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It was kind of embarrassing. We’d been
on a two week camping trip. There were three boys and the two of
us. Theresa and I had been best friends since we were babies,
really. We grew up together as next door neighbors, and we’d been
inseparable pretty much the whole time. The reason things were
embarrassing at the moment was that we were utterly naked and
hiding in the bushes outside of the cabin where all of us were
spending the weekend. We’d just been skinny dipping, and a bear, of
all things, had stolen our clothes. We’d been afraid that the boys
might steal them as a joke. My brother, Joseph, was kind of a dick
that way, and his two buddies pretty much went along with whatever
he said. So, we’d packed our bikinis into the little bag that held
our snacks and our towels and then hidden the bag in a shrub. The
problem was that the bag also held snacks. We swam in the river,
and it was about as exciting as hell when we saw the bear. It was
beautiful, and it wasn’t until it stuck its nose in the shrub
emerged with the bag in its mouth that we realized what was going
on. Then, we started yelling but instead of dropping the bag it ran
off into the forest.

We ended up sneaking back to the cabin
and trying to figure out how to get in without humiliation. That
was when we lucked out. I heard Joseph’s voice and then the car
door slammed. I remembered the boys were heading into town about
forty-five miles away to pick up beer and food. We watched the car
disappear and then walked boldly to the cabin, taking the time to
take a shower in the outside stall my parents had built just so we
could all wash up after swimming in the river. As we soaped up, I
realized this was probably the hundredth shower Theresa and I had
taken in the outside stall, and I realized how much I loved that we
were still as close of friends at nineteen years old as we were
when we were five. We finished up our showers and then stepped over
to the cabin’s mud room where we dried off with the towels that had
been there since before I was born. Finally, we made our way into
the cabin proper. Our plan was to get dressed and spend some time
trying on a bunch of new clothes we’d bought at an outlet mall on
the way and then watching a chick flick or something, just enjoying
that there were no men around.

Theresa and I both walked naked into
the cabin and hurried upstairs. I had a great many number of
outfits I wanted to try out, and the idea that we’d have some girl
time alone was fabulous. We walked up to the bedroom, and I was
shocked to discover that Charlie was still there lying on the bed.
(We switched off. The boys got the bedroom one night and the girls
got the couches below and then we switched.) He looked up lazily at
us, and then his eyes opened wide in shock. I think both Theresa
and I had comical expressions on our faces with our jaws dropped in
absolute amazement. But then Theresa surprised the hell out of me.
She looked at me, giggled, and then kissed me. I couldn’t believe
it. I’d never kissed a woman before, and until that very moment,
I’d never even thought of it. I knew that being with a girl was a
big fantasy among women but I’d never had it. But as my tan, brown
haired friend leaned forward and kissed me, I felt a thrill run
through me that I’d never felt before.

Charlie said, “Holy shit!” I was busy
kissing back with my eyes closed.

The next thing I knew, I felt his
hands trailing over my breasts. She broke the kiss off and I backed
up for a second and saw that he was also squeezing her breasts. It
was the strangest thing. Neither of us was attached to Charlie.
Hell, we weren’t attached to any of the boys that were here, but,
Charlie was attractive enough. He had a square jaw, and these
beautiful boyish eyes I just loved. But still, it was just
completely out of nowhere. I mean, we were supposed to be trying on
different outfits, not kissing each other and being groped together
by man. It didn’t stop me from kissing back when she leaned forward
again. And before I knew it, we were both on the bed bent over on
all fours kissing each other while Charlie was behind us rubbing
and licking at our pussies.

I know that seems like an abrupt
transition but I can’t even explain how it happened. I went from
walking into my room with my best friend intending to try on
clothes, to on all fours on the bed with a man I barely knew
licking at my clit. I’d like to say that I complained, and I’d like
to say that I resisted in any way, but the truth was I didn’t. The
sensations running through me were amazing, and they were made even
more amazing because every time his tongue stopped working on me,
Theresa would start moaning and I knew that his tongue was working
on her. It was easily the craziest thing I’d ever done, and I was
pretty sure it was the craziest thing that Theresa had ever
done.

I stared at her face as Charlie licked
her and her mouth would open slowly as she moaned. It was really
incredible. I kept staring and stroking her hair, and then her
mouth opened in surprise, her eyes grew wide. She started bouncing
a little bit, and I turned my head back and realized Charlie had
pushed inside of her. I had never been this close to two people
fucking before. It was really remarkable for me, and I think it was
even more amazing because Charlie’s hand started roaming over me.
He squeezed at my ass cheeks and rubbed. Theresa leaned forward and
kissed me as he moved, and then I felt a sharp sting on my ass. I
heard the smack and realized he was spanking me. I’d love to
pretend that I didn’t like it and that it was unwelcome, that I was
pissed or something along those lines but even if I had felt a
temporary resentment toward it; it was hard to deny that the moan I
let out against Theresa’s mouth was keeping me from really arguing
about it.

I watched as he began moving faster.
She put her arm around me just as his hand came up to grab her
hair. It was amazing. He pulled back so that her head was in the
air, and I leaned forward to kiss at her neck. Once he had her head
back he used just one hand to keep it there and his other hand
moved back to continue spanking at my ass. I couldn’t believe how
good it felt. Maybe it was the whole situation. Maybe it would take
more than one person with me for me to be able to enjoy it, but as
his hand fell down over and over, and I continued to kiss and lick
at my best friend’s neck, I couldn’t imagine anything I wanted more
than his spanks. There was something about the sounds that were
involved, the high pitched moans from Theresa, the lower, more
animalistic moans from Charlie and also the spanks. It took me a
while to realize that he was spanking her, too, and it was the
sounds from spanks ringing out without the accompanying sting that
made me understand that.

