’t need me to say it twice as he stripped down to his shorts and mounted me quickly. His hard cock pulsed through the cotton of his briefs, and I eased my body closer to his throb as I released his shaft and let it glide through my fingers.

“What are you going to do with this?” I teased. Mike’s smile expanded, and he entered my wet pussy with one quick thrust. I screamed on impact and felt him swirling inside me. He pushed me back to the bed, and my eyes blurred when I spied Johnny hovering over my head.

“When did you become a wild woman?” he whispered.

“Right now,” I purred. “I… Jesus!”

Mike moved deeper, faster, and the pressure in my soul felt like it would explode when I leapt up and forced him to the other end of the bed.

“See what he’s giving up?” I moaned as my hands moved up and down Mike’s face. He nodded his assent with a silly smile, and the mattress dipped as Johnny pulled off his pans and climbed closer. He ran his hands up and down my legs, across my quivering ass. As I reached back for his hand, I spied Karl unsure of his role.

“Get in on this,” I said. “Don’t you want to?”

He unzipped his fly and gripped my face. The blush in his cheeks was only matched by the pink hue of his cock. I took his heat into my mouth and started to lick up and down his shaft. Karl’s anxious groans flooded my mind. His cum started to trickle down my throat when a familiar finger in my ass caught me by surprise.

“Would you really do this without me?” Johnny asked as he nipped at my ears. Slowly shaking my head around Karl’s cock, I felt something hard and long brushing against my backside. My body opened to take him in as Johnny fell on top of me, his hands shifting around my middle so he could massage my breasts.

“Not chance in hell,” I said.

His cock filled me from behind. I turned my hips into his as hot streams of cum consumed me from all sides. Parting my lips from Karl’s member so I could scream my joy, I watched his lust spill onto Mike’s chest and wondered how I could have ever thought of marrying the wrong man. Not when Johnny was back. Not when he let me have this moment of pleasure.

“Was I good boys?” I asked. Karl fell to his knees, and Mike moaned underneath me as Johnny pulled out and dragged me back to the pillows. His kisses knew no bounds as I snuggled into his shoulder and let him push back the sweat-soaked strands of hair clinging to my face.

“Think it’s a yes all around,” Johnny said. “So what happens now?”

Playing with his fingers as my body still burned, I raised my eyes to his and cupped his chin in my hand.

“I’m going to go back to my room,” I said as his face fell.

“What?” he demanded. “Are you for real right now?”

“Very much so,” I continued. “I’m going to get cleaned up and put on my pretty white dress. And when it’s time for someone to object, I’m going to spit in my so-called fiancé’s face.”

Johnny busted out laughing as he held me closer and kissed my hair.

“And where do you see me in all of this?” he asked.

“At the end of the aisle. So I can rush into your arms and keep making up for lost time.”

“Sounds like a plan,” he said.

I started to disentangle myself from his arms when he caught my hand and perched on the edge of the bed.

“You know that you’re going to have a lot of angry faces to deal with, right?”

“All except Kayla,” I said. “She’ll be thrilled. And I was thinking…”

Running my fingers down his lean arms, I nipped at his neck before meeting his gaze.

“Maybe we’ll bring her into the mix tomorrow night to celebrate?” I suggested as I gave him a quick wink.

“Oh there is no way in hell that I’m ever letting you get away again, Anne.”
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