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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.”


6. The Gangbang Party: Six Guys and Me by Ellie North

I never expected my friends would get stuck broken down hours away. I certainly didn’t expect that I’d end up handling a party all by myself.  Party?  How the hell could it be called a party when there were six guys and only one of me?  I did my best not to make it a total bust, though, and something kind of strange happened along the way.  All the attention the boys gave me had me feeling great, and before long, I was making out with one of them.  Um… make that all six of them.  What the hell?  How did that happen?  Before I could really understand it I was on my knees and giving all six of the guys a blowjob.  It was crazy, utterly crazy.  What started as a party turned into a gangbang!

It was a bit intimidating to be the only girl with six men right there in the living room.  It had happened entirely unexpectedly.  The other girls lived across town but they’d all gone to the beach the night before about two hours away.  I had to work so I stayed home. The plan was that they’d be back to the house where we were all roommates in time for the party.  Instead, Sharon’s van broke down and they had to spend another night on the beach, so instead of there being eight girls and six guys, it was me with the six.  Naturally, Sharon didn’t bother calling until the men had already started showing up.

That was it.  The party was already underway, and I was the sole host and the only one in the house without a penis.  Thankfully, there was plenty of alcohol and plenty to eat.  Wait…why the hell was I thankful for the alcohol?  So, there were six guys, me, and booze.  That was a recipe for a safe, non-awkward time, right?  I didn’t know any of these guys.  They were all Sharon’s friends, and I’d only moved in a week and a half before.  It was natural that I’d move in with Sharon. We’d been best friends for as long as I could remember, and we’d been bitterly disappointed that we ended up at different colleges.  Then, I’d qualified for a scholarship in my second year and an internship.  The scholarship wasn’t for the same school Sharon attended but it did put me only eleven miles from her.  We were back together and I was pretty damned happy about it.

Except I was supposed to manage a party with six guys and nobody else with me.

I wanted to call the damned thing off but there really wasn’t any easy way to do it.  A few seconds after they arrived, the guys all grabbed beers from the cooler and were already in the midst of everything.  I sighed and turned on music and went and got some snacks for them.  It was irritating as hell but on the other hand, it was a great ratio in terms of attention.  Every single one of the guys made it a point to be nice to me and to compliment me like they were all in some kind of a competition and I was the prize.  It was a hell of a lot easier not to be offended by objectification when I was the only game in town.

But what the hell was I supposed to do to occupy them all?  In an absolute best case scenario (and pure wishful thinking), Sharon’s van would miraculously be fixed and she’d show up in a few hours.  That truly would be a miracle, and it wasn’t going to happen.  I had no idea what the hell to do.  The guys were cute as hell, and I wouldn’t have minded the responsibility to occupy one of them but with six, there was just no way to get things done the way I wanted or needed to get things done.  The whole situation was crazy, and I had to come up with something.  Without any great ideas, I put on some music and busied myself checking on drinks I already knew were full.

Gradually, I loosened up.  The guys were nice, really nice.  After a while, one of them, Jared, grabbed me as I walked by and pulled me to the couch.  I was shocked for a second but when he said, “You are going to sit down, have a drink, and stop worrying about the rest of us for a while,” I smiled.  He got up, went and got me a beer, and set it down in front of me.  Gradually, the guys all gathered toward my direction and suddenly I was having a long conversation about everything.  The one constant in the conversation wasn’t the subject.  We talked politics, school, work and everything in between.  The constant in the conversation was me.  I was the center of attention and they all talked to me.

It was a really strange situation because if I’d been on a first date and I was treated the way these guys treated me, there would be no question about sex that evening.  The problem was that there were six of them.  I sat there, enjoying the attention, and the bottom line was that whichever of them made a move first would get me.  I knew I’d be happy no matter which of them made the move.  I sat there getting more and more turned on and finding myself attracted to all of them, thinking of all of them as boyfriend material. The strange thing was that I wasn’t just fucking around over it.  I wasn’t just being excited about all the attention.  I was really enjoying all of them. 

Okay, It wasn’t like I was tragically in love with all of them but the point was the relationship could never progress.  If Sharon and the girls were there, we’d all pair off and that would naturally send me to a particular one of the guys and things would go from there.  In this case, though, there was no easy way to decide on a damned thing.

In the end, Alex (or maybe Andrew, I wasn’t entirely sure) decided for me. He happened to be sitting closest to me at one particular moment and he made his move. Any one of the boys would have succeeded if they’d made the move.  No. It wasn’t Andrew. Alex was definitely his name. Alex was the guy who had the guts to do it. There was a pause in the conversation, and when it came he leaned forward and kissed me.  I kissed him back, excited something had finally progressed, and he wasn’t a bad kisser at all.  I felt sort of bad for the other boys and also felt bad that the party was essentially going to be awkward.  It didn’t keep me from kissing him back with a great deal of enthusiasm.

While we kissed, I also felt a bit of wistful disappointment because I liked Jared, too.  Hell, I liked Norman (Nathan, maybe), Jonathon, Kelsey, and Barrett. I liked them all but I was with Alex.  I liked Alex.  God! Wasn’t this some kind of dream thing for a girl?  All these guys were wonderful and any one of them might have been the guy.  I wished there were six of me.  On the other hand, the one of me was very happy with Alex’s kiss. I lifted my hands up to his face and held him as we kissed, happy with everything and only wishing the rest of the boys weren’t stuck without anyone for them to kiss.

That thought went through my mind only in the background because Alex was a very, very good kisser but even so I did feel a bit wistful.  For the first time in my life I had a ton of admirers and they were all available and yet five of them were going to be disappointed. I wanted to feel bad for them but I didn’t have an easy time with it.  It was too damned easy to feel good for myself.  Alex kept kissing me and I ran my fingers through his hair and held tightly as we kissed.  When he finally pulled his mouth away, I stared up at him with a goofy smile and then gave him another quick kiss.  He sat up and held me tightly one more time before releasing me.

And then Norman kissed me.

I was shocked, of course.  For God’s sake, his friend had just kissed me and I would have imagined there was some kind of bro code that would have made kissing me immediately afterward against the rules.  Nonetheless he kissed me and to my great surprise, I found myself kissing back.  Oddly, I not only kissed back but felt all the same excitement I’d felt when Alex kissed me.  I didn’t understand why it impacted me that way but it sure as hell did.  It was strange because the whole situation wasn’t pushed to the back of my mind as I made out with Norman.  It was absolutely front of brain, and it was also right there at the top of my consciousness that I wasn’t hiding it.  There wasn’t some huge party with a bunch of girls and some level of anonymity that gave me some kind of cover for kissing two different boys.  No. I’d made out with one boy and was with another and all six guys there knew it.

“Hey, Nate. My turn.”  Nate. So it was Nathan after all. It was kind of strange to focus on that and not the part about another turn.  Perhaps I thought it was Alex but when Nate took his mouth off me and kissed my neck before backing away, it was Jared who grabbed me and pulled me to him so I was straddling his lap as his mouth met mine.

Three guys.

I'm Making out with three guys.

By now, my mind was going absolutely crazy but there wasn’t really much trepidation at all.  I had vague worries floating around in the back of my head, worries that I’d get a reputation as some kind of slut, worries that I’d be the whore of the city.  They were all minor worries, though, and I kissed Jacob without all that much concern.

And then I kissed Kelsey.

And then I made out with Barrett.

And then Jonathon grabbed me and I ended up underneath him on the floor as he kissed me and we made out on top of the thick, plush carpet I’d teased Sharon about buying.  Six boys. I’d made out with all of them, and I felt wonderful about it, vague worries and all.  God! It felt so damned good to be wanted and it felt so damned good to be kissing them and it felt so damned good that there weren’t any of those immature jealous games between the boys that I might have expected.  I lay underneath Barrett and kissed him and held him and then his hands wandered.

Only when they moved under my shirt and up to my breast did I start to worry.

I wasn’t worried about having sex.  The reality of the situation—sex was a given long before the first kiss. I just didn’t know which of the boys would make a move. Alex did, and I thought I’d end up with him but then something even better than the sex happened and I got all of them making out with me. My worry was that the wonderful way they all shared me would disappear now because Barrett displayed the guts to go after more.

He’d get more.

He’d get more and I was happy to give it.

Still, I was disappointed for the other boys and worried they’d feel like I was tease, worried their friendship would be hurt, worried they’d be unhappy.

God, I was naïve.

None of them were worried about me sleeping with one of the other guys.  They all intended to have me at once.  I didn’t realize it until Jonathon moved his other hand down under my shirt and I felt hands on mine, moving them up and stretching them so that Alex and Jared could pull my shirt all the way off. I saw as they did it that Jared already had his cock out.  At that point, I got a little panicked but then Jonathon rolled me over so I was on top of him and kissed me again.  I didn’t resist at all.  I didn’t really want things to happen the way they seemed to be headed but I didn’t stop anything and with the way I kissed him back eagerly, there was no way for Jonathon or anyone else to understand how I felt about it.  Further, even though I didn’t want my damned vocal cords to do it, when I felt hands at the clasp of my bra, I moaned against Jonathon’s mouth.

What the hell?

A moment later I was topless, and a moment after that my mouth wasn’t on Jonathon’s.  Instead, it was on Jared’s cock.  It happened so quickly I didn’t really understand how.  I felt hands on my shoulders lifting me up and then I was on my knees with Jared’s dick sliding over my tongue. A moment later I had a cock in my left hand and another in my right.  I never protested and as much as my mind told me to put an end to things, my body had entirely different ideas so I sucked eagerly and stroked eagerly while Jared and whoever the hell was in my hands moaned.

And then they switched up.  I knew Jared ended up in my hand because his shaft was still slick from my mouth but I didn’t know who ended up in my other hand.  I did get a chance to glance up and see Jonathon right as his dick slipped past my lips.  He had to have gotten up from the floor and moved like lightning because he was completely undressed while as near as I could tell, the rest of them had just dropped their pants.  My mind screamed for everything to stop but the screams were getting softer and the eagerness was getting stronger.  By the time they switched up again and Alex’s dick entered my mouth, my mind shut up completely and told my body it could do whatever the hell it wanted to do.

The guys just moved in a circle.  Alex’s dick gave way to Norman’s dick and then Kelsey’s dick and then I just gave up trying to keep track of who was in my mouth and who was in my hands.  It went on for a gloriously long time, and I loved every bit of it as I sucked and stroked and just kept doing all I could to make it good for the guys because somehow good for them was really good for me.  I didn’t understand why it was so fucking wonderful but it was.  It all felt beyond wonderful even though I was giving and not receiving.  I moaned like a whore and then something happened that hadn’t ever happened to me before.  The guy in my mouth grabbed the back of my head and groaned. His cock swelled and he began spurting.

I’d made a guy cum before but this was the first time I’d ever let a guy cum in my mouth.  Actually, I didn’t so much let him cum in my mouth as much as it just happened unexpectedly to me.  I recoiled, naturally, but with the hands on the back of my head that didn’t do anything.  Strangely, before I’d finished trying to pull away I didn’t want to anymore. I actually got really turned on because of it. Just making him cum was pretty damned awesome. Cumming in my mouth, though made things even better. It made me feel sexy and slutty all at the same time and being slutty, for some reason, was hot as hell.  So, I moved in deep on the cumming cock and sucked hard.  The guy kind of gasped in surprise and then I swallowed.

The whole situation was incredible, beyond incredible.

I sucked and swallowed and the guy backed up.  I was able to see it was Jonathon, and he stared down at me in wonder, and his stare was almost better than everything else.  He backed away and Jared took his place and I sucked even more eagerly than I had before.  I couldn’t believe how turned on I got sucking on a cock while I could still taste the salty and sweet taste of Jonathon’s cum.  I was pretty damned enthusiastic before but as I continued to suck I got far more enthusiastic, eager for the next load of cum to spurt into my mouth. I realized as I bobbed my head and moved my tongue that if my pants remained on my body and I never got any attention beyond dicks in my mouth that I would be perfectly fine with that.

Although I would have been fine with that, I wasn’t unhappy a short while later when one of the boys lifted me up so I was on my hands and knees instead of just my knees.  In the process, I had to let go of the two cocks I stroked but I was able to keep my mouth on Alex, who happened to be the lucky recipient.  A moment later, things got a little awkward because some of the boys kind of lifted me up to get my pants off me, and I ended up with my legs up in the air and my hands flat on the floor.  I could have handled that easily but Alex’s dick chose that moment to cum and with him holding onto my head, I had to deal with that.  It was crazy and I just sucked and swallowed as well as I could as my pants came down over my waist and then my thighs and then my ankles.  When Alex finally let me go, I gasped for air and then went through the same process as one of the boys pushed into my mouth before the others finished with my panties.  It was awkward as hell but I still loved it and still felt pretty fucking sexy.

Fucking?

That’s what happened next.

My legs came back down, and I was grateful the boys didn’t just drop me in their eagerness.  I was able to get back to knees and a second later I was grateful for their eagerness because a dick slid into my wet pussy and it felt so damned good that I moaned around the shaft in my mouth and sucked more urgently and eagerly.  I heard a voice I was pretty sure belonged to Jared say, “God! Her cunt feels so good!” and even though I was ordinarily the kind of girl who might have been offended by such a statement I actually felt proud. Proud!  Essentially, the guy was bragging about getting my pussy first and even used a horrible word to describe it. Still, I was proud and felt sexy by the comment. I moved my hips as the guy I thought was Jared fucked me and moaned like the whore the guys had made me.

They didn’t treat me like a whore, though.  Outside of when they came, they weren’t rough and forceful.  They began moving in a circle again only this time it was my mouth and my pussy instead of my mouth and my hands.  Now, though, they were also able to rub at my back and my ass cheeks and even my breasts.  While two boys had me, the other two touched me.  It felt amazing and I grew closer to orgasm.  Another boy came in my mouth and by that time I’d completely given up on trying to keep track of who was in me at any given time.  I sucked and swallowed and moaned and loved everything.  I got in a quick breath before I opened my mouth for another cock.  The guy behind me kept fucking my pussy and the other two kept rubbing me and squeezing my breasts.

Other two?

I realized there was at least one guy taking a second turn, and that realization sent me over the edge. My orgasm exploded over me and I moved my hips crazily as the boy behind me fucked me and I sucked hard on the guy in my mouth.  The guy behind me turned out to be Norm because he cried out that he was going to cum and suddenly everyone let go of me as he rushed around and shoved into my mouth.  I didn’t know if there was some unspoken rule about making sure all the cum ended up there but I didn’t care. I was cumming and once he got past my lips, another cock filled my pussy and that made everything fine by me.

I kind of lost sight of time as I came. The orgasm had to be the best orgasm I've ever experienced and even though some of that surely had to do with the uniqueness of the situation and the fact that I was the center of attention with six guys it nonetheless felt astounding from a strictly physical standpoint. I couldn't believe the intensity of the thing. I couldn't believe the way my body seized up and then absolutely erupted with warm pleasure before I relaxed briefly before seizing up again.  The cycle continued repeatedly with impossible contractions of pleasure that had me moaning and screaming around the cock in my mouth as I seemed to cum over and over and over again. I lost sight of time but the boys didn’t.  They continued to fuck me and to use my mouth, and I loved them for it. I swallowed another three or four loads of cum (and by that time, I actually loved the taste of it) before things begin slowing down. Of course, even with things slowing down there were still three guys moving from my pussy to my mouth to my pussy and so on in an endless cycle of pleasure.

I swallowed another load of cum and then there were two boys left.  It felt weird to feel a little disappointed that there were only two cocks still working on me.  On the bright side, those two seemed to last forever. I was able to figure out in the midst of one of their switches that I was still pleasing Alex send Barrett.  That was absolutely fine by me because they sure as hell we're still pleasing me as well. I fucked and sucked and continued to cum and somewhere along the way I realized my orgasm had lasted for an inordinately long period of time.  Perhaps it had been a bunch of orgasms. I didn’t know but I did know that I was still cumming and was beginning to worry that I’d never stop cumming.  So, when Barrett came in my mouth and very shortly after that Alex cried out, left my pussy, and deposited a final load of semen over my tongue; I was relieved. My whole body felt wrecked.  It felt wrecked in an absolutely wonderful way but it still felt wrecked.

I kind of collapsed onto the floor and the boys turned on the sweet charm again. There were hands all over me stroking softly and making sure I was okay.

I was more than okay. A few minutes later I sat myself down into a nice hot bath Norm drew for me and Alex carried me to.  I soaked and I took my time. So, I was pretty surprised when I finally came back downstairs and found that all the boys were still there. We all talked and smiled and flirted as though nothing had happened. I was still the center of attention and I still loved it.

When the guys finally left, every single one of them kissed me goodnight and I felt like a superstar. My friends returned the next day and immediately talked about scheduling the next party. As the weeks passed, though, the party never got rescheduled.  The boys and I hooked up regularly, usually one on one but sometimes two or even three of them at once.  There never came another opportunity to take on all six at the same time.  Eventually, a few of them got girlfriends and then Jared and I got pretty serious and the sleeping with any or all of the six came to an end.

I'd be lying, though, if I tried to tell you there weren't times when I held on to my boyfriend and came hard imagining there were five other cocks in the room.


7. Kelli and the Chess Club: Having Revenge with Gangbang Sex by Lora Lane

Sometimes girls, even the most attractive girls, get cheated on. That's not me. It never happens to me. Or it never had happened to me until recently anyway. The way I found out was as terrible as the way it made me feel and instantly I knew I had to get revenge. Though it took me a while to figure out how to get my old boyfriend back, I picked a great plan when the time came. Little did I know that my attempt at revenge would turn into one of the greatest sexual escapades of my life.

It was an afternoon I will never forget. One might wonder if that is because it was so great or so terrible and the answer is actually both. I was sitting in the little coffee bar area of the cafeteria building on campus at the college I attend when a familiar sound filled my ears from behind.

Laughter. It wasn't your normal kind of run of the mill laughter though, rather more of a goofy snort sound. I knew it was the chess club right then; seven of the most nerdy guys I ever knew existed. I know it's so cliché to think about the chess club as being such nerds and maybe they aren't at every campus but on mine the nerdy guys took it over. I don't begrudge them laughing however and it would never bother me if I didn't also know what they were going to do next.

"Kelli!" a familiar voice called from behind me, "Kelli, I didn't know you were here today! Fancy meeting huh? Kelli?"

"Randy," I said with a polite smile, mostly because I knew how persistent he could be with his greetings. "How are you boys today?"

Two of the guys behind him didn't even have the guts to look at me while three of them had bug-eyes popping out towards me. Randy did a good job of at least pretending to be calm and cool. He probably thought he was cooler than he was though. He titled his head back towards me with his thumbs in his pocket, "Doing well, doing very well. I made it to the state finals this year. So, yeah, doing well."

"Really?" I acted pleasantly surprised, "That is wonderful Randy! I knew you could do it." I didn't. I didn't have a clue how good this guy was. The truth about it is that I didn't even know they had any kind of state competition for the chess club. Either way, being nice to Randy was always the best way to get him to move along. Why shouldn't I be nice though? Randy was a nerdy guy but he was a nice guy and didn't deserve me putting him down or acting like I was way better than him.

As it usually did, a few kind words from me sent him and his chess buddies on the way to a table just a little too close but not close enough for me to want to move further away. They were talking about the normal things: chess, upcoming finals and that they had just talked to me. Of course, because Randy had the guts to talk to me that somehow meant that every one of them had also spoken with me by proxy. Anyway, it doesn't matter because right about then is when business picked up.

"Hello sexy!" a level baritone voice said from the doorway. I looked up to see Jason walking in. Standing over six feet tall with a lean and powerful build to go with his otherwise handsome features; Jason would probably be a heart-throb of the campus without being the quarterback and captain of the football team. Some joked that I should go out for head cheerleader just to keep up with the status quo but I never cared for cheering on sports from the sidelines.

I stood and kissed him lightly, "Hey handsome. I was beginning to wonder if you were standing me up again."

He smirked, "You know I couldn't stand up my sexy woman."

I sat back down after slapping his shoulder, "You mean you couldn't stand me up a third time, right?" Jason had missed a few of our normal meeting places of late for whatever reason. He had a simple explanation each time and I didn't really feel like digging into it, so – other than reserving the right to bust his balls for it on occasion – I had let the matter go.

"Oh," he laughed nervously as he glanced around and smiled at his many other friends in the room, "Yeah, of course. I said I was sorry now, Kelli, don't hold a grudge."

"Don't tell me what to do jock," I said with a stern voice but I was smiling widely at the same time. We went on to have our normal lunch after that point with only one little hiccup. At the nearby table where the nerdy guys had sat down, I overheard something that caught my attention.

One of them spoke in what could only be called a loud whisper, "You know she is too good for him. You should ask her out Randy. At least you wouldn't cheat on her like that dumb jock Jason."

They went on discussing the matter for a minute with a similar theme but it was nothing I hadn't heard before. The only non-geeky person I am aware of who thinks I am way too good for Jason is my father. It was pretty standard jealousy in my opinion and I was so accustomed to it by that point that I simply brushed it off as a compliment to both my attractiveness and my ability to land a hot guy and moved on.

Jason and I finished lunch after about thirty minutes when he said he had to run off to the gym to catch a workout with the boys. I don't workout so I waved him off to sweat his way to an even more impressive physique. I stayed there long enough to finish my desert and stood to leave – sparing a polite wave at the chess club in the process. It was then that I saw Jason's sunglasses, the ones he loved more than me, on the table. Nothing makes me sick to my stomach like a room full of jocks throwing weights around but running something he forgot to him was nothing new so I grabbed them and headed off. I actually had hopes that I could catch him before he got to the gym so I wouldn't have to walk in the wretched place.

No such luck.

Unfortunately, even after walking in and having to smell their funk, I couldn't find Jason anywhere. It was debatable why the jocks even called it a gym since it was basically just a glorified weight room the school had used a couple of coats of paint on. With extra effort to force myself not to grab my nose, I took a couple of spins around before I finally decided that Jason wasn't there. Before I stormed out in frustration however, I saw Timmy. If anyone would know where Jason was it would be him. They'd been friends for a decade.

"Timmy!" I yelled, trying to reach him above the blaring music. Louder then, "Timmy! Hey Timmy!" At long last another friend of theirs who was there whacked him on the arm and pointed at me. My raised brow and expression drew a wince from a couple of them but Timmy kept calm as he stepped towards me. When he was about three feet away I held my hand out, "That's close enough Timmy. Where's Jason?"

He took on an odd expression and glanced over his shoulder at the others. Half of them turned in the other direction and the other half shook their heads. He glanced back around, "Kelli, look I really shouldn't say because I don't really know."

My patience was quickly fleeing as I stopped him, "Stop, Timmy, just stop. Quit being dumb about it and just tell me where he is. I need to catch him."

"In the act?" a jock I didn't know asked the odd question before two of his friends punched the color out of his shoulder.

They continued to beat the guy the rest of the way to stupid and Timmy winced and glared at me, "Oh, shit. You're on to him aren't you? I knew it. Listen, just don't tell him we said anything since you already knew. That way it won't really be a lie."

The words they were saying coupled together quickly in my mind but I rejected what they must mean and held his sunglasses up, "I wanted to find him so I could give him these."

Several face-palms behind him represented what Timmy probably felt inside as he winced, "Oh, fuck me."

"Where is he?" I demanded with a serious expression, "Now! Tell me now Timmy."

He pointed at the locker room of the old gym and said, "Back there in the sauna. Kelli, you probably shouldn't go. Let me go get him." He stepped to cut off my path. One glare from me and he raised his hands and stepped out-of-the-way.

I stormed slowly passed him, like a monstrous hurricane slowly assaulting the coastline. The moment I walked up to the locker room door I heard the guys scamper out of the gym as fast as they could, telling each other to get the hell out of dodge. In truth, I knew what they thought but I was still telling myself that it couldn't be true. Some bimbo was making advances at Jason and they just assumed he was doing nasty things with her. There would be an explanation.

"Kelli!?"

I looked up and saw my Jason in the area of the locker room by the sauna, covered in sweat. The slutty cheerleader Jessie and her friend that I didn't know were all over him in what was clearly not an assault. A threesome? He was cheating on me right there in the locker room with two girls at once? The heat of the room was already dampening my long blond ponytail and I could feel the sweat beading up on my tanned lean body.

"Kelli," he tried to sit up as the girls both smiled at me and tried to pull him back down. He tried to get away from them again, "Kelli, please… let me go girls! Let go!"

I held one hand up with his sunglasses held between my fingers and narrowed my gaze towards Jason, "You forgot your sunglasses. I guess you must have been in a rush to get to these sluts before they jumped on the next dick that walked through."

All three of them looked at me in shock at the statement but I kept talking, "Oh, no don't let him go girls. I assumed I knew him but I clearly had no idea. So, you two sluts," I slammed his expensive shades down to the floor where they shattered, "Can keep him. fuck you Jason."

My pace was feverish as I nearly ran out of the room. I was going so fast in fact that I surprised the small group of guys who were still out there lifting weights. They must have known how Jason had cheated on me too and apparently found it hilarious. I didn't even slow down as I shoved the biggest one backwards over a bench and continued on outside.

I'm not sure exactly how long it took me to get outside, to my car and home where I finally let go of the emotion that was building inside. Hurt was there and even heartbreak but that wasn't the main emotion I felt. Mainly what I felt was rage; pure unfiltered rage for the bastard I thought was a decent guy. He texted me over and over begging me for forgiveness and that was easily the worst part. I might have actually been able to get to a point where I could forgive the slime eventually if he would have respected me enough to leave me the hell alone. But no, he wasn't going to do that.

Fine, I decided. If he wasn't going to leave me alone then I was going to get revenge in some way that would hurt him in the only area he really cared about: his lofty reputation.

I'd love to say that it was all too easy to think of some creative kind of revenge but it wasn't. The truth of the matter is that I still had some feelings for the idiot and I find it kind of difficult to plot hurtful deeds against those I care even a bit about. Texts and phone calls are different though. I was doing wonderful at ignoring him completely over the phone and in person.

Life had just about returned to normal by the time a couple of weeks had passed as once again I found myself in that little coffee area and once again I was enjoying a meal. The only difference was that I wasn't looking for Jason to join me and would likely punch him in the nose if he decided to try.

"Kelli!" a familiar voice called from behind me, "Kelli! Hi, how are you? Mind if I sit down with you?" I knew it was Randy both by his voice and his usual persistence. The fact that he was gutsy enough to ask to sit down meant that he had probably heard the rumors about Jason and me breaking up and wanted to swoop in before Jason could convince me to get back together. It was an obvious play and about as dorky as I could have imagined so I opened my mouth to attempt a polite refusal when an idea suddenly struck me.

I turned to look at them, six of them that day, and looked back to Randy. A smile crept across my face, "Of course Randy, I would love for you to sit down. As a matter of fact, why don't you all have a seat. Pull chairs up, there is plenty of room."

The looks they gave each other were priceless but not as awesome as the one plastered on Jason's face when he walked in and saw me sitting with the chess club. That look he was giving me was all the fuel I needed to take my little plan and blow it clean out of the water. Glancing at Randy, I twirled a strand of hair around my finger, "So, when is this tournament of yours? State finals did you say?"

Randy couldn't hide his smile, "You… you wanna come?"

I winked at him, "Uh, huh, I sure do."

His next sentence caught in his throat and I giggled at him playfully. I was laying it on thick but then again I wanted to make sure at least a few of them caught my double meaning. Randy gathered himself and gave me directions on how to get to the fairly remote little spot where the event was being held. The geeky club filtered away quickly after that and I gathered my things to leave as well. On the way out I made sure to give a quick glance in Jason's direction. He looked like he couldn't decide between exploding in anger or busting out crying. I smiled and gave a teasing wave towards him as I left.

All in all I felt really good about what I had set in motion. The chess club boys were pretty clearly about as excited as they had ever been about anything since the last Star Seeker play card set came out and Jason clearly didn't know what to think. The only thing left to do was to prepare myself for the weekend away to cheer on the chess club and plan how to ensnare them in my little trap.

The weekend arrived with little fan fare from our campus other than a small mention of it on the next-to-last page of the newspaper where nobody would ever see it. When I drove up to the site I had to double-check the address. Satisfied that the GPS had not steered me incorrectly, I pulled my cute little car on a patch of grass and eased out. My plan had very little chance of not working but neither did I want to look like a two-bit whore in the process. Lucky for me the air was cool and nobody thought it was strange that I wore a long brown coat which I wrapped tightly around to keep the stiff wind away from my body on the long walk to the building.

Once inside I had to look for a long while before I finally found the guys from my school. After I sneaked my way over there through the tight crowd of people one of Randy's boys slapped him on the shoulder and pointed at me. From their expressions, it was obvious that Randy, nor the rest of them actually expected me to actually arrive. It gave me a bit of pause. If they didn't think I would actually come that day, what did that mean for the hints I had dropped about my other reason for attending?

I decided to worry about that when the time came and threw a hefty hug around Randy and the rest, "Hi, boys. Looks like this is the place to be."

Randy looked around, "Yeah, some places in the state actually care about chess clubs instead of just using us for their own reasons."

I barely kept the wince I felt from reaching my face, replacing it instead with an awkward smile. "Oh, come on now. Who are you facing or playing? Is it a team thing or what?"

"You don't have any interest in chess do you Kelli," Randy said.

Again I smiled, "Oh, of course I do. It has something to do with kings and jumps or something." Their faces suggested I was dead wrong. "Oh, heck, I am here aren't I? Why don't you teach me something about it so that I can keep up with what is going on?"

Another of them punched Randy in the arm as if to tell him to stop being a hard ass. At least that was what I hoped he took from it. Whatever the reason, Randy softened a bit and started to explain something about the game. To my surprise it seemed rather interesting, at least in concept. "So, if someone says 'check' that means they win?"

"No," one of them explained, "It means they could win if the other player doesn't protect his king." He pointed at a figure on his shirt, "This guy right here." I nodded and he continued, "It's not over until the king cannot be saved and the player says 'check mate'."

I smiled genuinely, "This seems more interesting than I thought it would. I guess that's why there are so many people here." I leaned up and gave Randy a peck on the cheek, "For luck."

He smiled but there was still something in his expression that led me to wonder if he was on to my scheme. They were like the smartest guys in the entire school so it was possible – if not likely – that they would sniff out the plot. Was I using them? I asked myself the question many times before I could find an excusable way to tell myself that I wasn't really. It was more like I was offering them support while intending to rewarding them in a way that would also help me stick it to Jason. Sure, it was a bit weak but it was the best I could come up with.

Even with the best of efforts to enjoy the event, it took me only about thirty minutes to get sick to death of that damn bell. Why did they have to ring the bell? Couldn't someone keep time in some other way? Was that even why they hit the thing? Was the other player so out if it that they needed a huge reminder when it was their turn? I thought it might work best if I walked up and slapped the one whose turn it was but that seemed a bit too aggressive.

I finally got too bored and pulled my phone out to play a little game, check emails and send a few texts to some friends. There were way too many people in there for the size of the room and I began to feel kind of warm too. That was about the last thing I wanted since I couldn't well remove my coat. The best I could do was grab the collar and move it around to give myself some relief.

It wasn't easy. In fact, passing the time of the meet or championships was mind numbing but in the end, I made it. To my surprise, I was able to keep track of what was going on well enough to know that Randy had nearly won. He won second place though and to me, that seemed like a great thing. The group of guys were in good spirits as well but I was having a terrible time getting to them.

By the time I finally found them, it was even more difficult to get a word in. Whether talking with each other or on the phone about the match, rehashing what Randy could have done differently or generally being happy about the good showing; they found anything and everything to do other than talking to me. Once or twice I caught a glimpse of a smile or a nod here and there until people started to leave.

Most of the crowd filtered out the door but Randy and his friends hung around with another few chess clubs until they finally left and it was down to Randy's chess club and me in the room which suddenly seemed large and much cooler. The center of the area was empty except for those of us standing there and three long folding tables. I smiled towards Randy after fanning my coat a little more, "You guys sleeping here tonight?"

Randy smirked, "We volunteered to break it all down and lock up after everyone left. Donny's uncle owns this building and allowed us to use it after the campus that was going to host couldn't. If you don't mind me asking, Kelli, why are you still here?"

Unfortunately, it was a damn good question, one I had no intention of answering directly. They might be smarter than me but I could hold my own in a verbal sparring session. "I'm here to support and cheer for you of course."

"It's over," he said, "I lost."

"No," I said, "You won second place."

"I wasn't aiming for second place."

"I wonder how many of the people you defeated would have been happy with second place? You did great Randy. Be proud of yourself," I smiled widely and rubbed his arm, "I am."

He pulled his surprisingly firm arm away slowly, "You're proud of yourself or proud of me?"

My smile faded as he looked at me like I was the only one in the room that didn't hear the joke. "Huh?"

He put his palm towards me briefly as if to stop me from talking and said, "Let me ask again in another way. Kelli, why are you here?" I started to answer with a shrug but he cut me off, "Does it have everything to do with me and supporting us or are you here because you have decided we can serve as healthy revenge against Jason for cheating on you?"

My cheeks were the color of pure crimson and suddenly the room felt terribly cold. "Randy," I stammered, "I had a good time watching the tournament."

"Really?" another of the guys said, "It seems to us you were having a terrible time getting through it since you had to spend so much time on your phone and such."

Another spoke up, "Major credit for knowing he finished second though."

Something shifted in my mood and I glared at them all, "Okay, let me ask you a question. How many times have you all been cheated on and made a fool of by someone for whom you had genuine feelings? How many times have all of your friends – who you have never even gossiped about once – turned around and started mocking you to the entire school?"

"The entire school mocks us anyway," Randy said.

I put my hand up, "Fine, you know what, fine. I was trying to use you. I thought maybe I could show Jason how insignificant he was by having the most insane time ever with you guys and allowing you to do all kinds of things to me. What better way to show that fool that he isn't the biggest man on campus than to have a wild time with you guys instead of him? But fine, I guess I will just leave since you are on to my little plan and you think I'm nuts or whatever."

After walking to the edge of the center area of the room, I turned around and saw the general expression I was looking for on their faces. Suddenly they weren't so sure of themselves so I decided quickly on what I should do next. "You guys have fun being all holier than everyone else and smarter than everyone else. Have fun being all alone in this room too."

I jerked the belt loose on my coat and then pulled it open and allowed it to fall to the floor, revealing my skimpy red lingerie and garters which left very little of my lean tanned body to their imagination. "Unless you want me to stay."

Three of the guys didn't even wait for what Randy was going to say, instead walking forward and openly gawking at me. I could see their dress pants clearly revealing their swollen manhood and allowed my gaze to drift there and back up. Three more flanked them to one side and Randy finally stepped forward and said, "Uh, you… you can stay."

I planted my hand on my hip and turned away, "No, I wouldn't want you to feel used."

Before I took three steps a hand touched my shoulder and I looked back to see Randy there, "Yes?"

He said, "Stay. Use. Please."

I had to smile at his odd words but he at least succeeded in convincing me to stop and turn around. Sauntering over to a table, I hopped up on the side of it and glanced at the seven of them, "Well, maybe. If I stay though, how would you know what to do with me?"

All seven seemed to come towards me at once but it was Randy who pushed the others back and reached for my head with trembling hands. He leaned in and brought his lips to mine for the sweetest little kiss I had probably ever been given. It is strange how certain happenings can change your point of view on a situation. I had been ready to trap the chess club into a sexual romp but then had really been ready to walk out. I didn't realize how ready I had been to walk away from the entire scene until that shaky, nervous kiss brought me crashing back to a level of desire I never thought I could hold for such a person.

I instantly reached up towards him and smiled when he first pulled away from me. He was nervous. The fact that he was nervous but still willing to kiss me in front of his chess buddies was driving me crazy. For a minute I took the lead and dove into his lips with my own, my tongue exploring his for a solid minute before he began taking the lead in the kiss and lay me back against the top of the table.

He broke the kiss and though he was stilling shaking a bit, seemed much more calm and able. I smiled as I stroked his hair, "Do you know what to do with me Randy? Do all of you?"

Randy backed up just slightly and looked around to the chess club. He glared back down and jerked his shirt off, "We do."

I giggled at his serious expression but not in a mocking way. God he was driving me insane with his innocence. My thumbs hooked into the hem of my panties and played with them before I pulled them far to one side, exposing myself to them. I grabbed my breasts through my bra before quickly removing it as well. "Well, boys, show me."

They moved so quickly that I was almost afraid of what they might do. Instead I just allowed it to feed the desire that was building to an insane level by that point. I felt hands all over me. Some were warm, others were cooler and sweaty, some shaking and some steady. Alone they might not have been perfect but all as one they were doing amazing things to me without barely even knowing it.

Shortly they spread my legs and pulled me to the edge of the table. Randy was first to show his impressive shaft and easily push it inside of me. My head rolled back to see another shaft positioned near by mouth. Soon I had wrapped my lips around one, had one in each hand and Randy plunging into me. Others who were free kept the pressure on my nipples and it was working so damn well I couldn't hope to hold back screaming in pleasure.

Just as Randy pulled away they shifted and another that I didn't even know moved more aggressively into me with thrust after thrust. I yelled for him to fuck me harder and he did it oh so well. The table was rocking with the power of his movements. I was almost disappointed when he pulled out and they rotated again but the next guy made up for the lack of power in size and technique.

My hips bucked high and I grunted in want as an orgasm washed across me and I came all over his shaft. Nobody was saying anything but the room was filled with the silent grunts and moans of their need to plunge their big cocks into me and I was steadily yelping in crazed pleasure.

They made a complete round like that before lifting me off of the table up off of the floor. My legs wrapped around somebody and his wonderful shaft plunged into me. I fell backwards in weakness as another orgasm hit me but they caught me and did everything possible to my body with their hands. He finished and pulled out so they could move me around again and someone else began to shove into my dripping wet pussy.

Another orgasm was building and nearly sapped all of my strength when it struck but luckily I didn't need any. The entire chess club was supporting my weight while massaging seemingly every inch of my body. It was incredible in every way. I actually lost track of how many times I climaxed but after a while of my nearly continuous screams of need, want and pleasure, they sat me down and I willingly hit my knees.

One shaft after another I took in my mouth and sucked nearly to climax. Once they made the rounds at least twice, I backed up and told them, "Cum on me." Their warm streams of cum hit me from the tip of my head all the way down to my belly button and everywhere in between.

I sat up on a table top and laid back to catch my breath while many of them were doing the same. Some of them were up before the others and started to eventually pick up chairs and do other things they had to do. Randy told me not to worry about cleaning up the room or anything but that there was a bathroom down the hall if I wanted to clean up a bit.

After doing just that, I put my coat back on and caught up with Randy as the guys were getting ready to leave and talking about the insane gangbang during the process. He finally said bye to the others and sent them on their way except for Donny who was waiting to lock up. Turning to me Randy said, "Are you okay to drive back? I have a nice hotel room not far away that you can use and I can stay with Donny at his uncle's for the night."

"How sweet," I said with a deep smile. "That's not going to work for me Randy." He looked a little surprised until I motioned for him to come closer and whispered in his ear, "Unless you stay with me." He pulled back and nodded happily that he would be glad to. It must have taken a while to finish up there and get back to the hotel room because once we did, Randy and I did not go to sleep. It turns out he has a ton of stamina and can freaking go all night long. Jason was going to die when he found out what had happened and I loved that feeling of revenge almost as much as I liked the way Randy looked at me.

What can I say? My only regret is that I didn't learn of Jason cheating on me earlier. Who knew the chess club nerd Randy could be such a stud? I most certainly know now and he reminds me every time he gets the chance.


8. A Night to Remember: The College Party Gangbang by Kaylee Jones

When Lacey runs into a blast from her past, she agrees to meet him for drinks.  As she recounts out loud the last time they were together, the memories and the wine combine between them for a combustible reunion.

As I wandered aimlessly up and down the aisles of the grocery store staring at the easy dinner options, I realized just how tired I was.  It had been a long day at the law firm and I was ready to be braless and stiletto-less.  My heels were clicking their way over the tiles when I heard a long-forgotten voice behind me.

“Lacey?”

I turned around on my high heels, confused and curious, and strode back towards him.

“Thomas?  What the hell are you doing here?”

“I just transferred here for a job.  Holy hell, I can’t believe it’s you.”

I chuckled, it had been such a long time since I had even thought about him, not to mention that last night together.  He still looked good, maybe even better with age.  His dark hair and blue eyes were a killer combination and the slight crinkling of his eyes added humor and experience to his handsome face.

“Seriously, I cannot believe I just ran into you in the produce department.  What the hell have you been up to?”

He was as flabbergasted as I was, but I seemed to be at a loss for words.

“I, ah, just picking up dinner.  Work has been hectic lately.”

“Where do you work nowadays?”

I grinned, knowing how unbelievable my answer was going to be to him.  “I’m a criminal defense lawyer.”

It was Thomas’s turn to lose the power of speech.

Laughingly I patted him on the shoulder, “It’s okay.  No one believed it could happen.”

“N-N-No, it’s not that.  I just, well, you know…”

“Yeah, I’m just lucky that social media didn’t exist when I was in college.  I’d be screwed nowadays.  Back then we were at least smart enough not to take pictures of our stupidity.”

He laughed that same booming, contagious laugh, “It wasn’t all stupid, was it?”

I shook my head, “Nah, not that.  You know what I mean.”

“Yeah.  Well, maybe we can grab drinks or dinner sometime.”

“I’d like that,” I replied, my mind still reeling with memories.

“Are you… attached?” he stubbed his toe against a crack in the tile floor.

“It’s just dinner,” I reminded him gently.

“Yeah, I know, I got it.”

“Oh!  You said you transferred here for work?  What do you do?” I asked to be polite more than anything.

His cheeks flushed pink, “District attorney’s office, prosecutor.”

My entirely terrible day vanished as I burst in to laughter.

“Oh my god, what are the chances of that!” I was stunned.

“About the same as us running into each other over the premade salad bowls.”

We ended up exchanging business cards and heading off in our own directions.  I was ninety-nine percent certain that he was as lost in his memories as I was in mine.

That night as I ate my premade chicken Caesar salad and finished my second glass of red wine, one by one the memories ignited in my brain.  Thomas and I had been long-time casual buddies in college.  It was basically a “friends with benefits” situation, and we always respected the other when one of us found a significant other.  But when we were both single, we gravitated towards each other.  We had never really discussed becoming more.  It was almost as though we did not want to ruin what we had by making a mountain out of a molehill.

I fell asleep that night remembering the way his unshaven scruff scratched my inner thighs and the way his tongue knew exactly how to tease me to the edge then plummet me into the depths of pleasure.  I was not sure if the tingling came from the memories or the fact that I really had not dated anyone in several very long months.

The next day I woke up vaguely frustrated but headed off to work anyway.  Around lunchtime, Thomas texted me.

[[So, tomorrow’s Friday.  You planning a premade dinner again?  Or could I convince you of something more?]]

I laughed and typed my response.

[[I could be convinced.]]

We made plans to meet at a little Spanish restaurant about halfway between our respective work places.  It was certainly way too early in the process to negotiate for a meeting spot closer to one of our residences.  Besides, he had not mentioned whether he was single or not.  For all I knew, he had a wife and seven kids at home.  I had been so surprised to see him, I had not thought to check for a ring.

I became a little embarrassed that I was even thinking those things.  But in my defense, while he and I had shared a unique friendship, it had always come back to the sex.  It was what bound us together back then, so perhaps it was natural to focus on it now.  Then again, maybe it had just been too long since my last non-battery orgasm.

The next morning, I took a little more care than normal with my preparations.  I shaved my legs and bikini area satin smooth in the shower, and inhaled the cocoa butter scent deeply as I massaged it over my skin.  Over my matching lace bra and panties, I selected a suit and a fitted blouse that could be buttoned up for work, and buttoned down for dinner.  I also made sure to blow dry my wavy hair straight so that it hung silkily over my shoulders.  As an added bonus, I stuck a red lipstick in my purse to touch up.

After I finished my caseload for the day, I stepped into the bathroom to run a comb through my hair, powder my nose, and swipe on the red lipstick.  I left all the buttons done until I reached my car.  I laid my suit jacket over the backseat and unfastened an extra button, making sure my generous cleavage was peeking out just enough to catch his eyes.  He always did love my full firm breasts.

Thomas was waiting for me when I strolled in, and from the look on his face, I already had every bit of his attention.  The tapas place was arranged distinctively, with large oversized loveseats and coffee tables instead of traditional tables and chairs.  I sat down across from him, making sure to bend over a little further than necessary as I arranged my snug pencil skirt.  His eyes were fixed on the swells of my breasts, and I knew the evening was already mine to own.

****

Shortly after I sat down, the waitress stopped by with a carafe and glasses as well as several small tapas that Thomas had already ordered.

“Ah, you remember,” I smiled and winked.

He had ordered red sangria filled with fresh cut fruit, a platter of cheese and olives and cured meats, and a tiny dish of marinated mushrooms.  The young woman poured the first glasses and set everything down on the table between Thomas and me.  When he and I had been in college, we had experimented making our own sangria and every single attempt failed miserably.

I sipped the sparkling fruity drink and popped a mushroom in my mouth.  His eyes seemed to watch my every move, and I knew instantly that I could control where this evening ended.

“So, are you attached or unattached?” I approached the question head-on.

“Um, recently unattached actually.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.  Divorce?”

“Nah, just living together.  But it was headed that direction.  She just wasn’t willing to move when I got the job here.”

“That sucks.  But her loss.”  He was being too vague for me to determine whether he was truly saddened by the loss.

“Definitely not mine,” he grimaced, “she was horrible in sack but I didn’t have the heart to tell her that.  In every other way, she was great.  Would have made a great sidekick should I run for DA someday.”

“Sidekick?  Oh Thomas, surely that’s not what you want in a wife.”

He rolled his eyes, “So many answers, so little time.”

I leaned forward, making sure to angle down just enough for him to have a clear shot down the front of my blouse.

“Like what?” I asked breathily.

“Lacey, Lacey, Lacey.  If we do now what we used to do, I’ll probably have a heart attack.”

I sat back and laughed, “Thomas, we are not that old!”

“Yes, I know, but we were that crazy!”

I poured myself another glass of sangria and piled cured salami and manchego cheese onto a toasted slice of bread.  As I savored the combination of flavors, I regarded him calmly.

“You really have aged well, Thomas.”

“Ah, thanks.  You were always dynamite Lacey, and still are.  I fantasize about those…”  he gestured vaguely towards me.

I fluttered my eyelashes and feigned innocence, “Who?  Me?  Fantasized about what?”

He gestured again, slightly embarrassed.

I gingerly opened my blouse and thrust my firm breasts forward, “You mean these?”

He nodded and grinned, “Never thought I’d get to see them again though.”

“The night is young,” I whispered throatily.

He shook his head, “Give a lonely guy some relief.  It’s been way too long and you look way too good.  You have to play nice.”

I set my glass down on the coffee table and looked him squarely in the eyes.  Then, as he sat and stared, I slowly stood up and walked over to his loveseat, and sat down next to him, sliding right up next to him until our thighs were pressed together.

“How nice do you want me to be?”

He groaned and I swear I saw a twitching beneath the fly of his slacks.  And believe me, if his cock wants to gain some attention, all it has to do is ask.  Despite his seemingly innocent nice-guy exterior, Thomas is hung like a horse, knows exactly what to do with it, and loves to get creative.

The waitress stopped by to check on us, and we ordered another carafe as well as more food.  If I was going to keep drinking like this, I would need some substance to go with it.  While we waited for the next tray of goodies, I went back to teasing Thomas.  I ran my fingertips up his thigh and squeezed his leg gently.

There is something comfortable about an old lover, you know exactly what will get them revving and raring to go.  With Thomas, it was teasing -- tons and tons of teasing until he was about to soak his pants.  Then you back off just long enough to let him retreat from the edge, and then bam, he was pounding you into the headboard.

“Lacey?  What are you doing?” he moaned softly in my ear.

“You still like that, Thomas?  When I drive you insane with the tickling?”

I wiggled my fingers against his inner thigh to make my point.  He shifted in his seat, and I could see the distinct outline of his cock starting to grow.

“God almighty, I forgot how crazy you used to make me.”

I laughed, “I think I still remember some of my old tricks.”

“Heaven help me then, I’m in my thirties now, not my twenties.”

I leaned over and whispered in his ear, “I may have even learned a few new ones, like how to keep you right on the edge even longer than before, just begging for relief.”

He squirmed in his seat and tried to nonchalantly rearrange his swelling cock.  I ran the tip of my tongue up the curve of his ear and he groaned deep in his chest.

“But the best tease I can think of won’t even require me touching you.  And that’s got to be worse than anything, right?”

He nodded, and looked a little nervous.  I ran one fingertip up the length of his cock and he shivered.  And then he looked very surprised when I moved back over to the other loveseat.

“See?  I can’t reach you from here.  But I promise to have you begging for my tickling before we finish the next pitcher.”

Just then the waitress set down the next round of drinks and food, and was confused by Thomas’s apparent case of anxiety.

“Thank you sweetie, appreciate it,” I greeted the young woman to cover for Thomas’s muteness.

“So are you curious about this new non-touching tease?”  I whispered.

He nodded even as his eyes darted around the room.  Luckily the place was relatively empty, because I was about to steam it up hardcore.

“I’m going to tell you how I remember the night before our college graduation.  Do you remember that night?”

He nodded eagerly, adjusting himself again.

“Then how about you hear it from these soft red lips of mine?”

****

Before I launched into my memories of that night, I drained my glass of sangria and smiled leisurely at Thomas.  He seemed to be waiting on pins and needles for my recounting of the evening.  I could feel the beginning of a tingle through my bloodstream as the memories flooded back in.

“We had all finished our exams and were ready to celebrate.  After at least a week of all-nighters, most of us were slap-happy before the party even started.  Someone had ordered a keg, and a pile of pizzas.  Back then, I thought it was odd that everyone hit the pizza first then the beer.  I guess as college students, we were always on the lookout for free food.

“The group was mostly business administration students from our classes.  We had all been together for the last four years, and it was bittersweet to be celebrating the end of an era.”

Thomas nodded as he drew out the memories from his own mental Rolodex.  I continued as he smiled at the thoughts he was having.

“After we demolished about half of the pizzas, someone finally tapped the keg and started handing out the cheap plastic cups filled with cheap beer.  We ended up congregating in the backyard, around the pool with the music blaring.

“Thomas, do you remember Suzanne?  She was always the first one to get wasted.”

I laughed as he nodded enthusiastically.  I suppose he was eager to remember her because when she got wasted, she tended to lose clothing.

“And that night was no different.  About an hour after we started into the keg, she was dancing around the edge of the pool without her shirt.  All of the boys were getting tipsy and leering in the direction of her generous cleavage.  She liked to highlight her God-given assets with lacy push-ups bras and a lot of bouncing around.”

Thomas was grinning as he recalled the petite blonde jumping around to the music, her breasts threatening to bounce clear of her bra altogether.

“So it was going along like any number of college parties to be found on any number of college campuses.  Eventually someone got tired of the warmish, flat beer and opened up the liquor bar.  I think I can recall bottles of Everclear, Jose Cuervo, and probably Jager as well.  Who knows at this point...  All I can remember was drinking my fair share of whatever they were pouring.  You were right there next to me that whole time.”

I laughed again as Thomas blushed slightly.

“You were always right there, weren’t you?  Oh that’s right, that night was the night to end all nights, wasn’t it?”

He nodded and his cheeks flushed darker as I goaded him.

“What was it you said?  ‘This night might be our last chance, Lacey’ I think was what you said.”

He shrugged, either trying to avoid answering or truly not remembering.  He seemed a little embarrassed at my recounting.

“Anyway, I remember looking at your blue eyes and thinking you were right.  I gulped down one last shot of whatever alcohol was in my glass and dragged you by the hand upstairs.  Your hands never left my hips as I swayed up to one of the bedrooms, and I think they had started to sneak under my miniskirt before we reached the halfway point.

“We fell into one of the open doors and you kicked it shut behind us.  We were pawing at each other, tugging at the clothes that were suddenly in the way of skin to skin contact.  You exhaled loudly when I finally got my little tank top off because you had already noticed that I was braless underneath.  I had nice firm full tits and you nearly fell over yourself to get to them.

“You ran your hands over the outer curves, lightly brushing my nipples with your thumbs.  I don’t know if it was the cool breeze from the air conditioning or your touch, but they stiffened immediately.  You bowed your head to them, and ran your tongue over the tight little peaks.

I looked up briefly and saw Thomas squirming in his seat just a little.  I winked at him and shifted in my seat to give him a better view of the breasts in question.

“Oh you loved playing with them.  I guess you always did when we fooled around together, but you just seemed particularly enraptured by their appearance that night.  I tugged at the hem of your polo shirt and finally got it off once you were willing to release my tit for a second.  I pulled you close and felt your warm skin tingle when your chest touched mine.

“As we hungrily made out, I heard the door open behind you.  I was not too concerned, perhaps someone didn’t realize that a closed door meant occupied.  However I momentarily looked up and saw Steve standing there in nothing but his khaki shorts.  He had the most amazing upper body definition, and his abs looked lickable in the state I was in.  I could even see that sexy V leading down into his waistband.  You bowed your head back to my bouncing boobs.  The beer and the shots had converged in my system, and I could not stop myself from reaching for the sexy guy staring at us.

“Steve slowly walked towards us and slid around behind me.  You briefly looked up from my nipples but were eager to return to them.  As your teeth nipped one aching tip, I felt Steve’s hands slide around my bare waist and starting fiddling with the zipper on my skirt.

“God, I could feel the heat from both of you radiating through me, warming me to my core and soaking the little thong I had on.

“He unfastened just the top button of my denim skirt and slipped one hand inside.  I felt his teeth on my neck and ear as he started to torment me under my clothes.  With your lips and tongue you were driving me crazy from the front and he was teasing my throbbing pussy from behind.  He was pressed so close to my ass that I could feel his stiff cock through our clothes.  I kept one hand on the back of your head and reached around with the other to pull him even closer.  I wriggled my hips against you both and felt both cocks surge against me.

“As Steve was sliding his fingers inside my wet thong and against my slippery smooth pussy, I heard the door open yet again.”

Thomas had shifted in his seat to cross his legs in a vain attempt to hide the raging erection he was now sporting.  I popped a mushroom into my mouth and fluttered my eyelashes at him.

“Thomas?  You okay?”

He nodded and covered his crotch with his hands.

“Maybe I should sit over there for the rest of the story?”

He looked half nervous and half excited.  I grinned and walked around the coffee table to slide in right up next to him.  My fingers tickled the inside of his thigh, all the way up but stopping just short to actually touching his aching cock.  He squirmed against my hip and I tickled down the other thigh.

“Dammit,” he whispered, “you’re gonna get us kicked out of here.”

I giggled in his ear, “For sitting next to you?  Or for driving you so crazy you’d let me blow you right here?”

I saw his cock twitch when I said that last part.

“Now where was I?  Oh yes, you were sucking on my tits and Steve was fingering me when Miles walked in.  Miles took one look at the scene and started to step back out.  I opened my eyes and beckoned to him.  I needed to feel his gleaming caramel skin and bulging biceps against my body in that moment.  He approached us cautiously, and I leaned over to kiss him hungrily.

“By now you were on your knees in front of me and trying to get my skirt off.  You looked a little startled to see a hand already there, but it didn’t stop you from yanking the skirt and the thong off my body.  Steve started walking backwards towards the bed and you followed on your knees.  When Steve sat down, I realized that at some point he had lost his shorts and I was pressed up against a very hard, very eager cock.

“He angled my hips just right until I was impaled on his throbbing hard-on and we situated so that my legs were draped open and over his spread thighs.  As his cock drove in and out of me, your tongue found my pussy.  You sucked and flicked my clit until I was moaning and writhing.

“Miles was standing over me with his shorts unfastened and I leaned over to lick his straining cock.  It was hot in my mouth and pulsing with need.  I wrapped my hand around the base to steady him and enveloped him wetly with my mouth.  I let my tongue swirl and dance over the sensitive head until he was groaning for me.

“Steve was still thrusting up into me with reckless abandon and you my sweet Thomas were sucking on my aching little clit.  Suddenly I heard Steve muttering ‘fuck, fuck, fuck’ and I quickly withdrew his cock from my body.  I bent over double, still stroking and licking Miles’ cock, when I felt the warm splashes from Steve’s cum.  He fell back on the bed and I let go of Miles who groaned deeply.

“He pleaded with me to continue, asking ‘Where you going sweetness?’.  I just giggled at him and readjusted our little group while Steve recovered.  I pushed you back on the floor and you wriggled out of your shorts as fast as you could just before straddled your body.  I felt your eager cock pressing up against the swells of my ass and I wriggled just to tease you.”

Thomas’s eyes were wide at this point in the story, but I am not sure if that was from his straining erection, his raging hormonal memory, or my fingers tickling his heavy balls through his slacks.

“I finally impaled myself on you and started riding vigorously.  Miles moved so that I could again reach his cock and he slid that thick monster back into my mouth.  I kept sucking and stroking him as I rode you.  I could feel him throbbing hotly against my swirling tongue while your cock pulsed deep inside my pussy.

“Miles started grunting rhythmically and pulled out quickly.  I sat back and he moved around to the side of you, and stroked his raging cock until his jets splashed over my bouncing tits.  He sweetly wiped them off with his big hands and flopped onto the bed with a groan.

“I looked down at you, Thomas, and your eyes were huge.  I slowed my bouncing and started to ride you with a different intent.  I moved slow and steady, rocking and swaying my hips, making sure to keep you right on the edge.  You kept trying to thrust up into me harder and faster but I kept up my tortuous pace.

“Your nails were digging into my ass as you struggled to maintain your cool but when I reached around and tickled your heavy aching balls, you bucked up into me and groaned.  I pulled off and crawled across the floor on my hands and knees, swaying my hips at you in invitation.  You scrambled to your knees and drove your cock back into my dripping pussy.

“Damn, you fucked me and fucked me, pulling my hips back against your pelvis with every thrust until I screamed and exploded.  You held on for just one more moment then whipped out of me and stroked it just once or twice until you spurted all over my ass.  I know we had had sex before, but there was something insane that night.  Maybe it was the other two guys, I don’t know.”

Thomas looked very anxious as I finished my story and I giggled.  I let my fingers run up his shaft with the weight of a feather and I thought he was going to cum in his pants.

“Should we get out of here?” I whispered in his ear, my finger still tickling the shaft of his raging erection.

He nodded and we nearly ran out of there, after paying our bill of course.

****

I followed him to his place and it was almost a duplicate of that eager young man from college.  He yanked me inside his apartment and started tugging at my clothes.  I wriggled away from him and sunk to my knees.

“You’ll last all of five seconds in this state and I want a little more than that.”

Right there in the entry way, I blew my college friend.  I sucked and licked his cock while I rolled his balls in my fingers, taking a few moments to tease and torment his raging need.  I had him cursing and pleading and with a grin, I swallowed every drop he gave me.  He gave it to me with a loud grunting yell.  When he finished he roughly pushed me into the living room and had me on the couch in minutes.  As soon as I spread my thighs, he was between them, sliding my panties off and sucking at my clit in the same motion.  I groaned and writhed for only minutes before I screamed his name and exploded all over his poor face.  We eventually made it to the bedroom and fucked for the entire night.  I did everything to him that I had done to all those guys that night at the end of college.  Now Thomas got all of my attention.

That night was about five years ago, and we are still insane for each other.  We joke around about tracking down Steve and Miles, but it is only in jest.  Although I will admit that since all of those memories have returned, I sometimes touch myself with thoughts of that night.

Apparently we were not ready for each other in college, but when we reconnected, it was time.  Some things do get better with age.


9. Getting Extra Credit: Rough College Gangbang Sex with the Professor by Sofia Miller

I had a boyfriend, but he wasn’t what I really wanted.  He was a cute boy, but not at all like Professor Frank Longhorn, who was insightful and passionate, though perhaps a little rough around the edges.  Quite frankly, my current beau didn’t have a thought in his pretty little head, and I found myself yearning for something deeper.  I longed to learn all that Frank had to teach me.  And I was determined to do just that.  Perhaps he wasn’t impressed now, but he would be. He’d see my dedication.  He’d see I wasn’t just here to fill a requirement.  Maybe his gruff exterior would melt a little if he only got to know me.  One way or another, I’d find a way to get his attention.

I couldn’t wait to get back last week’s test in my psych class.  Professor Frank Longhorn was, so far, the highlight of my college experience.  He was about 40, brilliant, and looked so cute in his tweed jacket.  I frequently imagined that he would be sitting at home, grading papers and getting angry at everyone’s ineptitude (he was always going on cute little tirades in class.  He was so gruff and sexy) until he read my essay.  He’d read my savvy insights and swoon for the only girl who could understand him and his passions.

So you can imagine my disappointment when he smacked my first test paper down on my desk with a disapproving look and pointed to the big angry D+ inked in red across the top while he shook his head at me, piteously.  The man thought I was an idiot!  I was devastated--absolutely devastated.  It’s true, though.  I suppose I didn’t spend enough time actually listening to what he had to say in class.  I didn’t need to.  I simply trusted that it was brilliant while I focused my attention on other pressing matters, like the outline of what had to be a massive cock pressing through his khaki pants while he sat on his stool, pontificating.

I had a boyfriend, but he wasn’t what I really wanted.  He was a cute boy, but not at all like Professor Frank Longhorn, who was insightful and passionate  (though perhaps a little rough around the edges).  Quite frankly, my current beau didn’t have a thought in his pretty little head, and I found myself yearning for something deeper.  I longed to learn all that Frank had to teach me.  And I was determined to do just that.  Perhaps he wasn’t impressed now, but he would be. He’d see my dedication.  He’d see I wasn’t just here to fill a requirement.  Maybe his gruff exterior would melt a little if he only got to know me.  One way or another, I’d find a way to get his attention.

I waited around after class until all the other students had cleared out.  He sat at his desk, looking down at his papers.  There’s no way he didn’t see that I was there waiting for him, but he chose to ignore me until I spoke up.

“Fra--, uh...I mean, Professor Longhorn?  Can I talk to you for a minute?”

“You can come back when it’s office hours.  Haven’t you read the syllabus?  No, I suppose you wouldn’t have…” he said dismissively.  How could I have made him hate me so much already?

“Please--I just wanted to talk to you for a minute.  I know I can do better work than I what I gave you with this test.  I was wondering if there was any way I could make it up?”

“Why should I let you make up work you couldn’t get right the first time?  The date of the test was clear.  You could have asked for help at any time and chose not to.  You aren’t in high school anymore, Kelly.”

Kelly.  He knew my name!  Just the sound of it on his lips sent a tingle through me.  “You have no idea how important it is to me that I do well in your class.”

“Because you need a social science credit.”

“Because I want to do well for you!”

“So, why didn’t you?”  The question made me nervous.  I didn’t really know how to answer.

“I guess I’ve been...distracted.”

“Let me guess--you’re boy crazy, is that it?”

“You could say that.”  I could feel my cheeks starting to grow hot, betraying me.

“Boys will come and go, and you still have to get your work done, young lady.  It’s not my fault that you’ve got a crush.”

“But it is!”  It just came gushing out of me.

Professor Longhorn looked at me like I was insane.  “How’s that?”

“What I mean is…”  I couldn’t even finish the sentence, I was so flustered, blushing wildly.  He cocked his head at me quizzically in a way that just killed me.  I turned to go, convinced this conversation could go nowhere but down, determined to just rush out of there, drop the class, and never return. I got up and walked straight into a desk, tripped and fell on the floor, my skirt flying up and revealing my day of the week panties, “Thursday” pressed in cotton across my ass, as I scrambled back to my feet.  Things couldn’t possibly be any worse.  I was mortified.

But to my surprise, Frank was smiling--the first smile on record as far as I knew.  He was laughing at my expense, sure, but at least he wasn’t reprimanding me anymore.

“I think I understand, Kelly,” he said with a laugh.  God, his laugh was sexy!  “You know...I don’t tell everyone this, because--can I be honest with you?”  I nodded yes.  “--most of my students are idiots and not worth my time--but I have an exclusive study group with some very fine tutors for those students I think have untapped potential.  Now this is very important: Do you promise not to tell anyone about it?”

“I promise!”  I assured him.  “I would love the extra tutoring!  When?  Where can I find it?”

“Come back here tomorrow night at 10pm.”

“Gosh, that’s so late!”  I’d have to miss a sorority party--but it was worth it to spend time with Frank.  Besides, none of the boys there could hold a candle to the man before me.  They were all so immature.

“I’m a busy man--it’s really the only time.  I’ll see you then.”

“Thank you, thank you, thank you!  I’ll be there!”  I could barely contain my excitement.

“Alright, then.  I need to get back to my work, now.”  He seemed to recede back into his surly self.  I no longer held his attention as he dove right back into his grading.  I started to make my exit when he called out, “Oh, Kelly?” without raising his head from his work.

“Yes, Frank--I mean...uh, Professor Longhorn?”

“I’m looking forward to finding out what Friday looks like,” he said, finishing whatever correction he was making and then lifting his head to smile at me.

“Professor Longhorn!”  I blushed uncontrollably and ran out the door smiling.  God, he made me feel so young and stupid!

****

The next morning I skipped my morning English class to pick out an outfit.  That was a class I didn’t have to worry about.  The professor had a hopeless crush on me, and it seemed everything I turned in was gold.  He’d hand back my half-finished papers with A+ gleaming brightly at the top, while he blatantly eyed my body up and down.  I was used to that kind of attention, though, and it didn’t bother me.  Men always seemed helpless around me.  I had always been tall and long-legged, but when I started blossoming into a woman, my round perky tits grew in fast and the boys couldn’t seem to take their eyes off of them.  Other girls seemed uncomfortable about their changing bodies, but I loved all of the attention it got me.  I had most of the boys wrapped around my finger throughout high school, and nothing had changed in college.  In fact, it seemed the only man immune to my charms was Professor Longhorn.  But I was willing to put in the work necessary to change it.

But what to wear?  It was a challenging question.  I wanted to appear collegiate and ready to learn.  I stripped down in front of my full length mirror and held up a few different outfits, trying to decide.  It was 11am--my next class started at 11:30.  If I didn’t want to miss it, I’d have to hurry.  My dorm-mate Marcy came charging through the door, her arms loaded up with books.

“Whoah!  Sorry!  Didn’t mean to interrupt!”

“It’s fine--I don’t care if you see me, Marcy.  Help me pick an outfit.”  I turned to face her and held up a wool, pleated skirt and button up shirt with one hand and tight mini and tank top in the other.  I was never self conscious naked in front of other women, especially Marcy.  She was like family.

She looked me up and down.  “Why don’t you just go like that?  He’s sure to give you a passing grade,” she smirked.

“I want to earn it.  He’s not like the horndogs at this school.  He’s mature.  He wants a smart woman.”

“Then definitely the wool skirt,” she said, coming up behind me and looking at me in the mirror.  She unexpectedly pinched my bottom and I let out a squeal.  “But no panties.  You don’t want to seem like a total prude.”

“Actually, I have a pair I think he’ll really like.”  I threw down the clothes, walked over to my dresser, and pulled out my Friday panties and slid them on, bending over to let her read them.

“Friday?  They’re so childish!  Whatever happened to him being mature? And whatever happened to earning it?”

“They’re my power panties, that’s all” I said.  I didn’t want to tell her about the incident the day before.  It was possible I had read too much into it, and didn’t want to jinx things.  Still, I’d wear them and try not to soak them through with anticipation before I saw him later that night.

Getting through the rest of my classes that day was torture.  We were on block scheduling, so there was no psych class on Fridays.  And waiting until 10pm to see the professor was almost too much I could to bear.  I passed the time fantasizing in class, and when classes were over, I let my boyfriend Jake take me out for ice cream.  He babbled incessantly about something or other, but I couldn’t focus on him.  I could only think about Frank, and wonder just how much bigger his cock would grow if I could only get my hands on it.

I ended up getting to his classroom early, 9:45pm.  His tutors were already there when I arrived, however.  They were all seniors, just a year above me, and I recognized them.  There was Tim from the football team, Jack from the basketball team, and Steve from the baseball team.  I was surprised that these impressive athletes were also Frank’s tutors.  We all made our introductions and sat there nervously until ten after, when Frank arrived.

“Pardon my tardiness,” Frank said, laying his briefcase on the desk.  “Glad to see you’re all here.”  He took off his tweed jacket and unbuttoned his shirt, revealing a wife-beater sticking to his surprisingly well defined chest with sweat.  “I ran all of the way over here.  Feel free to make yourselves comfortable. In fact, this is a friendly group--why don’t we go ahead and take our shoes off all of us.  Let’s get comfortable--it’s after hours, after all.”

I couldn’t believe how loose he was being, kicking off his shoes, leaving his shirt unbuttoned.  He even went so far as to lean back in his chair and put his bare feet up on the desk.  He was so different when he wasn’t in class.  He was relaxed and contented.  It drove me up the wall with desire to see him glistening and casual this way.  I squirmed in my seat and felt my cotton panties grow damp.

“Now, Tim, Jack, Steve:  I want you to meet Kelly.  Kelly had a little bit of trouble with her test this week.  And what was the test covering, Kelly?”

“Positive and negative reinforcement,” I whispered sheepishly.

“What was that?  Speak up, I can’t hear you,”  Frank said, a finger to his ear.

“Ahem--Positive and negative reinforcement.”

“That’s right.  Kelly, I want you to stand up here in front of Tim and Jack and Steve.”  I got up from my chair and stood before them.  They leered at me noticeably, and I let out a little giggle I couldn’t control.  “Ah--there we go!  Even that’s an example.  Kelly, tell me:  Why did you giggle just now?”

“Uh...I don’t know…” I said.

“Yes, you do.  Why did you giggle?”

“I giggled because...they were looking at me?”

“Yes, they were looking at you, and…?”

“And…?”  I wasn’t sure what he was driving at.

“Do you like them looking at you?”

I blushed and smiled, and I was so happy that he smiled back.  “Yes,” I conceded.

“That’s right--and you wanted to encourage it!  And so you giggled to let them know that you like them looking at you.  It’s a small example, but it’s an example.  Can you show us another example?”

“I don’t think I know what you mean…” I said, confused.

“You liked that these boys were looking at you, and so you giggled, and that positive reinforcement gave them permission to continue eyeing you.  Let’s say we took things farther.  Let’s say that Steve, here--” he gestured at Steve to come to the front of the class, “--Steve here takes your positive reinforcement as a signal to take things further.”

“Take things further how?” I said, skeptically.  The sexual charge of the room was palpable, but surely he wasn’t intentionally taking things in that direction.

“I think you’re asking too many questions, Kelly.  Bad girl.”  Professor Longhorn said sternly.

“That’s...that’s negative reinforcement, right?”  I asked, trying to follow.  ‘You don’t want me to ask too many questions, so you reprimand me, and that’s negative reinforcement?”

“Very good, Kelly!  Now you’re starting to catch on.  So, let’s get back to the first example.  Steve takes your positive reinforcement, and he decides to touch you.  Steve, go ahead--touch Kelly wherever you see fit.”

Steve started to reach out his hand to me, but I stopped before it landed on my breast to turn to Frank and say, “Wait, I have a question--”

“Kelly, bad girl!”  Frank said with so much disappointed in his voice.  “You know that I don’t want you to ask too many questions, and yet you did it anyway.  So now I need to step up the negative reinforcement to deter you from doing that again.  Put your hands on the desk.”

I did as I was told, though I wanted desperately to ask him why.

“That’s right.  Now lean down and spread your legs apart.”  What?  Was he going to fuck me?  There’s no way he would fuck me...there was no way this was happening.  But for a moment that seemed exactly like what was going to happen as he walked up behind me and lifted up my wool skirt.  “Friday,” he said.  “Friday is my favorite day…” and my legs began to tremble as, much to my utter shock, he put his hands on my hips and slid my panties down as far as they would go on my spread legs, revealing my ass and pussy spread open for all of the boys to see.  He rubbed my bottom with the flat of his hand, and I involuntarily let out a moan, which rose sharply into a yelp when all at once, his caress turned into a hard, loud smack, which burned and shook me to the core.

“No more questions, Kelly,” he said, bringing his hand down again.  “If you’re going to learn what I have to teach, you have to do what I say without question.  Do you understand?”  He brought his hand down again, each smack of my ass stinging worse than the one before.

“Yes, I understand!”  I said.

“Were you a bad girl?”  He asked.

“I was--I asked too many questions!”  God, I was a bad girl...but his punishment felt so good, I was already thinking up more questions to ask.

“Are you going to be a good girl from now on?”  He asked, bringing his hand down again.

“Yes!”  I cried out in pain and delight.

“Are you lying?”  he asked?

“Yes!”  I cried, and he responded by pinching my bottom hard.  I screamed out in pain until he released me.  I went to stand up, but he stopped me.

“No--keep your hands on the desk,” he commanded.  “Now, do you want to be pinched again?”

“No, sir,” I whimpered.  And I really didn’t.  His spanking made my pussy so wet, I could take it all day, but the pinch really hurt.

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

I took a beat to think about it, and then answered sincerely, “Yes, I’ll be a good girl.”

“That’s the power of negative reinforcement!  Do you understand the concept?”  I nodded, and moved my hand to rub my sore bottom, but he stopped me.

“Ah-ah-ah!  Keep your hands on the desk!”  I did as I was told obediently as my ass cheek throbbed.  “That IS a good girl!  And on that note, let’s move back to positive reinforcement.  Tim, come up here.”  Tim came up to the front and immediately started caressing my spread open ass.  I had no idea how I’d found myself in this position, only that my legs were trembling and my pussy was gushing at the idea of my asshole gaping open for all of these boys to see.  “Tim seems to like your ass being on display, Kelly,” Professor Longhorn explained.  “Do you like Tim’s hands on you?”

“Yes, sir!”  I said, wriggling my round ass for effect.

“How are you going to encourage him to put his hands on you more?  What’s your positive reinforcement?  You can feel free to take your hands off the desk.”

Keen to the game, now, I hopped up on the desk, ripped off my shirt, pulled up my skirt around my waist, and unclasped my bra, allowing my tits to come tumbling out.  I let my hands graze my body and tug at my nipples, instructing him what to do.

“Kelly, I want you to get on your knees and suck Tim’s cock,” Professor Longhorn instructed.  Things were going a bit far, now.  For a second I wondered if this was the kind of thing that might haunt me, even if I was turned on beyond comprehension.  But my hesitation was enough to trigger the professor’s negative reinforcement.  He reached down and twisted my nipple, sending waves of painful, ecstatic electricity through me.  “You want to please me, don’t you, Kelly?”

“So much,” I said, out of breath.

“And you’re my horny little slut for the evening, aren’t you?”  On this line, his hands became more gentle, caressing and squeezing my breast with tenderness.

“I’ll do anything you want,” I assured him. His hand moved down between my legs, feeling my slick slit as his fingers moved swiftly inside of me.  I let out a gasp.

“You love being my dirty little whore, don’t you?”

“Yes…”

“And what does my dirty little whore want to do?”

“I want to suck Tim’s cock for you…”

“What a good girl!  Now get down on all fours.”

I got down on all fours.  My limbs felt weak from all of the stimulation, and my arms buckled briefly beneath me, and my heavy breast grazed the floor.  When I got my bearings again, Tim was kneeling before me, stroking his big, eager cock, a little precum already forming on the tip, beckoning me.  I dove hungrily at it and took just the fat mushroom head in my mouth, grasping at the shaft with one hand and sucking at the creamy tip ravenously.  Tim let out a groan of pleasure.

“He’s encouraging you, Kelly--take more of him down your throat…” the professor instructed, is own cock stiffening noticeably through his pants as he watched me.  As I inched Tim’s fat cock past my wet tongue towards the back of my throat, I felt something else inching into my asshole.  I’d never had anything back there before--it felt strange and wonderful, and only a little painful going in.

“Do you like that, Kelly?”  It was the professor’s voice.  I briefly looked behind me and saw that he was inserting his long finger into my tight rose bud of an asshole.  But he withdrew it quickly when he saw me looking and smacked my ass hard.  “Eyes on your own work, Kelly!  Keep sucking that cock!”  I returned to Tim’s cock, licking it up and down before taking it all the way down my throat, moaning into it as the professor inserted another finger, spreading me wide.

“Now, answer me--do you like how that feels?”

“Mmmm-hmmm” I moaned into Tim’s cock.  Tim began thrusting into my mouth, pleased with the vibrations.  I opened my eyes briefly and saw Steve unleashing his cock and moving towards me.

“You’ve never had anything in this tight little fuck-hole before, have you?”

“Nnnnn….” my no was muffled by the cock down my throat.  Steve rubbed the tip of his cock on my face as he started stroking himself.

“But you like what I’m doing, don’t you?  Why don’t you show me some positive reinforcement to take things further?”  I spread my legs wider and arched my back, presenting myself.  “Jack, come here and give the girl what she wants.”

Steve and Tim were now both stretching my mouth wide with their cocks, as I took them both in at once.  Still, though, I wanted more, which is just what I got as Jack’s fat one came ripping through delicate asshole, plunging into me painfully, but only painfully for a moment before giving way to incredible pleasure.  Accordingly, my scream of pain gave way to a deep moan as I began backing into him and he slammed into me. Both Tim and Steve’s cocks came tumbling out of my mouth as Jack fucked my ass fast and hard.

“Turn her over,” the professor demanded.  “I want her upright.  I want to see those gorgeous tits bounce.”

In a swift maneuver, Jack got underneath me and sat me down upright on his cock, which went back into my now gaping asshole easily.  I moaned again deeply and said, “More! I want more!”  I saw Tim to my right and grabbed his cock, stroking and rubbing him up and down, watching him grow bigger and stronger with every stroke.  Steve was on my left, and my left hand tried desperately to wrap around his thick shaft.  But I kept my mouth free for the one I wanted most.  “Professor, I want so badly to learn from you.  Can I encourage you to teach me?”

“You want it badly, don’t you, you little whore?”

“Yes, so badly…”

“Show me just how badly you want it.”

I took Steve’s fat dick into my mouth, as I had hoped to do with the professor’s cock, freeing my hand to play with my pussy, which was now a fountain.  I was making quite a puddle on Jack’s tummy as I bounced up and down, his cock in my ass.  He was writhing underneath me, watching my tits bounce with abandon as I worked his cock and my own clit at the same time.  I felt a jet stream of something thick and viscous shoot up inside me as Jack started raising his hips up and filled me deeply.  He cried out like an animal, and I shoved two fingers up into my pussy, leaning my clit into my hand as I clenched his cock in my ass.

I was moaning uncontrollably into Steve’s cock, and the vibrations seemed to send him close to the edge.  He fucked my face deeply, moving effortlessly down my open and eager throat, again and again and again.  My right hand was squeezing up to the tip of Tim’s cock, which I felt twitch and jump--he felt close, though I couldn’t see his face, turned away from him as I was and occupied by all of Steve.  But my suspicions were confirmed when I felt a hot, sticky slingshot of cum hit me square in the face, prompting me to suck on Steve with even more abandon.

“Finish him off.  Finish him off if you want my cock!” the professor bent down and whispered in my ear.  With Tim and Jack taken care of, (Jack was still panting beneath me, his softening cock lingering in my overflowing asshole), I was free to focus entirely on Steve.  It helped to be able to use two hands to stroke him as I sucked, his cock was so fat and long.  I let my mouth follow my basket-weaved hands up and down his monster cock, faster and faster, firmer and firmer.  I could feel him getting close, could feel his cock stiffen beyond capacity, before he exploded in my mouth and filled it up, still cumming more on my face, on my chin, on my tits.  He let out a mighty roar.

I was still swallowing Steve down when I felt myself lifted up off of Jack’s cock by two strong arms and placed on the desk, my legs dangling off, the professor standing between them.

“You saved your pussy for me,” he said.  “And you’ve been such a good girl, too…” his voice trailed off as he lowered himself down and he began to lovingly lick my aching clit with slow, strong strokes.  I leaned back and moaned, deep and low, as the tip of his tongue coaxed my clit out from its hood, making it stand on end like a snake charmer.  I let my head fall back, my hair cascading down, my eyes closed, when I began to feel hands caressing my breasts, sweetly.  I opened my eyes to see Tim lean down and lick one outstretched nipple.  Steve bent down to kiss and lick the other.  Waves of sweet pleasure passed over me as they treated my body with such tenderness.  Down below, Jack began sucking gingerly on my pretty, manicured toes.  I felt like a goddess.

But there was one thing I still wanted.  I wanted what I’d been fantasizing about so long.

“Professor--I want your cock!” I cried out, lifting myself up into his mouth.

“You take what I give you,” he said.  “You do as I say, my little slut,” he returned to sucking gently on my clitoris.  Tim and Steve sucked deeply on my sensitive nipples.

“Please, it’s all I want…It’s all I want, all of the time…”

“I’m sorry, my dear, I can’t give it to you…” He was working my clit with his tongue hard, now, bringing me close, but not close enough.  I needed him inside of me.  My pussy wouldn’t be satisfied until I felt his cock enter me.  Everywhere that Tim and Steve and Jack had been inside of me ached for the professor to finish the job.

“But why!  I’ve been good!  Why won’t you fuck me?” I whined.  Tim and Steve and Jack stopped their worship of my body.  Professor Frank Longhorn stood up slowly, collected his glasses from his desk, wiped them and put them on.

“Because you ask too many questions, Kelly.  Now put on your clothes and get out of here.”

No, no, no--it was too much!  I couldn’t take it.  I’d gotten too close to be denied now.  I was right on the edge and losing my mind.  My body was bucking wildly even still, with nobody pleasuring me.

“I’ll do anything!” I cried.  “Please!  What did I do wrong?  How can I get you to fuck me?”

He tossed me my shirt absently.  Tim and Steve and Jack were dressing.  Only I was a total mess, panting and heaving and desperate.

“Come back next week, and I’ll show you what you did wrong.”  I stared at him blankly.  “That’s all,” he said, gesturing towards the door.

I slinked out, my legs still shaking.

But already I was looking forward to next week.


10. The Sexual Awakening of a Lonely Divorcee: A MILFs Rough Gangbang Sex by Riley Davis

Stephanie had finalized the paperwork for her messy divorce. Finally free of her cheating, lying ex-husband, she heads to a dank bar near the courthouse for a well deserved drink. There is barely anyone around, but one man catches her eyes as she waits for her drink. Sipping gingerly on martinis, the curvy beauty is soon approached by the mysterious, handsome stranger. He sparks her interest. There is something about him that draws her in. Makes her feel wanted. Makes her feel like she is sexy again. She follows him back to his place where his friends are waiting for them. Stephanie cannot resist their offer. She finds herself getting fucked by all three men at once.

I sat on the chair at the bar with my thick, winter coat draped over the back. It had been an overwhelming day for me so far. I sipped on a martini as I relived the day's events. My bountiful chest heaved as I took a deep breath in. My cleavage protruded from the black, satin gown I had picked out that morning. Just a few hours ago I was sitting in the court room, getting the ruling on my divorce. It had been months in the making, but I was finally free of my scumbag ex-husband, James.

I could still picture his smug grin as he sat opposite me. His short, brown hair sat messily atop his head as he stared at me with his hypnotizing, blue eyes. He was wearing a smart suit, black jacket and matching, black pants. He had neglected a tie, instead choosing to wear just a white, collared shirt beneath.  He tapped impatiently on the wooden floor with his brown, Italian leather shoes. The sight of him made my heart jump in my chest. He was muscular and tanned, basically every woman's dream. I had captured him for a fleeting moment. However, it was time for us to part. It was not that we had fallen out of love, I still loved him dearly. I still thought he was sexy too. But it was impossible to forgive what he did to me.

It was just months earlier that I had come home early from work at the office. Between my work, I planned out a cute night in with my man. Excitedly, I gathered up my things an hour before close and rushed home. I had stopped at our favorite restaurant on my way to pick up some take out. I quietly tip toed up the steps, wanting to surprise James with my romantic gesture. Turning the key softly in the lock, nothing could have prepared me for what I saw next. On the other side of the front door was James, completely naked, with another woman wrapped around his thighs. I looked her up and down, taking a mental picture I wished I could erase. Her long, brown curls fell delicately down her back. Her skin was pale and blemish free. Her eyes seared a bright amber as she stared back. As if things could not be any worse, she had to be at least a decade his junior. James really did know how to pick them.

The three of us froze, shocked at the circumstances we found ourselves in. The strange woman was the first to move. Her slender arms extended to the floor and she quickly grabbed her clothes before sprinting out the door, right past me. Once the woman was gone, I fell to the floor. On my knees, I pulled my wavy, blonde strands of hair back from my face. I still clutched the plastic bag full of takeout I had bought to share.

“I'm so sorry,” I heard James' cries from across the room. I looked up at him, pulling his pants over his exposed genitals. He regretted his actions now that he had been caught, but it was too late. I never cried. Except that night. That night a single tear escaped the corner of my eye and rolled slowly down my cheek. Unable to face him another second, I grabbed everything I needed and drove away, leaving my lying husband behind me.

It was not until today that I had to face him again. All the emotions of that night came flooding back. I was overwhelmed with anger and pain as I made my way through the doors. To where I would be facing off with my one true nemesis once more. James had severely underestimated a scorned woman. I had wasted no time hiring the best divorce lawyer I could afford. Luckily for me, I pulled in the majority of the income, so I had the means to support a lengthy settlement. I knew that James did not.

As I left I turned back for a moment to take one last look at the life I was leaving behind. James sat there, devastated. His head hung defeated in his hands. I could tell that I had rattled him, at least for the moment. He had lost everything and I did not feel one bit of remorse. I thanked my legal team as I glided out the front doors of the court house. Now it was time for a well deserved drink and luckily for me there was a bar just a few doors down.

I had never been to this side of town before, let alone this dank watering hole. Never the less, I entered. As I walked through to the bar I was hit by the warm air, smelling strongly of beer and sweat. Looking around, I realized that I may well be the only woman to have stepped through the door since who knows when. Taking off my long, maroon winter coat, I draped it over the back of the bar stool and placed my order with the bartender.

“One martini, please,” I asked politely. Seconds later the drink had landed in front of me. Taking the first swig, I knew that there would be several more empty martini glasses gracing my presence before the night was through. I was determined to spend some of James' hard earned cash on a fun night out. It was only fair. I took in my new surroundings, looking each of the bars' patrons up and down, assessing them all. One man in particular caught my eye. I smiled seductively at him once our eyes locked. He welcomed my attention. He winked back before I turned my head, blushing profusely. It had been a long time since I had sought out the attention of a man other than my husband. Although this was not the case for James. He had apparently been throwing himself at all the beautiful, young women he could find, behind my back. It was not until I caught him in the act that his lies came unraveled. It was my turn to satisfy my sexual raging appetite.

With my back turned, I did not see the winking man approach me. He walked over slowly, biding his time. From where he stood, he thought my figure was beautiful, curved in all the right places. My blonde hair hung delicately down my back. Even from behind he thought I was gorgeous. I did not know yet, but that man had big plans for what he would do to me when he got home. He would be the one to finally awaken me from my sexual hibernation.

I felt his strong hand tap me on the shoulder. I turned slowly to see who had beckoned for my attention. I was glad to see him just inches behind me.

“Is this seat taken?” He asked, gesturing to the bar stool on my left.

“No,” I replied, nonchalantly. It was years since I had engaged with another man in this way and in all senses of the word, it was exhilarating. I had forgotten how much of a thrill being single really was. I had missed it. The man took the seat before introducing himself.

“I'm Tom by the way,” he said as he waved down the bar tender.

“Stephanie,” I answered. I took in his handsome features now that he was closer. His hair was brown and short, perfectly complimenting his tanned complexion. His arms were muscular and his tight, collared shirt showed that the definition did not end there. He was, however, in his early twenties. I had never been with a younger man, but there's a first time for everything!

“Martini?” He pointed at the drink in front of me.

“Yes.” Finally the bar tender appeared before us.

“I'll have a beer and another martini, for the lady,” he smiled seductively at me. The drinks arrived moments later and we delved into conversation. I was having a great time, Tom actually enjoyed my company. As opposed to my former husband. I was excited for the direction this day was taking. Tom was a true gentleman, buying my drinks all night and he listened intently to every word that escaped my lips. He could not help but stare as I babbled on about divorce and my broken marriage. He wanted desperately to get me back to his place so that he could have his way with me. The night sped by and soon it was time for the bar to close.

“We better get out of here, it's getting late,” Tom said as he picked my coat off the chair and draped it tenderly over my shoulders. Neither of us wanted it to end there.

“Do you have any plans for what's left of the evening?” He questioned. I thought for a moment. I had already taken the next day off so I had no commitments to rush off to in the morning. I liked where this was headed.

“No, nothing,” I responded.

“Would you like to come back to my place?” He asked hopefully. My response was rapid and loaded with excitement.

“Of course.” With that, he took my hand and led me outside into the cold. He hailed a cab and held the car door open for me as I climbed in. His gaze was drawn to my shapely legs as we stepped into the taxi.

“Where to?” The driver ask when we had both bundled in the back seat. We were giggling drunkenly as Tom gave his address. We were off.

That was when he first touched me intimately. As we left the curb I found a warm hand placed firmly on my thigh. This was exactly what I needed from him. I allowed him to continue exploring my body, running his hand up my inner thigh. Soon he had reached the cotton barrier of my panties. I moaned my approval as he rubbed me above my underwear. I did not know how long it was until we reached our destination, but I did not care.

“Do you like that?” He whispered sexily into my ear.

“Yes,” I moaned my response. My confirmation urged him to pull my panties aside. My pussy was exposed in the back of a cab, with a strangers finger making its way inside. I was already moist with anticipation. I leaned back in my seat as Tom continued to play with me, kissing my neck tenderly and pushing his muscular frame toward me. I reached out a hand and placed it firmly on his chest. James had never been this affectionate in public, that was for sure.

Tom recognized the view from the window and warned me that we were approaching.

“We're almost at my house,” he whispered to me as he withdrew his fingers and pulled my panties back into place. I was disappointed for a second, then I realized that we could proceed exactly where we left off upstairs. Tom paid the cabbie and he drove away. I straightened my dress as he reached for my hand. He led me through the front doors and into a lounge room, adorned with comfy, leather couches and alternative artwork spread across the walls. I took in my surroundings as we sat down together.

“Where were we?” Tom teased, leaning over me and kissing me deeply on the mouth. I gave in and parted my lips, allowing his tongue to caress mine. I pushed my handbag onto the floor as I leaned back. As we kissed passionately, I felt his hands find the zip that held up my dress. I heard the zip be pulled down and seconds later my dress was thrown carelessly onto the ground. He worked fast. His hand crept around my back, unclipping my bra skillfully. My hands wandered too. I quickly unbuttoned his shirt and threw it next to my discarded dress. Next was his fly. I felt down past his muscular stomach and undid his jeans. They fell to his knees.

Both of us were now left in nothing but our underwear. My panties were already wet from our fun in the taxi. I looked down at his, bulging massively with his raging manhood. I could not hold myself back any longer. I pulled his cotton briefs down with his pants, marveling as his huge cock made its first appearance.

“Wow,” I exclaimed. He smiled down at me from above.

It was my turn.

He tore the seams of my thin, pink panties apart. I gasped as he slid them out from under my ass and onto the ground with the growing pile of clothing. He fell back toward me, taking my chin in his strong hand. He brought my face closer to his and gave me a soft kiss on the lips. His hands found my waiting breasts. My nipples were hard. He pinched them gently between his fingers. I moaned as he did so, pulling his face in to me, kissing him harder as he teased my body. I had not thought to ask if he lived alone, but I assumed we would not be fucking in a room where we could be interrupted. All my instincts proved wrong.

Just as Tom moved his hand down my body and began rubbing my throbbing clit, I heard the front door creak open. We stopped what we were doing and peered up, to see who had walked in on our sex session. I saw another two handsome men, dressed in t-shirts and torn jeans. One had shoulder length blonde hair and vibrant blue eyes. He was muscular and tall, like Tom, but his skin was slightly paler. The other man was just as handsome, with jet black hair and dark brown eyes. I was only embarrassed for a moment.

“Hey guys,” Tom laughed. Rather than avert their gaze, the two men at the door were awestruck by my beautiful naked body in front of them.

“Sorry to interrupt,” the blonde man said as he put down the grocery bags he had been carrying. My heart pounded fast as the guys talked about the current circumstances.

“I'm Jacob and this is Drew,” they introduced themselves to me. I could not help but notice that both of the men had erections visible through their pants. I still had it. Seeing this made me even hornier than I was before. I toyed with the idea of inviting them over to join in. I had never had more than one cock at a time before, but in my current tipsy state I was willing to give it a try. Especially with these younger, gorgeous men. I did not expect my wish to come true.

Then, Tom looked down at me, his cock was still hard, we were both still naked and lusting. He read my mind, or so it seemed.

“Would you like them to join us?” He asked me. My heart skipped a beat in my chest. Just thinking about the fun I could have, thinking about where all the cocks would go made me wet. What they would do to me. I wanted to be at the mercy of this group of handsome, young men. I wanted them to use their cocks to pleasure me in ways I had never even dreamed of. I hastily agreed,

“Bring them here,” I whispered to him seductively. I grabbed his dick and began stroking it as he beckoned his roommates over.  They had obviously done this before as both Jacob and Drew were naked before another word was spoken between them. Suddenly, I was facing not one, but three huge cocks, begging to be fucked by me.

Jacob walked over to my face. His cock was just inches from my lips. I opened my mouth wide, inviting him inside. Tom had already begun fingering my tight pussy. He rubbed a finger gently against my clit, making me moan through a mouth full of cock. He bit his lip, watching my body convulse with pleasure beneath him. I struggled under him, my breasts bouncing sexily as I contorted. His gaze moved to my drooling mouth, wrapped tightly around his roommate's dick. My pink lips moved up and down the shaft. My eyes locked once more with his.

Drew was standing beside the lounge. His long, hard cock was getting closer and closer to me as he played with my perky tits. He kissed up my soft breast and bit gently on my nipples. I groaned with pleasure, reaching out to find his waiting dick. Grasping it in my hand I began to stroke it hard. Back and forth I rubbed it in my hand. I felt the length of his throbbing dick. I tightened my grasp and pulled harder on him. His cock pulsed in my grip.

My body bounced up and down against the couch as Tom thrust his huge manhood into my pussy. My back rubbed against the cool leather below. I screamed with delight through my mouthful. James loved feeling me moan against the bare skin of his cock. My tongue wrapped around his penis deep inside my slobbering mouth. I licked at the tip as he moved it in and out with a thrust of his hips. I felt his balls slap against my chin as he pounded me. In conjunction with the two other cocks that were both inside and outside of my body, I was having the time of my life. I squirmed under Drew's rough grabbing of my tender breasts. He twisted my nipples and pulled at them. The painful pleasure was something I enjoyed very much. My entire being begged for more fucking from this group of sexually charged younger men.

I felt a warm hand run from under my breast and down my stomach. It lingered just above my pussy, then rubbed my thighs tenderly. At this point I had no idea who the hand belonged to, and it did not matter in the slightest. I was so caught up in the moment that I did not care who was where and what they were doing to me. There was no way that I had ever felt this way toward James. The sex that we had was different, tame. There was something exciting about having sex with several men I had never met, and would probably never see again. I pulled myself in closer to Tom's big cock. I savored the feeling of this man deep within me. Also the man deep in my mouth and the one that was thrusting in my hand too.

“Fuck yes,” Tom moaned. My pussy was getting tighter and tighter around his erection. He too was marveling in the pure ecstasy of this moment. He looked down at the beautiful older woman he had picked up from the bar that night. He had gone in there alone and had expected to leave the same way. Then I walked in. Out of nowhere, an attractive older woman in a sexy, short dress strolled through the doors and took my place at the bar. Now, well, now I was a sexual goddess, rubbing up and down on his leather couch. Sucking hard on Jacob's cock, just for the fun of it. Pulling on Drew's dick excitedly. It was a pleasant sight. Fucking hot.

Drew felt the same way. He had not had the pleasure of getting to know me, but he was certainly enjoying the spoils of Tom's night out. But he wanted more than just a hand job. Sure, he was having a lot of fun playing with my big tits, but looking over at Jacob, at his cock deep inside my mouth. My drool was spilling out down the corners of my mouth. He wanted to shove his dick deep down my throat. He wanted to make me gag on it. It was time for him to take charge.

“It's my turn,” Drew said roughly as he pushed Jacob aside. Jacob took his spot as Drew shoved his erect member straight into my gaping mouth. I sucked on it graciously.

“Oh yeah, that's it,” he moaned as I pushed more and more of his cock down my throat. Jacob grabbed my breasts roughly as I pulled on his dick. Both of them were so close to cumming. They looked down at my hot, naked body, my big breasts and sexy face, devouring Drew's cock. Tom was thrusting deep within me below. His dick slid easily in and out of my soaking wet pussy. He rubbed my clit, hoping I would reach orgasm before he could not hold himself back any longer. After letting him and both his roommates fuck me, he felt that I  deserved to finish too, more than any of them.

Seconds later, Jacob came all over my bare breasts, covering me in his warm load. As the cum dripped down my arm and naked body, Drew looked back down at me. The sight of me drenched in cum was too much.

“I'm gonna cum,” he moaned. Sucking relentlessly, I needed his cum inside me. I wanted to taste it in my mouth. For this one night, I was a dirty whore. His cock fired inside my mouth. The juices dripped down the corners of my lips and down my chin. He pulled out, panting breathlessly as he collected himself. Lastly, it was Tom's turn.

He thrust harder and faster than before. The image of me, drenched in cum, it was so hot. He was so close. So was I. He pinched my clit, I squealed in ecstasy as he did. My body trembled as I released my orgasm. It felt so good to finally be satisfied sexually. My womanly juices flowed down my soft thighs. I grasped my breasts in my hands as I moaned graciously. My pussy tightened around his dick. The sensation was amazing. While I continued to orgasm around him, the tip of his cock exploded within me. His cum pumped into my pussy until it leaked down, following the path of my own. He grabbed my inner thighs tightly in his manly hands. He pulled my hips in to his own. One last thrust ended the best sex of my life.

As they collapsed in a sweaty pile of naked bodies, I took a deep breath and for the first time I felt completely satisfied. I turned to my left and there was Tom. Panting, he raised his head slightly and gestured for me to move in closer. He wrapped a muscular arm around my shoulder. I sighed, happily leaning into his embrace.

“Did we impress?” He whispered to me. His warm breath tickled my ear. I heard a faint laugh from the two other men, obviously listening in. My heart was still beating fast. Regaining myself from the intense orgasm I had just experienced, I answered him,

“That was the best sex I have ever had.” I exclaimed. My exhaustion made me unnecessarily honest. He squeezed me tightly, pushing my face against his warm chest. I looked up as Jacob stirred. He got up quickly and slipped back into his jeans. I heard the zip of his fly as he turned to face them. He looked just as tired as I felt at the moment.

“You are something, Stephanie,” he laughed sexily. He stretched his strong arms above his head. This was a mental picture I was willing to keep.

“Agreed,” a voice sounded from the floor. Jacob strode over to the kitchen and switched on the light. Rattling in the cupboard he bashed pots and pans around.

“Who wants some pancakes?” He called. This was the life. Waking up at 10 a.m, getting a pancake breakfast after a long night of fucking. I realised what I had been missing out on all these years. Most of all, I had enjoyed the multiple cocks coming at me from every direction. I ran the events of the morning over in my mind. It was not until the opportunity was presented to me that I figured out it was what I had needed all this time. I relived the feeling of having a cock in my mouth and pussy simultaneously. It was bliss.

Never before had I found myself in bed with more than one man, but I was glad that I had seized the opportunity. These three handsome, endearing men had captured my interest and helped me to find the light in this difficult time in my life.

“I'll have some of those pancakes,” I called back to Jacob as I heard the stove click over. Still completely nude, Tom, Drew and I waited patiently for our breakfast to arrive. I grabbed a small blanket and attempted to cover myself up. Tom grabbed my arm and brought the blanket down with it.

“No need to be embarrassed, we've all seen it,” he joked. I felt at ease amongst the attractive men once more. We chatted for a while and soon I was on my way home, with three new number securely saved in my phone. I was glad to finally be free from James. But mostly, I was glad that I had been fucked by the young men I met at the bar yesterday.


11. Gemma's One Last Trip: My Gangbang with Friends by Ellie North

Gemma is taking one last trip around Europe with her closes and dearest friends before giving the big “I Do” to the man she loves. Dillon, Nick, Tom, Ashton and Justin all want to send her off with one great last moment to remember them by, but how can you tell if that last special moment between friends is getting a little too personal? Gemma will realize part of her has always wanted each of her best friends; throwing caution to the wind, Gemma will explore her deepest, darkest fantasy in hopes none of it will ruin the friendships she’s worked so hard and long to keep.

“Did you get the tickets?”

“Yes.”

“Can I have mine?”

“No way, we said she was going to keep them all.”

“I can carry my own fucking train ticket if I feel like it, Dillon.”

“Why must you do this? Why do you have to go against what we already established was that smartest thing to do?”

“Just because Tom and Ashton can’t look out for themselves doesn’t mean the rest of us should be tied to them, does it?”

“No one is tied to anyone, stop being so dramatic. We are just walking across the station. Gemma, can you please reason with him?”

“Christ Dillon, just give him his damn ticket and let’s go.”

“No one’s talking to you, Nick.”

“Fine, she can keep the tickets. But if we get separated and someone misses the train…”

“That’s exactly what we are hoping to avoid, Justin, can you just stay close and stop turning this into a nightmare for everyone?”

“Why do you have to be so dramatic?”

“Ok,” I finally interjected, both arms raised like a referee in a game of Who’s Got The Bigger Dick, “Everybody needs to chill.”

The problem with traveling with all your closest and dearest male friends is that at some point, it all became a pissing contest. Everybody wanted to be in control, everybody wanted to be the alpha and, the sad fact was that none of them really had it in them when it came to staying on schedule and not wandering off alone. It was mostly a lot of fun, usually when we got to where we were supposed to go and all the stress of getting there melted away to leave room to just having a good time. The getting there part? That was the tough part; the part we kept struggling with.

I was used to playing mediator to all of their arguments and debates, it had started long before the trip and deep down, I always knew that I would be doing plenty of mediating while we were abroad on our European adventure. Most people did this when they were in their late teens or early twenties, when their spirits were completely audacious and less concerned with things like making rent and holding down a stable job. We had skipped out on it years ago and now, just a few months before I got married to the man of my dreams, we decided to make it out there with our economies at their best and our friendships well past that unbreakable seven year mark; we stayed at good hotels we wouldn’t have been able to afford in our twenties, drank the good liquor we hadn’t even heard of, ate at fancy places reserved for those with jobs and, when it was time to be hungover, we had the dark comforts of room service to rely on.

It wasn’t a bad version of that after-high school or post-university trip. In fact, we were convinced we had made a decided improvement on the whole European experience.

I knew there were a lot of raised brows, people didn’t expect a bride to be to run off with five men to Europe, but I didn’t really care what people expected. Malcolm understood. He understood he was marrying a woman with a bunch of male friends and, more importantly, he was confident enough to know where he stood amongst them. There was no question in my mind and how unflinchingly he trusted me when I said so was a bigger turn on than I could put into words. I knew there was a reason he promised not to ask too many questions if I didn’t give too many details and I think, in a way, it was a quiet arrangement between us: No questions asked, no complaints made.

We had forty-eight hours of train time ahead of us and I felt instantly soothed as Dillon and I made it into the first class double-sleeper we would be sharing from Paris to Moscow. It had been a fair toss of a coin and the rest of them were sharing a 4-bed that was just down a long corridor; other than the space, the winner of the coin toss had earned himself the fresh-aired comforts of sharing the tiny compartment with only one person – who also happened to be a girl. After a bad experience with our last hotel, there was no underestimating the beauty of this new adventure and the spotlessness our accommodations provided.

“So,” Dillon grinned mischievously, cornering me back against the window with an expression that was just serious enough for me to wonder if there was any truth to it, “we’re going to be having a lot of one on one here, should we start planning that one last torrid affair before you become the respectable Mrs. Johnson?”

Dillon and I had been friends since high school; he had always been reliable and an honest male opinion to all the complications my brain added to every single scenario, real or imaginary. We knew each other in the way that old friends who don’t talk often know each other: with that familiar know that only time can give and the calm relaxation of someone who knows there is never knowing someone completely. He’d been working as editor to an arts and leisure magazine for a couple of years now, and while it put his own artistic endeavors on pause, he was good at it. It made him feel productive and the pay, well, the pay wasn’t bad. Sure, he had needed to make a couple of business stops in London, but it wasn’t a bad deal. It was good for the ego and that confidence reflected itself in how he carried himself, and how attractive he looked.

“I’m not changing my name,” I laughed nervously, sliding away from him to continue hanging the jacket and dress I dug out of my bag wherever we stopped, just to make sure the damage of travel was minimal, “and I don’t think I want Fran after me if she ever finds out.”

“Hey, it’s been established,” he took a seat, “what happens on this trip, stays on this trip. Besides, if we are going to have all the night by ourselves, I am just suggesting possible activities; making sure you are not going into this marriage thing without having experiencing everything you should experience.”

“Oh yes, you are such a kind and considerate soul,” I quipped, moving to take the seat next to him, “whatever would I do without these selfless ways of yours? Where would I stand?”

I had to admit that there was something about the way he was looking at me that made me wonder if they were all in on this game, for sport, fun, or just to see how far my loyalty to my future husband extended when opportunity presented itself. It wouldn’t faze me if this was an isolated event, but it wasn’t.

It wasn’t like them though, was it? They knew me. They knew I came from a family that barely held itself together and now, years later, it was them who had replaced that drunken father and almost neglectful mom. It was them I had been most nervous about meeting Malcom, and them the people I had to thank as I embarked on the adventure of making my own home. My own family.

There had been Justin that night in London after everyone passed out in the living room of the apartment we rented in Leicester Square; how he’d played with my hair until he was fisting it tight in his hand as we kissed each other breathless. I stopped it just as his hand started sneaking between my legs, not because I didn’t want those thick callused fingers testing the wetness of my slit, but because I was supposed to be fateful to the man I was about to tie myself to for As Long As We Both Shall Live. This was supposed to at least be on my mind, and yet I found it hard to brush aside the thought that this was exactly what I was here for. To have one last hurrah with my friends before I traded my crazy party ways for a more adult lifestyle, one that wouldn’t allow as much time with my beloved, albeit problematic, friends.

Justin dated my younger sister, Jackie, for a couple of weeks before realizing he was more interested in hanging with me and the guys than he was in spending time with an often scantily clad girlfriend. A bond had been formed during hours spent sitting on the couch with me while he waited for Jackie to be ready, and eventually, he just decided he had much more in common with us than he did with her. Our friendship had always been easy, honest and a little uncomfortable to my sister – who still firmly believed Justin was and always would be in love with me.

I didn’t think this was about love, not the traditional kind anyway.

I agreed to masturbate with Justin that night; to masturbate for him while he masturbated for me. We sat on opposite sides of the couch, facing each other, my legs spread open for him to see my fully engorged lips as I touched myself. I bit down on my lip as he played with the uncircumcised head of his penis, pulling the skin back and moving his fist slow at first, then hard and fast until he pushed himself onto his knees to ejaculate on my pelvis. I jumped into the shower after and then slipped into bed. Aside for a few winks and smiles the morning after, we stayed away from discussions on what happened after that.

There was nothing to it, really. Two good friends who had done something not entirely right and had gone about it as respectfully as they could manage.

“You’re amazing, you know?” Dillon pulled me out of a trance.

“Stop it,” I nudged him, my cheeks flushed with the memory of Justin’s hard cock and the feeling of his cum on my smooth shaved skin.

“I’m just saying, I can see why Malcolm would want to put a ring on it, you know?”

“So eloquently put,” I laughed, relaxing into the soft massage his hand delivered to my shoulder, slipping forward, tracing along the clavicle exposed by the low cut I wore before diving in to brush his fingertips to my breast; a chill rushing up my spine, “What are you doing, Dillon?”

“I told you,” he said, turning his body to face me, using his fingers to tug on the collar of my shirt to expose the thin lace bra, my nipple hard beneath it, “I’m just making sure you don’t miss out on anything.”

I closed my eyes. His hands felt nice and rough and warm cool against the soft skin of my breast and I almost got lost in it again, like it had already happened more times than anyone should be comfortable with. It made me feel as bad as it made me figure, well, what the hell? If the roles were reversed and I had been a dude traveling with all his female friends, no one would begrudge me or be anything but impressed to find I bedded them all in a matter of weeks. I had to admit that I had accidentally assembled a good looking group of fellows to surround myself with. It wasn’t that they were all out of some sort of catalogue, but they were all interesting and attractive in their own ways.

Not that it made it okay – it was just so damn difficult to concentrate on anything when Dillon touched me like that…

It was just like the night Nick slipped into bed with me in Bologna. How he said nothing as he moved loser, sliding a hand between my legs as he began to grind into my ass, first slowly, his dick growing hard against the soft fabric of my pink panties and the cotton of his boxer briefs. He had placed a hand over my mouth, his fingers eventually pushing past my lips to be sucked diligently until I felt his cum sticking the fabric of my nightie to my back. His lips hot against the back of my neck as he muttered things about how everything was about to change; including the dynamic of our funny and incestuous little group.

Nick was a latecomer; a friend of Ashton’s that had joined the group after most of his life spent in Africa. He was an interesting guy, and most of the girls that came in contact with him had an instant physical reaction to his smile and charm. We rarely spoke, but that one conversation that happened every month or so was a good one. A life-altering one. There had always been certain chemistry between us but, like with the rest of them, a mix of time and circumstance turned him into part of a small family I wouldn’t hope to risk in my wildest, most careless dreams.