I have no idea why I enjoyed it. I’ve
never been into that whole alpha male thing but God, I was so
turned on! I was also shocked about how quickly I’d fallen into
fooling around with Theresa. With her arm around me, I kissed her
neck and lips and I found my hands wandering to squeeze at her
breasts. It was all so new and exciting and nerve wracking yet I
was hungry for it. It was thrilling. She just kept moaning and
Charlie just kept moving. I have to admit that I thrilled at the
way her body pushed forward a little bit every time he thrust into
her. I squeezed at her breasts and I kissed her and I loved the way
that his slaps landed on my ass. It was staggering in how wonderful
the situation seemed.

I looked back and watched him fucking
her and saw him slap her ass again, and I realized that a little
bit of redness had risen on her ass cheeks. She was tan with much
darker skin than me. I was a California bleached blonde without the
tan, so I imagined my ass had to be red as hell, but I didn’t get a
chance to turn around and see because in one fluid movement, he
pulled out of Theresa and just got behind me, and before I could
concentrate on looking at anything, I was filled. It was
staggering. His cock was very large, and I’d never felt anything
that big inside of me. I yelped as he pushed in, but then my yelp
was cut off as Theresa put her mouth on mine, and he began
thrusting in and out. There was no build up at all. He just kept
going at the same speed he’d built up with Theresa, and ordinarily
I wouldn’t have liked that kind of a quick start. In this case, it
was wonderful. I felt his hands holding tightly to my hips as he
pushed in, and it was even more profound because Theresa and I had
to keep pulling away and re-kissing because of the force of his
thrusts.

Then, he was out of me. I was confused
for a second until Theresa started moving. I was about to turn my
head and tell him he wasn’t being fair, she’d gotten a lot already,
but then I was filled again. It took me a while to realize that he
was switching back and forth between us, and frankly, the whole
damned thought was so sexy that I didn’t care that she’d gotten
more. He moved back and forth, and each of us moaned in turn. It
was amazing. What was really weird was that I felt like I was being
treated like a complete whore, like a piece of meat. I liked it! I
guess since Theresa was being treated like a piece of meat at the
exact same time, I was okay with it. I’d heard an old adage once
that said, “One person being stupid is stupid, twenty people being
stupid is fun.” Well, I didn’t know if that was true or not, but I
knew that one person being treated the way Charlie was treating us
would probably have been offensive; both of us being treated that
way was hot as fucking hell.

He kept pushing into us over and over,
and the next time he was behind me, he grabbed my hair, just like
he’d grabbed hers, pulling my head back. It hurt a little, but
there was something else, too. Somehow, that little act of
dominance just overwhelmed me and I felt my clit beginning to
pulse. I couldn’t believe it. I would never have considered myself
the type of woman that would find rough treatment exciting, but as
my head came back and he held tightly as he pushed into me, an
orgasm exploded over me.

I cried out, “Oh, Jesus
Christ!”

Theresa said, “Fuck, she’s cumming,
she’s cumming!”

Charlie, getting the picture, I guess,
started moving furiously fast, slamming into me harder and harder
and harder which heightened the pleasure in ways that I’ve never
experienced before. Theresa was holding me tight, her arm around my
back; her mouth on my neck kissing me. The orgasm just continued to
rage. It was astounding, really. Not only was I cumming hard, but I
was slamming myself back against Charlie. I was desperate for more,
and I guess I kind of forgot Theresa was there because I really
wanted him to cum. It was a strange situation, I suppose, but I
continued to fuck him, moving my hips furiously as she kissed me
and I think that’s probably why he pulled out. When he did, I
moaned in disappointment, but he did something strange.

He grabbed my waist and just turned me
around so that all of a sudden, I was right in front of his cock. I
opened my mouth to take it in, but that wasn’t what he had in mind.
He flipped me over, so I was on my back. Again, I was shocked by
all of this. I wasn’t used to being manhandled. The most shocking
part of it all was that I didn’t try to stop him. Instead, I just
let him do it. A second later, I was staring up at my best friend’s
pussy. He’d moved her right on top of me, and then just pushed in.
The moment she was in position, I felt Theresa’s fingers push into
me and I groaned and began moving my hips against her as Charlie
began thrusting in earnest. It was so amazing to see her little
pink, pretty pussy stretched by that huge thing.

As he pushed into her, he started
pushing down on her ass. I didn’t realize at first what he was
doing until her pussy got closer and closer to my mouth. I felt a
lot of fear because I’d never been with a woman and never really
considered it but with her fingers working in me, and the sight of
Charlie pushing in and out of her, it was hard to resist anything.
So when her pussy got close enough, I extended my tongue and began
flicking it over her clit. She moaned in such a throaty and
overwhelmed way that I was too encouraged to hold back. I began
furiously attacking her clit, using the flat of my tongue to lick
in broad strokes and then leaning forward, sucking as intently as I
could as Charlie began pushing harder and harder I could feel his
balls slapping against my cheeks as I tried to lick and suck at
Theresa’s clit, using my tongue to try to drive her crazy. I could
tell when I was being particularly successful because her fingers
would slow in my pussy and shake slightly. It thrilled me to think
I made it hard for her to concentrate.

It really was wonderful. I licked,
Charlie moved faster, and she just continued to moan, and when she
came, it was the most erotic sight I’d ever seen. Her whole body
jerked. She slammed her fingers all the way into my pussy and I
think it was an involuntary response, but it made my orgasm ramp up
and I slammed against her furiously. As she cried out, Charlie
began moving faster. It was an amazing experience. As pleasure
coursed over my body and I moaned against her clit, I realized that
as far as I was concerned, Theresa and I could spend time like this
together whenever we wanted, and I’d be happy to enjoy it with or
without a man.

Charlie began groaning, and I saw him
pull his cock out her pussy. I didn’t understand exactly what he
was going to do until I felt hot warmth splash across my lips. I
opened my mouth in surprise and that was all it took for Charlie to
push the head past my lips and over my tongue as he spurted and I
tasted his salty load. I realized that in every other circumstance,
I would have been angry. I would have been pissed off to no end
that a man would have thought it okay to cum in my mouth, but right
then I moaned like some kind of a whore and just sucked. I did more
than that. I actually swallowed, something I’d never done
before.

It was really strange when it was all
over. Charlie backed away, and I think he was kind of afraid
because he mumbled something about needing to take a shower and
disappeared. Theresa, on the other hand, turned around and kissed
me, and the feel of her body on top of me was amazing. She pulled
back suddenly and looked at me in surprise. “I can taste his cum
when I kiss you.” She smiled and kissed me again, and I felt a
wonderful thrill. We made out for a little while, and then we
headed to the bathroom. Charlie was still showering and Theresa
shook her head and opened the door. I thought we were going to kick
him out so we could shower but it turned out Theresa had other
plans. It was a day of firsts for me as I found out how many
positions three people could accomplish in a shower. There were
nine, in case you were wondering.
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The afternoon sun felt wonderful on my
back, and once again I decided I would have to send my mom flowers
for arranging the apartment for me rather than having me move into
the dorms when they dropped me off for college. It wasn’t that I
was antisocial and wouldn’t have loved the dorms. It was just that
the apartment had a backyard, and since I’d grown up in a tiny
town, I was used to having the freedom to sunbathe in the backyard
with nearly nothing on and never have to worry about prying eyes or
embarrassing situations. Back home, we didn’t even bother with a
fence but when your nearest neighbor is two miles away, fences
don’t matter much. I loved lying down in my little backyard just
wearing my tiny bikini and letting the sun warm me. It was like a
piece of home that I got to have with me even though I was more
than a thousand miles away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m sorry to bug you,” I
said.

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

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

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

This time, nobody had to yank my towel
off. I just let it drop to the floor.
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When I’d learned that I’d been
accepted to my first choice for college, I could hardly wait to
pack my bags and be on my way. I was a small town girl and my small
town really offered very little in the way of excitement. My
college was in a bustling city and, I was sure, filled with
unlimited adventures both good and bad. I couldn’t wait, but I knew
my parents were anxious about seeing me make such a big move, so I
made sure that my remaining time spent with them was sweet and
loving, even if it was dull in many ways. I knew it wouldn’t matter
what I was missing going on trips with my friends to celebrate our
passage into college-hood because soon I’d be on campus and going
wild.

It didn’t happen, though. I arrived
and moved into the student apartments, hoping my roommates would be
daring and dangerous and that we would be instantly swept up in
crazy college life. My roommates arrived and I sighed. They were
both as small town as me and seemed just as nervous about their new
environment. They were nice enough, though. Jodi was not far from
my hometown and we shared similar stories of country boys and
overbearing parents. Veronica was not a country girl, but she was a
bit nerdy. I guessed that her experience with the wild life was
limited as well. I sighed and accepted that things might be off to
a slower crawl than I’d like.

Little did I know just how slow that
crawl would be. Both Jodi and Veronica were dedicated students,
which meant that partying was not their thing. I tried to get them
to go to a frat party or even just to sign up with a campus club,
but they both preferred sticking to their books and each other, so
I eventually let things drop and joined them in academic pursuits.
College was turning out to be as big of a bore as small town
living.

My second semester, though, things
began to change, and not with a whimper but with a bang. It all
happened so fast. Jodi and Veronica and I were studying, and I was
busy reading something pretty extraordinarily boring about the
nature of the Spanish Revolution. And it wasn’t that I didn’t find
history important nor had anything against Spain, but really, I was
into English literature and really didn’t care about
history.

So I muddled my way through the book
and made myself concentrate a little more than I would have because
I had to. So I didn’t even notice what Jodi and Veronica were
doing. I just paid attention to my work, and I was busy
highlighting things and trying my best to keep in touch with what
was going on, and so I didn’t really notice much, but when I did
glance up, for a moment, it seemed like the two of them were
kissing each other.

I did a double take, and when I looked
again, they weren’t. So I chalked it up to just studying too hard
and got back to my book. But then about two or three minutes later,
I felt them behind me, and before I really understood what was
happening, Veronica lifted my head back, looking down at me. She
leaned forward…

 

I think I was still in complete
disbelief as I saw her blonde hair slowly getting closer to my
face. And then her lips were on me. It was shocking. I’d never been
with a girl, never kissed a girl. But as her tongue pushed past my
lips, I felt a thrill, and I didn’t try to pull away.

She kept her mouth on mine, and I felt
something go over my head. And when I opened my eyes, I was
blindfolded. Again, I was so caught up in the moment I didn’t fight
it. I felt them gently pushing me back until I was lying on the
carpet. And then their hands were on me.

It was so strange. I felt my shirt
being lifted up and off of me, my pants being pulled down. It was
so strange because I think under ordinary circumstances, I would
have pushed away, but the circumstances weren’t
ordinary.

I was blindfolded. They’d managed to
keep it on me while they pulled the shirt up and over me. And as
their hands, I didn’t even know which one it was, but as hands
trailed down my thighs and they pulled my pants down, I shivered.
My breath caught as I felt the hands slide back up my bare legs and
then my underwear were following my pants down my legs. I couldn’t
help but just feel this exhilarating sense of arousal that wouldn’t
go away.

And by the time I felt lips kissing
and rubbing and licking, it was too late. A mouth was paying
attention to my nipples, unlike any attention I’d ever felt before.
It was so unlike anything I’d ever felt with a man. It was the most
incredible thing I’d ever experienced in my life, and I didn’t know
what to say or do.