I knew it was wrong, but I found myself getting turned on by both the memory of what had already happened and Dillon’s knee, pressing hard against my crotch until we heard the unmistakable sounds of our friends barreling down towards us. I pushed him away on instinct and ended on the opposite side of the room, pretending to hang my jacket and dress all over again as they barged in without knocking – their bodies suddenly packed into the room as tightly as sardines.

****

Everything that happened after dinner was a bit of a blur. I knew there had been a lot of drinking and that there was something about drinking on a moving train that got you far more wasted, even if it was only in my head. I spent the night exchanging meaningful glances with Dillon, who was stuck between dissatisfied and worried about the lines that had already been crossed. It would have been awkward to explain that both Nick and Justin had received special treatment and at least managed release. Oddly enough, I felt like I owed him, and that strange feeling had mixed well with vodka and led to a hand job in someone else’s double-sleeper.

By the time we got to Warsaw, I was questioning how much I really wanted to marry Malcolm. Unsure of whether or not what my friends and I claimed was nothing but a goodbye of sorts, was actually both desire and natural unwillingness to marry, crashing out to the surface. And maybe I should pay attention to it as I allowed my body to melt into Tom’s in a slow dance to the music in a small portable speaker.

“I can’t believe you are really going through with this,” he said, his hand moving past its resting place at the small of my back, moving around my ass and then tugging the fabric of my skirt up to reveal lace panties, pawing at them and pushing them aside in an admirable effort to push his hand up between my legs.

“Tom, I….” I hesitated. I what exactly? I was starting to feel terrible about how many cum stains I had been forced to wash out of my clothes during this trip? I wasn’t sure that engaging in sexual behavior with all of my male friends, right before getting married, was right? I didn’t want to cheat on my future husband but I also wanted these moments with all of them? And how was I supposed to explain wanting these moments to anyone? Maybe I didn’t have to. Maybe these moments could just be that, stolen little snippets of time spent with a good friend before I got married.

I knew Tom through Ashton. Just like Dillon and I had become inseparable at times during high school, Tom had been inseparable my oldest and dearest friend. It was a friendship so old and strong that it didn’t really matter where which of us came from or how long we had been in each other’s lives. He was an architect like me, which enabled a strong codependency in a relationship that mostly blossomed while putting models together well into the crack of dawn.

“What?” He stopped, his hand firmly in place in case his determination was the factor that kept things going.

I spun in his arms, pressing my ass hard up against him, urging him on until I was pressed up against the wall with him right behind me, grinding until it got to be too much and he began jerking off furiously, the distance just enough for me to feel the shift of the head of his cock against my ass as he grunted heavily. His lips against the shell of my ear, the ring on his finger validating my choice in a way that perhaps should have stopped both of them, and when Tom failed to be the voice of reason, I decided it was the excuse I’d been looking for all along.

We met everyone else at the restaurant car, taking the seats across from the table where they sat. A few knowing glances were exchanged quickly, almost shamefully. This whole affair was undeniably wrong in more than one way and I couldn’t really pretend I didn’t see that. All of us were in relationships, all of us were good friends, and all of us thought of each other like family – which made it all feel a little weird, even I thought it wasn’t.

Still, there were parts of it that felt right. There was an undeniable chemistry between us all and while it was nothing special, it was the ingredient that made us work as a group. What made us all end tangled with each other and what significant others always had a problem with. We were attracted to each other independently, but also had a fetish for each other as a group. As friends standing the tests of time and doing things like this enormous trip.

If I was being honest, I wasn’t at all ashamed of it. I didn’t expect the world to understand why any of this made sense, but I also didn’t think it was the world’s business.

“Where were you guys?” Ashton asked, still oblivious to the fact that he was the only one who still hadn’t had a true one-on-one with the bride to be.

“Gemma took forever choosing that awful pant suit,” Tim blurted out as he glanced at me, his brow raised.

“I think she looks good,” Nick shrugged from his spot, reaching out for his glass of wine.

“We haven’t ordered,” Ashton said, reaching a couple of menus out to them, “we know what we want though, so maybe you guys can hurry and check those out. We devoured some cheeses already, but we are still pretty starved.”

They all nodded in agreement as Tom grabbed the menus and handed one to me, our hands lingering just long enough for Ashton to catch up with the whole thing.

I caught Ashton’s eyes about halfway through his rationalization of what was going on. I could see it all dawn on him; I could see the pieces falling together as he thought about long walks taken with one, disappearances with someone else and those late night showers that, he now realized, had more to do with my wanting to wash the filth off than they did with being refreshed. He tilted his head and I offered a small smile as the waiter left with our menus and orders.

It went unregistered, but there had been a bit of awkwardness between us during the rest of dinner. One by one they started to leave, determined to make it off the train in Moscow in one piece after the madness of the night before. It left me with Ashton, sitting across from each other, talking quietly with our bodies hunched over the table like children with a secret—which we had been often enough.

We were lifelong friends. We grew up next door from each other, his house my only escape plan for years. When we finally moved out, we moved out together and into the same apartment for two years. Then I moved out to be closer to work and he went to California for an assignment and stayed there up until a year ago, when he made it back in town. We always kept in touch, though; letters became emails and emails became endless Skype sessions and then we did all of them throughout the week.

“So were you waiting for me to make a move?” He asked, the dark cherries ready to sweeten the glass cups of Russian tea.

“No,” I shook my head, “I don’t know if you could say I was waiting for anything, none of this has been planned. Please don’t tell me you are going to lecture me.”

“No, of course not, I just…” He stopped, studying my face for a moment, as if deliberating if telling me the truth was worth the risk he was obviously taking.

“What?”

“No,” he waved a hand dismissively, “never mind, it’s not important.”

“Tell me,” I insisted, my hand reaching across the table to rest on his, fingers carefully caressing his knuckles. “Come on, what is it?”

“I just thought that if you were going to have one last adventure, well, that…” He took a drink, “I thought that I’d be the one. You know, because we always wondered if – or maybe it was just me wondering! Which is perfectly fine, I obviously misread the signs…”

“You didn’t, don’t be stupid, of course we always,” I paused, suddenly affected by the same stutter that had kept him from communicating coherent thoughts though this entire conversation, “I just thought it was best to leave it alone, I don’t know, I guess I was scared of it—scared of the magnitude of it. And now I am scared of it, but in a different way. I don’t know what having an adventure with you would do to my determination to marry Mal.”

“What did messing around with all of them do to your determination?”

“Nothing,” I lied.

The last thing I needed was to admit that this whole trip had put a decided question mark in a choice I had made with a conviction and commitment that made my future husband comfortable with this. He had obviously been wrong to be so, but I had always been a good liar. My facial expressions had these brief moments of truth that Ashton had been great at photographing since we were teenagers, and now, I was terrified to find he’d snapped a mental shot of that lie and the way my grip on his hands tightened with it.

“Then why should I be any different?”

He knew the answer to that, but answering frankly, the way he wanted me to, would only be granting a victory and admitting I was making a choice I was no longer too certain of.  I was too proud to back out of anything, even if that was an engagement that would shape the course of my entire life.

This wasn’t about doubts. This wasn’t about what could have been or about Ashton, the one that got away. I had been avoiding him because there was nothing friendly about our physical encounters. He was the person who reminded me that sometimes, no matter how badly you wanted it, it was impossible to bet on the safe choice.

Malcolm was a good and dependable man in ways Ashton and the rest of them could never be and, ultimately, that was the reason they had never even tried to make it work. They weren’t reliable enough to take care of their friendship, and neither of them was willing to take the hit of that kid of loss.

“Let’s go.” I stood, letting go of his hand and moving past the table and out of the empty restaurant car.

He followed me into one of the bathrooms where I got down on my knees, unzipped him, and pulled his dick out, already rock hard. His twitching and moaning helping me decide when to suck, when to lick, and when to deep throat him until he came in my mouth.

****

The presidential suite had three bedrooms and a panoramic view of the city; there was a Jacuzzi in one of the bedrooms, the bedroom I was to share with Justin according to yet another coin toss. It wasn’t entirely surprising when all of us ended in there, grabbing the bottles of wine from the table and then stripping down before jumping into the bubbling water. It was a tight fit, the tub was definitely not meant to fit six people and we were snuggled tightly against each other with wine spills making the water a very distressing shade of lilac.

It had all been playful enough, with water being splashed and pulling and tugging until there was a kiss. My lips and Ashton’s locking hard, as if all those years of pent up romance and desire had finally found an outlet and there was no letting go now. Tom moved in, perfectly comfortable with us both as he reached out and grabbed one of my breasts, massaging slowly, leaning in to suck my nipple into his mouth.

Justin moved closer from behind, kissing my neck and placing both hands flat on my stomach, pressing me back into him while Ashton’s hands on my hips pulled me back to him, my body brushing against their full-on erections. Nick pulled himself out of the water, sitting outside with his dick in his hand, watching us paw at each other in ways he undoubtedly wanted to join in. My eyes were on him briefly as he began jerking off.

It was Dillon who moved us on to the bedroom. None of it would have happened if it hadn’t been for him, really; carefully orchestrating our slipping out of the tub, soaking wet, dripping our way into the bedroom and tried not to slip. I turned to face them and disappeared onto my knees to find by four erections surrounding me. There was a moment of doubt that melted into deviance as I leaned in, taking Ashton into me mouth, Dillon in one hand and Tom in the other.

Nick continued to watch, sitting on the bed as Justin dropped to his back and slipped between my thighs like a car mechanic, reaching for my hips to pull me down, my wet cunt on his face, his tongue insatiably wonderful.

I sucked one cock after the next, trying to see if I could identify them without opening my eyes and looking up at their owners. I had always been fond of oral sex, but having four cocks to choose from while Nick ate me out with an enthusiasm that threatened to ruin this all for everyone else was an entirely different game. My body shook with building orgasm just as I was lifted up and pushed onto the bed on all four, my moans turning into a whines until I felt Dillon’s lubricated fingers push into my asshole. It was clumsy and hurried, a generous amount coating me as he pulled me back down onto his dick.

I moved back slowly, taking all of him in as he rested back on the pillows and tiled my body back with his. My head rolled back on his shoulder, my body relaxing into him as Nick moved on top of me, pushing my knees back and rocking forward to thrust into me slowly; his movements pushing me back into Dillon, who also began to move his hips; my cries silenced by Justin’s dick as he pushed it into my mouth, his hand gripping my hair as he began to face-fuck me with gusto.

Daylight caught us still going at it, with my pussy raw as I rode Ashton and sucked Tom off. The other three collapsed around them on the bed and the floor, the evidence of each of their orgasms smeared with sweat all over them and the pillows and sheets.

Tom’s cum was sweeter than I had expected and I swallowed, making him grip my head harder and thrust so hard into my throat I could feel it closing – as if I had been screaming for days. He collapsed to the side, leaving me with Ashton, the other bodies scattered around like casualties to a war only the two of us had survived. I began moving faster, through the pain of having been fucked hard by Dillon, diligently by Nick, hesitantly by Tom and viciously by Justin; I fucked him adoringly and he trembled with the movement of my hips, coming hard and without apology, while still inside me.

I enjoyed every moment of the passionate, lust-filled frolic and when I woke up later that morning, instead of feeling ashamed or embarrassed, I smiled to myself, thinking I might just do it all again, someday.


12. Cruising With Pamela: First Time Gangbang With Strangers by Lora Lane

Life is hard for certain but no matter how tough it gets there are always little moments of surprising joy that help you get through. Recently I found myself going through a divorce and in the wake of that in dire need of one such moment. A close friend of mine absolutely blew me away with the gift of a ticket for a Caribbean Cruise. The atmosphere itself, amazing as it was, pales in comparison to how awesome it was when I met a few guys who were in just as wild of a mood as I was one night. What happened will always be one of the sexiest things I've have ever done in my life.

No matter where you are in the world, if someone stood up and asked for a show of hands of those who have gone through a divorce, well over half of any number of gathered adults would have to raise their hands. True though that is, it somehow doesn't soften the blow when it happens to you personally. I found that out a year ago when things with my ex-husband Brian finally blew up beyond the point of hopeful repair.

My name is Pamela. I'm in my mid-thirties, enjoy sporting events, a few stiff drinks and a good time dancing from time to time. I never thought I would have to type those words into a date-finding software or say them out loud when I was registering for a singles retreat. Brian and I were fairly happy for a few years before things started to go down the wrong road. Even when he started leaning a little too heavily on the bottle, I had high hopes that I would never be that person.

Funny how a few nights of your life can shine a spotlight on several years of similar actions that you have found a way to ignore. Anyway, to make a long story short, I finally realized that Brian had to be kicked to the curb and I was about to be a divorced young woman. At least the two of us never had kids so I was able to make a completely clean break. It didn't make accepting the fact that I had to start the dating process over and all the baggage that goes with it any easier though.

Don't get me wrong. I wasn't the usual picture of a heart-broken bride. One week without having to save myself and even Brian from his antics was all I needed to wish that I had made the decision to leave a half of a decade earlier. I have a great set of friends who were apparently just waiting for me to break away so that they could prove just how wonderful they are and I'm forever thankful for all of them. It certainly made me feel less like I needed to wear a scarlet letter and more like a hot young woman who deserved to spend a few years stretching my single legs in the world around me.

Dana is one such friend and she quickly became my favorite friend one Saturday afternoon when we met for a drink. I could tell something was up because of the way she kept flashing her mischievous smile every other minute. Finally I felt like a frustrated poker player as I demanded that she show her cards and admit what she was keeping from me.

If I guessed for a million years I would have never imagined that she would have reached into her purse and pulled out an envelope with one of those cruise company's name on it. I told her it wouldn't be nice of her to put a coupon for a spa day in a cruise envelope but she shook her head and told me to open it. When I did and found a ticket for a Caribbean Cruise inside, I nearly fainted.

After minutes of me demanding to know how she afforded it she admitted that she couldn't take full credit. It had been her idea apparently and over half of the money had come from her but the rest had been collected from all of my friends along with a ton of spending money that would allow me to act and be treated like a queen the entire time I was on the boat. She smiled, hugged the shocked stillness out of me and told me I deserved it before ordering me to come shopping with her for proper sexy clothing. I couldn't just wear normal bathing suit's and clothing on a cruise like that, she insisted.

Within a few days of the start of the cruise I had a full wardrobe with me as Dana drove me to the spot where I needed to be in order to enjoy the best time of my life. That's what she called it and I found it difficult to even pretend to argue with her. What do you expect? I could pretend it wasn't freaking unbelievable but it absolutely was. From the moment I walked onto the huge boat to the first meal and everything in-between, I knew I was in for a time unlike anything I had ever been a part of in my entire life. Little did I know just how amazing it would be or how many new things I would experience during those several days cruising the beautiful Caribbean.

The sights were stunning. The sunsets, sunrises and beautiful view of the water was too gorgeous for words. There were also lots of other attractive things to fill my vision. Don't get me wrong. There were plenty of aging and older people on the cruise who were all enjoying the same things that I was without tempting me with all kinds of crazy sexy thoughts. There were also a ton of hot guys as well who each seemed to know I was happily staring at them when they walked passed my sunbathing form. I didn't exactly hide it though, so who could blame them?

All was pretty standard with me gawking at them and them gawking back for the first couple of days. Then I met a group of guys who changed the entire trip for the better, another thing I would have never thought possible. It all started innocently enough when five hot and tanned guys stalked passed me, making it obvious that they were enjoying the view. I tipped my sunglasses in the classic way and smiled at them as they passed.

If I had to guess, I would put them somewhere in their early thirties but who cares really. They were adults with experience gawking at good-looking girls when they had the chance and I was perfectly fine with being gawked at. I thought that would be the end of it just like the countless other times something similar had happened but I was wrong.

I'd gone dancing a couple of nights already and enjoyed the atmosphere and music greatly each time. That night however, when one of the songs ended and I walked towards a table to grab a drink and a breather, one of the guys from that group found himself standing near me.

“Well how about that?” he said with a grin, “Imagine us meeting you here.”

“Yeah,” I smiled widely and flung my long blonde hair behind my shoulder, “It's almost like we're all trapped on this big boat together or something.”

“I don't know about you,” he said as he took the liberty of sitting down across from me, “But I can think of a lot worse places to be trapped and a lot worse company to be trapped with.”

“Really?” I smiled, “So you're enjoying the other people on the cruise.”

His eyes grew wide, “Oh my god, you wouldn't believe this one girl my boys and I saw this afternoon.”

“Oh, no?”

“No,” he shook his head, “Long blonde hair, amazing body and a beautiful smile. God she is freaking drop dead gorgeous.

“She sounds amazing,” I teased.

“Yep,” he nodded, “Damn hot dancer too if I do say so myself. I can't even watch her without getting all hot and bothered.” He pulled the collar of his shirt out and blew out a heavy sigh.

His words surprised me and I let it show, “Is that so? Well I knew you were hot,” I slowly let my eyes travel down and up his firm and strong physique, “But hot and bothered.” Fanning myself I said, “Well, damn, that gets me all hot and bothered too.”

This time it was his turn to show a little surprise, “Oh, yeah? Well we can't have a pretty lady like yourself all hot and bothered now can we? Maybe I should bring one of my less handsome buddies over here so you'll cool off.”

I sat back in the tall chair and laughed while I sipped my drink then leaned forward and motioned for him to lean closer to me. When he was within a few inches I grasped his collar, licked my lips and whispered, “Bring them all.”

He was clearly one of those hot guys who always knew what to say and who probably had the entire scene played out in his mind of how he would approach me and eventually get me to dance, take a few more drinks and maybe invite him up for a nightcap. Rarely was a hunky guy like that ever shocked into silence but what I had said right then did the trick.

He stammered and stuttered for a second before his brows flew upwards and he silently mouthed, all of them? I nodded and he walked backwards away from my table with his finger up in an attempt to make sure I didn't leave. I had no intention of leaving but it was still fun to watch him trip over the table behind him and nearly fall.

It was obvious that he was trying to figure out what I meant and if I meant what he hoped that I meant. Nothing was going to be too difficult for the studly man if he played his cards right and the way he was stunned into clumsiness pretty much cemented that what I planned for him and his buddies was the right thing to plan.

Was it crazy?

Yes.

Was it the most insane idea I had ever had?

Yes.

Was it also the hottest I had ever felt, the most turned on I had ever been in my life?

Easily, yes, it was.

When they came over to my table as a group, they had all found their best macho smile, smirk or otherwise handsome expression. They clearly had decided that they could handle whatever method of fun I had in mind and were completely in control of themselves. Bless their hearts. They had no idea how crazy I was about to ask them to get and I couldn't hold back the little laugh I felt as I sipped my drink. One of them I hadn't spoken to yet took the initiative.

“Excuse me miss,” he began, sarcasm already clear in his tone. “My friend here seems to be a bit confused. He thought you asked for all five of us to come over here. I told him he must be mistaken so if you could just clear that up for us, we'll be on our way.”

I smiled at him and shook my head, “You're not going anywhere.”

“I'm not?”

I shook my head and sipped my drink.

“I'm not or all of us aren't? Because the rest of these guys are losers. I can tell you that for sure.” The guy I had talked to before punched him in the left shoulder while another guy shoved him in the back. The one that shoved him leaned down, “Let me show you other thugs how to do this. May I have this dance?”

I shook my head and sipped my drink.

He was surprised and the confusion they all showed made me feel that much more in control and that much more turned on at the same time. Another I hadn't spoken to yet surged forward, “You don't want to dance.” I kept my head shaking and my drink to my lips. “You don't want another drink because you already have one. You didn't just want to talk to one of us. Listen here sexy lady. What the hell do you want?”

He got shoved for his tone of voice but I heard the real meaning behind his question and finally stopped shaking my head and sipping my drink. Without a word I stood up and looked at each of them hungrily before turning and walking smoothly out of the room. I paused right at the door and turned around as if surprised that they weren't right behind me. When they saw my expression they stumbled over themselves to follow me out the door. I smiled and walked towards my room.

Occasionally I would stop and turn around to make sure they were following me and enjoy a little laugh at their boyish charm and how well it went with their manly and handsome good looks. Shortly I reached my room, opened the door and motioned with my finger for all of them to follow me inside.

I didn't wait to see if they would follow me into the room, instead choosing to quickly ready myself for them. I had worn a little sun dress that night because it looked great before the sun went down out on the deck and even better under the black lights of the dance floor. By the time the first two guys entered the room I was standing there in only my lace bra and panties twirling my hair in the fingers of my right hand.

One of them stepped fully inside the room and looked at me for a few seconds while the others poked their heads adorably around the corner and eased, almost stumbling into the room. “All of us?”

I smiled because his voice cracked in spite of how cool he was trying to look and sound. Nodding, I motioned them all inside and strutted towards them. They parted as I neared them and then walked through them and placed my hand on the door so I could close it. I shifted my hips around and propped one hand on my side as I locked the door with the other. Turning around, I leaned against the door and brought my finger up to my lips while the other hand was still propped on my hip. I slowly pointed at each of them as I tossed my hair behind my shoulders, “All of you.”

For the briefest of moments I wondered if anyone was going to make the first move. They were all cute and handsome in their own little ways so it really didn't matter who did it, just that someone did before the mood was ruined. Thankfully I only had a moment more to wait before the guy who walked through the doorway last walked through the other four and came to a stop in front of me. My eyebrows rose in a silent question, possibly even in a challenge. He responded by reaching behind me and unhooking my bra and tossing it to one side, even telling his buddy to hold it for a few minutes. I liked the attitude even before he lifted me by the waste and tossed me backwards onto the bed.

“Oh,” I said breathlessly, “What are you going to do to me?”

He shook his head, “Everything you want and more.” With that he reached for my panties and pulled them off, tossing them to one side as well. The other four guys seemed to finally understand what they were standing and watching and decided to join in. One came to each side of me and began massaging my breasts while I felt hands from the last two on my legs, slowly pulling them apart. I closed my eyes and began to sink into the feelings of erotic desire that were taking over.

It felt almost like a dream as so many hands worked my body over in what was easily the greatest foreplay I had ever experienced. When I asked them to follow me, I had already been in the mood for something sexy and crazy but I only thought I was turned on until that moment. One hand was in my hair which I love so very much while three were doing amazing things to my breasts and nipples. Already they were as hard as I could remember them ever being and goosebumps began to quickly cover my body.

Two hands were massaging my stomach and I assumed these belonged to the man who had made the first move. They had the ruggedly strong feeling that I noticed when he gently tossed me onto the bed. Whatever he thought he was doing, it was doing wonderful things for me as I began to ache and moan for his hands to move lower, shoving my hips upwards towards him. Further down four hands were rubbing my feet and lower legs and I felt like I was in the greatest erotic massage ever. It wasn't that they were polished as if they had this planned or had done it before that was so great. On the other hand it was the raw, unplanned and random way they touched me that was driving me absolutely crazy.

By the time the one between my legs allowed his hands to travel all the way down to my pussy, I was aching for it like never before. He moved his fingers around my slit, masterfully working me into more of a frenzy by the time he inserted one finger into me. I groaned to the ceiling with my eyes still closed. It hadn't just been a long time since someone touched me in that way. I had never been touched in that way by oh so many fingers at the same time. Orgasms had never come easy to me in the time I was married but I could already feel myself approaching that wonderful edge of ecstasy as he changed to inserting two fingers into me.

When I though it couldn't get any better, he used his fingers in a different way and then I felt his tongue licking up the length of my pussy. God it felt amazing and when coupled with the fingers touching me all over, was enough to moisten me just perfectly. I wanted him to stop licking me and shove his big cock into me right then and there but he made me wait. My hips rocked up into his face as I rode a wave of pleasure unlike anything I had ever known.

I began to groan louder and felt a number of fingers leave one of my breasts. For a moment I wondered who was leaving the party but it didn't last very long. The guy between my legs lifted his tongue away from my slit and I felt his swollen shaft poised at the damp entrance to my pussy. Everyone was moving around for a few moments before I felt hands on the side of my head. I looked up in want and desire and saw a big cock right in front of my eyes.

There were a few seconds when nothing happened and the anticipation grew incredibly before I could take it no longer. Reaching around the guy at my face, I pulled his cock forward and opened my mouth wide to accept his girth. He groaned loudly as I moaned over his shaft. At the same time I felt a big cock slide easily inside of my pussy. If that wasn't enough, I felt two more big cocks start rubbing against my nipples. The fifth guy was using his fingers to amazing things to my body so many places I wondered if there wasn't a sixth guy in the room.

The guy between my legs increased his pace as did the guy in my mouth. An orgasm built larger and faster inside of me and I knew I was going to have a huge climax. Before I got to that point however, they shifted around, rotating around me so that a different but just as wonderful cock filled my pussy while another was shoved into my mouth. The guys' moaning alone was loud enough to be heard rooms away but when my own pleasured grunts were added, I wondered how long we had before we gained attention that we didn't want.

Such thoughts faded quickly as they filled me quickly and solidly once again. Instead of feeling like someone being used for their pleasure, I felt like a goddess to whom they were giving pleasure and adoration. With each moment I felt a climax growing closer and this time it crashed over me before they switched positions. My hands went out wide as my energy was sapped from the effort but the guys knew just what to do. The next time around I kept one shaft in my lips and pussy while giving hand jobs on each side.

It was easily the most mindlessly erotic thing I could ever imagine and I almost couldn't believe it was happening to me, almost to the point of it feeling like a dream. If it was a dream, I knew I didn't want to wake up any time soon, if ever. The shaft filling my pussy next was large and the guy seemed to be more in a rush than the other two. His pace was so fast that the rough way my body was rammed forward and back allowed me to suck the shaft in my lips with no effort at all. An orgasm built quickly this time and slammed over me larger and more powerful than the one before.

The next two rotations were almost a blur as I was awash in fantasy, unable for a few minutes to tell the difference between reality and fantasy. Was I dreaming? For a few moments I was sure of it until I reminded myself that I could never dream of anything that great. When I thought it couldn't get any better, they began to move me around. One of them held me in his strong grasp and wrapped my legs around his waste. I locked my feet behind him and started to lower my pussy onto his cock.

He stopped me for a moment however until another guy behind me grabbed my back and supported me. When all of my weight was supported my the men around me, the shaft finally filled my pussy hard and fast. The slap of his hips against mine was loud and wet as he grunted with each and every thrust. Quickly he started groaning louder and I thought he was going to climax but he stopped and moved to one side while another shaft quickly replaced his.

The pace was fast and the thrusts were powerful as the second guy slammed himself into me, once again until he was yelling in near orgasmic bliss. He then moved and another filled me. The same thing continued and I had three more orgasms as they rotated around me faster and faster, each time taking themselves to the edge of blowing their load before moving on. For my part, I was lost in a state of pleasure unlike anything I had ever felt before and someone I knew I would never be able to duplicate the experience in the same way again.

Next they sat me on my knees on the bed. I knew that each of them were so close to a huge climax that they couldn't do much more so I thought they were going to blow their loads as a group and I was more than ready. Instead, they began to use their hands to pleasure me. One hand massaged my breasts while another pinched my nipple and yet another squeezed my ass. When one finger dove into my pussy, I collapsed back onto the bed in a heap of pleasure. Like a group of masterful lovers working as a machine, they worked me over until I had climaxed yet another time.

“Let's finish this,” one of them said.

I rose up expecting their warm fluid on my face but instead was moved around so that I was on all fours across the corner of the end of the bed. Looking up, I saw one guy standing in front of me with his shaft ready once again and looking back I saw the other four standing around me, one with his shaft near my pussy from behind. I moaned a breathless approval and they took me once again.

Two cocks shoved into me at the same time from opposite ends. The one in my mouth forcing my head up and the guy behind me pounding my pussy from behind. Before long they each were groaning as loud as I was and had to move, being replaced my two more. The pace was harder and faster this time but my pleasure only grew with each time they moved. My elbows started shaking as I felt another even more powerful orgasm building. The louder I moaned and yelped in pleasure, the harder and faster they rammed their hungry shafts into me.

When they switched again and another set of shafts filled me, I was slammed by the biggest and most powerful orgasm I have ever felt. My shaking elbows gave out completely and the guy in front had to support my frame. The sight of me in such pleasure forced each of the guys towards the edge of orgasm as well and they couldn't hold back any more. As their shafts left me, I rolled over onto my back on the bed and looked up to see all five hovering over my chest and face.

I smiled and rubbed my breasts as their warmness washed over my body. Each of them finally relaxed as well when it was all over and we just sat there for a long while. One of them spoke up first, “Holy hell, that was the hottest fucking thing I've ever done. You're amazing girl!”

“I'll second that,” another one said and they continued in much the same way all around me.

Finally I said, “Well, I just wanted you guys to come in and play a board game or something but I guess that will work.” They laughed around me and I added my own laughter to theirs. For a while we sat there and talked after I got cleaned up and dressed. None of them lived anywhere close to me and I knew I would probably never see them again once the cruise was over. I guess that is the way it is supposed to be though when you really think about it. I had the time of my life and felt like it would never be that way again, no matter how hard I tried.

One of the guys asked me for my social media information but I declined to give it to them. They were each a little disappointed in that until I asked my next question. “How many days do we have left on this ship guys?” They looked at each other and then back to me and we each knew what the other was thinking. Okay, so after the cruise life would go back to normal and I'd never see these hunks again. Until then I knew they were more than happy to keep seeing me and I was perfectly fine continuing to play the goddess.


13. The Dressing Down of the Secretary: Gangbang Sex with My Co-Workers by Kaylee Jones

When the boss asks shy little office manager Sherry to put on a party for the foremen of the construction company, she has no idea just what kind of party it will turn out to be.  But when the margaritas start flowing, all bets are off and so is Sherry’s little dress.

I was the one that no one noticed.  I chose loose-fitting clothing and long pants and loafers.  I pulled my hair back into nondescript ponytails and wore almost no makeup.  Most days I ended up eating lunch by myself in the breakroom with hardly a glance from any of the men I worked with.

I work in a construction company, and am the only woman in the office.  I handle everything from dispatching jobs to paying the utility bills.  I have been known to answer the phones as well, but mostly the calls are forwarded directly to the foremen’s cell phones which makes me much happier.  I only interacted when I had to, but I got my job done.  And I liked having my own private office with a door to keep out any occasional noise that rumbled through the warehouse area.

My home life was about as exciting as the work life I just described.  I am unmarried with one cat and I liked it that way.  It was quiet and tidy and neat, and I did not have to worry about what to fix for dinner.  I could make whatever it was that I wanted, from grilled chicken to microwave popcorn.  My favorite meals were usually Mexican food.  I could make a batch of tacos on Sunday night and pretty much eat that for dinner every night without having to cook again.  I liked cooking big batches of food on the weekends so I didn’t have to worry about it when I got home from work.  I could just heat up something and maybe dice a few fresh vegetables as toppings or a salad.  I even went so far as to pre-make my lunches on Sundays so that I could just grab and go on work mornings.

My weekends had nothing going on.  I grocery shopped, cooked, read, watched movies, and sometimes went to church.  It is not that I was anti-social, I just had nothing in my life that was conducive to meeting people or interacting with them.  Sure, sometimes my sister would push me to join a yoga class or a book club, but it was just easier by myself.

One morning when I got to work with my pre-packed turkey sandwich, the owner of the company was waiting for me.

“Good morning Mr. Alston,” I greeted him politely as always.

“Hello Sherry, good morning.  I was wondering, do you have a moment to chat?”

I nodded and followed him into his office.

“We were hoping to get your help with something,” he smiled from behind his massive oak desk.

“Certainly, how can I help?” I was never in the mindset of saying no.

“Well, we were hoping you could put together a little celebration for all of us for this weekend?  We’ve been having a great year so far, and I thought the guys could use a little fun.”

I nodded, “I’d be happy to.  Do you have anything specific in mind?  How about a budget?”

He rattled off a few details that he had been thinking about, gave me a rough number to target, and pretty much told me the plan was up to me.  It all sounded reasonable, and I was looking forward to doing something out of the ordinary.  Even if it meant I had to socialize and make small talk at the party.  I reassured myself that I could always just putter around with the party fixings to avoid conversation.

I got started that day.  Mr. Alston wanted something more casual than fancy.  After all, these were construction workers.  I found a great Mexican restaurant that had a private room available.  Their catering and bar prices seemed reasonable so I went ahead and signed the contract.  The room was technically free, but we had to hit a certain amount in food and alcohol.  I was pretty certain these big burly guys could handle putting away enough food and beer.

I perused the menu and picked all my favorites, keeping the guys in mind of course.  The Taco Bar looked easy enough, and everyone could put together their own meals instead of me figuring out each person’s special needs.  I also added a quesadilla platter, a salsa bar, guacamole, queso, rice and beans.  I was making myself hungry just planning the menu.  I also took care of several kegs of beer and a margarita machine.

I was not sure what exactly we were celebrating so I declined any sort of decorations package.  I figured a bunch of construction workers did not care about poufy crepe paper flowers anyway.

A few days later, Mr. Alston was back in the office so I ran everything by him just to cover my own ass.  It seemed safer.  He agreed to everything but did have me order a few bottles of tequila for good measure.

That night I was chatting with one of my few friends, and she had a hilarious suggestion.  She told me to go buy a terrifically slutty dress for the party just to see what the guys would do.  I laughed her off but that night I started thinking about it as I laid out my clothes for the next day.  I planned to wear a grey short sleeve turtleneck sweater and a pair of black slacks.  It was as boring as you could get.  I decided that maybe my crazy friend was right, maybe I could try something to knock their socks off.  I called her up and asked her to meet me after work to go shopping.  She jumped on the opportunity and we made plans to grab dinner and then hit the mall.

By the time work ended the next day, I was getting cold feet but I still wanted to meet her for dinner.  I figured that could buy me about an hour to talk her out of the idea.  I spent the entire meal trying to convince her to drop it, but she refused.  We ate our queso and argued; we ate our enchiladas and argued; we paid the check and argued.  And we ended up at the mall.

****

Amber ended up convincing me to buy a horribly slutty blue dress, cut down to here and up to there, if you know what I mean.  She was actually surprised when I took off my shapeless work top and slacks, that I do have a nice figure.  I tried to explain to her that I was not hiding anything in particular, I just did not feel the need to show everything off all the time.

She giggled, “You know, those construction guys are gonna flip over that dress.”

I knew she was right and it scared me a little.  I was grateful the party was on Saturday evening so I did not have to worry about changing in the tiny women’s restroom at the office slash warehouse.  I would have all day to lounge around in my comfy yoga pants and then I could get ready.  Amber offered to help me with my hair and makeup, but I declined.  Her input on the dress was enough; I opted to skip the all-out-hooker look.

On Friday, I re-confirmed all the reservations and arrangements with the venue and then confirmed the plans with Mr. Alston.  He said everything was good to go, but was unable to attend himself.  On my way home, I stopped at a nearby Indian restaurant since I was having Mexican food the next night.  I picked up enough saag paneer with rice and raita and naan bread to last a few meals.

I found one of my favorite movies on television and settled down in those comfortable yoga pants and tee shirt to enjoy my food and my entertainment.  My little calico cat curled up on the throw pillow next to me for the evening.  I realize it was not a particularly exciting evening for someone in their late twenties, but I liked the quiet.

The next day I got up at my regular work time, as always, and headed out to run my errands.  I stocked up on the groceries I wanted for the week and stopped off for a light brunch at the deli near the store.  After downing a few cups of coffee and a spinach omelet, I headed back home.  I would have all of Sunday to prep my food for the week, so I curled up on the couch with the kitten and nodded off.  I rationalized that the party that night was going to last longer than I would normally be awake.  I have no idea who I was justifying that to, other than myself.

When I woke up, I realized it was time to get ready.  I was still nervous about the dress and as I neatly folded my lounging clothes, I almost decided against it.  But I figured, what the hell, and hung it in the bathroom to steam smooth while I showered.

I shaved everything from the neck down.  With the tiny spaghetti straps and high hemline, I needed to be smooth.  And I figured since I was shaving everything else, why not the personal parts too.  After I finished shampooing and bathing, I wrapped my hair in a towel and smoothed cocoa butter into my skin.  I love the fresh chocolate scent.

While my skin absorbed the lotion, I pulled out my rather sparse makeup collection and tried to determine what look would be most appropriate for the skimpy tight dress.  I decided that minimal was best since anything over the top would be way too much.  I finished applying my face and uncoiled my hair from the towel.  I carefully blew it dry and smooth and let it tickle my shoulders.  I usually pulled it back at work so having it down was ‘fancy’ enough for me.

I slid the little blue dress on, and actually smiled at my reflection.  It accentuated my firm breasts nicely, and hugged the curves around my hips and butt.  I shook my head to make my hair move, and it really did not seem all that bad once I put the whole look together.  I slid my feet into the basic black heels and twirled once for the calico.

I arrived at the Mexican restaurant a little earlier than the start time in order to make sure everything looked okay.  The room was decorated simply with white linen tablecloths and colorful cloth napkins.  The bar section was already set up and they were bringing out the food as I walked in.  One of the young servers eyed me up and down with a grin, and I felt a little boost to my ego.  As long as no one laughed at my transformation, I would make it through the night.

When all of the guys started arriving however, it was a different story.  There was not a laugh out of any of them.  They all stared in wonder as I smiled and sashayed up to them in my dress.

“Sherry?” one of the foremen asked.

I nodded, “Hi Thomas, welcome.”

His eyes were wide in amazement and I don’t think they ever left the generous cleavage that peeked out from the top of my dress.

As they all looked at me little differently, I realized I was looking at them differently as well.  Thomas was tall and nicely built with wavy dark hair and flashing green eyes.  Rob was slimmer but still tightly muscled, sporting a shaved head and dark eyes.  Andy was average height but seemed to be made of solid muscle.  They were all the foremen.  Apparently their actual workers were not invited, which I thought was odd.  I hoped I had not over-ordered on the food and drinks.  As I watched the guys drain mugs of beer, I realized the alcohol would not be an issue.

Someone handed me my first margarita and the party began.  Since apparently I was going to be drinking, I loaded up my plate with chicken tacos, guacamole, and several of the different salsas. I finished my food about the time I finished my first margarita, and Thomas never left my elbow.  I was surprised that I found the attention flattering instead of annoying, and happily accepted the second drink.  By the third one, I was giggling and touching his arm.  By the fourth one, he had his arm around my waist and his hand firmly planted on my hip.

****

I’m not sure if it was the margaritas or just the restaurant, but the music started getting louder.  I could feel my hips starting to sway and Thomas moved behind me, resting both hands on my hips.

“This dress is unbelievable,” he whispered in my ear, making me shiver.

I wriggled my hips against him and feel the pressure of his enjoyment against my ass.  I slid up and down just a little, letting the swells of my ass stroke him just a little.  He groaned softly against my neck and I knew his eyes were looking straight down into my cleavage.

“Sherry, I never knew…” his voice trailed off as though he didn’t know how to politely finish his thought.

I leaned back against his chest and feel the solidity of him against my bare upper back.  He ground his swelling cock against me, and was running his hands up and down my hips.  It had been so long since I Had had sex, he felt good even through our mutual layers of clothing.  I could feel the short skirt of my dress inching up and his hands were slowing sneaking inside the hemline.  I had opted for a G-string because of the tightness and briefness of the dress, and his fingers were tickling my bare skin.

I kept rubbing my ass against his thick cock as the music continued and suddenly I found myself sandwiched between Thomas behind me and Rob in front of me.  I wrapped one arm around Rob’s waist to hold him closer and I threaded the other arm behind me to hold Thomas in place.

The thought of Amber flickered through my brain, and I was certain she would have gone insane to see me like that, grinding away between two burly construction workers who both seemed intent on touching every inch of my skin.

While Thomas’s hands continued to tickle under my dress, Rob’s thick fingers were gripping the outer curves of my breasts.  Andy walked in from his trip to the restroom and stared at the transformation of our little party. I met his surprised and curious eyes with my own and beckoned to him with one finger.  He nervously strolled up to our little trio and I leaned over to kiss him.

He responded immediately, his teeth nipping at my lower lip while his tongue demanded entrance between my lips.  I accepted his plundering exploration and tasted the tequila from the shots he had taken.

As I kissed Andy roughly, I felt Thomas’s lips on the back of my neck and I shivered.  When Rob’s mouth found the swell of my tits, I moaned softly and let them taste my skin.

“We need to get this off,” Thomas whispered hoarsely, tugging at the G-string under my dress.

I nodded and wiggled my hips as he slid it down my legs.  I delicately stepped out of it and said a silent prayer of thanks that I had thought to shave before coming out tonight.  When his fingers found the growing wetness between my thighs, he and I both moaned deeply.

He looked at Rob over my shoulder and they both nodded.  I heard Thomas’s slacks unzip and I reached behind to push his hand out of the way.

I slipped my fingers inside and felt the thickness of Thomas’s cock.  It was hard and hot and heavy in my grasp, and I stroked him lightly.  My small fingers barely fit around him, but I grasped him loosely as I stroked him.  His groans were deep and rhythmic from his chest.  I twisted my fingers around the head with each stroke, rubbing against the sensitive spot just below the head.  His body tightened up with each twist of my fingers.

Rob grabbed my other hand and pressed my palm against the hardness under his own fly.  I grinned at him and rubbed him roughly through his slacks.  His hips thrust against my hand as I rubbed him to full hardness inside his clothing.  I was able to even squeeze his balls lightly.  His eyes rolled back in his head as I jerked him through his slacks.

Andy had stopped kissing my lips and had moved on to licking the tops of my tits.  He yanked the spaghetti straps down from my shoulders and the top of the dress slowly slid to my waist, revealing my rather sizeable tits.  Andy fastened his mouth onto one while Rob zeroed in on the other.  I moaned loudly as they teased my already tight little nipples.  My hand was still working Thomas’s cock inside his pants and he was panting against the nape of my neck.

I finally released Thomas from his torment to let him calm back down a little and I reached out for both Andy and Rob.  They thrust their hips towards my hands and my palms found to hard cocks straining to escape.  I massaged both of them through their clothing until they were panting as well.

In a tangle of arms and legs, the three men slowly led me over to a chair and slowly pulled the rest of my dress down to the ground.  My generous breasts were already exposed, but when the dress slid past my trim waist and curvy hips, they all three hummed their approval.

Once I was completely naked, Thomas gently pressed me down into a seated position.  The cool pleather startled me when my warm bare skin touched it.  Thomas grinned as I shivered, and dropped to his knees in front of me.  With his big callused hands, he pressed my thighs apart while Rob and Andy took to standing on either side of me.

They slowly unfastened their slacks and pulled out their swollen cocks.  Rob’s was short but thick and Andy’s was long but without noticeable girth.  I grinned at both of them and reached out a hand toward each of them.  The two cocks felt warm and alive in my hands and I played with them.  I stroked them lightly and loosely, eliciting pained groans from both men.

Thomas’s hands were tickling my inner thighs and I squirmed in my chair.  But when his tongue nuzzled between my folds and found my aching clit, I squeezed both cocks firmly.  Both men yelped a little and I breathlessly apologized.  As further apology, I lightly tugged on Rob and he stepped close enough so that the tip of his cock brushed against my lips.

I licked his thick cock from base to tip and back again, and groaned loudly as Thomas did the same to my needy pussy.  Rob suddenly pushed his hips forward and thrust his cock into my mouth.  It was hot and throbbing against my warm wet tongue, and I let him bury himself down my throat.  My tongue wiggled around to flick over the sensitive ridges at the tip and he grunted as my slender fingers massaged his heavy balls.

I pulled off and grinned up at him as I hefted the pair.

“Been a while?” I giggled.

He nodded with a pained look on his face.  I bent down to run my tongue over the crinkled surface of his sack.  I pulled them into my mouth one at a time, suckling lightly and pulling them away from his body.  Few men can stand to have their balls played with and their cocks ignored, so as I tickled and teased his full load, he stroked his own cock.  Out of the corner of my eye, I realized Andy was stroking himself too.

Suddenly Thomas caught my aching little clit between his lips and flicked the tip of his tongue fast over the taut surface.  I released Rob’s sensitive package only moments before I erupted in the biggest climax I think I had had in years.  I pulled Thomas’s face against my body as I came and came.  Rob points his thick cock at my tits and kept stroking until the jets of his seed splashed over my tit.

Andy groaned and stopped stroking himself, trying to hold back.  I reached for him and he obliged by rubbing the swollen tip against my lips.  His cock was slimmer but longer so I was only able to slide half of it into my warm wet mouth.  He held my cheek with surprising gentleness as he slid his cock between my lips.  I reached up to massage his full load as well.  I could feel his cock pulsing against my tongue and his sack slowly tightened up against his body.  Within minutes he grunted and whipped his cock from my mouth.  He stroked it just a few more times and covered my other breast with his cum.

Both Andy and Rob shuffled over to a couple of chairs and sat down heavily.  Thomas on the other hand was still raring to go.  He stood up between my thighs and pulled me up from the chair so that I was pressed up against him.

“My turn,” he growled as he dragged me over to an empty table.

Thomas pressed my ass against the edge of the table and kissed me roughly, sinking his teeth into my lower lip as his hands gripped my quivering tits.  He suddenly released me and spun me around so that my bare ass was facing him, just like when we were dancing together.

His strong arm on my lower back pressed me down until I was bent over the table, squishing my tits into the scratchy linen tablecloth.  I could hear quiet comments from Andy and Rob but could not quite make out the words.  I assumed they were egging Thomas on since they seemed spent for the evening.

I heard was a soft metallic sound followed by the whoosh of moving fabric, then Thomas was buried inside me to the hilt.  I gasped and gripped the table until my knuckles turned white.  He was as thick as Rob but as long as Andy.  In short, he was huge. (so to speak, of course) His fingers bit into the flesh of my hips as he held me steady for the pounding.  His pelvis struck mine with force on each thrust and the edge of the table bit into my tummy.

Rob and Andy had shuffled over to watch and were urging their own cocks back to stiffness.

“Flip her over, man,” Rob leered at my upturned ass.

It took Thomas a moment to fully register that Rob was speaking to him.  I twisted around when he stopped, still buried inside me, to look at Rob confused.

“Let me see those tits again, flip her over,” Rob repeated.

Thomas pulled out slowly, letting me feel each thick inch of his cock.  I quickly spun back around but only to get Thomas back inside me as fast as possible.  As Thomas slid back in, Rob stood over me, still stroking his cock and rubbing it on my breast.

Andy was feeling left out at this point so he hurried over to the other side and offered his cock to my mouth.  I was moaning from Thomas’s hard plunging inside my needy pussy and the vibrations were driving Andy insane.  As Rob and Andy both came on my tits for the second time, my body gave in to Thomas’s thrusting and I groaned loudly as I came for the second time.  I soaked the nice linen tablecloth as my body gripped tightly to Thomas’s cock.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Thomas gasped, meaning only one thing.

He whipped his cock out at the last minute, and sprayed his sizeable load on my belly.  He collapsed forward, leaning over my spent body and panting for breath.

After several minutes, we all refocused our eyes and realized the situation we were in.  Should any of the restaurant employees have walked in at that moment, at minimum we would have been kicked out; at maximum, we could have been arrested.  We lucked out.

The men nicely gathered several napkins from the buffet table and soaked them in cool water.  Together they all cleaned me up and cooled me off.  I kissed each of them in turn, Thomas last and deep.

Andy, ever the smartass, quipped, “Guess we can tell Mr. Alston you plan a helluva party.”

We all chuckled and helped ourselves to a snack from the buffet.

****

We all got home safely that night, and I spent most of Sunday recovering from too much margarita and too much man.  I took a long hot bath and tried to restore my mental sanity from the craziness of the party.  The odd thing was, I had enjoyed myself.  I had never done anything like that in my life, let alone with three coworkers.  Hell, I could get fired for being the little plaything at the party if any of the guys reported me.  I did like Thomas though.  He was the sexiest one of the three and seemed to have a sweetness as well as a heat to him.

I was a little nervous headed into work on Monday, dressed back into my loose fitted blouses and unimpressive work slacks with my hair in its ponytail.  I was the first into the office which did not put me more at ease.  I stowed my lunchbox and made a fresh pot of coffee.  I poured my first cup of the day and headed back to my little office.  Thomas came in shortly afterwards with a sheepish grin on his face as he stood in my doorway.

“Sherry?” he asked.

“Yes Thomas?” I replied nervously.

“I-I-I… was, um, wondering…”

I regarded him with what I hoped was professional detachment.  Not aloof or snotty or anything, I just didn’t want to appear overeager.

“Would you go out with me on Friday?”

I blinked at him, not believing what I was hearing.  He shuffled his big feet and stared at the cracked tile floor.  His square jaw and stubbled cheeks were growing pink.  I stood up from behind my desk and walked over to him.  He was growing redder by the minute and I knew he was scared about what I was going to do.

I stopped directly in front of him and paused for a long moment.  Then I reached around behind him and pulled the door closed.  His muscled body tensed visibly as I turned my face up to meet his gaze.

I stood on my tiptoes and slid my hands up his solid chest, feeling the warmth of his body against my palms.  When my hands were threaded behind his neck, I kissed him firmly, right on his full lips.

“I thought you’d never ask.”


14. Ten Strangers On a Train: My First Rough Gangbang Sex in Public by Sofia Miller

When I found a handsome man sleeping next to me on my first train ride across the country, I have to admit, my mind wandered through the possibilities of what could happen between us.  But I knew I couldn’t possibly give in to temptation with a stranger I would never see again!  I had always been a very good, upstanding young woman.  That’s why when he reached out and grabbed my leg as he was sleeping, I assumed he was just  having an innocent dream. I wouldn’t want to wake him after all.   It never occur to me that he would actually be warming me up until I was forced to give up my inhibitions and let loose with him and his friends.  Nor did it occur to me that maybe my goody-two-shoe ways had been holding me back from being the wanton woman I truly was!

The train was racing across the western landscape like a bullet, and I was taking in the scenery and vibrations as they whirred past and through me.  The sun was rising up ahead as we travelled east, illuminating the face of the sleeping man next to me, revealing his five o’clock shadow and heavy, chiseled features.  His hair was thick and dark, his skin an olive tone--or so it seemed in the amber glow of morning.

It was my first train ride.  I was going coast to coast and we were somewhere in Arizona.  The man had been let on sometime in the night while I had slept in my coach seat.  I was thrilled at the romance of the train and it’s associations with mystery and strangers.  I wondered where this handsome man was going.  What was the mystery behind him?

As for myself, I wasn’t so mysterious.  I was on my way to visit my aunt in New Hampshire.  She was in poor health and I was her only niece.  Though I was 20 years old, I still lived with my mother in southern California, and she had urged me to go visit her on her birthday.  “Go see her, Kelly.  It might be the last time you see her…”  The truth was, my aunt and I had never had a deep connection--I hadn’t seen her since I was a child, but my mom thought it might do her good to have some company.  And I was a good girl who always did as she was told.

The train hit a bump and we were momentarily jostled.  My whole seat lifted up and the skirt of my sundress got caught beneath me, riding up and revealing my legs all the way up to my panties.  The man shifted and murmured, then curled up in the fetal position in his chair.  Turning to me sleepily, he placed a hot hand on my naked inner thigh, giving it a squeeze for comfort, and fell back asleep, his enormous hand encompassing my flesh.

After the initial shock of his skin touching mine, his strong hand felt comforting on my thigh.  I knew the proper thing was to wake him, ask him to unhand me.  But he was sleeping so soundly and I didn’t want to embarrass the poor man.  Besides, the train was cold and he was warm, and my thigh enjoyed his caress.  I wonder who he’s reaching out for in his dreams…I thought, and briefly envisioned his hands growing until he had the whole of my naked body in them, warming me from head to toe the way he was warming my upper thigh.  He smiled in his sleep, as his hand lazily squeezed and released me, squeezed and released me.  He looked so innocent in his blissful dream, I smoothed the hair that had fallen over his brow to the side, and he surprised me by opening his eyes at once:  Two deep blue pools that so sucked me in,  I thought I might drown in them.

“Good morning,” he said, not removing his hand from my thigh, but rather, giving it another little squeeze.

“Good morning…” I couldn’t help but giggle at his strange audaciousness.  “I’m not sure how this happened, but you seem to have gotten hold of my thigh while you were sleeping.”

“Lucky me,” he said, sliding it upwards just a little, his finger dangerously close to my high cut panties.  I had never experienced something so brazen in my life, and I felt myself grow damp with excitement.  The tips of his fingers dug into me, possessively, and I couldn’t tell the difference between the rumble of the train and my own heated vibrations.  “What a wonderful way to wake up.”

I looked around to see if anyone was seeing what this stranger was doing to me, but all I could see were the tops of heads--presumably sleeping ones--behind the tall, blue seats.  How was I supposed to handle this situation?  His touch was making me nervous--the only man I’d ever been with was my high school boyfriend.  We had known each other all our lives and he was chronically paranoid about public displays of affection.  Who was this man?

“Listen...I don’t mean to be mean, but...I don’t even know you…” I tried to reason with him.

“I’m sorry.  Does my hand not feel good?”

“Well...it does feel good, but--”

“So you like my hand on your thigh?”

“It’s…it’s very warm, yes…but--”

“Is it warm here?”  He slid his hand up under my skirt and pressed his hot palm right into my cotton panties.  I let out a sharp gasp.

“Shhhh….” he cautioned.  “Does that feel good?”

The butt of his palm was pressing into me in steady beats, pulsating with my own heart beat, which sent a current rushing to my center with every pounding.  I found myself spreading my legs a little bit to give him access as my breathing grew ragged and I said, “Oh, my goodness...Oh, my goodness….Oh, my goodness....”

“Yes, that must feel very good,” he smiled, moving the butt of his palm in slow circles into me.

“Why are you doing this?”  I asked, breathily.

“Because it’s what you want me to do,” he replied, simply, pulling my panties to the side and plunging two fingers in sharply.  I let out a surprised moan that was sure to wake the entire car.  My pussy grew hot and contracted around his thick fingers, grasping them tightly, not letting go, though in my head I knew this was dangerous.  My pussy released and then gulped again, pulling his fingers in deeper.   He smiled at me and said, “Your pussy wants it so badly you can taste it.”  He withdrew his two long, thick fingers and put them in my face, cream covered and glistening.  “Here, taste it.”  I opened my mouth like a good girl and took the fingers in, sucking my cream off of them and enjoying the taste.  He pried them from my mouth, reached under my skirt with two hands, and with one jerk ripped my cotton panties in half, displaying me for anyone to see, my flowing skirt hitched up around my waist.  The air-conditioning blasted my raging hot pussy with a shock. All I could do was cry out and giggle uncontrollably.

“I don’t know what’s come over me!”  I said.  “I don’t do things like this.  I’m not a slut, I swear!”

“That’s why you need to be fucked so desperately, don’t you?  You’ve always been such a good girl.”

“Yes!”  I cried.  It was very important to me that he know this wasn’t like me.

“Then tell me,” he said sinisterly, “Why are you showing your pussy to me like a little whore?”

“I don’t, I don’t know…”  And I didn’t know.  I only knew his eyes felt good roaming over my pussy.

“Spread open your hot little cunt for me.  I want to see you.” he demanded.  I did as I was told, spreading my shaking legs for him, and then demurely, blushingly pulling my pink pussy lips open for him, a damp, well trimmed lip in each hand, giving him a view of my slick, neat twat.  He laughed loudly at my willingness.

“You ARE a good girl.  You always do everything you’re told to do?”

“I guess I’m a people pleaser,” I said, averting my eyes, a little embarrassed.

“That’s good,” he said, cocking an eyebrow.  “You’re also a slut.  Say it.”

“I...uh…” When he said the word “slut,” it sent blood rushing to my pussy and I felt I might overheat.  I’d been warned my whole life not to act this way--why did it thrill me so much to hear him call me that?

“Your cunt is practically gushing already, you want it so badly,” he said, sliding one finger inside of me, lifting it up and down to demonstrate how wide open and ready I was for a deep, hard fucking.  “You know what you are.”

“I’m a slut…” his finger coaxing the words from me as it pressed into my g-spot and lingered.  My voice sounded unfamiliar to me--deeper, throatier.

“Look at this gaping, wet pussy,” he said to the brawny, ginger man across the aisle, and all at once I was aware that we, of course, were not alone, and nobody was sleeping.  Rather, they were all watching this stranger--I didn’t even know his name!--finger my openly displayed pussy.  I also became aware for the first time, that I was the only female on this train car.  As heads turned to me, I saw that there were big athletic men of every variety.  Some of them were sporting matching jerseys--I realized they must be some sort of sports team, on the train as a group.  His finger tap, tap, tapped at my special spot, and my body bucked and contracted, squirming and happy at the possibilities.  I was a kid on Christmas Eve, unable to stay still in their bed.

“I’ve never seen a more eager pussy,” the ginger said.  He got out of his chair and crouched next to me.  “Give me a feel?” he begged of the dark, mysterious man finger fucking me.  Then the ginger slid a finger in alongside his friends’, then two, and now four fingers were spreading me wide and I didn’t know which ones belonged to whom.  “God, it’s fucking gorgeous.”

“You want to get fucked, don’t you little girl?” the dark and mysterious man fingering me said as he unbuttoned his pants.

“She wants to get fucked sideways in her dirty little hole...”  cried the blonde man who had been sitting beside the ginger, pulling out a springy, erect prick, which he began to tug as he peered inside of me.

Dark and Mysterious unzipped and unleashed an impossibly huge cock, which he began to stroke as he continued petting my kitty, grunting all the way.  I laid back with wide eyes, staring at his beast while his fingers elicited moans from me.  Even just two of his massive fingers was a lot for me to take.  His cock both frightened and aroused me with its strength and girth--he was raging hard.  Yes, I wanted him to fuck me sideways with it.

“What are you looking at?” he asked, as his hand withdrew from my pussy and reached up to the top of my dress, which he ripped open by yanking down on it, popping off the buttons that held it together.  He grabbed a hold of my bare, fat, round tit and kneaded it as he continued to stroke his ever-growing manhood.

“Your fat cock…” I sighed, pulling my pussy open wider and rubbing my clitty as The Ginger methodically slid three fingers in and out at a quickening pace.  I played with myself as the men all watched me, teasing my clitty, letting the fingers of one hand dip in and out and around my hole where the ginger’s hand was, while the other hand splayed me open. I looked up and saw a man peering over the seat at me, the sound of his fapping in rhythm with The Ginger’s fingers, which were now in rhythm with the train.  I loved the idea of all of their cocks growing big and strong in unison--and all for me.  I wanted them all for me.  I opened myself up wider and heard their grunts turn into low growls.  I punished my poor clitty with fast, hard fingers, occasionally slapping the aching nub as I heard them encourage, “That’s it...yes, good girl...you beautiful slut…”

“My fat cock, huh?  Tell me more about it,” Dark and Mysterious said, twisting my long, hard nipple and holding on with a vice grip.

“It’s thick, mmm, and strong and--ah!-- could go in sooo deeeep, oh God, pleeeease….” I moaned, feeling like a hungry, wounded animal.

“It could go in where, so deep?”

“It could split open my tight, wet pussy….or in my mouth, all the way down my throat till I gagged…” my voice was rising with pleasure.  “Between my tits...up, up, up my dirty little asshole… God, I just want to be fucked!”

He came towards me with his enormous member and rubbed the throbbing mushroom head on my slick, little pussy, teasingly.   Then he dragged it down and poked the rim of my virginal asshole before dragging it back up again, threatening to enter me.  His cock was so wide I wasn’t sure if I could take it, but God, how I wanted to try.

“You can’t leave out your other new friends,” he said, slapping my pussy with his heavy mallet of a cock.  “Get on your hands and knees.”

He pulled me harshly by my nipples and dragged me from my chair, leading me to the aisle where I got down on all fours.  I looked up and saw the blonde one coming at me with his upward pointing cock, and I opened my mouth to receive him.  He deep throated me hard and fast, pounding the back of my throat, and I gagged and spit copiously around his venous, eager dick.  I didn’t know a cock could go so far down my throat, but with every pounding, all eight inches of him disappeared down my throat, right down to the base.  My eyes were full of tears from the impact, but I kept on sucking, wanting to be a good girl and make him cum like I knew he needed to.  I felt two hands paddling my ass like a drum, hard, as he slammed into me again and again, grunting hard and fast.  Then one sweet, careful finger made its way into my tight little asshole, untouched until this moment, and I moaned into Blondie’s surging cock.

“She likes it,” I heard the Dark and Mysterious one say.  “”Look how her pussy is dripping…” and another finger slid into my hole as I howled into Blondie’s dick.  My moans were cut short with gurgling as all at once, he shot his load with a swiftness down my throat.  I worried I would drown, he came so much and so hard as he held my head firmly on his dick and continued pumping, with a slower and slower rhythm, until his sack was drained and the contents of him were dribbling down my chin.

“Get her on her back,” said Dark and Mysterious.  “I want to see those perky tits bounce.”  Multiple hands took to the task of lifting me and turning me over onto my back, though I was so bewildered it was impossible to know how exactly it happened.  What I did know was that two men, who had not made their presence known prior, were now each sucking on one of my tits, sending hot waves straight to my clitoris.  I grabbed their heads and pressed them onto me, encouraging them to suck harder, which they did, pulling and tugging at me with their teeth, then soothing away the pain with their tongues.  All at once I felt a long, stiff cock slip effortlessly into me slowly, teasing me, then all at once in a hard slam, his balls hitting me with a “Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack! Smack!”  Then nothing--just stillness on his end as I bucked and heaved violently on his cock, trying to suck it further into me with my grasping wet pussy, but him only sliding out slowly, cruelly.  I opened my eyes and saw it was The Ginger, and he was coming towards me with his cock covered in my thick cream., which he smeared all over my face before he fed it gently into my mouth for me to suckle on lovingly.  II pawed at his dangling, heavy balls as I took him down.  One of the boys who had been sucking my tits was now straddling my torso, laying his long knob between my breasts.  He smashed them together and began to fuck my titties, his dark, pronounced head emerging from between my cleavage on every beat, more engorged and dripping with every thrust.  I couldn’t wait to feel his cum pool on my skin.  The thought made me suck the ginger harder and he let out a yelp of pleasure.

But now my legs were being spread wider than they were ever meant to go by hands I didn’t recognize.  Dark and Mysterious was between them, stroking his monster two handed--the only way you could adequately stroke a cock that big.  Then he brought it down hard on my pussy again and again and again, as I cried out, “Yes...please!” with every beating the tip of his cock gave my aching clitty.

I was taking the Ginger deeply down my throat now.  In such a short time I had become an expert on deep-throating, and he was reaping the benefits, his sensitive cock leaping and jumping for joy in my mouth each time the tip touched the back of my throat.  By breasts were being pulled and pushed by the strength of the cock between them, and I couldn’t quite see past the man straddling me to know what was happening to my pussy.  All I knew was hands and fingers and tongues were now caressing it, warming it up, making it drip with happiness, readying it for what was to come.  The train was heaving with sounds:  the whirring of the engine, the chugging of the wheels, the ragged, gasping breaths, the grunting and fapping all around me, my squealing moans of pleasure, and the lapping and sucking of mouths between my legs and all over me.

The man between my breasts suddenly slapped them both hard and squeezed them with all of his might.  A hot jet stream of cum hit me under my chin, spraying me like a fire hose as I continued sucking The Ginger’s fat head.  It dripped down my chin, down my neck, and pooled in the valley of my clavicle, cum covering me from my upper chest to my face.  The Ginger’s eyes lit up as he saw the spectacle of cum hitting me, and he began to thrust into my mouth, gripping my hair firmly.

There was somebody else straddling my chest now, sticking their cock between my breasts as the last man had done.  But before he could even properly get himself settled, I felt a what I knew had to be the Dark and Mysterious one’s cock tearing into my pussy in one piercing thrust.

I may as well have been a virgin until this moment--my one and only boyfriend was nothing compared to this powerhouse of a cock, which tore through me in a flood of both pain and pleasure.  This thing was a creature unto itself:  ferocious, unforgiving, undulating and pulsating, searching, responsive and insatiable--his cock had qualities that were entirely its own, which I came to know as it invaded and conquered my pussy.

“You fucking bitch, you feel so fucking good…” he said, thrusting into me, and I realized that he, too, was powerless against what I held between my legs as much as I was powerless against what he held between his.  I groaned into the ginger’s cock as he howled with every thrust.  The new man between my breasts shot his load--much faster than the last one had, and Dark and Mysterious was quick to toss him out of the way once he was done.  He dipped his hand in the pool of cum collected on my chest, and smeared it around and around my face, my lips, my tits, until I was glossy from the bust up.  “You love it, you little slut.  You love being covered in strange cum, don’t you…” he said as he pushed into me so deep I thought he may split me in two.

The ginger, who had been keeping himself on the edge for a while, pulled out and slapped me across the face with his steel rod of a cock.  He got up and laid down next to me, gently shoving me and the mysterious one onto our sides.  I wrapped my legs around Dark and Mysterious, and the Ginger seized my twerked out behind, shoving his cock into my asshole, sandwiching me between the two giant men.

I remember at the harsh stabbing of my virgin asshole, I screamed out in pain.  But my scream was stopped with another cock in my mouth--whose, I don’t know.  Everyone was circling me now, perched on chairs, standing over me, all jerking off, all threatening to let go and carry me away in a flood of their cum.  The Mysterious One and the Ginger were both slamming into me now, but the pain was nothing I couldn’t handle.  I enjoyed being filled to the brim with these massive cocks--I wanted more.  In my mind there were two cocks in my ass and pussy and mouth, one in each hand, a cock between my tits, cocks in my ears and nostrils--I wanted the fantastical, I wanted to be filled up, I wanted to be plugged up to bursting with these magnificent cocks.

The sharp pain in my asshole went away when I relaxed--allowing myself to be the sticky, gaping mess I had become as these men had torn me apart.  And as I relaxed, so came the wave that had been building inside of me, but had been warded off with nerves and fears.  My senses came alive with the taste of salty skin, the feel of veins popping inside of my sloppy, dripping pussy and ass, the smell of sweat and cum, the sounds of animalistic gasps and grunts and cries and howls and moans and the sight of these cocks surrounding me, pumping away just for me, as suddenly, one by one, each fountain cock was turned on and a tempest of cum rained down upon me.

These men were sharp shooters and their aim was very targeted.  I first was hit in the forehead, assassin style, and I had to close my eyes to keep it from dripping down and burning them--though soon I would learn this was useless.  Next there was a spray up my right cheek, and then up the other.  Someone was rubbing one out on the bottom of my foot, tickling me, making me squirm, until hot jizz glazed my sole.  My tits seemed to be hit all at once as rope after rope after rope of sticky white cum hit me from all sides on my tender and sensitive tits.  The cock in my mouth suddenly went from rhythmic thrusting to one, deep thrust, my head held in place at the base of his cock, and I began to fill with what seemed like an endless supply of cum, swallowing it down as fast as I could, but still finding I couldn’t quite contain it as it spilled out of my mouth and even came out of my nose, burning my sinuses.  Ginger and Dark and Mysterious leaned back, expertly avoiding the fray, allowing themselves to be the last men standing.

They thrust into me back and forth, my hips feeling they may break under the pressure, but loving it just the same.  It was The Ginger who gave in first.  He started by digging his fingernails into my hips and pulling me harshly onto his dick until the base of him was tearing at me anew.  Then I felt a warmth in the pit of my stomach, and as he let out a long sigh, I knew this was it:  He was filling my once pristine asshole with his load.  He pulled out midway through and finished between my cheeks, allowing his stickiness to drip from my behind.

I was a sweating, cummy, exhausted whore of a mess, but I knew I couldn’t stop until I’d finished off the man who started it all.  I looked him in the eyes, and dipped my finger in the pool of cum between my breasts, licking it up and smiling.  “But I want more…” I begged, batting my eyelashes.  I knew exactly what I was doing.  Far from making me feel degraded, the shower of cum had felt rejuvenating to me.  I was a powerful goddess and snake charmer, and I wanted his dark and mysterious load.

He smeared his thumb across my face, collecting more of his friend’s tribute to me, and fed it to me sweetly.  I sucked his thumb as though it were candy coated.

“You are a cum-hungry little bitch, aren’t you?” he said.

“And you’re going to give me what I want,” I countered.

“Tickets!  Get your tickets out!”  The door between the cars had slid open, and in the doorway was a train employee, big and rotund in his uniform, ready to take our tickets, but not ready for the bukkake mess that laid before him:  Men with their dicks still in hand, me in my torn clothing, covered in cum.  Dark and Mysterious’ tree trunk of a cock extended towards me for all to see.

“What in the world…” was all he could manage as he stood there, dumbfounded. “Ma’am--ma’am are you alright?  What have these men done to you?”

“I’m more interested in what you’re going to do to me…” I said, sitting him down in my chair and getting down on my knees before him.  “Will you please, please, pretty please let me suck your cock, conductor?”

“What in the…” he began again, but I was already unzipping his pants and pulling him out.  He wouldn’t say no. He couldn’t say no.  I knew what I wanted and I would have it. I would have them all.

“You really are a good girl,” Dark and Mysterious said, entering me from behind while I sucked Tubby’s cock.  “You really are a thirsty little cunt.”

“God, yes…” I agreed, jerking his cock with my pussy.

“Your pussy wants a drink of cum so badly…” he said, smacking my ass hard, making me buck.

“God, yes…” I repeated, suckling on the Conductor’s cock, making pre-cum squirt out as he said, Oh! Oh! OH!

“You don’t get a drink of cum until I feel you squirt all over my big, hard cock.  It’s your turn to cum now.”  His fingers reached around me and started rubbing my clitty as he entered me again and again, smoothly and gently, letting me feel his every vein, letting me enjoy his pulsations.  “You’re gonna squirt, you dirty slut,” he said into my ear as I moaned into the conductor’s cock.

“I think….I think...Oh, man...I’m gonna cum soon!”  The conductor was sweating bullets and his face was turning red.

“You hear that, whore?  You’d better cum soon or I’m not gonna let you taste his cum.”

But it was too late, the conductor was cumming. And the taste of his cum combined with the feel of Dark and Mysterious’ hands and cock sent me into a full body spasm I couldn’t begin to control, and which didn’t end for several minutes as I moaned and screamed and writhed and gushed so much onto Dark and Mysterious’ cock, he was very nearly as sticky as I was.  Every time I thought I was done, he would squeeze my nipple or pinch my clit, or slam into me deeply, and i began again, to feel a primal scream rise up within me as the men chanted, “Slut! Slut! Slut!” happily and with encouragement.

And then I came one final time:  When Dark and Mysterious whispered in my ear, “Now, it’s my turn…” and I felt his cum balloon and swell inside of me, hot and fast and rushing like a geyser spring.

“What in the world…” the conductor asked again as he watched us both wriggle uncontrollably and scream like animals.  He pulled out at the last minute and shot square between the eyes with his cum, wiping the tip of his cock off on my lips.

“You fucking slut…” he said, panting and winded.  “Look at the mess you’ve made.”

“Be a dear and clean it up,” I said, wiping the cum from my lips on my hand and licking it up like cat.  “I’m spent.”  I curled up in my window seat and kicked myself clean, thinking with glee that the train ride still had several days to go.  Who knew what else might happen.


15. Not Your Typical Frat Party: College Gangbang Sex Party with Strangers by Riley Davis

I've been a college student for a while; I thought I'd seen everything. The frat parties, staying up all night studying for a test, going to class in pajamas. The typical stuff. But when I moved in my college's coed dorm for a new semester, I realized there was much more under the surface - a whole new world of sex I'd never explored - but was about to.

I entered my dorm room feeling out of breath but free. I carried the final box in and placed it on the floor. My dorm mates were also moving in, some with roommates, some on their own. I was one of those who chose to pay a little more for a room to myself. The last two years I hadn’t been able to afford it but due to my amazing grades, I got more than I expected in my financial aid this year. I felt far less burdened than I had been the years previously. Yes, everything was going my way and I hoped it would stay that way for a while at least. Long enough to get a good grade on my finals.

I nodded to myself and decided to get acquainted with everyone now that everything I had was in my room. It wouldn’t take more than a few hours to unpack everything anyways. I walked outside and knocked on the door next to my own. I would be sharing a bathroom with this person – I might as well at least know their name, right?

I was answered almost immediately to a laughing male with an incredibly handsome face. He already had laugh lines under his deeply green eyes and he had dimples in his cheeks. I had a feeling I would like him, simply because he was a guy who liked to smile. So I smiled back at him. “Hi! I’m Lexie, I’m your dorm mate.”

I held out my hand and he took it. “Vincent. I’m sure we’ll get along just fine as long as the bathroom stays clean. Say, you have nice brown eyes.”

“I completely understand,” I said. “Back when I had roommates, we took turns cleaning the bathroom every week. And… brown eyes are boring.”

“Hey, Vince, are you coming or what?” The voice came from inside of the room. It was male and higher-pitched but smooth, reminding me of Ryan Reynolds.

“Yeah, just gimmie a sec; I’m talking to my new dorm mate!”

“Oh, really? Lemme see!” He said it in such a way that made me wonder if he wasn’t actually a child.

Vincent got nudged aside by a guy who appeared to be the same age as him but had the eyes of a curious kitten. Big, cute, and made me want to pinch his cheeks. “Wow, she’s cute!”

I smiled at him too, feeling a little confused. “Thanks. You too.”

“Sorry, sorry. Name’s Tyler.” He nudged Vincent again to grab his attention. “Hey, we should invite her!”

Vincent looked at his friend as if he were crazy. “We can’t invite a complete stranger to that, we don’t know if she’s into that sort of thing.”

“Into what?” I asked, genuinely curious. “I’m into a lot of things.”

Vincent turned his attention to me. “It’s a party but… it’s not really your typical frat party, okay?”

I couldn’t help but smile at how innocent he thought I was. “Please, I’ve been to every frat party under the sun. There’s nothing you can surprise me with.”

Tyler was practically bouncing with glee. “See? She can handle it, let’s take her!”

Vincent shrugged. “If you’re willing to go. Here, let me write down the address…”

He went into his room and came back with a neatly written post it note with the address and the date the party was taking place on it. I took it and immediately knew exactly where it was. It was an inconspicuous club in the nightlife part of the city – hidden much like the better clubs I’d been to. I’d never been there personally but I knew many people who’d had the time of their lives there. They never really told me details, though. I figured that was just the alcohol working on their memory.

I put the post it note in my pocket. “Thanks. Should we meet somewhere before we go?”

Vincent nodded. “Let’s meet at the restaurant on the corner where the place is and have some supper first. Don’t want to party on an empty stomach, do we?”

I smiled. “Of course not.”

A small silence fell and I realized my time was up. “Well, I suppose I’ll get to unpacking now. It was nice meeting you guys!”

I walked back to my dorm room wondering what I’d gotten myself into. I decided I would go and I would go looking my absolute best – in the little black dress that left little to the imagination and fabulous high heels. Luckily for me, I had many of those.

I unpacked my stuff for a total of three hours then I went to shower and came out feeling tired but also accomplished. Everything I needed to do had been done and class was still a few days away – I would go to the party tomorrow night and come back feeling good about myself and all partied out, so that way I could focus on my schoolwork. I went to bed loving the plan and feeling confident it would all go my way.

The next day I woke up at noon and felt extremely well-rested for the night ahead. I laid out my outfits – one for the day and one when I would come back and get ready for the party. I decided to do my makeup light and then just layer it on later, saving on time. And after a delicious, filling lunch, I felt like I could take on the world. I was feeling good about myself and about my life, so that when the night finally came around I walked to the corner to meet Vincent and Tyler, there was no turning back and I didn’t want to.

They were more casually dressed than I but I didn’t let that make me feel awkward. We shook hands and went inside to eat. I was starving by that point because I had forgotten to eat since I’d woken up.

I was definitely overdressed for this restaurant and people seemed to like staring for the entire time we were there. I felt for the first time how conceited I might have been. I sighed as I ordered from the menu and then we sat to eat. Vincent had remained mostly silent for the duration, but about halfway through our meal he seemed to be itching to say something to me so I asked, “What’s wrong?”

He looked up from his meal. His mouth was half-full but he looked like whatever he was about to say would be crucial to the enjoyment of my night. He swallowed. “I should let you know you’re probably not going to be wearing those clothes very long.”

Suddenly I felt put on the spot and vulnerable. I blinked at him. “What do you mean?”

Tyler leaned over, saying it as bluntly as he possibly could. “It’s a sex party, Lexie.”

That was news to me but for some reason it didn’t really feel like anything that would keep me from going. I had expected something worse. “By sex party, you mean a gangbang, right?”

Tyler and Vincent both nodded at the same time.

There was nothing in me telling me it would be dangerous – they had been open and honest with me about it before I’d gone in, and was letting me make the decision on my own. And wasn’t that the most important part of it anyways? Getting to enjoy it for yourself?

I looked at the plates in front of me. We were all finished eating so I stood up and straightened my dress. I might as well go in there looking like a hot piece of ass. “Ready, ladies?” I asked, trying to lighten the mood.

Vincent laughed but Tyler seemed to ignore it. “Yeah. Let’s go,” Vincent said. He wrapped an arm around my shoulder and rubbed it reassuringly. “Don’t worry. Everyone will understand if you want to leave.”

I nodded, feeling a little better about it because I was with friendly people. I felt the hesitation melt away as we walked down the street, my heels clicking on the pavement. There was no breeze, but it was slightly chilly for me. I decided to enjoy that while I could because once at the party, I had a feeling I’d be sweating a lot.

As we came to the front door of the attraction Vincent stopped me. “Just thought of it now, are you on birth control?”

I nodded. “IUD.”

“Okay. We will be using condoms for STDs anyways, but it’s nice to know there’s a backup if it breaks. Peace of mind, you know?”

I totally agreed because I wasn’t ready for a child and it was always a question at the back of my mind during sex – what if the birth control failed? Two methods of birth control quieted that little voice and I would be able to enjoy myself fully.

“Ready?” Tyler asked. I realized then that Tyler hadn’t said much all night but I had a feeling his mouth would be running once the party started. He seemed like a dirty talker. Not that I minded – I did enjoy some dirty talking myself.

“Yep, let’s rock,” I said, trying to sound more confident than I felt. Fake it until you make it, right?

Vincent opened the door for me and I stepped inside. Tyler went in behind me and Vincent last. Inside there was nothing but a long staircase leading down, and another leading up. Tyler nudged me in the direction leading down. Once at the bottom, there was a hallway that turned a corner. I heard music coming from that direction and I suddenly felt excited. Music, most likely booze, and sex in every one of my holes… I inhaled sharply at the thought and moved a little quicker.

There was a bouncer at the door to the party and asked for identification. We all presented it and we were inside in a moment’s time. The music got ten times louder so I noted that this place had really good soundproofing. And really good décor – red carpet, dark walls, and disco lights. The bar was on the left and there were two hallways leading to several rooms.

It seemed people had already started the party hours earlier because there were people getting dressed here and there and some were leaving, both male and female, but more were coming in. And those who were already in were enjoying themselves thoroughly. Most were completely clothed and drinking at the bar, mingling with strangers and probably looking for their next good fuck. Those who were not were rushing to the back rooms where they could have sex in peace behind a locked door. I noticed a big sign beside a closed door indicating that behind it was the public room for sex. Some glanced in that direction nervously but none had the balls to go inside yet.

I decided then that I would get a strong drink and go in immediately. Luckily, I hadn’t brought anything I couldn’t tuck into my pushup bra – money, identification, and keys. I didn’t need much to have a good time.

Upon ordering a tequila shot and downing it immediately, I joined Vincent and Tyler by the door. “So, how is this going to go down? Do we do it with each other?” I asked, feeling a little lost but knowing that wouldn’t matter in ten minutes when the drinks kicked in.

Tyler opened the door and peeked inside. “Well it looks like some people are finishing up but there’s a group in there that’s just getting started.”

“How many?” Vincent asked, though he didn’t seem too interested in the actual number.

“A girl and four guys. You ready?” Tyler stared at me as though he were daring me to go in.

I nodded and Vincent opened the door for me. As I stepped in I saw what I expected to see and heard all of it. People were sucking and fucking on almost every available surface and the moans they made melded together in a sexual symphony. The room was surprisingly cool for all the people sweating in it. And despite how out of place I felt, I was excited to get started. I looked at Vincent and Tyler and they were already taking off their shirts.

“Is that how fast we’re doing this?” I asked.

Tyler shrugged and left his shirt with Vincent’s in a neat pile by the door where the rest of the clothes were. The two of them weren’t bad looking under their clothing. Vincent had a forming six pack, barely noticeable. Tyler had a small stomach, but it was endearing its own way. I had the urge to poke his belly button but he’d probably get angry at me for it and I didn’t want to ruin the mood.

Vincent tapped my shoulder and motioned for me to follow him. Tyler didn’t need any sort of indication because he was already ahead of us. He seemed eager to get started – not that I could blame him. Vincent coughed to catch the group’s attention. The girl looked up at the sudden intrusion, her bra half-off, and in doing so the guys took notice of us.

“May we join you?” Vincent asked in more polite a manner than I’d expected for a place like this. But he didn’t seem like an aggressive person. I couldn’t fault him for it. I myself wasn’t a very forward person normally. In fact, if I didn’t feel like it was necessary to acquaint myself with people I would be sharing a dorm with I probably wouldn’t have come to this party. I wouldn’t have introduced myself to them at all.

The girl smiled at us in an inviting way and nodded, patting the couch. The guys shrugged and made some room for us. I found myself hesitating to move, feeling my nerves kick into high gear. I was going to do this and it was going to be the first time I would do it with more than one person at a time. I was excited but also scared.

They all seemed to notice and Tyler reached his hand out first to me, and then the girl. “Don’t worry, we’ll have fun,” he said. I took his hand because I believed him. I took hers because I believed she could be someone I could trust. It wasn’t that I didn’t trust the others – it was that I didn’t know them. They were strangers. So was Tyler, to be frank, but he seemed the most honest.

And just like that, I found myself kissing a girl with two guys I didn’t even know the name of on top of me roaming their hands over my body. I was excited and I felt freer than I had since I started college and moved out to my own place.

I dove into the moment with ease and my dress came off, though I wasn’t sure who was behind me taking it off. I continued to kiss the girl in front of me and found I enjoyed her soft lips on mine. I wondered how the rest of her skin felt so I roamed my lips downward, kissing her neck, her collarbone, and the tops of her breasts. She smelled like jasmine and slight sweat. I liked it and desired more.

But before I could get too eager with where my lips were going one of the men tugged on my hair and pulled my head backwards. When he whispered in my ear I realized it was Tyler. “I hope you’re ready because I’m going to fuck you so hard you’ll be limping tomorrow – and there’s more where that came from.”

The thought normally would’ve scared me but tonight it made me wet. More guys I didn’t know about crowded, ready to give me whatever they decided I should have. I wanted him to give me that and I moaned a little to show him my desire for it. He smirked and pulled back from me, letting go of my hair. I heard pants coming off from multiple men. The anticipation of what they would do next was killing me – I wanted whatever they were going to do to me and it felt out of character for me.

They wasted no time in pouncing on each of us  – two girls and six or more guys, all fondling each other, all getting hot and very horny. I found that Tyler and Vincent had invited more than a few friends. Our corner of the public sex room was growing full and ready to be pleased by the two of us. There had to be more than a dozen men here. I felt excited but also slightly overwhelmed.

I was pushed off of the girl by one of the men and shoved into position to be fucked. Missionary for now but I assumed I’d be in many positions tonight. My panties were tugged off and the man who’d tugged me immediately dug in to eat me out, most likely to lube me up for what came next. Regardless, it felt amazing and I let out a yelp of pleasure. He didn’t eat me like most men. He went and ate me, with all he had. My lips and clit were in his mouth and his tongue was inside me, French-kissing my pussy and sucking it in just the right way.

It wasn’t long before the first cock came out, and was shoved into my face as I was being eaten out. On instinct, I grabbed it and began to jerk it off. He pulled my head to him and forced me to suck on him. I moaned as he fucked my mouth and I aggressively sucked in response to him.

The guy eating me out finally stopped and stood up, his cock up and ready to fill me up. My eyes glanced over to it. It was a pretty massive dick but that only made it better. He grabbed my legs and forced them apart so that I was wide open, and without saying a word, shoved himself into me until my pussy was completely full. I moaned in response, loving the feeling of it.

Within moments another dick was shoved into my face and I was jerking two men off, sucking one off and then the other. I noticed Vincent wasn’t in the group, or at least he wasn’t visible yet. Tyler was off to the side, jerking off and waiting his turn. His cock was bigger than I thought it would be. But one of my biggest fantasies was being realized so I wasn’t concerned with his size.

And then, another guy nudged me over so he could slip underneath me. I knew exactly where this was going and I couldn’t help but feel giddy. I could feel myself getting closer with every thrust but I needed more. I wanted much more. I felt like I could go all night.

I felt his cock prod my anus, testing how tight I was. It was already considerably lubed up from how wet I was, so it wasn’t hard to tell it would slip in easy. The stranger leaned over to talk in my ear. “Ever done anal, lady?”

I had to admit, I’d never tried it. But there was a first time for everything. “Just do it, baby,” I said quickly. The two men in my face withdrew and two more men came in to be pleasured. I was more than happy to oblige.

Not needing more than spoken consent he slowly pushed himself in. At first it felt really strange but once he got all the way in and started moving I realized there was a whole new world of pleasure I wish I had explored earlier. There were spots inside me I didn’t even know were there and I loved it. My whole body felt amazing and I didn’t want to leave yet. Which was good, since these men had no intentions of letting me yet.

I was surprised when a strange taste began to fill my mouth and I realized one of the men had finished off early. I didn’t expect it but I swallowed it eagerly. I smirked up at him as he pulled away from me and I opened my mouth to show him there was nothing left. “Dirty girl…” he muttered before he slipped out of the group, still watching me.

Tyler decided then to take his chance and slipped in, shoving his cock into my mouth. His aggression took me off guard and I gagged on it, spitting up a little. He smirked at me. “Take it all.”

I obeyed, sucking it hard as he fucked my mouth, making me gag multiple times. With the cocks inside my pussy and ass, I felt completely full. I loved that feeling.

Cock after cock slipped inside me one after the other, taking turns in enjoying my body. I was more than happy to please them. After all, they’d been so generous with their own bodies in giving them to me. I sucked and fucked the night away and I didn’t even know what time it was. I didn’t care.

Tyler was the only one who stayed in my mouth, asserting his dominance and letting the other guys take their turns with my mouth one by one instead. It felt hot in its own way and I couldn’t help but think Tyler would be an amazing fuck on his own. Maybe I’d have to see later, if he was open to doing it with me again.

After all the dicks inside me I began to feel myself reach a breaking point and when I hit it, I just exploded. My orgasm was stronger than it had ever been and it ripped through my body, sending my body arching upwards as far as it would go. It pushed me to the limits of my stamina. I moaned loudly onto the shaft I was sucking, and almost immediately after I tasted his sweet cum. I swallowed again, though I struggled in my uncontrollable state.

“Oh baby, she’s coming!” I heard one of them shout in excitement. I felt a little smug that I could get them to react that way. I felt the sweat all over me, slippery as ice. But somehow these guys still kept an iron grip on me, fucking me as hard as they could. It felt so good but my body was running out of stamina. I didn’t know how much longer I could keep it up.

Luckily for me the men around me couldn’t keep it up either, including Tyler. I knew not even he could go all night but he had some amazing stamina nonetheless. They began to moan louder and one announced his ejaculation just before it hit me in the face. I squeezed my eyes shut and took it like a champ, not really minding how cold it felt. I gave it a good lick and moved onto the next guy, who was just as ready as the last to spray all over my face. I stuck out my tongue to catch some of it and swallowed it, reveling in the attention and the pleasure. I wanted more.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come inside you…”

The man fucking my pussy grew sporadic, moaning. I bit my lip and grinded myself against him, encouraging him. He slipped out of me and let the next guy go in. I was going to have multiple loads in my pussy and I couldn’t complain. I wondered if any of them would decide to finish in my ass but the question was soon answered when the next guy shoved it in and aggressively pounded my cheeks away to his orgasm. The pleasure from all of it was wracking my body and I hope there wouldn’t be too many more men to please because I was beginning to feel overwhelmed.

Five more guys came inside me and three more in my face before finally, Tyler was the only one left. He leaned over me. “I told you I was going to fuck the shit out of you.”

He straightened up and pulled me to him, then immediately began pounding his hips to mine, making me weak but also gasping with pleasure because his cock was hitting all the right spots. I couldn’t even do anything but sit back and enjoy the ride.

“You like that, you bad girl?” he said, slapping the side of my ass.

I nodded, moaning out my pleasure. I could feel another orgasm coming to me quickly.

Tyler licked his fingers and placed them on my clitoris, rubbing me and within seconds I felt the pleasure explode from me, making me quiver. It wasn’t quite the orgasm I’d had earlier but it was still better than any I got on my own. Tyler seemed to enjoy it, moaning his pleasure and pounding the rest of my orgasm out of me.

It wasn’t until after I finished that I realized Tyler had finished with me. Not that I could complain, given how amazing it was. I laid there for a few moments. My sweat was slick and I probably smelled to high heavens but it had been worth every second.

I looked over at Tyler. “I’m glad you two invited me.”

He was already getting dressed. He was back to his childish self. “Well, it was no problem. I’m glad you enjoyed it.” He winked at me.

I sat up, leaving myself naked for the time being. “Did you enjoy it?”

He nodded and stood up. “But the important part was you did. Do you need help getting dressed?” He smirked at me. I smiled and shook my head. “Alright. I’m going outside for a smoke.”

I dressed myself quickly, grabbed my things and went to the bathroom to clean off. It wasn’t a huge job, considering most of it I’d swallowed or was inside of me. After that I followed Tyler outside, but I found no sign of him. Instead, Vincent was standing by the wall alone, smoking a cigar. He smiled at me as I came out. “So, did you have fun?”

I felt cold now that the sweat was drying up. “Where were you?” I asked, deciding to dodge the question because I felt awkward.

“I left once you guys started. Gangbangs aren’t my thing. Tyler just drags me along because it’s his thing and he thinks I have some oppressed side to me. I was just at the bar having some shots.” He shrugged and puffed his cigar.

I nodded, not saying much more. I was actually kind of glad he hadn’t been watching me.

“So. Do you want to go binge watch some Netflix at my place?” Vincent said, pleasing me with the change of subject. He stomped out his cigar and put his hands in his sweater, waiting for my reply.

“That sounds like an awesome idea. But a shower first,” I said, walking with him back to our dorms.

“Can I join you?” He smirked at me. I blinked at him, not expecting him to be so forward. “What? You were having sex in there; I couldn’t help but let my mind wander to your naked body now and then.”

I nudged him a little. “I’m tired, leave me alone.”

He raised his eyebrows at me. “I didn’t say I wanted to have sex with you.”

I was about to speak when I realized he hadn’t. I had just assumed. I made a face at him. “Well… I’m sure your hair looks dumb wet.”

He laughed at me. “It does.”

I shifted my weight as we walked, realizing I’d regret it if I didn’t let him go with me. Only a day to know him… but I liked him. He had a nice attitude. “But I bet the rest of you looks nice,” I said.

Vincent smiled down at me and I knew that tonight would be comfortable and quiet. “I bet you look good in fluffy sweaters.”

Correction – tonight would be amazing.


16. I Crashed Her Party: A Gangbang with Strangers at a House Party by Ellie North

I've always been in a fight with her, ever since she took him from me. And now she had the nerve to leave me out? I wasn't about to take it lying down so I went to crash her party. What I didn't expect was for it to turn sexual, with me at the center of attention. What I expected even less was to enjoy it and make a new friend in the process.

“Come on, doubles!” I said, rolling the dice aggressively. I blew into my hands for good luck, and then threw them across the table. One of the dice rolled and landed solidly on a six, while the other twirled and rocked, as if hanging in thin air just to taunt me. Then it landed on a five. I cursed and handed the stranger what I’d bet and left the table with my drink. Maybe I’d have better luck at the slots.

I occasionally came to the casino when time allowed – money wasn’t an issue because I came from a rich family who were very generous with me. Still, I preferred not to squander what I had so I limited my spending. Most days, anyways. Some days, I just decided I wanted to have fun and brought thousands with me. But I made it all back in interest at the end of the month. Being rich had its perks.

Tonight was one of those nights. I was still early at the casino, and my friends were all off playing on other machines, but I had a nice buzz going already, and I decided to go and join them. Luckily, one of them was sitting at the slots waiting for me.

“I knew you’d come here,” she said, flipping her gorgeous black hair over her shoulder. “Why do you bother with dice games, Melissa? You know you’re better at slots and cards.”

I shrugged, sitting next to her and shoving some cash into the slots. I lived for the thrill of not knowing, and the joy you got when you hit the jackpot. I may have self-control, but that didn’t mean I didn’t indulge in my vices at all. Slots and rollercoasters and drinks made with tequila. These were my vices, what my friends called the vice trio.

I used to share my excitement with someone else. He was someone I met in high school, and we’ve been together ever since – until he was stolen by someone else. She just swooped in and decided she wanted him, so she made him doubt me, spread rumors, and generally made people hate me. I was rich, so of course, I could've bribe people to make her look bad. But I didn’t. I wanted to come up with the perfect way to get even.

“By the way, that bitch that will not be named is having a massive house party tonight.”

Joanne was her name, and she was the one who stole my boyfriend. She was a beautiful woman for sure, and she could have any guy she wanted, but why did she have to choose my guy? She had the attitude of someone who honestly thought they could get away with murder, and I really wanted to put her in her place. This bitch couldn’t actually believe she could get away with not inviting the daughter of the richest man in town, right?

“Wow, she has balls,” I said. “Lucky I know where she lives.”

“What are you going to do?”

“I’m going to dress up like I’m red carpet ready and crash her pathetic little party.”

My friend smirked at me. “You’re pretty evil, but I love it. Hey, I’m out of a drink.”

She tapped her glass, and I gave her a couple of bills to go and fill up. I spoiled all of my friends, but her especially because she supported me the most. Good friends are hard to come by, so the saying goes, and it was true. No matter how picky I seemed to be with my friends, they all eventually turned on me when Joanne showed up to get a piece of her pie. She’d made extravagant promises to people, and I couldn’t fault them for abandoning me. But this person had not.

Her name was Emilia, and she was my best friend. She also shared my love for tequila. She didn’t like to gamble, but that also could be attributed to the fact she wasn’t rich like I was. Or maybe she just didn’t like that thrill. She was a bookworm, but I liked her company anyways. Sometimes you just wanted to be with someone quiet.

She came back with a full drink and gave me back the change. “Nah, keep it. Use it for more later,” I said. “Are you coming with me to the house party?”

She shook her head. “I have an exam. And for that matter, so do you. Shouldn’t you be studying?”

I was happy she was so concerned for me, but I had passed just fine up until now, so I wasn’t worried. I felt like I was a smart person. “I have a study guide, don’t worry. I’ll study after the party.”

“Okay, just be careful, some of the questions could be tricky.”

I shrugged and finished my drink, and finished playing the slots. I hadn’t won a single round of slots. I wondered if that was an omen of what was to come later, when I crashed her party. I hadn’t had much luck at anything today.

I stood up and went to the bar and ordered another drink. “I swear if she doesn’t feel jealous towards me, and Nathan’s jaw doesn’t drop at how fabulous I look, I will sue the shit out of my clothing designer.”

“I could help you dress?” Emilia chuckled. “Me, the poor person with the horrendous fashion choices.”

“That’s different, you can’t afford it,” I said. “Joanne somehow can afford all that even though her family isn’t rich.”

“It’s called keeping up with the Joneses. Just think of how much debt she must be in.”

It made me feel better to think that she was showing off, but all for nothing. I imagined her and her parents stressing over credit card bills and struggling to make ends meet with all those fancy things in between.

And I would prove to Joanne that all of her efforts to steal my life and ruin my reputation will have been for nothing.

****

The night of the party, I dressed in a sparkly sky blue dress that hugged me in all the right places and got a makeup artist to make sure my eyes looked absolutely stunning. When I looked in the mirror, I saw someone who had fabulous hair with silvery flower clips in her up-do, and green eyes that beckoned. I loved how I looked, and I liked to consider myself a good person. Anyways, who didn’t like to consider themselves well-meaning?

I left my house an hour after the party was supposed to have begun. I would arrive fashionably late, and hopefully, her party wasn’t doing too well, so I would have even more of a reason to crash it besides stealing the attention from her.

In order to further draw the party to myself, I arrived in a stretch limo. As expected, everyone in the front yard turned their eyes to me, and people left her house to see who was here. They hadn’t expected anyone important or special, so of course, they would be curious. I smiled as I left the car and waved to the people watching me. I felt like I was on the red carpet for real. The chauffeur who’d opened my door opened the trunk of the car and removed two kegs of alcohol, and with the help of another, dragged them inside. I couldn’t arrive to such a party empty-handed, now, could I?

With my matching clutch purse I walked inside like I owned her house – and in all technicality, I did. My father was the CEO of the town’s bank. I didn’t like to use it as an excuse to get any special treatment, though. But it was fun to flash around anyways, especially where Joanne was concerned. If she wanted to think she was better than me and act like a bitch, I would show her all the ways that she wasn’t better. This was just the beginning.

“Hey, what the hell are you doing here?” Joanne finally showed up and looked furious. She also looked like she’d gotten her outfit out of a dumpster. Her layers were ripped and atrocious, and even though she wore a cowboy hat, she didn’t get away with looking that way at all. Still, she tried. Her makeup was good, at least. I had to give credit where credit was due.

“I’m just so thankful you threw this party for me, Joanne!” I said, embracing her as if she’d actually done that. “It was so thoughtful of you.”

“What? This party was for me and my friends, not you!” She shoved me away.

I shrugged and opened my clutch purse. I reapplied my lipstick. “Well, still. It was so nice of you to invite me.”

“I didn’t…” Her eyes darkened in realization. “That’s why you’re here? Wow, I didn’t realize you were so petty, Melissa.”

“Petty is not inviting me to the biggest party in town because I’m your boyfriend’s ex, whom you stole by the way.”

I decided to ignore her after that and walked to where my chauffeurs had laid the alcohol kegs. I poured myself a drink and mixed it with the soda in the fridge. With the salt around the rim, it was the perfect drink. Then I began to mingle with the people, introducing myself to the party goers. I enjoyed meeting new people and developed a healthy buzz. I also met some familiar faces, but most of them disappeared when Joanne looked at them funny.

When my old boyfriend showed up to forcibly remove me because Joanne told him to, I felt hurt. He did everything she asked, including that? I still loved him, but was he really worth it if he would do that to me?

“It’s time to go, Melissa,” he said to me.

“No.” I handed him my purse and finished my drink, and then hiked up my dress. I wouldn’t be going without a fight. I was having fun so I decided then that Joanne wouldn’t get the satisfaction of being able to get rid of me.

I stepped up onto her dining table and addressed the party goers as I spoke. “I’d like to thank Joanne for having such a wonderful party and letting me talk to so many good people. Some of you may know me, but I know you know Joanne. She is a good person, but she is also deprived of love. So, to thank her for such a great party, I want all of you to give her some love!”

I raised my empty drink glass, and everyone cheered in response. Joanne was now put on the spot, and she couldn’t have me removed without looking like the villain, so I smiled at her to rub salt in her wound.

“You’re so pretty!” One of the party goers said. The voice was a man with beard stubble and a haze in his eyes. He was probably drunk off of his ass. “I can’t believe Joanne would invite someone like you, she doesn’t like people that are prettier than her!”

Ouch. Even to me, that stung harshly, and I felt bad for Joanne. I looked over at her and saw that her eyes had started to water. I hadn’t intended to make her cry, and I now felt the need to take the spotlight off of her. So in my drunken state, I did the only thing I thought to do. I took off my bra and a bottle cap, and launched the cap at the man’s head using my bra as a slingshot. It hit him in the head and left a small mark. He cried in pain and went down, but I was sure he was exaggerating. I smiled sheepishly at the crowd and then threw my bra into it. The men hooted at me. “Sorry, I guess I’m just not myself right now!”

I hopped off the table and rushed to Joanne, but not before snatching my purse from Nathan. Joanne had wiped her tears and looked smug again. “That was pretty stupid of you, Melissa.”

I scratched my head. “Yeah, I guess I had too much to drink.”

Joanne shrugged. “I’ll let you have your fun. You look dumb enough on your own without me trying to make you look it.”

She walked away with Nathan on her arm, and I felt, for the first time, free from him. I didn’t miss him today. It was liberating, and it made me want to do things that I would normally never do. I was free to do whatever I wanted. Watch TV all day, go out without him, date and have sex with someone else… or multiple people.

I looked around me and realized that one of the guys still had my bra. He was staring at me hungrily, almost as if I’d thrown a bone to a dog without any meat on it. I went up to him and kissed him heavily in a dare to be bold. The men who’d seen it happened cheered and continued to watch. In my drunken state, I didn’t care who was watching, so I became more aggressive. I felt an urge to have sex, there and then. They could pull out a camera and record, and I wouldn’t care.

After a moment of making out, he began to remove my dress, and I heard the hooting of the men watching. Off came my clothes and my boobs were bared to the world, not that I really gave a fuck. I was sexy, and they all knew it.

And of course, these men didn’t stop at my boobs. He took off everything I had on. Then he quickly talked to some of the guys, and they agreed to fill every hole I had, provided I didn’t put up a fight. I didn’t. In fact, the thought of being gangbanged at this party excited me, and I encouraged them. “Well, what are you waiting for then, boys?” I quickly poured myself one more drink before the main event. I couldn’t have my buzz going away prematurely, could I?

They grinned at me, and one of them took me by the arms and threw me onto the couch in the living room. Luckily I’d put my drink down first, and within seconds I had three guys fondling my body with both hands and several more taking their cocks out to jerk off at the sight of me being gangbanged by the others. My tits, my pussy, my mouth, everything was being touched and groped for their own pleasure, and it made me hot to know I could excite so many men, especially all at once.

Seconds later, one of the many men shoved his dick in my face. I eagerly grabbed onto it and sucked it. It was sweaty due to the number of people in the room, but I didn’t care. I just ignored the smell of it, focusing instead on the hands on my body. One of them began to finger me, and I felt a small burning sensation – I hadn’t had enough time to naturally lube up, so he spat on me and did it himself. They were an impatient bunch, weren’t they?

The cock in my mouth withdrew, and another guy took his place. This one was far less sweaty, so I focused on it a little more, hoping to make him cum on my face quickly. I don’t know what it was, but I had the urge to smear semen all over me. Maybe it was the alcohol.

Still, it didn’t take the men long to get me wet and within moments I was being pounded. I wondered if someone was taking a video of it. I wouldn’t mind if so – I could just bribe them to erase it and keep it for myself. People would do anything for a good cash bonus. And besides, even if everyone did see it, so what? It wasn’t like it wouldn’t be enjoyable to people. My parents told me they didn’t care what I did as long as I was safe. So this would be one of those times – at least the men were using condoms.

Either way, it felt really good and instead of thinking more about it I let myself get swept up in the moment. My pussy began to throb with pleasure as the cocks thrust, swapped, and thrust again. The men took turns in fucking me, and I almost forgot I was sucking someone off. I was quickly reminded when the back of my throat was sprayed with hot semen. I swallowed it all even though I had wanted it on my skin, more because I was taken off guard with it than anything else. It didn’t taste too great, but I didn’t mind. I would force the next guy to cum on my face.

Two more stepped up as the other guy disappeared and I sucked one off and jerked off the other. The men lifted me up so a guy could get underneath me, and another climbed on top of me. Both of them slipped inside me one at a time and even though I’d never watched it or fantasized about it, I was being double penetrated. And it was the hottest thing ever.

I heard a lot of moaning as our gangbang session went on, but I wasn’t put off by it. In fact, I was making my own noises on a guy’s cock and it seemed to make it feel better for him. I hoped I would have a warning from either of them before they came on my face. Otherwise, I would spit the semen out, and that wasn’t very graceful. Then again, since when was getting fucked by four guys and swapping between men graceful?

I knew I wouldn’t be having an orgasm tonight because they all were only interested in their own pleasure, but the fact that I was getting fucked by several men was still liberating and made me feel better than I had in months. So in a way, I was still getting what I needed and wanted, and that was better than I could probably say for Nathan. Joanne was probably bad at what she did.

I shook my head and sucked on the two cocks in front of me harder. I couldn’t be thinking about them. I was getting the ride of my life here. And I would enjoy it without any invasions. Hell, even if Joanne and Nathan were watching I betted they wanted to join. But I wouldn’t let them. This was my fantasy, and I was going to enjoy it.

The men inside me swapped again only this time, one of them decided to lube my anus and then slip himself inside that way. I was being double penetrated – but in a way, I hadn’t expected. I’d never done anal before, so it felt strange and a little painful. But I squeezed my eyes shut and took it, because who knew when I’d be able to try it again.

The men in front of me both started jerking themselves off, and I took that as a sign that they were close. Within seconds I had white stuff all over my face, dripping down my cheeks. I was glad it didn’t land anywhere near my mouth. I wiped the semen off and wiped it in the couch. Joanne would never know as long as she wasn’t watching, and I felt smug about it. And even if she was, sperm didn’t come out of fabric you couldn’t just throw in the wash easily. She’d have a hell of a time getting the smell out too.

Another two stepped up to get sucked, but the men underneath and above me forced me into a sitting position. I leaned forward over one of them, and the other squeezed my ass cheeks as they both prodded my holes teasingly, and then thrust into me. Girl on top was something I was used to doing, but I’d never had two men doing it to me. I felt thrilled and exhilarated. The two men I’d been sucking off leaned down for me to continue, which I did happily. I felt like I was giving a huge middle finger to the world. Those that had tried to hold me down and say I wasn’t good enough – I clearly was, for over a dozen men.

One of the guys fucking me pulled out and removed his condom. I felt liquid drip over my ass cheeks. Before I could register what was happening, another had taken his place. The guy underneath me panted heavily and then crawled out from under me. I knew he’d been wearing a condom, which he then decided to hold in front of me to show me how much he’d cum because of me. I grinned at him and continued with my sucking and fucking.

After that it felt like all of them came at once over me. Cumshot after cumshot landed on me, over my back and ass and even in my hair. I would have to take a shower after this, but being messy was part of the fun. And anyways, sperm was good for your skin, I’d heard.

I was just glad they were having fun and decided not to make me swallow it again. I reveled in the pleasure and just before the last guy came, I got onto my knees and stared up at him with a smirk on my face. He seemed to like it and spurted cum, past my face. He shot so far that when I glanced back, I could see it on the couch. I decided I liked it and gave his dick a kiss before he put it away.

Around me, the guys dispersed, and some had even passed out. I grinned to myself and grabbed some napkins to clean off. I couldn’t believe I had done that, and while I felt like an object because none of them said a word to me after they were done with me, I also felt free. I could do something like that and not feel bad about it. And none of them had forced me to do it; I had basically told them I wanted it.

I realized the guy I’d thrown my bra at still had it and he was nowhere to be found. And my panties were missing as well. I supposed they took them for souvenirs. I just hoped they wouldn’t show them off. I shrugged and pulled my dress back on and chugged down my drink. I picked up my purse and looked inside, checking my wallet especially. Nothing was missing except for my undergarments so I decided to go and find Joanne.

****

I pulled out a huge wad of cash when I found her. “Here. If anyone has a video of me, make them delete it. And tell them to give me back my bra and panties.”

Joanne’s eyes widened when she saw how much I’d given her. “Seriously? How can you trust me not to just run off with this money?”

I grimaced at her. “Please, you already ran off with my boyfriend. And if you do run off with the money or have that video spread I’ll have my dad on your ass anyways. So it’s really in your best interest right now not to be a cunt.”

Joanne swallowed hard, realizing the gravity of her situation. “Okay. And Melissa?”

I turned around, stumbling a little. My ass felt strange. “Yeah?”

“Nathan came to me, and I just decided I wanted him. We’re not friends so I figured it would be okay.”

I smirked and walked up to her. I patted her on the shoulder. “I don’t want the scumbag anyways. And if you have any videos of me removed, we will be friends.”

I called for my limo and went home then. When I got home, I showered and threw my dress to be dry cleaned. I was drunk as hell, but I had to tell my best friend. She had to know that I was completely free.

So in my bath robe, I called up Emilia. I knew she’d be up studying even though it was one in the morning.

True to form, she answered. “What’s up?”

“You won’t believe the night I’ve had,” I said as I fell on my bed and told her about everything – Joanne’s humiliation, my gangbang, the bribe.

“Jesus, Melissa. You’re really going nuts. Are you sure you don’t want to… slow down a bit? School is important and so is your life. You could’ve gotten hurt doing that.”

“I know you’re just concerned for me, and I appreciate it. But I had fun, and I’m not hurt or dead, so you don’t need to worry!” I giggled, feeling amused at how serious she always seemed to be. Emilia was that friend that brought carrot sticks for snacks to an amusement park. Always the responsible one, she never let her friends do anything stupid when she was around, even when she was drunk.

“Yeah I know.” I heard the smile on the other end of the phone. “I would’ve loved to see Joanne’s face.”

I smirked, remembering the tears and the fear in her eyes when I threatened her with my father. “It was absolutely priceless.”

The next morning, I didn’t see any videos of me and my bra and panties were returned to me so I took it as a good sign that Joanne had followed through on her promise. I decided I would call her after exams, but she called me first.

“I have money left over,” she said to me. “Do you want it back? It’s quite a lot... more money than I’ve ever seen, to be honest.”

“Well, I’m glad you didn’t have to use it all to bribe them,” I replied, sitting in the back of the car waiting to go home. “You can keep the money.”

“Really?! I mean… really?”

I smiled. “I guess you have debts to pay off so just put it on that.”