Veronica and Jodi were taking me and
they were having me, and they hadn’t asked me and they weren’t
being rough. It was more soft and sensual than anything I’d ever
known with a guy. My breathing was hitching as I felt my body being
explored, and the blindfold just heightened every touch, each
caress, until I was trembling like I had some kind of
cold.

I was leaning back, and I felt my legs
being spread. The mouth left my nipples, and I felt hands all over
my legs and my pussy, rubbing and touching gently and softly,
stroking everywhere.

I couldn’t help it, and I let out a
moan. My mind was reeling. All my thoughts of possible protest were
drowned by a roaring need building and building. I gasped as I felt
myself being moved and readjusted. I was lifted up to my hands and
knees and a hand reached the back of my head, pulling me and
guiding me downward, and before I knew what was happening, I felt
something moist against my mouth.

With shock I realized my mouth was
being pressed up against a pussy. I’d never been with a woman
before, and terror kind of gripped my heart. My mind was reacting
with absolute panic, and I froze, but I felt hands stroking my head
and then, a little more insistently, they pulled me forward.
Letting my hesitation fade, I extended my tongue, and it was such a
strange experience to me.

She tasted so sweet and erotic and
musky and I just began licking. I licked for five or six minutes
while the other girl rubbed and touched my ass and my pussy and
just let her hands roam all over me. I moaned and sighed against
the sweet pussy lips pressed on my mouth, and I felt her shake as
she moaned in response. My body answered back as a thrilling cycle
of sensations ran through us.

And then I felt my head being gently
pushed back in a way. I could feel as the girl in front of me moved
out of the way, but the other one got there, and then my head was
pushed back again. This time I was licking on a girl who was on all
fours in front of me. It was a slightly different position, but it
didn’t change the delicious feelings rolling through me. I let them
take command and I just licked.

And I felt a mouth on me suddenly. It
was such an astounding feeling. In all of my life, only one boy had
ever gone down on me, and now I felt a woman beneath me, and it was
so different. When my boyfriend had finally made his way to my
pussy, he’d acted like he couldn’t get it over with fast enough.
He’d been rough and urgent, which had turned me on in its own way,
but now I felt my roommate taking her time, slowly stroking and
kissing every little hidden part of me.

Her exploring made me move my hips
upward. It was just astounding and incredible, and as I licked at
the girl in front of me, I moaned. I think that encouraged them to
change position again. And before I knew what was happening, I was
on my back on the chair, and this time there was a lot more urgency
to it, almost roughness as they pushed me there, spread my legs
wide, and then I felt the mouth on me again while another mouth was
kissing and licking her way up my thigh.

And then they began switching off; one
would lick me, and the other would stroke and kiss my legs. They
went back and forth over and over, and it was the most astounding
thing in the world. I felt myself growing closer and closer, my
body shaking and my breathing getting ragged. I reached down and
tried to feel them as they moved between my legs. And then
suddenly, my vision was flooded with light.

I looked up and I saw right in front
of me Jodi smiling at me. And it was so damn strange. She was
wearing a strap on dildo. I’d heard about them, but never seen them
before. And the damned thing was huge.

A second later, Veronica was standing
next to her, and she had one, too. It was the craziest thing
because Jodi guided my face to the strap on cock she had, and
nothing made sense to me. My mind was trying to make sense of what
was happening, but my body was just too far gone. I opened my mouth
and just let things go.

It was my first lesbian experience,
and so I really had no frame of reference for what was happening.
As my lips wrapped around that huge dildo I thought it was
incredibly erotic to sucking on a cock with no men in sight. It was
so damned strange but I didn’t allow my confusion to stop me. I
licked and sucked like it was a normal cock. And their hands
stroked and moved me, and turned me from one to the next over and
over.

Pretty soon, Jodi sat down, and
Veronica guided me so I was on my hands and knees sucking on her.
It was bizarre, but I couldn’t find myself within me any will to
protest, so I just sucked.

And then I was filled. I pulled my
mouth off and looked behind. Jodi had my hips in her hands and she
was pushing forward with a strap on. It was such an incredible
experience. I licked and sucked and Jodi fucked me.

And then Veronica pushed me back and
out of the way and switched places. It was like they were two guys,
except they were using latex cocks. They weren’t guys. There was
something so incredible about it all, something so strange and
forbidden, and yet so wonderful.

And as I licked and sucked and I felt
that silicone cock in my pussy, I felt myself growing closer and
closer to what I knew was going to be an astounding orgasm. All the
while, the cock kept pushing and pushing and pushing.

And then, something happened that I
never would have expected. I felt the cock come out of my pussy,
and I felt Veronica repositioning it. Before I could really wrap my
head around what was going on, I felt the thing pushing against my
tiny, untouched asshole.

I wanted to protest, but again that
strange inability to say anything took over. And then, it was
inside of me, stretching me in ways I’d never been stretched
before. There was a great deal of pain, but behind the pain, there
was intensity, and a whisper of pleasure that seemed to be just
overwhelming. And so instead of telling her to stop, I found myself
pushing myself against her.

While Veronica was inside of my ass,
Jodi wiggled down away from my mouth and slid onto the floor under
me. It was the strangest thing. I felt her trying to position her
dildo into my pussy and even though it was awkward, she managed to
get it in, and I was suddenly full.

It was the most insane experience, and
she pulled my mouth to her, and I thought she wanted me to kiss
her, but she had a God damned third dildo in her mouth. It was, I
guess, one of those double headed things.

And as she pulled my face down, I
opened up and started sucking. And then the three of us were just
all moving. It was such an intense and overwhelming experience, and
it took only about 12 or 13 seconds of me between the two of them
before I started cumming, and cumming astoundingly hard.

The pain that I felt in my ass kind of
disappeared, and I sucked on that dildo like I expected it to cum.
The girls were moaning, and what was really strange was that even
though they got intense with their movements, even though their
hips would move furiously fast, their hands never moved fast at
all, but just continued to gently stroke as I came and came and
came.