“I… really don’t know what to say, Mel.” I could almost hear her crying on the other end. Maybe her debts really were that bad. “I can’t take so much money…”

I waved it off. “We’re friends now, and besides, you earned it. Tell Nathan, I said hi, okay?”

“Thank you so much,” she said, her breath uneven and heavy.

“No… thank you.” I hung up then and felt good in myself. Not only had I done something liberating, but I'd also helped someone I once swore as an enemy.

Priceless indeed.


17. Isabella's Clinical Fun: First Time Gangbang at the hospital by Lora Lane

During my time in nursing school, I've only met a few people who seem to thrive during clinicals and I hate each of them. Sure, they have their place and will be wonderful medical professionals but I need people who despise clinicals as much as I do when I am having to suffer through them. I was just so lucky. Not long ago and found myself making the rounds with a group of silly guys who were hell bent on messing with me every time they saw me. It made the week go faster and more enjoyable but at the end of the week, I had a little surprise in store for them that made it the best clinical week in history.

A few years ago when I decided that I was going to be a nurse or die trying, I didn't realize how much of a toss up it would be. At least during clinicals, it's seemingly been a really close race. Okay, that might be a tad dramatic but suffice it to say that the damn things are no fun. It's almost like the instructors just want to take our growing confidence in human anatomy and smash it under their collective heels. It's like they sit together in a room and plan how to tear us down. As if saying, oh you think you know something since you're almost finished with school? Well here, take a few days with older nurses showing you all the stuff you don't know and will never learn and then let me know how well you're doing.

What can I say? It's been a rough schedule of late. There was this one stint of time when I had a great group of fellow nursing students with me, most of whom were guys. These bunch of crazy guys were so off balance that they actually made it difficult on the ruling faction of nurses whose job it was to smash our confidence at that time. Once, an older nurse was asked a completely off the wall question by one of them and had no specific answer. It was the funniest damn thing I have ever seen and if not for fear of being slapped by the old hag, I'd have laughed right in her face.

I never thought that I would come to an end of one of those weeks and look back in wonder for having marginally enjoyed myself. Five guys were instrumental in that period of time, not only were they pretty good at our jobs but they were awesome at flirtatious fun as well. By the time the end of one week, in particular, came around, I was ready to give each and every one of them a huge and wet kiss on the lips. Part of me knew I couldn't do that while another part of me questioned just why in the heck I couldn't. Who was going to judge me for kissing a few guys all at the same time during the same day?

A few people might but who could care what those people thought? They probably weren't going through nursing school. It was about that time when those various thoughts were swimming through my mind that an absolutely crazy idea came to mind. It was so out of character for me or anyone I have known that I thought for a second the old hag instructors might have actually succeeded in ridding me of my sane mind. In the end, however, I decided to put together and plan and do something insane.

It took a little while to let all five of them know that I wanted to speak with them, at the same time in a private room located down an abandoned hospital corridor. When I knew they were each on board for a conversation, I made my way to the room, planning to blow every one of their little cute male minds with the idea that was settling down into mine.

I closed the door behind me and turned around to find all five of them standing there in the small, dimly lit room. Construction was ever present at the hospital, and that corridor had been off limits to visitors for some time. Nobody saw us go down that way so I wasn't worried about anyone finding us. Tim, Donny, Chris, Dave, and Tommy were looking at me with that macho indifference that they had been practicing for their entire college and high school lives, but I saw through it. There was a curiosity in their gaze to along with a base excitement in the room that was so thick it could be cut with a knife.

“What's the big idea Isabella?” Donny asked. He was tall, dark and handsome like he walked right off of a movie set. He had a confidence that was so hot it nearly made the room sweat just because he was there.

“Whatever do you mean?” I asked with a twirl of my hair.

“You know what he means,” Tim said with a grin that quickly faded as he looked around at the others, “She does right? If she doesn't know what you mean, then someone had better tell me. That's all I've got to say about it.” Ever the cut-up and class clown, Tim wasn't the most attractive guy in the group of five, but his sense of humor had been key in getting through the past few weeks. Tim, cute and funny, made me want to be a nurse just for the gift of laughter he brought to otherwise serious situations.

“Well,” I sheepishly said, cutting my eyes between them, “You guys have made the time with you some of the best days in my entire nursing school life. I thought maybe I could repay you in some small way.”

Dave nodded, “My fee is fifty bucks, cash preferred in two twenties and one ten.” He looked around at the others, “What? Should I up charge her because of that bedpan incident?”

“Definitely,” Chris said, “I'd say double it at least.”

Dave and Chris had apparently been the best of friends throughout the majority of their lives going all the way back to the later part of elementary school. Some joked that the two of them were closer than twins which would be funny if it weren't so true. They were solidly handsome guys in their own right. I can't imagine what one would act like without the other one but then again who would want to find out when they are both around all the time?

“Damn,” I pouted, “And me here without a lick of cash. What will I do?”

“Work it off,” Dave said and glanced at Chris who added his own thoughts.

“Yeah, we have a few piles of dirty dishes I think.”

Tommy walked forward and turned his back to me so that he was facing his buddies. His wide shoulders and tall frame blocked my view of the others completely. “Guys, we cannot ask this hot girl to work off the debts she has collected. We have no other option but to pardon her.”

Dave said, “The hell we pardon her. I will collect what I am owed dammit!” Chris nudged him and shushed him, and Dave winced a little before taking on his sarcastic, serious expression once again. “If she can't wash dishes then she is just going to have to pay us in some other way.”

I gently pushed Tommy back into line and said, “Can I make a suggestion?” They all nodded nearly in unison. I smiled, “How about a kiss for each of you?”

“Well, now,” Tim said, “That might work out quite well.”

“For you maybe,” Dave said, “I get at least two kisses after the bedpan thing, maybe three.”

“I get three if he gets three,” Chris said looking at me and pointing at Dave.

For a minute or two, I let them discuss the kisses among themselves. When it appeared, they were about to forget that I was in the room I chose to stop their playful disagreement dead in its tracks. In one fluid motion, I stepped forward so that I was standing in the middle of their little circle and removed my scrub top. When they noticed I was standing there topless, they immediately stopped and stared at me. Never let it be said that I don't like attention from hot guys. I bent over and removed my scrub pants then stood up and kicked my shoes off as well.

“I figured that would shut you up,” I said with a wide smile, turning so I could take in the eyes of each and every one of them. Already each of them could tell something special was going to happen in the next few minutes. There was a little uneasiness and even nervousness in their movements but that only matched the knot of butterflies that I felt flying in formation in my stomach. “Don't let your nervousness scare you off boys,” I said as I began to walk between them, “The most fun usually includes a few moments of uneasiness.”

My sultry gate found its way to Tim, and I planted a big wet kiss on his hungry lips that he eventually returned before I pulled away and moved over to Tommy and stood on my tip toes to give him an equally wet and hungry kiss. His strong arms wrapped around my bare back and started working on my bra but I stepped back and wagged my finger towards him, “There, there Tommy. What's your rush?” I followed his gaze down to his tented scrub pants and smiled, “Oh, I see.”

He wasn't the only tented one in the room, however, and I made my way over to Dave and Chris, who were standing right next to one another and put one hand on the back of each of their heads. First to Dave and then to Chris, I kissed them each quickly. Neither wanted the kiss to break so it was simple to give a much more passionate and wet kiss when I leaned back into each of them in turn. “Was it two or three?” I smiled teasingly.

“Three!” Chris yelled.

“Definitely three,” Dave said more calmly. “Damn, girl you are teasing us aren't you?”

I stepped over to Donny and gave him a longer kiss than any of the others had gotten because my level of desire for what was about to happen was growing by the second. My hand reached down and grabbed the swollen cock that was tenting Donny's pants then backed away to look at each of them again. “Teasing you?” I asked then reached my hands to remove my bra and dropped it to the floor after letting it dangle from one finger. My hands pressed my breasts together. “Does this look like a tease?”

There was no immediate answer and then one hand traveled down to the edge of my panties, and I pulled them down off one hip and then the other. With the same hand, I reached down between my thighs and rubbed my pussy, pushing the panties down to the floor in the process. Glancing around them, I licked my lips in hungry need, “Is this a tease?”

My nerves were at their height as the guys started removing their scrubs quickly and I knew they were each getting the message loud and clear. I didn't want to have sex with one of them. I wanted to do every single one of them at the same time. Never in my life did I imagine that a gangbang was going to be something I would take part in, to say nothing of actually planning one, but there I was just on the edge. As nervous as I was, I was double that excited as I anticipated what it would feel like. What would they do? Would they take me fast or slowly? My pussy was already wet and needy from my fingers rubbing against it, and I knew I was more ready than I would ever be. I had been calling the shots until that point, but I knew I only had one more demand to make.

Moving my hands out to either side of my body, I said, “Here I am boys. Take me. All of you.”

What they did next was more perfect than anything I could have imagined. Who knows how these things go until they actually experience one, right? Dave and Chris moved to the left of me, and Tim and Donny went to the other side. Tommy walked right up to me and lifted me into his strong grasp. He looked at me, and I thought for a second he was going to ask me what I wanted. I was glad he didn't though because I knew that I had already made that clear. He settled me down against him and my pussy lips started to encircle his swollen shaft. I leaned my head back and moaned loudly towards the ceiling. Chris moved in and started massaging my breast while Dave supported my back. Tim and Donny mirrored their position so that Donny was paying wonderful attention to my breast on that side and Tim was supporting my weight.

Able to relax myself into their strong and easy control, I just let myself go, and they leaned me backwards. My hands reached out to each side, and I found two cocks that were pulsing with hunger for me. I started to moan louder, and my hips started to jerk with each thrust as Tommy was now filling me completely. It wasn't long before my pumping my hands along their shafts turned into me looking towards them and opening my mouth wide. They knew just what to do as I quickly had a nice thick cock in my mouth and began to run my lips down the length of it.

For a few moments, I was lost in all of the sensations that were happening at the same time. A thick cock was being pumped into my wet pussy while hands were running all over my body, massaging my breasts and supporting my weight while another cock was in my mouth. It was already the most incredible series of feelings and emotions I had ever felt, and it was just getting started. I ran my lips down closer to the end of the shaft in front of me and squeezed my mouth hard onto it as I sucked slowly back off, licked the tip and then repeated down deep onto it.

Two fingers pinched my nipple on the right side, steeling my attention for a moment before a hand underneath me clamped hard onto my butt cheek and stole it right back. A loud grunt from between my legs was followed by several quick and hard thrusts, and my entire body was rocked back and forth with the force involved.

Then they stopped. My mind was so deeply involved in what was going on that I was shocked when the cock slipped out of my mouth and pussy at the same time. I groaned as I leaned forward to see them walking around me while still holding me up. Chris then appeared between my legs and they all rotated around so that a different cock was in my face. I smiled and plunged my lips down onto it as I clamped my hand around the base of it and the one on my other side. Just at the same time, Chris moaned in clear desire as he slid his shaft slowly inside of my moist pussy.

They ravaged me for ten minutes at least, my nipples and breasts overly stimulated but hungry for more, enjoyed the new techniques of all new fingers gripping them. The shaft in my mouth was slightly different sized, and I changed my movements based on the way he groaned the loudest. I wanted each cock that came before my lips to be put through as much pleasure as they were giving me and made that my goal. At that point, I knew it was working very well for each one of us.

Chris was a little smaller but moved harder and faster, slamming himself rougher against me so that it was his thrusts that determined much of how I was able to slide my lips across the cock in front of me. Abruptly I stopped and turned my head to the other side, taking in the shaft over there as deeply as I could and sucking back off. I was just getting used to the rhythm when they stopped again and moved around.

Looking up, I saw Dave between my thighs. He wasn't laughing or cutting up at all as he positioned his wonderful cock at my pussy and waited. I kept my head in the same direction, accepting the next cock that came to me. I wasn't even sure who it was, only that Dave was about to do something between my legs that I was going to enjoy quite a lot.

Instead of the slow entry that the other two had used, he shoved his shaft hard into me the first time, filling me up completely and keeping himself deep inside for a few seconds before pulling out and jamming inside once again. It got to where I couldn't use my lips the way I wanted to and instead pulled off and used my hands only while I yelled towards the ceiling. When they stopped and rotated again, it occurred to me that while that corridor was completely off limits, it wasn't all that far from one of the secondary walkways in the hospital.

Tim readied himself between my thighs as everyone else got into position and thrust himself into me steady but strong. His pace was easier, but he was a little bigger than the others had been, and it made me want their cocks inside of me that much more. As I moaned and groaned hungrily towards the ceiling once again, the thought that someone walking down that nearby corridor could possibly hear us made it that much better.

When the hands began to grasp and work over my breasts again, I could feel an orgasm building like none I had ever felt. My hands paid as much attention to the shafts to either side of me as they could, but I was getting lost in the desire for more and more cocks in my pussy. I wanted that orgasm to come to me faster and stronger than ever. I was so focused on humping Tim more powerfully than I had with the other three that their next rotation came as a surprise.

I wasn't doing without for long however as Donny walked up and began a blistering pace that was just exactly what I needed. My back arched as he thrust into me harder and faster, my hands bracing on the chests of the strong men to either side instead of focusing on their beautiful cocks. I stared at them as I rolled my head around and screamed for him to fuck me harder and faster then I told them, “I'm cumming!” I know someone had to have heard me, but I was far too gone to care. It had been easily the most powerful orgasm I had ever had, and I wanted nothing but more of it even though my strength was spent.

The guys seemed to know exactly what to do however as they set me on my hands and knees. Tommy got behind me as Dave got in front of me, each of their swollen cocks poised and ready. My neck was a little bit weak, but I didn't mind Dave lifting my head and placing my mouth around his shaft as Tommy began to fuck me hard from behind. Everything about the position was different and perfect as the other guy moved around me. Some of them touched me here and there while waiting their turn in the gangbang.

Tommy did me hard until he was breathing hard and then Dave moved around behind me, and Chris got into position in front of me. I saw a hint of a proud smile on Chris' face as the two longtime friends began to fill me from opposite ends at once, drawing pleasured groans from me even as I drew the same from them. My lips clamped to Chris' shaft as hard as my pussy lips clung to Dave's cock and suddenly I felt another orgasm building. The two of them were touching me all over while they were doing me so damn good and I thought they were going to bring me to another climax right then and there.

They moved around again however and Chris started ramming me hard from behind even before Donny got on his knees in front of me. I didn't mind one bit as his pace was harder and faster than it had been when he pumped me minutes before. Seemingly at once I felt the two of them begin to tense up more as their own climaxes grew closer and that was enough to drive me over the edge along with the awesome things they were doing to me.

My back slouched slightly as the second orgasm hit me and drove me to even higher levels of passion than I hoped for when the whole thing started. They were so good that I didn't want them to stop, but I also didn't want them to get finished just yet so they moved around. Instead of Donny getting behind me, however, Tim did, and the rest of them began touching me in as many places as they could. Eight hands roamed my body, and it felt like fifty-eight.

Fingers clinched my nipples on either side as strong hands massaged my breasts. At the same time, my stomach was being grazed slightly by someone's hands while a few more rubbed my ass. One of the guys was kissing my neck and beginning to lick and suck on my ear lobe as well. It felt like a quick spell of foreplay had broken out in the middle of the gangbang, and I loved every second of it. At one point both sides of my neck were being loved upon while my breasts were getting full attention. Tim was a regular stud behind me as he fucked me like he could go on forever.

Part of me really wished he would have just so that the others would continue paying such wonderful attention to my body. Finally, Tim began to tense up a bit, and Donny was ready to take me from behind after calming his jets a little bit. It was well worth the wait as his pace was slower and more steady but he filled me even better than any of the five of them had so far. It probably had to do with what was going on with the rest of the hands on my body at the time since they continued to adore me with every finger in the room.

Within a few minutes, they moved me again. This time, I was moved over to an old bed that was covered by a few sheets on the far side of the room. I lay back and spread my legs as Dave pulled me to the edge of the side so that my hips hung sightly off. He then became the first to shove his cock inside of me, but there was no hint of slowness or gentleness this time. He rammed himself inside of me so hard that the sound of his hips slapping against mine was likely loud enough for us to be found out if someone happened to listen closely.

He only stood there for a couple of minutes before moving off to one side, and Tommy filled me in much the same way. A third orgasm began to build as my groans of pleasure grew even stronger than before. Within a few minutes, he moved to the side and Tim stood there ready and willing. He grabbed my legs and rammed himself inside of me in the same way, grunts loud and filling the room every bit as much as my own. His pace was just as fast as the other two had been but he was somehow able to keep going longer and longer. I felt my orgasm right on the cusp of exploding just as he stopped in a burst of curses and walked to one side.

I looked up just to see Chris stepping up to be the next one in line. All of them were looking at me like I was some kind of sensual queen that they were thankful to have the chance to touch at all. At least that's the way it looked to me even as they filled my pussy with more cocks than I'd collectively had up until that point in one sexual experience.

Chris wasn't able to stick with it as long as Tim had been and I was blessed with more of Donny's wonderful shaft and the perfect way it seemed to fill me. Then again they all seemed to do that. God, it didn't matter what they did or who was doing it, as long as they kept going I was going to be screaming and driving myself crazy with desire. He was a little slower than the other four, but it wasn't any less intense as he pushed me up to the edge of that final huge orgasm before he was forced to stop.

They went around again and the more they drove me towards the edge of that climax, the larger it got. Each time around they were able to drive their cocks into me less and less time. Tim was the one who was driving into me when at long last the biggest and most explosive orgasm hit me. My mind went fuzzy for a few seconds until at last they lifted me and set me on my knees. I told them to cum all over me, and they stood in a circle ready to do just that.

Each of them, nearly at the exact same time, blew their hungry loads of warm cum onto my face, chest and even in my hair. My hands clasped my breasts, and I rubbed the wonderful sticky cum all over myself. It felt amazing as each of them slowly finished and began to sit down or lay down on the floor. Dave was the one that broke the silence after we had sat there for several minutes.

“Dammit girl,” he said in short breaths, “You don't owe us a fucking thing. Shit, that was unbelievable.”

“Got that shit right,” Chris said.

“Oh,” I smiled, “I never thought I did boys.” I knew they were just messing around anyway so I decided to add to the fun with a little playful banter. “All I did was use you all for the best sex of my life. One cock just doesn't do it for me anymore.” After all, there was no need for them to know that had been my first gangbang. They each laughed and said their own version of the same message which was basically that I had permission to use any of them I wanted for the foreseeable future.

I stood up and readied myself to clean up, looking back over my shoulder, “I know.” I blew them all a single kiss and left the room. It was a task to find a nearby room with enough sheets and running water to wash myself off, but when I finally did, I walked down the secondary corridor towards the student parking and heard a female voice from behind me.

“You just now leaving Isabella?”

Turning around, I saw one of the more mean instructors walking towards me. I found out as she walked near me that it was the end of her shift. It was funny that she seemed so nice when she wasn't on the floor, but I chalked it up to one of those odd things about clinicals. When we went our separate ways in the parking area, she said, “You're doing really well. I just want you to know that you kind of seem to be glowing right now. I guess you're really enjoying clinicals after all huh?”

I smiled knowingly at her and said, “You have no idea how much.” Then I walked to my car and left. By the time I got home, there were already texts from each of the guys bragging about how many times they made me climax. I let them have their fun with only one comeback as I told them their climaxes would have been lonely and one handed if I hadn't of been there. Yes, this was going to be a fun period of nursing school after all.


18. A Class of Their Own: The Sexy Professor’s Gangbang with the Frat Guys by Kaylee Jones

Laura Cain is a brand-new college English professor and still getting used to the ropes.  When she is cornered one afternoon in her office by three sexy frat boys, she ends up getting a lesson of her own.

I was a brand-new professor, teaching my first classes out of graduate school.  As a new professor, I was only given the introductory classes.  And since my degrees were in English, I got to teach the basic Literature and Writing courses.  I was excited to finally be where I wanted to be, but I was less than enthused about a classroom full of hungover freshmen and football players who just needed the credit.  I was ready to teach excited young writers, but that was for more experienced professors.  It did not really make much sense, to give the inexperienced professors the class of rowdies but what could I do.

I still remember my first day getting ready.  I donned my brand-new suit and combed my hair into a tidy ponytail at the base of my neck.  I wore a little makeup just so I looked polished and grown-up.  I was glad my suit looked professional, and masked my figure just enough.

As a new addition to the teaching staff, I did not have a private office.  The tenured professors all got their own, but the three of us contractors had to share one large space.  It was fine for now, I was just excited to be there.

I had moved across the country for the job, but opportunities for brand-new professors were few and far between so I did not mind.  I had just graduated and was ready for a change so it worked out perfectly.  I was sharing a small two-bedroom apartment with another new professor, Alice.  We had met at an orientation meeting and discovered a mutual need for cheap lodging near campus.

As we got to know each other, we also discovered a mutual need for Mexican food and margaritas, so I was happy to have found her.  It always helps to have at least one friend.  Most of the professors in my department were stodgy old men with grandkids so it was hardly a social circle that sought out someone like me.

As I strolled around campus one afternoon to get a feel for the layout, it was hard to believe that just a couple of years ago, these students were me.  I had just graduated with my master’s degree, so at most I was maybe three years older than the oldest students.  Wearing jeans and a tee shirt, I still fit right in.  I did not want to stand out as a professor just yet.  Most of the students were very helpful when I asked about the locations of the cafeteria and the English building.

It was funny, even though I was now a professor instead of a student, I still could not walk up to the sexy football players or their bratty cheerleader girlfriends.  Maybe I just blended in a little too well with the glasses-wearing English majors.

Anyway, on my first day, I picked up my brand-new leather satchel, grinned at my own reflection, and headed off to campus to teach my first class.  Sure, I had helped out as a master’s student, but this time, I was on my own.

As I paced nervously at the front of the classroom, the students started filing in.  Some looked barely old enough to drive, and some of them looked like they were closer to my age.  The bright-eyed, eager students took the front row, and the hungover football players took the back row.  The middle started to fill with an assortment of regular students, frat boys, cheerleaders, and assorted others.  It was a full class, but then again, it was required for all majors at the university.

“Good morning,” I began, “My name is Professor Laura Cain and welcome to Writing 101.”

There was shuffling and murmuring, but I could not pick up anything in particular.

“Does everyone have their required textbook?”

Most heads bobbed up and down, but one fellow raised his hand with a smirk.

“They were all sold out,” he claimed.

“Really?  Because I was in the bookstore earlier today, and there were quite a few available.”

The class collectively giggled, and the guy shrugged, “Guess I’ll check again.”

“They are in the writing section, if you get lost.”  I did not mean to be sarcastic, it just slipped out sometimes.

The class tittered again, and the guy was now pouting in the third row.

“We will be doing a lot of reading and writing in this class, so buckle up,” I warned my students with a friendly smile.

“Can we write about anything we want?” It was one of the beefy football players in the back row.

“What did you have in mind?” I was just curious.

“What about sex?”

“Excuse me?”

“I said, what about sex?”

“What about it?  Because I’m afraid, I’ll have to decline if you are offering.”

The class guffawed as I mentally berated myself for my lack of filter.

“Naw, I meant can we write about it?”

“Oh well, that’s different.  If you feel that an intimacy scene is relevant to your story, I encourage you to include it.”  I thought it was a pretty good professor-y answer.

“Sex is always relevant, ma’am!”

This time, he got the giggles, and I had to hand it to him, he earned them.

I handed out the syllabi and dismissed the class early.  It was not uncommon on the first day, and I wanted to start off on the right foot.  As the classroom emptied, I noticed three frat boys hanging around.

“Can I help you?”

“Well,” one of them grinned, “we were hoping for some tutoring.”

“Tutoring?  We just started.”

“Don’t want to get behind,” he replied.

“Or maybe we do,” one of them smarted off as I felt his eyes rake over my rear end.

“I will have designated office hours for one-on-one assistance,” I tried to play it off as professionally as possible.

“Duly noted,” the eyeball-er grinned at me.

I waved the trio off and chalked the class up as a success.  I was meeting my roommate for coffee since we both had nine o’clock classes and wanted to compare notes.

****

It seemed that both my and her first days went great.  Her students were about the same mix as mine, except that statistics did not lend itself to references of sex during class discussions.  She giggled when I related the conversation to her, and berated herself for not choosing a more interesting topic for her life’s work.

“Oh, I can’t wait to read his first paper,” I laughed, “I’m sure it will be as raunchy and racy as he can make it.”

“No doubt!  A nineteen-year-old college boy who’s allowed to write about sex?  ‘Dear Penthouse’ is more like it!”

“In his dreams!” I mocked the boy’s enthusiasm.

We finished our coffee, and she headed off to her second session of the day, but I had an open schedule for the rest of the day.  I had not even set office hours yet, so I swung by my shared office space to see what the best schedule might be.  Luckily the other two occupants were there, so it was nice to meet some of the fellow professors in my field.  We compared class schedules and worked out a general office-hour routine that seemed to work for all of us.  After I set my textbook on my little corner desk, I headed home to relax for the afternoon.  I only had one session on Mondays and no office hours.  Besides, even if I had been given Mondays for hours, none of the students knew it yet.

Our apartment complex was just far enough away from the campus to be mostly free of loud college students, and with the pool calling my name, I was ready for my afternoon of swimming and sunning in about ten minutes.

While my business suit politely masked my figure, my swimsuit did not.  It was still the skimpy red string bikini of my college days, and I vowed to myself to hit the end-of-summer sales to replace it with something more ‘grown up’.  I gathered my book and my water bottle and headed down to the empty pool area.

I was about three chapters in when I heard an obnoxious male voice crowing at me from one of the balconies.

“Professor Cain!” the voice cried out.

I tried to hide behind my sunglasses and ignore him.

“Hey!  Professor Cain!” he yelled louder.

“What?” I finally barked back.

“Nice swimsuit!”

I peered over my sunglasses rim to see the face of one of the frat boys who had inquired about office hours.

Ugh, I thought to myself, really?  It had to be one of them?

I waved politely, but instantly threw on my tee shirt, gathered my belongings, and fled back to my apartment.  I moved as fast as I could without actually running.  I locked my door behind me, and released my breath with a whoosh.  I did not even realize I had been holding it until it exploded from my lips.

I stripped out of the bikini and immediately tossed it into the nearest trashcan.  I swore never to leave the house in something like that again, unless I was at least a thousand miles from campus.  I slipped back into the tee shirt and a pair of running shorts, and curled up on the couch to finish my book.

I know students take advantage of these free afternoons, and I figured I should too.  Mine would be fewer and farther between as the semester progressed.  Around noon, I wandered into the kitchen to get something to eat and returned with a small green salad.  It was unexciting, to say the least, but it filled me.  I spent the afternoon mostly asleep on the couch.  That night, Alice came home with more boring reports of statistics classes and we made dinner while a movie played in the background.

The next day was about the same.  My only class was slightly later in the morning, so right before it started, I stopped by my shared office and posted my office hours.  As I walked into the classroom in my nice suit, I could not help but notice someone lingering just around the corner from my office.  It was the frat boy from the other class, and from my apartment complex.  He was whispering to his two buddies and pointing in my direction.  I tried not to pay any attention, but it was hard since I still felt more like a student than a teacher.

I ended that class session early as well (it seemed only fair) and headed back to my office to pretend to work.  So far this professor job was pretty easy, but I had to make an effort.

When I arrived at the shared closet slash office, the three frat boys were waiting with very disarming grins on their clean-cut faces.

“Tim here says you have a very nice swim suit,” one of them was leaning up against the door frame.

“Tell Tim thank you,” I said, trying to squeeze past the trio.

But as soon as I unlocked the door, they all three pushed inside with me.  It was a little overwhelming, being surrounded by these muscular young men who seemed intent on staying very close to me.  They all smelled great, it was an intoxicating mix of cologne and cockiness.  Their arms were bulging at the sleeves, and their pecs stood out flatly against their polo shirts.  In short, it was everything I had dreamed of as a college girl, but never would have had a remote possibility.  Apparently, my chances were much better as a professor.  And the nearness of all of them just reminded me of how long it had been since I dated anyone.

“You’re welcome,” piped in a second voice.

“But you see,” the first voice continued, “Joey and I are jealous we didn’t get to see.”

“Boys, I really don’t think...”

“Aw c’mon, you showed Tim.”

“I did nothing of the sort.”

“Then how did he see it?”

“It was an accident,” I tried to defend my attire from yesterday.

“But I want to see it again,” the one who must have been Tim was lounging against my desk, staring at my clothed tits with a hungry grin on his face.

****

I felt the heat bloom in my belly the longer he stared at me, envisioning the bikini from yesterday.  I felt like prey in the middle of their trio.  Tim was a tall blonde all-American sort of guy, while Joey was a shorter dark-haired Italian.  The unnamed one was in between, with wavy brown hair and a very eager look on his face.

I tried to ease out of the group, but unfortunately, as I backed up, I ended up pressed against the bookcase against the wall.  Tim was slowly strolling towards me, and I knew he could see my chest starting to rise and fall faster.

“Professor?  You okay?  Your face looks flushed,” he grinned at me, winking at his counterparts.

“I-I’m fine, really,” I stuttered.

“You look almost as red as that little bikini…”

“How little was it?” the unnamed one piped in.

“Oh, Andy, it was tiny,” Tim bragged about what he had seen.

“Damn,” Andy and Joey muttered under their breath.

“I think these fellow deserve a peek too, Professor,” Tim had stopped just in front of me.

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“Not so sure?  Well, that leaves room for negotiation, doesn’t it?” Tim was smarter than I gave him credit for.

He pressed one of his palms against the wall behind my head so that our faces were inches apart.

“Tim, I really don’t…”

“Now, Professor,” he said softly, running his fingertips over my neck.

When he saw me shiver, he grinned and leaned forward until his lips were right against my ear.

“I really think they deserve a peek,” he whispered as his fingers trailed down to unfasten the top button of my blouse.

My eyes tracked his fingers as he popped open another one and from his vantage point, I knew that he could see the generous cleavage that swelled inside my lacy white bra.

“Damn, looks even better up close,” his eyes swirled dark blue as his fingers kept unfastening buttons.

When he came to the waistband of my skirt, he slid his hand inside my jacket and around my waist to pull me against him.

“Tim…” I had no idea what was going on, but the more attention he paid me, the less I cared about how wrong it was.

His warm lips left a trail of light kisses from my ear along my jawline until he paused right in front of my lips.  His fingers splayed out against my ass, and when he rubbed against me, I could feel just how much he liked messing with his professor.  His cock was thick behind the fly of his jeans, and my body yearned to be filled.  I was hazy and foggy with desire for this guy, and I had almost forgotten about the others.

“Tim?” Andy’s hesitant voice piped up from the room somewhere.

“Yeah?” he answered without ever taking his lips off my throat.

“You gotta share this time.”

Tim released me and stepped back so that Andy and Joey could see my open blouse and my lacy bra.

“Mmmm, nice,” Joey exhaled his approval.

Andy nodded, almost too excited to speak.

Tim firmly pulled me away from the wall and nestled his body behind me so that I was leaned up against his still swollen cock.

“That better?”

Both of the other guys nodded as Tim started to remove the rest of my clothing.  He was polite about it, laying my jacket and blouse over the back of my chair.  His fingers tickled my lower back as he fumbled with the zipper of my skirt.  I could feel the teeth vibrating as he slid it down and peeled just the top few inches open to reveal my smooth flat tummy.

He lightly pushed me forward, and I heard a low moan from behind me.

“You think the front is nice, you should see this side,” he bragged again to the other two over my shoulder.

His hands slid inside my skirt and gripped my ass tightly through my lace panties.  Both Andy and Joey were shuffling their feet, and when my eyes came to rest on their jeans, I could see why.  They were both sporting erections as Tim stripped me for them.

Tim raked his nails down the sides of my hips, taking the skirt to the floor.  I gingerly stepped out, leaving me in nothing but the white lace bra and panty set, and a pair of black stilettos.

“Oh damn,” Joey mumbled, adjusting himself right in front of me.

Tim was pressing his clothed cock against me, and I couldn’t help but wriggle against him.  His fingers dug into my hips as I swayed and gyrated my ass until he roughly pushed me forward and away from him.

“Tim?” I giggled.

“Yeah?” his voice was raspy when he responded.

“You okay back there?”

“Uh huh, just don’t want to be selfish,” he muttered a half-assed excuse.

Suddenly, just like that, the tables were turned.  I was in charge now, and I had three very nice college boys who seemed eager to please.

I walked forward in my lace and high heels, swaying my tits and ass as I moved.  The two in front of me were just staring as though I had stepped off the pages of one of their wrinkly porn magazines.  I could hear Tim trying to catch his breath behind me.

I giggled to myself when I remembered that little fact about college boys, they were eager to rise and eager to finish, but always rose again.

With a wink at Andy and Joey, I turned around, moved my clothing off my desk chair, and pulled it over in front of Tim.  I straddled the back of the seat towards Tim, leaving the curves of my ass spread out nicely under the lace and facing Andy and Joey.

Tim’s deep blue eyes were wide with interest, and I watched as he adjusted his swollen cock under his jeans.  I beckoned to him with one finger, and he stepped forward quickly, almost tripping over himself.  When he was right in front of me, I ran one fingernail down the front of his jeans, sending tiny vibrations through the material to his cock underneath.  He gasped and shivered as his hips thrust forward on their own.

“I hate to be the only one showing off here,” I grinned up at him.

“Ma’am?”

“Let’s see what we have to play with,” I gestured to his jeans.

He unzipped his jeans so fast I was worried he might injure himself, especially when I saw that he was not wearing underwear.  His thick cock bobbed out towards me, eagerly reaching for whatever I had to offer.  I ran my nails up the sensitive underside, relishing the shiver that coursed through his body.

“Been a while?” I teased the young man as I rolled his heavy balls in my hand.

“Uh huh, a little while.”

“How long?” I pressed my fingertips just underneath his sac.

“About a week?”

“Since you got laid?”

“Since anything,” he admitted, his cheeks flushing.

“Oh really…  This is a week?  Stored up just for me?”

He nodded, still embarrassed in front of his friends.  When I slid my warm wet mouth down his length, he groaned deep and loud, and I heard two zippers release behind me.

I held his warm shaft in my mouth and let my tongue flicker and dance over the sensitive spots under the head.  His fingers gripped the back railing of the chair tightly as I teased him.  I knew I had to tease lightly, or it would be over in seconds.  When I slid my lips back up his length, his knees buckled slightly.

With a loose and light grip, I stroked him absentmindedly as I turned around to check the other two.  They both had their cocks out and were stroking eagerly.

“Slow down, boys,” I giggled, waving at them to drop their cocks.

When they released their swollen shafts, the two dicks just bobbed in the air forlornly.

“Well, c’mere,” I beckoned to them.

They both shuffled forward eagerly, their pants gaping open to free their throbbing members.  Andy stood on one side of me, and Joey took the other.  I was surrounded by thick young cocks and their eager-to-please owners.

I released Tim’s erection, and he released the breath he had been holding in a whoosh.

“You just sit tight, big fella,” I kissed the tip of his cock.

I wrapped one hand around each of the others, letting their hot smooth flesh fill my hands.  I stroked them in unison, with a loose light grip just to torment them.  Just a few strokes before my fingers wandered down to tickle their sensitive aching balls.  Back and forth, a few strokes and then a light tickle.

Tim just watched with wide eyes as I tormented his two friends.  A few strokes and a few tickles, and then back again.  I kept this up, every so often reaching out to lick the underside of Tim’s cock.  After almost fifteen minutes, all three guys were panting and swearing and begging.

Andy seemed to be having the hardest time controlling himself; he kept grabbing my shoulder in a death grip as he struggled not to cum.

I finally relented for him first, and without warning, I sank his short but thick cock wholly into my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he exhaled loudly, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

I worked his shaft with my hand, sliding up and down quickly, while my mouth and tongue sucked and licked the swollen head.  After all that teasing, it did not take long for him to swell that final time.

I pulled my mouth off just moments before he went off.  I stroked his cock fast and hard until he exploded on my tits.  When he was finished, he staggered back to one of the other desks, and fell against it panting.

Joey was playing with himself when I turned his direction, and I giggled.

“That all you want, my Italian stud?”

He shook his head, “No ma’am, I just couldn’t help myself.”

“What about you Tim?  You just want to play with yourself too?”

“No!” the tall blonde man said emphatically.

I giggled, and reached for a tissue to clean myself up.

After I had dabbed my tits clean, I gestured to Tim, and he hurried out of his jeans and sat down on the chair for me.  With a flair I did not know I had, I stripped out of my bra and panties, and straddled his lap while still wearing my black high heels.  I let the tip of his cock lightly rub against my wetness, and he groaned loudly and tried to thrust upwards.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I pulled up away from him.

I beckoned to Joey, who was impatiently waiting his turn.  When he stepped forward, his cock was at the perfect height to slide right between my lips.  I worked my tongue down his length as he entered my mouth, and from the way he groaned almost painfully, I knew he wasn’t going to last long either.

I rested my body on Tim’s thighs, letting my wetness glide over his skin to torment him, while I worked on Joey’s cock.  He was longer than Andy but not quite as thick, so I could close my lips around him tightly while I sucked his cock.  I massaged and rolled his full balls as I drew my mouth back and forth along his shaft.  My tongue found every sensitive spot on his cock, and I loved the moans that spilled from his mouth.

“Oh fuck, yeah, yeah, aw man,” Joey groaned deep in his throat.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he suddenly burst out.

I pulled my mouth back from his cock and finished him off with just a couple of strokes, until he too left white jets all over my full tits.

Joey stumbled backwards to rest with Andy, and I turned my full attention to the man on whom I was sitting.

“Hi Tim,” I grinned down at him.

“Hey there Professor,” his tension had subsided just a little, and his cockiness had returned.

I glided my pussy along the length of his shaft slowly, making sure he was good and slippery for me.  His fingertips dug into my hips as he tried to dictate my motions but I fought his urgings.

He stared up at me, the torment evident in the need on his face, and I threaded my fingers through his soft blonde hair.  His nails raked up my back as he pulled me in for a hungry kiss.  His lips devoured mine, his tongue dancing inside my mouth just as I knew his cock wanted to do with my pussy.

As he focused on kissing me and teasing me back, I sunk his cock into my warm wet pussy.  His head fell back as he groaned loudly, and pulled me down against his thighs.

I leaned forward and whispered the words that I knew would send him into overdrive, “Fuck me college boy.”

His head snapped back up, and he growled at me, and thrust upwards with everything he had.  It had been so long since I was filled and I had picked the perfect cock for the job.  He was as long as Joey and as thick as Andy, and stretched me in ways that my body had forgotten.

His hips and mine found a fast and urgent rhythm together, and the room was filed with the wet sounds of his cock pounding my pussy.  I could feel the need bubbling inside and with an evil glint in his eye, Tim snuck one hand down between our writhing thrusting bodies.  When his thumb found my aching clit, it shoved me over the edge, and I groaned his name against his muscular shoulder.

When my pussy started squeezing and stroking his cock as I came, he let loose a stream of cuss words and filled my pussy with his seed.  Afterwards, I collapsed on top of him, and let his soothing hands stroke my naked body until we could breathe again.

****

Oddly enough, all three of those guys dropped my Writing 101 class the next day, but I was mostly grateful.  It would have just been awkward to see them in the classroom every day.  But once Tim had dropped the class, we did see each other every night.

When he would come to pick me up, Alice always gave us strange looks, but never said anything.  In addition to being a nice cock, Tim turned out to be a nice guy too.

Oh, and that football player who wanted to write about sex?  Every single one of his stories contained a raunchy sex scene.  But none of them lived up to what those boys and I did that afternoon in my office.  Truth is better than fiction!  And my truth was three very hot college guys.


19. Hell’s Filthy Angel: First Time Gangbang at a Biker Bar by Sofia Miller

I never thought I’d see my hometown again.  I’d fled years ago to the big city looking for adventure.  But what I found, instead, was a boring investment banker who left me feeling restless.  So when my first boyfriend called me, begging me to come home, I found myself driving like mad to meet him at the old pub.  I was surprised to find the pub had been turned into a biker bar--but not as surprised as I was to find the patrons so welcoming.  It seemed I was going to get the adventure I so desperately needed--at the hands of a group of rough and hardened riders!

I was a little bit perturbed to see my hometown again.  It was exactly as I remembered it, only more desolate.  I’d come here to meet up with John, my old high school boyfriend.  After we got out of school, I’d left, and he’d stayed to marry the girl he broke up with me for.  They had just gotten divorced, and surprise, surprise, he called me.  He told me he had been a fool--his whole marriage had been a mistake--If only he had stayed with me! He cried.  He asked me if I could come home for a visit.  He really needed to see me.  He needed a kind, familiar face.

I don’t know what made him think my face would be kind or familiar.  I’d moved to the city right after we broke up and I didn’t look back.  Our hometown was always too small for me, and in the city I became the woman I was supposed to be.  I wasn’t some little girl anymore who would fawn on him anymore.  I was a sophisticated woman who could have any man I desired.

So what on earth had I been thinking when I heard myself say, “Yes, I think I can make it next weekend?”  What was it that compelled me to extract myself from the well-toned arms of a wealthy investment banker, saying, “I have to visit a friend back home.  I’ll see you on Monday,” and then escape out the door, to my car, and gun it all the way to my old stomping grounds?

However tumultuous our relationship had been, John was always showing me new things.  He had been my first kiss. His hands had been the first to touch me in my most sensitive places:  His hands sliding under my bra, his mouth kissing down my stomach as he slid down my jeans and panties; his eyes had been the first to see what lay between my legs, spread it open, and manipulate it into frenzied ecstasy.  He was the first to see fluid gush out from inside of me as he rubbed my clit with his fingers and say, “My, God, your pussy is so beautiful…”  He was the first to pierce me open with a big, thick rod and make me understand how much pleasure a small amount of pain can yield.  We bickered, and fought, and by the end I knew he was too childish for me--that I needed a grown man.  But he also had a child’s wonder, and made me feel new things every time he thrust into me.

And I needed something new.  My investment banker was sweet and handsome and adequate in bed, but predictable.  He treated me with respect, and we never fought.  But he also satisfied me only enough to make me want something a little more.  John was not the man for me, and I’d never make that mistake again.  But I wasn’t here to comfort him or be his friend. I knew he was bad for me--I just wanted to feel the way I always felt when I was with him--alive and uncertain of what would come next; purring and wet at the possibilities.  I was here to sit on his rigid cock until I felt good and full with him.  If it made him feel better that he’d failed at his marriage, then that would be my gift to him.

He’d told me to meet him at the Felix St. Pub.  But when I went to where I was sure the pub had been, it had been replaced by a no-name bar a bit darker and seedier, three Harley’s parked outside.  I circled the block several times, thinking I simply remembered the layout of the town wrong, but there was nothing.  The streets were desolate, and I realized it was no wonder he would have to import a woman from out of town to comfort him.  The biker bar was the only place open on a Sunday in deserted downtown.  And so, not knowing what else to do, I parked and went inside.

The bar itself was empty, save for the barkeep, a broad-chested lumber jack type, wearing flannel and sporting a long beard.  He towered over the three patrons, all in motorcycle jackets, none of them John.  I knew they belonged to the Harley’s parked outside--the only vehicles on the road aside from mine.

“I’ll have a gin and tonic, please,” I said, sitting down on a bar stool one away from the gentlemen.  I pulled out my card.

“It’s cash only,” said the barkeep as he washed a glass lazily.

“I--oh, dear.  I don’t have cash.  Is there an ATM?”

“I tell you what I’ll do,” said the barkeep.  “I’ll set you up a tab.”

“Oh, but I’m not from here,” I protested.

“We can work it out,” the barkeep smiled.

“Hell, nobody else is coming in today,” a man at the far end of the bar said in a deep baritone.  “Let’s call this a private party, and I’ll supply the drinks.  What do you say, gentlemen?”

I looked down the bar and got a good look at my fellow patrons.  They were rugged and hard, though handsome in the face.  Next to me was a big man with broad shoulders and a thick head of light brown hair and stubble.  Next to him was a man a little bit older, salt and pepper, probably in his forties.  Though he was still in great shape.  I could see his muscles bulging out from his fitted black tee-shirt.  I found my gaze dropping between his legs, the outline of his thick member bulging against his worn in jeans.  On the far end of the bar, I saw the man who had offered to buy the drinks.  He was bigger than the other two by far, a clean shaven scalp, intimidatingly big arms, and chest.  But he had a warm smile.

“Are you even old enough to be in here?” asked the man next to me asked, skeptically.

It was an easy mistake to make.  I was very petite--about 5’1, with long, naturally blonde hair and freckles that made me look like I was a teenager.  My frame was small, but my breasts were full and heavy, and my behind pronounced and round.  I’d developed early, and when I was a young girl, men always thought I was older.  Now that I was 24, they thought I was still in high school.  I showed the bartender my ID.

“Alice Harper,” he said.  “I’m Greg.  She’s of age, alright.  But you’re not from around here.”

“No, I’m from out of town.”

“Then we’ll go easy on you,” the giant at the end said.  “I’m Bruce.  This is Steve,” he said, gesturing to the salt and pepper man.  “That there is Joe,” he said of the man next to me.  “Want to join our little party?”

I wasn’t an idiot--I knew this was the making of trouble.  But somehow I was thrilled at the idea of drinking with these strangers.  From the look of them, they weren’t the types to let you dip out early.  But still, my eyes kept getting pulled down to the fat sausage that was resting between Steve’s legs.  My pussy grew warm when Greg went to the door and shrugged, nonverbally asking me if he should lock us in with each other.  I knew I was going to say yes.

“Sure,” I smiled.  “It could be fun.”

Bartender Greg locked the door and turned the sign to closed.  He went back behind the counter, pulled out a bottle of tequila and four shot glasses.

“So, those are your Harley’s out there, then huh?” I said, as Greg poured me a shot.  I downed it and felt my chest grow warm.  I sputtered and coughed a bit, and Joe put his hand on my back, soothingly.

“Easy there.  That stuff will knock you on your ass if you aren’t careful,” he grinned.  “Yeah, these guys have been riding together for years.  I just got my first bike.”

“He’s figuring it out,” Bruce smirked.

“What got you into motorcycles?” I asked, as Greg poured me another.

“It’s just a great feeling taking control of such a powerful machine,” Joe said, taking his shot smoothly.  “Ever ridden on one?”

“No,” I said laughing.  “I don’t think I even know anyone with a motorcycle.”

“We’re not the crowd you typically run with, I take it?” Joe smiled.

“I’m tired of the crowd I typically run with,” I said, throwing back my second shot.  The room was getting warm and I unbuttoned my shirt a little bit.

“Well, in that case, we need to get you on one of the bikes.  If you’re looking for new experiences.  I think you’d look good riding on a motorcycle, don’t you guys think?”

“You’ll have to pardon Joe,” Steve said.  “We don’t usually get women as beautiful as you in here.  He’s a little over-eager.”

“No, I’d love to ride a motorcycle one day.  It sounds like fun.”  I was already feeling the effects of the tequila in the stuffy little bar.  I was feeling loose and my lips slid easily into a smile as I looked at these men.  “What do you do for a living?” I asked, Joe.

“We all work together at the leather tannery,” he said.  “That’s how we met.  But I’m more interested in you.  What brings you down this way?”

I suddenly remembered John was waiting for me somewhere.  What would these guys do if I told them what brought me down this way was a constant, yearning need between my legs that wouldn’t let up--that had brought me against my better judgment to a place I had vowed to never return to?

“I was looking for a new experience, I guess.”

“And here you are, having one.  Cheers,” said Joe.  We all raised our shot glasses.

“Cheers,” I echoed, and we downed our tequila in unison.

“I did the same thing when my wife died last year,” Steve said.  “Went to a nearby town where I didn’t know anybody.  Tried to do something to make me forget.  It’s man troubles, isn’t it?”

“Something like that…” I said.

“What kind of man would give you trouble?” asked Joe earnestly, his handsome face smiling sweetly.  “A beautiful woman like you shouldn’t have any troubles at all.”

“I bet a beautiful woman like you attracts all kinds of troubles,” said Bruce from the end of the bar, evenly, his eyes smirking.

“Hardly,” I countered, bashfully.

“Oh--so that’s the trouble then.”  Bruce said with a little laugh, then nodded to Greg, indicating he wanted another round.  A part of me was worried at his assumption about me.  That I must have come here to have a few drinks with these men because I was looking for trouble.  But I had to admit, my pussy grew warm with the possibilities of being locked in here with them.  I took another shot, and then decided that was sufficient.

“I’ve had enough, thanks,” I told Greg.  He set a glass of water down for me, encouraging me to stay in spite of coming to the end of my drinks.  I attempted to gulp it down--the room was so hot--there didn’t seem to be any air conditioning, and my body had grown warmer with every shot--but instead it spilled and landed with a cold splash on my breasts, my nipples stiffening in reaction.

“Did you come in here to torture us?”  Steve asked.  “How can I be a gentleman when you’re holding your own wet tee shirt contest?”

I laughed as I attempted to dry my shirt with a napkin.  But I was enjoying their eyes on me, and knowing that they were turned on by my faux pas.  I tried to see out of the corner of my eye if Bruce was also watching me, but I couldn’t do so without being obvious.  I put down the napkin.

“So what do you do for fun in here?”  I asked, changing the subject.  I looked to Bruce and he nodded at the pool table.

“You play?”

“Not very well.”

“Don’t worry.  We’ll tell you what to do,” he said with a smile that sent electric shivers through my body.

The four of us walked over to the pool table, and they began expertly chalking their cues and racking up.

“Steve and Joe versus Alice and me,” said Bruce.  “Joe, you break.”

Joe leaned over the table, lined up his shot, and sent the cue ball sailing into the perfectly formed triangle of orbs, which at the point of impact scattered across the table, two solid covered balls falling into the corner pocket one right after the other.  He continued his turn, sinking three more before missing on the six ball.  Bruce blew on the tip of his cue, and took his turn, sinking five of our solids.  But when he attempted to make his ball jump over a solid to make his shot, he missed by mere millimeters.  Next Steve was up.

Bruce leaned down and whispered in my ear, “Steve is good, but he always chokes on the 8 ball.  It will be up to you.  You just do as I say.”  I nodded, watching Steve as he sunk a ball into the side pocket, a ball into the corner pocket, and then started lining up to attempt to put the 8 ball in the same pocket.  The shot was at a tricky angle, and he stared at it considering for a long time.  While Steve’s attentions were elsewhere, Bruce’s hand came up to my shirt and began unbuttoned two more buttons, letting my blouse fall open to reveal my ample cleavage.

“What are you doing?” I whispered.

“Go stand by that pocket and lean over,” he said.  “He’ll miss for sure.”

A smile spread across my face, and I did as I was told, going over to the corner pocket and leaning over it.

“Oh, no fair!” Steve cried.

“It’s fair,” Bruce said.  “If you could make the shot you wouldn’t be worried about it.”

Steve wiped his forehead and leaned down, one eye squinted, taking aim.  I leaned forward a little bit more, and I could feel my nipples start to peek out over my demi-bra, though I tried not to look down, keeping my eyes on Steve as he took aim.  Unable to take the pressure anymore, he hastily took his shot and missed by a mile.  He shook his head as Bruce and I laughed.

“Good girl,” he said, patting my back.  “Now, let me position you.”  He placed his enormous hands on my hips and stood behind me, moving me to the right spot.  Then to my surprise, he lowered himself down below my skirt and pressed his hands warmly into my inner thighs, indicating I should spread my legs apart, which I did.

“You’re a tiny little thing,” he said, standing back up.  “You’re gonna have to bend way over this table to make that shot.”

He was right.  I could barely reach it, and I was distracted by my skirt riding up in the back and the heat coming off of Bruce as he stood behind me.

“It’s okay, girly.  Just a little more,” he said, pressing his hand into my back, making me bend forward just a little more until my breasts were laying on the table and I was on my tippy toes.  “Now, you just have to barely tap it.”

Barely tapping it was all I could do, but the ball went in, albeit extremely slowly.

“Good girl,” he said, gently pulling me off the table by the hips.  “You’re good at taking instructions,” he said into my ear, his hands still on my hips.  The vibrations of his deep voice went all the way through me, and I felt a wetness begin to form between my legs.  “Now, come stand over here.”

He led me to the other side of the corner I was at.  This time the shot was even further than the last one.

“Are you sure?  There must be a better place to reach the ball.”

“But this is the better angle,” he said.  Again, he stood behind me, closer this time, and his pelvis pressed into me, and I could feel that he was hard.  I spread my legs the way he showed me and bent over the table, pressing myself into his hard cock.  It was hard to concentrate--and harder still when his hand once again found its way between my legs, and he began lifting my left leg as he said, “Put your knee up on the table and you can just barely reach it.”

I lifted my leg as he rolled my skirt up to the waist, giving me more freedom of movement.  He pressed himself into my cheeks, only a thin g-string standing between his cock and my ass.  I was breathing hard, now, as I lay on the table exposed.

“This is a tricky shot,” Bruce said, his hands on my ass.  “But you just have to slide this cue between your fingers way back, and then hit the ball right on the left side of the number as hard as you can and it will go in.  You can do it,” he assured me.

I slid the cue back, lined up my shot, and hit the ball hard.  To my utter surprise, the ball went in smoothly.

“You’re a natural,” Bruce said, pulling me upright and kissing me on the neck as his hands went up and cupped my breasts, pulling my shirt all the way open and pulling my bra down, exposing my breasts fully.  “Isn’t she, boys?”

“She sure is,” Joe said, his hand rubbing his hard-on through his jeans.

Bruce turned me around and I found myself staring up into his hardened face, my breasts exposed, the nipples grazing his stomach as he towered over me.  He ran one hand down my breast, down my stomach, where my skirt was still cinched up, and down between my legs, plunging a finger inside of me, thrilling me.  This was what I wanted. I wanted someone who would take control and take me to new places.  And his thick, long finger, working its way into my dripping wet pussy was hitting me in places my boyfriend’s cock never could.

“Only the eight ball left, girly,” he said.  “If you get it in, you’re gonna get a big reward.  Can you do it?”

“Yes,” I sighed.  He turned me back around and slapped my ass with a good hard smack.  The eight ball was lined up with the corner pocket.  An easy shot.  Except just beyond it, Steve was unzipping his pants.  He pulled out an enormous cock and began stroking it, my eyes glued to him.

“Tit for tat,” he said, palming his round mushroom head and smiling.  “Try not to lose your concentration.”

I gulped and leaned over the table, my body shaking with desire, trying desperately to line up the cue.  Joe was coming up behind me, his cue in hand.  He ran it up between my spread legs, bringing the thick end of it up between my cheeks, nudging the rim of my asshole.

“Hold steady,” he said, nudging my rim just enough for the cue to enter me.  I let out a sigh.  “It’s an easy shot.”

I pulled back the cue as I felt Joe’s cue slide into me more.  My legs began to shake, I knew I had to make the shot fast or I would be overcome.  I hit the cue ball with force and the eight ball ricocheted off the corner and went straight into the pocket.  I pitched forward on the table, hoping Joe would continue fucking my ass with the cue, but instead he withdrew and flipped me over on my back.

“I think she was sharking us,” Joe said.

“She won fair and square,” Bruce said.  “And now you boys need to give her a reward.”

Joe smiled hungrily at me and dove down between my legs, plunging his tongue into my slick pussy as I began to moan.  His tongue was thick and strong, pushing into me, only withdrawing to swirl around hard little clitty as I spread my legs as far as I could.  Steve climbed up on the table and took my tit in his mouth, sucking hungrily on my nipple.  Bruce stood back and watched me squirm and writhe on the table, contentedly, while I prayed he would soon come over and fill me with his cock.

“Turn her over.  Get her ready,” Bruce instructed, and I found myself being flipped onto my stomach as Steve began fingering my pussy and Joe began tongue fucking my aching asshole, soothingly.

“Mmmm...you taste so fucking good,” Joe said, his mouth buried in my ass.

“Don’t hog that beautiful ass,” Steve said, pushing Joe aside and licking me expertly, grabbing a handful of my ass and squeezing harshly.

“Now you tell us what you want, darlin’,” Bruce said.

“I want your cock…” I moaned.  And at my command, Steve climbed back up on the table nimbly and turned me back over.  Placing his knees on either side of my face, he fed me his cock and began fucking my eager mouth with it, reaching the back of my throat and continuing down as a spit and gagged--but it only spurred him on.  I opened up my throat and took him easily now, even raising my head up and down in rhythm with him.  I was so enamored with the strong, pulsing cock in my mouth, it came as quite a surprise when I felt Joe plunge into my open, gushing pussy.  I moaned loudly into Steve and he pumped faster in response.

Bruce was approaching slowly now.  “Get up Steve,” said Bruce.  “Stand her up.”

Steve withdrew and Joe lifted me up, pulling me to a standing position.  He held me from behind, his cock resting in a standing position between my cheeks, his arms under mine, presenting me to Bruce, who looked me up and down.

“Goddamn, girly…” he said, taking me in with his eyes.  “What are we going to do with you?”

His head dove down to my breasts and he took my nipple in his mouth, pulling and stretching it with his teeth painfully, and I loved it.

“You’re a little bitty thing,” he said, unzipping his pants.  “Do you think you can take it?”  He pulled out the biggest cock I’ve ever seen, so fat and long it looked as though it might split me in two.  I knew I wanted it inside of me.

“Yes...God yes…” I begged.  Bruce picked up my legs and held them at his sides.  All at once he plunged into me hard, his huge rod ripping through me.  I cried out in pain, but it soon gave way to pleasure as he began thrusting into me, as Joe held me under the arms, his hands grabbing and pulling at my breasts as Bruce pounded me with fast deep thrusts.

“Your pussy is gushing girl,” Bruce said.  “You need it so fucking bad…”

“More…” I moaned.

“Listen to this cock hungry little slut,” Joe said, slapping my tits.  “Bruce, the girl wants more.”

“Let’s give her what she wants,” Bruce said withdrawing his cock, leaving me open and wet, as my legs fell to the ground.  But Joe was sitting down on the pool table, me with him, he lifted my ass up and brought it back down, my asshole meeting the tip of his cock.  He slid in with one push, filling me up.  He put his hands on my hips and started bouncing me up and down as he grunted below me.

“Such a tight little asshole for such a dirty little slut…” he said, thrusting up deeply into my asshole.  He grabbed my legs and spread them wide as Bruce came up between them, his mighty cock in hand.  I was moaning and sweating uncontrollably, looking at Bruce as he looked at me, being fucked like the filthy whore I truly was.  I bounced with more gusto, wanting him to see how good I was at taking cock, hoping he would fill me even more.  But I lost eye contact as Joe started leaning back, pulling me with him, our legs dangling over the side.  Looking up, I found Steve stroking his cock, hovering over me.  I watched as it descended upon me and filled my mouth again.

“Good girl,” Bruce said.  “Suck that cock all the way down.”  God, I loved having him watch me take these men, knowing he was growing harder as he watched, having a witness to all of the dirty thoughts I’d been pent up with for so long.

Joe’s cock was stretching me wide and filling me to bursting, but still, I wasn’t full.  I tried desperately to cry out for Bruce to fuck me, but it came out only muffled groaning into Steve’s thrusting cock.

“What’s that, girly?  I can’t hear what it is that you want?”  Bruce teased.  It was awful--he knew what I wanted--what I needed so desperately, but he was enjoying humiliating me by making me beg.

“Cnnnn...Cnnnnk…” I moaned into Steve’s fat surging cock.  And then all at once a wave of cum was filling my mouth--long ropes of sticky white cum that overflowed from my lips no matter how fast I tried to suck it down.  Steve roared as he came in my mouth, his hand pulling my hair as he did so.  He finally withdrew, rubbing the tip of his cock on my cum covered lips, and Joe pushed us back up to a sitting position.

“Now what was it you wanted?”  Bruce smirked.

“Cock...Please, give me your cock!”  I cried, cum dribbling down my chin.  He didn’t waste time.  He thrust into my pussy as Joe began fucking my ass harder and harder.  I was sandwiched between these men, getting pounded from both sides, there cocks slamming into me in unison and shaking me to the core.  I felt my orgasm coming.  I knew I was going to lose all control.  I began to quake and scream violently as fluid poured from between my legs.

“Yes, you love getting fucked sideways, don’t you?”  Joe said.

“Fill me up...I want your cum…” I demanded.  I clenched him hard with my asshole and he groaned loudly in my ear.

“You beautiful fucking bitch…” he said as I felt him shoot his load deep inside of me, a rushing, hot surge that delighted me.

“You are a cum-hungry little whore,” Bruce said, smiling calmly even as he thrusted.  Joe’s cock was beginning to retreat, and Bruce picked up the slack by slamming into my abused pussy hard and fast.

“Please...please…” I begged.  And he knew exactly what I wanted.  He withdrew from my pussy and sprayed me down with long ropes of cum that crossed my stomach, my breasts, my face.

When at last he was spent, Joe stood up and withdrew his cock from me as I slid to the floor and lay lifeless and spent, cum seeping out of my gaping asshole.

“Your tab’s up to $46.00, Bruce,” Greg called from behind the bar.  He slid on his pants and walked over to the bar to pay it.

“I hope you have a good time while you’re in town,” Bruce called to my limp body.  “You deserve the best.”  With a little head nod, he gestured to the other two and that it was time to go.  Joe picked me up and sat me on the pool table.  He kissed me sweetly on the forehead.

“Do you feel good?” he asked.

“I got exactly what I came here for,” I said, a goofy, post coital grin on my face.  He smiled back.

“Safe travels,” said Steve, zipping up.  And the three of them walked to the door and unlocked it, making their exit as I sat destroyed and happy on the pool table.  Just as I was contemplating gathering the strength to put my clothes on, I saw John walk through the door.  He saw me and his mouth fell open as he took in the scene:  Me, uncovered, save for a sheen of cum, sweating, spent, and happy.  I pulled my skirt on, pulled my bra up, and walked right past him to my car.  I’d already gotten what I needed.


20. Annie's Rebound: MMMF Revenge Gangbang by Riley Davis

It was supposed to be a magical time with the boy I loved, home on summer break. But Matt betrays me with a pretty young thing, and he has no way to explain it away when I catch him the act. Hurt and angry, I join my friend at a local bar. There I meet a stranger with piercing blue eyes. Ethan says all the right things, and I show him what I can do with a real man. But when his friends come into the mix, might I be able to do so much more?

I could hardly believe what I was seeing.

Getting off work early was something that simply did not happen. Not even on a Friday in the thick of summer. But the phones were dead since well before lunch, and George finally conceded the point. No one was in the market for a landscaping bid at the start of a long weekend, and he finally grumbled under his breath that we could take off if we didn’t have anything else to do. There were always other things to do. Filing and checking the supply closet for inventory and the like. But Beatrice beat me to the punch and wiped her hands together before planting her palms on her desk.

“No work for the wicked here!” she chirped. That got another gripe out of George, but he relented at 1:30 and told us to be on our way.

“And don’t go getting into trouble, girls,” he said before we were even out the door. Beatrice turned on her heel and flashed him her sweetest smile.

“No way we would ever do that.”

But as soon we hit the parking lot, her lips swerved into a smirk as she grabbed my arm.

“Want to go get a drink?” she asked. I cast a quick glance at my watch and softly shook my head.

“It’s hardly happy hour, Bea.”

“Has to be 5 o’clock somewhere,” she said. “Come on; live a little.” In my mind, that meant taking the time to hurry home to Matt. He was on summer break, crashing at my place as he tried to find a job. Sometimes it bothered me that he wouldn’t just stand behind a register or wait on tables. I was footing the rent, the utilities and everything in between for two. But he had worked hard all semester. Maybe there was nothing wrong with letting him loll around a little bit. He was always sweet to come home to.

And I was about to give him the best of surprises so early in the day.

“Rain check,” I told Beatrice. “But I’ll bet I’ll have a story and a half to tell come Tuesday morning.” She crinkled her nose as I ducked into my Camry. Pushing the gear into drive, I turned the corner at Eyeland Avenue and cut across Route 10 in a quick bid for home. Barely up the driveway, I had to smile at the sight of his rusted Mustang unmoved from the morning. Was he having a late lunch or playing Xbox? My sweet boy. I skipped up the steps and expected to find him sitting on the edge of the couch.

Nothing but the cushion slightly out of place and the blue screen of death pouring through the HD monitor.

“Matt?”

My voice was barely above a whisper. But he had to be here. No way he would have taken off on foot. Matt was not the type to walk when he could ride. Was he sleeping in? At nearly two 0’clock in the afternoon? I had half a mind to wake him up and tell him that finals were over, and now he could take me to lunch. Or rather the other way around when the sound of his voice shifting into a groan made me smile. How did he know I was near? I started to take the stairs two at a time when another moan, far lighter in tone, mingled with the sound of his voice.

Was that…? No. It had to be from TV in the bedroom. He had fallen asleep to Fallon. Maybe it was just Days of Our Lives and Hope trying to move on in the wake of Bo’s demise. Check that. Days would be over and done at this point on the clock sands in the hourglass aside.

And I had clicked the set off before I left for work.

Regaining the ability to move, I hurried to the landing and then the bedroom. The door was already cracked, and I pushed it open with the smallest pump of my fist.

It was a scene worthy of any soap opera.

Matt was on his back with his legs curled around a pair of creamy limbs. I could make out nothing but tangled trails of blonde hair brushing against his bare chest. The stranger’s pert ass turned in time with his hands, and they sighed together as he arched towards her and ran his hands down her back. My tongue tied, and I couldn’t find the strength to move as I watched Matt push the girl’s golden locks aside. Was she even of age? She looked like a child caught in his embrace, but she giggled against him and accepted his kiss as my hand found one of the many empty beer bottles on the bedside table.

“Matthew!”

This would be right out of a soap opera, too.

Shattering the bottle against the alarm clock that he never used, I saw the girl break away from him with a terrified squeal. She tried to cover her body with the Egyptian cotton sheets that I had finagled on clearance. Not every girl two years out of high school got the chance to blow money on a degree she might never use.

“Annie?” Matt cried out. “What the hell?”

“I could ask you the same fucking question!” Charging towards him as I wielded the broken bottle like a weapon, I barely scratched his hand when he bolted up and forced me to the floor. My sweating palm worked to keep the bottle poised, but he managed to pry it out of my grasp, and it crashed to the other side of the room as he pinned my arms at my sides.

“Are you crazy or something?” he demanded. “You could have really hurt me!”

“What do you call this?” I said as I struggled underneath him. “I come home to surprise you and I… I see this!” The blonde girl was already collecting her clothes. A tiny pair of shorts that barely covered her ass and a sheer white tee. She could not be more than sixteen, and I was ready to call Matt out for lying down with jailbait when his hand surrounded my chin.

“It’s not what you think,” he swore.

“Then what is it?” I asked as I tried to fight back the tears longing to flow down my cheeks. His lips curled into a sad smile, and I flinched as he buried his head in my neck.

“I was just blowing off some steam, baby” he purred. “It gets lonely around here without you.” His kisses started at my hairline and trailed down my flushed cheeks. Did I dare to believe him? Maybe this was the sort of thing that a business major did on campus in an effort to maintain his sanity.

But thinking that brought scores of other girls to the forefront of my mind, and I let my body grow limp until I could kick up and slam my foot right between his legs.

“You bitch!” Matt wailed as he stumbled back to the bed. His hands rubbed the offending organ without the benefit of his briefs, and I struggled to my feet and stared down at him with my trembling hands on my hips.

“Get out,” I hissed. I gave him a few short seconds to recover his senses, and when the clearing of his throat became a laugh, I started pulling his clothing from the drawers and stuffing them into his suitcase.

“Annie… come on now,” he protested.

“Hurry up so you can catch your little whore,” I said. “Maybe you can help her with her college application. Planning to have her in the dorm right next to yours?” Before he could answer, I tossed him the one pair of jeans that I had failed to pack and stood in the doorway to watch him dress.

“So you’re really doing this to me?” he asked. “I came back to spend the summer with you.”

“Guess I blinked and missed it,” I said. “Now get out before I find that bottle and cut off something that you really can’t live without.”

Matt grimaced at my threat, and I caught a whiff of my shampoo as he pushed past me.

“Did you shower with her?” I demanded.

“I did all kinds of things that you never let me do,” he sneered. “So it’s your loss. And when you figure out how much you fucked up, don’t come crying to me.”

Matt closed the door and left me alone in the tainted bedroom. Stumbling back to the sheets, I nearly sank into the softness when the stench of his sweat, her sweat, and my shampoo made me gag. Stripping the bed as I choked the bile down, I looked down at the naked mattress with a heaving heart and collapsed without wanting to. I brought my knees to my chin and wept for thinking that he was my one and only. What if George hadn’t let us out well ahead of time? I might have never known what he was up to in my bed.

But having the truth smack me in the face didn’t make it hurt any less.

“Have some fun, Annie! After today you have totally earned it!”

I nursed a glass of vodka mixed with far too much cranberry juice and an extra helping of ice. Beatrice was already holding court at the bar when I found my footing and dialed her up. She listened to my sad story and gave me the obligatory oh honey before sighing from the other end of the phone. Her next order was for me to slither into something black and slinky and try to catch up with her when it came to the third or seventh round of drinks.  Beatrice already had her shoes off and was dancing on tabletops. I tried to smile as I gave her a half-hearted toast. But my mind kept drifting back to the fact that Matt was happily getting his rocks off with a child. And I was doomed to stumble home with a wicked hangover that would cruelly carry me through the extended weekend on the horizon.

“Can I get you a refill?”

Hardly realizing that I had drained my glass dry, I turned my head to see a dark-haired man with blue eyes smiling down at me. His hand was on my shoulder, and I made no move to shrug him off as he assumed the seat at my side.

“I can get my own drink,” I said. My legs wobbled as I tried to stand, and the man steadied me with one hand on my back.

“Can’t a guy be friendly?” he asked. “Where’s the harm in that?”

“No doubt you have a sweet little piece of tail that couldn’t get pass the bouncer,” I said. His eyebrows lifted, and I wanted to run away from the laugh that seemed on the verge of leaving his lips when he grasped my arms and stared into my eyes.

“Just you,” he said. “And you’re already on the inside.” My eyelids lowered, and I felt his fingers moving up the short black skirt that I had no business wearing when he suddenly stopped and smiled softly.

“If I moved too fast too soon, then I’m sorry,” he said. “But you are the prettiest girl in the joint.” Our heads turned as one to see Beatrice downing shots from a fat man’s shoe. She had all but forgotten my presence, but I still tilted my head in her direction.

“My friend is game for anything,” I said.

“And you?” he asked. His arm tightened around my waist, as I gasped as he pulled me close to his chest and sighed into my hair. He smelled of the forest just after the rain, and I pushed back to catch my breath.

“I… do you really want to know the truth?” I challenged.

“Color me all kinds of intrigued.” I couldn’t do it right here, and I seized his hand and guided him towards the first dark corner. His blue eyes still sparkled from the space of the shadows, and I reached for the hand he laid on my shoulder as I bowed my head to kiss his long fingers.

“Now you have to tell me the rest of the story,” he whispered.

“Do I?” Suckling his finger and letting my throat open as the end of his nail teased the roof of my mouth, I thought of Matt playing with his new toy under a pretty pink canopy bed. How would he swing the need to stay with her until fall as her parents kept watch? But maybe there was no one around to care. That should suit him to a tee, and I was ready to polish off one last drink when the mystery man pulled his hand from my mouth.

And replaced it with the warmth of his lips.

His kiss was stronger than the vodka doused with so much red juice. My arms worked their way around his neck, and I pulled him closer and only broke free to exhale and run my fingers through his hair.

“It’s… it’s like this,” I said. “My boyfriend traded me in for a younger model.”

“Do they come any younger than you?” he asked. My cheeks blushed at the compliment, and I started to nod my head when he pulled me close to his side and kissed my brow.

“Don’t answer that,” he said. “Just come with me.” Nodding again as I hung off his arm, we walked back through the heart of the bar. Beatrice saw us and gave me the thumbs up sign as the man led me out into the night. A light breeze fluttered through the air, and I shivered until the stranger folded me under his arm and shot me a sweet smile.

“Leave it to me,” he continued. “I know just the thing to warm you up.” He winked as we moved closer to his car, and he started to open the passenger’s door when I turned in his hold and pressed my palms to his broad chest.

“Wait,” I said. “We… where exactly are we going?”

“Thought I’d take you somewhere a little more private,” he answered as he waggled his eyebrows. “Isn’t that what you want?” My hand traveled past his shoulders and up the length of his neck before settling on his stubbled cheek. I felt his smile and mirrored his grin as I leaned towards his ear.

“Do you always do this with girls you just met?” I asked.

“Do you always follow a stranger wherever he wants to lead you?” He had me there, and my cheeks reddened as I swallowed hard and decided to be bold. Maybe for the first time in my life.

“First time for everything,” I said. “But I’d like to at least know your name.” His smile grew wider, and I felt the lust starting to pool between my legs as he nipped at my hair and his husky voice washed over my skin.

“I’m Ethan,” he offered. Letting his name sink in, I grazed my fingernails against his prickly cheek.

“Does it cut both ways?” he asked. My name left my lips in a breathless whisper, and he started to ease me into his car when I shot up straight and gripped his collar with trembling hands.

“Something else?” he challenged. Nothing but Matt’s words ringing in my mind.

I did all kinds of things that you never let me do.

Maybe it was my rage or the feel of his lips caressing the space just below my ears. But I flung my arms around his neck and kissed him hard. His breath raced down my throat, and I swirled away from the door until my ass crushed against his headlights.

“Slow down there, princess,” he purred. “I wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself.”

“Then get me off the ground.” Our eyes locked, and I watched the split second of worry flicker across his eyes as I lifted my black skirt. Ethan’s head tilted to one side, and I stayed in suspense until he finally seemed to catch my meeting.

“So you’re a wild little thing,” he teased. “But whatever the lady wants.” His arms were strong as he centered me on the hood of his car. Falling back with my hands spilling over my head, I wriggled out of my panties and moaned in anticipation as he climbed on top of me. Before I could reach for his belt, Ethan lowered is fly, and his cock poked out. Long and sleek and throbbing even as we had yet to touch, I arched my hips in search of his shaft.

“Wait,” he ordered. “Best make sure that you’re good and ready.”

Two long fingers made their way inside me with supreme ease. My pussy melted around him, and I groaned for more as he began a slow stroke that made me as wet as a baby seal bobbing in the surf. My muscles started to tighten, the climax about to rush through my veins when I suddenly shot up and cupped his chin in my hands.

“Wait!” I demanded. “I want… I need more.”

“Like this?” he teased as he took his cock in his hand. Nodding my head as I spread my legs to mount him, my pussy was more than good and ready for the lunge of his shaft. Maybe I gasped around the first few inches, but then the feel of him sinking inside me brought a sigh of contentment to my lips. Ethan lingered as my desperate fingers worked their way around the buttons of his shirt, and I pinched his hard flesh as he twisted against my pussy. When I felt sure that I would cum and longed to scream my desire, Ethan gagged me with his lips, and I moaned into his mouth. My legs locked around his thighs, and he pounded me through his own climax before breaking away with a heavy sigh on my shoulder. Reaching around his back to hold him close, I waited with his cock still buried in my cunt until he raised his head and met my eyes.

“Nice,” he whispered.

“Just nice?” I asked.

“Hey, it’s… it’s not like I didn’t get that you were hot. But who knew you could do that!” I didn’t know it myself, and I draped my arms over his shoulders. Hating the feel of him pulling out as he tucked his cock back into his pants, I nipped at his neck again and licked my way towards his ear.

“That better not be it, boy,” I said. “I’m down for so much more than one lay.”

“Listen to you,” he teased even as he stayed in my arms and leaned into my tongue. “You ready to go again so soon?”

“And you’re not?” I challenged. My fingers stroked his cock through his pants. He was not quite hard when a pair of sharp wolf whistles shattered our moment.

“What you got going on there, man?” the bigger of the two, blonde and broad-shouldered asked. His shorter friend with jet black hair and olive-colored skin stood close to his friend with a smirk on his face. Would Ethan turn his back to me and try to hide me from the rest of the world? Would he back off and say that it was one and done so he could hang with his buddies and get his drink back on? My soul started to sag as my heart pounded wildly in my chest.

And Ethan held my hand tight as he told his friends to keep moving.

“For real, man?” the blonde continued. “Not gonna share the wealth?” I sighed as he shook his head, but my mind suddenly went into overdrive. Ethan wanted me again; his friends longed for a piece of the action. Was it more than getting back at Matt that caused me to lean over Ethan’s shoulders as I crooked one finger in his friends’ direction?

“There’s… I’m more than enough to go around,” I said. “This way.” Clutching Ethan’s hand, I led him to a picnic table buried in the woods just behind the bar. The full moon hanging overhead bathed the scene in a surreal silvery light, and I looked back to see three pairs of hungry eyes focused on no one but me.

“Nice,” the blonde said as he pulled his shirt out of his slacks and over his head. “This is what I’m talking about.” His silent friend did nothing but nod, and I saw Ethan hesitate as I stretched to the tips of my toes and grabbed his face.

“I want you to watch,” I purred.

“Watch?” he questioned.

“Consider it a preview of all the things I’m going to do to you.” His heart started to race under my fingers, and as I removed my black dress I felt no shame in the open air. The blonde licked his lips and moved closer. He started to ease my legs apart when I fell to my knees with a smirk on my face.

“Big boy like you might crush me,” I started. “But I can think of another way to make you feel so good.”

His cock was heavy in my hand, and I rubbed the length towards the tip as I parted my lips. Licking the underside of his shaft, I pictured Matt’s release dribbling down my chin before I got anything close to a proper taste. And he wondered why I wasn’t game for anything in his arms? This cock vibrated against my tongue, and I relished the sensation of this man staying hard as I started to suckle. His balls brushed against my teeth, and I opened my throat as I caught a glimpse of Ethan. With wide blue eyes, he stared slack-jawed as I brought his friend to the verge and suddenly let his cock slip against my cheek. The blonde seized the sides of my head, and Ethan sprang into action as he narrowed his eyes.

“My girl is the one in charge,” he warned.

“Ethan, you don’t really think that---”

“Listen or I won’t finish you off,” I said.” His gaze softened as his cock stayed hard, and as soon as he bowed his fair head, I went down on him again. The smacking of my tongue against his shaft was only rivaled by the groans leaving his lips, and I started to drink his cum when their silent friend made his way to my back

“Nothing like a live wire,” he said. My pussy tightened as I prepared for the feel of him taking me from behind when a warm stream of spit trickled down my ass. Nearly biting down on the blonde’s cock, his friend forced his cock between my ass cheeks. For a second I started to whimper when Ethan placed his hand on my shoulder.

“You were going to show me everything,” he reminded me. I could only manage the faintest of nods as my ass expanded to take the second cock in. The pain only lasted for a moment until another pair of hands was on my hips. Steady in another stranger’s hold, I pushed back and started to move in time with the fierce thrusts. Any pain was replaced by a tingle that settled in the pit of my stomach, and I nearly buckled in the flash of passing headlight. What the hell was I really doing? On the dirt as two men without names took me from both sides? Maybe Matt was right about me; as good as it felt from every angle I quivered until Ethan was on his knees and peered hard into my eyes.

“You better be up for encores, Annie,” he said. “A girl like you only comes around once in a lifetime.”

At the end of his words, the blonde finally burst, and I left him weak and wanting more. Still panting as I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand, I leaned in to kiss Ethan as another stream of cum made its way into my body. Ethan seemed to move in time with the climax, and he stroked my cunt. This time, I took the release around his hand, and when his friend pushed back, I collapsed into Ethan’s waiting arms.

“That… was… a surprise,” his smaller friend said as he stood and zipped up. Peering over Ethan’s shoulder, I watched his friends staring at one another in shock, but they stood suspended in a single beam of moonlight as Ethan helped me to my feet and helped me back into my dress.

“That’s all you get,” Ethan said. “She’s mine for the rest of the night.”

“A lot longer than that I hope,” I said. His friends laughed, but I still linked my arm in Ethan’s, needing his stance to keep me upright. “But how about one more drink for the road?”

“I’m buying!” his friends said in unison, and as they walked off I found Ethan’s ear.

“You can have whatever you want,” I promised. “I haven’t felt this good in… well maybe ever.” That brought a smile to his face, and we were nearly back inside the bar when I spied Beatrice on her next round of shots. Even she wouldn’t make my moves, and I smiled at my dirty little secret when a familiar voice spun my head around.

“Annie?”

Matt was there with a puppy dog stare and a clenched jaw. He grunted at Ethan before fixing his eyes on mine.

“Annie, I… can we just talk, baby?” he pleaded.

“Matt, there’s nothing to talk about,” I insisted.

“I fucked up,” he continued. “I get that. But we’ve been through too much to---”

“You want me to get rid of him, Annie?” Ethan asked.

“You and what army, asshole!” Just like that, his friends appeared in the doorway with our drinks in their hands. Matt audibly gulped, and I savored the feeling that I had an actual army at my back. My legs were wobbly, but I stepped to Matt and faintly patted his cheek.

“Your little girl let you down?” I asked.

“She… I mean it wasn’t the same at her parents’ house.” That elicited a laugh from my small crowd, and I inched toward his ear and lowered my voice to a pale whisper.

“Here’s hoping you’ll find someone that will be content with the backseat of your car,” I said. “Because you’re not going to darken my door ever again.” Turning my back for what I hoped would be the last time I snatched a drink from the blonde’s hand and downed it in one swig. Ready to return to the bar and see where the rest of this night might take me, I paused at the sound of Ethan’s voice.

“You have no idea what you passed up, kid,” he told Matt. Leaving my ex in the dust, Ethan’s arm surrounded my waist, and I walked back into the dim lights as I snuggled into his neck with a smile.

“Thank God for long weekends,” I said. He winked as he kissed the top of my head.

“A gift we won’t waste.”


21. Taking One for the Team: My Gangbang with the Baseball Team by Ellie North

The time had finally come for me to take matters into my own hands. By this I mean my life. My father is the current owner of one of the biggest teams in history. The problem is he controls my whole life. Everything in it is up to him. Now it is my turn to do what I want and take what I want. What I want is Jase Michaels. We come up with a plan to get me out from under my father’s thumb. Blackmail. I soon find out however that there’s more to Jase than I though and the players of the team. When my simple blackmail plan turns into a full blown gangbang.

I have had enough. My father watched everything I did. He told me where I could go and what I could and couldn’t do. Yes, he was a famous man, but I didn’t choose this life. My father was the owner to one of the most famous baseball teams in the league. I was to be the good little girl. Who cared if I knew more about the game then most of the men on the league itself. I wasn’t allowed anywhere near the office when meetings were held.

My father refused to even think of me being with any of the players either. At 22, I was to stay in the shadows and get his coffee when he wanted it. I had decided long ago that he knew what was best for me, but that was before I met Jase. He was a player on the team, but not just any player. He was MVP. He was sexy as hell and had a way about him that made you want to come back for more and more. He could have any girl he wanted, and he had set his sights on me.

After two weeks of hiding and keeping the secret from my father, my father found out and went off the deep end. Now he was threatening to trade him. Dumb move for him I know but he didn’t think so. With Jase out of the way, he was back to controlling every move I made. Well after diving into Jase’s life and the lifestyle he was accustomed to I found myself wondering about what went on in the locker room. I learned more about sex in two weeks than my whole 22 years before that.

I made my decision. I wouldn’t let him trade Jase. I devised a plan with Jase and the other guys. There were five of them total from the team. They were the top players in not only our team but the league. If my father got rid of them, then it would be suicide to his team and his business. I wouldn’t give him a choice. I would sleep with them all. If just for once to show my father that I would have it my way and that he would no longer control me or my life.

I smiled as I saw Jase walk from the locker room. Behind him were some of the best players on the team. Four of them to be exact and Jase would be number five. I could do this right? I took a deep breath and calmed my nerves. My heart was beating so fast I was sure that it was going to fly right out of my chest then and there, but it didn’t. Instead, it kept beating telling me that this was real.

“So where are we going?”  Damon asked.

“Locker room?” I asked with wide eyes. I looked over the men. I didn’t really know what I was doing, but I knew that they did. I could see it in their eyes. Damon was tall. He was the only one that was black but he was also the most dominant of all. I had heard of their lifestyle. At least the rumors anyway. I also heard many tales from my younger sister.

Leila was anything but subtle when she spoke of the men on the team. My sister wasn’t a whore, but she wasn’t afraid of her sexuality either. Her words were to enjoy myself. Every girl should have at least one gangbang to brag about before she got too old to enjoy it. I felt my blood rush to my head then as Damon’s eyes looked over my body. My skin seemed to burn everywhere he looked then. I felt a shiver race up me then, and I took a deep breath. Someone coughed beside him drawing my attention. Josh Gates stood there smiling at me. He was the baby of the group. The one fresh out of training. He looked over me greedily, and I suddenly felt naked in my jean skirt and tank top.

“Let’s just take this to the bathroom. There’s a camera pointing right at it. That will give you just what you need.” I watched Jase’s eyes coast over me. I had heard of the things that he liked. He liked to watch. I was thankful that he wasn’t jealous like some of the other men I had been with. I sighed when he took my hand and led me down the hall to the bathroom that he spoke of. I did as he said and walked into the porcelain laden room.

“Off with the clothes sweetheart.”

I looked up at Damon. I felt my mouth go dry at the way he was smiling at me then. His voice seemed to be a little deeper as well, and it sent chills down my spine in pleasure. I watched as he twirled his finger telling me to turn around. I was now facing the mirror, and I took a deep breath as Jase came up behind me. His hands curled into the bottom of my shirt, bunching it up as he slowly pulled it up over my head and handed it to someone behind him. I sucked in another breath as his hands dropped to the button on the tight jean skirt.

My heartbeat was booming in my head over and over as his hands slid against my sides and pushed the skirt off of me.

“Step.” I slowly stepped from it and scared, I looked at him through the mirror. He came up behind me then, and his hands cupped my breasts through the sheer fabric of my bra. “Look sweetheart. They are all watching what I am doing to you. Someone lock the door.”

I watched as the largest man of all did his bidding. I heard the latch on the door, closing me in the room with all five very masculine men. Their eyes were all on me then, and I looked from one to the other. Damon stood to my right and Levi was to my left. I peeked over at him then. His face was void of any emotion as he glanced at me. Levi was the smart ass of the bunch.

“You sure you want to do this? There’s no turning back after this.”

I felt the bravado come back to me then as I turned to look at him square in the eye. “I have never been more sure of anything in my life.”

I heard the clucking sound of his tongue on the roof of his mouth as he cocked his head to the side and gave me a look of knowing. “Daddy won’t be happy with his little princess if you fuck us all.” His eyebrows rose as he looked at me then. I wanted more than anything to slap the smile off his face. “Watch it, darling. You may not like the outcome if you follow through with what you’re thinking.”

“And how do you know what I’m thinking?”

He stepped closer to me then, and I felt the cool air come across my ass as Jase stepped back. It was almost as if he was giving Levi the space he needed. The heat seemed to radiate off of his body and into mine then. I wasn’t going to be intimidated. At least I wouldn’t let him think that I was. I looked up into his dark brown eyes and felt my body shiver in delight as he gave me an intimidating look. “I see it in your eyes. I also know that you are not ready for what I could give you. It would be too much.”

“Cocky much?” My resolve began to crumble a little when he gave me a sexy grin. It was the same one that had panties dropping like flies. He was one of the sex magnets in baseball. I continued to watch him and jumped when his hand caressed my cheek.

“I don’t need to be cocky honey. I have everything to make your pussy cum like you could never imagine. I will have my dick so far inside you that you will do nothing but scream for me. When I take you and yes I said when, your sweet pussy will clench tight whenever you see me again. You will think of nothing but how cocky I am because my dick is that good. That will not be all, however. I will give you things that you have never imagined. Believe me.”

I couldn’t breathe. It was like the breath had been taken straight from my lungs. I felt someone come up behind me then.

“Breathe love. He is intimidating, but Levi knows what he is doing.” I felt Jase behind me then, and the clasp to my bra unhooked and fell to the floor. My eyes scanned the mirrors then. Every man standing there looked at me. Actually, they weren’t just looking at me. They were devouring me with their eyes. It was liberating. I felt sexy and feminine and wanted. I felt Jase slide my panties slowly down my legs then, and his lips coasted down my spine. I sucked in another breath when his teeth sank into my ass cheek. The pain was electrifying and sent a spark straight to my pussy which gushed with need. His hands slowly rose up the sides of my body then. “Open your legs. Wide.”

I swallowed the large lump that formed in my throat again and did what he said. I looked into the mirror and watched as the men all seemed to migrate closer to me. They were all close enough that I felt the heat coming from their bodies, yet they seemed so far away. I couldn’t touch any of them. “Jase?” I looked up at him then. I suddenly felt like I was going to faint.

“It’s too fast. Everyone back up.” I looked up at Damon in gratitude. “I don’t think this is the right place. Maybe we should all go to my house. I have three spare rooms that everyone can sleep in tonight. That was we can take our time.”

“But I need the video.” My eyes grew wide then as I looked from one of them to the next. “That’s the whole point in this isn’t it?” I looked from one of them to the next and could tell that none of them were buying it.

“Is that the only reason really?” I looked up at Damon as he asked and bit my lower lip. I worked it between my teeth slowly as I tried to decide what to tell him. I wanted it. I know I did. I tried to tell myself just be honest. Not just with them but with the feelings, I was having, but I couldn’t’ say a word. All I could do is look up at him and shake my head in denial. “I didn’t think it was honey. It’s alright. We will put one of our jerseys on you so you walk out naked practically with all of us in tow. Shawn will get a copy of the tape. Come on.” I watched as he pulled his jersey from his body. “Hands up.” I did as he said and felt the fabric slide against my sensitive nipples making me moan. I looked up at his wink then and couldn’t help but smile. I walked out then with him and Jase holding my hands and the other three behind us. “Act natural but make sure you look up at the camera so that they get a good look at your beautiful face.” I did just as he said when we passed and continued to walk on until I saw that we were reaching Jase’s truck.

It only took us ten minutes to reach Damon’s home. I wasn’t surprised to see them all trailing in behind us. There were all five of them there. Damon was one of the only ones that had a house. Some of the guys stayed there more than they stayed at their own homes, or at least that’s what I had heard anyway.

I followed them all into the house and then accepted the beer that Damon handed me. I smiled my thanks as I took a long swallow.

“Slow down little one. We will take this as slow as you need to but I will not have you drunk when we do this.” I looked up at Damon’s words. He seemed to be taking over, and I looked to Jase, who nodded at me then. “Come with me honey.” I took Damon’s hand and let him lead me into the back bedroom. Jase came in behind us and then Levi. I stood there and looked around at the most dominant men on the team. Their eyes were hooded as they looked at me and I saw the desire in them. “Take off your clothes and get on the bed.”

My eyes widened at his demand, and I felt the panic rise up then. Could I do this? My eyes then met Damon’s dark ones before moving on to Jase’s. I held his gaze as I slipped from the large jersey. I stood in nothing but a little pair of lace panties. My hands slid them down my legs and still holding Jase’s eyes I backed up into the bed. I could see the desire in his eyes. It was different from the time we had sex. I knew he had just got done watching porn, but I had no idea how much it really did turn him on. I slowly backed myself up until I sat on the bed.

I felt the softness of the bed as I laid back and tried to still my breathing. I needed to keep my breathing steady if this was going to work. I couldn’t let go of the control I had over my reaction. I didn’t want to make a complete fool of myself. I soon found out that Damon would make me lose control over and over again.

“Levi grab her wrists. Jase and Shawn her ankles.” I gasped then when I realized that all five men were in the room with me, and I was sprawled out naked on the bed in front of them.

“I don’t think this is very fair.” I heard the tremble in my voice as much as I felt it.

“Do you trust me, Becca?”

I looked up into Damon’s eyes then and knew the answer. “Yes.” It was true. I did trust him. I didn’t know him very well, but something inside me said that he wouldn’t hurt me or let anyone else hurt me.

“Good. Now close your eyes little one.”

I did as he said just as I felt Levi’s thumbs caress the inside of my wrists and the same was done to my ankles. I moaned when I felt someone’s hands cover my breasts, pressing my nipples into their palms.

“You have such gorgeous tits, Becca. I want to suck your nipples so bad.” It was Josh’s voice, and I knew that he was caressing my breasts then.

“Yes.” I didn’t have to say anything else before I felt his mouth cover my nipple and suck it deep into his mouth. He moved to the other and then back again. Over and over he switched from one to the other. I moaned deeply as I felt someone else kiss down my stomach. I felt two hands spread my pussy wide open as someone licked the long length of my pussy, causing me to buck off the bed in ecstasy. “Oh, oh.”

“Just relax.” It was Damon’s voice, and I knew that it was his mouth on me then. His tongue swirled around my clit before lightly pinching it with his hand. I felt the spark shoot within me at the sensation. I was gasping for breath as Josh continued to suck on my nipples and Damon’s mouth devoured my pussy. I knew that I was dripping then. “Have you ever had anyone here?” His finger pressed against my ass lightly.

“Once. Not good. Hurt.”

“Hmmm. You will like it this time. I promise.”

My eyes shot open as I stared at him. “This time?”

“Oh yes, honey. I am going to fuck this sweet little pussy and then Levi will fuck you in the ass. We will each fill you up, and you will love every minute of it.”

I didn’t know if I believed him but I couldn’t think about it as he pushed a finger into my ass and began probing me. He slipped a second finger and then a third finger into my ass as his other hand slipped into my pussy. I felt sensations that I had never felt before then. My mind couldn’t think. All I could do is feel, and it felt really good. Something was building within me, and I whimpered when I felt him remove his hands. There was a feeling of loss, of incompleteness then and I rolled my head to the side then and felt something push against my pussy.

“Just relax.” I looked up at Levi, who was now holding my hands with one hand and caressing along my neck and face with the other. Before I could say anything else he bent down and kissed me. His mouth was soft at first as he kissed me long and slow. His tongue was circling my mouth. I felt Damon begin to push inside me then. He was big, really big. I gasped as the slight uncomfortable feeling of him stretching me wide to accommodate his large size. I gasped into Levi’s mouth then. When Damon began to move inside me, Levi mimicked his movements with his tongue in my mouth. It was just a few minutes later that I felt the orgasm building again. I moaned again and broke free of the kiss, trying to gasp for air at the feeling inside me.

I felt Damon pull from me then, and I was being lifted. I didn’t know where and I looked around. I felt the cool liquid on my ass, and I stiffened slightly when I realized what was going to happen next. I felt someone’s hands there moving in and out of my ass adding a finger each couple of thrusts until there were at least three fingers in me. I felt my body being lowered and I opened my eyes to see Damon in front of me just as my body closed over his cock again.

“Put your arms around my neck now little one.”

I did as he said and felt him slide in deeper. I gasped at the sensation and then I felt someone come up behind me, but as I looked back, I saw that it was Jase and not Levi. I looked around to see Levi at the end of the bed watching. Josh and Shawn were on either side of me and had their heads bents, grasping my nipples with their lips and teeth. I moaned as Jase pushed inside me slowly. There was a slight burn then, and I whimpered with the pain, but it subsided quickly and then with my eyes barely open I stared at Levi as both men began to move inside me. He watched me, intently. I bit my lower lip then and groaned. Levi was an ass most of the time, and he was cocky, but I wanted it all. I wanted him as well.

“Levi?”

“Yes, pet?” His words were gruff, and my eyes looked down to where he was rubbing the front of his boxers. His cock was hard, and he was trying to keep his exposure.

“Help me. My mouth.”

His eyes twinkled at my words, and he didn’t need to be told twice as he made his way to the bed. Jase and Damon were fucking me, filling me with cock as Levi lowered his boxers and prodded my lips with his cock.

“Take it in slowly.”

I opened my mouth and did as he said, taking him slowly into my mouth. I felt Damon and Jase continue to fuck me faster and harder. I screamed with my second orgasm of the night. Levi pet my hair.

“Fucking hot. That is sexy as hell.” I felt both men who were cradling my body stiffen as they both hit their peak and groaned. I didn’t even have time to think as they were replaced with the other two men. My body was cradled in the arms of all these men, and it was almost more than I could bare.

“Oh god.” It didn’t take long for Josh or Shawn to yell with their orgasms. Levi was still slowly fucking my mouth and then smiling he held my head tight. I sighed when I prepared myself for what was next. He thrust into my mouth a couple more times before I emptied himself into my mouth. I felt it slide down my throat, and all I could do was swallow and swallow some more until he was finished.

He bent down and kissed me slowly. “Next time I will fuck you in your pussy and then I will cum in your ass sweetheart. Then you will know what I was talking about earlier. Just remember that.”

“Next time?” I looked around then and realized that Josh and Shawn were both gone. Jase and Damon were lounging on the bed in their boxers again.

“We aren’t done yet honey, but your body needs the rest. Go to sleep and I will see you in the morning.” He kissed me again and stood. Picking up his boxers, he left the room slowly. I still couldn’t believe what had happened as I watched him walk from the room. Did I really just do that. My body said I did as I felt myself become sore. I forgot that the other two men were still there, and I groaned.

“Come on honey. You need some rest. Let’s get you into the bed.”

I turned to see Jase and Damon patting the spot between then in the bed and stretching lazily I climbed up the bed in the spot. I felt Damon tuck my feet and legs under the cover right before I fell to sleep.

I woke to the smell of bacon, my favorite. I slowly made my way from the bed, taking the route how I had climbed up in the bed the night before. Damon and Jase had woken me again in the middle of the night to take me again, and I had three more orgasms. I shook my head in disbelief. I had been lucky to have one orgasm a night before and last night I had 6. I didn’t know why but I felt liberated now.

I made my way to the kitchen to find Levi there. He turned as though he knew I was there and smiled. I began to believe that his cockiness was all show and not real. He must have read my thoughts again, something he tended to do quite often, and he made his way over to me. Without a word, he lifted me up onto the counter. I wore one of Damon’s shirts with nothing on underneath it.

I felt his hand slide up my leg then. “As much as I would love to spread your thighs wide and fuck that sweet pussy, we have practice today, and the guys are all laying around like they did. If I recall, you took more last night then any of them.”

“Yeah.”

“And look at you. Up and about like nothing is wrong. How sore are you?”

“I am ok.” I felt his hand grip my thigh painfully then.

“Don’t lie to me.” His eyes narrowed as he looked down at me. It was the sexiest thing I ever saw.

“I’m not. Really. I am a little sore especially in certain places, but I will be alright.”

He continued to look at me through hooded eyes then. “Good.” His lips dropped to mine then, and I realized then that other than Jase, he was the only one that I had kissed. I moaned into his mouth, and I glared at him when he chuckled. “You are a wanton little thing aren’t you?”

“I am not?” I didn’t know if I was angrier or shocked. I looked down at the floor then. I felt his fingers lift my chin then.

“I never said that being wanton is a bad thing. You are a beautiful woman Becca with an amazing body. You should enjoy yourself and be as wanton as you want. Sex is natural. Don’t think for one minute that makes you less attractive. If anything it is the total opposite. Most women wouldn’t have been able to do what you did last night and some of the ones who could wouldn’t have enjoyed it as much as you did. Be proud of that. You were amazing. You will continue to be. You know that I am far from done with you. I don’t know if I ever will be. Just because you are Jase’s girl does not mean that you aren’t special to the rest of us as well sweetheart.”

“Why?”

“Why what?”

“Why do you all want me?”

“Some of us it’s because we thought it would never happen. You are out of our league sweetheart.” I opened my mouth to object, but he held his hand up then. “I did not mean that in a bad way. You are just the owner’s daughter and special. The rest of us like Damon and Jase and myself know that you need more. We also know that we are the ones that can give it to you and we will.”

“Oh. Ok.” I felt my cheeks flush. I thought it would be awkward, but it wasn’t as the guys began to file in one at a time then. They all acted normal and went about their day. As I looked at the three men that were left though I knew that there was a whole lot more in store for me.


22. Jennifer's Revenge: Gangbang Revenge Sex on My Husband by Lora Lane

Who doesn't love having a husband that is so successful that there is no need to worry about money or time together since he is always working? Well, me for one. Recently my constant frustration with my husband constantly being at the office took on an entirely different look. It turns out that he hasn't only been working on work at work but also some ditsy blonde slut named April. When I found out just exactly what he was doing, I didn't know exactly what to do. When the perfect revenge came to mind, I knew it was going to be something as naughty as it would be awesome. Boy, was I ever right.

If someone asked me whether I would rather be happily married or filthy rich, I wouldn't really know how to answer them. See, I have been both happily married and at least what most consider rich for the better part of the last decade. Sam and I haven't always been happy in our seven years of marriage, but we have been pretty steady most of the time. He was at the top of the company he now is the owner of when I met him so the fact that our successful lifestyle meant sacrificing a lot of time together has just always been normal.

Do I like being happily married? Sure, I do. Do I like not having to worry about money? Of course, I do. Who wouldn't? Recently this question took on a new face however, and I found myself really wondering how much work should have to go into a strong marriage. Where is that breaking point of no return? Do I like the money well enough that I will work on the marriage even after finding out that I had been betrayed by my supposedly loving husband? In the end, it really came down to one main question. Did I love Sam enough to stick around after I found him screwing his secretary at the office?

Yes, Sam, my beloved husband of seven years who has always professed his undying love for me decided that he needed a little extra loving at the office not so long ago. I would love to say that it was obvious when it started, but it wasn't. He has always been distant during the busy season at work so that was nothing new. The higher stress levels during those times usually mean that he stays exhausted so the sex between us has always suffered in those months. This time was just like all those others when he had spent so much time at work. Only one little tiny thing gave him away.

I called his office late one evening when he was working on something of drastic importance. No matter how busy he was, he always at least answered the phone long enough to tell me that he needed to call me back. This night he didn't. It wasn't a huge deal. We only needed bread and milk from the store so I got revenge by making his exhausted ass go out for it after he came home. He swore that he just hadn't heard the phone ring and assured me it wouldn't happen again. I should have known something was wrong by how agreeable he was about the late night grocery trip.

Then it did happen again, and again, and again. At last, I called up there at a fairly normal time, and a female answered the phone. She introduced herself as April, Sam's new secretary. Now, as the wife of the boss, I knew all of his employees, well at least I knew when he hired someone new. Why then, I asked myself, had my beloved Sam forgotten to mention hiring some sultry voiced secretary named April? It was very suspicious, so I did something I wasn't very proud of but found out that I'm very good at. I sneaked up to the outside of his bottom floor office window and peeked inside on one of those nights he refused to answer the phone.

She had red hair and a tan; the bitch. Who has that combination naturally? The fact that Sam knew whether or not she died her hair made my face burn like someone lit me on fire. She is a hot little slut, I'll admit that much. A few inches over five feet and a plump but curvy body went well with her cock-shaped mouth, I suppose. If it sounds like I'm still pissed off, its just because its a bad memory. At the time I went through all of the normal emotions. I guess they are normal for someone who finds out their husband is cheating on them.

First I wanted to kill them both, and if I'd had a grenade in my hand, I would have used it without the slightest doubt. So, it's a good thing I didn't. By the time he got home that night I had decided the marriage was over, then that I should give him the chance to explain and finally that he didn't deserve a chance to fucking explain. The only thing, I decided, that he deserved was to have the entire thing shoved right into his big stupid handsome face with an enormous dose of revenge. At the time I had no idea what I was going to do to get revenge, so I enjoyed torturing his idiotic ass when he walked into the bedroom.

“Hello, dear,” I smiled as I stared at the computer screen across the bed from me, “How was your day at work?”

“Hi, pumpkin,” he said with a sigh, “It was busy as usual. What are you watching?”

I motioned to the computer screen where the video of the two people having lusty sex on the desk at his office was playing out loud, “This? Oh, it's this video of two people having sex on your desk at work. One is a slutty redhead and one is about to have his balls force fed to him by his much hotter and much sexier wife.” His face got red so fast it looked like a scene from an old cartoon. I put my hand up to stop any defense he might me planning, but he spoke up anyway.

“Shit,” his hand ran through his hair, “When I find which one of those bastards filmed me, it's their ass.”

“I think you're missing the point dear,” I said. “You are the asshole who cheated on his wife. Why would you just assume it was one of the guys that works for you who filmed it anyway?”

“Oh, they're always talking about how hot you are and how they want to get in good with the boss’ wife. They don't know I hear a lot of what they say out there in the shop, but they want to do all kinds of crazy shit to you just because you're so damn hot. I know it was one of them.”

“Well you're wrong you ass,” I stood and strutted over to him, “It was me! That's right. I wondered why you continued to not answer your phone lately and then when I heard the red headed slut answer the phone and introduce herself as an employee you hadn't told me you hired, I decided to check it out for myself. Lucky me I showed up just in time to catch the passion from outside your window.”

“You spied on me?” Sam asked in anger.

I reared back and slapped the holy hell out of him, and when he turned around shocked, I slapped his face again. The next time he turned around he wasn't as angry, but I still slapped his face a third damn time. Finally the next time he turned around I put my finger into his face, “Listen to me you bastard. You have got the hottest wife on the block. Look at me? A few inches short of model height with a trim body that has all natural curves and long brown hair. What in the hell do you see in that slut that I don't have? How could you do this to me, Sam?”

He shook his head and couldn't answer so I answered for him, “It's because she is so slutty isn't it? You've always tried to get me to do slutty stuff like a threesome or something like that, and I always refuse because you're the only man for me. So you go and find this bitch, and she'll let you and everyone else poke it for a dollar and two quarters. Is that what you want?”

“No,” he said sheepishly, “Listen, darling, I don't know what came over me.”

“Oh, I think it was you who came over her unless I miss my guess,” I shook my head and started pacing around the room. At last, something he said came back through my mind like a shot and suddenly I knew exactly what I wanted to do. I turned to look at him with a solid, stunning stare and slowly and quietly said, “Okay, you want to play by those rules?”

“Oh, shit,” he said knowingly, “I know that look. Jennifer, don't do something crazy just because I'm an idiot. I'm sorry okay! Isn't that good enough? We'll get counseling. I'll fire the redhead and only hire guys from now on. Whatever I can do to stop whatever is going through your mind, I will do.”

I wrinkled my nose, “What the devil are you talking about Sam? How could you know what might be going through my little mind? Don't worry yourself peachy,” I walked towards the bedroom door and blew him a kiss, “You couldn't stop me if you tried. That look in your eyes tells the true story. You know you can't stop me. I guess maybe you should have thought about what I might do before you stuck willy-nilly there where he doesn't belong. Now,” I turned and left him standing there, “Its time for revenge.”

He tried to stop me, running after me and calling for me to listen to reason. It was pathetic really because he knew it was too late. That look he saw in my eyes of calm and cool calculation told him that it was over. Whatever decision I was trying to make, when that expression greeted him, Sam knew the conversation was finished.

As soon as I got in my car and started calmly driving around the block, my mind started clearing of all of the stress that I had been carrying. I have always been someone who refused to get behind the wheel of a car either drunk or angry and this time was no different. This wasn't time to worry about what I was going to do. No, I already knew what I was going to do. It was time for the planning and planning was always more fun on a late night drive.

All in all the scheme wasn't difficult to put together. For starters, I have known the admin email address that Sam uses to send out company wide emails for a long time as well as the password that goes with it. I simply logged on to that account and sent a short but stern email out to five guys who I handpicked from the company photo. It was easy to understand and straight to the point. There was an impromptu meeting that each of them were required to attend after work the next day. I signed it with Sam and my last name and readied myself to shove Sam's betrayal right into his face.

I started the next day as normal as I could with Sam. He knew something was up because of the way I was loving and calm and even tried to call me on it. He failed miserably of course. There was nothing he could do to derail my revenge, and I had made sure of that, even making sure that he had a meeting three hours away for that evening. When I lovingly gave him a kiss on the cheek and told him that I hoped he had a good day, he shook his head and begged me to tell him what was going on.

I smiled and patted his cheek, “I don't know what you're talking about pumpkin sweet cheeks. Now run along. I know you have another busy day ahead of you. Oh, and do tell April that it was nice to talk to her the other day.” He stared at me in confusion, and I whispered, “That's the red headed bimbo sluts name.”

“I know that!” he said in frustration, “Please don't do something crazy Jenn. We can work this out.”

“Work what out?” I asked innocently.

“Christ!” he yelled as he walked towards the door, “I have to go, but this isn't over okay? We can talk through this. I'll see you later.”

“Have a nice day, dear,” I said as he shut the door behind him and then I waited for a minute until I heard his jeep drive away before I removed my robe. Underneath was a set of black skimpy lingerie that framed my body just perfectly while staying hidden under the sundress I was about to put on over it. When my full dress ensemble was ready, I started my day.

First I made a stop by the office and made Sam sick with frustration while making the unsuspecting shop guys drool after me. It was really the perfect set up even if I do say so myself. I made sure to speak with the red headed slut before leaving Sam a snack in a brown sack like he was a moronic school boy or something. Seriously, I outdid myself and then some.

When I left the office, I merely went home to rest until it was time for the big meeting. The five guys that were expecting something in the way of a big business meeting with Sam were about to get a stunning surprise. I drove up in my hot little white sports car and got out, checking the shop as I walked. It was empty as it should be before a big meeting after hours. Nobody was working overtime, and the guys who had been invited to the meeting would have been expected to shower, put on clean clothes and wait in the office just like they did before any important get together.

I stepped through the door, and each one of them stared at me for at least thirty seconds before turning away or whistling or making some other sounds of which I am still uncertain. Thankful that the slut had already left as well, I paced through the office and placed my purse down before turning to face each of them. “I would guess that each of you is surprised by me having called this meeting instead of Sam.” They nodded, and I added, “Well, there is a great explanation. Sam is fucking the new secretary.”

Three of them were shocked that I said it, one shook his head and grunted disapprovingly, and the last one said, “I knew it. He didn't need a secretary anyway. Didn't I tell you guys?” One of them slugged him in the shoulder, and he glanced quickly at me, “Oh, sorry, forgive me.”

“Guys, I am not some scared little girl. I completely understand what has been happening between the two of them, but I do not plan to cause any trouble for either of them, and I want each of you to promise to keep everything that is said and everything that happens here tonight a secret. If you utter a word about any of this to Sam or the secretary or anyone, I swear you'll be looking for work next week. I'm a powerful woman, you understand.”

They each nodded, and I got a few, “Yes ma'ams.”

“Great, so are you all ready for what is about to happen?”

They looked at each other, and one of them nervously asked, “Uh, that kind of depends Jennifer, I mean, Miss Jennifer. What is about to happen?”

I reached down and grabbed the bottom of my dress and pulled it off over my head then glared at them full of confidence in my body and in their desire for me, “You are all about to help me get revenge on my husband.”

“Whoa!” one yelled.

“Fuck yes we will!” another said.

“Hey, you mean all of us at once? You do mean we are fucking right?”

That guy got punched in the chest, and one of them said, “Don't fuck up the mood, Jack. Miss Jennifer, where do you want us?”

I nodded with a smile at the level of control they were giving me and enjoyed the idea that I was about to give it all back over to them. “Any of you ever take part in a gangbang before?”

One of them ripped his shirt off and yelled, “Holy shit.”

“I have,” a big guy in the front said.

With a finger pointed towards him, I said, “What's your name?”

“Jerry,” he said with a proud smirk.

“You're in charge Jerry,” I reached back and removed my bra and let it fall to the floor, “Take me.” I thought my move might have been too dramatic or that it would cause him to pause, but he didn't miss a single beat. Jerry stepped forward and lifted me. My mood was already a little hot and bothered, but when he took me up into his strong arms and kissed me with his hungry lips, I went into overdrive, kissing him back full on the lips. He gently placed me on the desk that had been behind me and began to quickly take his clothing off as the others behind him followed his lead. I rubbed my breasts together and really let the way they were looking at me take me away into the moment. Sure, this was about revenge, but that didn't mean that I couldn't damn well enjoy it.

Jerry pulled my panties off of me and positioned his big cock between my legs. Some part of me realized that this was the absolute last chance for me to turn back and decide not to take this type of revenge. It was but a passing vapor. My thighs spread out wide, and I readied for Jerry to be the first to take me just the way he had probably always wanted to. His shaft slid slowly inside of me, stretching my pussy out as he pushed. I began to nod and moan my approval as he braced himself on the desk while pushing farther inside of me. He grunted and reached one of his hands to pay attention to my breasts as well. My pussy began to moisten even as his movements became easier and faster.

As his pace increased, both of us started to get into it more, and I panted towards the guys behind him. Two of them saw my face and understood exactly what I wanted. Suddenly in addition to Jerry’s increasingly quick and hard movements inside of me, I had two more sets of hands dancing all over my body. I felt hot, dirty and sexy all at the same time. I felt like a princess and like a slut, like a queen and like a servant girl pleasuring the kings men. All of it was so intense that I could already feel an orgasm building distantly inside of me.

Just as I was about to beg for Jerry to go harder and even faster inside of me, he stepped to one side, and someone else stood in between my thighs. Somehow the fact that I didn’t know the man’s name made it that much hotter. He, like the others I had chosen to be there that night, had been so transparent with his desire for me that his boss, my husband, knew all about it. Now he was getting his chance to have his way with me, and he was clearly excited about it.

My eyes grew wide as I saw his cock. It was bigger and seemed to be throbbing more than Jerry’s had been. Where Jerry had been easy at first and slowly increased his pace too quick, this man slammed his hips into mine with a fever the very first thrust and only got harder and faster with each time his body hit mine. He lifted one of my thighs up to his shoulder and made the fit even tighter, and I began to yell my pleasure towards the ceiling.

It was so mind numbing that I hadn’t even noticed the hands that were all over my chest but to be sure it was increasing my pleasure by the moment. The slap of his hips to mine began to be so powerful that I could feel my ass getting more red, so loud that it was drowning out the moaning going on inside the room. My orgasm that had been building but far off was now right near overcoming me. Then he pulled out and moved to one side. I panted and stared at him, trying to force him with my eyes alone to come back to me.

Instead, another guy came up and smiled as if to tell me that I shouldn’t worry. His shaft wasn’t as large as the last guy, but that didn’t matter too much when each of them knew exactly what they were doing and wanted me so badly. He placed both of my legs up against his chest and shoulders which made the feel just as tight as the last guy. With a slow start that he held inside of me, I got the feeling that he was making me wait on purpose. If he was doing it to drive me crazy for want of him to drill his cock into me, it was working very well.

“Come on!” I yelled as my hips slid and tried to pump themselves onto his bulk, “Fuck me!”

He smiled, “Yes ma’am.”

With those words, he pulled back and started pounding his cock into me. While he wasn’t quite as hard as the last guy, he was faster and rougher. My already tender ass was forcing me to yelp in a little pain now and then, but it only added to the pleasure of the entire moment. Now there were at least four sets of hands somewhere on me at the same time though I couldn’t see them because my eyes were cinched closed.

Whether his pace kept his time short or time was flying now that I was so deeply into the moment, I couldn’t tell, but he shortly moved away from me, and the fourth of them took up position in front of me. He didn’t even give me time to see anything of his shaft, only rushed inside of me and began to pound me wonderfully. My mind was in a haze as they used me to their own ends and I loved every single moment of it. What had started as something that was only to get back at Sam was turning into the best sexual experience of my life.

Quickly he moved over to one side, and the fifth guy took up position and began to quickly pound me as well. I was sweating in the heat of the moment and my first orgasm slammed across me right at the apex of one of his more powerful thrusts. “Yes!” I yelled in exhaustion, “I’m cumming! Fuck me so good!”

Even as I yelled that and other things that didn’t make a lot of sense, I knew that I was so into what was going on that I might even be saying things that I wasn’t even aware of, but I didn’t care. Not long after that, he finished, and they each moved me around. This time, they put me on the floor, and I bent over one of the desks across the room. One of them stood on the other side of the small desktop while another got behind me and a line formed behind each guy. I growled my approval, turned to open my mouth wide for the cock to be shoved in and straddled my legs out wide to accept the guy slamming my pussy from behind.

The feeling of one being slammed into my mouth and towards the back of my throat was unbelievable when combined with the guy slamming me hard from behind. The first guy grabbed my hair and really let me have it, even spanking my ass a few times and drawing a muffled yelp from me. It was quickly too much for my pleasure center to handle and another orgasm slammed across me. My back arched as they moved and I ached for the next ones in line to take their place. With each guy that took up a position, I felt even more pleasure, and I could tell that each of them were getting closer to their climaxes as well. That meant that the switches came faster and faster as a constant line of cocks was being slammed into me from both ends.

There were five of them but at that point, there might as well have been fifty. It felt just that way, and I came three more times before they moved me away from that table and set me down onto one of the guys. I expected his shaft to slam into my widened pussy but instead he was going farther back, for my ass. There was so much cum and sweat on my body that he used that to begin to widen my anus out. Before long he was sliding me down onto his cock, and I would have yelled my pleasure to the mountains if I could have made a sound.

Just when I wondered what the other guys were going to do, they leaned me backwards a bit and another guy leaned over and shoved into my pussy. I had never done double-penetration either of course, and it was even more drastically erotic than the things they had been doing to me before that. I stayed settled anally onto the guy under me while the other guys took turns fucking my pussy so hard and so good. I thought I was going to cry tears of joy at one point but another orgasm stole that emotion from me, and I fell back against the man underneath me.

They switched faster and faster, and I could tell each of them were getting closer to their climax. The guy underneath me patted my ass and lifted me off of him. I sat myself on the floor and stared at each of them hungry for their cocks. Having been doing me anally for so long, the one who had been under me came first on my face. The others I grabbed one at a time and wrapped my mouth around, taking their cum deep into my throat and even swallowing some of it in the process.

When they were all spent, I sat there on the floor and looked around at the scene. There was cum and sweat all over the place, and it brought a smile to my face.

“Oh,” Jerry said, “Don’t worry about the mess. We’ll clean it up.”

“No,” I shook my head, “Leave it. I think it would be pretty fitting if that slut secretary had to clean it in the morning before she is sent job searching.” They laughed and thought that I was kidding but knew shortly that I was deadly serious. I had never done anything like that before obviously so I didn’t really know what to expect after the moments had passed and we were all kind of sitting there naked staring at each other.

“That,” one of them said, “Was fucking amazing. I swear to god I wish I could hold a press conference. I can’t believe we just were with you of all people. Holy shit.” I pointed at him with a wagging finger, and he held his hands up, “Don’t worry. I won’t tell a soul outside of this room about it, and your husband will never find out.”

They each went around assuring me of the same thing, and I nodded my approval while smiling widely. Shortly I left them to their excitement and made my way home so I could get cleaned up and wait for the finale of the night.

I was nude sitting on the couch when Sam got home from his long day of meetings and traveling. He saw me and smiled, probably thinking that me sitting there all ready and willing meant that all was fine and over. Little did he know. We went through the normal stuff as I asked how his day was and waited for him to be the one to breach the subject of me being naked on the couch.

“So,” he grinned as he sat next to me and accepted my feet in his lap, “Does this mean that we are going to work through this stupid shit I did?”

“What’s to work through Sam?” I shrugged, “I was pissed off and wanted to get back at you in the worst way possible. There was nothing you could have done, no amount of money, sweets, jewelry or apologies that you could have given me to make my desire for revenge go away. So, I did the only thing I could do.”

“Oh, fuck,” he said in shock. “You didn’t.”

“Fuck is right sweetheart,” I nodded, “I did, and I mean I really did. I let five of your dirtiest and nastiest shop workers gangbang me all at the same time, and it was incredible. What do you think about that pumpkin?”

At first, he couldn’t handle it at all and ran off half cocked around the room like he wanted to punch something. As he started to calm down, I waited until at last, I was able to get a word through his ramblings. “Now you know how I felt when you did it to me you asshole. You have two choices at this point. If you want to work it out, we can do that. If you want to call it quits because it's okay for you to stray but not me, then fuck you and we’ll be done. I should mention, though,” I cautioned him, “Before you make your decision, that I really liked what I did with those guys tonight. I can’t imagine how great it would be if I were to have you involved in something like that or one of those threesomes you have always wanted me to try. So, what do you say?”

I knew that would get his attention, and it wasn’t a lie. If I could get that much pleasure from a bunch of guys I felt nothing for, I couldn’t imagine how great one of those scenarios he always wanted to try would be. In the end, we both decided to work things out. Though we each felt a renewed connection with each other, we also were both very excited about our future threesomes that we were already trying to plan out. Funny how something so negative can be turned into a positive if you work on it hard enough. That certainly has been the case for Sam and me.


23. My Caribbean Beach Party: Hot Gangbang Sex with Male Strippers by Kaylee Jones

When Brit realizes that her best friend is on the cusp of turning twenty-five and probably getting engaged, she and her friends decide that they should take a girls’ weekend in St. Croix to celebrate the birthday and before one of them is too tied down to have fun.  They live it up island style and end up at a beach party.  When all of her friends bow out of the party early, Brit decides that it’s time for her to have the only kind of fun you can have when you are twenty-five, hot, single, and in the Caribbean.

I had gotten so tired of my bad dates.  They were filled with boring dinners and dull movies and followed by either a dry peck on the cheek or a horrible groping session that ended with me claiming I had an early meeting.  It was a terrible way to spend my free time, and I was done.  My friends just laughed when I described my never-ending string of first dates, but they were all so bad that I did not even pretend like there was going to be any follow up.

I was not even looking for marriage material or even long-term relationship material, just second date material!  I mean, that is not so hard, is it?  That is not so difficult and so out of the realm of possibilities, is it?  I just wanted someone who was worth a little of my time!

My older sister is married with two kids and a third on the way and my older brother has a wedding in the very near future.  Even my best friend thinks she is on the cusp of getting engaged.  You would think that my parents could be happy just to let me be, but nooooo, of course not.  Every family function and holiday has to involve the inevitable interrogation session about who was I seeing, was I seeing anyone serious, why could I not find one decent guy that I wanted to settle down with, when was I planning to start my family.  I try very diligently not to cuss in front of my folks, so I had a hard time not just telling them that all the guys were assholes.

I am barely twenty-five years old, I have no need to settle down any time soon!  My friends totally get it, but then again, why wouldn’t they?  They are in the same boat, for the most part.  Angie, the one that thinks she’s getting in engaged soon, is the only one who might be moving past this stage.  Most of us are just excited for her bachelorette party and her wedding reception party.  We think she’s nuts to settle down this young but to each their one.

One of our mutual friends has started suggesting that since she is not technically engaged yet, we should throw a birthday blowout for her while we are still technically ‘single.'  It really is not a bad idea.  I mean, why save all the fun to the bachelorette party one weekend before the wedding?  When one of us is knee-deep in commitment and can’t have too much fun anymore?  Angie just laughed when Candace proposed the idea and told all of us we just wanted an excuse to get stupid for a night.

“Well?  What’s wrong with that?” I laughed in response.

“Not a damn thing!” Candace retorted.

Angie said she would play along, but I could already tell that she would not really be all-in.  But regardless, we started planning a girls’ birthday weekend in St. Croix.  She was the only one attached to anyone so the rest of us started looking up the best beach locations, even nude, and the wildest bars.  She would just roll her eyes when we brought it up, but we all knew she could not resist coming to at least watch the stupidity.

The weekend before the trip, we all went out shopping together.  We bought all kinds of ridiculous fake flower leis, cheesy tiaras, and the satin sashes.  We spent about $30 at a costume jewelry store, and all walked away with giant glass rings that were supposed to look like engagement rings.  The store next door to the costume jewelry place sold terribly slutty clothes, and we had a ball trying them on.  A couple of us ended up with some very short little skirts and Angie just shook her head.

“Hey, when else am I going to be twenty-five, hot, single, and in the Caribbean?” I felt no shame.

Well, maybe just a touch, but it was very little.

The four of us all took that Friday off work so that we could get a head start on the weekend.  Angie picked us all up one by one, and we headed to the airport.

“Do we wear the costume stuff on the plane?”

“No, doofus, we might actually know someone since it’s flying from home.”  Sometimes Leigh could be a little spacey.

“Oh yeah,” she giggled.

Candace just rolled her eyes, and Angie muttered something about “oh this bodes well.”

We did all sport our giant glass rings just for fun.  They were totally obnoxious, and we loved flashing them around.  The flight was not long and soon we were touching down in the middle of the shining island oasis.  If you have never flown to the Caribbean, it can be startling.  In the daytime, it just appears out of the miles of water.  At night, it is even more spectacular as the whole island is just lit up in the middle of the dark ocean.

It was still relatively early in the day when we got checked in, so we decided to start our vacation with a few fruity drinks by the pool.  Sporting our rings and some skimpy bikinis, it did not take long for the drinks to start appearing.  Some of them even came with very nice looking guys wearing eager grins.  Angie waved them off while the other three of us batted our eyes and giggled away.  After a few hours of sunshine, we all started getting hungry.

“I prefer the man buffet anyway,” Candace tried to avoid going inside.

“Yeah, but if we keep drinking like this we need food,” Angie was the voice of reason.

Reason won out because most of us were starving for actual food, not just tanned well-cut abs.  The buffet looked incredible and we loaded up on salads and sandwiches and cocktail shrimp before carrying the plates back up to the rooms.  Once we were full, the brilliant suggestion of a nap was accepted unanimously, before the nighttime fun began.

****

We all woke up a few hours later, completely groggy and disoriented.  We had closed the drapes to block out that sun reflecting off the ocean water and in the nearly complete darkness, we had no idea what was going on or even what time it was.  Angie groaned as she dragged herself out of bed.

“Can we just call this whole thing off and stay in here and order room service and watch movies?”

I laughed, “No, I didn’t buy a plane ticket to sit in a hotel room on my ass.”

“But it’s a nice room.  Plus… room service…”

I threw a pillow at her as I ducked into the bathroom and slammed the door shut.  The pillow thudded dully against the door when she retaliated.

The shower soon steamed up the bathroom and I shook out my ponytail before stepping under the hot water.  It felt good to rinse off the sunblock and chlorine and my skin felt normal again after I scrubbed and shaved everything from the neck down.  As I rinsed off the last time, I thought I heard the door open.  But there was no other sound so I ignored it.  I let out a pained yelp with the cup of ice water poured down my back.

“What the hell?”

Angie was cackling outside the shower curtain, “Just wanted to make sure you were awake in there, Brit.”

“Oh you’ll get yours, my pretty,” I retorted as I cranked the water off.

Wrapped in a hotel robe with my hair twisted into a towel, I stepped out of the bathroom to find everyone lounging around in our room.

“Didn’t know I was the show tonight,” I wiggled my hips exaggeratedly.

Angie hit me in the face with a pillow, so I pounced on her legs and tickled the hell out of her feet.  I’m surprised her screams did not bring security to our room.  She finally squirmed away and fled to the bathroom.  I laughed out loud when I heard the door lock click into place.

About an hour later, we were all ready and dressed for dinner, each sporting our very own bachelorette ensemble set.  The place was some fancy seafood joint inside the resort.  In addition to several bottles of white wine, we also moaned and ahhh-ed over the crab bisque, Caesar salad, shrimp fettucine, and raspberry sorbet.

“I need another nap,” Angie groaned after we finished all the food.

“We need to get up and moving,” I poked her ribcage, eliciting another squeal.

We paid the tab, and all climbed into a cab.

“To the naked men,” Leigh crowed, clearly having had more than her share of the wine.

The cabbie stared at us through his rearview mirror and pulled away from the curb.

“Where to ladies?”

Candace replied with the address of a nearby beach that offered nighttime entertainment, ‘Buff Bods.'

That name is so horrible, I thought to myself, they better have the best-looking guys on the planet.

The beach itself was a beautiful stretch of white sand, surrounded by tiki torches, little white tents, a stage, and several bars.  Well, it turns out they did have some of the best-looking guys on the planet.  They were pretty unbelievable.  Bulging biceps, flawless six-pack abs, tight asses, and everything.  The ones on stage were wearing very tiny G-strings under their grass skirts, and the ones milling around the sand and behind the bar were wearing tuxedo pants and black bow ties.

Candace whispered something to the host, and he led us to a private little booth thing right next to the stage.  It was a semi-circle with high walls, filled with four individual chairs and a small table.

“You could really get nasty in here without people seeing,” I whispered to Candace as we settled in.

She winked at me, “That’s the whole point.  And there are also the VIP tents if we want.”

“Good lord, what do they do in there?”

“Gimme a few shots and we’ll find out.”

Surprisingly enough, there were a few female waitresses wandering around in tiny tuxedo-type shorts and black bikini tops (made to look like bow ties).

“Why are there waitresses in a naked men place?” Leigh was not the brightest of us.

“Well, some women are more fluid,” Candace said vaguely.

“Oh.  Oh!  Ohhh.” Leigh always caught on eventually.

We got more than our fair share of attention from the male waiters as well as the male dancers.  They flexed their arms and legs and abs, and even waggled their G-strings at us.  We filled all of them with dollar bills.  My fingertips grazed something inside one of the G-strings that I am 99.9 percent certain was not a sock.  After a few hours, we were all past tipsy, even Angie.  When I saw her bite the string of one dancer’s grass skirt, I threw back my head in a gale of giggles.

“Well look at all these little pageant girls,” the voice was unmistakably Australian.

And by the looks of his down-under, I liked the outback.

“How do you ladies feel about a little private dancing?” he pointed to one of the larger VIP tents.

“I’m not sure,” Leigh waffled.

“We’ll take it!” Candace blurted out right over her.

The incredibly hot blonde Australian waved his hand at someone behind our high walls, and suddenly we found ourselves each with a private escort.  They pulled open the white tent flaps and we stepped into a surprisingly large space, carpeted with that indoor/outdoor green carpeting stuff and furnished with four loveseats that all had low armrests and high backs.  This place knew exactly what happened in their VIP tents.

The Australian, still wearing his grass skirt and bow tie, led me to one of the loveseats and gently pushed me to sit down.  When I settled into the soft cushions, I realized that the tent blocked all sights and almost all sounds, except for the music piped in overhead.

As I watched his hips sway and thrust back and forth, my body ached.  It had been months since I had any sort of worthwhile male company, and this flawless specimen in front of me was just a reminder of that.  I smiled nervously up at him, painfully aware of the dampness between my thighs. 

He bent over and whispered in my ear, “It’s okay to touch in here, love.”

****

Still nervous, I just blinked up at him.  He chuckled, took my hand from my lap, and placed it firmly on his stomach.  The cuts and ripples of his tanned abs were warm and smooth and firm.  I was not necessarily aware of touching him so much as feeling the body beneath my hands.  When he started to gyrate his hips again, I think I jumped, suddenly remembering that the muscles were attached to a person.

I looked around the tent at my friends and realized that they looked equally nervous.  Well, most of them did but not Candace.  Candace already had her dancer in her lap with her fingers tugging at the strings of his skimpy underwear.  I shook my head at her and looked back towards my dancer.

With a slight tug on my hand, he drew me into a standing position and started dancing with me in our thumping little corner.  His hands roamed all over my hips and ass and thighs as he pressed my body against his.  He twirled me around and sat down suddenly, pulling me down on his lap.  His thighs were warm and smooth underneath me and the swelling in his groin seemed to be real.  There was a pulse inside it and I could not stop myself from grinding down into him.

His hands slid up and down my outer thighs, creeping higher under my hemline with each pass.  Pretty soon his fingertips were grazing the bottom of my panties and but I was so focused on the bulge pressing into me that I hardly realized how far he had gotten.

I was moving around so much that the spaghetti straps of my little dress were starting to slip off my shoulders.  I was now bouncing my generous cleavage directly in front of his face and I guess he liked the view.  His hands slowly inched up my sides until he had cupped the lower curve of my tits, holding them high and firm.  He buried his tongue in the warm valley of my flesh and slowly slid the straps down.

The cool air tightened my nipples, and I gasped.  I looked around at everyone else, and come to find out Candace and Angie and Leigh were passed out in their little booths.  I looked back down at my sexy Australian.

“Now what?” I asked him quietly, “They’re all asleep!”

He laughed, “Not uncommon, but I’m in no mood for sleep myself…”

I shook my head, making my tits dance and jiggle, “Me neither.”

“Look, my friends are all paid up, do you want some extra company?  One of them left, but I still have two other guys here.”

I looked back at the two who were taking shots from one of the waitresses.  One was shorter, olive-skinned with dark hair and dark eyes.  The other was a gorgeous black man with caramel skin and unbelievable muscle tone.  The blonde underneath me popped his hips upwards to get my attention.

“Well?” he grinned.

“Is that allowed?  I mean… I’ve never…”

“It’s pretty much a free-for-all in here, within reason,” he rolled one tight little rosebud nipple in his fingers to keep my attention where it should be.

“Wh-What did you have in mind?”

My dress had fallen down to my waist, and the Australian buried his hands down the back, letting his nails rake across outside of my silk panties.  He pulled my hips downward as he thrust up, grinding his stiff cock into the wet spot of my panties.  I slid myself along the length of his clothed cock, marveling at the firmness and the thickness of him.

“I guess that all depends on how you’ll let us play,” his accent was only furthering the wetness between my thighs.

One hand briefly left my hip and within moments, I felt the other two guys nuzzling up behind me.  They each took one of my hands and pressed it against the swelling under their own G-strings.

“You boys seem eager,” I grinned up at each of them in turn.

I squeezed each cock lightly, loving the way they moaned and squirmed for me.  My Australian was still rubbing me against his own cock, and my wetness had now soaked both my underwear and his.  When I looked down, I could see the outline of a very hard and very thick cock, ready to burst free from its confines.

I dropped the olive-skinned man’s cock and slipped my free hand between our bodies.  A light squeeze on the cock that was teasing my pussy and the Australian was rolling his eyes and groaning.

“Well, boys, let’s see what we have to work with…”

The two standing next to me slowly peeled off their G-string, letting their stiff dicks bob free.  The olive-skinned man had a short but thick one, with low-hanging heavy balls and the black man had a lovely long shaft, slightly thinner, but nice tight balls underneath.

I slowly stroked each one, looking back and forth between them.  They were both trying very hard to stand still while I played with them, but their hips would jerk every so often.  I moved my fists slowly up and down, adding a slight twist at the end to rub against that sensitive spot right under the head.

I released the cocks to let them bounce and drip in mid-air, and lightly tickled their balls with my fingernails, wiggling my fingers and scratching gently.

“Has it been a while?” I giggled at them.

“Maybe a little while,” the olive-skinned man admitted, flushing slightly.

“Really, a sexy guy like you?”

“Not all women understand what I do for a living,” he shrugged, trying to act casual as I played with his full balls.

I kneaded them slowly and firmly, “Feels like a nice big load, though.”

“Yeah, the longer I wait, the better it looks in a G-string,” his white teeth flashed brightly.

His cock was throbbing like right in front of me, and I released his balls to give him a break.  I turned to give my full attention to the black man.  I gasped when I felt my Australian working his fingers inside my wet panties.  I grasped the long dark shaft with both of my hands and stroked them quickly up and down, moaning myself as those fingers slid through my wetness.  The damn Australian was avoiding my swollen clit as well as the slippery opening, and was teasing me as I teased his friends.

I felt the dark cock sliding between my hands, and I looked over to see him thrusting into my grip.  His balls were even tighter up against his body and with a wicked wink at his dark eyes, I released him altogether.  He groaned and shook his head at my impertinence.

The olive-skinned one to my left seemed to have relaxed a bit, so I carefully wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock and lowered my warm wet mouth down over the thick swollen head.  He rested one hand lightly on the back of my head but politely did not push.  I swirled my tongue over the sensitive ridges underneath and felt his body tense up.

Just then the terribly teasing Australian slid two fingers up inside me and I moaned and writhed, sending rippling vibrations through the cock in my mouth as it slid deeper.  I felt the head of his cock throb and swell, and he groaned deep in his chest as he pulled out and stroked himself.  I massaged his balls firmly to force every drop out, and I watched as the hot jets fell on the green carpeting behind me.  When he was finished, he stumbled over to another booth and sat down heavily.

The black man to my right was grinning down at me as the Australian lifted me up so that I was kneeling on the cushions outside his thighs.  He slowly worked my panties down and flung them to some unknown corner of the room.  He then lifted up his own hips to slide his G-string off.

I was right when I had felt him earlier, he was long and thick and throbbing readily.  He carefully guided my hips back down until the swollen head of his cock was pressing up into me, seeking the slippery warmth of my pussy.

He slipped his thumb between our bodies and started rubbing firm slow circles on my aching clit.  I gasped and moaned and writhed at his attention.  As he kept rubbing, he slowly slid the first inch inside me.  I felt stretched at just the head of his cock, and then he kept moving.  His thumb was distracting me slightly from the size of him.  And the long dark cock next to me was bobbing invitingly towards my lips.

I ran my tongue from the base to the tip, swirling wet warm circles around head with my tongue.  The black man held the base so that his cock would stop bobbing around, and he guided himself through my lips just as the Australian was doing the same to my pussy.

I felt his thumb disappear, but it was quickly replaced with his warm skin.  He was all the way inside me, and I felt full, stretched to capacity around his thickness.  He and the black guy found a rhythm, to pull out and push back in simultaneously so that I was full from both ends.  With the thick one in my pussy and the long one in my mouth, it almost felt like one continuous cock inside me.

I braced one hand on the back of the booth and the other against the hipbone of the man standing next to me.  As the Australian bounced me up and down, I felt the thick heat of his cock searing my body.  Every time I moaned, the black man twitched as the vibrations tormented his throbbing cock.

“Shit, shit, shit,” the black man mumbled, just before he whipped his cock out of my mouth.

I kneaded his taut balls as he stroked his shaft, and the hot jets of his climax splashed down my tits.

The Australian gripped my hips hard, speeding up his thrusts now that he was not worried for his friend’s cock between my teeth.  My tits bounced and jiggled as he pounded me from underneath.

Suddenly he stopped and lifted me off completely.

“Wha—?” I moaned my frustration.

He squirmed and scrambled until I realized I was kneeling on my hands and knees on the booth seat, and he was behind me, rubbing his cock against my needy pussy.  The olive-skinned man had recovered from his first shot and was standing in front of me again, one knee on the cushion of the booth.

As the Australian buried his cock inside me, he forced me forward so that my mouth slid down and around the extended cock.  They found the same rhythm as the other pair, in and out together so that I was completely full and then completely empty.

My body was shaking as they took me over and over.  Their smooth, warm skin slid over and inside mine, filling me, stretching me, claiming me.  The heat inside my body threatened to overwhelm me, building and growing and rippling in my bloodstream.

I felt a strong sure hand slide around my tummy and nestle between my spread thighs.  The fingers rubbed against my aching clit in firm circles.

“Make her come, my boy,” the black man rumbled in his chest with a brilliant island lilt.

Suddenly I bucked hard against the two cocks inside me and would have screamed out loud had my mouth been available to scream.  Instead, I just lurched back onto the cock in my pussy and then forward on the cock on my tongue, shuddering and quaking as my own climax took me.

As I caught my breath, I felt both cocks disappear from my body followed by multiple hot jets of cum splash over my back and ass.  I finally collapsed forward on the cushions, barely able to breathe.  The black man suddenly appeared next to me with a small basin and washcloth.  He wiped me clean, removing any evidence of our evening together despite the memories that clung to my wet pussy.

****

The three men gave me several moments to collect myself and get dressed.  They all sweetly kissed me goodnight, and the Australian tried to give me his phone number but I declined.  I took it as a compliment and just left it at that.  When I finally got around to waking my drunken sleeping friends, they all looked very confused and slightly disappointed.  The guys were all gone and it was just us gals in that VIP tent.

“What happened?” Leigh whined, rubbing her cheeks.

I just giggled, “You all passed the fuck out.  Lame brains.  No wonder you guys never get laid.”

Candace poked my ribs with a scowl, “We missed all of the naked guys?”

“Yup completely passed out.  I saw all kinds of lovely cocks wagging around in here.”

“Bitch.  You didn’t wake us up!”

“Nah kept it all to myself.”

We tumbled out of the tent club into the cool ocean breeze and stumbled our way back to the street to find a cab.  By the time we got back to the hotel, I was the one asleep.

We finished out our trip in relative calm, a few fruity drinks by the pool and some lovely seafood buffets and salad bars.  Candace kept bugging me about what happened after they all fell asleep, but some things are better left as private memories.  Maybe I will tell her one day when we are old and gray in the nursing home, when there isn’t anything she can do to me.  If she found out now, she’d really be pissed at me.

A few weeks after we returned home, Angie did indeed get engaged.  She is radiantly happy and a bridezilla already.  I have half a mind to plan her bachelorette party in Las Vegas just so I can have some more fun of my own.  Not that I would expect the same service I got on my island heaven, but it would be a nice memory to jog.  Candace seems supportive of the idea, and I just give her shit for not staying awake.

Me?  I am still not seeing anyone in particular, much to my mother’s continuing embarrassment and horror.  If anything, I think that little weekend in St. Croix taught me that I am not ready to settle down in the least.  At Angie’s wedding, I did see one of the groomsmen giving me the eye but I just smiled politely and walked the other direction.  I did not even want to imply I am available for a relationship.

A mind-blowing foursome in the VIP tent of a Caribbean beach party?  Sure, bring it on!  But a serious relationship, that’s for the birds.


24. Carrie's Road Trip: My Double Penetration Gangbang by Sofia Miller

We were lost. I could tell by the way David; my husband of 9 years was currently running his hands through his hair frustrated. Then we are rescued by two attractive men I sigh with relief until we find out the cost to fix the car. The payment they want for fixing the car, is me. It was a fantasy that I would never voice out loud but I figured what option do we really have. The kicker is my husband wants to watch. Before long he is joining in on a Gangbang that neither of us will ever forget.

I looked over at my husband and smiled. David and I have been married for going on 9 years now, happily. The problem is that in the last two years the sizzle has gone from our relationship. I know he loves me as I love him, but something is missing. The huge spark we had at the beginning has suddenly burned its way out. It’s no longer shining bright, and I feel saddened by the realization of that.

We were on our fourth day of the journey. We had decided to go away for our anniversary. It was the first one that we went away for. We didn’t get much of a honeymoon either since David was just coming into a job promotion at the time. This was the start of our great adventure. We had saved to go across country for the last two years and here was my time to enjoy a relaxing two weeks.

Everything would be great except that we were only four days into it, and we were lost. I don’t really care what he thinks. I looked over at him.

“Let’s just stop and ask for directions David.”

“No. I know where we are. I think there is a road coming ahead.”

“Use the GPS.”

“It won’t come in. It seems we are in bum fucked Egypt and out of range.”

I felt the sigh before it escaped from between my lips. I loved my husband, but he is one aggravating man. Always right and never lost. The last time this happened it took us three hours to travel down his scenic route to get home. It should have only taken an hour, though.

We both looked at each other after we heard it. A loud bang sounded at the front of the car and then there was steam and smoke pouring from underneath the hood. I groaned inward. This vacation trip couldn’t get any worse as it already was. I felt myself close my eyes briefly before I pulled myself from the car.

I felt my nerves jump. I was on edge. It had been a long day driving, and now we were stranded in the middle of nowhere. I turned my head to the left and then to the right, and sure enough, there was nothing but a dirt road leading nowhere. I sighed. This was going to be bad. I looked over at my husband and saw him do the same thing I did, and he hung his head down.

The next two hours were excruciating. We sat in the heat and then began to walk slowly down the dirt road, hoping it would lead us somewhere, anywhere really.

We didn’t say anything to each other, and I looked over to see his defeated face. It filled me with sorrow to see him so upset. Reaching over I grabbed his hand and smiled at him. Reassuringly, I told him we would be alright. His response was a squeeze of my hand before moving a piece of hair from my face and kissing my cheek. We turned around to face forward and started walking again. That’s when I heard it. It was the sound of an engine coming from behind us. I slowly turned in that direction and almost cried as I saw the huge tow truck.

As they pulled up beside us, I could have kissed them. I could see that they already had our car on the back of the truck.

“You folks need a ride into town? I reckon this vehicle belongs to you.”

“Yes, sir and we would love a ride thank you.”

It was just a few minutes later that I was sitting snuggly in the back cab of the tow truck with David beside me. I sighed as I felt the air condition blow back against my face.

“It’s a hot one out there today.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Oh please call me Jake and this is Chris.”

I felt David stir beside me. “If you don’t mind us asking gentlemen, how did you come upon us? I mean not that we aren’t extremely grateful or anything.”

The one named Jake answered David’s question. “Well, we own the small garage in town. Since we know that this road is over 10 miles long, we travel it multiple times to make sure there aren’t any people stranded on it. With the Arizona heat and all it can get quite bad out here.”

“You’re telling me. My sweat is sweating.” I knew my voice sounded as miserable as I felt. “Is there a hotel in town or anything?”

“Sorry ma’am. Unfortunately, the bed and breakfast caught fire a couple months ago. We have an apartment over the garage where the two of you could freshen up a bit while we take a look at the car if you want.”

“That would be great,” I smiled over at David. His facial expression at mixed emotions on it all of a sudden. One was relief while the other was something different. Wariness, unease? I couldn’t quite place it, but I knew he would tell me eventually anyway. I wasn’t going to let it bother me. I would be in a shower in just a few moments.

It was twenty minutes later when we finally pulled up to a small little building. I saw the huge sign on the front that said garage. No name or anything just the simple word garage in big huge bold black letters. They must have wanted to keep it short and simple.

I let David help me from the truck and then stood beside him as we watched the two big men lower our car from the back of the tow truck. It took some time, but we were grateful so we kept our mouths shut.

I let my eyes wonder over both of the men. They were both extremely attractive. The guy named Jake who had done most of the talking was tall and seemed to be built under the plaid shirt he wore. The sleeves were rolled up to his elbows. He had brownish colored hair that seemed to be all over the place and reached to just the top of his shoulders. He was one of those guys who made bed hair look sexy.

The other guy who he had called Chris was as big if not larger than he was. He had dark black hair that barely came to his ears. He was as hot as Jake, but where Jake had dark brown sensual eyes, his were a sparkling blue in color. I felt something nudge me, and I realized I had been staring.

“Really Carrie?”

I turned to look at him innocently. “What?”

“You don’t have to ogle them you know.” I could see the amusement in his eyes. That was one thing that I was happy for. My husband was not a jealous man. He was comfortable in the fact that although I liked a good looking man, my heart was forever his. He was my husband.

“I wasn’t,” I smirked, but I knew I had a grin on my face. He leaned down to kiss me briefly. We both looked up to see the men watching us with smiles on their faces. It was like they knew what we were talking about.

“You want to get your bags out, and what you need then we will show you to the apartment so you can get cleaned up a bit.”

“Thank you so much.” I watched as Jake’s appreciative gaze looked over me. I wore a simple tank top and jogging shorts, my hair was a mess, and this man was looking at me like he wanted to eat me alive. I ducked my head in embarrassment but it snapped back up when I heard all three men chuckle. I glared at David. “Did you get everything?”

“Yes, dear.”

“Come on.” Chris finally spoke. His voice was deep and sent thrills down my spine. It was like he was evoking a response from me.

I quickly took my shower and then pulled on the other pair of cloth jogging shorts and another tank top. This one had a built in bra so I wouldn’t have to wear layers this time in the heat. As I made my way from the small bathroom and bedroom, I heard talking downstairs. It seemed that it had taken me quite a while in the shower. All three men had showered already and were standing in the kitchen laughing and drinking beers. As I walked up, Jake offered me one which I took graciously.

“So tell us the damage,” David said. I could tell he wasn’t going to be happy about it. We had put everything we had into the trip which meant we would have to cut it short in order to afford to fix the car.

“Well, you need a couple parts. The problem is we don’t have them here. We have a buddy a couple town over who has them in stock. He can bring them and have them here by morning.”

“How much?”

“Total cost for the parts and labor is $875.”

“What?” I heard myself groan as I sat down at the table.

“The parts alone are $775.”

I felt the tears well in my eyes as I looked at David. “We have to. I guess we will just head home after this. I just hope we can get the money back on the hotels we have already booked.”

“I will look into it. Maybe we can try again next year.” He said as he kneeled down in front of me and took my hand.

“It took us eight years to save for this time. I just don’t see it happening honey.”

He sighed and looked at the two men beside us.

“We have a proposition for you if you don’t want to spend the money.”

I looked up at the men. “What is that?”

“We will fix your car, and it won’t cost you anything on one condition.”

“Yes?” I waited as my eyebrows rose. I watched as Jake turned his attention to David this time.

“We want one night with your wife.”

I almost choked on the bottle of beer I had been swallowing. My eyes turned to David’s as they widened.

“You are saying you will fix the car for nothing if I let you sleep with my wife. Both of you.”

“No, we want to fuck your wife hard, and at the same time. That is if she will have us.”

I looked over at David. He knew I wanted them. He had seen it when we was downstairs waiting for the luggage.

“We will leave you two to talk about it and then we will go from there. Either way, I will tell our friend to go ahead and bring the part.”

“Ok.” I heard David’s voice. It was far away as if in a distance although he was right there beside me.

I turned to look at him. “David you don’t have to do this.”

“Yes, I do. That is if you want it. It wouldn’t be the first time that I have watched another man with you. This time, it will be two.” I remembered to the last party we had been to. David and I both liked to explore our sexuality, and we had enjoyed many parties with other people. We had both seen the other fuck other people in front of us. Sometimes while we ourselves were fucking someone else. This would be no different. Except I would be taking two men tonight. I couldn’t help but feel the thrill run through my body at the thought. 

We waited and watched as the two men walked inside again.

David stood and looked at them. “We agree but under one condition.”

“What is that?”

“I will be there as well.”

Both men looked at each other before smiling and nodding. “We will go to my room. It has the bigger bed.”

As they walked into the other bedroom that I had been in I acknowledged that he was right. His bed was massive. I turned and felt a tremor run down my body as both men removed their shirts. I watched David sit down in a chair at the side of the bedroom.

Turning I watched both men walk towards me.

“Have you ever been fucked by two men at once before?”

I shook my head. I was jumpy as one of them traced my collarbone with his finger.

“Have you ever been fucked in the ass?”

I nodded. It was something that David was fond of.

“Good. Because tonight we will fill your pussy and ass at the same time as we fuck you. I can see how excited you are about that as your nipples get hard.”

He pulled the straps down my arms, and I felt my breasts free from the shirt. Chris had come up behind me, and I felt his arm wrap around my middle to pull me back against him. I felt his cock grind into my ass through the thin shorts. His cock was big; I could tell from the way he pushed it up against me. I was also aware that he wore only underwear now. Before I knew what was going on Jake had my shirt lifted off my body and had thrown it across the room. My shorts and panties were next as Chris dropped behind me. As he lowered his body, my shorts and panties lowered as well.

I now stood there in nothing. I was completely naked.

“Get on the bed.”

I did as he said and watched as both men quickly undressed. I watched as both cocks sprang forward in my direction. I didn’t know how I would fit both in me at one time. I was suddenly apprehensive and began to panic slightly.

“You will be fine sweetheart. I promise. You are going to enjoy everything that we do to you. You will see.”

I watched as they came forward and grabbed my hands. They placed them on their cocks, and I began to move my hands up and down their lengths. I watched as Chris got on the bed and laid down.

“Straddle my face and then I want you to suck my dick and Jake’s.”

I did as he said and straddled him. As my head went down to take his cock in my mouth I watched as Jake crawled onto the bed and came to his knees in front of me. After sucking on Chris for a few minutes, I stroked him with my hand as I sucked on Jake. Back and forth I did this. I felt Chris suck my clit, and I groaned loudly. I was having so many mixed emotions. My body was on fire, and I wanted the orgasm that was slowly building inside me. I wanted more and more. I couldn’t stop the feelings rushing through me. I was on a high now. I felt Chris move his hand so that they slid into my pussy over and over. He stroked me over and over until I was moaning and begging him for more.

I sucked their dicks harder and harder, wanting more from them. I felt myself being lifted and turned before I was brought down as Chris’ cock impaled me. I moaned as his long length filled me completely. He was huge, and I felt my walls expand to take him all in. He brought me up and then back down on top of him over and over. I continued to ride him as I sat up. I felt Jake behind me.

“Does it feel good to have that big cock inside you?”

“God yes.” I moaned again.

“Good. Because I’m about to fill that pretty sweet ass with this cock and then by the looks of it your husband may want to join in the fun.”

I looked over at David. His pants and boxers were around his ankles as he stroked his cock. His eyes were hooded as he nodded at me. I felt Jake push me forward and as he did Chris latched his mouth on my nipple and sucked me hard. I felt something cool between my ass and then I felt Jake probe my ass with his fingers. First, it was one then two and finally three or four. I moaned and couldn’t get myself to go in the right direction. I was pushing back against his hand wanting more as Chris held my hips and started to slam me down on top of him. I felt Jake push his cock in my ass.

There was the slight burn at first, but it made me want it even more as my ass began to fill with his cock. He slid in easily and filled me to maximum. Chris had stopped thrusting for a moment and then he slid in again. I was full of both men. Their huge cocks were pushing into my body.

“Come on man.”

I watched as David kicked his pants off and came to the bed. He didn’t say anything as he fisted my hair and brought my mouth to his cock. I opened my mouth and began to suck as hard as I could. At the same time, I felt the two men inside me begin to move. In and out they moved in my body as David’s cock filled my mouth. My body was a ball of nerves as they began to move faster. I felt Chris slam me down onto him over and over again. Both men seemed to shudder, but I didn’t feel anything inside me. I felt them both slip out and lift me as they switched places.

“Don’t suck me off baby. I want to finish inside you too.” I looked up at David and moaned. I nodded slowly acknowledging what he said and what it was that he wanted.

“Damn. Your ass is tight baby.” I felt Jake slide into my already wet pussy as he began to pull me down on top of him. I felt Chris slide into my ass part of the way, and I hissed at the pain. He was much bigger and had to work his way in. I felt my ass expand so much I didn’t think he would fit as he pushed into me. Just when I didn’t think he could go any further, he slammed into me making me buck with the mix of pain and pleasure. His fingers were at my clit making me moan. It was only a minute before I was pushing back against him. I wanted more now. I felt Jake relax and within minutes he came back. I couldn’t do anything. All I could do is feel as both men began to slam into my body over and over. My senses were in overload as I sucked David’s dick harder and harder. I felt something explode as I contracted around the cock filling me. It was my second orgasm already.

I felt Chris stiffen behind me and yell as he emptied himself into my ass. I felt the liquid as it oozed around his cock. He slipped from my body and said something. I wasn’t fully aware of what he said as David pulled himself from my mouth and positioned himself behind me. He slammed into me. He didn’t pause or wait but took me fast and hard making me scream out loud again. I felt Jake stiffen underneath me as he emptied himself into my pussy. Looking down I saw his grin as he lightly pinched my nipple. Just then David slammed into me one last time as he came. I felt the orgasm hit me as David finished. I exploded again.

David let me go, and the men let me roll onto my side as I finally tried to relax my body. I felt sore and used and loved every minute of it. My body shuddered. I felt the blanket being thrown over me as my eyes shut.

****

I woke the next morning to something on my shoulder. Realizing it was someone kissing me I opened my eyes to look up at David with a smile.

“You are amazing. Have I told you that lately?”

“Not anytime lately you haven’t.”

“Well, you my dear certainly are. How are you feeling?”

“I am fine. I feel good.”

“I’m glad.”

“How are you feeling?”

“Amazing. But why are you asking me? I wasn’t the one fucked ten ways to Sunday last night.”

“Because you are my husband and I love you. I wanted to make sure that you were alright with everything that happened last night.”

“It was just sex, honey. That is all. I know where your heart lies and that is all that matters to me. As long as you're happy, I am happy. You know that.”

“I know. We have just never done anything like this. It was different. I mean I know we have played with others before and even fucked other people, but this was a little different.”

“I know. I also want to make sure that you don’t think that you can be bought either. I would never have agreed to it if I hadn’t seen your eyes and the way you looked at them when we first got here.”

“I know honey. I know. At least now we had an amazing experience, and we get to finish our trip. I am so happy for that.”

“Me too. And it is all because of you.”

“No. It is because of us. We did this together. We are a team and always will be.”

“How about this team take a shower before we hit the road? They said they only had about another hour before they would be done.”

“Sounds good.”

We quickly took a shower, and I giggled and laughed as he kissed me and washed me. I remembered when I had the flu one time, and he had given me a bath. My body was sore this morning, but I could still function. He told me that he would give me a massage at the next hotel we stopped at on the trip. I agreed and laughed at him.

After taking a shower, we quickly dressed and gathered our things, ready for the next leg of our journey.

****

We ate our breakfast and said goodbye to our two new friends. Back on the road again I looked at David and wondered how I got so damn lucky. He was amazing, and he was all mine. I couldn’t see spending my life any way other than the way we were together. Many people may not agree, and there are many who would look at it as wrong, but I didn’t care. It was our life, and we were happy. That was all that mattered to us.

No matter what we both realized that our lives wouldn’t be the same after meeting both Chris and Jake. They had changed our lives, and we would forever be grateful. We weren’t like most people. We didn’t need materialistic things and exotic trips. We just needed each other and the trust that we shared together. That was all that mattered.

I was excited for the trip were on and wondered what the next adventure would be and what the next city might bring.


25. Maureen's Saturday at the Library: Campus MMMF Gangbang by Riley Davis

I am not her. I’m not the girl caught on tape taking a train of men into her body. Everyone laughs. But in the pit of my soul, I want to know what it would feel like to have more than one man at once. My mind fixes on three boys who always make me smile. But when would the opportunity present itself. And if it does, can I become bold enough to answer the call?

“Look at her. Disgusting.”

I wasn’t sure how Ally got the video. But now that she had it saved to her tablet, she replayed it in an endless loop. It was from Friday night’s party. She scored an invite; I stayed in our dorm room to study.

I remembered her stumbling back through the door reeking of beer and stale smoke and telling me that I had missed a fucking awesome time. Sweet of her to dangle a carrot in front of my eyes before she passed out. I set my books aside and drifted towards the window.

Down below, a group of boys hollered and tried to beat one another at impromptu footraces. They barely made it across the quad before barreling into garbage cans and sending trash flying. I started to draw the blinds when my gaze focused on Tommy and Jeff and Ramon. The Three Musketeers around campus, and I couldn’t help but like the look of them. Tommy was tall and blonde with broad shoulders. Jeff stood a head shorter with a swimmer’s build and ginger hair. And Ramon had olive-colored skin and jet black locks that just curled under his ears. I had eyed each boy for different reasons that brought the same buzz to the pit of my stomach. And in point of fact, they were always nice enough when it came to the likes of me.

But I could always feel their eyes moving right through me to taller girls with perfect eyebrows and better hair and makeup. Even when we sat in an eight o’clock lecture. So many times I wanted to know more of their stares and maybe even feel their hands reaching up my sweater in search of my sides. I doubted if I would have been bold enough to make the move had I been asked to the party. All I could do was look at them and wonder if there would ever be a way to capture more than a small fraction of their attention.

My sleep was basically non-existent. Ally kept puking her guts out, and I walked her back and forth to the coed bathroom before opting to just shove another trash can in her face as I held her hair back. It would mean a mess in the morning, but I was outside early enough to dump her mess in the nearest dumpster before it stank to high heaven. Collapsing in my narrow bed when she was finally snoring, I brought the sheets and a blanket close to my chin in search of just a few hours of peace. At least tomorrow or rather today was Saturday. No class meant the chance to sleep in, and I planned to do nothing but when I felt to fingers poking into my ribs.

“Rise and shine, Maureen,” Ally said in a voice that was impossibly loud. Shifting to my side as I ducked under the bedding. A not so small part of me wanted to slap her face hard for ruining my night and now my morning.

“How are you not hungover?” I asked.

“Drank a lot of water or something I guess,” she said. “Really got a good night’s sleep.”

“At least one of us did.” I started to hide my head under my thin pillow when Ally tore it away from my face and plopped down on the edge of my bed.

“You will not believe what is making the rounds!” Point of fact I didn’t really care, and I tried to wave her off when she pressed her tablet to my bleary eyes.

“Take a look at what Becky Bradshaw got up to last night.” Straining to focus, I spied the skinny girl with long hair the color of honey pressed against a wall. Her arms were pinned over her head, and she struggled for all of a second before a train of boys took turns plowing into her. She gasped with the impact of each cock but swiftly settled into a rhythm where she moaned and licked her lips and quietly begged for more. The line of boys obliged, and I wondered how she managed to stay upright even with the benefit of the wall at her back. Were there repeat offenders? I swore I saw the same brown head of hair burrowing into her bare breasts before sliding down her frame for the parted space between her legs. Whoever the mystery man might be slipped out of view, and there was nothing but Becky in my line of sight. She moaned as her body arched, and I heard her come before I saw her eyes roll back in her head.  My eyes drifted down her to her lips. Did she know she was being recorded? Did she even care? Maybe it didn’t matter one way or the other, and she smiled before her body drooped only to be bolstered up again under the weight of another hard cock.

“How long does this go on for?” I asked.

“A good twenty minutes,” Ally said. “Such a slut, right?”

“I… yes.” Was it wrong that I admired and even wanted to trade places with Becky? At least for the right group of guys. But I just blushed and averted my eyes as I crawled back under the sheets.

“This is all over campus,” Ally mused. “She won’t be able to show her face in the cafeteria for even one meal.”

“Don’t be so sure,” I muttered under my breath.

“What was that?” Ally asked.

“Nothing I… I need some air.”

Heading to the shower as I struggled to keep my eyes open, the spray of the rushing water turned me wide awake, and I dried off before slipping into a pair of jeans and a thinner sweater than usual.

Ally moved like a woman on a mission towards the coffee station and helped herself to two bagels along the way. Not that she needed anything to soak up the remnants of her night out that I had cleaned up and tossed in the trash. And the fact that she never gained so much as an ounce anywhere made me fume with my apple and a bottle of water. We sat down at the nearest empty table, and I recognized the sounds of Becky’s moans pouring through the other phones and tablets.

“Glad you’re not her, right?” Ally said as she dug into the cinnamon raisin on her plate. “How is she going to hold her head---?”

Ally’s words came to a stop when Becky Bradshaw entered the room. She wore a baby doll blouse and tight blue jeans. For a second she seemed to wince in the wake of all eyes upon her, and I thought of trying to make like the good friend all over again as I stood. No doubt she would want to find a quiet corner. I could bring her a muffin or a plate of pancakes if she needed something in the way of real comfort food.

“What do you think you’re doing?” Ally hissed as I started to leave the table.

“Being nice,” I said. “What would you do?”

“Think I’d rather see the fallout.” I was powerless to move as Becky snatched her own bagel and a cup of tea. Her shoulders sagged as she walked, and my want to help her nearly overwhelmed me until she dropped her late breakfast to the next table.

“What are you all looking at?” she demanded. “Maybe I wanted it on tape. Maybe I did something that the rest of you only dream about when you’re still sober enough to stand.” Ally visibly bristled at that comment, and I held her hand under the table as Becky Bradshaw moved to the far end of the room. She approached a boy with brown hair and fell into his lap. Kissing him hard and fast, Becky let the room erupt into hoots and hollers, and she wore a confident smile as she gathered up her breakfast again and exited the cafeteria without so much as another word.

“You buying that?” Ally asked as she bit into her bagel.

“She seemed pretty sure of herself,” I mused.

“It’s all an act,” Ally shot back. “Not that I like to blame her for it. Guess she’s got to try to put a positive spin on it.”

Maybe Ally had a point. If it was me on tape with one man let alone three, I’d probably already be looking to transfer before the semester was out.

But if I was being honest, the digital record was the only part that made me blush. The rest of it brought a sharp tug to my wet pussy, and I gingerly crossed my legs under the table as my mind started to wander. What would feel like? How long could I hold out before wilting under the weight of my own desires?

The one question that never crossed my mind was who I would pick to do the deed with should the situation present itself.

We returned to the dorm and Ally crashed again. Did she suddenly remember that she was supposed to be hungover, or was it just the usual Saturday snooze that would have her out for the better part of the day before it was time to start the weekend celebration all over again? The sound of her snoring prompted me to shove my laptop in my backpack, and I started towards the library. Heading to the stacks on a Saturday afternoon was one thing, but I’d be there well past the moment when the day turned to night. Such a sad and sorry state, and I started to sigh when I stopped short at the staircase leading to the reading room below.

The three boys that so often consumed my thoughts were huddled around a table, laughing. Were they watching the play-by-play of Becky Bradshaw’s night out? Might they have some ideas as to how to get a taste of the real live thing?

“Hi.” I hated the sound of my voice squeaking as I drew closer. Tommy was quick to stuff the phone in his pocket, and the trio looked as if they had already been caught with their pants down when they seemed to recognize me in unison.

“Oh hey, uh… it’s Mary, right?” Tommy said.

“Maureen,” I corrected him. I started to say that it was close enough as I clutched the strap of my back and tried to keep my knees from knocking together. “I’m… I’m a little hurt that you don’t know my name.”

“Well there’s a lot of girls around,” Tommy said. Jeff nodded as he narrowed his eyes. I felt his gaze drifting towards my breasts, and my chest puffed out when Ramon’s voice broke the silence.

“What you got going on?” he asked.

“I… I could ask you boys the same question.” Taking a deep breath, I lowered my bag and assumed the only free seat at the table. My fingers curled together, and my eyes darted between them as I focused on Tommy’s pocket. “Must have been a really funny video you were watching. Can I have a look?”

“I… uh…” Tommy hesitated, and I swore I saw a few beads of sweat forming on his brow when Jeff slapped his shoulder and stared at me hard.

“It’s not your thing,” he said.

“And how do you know what my thing is?” I asked. That got a laugh out of Ramon, but I shot him a wink and let him in on the joke as I looked to one of the empty rooms at the very back of the library.

“Would you like to find out?” I challenged. As I stood up and pressed my palms into the table, I titled my head to the side and crooked one finger in their direction.

“Come on,” Jeff said. “You think you’re Becky Bradshaw or some shit?”

“I had a feeling that’s what you were watching,” I shot back. “Are you good with the replay? Or would you rather know what it really feels like?” Turning my back so they couldn’t see the quiver in my lips, I walked on wobbly legs and struggled to keep from swaying as I opened the door and waited on the threshold of the quiet room. Only a faint stream of sunlight poured through a single window, and I saw a long table devoid of clutter. I would have preferred a soft bed, but when was I going to get another chance at this?

Or have the courage to make the offer.

My brave front started to give out when I heard footsteps drawing close and finally turned to see my three fantasy boys ready to rise to my challenge.

“I… I have one rule,” I whispered.

“You really think you’re calling the shots?” Jeff asked.

“I… I have the pussy. So I have the power.” Had I heard that in a movie? Or was I wasting my time studying biology? Maybe it was all the same thing, but before I could make a decision one way or the other, Tommy grabbed my arm and pulled me toward his chest. His kiss crushed my lips, and for a second I was too stunned to move let alone think of a snappy comeback. But as out tongues swirled together, I deepened the kiss and focused on taking his breath away until he pulled back with a groan and stared at me in complete surprise.

“I think I remember you now,” he said. “But aren’t you like the mousy chick that---”

“Just get in here and close the door,” I said. Biting down on my lip as they obeyed my orders, I slowly stripped to the skin and heard their curious sighs as I turned on my heel to look at them in the dim light.

“My rule,” I reminded them. “I want your cell phones on that window sill. No one is recording this.”

“And what do we get in exchange?” Jeff asked.

“The… the time of your lives,” I whispered as my lips curled into a small smile. “Or I could scream at the top of my lungs and see where that gets you for the rest of the semester.” I was playing with fire; they could decide that it was three against one and have their fun and document it without my consent. But Ramon tossed his phone aside and held his hands in the air.

“I kind of want of see what she can do,” he said. “And I’d rather have the real deal than some cheap vid.”

He started to unbutton his shirt, and as soon as his fine chest hair came into view I moved closer and pursed my lips. Kissing my way down his torso, I stopped at his waist and licked his naval. His body shuddered under my mouth, and I reached around for his ass and gave his firm flesh a playful squeeze.

“That’s good,” I said. “It’s more fun if you play nice.” Glancing up at him, I winded my free arm around his neck and dragged him towards the table. As soon as the flat, smooth surface met my back, I gasped and swiftly turned it into a giggle. Ramon climbed on top to join me, and he started to lower his fly when I beat him to the punch.

“Let me see,” I whispered. I did more than drink his shaft in with my eyes. My fingers surrounded his length, and I felt the throb pulsing against my palm. As my hips started to turn in time with his vibrations and he inched closer and suckled my nipples as he slipped inside. At the first lunge, my cunt felt as if it would shatter, and I started to clench my muscles around his length when his lips were at my ear.

“Do you like?” he asked. Did I nod? I couldn’t hear the sound of my voice. But something had to spur him onward, and Ramon’s thrusts made me shake until I gripped his arms and found his rhythm. Twirling my hips towards the push of his cock, I let my finger trail towards his hands. His touch met my sides, and I moaned as our eyes locked.

“I like,” I finally said. “Do with me what you will.” Ramon seemed to take me at my word, and he pounded me into the desk until my ass was raw. I imagined breaking in his hold when the rush of his desire poured through my veins. My back arched away from the table, and I nipped his chin until he collapsed on top of me and sighed into my neck. Stroking his back, I thought of the one or two boys from back home that had nearly caused my eyes to roll back in my head. Like Ramon, they always finished too fast, and for so long I had told myself that it was enough.

But not on this Saturday.

“Who’s up next?” Pushing Ramon aside, I saw Tommy already hard against the edge of the table. Licking my lips as I crawled closer, I took his cock in my hand. Suddenly it felt natural to stroke him, and I kissed the tip as I started to spread my legs around his thighs.

“Don’t you want to like want to warm me up a little more first?” he asked. The challenge in his eyes stirred my soul, and I pinched his cheek and relished the sound of his gasp.

“It’s okay,” I said with a quick kiss to his blond hair. “I promised you boys the best time.”

Parting my lips, my mouth surrounded his cock, and I wondered how I could swallow all that he was offering. My tongue played around his balls, and his body buckled forward until I seized his hips. Tommy buzzed, and my throat went wide as his cock invaded my untouched hole. For a split second, I thought I would gag until his come started to flow. What would that feel like lower? I wanted more, and I pushed back to see his eyes brimming with rage.

“You’ll do it for Ramon but not me?” he asked.

“I’m still here,” I said. “And you are more than warmed up.” I smiled and stretched my arms over my head as I lay back. Tommy caught my drift and plowed his pulsating cock into my wet walls. The second time around was smoother. Deeper. I hardly knew that such a sensation was possible, and I rode the wave of the second climax as he grunted into my hair and nipped my ear.

“Fuck you feel good, baby” he said. “Why haven’t you showed out before?”

I had no answer and eased him away as I tried to recover my breath and looked to the only boy left in the pack.

“Jeff?” I murmured. “Are you going to just look or take your turn?” He smirked under his flaming red hair, and my legs were wide, my pussy on fire as I crept closer to the edge of the table.

“You look a little spent there, Maureen,” he said. “Did I get the name right?” My bold stance started to falter, but I climbed to my knees and palmed his face.

“Just right,” I said. “And if you can’t handle it, there’s always another way in.” His eyes grew brighter, and I kissed his nose as I sucked in a deep breath and turned to my stomach.

“Right here, Jeff.” I knew his name, too, and my nails dug into the table as I felt his body coming closer. A stream of spit hit the small of my back, and as it drizzled down I knew what was coming next. What did I expect when I invited them to get their rocks off? Still, my body began to tense until Jeff combed his fingers through my fallen hair.

“It won’t hurt,” he said. “Not unless you want it to.”

His voice was gentle against my ear, and I wanted to know what it would feel like. But before I could say the word go Jeff plunged into my ass and worked his way ever deeper. I whimpered around the length of his cock and wondered what I was getting into when Ramon appeared at the other end of the table and grabbed my hands.

“Don’t you even dare think of recording this,” I moaned as Jeff thrust into my ass.

“My phone is far away,” he promised.

Any sense of pain was swiftly replaced by the stream of cum trickling between my cheeks. I gritted my teeth before a contented moan poured out of my mouth, and Jeff’s release caused me to pull Ramon closer.

Because I longed for a new taste.

His sleek cock was easy against my tongue, and I wondered if I liked the taste of his cum or mine best. All of it melted in my mouth and Jeff grinded his hands into my back as I took them from both sides. My tongue worked Ramon’s shaft, and my hips twirled to feel more of Jeff’s length until both boys fell back with contented sighs.

“That… that was all me.”

My confidence reached new heights as I shifted to my knees atop the table, and I spied Tommy lonely and panting in the far corner. The sunlight was starting to fade, and I rushed towards him. My legs were around his, and my hungry cunt took his cock as he pulled my hair and rode me into the floor.

“Bet you boys never expected this,” I said. Tommy nodded and started to finish me off when another pair of hands raced up and down my legs, and the finger in my ass reminded me of Jeff’s cock.

But there was only Ramon feeling me up from every angle. He stroked the space between my cheeks, and his teeth nipped my back until he was inside. No thrust. Just a teasing touch as I moaned and wondered how I would live without this.

“Maybe you shouldn’t have let me go first,” he groaned.

“Make me see why not right now.”

Ramon answered my call to action with such force from his fingers. I didn’t know how he could manage it or that I could feel so much when my entire body brimmed with lust. One arm surrounded Tommy’s neck as I reached back and tugged on Ramon’s hair.

“You feel good right there,” Ramon purred.

Why were the sweetest boys always the dirtiest? I looked for Jeff and expected his lips somewhere when I saw him lifting his phone from the window sill.

“No!” I screamed. “Don’t…” My voice gave out, and my eyelids fluttered shut as Tommy came inside me, and Ramon spread my ass wide. As much as I enjoyed the feel of them, I started to curse myself for believing that I could best Becky Bradshaw. The boys continued to throb inside me, but I started to disentangle my body from their hold. Tommy left me with one last lunge, but Ramon continued playing with my soft flesh until I kicked back and returned to the edge of the table.

“Why did you have to ruin it?” I asked Jeff as I slapped the phone from his hand. “Wasn’t just having me enough?” The three boys stared at me slack-jawed. Who the fuck was I kidding? They had their fun, and now I was the one who would have to hang her head in the cafeteria.

“Party’s over,” I said. I tried to dress when they surrounded me again. Their tongues washed over my limbs, and I drifted into the warmth of their kisses that I could no longer trust. Was Jeff already filming me with some unseen device? I went limp in the wake of their pecks and let Ramon lick my cunt clean until I pushed back again and gathered my clothes.

“Hope you had fun,” I scoffed as I dressed. “Don’t tell your friends. It is not happening again.”

Tuning out the sounds of their voice as I made my way back to my dorm room, I found Ally gone, and I collapsed to my bed with a pitiful groan. Curling my knees close to my chest, I swore that I could already hear the streams of cruel laugher. Now I was going to be the butt of the next morning’s joke. At least Becky Bradshaw would be in the clear, and I slipped into a sad dream where I wished I had not been so bold.

Ally was back and out cold come Sunday morning. How the hell had I even slept? After a quick shower, I started towards the cafeteria and waited for the sneers. The eyes thinking that they had me figured out at first glance.

But to my surprise, everything was as it had been before. People looked right through me, and for that much, I was I grateful as I helped myself to some sad waffles with extra butter and syrup.

“Maureen?”

Lifting my head from my half-empty plate, I saw the trio staring down at me.

“You boys look no worse for the wear,” I said, “Come to get a final shot for your movie?”

They were supposed to be different. God knows I felt different in their arms. With them inside me. Jeff pushed out a chair and forced his phone into my line of sight.

“You didn’t give me a chance to explain,” he started.

“What the hell was there to---?”

“I was just ordering dinner,” he said. “Take a look at my call history if you don’t believe me.” One outgoing call to Enzo’s was a step in the right direction, but with his phone unlocked, I couldn’t help but scroll through his photo feed. Finding not even one image of myself in the mix, I passed the phone back and played with my fork.

“So you… maybe you guys were as good as your word,” I said. “What of it?”

“Well, we would have asked you to join us if you hadn’t taken off like a bat out of hell?”

Jeff’s voice was in earnest, and Ramon nodded his head as Tommy clutched my free hand.

“What are you saying?” I asked as my voice quaked again even though I knew them inside and out.

“You want to hang with us?” Jeff asked. “A girl like you is a lot of fun. And we won’t record it.”

I waited for the other shoe to drop when Ramon moved to my back and kissed my ear.

“Cause we don’t want to share you with anyone.”

That only left one silent voice and Tommy’s smile as he shrugged his shoulders and that alone assured me that I was on the verge of something that the likes of Ally or even Becky Bradshaw could never dream of.

“You want to buy me a decent breakfast first?” I asked. Three boys nodded as one, and I followed them into the light of Sunday morning with my held high and the special secret brimming all over my body.

Three Musketeers. And I was a new kind of D'Artagnan.


26. Master’s Good Submissive Slut: A House Party Gangbang by Roxy Rhodes

I wanted to be a good slut more than anything, but I also had a secret.  My secret was that I liked to be used.  I liked sex and I wanted lots of it.  I decided that being the best slut meant keeping my Master’s friends happy too.  I longed to know what the sensation of really being wanted felt like.  When He announced that we were having a house party, I decided that this was my chance to show Him just how much I was worth.

Brendan and I had just moved into our first home together.  It was a great find.  It’s a two-bedroom Ranch home with an extra room for an office and a finished lower level.  That gave us the extra room to make a play area in our house as well.  I had wanted to have the ability to play out scenes in an actual “dungeon” like environment where we could keep all our sexy play items and invite friends if we ever wanted to.  I finally got my wish one night when Brendon came home from work and announced we were having a play party of our own.  I never really thought he would want to share me, but just lately he had been mentioning more and more that he was feeling ready to explore and see what came of it.

I was fully embracing my role as Brendan’s submissive slut, his devoted and loving live-in fuck toy, but I had only gotten here through our shared mutual need for the exchange.  Brendan had become more and more dominant, but in a loving, caring way that made me wet my panties just thinking about him touching me.  He always took care of me, adored me, and I in return I opened for his every desire and need.  I had no idea what he had planned for tonight, but I was willing and more than excited!  I practically jumped for joy at the news.  It would give me the opportunity to be his good girl and please him and to feel like I was useful.

I had a long-standing fantasy of being used as Brendan’s play toy by guests he invited to an event.  He didn’t really understand it at first, but we had talked about it several times, and he now knew that it was more to honor him, than it was for me to receive pleasure.  My pleasure was in submitting as a true slut for my Master.  A man who was dominant and who loaned you out for his guests to use was a good host.  A good host that chose you to serve his guests must trust and admire you or he never would take the chance that you would embarrass him in any way.  It was my opportunity to prove to him that I could be anything he wanted me to be and that I would make him proud.  I could be the slut and the lady of the house.

Being displayed like a Hors d’oeuvre on a tray and to be sampled and probed by waiting hands was an exciting prospect.  I knew that everyone who respected Brendan would never abuse “his property”.   I secretly hoped that he would allow me to be the centerpiece tonight.  Only, when he talked about the party, he just asked me to run errands and cook food.  He said nothing about the entertainment and I knew better than to stick my nose into the situation.  Master does know best after all.  I knew if there was something I needed to know, he would tell me.

I went about getting dressed as I had been dutifully waiting on my knees, naked, collared and ready to be used upon his arrival, but there were things to be done.  I would just have to pull on my big girl britches and wait until he decided I needed a good fucking.  My hope for permission to cum would have to wait.  I was allowed to wear a skirt sans underwear and nipple clamps under my thin blouse to the store.  This told me that Master was indeed in the mood to objectify me.  The nipple clamps were tight and stung slightly.  I loved it.  I could feel my wet pussy under the skirt as I walked and my own juices lubricated my thighs.  I could barely contain my need to cum.

When I got back from food shopping for the party, Master tugged smartly on the chain between my nipple clamps.  It was harder than usual, but he gave a playful smirk when he saw me wince.

“Are you ready for your big debut tonight, baby?”  He asked.

“What debut?”  I asked in return, not quite understanding and smarting from the quick but hard tug.

“Someone has to be the slut of the party,” he said casually and began walking away.

“Really?”  I asked, skipping after him.  “You’re going to share me?”

“Of course, I am,” he said with a serious face.  “You belong to me, and we are having a party.  Why wouldn’t I pass you around a bit?  It will be fun watching you being touched and used and being the centerpiece for everyone to look at and feel at my discretion.  When the guests have had their fill, then I will have you kneel for the rest of the night at my feel with your collar and lead on.  If you are really good, slut, I will allow you to suck me off for everyone’s watching pleasure, but mostly for mine.”

“Thank you, Master,” I said breathlessly and immediately sank to my knees at the news.  By now, I was a well-trained whore and very obedient.

Brendan groaned appreciatively as I lowered myself to the floor on all fours.  My full ass was easily within his reach.  He slapped it heartily, and I let out a small yelp.  He was definitely in a good mood tonight, and I was eager to please.  Flipping up my skirt, he probed my already wet pussy with two fingers.  He knew that I would be ready for him as soon as my knees were on the floor.  He pumped my pussy vigorously with his hand, and I came almost immediately.  A stream of cum dripped down his arm to his elbow.  He ordered me to lick his fingers, sucking my own juice from them and then plunged his hard cock into my waiting pussy.  He fucked me furiously to remind me of his ownership.  As he came, he placed his hand around my throat, not too tight, but just tight enough to make my heart race a bit.  I enjoyed feeling myself struggle slightly to catch my breath and yet still managed to moan at the feel of his thick cock inside me.  I breathed deeply through my nose and got my fill of my own musky scent.

“That’s the first one of the night,” he said, straightening up and slapping me playfully on the ass.  “I’m your first and your last, always, aren’t I?”

“Yes, of course, Master,” I whispered as he pulled the chain between my tits one last time before telling me there was a gift for me upstairs on the bed.

I scooted upstairs as fast as I could and found a large garment box tied with a bow on the bed waiting for me.  I was very excited and unwrapped it quickly.  Inside were a few different outfits that I was assuming were for tonight’s party.  The first consisted of a leather collar with a large O-ring and leather body-straps and rope.  If I knew Brendan, then he would tie me in one of his elaborate designs that showed off my finer points, my tits, and ass.  He had become such an experienced rigger that decorative ties were a cinch and could be done within minutes.  The second outfit was a bit more elaborate and still only consisted of a faux diamond encrusted demi-bra, which left my nipples exposed, and a pair of matching panties.  Of course, a garter, thigh high stockings, and some killer candy apple red heels would complete the look.  The last outfit was my favorite.  It was a hot pink sheer baby-doll lingerie with string tie panties.  I wanted to put it on right away!  I looked up and saw that Brandon was watching me from the doorway.

“May I?”  I asked excitedly.

“You may,” he said nodding his approval.  “Keep yourself perfect looking for our party, though.  You can start getting ready now, I’ve got help downstairs.”

I wondered who was helping him downstairs, but was too excited and returned my attention to the gift box.  I couldn’t wait to be on sexy display for the party.  I decided to take a bath and shave so that my legs were as smooth as silk.  My pussy was always completely clean and smooth, the way that Master liked it.  He could suck for hours leaving my labia pink and deliciously raw.  After I was perfectly clean and smelled incredible.  I applied my makeup flawlessly.  I chose to create a look with dramatic eyes and pouty lips.  I loved wearing my bubblegum pink lip-gloss and batting my eyelashes.  Flirting was easy and fun, and I couldn’t wait to get started.  Once my hair perfectly put up into ponytails, I put on my new lingerie and looked in the mirror.  My nipples stood out provocatively through the sheer material, and I looked as if I was aching to be fucked.  I was always aching to be fucked.  I knew exactly what Brendan would say about my “look”.  He would say that I looked perfect!

When I arrived downstairs, Brendan was busy giving instruction to the domestic help he had acquired for the party.  They were collared property on loan.  I knew this because I recognized a couple of the girls from other events we had attended.  I sat patiently and waited while my Master received a sloppy blowjob from one of them.  I could not help but feel a small pang of jealousy when I noticed her breasts.  Brendan loved big tits. Hers happened to be huge, with large pink areolas.  I noticed them because Brendan was having fun twisting her nipples while she swallowed him deeply into her throat.  She squirmed each time he twisted.  I set my feelings aside knowing that I would be the main event tonight and that I would have many hands all over my body.  I still watched while Brendan came on her face and then zipped up and walked away. The other girl obediently licked her face clean of every drop of his cum before they both resumed setting up for the party.

I sought Master out, my heels clicking on the wood floors, so I knew that he heard me following after him in the house.  He did not slow down, but checked on every detail happening all around him.  There were more people in the house than I could count now just there to work on the party. Finally, he entered his private office, and I entered after him.  He was already seated behind his desk when I came in, and he was not alone.  To my surprise, there were three other men already waiting, sitting in leather chairs, drinks already in hand.  I immediately knelt by my Master’s side, and he acknowledged me by squeezing my tit.

“Very nice!”  One of the men spoke up immediately.  “Do we get to sample?”

“Not just yet,”  Brendan answered.  “We wouldn’t want to ruin her makeup.”

The men laughed at Brendan’s small joke.  They would love to ruin my makeup.  It was his polite way of saying no to them.  I would not be sampled before the party began.

“Everyone will get a chance.”  He offered.  “Don’t worry, I will see that you are at the front of the line.”

I stayed silent with my eyes averted to the floor as was expected of me.  It was then that I realized that I would be on the receiving end of an actual gangbang.  I had asked to be shared, and I would be.  I was simultaneously excited and afraid.  I was used to having sex with other women with Brendan, but he had never shared me with another man.  Now, he would be sharing me with many.  I could feel their eyes looking appreciatively at me.  Their gaze felt hot on my skin, and I wondered what it would be like to have all of their cocks inside me at once. I wanted to have my pussy pounded for hours, my tits squeezed and pinched by rough hands. I wanted my pussy, ass, and mouth filled with thick salty cum.  I nearly moaned aloud at the thought, but caught myself.  I couldn’t stop my panties from dampening, though.

“Guests will be arriving momentarily.  Baby, go wait in the dungeon.”  Brendan said looking at me.

I did as I was asked without question.  It had not always been this easy. In the beginning, I was pouty and stubborn, so much so that Brendon refused me at first. I eventually gave into being trained and now I would do anything for him.  I remembered vividly the long sessions and many delicious ways that Brendan had used me since.  My heart, mind, and body willingly belonged to him.  When it came to sex, I was fairly insatiable, and I had never met a man     quite like Brendan.  He could exert his will over me and make me swoon at the same time.  He was never forceful, but confident and sexy.  I longed for his cock and anything else he had in mind for me.

I waited patiently in the dungeon for him now.  I knew he would come in first and be the last to leave the room.  There were plenty of people to run the rest of the house and girls would come and go from the room, but I would be the centerpiece.  Just then, he entered the room and came to me.  He never disappointed.  He kissed me deeply, possessing my mouth.   His tongue slipped in and teased mine.  His hands found my breasts and played with my nipples, stoking them into hard peaks.  I moaned as he pushed me down on the bench that I had been sitting on.  He cuffed my hands above my head and splayed my legs open.  He pressed his hard cock against my sensitive clit, dry fucking me into a frenzy.

“Are you ready for your debut?”  He asked while rubbing his hand over my already wet panties.  “Oh, yes, she is wet and ready!”

The three men from Brendan’s private office filed in behind him.  I looked over at them and then up at Brendan.

“Don’t worry, baby, you are in good hands.”  He said and slipped a finger under my panties penetrating me.

I moaned appreciatively at his touch and wriggled my hips to ask for more.  He inserted two more fingers, one at a time until my wet pussy was suddenly tight around his hand.  He worked my pussy pumping his hand in and out of me.  His hand became slick with my juices, and I continued to wriggle and moan enjoying his hand inside of me.  I didn’t know how much more I could take before I would cum.  Suddenly, Brendan stopped his hand and announced that my pussy was ready for a real fucking.  A momentary jolt of apprehension ran through me. What would this experience be like?  I wanted it, I wanted it badly, but I also had no idea what I was to expect.  A light sheen of sweat covered my body.  I had been so close to coming on Brendan’s hand when he had stopped.  He knew my body well, and he could sense I was close.  He leaned down and whispered to me.

“You are allowed to cum, in fact, I want to see it dripping from their cocks when they are done with you.  I want my slut to cum long and hard.”

The first man approached. I recognized him as the owner of the two girls from the kitchen.  Even so, I gasped when he reached for my tit and gently squeezed it.  He looked quickly over to Brendan, who nodded his reassurance.  He slowly pulled my panties down and over my shoes while the other two men came to stand beside him and began to remove their clothes.  My heart began to beat faster in my chest in anticipation of what would be coming next.  I adjusted my arms slightly pulling on my restraints.  This seemed to get the attention of all of them.  As if someone had rung a dinner bell.  As the men removed their trousers exposing their hard cocks, my legs opened just slightly wider.  I truly loved a good fucking.  It was as if any apprehension had vanished.  My mouth began to water in anticipation of a delicious mouth fucking.  The second man, the younger blonde, was nicely muscled and had brilliant blue eyes.  He began stroking his dick with one hand and pulled my baby-doll lingerie down to expose my breasts with the other.  I may have had a moment of jealousy watching Brendan with the girl in the kitchen, but my breasts were full and high with large nipples that always seemed to stay hard. They seemed to be showing their appreciation by each taking a turn fondling them.  I was happy that I had certain assets.  If there was anything that truly got me wet, it was a man appreciating my body.  I loved to make a man cum.  I loved everything about men.  I loved the way they tasted and smelled, their strength, and their assertiveness.

The older gentleman, the last of the three began licking my pussy delicately, tracing my labia with the tip of his tongue and teasing my clit with fast flicks.  The younger blonde straddled my chest and nudged his cock into my mouth.  Again, I pulled on my restraints to adjust a bit.  I wanted to take as much of his cock into my mouth as I could.  I didn’t have to worry because about thirty seconds later he moved forward to accommodate the angle and plunged his thick cock easily into my mouth.  I nearly gagged at first, but loved every minute of it. His balls tickled my chin as they bounced back and forth.  He was thick and I had to open wide to accommodate him. I was receiving a very sloppy face fuck, while my new friend lapped at my sticky, wet pussy.  Finally, the third man used both hands to twist and pull on my nipples, all while my man stood only a few feet away intently watching me being used and loving it.

I was enjoying the flick of a tongue over my clit, my nipples were hard and tight, and the blonde was greedily fucking my mouth.  Whatever I had expected, this was better than any fantasy.  The sensations were so intense, that it didn’t take long for both of us to cum.  I moaned loudly and bucked and wriggled against my friend’s mouth while receiving a delicious load deep in my mouth.  I swallowed every bit of his hot cum and thanked him when he removed his cock.

The room was beginning to fill up with on-lookers.  Some were getting in line to join in on the fun and others were just there to watch.  A couple of the guys were stroking their dicks already or having their own submissive suck them off.  Hot girls were down on their knees worshipping their Master’s cocks, and I was the main event waiting to be fucked over and over again.  My gentleman friend got off of his knees and inserted his cock into my waiting pussy.  I still had cum on my face from the blonde, but another cock was eagerly thrust into my mouth.  I sucked greedily on it.  I was in ecstasy!

My pussy tightened as I had an incredible orgasm, my juices were flowing down my thighs and pooling onto the bench.  My friend pumped wildly into me, not holding back.  He cupped my buttocks to hold me higher and began teasing my ass with his thumb. He fucked my ass roughly with his thumb and I came again.  This seemed to push him over the edge.  He pulled out and finished by ejaculating all over my flat belly.

My restraints were unhooked, and I was turned over onto my belly.  Someone was priming my ass with lube, but I could no longer see who it was.  I was just feeling sensation now and how good it felt.  There was cum dripping down my chin as another man finished by coming in my mouth.  I would have to keep up!

I felt someone’s hand push down on my buttocks, aligning me with their cock.  The tip of it teased the opening, and I was told to bare down onto it as much as I could.  I sucked in my breath as he entered me, but once he was in, the feeling was incredible. I had never felt so full.  I loved being fucked and used like a good slut.  I moaned loudly and begged him to fuck me hard.  My tits hung over the bench now, and hands were pulling and pinching my nipples, squeezing them hard. The line had begun to grow.  My ass opened up for his cock.  I was enjoying my ass being used while I felt my pussy tighten around someone’s strong fingers.  I couldn’t keep count of how many times I had cum already, but all I wanted was more.

After my first ass fucking, I was given a break to clean up and get some water.  I was then blindfolded and taken over to the small bed in the corner.  Here I couldn’t keep up with the amount of hands that probed and pinched and fucked my pussy.  I was pulled down to the edge of the bed, and two or three different men fucked me doggy style one after the other.  My mouth seemed to be always full of cock and cum.  My tits were raw from pulling, but I loved it.  I came like a trooper, hoping their dicks were dripping as Master had instructed.  I kept thinking of him taking me on the floor earlier.  His ownership and how he had every man fucking me, using me like the whore that I so desperately wanted to be.  I couldn’t get enough and if this were not proof enough, then perhaps that I was presented with women to suck and fuck would be more convincing.

Tits were thrust at my cum smeared mouth, and I greedily sucked their nipples as they moaned over me and ground their pussies onto my leg.  I was told to get on my knees and switch between sucking cock and pussy and I did it eagerly.  The women were eager to enjoy me as well, and I moaned deeply when their tongues and fingers found my eager pussy. My ass and pussy were fingered at the same time, causing a stream of my ejaculate the run down my legs.

Soon, men had lined up, and I went from one to the other just sucking cock while my ass was slapped and my pussy probed by feminine fingers.  The night was still young.  I was given another break, and when I went to shower, my hair, tits, neck, face and thighs were covered in cum.  I looked at my reflection in the mirror and smiled.

I ran the water a bit colder.  I didn’t want it to sting the already sensitive places. I washed thoroughly before changing into my next outfit.  When I returned, Brendan was waiting with his eager guests and had decided that the gangbang would commence with two very large men.  They were both very muscular, but also very well endowed.  I thought about my tight little pussy and if they could possibly be too big, but also wondered what it would feel like to be fucked by so much power.  They took turns fucking me in different positions.  One fucked me doggy style while the other rubbed his cock between my tits and had me suck the tip.  My ass was fingered and stretched, and my mouth was used appreciatively.

My tits were raw from being sucked and pulled and I was about ready to tap out when Brendan announced that there were other girls waiting to be fucked tonight and thanked everyone who had gotten a chance to participate with me.  When the room cleared a bit, I sat at Master’s feet, his cock thrust into my mouth and sucked him slowly, relishing that I was his first and last.  I took his balls one by one in my mouth, enjoying the salty taste.  His hand wrapped in my hair as he moaned his approval.  I licked his hard shaft gratefully and then took his entire cock in my mouth.  He moaned with pleasure.  He began slow rhythmic strokes in and out of my mouth, keeping his hands entwined in my hair.  He reached down and teased my nipple softly, knowing that they were sore from the use I had just enjoyed in his name.

I continued to suck his cock, slowly.  I enjoyed every inch of it sliding in and out of my throat.  His hand found my ass, and he inserted a finger as he pushed my head further down on his shaft so that it reached the back of my throat.  I held it there for as long as I could, welcoming him in further.  He released my head so I could come up for air and then plunged my head back down onto his cock.  I sucked as hard as I could.  I wanted to please my man and make his cum run down the back of my throat.  He lifted my head again and then brought me to my feet.

“I’m going to fuck every hole you have.”  He said leading me to the center of the room where others were waiting.  A sex sling was already set up, and Master strapped me into four point restraints.  He proceeded to fuck my pussy in long, slow strokes, making sure that everyone had a good look at his huge cock plunging in and out of my slick hole.  I moaned and twisted in the restraints, begging him to fuck me harder.  I wanted his cum all over my body.  I wanted his possession, for him to reclaim me.  He began to fuck me hard, pumping in and out of my wet, swollen pussy.  Suddenly, he moved his cock to my ass, plunging himself into me, fucking me harder than ever before.  I yelled out but wanted him to continue.  I loved it rough and dirty, and he knew it.

“Who’s slut are you?”  He asked.

“Yours!  I am yours!”  I insisted.  Just the thought of him owning me was enough to make me cum.

“That’s right, you are mine, and you love my cock, don’t you?”

“Yes, I love your cock, please don’t ever stop fucking me.”

He pumped hard into my ass, and I took every inch of him.  He groaned with his appreciation, and it wasn’t much longer before he was coming deep inside me.  I came just as hard when he did.  Having him cum while using my body made me crazy! My ejaculate shot out of me, splashing over him.  I panted from the orgasm, trying to catch my breath.

“Thank you, Master,”  I said.

“That’s a good slut,” he said. “Good sluts cum for Master.”


27. Lea's Decision: A Gangbang with Friends and Strangers by April Fisher

I trusted all of them with my life, so when my friends asked if I wanted to have sex with them while we were playing video games, of course I agreed. It gave me a chance to decide who I wanted as my boyfriend, because the only thing separating them apart was most likely their sexual skills. What I didn’t expect was to be tied down. Literally.

“You did not just do that!”

On the living room TV, characters hopped and ran this way and that, each trying to get ahead and find the best way to put their opponents behind. My friends yelled at each other, elbowed each other, and even leaned into them to try and cut off their field of vision to the TV.

I sat in my own lounge chair, safe from the attacking and the moving that my three guy friends were performing on my sofa. I, of course, was also playing, but silently. I sped past their characters as they fought to hinder each other, ignoring me in the process. I reached the finish line and laid my controller down, as the match ended and the winner was announced.

I picked up my bag of chips and munched on them in victory. The guys stared at me, with looks of shock and also of anger. “How’d you win right under our noses?”

“I guess you weren’t paying attention. You all seem to have tunnel vision,” I said and lifted my drink to sip. “Fighting with each other gave me a chance to just take my time and win.”

“How do you do that?” The middle one said. His name was Joseph, and he wore glasses on top of a big nose to help his cute blue eyes to see. He was the least aggressive of the group, doing it more to fit in than because it was his personality. I was constantly telling him to chill and be himself. He did it sometimes and other times he just got caught up in the moment. I figured, as long as he was comfortable with us, it was fine no matter how he chose to act.

“How do I do what?” I drank a mouthful of my juice and laid it down.

“Being so casual when it comes to winning and competition.”

I shrugged. “I don’t really see it as a competition.”

“But there’s no fun in that!” Said the one furthest from me. His name was Logan, and he was buff. He went to the gym six days a week, and ate as healthy as he could for the majority of his time. Tonight, however, was his day off from looking and feeling fabulous. He had a slice of pizza in his hand, and after he spoke, he put a huge bite into his mouth.

“What is fun to you then?” I asked, genuinely curious. “Competition can be really ugly.”

The guy closest to me spoke up. “Well, we won’t have to compete if it was all agreed on beforehand.” His name was John, and he was the most aggressive of the group. He also had a crush on me for as long as I could remember. We met in high school, back when his hair was emo, and he wore eyeliner. Now he still wore eyeliner, but his hair was neatly trimmed, and he dressed casually, but clean. Back then, he preferred baggy clothes. I preferred the clean look. Still, the eyeliner gave him a nice touch that even made it hard for me to resist. But I’d managed to… for the moment.

“What do you want to agree on then?”

“Well, Joseph’s liked you for a long time, and so have I – even longer. Logan could use it. So we were all wondering if you would be open to having a gangbang.” He stood up, and only him, and walked over to me. “If you agree, we could do it here and now.”

“Hey, sit down, John,” Joseph said, motioning him back. “She’s not going to want to if you’re forcing her to make a decision.”

I smiled at him a little, feeling thankful for his consideration. But still, it was an idea… I could test out each of them all at once, and decide who the best at sex was. That would make my decision a little easier. Because I knew I wanted a boyfriend, I just couldn’t decide on whom. Logan obviously was out of the question – he wasn’t too interested in me past being a friend. He didn’t seem the type to make things awkward if he saw me naked, though.

If it was between John and Joseph, though, I couldn’t decide. Joseph was sweet, but he seemed easily influenced and awkward. John was surer of himself, but he was also an angry person. I had been friends with John for a long time, but I wasn’t sure if I could deal with his anger if I had to live with him every day.

John went back to his spot. “Sorry. Wanna keep playing, and you’ll think about it?”

I nodded and went over to grab a slice of pizza. “Thanks.”

In reality, my mind was already made up. I sat down and continued playing, feeling confident in my decision. I decided not to tell them I wanted to right away. I would sleep on it, and if I still wanted to do it, then I would, and I would call them to ask when they wanted to do it.

We spent the rest of the night yelling at each other again and enjoying each other’s company, and we played on into the night until the wee hours of the morning. They finally went home at three in the morning, and I went to bed feeling fabulous and smug because they didn’t win a single game.

When I woke up and the morning cast my decision in a new light, I wondered if last night had really happened. I still would have done it with any of them at any time – but with all three of them at once? It felt like a romantic comedy gone bad. So rather than question myself, I called up Logan to ask if their offer was still on the table.

To my surprise, he answered and was enthusiastic about my questions. He seemed to be in a good mood, which felt out of character for him given how quiet he always was. Still, I didn’t question it. The guy deserved a little happiness in his life, quiet or not. He confirmed that John had indeed asked me if I wanted to have a gangbang. He laughed into the phone as he recalled how desperate John looked. I wondered if he was reading the situation wrong because John hadn’t seemed desperate to me. He seemed like he was on a hunt, and enjoying every moment of it.

“I’ll do it,” I said, once all of my questions had been answered. “I mean if no one’s going to be awkward or angry afterwards. I don’t know if I want to choose any of you. I’m guessing that was his intention – to find out if I would pick any one of you?”

Logan sighed on the other end. “Well, yes and no.”

“What do you mean?”

“He wants you to pick him, and I guess he figured this would be the easiest way to do it since he’d prove himself worthy. Maybe. I don’t know, man. I just want to get laid. It’s been forever. I hope you don’t mind?”

“No, not at all. I was just curious. John is the type to go for what he wants. I just don’t want him to be angry if I don’t pick anyone.”

I could almost hear the non-committal shrug from Logan. “It is what it is. Just talk to him and see?”

“I’ll do that. Thanks, Logan.”

“No problem, Lea.”

I hung up feeling a little hesitant about my decision. If it was going to cause trouble between us, then I didn’t want to. I didn’t want to ruin the friendships that I already had. So instead of making a decision right away, I decided to invite them all over again later in the week to talk about it over some homemade chicken wings and drinks.

They all happily agreed and on a rainy Saturday in my house, we sat around the table with greasy fingers as we munched on meat. It was relatively quiet at first, everyone enjoying their food first before delving into such a serious discussion. We all had different sauces, and of course, I preferred my wings spicy. I sniffed as I ate, my tongue burning delightfully. I supposed I was a sort of a masochist. I could’ve just said no to the gangbang, but I was too curious to say no.

“So,” John said, putting down his last wing and licking his fingers. “When are we going to talk?”

“Well…” I sniffed from the spices and laid my wing down. “I was hoping today. Would you be angry if I didn’t choose anyone after this gangbang you suggested? I don’t want to ruin our friendships…”

I got straight to the point because I had been fully intending to do it after we cleaned up, and I didn’t want to stall or waste anyone’s time. I wasted enough of my own trying to figure this whole thing out.

He shrugged. “I mean, what’s done is done. Your choice is up to you. I may try my best, but sometimes it might not be enough. You know? No stress.”

For some reason that didn’t help me feel better, but it did answer my question. I felt like doing it, but the pressure I felt was annoying, and I wanted it to go away.

Just when I thought I might back out because the pressure was too much, Joseph decided to speak up. “It’s okay if you don’t choose anyone, Lea. Just have fun. We’re going to, right?”

The other two nodded. “Definitely. No judgment here,” Logan said.

I stood up. “Then I guess I should clean up to get down and dirty,” I smirked a little and went over to the sink in the kitchen and washed off all the spices and grease. The guys followed me and did the same. Then they all looked at me, a little awkward and expectant.

“Where should we do this then?” Logan asked, the most relaxed of the three. “Somewhere more comfortable than the kitchen floor I imagine.”

Instead of answering and making it weirder for us, I headed out of the kitchen and into the living room, where the floor was covered with carpet and sofa was comfy. I sat down on the sofa with my legs spread out and my arms on the tops of the cushions, completely open and ready. All they had to do was claim me.

Of course, John was the first to make a move and sat beside me. Then, he made a move to kiss my neck. Logan joined in and sat on my other side. Joseph found his place in between my legs, but he was red in the face. I could tell he was uncomfortable where he was so I extended an arm to lift him to me, kissing his lips. He closed his eyes and then so did I. We made out as John and Logan ran their hands over my clothed body, digging their hands under my shirt. They lifted it over my head and moved their kisses downward. I felt slightly smothered, but I couldn’t tell if it was the limbs enveloping me, or the kisses Joseph gave me. He was an amazing kisser, and I didn’t expect that at all, given how awkward he was.

I broke the kiss long enough to lift Joseph’s shirt over his head. The other two followed suit, not wanting to be left out. I ran my hand over John’s leg and thigh, making my way up to the package in his pants. He was already hard in anticipation. I laid my hand on Logan’s package as well. He was taking his time getting into it, but as soon as I touched him, he sprung up in response.

John moved up and whispered something into my ear that gave me chills. I wasn’t sure if they were good or bad. “Oh yeah, I hope you don’t mind that I invited some friends who will join us…”

I wondered what kind of a man would jump a surprise like that on you in the middle of doing it, but that didn’t deter me from doing it. I would just have more visitors. Still, that alone made my decision for me that John wasn’t the right person for me. But I would enjoy the sex anyways – it wasn’t every day that I got to get the attention of several men.

Logan groped my boob with one of his hands, digging it into my bra and shoving it aside in favor of the naked skin underneath. He ran a thumb over my nipple and nibbled on the skin on my shoulder a little, sending a shock through my system that made me wet. Just a little, but enough to get me going on a nice ride towards cloud nine.

My doorbell rang, but I couldn’t stop. “How are they going to get in?” I asked as John unclipped my bra.

“I told them to let themselves in…”

I realized I’d left the door unlocked, and they were just making themselves known. As expected, I heard my door open and a group of men – I counted six – waltzed into my living room as if they lived there. I motioned them over and they immediately just unzipped their pants, and began jacking off. I wondered if they were really excited to see me, or if they were imagining something else. From how fast they were getting hard, though, I guessed my half naked body was doing the trick. Most men were pretty visual creatures.

Joseph took off my bottom and threw it aside, leaving my vagina almost bare aside from my thong. He put his hand on me and rubbed in a circular motion, hoping to get me wetter, but it wasn’t doing much for me. So I took his hand and placed it in such a way that it would get me off, and then he went to town on me. I leaned my head back and moaned.

Logan and John took the opportunity to kiss my neck as they fondled my breasts. My hands moved on their clothed packages, but after a while of them doing this to me I began to want and need more than I was getting. So both of my hands unzipped their pants, both at once. They obliged by taking off their pants. Their cocks sprung out the moment it was allowed freedom and my hands wrapped around them. I loved the feeling of them – John’s was smaller than Logan’s, but it was thicker as well. I wanted to suck them both off at once. “Can I have a taste?” I asked in a single breath, my breath taken away by what Joseph was doing with his hand.

John moved me and in doing so, Joseph was forced off of me. He pushed me onto my knees, and both he and Logan put their cocks to my face. The men around me watched as I grabbed both and sucked one after the other, alternating every few moments. Joseph decided that I didn’t need panties anymore, so he took them off with some effort. Then he got underneath me, and pulled on my thighs until I was sitting on his face.

This alone made me more excited than I ever expected to be, and being watched somehow made it sexier – and the fact that it had been unexpected, even more so. I wondered only briefly just how kinky I was before Joseph slipped his tongue into my pussy, and then any more thoughts I might have had were forced out to make way for pleasure. I moaned against Logan’s cock, and then I switched again and groaned on John’s.

A few more moments, and they decided to switch men. John and Logan moved away from me, and two of the guys they’d invited stepped up to my face. They were massive, and I wasn’t sure I would be able to get them into my mouth. Were all of John’s friends this well-endowed?

I didn’t have time to put them in my mouth, though. John and Logan decided I needed to have it now, and pushed me onto my hands and knees. I got a rush from it, and while my mouth was sucking off one dick, one of my hands jerked off the other. John scooted up behind me, and didn’t even hesitate before shoving it inside of me. I gasped a little as he thrust into me, rocking my body a little. I saw Joseph and Logan with the others getting off on the side, watching me getting fucked.

I was thankful that Joseph had made me nice and wet because it only took a few minutes for John to start pounding me harder and harder until it felt like my brains were getting rattled. My vagina stung as he thrust, but I couldn’t help but enjoy it because he was just the right size and he had a curve that hit the right spot.

Everything that was being done to me built up, and as John fucked me, I came all over him. I moaned on a cock as I sucked, my orgasm making my legs shake a little. I could feel my pussy contract around John, and he pulled out before he could come inside me. He stepped away and when I looked back, Logan was standing behind me ready to stuff me. He didn’t hesitate either, but he leaned over me and whispered in my ear. “Are you having fun?” he asked. “You seem uncomfortable.”

He was the first to seem concerned for me. I pulled my mouth off of the cock, and responded to him quickly before returning to sucking. “I love it so much I came.”

Logan decided to take matters into his own hands, and pulled my hands behind my back. I fell to my face, which stung a little on the carpet. I felt him tie my hands together, which is yet another thing I didn’t expect. And then, after he’d done that, he pulled me up by my hair and forced me to suck the cocks I had been before, with only him to balance me. I was at his total mercy, and for some reason, I couldn’t have loved it more if I tried.

I didn’t consider BDSM in my everyday life; I’d never even watched it in porn. But I realized that even if I wanted to stop, I couldn’t. We had no safe word, and we hadn’t talked about it beforehand. I didn’t mind, though – I didn’t want to stop. In fact, my body felt insatiable. I wanted it until I collapsed. And it seems that’s the plan that they had in mind.

They took me off my hands and knees and placed me in a sitting position on top of one of the men I didn’t know. My hands were still tied behind my back so they took control of who I sucked, and another climbed over me and began to jack off against my clitoris. The one underneath me stuffed me full, and moaned over the dick in my mouth as I was bounced up and down in his lap. His dick had a nice curve in it and the longer he fucked me, the closer I came to another orgasm.

Before I could finish again, he pulled out of me and not a second later I saw sperm shoot up into the air, hitting the other guy’s balls and landing on my thigh. I guessed that the guys around me were also getting close.

He wiggled out from under me and then the one who was jacking off against me slipped inside me, with the sperm still all over his testicles. I felt my back hit the back of the couch again and again as he pounded me, and he wasn’t gentle. A few moments later, he groaned, and I felt a warmth spill into me. I was grateful for having had a birth control shot, so all I did was moan and enjoy the feeling of having cum spilled into me.

After he finished, another one of them stepped in and took his place. I realized that I was becoming a cum dump because a few minutes later, I felt it again and it wasn’t a small load. He rolled his hips before he pulled out and I felt a shockwave of pleasure. I realized he’d hit a soft spot, and I moaned loudly before the cock I was sucking pulled away and replaced the one in my pussy, and yet again, a few moments later, came inside me. I felt full and extremely close to an orgasm. I gathered a few more, and I’d probably have an earth shattering orgasm.

John was next to fuck me until he came, and he looked straight into my eyes as he did so. He made me look at him with an aggressive hand on my chin. I saw the look on his face, an expression of lust contorted with some strange sort of sadness. I think he knew this had been a mistake on his part then. But regardless, he enjoyed himself on me for what little time he had on me, and he took his time, unlike the other men. He moved slowly at first to gauge my reaction to him, and then sped up and moaned.

I decided that even though we both knew he wasn’t the one, I would enjoy myself with him anyways, and it wasn’t like I really had much of a choice with my hands tied up. So I let him fuck me until we both came and we came together. My pussy milked him for all he was worth and he squeezed his eyes shut. I bit my lip in order to stifle the scream about to come out of my mouth. I felt my body shake a little as I came down from my high and he pulled out of me.

I felt tired now but the men weren’t done with me, and I felt myself lifted to my knees. The remaining men who were still jacking off decided I needed the rest on my face so I stuck my tongue out and closed my eyes. It only took a few moments for the first load to hit my face and spill onto my tongue, and then one by one the others followed suit. I soon had my face covered in cum, and I decided I would just lick up what I could. The tastes melded together to create a sweet and sour cocktail, one that I thoroughly enjoyed.

And then my hands were being untied, and the gangbang was over. I couldn’t open my eyes due to the amount of cum on my face, but I didn’t mind. I would just shower anyways once they all left. Assuming they did leave, of course.

I heard them begin to talk about how amazing it was, and I sat down, feeling a little lost. I wiped my eyes off and opened my eyes. They were all beginning to get dressed, and one was already on his way out the door.

I noticed that Joseph was missing before I could even be concerned for anyone else about their time with me. I stood up and put my clothes on, unconcerned for the stickiness in between my legs for the moment. I realized that none of them mattered because my mind had instantly gone to Joseph. He’d disappeared not even halfway through after he’d finished eating me out.

John and Logan approached me. “So how was it?” Logan asked as he handed me a tissue.

I wiped off my face of all the sperm and tossed the tissue in the trash. “Where’s Joseph?”

John looked around. “Maybe he finished early and left?” he suggested.

I shook my head. “That’s not like him, he sees things through. You guys can go if you want, I’m gonna go look for him.”

Despite how tired I was from the sex, I couldn’t just leave Joseph alone. I searched my house for him but he wasn’t there, so I went into my backyard. He was in my swimming pool, and he was floating. His ears were submerged, and I suddenly knew why he had left.

The other men had already left with thank you and goodbyes, so I decided it would be okay to go for a little dip. A skinny dip. John and Logan watched as I undressed again. John looked sad again. He recognized that my affections were clearly elsewhere and would always be, but he didn’t say anything. In a way, I think he was glad that I had figured out who I really wanted. Logan smiled and waved at me as if we’d not done anything. I was thankful that they seemed to treat me the same way they always did.

I jumped into the water without warning and threw Joseph off balance, submerging him. He swam to the surface and coughed a little. Water came out of his nose, and he blew it until it felt better. “What the heck Lea?”

I smiled at him and swam up close to him. “Where have you been?”

He looked away. “I couldn’t do it. Sorry.”

I shrugged. “I’m not worried about that. What about it bothered you?”

I noticed how cute he looked without his glasses. Not that he wasn’t adorable with them too, of course, but he had a certain allure without them that made me want to smooch him. “It felt… disrespectful. I mean, I know you said yes, but they didn’t tell you about the others…”

“I could’ve just said no. They would’ve respected my wishes. And isn’t that what good sex is all about anyways? It doesn’t matter how we do it, it just matters that we’re all enjoying it. Including you.” I put a finger on his chin and pecked his lips. “I’m sorry you were so uncomfortable.”

His cheeks flushed red, and he flailed away from me. “This night is too crazy!”

Water splashed everywhere as he freaked out. I laughed and tackled him. He went limp, and then hugged me to him. “Just promise me you’ll tell me if you don’t want to do something next time?” I asked him.

He nodded and put his chin on top of my head. “I’ll try to be more assertive… maybe like John.”

I chuckled a little. “Just… say what you want and don’t want. It’s that easy.”

Joseph pulled away just a little. “Then… can I have you? I want you… but like… as my girlfriend.”

“I would love nothing more.”

We made out in the swimming pool with our friends watching. I felt bad for John, because he would never have me and unrequited love hurt – but I didn’t regret my decision at all. And that’s the most important thing anyways.


28. A Bad Girl's Domination: A Rough Double Penetration Gangbang by Joni Blake

I have most of the guys on the basketball team wrapped around my little pinky finger. Once a lonely little girl, I am now a full bodied woman and I know how to use it to get what I want. Today is no different and what I want is all three of them. I smile as they watch me walk across the room. Dad will be gone tonight like always. What better way to spend the evening then sandwiched between three hot men who all have it bad for little ole’ me?

Life was good. I liked being the center of attention. I always have. What can I say? Some people blame it on my home life. Like my therapist who said that I lacked the attention at home so I went out in other places to find what I was craving. They didn’t know me, though. I just liked it that much. Especially when it came to men. The more men whose attention I grabbed, the better, I felt. At 5 foot 6 inches, I was round in all the right places. My tits were huge and my ass plump. I knew I had a good body and showed it when I could. I curled my long blonde hair around my finger as I looked out over the stands. Another game won. I cheered then and did a Russian in the air. Smiling when I saw the guys staring.

Eat your heart out boys. I have something special planned for this weekend. I looked up to see the row of three girls giving me evil looks. Jealousy never really was becoming. That’s what I was told at a young age when I wanted my older sister’s stuff. Alex turned into the good girl and had settled down after college with a good guy to pump out babies for. It was amazing how much she had changed. My dear old sister was the same as me. She had been a head cheerleader all her life and could have had any man she wanted, and she did over and over. How she chose just one, I will never know. I guess love really was a thing.

Daddy worked all the time and was never home, always flying out to one country or another for business or pleasure. Who ever knew. With mom’s death 8 years ago my father had changed. He was no longer the loving father that had doted on us when we were younger. He was the man who had hired a nanny and seemed to have a different woman on his arm in every picture. I guess that’s where me and sis got it from. Then again I did overhear my aunt and old nanny talking about my parents being swingers at one point or another. Maybe mom was the same way, and we got a double dose of the extreme need for sex.

I myself enjoyed sex, a lot. Every way and all. I was especially into having more than one man to please me. I looked over at Zach then. He smiled that knowing smile in my direction. It was like he knew what I was thinking. He would want a quickie. I guess we could fuck really quick during the break in the bathroom. We always went to the one on the other side of the school although we had been caught a couple times. As the people started crowding around to head to the stands, I made my exit.

The bathroom wasn’t that big, but it was big enough. I quickly slid my bottoms off and waited. Like clockwork, he came through the door and locked it. He was already pushing his shorts downward showing off his hard cock. I turned to the mirror and bent over, lifting the skirt of my uniform and wiggling my ass at him. I knew what he liked. He stepped up to me then and smacked my ass hard. I moaned.

“We don’t have time to play Zach. Just fuck me nice and hard and fast.”

He smiled at me through the mirror right before he clutched my hips and drove into me in one powerful thrust. He then began to fuck me in a frenzy, slamming me into the sink. My pussy clenched around him, loving the feel of his hard cock in me. His thrusts and strokes were powerful and raw. Hard and fast he fucked me until I screamed with my release and he pulled out to cum all over my back. I felt the liquid slide down into my ass cheeks.

“Damn you, Zach. I didn’t have time to clean up. We have to get back.”

He chuckled before wetting a paper towel and cleaning the sticky liquid off me. His hand connected with my ass again. He knew that I liked it, and I gave him another aggravated look which he answered with another chuckle. I quickly pulled on my bloomers and followed him from the bathroom. The man was aggravating, but boy could he fuck. Especially in a frenzy fast quickie.

I shook my head as I passed him then. Zach was good, but he wasn’t on my list for the weekend. I had my eyes set on other prey. I couldn’t wait till the weekend. I continued to walk out to the gym and smiled over at the guys. The basketball team was predictable. They were all bad boys with the need to find mischief. I turned to look over at my next conquest. The cheerleaders. All three men turned to look at me then with smiles on their faces. I had seen the way they watched me. I knew they all wanted me. The game was over before we knew it and I smiled into the sea of faces as everyone went to leave. I grabbed Brad by the arm and then nodded towards Shawn and Dylan.

“My dad is going to be out of town this week.”