Eventually, we were all collapsing
into a moaning heap, our breathing seeming to be in a matching
rhythm. I closed my eyes as I tried to make sense of what had just
happened. I remembered my first impression of my college roommates
and I had to laugh. My giggling started the others going and soon
we were all laughing until there were tears running down our faces.
Veronica was the first to get up. “Wow, what was all that giggling
about, Dani?”

Brought to my senses, I jumped up and
began picking my clothes up and pulling them on. “Oh, well, I was
just thinking of how first impressions just never tell the whole
story.”

She gave me a look and then smiled.
“Yeah, that’s the truth.”

Jodi disappeared into the room to take
a shower and Veronica returned to her books. Slowly, I did the
same. The history wasn’t any more interesting now, but it was
certainly easier to take. It was hard to not let my mind wander
though, as I waited for somebody to make things interesting again.
Then, it occurred to me that maybe it was my turn to bring the
excitement. Smiling, I put down my book, got up from my chair and
headed to the table where my roommates were buried in their own
textbooks. I figured studying could wait a little
longer.
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It was a silly little fashion show.
Bea and I did them for each other all the time and we teased each
other and acted sexy. In this particular situation, we were showing
off our new purchases from the lingerie shop, and it was sexy,
sure, but innocent really. We were just fooling around. It was like
when we were back in college. We’d made out a few times and even
let our hands roam a little bit, and that’s what was happening now.
She was wearing her incredible latex red lingerie, something she’d
picked up for Bobby and wanted to show it off to him. I was wearing
the sexy black outfit I’d picked up, and we were just fooling
around like we did in college, kissing each other, calling each
other sexy names, letting each other’s hands trail over each
other’s boobs. It really wasn’t anything, and it wouldn’t have gone
any farther than that if Bobby hadn’t walked in.

Before I really understood what was
happening, while I was kissing Sally (just soft pecks and slight
flicks of the tongue) Bobby’s hands moved over my breasts. She
backed away in shock and I saw anger rising on her face. As for me,
I must have had a similar look of shock on my face because she
suddenly giggled and said, “If you could see how you look right
now, Sarah…” Bobby didn’t stop grabbing my breasts and I was kind
of trying to figure out what was going on, but then she said, “God,
that’s sexy,” and leaned forward and put her mouth back on me. It
was a far more passionate kiss than I was used to. As her tongue
pushed into my mouth, I realized we were traveling down a path we’d
never been with all of our teasing and all of our kissing and all
of our fooling around. But the path moved quickly once it
started.

Before I really understood what was
happening, Bobby had let go of me. He’d stood next to us and he was
undoing his pants. He didn’t even take off his belt. All he did was
unzip his zipper and take his cock out. I gasped for a moment
because it was far bigger than any I’d ever seen. And before I even
had a chance to get my head wrapped around what was happening, his
hand was on my shoulder pushing me to my knees. He didn’t need to
push Sally. She just got on her knees, too, and suddenly, my head
was being pushed toward that massive cock. Sally got her mouth
wrapped around it before I got there, and watching her lips stretch
around him was just amazing. I saw her blonde hair hanging down the
side of her face, and I watched as her eyes closed half way and she
began moaning. I didn’t think. I just started licking at his shaft.
Sally kept sucking him, and it was probably the sexiest sight I’d
ever seen in my life. I watched as she moved her mouth and kept
licking, and I have to admit that perhaps the coolest thing was
when she would go deeper and my tongue would touch the corner of
her mouth. I don’t know why it was so damned sexy, but it was. She
finally pulled her mouth away, grabbed the back of my head and
directed me to take his cock in. And then, I was taking it, going
as deep as I could while she stroked my hair and made comments
about how sexy it was. I couldn’t believe what was happening, but I
didn’t want it to end. It was the sexiest thing I’d ever
experienced and frankly I was enjoying it far too much to stop
it.

I don’t think I was fully aware of
everything. It was just so strange, but the next thing I knew, both
Sally and I were bent over the couch and he was grabbing at our
asses. That was interesting enough, and I could still almost feel
him in my mouth. But then, he did something strange. He moved her
panties out of the way, grabbed the back of my head, and directed
me toward her. Now I’d never been with a woman other than the
little bit of fooling around we’d done, but he pushed my face right
against her, and it took me a moment to realize he wasn’t directing
me to her pussy but to the tiny little rosebud opening of her
asshole. I resisted a little but he held me in place there, and
when my tongue flicked across her ass, she responded with such a
moan that I got really excited and couldn’t stop myself. I began
licking in earnest, but he pulled me away and pushed me down so I
was bent over the couch.

He didn’t even have to tell her to do
anything. She just put her face in between my ass cheeks and began
licking at me right away. He walked around to the front of the
couch and I watched him as he dropped his pants so they were off
completely and guided his cock toward my lips again. It was really
amazing to feel her tongue working. It was such a strange and new
sensation for me to feel it pushing in to my tiniest and tightest
hole, and he got more aggressive with his cock in my mouth, too. He
grabbed the back of my head and pushed forward, going deep so that
I gagged a little bit. I don’t know why I got so turned on by the
gagging. I didn’t understand what it was that would make me so
excited about it but it turned me on to think that I was just being
used, that I wasn’t my own person at all but just someone he and
Sally were just going to use for their own benefit and for their
own gratification. And Sally’s tongue kept working on my ass and he
kept pushing his cock deeper into my throat.