“Really? You thinking of having another party?” Dylan asked with a smile. The last time daddy went out of town for a week, and I had almost a hundred people at my house. The pool had been filled with people. Our estate was off the beaten path and out by itself so I was lucky that the cops were never called out to come and investigate any loud music or anything. We could be as loud as we wanted. Most of the servants left by the time the party started.

“Well yes but this one won’t be quite so big I don’t think.” I smiled at them, trying to make them see my point.

“Just the squad or something?” I sighed then Dylan was sexy as sin, but he didn’t have too much going for him upstairs. He was one of those men that you just wanted to stand there and smile. Stay pretty so to speak.

“Or something. I was thinking of a group of three joining me for the weekend.”

“Oh yeah. Who?” I looked at Brad for help then.

“Us man. She wants to invite the three of us over to her house.”

“Oh. Ohh.” He smiled at me then, finally catching on to what I wanted. I watched as the other two shook their heads in amazement. How could he be so dense?

“Yeah. So what do you guys say?”

“We will be there,” Shawn said with a smile.

“Great. My place tomorrow at seven then?”

“See you then.”

“Ok. Until then guys.” I waved at them as I passed by I made sure to put some extra swish in my hips since I knew that they would all be watching. This was going to be my chance. I had been with two men before but never three, and I wanted to feel it completely.

The next day came and went and soon I dismissed the servants telling them I had friends coming over to keep me company and I would be fine. I wasn’t really lying so to say.

The doorbell rang, and I looked over myself one last time. I wore a short leather skirt with nothing on underneath it. I had a tight tank top on that looked like a second skin, and my tits were all but falling out the top. My hair I curled and left down.

I opened the door and smiled at the three as their eyes grew wide. They slowly looked down my tan body and swallowed.

“Come on in.” I waved them in and shut the door behind them. “Can I get you guys something to drink?”

“Please.”

“Alright. Follow me and I’ll see what we have.”

I led them into the kitchen and opened the frig to lean over and look inside. I knew that they could see my ass and tell that I had no panties on underneath it. It was exactly what I wanted them to see too. I heard a groan behind me then and smiled even more. Someone apparently was loving the view. I looked back at them, and sure enough, they were all staring at my ass. Before I could ask then what they wanted to drink, they all started to walk towards me then.

Brad gathered me in his arms, and I felt his lips capture mine. His tongue sank into my mouth then. I moaned against his lips sliding my body against his.

“I am going to give you everything you asked for and so much more.” He grinned at me then.

“Good,” I said with a smile. I tried to pull away from him then and flirt around him, but he held me still.

“You thought you were going to be in control tonight didn’t you? I hate to tell you this honey, but we are not like the little sissy boys that you boss around in bed. We will be controlling tonight.”

I felt my eyes widen as I looked at him. I wasn’t scared. I knew they weren’t going to hurt me. I was excited. I felt my heart begin to beat faster. Nobody had ever taken control like this. They were all too scared that I would walk away, but as I looked into the eyes of the three men around me, I knew that they meant business.

“Are you wet already thinking about it? I bet you are. I can smell you. Check her.” He looked over at Shawn then who I saw smile out of the corner of my eye. He looked back down at me then. “Open your legs wide.”

I did as he said and then gasped as I found someone’s hands on my pussy stroking me. I felt myself become even wetter as I stared at Brad. I couldn’t help the excitement that was running through me then. My nerves were bundled as I moaned.

“That’s right. We are going to fuck you the right way tonight. You will be exhausted and sated when we are done, and then we are going to do it again and again. Your body will be screaming for release in a matter of minutes. You don’t need someone to fuck. You need someone to dominate you, and I am just the man. With the help of Shawn and Dylan, we will fuck you the way this body was made for.” He kissed my ear before sucking the bottom lobe into his mouth and gently biting it. “Now take off those clothes. I don’t know why you even wore anything. You are showing everything in them anyway. I want to see your tits, nipples and all so that I can suck on them.”

My breathing was becoming rapid again, and I looked at all three of them. They were all standing there watching me, waiting for me to do what Brad said. I had never done this before. Sure I had sex and even with more than one man at a time before but I had never undressed for them in front of them. They had removed my clothes, and it was not done in bright lights like the kitchen either.

“I think we should…”

“I don’t care what you think. Take off your clothes.”

I looked up at Brad and bit my lower lip. I didn’t know if I should challenge him or not. He looked like he was not to be ignored at that minute. He stood with his large arms folded in front of his chest. Shawn and Dylan stood beside him watching me intently.

“You heard me Steph.”

I did it without thinking. I started across the kitchen and then down the hall. I wanted to make him work for it. He may want me to submit, but it wasn’t going to be easy for him at all. I would make sure he knew that I was not that easy to tame. I heard someone behind me and grimaced when I say, Dylan. He was fast. I knew it. I had seen him sprint across the fields at the school. He chuckled when he easily caught me. He wrapped his arms around me and looked down at me with a smile. His hand caressed up my ass, and I moaned. “We could stay in here. Shut and lock the door.”

“As tempting as that is honey I don’t think they would like that. You have to know that we have waited for this night. Now Brad is going to punish you.” His hand rubbed up my ass again, and I moaned. I squeaked and jumped when I felt the pinch. “That is nothing.”

My mouth worriedly chewed my bottom lip as I was thrown over his shoulder and carried to the living room. I wiggled and tried to kick him, but I felt his hand come down on my bare ass and yelped. When he sat me down, I stood in front of Brad. He was sitting in one of the chairs and gave me a smile. The smiled scared me. It was full of wicked intent. I felt my pussy gush with fluid at the look. I knew that tonight was not going to be like any night I had ever had before. I cocked my head and looked at him with a challenge. My eyebrows rose then. He laughed as he grabbed my wrists. Before I knew what he was doing, he had me straddling his legs.

“What in the hell do you think…” Smack! “Ahh! Damn you stop it.” I was furious now and tried to buck myself up and off his lap, but he wouldn’t let me. His heavy arm laid across my hips holding me down. I felt his hand slip down to my pussy and stroke it, and I moaned. I couldn’t help it. It felt so good having his fingers stroke my clit. Then his hand was gone, and I felt another smack. I moaned, and his hand returned to my pussy. Smack! It was almost too much. “Please.”

“Please what my pet?”

“Dammit Brad.”

Smack! I groaned loud and deep this time. “You will stop holding on Steph. Let yourself go and you will be rewarded. Just feel. Feel what my hands are touching. Feel how good it feels to have me play with that sweet pussy. Come on and tell me what you want.”

“I want to cum.”

“That’s what I thought.”

My head was spinning with need. I wanted more. I wanted his cock deep inside me. I wanted him to fuck me. No, I wanted them all to fuck me. Now.

“In time.”

I looked up at him then realizing that I had said it out loud. “Oh.”

“Right now I’m going to fuck you with my fingers and then you will enjoy each of us. I promise you.”

I felt his fingers slide back inside me, and I moaned. He began to move them in and out of my body, over and over. I yelled with my release and felt myself clench around his fingers then. I felt myself being lifted then and turned to face him and straddle his legs. He kissed me deep and sensual, and I felt my body become soft and languid with desire. I leaned into him wanting more and he chuckled.

He stood me up in front of him then. “Take off your clothes Steph.”

Looking from him to Shawn and Dylan, I bit my lip lightly. Slowly I began to remove my clothes, sliding the skirt down my legs and then I lifted the tight tank top from my head. I dropped it to the ground on top of my other clothes.

“I have waited so long to see your tits. Come here. I want to taste them.” I took a deep breath and moved forward then. I moaned again when his mouth dipped to suck a nipple into its hot depths.

I felt someone come up behind me then and then my mind was gone. Someone kicked my feet lightly making me lean forward to brace myself against Brad who was still sitting in the chair. His mouth was going from one breast to the next. I felt someone’s tongue lick my pussy, and I groaned deep. It was like an electrical shock as someone else lightly bit my shoulder. My mind was reeling in the pleasure that was gathering in my body. It was almost too much. I felt my head lay back then, and I couldn’t help but sigh as hands and mouths roamed over my skin. I sucked in a breath when someone’s lips captured mine then. I suddenly felt the mouths leave me, and I was being lifted and carried. I looked up to see Brad smiling down at me. I knew then that he would be leading everything. It was the first time that I wasn’t barking out orders in the middle of sex, and I liked it.

I didn’t think that I would like sex as much if I wasn’t in control but I found I liked it even more. I didn’t have to worry about how to make everyone feel good and make sure nobody was left out. I could just enjoy myself. He dropped me to stand in front of them, and I watched as they each stepped back and began to undress. A shiver went through me then as I watched them remove their clothes. Their eyes traveled over my body as I stood there. I bit my lower lip again and then smiled. I dropped to my knees as they came forward. My hands wrapped around two cocks pointed at me as my mouth covered the third. I slurped at the long length, taking him deeper and deeper into my mouth. I moaned around Brad’s size and looked up at him with a devilish smile. His cock was huge, and I felt him hold my head as he slowly fucked my mouth. I sucked harder and harder and was rewarded with a groan. I let him slip from my mouth and moved to suck on Shawn to my right before switching to Dylan.

They all had that look about them when I was done. Dylan came over and grabbed me under my arms and carried me to the bed. Instead laying me down as I suspected, however, he laid down and brought me down over him.

I sank down on his cock, my pussy slowly sucking him into my body. I watched as Shawn Came up beside me and nudged my mouth with his cock. I opened my mouth wide and took him in. Brad was the largest of the three, and I knew what he wanted. He was going to fuck me in the ass. I knew it and felt him come up behind me. I felt his finger, wet with something slide into me, slowly. The tip of his finger then came out to circle my entrance slowly, and I heard his chuckle when I moaned even more. It felt so good as Dylan brought me back down on his cock over and over. He finally stopped, deep inside me as I felt Brad’s cock push against my ass. He slid in easily with the lube he used, but there was still that initial burn as he slowly pushed in. Shawn pulled out of my mouth, probably scared I would bite down as he watched Brad slide into me. I hissed out of my mouth and moaned then when I felt someone’s hand on my clit just as someone grasped a nipple into my mouth. Then there were two mouths there. I wanted to grab their heads and push their mouths closer.

“Suck harder.” I gasped.

I cried out with they did just that and electricity shot to my pussy which clenched immediately around the other cock inside me. I heard Dylan moan then. Brad was pushing inside me, and I gasped when he was completely inside. I felt his nails rake up my legs to my ass where he lightly smacked me. I moaned again. I heard his chuckle and gritted my teeth. The asshole. Then I could think no more as he began to move inside me. I gasped with the intensity as both of them began to slide in and out of my body with precise precision to where I would feel them both the most. I felt Shawn nudge my mouth with his cock again.

“Open up honey. I want to cum in your mouth and then in a bit, I’m going to fuck you just like Brad and Dylan are. Right now I want you to use that sassy mouth of yours to suck me.”

I did as he said and continued to suck him over and over. Brad was the first to cum as I felt him stiffen and then felt him spill in my ass. Next was Dylan, and I shuddered with a third orgasm when he moaned his release. I was still working Shawn in my mouth when he grabbed my head and began to fuck my face hard and fast. I was gasping for breath when he came down my throat. He pulled out before he was done and worked himself with his hand as my chest was covered.

“Your tits look good with my cum all over them.”

I smiled up at him then. When they were all laying on the bed, I took a few deep breaths and made my way to the shower. I was just done and coming out when Shawn was there. Without another word he lifted me onto the counter and came into me hard and sure. I moaned with the feeling of him deep inside me. I felt my head fall back as he sucked my nipples hard like I liked and grabbed me to him tighter.

“Got anything to drink now.”

“Yeah. Let me get something on.” I laughed at him as he sighed.

“I don’t think that’s going to happen, honey. You look good just like that.”

I gave him a look that clearly told him what I thought about that idea. When I came out Brad was standing there with Dylan. All he did was shake his head. The three of them grabbed their boxers and slid into them but Dylan was right, and I was refused clothes. As we made something else to eat Brad leaned me over the table and took me hard and fast while the other two watched and then I felt Dylan come up behind me after and fucked me hard and fast in the ass. We finally decided to get some sleep, and we all slept in my bed. It was a good thing I had a king. I was woken in the middle of the night and taken again by the three of them. By morning time All three of them had fucked me in every way they could. I felt used and sore and loved every bit of it. I stretched long and yawned. I felt a hand on my breast and saw Brad smile at me.

“Did you enjoy yourself then?”

“You know I did.”

“Good because we are not done with you. We will give you today to rest. Maybe we can go swimming or something. You can wear some clothes today. But tonight I plan on taking you again and again.”

“What about Dylan and Shawn.”

“Shawn has to leave in a bit for his sister’s birthday, and Dylan has something he has to do with his dad. It will just be the two of us tonight but believe me, I will make sure you enjoy yourself.”

“Promise?”

He smiled at me then, and I shivered at the intent I read there. He was serious and I knew that he would follow through. I said goodbye to Shawn and Dylan later on and smiled at Brad as I went out back. He followed me then and chuckled when I dropped my clothes and stood naked in front of him. I slowly made my way to the pool and dived in. When I came up in the water, I looked around but didn’t see him anywhere. He suddenly splashed up behind me.

“I may not be able to stay away from you until tonight now.” He pulled me to the middle of the other end where it was more shallow, and our feet could reach the bottom of the ground.

“Good.” I wrapped my legs around his waist and moaned as he slid into me again.

“I love how your pussy clenches me so tight.”

“That’s because you are so big.”

He chuckled. “Are you complaining.”

I gave him a look and shook my head. He was beginning to move inside me, lifting my body up and then back down as we began to move I was losing my voice.

“Oh yes.” I sighed as he took me slowly. It wasn’t fast and hard like before.

“I have dreamed of this. I have watched you for a long time Steph and have always wanted you.”

“I wanted you too.”

“No.” I looked at him and saw the stern look he gave me. I was clearly confused now. “I want you not just your body although it is more than amazing.”

“Oh. I have never thought of anyone like that.” I began to see Brad in a new light then and thought of him. He was the type of guy that you would fall for and hard. I realized that was the reason that I had kept my distance. After my last relationship a year ago and the heartache I had gone through I couldn’t trust a man again.

“I’m not him. I will give you everything you need Steph. NO more players.”

My eyes widened, and I nodded. “No more players.”

“Just me.”

I nodded. “Just you.” I looked at him again, and I knew he could see the fear. “Don’t hurt me.”

“Never. Unless you ask for it.” He wiggled his eyebrows at me, and I laughed. I then remembered the spanking and my pussy clenched. He grinned knowing what I was thinking of and then his fingers touched my clit, and I forgot about everything else but that feeling.


29. Lucy’s Rebellion: A Rough Gangbang at a Biker Bar by Jessica Silver

Lucy is sick of being prim and proper and made to be a good girl by her father who is a Man of God. She’s ready to rebel in the biggest way for her first time. She gets an opportunity and she takes it. She visits the bad side of town. Now she’s in the dark world of the biker gang and in their lair. But Lucy isn’t scared. This rebellion is the best thing she’s ever done and she’s certain there’s over fifteen bikers who agree.

I was angry and bored, but mostly angry. Once again I have to miss out on the fun. I’m twenty years old, and Papa still won’t give me a second of freedom. I've had it with being preached to. “While you’re under my roof it's my rules. If you sin, you won’t go the Heaven. The devil is everywhere, and temptation will lead to ruin.”

I had to study, study, study. I had to get the best grades. I had to attend bible studies. I was only allowed out with other Christian young ladies and with a suitable adult chaperone. This was ridiculous. If I could find a job somewhere, I’d run away and never have to come back near Papa again.

I’d go and find Mama who’d left five years go and said she couldn’t take me because she couldn’t afford to educate or care for me properly as she wasn’t sure how long it would take her to get on her feet. But she’d come back for me as soon as she did, she promised. Yeah right. She might be dead now for all I knew. Last I heard was that ear-breaking roar of a motorcycle taking her out of town.

I didn’t blame her. She’d found a way out and taken it. I would do the same thing if I could. Papa was so devout, so single-minded, so crazy with being Christian, he was impossible to reason with. He used Mama as the perfect excuse for what could happen. She’d let the devil had his way, she wasn’t strong enough to resist, she was hell bound. Blah, blah, blah.

From where I sat the tattooed, long-haired, muscled man on the cycle was the Savior. I wish I’d gone too. I wish I’d been old enough to get on the back of a motorcycle and disappear. But here I sat, bible in hand, trying to make sense of how long I had to be this miserable for. It was my twenty-first birthday next month, and I didn’t want to spend it with tea and cakes at the church ladies’ idea of a party.

What I needed for my birthday was freedom. Freedom and fun. Fun like the women have in the books I read under the covers at night and then hide in a secret compartment in my cupboard. If Papa found them, he’d be out of his mind. I’d felt the sting of his strap before, and I didn’t want to again. When he flipped out mad, there was no telling what he’d do in the name of the Lord. He gave God a bad name.

I’d read my share of the bible and from I could see, God and Jesus were about forgiveness and not being perfect. Being kind to others, and treating people the way you want them to treat you. I couldn’t see how dressing a certain way made you a sinner. It was crazy.

I was over begging Papa to let me go. It wasn’t happening, and I’d just say I had another headache if anyone asked, which they wouldn’t. I was invisible to everyone at that school. I doubt they’d even know I was gone if I died tomorrow. Right now, I was over this awful life and being so unhappy.

I had to do something about it, but what? I didn’t want to steal from anyone to get money to leave. I wasn’t really sure what I could do to support myself. I wasn’t sure I had any talents at anything except school, plus I had one more year to finish my degree in religious studies. Not that I was really interested in that, but Papa had let me choose any minor, and I’d been studying drama.

I wanted something I could use when I left here. I just had another year to go. How I was going to get through that year, I didn’t know. I had to find a way. I needed an outlet. Papa wouldn’t let me do anything that wasn’t associated with the church and with me heavily under guard. So I’d also need to be creative. Sitting here bored wasn’t the most fun.

I’d told Papa I didn’t feel well, and he’d left me to go to his weekly meet up with other Pastors in our area. He’d be gone most of the day, and I’d taken the day off school from illness. He’d be home early for sure because I was here alone. So that gave me roughly five hours, and I wasn’t going to find any fun on this side of town.

I stuffed an outfit into a bag and my disguise items and walked the block to the library. They had study room I could book out for the whole day. One of them also had a nice sized window into a back alley.  I had the same tight outfit similar to what many of the other girls at Uni wore and a black wig, oversized sunglasses and makeup. In particular, a deep crimson lipstick…It made my mouth look amazing.

Even if all I did was walk around feeling normal for two hours, I’d be happy. Anything had to be better than the neck to ankle outfits I wore every day. No makeup, plain hair, boring clothing. I felt about ready to burst. There was so much inside me dying to get out. If I didn’t let off some steam, I’d just have to run away for good. But one more year and I could go and do whatever I’d studied so hard for, be an actress. Today, I’d go and be the Lucy I want to be and not the one I’m forced to be. I wasn’t just going to read about how it felt to be loved, I was going to find out, somehow.

****

The other side of town, the sinful part, looked much the same as where I lived. Houses, stores, apartments. Sure, there were a few more people on the streets, but it didn’t feel particularly dangerous. But lunch time was hardly likely to be pumping. I sighed, it was all the time I had so I’d still enjoy myself.

The warm summer air touched all the bared parts of me and felt divine. I imagined it was a hundred different hands caressing my midriff, my thighs, my cleavage. I had a strange, exciting feeling swirling inside me and between my legs, it felt like extra blood was pumping. I’m not expert, but I’m pretty sure I’m sexually aroused. It was exhilarating to feel so free.

I had a sexy book in my bag. I liked how romances all had happy endings, it gave me hope. I also liked the raunchy, bad-boy hero in this one. He talked dirty and knew how to back up the words. I blushed almost the entire book, but I’d brought it along to read again today. Papa would die if he knew what was available in the libraries these days.

I found a park and headed to a park bench facing the road. I didn’t want to miss any action, never know when my hero would show up. I grinned and crossed my long legs, leaning back a little. I was going for the sexy, lounging look. My head was hot from the wig though, and I doubted anyone who really knew me would be near here, so I pulled off the black wig and shook my long bangs free.

I was just into one of my favorite sex scenes in the book, and deep male voice spoke beside me. I jumped and quickly stashed my book in my bag. Shit, I had to work on being less guilty.

“You’re Lucy, right?”

I looked at him, he looked familiar somehow. Around his eyes or his face. But I’d never seen anyone with so many tattoos up close. His dark hair was rough, and tumble and his blue eyes sent a jolt through me. How the Hell did he know my name? I just stared at him through my sunglasses.

“It’s Lucy, from drama class, I know it is. I’m Jason…We were in a group together at the beginning of the year. Did the work on body language. I look a little different.” He pulled his log fringe back and pulled his hair up into a small bun on top of his head.

Now, I knew I’d seen him before. He was quieter than me. He looked anything but quiet right now.

“Jason…wow. You look totally different.”

He grinned, and that sent a thrill over me and let his hair flop down again. I’d never had a man give me a smile like that before.

“You’re the one who’s different. Fuck, you’re hot as.”

Showtime. Now was my chance to put my acting skills to work. I’d never flirted before. I took off my sunglasses and gave a big smile.

“Are you here with anyone?”

I shook my head. “No. I’m here looking for some fun.”

He frowned. “I’m not sure you should be joking about that around these parts.”

“I’m not joking, Jason.”

“Look, everyone around here calls me Tank.”

“Okay, Tank.”

“Ya wanna grab a beer? I know a place where you can get some fun, I’ll keep an eye on you.”

I could hardly tell him I’d never tasted beer. “Sure. I’d love to. My bus leaves in two hours.”

“I’ll get you the bus stop.”

“Let’s go then.”

“I tone down who I am during class. Bikers don’t belong in drama.”

“Well, the pastor’s daughter doesn’t belong on the wrong side of town either but here I am.”

“What kinda fun you lookin’ for? Cos where I’m takin’ ya, if you put it out there more than one ape is gonna pick it up. Might be a fight until you choose.”

“Maybe I won’t choose. Maybe I’ll like them all.” My words surprised me, but I had to admit the thought of more than one man touching me had me wet. It wasn’t a virginal thought, nor a Christian one, but I had to maximize today, I didn’t know if I’d ever get another chance. I wanted to see what sex was like. This was risky, I knew…but I trusted Tank.

Tank held his hand out to me. “C’mon. Let’s see if you’re bluffin’. But if you change your mind at any time, you let me know, and I’ll get you outta there.”

I nodded. “Sure.”

“Time for this little girl to grow up. Your daddy keep you hemmed in?”

“Papa never lets me breathe.” I grabbed his roughened hand, it engulfed mine, and he dragged me up to standing.

His arm went around me and his lips crushed mine. My first kiss and I didn’t have a clue. He seemed to sense my shock and backed off a little, his lips seeking mine in a less urgent way. His caressed my ass and kept me close to him. I opened my mouth to him, and his tongue eased inside, teasing and tasting.

I collapsed into him with the deliciousness of it all. He held me up against him, and I fit into the shape of his hard, sculptured muscles like a belonged there. He broke the kiss, and I whimpered at the loss.

“You done this before, Lucy?”

I shook my head.

“Fuck, girl. If I go back there with a woman as needy to be fucked as you, I’ll have a fight on my hands. I can’t hold them all off. They’re animals.”

“So don’t.”

“You don’t know what you’re saying. They’ll pass you around like a cigar.”

“I want to try it, if you’re there to see I’m okay.”

“I’ll be there alright. I’ll get you back home too. I’m not sending you by bus, and anytime you want any more fun, I’ll come get you.”

I nodded and smiled. Finally, I was being taken seriously. He took my hand in his. “Here, feel this. You’ll have a lot of hard cocks to deal with.”

I rubbed over his erection through his black leather pants and my pussy throbbed hard. I wanted him right here and right now. I needed to be fucked hard like the heroine in the book I’d been reading. My heart jumped in fear, but I was more excited than scared. I squeezed him, and he groaned. “Over here.”

He took me into the wooden shelter. “We have to hurry, Lucy. People come through here all the time on their way home from work. Just a quick taste of what to expect. I’ll get you ready. Relax for me, Baby. Trust me and give yourself over to the pleasure.”

He kissed me again, insistent and demanding. I let myself g with the feeling and kissed him back the same way. He growled into my mouth, and he touched between my legs, up under my short, tight skirt to the flimsy underwear beneath. I sucked in a deep breath because it was like nothing I’d ever felt before. He stopped kissing to speak in a deep, rasping voice. “Put one foot up onto the bench seat. Open wide for me. Let me feel how wet you are; how fucking tight I know you’ll be.”

I did as he asked and he pushed the thin strand of silky material aside. He touched my gently along my pussy and dipped into my folds slightly. As he worked his way up, I braced myself for the contact. Nothing could prepare me for the electricity when he touched my clit. I cried out, and he laughed. He circled my opening. I felt myself clench at the slight contact.

“Has anything ever been inside you, Lucy?”

“No.”

“Not even your own finger?”

I shook my head.

“Oh, Babe…That fucking blows my mind. I’ve never had a real first-timer before. You scared?”

I shook my head and undid his button and zipper. His cock was free, and the size of it shocked me. I imagined it inside my aching pussy. “Fuck me.” The bad words tasted good in my mouth. “Show me what it feels like to come.”

He was a little taller than me and three times across the heavy shoulders. His huge muscles flexed under my touch. I moaned in pleasure when he circled my clit faster and everything inside me tightened.

He bent his knees a little. “Widen a bit, Baby. This will hurt, but It’ll feel so good very soon.”

I made it easier for him to place the head of his cock at my entrance. He still played with my clit, and I braced my hands on his shoulders for balance. I was sure I’d collapse any second from how aroused I was.

“You’re sure?” he asked.

“Yes, I’m sure. Hurry.”

He stopped playing with my clitty and guided his cock to press right at my entrance. The pressure was amazing, and it did hurt a little but wanted more. I thrust my hips forward, and the head of him breached me. He swore under his breath and held still. “Are you okay?

“Yes, don’t stop. Fuck me.”

“You’re killin’ me here, Lucy. You’re so tight around me, I think I’ll explode before I get halfway.” He looked hard at me then. “Wait.” He pulled out of me. And moved apart a little diving his hand into his back pocket. “We need this. No sex ever without one, okay?”

“Okay.”

He dragged a condom on. “This’ll help me hold back until you’re ready to come.”

“Okay.”

Then he positioned me again and pressed his sheathed cock to my pussy opening which had clenched up even tighter like the rest of me in anticipation.

“Breathe out, Lucy. Deep breath in and then out, relax as you go.”

I let out the breath I’d been holding without realizing, and he breached me again with his swollen cock. I sucked in a big breath, and as let it out slowly a let my body relax as much as I could. As I did, Tank pushed up inside me more, and I gripped his shoulders hard.

Yeah, it hurt. But it also felt fucking awesome. “More.”

I sucked in another breath, and when I exhaled, he buried himself inside me, and I yelped a little and then groaned.

“Hold still, babe, someone’s coming.” I never moved and neither did Tank. His cock was hard up inside me, and I became accustomed to being filled for the first time. I heard conversation and footsteps as the people passed by, unaware I was being fucked right under their noses. I like the thought of that. The thought of someone watching drove me crazy. I moved my hips because I couldn’t wait. I began fucking him faster.

“I’m going to give it to you now, pretty Lucy, you’re ready. Put your legs over my hips. Wrap them around me, Babe.”

“Yes, yes. I’m ready. So good. It feels so fucking good.”

I wrapped my legs around his trim waist, and hip and his powerful thighs took my weight easily as he thrust up into me. I raked my nails down his shoulders, and he growled and cursed and fucked me harder. My clit rubbed against him as he was still hard up in me and I was grinding onto him.

“Fuck, Lucy. That’s it, you’re my bitch, You’re gonna make me come now.” His frenzied movements put me somewhere I’d never been and my whole body locked up and he drove into me over and over again, and I cried out for more and more. I couldn’t get enough, and I never wanted it to end.

Together we shook and vibrated against each other as my very first orgasm ripped through me. It was better than I could ever have imagined. Tank took a few seconds and then pulled out of me. He zipped up and grabbed my hand. “Let’s go.”

I had my bag over my shoulder, and I followed him hoping for more of what I’d just had.

“Was I good enough?”

“The best. Now we’re going to get some of what you really came for. More cock than you could ever imagine.

****

He was right. Inside the darkened bikers den, the bar had a few lights, and once my eyes adjusted, I saw about fifteen bikers and all of their eyes were on me. Tank held my hand and whispered in my ear. “You want out…you say the word?”

I shook my head. I’ve never been so scared in my life. This was by far the most dangerous thing any woman could do. But I wanted this so bad. I wanted to rebel against all of the rules and regulations I’d followed all my life.

“This is Lucy. Make no mistake she’s under my care. She wants this, but if she says no at any time, I’ll kill a man who doesn’t stop. She has to be home in an hour and a half, and her daddy is a man of God, so let’s not get her into trouble or she may not ever come back to visit us again.”

The bikers looked on as if it was something they heard every day. But the gleam in their eyes and the licking of lips told me this might be a real treat for them.

“Make sure she’s enjoying every bit of it. If she ain’t comin’ neither are any of you. Oh, and clean condoms if you’re inside her anywhere. There’s a shitload behind the bar in the cupboard. I’m the timekeeper, and I’ll enforce rules with my fists.”

He pushed me forward, and I wasn’t really sure what to do. I didn’t need to worry because the biggest one picked me up and sat me on the bar in front of him. He peeled off my little top and leaned in the kiss at my nipples.

Wow. I loved how that felt, and I stuck my breasts out and looked over at Tank. He nodded, and I saw he was stroking his cock in full glory and he winked at me. Another huge man had gone behind the bar and gotten out a big box of condoms on the bar and then he pulled my arm back behind me and began to kiss and bite down the side of my neck.

“No marks where her daddy can see them.” Tank ordered.

The biker moved to my shoulder and nipped and sucked away at my skin there while the first one drew at my nipples with his lips and grazed slightly with his teeth. It wasn’t long, and there were many male hands touching me all over and many mouths sucking my breasts and skin. So many hot kisses and tongues to taste I was in real Heaven. I ached for release again, and I closed my eyes and let out a loud moan.

“Lucy needs to come. Sort it out.” Tank spoke again.

No one had touched my pussy, and yet I was wetter than before. A few of the leather-clad, muscle-bound naked men carried me smoothly to the pool table and sat my ass on the edge of that. Hands pulled my legs wide apart and supported them as the one and only clean-shaven biker smiled at me and stuck out the longest, thickest tongue I’d ever seen. He waggled it around and turned to the others. “Spread her legs and her cunt. Make that little pink clit pop out. Dr. Tongue is in town.” His deep gruffness made me throb, and though I had no clue what he was saying, I just relaxed and went with it. Some of the others pushed me to lay down, and my arms were above my head.

My tits were getting another workout, and the long-tongued biker got on his knees between my legs. “Wider. Stretch her fucking wider.” They did, and when his mouth went onto my pussy, I almost cried. Soon he was driving his tongue up inside me like it was a cock. But it was better because I could feel the movement of it deep inside and the pressure built. Then his huge tongue was on my clit, assaulting it every which way and then back inside me, fucking me again. All the hands on me and I writhed in the heat of it all.

“Joker, let her suck you.”

A man who was slimmer, wiry and a little shorter than the others walked up to me with his cock hard and sheathed. It looked more thick than long, and when he offered me his cock at my lips I opened my mouth and thought the condom had a weird flavor at first, I soon got off on the feeling of a hard cock in my mouth while a tongue ate me out.

Hands were everywhere. Cocks were getting beaten off all around me as they watched me being handled on the pool table. I loved every second of it. I wish I hadn’t waited so long. I knew there were fingers inside me now, it felt so different to the tongue, but he was onto my clit like an expert, and whose fingers buried inside me I didn’t know, maybe more than one set, I was being stretched open more than Tank’s cock and that was amazing. I wished I could get more inside me.

Me nipples were stinging, and I wanted more of that as well. My mouth was sucking cock, and just when I didn’t think I could get any more done to me I heard Tank give an order, and it all seemed to build at once. The ones who were masturbating moved close to me, and they had no condoms. They were going to shoot cum all over me.

That thought tipped me over the edge and I cried out as Joker pulled out of my mouth, ripped off his condom and began to jerk his cock hard over my face. I let go. I came what seemed like forever. Everyone seemed to cum at the same time as me. I had all their juices all over my body.

“Now fuck her hard. Smallest to biggest.” Tank’s orders came again. “Make sure everything is full when she comes next time.”

I groaned and begged them to keep fucking me. I wanted it so bad and even though I’d had two orgasms I wanted more and I wanted every cock I could get inside me. Joker went first, and he’d put on a fresh condom, and they all did the same as he wasted no time fucking me as hard as he could. It wasn’t long before he came again, and the next biker took his place. One after the other moved in, fucked me as hard as they could, and came.

I don’t know how many it was, maybe twenty or maybe some came back for seconds, but when the last one moved between my legs, with my nipples and clit being teased perfectly, I looked down and gasped. I never saw this guy when I came in. His skin was darker, and he was built like a wall. His cock was so fucking big I didn’t think it was possible to get that all in. No way. I tensed up, and Tank was by my side.

“You in or out, Babe?”

“Will it fit?”

He laughed. “You have no idea how good this cock will feel.”

“Do it.” I wasn’t afraid enough to stop it yet.

Tank nodded at the huge man, and he grinned. The head of him was so massive it took a few minutes to get inside me but when he did, my eyes watered.

Soon enough I was begging for more, the pain was the best thing I’d ever felt. All hands and mouths were on all parts of me. That huge cock splitting me in half was the best thing of all. The intensity built again and this time, I was sure to explode into a million pieces.

My clit was being fondled perfectly and then my back arched high, and his huge cock slammed into me. I screamed, and the orgasm shattered me from the inside out. Over and over again I came. I was turned inside out. The bikers all swore, or cried out, or groaned my name and I felt so in control and powerful. I’d made this happen, I’d made them all cum more than once. Me.

Nothing had ever felt wonderful. My life was my own, and I got to forget about the shitty world I live in every day. I finally knew what it felt like to be happy and free.


30. The Four-way Tutor: Rough College Gangbang by Nora Walker

When Laura agrees to tutor one of the star football players, she figures she is in for a dull night but needs the double-payment.  What she never expected was to find herself tutoring several members of the offensive line, including a thorough oral exam.

I was not one of those girls who was in college for the parties and the husband.  I really wasn’t.  At least, I did not start out that way.  I was a good girl in high school and even started college the same way.  My first three years, I maintained an A average and was in all of the honors classes available.  I am almost certain that the other students made fun of me for sitting in the front and asking all kinds of questions, but I did not really care.  I know I was bookish, but it worked for me.

I had the same roommate for all three years.  She was not much of a partier either, so we got along nicely.  We had been randomly assigned together in the dorm our first year, and it worked out for both of us, so when we moved off campus, we stayed together.

We both studied pretty hard, and both had jobs.  I worked at a local bookstore, and she worked over at the university library.  I also recently started picking up a few tutoring jobs on the side.  It was pretty good cash money and helped me learn the material better myself.  A lot of the students were mostly interested in having me write their papers for them, and while they offered a lot of money for it, I refused.  I did not need to jeopardize my own future for their convenience.

Almost everywhere I went, I wore loose khaki pants and an oversized sweater.  Some might call the look dowdy or librarian, but I was an English major so what did I care. My hair stayed pulled back in a ponytail, and I was constantly pushing my glasses up my nose.

The teachers loved me because I was always on time, turned in reliably good work, and never made a fuss.  I did ask a lot of questions in class, but they did not seem to mind the conversation it usually sparked.  Granted, that conversation was usually just between the professor and myself, but I learned a lot.

As the tutoring picked up, I started to cut back on my hours at the bookstore.  It was okay with me, I usually spent my whole paycheck in the store so it actually saved me quite a bit of money to focus more on the tutoring.  My English professors were starting to recommend me which I took as a high compliment.

By my senior year, I was also the teaching assistant to one of them, Dr. Andrews, at least for her introductory classes.  She was encouraging me to continue my studies after college, going for my masters and perhaps a Ph.D. but I just was not sure I wanted to keep studying for the next six or eight years.

One afternoon, I was grading tests when Dr. Andrews approached me about a new tutoring student.

“This one will pay double,” she stated.

“Double?  Why?”

“Because the student will pay full price and the university will match it.”

“What?  Why on earth would they do that?”

“It’s Thomas Logan.”

“Who?”

Dr. Andrews laughed, “Have you ever even been to one of our football games?”

I shook my head, “I usually sign up for work shifts during those times.  The bookstore is almost empty, and I can study.”

“Oh Laura, you need to get out more,” she laughed again, “But anyway, Thomas is the star running back of our team.  They predict he will go pro after college, but he’s in danger of losing his eligibility to play if he doesn’t pass English.”

“Ohhh, one of those.  He doesn’t really care about English, he just wanted to play football.”

“Well, I’ve never met him, so I don’t know.  But the coach and the dean have worked this out, and our department head recommended you for the tutor.”

“Wow, that’s great.  And I don’t mind double payments.  How hard can it be to teach a football player how to read?”

Dr. Andrews laughed, “Laura, come now.  You have to be nice to him.”

I sighed but finally agreed.  Double the pay for the same amount of time sounded great to me.  At the time, my roommate and I were planning a Spring Break trip to Washington DC for sightseeing, and I was in need of the spending money.

We set up the first session, and I went home to do a little research.  I was obviously not into football, but I did not want to appear ignorant in front of this star player.  It turns out that the guy was actually doing very well in his math and science classes, just struggled in English.  He also grew up in Philadelphia which was where my grandparents lived when I was growing up.  Maybe it would not be such a bore after all.  And he was not bad on the eyes.

I went into my teaching assistant website and pulled up the syllabus that he would be working on.  It looked pretty straightforward to me, but if you are a football player who likes algebra and biology, I can see where it would be boring and possibly difficult.

I checked out some of the books from the library and spent the next few days brushing up on the basics.  I had not read some of them in years, and again, I did not want to appear ignorant.  Especially not at double the price.

I mentioned to my roommate, Amy, that I was going to tutor Thomas Logan.

“Ohhh, he’s kind of sexy,” she giggled.

“You know who he is?”

“Yeah, I try to stay up on current events.”

I laughed, “I had to look him up.”

“And?” she nudged me.

“Well, he’s not bad if you like the tall, muscular, brooding types,” I laughed.

“Who doesn’t!”

In getting ready for the session with Thomas, I have to admit, I did take a little extra care with my shower and makeup.  I left my hair down and even managed to squeeze contacts into my eyes.  I chose a simple sundress to wear, hoping that it fell into that ‘cute but casual’ category that seemed too illusive to bookish little me.

Amy gave me a wolf-whistle when I came out of my room.

“I see you found his picture!”

“It’s not that!” I protested, “The department chair recommended me for this, and I want to make a good impression.”

“Uh huh, because the department chair is interested in that pink lip gloss you have on.”

I rolled my eyes and pushed her out the door for her movie.

****

I have to admit, when Thomas showed up, the pictures I had found of him did not do him justice.  He was tall and tan, with green eyes and a quick smile.

“Hi, I’m Thomas,” he introduced himself politely.

“Laura,” I replied, a little nervous to be one on one with the handsome football player.

“You don’t look like what I was expecting,” he laughed.

“Really?  What were you expecting?” I was a little startled by his comment.

“Everyone said you were a librarian type.  The guys gave me a hard time about the bookworm.”

I chuckled, “Yeah, I don’t really dress up for class like the Barbies do.”

I did not mean to let that unflattering nickname slip out; it was the name Amy, and I had given the bleached blondes in their tight little sweaters.

Thomas laughed, “Oh hell, that’s exactly what they are.”

I shrugged, “I guess I’m more interested in school, I don’t know.”

His eyes studied me closely, “What?  No parties and boyfriends?”

“Not really.  Never seems to be important I guess.”

“Well, I’ve been doing too much.  I need to ace this English exam if I’m going to keep playing.”

“Too much partying?  From a football player?” I regretted the words as soon as I spoke them.

Luckily Thomas just laughed, “Yeah, I know.  But what can I do… Everyone loves a star football player.”

“I don’t know anything about football,” I admitted quietly.

“Then this should work out, I don’t know anything about English.”

I laughed, “I’m glad you’re one of the ones with a sense of humor at least.”

We sat down together on the couch to start.  He spread out his books and papers all over the coffee table, and I cringed slightly at the mess.

“Where do we start?” he ran his fingers through his thick blonde hair.

“What does this exam cover?”

“Something about Shakespeare I think.”

“You think?” I laughed.

“Yeah, I’ve missed a few classes.”

“Have you done the reading at least?”

“Some of it.  I think.”

“Oh geez,” I sighed.

It appears from his syllabus that the test would cover Taming of the Shrew, one of my least favorite Shakespeare works.

“I’m not a fan of this one,” I warned him.

“Why’s that?”

“If you had read it, you would probably know.” I arched one eyebrow at him.

He laughed, “Probably not, Shakespeare is hard to understand.”

“How about you start reading, and I’ll make us something to eat?”

He nodded and flipped open the book.  I headed to the kitchen to fix us some food.  I returned about twenty minutes later with a tray of soft chicken tacos, chips, and guacamole.  I also brought back several sodas.

“No beer?” he chuckled.

“Not until you finish reading,” I wagged a finger at him.

He wrapped his hand around my finger and pulled me to him.

“What?” I struggled to regain my footing.

“There are better uses for such delicate fingers,” he winked.

I felt my cheeks flush pink and finally managed to wrestle my finger away.

I sat back down and grabbed a taco to eat while he read.

“I don’t understand this shit,” he complained.

“It can take some getting used to,” I acknowledged.

“Read it with me,” he placed the book flat on the coffee table.

I swallowed my last bite of taco and bent over next to him.  I was hyper-aware of his thigh pressing against mine, and I tried to focus on the page in front of me instead.  It was not working, especially when he brushed against my arm as he reached for a taco.

I tapped the page to bring his attention back to the studying.  He chuckled and shook his head.

“You really are wound tight.”

“I am not!” I resented being called uptight, even if it was true.

“Seriously, come here,” he grabbed my shoulders lightly and turned me so that my back was to him.

His fingers brushed against the nape of my neck lightly as he moved my hair out of the way, and I shivered.  But his hands were sure and strong as he massaged my shoulders.  I did not want to admit how good it felt.

He rubbed my neck and shoulders for several minutes, and I was relaxing into the stroking when I realized that his hands had moved.  His thumbs were still massaging the middle of my back, but his hands were so large that his fingertips were brushing against the outer curve of my breasts.  I did not want to appear frigid on top of being uptight, so I tried to ignore it.

Then his fingers started to join in on the massaging.

“Thomas?” I asked quietly.

Instead of a verbal answer, I got an oral one.  His lips were soft yet firm as he brushed them against the back of my neck.  I felt a shudder trickle down my spine.

“Thomas, c’mon…” I whispered.

“Laura, you need to lighten up and relax,” he chuckled as his fingers grew bolder.

His hands now cupped the sides of my breasts and lightly stroked them.  When I turned back towards him, he bent down and kissed me.  I was startled, but I can’t say that it was unpleasant.  In fact, he might have been the best kisser I had ever met.

His hand slid back to the nape of my neck, and he held my mouth to his.  It had been too long since I had had a boyfriend, and I am afraid my body responded faster than my brain did.  I slid my hands up his muscled chest and let his tongue slide between my lips.

“Thomas,” I exhaled softly.

“It’s ok,” he soothed me, pulling me back into the kiss.

His biceps bulged as he lifted me and set me back down on his lap.  I could feel a bulge pressing against me, and my hips seemed eager to feel more.  They gyrated on their own as his fingernails raked down my upper back.

****

Thomas’s hands slid back up, his skin warm against my exposed neck and shoulders.  His lips tickled my collarbone as his fingers entwined themselves in the straps of my sundress.  He pulled the straps down slightly, exposing just the tops of my breasts.

His tongue left a damp trail as he traced the upper swells peeking out from my dress.  I was wriggling on his lap, and the bulge beneath me seemed to continue to grow.  His hips were thrusting slightly, but I could not tell if it was intentional or just an urge.

With every thrust of his hips, I could feel my own dampness growing, and I squirmed against his insistent touch.  His mouth was moving further and further south as he peeled my dress down.  With the tiny straps, I had not put on a bra.  His large hands cupped my tits and held them together, creating quite a bit of cleavage.

He grinned up at me as he ran his thumbs over my stiff nipples.  They were barely concealed by the edge of the dress, and the hemline of the material tickled my sensitive skin.

“Damn,” he breathed, “Who knew these were under those bulky sweaters?”

I giggled, “They’re not bad, hmm?”

“Man, if the rest of the guys knew these were hidden in there, they’d be banging down your door…”

“The guys?  The football team?”

“Yeah,” he chuckled, “we’re all suckers for nice tits.”

I arched my back and pressed them into his hands, eliciting a pleased groan from the star running back.  He pinched the nipples still hidden under my dress, and I gasped.

“Seriously, Laura, you should show these off more,” he finally pulled the dress down far enough for them to pop free.

“Show ‘em off?” I was confused, I had never really thought of myself as that kind of girl.

“Oh yeah,” he leaned over to the coffee table and grabbed his cell phone.

“Wh-Wh-What are you doing?”  I felt my cheeks flush in alarm.

“Just one picture, please?  I can take it without your face showing…”

“But why?”

“The guys have got to see these, they’re great.”

I giggled nervously, terrified of him taking topless pictures of me.  I finally figured what the hell, if he could keep my face out, no one would know it was me.  The flash snapped brightly, and he flipped the phone around to show me that indeed my face was cropped out.

“Now what?” I shrugged.

He clicked on the phone for a long moment, still grinding his hips up into me.

“There, I sent it to a few friends,” he grinned proudly.

“What?  Why?”  I was horrified.

“You seem, ahem, like you could use a few dates.”

“What do you mean?”

He answered by digging his fingers into my hips and pulling my groin down against his.  I guess my moans had given me away.

The phone buzzed on the couch, and he glanced down to check the message.

“You might have some more students tonight,” he winked.

I stared down ay my bouncing tits and back up at his face.  “What?  Like this?”

“Oh, exactly like this.  And maybe more…”

He took my hand and pressed it to the bulge underneath my body.

“Feel that?”

He moaned as I squeezed his cock gently and nodded.

“I’m on the average size in the locker room…”

My eyes widened at his implications, and I felt a fresh surge of heat to my pussy.  I guess my hips must have twitched because he laughed.

“I wasn’t wrong, was I?”

I flushed deep pink and shook my head.  His fingers were still on top of mine, and he guided my palm up and down his length.  Just as I was imagining feeling the warm pulsing flesh, there was a loud knocking at the front door and on instinct, I tried to yank my dress back up but barely managed to cover my nipples.

“Come on in,” Thomas invited.

“What?  Who is it?”

“The guys,” he grinned.

“What?  But what about your English exam?”

“We’ll study later.  Plus, you can make some sweet dough from tutoring all of us.  Come on in!” he ended with a hollered invitation.

The door opened before I had a chance to scramble off Thomas’s lap, and the three guys strolled in as though they owned the place.

“Damn bro,” the tall black guy grinned, “started without us?”

I was surprised that the flesh was still on my face from the burning heat.

“Laura?  You might know Andre, Pete, and Mike,” he gestured to the trio.

“N-N-No, not really,” I admitted shyly.

“This is your tutor?  How’s the oral exam?” the redhead was grinning widely.

I rolled my eyes at the juvenile humor.

“We’re about to find out,” Thomas laughed, “but she’s a little shy.”

“The bookworm?  Shy?” the muscular redhead laughed.

“I’m Andre,” the black guy introduced himself as he sat down next to Thomas and me.

“And I’m Mike,” the Italian-looking one, taking the seat on the other side.

“What about me?” the redhead whined.

“Well, you can have the chair for your bad jokes, Pete.”

Thomas pulled me down close to his chest and whispered in my ear, “Just stay right there and focus on me.  Pay them no attention, okay?”

I nodded and nuzzled my face into his neck.  He slowly peeled the dress back down to my waist and I heard one of the guys suck in their breath sharply and exhale with a low curse.  My breasts were pressed up against Thomas’s chest so that just the side curves were visible to the other guys.

With one hand firmly on my waist to hold me in place, Thomas’s other hand snaked down in between our bodies and slowly stroked my pussy through my underwear.

His voice was soft as his warm breath tickled my ear, “I think you like what’s about to happen.”

I gasped softly when his fingers found my swollen little clit through the wet silk of my panties.  His tiny light circles made my breath catch in my throat, and he slid his mouth across my jawline to my mouth to muffle my moans.

When his finger slipped just inside the hem of my panties and found the same swollen nub, I felt my body shiver.  His touch was warm and firm as he expertly dragged me along the edge of pleasure.  When his teeth sunk into my neck and his fingers pressed perfectly against me, my whole body shook and shivered as I soaked his fingers with my climax.

“Damn bro,” Andre repeated his earlier comment.

I looked up from Thomas’s warm neck directly into to Andre’s chiseled grinning face and coal black eyes.  And without any prompting, I leaned over and kissed his inviting lips.  He cupped the back of my head, letting his tongue delve between my lips as I writhed against Thomas’s fingers still inside my panties.  Thomas teased my sensitive clit lightly, making sure my pussy was already ready for my next explosion.

I felt movement behind me as two strong hands pulled me away from Thomas’s body and Andre’s mouth, exposing my firm ripe tits.  It must have been Pete because Mike was still sitting on the couch, staring hungrily at my quaking body.

Andre and Mike descended on my nipples simultaneously, while Thomas’s fingers slipped easily into my pussy.  Pete groaned loudly at the sight of my head back as all three football players teased my willing flesh.

“Oh fuck yeah,” Pete breathed as his hands slid around to cup underneath my tits, holding them up to the tormenting tongues.

It was quickly becoming too much for my body to take, and I had to distract myself.  I shivered as I pulled away from all three and grinned around the room.

“I’d hate to think I’m the only one who brought something to this party,” I giggled.

Thomas pressed my hand against his crotch again as Andre promptly unzipped his jeans.  His swollen dark cock eagerly bobbed free.  He was not as thick as Thomas felt but was very long.  I wrapped my delicate pale fingers around his dark flesh and marveled at the sight.  The low deep groan he gave me told me he liked it too.  I stroked him with a loose grip, teasing him the way he had teased me.

“Oh damn,” he groaned, trying to thrust his hips into my grip for more friction.

I tickled his balls with my fingernails before releasing him altogether.  His dick bounced against his lower abs in frustration.

I beckoned to Mike on the other side, and he produced his cock for my approval as well.  He was much shorter than Andre but nicely thick.  I gave him the same light teasing strokes until he was grunting and threatening to finish the job himself.

Pete was still behind me, kneading my tits and thumbing my nipples.  I pulled my body away from him and stood up in the middle of all four.  With my ass facing poor Thomas and my tits facing the kneeling Pete, I slowly slid the rest of my dress down to the floor.  When I stepped out of it and my flip-flops, I was left in nothing but a pair of very wet white silk panties.

The kneeling redhead, Pete, looked up at me and slowly dragged the damp underwear off so that I was completely naked.  Suddenly, from all sides, I felt eight hands on my skin.  I jumped and shivered and squirmed as they explored my body thoroughly.  They were touching my legs, my arms, my back, my tits, and my ass, everywhere but my aching pussy.

“Strip,” I breathily ordered the guys.

You have never seen clothing go flying as fast as it did right then.  There were shirts and jeans and boxer shorts going everywhere.  I felt warm flesh surrounding me as the guys manhandled my body back onto the couch.

I found myself on all fours over Thomas’s prone body with Pete kneeling behind me.  Standing next to me were Andre and Mike.

“God she’s so ready for us,” Pete moaned from behind me, his fingers sliding through my wetness.

I heard a strange ripping noise and then suddenly a sheathed cock was sliding inside my pussy.  Thomas pulled my face down to his and kissed me roughly, nipping my tongue and nearly bruising my lips.  My moans were stifled with his mouth as Pete pounded into me.

“Oh shit, shit, shit,” he muttered pretty quickly.

Andre chuckled, “Minuteman.”

Pete slung a ‘fuck you’ at him as his whole body stiffened and then collapsed.  He clamored off the couch, and Mike took his position.

Mike’s hands were surprisingly gentle as he cupped my ass and held me still for his cock.  I pressed my body back against the thick head of his covered cock, and with one quick stroke, he was buried inside me to the hilt.

“Oh damn, she is tight,” he groaned, his thrusts fast and hard.

Andre laughed, “Damn white guys.”

I was bucking against Mike, squeezing him with those inner muscles until his whole body went rigid like Pete’s and then he was softening inside me.

I slid my hand down Thomas’s quivering stomach to feel his perfect cock ready for me.  He was nicely thick and perfectly long, and that was what I wanted next.  I motioned for Andre to move closer and Thomas quickly wrapped his cock in protection.  I finally sat up and eased myself down onto his shaft with Andre grinning at me, stroking his own cock until I got my bearings.

When I reached for that long dark shaft, Andre slid it smoothly into my tight little fist until the head bumped against my waiting lips.  I wrapped my warm wet mouth around the head and let my tongue swirl around the sensitive head.

“Oh fuck,” Andre groaned.  Mike and Pete both laughed as his instant reaction.

Thomas’s cock stretched me as it slid slowly in and out, distracting me from sucking Andre.  I took a deep breath and slid my mouth as far down that length as it would go, letting my hand engulf the rest.  With long wet strokes, I willed Andre to cum for me.  I flicked my tongue against the sensitive underside fast and firm, finding every little ridge and vein.

“Oh damn,” he groaned, yanking his hips backwards to withdraw his cock.

With just a few more strokes aimed at my tits, my hand finished him off, and I was soon covered with the jets of his cock.

Andre quickly wiped them off with his large palms, and I turned to face Thomas.

“Hello again,” he laughed.

“Where have you been?” I giggled.

His hips thrust up hard, “Here.”

My breath caught in my throat, and my head fell back.

“Oh like that,” I moaned.

He pounded up into me, as hard and as fast as he could move.  My whole body was bouncing, the other three guys staring at my tits and ass as Thomas made them jiggle and shimmy.

“Fuck her, Tom,” one of them spurred him on, “make her cum.”

Thomas was doing a damn good job of that.  With every thrust, I could feel our bodies collide, sending me closer to the edge.  His fingers dug into my hips and held me just an inch or so above his groin.  With fast hard plunges, he shoved me over the cliff.  I screamed something unintelligible and felt my body squeeze his cock tightly.

“Oh goddamn,” he hollered as he stiffened and exploded inside me.

I finally collapsed on top of him, and I passed out.

****

When Thomas and I woke up a few hours later, we were curled up under a blanket together, and the other three were nowhere to be found.  He helped me to the shower and even bathed me, taking great care with my sore body.

After that night, I went out with each of those guys a couple of times but ended up actually dating Thomas for a long time.  My roommate was completely baffled by my new behavior, but the looks I got on campus in my little sundress with Thomas’s arm around my waist were truly priceless.

Oh and the English exam?  Thomas passed with flying colors.


31. Penetrating Sarah’s Psyche: I Submit to a College Gangbang by Roxy Rhodes

After being top of my class all four years of college, I may have been a little arrogant going into my last semester.  And why wouldn’t I be? I was driven, hard-working, and obsessed with success.  No party, no boy, not even my own sexual frustration had ever stood in my way before.  So why would it now? But I was thrown for a loop when I found myself in Dr. Hardstone’s Human Sexuality course.  My prudishness—which had always kept me focused before—was now the very thing standing between me and an A!  But luckily Dr. Hardstone had a very hands on teaching style, and with her guidance, my four handsome classmates would do anything to penetrate the walls I’d put up.  All I had to do was learn how to submit to their dirty demands!

After four long years, I had finally made it to my final semester of college.  Registration had been a nerve-wracking experience.  I was determined to graduate in four years, in spite of my demanding double majors—psych and poly-sci with a focus on world affairs and my final requirement for my psych major, Human Sexuality, was only available in the spring semester, with seats capped at five students.  If I didn’t snag one of those coveted seats, I’d have to wait an entire year to graduate, a fate that was not only impossibly frustrating to an overachiever like me, but one which would throw a wrench in my grad school plans.  I had already been accepted to Stanford.  I had to get in that class.

I was at once excited and terrified to meet the professor for the course, Dr. Laura Hardstone.  She was spoken of often but rarely seen around campus.  Her revolutionary work in experiential psychology made her a celebrity in her field, which in turn gave prestige to the college for nabbing her.  She taught on her own schedule, with a secret curriculum of her own choosing and was not to be asked to do things she considered beneath her, like man committees, advise students, etc.  People said she was unorthodox, brilliant, tough, cruel, a goddess, a fraud, sadistic, the best professor there ever was—but nobody ever had examples or specifics regarding her classes.  They were shrouded in mystery, offered only to seniors who took her secrets and then faithfully disappeared.

In spite of her reputation, I was, at the end of the day, fairly confident I could handle her.  I had never yet taken a course that had proven too demanding of me, and it was a point of pride to collect A’s from professors who reportedly never gave them.

I was smart, sure but the real truth of it was simply working hard at school to the exclusion of everything else.  I had not attended a single party, had not gone on a single date, and my most rollicking social engagements were study groups.  Some people said this was sad, but I learned to enjoy working hard for my professors.  Besides it was simply the cost of doing business.  I was determined to succeed at any cost.

That’s not to say I wasn’t ever curious about what other people my age were doing.  I’d stayed on campus all four years for the proximity to the college’s resources.  My roommates were always gabbing on the phone about this party, this drug, that sexual escapade to their friends.  And sometimes, in spite of myself, I’d eavesdrop with great attention as they described doing things that made my clit stiffen and my panties dampen.  When I felt my cheeks grow hot, I’d shake my head and refocus on the book in front of me, rereading the same sentence over and over again until it made sense, and then continue on with my studies.  Like everything else, I simply viewed my sexual frustration as a barrier to my studies.  And like parties, boys, friends, I found the best route was to simply ignore it and continue on my path, unfazed.

But some days the heat within me was harder to ignore than others.  My first day of class for Human sexuality was one of them.

I rounded the long, winding corridor that led to Dr. Hardstone’s office—where Human Sexuality was held—at a near jogging pace in spite of being fifteen minutes early.  I always like to be early to class in order to center myself and get ready for intense listening.  But this time there was the added incentive of finally getting to see the notorious Dr. Hardstone in the flesh.  I was imagining what I thought she’d be like when I turned a corner and ran straight into a tall, elegant woman who had to be her.

Of all the adjectives used to describe Dr. Hardstone, no one had mentioned how intimidatingly beautiful she was.

The woman looking me over with an affronted gaze was tall—almost six feet—with broad shoulders and an ample chest.  Her waist was small, accentuated by her fitted blazer and exaggerated by her curvaceous hips, which were cloaked in a smart pencil skirt that came to just below the knees of her impossibly long and shapely legs.  She stood firmly in her nude, pointy toed pumps.  Her head was tilted at an angle, her thick, wavy chestnut hair cascading fetchingly over one shoulder.  Her brows were thick, but perfectly shaped.  Her amber eyes were at once bright and hard, and were narrowed in on me.  The crow’s feet were wise and endearing, her red lips were smirking.

“Sarah Frost, I presume?” she said in her resonate, commanding alto.

“Yes, that’s me.  I’m so sorry to run into you like that.  I’m just excited to start class.”

“That’s good.  Because the others are already here.”  She opened the door for me as I hurried in.  I glanced at my watch—yes.  Fifteen minutes early.  How was I the last one to arrive?

But, just as she said, the others were already waiting in her lovely office, which seemed more like a well-appointed living room than like an academic office.  There was even a small kitchenette where a handsome blonde boy was making himself tea—quite at home.

In fact, they all seemed quite at home, one lounging on the love seat, another perusing the books, another petting a black cat who was perched on a bookshelf.  They were all male, which didn’t surprise me.  In my poli-sci major, boys dominated, so I was used to being the odd woman out.  But what seemed more peculiar to me was how handsome and athletic they were.  They looked less like psych majors and more like a basketball team.  All tall, all with bodies so fit you could see the outline of muscles through their clothes.  There was the blonde with the tea, with his all-American smile.  There was the dark-haired brooding one with the cat who was sporting the kind of five o’clock shadow most college boys could never hope to achieve; there was the Puerto Rican man at the book shelf who seemed in a world of his own as he scanned the titles.  There was the dark skinned man with natural hair lounging on the couch, his face relaxed and knowing, with the kinda hint of a smile permanently in his eyes.

I was overloaded with the testosterone in the room.  In my highly academic young life, I’d never before been so surrounded by true men.  I felt my heartbeat quicken as I took them in.  For reasons I couldn’t quite pinpoint, I was nervous beyond reason.

Normally, I felt quite confident—smug, even—in a classroom setting.  But there was something about these men with their imposing bodies that made my legs shake.  For the first time in four years, I was in a classroom where I wasn’t sure what was in store for me, or if I would come out on top.  My thoughts raced with possibilities for why I would feel this way, but I couldn’t bring myself to know it.

“This is Ms. Sarah Frost,” Dr. Hardstone announced.  It dawned on me that somehow the rest of them already knew each other.  Their heads turned in unison and fell on me.  At first, I thought I was crazy or paranoid, but there was no mistaking it:  All four of them were taking in my body and making no attempt to hide it.  I was befuddled with a simultaneous wish to hide and a wish to please.  I didn’t know what their appraisal of me was—only that I was being appraised.  I was scared of being so in the dark.

“As you know, this course is Human Sexuality.  This class will be unlike any other course you take, but it’s imperative that you come into this room with complete trust and a willingness to venture into unfamiliar—sometimes uncomfortable—territory.”  Dr. Hardstone looked at each of us, her cutting, compelling eyes falling on me last, to whom she said, “Are you up for the demands/”

“Absolutely!” I answered, my voice too loud, unsettling even me.

“Good.  I always keep the classes small because the material can get very intimate.  I believe in experiential learning, and some of the exercises we perform in here will bond the five of you together for life.  In order to build that perfect trust that is so crucial to do the work of this class, discretion is mandatory.  Anyone is free to leave the class at any time, and you can attempt it again next year.  But you will not discuss what goes on in this classroom with anyone outside of here.  This is a safe space.  Does everyone understand?”

“Yes,” I piped up eagerly, as everyone else nodded, and once again I felt their eyes on me.  My cheeks burned with embarrassment.

“Good.  Because we’re going to jump right in with the first exercise:  Each of you is going to describe a sexual fantasy.”

I couldn’t believe my ears.  Surely she didn’t say what I thought she said.  Perhaps she meant each of us to attempt to define sexual fantasy.  Or perhaps she meant give an example of a kind of sexual fantasy.  Still an embarrassing exercise, but better than what is sounded like she was asking—because it sounded like she was asking for us to describe a personal fantasy in front of complete strangers and classmates.

I was still trying to wrack my brain for an explanation when the blonde boy raised his hand and said, “I’ve got a fantasy about Sarah I’d like to share.”

My jaw dropped.  He’d said it so casually—without a hint of embarrassment.  He had said, “About Sarah,” hadn’t he?  The fact that his intense, hungry blue eyes were locked on me seemed to confirm his inappropriate remark.

I was certain Dr. Hardstone was going to steer him in another direction, but instead, she said, “I think we’d all like to hear that, Andrew.”

“I always see Sarah on the quad reading a book,” he began.  “And she’s always wearing a bulky sweater and a scratchy wool skirt.  She tries to hide her body, but I can tell even through her bulky sweaters what amazing breasts she has.  They strain the fabric like they’re just begging to be freed.

“Uh-huh,” Dr. Hardstone interjected.  “And what kinds of thoughts does that lead you to?  What do you wish would happen?”

“I imagine she’s sitting naked at her desk.  Her arms are tied behind her, and her feet are tied to the chair.  I think about making her read her book aloud while I play with her nipples.  They start out flat and soft, but I suck and lick them until they wrinkle up and grow long and hard and she’s squirming in her chair.”

I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.  My face was crimson—I was sure—and my mouth was agape.  Ass I listened to him talk I could feel my clit growing so hard I could feel my cotton panties wetting against it.  It was humiliating.

“And she’d start to lose control, she’d be unable to concentrate.  I’d focus on her light pink nipples—she’s so fair I assume they’re light pink with areolas the size of silver dollars on her big round tits.  She would no longer Know what she was reading, and I’d tease her titties until she begged me to fuck her creamy little cunt just to end the torture.”

“And Sarah, how do you feel hearing this fantasy?” Dr. Hardstone was looking at me.  They were all looking at me.

“I…I don’t know,” I said, sheepishly.

“You don’t know?” Dr. Hardstone cocked an eyebrow.

“I don’t…I don’t know,” I repeated dumbly.

“Your reputation precedes you, Ms. Frost.  I was under the impression that you were always eager to contribute to the class discussion.”

“This is embarrassing.  Can’t we get to the regular curriculum?”

“This is the curriculum.  We can’t understand human sexuality if we can’t be honest about human sexuality.  Forget your emotions—that’s complicated.  We’ll start simply.  How does your pussy feel?”

“My…my pussy?”  The word felt strange on my lips.

“Physiologically, how does it feel between your legs listening to Andrew talk about playing with your nipples?”

It was clear she wasn’t going to leave me alone.

“I guess…I guess it feels…warm?”

“Is that a question?”

“I’m all hot and bothered,” I said sarcastically.

“Do you want him to play with your nipples?”

“I don’t…I don’t know.”

“We’ll try another example, then,” she addressed the class.  “Who else has a fantasy about Sarah?”

I wished desperately that this exercise would be over.  I couldn’t figure out the point of it, and it was deeply humiliating being the center of this conversation.  And yet, I couldn’t stop looking at Andrews smiling mouth, and I wondered how his teeth would feel lightly biting my breasts.

“I had a study group with Sarah once,” the Puerto Rican boy said.

“Yes, Juan?”

“And I couldn’t stop staring at her lips.  Her mouth is so wide.  I wanted to feed her my cock.  I wanted to see how much she could take.”

“How big is your cock, Juan?”

I didn’t think things could get any stranger, but to my utter shock, he began to unzip his pants.  When he began to slide his pants and boxer-briefs down, revealing a bit of thick, dark pubic hair, my hands flew up and covered my eyes.

“My goodness,” Dr. Hardstone said, the appreciation in her voice apparent.  “It’s alright, Sarah.  Open your eyes.”

I took a breath and removed my hands from my face, then opened my eyes one at a time.  Juan had peeled off all of his clothes.  His stomach was hard and between his long legs was a long t, thick cock that was growing harder by the second, though not yet fully extended, it went halfway down his thigh.

“Have you seen a cock before, Sarah?”  Dr. Hardstone asked.  Indeed, I hadn’t, but I couldn’t respond.  I just stood silently.

“This should be interesting, then,” she smiled.  “Sarah, I think it’s time you tell us one of your fantasies.  And as you talk, I want you to pay special attention to what physically happens to Juan’s dick.”

I had never in my life declined a professor’s request, nor shied away from a difficult assignment, nor ever copped an attitude with an elder, but the strangeness of her demands were at such odds with how I’d managed to remain a good student that I couldn’t fathom how to response.  What did I fantasize about?  I tried to avoid my own mind altogether.  That’s why I was a straight A student and set to be valedictorian.  This class was an insult.  I was here to be a scholar, and how was I supposed to keep my mind sharp when all of a sudden all I can see or think and talk about was cock and pussy and the angering, growing heat between my legs.  My whole body felt frustrated and bottled up in this environment.  And it pissed me off.

“Your grades are 100% class participation, you know.” Dr. Hardstone inserted.  “You’re going to be a good student for me, aren’t you?”

I would just open my mouth and talk, I decided.  Fantasies are personal—any stupid thing I said would have to be alright, wouldn’t it.

“I fantasize about cock.  Cock, cock, cock,” I said, wondering if the word sounded as strange as it felt.  “I think about all of the cocks in the world inside of me.”  I couldn’t keep the disdain out of my voice.

“Inside of you where?” Dr. Hardstone encouraged.

“Inside of my hot little pussy.  I think about fifteen cocks at a time in my pussy.”

In spite of my sarcasm, Juan’s cock was beginning to rise as though summoned by a snake charmer, and it was disarming.  At the sight of it, in spite of my front, my pussy grasped for it, clenching down hard.  My own voice echoed in my head, only this time without the edge:  I want all of the cocks in the world inside of me.

“I want…I want to be stuffed everywhere with cocks,” I said, noting how my own voice had grown breathy.”  “I want to be stretched wide and ripped apart and I want to bounce up and down on a long fat one,”   A vein was popping out on Juan’s shaft.  I had a sudden impulse to lick it.

“Why?” the professor asked.  Why?  It was a question I hadn’t expected nor knew how to answer.  I didn’t even know whether or not I was mocking her or being serious anymore.

“Because it would feel good.”

“Why?”

“What do you mean?”

“I see the way you’re squirming around, Sarah.  Your clit is no doubt aching, and your panties are soaked through.  But that’s merely physical.  And would happen if, say, I stimulated your vulva with a gloved hand.”  I began to blush.  “But you want to be stuffed with a long fat cock.  That’s what you said.”

“Something about the heft of it.  I want to be pinned.”  Somewhere along the line she had grabbed me and removed my armor, but I wasn’t sure when it had happened.

“Take off your clothes.”

“What?”

“Take off your clothes or drop the class.”

We stared at each other for a moment, and I could see she was serious.

“You can’t force me to take my clothes off.”

“You’re right.  You can walk out of here right now.  You have a choice.  Do you want to please your professor or not?  I can’t decide that for you.”

I suddenly realized my desire to stay went well beyond my need for good grades.  My body was glued to the place, and the threat of expulsion from the class hit me right in the gut.  I had to find out where all of this was leading.  But I was terrified—terrified of what they would think, terrified I wouldn’t know what to do.  No—I wasn’t scared they’d ask me to degrade myself—I was scared I would fail to please them.

“Take off your shirt,” she repeated.  “Show Andrew what he’s been fantasizing about.”

With trembling hands, I clumsily pulled off my sweater, revealing my big white bra that had a rip in the side.  All of my bras always ripped, my heavy breasts always proving too much for them, but I’d never thought to be embarrassed about it before now as I burned with humiliation.

“Now be a good girl and take off that unseemly bra.”  God, she called me out on it!  Ashamed, I unbuckled the clasp and let it fall to the floor as I stood there, topless, stooping my shoulders as though they would hide my shame.

“Your nipples are rock hard,” Dr. Hardstone said.  “Why are you trying to pretend you’re above all of this when you’re clearly a horny little slut?”

“But I’m really not!”

“If Andrew tugged on your nipples the way he wants to you’d beg him to fuck you, and you know it.”  Then she nodded at Andrew, and he began to approach.  Juan was already slowly stroking his intimidating hard on while the others stared at me, lasciviously.  I felt both a wave of dread and anticipation as Andrew approached.

“God, look at your big, hard nipples, he said, rolling a thumb over my little torpedoes, sending electric waves down my spine.  He grabbed one harshly between thumb and forefinger, and pulled it long until my tit ached.

“Take off your skirt and panties.”

It took me a while to undo the top button, my composure falling apart as he petted and twisted my overly sensitive nubs.  But eventually, my skirt fell to the floor, followed by my cotton bikinis, which almost tripped me on their way down, until I was wearing nothing by my oxfords and knee socks, wondering what they would make of my bright red bush.

“Do you see how her hair is glistening?” Dr. Hardstone was saying to the others as Andrew took my breast in his mouth and sucked so hard I had to suck in a gasp in kind.  “She claims to have no sexuality and yet her pussy is gushing already.”

“No,” I moaned, “It’s not that, I’m just…” But I couldn’t complete the thought---didn’t know where I was going with it in the first place. The rest came out as a low, pained, “Oh, God yes….” In a voice, I’d never heard before.

“Denial of sexual desire is rampant in our culture, but we can look at the evidence to determine the truth.  Derek?”  The dark-haired brooding one looked up.  “Expose her cunt for us.”

Nodding, he came up and fell to his knees, his mouth inches from my mound.  With one hand he parted my lips, curly hair sticking wetly to his fingers.  The cool air on my straining clit was almost too much to bear.

“Look at that sopping wet pussy.  I don’t think I’ve ever seen a more prominent clitty.  Do you want to have your clitty played with, Sarah?”

More than anything.  My throbbing red button needed to be pressed, but I couldn’t bring myself to say it—even when the jig was clearly up.

“Some students learn faster than others,” she explained to the rest of the class.  “So we have to employ a variety of methods.  Bring her over to Charlie’s lap.”  And with that, I was being dragged to the couch where the cool, dark skinned boy was sitting.  There were hands everywhere for a moment as they worked together to position me face down over Charlie’s knee, my legs held apart by two boys as another, I realized with an exhilarated panic , was binding my arms behind my back.

“What’s your fantasy, Charlie?”

“She’ll find out soon enough,” he smiled.  “But not before she begs me for it.”  He grabbed two handfuls of my plump ass and spread my cheeks wide open.  I felt a shot of hot spit hit me square between the cheeks, but I wasn’t sure where it came from.  Then I felt a familiar sensation, like when I was a kid and the doctor took my temperature in a funny way, and I realized a long, rough finger was sliding into my asshole.

Beneath me, Charlie was pulling his pants off, and I felt something long and hard brushing against my stomach.

“Do you feel that?” he asked.

“Yes…”I sighed.  His finger made me feel funny all over, like being tickled.  I wanted him to stop.  I was scared he would stop.

He repositioned—that incessant finger sliding in and out of my ass was making me dizzy.  I had been scooted forward until I found my top half laying in Juan’s—where did he come from?—lap.  My face was smushed against this cock.  He gently grabbed my hair and tilted my head back.  As my mouth fell open, he began feeding me his cock, sliding it into my virgin mouth.  I wasn’t sure what to do, and I was distracted because down below, Charlie’s cock was prying my pussy open, threatening to enter.  Two fingers were now fucking my asshole—my dirty, nasty little asshole!—with a quick pace.  A hand came down hard on the fat of my ass cheek with a stinging slap.

“You know what a dirty fucking whore you are?” Charlie asked.  Another slap on my ass and I made a garbled yelp into Juan’s expansive cock.

“You said you wanted to be stuffed full with cocks,” Dr. Hardstone said.  “Tell us you meant it.”

But I couldn’t answer—Juan’s cock was hitting the back of my throat, making me gag and tear up.  I could only respond by wriggling against Charlie’s rod, trying to help it inside as best I could without use of my hands.

But apparently, that wouldn’t suffice.  Charlie jerked my head off of Juan’s cock by the hair, making my back bend unnaturally.  I felt helpless and used and at the mercy—when I finally knew exactly what I wanted.

“Fuck me!” I said gasping for breath.  “Please!”

I felt instant relief from my pain as he let go of my hair, but soon I was filled with utter bewilderment as hands lifted and turned me this way and that until I was being sat down, legs held akimbo, onto Charlie’s cock.  He was so hard, he broke into my tight rosebud of an asshole like a sword piercing flesh.  Searing, burning pain made me see stars until I was full with him, but it soon gave way to pleasure as he began to bounce me up and down with his thrusts.  Derek had disrobed and was approaching me from the front.  He knelt down a bit and entered my slick, gaping pussy.  I was fat and full with their swollen cocks which pushed me to and fro in rhythm.

“Please—will you spank my big titties, please?” I said to Andrew.  “Like Charlie spanked my ass?”  He pulled out his cock and smacked my aching nipple with it repeatedly.  I liked the mean look on his face.

“You disgusting little slut,” he moaned.

“Yes…yes…”I agreed.  “Are you gonna cum on my titties?  Please?”  I felt like a little girl, bouncing on two cocks as though on a rocking horse, begging for a treat even though I’d been such a bad girl.  But before he could answer, rope after rope of sticky white cum hit me in the face—I closed my eyes and enjoyed the warm, thick shower.  When I opened them again, it was Juan I saw smearing his receding dick in the mess he’d made on my face.

“Do you like that?” he asked.

“I love it,” I said, licking my cummy lips.  But it wasn’t until I felt a similar hot load drenching my breasts, enveloping my areolas that I felt my own wave come as I began bucking and flailing between Charlie and Derek.

“Please—please—“But, there was no time to ask for permission.  Between my legs was a churning, violent ocean.  As Charlie and Derek began to thrust with force, jerking my bucking body this way and that, threatening to tear my apart from the inside, I couldn’t discern my own rising tide from there’s.  I was only aware of how hot jet streams of ecstasy were flowing down my shaking thighs, warming me like a blanket.

I fell sputtering to the carpeted floor, a drenched mess.

“The others were right,” Dr. Hardstone said.  “You are a hardworking student.”

I smiled up at her, relieved, as the boys squirted the last of their loads onto me and began putting their clothes back on.  “So I did it right?”

“There’s still a lot of work to do.  I’m assigning Charlie as your tutor.”  I looked up at Charlie, towering over me, a mischievous grin on his face.

“Whatever I need to do to succeed,” I said, closing my eyes, exhausted, as I looked forward to diving deep into my studies with Charlie.


32. Then My Fiancé Showed Up: First Time Rough Gangbang at My Bachelorette Party by April Fisher

I didn’t want any of what my friends had planned for me. The bachelorette party, the drinks, the strippers… none of it. It wasn’t until my fiancé showed up that I started having fun, but that was unplanned. What happened next, I didn’t expect to enjoy at all because I was a vanilla person. This was anything but vanilla.

“I didn’t even want a bachelorette party…”

I couldn’t believe that my friends had set it all up without even asking me, or telling me what we were going to do. I typically preferred to stay inside and do my own thing without other people around, but my friends seemed to have a different idea of what I should be doing on my last day as a single woman. I didn’t much appreciate that not only did they choose a noisy place, they chose a place with so many people I felt smothered.

At least my wedding would be better, I told myself.

At twenty-eight, I felt like I’d done enough with my life to earn myself cozy weekends alone with my fiancé, or at least weekends with only my closest friends. I didn’t like socializing with others, and only did it when I had to. I was a professional comic artist, updating with a few pages every day. I made my money off of subscription fees and merchandise. Apparently, a lot of people wanted what I could draw for them so who was I to tell them no? It wasn’t every day an artist could do what they wanted and make a comfortable living. The only downside was the self-employment taxes, but I could live with that. At least I didn’t have to interact with people for the most part just to pay my taxes.

I stared my friends down, knowing I looked pissed even in my makeup and pretty little black dress. It was unnecessarily restricting. I didn’t know why or how it was in my closet, but my friends made me wear it anyways and then they took it upon themselves to curl my short hair into something presentable. I only wanted my hair short because it was easier to take care of and less strain on my back. But when I looked in a mirror, I pondered the thought of getting a curl perm for only a second before I remembered that curls were more maintenance.

I guess I was a lazy person. So what? I cleaned my own dishes (most of the time), and I didn’t leave garbage hanging around the house, and my floors were presentable when I actually bothered to do laundry (once a week, but my boyfriend alternated weeks with me.) So it wasn’t like I was living in a pig pen, and we didn’t always live off of take out. When I didn’t feel completely lazy, I made a home cooked meal, but most of the time my boyfriend cooked for us because whatever I put in front of him usually wound up looking and tasting like a piece of coal. I was terrible at pretty much everything but art.

So when my boyfriend asked me to marry him, not only was I shocked, but I was also a little repulsed. Why was he asking me? Was it a big prank? I couldn’t possibly be good enough to marry. Also, I was going to get stuck living with someone forever? No thanks.

When the initial shock had worn off, I realized that I’d been living with the same person for two years, and he hadn’t bothered me much. So marriage didn’t seem like a terrible arrangement, especially if he kept doing my laundry every two weeks and kept me from killing myself on fast food. So, after about ten minutes of doing the pros and cons out loud and on paper, I decided to say yes. My boyfriend didn’t seem thrilled with waiting, but I figured he’d gotten used to my antics by that point.

There were more pros than cons, of course. Good food, could be myself around him, he was funny when he spoke to me, and when we weren’t talking there was good cuddles, and sometimes great sex (when I felt like getting off my lazy ass to do it, at least.) And little to no chances of cheating, because I absolutely despised people. And so did he, as it turned out. Just to a lesser degree than me. He was actually capable of dealing with people for eight hours a day. Another pro – he was gone for eight hours a day.

I sighed and stepped inside the strip joint. Immediately, my friends got me a drink and sat me down in front of the stage. A sexy act had just finished, and there was another one to begin in a few minutes. There were half-naked men walking around with strange boxes, and I was told that they were available for lap dances. They asked if I wanted one. I said no, but of course, that meant yes so one of them came over and did a sexy dance for me. I was completely unimpressed, and felt the urge to drown myself in my drink. I was also repulsed by the enormous size of his dick. I liked my fiancé’s size just fine. I didn’t appreciate the full feeling I had gotten with other guys and how much it hurt to be stretched so much, so when I found a man without all that unnecessary girth, I decided to keep him. He was only four inches and was about as thin as the handle of a brush, but it was enough for me.

I gulped my drink down (I gagged on it because it tasted horrible) and shooed the stripper. He seemed a little-taken aback by my brutal honesty, but I was sure he got a strange customer every once in a while.

“C’mon, you should be having more fun! Have another drink then, it’ll loosen you up!”

I took the drink, a different one this time. I sipped it first so I wouldn’t puke, and decided it tasted much better. “What’s this called?” I yelled above the noise.

“It’s a strawberry daiquiri! It has less of an alcoholic taste! I figured you’d like it more than the martini!”

Not only did I like it more, I wanted another. But I hadn’t even started the first one. I wondered what my fiancé was doing as the sexy act on the stage began. He was probably having a better night than me. I decided to daydream about what was happening on stage with different people. Maybe someone from one of my favorite games… yeah, much better. I made a mental note to write some fan fiction when I got home.

First, they talked about what the scenario was going to be like, and then they started stripping, obviously. But it was a sort of role playing strip, so they did more than just take off their clothes. I found it actually a little interesting – until they decided to pick me out of the crowd. They wanted me on stage because I was the bride-to-be. I widened my eyes and glared at my friends. I didn’t want a spotlight on me!

“Just do it, it’ll be fun!”

“Easy for you to say…” I muttered, and downed more of my drink before I took the man’s hand and stepped on stage. My nerves were going everywhere except where I wanted them to be. I hated my friends right now, and I decided I probably wouldn’t speak to them for a couple of weeks after the wedding. They knew I didn’t like being forced to do things, especially when it dealt with people. I made a mental note to get them back for it. Or maybe not. Was I lazy enough to forego revenge? Probably.

I went along with the strip role play, fully hating every moment of it. Why was it necessary to put me on the spot just so they could have fun? It’s not like I didn’t enjoy a good strip dance or a role play every now and then, but I preferred it from my own boyfriend in the comfort of my own home. Was that so bad? I guessed so, since they were hooting and taking pictures as I blushed and scowled at everyone looking at me. I just wanted to get off this stage.

Once I did get off the stage, I decided to ignore my friends and drink. They were paying anyways, so why not indulge in a little binge drinking for one night? They knew how I was anyways. I had always been the quiet one of the group. Normally, they were fine with that and respected what I didn’t want, but I guess they decided that I needed to break out of my shell more. Which wasn’t bad, but why throw me into it? This just made me feel like I was drowning.

My drink suddenly looked that much better when I thought of drowning. Why not drown in something delicious, then? I drank it faster than most people might. Then again, I was always absentmindedly sipping out of a cup as I worked so I was used to running out of drink quickly. But I didn’t drink alcohol most of the time. Okay, so almost never. But it wasn’t like I was a lightweight. I could probably drink three of these and be completely fine.

So that’s what I did. I drank three of them in less than an hour, and didn’t regret any of it one bit. A bit into the second drink, my fiancé called.

“How’s it going?” he said, yelling over the noise on both ends of the phone.

“Terribly, but I have a drink,” I responded, taking a huge gulp of said drink.

“You, drinking? What did you do with my fiancée?”

I smirked. “She died on the way here from an aversion to people.”

“Sounds like her. Where are you anyways?”

“Some male strip club my friends decided would be a good idea. I want to go home.” My friends hooted extra loud in my other ear. I blocked it with a finger.

“Maybe just get drunk off of your ass then so the pain will go away!”

“Where are you?” I asked, hoping to forget about where I was.

“Strangely enough, I’m also at a strip club. I bet I’m having more fun than you, though!”

“I don’t doubt it. I’ll talk to you when I get home okay? I have more drinking to do!”

“Love you, Caterpillar!”

“Love you too.” I closed my phone then and kept drinking.

Caterpiller was his nickname for me. I loved cuddling in blankets and drinking warm drinks – tea, hot chocolate, maybe even hot sake for those extra cold nights. Or days. I preferred night time, though. I usually slept during the day, when my boyfriend was at work. I had the whole bed to myself then too. It was nice.

My bed was where I wanted to be, but after three drinks, where I needed to be was the bathroom. So I told my friends where I was going and got up. Not even two seconds later, a half-naked man brought the table shots and another drink for me. I already felt a little sideways, but I managed to stay straight as I headed for the bathroom.

I bumped into someone on the way there. I turned around to apologize, but the words caught in my mouth.

“Well, this is unexpected,” my boyfriend said and scratched the back of his head.

A million thoughts ran through my head and out of all the questions I had, the one that came out of my mouth was, “Are you gay?”

Frankly, it would explain a lot of his mannerisms. But we had sex, and he seemed to like it, so maybe he was just bisexual. Or maybe his friends forced him to come here just like they forced me. There was a logical explanation for this. Right?

“Well, it’s a long story,” he said. “Where are you sitting?”

“Why are you here?” I had to know before anything else. I felt like my world was coming down around me.

“Well… I’m not exactly gay, but I can appreciate the male figure.”

“So you’re bisexual?” I asked. “I don’t care, I’m just wondering.” I did care, of course. If he was gay, who was I going to marry then? I didn’t have any backups.

“Well, yeah.” He scratched the back of his head. “Are you mad?”

I breathed an audible sigh of relief. “Nope, I’m just glad I still have someone to marry.”

He smiled at me and pulled me in to kiss me. I enjoyed the warmth of his arms around me, and kissed him back with more passion than I was used to. Perhaps it was the alcohol. “You’re cute.”

I pulled away, feeling the urge to pee again. “I’ll be back!”

I rushed to the bathroom and got to the stall just in time. I was grossed out by how nasty the bathroom was, but one couldn’t really pick and choose when you really had to go.

When I was finished, I came out and saw him standing there, waiting for me like a lump on a log. “Why were you waiting?” I asked.

“Well, I figured we’d all sit together. Wouldn’t that make it easier on you?”

I couldn’t deny that the idea made me feel a little better, but having more people around me also made me feel worse. I grimaced. “I’m sure I can get through it alone.”

He wrapped his arm around my waist and kissed my neck. In spite of myself, I felt a tiny flicker of arousal. “I’m sure we can make it more exciting for you later.”

I gazed at him curiously as he pulled away, but I made no more protests. The alcohol really was affecting my judgment. I’m not sure I minded, though. He took my hand and led me to his table, where he kindly told his friends that they’d be switching seats.

And that was when I realized that he must have seen me up on the stage with the strippers. There was a clear view of it. “How could you not have known where I was?” I asked. “They had me go up there.”

He smirked. “I planned it. Look, I want to be with you. Now and forever. And what better way to start it than to get ourselves piss drunk and have some fun?”

I could argue with that logic a lot. I preferred being at home with delicious food and a quiet environment. Still, it wouldn’t kill me to do it for one night… right? I mean, assuming I didn’t actually die from alcohol poisoning or something.

So we all sat down together and had good fun. I had a few shots, another daiquiri, and something with Tabasco sauce in it. It was delicious, but I didn’t think I would be able to handle a drink like that for the entire time. My vision began to warp itself, and I lost track of time.

Around the time we were all walking home was when I realized I had a gap in my memory. I looked around me and wondered what happened. My boyfriend was at my side, with some of his friends. Most of my friends had gone home. I realized that there were no women around me. I looked up at my fiancé. “Home…?” I asked, in a heavy slur.

“Yeah, we’re going home,” he giggled. He was red in the face, and I could tell he was just as drunk as me. His friends were all laughing around me at something I couldn’t have guessed. Probably nothing to do with me.

“Alone, right?” I asked. I suddenly felt the urge to ask because I knew some of them lived around here, but we were passing their streets.

“I… I dunno, are you guys staying to watch us fuck?”

I blinked and stumbled over a stair step. I caught myself on his arm. “Watching us…?”

I guess I wouldn’t have minded as long as none of them had a camera. I didn’t like to look at myself in the mirror often, but as long as I didn’t have to I could fool myself into believing I was gorgeous. Even when I was constantly wearing baggy, comfy clothes. But my fiancé didn’t mind, so I kept wearing stuff like that.

But tonight, it seemed what I was wearing had a different effect on him. He pulled me in and kissed me. “I mean… if you want to, we could do it with some of these guys… they’re awesome, I promise.”

I blushed, even though I felt pretty much nothing but lust and dizziness. “At home then?” I baffled myself how unsophisticated I sounded. And I was probably the least graceful person on the planet.

He nodded and led us onwards. After what felt like an eternity (or only a few minutes, I couldn’t tell), we finally walked into the door to our apartment and half a dozen men walked in behind us. They closed the door, and without wasting any time, me and my fiancé made out with each other. The other men cheered us on, and for some reason, where I normally wouldn’t have gotten a thrill, I did. I felt sexy and exhilarated, and I wanted to go through with it even more than before.

I saw a camera go up, and I shouted. “No pictures or video or I’ll rip your dicks off and feed them to you!” I said. “I’m sure you’d rather have me sucking on them.”

They sheepishly put the camera down where I could see it and came over to me to sit down and stand behind me and my fiancé. I sat in my fiancé’s lap while we kissed. I appreciated that they listened to me, but maybe it was just the threat. I couldn’t tell, but at least I wouldn’t have my sex tape playing at my wedding tomorrow instead of a mushy story of our relationship. Which, frankly, was quite awesome because we did it in the style of a video game. But that was a story for another day.

My dress came off in a few seconds flat, and I hadn’t been wearing a bra. Who wears a bra unless you’re exercising? I almost never worked out. Still, when I looked down my breasts were rather perky. I didn’t think they were too huge; they didn’t really give me back problems. So I flaunted them instead. And besides, bras were uncomfortable and when they got older they tried to shank you in the heart with the underwire. I preferred to live. What a way to go that would be – death by bra.

Rather than keep my head thinking, I decided to dive in on the first guy next to me and undo his pants. In my drunken state, it was harder than I remembered it being. Still, I managed to get his dick out in record time, and I placed my lips around it, sucking without any regard for my fiancé. I took a glance at him, and he smiled at me. He was completely fine with it. In fact, watching me was probably turning him on.

So I went one step further and pulled another man to me. He helped me get ahold of his cock, and then I switched between them with my mouth every so often. My fiancé started dry humping me, his hands on my hips, moving me back and forth on his bulge. I noticed then that the other men around me had begun to masturbate. I knew exactly what was going to happen next, and it happened quickly once my fiancé lifted me off of him and placed me on the couch. He spread my legs and pulled my panties off with one swift movement.

I was suddenly glad I had an IUD for birth control because there was no way I was going to remember to take a pill every day, nor was I going to deal with a baby every day for the rest of my foreseeable future. Not to mention, with the cum dump I would soon become, I was sure that if I hadn’t been on birth control, I’d get pregnant. Who would bother with condoms during a gangbang?

Speaking of gangbang, that was the first time I realized what was actually happening. I wondered if I actually wanted to go through with it, but only for the briefest of moments because they wasted no time in moving between my legs and pounding me, and I realized I did want it. Badly, as a matter of fact. I felt like I had been wasting my life away in my bedroom, when there were so many good things to experience outside of it. Ironically, most of my sex was in the bedroom, and I liked it that way. I was a vanilla person, and I found I was no longer satisfied with that.

Or maybe I was just drunk off my ass.

The alcohol made everything feel better for some reason. My mind was dulled, so my body was awake, if that made any sense. I moaned out my pleasure as the friends of my fiancé fucked me with varying degrees of speed and switched every so often. My pussy throbbed in response, sending waves up and down my pelvis. Even if I didn’t finish, which was exactly a zero percent chance at this rate, I would be completely satisfied. I was one of the few women who could have an orgasm from just being fucked, and even just from having my breasts toyed with. I felt lucky for having a body that responded to everything done to me. Most women required actual work, but I did not. Who wanted to do work anyways?

I felt full and then not so full as they kept switching, with different sizes penetrating my vagina and then pounding me into the couch. I didn’t like the bigger dicks so much but enjoyed them anyways, given that my body was numb to pain at the moment. I realized soon into it that my fiancé was staying out of the circle, at least for the moment, and was jacking himself off from the side, watching with intent. Or lust. I couldn’t tell because I couldn’t see straight.

Then I realized it was with intent because when I came extremely close, I felt the guy inside me stop suddenly. I groaned in frustration. “What’s wrong?” I asked, but he stepped out of the way, and my fiancé stepped in.

“I will be the one to make you come,” he said. It was extremely dominating and really sexy. Let the other guys have me, but take the prize, so to speak.

He slipped inside me, and because he was the perfect size for me, my pussy conformed perfectly – and then clamped down on him as he started fucking me. And then all at once, I came. I arched my back and gripped whatever I could as pleasure overtook me and my mind went completely blank for all of five seconds. Still, he fucked me harder than I was used to, dragging out my orgasm even further than what I was used to. Normally he slowed down for me to catch my breath. This time, he went even faster.

I heard him pant heavily, and then he began to moan loudly. He didn’t stop fucking me as hard as he could, but I felt the warmth inside me. I felt his cock throb violently inside me. Every time he came, I felt a sense of pride and satisfaction. I made him do that. I gave him that pleasure.

But he wasn’t the only one, because not long after he came, others kneeled next to me. Two at a time, one on each side. My fiancé stepped out of the way, looking content and proud of himself. One took his place, but he didn’t pound me – instead, he jerked off against my clitoris. I guessed the men were all extremely close because once he started jerking off, the two next to me shot their loads with heavy breathing. My breasts were covered with sperm in moments and then my pelvis as they all let go over me. The same happened with the next three, and before I knew it, I was completely covered in cum. One of his friends took it upon himself to smear it all over my body, leaving it as a layer on my skin.

I sat up a little, panting as my pleasure faded. “What the fuck…” I said, suddenly confused as to why that felt so good. “That wasn’t me…”

My fiancé kneeled next to me. “Sometimes it feels great to be someone else, doesn’t it?”

I couldn’t disagree. His friends were already getting dressed to leave. I noticed that most of them had sobered up, so I let them go without a word. I sat there, laying in the results of the night, not even bothering to clean up. Part of it was because I was too drunk to move, and another part was that I didn’t want the night to end. It felt too liberating.

“Do you want to try something like this again?” I asked, feeling like I wouldn’t be able to stop now. I wanted to try more than just what I was used to. I knew that even when I was sober, I wouldn’t change my mind. But maybe next time I would approach it with more caution – I would have to get myself tested for disease now. I decided not to think about that for the moment.

“If you’re willing.” He picked up his shirt and began to wipe my body down, taking off all of the sperm as it dried to my skin. I suddenly felt gross, and I wanted nothing more than to shower and go to sleep.

I watched the men say goodbye and leave, and then I immediately got up to shower. My head spun from the alcohol, and I was forced back to the couch. My fiancé laughed. “Relax, I’ll take care of you. You can shower before everything tomorrow.”

Oh right. I was getting married. I had almost forgotten with all that had happened.

I let him wash me off, and then I decided sleeping on the couch would be more comfortable until I felt the remains of the sperm on my back. He carried me to the bedroom, and I fell asleep in his arms.

The next day, I had the best day of my life.


33. Lacy and the Groomsmen: My Wedding Night Gangbang Surprise by Joni Blake

Nobody in the history of the world has ever been as nervous for a wedding night as I was when I married my new husband Matthew but it isn’t for the reasons you might think. See, the thought of being intimate with only one guy for the rest of my known life stresses me like crazy. I’m no slut or anything but I just enjoy open relationships. Marriage generally is not like that. Imagine my crazy joy then when on our wedding night, when it was supposed to be as missionary as ever, Matthew had the most amazing kinky surprise in the history of wedding nights.

What little girl doesn’t dream of settling down with her personal prince charming, having two-point-three kids and living with that one man forever behind a picket fence and shrubs? Well, this girl, for one. My name is Lacy, and to me, for my dreams or nightmares, those kids have always seemed like a boulder holding me down. The prince always a devilish ball and chain to keep my desires in check, never letting them free or allowing me to want more than only him. The picket fence has always felt like and iron cage holding the world away from me when all I really wanted was to get out there and enjoy living life amongst other people.

Don’t get me wrong, kids can be great, and if I ever decide I am ready for them, I’m sure my opinion will change. For now, though, being tied down to a certain person forever and becoming a baby factory just doesn’t suit me at all. I’m not a feminist or anything like that, I just want my freedom, and I hate being tied down to any one person.

About two years ago I met someone that started to put dents into my personal thoughts and feelings, however. His name is Matthew, and he is freaking adorable. Some might call him tall, dark and handsome with the body of a stud and the mind of a near genius but I only call him adorable. Those other qualities are true enough and nice enough but what always drew me to him – two years ago all the way up until today – was the fact that he was just too damn cute for me to resist.

Where others saw a tall rock hard body, I saw the cute little way he swayed when he walked. He claims an old football injury caused it, but I don’t care. I love it. Where some see dark and dreamy eyes and hair, I see the way his hair curls like a small child’s when its wet or when he first wakes up. And those dimples just kill me. God, I’ve agreed to more things than I can count just because of them and the vicious way he uses them.

That’s not why I agreed to marry the man, though. Well, that’s not the only reason anyway. The fact of the matter is that we have been living together for nearly three years, and it just seems like time to take the next big step. My mother and father would have had me hitched years ago to some college nerd, but I wanted to wait for a man who had what it would take to make me happy and at least give me a chance to keep me satisfied.

When I say satisfied, I don’t want to paint myself as being obsessed with sex or anything, but that’s what I mean: satisfied sexually. I’m five foot nine inches tall with curly brown hair and a lean body that has curves in just the right size. Since college, I have been able to walk into any bar or club of any kind and walk out with any guy or sometimes even two, whom I wanted. Even when I got together and more serious with Matthew, I told him up front that I wanted an open relationship to start off with. He said that he knew me well enough to understand and that it didn’t bother him at all. Did I mention that along with being cute and nearly flawless in my eyes, the guy is damn perfect for me?

Anyway, to make a long story short, I love sex. I mean I love it in public, in private, in airplanes and in basements. There is nowhere so far that I have found where I cannot enjoy sex with someone I want at that certain time. Not to worry, I practice responsible sex even though it is frequent and with a lot of different guys. Or at least, that’s the way it was. Something interesting happened the longer Matthew was fine with me being wild sexually. He became more and more the only man I needed. As time went along, I noticed that I wasn’t feeling nearly as in need of wild sexual nights as before. That, along with all of the other wonderful things about him, is why I agreed to marry him.

From the moment I said that I would meet him at the end of the isle one day in mid-June until the morning of the event, I didn’t have one-second thought and only two wild sexual nights, in both of which Matthew was the only man involved. Then the day came, and I started to feel like I was having a panic attack. My friend Julie kindly told me that I didn’t have panic attacks and to shut up. I appreciated her advice, and I knew she was right. I almost feel bad about how hard I punched her.

“This isn’t me!” I yelled to everyone in the bridal room. “I have three tattoos, one of which is visible right there on my shoulder blade. I’m a sexual genius for god's sake! I do not get tied down to some man!”

“This isn’t some man,” Darlene said as she tended to Julie’s bruised shoulder, “This is Matthew, you dope!” I started towards her with an open hand but stopped when she squared up to me and said, “Lacy, I love you girl but I’m a brown belt in jujitsu, and I’ll take your ass down if you try to slap or punch me. Now snap out of this wedding day jitters crap and get on with the day.”

She was right. She did know jujitsu and was a compact little slut at that. She’d probably have me unconscious before I had the chance to cuss her out. Part of me did settle a little right about then. Sure, I was a hell-raiser and sometimes let my emotions flow from me too easily, but these were my people. These were my friends, my girls. Who has a bridesmaid who can take a punch and not get overly pissed off and another who could kill with her bare hands? This wasn’t some normal, southern style, white flowered, magazine ready wedding. This was my wedding. Furthermore, Matthew was my man, and he knew me better than anyone else in the world did. If anyone could understand the way I was feeling, he could. Because of that fact and because I felt better but not well enough to walk the isle without throwing up, I knew what I needed to do.

“I need to talk to Matthew,” I said and walked towards the door.

“No!” my matron of honor, Mandy, said as she stepped in front of the door, “It's bad luck to see him before the wedding.”

“Girl!” I said with clinched fists, “Move!”

Mandy shook her head, “I can’t! It's bad luck, like really bad luck.”

“If I don’t get to talk to him the wedding isn’t going to happen at all,” I said with a snarl that I know wasn’t becoming of a lady on her big day. “Which is worse luck?”

Julie spoke up from across the room, “Oh, just let her go before she attacks you or something. Matthew is good for you Lacy,” she said towards me as she rubbed her shoulder, “And you should expect a receipt for this bruise you gave me girl.”

I smiled finally and nodded towards her, “Thanks, Julie, and I’m sorry.”

“Receipt still on the way,” she said with a shake of her head, “But I’ll officially forgive you after I pay you back. Now hurry if you plan to talk to him. God knows what those guys are doing.”

Quickly I walked down the hall and out into the courtyard. Dan was out there. He was one of the groomsman and god was he awesome. He was even taller and stronger than Matthew and if he wasn’t spoken for and goofy looking might be the one I wanted to get hitched to. He smiled and waved, and I waved back, thinking for certainly not the first time how his shaft might look and feel inside of me. I shook the thought away, taking notice that I hadn’t had such thoughts of other men for months since Matthew proposed and even a while before that. Maybe talking to him would set everything at ease and make it all okay again like it usually did.

Quickly I walked down two more corridors and knocked on the guy's room. Even if it hadn’t been marked with footballs and other sporty things, I would have known I was them because of the vile humor flowing from the room. I would have accusingly asked them if they knew we were in a church if I hadn’t of just had such nasty thoughts about Dan. The door opened after the third knock and Phil was staring at me.

“What the fuck are you doing here girl?” Phil asked then said over his shoulder, “Matthew, your bride is here to break up with you.”

“Shut up,” I shoved him to the side and walked in, “I am not.” When I walked passed him, I was not prepared for what I saw. Dan was out in the courtyard area – or whatever these church-goers called it – and Phil answered the door. That left three more including Matthew standing in front of me wearing only black socks and boxers. It was quite a nice sight to behold, to say the least. “Damn,” I licked my lips, “Which one of you wants to get married again?”

“Why not just take all of us home with you Lacy?” Darrin said.

I smiled at the thought, “Tempting but I think there are laws against that kind of thing Darrin. Mind if I talk to Matthew for a second?”

“I told you,” Phil said, “Breakup city. We should open the bar now so we can at least get some good out of it.”

“We don’t have an open bar here you null-for-brains,” Matthew said, “Get out of here for a minute and let me talk to my bride before I cut you out of the whole deal.” Phil was gone and quiet so fast I didn’t even know what to think about it. Matthew saw my expression and shrugged, “What can I say? You just have to know what’s important to Phil. So, what’s on your mind Lacy? Cold feet?”

I glared up at him with my lips pursed out sideways, and my hands firmly planted on my hips, “Cold feet? Matthew my feet are freezing. I don’t know if I feel so right about this anymore. Maybe we should wait another few months or something. What do you think?”

To be honest, I expected him to panic or at least be upset at hearing his bride to be say something like that, but he surprised me by smiling and giving me a hug. I wasn’t in the mood for a hug, but I indulged him for a moment before pushing him back lightly. “A hug isn’t going to fix this Matthew.”

He smiled but not condescendingly and said, “I know what you mean, and I get it. Hey, I feel a little nervous too. We’re kind of going against everything that both of our families are telling us right now and that means doubts creep into both of our heads.”   

“Why?” I asked defensively, “What are they saying?”

“You know what they’re saying Lacy,” he smirked, “But you also know that I don’t care what they say. I don’t care what anyone says. Tell you what. You know this thing can be annulled if you go through with it, and you still feel this way. Give me until this evening, though. If you’re still in this mood, we aren’t sealing the deal anyway, if you know what I mean.”

“You mean sex,” I said matter-of-factually.

“Right, well, anyway you can call this off after the fact if you still feel the same but just trust me for a few hours. Give me today and this evening and then decide. Will you at least trust me that far?”

It sounded too good to be true, but then Matthew often sounded that way but always ended up coming through. After a few seconds I nodded and gave him a real hug, “Alright, I trust you with the day and tonight. Thanks,” I sighed nervously, “I feel a little better.”

They weren’t just words I said to try and convince myself of the fact either. I really did feel better after talking to him. It wasn’t so much what he said that calmed me but the way he said it. I got the feeling that he really did understand what I was feeling somehow. I’d heard about annulments before so I knew that part was true. The least I could do after all the times he had come through for me in amazing ways was to give him a little bit of trust for a few hours.

By the time I got back to my girls, they were all sitting around a table staring at the door quietly. I stopped for a second and then walked over to the side of the room opposite them. They couldn’t see the smile on my face, but they had just made me feel even better by just being themselves. By the time they started asking what happened, I turned around and asked, “Who had what bet?”

At first, they denied it but then they started telling the truth.

“I had ten bucks on it being over.”

“Twenty.”

“Fifteen.”

I stopped them with a smile I couldn’t quite hide, “Wait! Did anyone bet on me going through with it?”

Julie walked up and raised her hand, “Fifty bucks in the pot and I was the only one who thought we’d go through with it.”

With a laugh, I said, “Jules? Well, I can’t believe it. No, that’s not true I can. You’re a real friend girl.” She walked up for what looked like a hug but instead twisted my ear. I yelped, “Oh, god! Alright!”

She let go of my ear and gave me a real hug, “Matthew might be the only man in the world crazy enough to love you Lacy, but all of us girls love you. I knew you’d go through with it.”

“Ah,” I sniffed, “If you make me cry and ruin what little makeup I’ve got on already, I’m going to leave another bruise on you slut.” She patted my cheek and walked back across the room where she picked up a load of cash from a little hat in the center of the table where they’d been sitting. I smiled at each of them and noticed the entire thing had taken nearly all of the rest of my nerves completely away. To each of them, I said, “Let's do this girls! This wedding is on!”

That made it officially official, and there was no looking back. Not for a few hours yet anyway. The ceremony was great and actually did make me cry a little bit. Matthew was so sweet and as always, so damn cute. We all couldn’t wait to get to the little hotel bar where we had booked the after party – which is what we had decided to call the reception. For the most part, it didn’t look anything like a normal reception anyway.

Mandy was the lone exception because she decided to stand up and say something. It wasn’t quite a traditional toast but close enough for my group of friends. She said, “This is one of those love stories that never gets told. Wild and crazy girl finds wild and crazy nut of a guy, and they live happily ever after in their way. I just hope I am still around fifty years from now, so I can tell all of your grandchildren what a bunch of idiots you two were. I love you both. Happy wedding day!”

I didn’t even try to stop myself from tearing up at that point. They were tears of joy anyway. I couldn’t believe such a sweet toast had come from my little friend group. Maybe we were a little more traditional than either one of our families believed after all.

Slowly the after party settled down as group by group the visitors left and went their own way. Because we had an open bar and we knew our friends, Matthew and I had added several rooms in the hotel to our wedding day price tag so that at least every member of the wedding party and whoever was with them would have a paid for a room to stay in for the night. That said, even as the party slowed, the craziest people in the room were the last ones to leave. I wouldn’t say I was exhausted when we started towards the elevator, but I certainly wasn’t ready to do half an hour on my stationary bike.

There was another problem besides my general tiredness, though. My nerves had returned. I’d gone through with the wedding, I now was hitched officially to Matthew, and I should feel great or at least as good as I did through the ceremony. But I didn’t. Back were the feelings of worry about what kind of commitment I had made and the wondering about whether I had made a mistake. Could I really commit to someone, even Matthew, forever?

He had gone on ahead of me and was supposed to be preparing the room for our big night. I didn’t know what to do now that I was having doubts again. At last, I decided to just walk into the room and talk to him about it one on one. That was what helped before, and it should help again, I decided. After spending a little less than an hour hanging with my girls in Julie’s room, I was at least feeling somewhat revived and good enough to have my second huge conversation of the day with my husband. Gosh, the word just sounded strange to think to myself.

By the time I had walked down the hall and around the corner to the door of the honeymoon sweet, I was all ready and knew exactly how I wanted to start the conversation. It was better to just hit hard and fast with the worst part first and then we’d work through it from there. I sighed, brushed my sexy little dress free of its wrinkles and slid my card in the lock. I didn’t even wait to turn around before I started my speech. “Matthew we need to talk,” I said as I closed and locked the door. Then I turned around stopped dead still.

There in front of me was my new husband Matthew in short, tight, black boxer briefs, black socks and a white bow tie and nothing else. He looked stunning. And so did Darrin, Dan, Phil, and Richard who were all dressed the same way and all looked damn good too. I stood there with my mouth wide open for what must have been ten minutes. I’ve heard since that it was only a few seconds but it sure felt longer than that. Stunned doesn’t begin to say what I felt.

Quickly I ran to Matthew and wrapped my arms around him, on impulse alone, and said, “Is this for real? Is this what I think it is? I’ve never...”

Matthew pushed me back with a smile, and I took in the sight of all of them once again. He then said, “You could have your special night with only me. But why settle for one of us when you can have us all?”

I didn’t wait another moment because suddenly my nervousness about the night was gone, having been replaced by a desire surging so fast to the forefront of my mind that I couldn’t control it. But then I didn’t really try. My dress came off quickly and then as I jumped into Matthew’s arms, he and some combination of the groomsmen removed the rest of my clothing. There were five of them but the number of hands and mouths touching and kissing my body felt like it could have just as easily been a dozen.

It wasn’t like some flowery dream where I was floating in the air and beds of roses swam under me. No, this was fierce and passionate, and they weren’t carrying me anywhere. Before I knew it, someone who wasn’t Matthew was grabbing my breasts and squeezing with needy passion as if whoever it was had waited three lifetimes just to touch me. Sure, I might have been transferring some of my passion onto their actions but if the mold fits, go with it.

Matthew caught my eye and locked his gaze upon mine as he lowered his boxer briefs and revealed his big shaft. We weren’t exactly waiting for marriage, but there was something special about this night. Not just that it would be the first time the two of us were with each other as a married couple, but it was also kind of cool that he made sure to be the first one to push into me.

I looked around, and a couple was standing back and stroking their cocks as the watched while a couple was working on my breasts and kissing my shoulders as Matthew entered me. My head went back with the feelings washing over me. I had never been part of a gangbang even on my wildest night. Matthew knew that and that I had dreamed of one day being able to because we had talked about it. I never in my wildest of wild dreams would have imagined he would surprise me with the kinkiest sex of my life on my wedding night.

Nobody knew my body the way Matthew did, and he was showing everyone in the room how it was done and why he was the king that night and ever night from then on. Our hips made loud slapping noises that echoed off the walls of the spacious sweet. I really could have just let him go all the way right then, but I knew him pretty well too, and Matthew wouldn’t be blowing his load for a while yet. So when they lifted me and turned me I wasn’t all that upset, especially since big Dan was the next guy in line.

I noticed that now all five were standing around me. While Dan pushed his shaft into my wet pussy, the other four sets of hands pinched, squeezed and touched me in all the right places. “Oh yes,” I cried, “Fuck me! Go harder!” Dan didn’t need to be told more than once, and suddenly I was bouncing up and down on his cock so fast my breasts couldn’t quite keep up the pace as they bounced in response. It was so fast and hard that even I wasn’t expecting it, and the surge of pleasure helped push me towards my first orgasm. They started to move me, but I didn’t allow it. “Wait!” I yelled, “Keep going! Cumming!”

They left me with Dan, and he upped his feverish pace again. Sure enough, it couldn’t have been thirty seconds later when I came. My body jerked and shook with the sensation, and they all understood that it was then time to move me. My eyes were closed, so I didn’t know who it was that was next in the circle but whoever it was felt wonderful. He was just different enough to bring all new feelings to my pussy when he rammed inside. Also, the way each guy talked and grunted let me know how much they all wanted me, and nothing is hotter to me than that feeling. That night I had it times five.

He rammed hard and fast, and then they rotated again. Number four was willing to go a little slower, and though I wasn’t a fan for about the first two seconds, I quickly let go and allowed him to go at his own pace. Slower worked well for him, so well in fact that I opened my eyes to see exactly who it was. “Phil,” I said breathlessly, “Fuck me so good!”

All he could do was grunt in response as he did exactly what I told him to do and so very well. Richard was next in line, and he was so pumped up that he couldn’t have gone slow if I asked him to. I think he must have gone twice as fast as Dan’s fastest pace, and I was barely able to make any noise in response. Quickly I felt yet another orgasm building, and I couldn’t believe it. Usually, I might have one fast but the second never came for several more minutes. This night I could tell was going to be unlike any other night in my life in so many more ways than one or two.

“Oh!” I moaned loudly, “Oh, yes!”

As I relaxed in the afterglow of my second climax, they moved me around again. I heard Matthew telling them to take me to the bed and put me on all fours. Something about my new husband taking charge of what was happening to me that night made me want to melt with desire. What a man I had! Those other girls can have their flowers and perfect little lives, but Matthew knew what was perfect for me, and I love him for it.

Once again he was first as they started taking me from behind. He slapped my ass just so wonderfully, and I yelped in a mixture of pleasure and pain. Over and again he spanked me as he rammed his cock into me. I couldn’t have asked for a better match if I had begged for a husband by special order. He kept going and pushing harder and faster, and I kept moaning louder as he did. So long he pushed into me, I started to wonder if even he was going to finish too early. I should have known better, though. Just a few minutes later he moved around in front of me on the bed, and I wrapped my lips around his cock.

As I began to suck him off just like I knew he loved it, the other guys took turns ramming my wet pussy from behind. I don’t know who was who, but damn they all felt so wonderful. I came two more times very quickly or at least it felt quick. Something about the way my man was being pleasured by me while he watched his friends take me from behind was driving me crazy. They kept going as the four of them were clearly getting close to where they couldn’t push much longer, and each guy’s turn was getting shorter and shorter.

Finally, Matthew sat up, and they moved me around again. This time, he laid me on the bed flat on my back with my legs hanging off right at the knee. Phil, Darrin, Dan and Richard all crawled onto the bed and circled around me while Matthew got positioned between my still hungry thighs. As he shoved into me, I looked to my left and took one of their cocks into my mouth. I sucked it tight and hard as Matthew rammed into me faster and harder than anyone had before.

As I switched to the next shaft, he would slow down and make his movements more methodical. Whatever he did, at each turn, was perfect and made everything so much more amazing. When the second guy started to moan a little faster I switched to the third, moaning to Matthew as I did, “Oh, yeah, fuck me, Matthew! Cum all over me!” Then I took the third cock into my mouth and worked it over hard and fast just like my husband was doing to me. Before long he pulled out in a rush as I had almost brought him to his climax too early. I smiled as I moved to the fourth and took it in as well.

As I started slowly because I wanted to time it just so perfectly, Matthew slowed down, and I glanced at him out of the corner of my eye. He nodded, and I smiled around the cock in my mouth. One hand went to the cock on the other side while the other grasped a second one. I sucked hard on the fourth cock as my hands switched between the other three. It didn’t take long before Matthew and the others all started grunting together. They each grabbed their own big shafts and grunted as they came onto me while Matthew came all over my stomach and chest.

I lay there motionless for a few minutes trying to understand if what had just happened was real or not. It was hard to believe until Matthew crawled up next to me and said, “Happy wedding night my love. I told you to trust me.”

With a smile, I brushed my hand across his cheek and said, “You did Matthew, and I did trust you and god I am so glad I did. A gangbang on my wedding night?”

He put his hands out wide, “Who knows you best?”

I kissed him gently on the forehead and said, “You do baby. I love you so much, and I can’t wait to see what you have in store for me next.”

“Well,” he said, “It's going to be hard to top this one.”

“I don’t know,” I smirked, “There are a few things that have already come to mind. Who knows? Maybe next time it’ll be me with a surprise for you.”

He smiled, “My birthday is in two months.”

I kissed him one more time and said, “It's a date hubby. It's definitely a date.”


34. Susan is Pissed Off!: My First Time Gangbang Revenge Sex by Jessica Silver

Susan has waited for her rocker husband and set aside her feelings for his lifestyle. She chose to ignore his many indiscretions because he loved her, and she loved him and he wouldn’t be in the business forever. But when he breaks her rule and falls in love with another woman, Susan is hell bent on revenge and she heads back to the one place she knows she can get it. The bar she’d been in ten years ago when she never came out as innocent as she went in.

I knew he screwed around, he always had done. Even on our wedding day, he’d fucked my cousin. It didn’t matter. He loved me. I had his children, and he took care of us in every way possible. So he was a player, I’d lived with that and done nothing for five years.

Don’t get me wrong, I’m not the victim here. I could do the same thing anytime I wanted, I just chose not to. Two wrongs don’t make a right, right? Besides, I was happy, and I loved Derek. He was an artist, he fronted one of the hottest bands in the world, and what happened on tour, stayed on tour. I never read gossip mags, and he never fell in love with anyone else. That was my one rule. He could screw all he wanted, but he had to love only me.

Our lifestyle was opulent, to say the least, and I was never in the public eye, our children weren’t, no one really knew who I was and so we lived a normal life for most of the time. I was thankful for that. Sure it was an unusual way to live and not a lifestyle I’d ever expected, but it was my life, and I truly was happy. Once the touring was done and the music faded away, I’d still be here.

The private line rang…I rushed to it. He never called at this time. Something was wrong. Maybe the tour was over, and he was coming home early. I connected the call. “Derek? What’s happened?”

“Hey, Susan . How are ya?” His deep, gravel voice still sent thrills around my body.

“Fine. What’s up?”

“Ah…well…fuck.”

“Is someone hurt, ill? What is it? You’re starting to worry me.” I hadn’t heard that tone in his voice since his father died.

“Babe…I mean, Susan …I have to tell you something…”

My heart dropped to the bottom of my feet. I was dead silent.

“It…it just happened. I didn’t mean it to. I dunno what to say.”

“Derek? What the fuck?” I had a terrible feeling he’d broken my one rule.

“I still love ya, babe…Susan . I’m just not…in love with you.”

“You sonofabitch.”

“I’ll take care of you and kids, always. You know that.”

“No. No way! You don’t get to do this to me.” The anger rose in me like fire. “I’ve waited so long. I’ve never said a word to you. I’ve accepted and waited. Now we’re a year out from you being home for good and you’re in love with someone else? No fucking way!”

“I’m sorry.”

“I won’t divorce you. I refuse.”

“Susan , don’t do this.”

“I’m not doing this. You’re doing this. You’re ruining my whole fucking life.” I just wanted to punch something. I looked around and saw the three-year-old twins staring at me from across the room. I choked. Tears filled my eyes. “It’s okay, babies, go play. Momma will be there in a second.”

“Susan , are you okay?”

I was seething. The kids sauntered off to their playroom, and I saw our housekeeper, Marietta, gathering them up. “You go tell her, you’ll never marry her. I’ll never agree to a divorce.”

“Susan …be reasonable…”

“Fuck you! I’ve been reasonable for ten years. Now I’m going to do whatever the fuck I want and you know I can hurt you.” I ended the call and turned the phone off. I turned my cell off. I’d never been so angry in my life, and I was going to go out and fuck whoever I wanted tonight.

How could he think this was okay? I’ve been a fool. A fool for love…but no longer. “Marietta. I need to be away for the night. Can you stay over with the children?” I walked into the playroom acting calm and hugged both the kids close. I’d never spent more than one night away from them.

“Yes, Mrs. Susan . I need to call my husband. He can take care of our kids.”

“Tell you what…you call him and tell him to bring your family here for the weekend. Everything is on me. A special bonus.”

“I have four kids.”

“I know, and these two could do with some real world stuff. Open up the play areas and order in some food. Whatever you want. I’ll be back Monday. Oh…if Derek calls, tell him I’m at my mother’s, he won’t call there.”

“Yes, Mrs. Susan . Thank you, we’ll take good care of the twins.”

“I know.” I smiled and went upstairs to grab my sexiest outfits. I knew where I was going tonight. It's been ten years, but I was pretty sure he’d still remember me.

****

“Susan ? What the fuck are you doing on the bad side of town? I haven’t laid eyes on you since…”

“You took my virginity in the back room.”

“My favorite piece of jailbait.”

“I was legal.”

“Bullshit. You were hot, and you knew it. I ain’t knockin’ that back. Not that I get offered these days. Leave the virgins for the young’uns.”

I looked around the bar. It hadn’t changed much. There were plenty of younger gang members and a few older faces. “You could still wrangle a few virgins, I bet.” I winked and sipped my drink.

“I’m a family man now. I heard you married, had kids.” He pulled up the stool beside me and sat down. “You never came back to this side of town.”

“I’ve been keeping quiet.”

“But you’re here now.” His dark eyes pinned me. “Why?”

“Let’s just say…revenge is a dish best served hot.”

“Revenge? My favorite. What’s up?”

“He fell in love with someone else. Now I want to do something I’ve never done before and film it for him.”

“Fucking ouch.” He laughed. “That’s cruel. I like it. What’d you have in mind?”

I shrugged and finished my drink, ordered another. “You tell me. What would you hate to see your wife doing instead of sitting home broken-hearted? What’s going to make him pissed and make him wish he’d never left me?”

“Personally, he’s fuckin’ crazy for letting you go, and secondly, I think seeing you fucking another man would make him livid.”

“My thoughts exactly.”

“How about a whole gang?”

I choked on my new drink. “What?”

“Just puttin’ it out there. How many cocks you want in that tight little pussy of yours?” His evil glint made his eyes sparkle.

“I’m not sure I want to go that far.”

“You’re not here for a fucking pep talk. You want hot revenge, take as many cocks as you can, and he’ll explode in anger.”

“Maybe. I’m happy to start with one, though. Can you video it? But this footage can’t go to anyone else ever. I get the only copy.”

“I’ll record it. Watching is as far as I can go these days for an old friend. I’ll still be in the shit with my woman, though, so what’s in it for me, apart from the obvious entertainment value.”

“Money?”

“How much money?”

“Two hundred and fifty thousand?”

He laughed out loud. “Funny one. Yeah sure.”

I turned on my cell phone, twenty-three missed call and messages and hit up my bank account login. I showed Joker my balance. “Okay then, two million.”

He took a double look. “Who the fuck you married to? The President of the United States?”

“Ever heard of Dangerous?”

“You kidding me? My wife and daughters are crazy about that band. Just like the rest of the females in the world.”

“Except one.”

“Get the fuck outta here. Your old man is involved with the band?”

“Lead singer actually.”

“You get my wife and girls backstage for a big concert to meet the band, and you have a deal.”

“I’ll get the money transferred right away. They’ll need a whole new wardrobe for the trip to New York next month.”

“Susan , I’m about to blow your mind. You just trust me. I won’t let you get hurt, you know that.”

I nodded. I did trust Joker, his real name was Ryan, but not many knew that. I trusted him more than anyone else in this world now. He’d wanted me to stay with him…but I chose Derek in the end. The flashy presents and expensive dinners won me over. What a superficial fool I was. “I’m ready for some fun and getting some hot revenge.”

“You have a few more drinks and think dirty thoughts. See you in the back room at ten o’clock. I’ll make sure we’re not disturbed and that everything will be confidential. I’ll make sure no one that’s seen you here tonight will be out back. We’ll cover your face before they get here. Are you okay with that?”

I nodded. “Thanks. I knew I could count on you.” I watched his perfect ass encased in tight jeans as he walked away. My motors were definitely running, and I wondered what it would be like to have more than one man doing things to my body. To have more than one hard cock to please me. I think it was time I found out, and really what could be more perfect for revenge than Derek seeing many men fucking me at the same time. Kinda making up for lost time on all the women he’d had over the years. Yeah, I liked the idea.

I ordered another drink and appreciated the blonde-haired, blue-eyed muscly young man behind the bar. He was at least ten years my junior, but a girl could dream. He gave me a wink as he put down my cocktail. I guess he was well schooled in how to get ladies to stick around for more drinks.

This bar hadn’t changed much. It's been painted at least, and the stools were pretty new. I’d never forget the night of my eighteenth birthday when my girlfriends had all brought me here to celebrate. I never suspected I’d be losing my virginity in such a mind blowing way. Joker, as he’d just been inducted to the gang and taken on the nickname, was feeling supreme, and he gave me a night I’d never forget.

Now I as back for another night I’d never forget. I was here to do something I’d never dreamed possible. But Derek made me so angry, I wanted to make him feel the hurt and pain I as feeling right now. Would he even care? He loved someone else, what could my being with other men even do to him now?

Maybe it would give him some window into how I’m feeling right now. The betrayal of the part of our marriage I thought was sacred. I can forgive the physical transgressions but not the emotional one. He loved me, and only me. That was the deal. One day, when the fans had faded, he’d come home to me and stay. Now that would never happen. I’d wasted the best years of my life.

I drank about half of my cocktail straight down. Not a complete waste. The children were my whole world now, and I’d never give them back for anything. But so was he, and now I had to give him up whether I liked it or not. He got to choose to back out on our marriage. He got to choose her over me and his children. He got to choose to fall in love with another woman.

Well, tonight he didn’t get to choose my reaction or who I had sex with, or how many I had sex with. I had all the choices, and I was going to make them. How dare he abandon me like this. How dare he call me to tell me he loved someone else. Surely that’s a conversation to be had face to face. I wondered how many others knew and how long it’d been going on.

Had the tabloids gotten hold of the information and published and he was covering his bases in case I found out from someone else? Should I look him and up and see who he was linked to? Did I want to see what she looked like? I finished my drink. No. What she looked like was beside the point. He loved her, that was the point. He loved her and not me.

I bumped my empty glass on the counter, and the bartender swaggered back to me. “Thirsty tonight?”

“You have no idea.”

“Whoever’s got you all riled up is a dick.”

“You got that right.”

“So you know Joker?”

“Yeah, we’re old…friends.” I felt the heat rise to my face.

“Ah…my lips are sealed.”

“I’m not here too…I don’t want too…I know he’s married.” Could I sound any more awkward?

“Chill, lady. It’s cool. Joker wouldn’t anyway, he ain’t the type to screw around.”

“If only I’d known that ten years ago.”

“So why are you here?” he leaned on the bar with both hands either side of me and his muscle popped in his shoulders and arms. My pussy tightened at the sight.

“I’m just here to relax and catch up with an old friend.”

He grinned and stood up straight. “I’m Hawk. I hope I see you here again.”

“Really?”

He leaned in again. “Lady, I’m half hard just imagining you naked.”

“Guess I’ll be seeing you again. I’m going to the bathroom and out back to see Joker. I could come back tomorrow night…”

“I get off at nine…” He grinned, and I almost melted.

“See you then.”

I had to go and make myself smell good, and I intended to stash my underwear in my bag. No point pretending that it wouldn’t be in the way. I also had some crazy high stilettos in my bag which I was sure would be perfect to wear as they fucked me. I stopped to think a second about how wrong this could go. Was I being sane right now? Strange men I couldn’t see? That was so risky…I’d never done anything like that before.

Okay, I was ready. It was time to go and see if I was brave enough to follow this through.

My heart hammered, and my palm was moist with nerves. But my pussy was wet too, and that spurred me on enough to go through that door and walk the dark corridor to the end. Once inside the beautifully furnished room, it was full of deep red and blue velvets, everything was sumptuous and designed for relaxation. A fire burned to give the room a beautiful glow and Joker was in the corner grinning at me.

“Right on time.”

“I almost went back home.”

He walked up to me. “No, you didn’t. You know you want this. You’ve been aching for it. Tonight, I call the shots. If anything gets too much, you say ‘enough.’ Okay?”

“Sure.” I did trust him, didn’t I?

“You need to give yourself over. Don’t overthink it. Just feel.”

“Yes. I can do that. I’m ready.”

“I’ll be videoing on my smartphone. No one else is allowed to bring one into the room. I can guarantee you I’ll delete it as soon as you have a copy, but once you send it to him…I can’t guarantee it won’t get out in the public.”

“I’m not sending it to him. I’m taking it to him. I’ll show him from my phone, he doesn’t get his hands on the file.”

“Let’s get going then.” Joker handed me a silk hood that had only nose and mouth openings.

I pulled it over my head. “I can see out.”

“You can a little. We’re not here to scare you. How do you want to start?”

“Naked with my shoes on?”

“Great. Your body is even better than I remember.”

I stripped, and the feeling of power consumed me. Soon I’d have countless men at my beck and call. “I’m ready.”

He put his phone on a small tripod. The door opened, and I watched the men come in, I counted ten, but they filled the room.

“Let’s start with three. She has to cum. Plenty. That’s my only rule. Make her cum as many times as you can, any way you can.”

I let out the breath I’d been holding as the first three pairs of hands caressed my body. It felt amazing. My skin buzzed with anticipation. Both my nipples were being tweaked and pulled in completely different ways. They touched my back, my ass cheeks, my neck, my thighs. Everywhere except my aching pussy.

I needed something there. I let out a groan. They picked me up and carried me to the table which was padded with something soft, must’ve been cushions. I could see more men, different faces, all looking at my body like I was a Goddess. So many hands touching me, caressing me.

“She needs to come. Open her legs. Take a look at her sweet cunt. I bet it’s as tight and responsive as it was ten years ago as a virgin.” Joker’s gruff voice filled my head.

They parted my legs and knowing they were all here looking at me this way, and they were all hard for me was the biggest thrill of my life. Then it began.

My pussy was parted, and I felt fingers gently exploring me. Inside my folds, around my clit, carefully pushed inside me as if to discover what I responded too best. My ass was lightly probed, and I realized there must be lubrication involved.

Were these guys a professional team? It was like they knew exactly what the other had to do and when it was their turn to do their part. My nipples were being sucked, and teeth grazed over my shoulders and neck. Each hand was now encased around large cocks which only made me more excited thinking about them fucking me. It's been a while since I’d been fucked.

They moved me around putting me on my hands and knees, and I could see four cocks in front of my face and God only knew how many were behind me ready to sink into my wet cunt. I was so ready. The fingers kept working my clit just right, and I was being penetrated in my ass, and my pussy and that felt so good.

I’d always wanted that, I’d done it with a vibrator and Derek. I knew I liked it. I knew Derek would know how much I was liking it too. That made it even better. He’d see what he was missing. I groaned out loud and encouraged them to keep going. “Yes, yes. Fuck me everywhere. I want to be filled.”

“Get your cocks in her mouth.  Want to see her face full of cum.” Joker ordered.

I sucked each cock as it was offered and they took turns in my mouth. I loved that. Pleasing four men with my mouth at once. My legs were parted wide, and while I still had fingers playing with my clit, I felt the first cock slide deep inside me. My ass was filled with as well, and I sucked those cocks as hard as I could as the pressure inside me built. My first orgasm was here and with every part of me filled I couldn’t help but give over to how good it felt.

As I came, the men behind me slapped my rear a little the men whose cocks I’d been sucking pulled themselves, and all came in and around my mouth. I felt the hot spurts hitting my face through the material and their groans and moans as they shot their loads was so good.

“Yeah, baby. Take it all. Get all that come. You’re so sexy like that.” Joker knew the words to say to turn me on. His dirty talk was one of the reasons I’d given him my virginity. I loved the way he’d made me feel.

“Make her come again. Harder. She likes it deep inside her, and she likes a little pain. Hold her up, let her see the monster cock she has coming to stretch her sweet little cunt.”

I was moved again, suspended by many arms this time. Perfectly supported and my legs wide open. I could just see through the mask and by the firelight a mountain of a man, darker skin, and a cock that was so long and so thick, it couldn’t possibly get inside me.

“This is Wrecker. Named for obvious reasons. His cock wrecks women’s cunts and opens them wide up ready to take anything.” Joker gave his gravelly laugh.

I stared at Wrecker, and I’m not gonna lie, I was scared. I almost wanted to say enough. But the hands were back caressing and probing, tickling and massaging me inside and out.

“Don’t be scared, Babe. You can take it. I promise. You’ll come so hard you’ll think you’ve been broken from the inside. Get her ready.”

Men were kissing my mouth, my breasts, everywhere. A tongue lapped at my clit and fingers increased to widen my opening more and more. My nipples were pulled expertly, and the slight pain to that had me shaking with need. I was aroused again, but I still didn’t think I could take Wrecker and his huge cock.

With all hands on me everywhere, I felt the bulging head of him at my cunt opening. I sucked in a breath, and the clit work hit just in the right spot, and I relaxed a little again. Wrecker pushed against me a little harder, and I wanted to let him in, I really did. I forced myself to relax with every exhale.

“Easy, Babe, Easy. You can do it. Do it, Wrecker. She’s gonna beg for more before we’re done.”

Then he’d breached me, and I swore the burn felt like he’d torn me. I cried out, and someone kissed me deep and hard the way I liked it. I knew that someone. It was Joker. He kissed me the same way he did when he took my virginity. Rough, deep and long. His hand fisted in my hair underneath the hood, and he pulled my head back so I could take more of his tongue and bruising lips. I wanted more.

He pulled away from the kiss briefly to order Wrecker to fuck me now and stuff me full of his cock. Then Joker kissed me hard again and with all those other hands on me everywhere and Wrecker pushing deeper, stretching me wider, ripping me apart I gave way to the biggest orgasm I’d ever felt.

I could feel hot come hitting my body everywhere from all directions and the groans of men coming filled my ears. My body began to vibrate, and I tried to push everything away from me, but I was held fast and tight. Joker pulled out of the kiss and laughed his deep, husky laugh.

“Hold her. Don’t let her free. Fuck her hard. Make her scream and beg. Keep on her nipples and clit. Someone get something inside her ass.”

Wrecker was somehow fully inside me and tears rolled out of my eyes to soak the hood. Joker pulled my head back and made me look him in the eyes. “I wasn’t gonna touch you, but you’re so sexy, so needy, you got me worked up. So if I’m gonna be in trouble from my lady, this has to be worth it.”

I understood. “Yes. Thank you. Oh yes, more, more. Don’t stop, please don’t stop.”

“That’s it. That’s right. Keep fucking her. Keep it going till she comes again. Get her ass full and she will. She loves it.”

Fingers sank deep inside my ass as Wrecker’s huge cock went balls deep inside me and I don’t know how my petite body took it, but it did. My clit and nipples were being coerced back into pleasure while my cunt and ass were being punished. Joker had a hold of his cock and he pumped it hard. I wanted him inside me, inside my mouth, anywhere. But he couldn’t I knew that.

“Cum over me, Joker. Shoot your hot load over my face, in my mouth. I’m gonna cum again.”

“Turn her. Back on the table on all fours. Keep her full and work that clit and tits hard.”

They moved me again and while I was fingered by more than one man in my ass cocked high in the air, Wrecker fucked me hard and deep from behind, and I swear I did split open this time.

His cock hit everywhere inside me it needed to be, and I could do nothing but sob and cry and tell them, yes, as I crashed through another orgasm, the best orgasm and Joker aimed his streams of come at my open mouth. I drank all I could.

I collapsed after that. My body was like jelly. I had no strength to even move, and I ached inside and out. Wrecker had sworn I as the tightest he’d felt, and he’d come inside me hard. I was sticky and covered with so much ejaculation, and I had the sweet taste of Joker in my mouth again.

“Clean her up. No one leaves until she’s spotless. Joker touched me tenderly, and he smiled. “You’re as beautiful as the day I first met you. How I wanted you to come back.”

“No regrets. I’m here now. Thank you. That was more than I ever thought I could do.”

“Your husband is going to run his ass back here and never let you go.”

“If he wants me, he’ll have to work hard for it.”

“That’s my girl.”

He grinned, and I closed my eyes and enjoyed the many hands with warm, scented damp towels working over my body. A could feel a large tongue licking me from inside to out, even in around my ass. I relaxed into the sublime, and somehow, in all the beautiful aftercare another orgasm washed over me.

I didn’t think I had another in me. Now I realized a woman’s body could do wondrous things, and pleasure was unending if we chose it to be that way. I didn’t need Derek in my life. I could survive, and the kids would be fine. In fact, it might be a whole lot more fun being single again. But I’d made my vows…I wanted to stay married.

If he wanted to, then I’d take him back. But on my terms. My terms were going to involve a lot more kinky and hot sex. I wasn’t missing out anymore. I wasn’t being a victim. I was making choices and enjoying those choices. I’d loved my first group sex, and I didn’t want it to be my last.

After everyone had left the room and I had my hood off, Joker kissed me, Gently at first, then more insistent. “This bit is just between you and me. You broke my heart.”

His fingers toyed with my clit.

“I’m sorry. I never knew.”

“Come for me now. Just like this. Show me that deep down, you’re still mine and only mine, no matter who we’re married too.”

I did come. It was beautiful. The waves washed over me as his expert fingers touched me. For the first time in ten years, I’d had an orgasm created by love, just like my very first one. It was the perfect way to end my revenge adventure.


35. Julie’s Bridal Party: My First Time with Group Sex by Nora Walker

When Andrea plans Julie’s pre-wedding party, Julie specifically requests no strip clubs and no strippers.  Andrea sticks to the rules, at least in the narrow sense.  But what Julie never expected was a blast from her past.  Or more specifically, three of them.

I was surprisingly nervous to marry Brad.  As the date approached, I was confused by the anxiety.  I was by no means a virgin so it was not the fear of the wedding night.  Maybe it was quite the opposite, maybe it was the idea of never sleeping with anyone else ever again.  Who really knows…

I did not have a lot of friends, but I was pretty close to the ones I did have.  There was a group of four of us that spent most of our time together.  I was the second to get married of the group, so one day I pulled Andrea aside to have a little chat.

“It’s so weird.  I have no idea why I’m nervous,” I giggled.

“Oh Julie,” she laughed, “all brides are.  It’s just the nature of the beast.  I think part of it is the huge party with all the focus on you.  There aren’t many people who can tolerate such attention.”

“Yeah, maybe that’s it.”

“Orrrr, is it the wedding night?” she wiggled her eyebrows for emphasis.

I laughed, “No, I don’t expect any surprises there.”

“Well, you just keep thinking about all the things you won’t miss.  The horrible first dates; the guys that won’t call you back; the parties you have to attend stag and the holidays you have to spend explaining to your great-aunt why you are still single.  All of that is gone now.”

“Yeah, I guess that’s true enough.  I won’t miss any of that.  So anyway, on to funner topics.  What do we have planned for next weekend?”

Andrea was my Matron of Honor and thusly was in charge of my bachelorette celebration.  I was pretty open to ideas although I did tell her I would prefer not to go to a strip club or to have strippers in a hotel room.  She just laughed at me and made her ‘mysterious’ face.

“It’s a surprise, I told you!  But I promise I stayed within the rules!”

I rolled my eyes and lightly thwacked her arm.

As I headed back to the apartment I shared with Brad, I thought about what she had said.  Maybe that was the key, to focus on what I would not miss instead of what I was giving up.  I had been hung up on never having those butterflies again, and missing out on the excitement of a second date, and being able to just have my alone time when I needed it.  Maybe there would be butterflies for other reasons, and other excitements, and stuff.  I also knew that it was going to divide our group in half.  Now we would be half married and half single.  It was okay when only Andrea was married because she would just join us when she could.  But now it would the haves and the have-nots.  And I think everyone knew that so it was a little sad.

I was excited for the party, though.  I had no idea what Andrea had planned, but I knew it would be bordering on inappropriate.  It was funny that she was the first to get married because she had always been the wildest one of the bunch.  I had asked around, but no one else was very forthcoming with any details either.  I could not tell whether Andrea had not told them, or had threatened them into staying silent.

I was curled up on the couch by myself since Brad was working late.  I stared into my salad bowl and groaned at the diet I had put myself on.  But I was being strict with myself.  I had my last dressing fitting in a few days, and I was not about to change sizes after that.  Andrea laughed and said I should plump up just a little before the last fitting so that there was a little room to ‘grow’ in the dress.  I replied that I did not need to walk down the aisle looking like someone who borrowed a dress that was too big.  She popped my arm and told me she did not mean to plump up that much.

We had scheduled the party for a Saturday night so that we had plenty of time to get ready and then another day to recover.  I had even taken Monday off just to make sure I had enough recovery time.  Andrea had wisely booked the four of us in a hotel room downtown so that we did not have to worry about driving home.  I spent the day lounging around the apartment followed by a two-hour stint in the bathroom to get ready.  I also remembered to pack an overnight bag including my sexy outfit for the party, and then grabbed my purse on the way out the door.

Brad kissed my forehead with a grin, “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do…”

“I’m in luck, that’s a very short list!” I giggled back.

Andrea tooted her horn, and I ran out to join her as I waved over my shoulder to Brad.

I slid into the passenger seat and tossed my bag into the back seat.

“Where are Liz and Franny?” I had expected them to be with her.

“They’re meeting us at the hotel to get ready.”

“What?  I am ready!” I gestured to my tee shirt and shorts with a giggle.

“Oh c’mon, I want to see one of those outfits you used to wear in college,” Andrea prodded.

“It’s in the overnight bag,” I declared gleefully.

“Oh, you naughty little bride.  Has Brad seen it?”

“Not yet,” I laughed, “I plan to reveal it to him on the honeymoon.”

Liz and Franny were waiting in the hotel lobby when we arrived, and we all piled into the elevator once Andrea checked us in.  I’m sure the older couple in the elevator with us knew that we were up to absolutely no good, but they just smiled politely.

Andrea had planned ahead it seemed.  She had actually rented the room for Saturday and Sunday nights just in case we needed privacy to hang our heads in shame.  The room was gorgeous, and we all flopped down on the double beds with a giggle.

****

We took turns getting ready in the one bathroom and by seven-ish, we were ready to head out for our evening of fun.  Andrea was very impressed with my short flouncy skirt and tiny tank top.

“Now that’s the college girl I remember,” she laughed.

I slung my little cross-body purse over my shoulder and let the strap nestle snugly between my tits.

When we all got downstairs, I was surprised to see a limo parked out front.

“Is that for us???” I was shocked.

“It sure is!  No one needs to be worried about driving!”

The driver hopped out and scurried around to open the door for us.  The music was already blaring inside, and there was a fully-stocked mini bar waiting for us.  As Andrea, Liz, and Franny all climbed in, one by one I heard them exclaim in surprise.

I was the last one in, and my surprise registered more sharply than everyone else’s.  Inside waiting were three men about our age, all who looked very familiar to me.

“Julie!” the blonde one hollered out, raising his tumbler in a salute.

“Hi?” I was still confused.

Andrea was giggling away, “Surely you remember Todd and Jeremy and Alan?”

I looked from one face to the next and to the next.  They did look familiar, but I just could not place them.  I was frozen half inside the limo with my ass hanging out, and my tits nearly coming out of the top of my tank top.  All three guys were staring directly down the center of my cleavage.

“Kind of, but I don’t know…”

“Well,” one of the guys laughed, “she may have had a bit to drink that night at the fraternity party.”

Oh shit, I thought, suddenly recognizing them.

One of the other guys laughed back, “I think she just figured it out.”

“What the hell are you guys doing here?”  I tried to act casual as I finished climbing into the limo.

“Andrea invited us for your big blowout,” the blonde one offered.

I turned to stare at my best friend who just innocently batted her lashes at me.

“What?  You said no strippers, so…”

“Oh geez,” I rolled my eyes.

As the driver closed the limo door, I realized that the only available seat was in between two of the guys.  Liz and Franny giggled from the other side of the stretched out car and reached for something in the bar.

I squeezed in between the blonde one and the dark-haired one, feeling suddenly surrounded by a whole lot of strong masculine power.

“So where are we headed?” I looked back at Andrea with a hopeful smile.

Liz handed me a tumbler full of something, and I took a quick swallow to calm my nerves.

“Todd here,” Andrea jerked her thumb at the blonde guy, “recommended a Spanish restaurant downtown that serves a killer mojito.  How about we start there?”

I nodded, taking another swig of my vodka and 7.

By the time we got to the restaurant, I was already feeling the effects of the drink.  Or perhaps it was the fact that Todd (the blonde) had his arm around my shoulders while Jeremy (the dark-haired one) was resting his hand on my knee.  The Hispanic guy, Alan, was just looking on wistfully from the other side of Todd.  Liz and Franny were giggling from their drinks, and Andrea was just smiling in that self-satisfied way that she has.

The other girls piled out of the limo first, then me.  I heard the guys behind me whispering about something as I climbed out, and I was certain that they got a nice long peek up my short skirt.

The restaurant was beautiful, decorated in deep wood tones and cranberry colored drapery.  Instead of traditional tables and chairs, they had cushioned chairs and overstuffed loveseats and coffee tables.  They had made a reservation for a private area, and once we got settled in, the hostess pulled the drapes almost shut around us.  Andrea, Liz, and Franny had immediately claimed three of the chairs while Todd and Jeremy sat on opposite ends of the loveseat leaving just enough space for me to squeeze in.  With an evil look at the other two guys, Alan took the last chair.

We all giggled when a tiny bell rang, and Andrea told the ringer to come in.  The waitress introduced herself and passed out the menus.

We started off with a round of mojitos and a large platter of sliced meats and cheese, with marinated mushrooms and tiny toasted bread slices.  After we had inhaled everything, with our second round of the perky mint drink, we tried the sautéed artichokes, salted potatoes, and some kind of ham and tomato and garlic salad.  The food was delicious and so were the drinks.  We talked about all sharing one of the large paella but decided that we were already getting full.  For the third round of mojitos, we had moved on to dessert.  We all split the poached pear that was covered in chocolate sauce and surrounded by fresh strawberries.

As we were all tallying up the final bill, Andrea pulled me aside to the ladies’ room.

“Just so you know, you and the guys are on your own now.  We’re taking a cab back to the hotel, and you all have the limo.  The suite you saw earlier is also yours for the night.”

“Wait, what?  What are you talking about?”

“You said no strippers or strip clubs, but I remember you telling me stories about these guys.  And they all seemed more than happy to help send you into wedded bliss, with a smile.”

“What?  Are you insane?” I could not believe she was suggesting that I spend the evening with these three guys from my wild college days.

“Hey, I never said you had to do anything.  How the night progresses is totally up to you,” she emphasized her preference with an exaggerated wink.

I swatted her arm, but her insinuations started my mind to wandering.

****

As I headed back to our little private space, Liz and Franny were coming out, giggling like crazy.  Andrea met them at the door and explained her plan, which only made them giggle harder.  I just turned around on my high heeled sandals and ducked back behind the curtains.

This time, all three guys were sitting side by side on the couch with Alan in the middle.  He patted his lap with a grin, and I smiled nervously.  It appeared that they all knew the plan from the get-go, and I was the one late to my own party.

I sat down on Todd’s lap and stretched my lean legs out so that they rested along Alan’s thighs and then my feet rested on Jeremy’s.  Todd rested his arm around my waist, his eyes unable to pull away from the rise and fall of my tits under the tight tank top.  Jeremy was lightly tickling my toes, making me squirm.  And Alan was very faintly caressing my legs, up to the hem of my skirt and then back down to my ankles.

Todd angled my torso towards him and kissed me hard, his tongue showing me exactly what he planned to do tonight.  His hand slid up my tummy to cup my breast, rubbing his thumb over my stiffening nipples.  Alan’s fingers crept higher up my thighs with each stroke, inch by inch sneaking up inside my skirt.  Jeremy kept stroking my lower legs until my whole body felt like it was being touched at once.  We heard the tinkle of the little bell, and all jumped apart, cheeks red from the moment and from being caught.  I managed to slide myself onto Todd’s lap only just as the curtain parted for the waitress.

“I’m afraid your reservation time is up,” she smiled sweetly.

“We understand,” Todd’s voice was a little hoarse, “we’ll be on our way.”

She closed the curtain behind her when she left, giving us just another moment in that plush little space.

Todd lifted me off his lap, and my knees were wobbly.  They all three stood up and surrounded me in a strange little triangle; Todd to one side, Alan to the other, and Jeremy behind me, all facing towards me. Just before they parted the curtain for us to exit, Todd and Alan bowed their heads and pinched both of my nipples with their lips while Jeremy slid his hands up under my skirt and gripped my bare ass tightly.  I gasped as the sudden onslaught of sensations, but just as quickly, they stopped and opened the curtain.  We walked out, my knees still trembling but I tried to act normal.

The four of us piled into the waiting limo, and Jeremy promptly raised the glass partition between us and the driver.  When he turned around, he had a look of determination on his face that made my heart thump inside my chest.

He slid across the seat and then dropped to his knees in front of me while Todd and Alan took their seats next to me.

Jeremy raked his nails up my inner thighs, and I ran my fingers through his dark hair.  He hooked his thumbs in the strings that stretched across my hips and pulled my G-string down, discarding it somewhere behind himself.  He flipped up my skirt and pressed my thighs open with his palms.  As he left a line of wet kisses up my thigh, I felt Todd and Alan pull my tank top up until my tits bounced free.

I nearly arched myself off the seat completely when all three mouths touched my swollen little nubs simultaneously.  Todd and Alan closed their lips around my nipples, cupping my tits with their hands.  And Jeremy slid his tongue along my wet pussy like velvet.

“Oh shit,” I moaned, the sensations almost too much for my body to handle.

Alan and Todd licked and pinched my nipples while Jeremy zeroed in on my clit.  My hands were gripping all three of them intermittently as I tried to catch my breath.  As Jeremy circled faster and harder with the tip of his tongue, I almost forgot about the tongues on my breasts.  My breath caught in my throat, and I dug my nails into Jeremy’s shoulders.  Todd and Alan withdrew their mouths and started rolling my tight nipples in their fingers while their lips found my neck and ears.  I groaned and writhed at the overwhelming onslaught.

I felt a slight pressure at the slippery opening to my pussy and then suddenly something slid inside me.  Jeremy’s fingers curled just right and hit that spot inside me, and I screamed out loud as I came.  I writhed and arched as I soaked his face.  Todd’s and Alan’s hands kneaded my tits and rasped over my nipples.  I finally wriggled away from all three of them to catch my breath.

“Oh, my…” I could barely speak.

They were all grinning at me, and their slacks were tenting enormously.

“Inside me,” I finally exhaled, “I need someone inside me.”

Todd stroked my mussed hair and chuckled, “Now that’s for later when we get back to the hotel.  We wanted you nice and warmed up for us.”

I writhed on the seat and pouted, but tried to fix my skirt and tank top so that I was decent enough to walk through the hotel lobby.

Luckily there was just enough of a drive left that all of their cocks could soften to a manageable stiffness.  I giggled as they rearranged themselves before getting out of the car.  I climbed out first and bent my head back inside.

“Well, boys?  Anyone want to come upstairs with me?  I have a vacancy or two.  And I’ve never had three cocks at once.”

All three cocks twitched, and they had to readjust themselves again, much to my delight.

In the elevator, I ran my hand over all three erections, squeezing lightly.  Alan was shorter but thick, Todd felt a little longer but thinner, and Jeremy felt just about perfect.  Now all three of them were panting just like me.

Finally up in the room, I sat down on the little loveseat like a queen holding court.

“So boys… it’s been a while… what did you have in mind?”

My urgency for cock had somewhat subsided, and now I was ready to tease the hell out of all three of them.  They exchanged glances and then turned back to grin at me.

“Whatever you want, Queenie…” Todd remembered my nickname from college.

“Strip.  All of you.”

All three of them flashed a momentary look of embarrassment and then it passed, as though they realized that getting naked in front of each other was hardly the most exposed they were going to be that night.  Within minutes, there was a pile of clothing on the floor and three naked men in front of me.  I beckoned for all three of them to come closer.  Alan was right in front of me, with Todd and Jeremy on either side.

I leaned forward and slowly slid my mouth over Alan’s bobbing cock.  He groaned loudly, and I think the other two moaned as well.  I worked my tongue over the sensitive spot just under the head of his cock and saw his abs tighten up almost immediately.  As my mouth slid back and forth, my tongue flickered along the veins that crisscrossed along the underside.  I worked my lips and jaw, stroking and pulling his climax closer.

“Fuck,” he exhaled sharply, gritting his teeth to maintain his self-control.

Todd and Jeremy were idly stroking their own cocks.  When I realized what they were doing, I stopped sucking Alan’s cock which only made him groan again.

“Quit that,” I swatted their hands away, “or I’ll tie your hands behind your backs.”

They wiggled their eyebrows at me and placed their hands behind their backs.

I wrapped one hand around the base of Alan’s cock and engulfed him with my mouth again.  This time, I worked my hand and mouth in unison, stroking him in one long slippery warm tunnel over and over again.

“Oh fuck, fuck, fuck,” he moaned, his hips thrusting in time with my strokes.

His balls were tightening up against his body and his abs clenched tightly.  Suddenly he yanked his cock from my mouth and gave himself two more strokes before the jets started landing on my cleavage.  He finally staggered backwards and landed on the bed, gasping for breath.

I stood up from the loveseat and slowly removed my now sticky tank top and my little skirt.  All three of them looked me up and down, standing there in nothing but those high-heeled sandals.

I motioned for Alan to move and then I crawled onto the bed on all fours.  I flipped over and waved one finger at Todd and Jeremy.  They scrambled to pile on the bed with me, and I carefully arranged them exactly as I wanted them.

I had Jeremy on his back as I straddled his body and I tugged at Todd’s hips until he was standing up again, directly behind me.

“Be patient, I haven’t done DP in a very long time,” I cautioned them.

“Oh sweet jeezus,” Jeremy moaned.

In a second, they were both wearing condoms, and I carefully slid my pussy down on top of Jeremy’s thickness.

“Oh gawd,” I moaned, letting my pussy stretch to accommodate his girth.

I finally bent over, letting Todd see the roundness of my ass, and he stepped up, pressing the head of his cock up against the tight brown rosebud.

“Hold on,” I gasped as I worked my hips to slide Jeremy in and out.

“Oh fuck,” Jeremy moaned, grabbing my hips to slow me down.

“No, I need.. I need to…” my voice trailed off into short gasps as my second climax washed over me.

I thrashed and bucked, soaking Jeremy’s cock and the bedspread beneath us.

“Now,” I panted at Todd.

He carefully pressed his hips forward, easing his cock into my ass.  At first, it felt a little awkward, almost too full.  Both men paused, letting my body adjust to the sensation of being filled both ways.

Then they found a rhythm, both in and both out, both in and both out.  My body tingled and hummed with so much cock inside me.  I could hear both of them panting and gasping.

“Feel good boys?  Or would you rather stop?”

“Fuck, no,” Todd gasped.

“Hell, no,” Jeremy yelled.

I was certain they could feel each other’s cock move inside my body and the thought sent me careening into my next orgasm.  I screamed and bucked while they both just tried to hang on tightly.

“I’m going to…” Todd barely got the warning out, and then I felt the throbbing of his cock as he unleashed his load while my ass still clenched at him.

I felt him swat my ass firmly just as he withdrew, and then I looked down at Jeremy whose face was twisted in concentration to keep from cumming.

I rolled and twisted my hips, stroking his hard cock with my very slippery pussy.

“Oh yeah, baby, just like that,” he mumbled, guiding my body up and down as though he was jerking off using my pussy.

I rode him harder, feeling his body slap against mine as our thrusting came together.  Todd had collapsed next to us, and I felt his hand slide between Jeremy and me.  His finger found my swollen little button and he rubbed my juices all over me.

“Oh Jeremy, oh gawd,” I groaned.

“Yes!  Shit, yes!” he bellowed as I felt his cock surge thicker inside me.

I dug my nails into his chest as I came with him, the new flood from my body soaking his cock and Todd’s hand.  I finally collapsed on top of Jeremy with an exhausted sigh.  Todd stroked my hair back from my cheek and Alan bent over to kiss my forehead.

“Happy little bride,” one of them murmured as I drifted off to sleep right there in the middle of all three men.

****

When I woke up the next day, I was alone in the bed and tucked in under the sheets.  I have no idea who took care of me, but I like to think it was all of them.  I stretched slowly, my body aching from the night before.  It had been years since I had a wild night like that, and I think it was just what I needed.  How did Andrea know that…

I rang the front desk and had them patch me through to the other room that Liz and Franny and Andrea had shared.  When Andrea picked up the phone, I could hear her grinning.

“Morning Ms. Bride.  You still alive up there?”

I laughed, “Barely.  I think it was those mojitos.”

“Nah, it was all that screaming you were doing.”

“What?  I have no idea what you’re talking about!”

She laughed, “Uh huh, sure.  Want to grab breakfast in a bit?  Liz and Franny are still asleep.”

“Why don’t you leave them a note and come up here for room service?  I’ll jump in the shower real quick.”

“Deal,” she agreed.

I had just enough time to rinse the men out of my hair and off my body.  I was wrapped in the hotel’s bathrobe and back on the bed when she knocked softly.

“Are you alone?” she asked as I opened the door.

“Yup, just spent a quiet night in by myself.”

“Liar,” she laughed.

“What do you want to eat?  I’m starving!” I declared.

We ordered up two omelets and two pots of coffee.  The young man wheeled the cart in, and we tipped him generously.  We pushed the cart over to the bed and unveiled the spinach and mushroom omelets, a basket of fresh croissants, and a large dish of fresh strawberries.  We dug into the coffee first, then all of the amazing food.

“You only eat like this in the morning after you’ve been good and fucked,” Andrea observed, absentmindedly chewing a strawberry.

I just wiggled my eyebrows at her and sipped my coffee delicately.

“You gonna tell Brad?” she wanted to know.

“Are you fucking insane?  He would go through the roof.  I’m just glad these guys aren’t coming to the wedding.”

“Oh?  Should I not have invited them to that then?”

I threw a bite of croissant at her, and she fell backwards on the bed, mortally wounded at the assault.

“I’m just kidding,” she confessed.

“I had a great time with them, thanks.  But I don’t need to see them again,” I laughed.

“No bridal party invite for them then,” she hugged me.


36. The Full Service Hotel: A Bride's Public Gangbang by Roxy Rhodes

Kevin and I had just been married, and I couldn’t wait to get on with the honeymoon!  I know it’s a little bit old fashioned, but I was saving myself to give to my husband when we were married, and I couldn’t wait to finally show Kevin just how much I loved him!  After all, he’d done so much for me.  Before him, I was a shy, meek girl.  But he continuously pushed me to get out of my comfort zone and realize new possibilities. That’s why, when he promised he had just the perfect honeymoon in mind, I didn’t question his judgment.  But little did I know, when we arrived at a strange hotel in the middle of the Nevada dessert, that my comfort zone was about to obliterated publicly!

I have to admit, I was a bit reluctant to have my honeymoon with Kevin in the middle of the dessert, but he insisted there was a resort in the middle of nowhere Nevada that I would not only love, but that would bind us more closely together than ever before.  I couldn’t imagine what could possibly be that magical about the place.  A lovely bed is nice, a pool is relaxing, taking in a show in the lounge could be fun—but what else could there be about the place that would make it deliver all that Kevin had promised?

Still, in spite of my skepticism, I agreed readily.  Kevin had shown me time and time again that he knew what I wanted well before I did.  It was part of what made me so eager to marry him:  I trusted him with my life.  Should I ever in my old age find I couldn’t make my own decisions, I knew Kevin would make the right call.

Even with all of my faculties about me, over time Kevin had begun making more and more decisions for me, it seemed.  They started as suggestions and recommendations.  “I know you don’t like fish, but have the salmon here—you won’t regret it.”  “You always try to hide your body, but I bought you and outfit I’d like you to wear to the party—you’ll feel beautiful in it.”  And on and on.  With every little helpful suggestion, my world opened up, and I realized there was more to me than the shy modest girl I was raised to be.  Not only did I adore the salmon, but the experience of eating it produced a sensual euphoria; the revealing dress he bought me did indeed produce the staring gazes I feared, and yet now I didn’t fear them—I enjoyed the attention and reveled in the way it made men bend to my will.  Before long, he was orchestrating my every meal, outfit and even my schedule.  I knew it went against my feminist upbringing to depend so heavily on a man’s opinion—but I felt so pampered and taken care of with him.  He always knew what to do with me.  He wasn’t just some man—he was the man who showed me how vast I was as a woman.

But there was one area where he never tried to sway me:  sex.  We’d been together a year and he never even pushed the issue.  After our third date, I expected him to begin feeling me up when he kissed me goodbye, the way men always did.  I expected him to say seductive things—convince me of all of the reasons I should sleep with him.  And yet, he never did.  In fact, while we spent entire days together, beginning with breakfast and ending when our eyes were getting droopy with sleep, he’d never even spent the night.  He’d simply kiss me sincerely on the mouth and leave, promising to return the next morning.

But it wasn’t because he didn’t find me desirable—he made that very clear.  For instance, at a party for his business associates, he had picked out a dress for me that was more revealing than I’d ever been asked to wear before:  It was a black satin dress with a slit that went so high, I if I turned the right way, you could see my panties.  It had a halter top and was backless, scooping down well below the curve of my hips, just above where my ample cheeks began to part.  The front of the halter was plunging as well, with the fabric just barely covering my breasts, revealing the curve and shape of their sides, which bulged out, naked and on display.  One wrong move and the entirety of my breasts would be revealed.  I had never been so nervous in my life.

“Trust me,” he’d said.  And that was all I needed.

At the party, I’d stayed on his arm all night, and between schmoozing, he’d lean over and whisper things in my ear—thing he’d never said to me before.

“Do you see the control you have on every man in the room?”  he had said.  “Do you feel how powerful your body is?  Every man here will go to bed tonight thinking of your body, willing to do anything to make you come alive for them.  Every man here is praying that your dress will fall just slightly to the side so they can see your gorgeous pussy.  You can feel it, don’t you?  You feel it as a heat rising up from between your legs?”

And I had—so strong it was almost overwhelming.  I was certain that was the night—that he’d demand that I take my dress off for him, and I’d be unable to resist.  I wanted what he described.  I wanted to see just how much more powerful my body could be.

But after the party was over, he drove me home, kissed me sweetly, and said goodnight.

I was a virgin, you see.  I had told on our first date that I wanted to wait for marriage.  I wanted my body to belong to a man that loved me in a committed way.  He was unperturbed, happy to wait, and he never questioned my decision to wait, even when I secretly hoped he would.

Now the wedding was over, and we were arriving at the hotel where we would make love for the first time.  I was giddy and nervous, but knew he would be patient and instructive with me.  He always was.  And that’s why I knew, no matter what happened, my first time would be perfect.

We checked in at the front desk and were soon led upstairs by a bell boy.

“Newlyweds, huh?” he asked as he hauled my truck up with ease.  He was very strong—it looked as though his muscles would burst out of the wool uniform.  In fact, the uniform barely seemed to contain his body.  I couldn’t help but notice the outline of a thick, long bulge going halfway down his thigh.

“Yes,” I smiled, snuggling into Kevin’s arm as we held hands.

“You’ve come to the right place.  Newlyweds always get our deluxe suite.  We’re happy to service you in any way you please, day or night.”

He unlocked a door and revealed an incredible suite.  Everything about the place was sensual and vivid, from the cedar smell of the beautiful wood furniture to the lush drapes which, when pulled back, revealed a gorgeous view of the night sky, blanketed with stars, which all on their own illuminated the stunning canyon in the distance.  Open the French doors, and you found yourself on the balcony where the crisp night air smelled of sandy dunes.

“It’s so lovely!”  I exclaimed, almost embarrassed at the girlishness in my own voice.  Kevin tipped the bellboy handsomely and asked him when the show advertised in the lobby began.

“In one hour.  Sit up front,” he said, with a slight wink before bowing his head respectfully and exiting, leaving me alone with my new husband.

“Are you happy?” he asked me, smiling.  My husband was so handsome, with his thick, wavy brown hair, strong brows, and muscular jaw.  I’d admired his face so long.  I couldn’t wait to finally be able to admire every contour of his broad-shouldered, imposing physique.

“So happy,” I said, running over to him for a long, deep kiss.  His mouth was wet, his tongue probing me with a fierceness he’d never exhibited before.  Just like when I wore the dress, I felt that same strong energy rising from between my legs.  I wanted to finally give myself over to him.

“You know I’ll only ever do what’s best for you, don’t you?” he asked hotly in my ear.

“Yes, darling,” I replied.

“We’re going to the show tonight—we have to get ready.”

“Okay,” I said, a little disappointed.  I’d been hoping to finally consummate our marriage, and do nothing but consummate it for the rest of our honeymoon.

Detecting the pout in my voice, he cupped my face with his strong hands, holding me firmly as he looked into my big blue eyes with his wise brown ones.

“Do you trust me?” he said.

“Always.”

“I want you to make me a promise.”

“Anything.”

“Promise me you’ll let me take care of everything.”

“You always do.”

“I want you to follow my lead no matter what.  Give yourself over to me completely.  I know that this could be a nerve wracking night for you—you might be worried about not knowing what to do.  But if you do everything I say and just trust me completely, I will take care of you.  Do you promise?”

“I promised when I said ‘I do.’  I’m yours completely.”

“I brought you something to wear tonight,” he said, walking to his suitcase and pulling out a garment bag.  “I want you to change into it.”

“Of course,” I said, grabbing the bag and heading towards the bathroom.

“No,” he commanded.  “I want you to stand there and take off your clothes for me.”  He was pointing towards the window.

I looked at him, incredulously.  “People can look up and see!” I laughed.

“You’re not doing it for them.  You’re doing it for me.”

I looked in his somber face and realized he was serious.  I was nervous, but he nodded at me reassuringly, and I knew I wouldn’t say no.  I stood in the window in my tee-shirt and jeans I’d worn on the long flight.  I kicked off my sneakers and pulled off my socks, a bit awkwardly.  He watched as I pulled off my tee-shirt, then shimmied out of my jeans, leaving me in my white cotton panties and simple white bra.

“Keep going,” he said.

“What will I be wearing?” I asked, nervous that it would apparently require no underwear.

“Keep going,” was all he said.

He’d never seen my breasts completely bare before, let alone my down there.  I’d imagined him seeing me for the first time so many times, but I never before imagined I’d be so scared.  He was so complimentary—always building me up—that I always imagined he’d see me undressed for the first time, and be in awe—he always made me feel so perfect—as though I were made just for him.  But now I felt panic.  What if he was disappointed?

Still, he was my husband.  I had to trust he’d love my body no matter what, simply because it was mine.  I unsnapped my bra in the back and let it fall to the floor.  With my heart pounding hard in my chest, I pulled down my underwear as I attempted to hide how badly I was shaking.  My body was so cold in the night air my nipples ached with stiffness.

I stood up straight—he always encouraged me to stand up straight—letting him take me in.  His gaze betrayed nothing, and the electric stillness between us seemed to go on forever as I waited for him to speak or make a move.  He must be disappointed, I thought.  He doesn’t know what to say because he’s just so disappointed.

But at long last he stood and moved towards me, his face changing with every step, becoming hungry, intent.  He walked at a strong, steady pace across the vast room, and didn’t stop when he reached, but instead backed me up against the glass French doors, my ass pressing into the window pane with the weight of his body.  He kissed me deeply, sucking my tongue, attempting to devour me.  I felt something hard pressing against my mound.

“Spread your legs and open your pussy,” he said, stepping back, looking me up and down.  I did as I was told, spreading my puffy lips open, exposing my down there—my pussy—for the first time.

“You’re such a good girl,” he said.  “Don’t be shy.”  He took my hand and placed it between my legs, beginning to rub it back and forth over my open slit until I got the idea.  He backed away, and I continued the movements he started for me, enjoying how warm it made me feel.

“Like this?” I breathed.

“Does it feel good?”

“Yes…”

“Then yes,” he smiled.  “Tell me what you want.”

“What I want?”

“Tell me what you hope will happen.”

My fingers were rubbing slowly up and down my slickening pussy.  It felt so good—I wanted to articulate what it made me think of, but even I wasn’t sure, I was so caught up in sensation.  I didn’t know what I wanted, or if I was doing this right—the pressure was mounting under his gaze.

“I just want….to make you happy.  And for you to make me happy.”

“How do I make you happy?”

“I…I don’t know.  You know better than me.  You always know what I want better than I do.”

“Slide a finger inside,” he commanded, and it sent a jolt through me to hear him so sure of himself.  “Tell me what you feel.”

“It’s hot…and snug…and wet…”

“Do you feel happy?”

I wasn’t sure happy was the word.  It was something akin to happy, only beyond it—into an uncomfortable realm that exhilarated me and sent me reeling to have him gaze at me like this.  I was unsure of myself.  I was frightened about the intense feeling and frightened of not knowing what I was doing.  And I wanted more.

“Yes,” was all I could say.

“Put this on,” he said, handing me the garment bag.  The sudden interruption of my reverie left me shaking and feeling unfinished.  But still, I unzipped the garment bag and pulled out my outfit for the evening.

It seemed to be missing a few pieces.  It was simply a sheer, very short white dress, a veil, and white spike heels—so high they looked as though they might snap my feet in half.

“Where’s the rest of it?” I asked earnestly, and he laughed.

“Put it on.”

I slid the dress on over my head, though I was still skeptical.  I felt more naked in the sheer white mesh than I did without any clothes at all.  I put on the veil and stepped into the shoes, my feet wobbling a bit beneath me.

“I don’t understand,” I said.  “Why do you want me to wear this in front of all of those people?”

“You don’t have to understand.  You only have to trust me,” he said, extending his hand for me to hold.

I don’t think there’s anything he could have asked of me that I would say no to.  Looking at his self-assured face, I was so proud to belong to him, so safe feeling as his hand closed around mine, all of my shyness evaporated.  He wouldn’t be asking me to do this if it weren’t right.  I smiled, stood up straight, and allowed him to lead me out of the door, only feeling a thrill at the idea that my small, dark areolas and fine, well-trimmed bush were on full display.

“But what if they kick me out?” I asked as we walked down the hall.

“They wouldn’t dare.  If they kick you out, they don’t get to enjoy what a vision you are,” he said, and he was so authoritative in his tone, I believed him.

We stepped into an elevator where a man in a suit was already on his way down.  He looked me up and down without a bit of shock or embarrassment, but instead with the joy of a child on Christmas.

“My goodness, dear, how lovely you are!  Would you mind turning around for me?”

I blushed under his gaze and looked to Kevin, who nodded his approval.  I turned in a tight, awkward circle in the small space, trying desperately not to get my high heels crossed the wrong way in the process.

“What a beautiful bride,” he admired to Kevin, who squeezed my hand.  Then turning to me, he added, “I’d love to get a peek at your sweet little asshole.  Would you show it to me?”  His voice was eager, begging and almost innocent in its nonchalance, in spite of the shocking things he was saying.  Before I could even conjure a response, Kevin pulled my by the hand towards the lounge without a word, my high heels clicking the whole way, drawing the attention of everyone we passed, each turning to look, each getting an eye-full.

The hotel was enormous, and for the first time since arriving, I had the opportunity to notice some peculiar oddities about the place, hidden in the nooks and crannies.

For starters, the lighting was far more dim and seductive than any hotel lobby I'd ever seen.  Every patron and hotel employee I saw--the aging beauty and her son (no, not son.  Her hand was resting on his high, muscular ass--he was her young lover); the front desk clerk in her crisp button up shirt (but not buttoned very far up, it seemed.  I could see beyond the lace of her bra, all the way to her torso.  Her face was one of deep concern--no, not concern.  Her lip and eyebrow were twitching, and she was breathing hard, if mutely.  Her back was arching as I noticed a tremble in her arm--my goodness, was she rubbing herself below the desk?)--were all cast in an amber glow which rendered them even more attractive than they already naturally were.  How was it that everyone here, in their own particular ways, were so incredibly beautiful?

But before I could take in more, we found ourselves in the lounge.  Patrons in their finest were sipping smart cocktails at little round tables, while on stage a piano player with wild, thick dark hair that contrasted with his fair skin and lean, lanky body, was ending his first song with a dizzying flourish to enthusiastic applause.

He didn't remain the center of attention for long, though, as the spotlight operator whirled the harsh light away from the stage and settled it directly on me as I stood in the entrance.

"The newlyweds have arrived!" the piano player announced, eliciting more applause.  "Get up on stage and let’s get a look at you!"

It's true, I'd thrilled at walking through the lobby in my obscene dress, knowing there would be whispers and looks and dirty thoughts about me plaguing all who encountered me.  I relished the idea of them trying to maintain their propriety in my presence--little old me!  Me, who, before Kevin, preferred to disappear into the background and go unnoticed!--But the overt attention on me--not stolen glances, but overt stares, a spotlight fixed unrelentingly on me, exposing my entire being to all--filled me with fright.  I clutched at Kevin's hand, but he only led me down the aisle, the spotlight following us the entire way, until we were climbing up on stage and I became self-consciously aware that the front row had an upshot view of my most private parts.

“Aren't they a beautiful couple?  We love newlyweds here, don't we?"  The piano player said to the crowd.  "Now tell us, what brought you to our little resort?"

"My wife, Rose, is a virgin.  I wanted her first time to be just perfect," Kevin explained.  "I want to give her everything in life and be able to always show her new things," he continued (The audience gave a collective, endeared, "Awww!")  "And she has yet to discover what an insatiable slut she is.  She's been saving it all for me!"  Thunderous claps of approval.  My mouth fell open in shock as I began to realize what was about to happen.  "So with a little help from all of you, I want to give my wife the first time she so desperately needs--and deserves!"

The piano player scurried to the wings and pulled onto the stage an antique fainting couch in red velvet, heaving and wielding it theatrically into place, adding a flourish of a bow at the end like a magician.  The people continued to clap with delight as Kevin led me to the fainting couch, laid me back and spread my legs open.

"I'm not sure about this," I said to my husband, pulling him close to me.  "It's not what I imagined.  It’s too much."

"Focus on the sensations and keep your eyes on me.  Everything you experience, you're experiencing with me.  You're safe here. And if anything doesn't feel good, say stop, and we'll stop.  But only if it doesn't feel good.  Okay?"

"Yes...Yes, darling."

"Spread your legs wider, honey.  Show everyone your virgin pussy."

I felt my legs were already spread very wide, but opened them further until I felt a slight aching stretch in my hips.  For good measure, I spread my already splayed open lips open with my fingers, just as I'd done in the hotel room for Kevin.

"Such a good girl," Kevin said with pride to the audience.  "You can see already how much she likes the attention."  And with that, he knelt down between my legs and began tickling the hard nub above my slit with his thick middle finger--the first hand other than my own to touch me there.  I sucked in a sharp gasp at his touch, which had instantly begun to create a warm sizzle in me. I felt my opening contract, then a wetness, hot and thick.  I worried if it was okay, but he rubbed me quicker and quicker, spurring on my pussy's spasms, and I could feel so many eyes probing my pussy with hungry attention, I felt hot and bursting with their gazes, even as my pussy opened wider to receive them.

"She's been denying herself for so long.  Look how eager her cunt is!" the piano player narrated.  "Tell me, has anyone ever tasted her before?"

"Not once," Kevin answered for me.

"May I?" the piano player asked.  Kevin must have nodded, my world was all a blur and I couldn't see past my veil--because soon I felt an entirely new wetness, a strong fat tongue dragging snail-like from the rim of my back door all the way up my gaping slit--which grasped desperately at his tongue as it passed, trying to pull it inside, until it reached the same hard nub Kevin had been teasing with his finger.

"Oh, God, oh, God, oh, God..." my voice shook as the tip of his tongue flicked and danced with the vibrating quickness of a rattlesnake over my button, making it almost painfully erect.

I opened my eyes, which had closed shut, overwhelmed as I was by the brilliant sensation, and pushed back my veil to find Kevin, his shirt off and tossed aside, just as he was unbuttoning his pants and letting them fall to the floor.

His down there--his cock--was stunning.  It sprang to attention after being released from his slacks so strongly, it was nearly completely vertical, hiding his belly button with its extreme length and thickness.  His heavy, voluminous balls stretched the capacity of this taut sack.  The tip of him was dark pink and bloomed from his shaft like ripe fruit.

I was being rolled onto my side now by the piano player, still between my legs, holding the top one aloft in the air as he pressed his long, thick tongue into my snug pussy.  Behind me, I felt a hand on my ass cheek--I couldn't see whose--grabbing it, pulling it open, exposing my dirty little hole to the chilly central air before a hot, slick tongue plunged into it, making me buck and groan loudly, gutturally, embarrassingly.

The turn to the side had me facing the audience and away from Kevin.  The first thing I saw was a woman in the front,, now, her manicured hand up her dress, another hand petting the bulge of the man next to her, who lay with his head back, his chest rising and falling quickly.  Watching my body was turning them on.  A man behind them was stroking his fat cock and groaning uninhibitedly, his eyes glued to my own twisting face.

"Yes...yes..." I whimpered.

"Does it feel good?" Kevin asked behind me.

"Yes, thank you..." my voice was growing more shrill and shaky, my moans spiraling crazily in soprano.

"Open your mouth," he said, prying my mouth open with his fingers before lovingly stroking my face.  He moved in front of my view, and I came face to face with his incredible cock.  He was aiming it towards me, feeding it to me.  Here comes the plane, I thought, stupidly.

I'd underestimated its width, even staring the monster in the face.  Just the head of him stretched my mouth wider than comfortable.

"Wider...wider...good girl," he said as he began to slide more easily over my tongue.  I felt I couldn't breathe as he neared the back of my throat, but the feeling of a finger piercing my asshole, and what had to be two thick fingers piercing my sealed pussy--as though the two lapping dogs between my legs had choreographed it--elicited a searing pain that made me suck in air sharply with my nose.  I was breathing heavily through my nose now as Kevin's cock pressed on the back of my throat, making me sputter and gag as it made contact, even as I bucked and writhed convulsively, the pain subsiding, the fingers stretching me wider with every thrust.

"You're such a good little cocksucker..." a man with a deep voice said from the audience, and I began to bob my head and swirl my tongue with his encouragement, enjoying the smoothness of his hot, mushroom head.

"Is her pussy ready?" Kevin asked, and the piano player nodded.

"He's going to fuck you now," my beloved instructed, looking into my eyes, my spitting mouth stopped with his cock.

"Nnnn....Oooouhhh..." I protested.

"You aren't ready for me yet, baby," he soothed.  "Be just as good for him as you would be for me.  Do it for me," he repeated softly as I felt a hard stiffness begin to prod my pussy, and God, I loved how it felt!  I watched Kevin's rapturous face as he watched mine.  The piano player filled my vacant, gaping pussy and I clamped down tight, so tight he could barely keep thrusting, trapped as he was in my snare.  But still, he persevered, filling me deeper and deeper, but I wanted more.  I wanted to feel him in the pit of my stomach.  I wanted more, more, more cock!  It wasn't enough--I feared, crazily, it would never be enough--his filling only seemed to heighten my primal yearning.

"Mmmm!  Mmmmm!" I begged into Kevin's cock, which was sliding steadily in and out of my mouth now.  I felt something I hadn't expected--though what was expected?--that same prodding between my plump cheeks, pressing into my pre-stretched asshole, making its way inside to meet the piano player’s cock within me, the two of them pushing and pulling inside of me as though my body were a Chinese finger trap, from which my contracting nether regions would not allow them to escape.

My face was growing hot, now, my moans like a siren, and soon Kevin was forced to withdraw his cock from my mouth, I was moaning with such force.  I was beginning to lose control just as I heard some audience members were, who were crying out and speaking in orgasmic tongues.

"Give her to me," Kevin commanded, and for one instant I was empty, the two pumping dicks withdrawn from my body, cruelly.  The affront of this abandonment made me feel animalistic, wounded.  A howl of wanting came barreling from my lips, surprising even me.

But my relief was nearly immediate.  Kevin was sitting me upright on his cock as he laid back, pressing me down by the shoulders, forcing his way deeply inside.  He tore through me with a strength I couldn't halt--nor would I want to.  He was right to go last—there was no way I could have taken his giant pillar of a cock with my untouched pussy.  He alone filled me more than two men had.  He bounced me up and down with rhythmic thrusts, looking up at my face, tearing at the mesh encasing my bouncing breasts until they were exposed.  With every thrust, I took him deeper until he was all the way inside, poking harshly at my insides.

“She’s gonna cum—look at her!”  I heard someone cry out.  The audience had flooded the stage, and there were hands all over me, pulling at my hair, grabbing handfuls of my ass and tits.  Something hot and sticky hit my face, and I realized the piano player had shot his load right at me as others tugged at themselves and took aim.  I loved how it felt.  I loved that it was all for me—that I’d whipped them up into such a frenzy.  Tasting the cum that had landed on my lip, my womanhood contracted violently around Kevin’s steadfast, thrusting cock.

“Look at me,” he said, and I met his determined eyes.  “I’ve got you—its okay.  Cum for me.”

His words set off a long, growling howl from deep within me, the sound of which was otherworldly, in a hell-beast voice I didn’t recognize.  All was quaking, all was red, all was a wet, flooding madness that poured forth from me and onto me as the crowd rode along on my ecstatic wave.

And Kevin came, too, clutching my cum-covered body to him, fiercely, filling me with wave after wave of his grateful, orgasmic pleasure.

“You did so good, baby.  I knew you’d be a perfect little slut for me,” he said hoarsely into my ear as I collapsed on top of him.

“Just for you, darling,” I said.  “It’s all for you.”


37. The BDSM Halloween Party: Public Gangbang at a Sex Party by April Fisher

It was a holiday with an excuse to dress like a slut, and I did exactly that, with a little extra glitter. I had always loved getting out of my comfort zone a little, but this Halloween party was more than just a little out of my comfort zone. It was a BDSM heaven, and I was the main attraction. It would be one memorable Halloween.

“Wow, you guys look fabulous!”

I watched as my friends came into my front door with an assortment of costumes on. April, an athletic type with short hair, had come dressed as a mermaid. The tail was split in two, but when she put her legs together, you couldn’t tell. It was masterfully crafted by the one standing next to April. Said crafter was called Ramona, and she was a short, chubby girl who came dressed as a character from her favorite cartoon. Another girl, named Zena, appropriately came dressed as Xena, the warrior princess. Not just because of her name either; she was the most dramatic of the group, always looking for her next fight or debate. We still loved her, of course, but sometimes we had to tell her that she was being ridiculous. Oddly enough, she never fought with us over it. We guessed that she was just bored.

I, on the other hand, had my costume, but I hadn’t had the time to put it on because… well, mostly because I was lazy. I was always the last one to leave the house, and my friends always had to push me out. But why should I leave when there was nothing to do in my hometown? Not to mention people could be such assholes whenever you made a wrong move… I preferred the solitude of my couch.

“Why are you still in your bathrobe, Miranda?” Ramona said irritably. “You need to get out of this house.”

I laid down on my couch instead of listening. “But how is this party going to be any different? It’s always just drinking and playing drinking games. I love booze just as much as the next person, but you can only pass out so many times before you start wanting to remember how crazy it got.”

April dragged me off the couch and pushed me towards the bathroom. “Put your costume on, you’ll see how crazy it’ll get soon enough.”

Zena rubbed her hands together in anticipation. “I heard it’s going to be a party that’s… a little out of the norm.”

I took out my makeup bag. “How so?”

As I applied my makeup and slipped into a little sexy costume, they told me how the party was supposed to be different. If I was going to go to a Halloween party, I might as well spice it up and play something I normally wasn’t. Unexpectedly though, the party itself was going to be different according to the advertising. It was for adults only, something I was used to but they urged everyone to bring birth control, and they were handing out free condoms at the event just to make sure no one caught any herpes or whatever. I couldn’t guess why people would be having sex at a Halloween party, unless it was their own form of celebrating spooky shit. And anyways, I didn’t need birth control. I had an IUD inserted a few years ago, so besides checking occasionally to see if it was still there, I didn’t need to worry at all about popping out an offspring before I wanted one. Not like I had a boyfriend to have one with, but that was beside the point. If I would be getting laid at this party, which I didn’t doubt any of us would, I would be having all of the fun without any of the pressure.

“So there are private rooms, and there’s also a main room for dancing and whatever,” Zena explained. “I’m sure there’s more to it than that, but we’ll have to go and see. If you could hurry up!”

I glared at her through my half-finished makeup. “Give me a minute, geez. I don’t want to get this wrong and have to start over!”

My costume was quality, and it had little fairy wings attached to the back, so I decided to put a bunch of glitter on my face to reflect the magical nature of my costume. Of course, the costume was also skimpy, so I would have to wear something over it without bending the wings… so I chose to just bring a blanket with me to drape over my shoulders and fend off the approaching winter cold. I would look silly for a while, but once I got to the party, I would be fine, and my wings would be fabulous.

I finished my makeup, and my friends shoved me out the door. The cold hit me like daggers to my skin, and I rushed to the car to avoid freezing to death after locking my front door. My friends all got in after me, and I spent the car ride leaning forward to avoid fucking up my fairy wings. I didn’t mind, but the seat belt got annoying on my skin after a while, and I couldn’t wait to get out.

Ramona pulled up to a fairly incognito establishment. No party noises came from the place, but we could see various people make their way in and out, which was the only way I could tell it was even the place we wanted to go. Then again, if it was a sex party, you’d want to remain in a fairly off the charts place, so kids didn’t accidentally waltz right in out of curiosity. I also assumed they had a bouncer to keep underage people out.

We parked not far away and walked to the establishment, and much to my relief, inside was far warmer than it was outside. There was a sign inside pointing to the Halloween party, but we could still hear no noise. Perhaps the walls were thoroughly soundproofed. I wouldn’t doubt it, given the nature of the party. We walked down the hallway and at the end we turned the corner, and a bouncer met us there. “IDs please,” he said. He looked burly enough where I’m sure anyone who didn’t want to would be kicked out on the spot.

We presented our IDs and went inside with a smile and a wave to the bouncer. I guessed he was only mean when he needed to be.

Inside, the party had already started, and there were dozens of people in every corner, and scores more on the dance floor. We were immediately handed condoms as we came in. I decided to ask what they were for. The man handing them out pointed to a sign next to the door. I thanked him, and my friends read the sign together with me.

“BDSM Halloween Party, complete with contests and prizes. Best costume overall, best sexy costume, and best cosplay contests all hosted on the stage to the right. Get your ticket for the contests at the bar. Condoms are handed out for the sex parties in the room to the left. Birth control also recommended. Sex not required.”

Ramona read it out loud and got a little excited at the prospect of a cosplay contest. She’d spent hours on her costume for her favorite cartoon, and in fact spent hours on all our costumes. She nudged us to the bar to get our tickets. Zena couldn’t help but laugh as we went. “Holy shit, this is really something! I wonder what the sex party is like…”

I shook my head. “I’ve never been to one, but isn’t it a bit trashy to do it with a whole bunch of strangers you’ve never seen before?”

“C’mon, Miranda. Don’t judge the slut,” April said, shooting a look at Zena. Zena stuck her tongue out in response.

I decided to ignore the petty bickering that ensued between them and got my tickets for all three contests, even though I didn’t have a costume on relating to any sort of show or game for the cosplay contest. My friends all proceeded after me to get theirs, and we all decided to dance for a while before going to see the sex room. I guess people were already going at it in there, but I wasn’t mentally prepared for it yet. Besides, it wasn’t like I wanted to join. I just wanted to have a bit of fun with as little stress as possible.

Eventually, the dancing was stopped so the winners of the first contest could be announced. We listened without interest as someone with a costume that lit up was handed first prize. I guessed he got first prize because being a walking Christmas decoration must have been difficult to pull off. He wasn’t actually a Christmas decoration; I was just making fun of him in my head.

Two more contestants that weren’t us got their prizes, and the rest of us were offered one free drink as a consolation prize. I didn’t really want it, but April dragged us to the bar to get it anyways. I opted for something with low alcohol volume and sipped mindlessly as my friends went and took shots for their drink. I guessed I would be the designated driver. I didn’t mind that much, honestly. At least I would get to enjoy the rest of my night in peace and quiet and the morning after would come with a lack of phone calls.

Once we were all done, we decided to go to the sex room, just out of curiosity. I decided to suspend my judgment of people who were having sex, especially since the bouncer would probably have us thrown out if we said anything. Besides, I doubted anyone here would actually be here if they cared that people were in the next room screaming. It wasn’t like we could hear it anyways. I wondered how anyone could go in there and actually comfortably have sex around dozens of people. Then again, I was about to find out.

All four of us opened the door and peered inside reluctantly. At first, we saw nothing because the room itself was off to the side of a small hallway. Probably to discourage onlookers who didn’t want to join, I thought. I noticed a sign at the end of the hallway that banned cameras in this particular room. If anyone was caught with one, it’d probably be confiscated. That was understandable, given that anything that happened in this room could probably ruin someone’s life if it was released.

We slipped in and closed the door behind us quietly. As the music of the outside was shut out, we suddenly heard the noises of sex rush into our ears. Men and women moaning gratuitously, and flesh rubbing against flesh were heard. Ramona blushed furiously. “Uh… I’ll be waiting for the other two contests if you guys need me!”

She rushed out. I couldn’t blame her for immediately wanting out, but for some reason, I wanted to see what was actually happening. Zena seemed to squirm a little. I couldn’t tell if she was uncomfortable or lustful. Either way, I was used to her promiscuous ways, so I shrugged it off. April was fairly composed, but it looked like she was holding something in.

“Let’s get a quick glimpse and leave,” I said. “I’m just curious.”

The hallway opened up on the side without a door into the sex party, and we agreed on that quick glimpse. We peered around the side and what I saw took me off guard.

I knew the party had been a BDSM party, but suddenly, in front of me were all these people that were completely open with their sexual fantasies. It was all in the open for dozens to see. In fact, people were taking turns with sexual machines and whips and all manner of toys. A lot of them were wearing the condoms that were handed out, and there was more in a basket next to the hallway should it be required.

In the middle of the room was a large sofa, in a circle with over a dozen people having regular sex on it. On the outer reaches of the room, I saw less vanilla things. Men and women tied up with rope and leather bindings and being teased or edged with all sorts of toys, sex machines with remotes that were being held by another person to control when someone finished, and even swings and things hanging from the ceiling to make the sex motions more exciting.

I had to admit it was all pretty interesting, and I was dressed properly for it. But what surprised me more was who was suddenly with us watching. He peered over my shoulder. I yelped in surprise, glad for all the noise. We all turned to him.

“Rob! What the hell?!” I chided, wanting to slap him across the face for scaring me.

He was a fairly well-built guy, but it was a bit hidden behind the chub of his stomach. Nevertheless, he could even pick up Ramona without any effort. He had curly hair, trimmed, so it didn’t go crazy into a messy afro. He was dressed in a vampire costume. How typically Robert. He flashed a smile at me. His teeth were slightly stained with coffee and fake blood. “Sorry. I just didn’t expect to find you here.”

He winked at me, and I found myself infuriated. “We were just curious what it was like. We’ll be going now.”

He stopped us from walking away for a moment. “Wait, hear me out, please?”

I didn’t really want to, given that he was my ex and I had already gone back and forth with him for too many years, but he seemed convincing enough to even my friends this time to make them stop and offer him a glance, so I did the same. April eyed him the most suspiciously, which made sense, given that she was the one who first found out what a sleaze ball he was.

“Look, I know it’s been a long time since we’ve seen each other and this isn’t exactly the ideal meeting place…” He glanced inside again. I could see the tent he was pitching in his pants, but he shifted uncomfortably to hide it.

We waited a moment for him to gather his thoughts. He looked down at the ground, seeming like a lost puppy. “I kind of hoped I would see you here.”

I gazed into the sex room and then back at him. “Here?”

He blushed furiously even through his pale makeup. “Um, well, not here specifically! I meant… well, you know, at this party.”

My friends seemed to be done with listening to his awkward speech. Zena tapped my shoulder. “We’ll be off getting drunk and winning contests whenever you’re ready.”

I nodded, and the remaining two went back to the normal party. I had to admit, the backdrop of sex wasn’t the… most romantic of sounds, but it wasn’t the worst it could be. Our relationship had started because of a fling back in freshman college, so it seemed only fitting that after more than half a year of a broken heart because he couldn’t give me what I needed that we’d be back where we started six years ago.

He scratched his head. “So uh… wanna go back?”

I decided the backdrop was more torturous to him and didn’t move. “Nah.”

He straightened himself up and smirked, much to my surprise. He had never been a very confident type. “Am I to understand you wanted to go inside then? Other people might join us.”

I folded my arms. “Is that a dare?”

“Maybe. You look good.”

“It wouldn’t be any strings attached, you know.”

He didn’t seem fazed by the fact that the sex wouldn’t be for emotional needs. “I figured as much.”

“Then let’s go and do it.”

“Ladies first.”

Despite what he said, we both walked in together. It took us a moment to find a spot that looked comfortable enough, and we sat down together, and before Robert could make the moment any more awkward than it was, I jumped in his lap and started making out with him. He was as great a kisser as I remembered, but the teeth got in the way, and I found myself being a little grossed out.

“Sorry,” he said, and removed the vampire dentures from his mouth and wiped the fake blood off of my lips. “I forgot about them.”

He tucked them into his pant pockets, and we continued making out. It was much better this time, and I found myself getting lost in the moment. The sounds around us pushed us further into it, encouraging us. I fully expected other people to join us, but for the moment I wanted to enjoy being able to touch an old flame again. I was fully convinced that I didn’t care for him any longer, but he had always been the greatest in bed. That, I was sure, anyone could appreciate.

He ran his hands over my practically half naked body, avoiding my fairy wings deftly. He kissed his way to my neck, muttering, “You really always were a perfect magical being.”

I wasn’t sure what had gotten into him, but I liked the admiration. He had never spoken to me like that when we were together. If only for a moment, I let myself give into him and leaned my head back. The rest of the world proceeded to blank out into nothingness, and for what seemed like an eternity, it was only me and him in the silence, touching each other and undressing each other slowly but not without vigor. Eventually, my shirt with its wings came off, and Robert placed it gingerly under the sofa where no one could step on it, along with his vampire cape.

Not long after that, someone came over to us and asked if they could join. I guessed they had just come in. It was a younger man, but he had balls just to ask. We nodded enthusiastically, and he took off the majority of his costume and kneeled next to me. I had almost forgotten I hadn’t worn a bra underneath my costume. Maybe my fantastic tits had drawn him over to us. Whatever it was, I enjoyed as he put both hands on my boobs and filled them with warmth from his body. He massaged them and kissed my neck softly while I and Robert continued with undressing and furiously making out.

I felt this newcomer’s bulge poke into my leg a few seconds later, and I grabbed it with a hand. I caught him off guard, and he gasped. It turned me on a little to have so much power, but I was sure it wouldn’t last with two men ready to fuck me silly.

Just when I thought it would only be us two, though, a group of other men walked into the door, and seeing that we were the only ones that had just started, decided to join us. For whatever reason, I had become the center of sexual attention. These new men started to undress around me, and I didn’t even get a chance to count how many there were before I was taken from Robert’s lap and forced to start blowing two different men at the same time. I didn’t mind one bit, though, and took eagerly to pleasing them and making them hard for me. Behind me, I felt Robert’s hand slither down my back and take the rest of my costume off. He whispered in my ear. “Don’t worry. If they get too rowdy, just say the safe word, and I’ll stop them.”

I appreciated his concern, but I had no worries right now. I was enjoying myself, and that was all that mattered. I would probably be overwhelmed quickly, but I had always had a fantasy like this I could never have done in a relationship because most men had been too possessive of me, but for some reason fucking other women was okay. I had never understood it, and frankly found it a little insulting. But now that there was no one to be possessive of me, I thrived in the attention, and I couldn’t wait for them to use all those freshly cleaned toys on me.

After the two men in front of me were good and hard, I moved on to the next two. They had gotten hard, but not good enough for me, so I quickly wrapped my lips around the first cock, and slid my soft hands around the other, rocking it back and forth. As I did this, I felt a hand move between my thighs and touch me softly. I recognized the hand. Robert had always had tougher, more calloused fingers, but he had tried to take care of them regardless to keep them from hurting me. He had never dropped the habit, it seemed, because they were still just as I remembered. He may not have had the biggest dick or the longest tongue, but his touch had always been magic for me, whether he used it sexually or not. He had warm hands, and my pussy appreciated it as of this moment, and all the blood rushed into my sex organs with that one touch turned into a massage. I moaned slightly as he did so.

I sucked off four more cocks before they finally decided enough was enough and threw me onto my hands and knees. Robert jerked himself off as he watched two men climb in back of me and one jerk off in front of me before I put my mouth around his cock. It was a new man, and I realized then that more had entered our group when I hadn’t noticed. I was almost certain there were more men than I had seen walk in initially, even though I hadn’t gotten an exact count. Either way, I was going to have more sperm on my body than I could handle. I would go home with a limp, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

Both cocks entered me at once, and when it would normally hurt, I was so wet by this point that they just slipped in without effort and stretched me out pleasurably. I moaned on the cock I was sucking as they started to fuck me. Not only had I never had a dick quite as big, but I had two of them inside me. They were hitting spots I could never have found without them and with each thrust, I got wetter and wetter.

They switched with two other men before I could find a sexy rhythm and these were even better than the last. I was in more sync with these next two, and I found my pussy expand in response, filling with more juices. I could practically hear those juices as I was pounded.

As the two men were replaced again, I found that I couldn’t move my hips in rhythm with them anymore because they held me still with an iron grip. I guessed that was so they could control how forceful they were or how fast they could go. They took full advantage of that, making sure that my pussy was red with how hard they fucked me. I couldn’t stop moaning anymore, and with that, I felt the first cum-shot of my night shoot into my mouth and down my throat. I didn’t swallow because my gag reflex kicked in and I spat it out onto the floor, but he didn’t seem to mind. “Thanks for the great blowjob,” he said into my ear, and without even waiting he left.

I guessed that would happen with the other men; get off on my body, and then get out. I didn’t mind being used as their personal toy. In fact, it made me feel hotter, and as the two men behind me were once again replaced, I felt the biggest dicks of the group slip right inside me. And then something happened that I didn’t expect. Robert got onto his knees and still jerking off, used one of his hands to touch my clit as best he could. With my pussy stuffed, it was enough to get me off, and I came hard. As my muscles contracted, I heard the men moan with me, and I felt them throb inside me. It was almost like a movie as I made two men come at once with my own orgasm, squeezing it out of them like one of those sex machines might.

I had never felt sexier in my life than that moment. After the men had finished, I couldn’t even catch a breath before one more came behind me to fuck me to his orgasm. It happened quickly, and soon I was just a come dump for these men, getting off inside my pussy one by one until only Robert remained. I looked up him through a sex haze, flushed and tired. He hadn’t finished yet, to my surprise.

“I uh… I wanted you to get me off, but it’s okay if you don’t-“

I cut him off and jumped him, shoving him onto the sperm-laden ground and rode him. He gasped in surprise. “Okay, I’ll take that as a yes.”

I came again before he did, and this time I was completely satisfied. For some reason, the other men hadn’t been able to finish me quite as well, even though I had had more cock inside me. I realized I had only really wanted Robert to end my fantasy. Had I really fallen back into the rabbit hole, or had this just been sex? I couldn’t tell through my sweat and elation.

He helped me clean up the mess we’d made after a moment of lying there in the post-coital glow. I could still hear people having sex and shooting off more sperm, but it was a muted sound now compared to how loud we’d been. In a random thought, I wondered how much sperm would be milked tonight. Just my gangbang alone could have probably filled a glass.

He dug out our costumes from under the couch. They were untouched from the sex and sperm, and we put them back on and before saying anything, walked outside back to the dance party. We stayed in the hallway listening to the music for a moment, staring at each other.

Robert spoke first. “Just sex, huh?”

I wasn’t sure anymore. I wasn’t convinced people could change, but I had also seen a side of him in there I had never seen in my life. I wanted to know more, but I also didn’t want to get dragged into a horrible experience again. I decided caution was the best course of action. “For now,” I responded.

Robert put his vampire teeth back in his mouth. “The last contest of the night is being announced. You have tickets, right?”

I remembered then that my friends were probably wondering if I was dead. “Right! Thanks, I’ll see you later.”

Robert caught me by the arm as I ran. I looked back at him. “I won’t take your wings from you again, Miranda. Next time, I’ll help you fly.”

As I stood there in mute shock and wondering if that was really possible, the announcer yelled into the microphone that Ramona won the cosplay contest.


38. Becca and the Construction Crew: Hard Gangbang Sex with Strangers by Joni Blake

I have never been afraid of a little hard work. Throughout my childhood and into my college years, I was always willing to get a little dirty if it meant getting the job done myself. That is, unless the job involved a hammer and nails. I don’t do the construction thing. Recently I needed a crew to help finish a remodel of my kitchen so I called in a great bunch of guys. All week long we exchanged flirtatious words back and forth but when Friday came, they had an idea that both shocked me and finished the job off in the best way possible.

It's great when life throws you a curve ball only to hand you a lemon with which to handle it. Something like that anyway. I never was good with little sayings like that. Put it this way. I hate when my kitchen floods and the while trying to fix it, my brothers drop a box of flooring and crack the counter. On top of that, I found out the problem that caused the flooding in there wasn't going away without some major plumbing changes. All of that led me to call off the do-it-yourself attempts and call in the professionals. That is where the story starts to get good.

Since I am someone who likes to get the job done myself, I tend to be very picky about the kind of workers and companies I hire to do work if I am forced to hire out. That means extensive research, background checks, customer reviews and urine samples. Okay, not urine samples but I do get picky about who I hire, and I get that way fast. This time around however it didn’t work out the same way.

I didn’t have the time to go through an entire week of using my downtime for researching companies because I needed the job done fast. When your kitchen is completely useless, it’s not long before you find out just how much you use the damn thing. I had already gained a couple of pounds from having to eat out all the time, and I work on my body way too hard to allow that to happen. So, anyway, I called a friend of mine who had just had some work done on her house and asked her.

It’s not that I don’t trust my friends or family on these things, but usually, I would still do plenty of research on the company. She said they were very nice and respectful of her and her property, they did the job fast and did it right, and most of all didn’t double charge her or try something underhanded because she was a woman. All of that is well and good but the part where she said she asked two of the six-man crew out on a date at separate times was a bit odd. Still, I didn’t have the luxury of being picky. I needed the job done in just the way Donna said these guys would do it so I called them and they agreed to come out that very day to take a look.

When they arrived that afternoon, I was expecting just one guy, but three of them came to make sure they got a good idea of what the scope of the work would be. I was impressed by that. I had been eating Chinese takeout when they arrived, so I just walked around with my chopsticks and showed them what needed to be done. It wasn’t difficult to let them know since the kitchen was obviously in bad need of repair. Still, they stuck around me and asked me questions first before looking over the work. I thought that was cool too.

In the end, the quote they gave me was more than reasonable and they said they could begin the work at the start of the next week. One of them seemed to have to keep himself from staring at me over and again, but I didn’t think much about it and gave them the job. They said they couldn’t wait to get started and I told them the exact same.

Only after they left did I notice that I was wearing my pink sports bra and black yoga pants with a pink stripe down the side. That would explain why they kept looking at me and that one guy staring at me. Here I was, five feet eight inches tall with blonde hair and a tight and toned body. I was showing midriff and wearing skin tight pants, meanwhile wondering why they kept looking at me. I gave the one hiccup a pass, promised myself I would dress more normally for Monday morning and enjoyed my weekend.

I did get a call from Donna that Saturday that made me wonder just what I was getting into. She had told me of asking two guys out, one at the beginning of the time they were working for her and one at the end. I had assumed they turned her down for professional reasons, but she said in the Saturday phone call that not only did they say yes but they had a great time. She even said each of them were awesome in bed.

Shock might be a little strong for what I felt at that moment but only just a little. Here I was thinking a group of strict professionals were coming to work on my kitchen when a couple of them – based on the way they stared at me – might be planning to work on me as well. When I mentioned being worried about it, Donna just laughed at me and told me to chill out. She said it wasn’t a big deal. They liked to flirt with her, so she returned the favor and it made their work even faster and better per her anyway.

Donna and I are not similar in every way, so I still wondered if I had chosen the wrong company to do the work, but then again I had seen the area of her house they worked on and it looked better than brand new. And really, why was it a big deal to flirt and have fun with them and them with me? When I thought about it that evening, I realized that all three of the guys who had come to my house that evening were cute guys with strong bodies. Would it be such a bad thing to flirt with them?

Another passing thought of what else they might like to do to my body and what I would like for them to do surged through me. Such strong and rugged hands running over my soft and toned body would feel so damn good. It had been a while since I had a bit of fun in the bedroom and suddenly having such hunky men around me all week sounded even better than it had before. I tried to push the naughtier thoughts from my mind though and to focus on getting my kitchen fixed.

Monday came along like it does every blessed week but this time I was kind of excited. While I work for a company in town, most of my work is done out of my office at home with just an occasional trip into the office from time to time. Because of that, I tend to lag a bit on most Mondays but not that one. When the doorbell rang, I was dressed in regular blue jeans, a loose-fitting t-shirt and had my hair in a ponytail. I almost didn’t put makeup on since I was going for the lease attractive version of myself but I just couldn’t do it. Still, I felt nice and bland when I opened the door, and that was exactly what I wanted.

Six of them walked through the door when I opened it and invited them in. They were obviously ready for work in the dirty and busted kitchen all day, so I simply told them I would be in the office if they needed anything. When I peeked out to check on them the first time I noticed they had laid thick plastic down to protect the rest of the front area of the house from the dirt they would track through. They had even thought to cover the carpet down the short distance of the hall that led to my office door which was a nice touch.

I strolled up there once as it was difficult to concentrate for long with the obvious sounds of demolition going on just across the house. “Looks like you’ve decided to gut the whole thing and start over.”

“Ma’am?” one of them said questioningly then glanced at the slightly older man behind him, “I thought we were supposed to rip out the old stuff first Teddy.”

Teddy glanced up at my smirk for a brief second then turned away and said, “The pretty lady is messing with you Jonathan. Pay attention to the work order, and you’ll be fine.”

Jonathan looked back up at me, and I smiled, “Sorry. You should have seen the look on your face though. Looking good though guys.”

“Look pretty damn good yourself ma’am,” another worker said from the kitchen. Jonathan slugged him in the shoulder, and he said, “What? So, she doesn’t have the tight pants on; so, what? She still looks hot! I don’t care who hears it.”

Teddy, the apparent boss of the group, said, “Knock off the gawking and get back to working you two.” He glanced up and me and winked, “We’re ahead of schedule ma’am. The demo should be finished shortly after lunch. I know it must be difficult to work.”

“Well, how kind of you to think of me Teddy,” I smiled back at him. He was probably in his late thirties which would easily make him the oldest of the group, but he was very handsome. I kept the smile on my face and said, “Please call me Becca.”

“Whatever you say,” Teddy said. The other guys had stopped to look at us, so Teddy gruffly turned and said, “Back to work men! It’s not your job to stare at the pretty lady. It’s your job to fix her damn kitchen. Get to it.”

I lingered a minute before heading back to my office and suddenly was taken by just how manly Teddy was and how he took charge of the group of hunky men. He wasn’t the tallest or the biggest of them, but he was in charge and wanted everyone to know it. Whatever else it meant, it sure was sexy on him. With great effort, I refocused myself on the tasks I needed to complete, put my earbuds in with some loud music pumping in and got to work.

To my surprise, I was able to remain focused for quite a while. When I looked at the clock, it was nearly four in the afternoon. Upon removing my earbuds, I heard very little noise and decided to check on their progress once again. It wasn’t pretty. Large sections of the subfloor had been removed, and they were working on the plumbing under the house when I walked in. One of the larger guys stood up. I didn’t know his name, but he was easily over six feet tall and not trim or lean. He was a big guy with a burly chest and a bit of a belly too. For whatever reason, it worked for him, and he looked handsome too.

“Becca, we are going to stay here for another couple of hours to make sure we get the subfloor back down after we fix the plumbing. It’ll take us until six pm or so, but we’ll have the holes closed in before we leave. Then tomorrow we can just focus on putting the new stuff back down.”

“Awesome,” I said with a smile. “What’s your name?”

“Dave,” he said with a shy smile that looked out of place on such a large man.

“Well, Dave,” I said with a wink, “I’d love to cook you guys something to eat, but a bunch of men took out my kitchen today. Can I pick you guys up something from town?”

He smiled, “Oh, no ma’am, it's fine. Teddy went to get us some burgers a few minutes ago but thanks for the offer. We’d better,” he stared at me for the briefest of seconds and seemed to forget what he was saying, “Uh, we’d better get back to work.”

“You do that, Dave.”

They did exactly what they said they would do and were quickly out the door just before sundown. The next couple of days went by quickly, and at first, I thought they were going to get finished by the end of Wednesday afternoon. I went in to check on their progress around three pm however, and there were only two workers in the room. I glanced at them and noticed that I didn’t know either of their names. They were shorter than the other members of the crew, one of them stocky and the other as thin as a rail.

The thinner guy looked up and said, “Oh, you must be wondering where the others are.”

I folded my arms over my chest and smiled, “Actually, I was just wondering what your names were. I haven’t been introduced to you yet.”

“I’m Raul,” the thinner guy said with a smile and then pointed to his right, “And he’s Adam.”

“It’s nice to meet you, Raul and Adam,” I smiled, “Now that you have me interested; where are the other four?”

Raul said, “We kind of messed something up.” When I started to walk forward so that I could see he held his hand up, “No, please. There is no need for you to see it. It’s just the sink hole and the counter top. We’re going to fix it, and then the entire crew will be here tomorrow to pick back up where we screwed up. It’s no big deal,” he assured me, “It just has to be fixed before we move on.”

“You’re cute when you’re begging, Raul,” I said with a smirk and turned around to walk back towards the office. Behind me, I heard the voice of Adam.

He said, “Your ass is cute all the damn time.”

“Quiet down, man,” Raul said after what sounded like a slap of his arm.

“What?” Adam asked a little louder, “Do you know what I would like to do to that woman. I’d fuck her up one side of this counter and down the other. She’s so damn hot.”

“Adam,” Raul said, “We all would, but this is a job we all need so shut the fuck up before she hears you.”

After that, they were much quieter, and I moved on into the office where I was hit with a ton of thoughts. Those guys didn’t just think I was attractive or pretty. Adam admitted he wanted to fuck me and Raul acted like he did too. Dave seemed to enjoy glancing at me, and Teddy kept in control but liked winking at me. I began to wonder if what Raul said was true. Did they all want me in the same way? More importantly, I began to ask myself which of them I wanted badly enough to act on it. Would I? At that time, I didn’t know. As a matter of fact, I thought I probably would feel different if I slept on it.

Boy, was I wrong.

I woke up in the middle of a dream that had been so hot that I was nearly sweating. It had been about me and the construction crew. Not just me and one of them or even me and two of them but me and all six of them. They had come to me after they finished and taken me with Teddy taking charge and they gangbanged me. I had never taken part in a gangbang and barely had even used the term before so I don't know where that desire came from. By the time they got to work on Thursday, I was so hot and bothered that I didn't even trust myself to walk in there without making a fool of myself.

If the noise was to be believed, things were moving along nicely in there. Most of what I heard early was sanding and vacuuming which was replaced later by the sound of boxes of tile opening for the new floor of the kitchen. The guys were high-fiving each other or fighting with open hand slaps, but I figured it was probably the sound of them celebrating another job coming to an end successfully.

Finally, I walked in there close to the end of Thursday afternoon and found them propped around and having a good laugh about something someone had said. Teddy, the average height older man with a great beard, a stern voice and kind eyes. Dave, the burly fellow with the shy smile. Raul the thinner of the two shorter workers and Adam, the stocky one with the filthy mouth. The other one was probably a couple of years older than me and if his arms could be believed, was built like Mr. Olympia. I did wonder what his name was.

Teddy finally looked up at me and said, “Becca, ma’am, we are almost finished. Well, we basically are finished other than coming back in the morning to finish cleaning up after all the grout dries. It’ll probably be just me and one other guy since it wouldn’t be that much work.”

I frowned, “What? You aren’t all coming back for the last day of the week?”

“There isn’t enough work ma’am, and I’m sure you don’t want this bunch just lounging around your house,” Teddy said.

“Hey!” Raul said, “We’re about as good and clean as construction workers get boss.”

I nodded, “He’s right about that. Plus, I would miss you if you weren’t all here and I was planning to make you all something in my new kitchen once it's finished. You wouldn’t want me to miss out on being able to test your work in front of all of you, would you? I mean, if you did a good job then you get cookies or something. If something is wrong and it doesn’t work, then you’d be here to fix it.”

“Becca,” Teddy said, “Everything works fine.”

He was going to say more, but I had walked over to the counter and put my hand up to stop him, “You’re sure about that?”

“Without a doubt,” Teddy said with a nod.

“Then I guess you’ll have to bring everyone back and prove it,” I said as I turned towards the door and opened it for them to leave. Just to add a little more fuel to the growing fire between all of us, I said, “I hope you don’t mind but tomorrow is my big yoga day, and you know what that means.”

Jonathan stopped on his way out the door and looked at me with wide eyes, “Yoga pants?”

“Yoga pants,” I smiled and winked. “See you boys tomorrow.”

We all had a good laugh as they walked out the door and I had a big smile on my face that grew even bigger when I looked at the kitchen. It was clear that there were finishing touches still to be made but it all looked so new and spotless other than that. It was like I had spent a few thousand dollars on it when these guys didn’t charge half of what the bigger companies would have charged. They probably did a better and quicker job as well. I had even been able to get work done during the week and everything. It was great, almost too good to be true.

I showered and got to bed at a decent time with the entire crew on my mind and plans running through my head. They deserved a few cookies as a thank you for what they had done for me. The thing was, as my eyes closed and I began to drift off into a world of dreams, I had started to think of something much more surprising to give them in the way of a thank you. Donna would be so proud.

Before the guys arrived Friday morning, I was up, and all dolled up. I had hot pink yoga pants on and a tight tank top that showed plenty of stomach and arms along with a tad of cleavage. My hair was up in a ponytail, but I had curled and fluffed it to give it a little more flare. By the time the doorbell rang I had drunk two cups of coffee, eaten a bit of cereal and brushed my teeth twice. I was ready for whatever the morning had for me.

From the moment, they walked in I knew it was going to be a crazy day. Raul was wearing a tank top and shorts for some odd reason and the big guy Dave had the least covering wife-beater shirt I have ever seen. All around the group of guys was loose and having fun. Jonathan and Adam went into the kitchen along with Teddy to work on getting the job finished, and the other three just stood there for a solid minute staring at me.

“What?” I asked with a grin, “You’ve never seen a girl in yoga pants before?”

“I thought I had,” Dave said, “But now I don’t think so. This has to be my first time.”

“Ha,” Raul said, “You said first time.”

“You look odd today Raul,” I said playfully.

“Well, thank you, Miss Becca,” he said with a slight bow. “I’d be remiss if I didn’t ask if you had an up to date video game system?”

I laughed, “You’re not playing games today boys,” I said then added, “Well, not video games anyway.” They gave a little whistle among themselves as I walked away and put plenty of sway in my hips. I glanced back over my shoulder and put my hand on one of my hips, “Are you boys staring at me walking away.”

“Yes!”

“Yes, ma’am!”

“You bet your ass we are!”

The guys working on finishing the kitchen laughed at the same time I did, and it was just a good time. Eventually, they put the finishing touches on the kitchen, and it looked great. While they were cleaning everything up, I poured a few drinks and got out a six pack of beers. When they came back in, I pointed at the drinks, “Take your pick boys. You’ve earned a break. I’ll get to work on those cookies.”

They each grabbed a beer and Adam asked, “Do you have any other jobs around here lady? This has been the best damn week of my life, and you finish it off with beers and a batch of cookies? It’s amazing.”

“Don’t be too excited,” Dave said, “You don’t know what kind of cookies they are.”

I smiled, “Cookies that you eat. Sugar, I think. The good news is that they’ll be done fast. The bad news is that they are the quick fix kind. If you don’t like that kind of thing, then more for the rest of us. Are the beers good?”

They all yelled that the beers were great in one way or another and it was almost like I had six of my favorite guy friends over for an afternoon. I loved the way they were just being boys shoving each other or trying to snatch a beer from one another. They seemed to enjoy each other’s company. I figured that might be one reason they were so good at what they did.

The entire time I had been watching them and waiting for the cookies to get ready, I had been drinking my own little cocktail. It was the kind that I didn’t drink unless I was in a certain kind of mood because it didn’t take much of that drink to give me tons of extra courage. That’s just the best way to say it’s my go-to drink when I have bedroom activities on the brain.

When the cookies got ready, I barely got them out of the oven before the guys were shoving their way into the kitchen to eat them. I did manage to get one for myself before they ate them all. Teddy looked at me finally and said they probably should be going, but I shook my head.

“No?” he asked with a smile, “Well, is there something else you need us to fix?”

He was obviously joking since the beer and cookies were gone, but I had more in mind for the day than a snack with some hunky guys. “As a matter of fact, I do have a problem I want you to see in the bedroom. It’s been nagging me all week, and I figure you may as well see what you can do about it before you leave. Follow me.”

I turned and walked down the hall and into my bedroom which I had cleaned and straightened up that morning. What can I say? I’m a planner. At first, I didn’t turn around but just stood there at the foot of the bed with the guys behind me.

Teddy said, “Becca, this is a nice bedroom, but I don’t see anything wrong with it. What seems to be the problem?”

I sighed and gathered my courage before turning around and saying, “I’m horny as fuck.” With a quick move, I took off my top and allowed my breasts to bounce out for them all to see. I sighed and took my hair down, shaking it around my head before taking my yoga pants at the waist and peeling them off me as well. When I stood back up, I was staring at six men in my bedroom while wearing only thong panties. I said, “Is there something you can do about that boss man?”

Teddy seemed to be stuck in place, but the others pushed around him while jerking their clothes off and before I knew it they were taking me into the air and onto the bed. It was happening so fast that I almost felt like I should tell them to slow down but then someone’s lips closed around my nipple, and another’s hand rubbed my crotch. As the five sets of hands constantly ran over my body, I grew more and more turned on and wanted nothing but for them to keep going. I said a breathless, “Yes.”

Teddy suddenly stood at the end of the bed, and I looked up at him to see his pants down and a large cock standing at attention. I nodded and mouthed that I wanted him and he didn’t hesitate. While the other guys took my panties off, he pulled me to the edge of the bed. One guy was above my head on the bed with his cock dangling in my face, and two others were on either side of me, kissing and touching me everywhere they could. As Teddy moved his cock into the edges of my pussy, I took the cock above me into my mouth.

For all the thoughts I had during the week about how Teddy was in charge and knew what to do, he came through in that moment. It would have been easy for him to just ram inside fast and hot and I wouldn’t have minded, but he didn’t. He took his time slowly pushing his shaft inside of my pussy, stretching me as he went. I loved every millimeter of him that moved and let my moaning and groaning show it.

The cock in my mouth was hot and stern, and the guy was pushing it into my mouth even as I was moving back and forth on it. He threw his head back and then looked back down, and I noticed it was Dave. I smiled around the big guy’s cock and kept sucking him off as well as I could, and he was enjoying every second of it.

Teddy then grabbed my legs and started ramming faster as I felt an orgasm building. Everything they were doing felt amazing, but it was as much that six men were worshiping my body as it was the way they touched me. Together it was driving me to something I knew was going to be my biggest orgasm of my life.