He finally pushed me away and I
gasped. Sally got up. He walked around and I watched him push into
her mouth. I stared for a moment, but then he grabbed the back of
my head, pulled me around behind him. I didn’t understand exactly
what it was but as he pulled me closer, I leaned down to lick at
his balls, but I’d only swiped once over them before he pulled me
back up. He wanted my tongue on his ass as well. I felt really
uncomfortable doing it but on the other hand, his hand was right
there and I’d already gone so far, so I pushed my tongue out.
Again, it was the moans that came in response that got me turned
on. Even though I didn’t particularly like doing it, I loved the
way he groaned, the way he immediately responded by moving just a
little bit faster in Sally’s mouth, getting just a little bit more
turned on by the whole thing. It was overwhelming, really, and the
funniest thing about it was I could feel his ass kind of clenching
whenever Sally went deep on him. I don’t know why that turned me on
so much, but without even realizing it, I reached down between my
legs and began rubbing at my pussy as I licked and as Sally sucked
on him.

The whole situation seemed almost
surreal to me. I mean, I was doing things I never thought I’d do.
Hell, if someone had asked me before then if I’d ever lick a
woman’s ass, I would have responded in the clear negative. If
someone had ever asked me if I’d lick a man’s ass I would have
laughed with derision. I was doing it now, though, and I could hear
Sally moaning as she sucked on his cock and of course he was
groaning, too. He had one hand on the back of my head, pulling it
against him; and from the way Sally would occasionally gag and kind
of seemed resistant, I only imagined that he had one hand on the
back of her head and was being just as forceful with pushing his
cock where he wanted it as he was being with me. The long and the
short of it was the whole situation was unprecedented, and all of
my experience would have suggested to me that I would have been
very angry to be treated the way that this guy was treating me, but
that wasn’t the case at all. Instead, I kept getting more and more
turned on.

I don’t know why I felt so incredible
about it, but I ran my fingers over my clit furiously. In the
meantime, I did the best I could with my tongue. I know it seems
strange. I mean, I’d essentially been forced to do it but as I got
into it, I was burrowing it as deeply as I could, wiggling it
around. The way that she would go deep and he would groan and I
would his ass kind of clench around my tongue just thrilled me. I
don’t know why it did, but it did. Eventually, rubbing at my clit
wasn’t enough and I reached lower, pushed fingers into myself as
she continued to suck, and I continued to lick. I moved my fingers
faster and I couldn’t believe it, but I was almost already on the
verge of an orgasm. It was incredible. I found my free hand moving
up and down his thighs, and then I felt Sally’s hand on top of
mine. As she sucked his cock and I licked at his ass, our hands
moved up and down. Well, her hands moved. One of my hands moved;
one was still furiously pushing fingers in and out of myself. He
began moving more as well. His hips would push forward as he pulled
her head to his cock. And then they would move backward forcing my
tongue deeper into him. It was really, really and again I was
struck by how strange it was for me to be so damned turned on by
it. But I was. I was beyond turned on. And as my fingers moved I
knew I knew the coming orgasm would be staggering.

He began groaning more, and she began
gagging more. It was amazing the way he had taken control, and how
I’d been so turned on by it, and how Sally was obviously turned on,
too. Suddenly, he groaned hard and two things happened: first, I
felt Sally’s hand, the one that was over my hand on his thigh
clench hard. Then, his asshole started clenching hard, literally
squeezing at my tongue. I heard her gagging in a kind of garbled
way, and it took me a second to realize he was cumming, he was
cumming in her mouth and that’s why his ass was violently clenching
at my tongue. I didn’t know what to do, but I shoved it in as deep
as I could and tried to wiggle it around while he held her in
place. It was so amazing. Her husband had his cock forced into her
throat and was cumming. She was squeezing my hand, and that sent me
over the edge.

I felt my own orgasm course over me
explosively. It was powerful enough that I ended up jerking back
away from him, and because he was busy cumming, he didn’t have a
good grip on my head, so I ended up flat on my back cumming hard
and moving my fingers furiously. Fortunately, when I fell back, I
could see his cock in her mouth. Her nose was pressed right up
against his pubic hair. I could see her gagging as she tried to
swallow it down, his balls on her chin, and now that he didn’t have
to hold me in place, he had both hands on the back of her head. It
was really amazing because I could tell that it was hard on her.
There were tears starting to drip from her cheeks. But they weren’t
tears of anger or tears of humiliation or anything like that. It
was just the exertion involved. She held on to his thighs. If she’d
really wanted to get away, all she had to do was push. It was so
amazing watching her choking and gagging and still doing everything
she could to suck down every single drop while my fingers flew in
and out of me furiously.

Finally, it got to be too much for me
and I pulled my fingers away and just stayed there breathing
heavily while he held her in place. I swear it seemed like two
hours before he let her go even though I knew it could only be a
minute or so. When he did, she fell back gasping, and then her
mouth met mine, kissing me. It was such an incredible, passionate
kiss, and perhaps the most incredible part of all was the way that
I could taste him. I could taste his cum in her mouth as she lay on
top of me as she kissed me and held me there. We lay there for a
good five or ten minutes just making out, rolling over on top of
each other and I have to admit I almost forgot her husband was even
in the room.

But I didn’t forget for long, because
while I was on top of her kissing her, I was suddenly filled. And
with a cock like his stretching your pussy, you can’t forget
anything. I guessed it was time for round two, and from the way
that Sally was behaving, there’d probably end up being a round
three, four, five…hell, six hundred. That was fine. There were a
great many places left to lick, and I desperately wanted to find
out if I could handle an explosion in my throat like the one Sally
took.
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I treated myself to a massage every
two weeks. It was a nice way to spend some of my cheating rat
bastard asshole ex-husband’s money. Usually, a girl named Helen
handled my massages, and she was very relaxing and very good. Helen
was on vacation, though. She’d left a message on my phone telling
me that Herbie would be taking care of me. Herbie. The truth was I
didn’t like the idea of having a man masseuse but on the other
hand, how much trouble would a guy named Herbie be, really? Then he
showed up. His name might as well have been Herburus because the
man was a goddam Greek god. I really hadn’t expected him to be so
hot but his muscles beneath his tee shirt and the bulge in his
shorts were… well, it had been a hell of a long time since I’d
enjoyed a man, still hung up as I was about the aforementioned
cheating rat bastard asshole. He was young, too. God. I felt giddy.
So when Herbie told me that I could get undressed, I actually
reached for my clothes before Herbie started to turn. I paused and
caught myself and Herbie said, “Just call me when you’re
ready.”

I couldn’t believe how quickly I tried
to strip. I must have seemed like a complete and utter slut. I
pulled off my shirt, got my bra and my panties off, and then I slid
down my skirt. I folded it all up carefully, and I guess part of
why I moved so slowly was that I was hoping that he’d accidentally
come in before I was under the towel. God! I didn’t know what had
gotten into me. I was usually so damned demure. I assumed it must
have been the break up with Richard, or something along those
lines. But just the sight of Herbie had turned me on incredibly.
Like an idiot, after I folded my clothes, I checked myself in the
mirror, adjusted my hair slightly and finally, because there just
wasn’t any excuse not to, I climbed onto the massage table. I
argued with myself for a few seconds actually, argued about whether
or not I should put the towel on myself, and then finally gave up,
pulled it over my ass and lay there on my stomach feeling stupid
and guilty. I heard the door click, turned, and saw him walk in,
and again I felt that intense and almost overwhelming
desire.

God! Herbie hadn’t even come on to me!
It’s not like he had said anything or suggest anything that I was
going to get anything other than a massage, but I was just horny as
hell. I’d never felt this way before! I knew there had to be
something psychological going on, some horrible divorcee kind of an
experience, but when his hands touched me, and when he adjusted my
arms so they were flat at my sides, I felt a thrill that was almost
like someone was rubbing at my clit. He adjusted the towel so it
was right above the rise of my ass and exposed my full back. There
was nothing quite as exciting as the feel of the oil on his hands
when Herbie began rubbing. I couldn’t believe it. He was skilled as
hell, but the truth was I was just enjoying the touch, the fact
that it was him touching me. It was so strange because instead of
the normal relaxation I would get with a massage, I was growing
tenser and more and more desperate and needy sexually. It was
actually a new experience for me. I really hadn’t ever been that
turned on. Sure, I’d enjoyed sex and I don’t think I could have
stayed married for the fifteen years I did before Richard revealed
his true nature if I hadn’t enjoyed sex. Enjoyment wasn’t the same
as desperate need. I didn’t think there’d ever been a time in my
life before that massage where I desperately needed it.

Part of me wondered if this was what
happened when someone was going through some kind of a midlife
crisis. Part of me wondered if I just reached my sexual peak later
than most women, but most of me wondered whether or not someone
younger than me, someone like Herbie would find me
attractive.

His hands were wonderful, and when he
moved my arms about so he could massage them and actually bent my
arm at the elbow to put it behind my back while he stretched me, I
got this image of him holding me and restraining me and making me
do things to him. The image was powerful enough that I accidentally
let out a soft moan. Thankfully, Herbie misinterpreted it. He said,
“Ah, okay, this is a stress point,” and he stretched just a little
more in that area. I moaned again, this time having the freedom for
him to believe it was something different. The whole massage went
that way. His hands moved over me, and when he adjusted the towel
upward so that now it started at the bottom of my ass and covered a
good portion of my back, I was beyond excited. There was a slight
increase of airflow right at my pussy, and the increased sensation
delighted me. I couldn’t believe the astounding nature of the
situation and the way I had thoughts about a man that could only be
compared to having a schoolgirl crush. The only difference was that
no schoolgirl wanted the kind of sex I wanted.

When his hands began running over my
legs I thought it was astounding. Then, Herbie did something that
no other masseuse I’d had before did. He took another towel and
rolled it up. I felt him reach underneath the first towel, and he
lifted up my ass, and put the towel underneath so that my ass
jutted up in the air. It was such an obscenely sexual kind of a
thing. I really hoped it meant he’d tear the other towel off and
get right to screwing me but he didn’t move the other towel! And
when his hands went underneath my thighs as he began massaging my
legs more vigorously, I realized there was a real legitimate reason
for it. He was doing things with my legs no one else ever had, and
even through the tenseness, I felt a good amount of relaxation. Of
course, that did nothing to take away the desires filling me, and I
finally got up the nerve to say, “Um, my glutes are really
stressed. Would you mind…?”

He said, “Of course. Not a problem.
Soon as I’m done with your legs.”

It felt like seven years
later but Herbie finished up with my calves, and then I felt the
towel leave me. I thought I heard him suck in his breath for a
moment, and that wasn’t surprising to me. Ultimately, even in my
mid-thirties, if there was one thing that I still had and had in
spades, it was a perfect ass. Of all of the parts of my body, it
was the best. It was beautiful and smooth and round and
heart-shaped and lovely. If my whole body were my ass, I wouldn’t
have to think or wonder whether or not men found me attractive at
my age. He began rubbing it, and I found myself involuntarily
pushing myself against it as the oil seeped down into the cleft and
I felt it dripping over me. His hands moved, and I found myself
making tiny movements, trying to encourage his hands to get closer.
Herbie finally figured out what I wanted because he was rubbing my
ass and then unceremoniously, without any hesitation, I felt both
of his hands come down to my pussy. One slid downward and began
wriggling around over my clit, while the other one went directly
into the slit and fingers pushed into me. I groaned. I think I
breathed out the word yes
but I wasn’t sure. What I did know was there was
nothing I wanted more than his fingers. Whether I thought the
word yes or said
it, I began pushing myself against him, and Herbie obliged
me.