When I was just starting to fall in love with the way Teddy felt inside of me he slapped the shoulder of the guy next to him, and they moved. Teddy went to my right and began massaging my breasts perfectly while the cock slid from my mouth and that guy moved to my left. I looked up and saw Raul above me and winked as I took his cock in my hand and looked down to see Adam about to shove his stocky cock into me.

I took the cock into my mouth at the same time Adam slammed into me. He was the one who had promised he was going to fuck me and he seemed to have plans to do just that. There was not a gentle thought in his mind as he feverishly fucked my pussy with his hungry cock. I was bouncing off his hips with his hard thrusts to the point that it was difficult to do anything but wrap my lips around Raul’s cock and hold on tight.

It went on like that for as long as Adam could stand to pound into me but before he stopped, my orgasm burst free thanks to the severe way he fucked me. It was like he had been dreaming of me for years and finally got to touch me for the first time. The thought itself was enough to force a moan of pleasure from my lips as they shifted around once again.

I found myself looking at the guy I didn’t know, but he knew me well enough to shove his cock into my dripping wet pussy, and when he did I groaned so loud I couldn’t believe it. He took his time more than Adam did but was longer. Each of them had done their own different things to me, and each one seemed to build upon the other perfectly. He slowly increased the pace until he was going almost as hard and fast as Adam had been.

All the while I was doing my best to deliver equal pleasure to the guy who’s cock as in my mouth at the time. Before I knew it, they shifted around again, and Teddy winked down at me as he held his wonderful cock out. I knew that would mean that Dave was between my thighs and I looked down to see his girth. He asked if I was ready for him with a smirk and I begged him to fuck me.

I didn’t have to wait long, and he didn’t take his time. It wasn’t the pace that Adam had used but it seemed to feel even more perfect. His was the largest I had taken so far, and I moaned onto Teddy’s cock as I felt another orgasm building. Dave held my legs and began to go faster, slapping his hips against mine. He was such a strong guy that I just bounced off him whenever his hips contacted mine. So, I was moving all over the bed as far as I could in either direction when my second orgasm claimed my strength.

They shifted again, and I lost track of who was going where. Once again each guy seemed to force more pleasure from me than the last, and it was all I could do not to just lay there and scream continuously. Finally, they moved me onto the edge of the bed, and each one stood behind me. This time it was a faster rotation, and I didn’t even see who was where. One of them grabbed my hair and thrust his cock into me from behind hard and fast.

He went several minutes like that before moving to the side and being replaced by another guy. They moved so fluidly that I didn’t go longer than a couple of seconds without someone’s cock ramming me from behind. I was so into it that I completely lost track of where I was for a moment until I opened my eyes to see my headboard in front of me.

At long last and after two more orgasms, they moved me onto the bed again, and I knew they were about to cum as a group. I opened my arms, closed my eyes and motioned for them to go ahead and give it to me. In a steady stream of warm cum, they released their cum all over me and my bed. It was so incredible that afterward, I don’t even know how much time passed before one of them spoke.

“That was fucking amazing.”

I sighed, “I couldn’t agree more.”

Slowly we all went to get cleaned up as they used the bathroom down the hall and I used the one in the master suite. Before long I was standing at the door and thanking them for the best week of my life. The last one to walk out was the guy I didn’t know, and I stopped him, “Wait, I don’t know your name.”

“Frank,” he said with a smile.

“Nice to meet you, Frank,” I said.

After they left I just basked in the afterglow while looking at my brand new renovated kitchen. I didn’t have the guts to tell Donna what had happened. I only told her that I hooked up with one of them but didn’t get his name. The actual truth would be something that only myself and the guys of the construction crew knew. Funny at the end that me, miss independent, was wishing for another problem for the crew to come fix sometime soon. But I guess that’s life.


39. Special Sentiment: Office Gangbang Sex by Jessica Silver

I’m the odd girl out. It’s tough to feel like I belong even if I make the customers happy. When Roger appears from the other office, I can’t help but be smitten. He’s kind and so like the white knight of my dreams. Maybe the shine fades as the day goes on. But he’s right there when trouble looms. I only want him to take me home. But Roger has other ideas. Do I dare play along? How will I ever know what the chance holds if I do not seize it with every muscle brimming inside me?

Shit. This kept happening.

As grateful as I was to have a job, the environment was far from ideal. Taking orders and proofing galleys for Sincere Sentiments, the local greeting card operation that was Hallmark in its owner's mind meant a paycheck. But also a headset that constantly messed up my hair, a chair that was the polar opposite of comfortable…

…and a door to the outside world that locked if anyone dared to go out for a break and failed to prop a lonely block of wood or a forgotten umbrella against the frame.

Did they honestly think that some master criminal was out to steal the card stock and foil plates from the plant?

Needing to get back to the order department, I rang the bell and waited. Lucy appeared, every strand of her blonde hair in place as her blue eyes smirked and she granted me entrance.

“This is why we have the buddy system, Cora. Or did you forget about that, too?”

Of course, it crossed my mind. But my “pal” was Patricia, and I’d rather freeze in the cold and never punch back in if it spared me a few seconds from her company. It was bad enough having to amble to her desk when the system was slow, or I had a question about a custom order. Buddy system? Patricia preferred to cross her long legs and tell me all the ways in which I was doing something wrong. Never once did she actually come to my desk and look at my computer screen in an effort to properly diagnose the problem.

“Sorry, Lucy,” I muttered. The blonde’s smile was condescending, confirming that I was the square peg that would never fit in with their clique. I had heard the whispers in the ladies’ room. Shy. Awkward. But great on the phone. My voice was my one saving grace, and somehow I found it easier to speak to people if I didn’t have to see the light or lack thereof in their eyes.

“Get locked out again, Cora?” Patricia announced my shame loud enough for the whole floor to hear, and I wished that I could disappear into my own skin as I sank to my unwieldy chair and waited for the next call. Why did the day have to pass by so slowly? Patricia had enough time on her hands to keep talking and talking about all the other times I used my break to take a walk and how one of these days I was not going to get back inside. Lucy aside, the only ones with the codes and the keys were Ernie and Frank. And the IT guys were even quieter than I was, too scared to go to the door lest they miss some technical SNAFU. Had I ever even heard the sounds of their voices? I let the thought fall away when my phone mercifully rang, and I spend thirty-seven minutes and nineteen seconds helping a woman from Kentucky customize a card with a poem that she had written. Taking time because the verse was sweet, and so was she, I felt better about myself.

“Little long on the phone there, Cora.”

Glancing over my shoulder, I saw Patricia sneering with the other ladies. What did it matter? No one else was even on the phone. But in this place, I could do nothing right.

When my next break came around, I was sure to prop the door open and did not venture too far from the building. Why did it only have to be Monday? Were it Friday or even Thursday, I might be able to trick myself into the idea that I could get through this with my eyes closed and one hand tied behind my back. But the week ahead loomed too large. Did I dare just take off? My purse was slung over my arm and my car was only a few feet away. And then what? No paycheck, no rent money. And the knowledge that they had beat me down.  I had to find a way to keep going.

And as I hurried back to beat the bell my heel caught on the curb, and I fell face first into the grass. Struggling to stand as I blinked back a few tears, I heard the low murmur of a car moving into the lot. Someone else was going to see me at my worst and have all kinds of ammunition. My body remained heavy as I tried to stand, and the sound of a car door opening fast and slamming shut just as quickly told me that I was not quick enough to beat any kind of clock.

“Hey! Are you okay?”

The voice was unfamiliar as the shadow overwhelmed me. Rays of sun peeked through the branches of the nearest tree, and I was blinded as a large hand touched my arm.

“Miss?”

With no shame left to lose and knowing that I had to stand, I let the stranger help me up and caught my breath in spite of the aches and pains as my eyes focused.

“I… guess.”

Who was he? Tall and taut, I looked into his eyes the same shade of blue as the sky. His hair was brown and flecked with bits of copper, and I saw a square jaw lined with stubble as his lush lips curled into a smile.

“That was some face plant,” he said. Why did his smile suddenly seem like another smirk? Wanting nothing more than to just get away from him, I could not move when he tightened his grip on my wrist and bowed his head.

“I’m really fine,” I insisted.

“It’s the grass,” he said.

“Excuse me?”

“They spend so much time making it shine that they forget it’s meant to be walked on.”

His eyes grew softer, and I took comfort in the fact that he was not laughing at me when I slowly shook my head.

“But it was the curb,” I confessed.

“Let’s just keep that between us.”

It wouldn’t be easy with the grass stains on my blouse. Of all ways to wear white. I shivered at the thought of having to go back inside writ larger than the imprints on the cards when the stranger offered his denim jacket.

“Oh no, I can’t take your---”

“Consider it a loaner. Sometime soon maybe you’ll do something nice for me.”

His wink caused my heart to beat faster, and I nodded as we walked back to the door.

“Who are you anyway,” I asked.

“Roger,” he said. “Taking orders part time. Transferring from the Ridgeway office.”

“So you already know the drill,” I said.

“Sort of kind of,” he said. “Got any tips to help me out here.”

I wanted to tell him to watch out for Patricia when it came to new kids on the block. But she suddenly rounded the corner to the break room, her eyes gleaming as she looked at the Adonis devoid of his coat.

“Well hello there!” she crooned. “Roger, right? We’ve been expecting you!”

“I… thanks then.”

“Come with me, and I’ll show you where you’re going to sit.”

It was as if she had completely morphed into Lucy’s right hand in the time it took me to duck out, fall flat on my face and make my way back inside. I was left with nothing but his jacket as Patricia whisked him to his workstation. Along with Lucy and the rest of them, he was fawned over and laughed at each joke. My heart hurt as he made himself at home. Give him a few more minutes and no doubt he would ask for the loaner once he got wise to my place in the pecking order. In between his calls, everyone handled like a pro while the other girls giggled in delight, he made friends with Ernie and Frank. Was this someone this nice or only wanting to talk to anyone but me?

The thought crawled to the back of my mind when my phone rang. The lazy drawl of the man’s voice on the other end of the line assured me that this was a connection that I would not lose as long as the call did not drop. He picked the Rustic Wreathes design and called me courteous.

Until we had to discuss the extra charges for imprinting his logo inside the card.

“What do you mean it’s another seventy dollars?”

My explanations did nothing to soothe his wrath, and I could not even break free to place him on hold and seek out Patricia as the man laid into me.

“How do you even have a job selling this shit?”

I had no answer as tears brimmed in my eyes. On the verge of ending the call from my end and bolting out the back with no thought of keeping the door open, I felt a familiar hand on my shoulder.

“Sir, please hold for one moment.”

Roger smiled down at me and told me to click between my various screens.

“You could suggest the ink instead of the foil,” he started. “Maybe change the shipping method.”

“I’d have to check with---”

“No you don’t,” Roger said. “Just say it with a smile and save the sale.”

“I can’t just like change rules on the spot.”

“Sure you can. Didn’t they ever tell you that?”

Keeping the customer on hold, I glared at Patricia and Lucy. Would it have been so hard to let me in on the secret? I let my anger slide as I followed Roger’s advice and made the customer happy. Once the call was over, I looked up at Roger with a shy smile.

“You’re like my all around knight in shining armor today,” I said.

Did that sound dumb? It was too late to take it back, and I blushed as he quickly tapped his fingers against the edge of my desk and shot me a smile.

“It’s a nice compliment, Cora,” he said. “I like the sound of it.”

My eyes followed the path his feet traced as he left me. For the first time in forever, Patricia made her way to my desk. I couldn’t keep from smiling as I jutted my chin in the air and processed the order.

“I see you,” she said.

“Excuse me?” I asked, growing bolder. My fingers keyed in the final steps, and I swiveled in my chair to find the other woman glowering down at me. I wanted to tell her that I had an inside line to the secrets denied when Patricia leaned in closer and went in for the kill.

“Honey, he just feels sorry for you,” Patricia said. “We all saw you fall through the window. And you’re not fooling anyone with the brand new jacket.”

Was that all it was? Roger hung with the IT guys for the rest of the shifts. My cheeks flushed, and my eyes burned as I worked my way through three others orders that were easy enough to place. Despite the chill, I lost his jacket and draped it over the back of my chair. The looks at my stained blouse garnered a few more snickers from the girls. When 5:30 rolled around, I would be gone, and right on cue I flew out the door and hid in my car. Gripping the steering wheel as I tried to keep from crying, I saw the other ladies rush away and finally fished my keys from my purse and pushed them into the ignition.

“Are you fucking kidding me?”

My car’s failure to start caused me to kick the gas. But this ride was going nowhere. Tired and sad, I reached into my purse and found my phone. How long would I have to wait for Triple-A? Would that I could just walk home. But the way was too far, and I started to dial when I spied Roger rushing towards my car, and he tapped on the glass.

“Cora?”

Reluctantly rolling down the window, I heard his voice clear and released a heavy sigh.

“My car won’t start,” I said.

“That sucks,” Roger said. “Can you call someone for help.”

“Roadside assistance,” I said. “Will take them a year and a day to come out.”

“Get back inside and keep warm while you wait.”

His arm curled around my waist, and I cursed under my breath when my call went into a mailbox, doomed to go unanswered until the next business day.

“I think I need a ride,” I said. Roger’s eyes sparkled as he gripped my hand.

“That’s what I thought from the first moment I saw you.”

He pulled me back into the office. Ernie and Frank slipped away from their desks, and I tensed as Roger lowered his lips to my ear.

“What is this?” I asked.

“I’m telling you a secret,” he started. “Maybe I’m the new guy. But these guys talk fast. And you’re the one that they want. Are you not flattered?”

I had no idea what I was as they left their seats and hovered over me. If I was Lucy or Patricia or any of the others, I would have raised up a fuss and turned on my heel, demanding to wait in an abandoned office until my help could arrive.

But I wasn’t the other girls. And the sight of the IT boys’ tongues poking through their lips strengthened my resolve to learn what they truly thought of me and what I could do.

“Somewhere a little more quiet?” I asked.

“That can be arranged.”

I followed the men into the conference room reserved for a meeting come morning. Looking at the long table lined with folders yet to be opened, I swallowed hard. Frank was already pulling his flannel from her rumpled khakis, his eyes glittering in the dim light as he pushed the paper’s aside and assumed the seat meant for Lucy.

“This is gonna be awesome!” he said, eyeing me up and down as he licked his lips. Ernie seemed to tense at my side; I suddenly shared his fear and wondered what the hell I was getting myself into when I felt Roger’s large hand on the small of my back.

“Only if you want to,” he repeated. “You want me to give you a ride or call you a car, and it’s still all good.”

On the verge of accepting his offer, I heard a disappointed sigh pass through Ernie’s lips. Hands down this had to be the most exciting thing to happen to him in the last month or ever. No doubt I could relate. But what was the alternative? Get home somehow someway, drown in a glass of wine, and always think about what might have been when Roger took calls and my computer needed the help of the boys from the back?

And right then and there far more than my hard drive required their attention.

“I want to,” I whispered. Removing my stained blouse, I felt my flesh quiver. Roger’s touch left my body for all of a second. Just as quickly, his fingers pressed into skin again, and I could not help but moan as he traced an infinity of circles into my back.

“Nice,” Roger said. “Ladies choice.”

Wondering what he meant, my breath stalled in my chest as he guided me deeper into the room and sat me down in the chair at Frank’s side. The other man’s fingers started to play with my hair and Roger barked for him to wait his turn.

“Got some stones on you for a new guy,” Frank said.

I had to agree with that and more as Roger lowered his jeans. His cock already poked through his pale blue boxer shorts. Discarding the underwear, I marveled at the size of his member erect before my wide, watering eyes. Desperate to at least touch his tip, my fingers drifted towards his rock hard piece. I wanted him inside me when there was only in hand in my hair.

And I willingly slipped to my knees.

“Here’s how it works. Take a taste.  And then tell us where you want the rest of it.”

Even more stunning than the position I suddenly found myself in was the idea that I had some control. I couldn’t help but picture the other girls rushing to judgment, wanting Roger in between their thighs and the others playing audience members permitted nothing but a quick look. But Frank’s bulge was tempting. And Ernie's eyes looked back into mine sweetly. He would be next on this unexpected menu.

Right now I wanted the main man of the hour.

“Let’s see what you’re all about.”

Roger’s hips twitched, and my fingers surrounded his cock. His cock quivered before my eyes, and I took his member into my hand. The feeling sent a rush through my body, and I folded my fingers around his piece. He did not inch to one side or the other. Only closer to my mouth. I parted my lips and suckled his shimmering length. Not knowing how I would take so much of him, my jaw still dropped, and I felt the smallest shudder as I licked the underside of his shaft. He tasted like Axe body spray and his recently laundered jeans. The perfumes made me dizzy, but I get moving up and down his cock until his lust, tasting like the ocean, left his cock and trickled down my throat. Drinking him down and swallowing, I found his eyes again and stretched to my feet with a sigh. Wiping my lips, I licked his lust from the tips of my nails and shot him a smile as I turned my head over my shoulder.

“I think… I would like you here.”

The sweet boy deserved the best spot, and I slowly backed into the corner of the room. Ernie narrowed his eyes and Frank quivered. But I was in charge as I removed what was left of my clothing and stood naked in the dim room. My hand found my cunt, and I started to stroke my pussy as Frank moved closer.

“It’s my turn.”

His trousers fell away from his narrow hips, and I watched his briefs descent to his ankles. After swallowing Roger, this boy would be nothing. But I knew what it was to hear the laughter from Lucy and the others. On my knees in a flash, I crawled up Frank’s frame and easily sucked his shaft. Somehow he tasted like the mints that he constantly popped into his mouth whenever I walked by his desk. The sharp, sweet flavor  of peppermint pushed through his cock and slithered against my tongue. I liked him this way, and finished him off with a tender lick. No doubt he would be gentle, and I avoided Ernie altogether as I lay on the table and ran my hands over my face.

“I’ve made my decision,” I said.

Roger patted Ernie’s shoulder, and the pair of them crept closer. Could any one of the other girls ever do this much? No. They would want Roger and rainbows. I was ready for the dark clouds in order to have him.

And maybe the rain would wash away my lingering fears.

“Here.”

Turning to my stomach churning as I lowered my body deeper into the table, I reached one hand behind my back. Curling my finger, I took in Ernie’s scent coming closer and gritted my teeth. Arching upward, my ass waited for his tip, and I squirmed as he collapsed over my body. Spreading my hips just a little wider, I groaned as he sank between my cheeks. My tight hole ached as he sank inside me, and I writhed around him and started to relish the feel of his tremors hitting parts of me meant to stay hidden. But Ernie took his time exploring my flesh, and I turned deeper when his skinny arm clasped my waist.

“I… I always did like looking at you, Cora.”

His words were sweet as he pushed harder, and as he collapsed to his back, I centered my ass against his cock and let my legs run down his. Ernie pulsed inside me, and I curled my ankles around his, our locked legs spread wide. Looking for Roger, he seemed to slip deeper into the shadows.

But Frank hit my line of sight.

“Come on now,” he said. “Let’s see what you can do.”

I didn’t really want him between my legs. But he crushed his lips to mine and shattered my pussy with a quick thrust. Without wanting to, I enjoyed the feel of my flesh surrounding his length, and I started to writhe from both sides as Ernie grasped my hands and peered into my eyes.

“The new guy said that you were game.”

How had Roger sized me up so quickly? And where was he now? I could not see him and hated his absence. But I liked the feel of the boys from the back taking me from all sides. Their cocks seemed to grow larger inside me. Delighting in the feeling, I rocked between them. Ernie’s lust poured forth first. A virgin when it came to my ass, I savored the release and could have been happy there.

“One more, little girl.”

And then there was Roger. Did he want me to suck him again? I was ready to heed the call when he pushed Ernie away as he crept closer to my body.

And inside my ass.

“Lean into it,” he purred as he nipped at my ears. “It won’t hurt so much if you don’t fight.”

My curved flesh opened at the feel of his cock melting into my dark hole, and I followed his orders as I arched my hips to meet his thrusts. Not hurt? That was a lie. His sharp lunges shredded my veins my head came to rest on Frank’s swollen form. I could die happy like this.

But soon I found the rhythm as I moved between them.

“It’s… it’s something,” I moaned.

“Everything,” Roger answered. He said nothing else as their cocks throbbed and their fingers searched my skin. Frank opted for pinches that became squeezes, my breasts powerless in his grasp. But I let his fingers surround my mounds, my nipples. His teasing torture caused me to toss my head back, my hair falling over Roger’s chest. His pounding curled my toes, and I dug my nails into the tables.

“I… I’m going to…”

“Cum, Cora?”

Around Frank’s cock. My lust coated his piece as Roger fired his heat into my ass. My muscles clenched to savor the singe, and I saw Ernie lingering in a corner as I beckoned him closer and reached inside his pants.

“You felt just fine,” I said. “Here. Let me touch you.”

Rubbing his cock to the point of a new climax, I felt his desire spilling between my fingers. Roger still had me on fire, and my eyes fluttered as I collapsed against and around the three of them, my breath hitching as the IT boys softened, but Roger stayed hard. When even he reached his end, I rolled away to a place where I was flat on my back. With no words as I wiped the sweat from my face, I just made out two shadows dressing until Roger came back into focus and took hold of my hand.

With his jacket in hand.

“They’re going to take a look at your car,” he said. “Sure it just needs a jump start.”

“Didn’t you all just do that?”

Roger’s laugh filled my ears as he helped me to my feet and back into my clothes. As he pressed every button back into place, I sat back down on the edge of the table, my quivering legs swinging as I narrowed my eyes.

“Am I going to be able to find my way home?” I asked.

“Remains to be seen.”

His kiss consumed my lips. As much as I wanted to see what it would feel like if he were to make his way into my bed, the room suddenly seemed so empty, and I walked with him past the abandoned desks, out the back door to find my car amped and ready to go.

“Have a good night, Cora,” Frank smirked. Ernie muttered words that I could not decipher, and when I was left alone in the chill with Roger, I tentatively took his hand.

“If I tell you where I live… will you come by?” I asked. He kissed me again, his tongue twirling with mine as he shook his head and took a step back.

“I’d rather you see you walk through those doors tomorrow with a smile on your face.”

Letdown but needing to sleep, I opted for the fast lane and sped until I reached my apartment. Falling into the unmade tangle of sheets, I touched my cunt and pictured each and every one of their faces until my lids grew heavy and they invaded my dreams.

I was awake again well before my time. Donning a lavender skirt and a black sweater I adjusted my makeup in the rearview mirror of my car come back to complete life as I walked into the fray.

“Right on time,” Lucy said.

I barely returned her smile and nearly hit my chair when Patricia spoke up.

“Hot date, Cora?”

Her minions laughed, and I held my breath as I worked my way through my orders. When it came to the customized special sentiment that I simply could not find on the server, it only took a call to bring Ernie and Frank to my side.

“We can help you out with this,” Ernie said.

“Sure thing.”

Their job had never seemed so easy, and I thanked them with a smile that caused Patricia to arch an eyebrow.

“What makes you so special?” she asked. Before I could answer, Roger appeared with his swagger perfectly intact.

“Join me for lunch?” Patricia asked. He stopped short and slowly shook his head.

“Not today. I have plans.”

And that meant me.

“Break time?”

Linking my arm in his, I moved away from the series of surprised eyes. Maybe it was a dream. But I was wide awake.

“So now you really like me?” I asked.

“Everyone that counts does.”

“Are you saying that Ernie and---”

“Saying that your computer is always first on their radar. And I would like to see your place. After I watch you cum with the boys again.”

So it was like that. He had a kink. And God help me I shared it. I wanted to feel their cocks again. My smile got me his jacket back, and I dared to kiss his cheek.

“Fair enough,” I said as I sat one of the break tables and traced my toes against his leg. “But then my place for round two?”

“Is that all you got in the way of a custom greeting?” he said. “Hardly poetry.”

I kissed him hoping that everyone would see as I patted his cheek.

“Wait until I get you alone, Roger.”


40. The Back Room: Revenge Gangbang Sex with Strangers by Nora Walker

When Lacey accidentally finds out her boyfriend has been cheating, she and her friends concoct one heck of a surprise for him.  After all, what is good for the gander is good for the goose.

It started out like another boring Monday in the office.  The weekend was just barely over and five whole work days stretched out in front of me like a scorching hot empty desert road.  I slugged down my third cup of coffee and just hoped that I did not vibrate right off my desk chair.

I had had a pleasant enough weekend - hanging out with my boyfriend on Friday night and then my friends on Saturday night.  I spent Sunday doing everything that I had not gotten done the rest of the weekend.  It was about normal; I usually spent one night with Tate and one night with the girls.  It was a good balance, and he seemed to be okay with the arrangement.  I think he appreciated that I was not the clingy type that had to have every free moment of his time.

But now I had five long days and boring nights to occupy myself with until next weekend rolled around.  Tate and I had been together for about six months, and it had not hit the ‘routine’ stage just yet.  At least I did not think so.  I think living apart and maintaining our own individual lives helped a lot.  My friends warned me not to get too serious about him, but I was only twenty-five at the time, what did I know.

I ate my turkey sandwich in the lunchroom with some of the other marketing assistants, and we griped about our bosses and the upcoming event that we were all working on together.  I had gotten my college degree in marketing, but schlepping boxes of office supplies from a huge, dusty, cold warehouse was not my idea of putting that degree to use.  My father kept telling me I was just paying my dues, but it was getting very old very fast.  The only upside was that with all of the off-site tasks and responsibilities, I had a surprising amount of flexibility in my comings and goings.  The other assistants and I would take long lunches when we could, and sometimes even cut out early.  I would occasionally volunteer for extra duty, but that was more about getting my face seen than actually wanted to pitch in.  But hopefully it would pay off someday.

By Wednesday Samantha and Joan, two of my best friends, were already making Saturday night plans.  Most of the time we just went to some yummy little hole in the wall dinner place and had too much wine.  But this week there was some new club opening, and they were both dying to get in.  I thought about pitching the ‘marketing’ angle to my boss but decided not to push it.  We would just stand in line in the cold and wear our sexiest outfits and hope for a cute bouncer to flirt with.  That is how things are done when you are young and cute.

Tate was also making our plans for Friday night, but we always planned the same evening.  Dinner out somewhere within walking distance of his apartment, followed by ‘hey let’s watch a movie’ which always led to sex on the couch.  I was usually home by about midnight on Friday nights.  You know, when I put it like that, it started to sound like a routine.  Maybe I needed to shake things up a bit.  Guys in their twenties liked variety, or so I hear.

On Friday I ran home after work and changed into something from the ‘cute but casual’ category.  I did not have the energy to shake things up that week, there had been a lot of boxes to move on Thursday.  And as it turns out, Tate was as predictable as he could be.  We walked a few blocks for a slice of pizza and then back to his place.  About thirty minutes into whatever Netflix movie he selected, he made his move, and I gave in.  About thirty minutes after that, I was letting myself out the front door and headed home.  He was decent enough at the whole sex thing, but he was about as creative as you would imagine a twenty-something guy could be.

When I got home, I still had time to confirm the Saturday plans with Samantha, and she gave me a hard time about already being home.

Yeah, yeah, yeah I texted back.

You need to keep it interesting.

He could make an effort too!

lol, she signed off for the night.

I laid around my apartment on Saturday and enjoyed being young and single with relatively few responsibilities.  About five o’clock I finally stripped out of my tee shirt and yoga pants and headed to the shower.  The hot water rinsed away my lethargy, and I started to get excited about going clubbing.  Even if we did not get into the new one, I was certain we could find another one.

With my hair twisted in a towel, I selected a tight little cobalt dress and some fuck-me pumps.  Once my hair and makeup were all in place, I slipped into the outfit and grinned at my reflection, my glossy pink lips just begging for attention.

The Uber driver honked, and I dashed out with my purse in my hand, Samantha giving me a wolf whistle as I descended the stairs carefully in my heels.  We picked up Joan next, and the driver dropped us off at the club.

The line was surprisingly short so we actually just flowed right in.  The music thumped hard enough to make my insides shiver, and strange pale blue lighting almost made my fair skin glow.  We hit the bar first and then made a slow circle around the place.  It was a nice enough club, but I did not see what all the fuss was about.

“Look back there,” Samantha yelled in my ear.

I peered around the corner and noticed a small hallway with several slightly open doors.

“Private rooms!” she cackled.

“For what?”

Joan smacked my arm, “If you have to ask, you need to get out more.”

“Really???  For that???” I was dumbfounded, “ You brought me to a sex club???”

Samantha cackled, “No, not exactly.  They just offer privacy rooms if you want to escape the noise of the crowd.” She quoted their recent advertisement.

“Who would do that?” I stepped into the hallway as my curiosity got the better of me.

Unfortunately, I peered into the first room and got the biggest shock of my young life.  Tate had some trashy bottled redhead pressed up against the wall and was fucking the hell out of her.

****

I stumbled backward as though I had been shot in the chest and Samantha caught me as I teetered in my high heels.

“What the hell?” she stuttered as she peered into the same room.

She jumped back and wrapped her arm around my shoulder, leading me away from the doorway while Joan scampered behind us.

“Round of shots, now,” Samantha ordered Joan who ran as quickly as she could through the crowd towards the bar.

Samantha and I ducked into one of the private rooms that was still empty and she kicked the door closed with the heel of her knee-high boot.  I stumbled forward and sat down heavily on some piece of furniture.  Joan snuck quietly into the room and passed out the round of shots that she had bought at the bar.  I slammed it down and set the glass on the table I was sitting on, and took a look around the space.  The room was small, the concrete walls painted to look like wood grain, and it was lit with several glowing lamps set around the space.  It contained a small loveseat, a coffee table, and two easy chairs.  Overall it really was not bad, but I still had trouble breathing.

“What the fuck?” I finally breathed as Samantha continued to pat my shoulder.

“Just let her have him,” Joan whispered in my ear, the music out in the club surprisingly dampened by the room we were in.

“Oh, she can keep him.  I don’t do secondhand castoffs,” I hissed into the air.

Samantha squeezed me in a sideways hug, “That’s my girl.  But don’t walk away from here empty-handed.”

“Huh?  What do you mean?”

“There are plenty of very hot guys out there who would love to show you what a man really is.”

“Seriously?  Just walk out there and find some guy to bring back here?  You know I’ve never done that before.”

“Hell, bring a group of them!” Joan giggled, the effects of her vodka shot running through her veins.

I looked at her sideways, and slowly the evil plot took root in my mind.

“I need more shots,” I pointed at the door.

Samantha grinned, “This round’s on me, but you have to tell me the plan when I get back!”

Joan was now dancing around the room in excitement, rubbing her palms together like some evil genius.

“Sit down girl, you’re making me nervous.”

She plopped down in one of the chairs, and I moved from the hard coffee table to the quite comfortable loveseat.  Samantha returned and passed out more little glasses of vodka which we slammed back quickly.

“So… the plan is…” I grinned at each of them in turn, and it looked like Joan as about to vibrate out of her own skin.

“I need you, ladies, to help me find a group of drop-dead gorgeous completely fuckable guys to bring back here.”

Joan waggled her eyebrows at me.

“And when I’m good and going with all of them, I need you all to casually bring Tate by to see.”

“What???” Samantha nearly slid off the loveseat.

“You girls game?”

“Well,” Joan twisted a strand of her hair around her finger, “Are we ummm playing too?”

I laughed, “That wasn’t part of the plan, but it could be fun.  I just need someone to make sure Tate sees everything.”

“I’ll play,” Samantha chimed right in.

“I’ll, ahem, pass, but I can be in charge of the Tate.”

“Fair enough,” I winked at Samantha.

She and I had fooled around a little in college as roommates, so this was not uncharted territory.  Joan did not know us then, so it was totally understandable if that was over the line for her personal preferences.  If she doesn’t judge us for it, why would we judge her?

We fixed my hair and makeup, and sort of propped up my tits a little in my dress to make them more prominent.  Then we went out on the hunt.  By the way, hunting drunk guys is like shooting fish in a barrel.

After making a couple of slow circles around the outside perimeter of the dance floor, the three of us honed in on the prey.  There was a trio of guys at the bar, facing the dance floor with their elbows propped up on the glass bar top.  Two of them were tall and blonde and appeared to be nicely toned in their polo shirts and black jeans; the third was shorter but very muscular in dark blue jeans and a black leather coat.  The three of us approached them with grins on our faces and a sway in our hips and from the looks of their faces, we were in from the first moment.  Several more rounds of shots later, Joan made up an excuse to wander off and the remaining five of us headed to the little back room, making sure to leave the door cracked just enough.

Once we were out of the noise, it was easier to strike up a conversation, and it turns out the two blonde guys were actually twins.  I don’t know if it was the vodka or the idea of twins, but for some reason, as soon as I learned that little fact, I pounced on the one closest to me.  Samantha grabbed the dark-haired guy into a tongue-tangling kiss, and I felt the other twin slide up behind me.

They both felt just as firm and muscled as they had looked from across the bar, and the months of routine sex with Tate finally caught up with me.  I needed a good hard night with any and all of these guys, and they all seemed more than willing to accommodate Samantha and me.  It did not hurt that we were dressed to kill and eager to get down to business.

****

The blonde guy in front of me smelled like fresh pipe tobacco and mint, and I drank every drop of him.  His tongue tangled with mine as his hands slowly slid down the outer curves of my hips.  His brother was pressed up against my back, letting his hands roam the swell of my ass.

“This one is ripe,” the one behind me whispered, but I think he was talking to his brother more than me.

I wriggled against him to show my agreement, and his fingertips bit into the soft flesh of my ass.  The firm chest under my hands was starting to rise and fall more quickly as the heat started to build.

I could hear faint moaning behind me and assumed Samantha was having her fun too.

Suddenly she and the dark-haired guy were pressed up against the side of our little trio.

“Well, boys,” she panted breathily, “you’re in for a fun night if you’re game for some antics.”

They all three nodded eagerly as hands roamed everywhere.

“What did youse have in mind?” the dark-haired guy had the best New York City accent, or that could have been the vodka running through my veins.

“Well you see,” Samantha pulled away from him and eased me out from in between the two blonde guys, “my friend here has just discovered that her boyfriend is stepping out on her.  In this very bar.  And we thought it was time for him to get a little of his own medicine.”

“Want us to teach him a lesson?” the dark haired guy grinned.

I nodded, “Something like that, but something he’ll never forget…”

Samantha slid her arm around my waist and pulled me tight against her while the eyes on us grew wider and wider.  As they watched, she tilted her head and softly nibbled my ear, sending shivers down my spine.  Two of the three guys had to adjust themselves as they watched me turn and kiss her back.

I had forgotten how soft and warm she was against me, and just for a moment, I forgot about the other three in the room as I made out with my best friend.  Eventually one of them cleared their throat pointedly, and she and I broke apart with a giggle.

“You boys still interested?” she winked at the trio.

Three heads bobbed up and down eagerly, the tents in their jeans painfully obvious.

“Door cracked?” one of the blonde guys jerked his head towards the doorway.

“That’s just the thing,” Samantha grinned wickedly, “we have a third friend who is going to help spring the trap.  She will bring the jerk by the room at just the exact right moment.”

One of the blonde guys went to adjust the door while the other pulled me down to the loveseat with him, where I landed straddling his generous hard cock.  The dark-haired one pulled Samantha down on his lap in the same position, and the moaning filled the room.  The other blonde returned from cracking the door and slid in between both couples.

He ran his two hands up Samantha and me, kneading a breast in each hand as we moaned and arched our backs.

“Damn, you two are almost too much,” he grinned.

“If you can’t handle it… you can leave it to the big boys…” the other twin taunted him.

“Fuck you,” the first twin retorted.

“No thanks, I have someone else in mind,” he gyrated his hips against the thin satin of my thong to make his point.

I ground down into him and started tickling my fingertips under the hem of his shirt.  He squirmed, and I grasped his bulging bicep for balance.

“Let me see those muscles,” I pleaded with him.

He tried to get the shirt off so fast he nearly ripped it, but his chest and arms were cut and defined and gorgeous.  I ran my fingers over the hot smooth skin of his biceps, his pecs, and then down over the ripples of his abs.  Not to be outdone, the other twin followed suit to reveal the same V-cut muscular body.  I grinned at him and ran my fingertips over both of them simultaneously.

The dark-haired guy just laughed as he whipped off his shirt too, “Those hairless boys don’t know nothing.”

Samantha stared down at the tangle of dark curls that spread across his chest and then trailed down in a line into the waistband of his pants.

“You’re just hiding all your flab,” the blonde underneath me smarted off.

“No, no flab here,” Samantha giggled as her hands explored the ripples of his abs.

The dark-haired guy grabbed Samantha’s hand and pressed it against the bulge in his jeans, “What about here?”

“Mmmm, definitely not there,” her palm squeezed his cock lightly.

“Easy baby,” he laughed.

“Hair trigger that one,” the blonde in between us mouthed off again.

I grinned over at him crookedly and ran my nails up his cock, setting off a string of shivers through his body.  Samantha looked over at me, and we bent over the guy in the middle and kissed each other passionately.  I could taste the heat and vodka on her breath and remembered those nights in college when we would lock our dorm room door.

“Oh damn,” the guy underneath our kiss groaned deeply.

“Come back here,” the dark haired guy grabbed Samantha away from me, and we both giggled.

“Guys never could handle too much of that, could they?” she remembered.

The blonde underneath me thrust his hips up again, to remind me what I had waiting and I felt the heat surge hotly through my body.

“Yes please,” I moaned, wrapping my arms around his neck.

He slipped his hand between our bodies and slid his fingertips along the thin satin of my panties.  I moaned again and pressed down into his tormenting fingers.

“You got protection?” I whispered softly, to which he nodded his response.

“Then let’s see what you have worth protecting,” I grinned as I fiddled with the zipper on his jeans.

When his cock bobbed free of its denim prison, I ran my fingertips down the generous length, and we both grinned in delight.  As I lightly stroked and teased him, he hooked his thumbs into the strings of my thong and worked it down my hips.  As I rose up to remove it completely, he whipped a condom out from somewhere and rolled it down his thick cock.  I raised my ass up and slowly lowered down onto him, his thickness stretching me as I inhaled sharply.

“Not used to so much cock?” he grinned.

“Nope, not in a long time,” I laughed.

He pulled the top of my dress down and ran his tongue over my stiff nipples.  As his lips and tongue distracted me, I suddenly realized he was fully inside me.

“Oh geezus,” I breathed.

The other twin grinned at his brother and then me.

“Oh damn, there are two of you,” I realized suddenly.

Samantha laughed from next to me, “You okay Lacey?”

“Uh huh, better than I’ve been in a long time,” I rocked my hips backward and forwards, letting my body adjust to the fullness.

I looked up at Samantha just in time to see her eyes roll back in her head and his fingers grab her ass tightly.

“You better make her scream,” I wanted the dark-haired guy, “I want to hear her.”

He laughed, “Have you made her scream before?”

I grinned at him, “Like you wouldn’t believe.”

“Oh fuck,” he groaned as his hips thrust upwards into her.

The twin in the middle was looking back and forth between both couples with a strange look on his face, a mixture of excitement at being in the middle of a live porn movie and of jealousy at being just a spectator.

“Stand over here,” I motioned to him.

He jumped up from the loveseat and stood next to me, his matching cock bobbing at eye level with me.  I stroked his shaft lightly, teasing him with a slow light touch.  My fingertips grazed his heavy balls with each stroke until the poor guy was panting and groaning.

“You’re really torturing my brother,” the one inside me chuckled.

“You want to switch?” I offered sarcastically.

“Oh hell no,” he ground his hips up to make his point, driving his thick cock further inside me, “You want to hear your girlfriend scream, but I want to hear my brother beg.”

I tossed my hair in a laugh, “You’re horrible!”

But when his finger slid over my slippery swollen clit, I lost all sense of reason and my body vibrated with need.

“Ohhh,” I groaned, “Yes, please.”

He kept rubbing my needy little nub as he thrust deep inside me.  He stretched me in ways I had forgotten were possible.  Samantha’s groans next to me echoed my own, and I grasped her hand tightly as we rode those two generously endowed guys.

My other hand was stroking the other twin brother faster and firmer until he was so close his face twisted in self-control.  I held my hand in a tight little fist and let him slide himself back and forth.

“Oh fuck,” the standing brother groaned, freezing his hips to maintain his control.

I giggled a bit and released his cock so that he whimpered just a little.  I braced myself on the broad shoulders of the guy underneath me and focused on letting his thick cock take me over the edge.  My tits were bouncing like crazy as he pulled me up and down his shaft.  I heard Samantha scream and it pushed me over into my own climax.  My body tightened around his pulsing cock as the heat surged out of me.

“Oh shit, oh gawd,” I moaned, digging my nails into his flesh.

“Fuuuuuuck,” he exhaled, thrusting deep inside me once more.

The brother that was standing thrust his cock forward towards me with some kind of grunt, and I stroked his thick shaft to the edge and over.  As the hot droplets landed on my bare tits, I heard a noise in the background.  I knew what it was instantly.

I leaned over and gave Samantha a deep hard kiss, letting our tongues tangle between our mouths and making sure that the angle from behind me gave no doubt as to where the cock was buried.

Still playing ignorant of the opened door, I grinned down at the blonde guy still buried inside me, “Oh my damn, have I missed having a big thick cock inside me.”

“What the fuck is going on?” Tate thundered behind me.

I looked over my shoulder, the side profile of one tit very clear in the shimmering lamp light.

“Oh hi Tate,” I giggled, flipping my hair over my shoulder while I felt the blonde guy’s arms encircle me protectively.

“You must be the asshole that was dicking around on her,” the standing brother managed to slip his softening cock back into his pants as he strolled over to gloat in Tate’s face.

“What the hell are you talking about?  And who the hell are you?”

With Tate’s focus on the standing twin, I was able to wriggle my way free of the cock that still filled me and smooth my dress back into place.  I was still wearing my fuck-me pumps of course.

“Who they are is none of your business.  You know, the same way that redhead was none of mine.  And my business will never be yours ever again.”

Tate stood gawking, still trying to take in what he had witnessed – the passionate embrace between his now ex-girlfriend and her best friend while they were both impaled on thick cocks.

The brother I had been fucking was now standing with his pants zipped, but his muscular chest still exposed, “I guess she just forgot what it was like to be with a real man.  I’m happy to remind her anytime she needs it.”

Samantha and Joan were laughing uproariously at the whole exchange.  The plan had been perfect and flawlessly executed.  It was amazing that we had managed to find the three perfect guys for what turned into our evening of revenge!

My blonde guy walked over to me and slipped his arm around me sweetly.   Of course, out of Tate’s point of view, he also squeezed my ass.

****

Tate stormed out of the club that night, and I never heard from him again, which was perfectly fine with me.  Those other three guys, however?  They turned out to be quite fun.  The twins were Paul and James, and the dark-haired guy was Thomas.  Samantha and Joan and I ended up spending some quality time with all three of them over the next several weeks, and while it might not have worked for everyone, the arrangement certainly seemed to work for us.  It was not really a dating scenario, all the girls were dating all of the guys.  It was sort of a group thing.

Eventually, Joan peeled off and found herself a one-on-one steady guy, and we were happy for her; it was more her style anyway.  I have always been curious how she explained our friendship to the new guy, but that was her business.  I was not looking to get anyone in trouble, and I was just glad they came over to hang out still.

I guess we were a pretty good-looking crew because if we left the door open for one of our little five-way evenings, we always had an onlooker or two.  I thought I saw Tate one night but whoever the person was, they were long gone before I could confirm.

Samantha and I stayed in that little arrangement for a long time.  There was always someone available for someone, and we made more than one repeat trip back to that club.  The five of us ended up in a large three bedroom apartment.  If the uninitiated asked, (i.e., those who weren’t privy to our relationship details), Samantha and I shared one room, the brothers shared one room, and Thomas had his own.  But truthfully?  We all spent significant quality time in every room.  And I mean every room.  I know we all have feelings for each other and who knows what the future will bring.  But for now, we just have fun.  Who knew that a crazy angry night would lead not only to my first gang but such an amazing group of people?


41. My Muscular Movers: My first Double Penetration Gangbang by Roxy Rhodes

I never thought in a million years that I’d ever be having sex with more than one man at a time. I have always been the shy, quiet type of girl, you know, the one who sits back at the parties and silently watches other people socialize, dance and have fun. But when those four handsome, muscular movers showed up at my door, something inside me snapped, and I saw the opportunity to be someone else for a while—someone different, someone wild, free and sexually uninhibited. I saw a chance to live out one of the fantasies I often had during my late-night self-stimulation sessions with the numerous sex toys I keep in the bottom drawer of my night stand. Most of all, I saw an opportunity I might not ever have again, and I decided to take advantage of it…

My name is Megan Connelly, and I have just graduated from college. My degree is in business communications, and I am the kind of girl that most people would consider a geek or a nerd. I wear thick-rimmed glasses because I cannot wear contacts and I have thick, curly hair that I can only manage by pulling back into a neat little ponytail. I have never been one to wear a lot of makeup because I am always afraid I’ll end up making myself look more like a circus clown than a runway model.

Body-wise, I’d say I got pretty damned lucky, however. I inherited my large, perky set of tits from my mother. She’s a 40DD, and I’m 34D, myself. I have always been a slender woman, and even though my ass is just a little bit bigger than I’d like it to be, it has a perfectly round shape, and I keep it toned by going to the gym 3 nights a week.

I am 24 years old, and I have only been with one guy my entire life. We had met back in my second year of college. We dated for two years, but after he graduated, he got offered a job on the other side of the country. We tried the long-distance relationship thing for a few months, until one weekend, I wanted to surprise him, so I caught a flight out to his city, rented a car and drove to his apartment. He’d given me an extra key, and my plan had been to go in quietly, strip down naked and surprise him in his bedroom. Can you picture the look I had on my face when I walked into his bedroom stark naked and saw another woman lying naked in bed with my boyfriend?

Well, that had been awkward, of course, and also the last time I ever spoke to him.

I haven’t been with anyone else since then, and that happened almost two years ago. When I was offered this new job in this new city, I decided to take it. I thought maybe I could start over, you know, maybe meet some new people and experience some new things. I had no intention of fucking four handsome movers, but I have to admit that it was definitely a one-of-a kind experience and one that I will not soon forget.

I’d found the moving company online and had paid for four men to come and unload the moving truck that my father and two brothers had helped me load back in my old city. I figured four men could get the job done a lot faster than only two. Anyway, I couldn’t believe how attractive they were when they showed up at my door.

All four of them were wearing black t-shirts that read: Moreland Movers on them and comfortable-looking khaki shorts that hugged their muscular asses to perfection. All four of them walked in and greeted me with friendly, inviting smiles, and I felt like I wanted to melt. I smiled back at them and shook their hands, introducing myself to each one of them.

“Hi, I’m Megan, nice to meet you,” I said, four times over, taking each one of them by the hand and giving them a firm shake.

Their names were Lance, Mike, Todd, and Chad. Lance was the tallest and Chad was the shortest, but they all looked like they belonged in GQ magazine, or maybe one called Sexy Contractors Weekly. I could picture each one of them on an X-rated calendar that I would have gladly hung on my bedroom wall.

I wondered if any of them found me as attractive as I found them. Of course, I didn’t have the guts to come right out and ask them, but the more I watched them bending and lifting and carrying boxes and furniture from the truck to my apartment, the more turned on I became. I could feel my black thong getting moister and moister underneath my cut-off jean shorts as I fantasized about their strong, firm hands caressing every inch of my body.

Well, it had been almost two years since I’d been laid, so maybe that had something to do with how aroused their presence was causing me to become. When I noticed that the amount of furniture and boxes left on the truck was dwindling down to almost nothing, however, I realized that my window of opportunity would soon be closing if I didn’t make a move soon.

I decided to make my move on the tallest one, Lance, when I saw him in my bedroom, putting my queen-sized bed together. I stood in the doorway of my bedroom and put on the sexiest smile I could muster up, posing with one arm on the wall and the other on one of my slender hips.

“Need some help?” I asked him, attempting to sound sexy.

He looked up at me, and his eyes slowly traveled up the frame of my body. For the first time since he’d arrived, I actually saw a hint of attraction in his eyes. When he saw me smiling down at him, he quickly cleared his throat and looked away.

“Uh, sure. I…um…could use someone to hold the other end of the frame while I screw this last part of it together,” he said.

I walked into the bedroom and knelt down beside him.

“You seem to be really good with your hands, and pretty good at screwing things as well,” I said boldly, smiling at him teasingly.

He glanced over at me with a surprised look on his face, and I saw his cheeks start to redden slightly. He smiled and chuckled lightly at my clever pun.

I held the frame together for him as he screwed the final pieces together. I felt my body temperature starting to rise as I watched him finish building the frame. His body was so perfect that I wanted to jump on him right then and there. I licked my lips as I watched him bend over to pick up the box spring and set it down on top of the completed frame. Then, I grabbed one end of the mattress as he grabbed the other end and together, we placed the mattress neatly on top of the box spring.

“Thanks,” he said to me, flashing me a smile.

“Only one thing left to do, then,” I said, returning his smile with my own.

“What’s that?” he asked.

At that moment, something came over me, and I can’t explain what it was, but I wanted more than anything to take this opportunity to live out my fantasy. I pulled my tight little white t-shirt up over my head and threw it at him, playfully.

His reflexes were great, because he caught my shirt in his hands. He looked down at it and then back up at me, as if finally realizing what I was getting at.

I unhooked my black satin bra, revealing my large, pert breasts to him. My nipples were already semi-hard from all of the gawking I’d been doing at him and his crew for the past hour-and-a-half. His eyes lit up in a combination of surprise and delight at the sight of them, and he let my shirt drop to the floor.

With my right pointer finger, I motioned for him to come over to me and he wasted no time taking me into his arms and kissing me passionately with his soft, perfect lips. I closed my eyes and moaned as his tongue slid between my lips and explored my mouth with urgency and desire. I wrapped my arms around his neck and ran my fingers through his hair as our tongues intertwined. His hands reached up and found my breasts, squeezing and massaging, causing a rush of electricity to shoot through my body. He pushed me backwards onto the bed and hastily snatched his shirt up over his head, throwing it down onto the floor behind him. Then, he climbed on top of me, and his lips were covering mine again. I rolled over and climbed on top of him, straddling him and grinding against the bulge of his hardening cock as we kissed.

Just then, Todd appeared in the doorway. I could hear his voice through the muffled sound of my and Lance’s moans and heavy breathing.

“Hey Lance, we’ve finished unloading all the…” he stopped in mid-sentence as he entered the bedroom and saw me on top of Lance. I looked up at him and smiled when I saw him standing there looking at us in awe.

“Hey Todd, you guys all done with the boxes?” I asked him. His eyes looked down at my fully exposed breasts, and I could tell that he liked what he saw. He swallowed hard and looked back up at my face.

“Um…yeah. There’s no more boxes on the…uh…truck,” he said softly.

“You guys should take a break and come join Lance and me,” I said. He could tell by the tone of my voice that I was dead serious.

“Um…okay, I...uh…I’ll go…uh…tell the guys to...um…” his voice trailed off as his eyes moved back down to the sight of my breasts.

I got up off of the bed and walked over to where Todd was standing. He looked at me with wide eyes and an open mouth. Seeing his desire for me turned me on to no end. I felt sexually charged and empowered. With my eyes never leaving his, I unbuttoned my shorts and slid them down until they fell down to the floor around my ankles. Then, I stepped out of them and watched Todd’s eyes travel the length of my body.

I reached out and grabbed his crotch, stroking his semi-hard cock through the fabric of his khaki shorts, without saying a word. He closed his eyes and let out a sigh of pleasure at my intimate touch. I called out to Chad and Mike, who were out in the living room.

“Hey guys, could you come back to the bedroom for a minute?” I called out, my hand still stroking Todd’s hardening cock through his shorts.

Lance was still on the bed, and he unbuttoned his shorts and stuck his hand down inside of them. He was looking at my nearly-naked body as he fondled himself, fully knowing that he and his moving crew were about to take me on right there in my bedroom.

I knelt down in front of Todd and unbuttoned his shorts. He sighed deeply as I pulled out his hard, throbbing cock and stroked it gently with my hand. I took the tip of it and licked around the head with my tongue, causing him to gasp with pleasure. By this time, Chad and Mike had made their way back to the bedroom, and they stopped in their tracks when they saw me on my knees with Todd’s cock in my hands and Lance topless on my bed with his hands down his shorts.

When they realized what was going on, their eyes widened in surprise.

I looked up at them both and flashed a sexy smile at them. Then I nodded my head, motioning them into the bedroom to join in on the fun. They didn’t waste any time. They came into the room and started undressing.

I went back to work on Todd’s exposed cock, taking it deep into my mouth and sucking on it nice and hard. I started on it slowly and then sped up the pace as he moaned and sighed in sheer pleasure. I stuck my other hand down inside my black silk thong and fondled my own clit, stimulating myself to the sound of Todd’s moans, getting my pussy nice and wet for my four manly hunks.

Once Todd’s cock was nice and hard, I stopped and got up on my feet. I walked over to the bed where Lance was still sitting, topless, stroking his own hard cock. I slid my wet thong down my legs and took it off, flinging it at Mike, who was standing near the bed with his shirt off, watching me with hungry eyes. My thong hit him right in the face, and he smiled at me as it fell to the floor.

I climbed up onto the bed on all fours with my firm round ass poked up in the air, and looked around at all four of them, inviting them all to come over and ravage my naked body. Lance crawled over to me and stood up on his knees, taking his hard cock out and placing it against my waiting lips. Todd came up behind me and started massaging my swollen, moist clit with three of his fingers. Mike came over on my right side and began to fondle my right breast, while Chad took one of my raised ass cheeks into one hand and my left breast into his other.

I felt like I was on cloud nine! I had so many warm, strong hands caressing every part of my body. I closed my eyes and moaned and sighed with delight. Two years of not having felt the intimate touch of a man, and here I was being touched and caressed by four handsome hunks who were all weak with sexual desire for me. I had never felt more empowered in my entire life!

I felt Lance stroking his rock-hard cock against my lips, longing for it to be licked and sucked, so I opened my mouth to happily oblige. He hissed with pleasure as I took his cock deep down into my mouth and sucked hard, while using my right hand to gently stroke and fondle his balls. As I licked and sucked on Lance’s throbbing cock, I felt Chad’s meat against my left breast and Mike’s hard dick against my right. They were stimulating my nipples with the tips of their dicks causing me sigh and moan in pleasure. Then, I felt Todd’s mouth against my dripping wet pussy. He darted his tongue in and out of my tight, moist hole, making me jerk and hiss uncontrollably. Chad licked two of his fingers and stuck them gently into my asshole, working them in slowly as he rubbed the head of his cock against my hard, sensitive nipples.

Todd’s tongue was bringing me to my peak, and quickly. I felt my orgasm getting close, and it had been so long since I’d been with a man, I knew it was going to be a powerful one. I was moaning and groaning, sighing and gasping and writhing with excitement. I backed up into Todd’s face as my orgasm neared, and I let out a loud yelp of passion, muffled by Lance’s throbbing hard cock still filling my mouth. They must have realized that I was getting ready to explode because Mike squeezed hard onto my breast and Chad thrust his fingers down deep into my asshole.

In a fit of passion, I let Lance’s cock slip out of my open mouth and screamed out in sheer delight as my powerful, intense orgasm caused my entire body to shake uncontrollably. Todd’s tongue was deep inside my pussy, tasting the juices that were flowing as they squirted out onto his tongue. His fingers were massaging my clit, intensifying my orgasm and pushing me completely over the edge.

“Ohhh yeesss!” I yelled out as my orgasm peaked and then finally began to subside. I sighed heavily and collapsed onto the bed on my belly, basking in the blissful afterglow. I lay there for a moment, with my eyes closed, breathing deep as my hips continued to jerk with the aftershocks of my orgasm. When I opened my eyes, all four brawny beefcakes were standing over me with desire in their eyes and I could tell by the looks on their faces that they were just getting started with me. I rolled over onto my back and looked up at their faces. I bit my lip, putting on a sexy smile to let them know I was ready for round 2.

I opened my legs for them, revealing my shaved cunt, soaked with the juices of the powerful orgasm I had just enjoyed, inviting them to pick up where they’d just left off. Lance crawled back over to where I was lying, with his cock—still hard and throbbing—in his hand. I opened my mouth and took it in willingly, hungrily, and started sucking it fast and hard. Todd climbed up on the bed with his stiff meat in his hand and positioned himself between my legs. I knew he was going to be the first of the four to fuck my hot, moist pussy and I was ready and willing to feel him deep inside of me.

Chad was still on my left side, and I reached out with my left hand to stroke his waiting cock, and I used my other hand to stroke Mike’s meaty, stiff dick. I let out a deep moan of pleasure as I felt the tip of Todd’s dick slowly sliding into my dripping, pulsating cunt. He plunged himself deeper into me, and I arched my back and raised my hips to receive him. Lance was using one hand to stroke his cock while he steadily shoved it deeper into my mouth, over and over again and faster and faster. He was literally fucking my face as he reached down with his free hand and grabbed one of my tits and squeezed as he used the tip of his fingers to stimulate my erect, sensitive nipple.

Todd started speeding up his rhythm, thrusting his long, hard, throbbing meat deeper and deeper into my hot, tight pussy. With Lance’s dick filling my mouth, my moans and yelps came out muffled, but I’m sure Todd could tell that I was thoroughly enjoying the feel of his cock penetrating me and plunging deeper and deeper into my love tunnel.

I felt like I was floating on a cloud. Having four handsome, chiseled men, ravaging my body like this made me feel like I was on the top of the world. I knew that this might be the only opportunity I would have to experience something like this, and I intended to make the best of it. I wanted to taste each and every one of their cocks, and I wanted to feel all four of them inside every hole in my body. I was sucking Lance’s cock with all of my might, slurping and licking like crazy and Todd was plowing away at my pussy, grabbing my legs and pushing them back as he humped away. He was sweating and panting and moaning loudly as his hips banged up against mine.

I was stroking Chad and Mike’s cocks with both of my hands, stimulating them, while Chad was fondling one of my breasts and Mike was reaching down and massaging my clit. Todd was pounding away at my pussy, and I could tell he was getting close to climaxing. He was grunting and groaning, and sweat was starting to run down his face and chest. When he finally reached his brink, he pulled his cock out of me and he and Lance switched places. I knew that Todd was just about ready to fill my mouth with his hot cum and I was ready and waiting for it.

My pussy was still hot and juicy for Lance as he plunged his cock deep into me. I cried out in passion as I felt the stiffness of his long, hard meat banging into my g-spot over and over again. Then, Todd placed his throbbing cock against my lips, longing for me to take it inside my mouth and suck it until he shot is hot load of cum down into the depths of my throat. I took him into my mouth willingly, enjoying the taste of my own love juices.

Chad was watching Lance fuck my pussy, and I could tell that he was ready to do some penetrating of his own. Though he was definitely enjoying the enthusiastic hand job I was giving him, he wanted to fill up one of my hot, tight holes with his massive, throbbing, stone-stiff cock. He leaned down and whispered something in my ear.

“I want to fuck your tight little asshole,” he said, panting in my ear, his breath hot and heavy.

The sound of his voice sent a slight shiver down my spine, and I nodded, with Lance’s cock still deep in my mouth, giving him permission to pound my asshole. I had never been double penetrated before, but the thought of it had always excited me. Knowing that I was about to actually experience it in real life sent a rush of excitement shooting all throughout my body. I took Lance’s cock out of my mouth for a moment and looked up at Todd, who was still pounding away at my pussy.

“Wait, let me turn over on my side,” I told him, motioning for him to remove his cock from my love tunnel so that I could shift my position. I wanted to position myself in a way that would allow Lance to fuck my pussy and Chad to fuck my asshole.

I turned over onto my side, poking my ass out toward Chad. Chad lifted my left leg up and back so that he could access my tiny bung hole. He licked his fingers and swirled his saliva around the outside of my anus making it nice and wet. He then dipped his fingers into my still-soaked pussy and used some of my own juices to moisten the opening of my asshole. He worked his fingers into my anus, one by one, opening me up and getting me ready to receive his large, thick, rock-hard cock.

I was still licking and sucking on Todd’s dick as I felt Chad preparing my asshole for a nice hard pounding and I was also still stroking away at Mike’s stiff, throbbing meat, as well. Mike was fondling my breasts while Lance was standing back, stroking his own still-stiff cock, patiently waiting to continue fucking my pussy.

Once Chad had my asshole nice and lubed and ready for penetration, he began to ease the head of his cock into the opening of my anus, working it in little by little until he was deep inside of my asshole. I let out a long, deep moan as I felt the throb of his excitement while he inched every part of his cock as far into my ass as it would go.

Lance then came up on me again, hard cock in hand, and slid his meat right back inside of my waiting pussy, which was still wet with my excitement. I closed my eyes and sighed with pleasure as I enjoyed the feeling of Lance’s dick pounding away at my cunt combined with the pressure of Chad’s cock penetrating my tight asshole. Lance plunged his cock deep down into my pussy, slapping his balls against Chad’s while Chad moved in and out of my asshole at a steady rhythm, sending sensation after sensation shooting all throughout my body. I was on fire!

Mike came up on the bed and set his cock right near my mouth. I released Todd’s cock from my mouth and turned my head to take Mike’s fully-erect dick between my lips. He sighed with delight as I slid his throbbing meat all the way into my mouth until I could feel the tip of his dick all the way in the very back of my throat. I took turns taking Mike’s cock in my mouth for a few moments and then turning my head to suck and lick on Todd’s cock for a while, as I used both my hands to stroke their shafts and fondle their balls.

I could barely believe that I, shy, quiet, introverted Megan Connelly was being gangbanged by a group of four of the hottest, hunkiest men I had ever seen in my life. I almost wished I would have taped the whole experience so that I could go back and watch it over and over again anytime I wanted to relive the adventure.

Lance plowed my pussy hard and fast bringing himself right up to the edge, and then he pulled out of my pussy and let out a loud groan as he squirted his hot cum all over my belly. He stroked his cock until every last drop of his warm, sticky cum had been emptied out of his long, thick shaft.

Seeing that Lance has squirted his load, Mike took it upon himself to have a go at my now-available pussy. Chad was still pounding away at my asshole like there was no tomorrow and Todd was fucking my face, getting closer and closer to his climax, his massive cock muffling my cries and moans of passion. I felt Mike penetrate my pussy, wasting no time speeding up his rhythm, thrusting deep inside of me, in and out, over and over again. I knew he was close to climaxing, and from the feel of Chad’s cock plowing my tight asshole, I could tell he was getting close as well.

Just then, I felt Todd’s cock pulsate inside my mouth as he let out a loud moan. A stream of hot, thick cum shot into the back of my throat. I opened my mouth nice and wide, letting him fill my mouth the rest of his load as he stroked his meat hard and fast, emptying out every last drop. The pounding in my asshole and pussy also came to an abrupt halt as Mike pulled out of my cunt, let out a loud sigh, and shot his huge load all over my tits, and Chad groaned loudly as he shot his load off deep inside my asshole. I loved every moment of it.

As the intensity of their orgasms subsided, Chad slid his now half-limp cock out of my asshole with a sloshing sound, Todd slid his cock deep inside my mouth one last time before pulling it out, and Mike rubbed his cock across my still-erect nipples before collapsing onto the bed beside me. For once in my life, I had come out of my shell and had taken initiative, and I felt like one hell of a woman.

After we got ourselves cleaned up, I thanked all four of my buff, handsome moving men for the great job they’d done, and I even gave them all each a nice fat tip. I had never felt more in control, and it’s an empowering experience I will never forget. If I ever move again, I know exactly which moving company I’ll be calling…


42. A Team Effort: Hot Gangbang with the Volleyball Team by April Fisher

I loved sports. Not because of the strategy or the effort that went into it - no, I loved it because of all the men. The men worked up a sweat every time. I managed a volleyball team at my college, and one practice night the captain decided to confess his feelings to me - and some of the team walked in on us. It quickly evolved into a sweaty experience for all of us.

I had always loved playing sports. The burn was something I lived for, the sweat rolling down my temples, and the push it took to be in the best shape possible and crush your enemies at the same time. I loved sports, and I loved winning. The school I went to had no girls’ sports I was interested in, though. So in lieu of playing sports myself, I watched men play volleyball while managing the team. It would look good on a resume anyways.

I soon discovered that I liked watching men play sports more than I liked playing it myself. While the burn was something I lived for, watching them move and strain themselves to a collective goal, I realized I longed for something more, with others. I longed to share the burn and the effort. As I watched these men jump and use their massive arms to spike balls coming at them at breakneck speed, I found myself being sexually aroused by these men. It was really something to watch other people share the same interests as me, but it was more than that. I really wanted them to turn their attention on me and share a goal in getting me off.

Of course, I didn’t voice this, I merely watched them practice, the familiar loud thump of the ball hitting the other side of the court echoing in the gym. I held a clipboard in my hand, showing all the detailed plays I had drawn up the night before for tomorrow’s game. It was the first official game of the year. If we won this game, we would play two more games, and we needed to win those to get to our regional tournament. If we won that tournament, we would go national. College volleyball was really something. And we all had a dream of winning it all.

After practice was over and the men all cleaned up the gym and washed their faces of sweat, I helped them put all the equipment away. I felt watched by someone in particular – the captain of the team. His name was Tyler. He was a tall man, but then again that wasn’t surprising given that height really helped you play volleyball. He had curly hair that somehow was always silky and well-managed even with all the sweat that accumulated in the locks daily and he had eyes that could intimidate even the most stalwart of teammates. He had scared a few of the meeker ones away, but it had probably been for the better anyways. I wondered for a while why he was staring, and then decided that it was because I was just that pretty.

“Do you ever take a break?” Tyler asked, taking the last volleyball from my hands and putting it away. “Go home, it’ll only get more busy from here.”

Oh, right. He was also incredibly unapproachable. That’s probably why he scared people off. Luckily for him, I wasn’t really intimidated by him. I looked him in his cold navy blue eyes and showed him the clipboard I’d been carrying around and going over to make sure I’d done it right. “We’ll go over this with the rest of the team early tomorrow. We want to be prepared for the game. But I figured you should bring it to them.”

He looked down at the clipboard, and then took it from my hands. “Making me look better than I am are we?”

I smirked. “As if you need my help.”

He flipped the pages over for a few moments, looking like he was focusing completely on what I’d given him, and then he let his arms fall to his sides and sighed. I could see his fingers shaking as he gripped the clipboard, probably struggling not to drop it. At first, I was concerned for his health, and I stepped forward to catch him if he was going to fall. “Hey, are you okay? Did you push yourself too hard today?”

He looked at me with a look I’d never seen in a man’s eyes before. “We don’t deserve you.”

I tilted my head in confusion. “Uh… I’m not sure I understand, Tyler. Managing this team and helping you guys win is my job.”

“Maybe I should rephrase that.” He put the clipboard down on the ground next to him, and moved in a little closer. “I don’t deserve you.”

I realized then the look in his eyes, and I felt a little bit of anxiety settle into my chest, heavy and thick. How was I supposed to respond to this? Did I like him back? I’d never thought of it before. The concept of someone watching me from afar was not new – the concept of someone watching me while thinking of me romantically, however, was. I didn’t know it was even possible someone could view me that way, simply because I had always been more masculine than most girls in the college. Where others had majored in journalism or theater production, I had majored in engineering, and I often built my own machines from scratch. In one class, I had built my own ball spitting machine from spare parts in a junkyard I’d specifically tracked down for the sole purpose of seeing if I could do so. I wasn’t just keen on sports and the burn it offered – winning included being as smart as I could be and being adept with my hands. A relationship had never been in the cards for me, at least not from what I could predict myself. So what the hell did he see in me?

I didn’t respond to him. I stood there, waiting for something more. Surely he had something more, given that I could tell how he was feeling about me.

True to form, he reached for my hands. I let him take them, glancing at them for a brief moment. They were cold from the sweat that had dried up only moments ago, but the longer he held mine, the warmer they grew. I looked back up at his eyes. No longer were they harsh and unforgiving like they normally were. They were… softer now, and perhaps even sad. I wasn’t sure what to think of the emotions he was expressing to me until he spoke. “You are so kind and hard working for us all. But especially for me. You always bring me what the team needs, and you’ve always gone the extra mile to make sure we don’t hurt ourselves.”

He didn’t love me. He admired me. Maybe one day it would be love… but right now, he merely saw a trait in me he didn’t see in anyone else. Perhaps he himself wanted to be so considerate. I pulled my hands away from him. “Tyler, that’s my job. To make sure you guys don’t get hurt. It’s my job to bring you what you need.”

“But you also always give us what we want.” His determination to sway me didn’t waver. That was one thing I liked about him – he never let a setback get him down.

“Well… that’s…” I wasn’t sure how to respond to that. “That’s just because I always make too much food. I don’t measure as well as I think.”

I often prepared lunches for the team of my own volition packed full with protein and healthy carbs. Of course, I was lying to him about making too much. No one could ever prepare as much food as a team needed by accident. Being a college student, I wasn’t always lucky enough to have the money to do it. When I did have extra money, though, I made sure to spend it on someone else. I didn’t really need anything for myself anyways.

He put a hand on my shoulder. “Is there anything you don’t do for others?”

I flushed red, feeling the heat on my face. “I don’t fall in love easily.”

Tyler smiled. “I guess I’ll just have to try harder then.”

I felt his arm shift, and then noticed his whole body lean towards me. I had never kissed a man before, and I certainly didn’t want it to be like this… but at the same time, it felt like the perfect moment. I let him kiss me. He had to lean down quite a bit given that I was so much shorter than him, but it somehow felt right. My heart beat a thousand times faster inside my chest. His lips were cold like his hands, but they warmed up quickly as my lips touched them. I wondered how he felt, making such a bold move and having it work out for him. The kiss, and the courage it took to carry out, sent a chill through me and made me aroused. Again. God, why did he just have to go for it like he meant it?

He wanted me to fall in love with him… but that wasn’t in the cards for me yet. I heard a hoot off to the side, and upon glancing while still kissing, I saw almost half the team standing there watching us – six people to be exact. Six burly, buff men watching us with both wide grins on their faces and jealous eyes. I pulled away, covering my mouth. “Um… I should go.”

He grabbed my hand before I could leave and pulled me closer to him. “Do you guys have a problem with this?”

One of them, a man with blonde hair and glasses, smirked. “I don’t mind. Then again, I wouldn’t want to kiss that big head of yours, so I don’t know what she sees in you.”

A shorter guy with angry eyes replied next. “I was going to confess soon! At least share her!”

I tilted my head. Had they been thinking the exact same thing I had been? Did they all just want to have their way with me? It might be a problem if they didn’t want to share, though. But the fantasy had been running through my head for a while… I hoped they wanted the same thing. “Share, huh? I don’t mind.”

The men looking at us whispered amongst themselves for a few moments, apparently pondering whether to actually share me or not. Tyler sighed. “I’m… not sure I’d want to.”

I smiled at him. “I guess it couldn’t hurt to try. If you find out for sure that you don’t… well, I suppose you’ll have to try and get me all to yourself.”

Tyler raised an eyebrow. “Is that a dare or a challenge?”

I shrugged. “Both, I suppose. Hey, have you guys made up your minds yet?”

The shorter guy finally came out of the group. “I guess we’re sharing for the time being, but we’re going to fight to get you to ourselves soon! Just you wait and see!”

Tyler smirked. “Good luck, boys.”

I chuckled. A bit of a healthy rivalry couldn’t hurt these guys, but when would enough be enough? I shrugged and decided I’d find out the limit for myself. “Is anyone else still here or can we hog this gym for ourselves?” I said, a mischievous tone in my voice.

“We’re all alone,” the man with glasses said. I made a mental note to learn the team’s names because I couldn’t keep calling them ‘Shorty’ or ‘Glasses Guy.’ Unfortunately, I was horrible with names. Tyler was the only one I knew by heart, and that was because everyone was constantly calling after him because he was captain. They followed his orders – while secretly plotting how to become captain themselves.

The others seemed to catch on to my intentions quickly and closed all the doors to the gym, and locked them. I wondered what each of them was thinking as they approached Tyler and I. Most of them seemed fine with the idea of sharing. Tyler was the only hesitant one, and even he had seemed alright with it after I challenged him. I took the hair tie out of my hair, letting it fall to my shoulders. Most of them had never seen me with my hair down, so they smiled when they saw me do this. Tyler had seen me once before with my hair down, so he didn’t react nearly as surprised. He still seemed to appreciate it, reaching a hand out and running his fingers through my hair. I felt a pleasurable tingle run through my scalp for a moment. “You have pretty hair,” he said. It was the first compliment I’d ever heard him directly give. I often heard him say nice job or good spike, but never anything like this.

They reached out to me hesitantly at first, as if they weren’t sure if they were okay with what was about to happen, or if I was okay. But the further we went with it, the more confident these men became and the rougher they got with me. Tyler was behind me the whole time, his chest up against my back, almost as if he was asserting his dominance over the other men by claiming my most vulnerable spot. The other men took to my clothing and kissing my visible skin, and I was soon naked in front of them, on my knees.

Then they began to undress, and one by one I saw them shirtless and then pantless. None of them were particularly small, and all of them were hard as they could be. The biggest one as I expected was Tyler. I don’t know why I expected it – maybe it was just the way his bulge pressed against my ass when he held me from behind. Either way, I was really excited to start sucking these dicks. I could consider it a reward for all the hard work I did for these guys.

I took two in my hands and set to work, alternating every few seconds. I could feel Tyler behind me still, his hands roaming along my naked body. His hands were no longer cold, rather they were warm and soft as they glided, and settled on my breasts. He pinched my nipples, and I giggled because it tickled. He eased his touch upon hearing it, and it instantly felt better. He ran his thumbs along them instead, and squeezed them between his index and middle finger as he squished my boobs together. I found it amusing how he seemed to like my tits more than the rest of my body – until he whispered into my ear. “I will make sure you only have eyes for me after this.”

I shivered a little. What was he intending to do to me? The anticipation was exciting on its own. I let him do what he wanted while my hands and mouth continued to busy themselves with the other cocks in the room. Quickly the room grew heated with sex, and it didn’t take long before one of them decided he was no longer content with just a blowjob. He lifted me off my knees and carefully pushed me onto my back. One of them had rolled out a few mats to lie on, and I was thankful for that because I imagine the floor would have been cold against my inflamed, pink skin. They laid me down on top of one of them.

They wasted no time in climbing over me, and I felt two cocks try to push into me at once, and then one at a time when they figured out it wouldn’t work that way. Three cocks pushed into my face, and I sucked one off while I jerked the other two off. A few more of them were jerking off to the side, waiting for their turn to fuck me. The moans of the men and the sounds of skin echoed in the gym, and my own moans were drowned by the sound of the sucking I was doing. The cocks inside me eagerly moved one at a time, in rhythm with each other, opposite to each other at the same time. It almost felt like there was only one in me the entire time, except for a brief moment when they were both at the same place. My lips and my vagina stretched out for them invitingly, and then I realized just how much I’d wanted this to happen to me, and my body responded in kind by clenching around their dicks in the throes of an orgasm. I knew they could feel me coming on them, and I moaned loudly as I continued sucking.

After I finished, they switched with the men on the side jerking off. It was their turn to fuck me now, and all their waiting hadn’t been for nothing. I heard them sigh and moan almost in relief as they felt my lips suck them in, my wetness covering every inch of their dicks. I knew that wouldn’t be the only time I came tonight, and I knew they knew it too. This fantasy was something I had once thought unachievable – and now it was happening. And now I wanted them to sweat for me, and come on my body and inside me. I wanted them to reach that goal, and work just as hard to make me come as they worked to score a point at volleyball. They had already succeeded once, and were well on their way to another orgasm from me. This time, both their cocks shoved into me at once and it felt even better than last time because there was more inside me, and not a spot inside me was left alone. I felt the length of their cocks stretch me out and every time they pulled out, I almost felt like they were dragging the next orgasm out of me, and going back in to pull more pleasure out of me. It was a euphoric feeling, one that had me soaking their cocks with my climax. My gushing on them had been an unexpected outcome, but they didn’t stop fucking me until it all came out and the mats were soaked, and I was still not done with them yet.

They flipped me onto my hands and knees, and the ones I’d been jerking off got behind me. The number of cocks never changed – just where they were thrusting. I couldn’t get enough of them, either. I almost wished the entire volleyball team was here just so it could last longer. I wanted to be fucked until I passed out from the burn and the pleasure. The sweat I felt coming off my body, and theirs was slick and almost too much for anyone but me. The sweat for me was intoxicating, a drug that brought me higher and higher until I reached my peak and then down and up again, a sexual rollercoaster of orgasms.

But every rollercoaster had to come to a stop at some point, and after what felt like an eternity, I swallowed my first load of cum. It was both salty and sweet – probably from the lunches I’d been bringing them on a regular basis. After that, I felt the ones behind me make me a cum dump. And then the ones in my hands exploded onto my face. I could hear the moans of them all, and I felt the sperm of the ones off to the side hit my back. For all intents and purposes, I had semen all over my body, and I couldn’t have been happier.

I collapsed onto the mat, panting from the effort of sex. I wanted to fall asleep here. It was so nice, the warmth of the sweat and the coolness of the mats… and then my reasoning brain started to come back, and I thought of the consequences of being caught here naked in the morning. I wiped the sperm off of my face with a sweat slick hand and stood up. “Can someone grab some towels?”

No sooner had I said anything than the men had already set to work on cleaning themselves up and the mess we had made. Tyler handed me a towel and a water bottle. “I can help you clean yourself if you’d like.”

Ever the considerate Tyler. I smiled and took both of the things he offered, and cracked the bottle open. “Thank you. And I’d appreciate that.”

One of the other guys came rushing back with the exact same thing. “Hey, Tyler! I was going to do that!”

He chuckled. “Too slow. You should work on that for the game tomorrow.”

His teammate growled and got himself dressed.

It didn’t take long for us to clean the mess up and get dressed, but there was an air of tension that I noticed wasn’t there before. I knew it was because of what happened. Everyone must have felt so awkward, knowing what had happened and still having to work with each other. I decided then to take matters into my own hands, because unless I laid down the foundation for a healthy relationship with the team after having sex with half of them, I would never be able to get them to take me seriously again.

What surprised me, though, was the fact that Tyler called them all to attention after we finished putting the mats away. “I have to speak with you, team!” His commanding voice indicated he was serious about what he was about to say. It was almost like he was laying out the groundwork for plays in a game. But I knew it wasn’t.

The men formed a perfect line in front of him and I. I had decided to stand next to Tyler, and this was the usual formation anyways. Except the coach was usually here, as well as the rest of the team.

“Yes, captain?” Glasses Guy said.

Tyler put his hands behind his back. “What went on tonight does not go to the coach, or the rest of the team, nor anyone else. It stays in your memory. Understand?”

“Yes, sir!” The team said this in sync, through practice and discipline. They still respected him. But did they still respect me? After all, they had been inside me. I chuckled a little to myself. I was glad my fantasy had been realized, but as a professional, I needed their respect, and I had to be sure they hadn’t lost it because of one moment in time.

I stepped forward then. “I can’t very well have today change your opinion of me either. I am still this team’s manager, regardless of anyone’s feelings towards me. I have drawn up plays for you all to follow through with tomorrow, and they will be presented at first light by your captain. Be prepared for the game, keep your mind in the game while playing. I will be watching, but that has nothing to do with tonight or what you all want from me in the future. I will be watching because I am your manager. Understand?”

“Yes, sir!” They replied as eagerly as they had with Tyler. Good.

“Dismissed,” Tyler said, and the team seemed to relax instantly. They set off to get their gym bags, and unlocked the gym doors so they could leave. Before they did, though, none of them hesitated to ask me out. Tyler watched from afar with the clipboard I’d given him, digging through his bag for something. He showed no emotion as I was crowded with men. I could feel the jealousy, though. It was thick in the air.

I decided to give them all an equal chance with the idea that struck me earlier in the day. “Look, whoever gets the most points tomorrow gets a date. I won’t guarantee I’ll go steady with them, but a date should suffice for now.”

They seemed satisfied with that, and it seemed to motivate them more to win tomorrow. “You got it!” Shorty jumped high in the air with his fist pumped. “I’m going to get all of the team’s points!”

Glasses Guy snickered and pushed his glasses up his nose. “Good luck getting one point, never mind all of them.”

Shorty glared at him. “Since when did you score easily?!”

I saw a mischievous glint in the responder’s eye. “One could argue we both scored tonight.” He looked over his glasses, and I turned around and walked away instantly. I suddenly felt very awkward.

I walked over to Tyler. “Nice to see the team acting normal,” I said, with a sardonic grin on my face as if to say ‘See what I have to deal with?’

Tyler chuckled. “Well, you did choose to manage them. Here, I have something for you.”

He pulled out a small wristband with a symbol on it from my favorite TV show. I raised my eyebrows. “Where’d you get this? And why are you giving it me?”

He shrugged. “You seem to enjoy exercising so this should come in useful for wiping away sweat. I got it at a convention. I thought you might like it, though I’m not sure because it’s my favorite show and most likely not yours.”

My eyes sparkled as I took it into my hands, and slipped it over my right wrist. “No, this is most definitely my favorite show as well. Jackpot!”

I honestly couldn’t believe we both liked the same show. Now I had to go on a date with him regardless of whether he scored the most points because it was so rare to find someone with the same interests as me. I had always felt like I was different than everyone else in enjoying the burn of exercising. Most people considered it a chore. I wondered if he did – he seemed to enjoy playing volleyball, but maybe sweating was an uncomfortable thing that just happened while he did what he truly loved. I seemed to love sweating for the sake of it.

“Well… that is unexpected.” He put his hands behind his back again. “What should we do about this then?”

I put my own hands behind my back. “Perhaps we should talk about it over a delicious meal. It is quite a serious thing, after all, liking the same show.”

He smirked. “I suppose it is. You know, I do have a theory about the show most would consider… wild.”

“Don’t tell me now, we need food first!” I demanded.

“Shall we go and get some then?” He inquired.

“Yes, I’m starving!” I put my purse over my shoulder. “Also, can you make out a list of names of the team members? I’m getting bloody lost.”

He looked incredulous. “You’ve been here for weeks, and you still don’t know all our names? How did you become our manager? I’m almost afraid to look over these plays now.” I could tell he was joking almost immediately, but for a split second, I had an urge to punch him.

“You’re paying for the food for that remark.”


43. Darlene’s First College Party: Group Sex at The College Party by Joni Blake

I don’t consider myself a wild college girl. When I chose where I would continue my education, it had nothing at all to do with how many parties I would be able to attend and everything to do with where I could get the best start to my future. At first I didn’t even plan to go to any parties but I let a girlfriend of mine talk me into it not too long ago. Boy, did I ever get more than just punch, music and bad dancing. What happened there would turn into the most incredible sexual experience of my life. My first party turned into my first gangbang.

The ceiling of the room was dark with colored lights flashing against it as I lay there basking in the afterglow of the first college party I ever attended. It was the middle of the night, in a strange room in an off-campus house and I was as naked as the day I was born. I wasn’t alone though. Around me were five of the hottest guys I have ever seen and they are all just as naked as me. That was because my very first college party somehow turned into my first gangbang as well. It was so difficult to believe, but I could retrace every step that brought me to that bed and that amazing feeling swimming through my head in that moment.

Everything started in December of my sophomore year at the most popular state school in my area. It isn’t popular because it has the best football team, however. Every time I heard about the college before I chose to attend, it was said to be well-known for one of two reasons. It was either because they had a great business program that had turned out more than one Fortune 500 business leader or because of the crazy parties.

Now, it should be said that most every group of college students enjoy their fair share of parties and some of them are wild to be sure. Having said that, the parties at my college are legendary. One writer has even made a fortune with a series of stories focused completely on what happened to him during the wild parties he attended at that college. For me, it was never about that though. It was always about the business program.

I planned to go into that field and then chose a specific focus later down the line, and it was the absolute best college for that direction anywhere nearby. The choice was obvious, and every single member of my family along with all my advisors agreed with my decision. From the start of my degree program, I knew I had made the right choice for me. The professors who I would be dealing with for much of my time, there were awesome, and I didn’t just think that because of all the nice things they had to say about my work ethic and promising future.

Fast friendships formed with many of the other students in the same program and I could almost see that invisible road to my successful future forming ahead of me. It was a great feeling even if some of the work was difficult. One of the better friends I made in the first year there was Becky, a fellow business major who couldn’t have been more different than me if we planned it that way.

She was blonde, and I was brunette, she five foot three and me five-nine, she had a curvy figure with a few extra pounds placed nearly perfectly whereas I had more the body of a track star plus a little extra in the right places. Appearances aside, the differences kept on coming. She was from a busted past with all kinds of drama, and I couldn’t have had a more standard home life. The foul language that sometimes came out of her would put a sailor to shame while I tended to come across more ladylike and polite. Easily the biggest difference between us, however, was our opinion of partying.

Becky couldn’t get enough parties. Every single time she even heard a rumor of a party she would check it out and likely plan to attend. For the first few months, she tried extremely hard to get me to go along with her, but I always turned her down. Eventually, she stopped asking me to every single party she planned to attend and I was perfectly fine with it. Her grades weren’t quite up to the level of mine, but I always gave her tons of credit for keeping a high-grade point average while partying her ass off most weekends.

That was basically the way things were for my freshman year, and I didn’t plan on things changing the next year. As anyone of any decent age of experience can tell you though, plans tend to change, and mine quickly began to change during the first month of my sophomore year. A guy I met during a summer course had changed his major to match mine and told me that he looked forward to seeing more of me. His name was Aiden, and he was a great guy or at least seemed to be when I met him.

He wasn’t the most athletic type with long arms and legs, but I thought he was pretty cute. By the time we studied together a few times, I started to kiss his cheek when we parted ways, and though I had to make most of the moves, we started dating officially before the end of August. We heard all the mocking comments from the others we saw often but took it all in stride. Aiden seemed to be irreversibly shy, and though I knew I would have to take charge in our love life, I was still serious enough about him to take things to the next level.

Everything seemed to be going extremely well for the first few months. My grades weren’t suffering at all even though I was spending a little less time studying and I had a steady boyfriend for the first time in a couple of years. The sex wasn’t great the first time, but within a few weeks, Aiden suddenly showed a different side of himself. It was almost like he had been reserved for so long and I had been the one to bring a more take-charge side out of him. He even admitted as much when I talked to him about it. Considering the way I thought our relationship was going to be, I welcomed the change, especially to our sex life.

When November rolled around, I was considering asking him to come back to meet my family, but I also wanted to give him a chance to ask me to meet his folks first. You know how it goes, I didn’t want to have to make that next step if he was going to make it first. Two weeks before school let out for Thanksgiving break, I decided that he wasn’t going to take that big step and so I had no problem doing so.

Surprisingly he said that he couldn’t come to meet my family even for part of the week. It was a bit odd only because we came from towns that were only an hour apart so it wouldn’t be impossible to even spend a day meeting each other’s, parents. Still, he insisted that he couldn’t do it because his father had some work that he needed to finish around the house and that he would be busy the entire Thanksgiving break. I was disappointed to be sure, but I told him I understood and spent the holiday back home.

That brings us to the before mentioned and now infamous month of December during my sophomore year. Becky had tried to contact me several times over the holiday, but I was only able to get in touch with her once. She said that she needed to tell me something, but it had to be in person. Honestly, at the time I figured she had gotten herself into trouble at one of the holiday parties around the campus.

A lot of the students who didn’t have a solid home life to go back to or who just didn’t want to go back home for whatever reason spent the week in a series of parties that always were said to be legendary. When I got back to school, I made a point to seek her out right away. Instantly I knew something was wrong and I wanted to be the best friend I could be, so I said, “Becky, whatever the problem is, I’ll walk through it with you.”

She looked at me confused, “What? You think I got myself into some trouble or something? No, Darlene, this is about you, babe. Have you spoken to Aiden?”

“No,” I answered, “I’ve tried a couple of times, but he said he would be too busy working with his father to be able to stay in touch. Why?”

She dropped her head, and I knew right then I wasn’t going to like whatever she had to say. Becky told me that Aiden hadn’t gone home at all and that he had in fact spent the entire week attending, even more, parties than she had. Not only had he attended parties but he had gotten stupid drunk at each one and tried to have sex with every single girl there including several cheerleaders and even Becky herself. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing, but I knew Becky wouldn’t lie to me.

“I slapped the shit out of him when he tried his stupid half-assed lines on me,” Becky said. “He led by bragging about how he had duped you into thinking he was a good boy and then bragged that he wasn’t a good boy at all and begged for the chance to prove it to me. I fucking slugged his lanky ass so hard that he fell. Nobody bad talks my girl. Look, Darlene, I know this is hard to hear, but I wanted you to hear it from me first. But listen,” she said, “You’re too good to let that ass hat get you down. You’re gorgeous and can have any guy you want. Don’t let Aiden get away with this by getting down on yourself.”

I swore to her that I wouldn’t and then went back to my place and did just exactly that. The intention was there to pick myself up and get on with my school life but at the time ignoring everything I thought Aiden and I had just wasn’t possible. Becky checked in on me a couple of times and tried everything to get me out of my funk. I told her that I would be fine and that I only needed to think about things for a while. It was a great deal of bull.

Still, I knew I couldn’t very well let myself ruin my entire college life just because this one guy happened to be an idiot. I was going to have to face him though, and that was going to be a problem as things were. Something had to be done, I decided, so that I could let him know that I was not his victim then or ever in the past. I needed to show myself and him and everyone else that I was more than a good girl college student who had fallen for the act of a lanky-armed moron like Aiden.

It was then that Becky called and asked me to one of those parties that she had long since stopped trying to convince me to attend. She said that she just couldn’t think of another way to get me off my ass and said she was prepared to kidnap me and force me to go. I laughed at her silliness but also was very thankful for a friend like her who was consumed with helping me get back to my old self once again. I gave in and said that I would go if she promised to stick with me every step of the way and keep me from getting into trouble.

What she didn’t know was that I had formed a plan of my own. Something about her inviting me to one of those wild parties which she warned me Aiden would probably be attending as well, flipped a switch and I suddenly knew exactly what I wanted and needed to do. It would serve to get my life rolling again while proving to everyone what I was capable of and showing that asshole just what the hell he was missing since he shoved me to the curb.

My direction decided and the road to revenge chosen, I double confirmed that I wanted to attend the party and asked her about the details. What I should wear, who I should expect to see there and generally what to expect were among the questions I asked. She told me to wear something sexy but not too slutty, mentioned a few besides Aiden who she thought would be there including the entire football team and said it would be a ton of fun as long as I didn’t drink the punch. I thought she was joking at first to which she said it would normally have been a joke but not for this party. The guy throwing it made no secret about the punch being the strongest drink in the place, and Becky wanted to make sure I knew better than to drink it unless I wanted to get completely shit-faced.

When the night of nights came, I dressed in a white blouse that showed midriff but not much cleavage and a black skirt with a slanted bottom that came to the knee on one leg and showed plenty of thigh on the other. Becky said I pulled the look off perfectly and that was the only encouragement I needed to know that I was ready to bust into my first college party. She drove us there and said that she would hang out with me as long as I wanted, but that would mean me having to hang out with her too. When I asked what that meant she only told me that I would find out quickly.

I noticed the strange lighting, the loud music, and the hot guys in that order. The house appeared to be covered walls and ceiling by some dark paint that sparkled nicely when the lights flashed around on it. The music seemed to be a good mix from the first couple of songs I heard, even if it was a little louder than I preferred. My ears adjusted quickly and I had my first drink in my hand, a fruity little number that Becky swore by, within fifteen minutes or so.

Suddenly I heard Becky talking to someone behind me, and I turned around to find her making out with some guy. He wasn’t all that hot, to be honest but she was locked lip to lip with him while each of them felt every possible inch of the other one. Then, just as suddenly as it started, it was over, and he moved on to the group of friends he apparently enjoyed hanging out with.

“What?” she asked with a smile, “I told you.”

“So, hanging out with you means watching you make out with random guys all night long?” I asked.

“Pretty much,” she answered, “It’s the best way to find out which one I want to hook up with before the night is over.”

“You’re serious?” I asked.

She laughed, “Oh, don’t act all church girl on me now, Darlene. You and I both know hooking up for revenge sex is why you’re even here. How else do you plan to choose who you are going to get revenge with?”

“Well, I can’t just go around kissing random guys,” I answered, “Can I?”

Becky shrugged, “Don’t knock it until you try it. That guy, for example, was good but not good enough. I’ll have to keep looking.” Just she said that a big guy walked passed and she grabbed his arm. It was Jeff Bates, the captain of the football team. I didn’t know what position he plated or anything of the sort, but I knew he was a stud and seeing him up close only confirmed it. Becky was trying to get him to kiss her, but instead, he was staring at me.

“You’re Darlene, right?” he asked.

“Yes,” I smiled and brushed a strand of hair behind my ear, “And you are?”

He smiled, “Jeff. I’ve seen you around campus. Well,” he motioned across the room, “All of us have.”

I made a curious face as I followed the direction he was pointing to see four other members of the football team. Jeff was the only one I knew, but he was wearing similar clothing to the rest of them which told me that the captain of the football team was telling me the entire team had noticed me around campus. It didn’t seem possible, so I shook my head, “You must be teasing me.”

He shook his head, “No, I swear it’s the truth. I mean, we don’t mean to stare at you, but we usually practice near a sidewalk that you walk down a few times each week. Teddy, the thick guy over there with the mohawk, was the first one to notice you and since then we all wait for you to walk passed so we can,” he stopped and laughed, “Well, it sounds worse than it is now that I’m saying it right to your face. You’re hot, we all think so. How about I get you another drink? The guys would like to meet you as much as I would.”

It sounded like it was far too good to be true still but I wanted to do what he asked more than I would like to admit. I acted surprised by what he said, but the truth is that I had noticed some of the guys on the team noticing me in the past few months. I had never spoken to them because I didn’t know if they liked what they saw or not. Most of the time I assumed they were poking fun at me for one reason or another. But then to hear it from them in person in the setting of my first college party was something else altogether and I knew exactly why they had spent such time staring at me. I looked passed him to see where Becky was, intending to tell her that she could go on making out with guys, that I would be hanging out with this hunk and his fellow hunks but she was nowhere to be found.

“She went that way,” Jeff said pointing towards the punch bowl, “I completely understand if you would rather get her to come over with you, but I won’t let those idiots over there disrespect you in any way, I promise.”

He didn’t even understand how sweet he was being. It was written all over his face that he was just being honest and not expecting anything from me at all. Of course, I was still cautious having so recently come off having Aiden pull the wool over my eyes, so I kept a decent distance from him as we walked over to the rest of the team.

The introductions went well as Jeff told his four fellow football team members that they needed to behave themselves around me. It was pretty sweet and could have still been a line, but at that point, even if it was a line, he would have been doing just fine with it. I stood there, sipping my drink, and laughing at each of their tales about how Jeff had been the one really gawking at me all those times. Teddy said he had seen me first, but it was definitely Jeff who had obsessed over me and that I needed protection from Jeff if I needed it from anyone.

About that time, Aiden came into my line of sight. He was only a dozen or so feet away with a slutty girl draped all over him. Though there was certainly an air of familiarity to him, I felt mostly like I didn’t know him at all. In most ways, I guess I didn’t. He had played this game with me for however long, and I didn’t even know why. I might not have liked him enough to go out with him if he had shown me the kind of guy he really was, but it didn’t make sense to put me rough months of lying just to dump me. Maybe that is the only way he could get his confidence up high enough to ask out the girls he really was interested in. I didn’t know and didn’t care all that much. The one thing I did know was that seeing him there at that moment helped me decided exactly what I wanted to do next.

Before he even had a chance to turn around and see me, I walked up to Jeff and draped my arms around his neck and said, “Kiss me.” He was clearly surprised and was probably about to say something, but he never got the chance. Instead, I clamped my lips onto his and used the fact that he was opening his mouth to speak as a means of inserting my tongue into his mouth. He only was taken out of the moment for a few seconds before he grabbed me and assumed control of the kiss.

Suddenly what I had just thought was strange by Becky seemed to be a great idea. But then again, I was kissing one of the hottest guys on campus. Still, being good looking didn’t guarantee that someone was a good kisser or that he would be good at something else. When the kiss broke, I didn’t even try to hide what I was thinking. “It looks like we have a winner,” I said in a hushed and sexy tone of voice.

“Well, shit,” Teddy said from close by, “How can you say that without testing out the rest of us?”

The smile on his face suggested that he might have been joking, but I shrugged and walked over to him before asking, “Ready?” He fell for the little trick I had just learned, and I used his opening mouth to initiate a passionate kiss. It took him a little more time to get into it than it had Jeff but once he got going, I must admit I was surprised at how good of a kisser the big guy was. As he continued kissing me, I began to feel more than just a mild excitement for this situation; I was getting turned on and fast! When the kiss finally ended, I glanced at the other three guys around and said, “How about you three?”

This time it was me who was a little taken off guard as one of them stepped forward, swept me up into his arms and kissed me like mad. It was fast but good, and I was more than ready when the next guy did the same thing. One after another they kissed me on the lips, with tongue and it was awesome. Each of them could have been one of the best kisses of my life and yet I had just had five such kisses. My head was spinning with emotions after kissing the last guy, and I felt moistness between my thighs.

“Darlene?” a male voice said from far behind me.

I turned around to see Aiden standing there having removed his arm from the female attachment he had been keeping minutes before. Quickly I remembered exactly why I had decided to kiss Jeff in the first place and realized that I had completely forgotten about Aiden standing there. With all the bragging that he had done about treating me like dirt, everyone knew about what had happened between us. About that time, Jeff and the other four guys came to stand around me. I felt their support and saw Aiden’s attitude change as quickly as mine did. It was going to be a lot of fun to play out the rest of my night of revenge, but with the round of making out and the way Aiden looked defeated, the revenge seemed to already be complete.

“Aiden,” I said with a confident smile, “Fancy seeing you here.”

“What are you doing?” he asked and stepped forward. Jeff and Teddy stepped towards him however, and he quickly stepped back again. “At this party, I mean.”

I put one hand on Teddy’s big shoulder and another on Jeff’s and smiled, “Moving on, Aiden, I’m moving on.” He tried to say something else, but I looked up at my two leading men and said, “Come on, boys. Let’s find somewhere a little more private to continue this party.”

Part of me didn’t even believe what I was feeling or what I had said, much less what I meant. I don’t even know if they understood my meaning until I started walking up the stairs and turned around to see all five of them waiting at the bottom as if wondering which one I was going to choose. With a grin and a wink I motioned for them to follow me, “I can handle all of you if all of you can handle me.”

The sense of control I felt was powerful but fragile at the same time. I need for them to want me and to be willing to keep what we started going. The feeling of anxiety inside of me doubled as they seemed to think about what they were going to do for thirty minutes; though I know, it was only a few seconds.

One of the guys said, “Is she fucking kidding?”

Before another of his buddies could answer I took a step back down the stairs and leaned closer to them as I tried to close the deal, “I am never kidding about fucking.” It was a masterstroke, and I knew I had them on the same page as me from the moment it came out of my mouth. I thought they were going to literally tackle me as we all hurried up the stairs. We found a room that was empty and large with a similar dark paint job, a large bed, and glowing lights all around.

Things began to happen extremely fast at that point. Each of the guys took their clothes off, and I began to take mine off. They didn’t like how slow I was going however, so they came over to assist me. I don’t even know who grabbed what but I was completely naked within seconds and being taken back to the bed. One of them circled around between my thighs and began licking my pussy.

I moaned in pleasant surprise as I had expected anything but oral sex. As I grew more turned on and the sensations flowed through me faster, I motioned for Jeff to come over towards my head. When he did, I took his big cock into my mouth and began sucking him off as well as I could. My somewhat limited experience didn’t matter in the least thanks to the passion flowing through the room, and he began to feel thicker and harder than he already had been within seconds.

The guy between my legs stepped to one side, and another took his chance licking my pussy. The other had focused more on fingering my pussy while he licked and twirled his tongue around my pussy lips. This guy was fully shoving his mouth down around my pussy and licking inside the edge of my slit. It was incredible to feel the differences between each technique and only served to increase my pleasure that much more.

Two more took turn between my thighs, and I kept Jeff’s cock in my mouth, sucking him off like crazy. I lay there basking in the wonderful feelings flowing through the room and wondered why I hadn’t let myself go in the same way before. Thoughts of walking away from my class and seeing the football players gawking at me out of the corner of my eye came back to my mind, and I could remember assuming they were laughing at me for one reason or another. If I could have gone to a party sooner and let myself go like that sooner, I probably wouldn’t have had to worry about Aiden at all.

The prick I had been trying to make jealous was the farthest thing from my mind shortly after that however as they moved me onto my hands and knees. My ass was at the end of the bed, and Jeff was the first to step up behind me. I looked back at him and nodded as he shoved into my very wet pussy from behind. He was slow at first, and it felt so good as every inch of him slid inside of me.

While he was starting to increase his pace, the other guys touched and massaged my body everywhere they could reach, and it all pushed me quickly towards an orgasm. Jeff kept going for several minutes before he had to stop and moved to one side for another to take me from behind. This one went in faster and harder, not even thinking to go slow at all as he did wonderful things to my body along with the other four around me.

I was in heaven as they switched once again and Teddy was standing behind me with his big cock in his hand. He asked if I wanted it and I nodded that I did before he slowly pushed inside. I didn’t notice much difference size wise between them but just as they had between my thighs, giving me oral sex, each had their own way to move inside of me, and it was driving me mad with pleasure to levels I hadn’t even read about.

I had only had a couple of orgasms with the few partners I had enjoyed sex with, but these five studs pushed the first orgasm from me before they were even finished with the first rotation of their gangbang. Jeff started the next time around, and I was twice as wet as the first time, so he went in twice as hard and fast as he had the first time around. Both of us were grunting, but I was louder than he was as someone slapped my ass lightly and another guy touched my nipple in just the perfect way.

Another orgasm was building which I found it difficult to believe, by the time Jeff came around a third time. He turned me over, and I lay flat on the bed as he pulled me to the edge and entered me again. There was something like admiration in his eyes as he grunted, clearly getting close to a climax. He wasn’t able to go very long, and they switched, one after the other pushing themselves to the brink of climax. The energy they were putting out and the desire they clearly felt for me, along with the amazing way each of them felt inside, was going to push my second orgasm to the breaking point soon.

They rotated once again, and I reached for Jeff, “I’m going to cum!” He didn’t ask why I reached for him and I didn’t explain that I wanted it to be him inside of me when I came the final time, but he seemed to understand. He went slow at first, but I shoved myself against him by shifting my hips just the perfect way and increased the pace. We moved together as the other guys came in closer, touching me everywhere possible. I panted and breathed harder than I thought I could and suddenly screamed through a back-arching orgasm.

When my eyes opened, I saw each of them standing around in a semicircle, and I pushed my breasts together while closing my eyes again. Shortly I felt their warm cum splashing over me as they yelled and grunted in their macho way. Before long my arms fell to my sides, and I lay flat on the bed staring at the ceiling while each of them lay down somewhere near me.

That dark ceiling was somehow perfect in that room that night. I don’t even know how long we laid there as a group, but when we started to get up, the guys treated me like a queen. I couldn’t believe how wrong my passing thoughts about them had been. Four of them left, and Jeff was the last standing in the doorway. “You want me to walk you down? I know that asshole Aiden has been a real punk towards you. Just so you know, he knew better than to bad talk you around any of us. It almost got his ass kicked a week ago.”

“My hero,” I smiled as I pulled my clothing back on, “I think I will walk down with you. Jeff, you’re a nice guy. Maybe we should get together for a coffee or a study date sometime.”

He glanced down at me, “I’d like that.”

Walking arm in arm with the captain of the football team, having just had the most amazing sex of my life and with the ex-boyfriend who had hurt me the farthest thing from my mind, I looked up and said, “Then it’s a date.”


44. I Have Nice Eyes: Campus Gangbang Sex by Jessica Silver

I’m a girl that dreams. Of sweet men who will send my senses reeling. My first day at college brings me into contact with three boys almost at once. But they don’t want me. And the loss of at least one of them saddens my soul. Dealing with a rough roommate does not help matters. But on Halloween night I get a chance to fit in. Only to find out that I’m present as the punch line to a cruel joke. But maybe I’ll still have the last laugh.

“You have nice eyes.”

It was the first kind word… hold up. Words that anyone had uttered since it was time to try to make my own way in the world. Since I left the little room where I’d always give into the tunes pouring through my earbuds and a collection of romance novels. Like from the second I finished my homework well into the night. When no one could see (who was really looking at me anyway?) I reached under the sheets and imagined a handsome hero falling on top of me as I kissed the air and gave into good dreams.

They came in so many varied forms. The cowboy that ruled a ranch I somehow inherited on account of the secret will of a long lost family member. Our fights were passionate until we gave into a different kind of ardor. Jeans falling, hay caught in my hair… and a cock that made me wail and agree to his terms. Along with some of my own; under no circumstances did I want him to return to his horse and ride into the sunset.

Sometimes I pictured a pirate, a swashbuckler raiding ports of call, taking what he wanted, asking questions later. There I was, the willing captive mesmerized by his charms. Hard hands tore at my bodice as his lips consumed my breasts, my body bent over the bow of the ship and wet in ways that had nothing to do with the ocean.

And when I finally fell asleep there was something… someone else I couldn’t quite put my finger on…

In my most daring fantasies, it was all of them at once. No chance of a cowboy and a pirate and or anyone else simultaneously showing up on a porch in suburban Pennsylvania.

Now that was all going away. Maybe I might make new friends… meet the men of every dream…

The woman I was becoming hoped for as much. But the little girl who slept for so many years with teddy bears keeping watch couldn’t help but feel scared.

Strange faces filled the campus, eyes that already seemed to know their way around like of the back of so many hands. I couldn’t even find my way to the right room as I balanced one bag against my hip and carted a rolling rubber case. My mother had to get back to the Poconos to show a house; my father never made the trip at the all. To call me frustrated was an understatement as soft words wafted into my ear.

And a gentle hand met my shoulder.

“I… thank you?”

“Why make it sound like a question?” he asked.

“You just did,” I countered.

“Good point.”

The boy was tall and slim with messy blonde hair and foggy blue eyes. Had he just rolled out of bed? No matter. The look suited him, and he smelled of freshly cut grass. Was that where he slept? Had he lay in the green blades alone? I wondered what it would be like to fall with him to the earth and feel his lips kissing away the glow of the morning’s dew.

Suddenly he relieved me of my bag and hurried down the hallway.

“Hey!” I cried out. “What do you think you’re doing?”

“Called a helping hand,” he said.

“What makes you so smart?” I challenged.

“Been settled in for almost a week. Soccer team.”

“Seriously?”

He really didn’t look like an athlete. But the label explained the smell of the soil and the way he ran. I panted in an effort to catch up, but he let me gain ground, walking with his back to the walls and still never missing a beat.

And I wanted to apologize… to say something when he waved one hand across my eyes.

“Do you want me to show you the way?” he asked. “Or do you want to keep walking in circles?”

Not liking the sound of that question, I shook my head. Soon enough we found 4R in the maze of too many doors, and he smiled when my key fit the hole. A quick glance downward revealed a bulge in his jeans. Did he know that I had other holes to fill. On second glance he seemed more than up to the task as I opened the door to the dorm room. Bunk beds, a large closet.

…all the dreams that would come later.

“Here you go,” he said. “Need some help getting settled?”

The boy did not wait for my answer as he looked around the almost empty space and flopped down on the lower bunk. No way that one was going to be mine. Yet I couldn’t help but wonder how it would feel to slide with him between the sheets.

“Thank you,” I started. “But I’m good.”

“You sure about that?”

Like a shot he was up and  on his feet, standing so close that I could smell the gum tucked inside his cheek. Strawberry? I liked that, wanted to taste his tongue and drown in the flavor. One hand touched me again, and I felt my body stretching to the tips of my toes when there were other voices wafting through the open door.

“Atta boy!”

“Bag the fresh meat!”

Their laughter almost drowned out the noise of my heart pounding in my ears. Such a mismatched pair; one short and so slim that he looked as if a breeze might blow him over. The other as sturdy as a massive oak that had taken root in an unknown forest. No way he was falling down in the path of any storm. As they circled me and licked their lips, I trembled and contemplated my next move. They weren’t already covered in sweat and smelling of French fry grease. Still, I wanted to shimmy out of my shirt and feel their mouths over every inch of my skin. What a way to commence the college experience, and I was ready to give it a go when my first friend swatted them away.

“Dudes, she’s not like that. Couldn’t even find her room without any help.”

“Who cares?” the little guy asked.

“She’s here now; so what’s the problem?”

Slowly I started to nod my head. No problem on my end. These boys didn’t know that I spent high school as the shy girl bordering on a loser. For them, I could be the sex goddess who fucked first and asked questions later. Ready to try the role and the pieces poking through their pants on for size, my hopes came to a halt as the soccer player seized my wrist.

“Problem is she looks like the type that’ll get us in trouble. Think the coach would go for that?”

“No!” I insisted. “That’s not me!”

But the boy’s words washed over them like a wave of ice water, and their lust cooled on the spot.

“Guess we don’t need any more of that,” the little guy said.

“And she’s not exactly a ten.”

“Or even a nine.”

They left laughing. Once again it was only me and the boy with strawberry breath. I saw his eyes soften as he tried to touch my face.

“Hey, I was just---”

“Don’t even bother.”

Unable to trust his puppy dog stare, I pushed him away with all the strength I had at my disposal.

“I was only trying to---”

“Did I ask you?” I demanded. “You don’t know me. And I never even wanted your help in the first place.”