Those hands, which had been so magical
everywhere else, became even more magical as he began rubbing my
clit and fucking me with two fingers. He showed the same kind of
control and knowledge of body reactions that he’d shown everywhere
else, and I moaned and writhed on the massage table, moving my ass
back against him. It was just incredible. When he took his hand off
of my clit and began rubbing it over my ass, his other fingers kept
moving quickly. I loved it! I loved everything about it! I
especially loved when I felt him change position. I didn’t lift up
my head, but I felt his weight on the table, and his hands were
suddenly away from my pussy but instead, rubbing and squeezing at
my ass. Then, I felt the most wonderful thing. I felt his tongue,
his young tongue, pushing into me. It was so incredible. Herbie
showed a hunger that Richard had never shown, pushing and licking
and just trying to devour me while his magic fingers worked
everywhere else. I moaned like some kind of a complete and utter
slut and pushed myself against him. I tried to figure out how old
he was, but I gave up on it because the sensations were too good to
give a damn. Whether he was eighteen or twenty-five didn’t matter
anyway. He was at least a decade younger than me and he had a
tongue that seemed to have centuries’ worth of wisdom as to how to
please. He changed it up constantly, pushing into me and then
moving down to lick at my clit furiously before moving back up to
push into me.






It was so damned overwhelming, and
when I heard the sound of his pants hitting the floor, I realized
that he’d somehow wiggled out of them. It was amazing! I didn’t
intend to, but I suddenly wanted his cock! So while Herbie licked
me, I said, “Come over here, I want you in my mouth.” He didn’t
hesitate at all, but a second later, his cock was in front of me.
God, it was beautiful! It was nice and firm and big and I opened my
mouth while I remained flat on my stomach. The massage table the
perfect height and I began licking and sucking. He put his hands on
my shoulders, and his hands felt incredible still. Even when he
reached up to grab the back of my head and forced me a little
deeper on him, it was still like magic fingers were working on
me.

We carried on like that for quite a
while, his hands working on my back and occasionally stopping to
guide me deeper, and I couldn’t believe how damned good it felt.
I’d never really enjoyed giving blowjobs to Richard. Herbie let me
do most of the work instead of grabbing my face like some kind of a
cretin. He held my head only a little, just enough to thrill me
with his occasional control. With Herbie, his hands never stopped
moving. He held my head, pushed in deep, he moaned, he ran his
hands over my shoulder, he even occasionally would lean over and I
would feel his stomach against my forehead as he slapped my ass two
or three times, and then got back to rubbing my shoulders and then
grabbing my head. I think the sight of me naked got to be too much
for him, and he finally pulled away. I moaned in disappointment,
but I couldn’t stay disappointed for long because just a second or
two later, Herbie was behind me. And he didn’t hesitate. He simply
lifted my ass up a tiny bit more and then I was filled.

God, his cock was incredible! I was
already so damn turned on that I started cumming the instant he
pushed inside of me. I cried out, and he began pushing faster and
harder. It was wonderful! His cock felt beautiful inside of me, and
the position was fabulous as well. It wasn’t quite doggy style, but
from behind the way he was, it gave just enough awkwardness that I
had to concentrate on it, and concentrating on it made it seem even
better. I couldn’t believe it. I had someone who was at least a
decade and maybe fifteen years younger than me behind me and
fucking me. As if that wasn’t great enough, Herbie was grunting and
moaning and he was obviously enjoying me!

In fact, Herbie enjoyed me more than
I’d anticipated. He was thrusting into my pussy and driving me wild
with desire when suddenly everything changed. I wasn’t sure what it
was exactly. He was still thrusting hard but something was… wrong.
Somehow I couldn’t figure it out but then I realized he’d switched
holes. He’d been slamming into my pussy and then simply moved up
and continued slamming only now he was in my ass. The oil from the
massage allowed him to slip in without even trying. As though my
body caught up to my mind, horrible pain shot over me in
splintering and jagged waves of agony. It was staggering, and I
shook under the assault. It was so damned unexpected and so out of
sync with everything else that had occurred, and if my body hadn’t
been paralyzed by the hurt rushing through me, I would have
screamed and scrambled away. I did neither. Instead, I shook like
crazy and could only manage a wheezing sigh.

Either Herbie was unaware of what he
did or just didn’t care. He continued to slam into my ass like
crazy. I turned my head back to look at him, hoping he’d notice the
pain and desperation in my eyes. He didn’t. He was staring down at
my ass. I saw his body, so young and perfect. I saw the lust-filled
expression on his face, the wonder at everything that was
occurring. I lost it. My orgasm came screaming back and so did my
voice. “Yes!” I cried. “Fuck yes! Fuck my ass, Baby! Fuck my ass!”
I couldn’t believe how the pain had just disappeared in that moment
but the sight of this younger man lusting after me was all it took.
He slammed forward nine or ten more times and then collapsed atop
me, flattening me against the massage table.

“Fuck! Fuck!” Herbie yelled, and I
moaned and pushed my ass back against him furiously as he cried
out, exploding. I felt him thrust faster and harder, and then with
one final thrust, he collapsed on top of me, and the weight of his
body on my back was astounding. He buried his face in my neck,
kissing softly and holding me as his cock pulsed in me, and the
weight of him forced me prone entirely. Another aftershock came
from my orgasm so that I shook underneath him, but above all else,
there was this incredible warm and beautiful feeling that just
seemed to flood me. I could feel my ass still clenching his ass,
and the feeling was wonderful.

He finally stirred and rolled off
until he was standing next to the table. I rolled lazily to my side
and said, “When you massage, you make sure nothing gets missed,
huh?”

He looked embarrassed but then a
mischievous look filled his face. “You know, there might be a few
places I missed.” A second later, I was flat on my back and his
cock was stiffening again in my mouth. His fingers moved
effortlessly in my pussy and I rolled my hips up to meet them. I
didn’t see any reason to tell him those areas hadn’t been missed at
all.
















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

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

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