“Guess not,” he said. “Enjoy your room.”

He slammed the door shut and I locked up as I sank to the floor, pressing my ear to the frame. I could still hear… could almost feel his breath seeping through the cracks and wondered why he was hanging close. Maybe he wanted me all to himself. Was that even in the realm of---?

The sound of his footsteps stomping away told a very different story.  Looking out the window, I saw my supposed savior trailing after his friends. He cast one eye towards my window, and I watched him until he was gone. Good riddance. Was there a way to spend the next four years without ever seeing him again?

Or a way to get a do-over and be the kind of girl that he wanted to break down a door to mount in a bunk bed?

“Roomie?”

“I… I guess,” I said as a skinny girl with bright red hair walked into the room. What would the boys have made of her? Would they have risked the trouble and stayed? Would they have let me do more than just watch?

“I’m Jenny,” she said as she hurried past me and started to unpack

“Sarah,” I answered.

“Who was that in the hallway?” she asked. “Boyfriend?”

“No,” I admitted. “I’m not his type.

“Yeah,” she said with a long glance. “I get that.”

So much for making new friends.

Jenny took over the room and positioned her trinkets and two tablets just so on the best desk. Failing to ask if it was okay, she took over the closet and claimed the top bunk. Nothing to do now but curl up on my lonely mattress with a wish to fall asleep when a blonde girl tapped on the door and called out her name.

“Want to grab dinner, Jenny?”

“You bet!”

Jenny didn’t even her shoulder to see or ask if I wanted to tag along. But the blonde stepped deeper into the room and narrowed her eyes.

“Hey there!” she started. “I’m Kimberly. Do you want to come with?”

The invitation was tempting, but Jenny said that I had to finish unpacking as she hurried the other girl away.

What the hell was wrong with me? Did I smell? Did I suddenly have the plague without knowing? No one wanted to be around me for more than a few seconds. This was worse than high school. At least there I had the drama geeks and a next door neighbor who shared her weed from time to time. Wishing I’d brought just one joint along for the ride, I buried my head under the thin blanket and let my mind wander…

…in my mind’s eye the boys were back and my shirt was off. So sweet the sensation of them fondling my breasts with their hands… their tongues. Every kiss was a plea for more, and I pictured the dorm turning into a palace boudoir with me as the queen holding court. Three brave knights were back from battle but would only feel victorious if they tasted me, and I imagined their lips as I pushed into my pussy and smiled at the slick warmth that knew no bounds, that knew nothing but their desire. One after another they came. In the best ways, and I moaned at the precipice of my own climax when a hand on my arm shook me out of the dream.

“Sarah? What the hell are you doing?”

Sitting up quickly, I felt my face blush and twisted my head from side to side.

“Nothing,” I choked out. “I… you’re back?”

“It’s my room, too,” Jenny said. “Would this have anything to do with the soccer players?”

“I… no,” I whispered.

“I think yes.”

Untying her ponytail with a smirk, she sat beside me.

“I heard them talking about you,” she said.

“Really?” I asked. What did they---?”

“Were you really ready to give it up on Day One?”

“No,” I muttered.

Christ; that so sounded like a lie.

“Hope not,” Jenny said. “Otherwise you’d have to transfer like tomorrow. Not that I’d mind having the room all to myself.”

“I’m not going anywhere,” I said.

“Whatever. But please keep the self-pleasure to a minimum. I’m here on scholarship and need silence to study.”

Did she think I was just enrolled on a whim? Wishing that my roommate was anyone else, I was glad to see her go again. Only then was I able to unpack.

First day done… in the books…

Who knew it would suck so hard?

A month went by with nothing to call special. I went to class. Took my meals alone in the cafeteria. Still able to press my fingers into my pussy more often than not since Jenny was always out and about. A few times I saw the boy. Came to find out that his name was David but never met his eyes for more than a few fleeting seconds. I wanted to walk up to him. Kind of hoped that he’d approach me. Explain himself and call my eyes nice again. Anything…

But he didn’t utter one single word.

“Hey, Sarah?”

Surprised that Jenny would seek me out away from our room, she sat beside me on a rickety bench.

“What’s up?” I asked. “Do you want the other half of the closet?”

“The other… no,” she laughed as she patted my arm and almost felt like a friend. “Just been thinking. I haven’t been very nice to you.”

“That’s putting it mildly.”

Was that bitchy? I didn’t even care anymore.

“I want to make it up to you,” she continued. “How’d you like to come to Forest House tonight? Halloween and all.”

“Forest House?” I said. Sorority girls? I didn’t need to go that far to make friends.

“I don’t think---”

“Come on,” she pleaded. “It’s a lot of fun. If you tried, you could fit right in.”

“If I…”

Echoes of my mother as she brushed my hair, the bristles scratching my face as she tried to get the knots out, and I shrugged my shoulders as Jenny pushed her fingers under my chin.

“I’m serious,” she continued. “I’d love to have you there.”

“Why?” I asked.

“To make a lot of things up to you,” she promised. “It’ll be so much fun. Plus there’ll be beer. Other party favors.”

“Other…?”

“Soccer team’s coming around.”

That caught my attention and held it in its grasp.

“He really isn’t my boyfriend,” I said.

“Could be if you put your best foot forward,” she suggested.

Was that possible? My fingers were growing weary. A real live boy would prove so much better.

“Fine,” I agreed.

“Excellent!” Jenny squealed. “I have a late class. But I’ll see you there. By nine?”

“Okay then; we’ll see what happens.”

I walked back to my dorm in a daze. Should I trust this? Jenny suddenly wanting to be my friend? What if I’d misjudged her? Leopards could change their spots. I pulled a long black dress and fluffed my hair after blowing it out. Line my lips red and my eyes black. Call it a witch’s costume.

And set off to see where the night might lead.

Forest House was decked out in candles and decorations all orange and black. Jenny was dressed like a cat, and she grabbed my hand to pull me up the steps.

“Hi, Sarah!” she screeched. “Come on! Everyone’s waiting.”

“Everyone?”

A gaggle of girls dressed like sexy French maids and sexier vampires hovered around a bowl of punch. Had to be spiked with something. The air of confidence that followed Jenny everywhere she went seemed to fade as Kimberly sauntered forward in a long red cape.

“So, Jenny,” she started. “Looks like you don’t lie.”

“Sarah’s here,” Jenny said as she lowered her eyes.

“And looking lovely!” Kimberly replied as she played with the collar of my dress. My mouth was parched, and I gestured for a glass of punch.

“No,” Kimberly said. “Better stuff in the back room.”

She walked me down a hallway with moans moving through every closed door. At the end of the line, she turned a handle.

And I was face-to-face with the boys from my first day.

“What the hell is---?”

“It’s a slut shindig!” Kimberly smirked. “You know you want them! Have fun!”

With one push I was trapped. Kimberly sealed the deal and locked me in. Was I terrified? Embarrassed? There was no word for it as I pounded on the door and begged for release.

“Happy to help you with that.”

Something cool ran across my leg, hitching up my skirt. Fingers? They caressed my thigh, and I started to swirl into the touch. Which one was it? I wanted it to be David. A hand slid under the silk of my panties when I finally made out the sound of his voice…

…too far away.

“Hey! Back off!”

David pulled me close to his side. He wore the costume of a soldier just home from war. How had I missed that fantasy? His breath was tinged with strawberry and a splash of vodka. Part of me hoped that he would kiss me…

“You shouldn’t be here.”

So much for that dream coming true.

“Why?” I asked. “Aren’t you guys here for a good time?”

“We’re here to fuck the girls that the others set up,” he said.

“No trouble from your coach if the whole sorority backs you up,” I spat.

“I didn’t… but you’re not like---”

“Stick around and see.”

What did I have to lose? My virtue? That was a lie. And if Jenny was going to get a laugh at my expense I might as well have some fun to show for my troubles.

“Sarah?”

“So you know my name.”

“I---”

“Save it.”

Swatting David away, I pressed my hands to my hips, staring hard at his friends.

“Come on then,” I managed in a quiet voice, trying to sound sultry.

“Come on what?” the shorter of the two asked.

Pulling my hair over my neck and binding it in a messy bun, I fought to keep my fingers steady as I stepped out of the black dress.

“Whoa! What’s she doing?”

“What’s expected,” I countered as I slid out of the garment and let it fall to my feet. Standing as tall as I could, I took a deep breath and extended one arm.

“What I want.”

David’s breaths loomed hard and fast behind me. But his short friend wearing a wide-brimmed hat and spurs moved with far greater speed.

If nothing else the outfit made sense.

“Let’s have some fun!”

His hands were at my sides, and I tensed for a second before curling into his touch. His kiss was sloppy and all too eager against my mouth. But a small smile crossed my lips at the feel of the bulge from his jeans grinding against my thigh.

“You got a name, Cowboy?” I asked.

“Cowboy will do just fine,” he said as his lips consumed my neck. His wet kisses could not pick one point on my skin. But his hands were in complete control as he spun me around to a small, battered sofa. As I fell to the cushions, Cowboy pulled off my panties, and I watched with wide eyes as he unzipped his fly.

“Guess good thing really do come in small packages,” I smirked.

“You like that, baby?”

The look of his cock? Yes. Firm as a flag unfailing on a windy day. His flesh crashed against my thighs, and I spread my legs as he burrowed his way inside me. Would the force of his length send me through the floor?

“I can’t hear you,” he said as he nipped at my cheeks.

“Are we here to talk?” I asked as I curled my ankles around his limbs.

“Guess not,” he chuckled as his teeth made their way down my neck. What would a girl in one of my stories do? Run her feet up his legs and settle in the contours of his ass. Somehow I made that move and enjoyed the feel of his soft flesh melting between my toes. My fingers reached for his shoulders, and I pulled him closer and wondered what it would feel like to kiss his lips…

…but he turned his head away, and I was left with nothing but his skin under… inside mine. The rhythm of his cock mirrored the moans passing through my mouth, and I wanted him to be a hero riding the range and taking no prisoners. Let him conquer me and make me see Montana’s Big Sky in spite of the spackled ceiling hanging overhead.

“Much more than a nine,” Cowboy said, his lips hitting my hair in between each thrust. His teeth caught my earlobes, and I arched up for more when he almost bottomed out. Let him make a move; let his desire streak down my thighs.

But suddenly he pulled away and out.

“Why’d you stop?” I whimpered.

“Just warming you up. Call it the trick before the treat.”

I didn’t have a chance to tell him how silly it sounded as my pussy craved more, so much…

“Take a turn, man.”

At that moment man was code for pirate. Another costume making complete sense.

“What’s your deal?” I asked. “You gonna show me the splendors of the highs seas?”

“Something like that.”

The bigger boy removed his eyepatch so I could see every corner of his glare. Brown eyes that looked as if they would swallow me whole. But I didn’t try to flee from the couch as he undid the sash surrounding his waist. The sleek black slacks that only look as if they were made of leather fell to his boots, and my legs opened, longing to feel a man back inside me---

…but Pirate flipped me to my belly and rubbed my ass. Two fingers invaded the folds of my flesh, and I started to squirm at the sensation of his touch when the tip of his cock met my hole.

Didn’t I have so many to fill?

“Push back,” he said in a hard voice. “Enjoy it.”

Worlds away from Cowboy; Pirate didn’t take his time and took me fast as he thrummed inside me and dug his nails into my back. Fires flamed with his every move, and I bit down on the pillow as he crashed into me like waves on the bow of a ship. The pain was pleasure; my body quivered as I wondered how I would ever walk again.

I didn’t need legs as he grinded me into another world and just lifted my head in search of one gasp for air to see David shuffling his feet.

“What’s… what’s the matter?” I choked out. “Aren’t you going to get in on this?”

He hung his head and looked like he wanted to disappear into thin air when Pirate seized my hair and groaned into my ear.

“You don’t need him,” he said.

I felt my eyes roll back in my head as he pushed inside me and lifted me to my knees. With one whistle he brought Cowboy back into play.

“Hello again,” I murmured.

He slid underneath me, his cock sharp and sleek. Pirate’s palms played with my breasts, his fingers tracing shapes into my nipples. I leaned back into his touch as Cowboy’s hands hit my hips, my thighs growing wider as he took me from my other side

“Jesus Christ,” I groaned.

“We’re having some fun now,” Cowboy hummed as he licked my cheek. His pace… slower. Should I try to calm the beating of my heart to savor his thrust? But the boy in my ass moved like he was trying to win a race. He crossed the finish line, staying on top of me as Cowboy arched up, his lust taking its time. The warmth engulfing my cunt had nothing on Pirate’s piece staying so hard in my softest flesh, but when the other boy finally came, I had no choice but to cry out.

“What you saying?” Pirate asked in a sleepy voice as he raked his short nails over my shoulders. “You want more?”

My eyelids fluttered, and the room began to blur. Cowboy fell to the cushions beneath me, and I turned my eyes to see David huddled in the corner.

“Come on, soldier,” I said. “I already have them in so deep.”

David walked towards me on unsure feet, his boys already snoring underneath and on top of me.

“What have you got under that coat?” I asked as I reached for his cock.

“I’d… I’d like to show you.”

“Good.”

Unzipping him, I found his shaft wanting and ready. The light was dim, but it still glistened. This had to be his fantasy.

But why should I be the only one having a good time?

“I’m so ready,” I said as I suckled the tip and let his cock melt in my mouth. Not even a hint of strawberry. But still so sweet. I moved up and down his piece for what felt like hours, his fingers combing through my hair as his body buckled. The final hole, the place I could never pleasure on my own drank him down, his friends still buzzing from every side.

And I was in complete control when I let him go and licked all of his lust from my lips.

“So you’re really a wild woman?” he asked.

“Just coming into my own.”

“Then be all mine.”

“They might have---”

“Think they’re going to brag about waking up alone?” David asked. “Even if they try I’ll know their teeth out.”

“Should a soldier say such things?” I asked.

“I’m saying it.”

As he disentangled me from his friends and their grunts, his hands fondling my legs, I almost fell into his chest when the door flew open.

“Sarah?”

“Jenny,” I answered in a clipped tone. “Are they going to let you join the club now.”

“I… that was the plan,” she said.

“Then I hope you get everything you want.”

She said nothing as I dressed and peered down at her crumbling form.

“As for me,” I continued. “Our room’s bound to be loud for the rest of the term. Hope you can still focus.”

“Sarah---”

“Quiet. You underestimated me. And you should have got in on the fun yourself when you still had a chance.”

She huffed as David took me into his arms and led out of Forest House. Past more shocked eyes. As soon as we hit the grass, we broke into a run, our laughter rivaling the wind as we fell to a lonely patch of grass. I was on top of him, my giggles gracing his sandy hair.

“You know you… you could have just said that you didn’t want to share.”

“Maybe,” he agreed with a quick kiss. “Maybe I wanted to watch.”

“Pervert,” I said as I pinched his cheek.

“Takes one to know one,” he said. “You would have done us all on that first day.”

“So why did you stop me?” I challenged.

“Because I do want you all to myself.”

Stripping off his uniform as he pulled off my black dress yet again we lingered in the cold grass and pressed out bodies together. His kisses were soft… sweet. I let my hand drift to his ass and pressed my hand between his folds. David winced but came back to my mouth for more as he took my cunt. Not too fast or slow; his rhythm was perfect, his body brilliant in the moonlight as took mine like a prince. Now my finger was on it, and the clouds passed through the sky… my gaze noticing nothing else…

…until our eyes met.

“You have me,” I said. “But what… what happens when I show up to watch you at practice?”

He propped his body up on his elbow and kissed my nose.

“Just let them try to mess with my girl,” he said. “Do you want to be that for me?”

I wanted him in every way under the stars and beyond. No doubt Jenny was already struggling to still get in good with the sisters. Cowboy and Pirate were still fast asleep. Or up and looking for a girl that would never match all that I was.

But I had a beautiful boy in my arms and so many hopes about to come true as he nearly met my lips.

“What?” I asked. “Something else you want to say?”

David stroked my hair and rested his chin on my chest, his stare still piercing mine.

“Just that… you really do have nice eyes.”


45. Making a Splash: Double Penetration Gangbang With Coworkers by Nora Walker

Lucy is underwhelmed by her entry-level position at the marketing firm.  But through one wild night at the company party, her entries are more than leveled by the attention she gets from her coworkers.

I was still standing on the low rung of the corporate ladder, a marketing assistant whose primary function was to fetch boxes and count marketing merchandise for whatever trade show was coming up.  It was not fancy or glamorous, but I liked to tell myself I was working my way up.  Only time would tell, right?  I was fresh out of college so the options were not plentiful and it seemed like a good way to get in the door and prove myself.

The event directors and managers treated me alright, which I know is not always the case.  That actually made a huge difference in making it through a workday.  A small ‘thank you’ could really boost your mood when you were hot and sweaty from lugging boxes around the warehouse all day.  A free round at happy hour went even further, but that did not happen very often.

As a marketing assistant, you really do not make much money (they keep telling me “it’s priceless experience” which is code for cheap) so I live with three of my college friends in a two bedroom apartment.  Kind of puts a damper on the dating scene but none of us can afford to live on our own.  Yet.

Most of us were not really interested in dating anyway.  We were young and having fun, too caught up to really even consider settling down.  One of my roommates actually worked as another marketing assistant at the same company with me, so we would sit around with a couple bottles of wine and giggle about the cute managers or the sexy guy from accounting (really, there was one).

In a lot of ways, it felt like an extension of college except without homework.  Sure, it was harder to skip work that it was to skip a class, but not having homework meant that the evenings and weekends were ours.  None of us had really demanding jobs so if we were a little tired, or hung over, it was not a huge impact.

Both Megan and I had been at the trade show firm for about six months, and I could tell her directors and managers were not as nice to her as mine were to me.  It was a shame; I could see that she was probably going to burn out before I was.  If I could have gotten her switched to my team, it would have been awesome, but there was only one assistant per team.

One Friday night the four of us were about two bottles into our evening when the subject of dates came up.  It seemed that none of us had had a good date in several months and we were all moping collectively.

“I’ve never been this long without!” Suzanne cried, flinging herself dramatically backwards on the carpet.

I just laughed, “Oh c’mon, really?”

“Not since I started dating!”

“Seriously?  You’ve never gone a couple of months…” Megan found this claim very hard to believe.

“No!  I haven’t!  It’s horrible!”

“Girl, get over yourself and welcome to the rest of the normal world.  This isn’t even a slump for me!” Allie just laughed at Suzanne’s woe.

“It’s not?” Megan was a little surprised at Allie’s admission.

“Nope, I think my record since I started having sex has been six months.  I only count slumps once they hit two months.”

“Wait… your last date was three months ago.  What the hell?” I was quickly doing the math in my head.

“Well, you remember that night a few weeks back, a happy hour after work?  When I came home at like three in the morning?”

“No, I don’t remember you coming home that late, I was asleep!”

“Well, I hooked up with someone from work, so it has only been a little while for me.”

“Slut!” Megan poked her with her finger.

“Don’t be jealous!” Allie retorted as she stuck her tongue out at Megan.

I, on the other hand, had been waiting for at least two months.  To be fair, I had not really been fishing around the pond for dates, but you would think when we went out, I would meet someone just on statistics alone.  But apparently, I am not as lucky as Allie over there.

“Well… tell us about him!” Suzanne was going to live vicariously until her losing streak was over.

“Not really much to tell.  It was over so fast,” Allie laughed.

“Aw man, that sucks... But if that’s true, does it really count?” Megan poked her again.

“Quit poking me!”

“That’s what she said to the guy at the bar!” Megan fell over laughing at her own joke.

“And yes, if there was contact, it counts.  Even bad sex is still technically sex.”

Suzanne wrinkled her nose, “You know, I’d almost rather do without than have bad sex.  The frustration is so much worse when it’s bad.”

“Very true,” I agreed wholeheartedly.

“So do you have to run into him at work or what?” Suzanne still wanted more details.

“No, not really.  I’m down in HR, and he’s up in Accounting.  So we can completely avoid each other if we want.”

“Do you want to see him again?” I was vaguely curious as I downed my fourth, or possibly my fifth, glass of wine.

“Hell no.  I’d rather be without!  Like Suzie said!”

We all busted up laughing.

“Hey, what the hell are we going to do if we all have successful dates on the same night?” Megan brought up a very good point, “I mean, it’s not like we’re still in college and we can just hang a sock on the apartment door or something.  Even then, there’s four of us now.  In the dorms, it was only two.”

The three of us just shrugged.

“I guess we’ll cross that bridge when we come to it.  If it ever happens.  Besides, what are the chances of that at the rate we’re all going?”

And with that depressing thought, we polished off the last bottle of wine and trudged off to our rooms, me and Megan to ours, Allie and Suzanne to theirs.

****

It was a scorching hot July Saturday a few weeks later when we all showed up at the boss’s house for his summer party.  It was nice enough of him to host all of his team, but I felt a little awkward going to a pool party with my co-workers.  I was enormously grateful to my roommate for working at the same place and going with me.  We drove separate because Megan had some errands to run afterward, but we timed it so that we walked into the party together.

Megan and I ended up buying some very modest one-piece black bathing suits for the event, and simple sundresses to wear on top.  Normally she and I were the string-bikini types, but that just seemed out of place at a work party.  We did not even know if we would be the only ones in swim attire, hence the sundresses.

By the time we arrived, the party was already in full swing with the bar flowing and people filling the swimming pool.  At least it would help cool us off from the upper side of 100 degrees.

Since it was already one o’clock and we had not eaten yet, we thought it might be smart to get a little food before hitting the bar.  After all, we were just fresh out of college, so we knew exactly how to maximize and minimize the effects of alcohol.  Not everyone at the party felt that way, because I could clearly tell that two of the salesmen were already well into their beer consumption.

As Megan and I nibbled on our plates of shrimp and cheese cubes and some kind of spinach dip, we surveyed the crowd and whispered to each other in hushed tones.

”Hey look, he really does have some nice pecs,” I murmured to her.

“And look at his abs,” she tried not to point.

We were horrible really; I can’t imagine how upset we would be to learn that the guys were objectifying us in the same way.

With food on our tummies, we walked over to see what was being ‘featured’ at the bar.  Neither of us were big beer drinkers, but the frozen margaritas looked amazing as we baked in the 102-degree sun.  Two heaping cups of the pink slush later, we were sitting on the edge of the pool with our feet dangling in while a group of guys were attempting some kind of water volleyball game.  They were pretty bad at it, and we were laughing pretty hard at their horribleness.

Suddenly out of nowhere, we found ourselves drenched in cool water.  We leapt up in surprise, but unfortunately, that was not the best move.  Our cups were flying backward, and we went sliding forwards into the water.

Neither of us intended to dunk ourselves at the party, and we came up sputtering and splashing, our carefully blow-dried hair pouring water down our backs.  Megan was furious because she had somewhere to be later and now looked very much like a drowned rat.  I was just planning to head home after the party, so I was less upset, just horrified at my own clumsiness.

“Dammit!” Megan snarled, smacking the surface of the water with her palm.

The guys were nearly drowning they were laughing so hard.  I swept my hair straight back and tried to play it off.

“Guess it’s swim time now,” I grinned as I shimmied out of my soaking wet sundress and tossed it to the patio.

I guess my swimsuit had snuggled down a little during my tumble because when I tracked where the guys were looking, it seemed that I was nearly out of the top of it.  So much for the modest one-piece; oh well, if it had been a bikini, I would have been topless.

Megan was still pissed and stalked awkwardly through the water to the stairs.

“I have to go home and shower again,” she snipped back at me as I debated on whether or not to pull the swimsuit up or not.

“Oh ok, we’ll see you later,” I said dismissively, focused more on the eyes that were focused on me.

“Hi, Lucy,” one of the salesmen grinned at me, the one with the abs.

“Hi Tom,” I grinned back, “How was my entrance?”

“You made a splash,” he punned, to which everyone groaned loudly.

“And I lost my drink.  That’s the real tragedy.”

Andrew, the one with the pecs to my left, offered quickly to get me another and I nodded in thanks.

I was giggling and playfully splashing with Tom and Andrew when suddenly we noticed that the pool was pretty much empty except for the three of us.  The boss was standing over us on the patio leering down into my swimsuit.

“Hi Lucy,” he licked his lips.

“Oh hey, Patrick.  Did we need to get going?”

“No, I think we’re all good here,” he nodded to the other two guys who were almost right up against me.

“Where did everyone else go?” I was still a little surprised that the time had flown by so quickly.

“It’s just a private party now,” Andrew rested his elbow on the pool edge behind me, neatly cupping my body against his.

I felt a surge of heat at his nearness and noticed again just how firm his body seemed to me.

As Patrick, the boss, sat down and made himself comfortable on the edge of the patio, Andrew wrapped his arm around my shoulders and pulled me harder against him.  I could feel the cool water sloshing around us, but it suddenly felt very warm in the pool.

“You up for an after-party?” Tom was whispering in my other ear, sending shivers down my spine.

It had been so long since I had been with someone that my body responded to their nearness very quickly.  Andrew’s arm was around my shoulders, and Tom’s slipped easily around my waist.  I was pinned between two very sexy half-naked men while my equally sexy boss sat off to one side, his legs spread confidently as he watched.

This party just got very interesting.

****

It had been longer than I wanted to admit since I had been with a guy, but now it seems I was being propositioned by three at a time.  I turned towards Andrew just as he moved his face to mine, and our lips met hotly.  His tongue wasted no time tasting the margarita on my lips and then delved inside.  I felt the hot thread of desire course through my body as he slid me from his side to in front him.

Tom had apparently been following cue, and now he was tucked in snugly behind me, his hands roaming over my ass and hips.  Just as I was getting caught up in the onslaught of sensations, I felt his warm lips on the back of my neck.

I moaned softly and reached one hand around to hold Tom against me as my other hand found its way around Andrew’s waist.  I wanted them to know that I wanted them both as I grasped at both men.  I could feel the stirrings of their cocks against my belly, and my ass as our bodies writhed against each other.

I heard a low grunt from somewhere above me and realized that Patrick was getting into the scene as well.  I pulled away from Andrew’s lips long enough to look up at Patrick as he squeezed his own cock inside his swim trunks.

Tom slowly started to slide the straps of my one-piece off my shoulders, and I felt my tits float free in the water.

“Damn,” Andrew exhaled, “where have you been hiding those?”

I chuckled, “I take them everywhere I go.”

Tom’s hands slid around my waist and upwards on my chest until he supported both of my boobs from underneath.  Andrew licked his lips hungrily and bent to capture one stiff nipple in his mouth while Tom rolled and tugged at the other one.  I moaned again, louder this time, and writhed at the two men’s torment.

“Mmmm, that’s it,” Patrick was coaching them from the edge of the pool.

Tom and Andrew switched, my nipples getting harder and harder as they teased me.  And despite the cool water that surrounded us, I could feel my own warm moisture gathering between my thighs.  The stiffening cocks that surrounded me were starting to give my body ideas of what it wanted next.

Tom released my boobs and Andrew caught them with his own hands, kneading slowly but firmly as I arched towards him.  Tom’s hands slipped back down my sides, tickling slightly, until he hit the gathered band of the swimsuit around my waist.

He slowly worked it down over my hips and then clear of my ass until I was naked in between them.  The swimsuit floated off somewhere in the pool, and I did not even care.

As Andrew kept kneading and nibbling my aching breasts, I felt Tom’s thick finger slide between my ready legs.  Even in the water, I was certain he could feel the slipperiness that was running down my inner thighs.

“Damn, I think she likes this,” he chuckled to the other guys.

I nodded, not trusting my voice to actually speak words at that moment.

His finger was achingly slow and gentle as he slid it forward.  He finally found what he was looking for and I dug my nails into Andrew’s shoulders when he grazed my clit.

“Ohhh, there,” I moaned, trying to angle my hips for more contact.

But Tom just teased a little, grazing lightly before moving to stroke the rest of my pussy.  He dipped just the tip inside me and then back out.  Over and over he tormented me, just the tip in and out, then back up to my clit for a few little circles, and then in and out again.  I was getting lightheaded from the need.

I slipped my hand between my body and Andrew’s and found something just as eager for me as I was for it.  I stroked my nails up the length of his shaft, and he groaned against my tits.

Tom chuckled, “Hey, how come he gets the attention when I’m the one giving it to you?”

I wrapped my other hand around back and squeezed his as well.  I stroked just my palm up and down his shaft while I tickled Andrew’s heavy balls with my nails.  It only took a few minutes, and both men were thrusting into my hands eagerly.

“I’d hate to be the only one without clothes on,” I giggled, my voice thick with desire.

Andrew and Tom both released me quickly and shimmied out of their trunks.  I heard the grunting again from the pool’s edge and looked up to see Patrick doing the same.  I was thrilled to see that none of them were lacking in the department I was interested in.

With Andrew’s hard cock pressed against my belly and Tom’s pressed into the crack of my ass, I squirmed against them, using my body to rub both cocks at the same time.

Two hands found their way back between my thighs, but this time they were less interested in teasing me.  Tom’s fingers slid knuckle-deep inside me while Andrew massaged and rubbed my clit.  I clung to both of them with my nails, thrashing around until we splashed water all over the trio of us.  When the first climax hit me, I shuddered in a silent scream as their hands wrung out what my body needed to give them.

When I finally eased back into reality, the head of Andrew’s cock was pressed against the opening of my pussy.  I parted my legs further, and together we moved until he was buried deep inside me.  He was thicker than anything I had been using during my drought, and I felt stretched to the maximum.  But then I felt the head of Tom’s cock against my asshole, and I tightened up.  Andrew groaned as my muscles clenched him and Tom just rubbed my shoulders.

“Just relax, I’ll go slow and easy,” he murmured in my ear.

Andrew started thrusting up inside me, drawing my attention away from Tom and towards the building of my next orgasm.  He was thick and hard and hot inside me, relentlessly pounding me towards the edge of the cliff.  Just moments before I screamed again, he paused, and I dug my nails into his muscular arms when I felt Tom slide inside my willing body.

“Oh shit,” I groaned, savoring the sensations of being doubly filled.

“You all are huge,” I panted as I adjusted.

The two men chuckled, “She’s good for the ego,” one of them said.

I felt my body finally relax and they started thrusting in unison, emptying me and then filling me together.  It was almost too much, especially when roaming hands found my clit and my nipples.  It was worth the slight pain to have so much sensation at once.

I bucked hard against them, and exploded with my second climax.  They gripped me tight so that I did not squeeze myself right off of them, and let me ride it out while they were buried deep inside me.

Andrew and Tom finally started moving again, but I was distracted by the sight of Patrick stroking his own cock.  It was lewd and titillating and arousing and to watch one of his big hands sliding up and down his shaft while the other massaged his own balls.

I stared hard, watching his hands work himself to the brink and then suddenly stop as his balls tightened up against his body.

“Why did you stop?” I whispered huskily.

He chuckled, “Not ready yet, I still want to watch more.”

With that, Andrew and Tom sped up, thrusting hard inside my two openings as I bounced and splashed in the pool.  I wrapped my legs around Andrew, tightening my body around their cocks when I shifted.

“Oh fuck,” Andrew groaned, gripping my waist tightly.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Tom muttered behind me, digging his fingertips into my hips.

“C’mon boys, don’t hold back,” I grinned to myself as I writhed on top of both of their cocks.

I tightened and released my inner muscles, stroking them off with my entire body as I slid up and down.  I could feel my clit aching for just one more, but I had to balance myself on Andrew’s hard chest as I bobbed.

Suddenly both of them grunted, and I felt the hot releases fill my pussy and my ass.  I rode them roughly until my body had milked out every drop they had to give.

They finally collapsed and pulled away from my body, leaving me lightly suspended in the water.  I shook my head to get my bearings and headed over to Patrick who was still slowly stroking himself.

“Mind if I join in?” I winked up at him, not wanting the boss to feel left out.

Andrew slid up behind me and whispered in my ear, “I think you have one more left for us.  May I?”

I nodded eagerly as I slowly wrapped my fingers around Patrick’s throbbing shaft.  He groaned deeply as did I when I felt Andrew’s finger slid against my clit.

“How cl-cl-close are you?” I stuttered through my own onslaught of aching need.

“Very,” Patrick warned with a hungry grin.

I stroked his shaft lightly and slowly while I savored Andrew’s fingers toying with my clit.

“Oh God,” Patrick groaned, his eyelids falling to half-mast as I teased him.

I scratched and tickled his heavy balls with my nails, trying to keep him right on the edge so that we could cum together.

I gripped the base of his cock firmly and ran the flat of my tongue up the sensitive underside of his cock, feeling his pulse pounding just under the hot soft skin.  His hips thrust upwards for more, but I went back to the slow light stroke.

“You don’t cum until I do,” I giggled.

“Oh fuck,” he groaned, staring hard at Andrew behind me.

Andrew’s fingertip on my clit drew tiny circles, harder and faster, urging me onwards.  I finally slid my hot wet mouth down Patrick’s cock and was rewarded with a guttural moan from his chest.

Each little circle of Andrew’s finger wrenched a moan from my throat, and Patrick was rigid with the vibrations against the head of his cock.  I swirled my tongue over the throbbing veins and slid my mouth down as far as I could go.

My body tensed and shuddered and I moaned against his cock as I came.  He thrust forward into my mouth, and in my own personal bliss, I was hardly aware of the jets of his release coating my throat.

I collapsed forward, resting my forehead on Patrick’s bare thigh as my body shivered through the aftershocks.

Andrew and Tom curled around me to keep me warm until I was ready to float on my own.  Patrick’s hand was resting softly on my head as I tried to catch my breath.

“Are you okay?” Tom whispered softly against my ear.

I nodded, “But I think I’m starving.  What do we have to eat?”

They all chuckled, and we slowly pulled apart.  Now that the moment was over, I was freezing, and Patrick wrapped me in a towel as I made my way up the stairs out of the pool.

“I can heat up some of those burgers.  How does that sound?” he was being strangely kind.

“It sounds delicious,” I grinned as I huddled in the towel.

We all four sat around scarfing the burgers down and laughing about our coworkers.  It was oddly comforting that there was no awkwardness despite what had just happened.  When we finished, I was shocked to have Patrick hand me my sundress, hot and dry from the dryer.

“Wow, full service,” I smirked.

He nodded, “Anytime.”

****

The next day back home Megan was grilling me about the party that she had to duck out of.  I just shrugged and told her, it was a work party, what do you expect.  She gave me a weird sideways look but let it go.

On Monday I was a little nervous to go back to work, since I work directly for and with the three guys that I had just gotten very friendly with.  I do not know whether they had discussed it amongst themselves or what, but they acted perfectly normal.  I was not sure whether I should have felt better or worse because of that.  By lunchtime, I almost felt bad about myself that I had done all that and it did not even leave a mark on them.

Patrick pulled me aside just before lunch into his office.

“Lucy, please don’t worry.  You have to trust that it was a new experience for all of us but we don’t want it to affect anything here at the office.  We all had a very nice time, and…”

His voice trailed off.

My breath released in a sudden whoosh at the relief, “And what?”

“And we’d love to have another party sometime.”

“Ohhh,” I laughed, “Well, thank you.  And we’ll have to see about that.”

I never did go to that private party he mentioned.  Shortly after that July party, I was offered a different position at the firm which took me away from all those guys.  They tried to throw me a private going-away party, but I politely declined.  I decided that one time was fun but more than once and a girl could get a reputation.  Since my new position was a promotion, I did not want anyone to think that was how I earned it – on my back.

About six months after the party, I finally did confess the night’s events to Megan who promptly punched me in the arm.

“What the fuck?  Why did you not tell me?”

I laughed, “You know very well why.”

“Oh yeah,” Megan laughed and shrugged.

You see, while I never went back for that private party with all of them, I had started dating Patrick just one-on-one.  He was the one who had suggested the promotion and the departmental transfer because he actually wanted to just go out with me but did not want to cause problems for either of us at work.  He was a very nice guy, and we had a lot of fun together.  The first time we ran into Tom and Andrew out, it was a little awkward but the guys just congratulated us, and there were no hard feelings.

So I’ve been steadily moving up the ladder at the firm, one rung at a time.  But luckily, only one rung was the stairs into a pool.


46. Brittany at the Biker Bar: First Time Gangbang with Bikers by Roxy Rhodes

I’m a shy, quiet, somewhat introverted young college librarian who also happens to be a trusted secretary at my Lutheran church. I would be about the last person you’d ever expect to find in a biker bar—not to mention being gangbanged by a group of leather-wearing, tattoo-sporting, pierced up, brawny biker boys from the city. So how does a young, bashful, sexually-reserved church girl like myself end up sprawled out on one of the pool tables of a smoky, back alley biker bar? To this day, I’m still trying to wrap my mind completely around it, but it was one wild, tempestuous, mind-blowing experience that I know I will remember for the rest of my life…

If there was some kind of unspoken list of people most unlikely to ever be caught dead in a biker bar, my name would probably be at, or near the very bottom of it.

I am not a biker chick, I am not a motorcycle lover, and, in fact, I have never even been on a motorcycle before, ever in my life. I’ve never driven one nor have I ever been the passenger on the back of one. I couldn’t even picture myself seated behind some huge, tattooed, muscle-bound, pierced up guy with my arms wrapped around his waist and my hair blowing in the strong wind as we zoom down the street at nearly a hundred miles an hour.

My name is Brittany Colbert, and I am the head librarian at Cedar City College. I am also one of the office secretaries at my church. How did I end up in a biker bar? Well, it’s a pretty wild story, so I’ll start at the beginning…

I’ve been a quiet, timid person ever since I was a child, and all throughout my school years, I was never very popular or outgoing. In high school, while many of the other kids were living it up socially, and going to parties and experimenting with alcohol, sex, and drugs, I was completely immersed in my studies. The only boyfriend I ever had back then, was a nerdy guy from my church named Danny. He and I didn’t even start experimenting with sex until we were seniors.

In our last year of high school, Danny and I knew that we were both going away to college, so we decided to end our relationship, but, we also finally decided to go all the way with each other before we left. We both lost our virginities to one another in the back seat of his car during our last year of high school. After that, we had sex every chance we could until the end of that summer, when Danny eventually left to go to school on the other side of the country.

When I was in college, I had a boyfriend for a while, and he was a really good lover. But, I was young and naïve, back then. I didn’t realize that I wasn’t his only girlfriend. In fact, I wasn’t even his main girlfriend. I didn’t find out until after I was head over heels in love with him—well, I guess it could have been more lust than love, actually. But, I was completely infatuated with him, and his nice huge cock and turbo tongue.

He was amazing in bed, and he rocked my world! He gave me orgasms that were more powerful than any that I had ever had with Danny, or even on my own when I masturbated. He had a very big cock, and I let him put it in every hole in my body. He was the first guy I ever had anal sex with—and I loved it with him. His dick was so big, that after he fucked me in the ass, I was pretty sure that I’d been broken in for life.

We dated for about a year before I realized that he was a big womanizer. He had me so “dicknotized” that I didn’t even want to see the truth, even after I knew for a fact that he was cheating on me. I finally found the strength to leave him alone when he came to me and told me that his “main” girlfriend was pregnant with his child. He cheated on me and then dumped me for the woman he decided to have a family with. If it hadn’t been my last year of college, I probably would have dropped out due to the emotional stress that it caused me.

Well, that was about 3 years ago. After I graduated, I was offered this job as the head librarian for the University, and I took it. I haven’t dated anyone since then. So, it has been almost three years since I have had sex—three years.

I masturbate every now and then, and I have a drawer full of toys that I like to use on a regular basis, but, you know what they say…ain’t nothing like the real thing, right?

Anyway, I was having what seemed like a pretty normal day at the campus library when a young man that I had never seen before came in. He was wearing a black leather jacket, relaxed-fitting blue jeans and a pair of black leather boots with chains on them. He was tall, lean and muscular, and his head was shaved, and he had tattoos all over his neck. His broad shoulders swayed slightly as he walked up to the front counter.

His walk was masculine and confident, and he looked at me as if he knew me from somewhere, although I was pretty sure that I had never seen him before in my life. His eyes were sensual and mysterious, and when he smiled at me, I felt like I was going to melt right where I was standing. He was one of the most attractive men I had ever laid eyes on, and he had a smooth bad boy look to him that made my heart skip a beat.

“Good afternoon, ma’am,” he said, looking directly into my eyes. I stood there, trying not to blush, as I held his gaze with my own.

“H-Hello. C-can I help you with something?” I stammered, wishing that I could kick myself for tripping over my words like that. I felt like a young, silly school girl with a crush on the hot new boy in class. I wanted to help him with something alright, and it had nothing to do with a book or a computer…

God, Brittany! What are you thinking? Guys like him don’t go for girls like you! I told myself silently, scolding myself for even considering that he just might possibly be interested in me. He looked like a chopper guy—one of those motorcycle-riding, cigarette-smoking, tattoo-sporting bad boys from the other side of the tracks. Guys like him were nothing but a fantasy to a shy, timid, reserved young woman like me. Still, I couldn’t help but to stare at him. After all, he looked like the type of guy who commanded attention everywhere he went.

“Well, Ms…” his eyes trailed down until he saw my nametag pinned on my shirt, next to my left breast, “Brittany, I’m hoping that you can, actually.”

His sexy smile never left his chiseled face as he spoke, and I found myself unconsciously smiling back at him.

I looked down at my nametag when he did, and a small part of me was actually hoping that he had also been checking out my breasts, and not just looking to see what my name was. God knows that I was checking out the outline of his muscular pecs through the thin fabric of the tight black muscle shirt he was wearing underneath his leather jacket. For a brief moment, I wondered if his chest under there was hairy or smooth—not that I would have cared either way. I could tell that his chest was toned and brawny under his clothes, and that’s really all that mattered to me.

A hairy chest, to me, represented masculinity. It was wild and untamed and oh so manly! Yet a smooth, hairless chest was also sexy, as long as it was toned and strong. This guy was so fucking hot, he could have rocked either or and still pulled it off effortlessly.

“Well, what exactly are you looking for?” I asked, still smiling and trying hard not to blush.

“I’m looking for someone to accompany me this evening. I’ve been invited to a party, but I don’t have anyone to go with,” he crooned, flirtatiously, leaning his broad shoulders and bulky arms down on the counter in front of me.

I was flabbergasted. Absolutely flabbergasted. I couldn’t’ believe that this buff, handsome biker guy was actually flirting with me. Was he really serious? Guys like him don’t flirt with chicks like me.

“Y—you, are you asking me out?” I stammered, tripping over my words again.

“Well, you are the only woman in the room,” he stated, teasingly.

“Are...are you serious?” I asked him, my voice full of questioning disbelief.

“Wow, you must not get asked out often,” he said, raising his eyebrows at me and grinning. His face was so perfect that I wanted to reach out and kiss him right there where he was standing. He leaned forward and placed his face closer to mine. I could feel my pulse rate speeding up and my cheeks becoming warmer and warmer.

“Actually, no. I don’t, really, to be honest. I…I’m actually kind of shy,” I admitted, looking down at the floor and fidgeting just a bit.

“Hey,” he said softly, yet sternly, reaching out and placing his strong hand on my chin, and lifting my face up toward his, forcing me to look into his sexy bedroom eyes, “no need to be shy with me, lovely.”

It took everything in me to keep from pouncing on him and shoving my tongue down his throat right then and there.

Then, he straightened up and looked down at me again.

“So, Brittany, my name’s Paul, but everyone calls me Tank,” he asserted, confidently.

“Tank?” I repeated, with a somewhat confused expression on my face.

“Yeah, it’s a long story,” he replied, “but you can call me whatever you want, beautiful.”

I knew I was blushing, but at this point, I really didn’t care. I’d just been asked out by a handsome, sexy biker dude!

“Um, ok, Paul,” I said, writing my number down on a piece of scratch paper. “Here’s my number. Call me later on after I get off work and I’ll go with you to your party tonight.”

I winked at him and smiled again, loving the spark of confidence that his actions had somehow given me. I placed the piece of paper in his hand. He looked down at me and raised his eyebrows again.

“What time do you get off?” he asked.

“Six,” I replied.

“I’ll call you around seven. Party starts at nine, so I’ll pick you up around then,” he told me, as he stuck my number into his pocket.

“OK, see you then, Paul,” I replied.

“You bet,” he said, as he turned around to leave.

**

That night, I couldn’t stop smiling. I was nervous, excited and anxious all at once. It was the first time a guy like him had ever asked me out on a date, and I didn’t know how to act. I already knew that if he tried to fuck me, I was definitely going to let him. There was no way I was going to let the opportunity to jump a bad boy biker’s bones pass me by. Shit, it could possibly be the only chance I’d ever have in my entire life!

I tried on several different outfits trying to decide what to wear. I realized that I had no idea where this party was even going to be, or what kind of party it even was. That’s why I was really relieved when Paul called my cell right around 7:30. I answered on the third ring so as not to sound too desperate.

“Hello?”

“Hey, sexy,” Paul mused into the phone. I loved his deep, raspy voice. It really turned me on.

“Hey, Paul, I’m glad you called. You never told me what kind of party we’re going to. I’m trying to decide what to wear,” I told him.

“We’re going to a biker bar,” he said assertively.

“A biker bar?” I repeated. I had never been to a biker bar in my entire life. In fact, I had never even thought about ever setting foot into a biker bar, in my entire life. The mere thought of going to a party at one of the places both fascinated and horrified me, simultaneously. There was no way I was going to back out, however. One of the most attractive men I had ever met had invited me out to a party, and I was dead set on going to that party with him—regardless of where the party was located.

“Yep,” he stated firmly. “Text me your address, and I’ll pick you up around nine-ish.” He was so bossy and officious, and I wouldn’t have told him ‘no’ even if I’d wanted to.

“Okay,” I replied, compliantly.

“See you then, beautiful,” he stated, before abruptly ending the call.

I loved the way he always called me “lovely,” “beautiful” and “sexy.” It was really giving me a confidence boost. I smiled at my reflection in the full-length mirror that I was standing in, observing my body.

I had a pretty nice figure, even though I wasn’t exactly model-thin. My breasts were perky and firm, and at 36C, they were more than merely a handful, even for a man with big hands. My waist was slender, and my hips were curvy, making my figure resemble that of an hourglass; and, my legs were thin and toned, thanks to all those years of running track back in high school. I wasn’t bad-looking once you got up under the geeky clothing I often wore. Sometimes I wished I was more outgoing and confident, then I would have the guts to dress in a sexier and more alluring manner, like those popular, wild college girls I often saw flitting around campus, showing off their sultry, hot figures.

I sighed to myself, as I stood there in my bra and panties. What did people wear to parties at biker bars? I ransacked my closet, trying to find the perfect outfit, until I finally settled on a pair of extremely short daisy duke-like denim cut-off shorts. They were so short that you could actually see the cheeks of my round ass poking out below the pockets.

I also put on a tight black tank top shirt that left my navel, and lower belly completely exposed and greatly accented the curvatures of my breasts.

I looked like a whole other person when I had completed my look. I put on a foundation that made my skin look flawlessly smooth, and I added a dark eyeshadow, eyeliner, and mascara to make my eyes pop like never before. I also added a shiny, bright scarlet gloss to my lips to give them a shimmer as bright as the moon outside. I don’t think I had ever worn that much makeup in my entire life, but I had also never felt sexier.

I took off my glasses and put on a pair of clear contacts, adding the final touch to my new look. I barely recognized myself in the mirror after I’d finished. I let my hair down so that my thick long locks hung down around my shoulders. I felt incredible, like a brand new person. I just hoped that Paul “Tank” would like my new look as much as I did.

Paul showed up around 9:15, honking his horn outside of my apartment.

“So much for chivalry,” I muttered to myself. I grabbed my purse and threw it over my shoulder as I headed outside to meet him.

Paul was sitting on a huge black motorcycle, smoking a cigarette as he waited for me to come outside. When I finally did come out, he smiled at me, raising one dark bushy eyebrow at me flirtatiously. I felt like melting again, but instead, I walked over toward him, putting an extra switch in my hips, trying to look as alluring as humanly possible.

Apparently, Paul must have liked what he saw because he blew me a kiss as approached his bike.

“I, uh…I’ve never been on a motorcycle before,” I admitted, looking down at the ground, uneasily.

“Hey, don’t worry, duchess. It’s easy. Just climb on board and hold on to me,” he said, plainly.

I climbed onto his motorcycle, spreading my legs behind him, and wrapped my arms around his manly waist. He glanced back at me with a grin.

“You look great, by the way,” he commented, and winked at me.

“Thanks,” I replied, softly with a smile, feeling my cheeks filling up with color.

We took off into the night at high speed, as my hair blew carelessly in the strong wind. It was absolutely exhilarating! I had never experienced anything even remotely like it before. It was like riding on a rollercoaster at an amusement park, but without the upside down loop de loops. It was amazing—hard to breathe, but still very amazing. Also, I loved the feel of his hard, defined body between my legs and my arms wrapped around his toned, sexy body, holding onto his chiseled chest. The vibration of the bike against my groin—it was all so…intense.

Several moments later, we pulled up to a quaint-looking brick tavern with a lit-up poster of a red motorcycle hanging above the entrance. The windows were dark, and they all had black metal bars on them. The parking lot was crowded full of cars, trucks, SUVs, and most of all—motorcycles. Paul parked beside a row of other large bikes, turned off the engine, and put his kickstand down.

“Wow” I commented, as I climbed down off of the back of his bike. “That was really something!”

Paul was grinning smugly, and I knew that he could tell how impressed and excited I truly was. He got off of his bike and quickly lit another cigarette, like a pro, and the two of us headed into the bar together, side by side. He tucked his free arm underneath mine as we approached the door and I looked over and smiled up at him.

The inside of the bar was smoky and loud, and it was much bigger on the inside than it had looked from the outside. There was hard rock music playing on the jukebox, and the smell of cigarettes, cigars and strong alcohol was potent in the air. I had never smoked a cigarette or a cigar before, but as soon as we walked into that biker bar, Paul offered me one—or rather he told me to take one. He handed it to me, and I held it in my hand, no really knowing what to do with it.

The tavern was filled with men and women—more men than women, and many of the men were large and burly, with muscular arms and chiseled chests. Many of them were hairy, with thick beards and mustaches, while some of them were bald with trimmed goatees. Most of them had tattoos and piercings all over their bodies, and were dressed in denim and dark-colored clothing, along with leather vests, boots, jackets and/or pants.

“Hey hey! It’s Tank!” A large, husky thick-bearded man with tattoos covering his right arm shouted out loudly when he saw me and Paul walking toward the bar counter. Paul raised his arm and made a loud noise, and the entire table where the other guy was sitting shouted out excitedly.

Wow, he must be a pretty popular guy, I thought to myself. It made me even prouder to be the woman on his arm. We sat down on two of the bar stools.

“What are you drinking tonight, pretty lady?” Paul asked me in that flirtatious tone that always made my heart skip a beat.

“I…um, don’t really drink much,” I replied, shyly.

“Well, in that case, I’ll just order you what I drink, then,” he said, smugly, raising his eyebrows at me, deviously.

The barmaid came over to where we were seated to take our drink orders.   

“Hey there, Tank. You having the norm, tonight?” she asked in a sultry, feminine voice. She was the practically the only one in the entire bar who wasn’t dressed like a biker. She was wearing a tight, tan button-down blouse and she’d left the top three buttons undone showing off the very noticeable cleavage of her 34DD breasts. Even I couldn’t help but to stare at them.

Paul nodded and flashed her a grin.

“Everyone here seems to know you,” I commented, flashing him a fascinated smile.

“What can I say? I’m a pretty popular guy,” he asserted, winking at me again. “Now let’s get you nice and relaxed, so you’ll be ready for the next part of the party.”

Wow, was he modest much? Something told me that the next part of this party was something pretty wild and crazy, but I wasn’t about to back down now. We cheered to an exciting and fun night and drank the shots that the barmaid had brought us.

I gagged after downing my shot, and Paul chuckled at me, teasingly. Even the barmaid was giggling as she watched the face I made.

“What was that?” I asked, turning my nose up and coughing.

“It’s called a ‘red hot sex machine,'” the barmaid said proudly, handing me a small glass of cranberry juice for a chaser.

I gulped down the cranberry juice quickly and shook my head.

“That’s right, shake it off,” Paul said with another chuckle. “Another round, Lauren.” He winked at the barmaid as he lit another cigarette.

I took the cigarette he had given me and put it between my lips, trying to look cool. He lit it for me, and I inhaled. I immediately coughed, and he chuckled at me again.

“Don’t worry, you’ll get the hang of it, eventually,” Paul said, handing me another shot. We cheered again, and I downed it quickly, trying to show him that I could hang. I immediately chased it with another gulp of cranberry juice.

Just then, two of Paul’s biker friends came over to where we were sitting and greeted him.

“Hey, Tank, man is this the girl you told us about?” one of them asked. I was actually flattered that he had mentioned me to his friends.

“Yeah, this is the one. She’s here for the party,” Paul explained and winked at me. I smiled back at him.

“Well, then, let’s get this party started shall we?” one of the other bikers said proudly.

They introduced themselves, and we all did a few more rounds of shots. I’m not a drinker, so I started feeling pretty buzzed and uninhibited after about 3 or 4. Paul’s two friends were just as handsome and muscular as he was, and they had tattoos and piercings galore. I noticed that the more relaxed I became, the more open Paul and his friends became. They started showering me with compliments on how pretty my lips were, how nice my breasts looked and how I had a pair of killer legs. I was loving the attention, I won’t lie. I felt like I had a once-in-a-lifetime opportunity and I was damned sure about to take advantage of it.

It was like living a real-life fantasy. After around shot number 6, the three beefcakes led me into a back room of the bar, where there was a nice futon and a shiny, new-looking Harley-Davidson parked right there in the room.

“Wow! What a beautiful bike!” I exclaimed when I saw it.“  Yeah, it’s Tank’s,” the guy named Mitch explained.

I ran my hand over the seat as I admired it. It had an amazing-looking paint job.

Paul put on some music and dimmed the lights. My head was still spinning from the red hot sex machine shots, so I was feeling pretty free. I started dancing sexy to the music and pulled Paul over toward me. I started dancing flirtatiously on him, and he grinned seductively at me. Mitch and Gary were watching us from afar, sipping on the beers they had brought to the back room with them.

I reached up, wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed Paul on the mouth. He returned my kiss, wrapping his strong arms around my waist. I felt his hands move down to cup the cheeks of my ass and he gave them a squeeze.

“Mmm, nice ass, sexy,” he mumbled in between kisses.

“Thanks,” I replied, raising my eyebrows flirtatiously at him. “Yours isn’t bad either.” I gripped one of his muscular buttocks, slapped it and then gave it a squeeze, playfully.

Paul began to massage my ass cheeks, and then I felt his big, manly hands rubbing on my thighs. We were making out pretty heavy, and it had been three years since I’d been with a man, so I was really getting turned on.

I felt him slide one of his hands slowly up my skirt and start rubbing my clit through the fabric of my thin satin panties. I moaned into his lips with pleasure, tightening my grip around his neck. I jerked my hips forward, pressing my crotch harder onto his fingertips, feeling my pussy growing wetter with every stroke.

Mitch and Gary continued to watch the show, patiently, sipping their beers and grinning back and forth at one another. I was barely paying them any attention, though, because I was enveloped in the feeling of Paul’s intimate touch.

Paul began to lead me over toward the futon, which was already pulled out into a bed. I knew where things were going, and I was 100% with it. I wasn’t sure if Mitch and Gary were just there to watch, or if they intended to join the party—but either way, I had every intention of getting laid, whether it be by one, two, or all three of these hot, sexy biker boys.

I had never been gangbanged before, and I don’t know if it was the fact that I hadn’t had sex in three years, or the fact that I’d had about 6 shots of “red hot sex machine,” or maybe it was a combination of both. But whatever it was, I was feeling completely uninhibited and incredibly horny. And like I said, it may very well be a one-time opportunity for me to live out a fantasy like this one.

As soon as Paul had me lying on my back on the futon, Mitch and Gary decided to come and join the party.

Mitch pulled my shirt up over my head while Paul pulled my skirt and panties off. Before I had even realized it, Paul’s head was between my legs, and his tongue was exploring the moist folds of my pussy. It felt sooo good! Better than my sex toys. He was so skilled with his tongue as he flicked it back and forth and up and down on my clit, causing it to swell and making me moan and sigh with intense pleasure. It had been so long since I’d been intimate with a man in any way that it almost felt like it was my first time.

Mitch had my left breast in his mouth and Gary was licking and sucking on my right one. I arched my back and squirmed with delight, breathing hard and sighing and moaning, uncontrollably. It was like a natural high, having three gorgeous men worshipping and pleasuring my body. Mitch took his shirt off and revealed a trio of tattoos on his chest, back and lower abdomen, and when Gary removed his shirt, I noticed his muscular, toned arms were covered in full sleeves of tattoos. I found it really sexy.

These burly, rugged bad boy bikers were ravaging my body like horny animals and I was loving every minute of it! I could hardly wait to feel them in every hole of my body.

Paul slid a finger inside of my tight, wet cunt and I let out a yelp of passion. He then added another finger, and then another, and thrust them deep inside of me as his lips covered my clit again. I felt myself about to reach a powerful orgasm and I cried out in delight, yelling Paul’s name.

“Oh Paul! I’m gonna cum, baby!” I cried. He pressed his fingers hard against the wall of my pussy, just behind my clit and swirled his tongue around my bulb, increasing the amount of pressure against it, just as I reached my peak. I screamed out in extreme delight as I reached my climax and my orgasm peaked.

“Ohhhh, Godddd!” I yelled, loudly, and then moaned long and hard as my entire body tensed up and started trembling. My hips were arched and I was pressing my crotch into Paul’s face, squirting my love juices all over his fingers, and grabbing his head with my hands. Mitch and Gary were squeezing and sucking hard on my nipples as my body was wracked with pleasure. I was in ecstasy!

“Good girl,” Paul said proudly, smirking at me as he watched me slowly come down from my climax. I let out a sigh, and still breathing hard I smiled up at him.

He withdrew his fingers and licked my juices off of them. Then he took off his shirt and pulled his pants and boxers down to his knees. Gary and Mitch already had their cocks out, hard and ready to get some action. Paul’s cock was already stiff and his cock was so long and thick that I wondered if I would be able to take it all the way inside me.

“I wanna fuck your sexy ass on my Harley,” he said gruffly, lifting me up and carrying my naked body over to his shiny black Harley and sitting me up on the seat. He scooted my ass up to the edge, holding my legs up by his shoulders. I was so turned on and wet and ready to feel his hard, throbbing cock plunging in and out of my yearning pussy.

I put my legs up on his shoulders and looked him deep in his eyes as I felt the head of his cock teasing the dripping wet entrance of my tight hole. Then, I felt Mitch come up behind me, cock in hand, stroking his meat. He pulled me backward so that I was leaning back on the wide seat of the Harley motorcycle. He placed the tip of his cock on my lips and I knew what he wanted. I licked my lips, opened my mouth and took the head of his dick into my mouth slowly, sucking nice and hard. His sighed and moaned in, pleasure and it really turned me on.

Gary came up on my other side and I felt his cock against my cheek. I knew they wanted me to take turns and I was more than willing to do so. I almost wished I had two mouths so I could suck them both off at the same time.

I took Gary’s stiff cock, one hand and Mitch’s in the other and I took Mitch’s dick deep into my mouth and sucked for a few moments and then, I switched over and sucked on Gary’s hard cock long, and hard, for a few moments, all while simultaneously stroking both of their cocks with my hands. It was intense!

I felt Paul’s cock teasing the opening of my pussy, still soaked with my cum juices, and he finally slid the head inside of me. I groaned with delight as he entered me, sliding all the way inside of me until he couldn’t go any deeper.

It was the most incredible experience I ever had. Paul fucked me, long and hard, plunging his cock in and out of me with my legs up on his shoulders while I sucked Gary and Mitch off, pausing every now and then to moan and/or cry out in passion.

I actually felt empowering, having these men hot and hard for me all at the same time, and when Paul finally pulled out of my pussy and squirted his hot cum all over my belly, as he groaned loudly. Mitch shot his load all over my lips, and face and I turned my head and opened my mouth to catch Gary’s thick, hot load right inside my mouth.

Being gangbanged by three handsome, buff, tattooed and pierced biker bad boys was the most exciting and erotic experience I ever had. I actually found out that I had been a bet, but honestly, I didn’t really care. Paul admitted to me that he had bet Mitch and Gary $50 bucks a piece that he could get me to fuck him on his Harley. However, he must’ve really liked fucking me because he actually ended up spending the $100 bucks that they gave him on me. He bought me a leather biker jacket with the money and sent it to me along with the note that explained the “bet.”

I haven’t heard from Paul again since that fateful night, but I have never forgotten him and every time I wear my new leather jacket, I reminisce about my first and only biker gangbang with great fondness.


47. A Full Course: A Gangbang with a Bunch of Firemen by April Fisher

I am a successful woman, with a cat who likes to go outside on rainy days. Because it rains, this cat constantly gets caught in places it shouldn't to try and hide from the rain. A group of firemen rescue my cat one day, and I invite them home for dinner. The single men showed up, and showed me a really good time.

I love cats. I mean, who wouldn’t like a cat? They’re usually on the softer side, they can be playful, but most of all they’re comforting. Whenever I was sad, my cat Sasha would pick up her favorite toy, jump into my lap, and lie down with the toy still in her mouth. Often, she’d fall asleep with it in there, and I’d have to pry it out. I was surprised she never got lock jaw from it.

She was what kept me going on my bad days. I had to get up in the morning to feed her and clean her litter, and then I would go to work, where I spent boring hours talking to customers on the phone, ensuring the best service they could get. Often, I got an angry customer, one who tested my patience and several times I’ve had to bite my tongue or I would’ve lost my job yelling at and hanging up on a customer. Through it all, I reminded myself that there was someone at home waiting for me, and that little creature had to eat just as much as I did.

It wouldn’t have been fair to Sasha to quit my job like that and stop living, even though sometimes I could barely bring myself to shower. Depression wasn’t pretty, by any means, but I had someone to get me through it.

Of course, I had friends, but they didn’t seem to understand my plights. I couldn’t fault them for it, because I rarely brought up my problems with them, but the extent of their problems seemed to be relationship troubles or hangovers. They were normal. I didn’t see the appeal to many of those problems, but then again I’d never had them. My first time having sex was at prom, and it was a spur of the moment fling with someone I’d considered a friend at the time, but then wound up becoming my enemy. I wouldn’t go into why, but let’s just say after I graduated high school, he was the reason I moved into a different city for college. I just didn’t want to look at his deceptive face anymore.

After that, I threw myself into my studies, but it was all for naught, because the diploma I’d gotten apparently didn’t work on potential employers. It seemed to be just a piece of paper to them. So I landed a job at a respectable company, working to satisfy other people rather than the dream I’d once had. I still looked for jobs in my field, but they were few and far between, and other people were always somehow more qualified even though I’d graduated on the dean’s list. It just wasn’t fair.

It wasn’t, but I’d learned to accept it. I dragged my sorry ass out of bed every morning for what seemed like no reason, and worked. And then I stopped. I couldn’t deal with it anymore.

When everything seemed lost, I heard a pitiful cry outside my bedroom window. It had been sunny and hot and humid, so I wondered what or who could be so sad on such a beautiful day. Or at least, what most people who consider a beautiful day so they’d go to the beach. Me? I had three fans running on high in my room.

I went outside to investigate the noise, and there she was, with matted fur and her tongue hanging out. I took her to the vet immediately, and discovered she’d suffered heat stroke. Luckily, I’d gotten her there fast enough, so they brought down her temperature and stabilized her. They asked me where I’d found her, and if she had an owner. I told them where I’d found her. I didn’t know if she’d had an owner previously, and I would never know. I put up flyers that no one ever responded to, and then after two weeks of searching I eventually decided to take her home to be with me permanently. On the way home, I bought her a bunch of stuff.

My home was now a cat castle, and it kept me going. I started going back to work, and happily so. I had a reason to come back. I was obviously lucky they hadn’t fired me, but they told me that my vacation would have to wait. I didn’t care. She saved me.

Obviously, as a result of this experience, Sasha hated going outside when it was warm. On rainy days, however, she would howl to leave and explore the world. I always let her out, and she always came back in looking like she’d fallen in a sewer, so I would give her a bath. She loved baths, and she loved the blow dryer even more.

Of course, it would only make sense that she constantly got caught in strange places outside. I got her a collar, so people were constantly bringing her to my house, saying she’d gotten caught in their trash can, or under their patio, things like that. She was always trying to hide from the rain, yet she loved it at the same time.

So when my cat got caught in the highest tree I’d ever seen, I stayed calm, and called the fire department. That would be where this story begins.

“How the hell did you get that fucking high?!” I yelled at Sasha as the fire department drove down the street. They stopped just short of a fire hydrant, and a group of men stepped out of the truck. It was obviously raining pretty heavily, and my cat looked like a drowned rat.

“Is that the cat you were talking about?” One of the firemen said. He looked like the leader of the group, simply because he looked like the oldest. I noticed that most of them looked very attractive. Back when getting out of bed was a chore, I wouldn’t have noticed. Now, though, their arms and their lips… I really wanted them to hug me and kiss me.

“Yeah… she’s a weird cat, but this is the first time something like this has happened.”

“Well, first time for everything,” Another said. He seemed the most attractive of the group to me, and his husky voice made him that much more handsome. “Don’t worry ma’am, we’ll get her out.”

“Thanks,” I said, watching as the group of men pulled a ladder from the fire truck. These buff men climbed up to the top of the tree, and carefully fished my cat out. She hissed at them at first, unaccustomed to strangers. Almost as if he was a cat whisperer, the fireman handling her soothed her quite easily, and within moments handed Sasha to me as if she’d just been hanging out with him for the day. She was wet and looked miserable, though. I shushed her a little, holding her in my arms. “You caused so much trouble for me and these lovely men…”

“It’s not a problem. It’s our job. And to be honest, this is the best job we’ve had in a while. There aren’t too many fires in areas like this.”

I lived in suburbia, so I couldn’t blame him for being bored. The neighborhood was fairly peaceful, with news in a town like this being a dog trick contest. Of course, it was also boring, so people loved talking and spreading rumors. I hated it, and it was why I was alone most of the time. These men seemed nice enough, though. Perhaps…

“Do you guys want to come over for dinner?” I asked, looking at the tired faces. We were all soaked to the bone from the rain, so I imagined they wanted to leave as soon as possible. I wanted to get into bed with my cat and read a good book, but at the same time, I wanted to climb into bed with some of these men. It's been a long time, and it seemed like a good time to get out of my comfort zone.

“Sure,” One answered. It was the most attractive one. “Not like we have anything better to do after we get off work.”

“Sorry, sweetie, I have a wife and kids,” The oldest one said. He was the first to hop in the truck, eager to escape the rain. I couldn’t blame him.

Most of them seemed eager for good food and a roof over their heads, not that they didn’t have one at their bachelor pads. The ones who agreed admitted to being single – a total of five different firemen, attractive dude included. I learned their names and gave them my address for later that night, and then decided grocery shopping was in order. As I waved goodbye to them and brought my cat back to my house and gave her a bath, I mentally planned out a fantastic meal for six people.

After the bath, Sasha lied down on her bed and fell asleep, apparently content with the chaos of the morning to fade into the relaxation of midday. I left her there and locked the kitty door before leaving the house – I didn’t want her to accidentally slip out again and start more trouble.

I decided on making steak and potatoes, and a dessert of cheesecake. As I browsed and put things into my cart, I couldn’t help but fantasize about them. They had all been so attractive and helpful, I wondered if they were just as generous in the bedroom as they were outside of it. I had no hope of actually realizing that fantasy of course – who would want to fuck a crazy cat lady who was lonely and desperate?

Despite that, when I got home with my groceries I decided to dress a little more chic than I usually did. Normally, while at work, it was the uniform that the business gave me, and outside of work, hoodies, and jeans. I decided to go with something different for once, and I discovered that I didn’t have much in the way of fancier clothes. I had to go shopping for something a little better, but in the meantime, I settled on a skirt a little on the shorter side and a cardigan with flat shoes. Cute, but not enough to make them think I dressed solely for them.

I started making the cheesecake a few hours before they arrived because it would need time to chill in the fridge. I wondered briefly if any of them were allergic to dairy or something. I hoped not, and I hoped none of them were vegetarian. I quickly whipped up a salad just in case, feeling a little stressed out by my decision to go purely with meat. I should have asked them if they had any preferences.

Regardless, they arrived at my door at the appointed time, and when I heard the doorbell ring, I felt anxious. I didn’t know how to act around them; I had only ever invited one person at a time. A whole group was definitely new for me.

I rushed over to the door and greeted them happily, wondering if I seemed a little too happy to see them. “Hi! Come on in, the potatoes are on the stove. I’m making steak, and there’s salad on the table already.”

Luckily for me, all of them seemed pleased with my choice. “Wow, steak, huh?” Jerry said. “We’re going to eat like kings tonight, boys.”

I giggled a little. “I gather you guys don’t eat home cooked meals often.”

Mr. Attractive – Matt – shook his head. “We all live alone at the moment, so the best we get on a good day is going to a buffet. Home cooked meals are for holidays when Mom cooks. Except for one fireman, who works the night shift; he cooks pretty well, and he invites us over sometimes.”

“Sounds like a life saver.” I said, entering the kitchen. The guys took off their jackets and shoes, and made themselves comfortable in the living room. Sasha recognized Matt, and immediately went over to the group that had saved her and started rubbing against their legs and making friends. Jerry was the first to pick her up. She didn’t mind being picked up, much like me. I wouldn’t have minded if one of the guys just waltzed in the kitchen right now and stopped me from cooking, and made out with me right there and then.

“Medium rare?” I asked them as I unpacked the steaks and turned on the stove to let the butter melt in the frying pan.

They all agreed to their steaks being cooked to medium, almost as if they had a hive mind. I personally preferred my steak medium rare, but luckily, I had cooked steaks long enough to know how long to cook each. I let them sizzle in the pan for a few minutes while I mashed the potatoes.

One of them came into the kitchen, and I felt the blood rush to my face. I almost thought for a moment he had read my mind and was coming to confront me about my dirty fantasy. Then I remembered people couldn’t read minds.

“Need any help?” Isaac said. He was the shortest of the group, but he still was taller than me by a few inches.

“Oh! Um, I don’t think so; I’ve got most of it covered.”

He scooted up behind me, and for a moment I thought he was going to hug me from behind, but he just took the potato masher from my hands. “Let me do it; you don’t want the steaks to burn, and I wouldn’t want that, either. Split attention is hard to manage.”

I couldn’t argue with him there, so I let him take charge of mashing the potatoes while I focused on flipping the steaks and seasoning them properly. I had marinated them in homemade sauce beforehand for about half an hour. I could smell the house filling up with the strong scent of meat.

I heard Sasha start meowing, which caused me to drop my things and rush to her aid. Much to my surprise, she was meowing in delight, sprawled out on her back with Matt petting her belly. “Wow. She doesn’t normally let new people do that,” I muttered, feeling a little jealous of both of them. Why wasn’t he petting me like that? And since when did Sasha let her attention and affection get taken up by some random person?

He smirked at me, almost as if he read my mind. “I have a way with animals, it seems.”

“Yeah, you do,” I agreed, also secretly referring to myself. His smirk made my heart race. I went back to the kitchen, probably looking a little more miffed about it than I meant to give away. Isaac looked at me quizzically as I came back to the kitchen and flipped the steaks over once more.

“Something wrong?” he asked innocently, though I felt completely transparent.

“Nah, I’m just focusing,” I lied. He knew this as well, and set down the potato masher. He walked over to me and turned off the heat on the steaks.

“What are you doing? Aren’t you hungry?” I inquired, feeling a little annoyed that he seemed intent on making me take that much longer to cook.

“I would like meat, yes,” he said, and then paused, thinking on his next words. “But I’d rather eat you right now.”

My mind blanked for a moment as the words sank in. What? He wanted to eat me? Was he a cannibal?

The next moment, the look on his face really registered what he said, and the blood rushed to my face. “O-oh… I mean… well…” I looked down, wondering if he really meant it or if he was just making fun of me. I guessed in my sadness before, I had fully convinced myself people didn’t have good intentions.

He put a finger on my chin and made me look at him. Without a word, he kissed me, and I knew he was genuine. He pressed his hips against mine, and I moaned a little into the kiss. I wondered how I’d gotten into the situation of having my fantasy fulfilled. I’d wanted them to do things to me, kissing of which was the least. But it was a good start… no, a great start. Isaac’s kiss made me weak in the knees. I reached for something to catch myself on, but he caught me himself, wrapping his strong arms around my waist and propping me up.

“Is this your first…?”

“Oh! No… no, it’s not, it’s just… been a while,” I admitted as he pulled away from me.

He shrugged. “Perhaps I could… make it so that it hasn’t been so long?”

Before I could answer, the others came into the kitchen. “Everything okay in here? I heard moaning,” Matt said, and then he stopped short, seeing me and Isaac so close. “Isaac, do you have to do that to every girl?”

I blinked, looking between them. “Every girl?” For some reason, it didn’t make me angry. I was happier than anything that he was experienced in this sort of thing, especially since I wasn’t really too interested in any of them romantically. If I was just another notch on his belt, then why not get something out of it myself?

“Well, I mean… all the pretty ones at least,” he said, scratching his head. “Not to say that other girls might not have their good qualities, I just… have a preference, I guess.”

I shrugged. “Makes sense. Why don’t you guys join us?” I said before I could stop myself. I covered my mouth and looked away. “That is, if you want, I mean…”

“I would love to,” Ben said. He was the fourth of the group, standing at the back with the cat in his arms. She was purring.

“Same,” the fifth said. I forgot his name already, but I hadn’t the courage at the moment to ask again what it was.

Despite all of my fears and anxieties about what might have gone wrong today, I realized that somehow I had made it go right, with almost no effort at all. I almost thought that they had planned this from the beginning, because each of them came prepared with condoms. I shrugged and said fuck it, because it wasn’t every day a girl got to get fucked by five handsome firemen.

Even though the food had stopped cooking, they acted as if they were already eating – kissing my neck, my arms, and my breasts through the clothing and feeling me up everywhere. They slowly moved me over to the living room, where we’d be more comfortable making out and we could have softer surfaces to fool around on. All the while, my brain just dreamt up ways this could go wrong. I didn’t listen to it for the first time in a long time because I could hear them around me, starting to pant and moan their desire for my body. I was useful for something, at least. I wanted this for approval, yes, but my body responded in kind as well, wanting it for more than just that. I wanted to be fucked into the sofa until I had a limp for two weeks.

Isaac was the first to remove an article of clothing. “Damn, it’s getting hot in here,” he said, throwing off his shirt. “But I bet that’s just you, baby.” He addressed me as he spoke, and I felt a little smug being able to do that to him.

The others chuckled in agreement. Matt moved to remove my cardigan, eager to get at my breasts. “I bet she tastes as good as she looks.”

Jerry smirked. “Having dessert early, are we? This is one dessert that wouldn’t ruin any supper I have.”

With every new sentence they spoke, I started to feel better and better about myself. Maybe I should try and pick up guys more often, and then maybe my depression would go away. I knew deep down that wouldn’t work, but for the fleeting moment that it was, I could delude myself into thinking that. Just this once.

With my shirt off, the others took theirs off as well, thinking it unfair that I would be one of the only ones to show off my skin. “That pink skin…” Isaac said, and then dove into the middle of my boobs, still covered by my bra, and sucked on the middle, pulling the skin so that it left a hickey behind. I threw my head back, biting my lip before a loud moan could escape. I could feel the skin moving around, even with how tight my skin was. He was certainly skilled at hickeys.

Matt dove behind me to kiss the back of my neck, throwing my hair out of the way. Jerry and Ben set to work on pulling down my skirt, and undoing my bra. With so many hands around me, it was easy to lose track of time and what was happening. With my eyes closed, I could feel myself almost floating as if on a cloud. I liked this feeling, so I kept my eyes closed as their hands roamed over my body, carefully and swiftly removing each article of clothing.

They did a good job of making me feel wanted, which was for sure. I heard them whisper in my ear how much they wanted to touch me there, how sexy my bare tits were, how soft my skin was. If my head could’ve gotten any bigger, I’m sure it would’ve exploded. Instead, it rushed to my pelvis as arousal, lubing me up in anticipation of them. It had been a long time since I’d felt this turned on by something. My mind didn’t protest with my usual overthinking for once, just letting me enjoy what they were doing. It helped that they were drowning out my own thoughts with their whispers, telling me what they wanted to do to me.

And then they started doing it. They forced me to my knees, and I happily obliged, ready to do whatever they wanted me to. I kept my eyes closed, still intent on staying in the moment. I felt all five cocks get shoved into my face, so I took two in my hands and sucked on another. I couldn’t help but glance for a moment at how big each fireman was. Much to my surprise, most of them were fairly average sizes, but they were more than enough for me to get excited at the sight of them. I wanted to be fucked by those dicks. Tasting them wouldn’t be enough for me for long.

Slowly, each of them slipped on a condom as I finished sucking them off, reveling in the taste and smell of them. I helped each roll the condoms over their cocks, and then sucked them off a little again. To my pleasure, they were flavored condoms. I moaned as I came off of the taste of strawberry. I could do this all night.

They lifted me off my feet into the air, where I wrapped my legs around Matt’s waist. Jerry got up behind me, and each of them put their cock inside me, one after the other. I moaned loudly. I had been excited for them, but I hadn’t expected two of them at once. My pussy expanded in response, taking in every inch and loving it. I used Matt’s shoulders for support, but they did all the hard work. They held me aloft like I was a feather, and fucked me out of rhythm. I felt both their cocks struggling to stay in my tight pussy, but I kept them in with my muscles, milking them and sucking them back into me. I had strong vagina muscles, and I was proud of it.

They didn’t let themselves finish, rather, they let the others shove me on my hands and knees and fucked me like a dog. They certainly had a way with animals… not just Matt, but the others as well. Isaac came up behind me and without warning or being gentle, shoved himself inside me and fucked me hard and raw. I moaned in time with his thrusts, feeling his cock push more and more pleasure into me until I couldn’t take it anymore, and came on him.

“Ah fuck! You’re squeezing me so hard…” It didn’t sound like a complaint. Rather, he sounded like he almost had blown his load just from me getting off on his dick. I smirked a little, but Ben got rid of the smirk by putting his cock in my mouth. He had been the only one left out so far, and I guessed he was tired of jacking off on the side. I eagerly sucked him off, but unfortunately, he was a quicker shot than I expected and soon I felt semen splashing the back of my throat. I swallowed every last drop of it.

Not a second later, I felt the throbbing of Isaac’s cock. He must have seen me swallow all of it and the sight had finished him off. He moaned loudly, pumping his hips sporadically. “Fuck…” he muttered. He pulled out of me, and the one whose name I forgot came up behind me and started fucking me.

They each took their turns, letting each other finish before moving on. I was almost disappointed I couldn’t feel their sperm inside me. Damn those condoms. Still, I could feel them throbbing inside me, and that was all that I needed to feel satisfied… for now.

They all finished inside me, and as the last one – Matt – finished fucking me, my hands and knees finally buckled and I collapsed to the floor. I was sweaty and satisfied, and I felt like I was in heaven. I couldn’t believe I had been fucked by five different men… and they were all surrounding me, getting dressed and talking about how great it had been.

I sat up and pulled my panties on, and my bra. “You guys are still staying for food, right…?” I asked meekly, feeling my shy nature coming back to me. Matt helped me up to my feet, but I wasn’t stable on my legs. Luckily for me, they all seemed to respect the fact that I might not be physically able to cook anymore.

“You bet,” Jerry said. “That was just one course of the whole meal. A really good course, though. Probably my favorite.”

I smiled a little and pulled the rest of my clothes back on, and then my body buckled again. I fell on the sofa. “Give me a minute… I’ll finish cooking.”

“Nah. Let us cook for you. You’ve done more than enough for us,” Matt offered. “Right guys?”

They all nodded in agreement and set off to the kitchen. Within moments, I heard the sizzling of steak, and I couldn’t help but think of how lucky I was to have five men cooking for me. Some women didn’t even get one man to cook for them.

Sasha jumped in my lap and purred contently. I scratched her behind the ears and took my plate of steak as soon as it came to me, and thanked them for their wonderful service.


48. A Wild Wedding Night: The Brides Rough Gangbang by Joni Blake

They say everyone gets cold feet before the big day they give themselves away forever. They also say that a girl’s wedding day is supposed to be the most exciting and dream-filled day of her life. They say a lot of stuff but they do not usually say that the bride will have her first gangbang on her wedding night. It’s difficult to explain what was going through my mind that night after I said my vows but one thing for sure is that my wedding night sex was far more exciting than I thought it would be.

Years upon years dreaming of one day never prepared me for what was coming on the day that I finally decided to exchange promises with the man I decided to spend my life with. The fact that they give those promises a pretty name like vows didn’t help either. Don’t get me wrong, I did not expect white picket fences, puppies, and perfect little children running around. I knew it wouldn’t be the way they show it in the movies but I was not ready for the anxiety I felt.

It wasn’t the idea of living with one man for the rest of my life that scared me out of my wits. I had sewn my wild oats for long enough and wanted something different, something more permanent. Besides, I never really plan the next five minutes, much less the next thirty years. The problem for me was more sexual. Matt is great in bed and the two of us have always had a good sex life, but the issue came to me when a friend of mine joked about me being a bachelorette no longer.

Again, it wasn’t being supposedly tied down to one man that bothered me, and I considered all my wild days behind me. Her joke wasn’t all that bad, and it probably wouldn’t have stuck with me if it weren’t for another friend who chimed in with a follow-up joke saying, “Guess you’ll never have that gangbang you’ve always wanted.”

It got a laugh from everyone, and I added some laughter myself but to be completely honest, it bothered me like crazy. What none of my friends, even the closest ones or Matt knew was that I had dreamed about a gangbang for a few years. It all started when Matt and I tried to mix things up by watching porn. One of the scenes that Matt didn’t care for was the one that got my attention the most when a hot girl had a gangbang with five hot guys in a bar.

At the time, I chalked it up to the fact that it was something I had never seen before and I figured it would fade just like my desire to have a night with another girl faded. The thing is that it never faded. I hadn’t thought about it in a while, but every time I thought about it, it stuck with me until I sneaked over to a private web browser and found that scene or one like it online. Each time I watched it, I would take an extra-long bath and finger myself as I imagined a line of guys who just couldn’t wait to jam their cocks into me.

I know it might seem a little messed up, and I hadn’t thought of it for a little bit, but when she made that little joke, it all came rushing back. The problem, of course, was that the girls were going to be with me all night long, all morning the next day and I was supposed to spend all evening and all night with Matt who would then be my new husband. I wouldn’t have a chance to take that familiar extra-long bath for a couple of days or more, and I’d never waited that long before. The desire for a gangbang had never been helped just by having extra rough sex with Matt either. The only way I found to get it off my mind wasn’t going to be available, and I really wondered if I could function on my wedding day.

That sounds dramatic as hell but just imagine standing there in an expensive wedding dress with your entire family, your soon to be husband, a bunch of friends and family, and a priest staring at you. Now imagine the entire time you’re fantasizing about a line of guys fucking your brains out. Try glancing down at the bible and up at the priest during that situation and tell me I was just being dramatic.

So, sure, it bothered me a lot. I tried to sneak away a few times that night, but after my second bath, it was starting to get strange that I kept wanting to get away from all my best girlfriends. One of them even asked if I kept pissing my pants or something since I kept taking a shower over and over again. That was Jenny, and she’s always just a little bitch. I swear she wouldn’t have even been there if it weren’t for her being the close friend of two other girls and the sister of my matron of honor.

Anyway, trying to stay on track here, the night came and went without me being able to sneak away for long enough to take care of my little nagging problem. The next morning my mother noticed and I had to lie to her. She’s a great lady, but I couldn’t look at her and say well Mom, I’m having a little trouble getting ready for my wedding because I keep wanting a bunch of guys to fuck me like a slut for an hour or more. I didn’t think it would go over well.

So, I did the only thing I could do and tried to forget about it. The rest of the day went well, and everyone around me was having so much fun that I almost was able to forget about my nagging little secret, my dirty little fantasy, but not quite. Every time I was in the most honest and clean family situation, it would come back to me. My granny would walk into the room and kiss me on the cheek, and I would think about those men, strangers even, ready to take me for the ride of my life. The priest called to see how things were going and to ask if everyone was going to be at the church on time and I thought about spreading my legs for a line of guys to screw me like crazy.

You get the picture by this point probably. By the time I actually got to the church, and the entire process started getting farther along, the fantasy got worse. It’s a damn good thing I didn’t try to take a nap or something because I know for a fact I would be screaming for more and probably wouldn’t be using Matt’s name while I did it. I consider myself a pretty good girl for the most part, and I’ve certainly been in a few churches along the way but just being in that place made it worse.

Eventually the thing I looked forward to and dreaded the most happened, and I found myself standing behind those closed doors. The music that I dreamed about for a lot of my life hit and everyone was already standing when the doors opened. For a moment, I was lost to anything but feeling like a princess. It was so much greater than anything I had ever experienced, and I had been on homecoming court twice. The church wasn’t that big, but as my daddy took me through the doors and we started walking down the aisle, I felt like that old video I saw once of a real-life princess getting married was coming to life for me.

It was great that I could enjoy that moment because at the second I saw Matt and the priest, the dirty thoughts came rushing back to me. Sometimes I was able to push the thoughts to the back of my mind, and that was one of those moments. I knew it was all going to come back to me later, possibly even stronger, but at least I could get through the ceremony all right.

My strange and dirty desires aside, the wedding was great. It was almost enough to live up to my plans and dreams. The only time I had a passing thought about that gangbang was when Matt kissed me. He’s always a mess and chose to grab my butt right as he kissed me. It was hot, and I love him more for it, but it also made me think about that group of imaginary guys who kept hounding my subconscious. While he kissed me, I imagined myself in a bar that had closed. The bartender and four more guys had me bent over a table and were ramming themselves into me one after another. The mental image broke down just as soon as the kiss broke and I couldn’t have been more pleased about that.

As we made our way to the reception, the crowd loosened up a bit, and I began to think back to the crazy few years that Matt and I spent together. He wasn’t the nicest guy in the world, but he had always been honest with me even if it meant he was on my bad side for a few days. One thing I certainly did not want going into a marriage was someone that would be fake or who would lie to me for years only to surprise me with an ugly truth far too late.

My friend Amanda introduced us, and at first, I didn’t like him. I’m around five feet six with long blonde hair and a body that I work hard to keep in good shape, and Matt wasn’t exactly in great shape. He is tall, but he was a little too fluffy for me to be one to approach him. As the saying goes, however, looks aren’t everything. His sense of humor and brutal honesty got my attention well enough for me to agree to see him again.

It was a slow process, but eventually, I found myself not only liking him but liking the way I could be myself around him. Everyone keeps a secret or two, but for the most part, I could tell him anything and everything without wondering if it would derail our relationship. That was a great bond to have because we are each to loud-mouthed to avoid arguments. For the most part, any disagreement was like a minor explosion. It was loud and ugly but only lasted for a minute before everyone started hugging each other.

Over the first year we were together, there were no talks about getting serious. I knew he was still sort of seeing another girl or two here and there and I certainly was doing the same. We even joked about the convenient openness of our relationship by calling ourselves boyfriend and girlfriend with benefits. We were together enough to claim we were but not so tight that we couldn’t explore other options as well.

After another year went by, we each started to understand that the other was more to our liking than anyone else and started to spend more time together. That was the year we moved in together and closed some of the previous openness of the relationship. We were exclusive enough that when he saw me kiss another guy, it caused a shit-storm of a fight and the same happened when I caught him some months later.

We talked about it after a while and decided we had to either be serious about wanting to be exclusive or stop living together. A few months later, he proposed and I gladly said yes. I had just gotten a new job that was very promising going forward and he had just been promoted to a better paying and more stable position at his job. Basically, it seemed like the perfect time to say yes and get on with the rest of our lives.

Standing there at the reception and enjoying my time with Matt and our friends, I honestly didn’t have a single regret. Though, I did have a nagging fantasy that remained in the back of my mind even after my trip down memory lane. I should probably be honest enough to stop calling it a nagging fantasy. If it was anything, it was a fantasy I had lusted over and wanted for quite a long time. I even thought about asking Matt about it at one point, but he just seemed like he was so happy that I didn’t want to upset him. I could just imagine him wondering what he had done wrong to make me want to go back to that former open relationship we’d had.

So, for the rest of the time, we spent there at the reception, taking pictures, and talking with friends while eating sausage balls, I did the only thing I could do: ignored my own thoughts and pretended to be happy. Well, I wasn’t pretending to be happy with the wedding and my decision to go through with it, just pretending that I wasn’t fantasizing about a gangbang and sizing up nearly every attractive guy I saw, deciding whether he would be a welcome member of the so-called gang that would do the banging. You get the idea.

When everyone slowly filed out and it was time for the close friends and family to see we two newlyweds on our way to the honeymoon, I was happier than I’d been all day. It would have been perfect if I wasn’t exhausted, irritated by the sound of the cans dragging the ground, and wishing Matt was driving me to a sex club where I could get my freak on. We talked a little bit, but he was exhausted too. Judging from how fast he stopped to clean the crap off the car, he was also irritated about the cans. Still, it was all part of the day, and though we weren’t talking much on the way towards the coast, I grabbed his hand and let him know I loved him before drifting off to sleep.

Matt woke me up when we were almost at the hotel, and I couldn’t believe I had slept for that long. “Hi,” I said as I cleared my eyes of the sleepy feeling, “How long was I out?”

“A few hours,” he said, “I had to stop a few times to keep myself awake and get gas, and you still didn’t wake up. I couldn’t bring myself to force you awake. You know what that means, of course.”

“You’re going to demand to sleep in tomorrow instead of getting busy having fun?” I asked.

“You’ve got it, baby,” he smiled, “You know me so well.”

“I do,” a laugh escaped me, “Ha, get it.”

“I do,” he smirked, “I did it too.”

“We’re officially a silly married couple,” I said as we got out of the car and started walking towards the hotel entrance. “Hey,” I laughed, “That guy is taking our bags!”

“It is called a bellhop, dear,” he said.

“Oh,” I laughed, “Maybe I slept too long or had too much to drink.”

“You weren’t drinking while you were sleeping.”

“I meant before,” my hand whacked him on the shoulder, “At the reception.”

“No,” he said, “You probably worked that off during your sleep.”

“Hey,” I said, “We’re all dressed up in our slightly more relaxed wedding day garb, let's hit the hotel bar. I’m sure I can get drunk again if I try hard enough.”

“I need to make a couple of phone calls first,” he said and then followed up, “Some friends of mine helped keep me awake on the drive while you were taking your beauty rest and I wanted to finish a couple a few conversations. But, you go ahead, and I’ll catch up. Oh, and you might want to look at your hair before you bust in there. Be there in a few.”

I took Matt’s advice and went to the ladies’ room first and when I saw myself in the mirror, was instantly glad I did. The dress I had put on for the last part of the reception and the trip was a comfortable off-white dress that looked tight but felt great. Its material was easy to deal with, so I used my hands to even out some of the wrinkles and then went to work on the more difficult part of the problem which was my hair.

The nice little hairdo I had earlier was unsalvageable at that point, so I had to get a little creative. Thankfully I don’t have a habit or a need for hairspray so I could use my purse brush to comb out the tangles. A little hair band that almost matched was the best option from there, and I was pretty satisfied with my ponytail when I left and made my way down to the bar.

I already had a drink halfway finished when my phone buzzed. Matt was letting me know that a work friend of his needed some extended conversation about a problem on the job so he was just going up to the room. He’d already told me the room number, but I was glad he also included that little bit of information in the text before suggesting that I have a blast if I wanted and let him know if he needed to come down and get me.

For some people, it probably would seem odd for us to start our wedding night in such a way but it wasn’t that big of a deal for us. After all, we’d been sexually active and enjoying it for a while, so it wasn’t like we were about to get to experience that for the first time. Matt and I knew well that we were going to have some crazy time between the sheets on our honeymoon before the week was over so he knew I was fine with him doing a little work and I knew he was fine with me finishing my first drink and already ordering a second one.

Just about the time I was three-fourths of the way finished with that drink, another one appeared in front of me. The bartender saw the way I glanced at him and said, “From the gentlemen over there.” I followed his direction and saw a table of six guys nodding and winking at me at the same time. I smiled at them, held the drink up and mouthed my thanks.

For a few minutes, I thought that was going to be the end of the interaction, and I wasn’t even thinking about them when I made my way to the modest little dance floor. There was no disk jockey or anything of the sort, just a couple of speakers with a steady flow of dance music coming out. Nobody else was on the dance floor, and almost nobody else was in the little bar. Shortly, I had some company from the same group who had just bought me a drink.

One of them handed me a drink as he danced up towards me, “You left your drink on the bar.”

“It’s easier to dance without a drink,” I smiled.

“Not for me, pretty lady,” he smiled.

I will admit that while I was a little buzzed, I was acting more drunk than I was. Part of that was because I liked the way they were acting around me, like I was the hottest girl they had ever seen and part of it was because of my fantasy, the same one that I had been either enjoying or ignoring most of the day, was back. Here I was, dancing with a couple of guys at a time and having a blast while also thinking what it might be like if they wanted to do more than dance.

A passing thought of my new husband put a smile on my face, but then I stopped thinking about him because one of the guys around me grabbed my breasts from behind. I knew what I should have done. I should have turned around, slapped his face, or possibly even kneed him where it hurts. But I found myself at a crossroads, and I found my mind on that fantasy that had been with me for so long. The way I saw it, I had two choices. I could either slap the fool and get out of there to reunite with my busy, and probably distracted husband or I could do something crazy and try to realize that fantasy at last.

I stood there on the dance floor and took a glance at each of the men standing around me. They were younger than me by a couple of years at least and seemed to have a wild look in their eyes. The one standing next to me was over six feet tall by probably a couple of inches and looked to be built very well. He was the one who had grabbed me from behind. While I had been debating about what to do, only a few seconds had passed. I glanced around at them again and then leaned in and grabbed the guy right between his legs. He already had a nice bulge there, and it just grew more solid as I began to move my hand back and forth.

The choice was easier than I would like to admit and the fantasy won.

Before I really knew who was doing what, they were suddenly all dancing around me, and their hands were all over me. I groaned as I leaned up to kiss the tallest one on his cheek and whisper into his ear, “You guys have a room?”

“You know it,” he smiled, “You want it to be just the two of us?”

I could tell it was what he expected which made me want the fantasy that much more. With a look over my shoulder at the other five guys who were still running their hands all over my body, I winked, “No. I want all six of you.”

The next few minutes were a bit of a blur. I made sure that I had my phone in my purse and that I had my purse with me but other than that I just let myself go. It wasn’t necessarily the safest thing I have ever done, but then it wouldn’t be a fantasy if it was. They took turns groping me as they took me to their room. I am not sure how long it was before we arrived at the room, but as soon as I was inside, I took my dress off and placed it to one side.

They stood near the door for only a second before I waved them forward and they started forward, taking their clothes off on the way. In my mind, I was living out the fantasy at long last and was extremely turned on before they even reached me. When they did, and started running their hands all over me, I was going crazy with desire. For a few minutes, they were just like a gang or something who couldn’t wait to get their hands on me, pushing each other to one side for the chance to touch my breasts with either their fingers or their mouths.

Next, the tall guy who got most of my attention on the dance floor stood at the end of the bed as I lay back on it and spread my legs. He grabbed his cock and showed it to me, and I licked my lips. He pulled my legs forward, and I shifted my hips so I would be ready for him to enter. I figured things were about to get insane, so the slow and steady way he pushed into my pussy drove me wild with pleasure. I whispered how good it felt and he pushed in farther.

While he was taking his time, and filling me so well, the other five fanned out with two on each side of my body and one climbing onto the bed above my head. Before I had the chance to glance upward at him, he took my head and shifted it for me so that I was staring at his big shaft. I smiled as I opened my mouth and took his full girth in and used my hands to reach out to either side of me, knowing there would be a shaft there for each and I wasn’t disappointed.

I had no idea how good it would feel to take myself down the filthy and slutty road of the fantasy that had been coming to me for so long. Already I could say that in the first few minutes I felt twice as good as I had any time I have touched myself while imagining a like scenario. The pace picked up between my legs, and soon he was pumping into me hard, and his pace was pushing my mouth onto the cock that I kept in my mouth. Just as he started to swell, they shifted around, but the big guy stayed where he was, filling my pussy so perfectly.

A brand-new cock was presented to my face, and I began to run my mouth onto it at the pace my body was being pumped by the cock ramming my pussy. I felt like I was about to cum before he pulled out and they shifted to another guy pushing into me. He wasn’t willing to start off slowly however as he quickly grabbed my legs and jammed his cock hard into me. I yelped at the change in pace and at how rough he was taking charge.

It was so rough that I couldn’t even focus on what I was doing with the cock above my head, instead pulling off and just grunting as my first orgasm started to build. His fingers dug into my thighs as he jammed faster and harder into me. He was talking to me the entire time, telling me I liked it and damn he was so right. There was no way he could keep that pace up so he moved and the next guy turned me over, saying he wanted me from behind.

With a quick handful of hair and another hand on my ass, he shoved his cock hard into me. It was so loud as he slapped his hips against mine that I thought someone nearby might start telling us to be quiet. I didn’t have the ability to be quiet and I wouldn’t even if I could have. God, it felt so good that my orgasm slammed over me just as he moved to one side. Each time a guy had enough and was forced to move to one side, another cock was there in a second and each time it seemed to get rougher.

They could tell the rougher it got, the more I liked it, and the next guy started to spank my ass, and I yelped as a second orgasm took me at that moment. Grunt after grunt left my lips and I screamed every so often as it was easily the roughest and most alluring sex I have ever had. I had lost track of which guy was fucking me from behind because I had my fingers gripping the bed sheets as hard as their fingers gripped my hair and my ass.

I yelped in pleasure and pain as the next guy spanked me again and asked if I wanted him to fuck me hard. I moaned that I did and begged him not to stop. Their pace quickened, and they started changing every couple of minutes, but there was always a thick and hungry cock inside of me, ramming into me in classic gangbang fashion.

I began to picture myself as being part of a pornographic movie like the one that had gotten my attention a few years ago, and the thought nearly pushed a third orgasm out of me. Just then they moved me around again. One of them held one leg to one side while another held the other leg in the other direction as I lay back on the bed. Three of them were on the bed, kissing and licking me everywhere while the big guy once again pushed his cock into me but this time he wasn’t starting off slow at all.

Instead, he lowered himself onto the bed and with my legs spread wide, was able to just pump himself into me as fast and hard as possible. If they weren’t kissing, nibbling, and clutching onto my breasts, they would have been sloshing all over the place with the feverish and rough thrusts. Soon he moved to hold one of my legs and the guy who had been holding the leg moved between my legs and rammed into me just as hard and fast.

I felt like such a dirty slut but in the most amazing way imaginable. One after another they took their place and rammed into me harder than I thought possible even before. I felt myself getting closer as they took turns fucking me harder still. The orgasm slammed over me, and I fell back, taking whatever else they had for me as my strength was sapped.

Within a few minutes, I felt a vacancy in my pussy as they all pulled me onto my knees. I quickly opened my eyes and opened my mouth, pointing between my lips. They got the point and one at a time put their cocks into my mouth and came down my throat. It was easily the most erotic position I had ever been in, and when they were all finished, they all took a seat somewhere and rested a little bit.

After a few moments of singing my praises, one of them asked me if I would be willing to get together again and commented that he didn’t get my name. I had already freshened myself up a bit and gotten my dress back on when I winked at him, “Fantasies only come along occasionally big boy. As far as a name, just call me Princess. Have a nice day fellas.”

I left the room and made my way slowly up to the honeymoon suite where Matt was just finishing a web-conference and said how tired he was as well as how much he was looking forward to bed. He asked, “Is it all right if we just go to sleep tonight darling?”

I brushed my fingers along his face and said, “I just have to take a shower and grab some headache powder, but you go ahead.” There were a few tense moments over the next couple of days because I kept seeing that same group of guys at the pool and at a few other places. Each time I saw them I played with them a bit, either ignoring them if Matt was nearby or waving my wedding ring at them and blowing a kiss if Matt wasn’t around. Overall, I felt a ton better and was looking forward to the next little while as a married woman. My fulfilled wedding night fantasy would just be my little secret and what a secret it was.


49. Dancing with Desire: Gangbang Sex with Strangers by Jessica Silver

I always wanted to be a good wife. Rising on a Saturday morning, I make my man breakfast. He doesn’t want the food and leaves me in tears. My friend says that I can turn him around. I’m horrified to find my husband’s eyes otherwise engaged. So I let her take me to a dark room where other men grind and thrust and awaken every impulse. Maybe I can’t have them on the stage. But in a small dressing room, one dancer meets my desires. And there are more waiting in the wings.

The morning started with Jim at my side, snoring softly. I rubbed his back and headed downstairs to prepare a proper Saturday breakfast. A cup of cereal and a single slice of toast simply would not do. He would have the works. Which meant buttermilk pancakes drenched in maple syrup and real butter. While the coffee percolated, I ducked into the half bath to twist my hair over my neck and line my lips. Passion Pink. Perfect for a kiss once my husband saw what I had in store, and I waited until he slipped down the stairs, wearing nothing but his robe over his boxer briefs.

“Good morning!” I chirped, pecking his cheek and getting the faintest show of affection back in return. Maybe he’d look at me differently one caffeinated. I poured the black brew into his mug and presented a full plate.

“Pancakes?” he said.

“Yes. And that’s real Vermont syrup. Kathy picked it up when she---”

“You know I’m watching my cholesterol,” he said. “Sometimes I wonder if you’re trying to do me in before my time.”

Perish the thought! Furiously shaking my head over my shoulders, I climbed into his lap to cuddle him, kissing his nose in search of his smile.

“I’m sorry, honey. I just wanted to give you a treat.” Ready for his lips, I was startled when he pushed out of the chair and away from the table, my body almost falling to the floor as he finally sipped his coffee.

“The real treat would be if you listened every now and then,” he said. “And stopped cooking this crap!”

He turned on his heel without another word or look, and I assumed his abandoned seat and started to cry. He had said that he was concerned for his health, watching his waistline. I heard it; I hung on his every word. But he was looking so good lately that I thought he might be down for a cheat day. God knows I savored them, seemingly always on a diet. Now I polished off the pancakes and moved to the sink to wash the evidence of my crime away,

And Jim came back.

“Where are you going?” I asked. His crisp khakis and maroon polo shirt looked like he was ready for a golf game. But his clubs stayed untouched in the hall closet as he seized his keys.

“I’ll be at Dave’s,” he said. “He needs some help with his plumbing?”

“Plumbing?” I echoed. “Since when do you do that?”

“Excuse me?” His voice was sharp, and I tried to smile, tried to touch his face when he backed away, so close to being out the door.

“I… I mean the sink in the master bath is still dripping. We’re been waiting on Mr. O’Neil for weeks.”

“Like that’s my fault?” he challenged. “You’re the one that’s supposed to make the calls when the house goes to hell. Like always.”

“I know, but---”

“But I’m out there busting my ass all day, and I don’t need your shit on a Saturday.”

He disappeared, slamming the door behind him. The words hurt, but there was some truth in them. It was our deal. Plant the garden, cook his meals… lay there on the rare occasion that he wanted me. None of it was working out according to his plan… my plan…

There was a knock at the door.

“Kathy?” I asked as I peered through the peephole, her figure distorted until I opened the door and saw her smiling with a brown paper bag in hand.

“I saw Jim taking off,” she said. “Guessing the maple syrup wasn’t a hit?”

“I… he has to help Dave with… some… stuff.”

She followed me inside and flounced down with her parcel, unveiling a spread of donuts. I envied Kathy. Not because she could pack it away and never show so much as a pound. The fact of the matter was the woman had a belly, and her tight pants did her no favors. But more to the point, Kathy just did not care. Maybe because she was divorced; maybe because she was pushing fifty and called it a second spring. But she bit into a Boston Cream and finished Jim’s coffee as I swept the floor and tried to smile.

“I wouldn’t look so happy if I were you,” she said. “When a man says no to pancakes it’s the beginning of the end.”

“No, it’s not,” I countered. “Jim’s just watching his weight.”

“For who?” Kathy challenged. “No offense, sweetie. But you’re not doing yourself any favors in that… housecoat.”

Ready to argue, I caught a glimpse of myself in the window. Sure the reflection was hazy and gray. But I wasn’t that old. Was I…?

“I look awful!”

Letting the broom fall with a shriek, I hid my face in my hands and felt Kathy creeping closer, her breath rich with chocolate frosting as she patted my shoulder.

“That’s what I’ve been telling you,” she said.

“Thanks a lot,” I sniffled.

“Honey, I’m here to help.”

“How?” I asked. She grabbed my shoulders, her head tilting from side to side until her lips curled into a smile.

“Tell you what we’re gonna do. We’re gonna leave the dishes in the sink so I can give you a makeover.”

“Oh… I…”

“Listen to me if you know what’s good for you.”

Reluctantly, I let her pull me up the steps, and Kathy dragged me into the bathroom, the sink dripping, and she sat me on the edge of the tub, scanning my basket and making faces in the mirror.

“Well this is dull,” she muttered. “Passion Pink? Seriously?”

“The girl in the shop swore that it drives men crazy.”

“Obviously only drives them away,” she countered. “Here. I know that I have something better.”

She revealed a tube of really red lipstick and eyeliner black as night as I nervously clutched a washcloth and started to shake my head.

“Kathy, I… I can’t...”

“Only because you’ve never tried. Now sit still and let me do my thing.”

Her thing was painting my lips to the point where I could taste rubies, and it was hard to blink through so much mascara. Once she seemed satisfied, Kathy helped me to my feet and stood me in front of the mirror.

“Get a load of you now!”

It was trashy. Maybe a little desperate. But I still smiled through the mask and didn’t say no when she ruffled my hair and ordered me to whip it back and forth until it looked like a cloud hovering over my shoulders.

“Let’s see your man say no to you now!”

Excited, I let her dress me in the only black skirt I owned. Of course, I had to pair it with a pale peach blouse, but Kathy made sure to leave the top two buttons undone as she pinched my cheek. And wouldn’t let me leave before she added some rouge.

“Go get him, girl!”

Confident as I stepped into my best pair of heels, I ducked out the back door and glided across the grass. The fence to Dave’s yard was off the latch, and I tossed my new hairdo back and imagined Jim up to his knees in water, bemoaning his fate and saying that he should have stayed with me for more than breakfast. And then I’d be right there, letting him drink me in. Maybe I’d tease him with a little twirl and tug at his collar. But one way or the other he was going to be back in my hands. And I’d lead him to our bed, lose my makeover in his chest as I thrust on top of him, recapturing the magic that had to be there long ago and…

“I gotta come around more often, Davey.”

Jim stood in our neighbor’s kitchen, so many minutes from noon with a cracked beer in hand. He and Dave weren’t doing anything in the way of work. Unless you counted the leers in their eyes trained on the “plumber” in Daisy Duke shorts and a halter top. She smiled before crawling under the sink… her ass perched in the air. The plumber jiggled as she worked, an offense to the dwarves from my childhood, and my husband slapped his friend’s back, whispering something that I could not quite make out. But I caught the meaning and backed away from the scene, my heart in my throat as I made a beeline back to Kathy, her makeup job ruined as I wept into my hands.

“He’s over there ogling some other girl!” I wailed. “That’s why he didn’t want to eat my food. And now I… I…”

“What, honey?” Kathy asked as she rubbed my back. “Tell me everything.”

“I… I keep thinking about all those late nights at the office. He always swears that he has paperwork to catch up on… after hours’ appointments.”

“Well, maybe he---”

“He sells fucking car insurance! How many people do that after midnight?”

I felt like a fool as I heard Kathy’s lighter click. The swirl of her cigarette smoke surrounded me as she lifted my head with her free fingers.

“None that I know of,” she said.

“So I was stupid to buy into it?” I asked.

“Let’s just call it naïve, honey.”

“Same difference,” I muttered. “Bet if I went back I’d see him mounting that girl on the sink that she’s never going to fix.”

“And what good would that do?” Kathy asked. “So he can scream at you to mind your own business and go back to having his fun?”

My tears dried up as I stared into her eyes.

“You… you sound like you speak from experience,” I said. She finished her cigarette and swiftly lit another one.

“Let’s just say that something of the sort came in handy when I took him to court,” she said. “Are you going to make that move?”

How could I? Jim controlled our finances, such as they were. The house, the cars, everything was in his name, and I hadn’t held a job in years. No way I could make it on my own, and I said a much with a shrug of my shoulders.

“What I thought,” Kathy said. “So maybe it’s time for the next best thing.”

“Meaning what?”

“Meaning I fix your face again, and you follow me.”

In less than five minutes, Kathy reapplied my makeup and got behind the wheel of her Civic. She hit the gas hard and cut across Route 48 until we pulled up to a tiny parking lot and a gray brick building. I knew the place. In as much as I had seen the neon sign sparkling on the rare occasions when Jim took me to dinner and the long way home.

“Kathy, this... this place…”

“Is where dreams come true, honey.”

My legs trembled as she helped me up and out of her car. We climbed three steps and passed through a smudged glass door. I caught a whiff of more cigarettes than Kathy could ever smoke in a day peppered with excited screams and the beat of a bass turned up to eleven.

“Kathy! This is a strip joint!” I shrieked.

“Refuge of the lonely little wife on a weekend afternoon,” she said. “Come on. You deserve some fun, too.”

She waved hello to a few friends. We sat at a table so close to the stage, and I concealed my hands under the black skirt. Looking up, I saw a tanned man with long dark hair gyrating in jean shorts…

…looking like the plumber of my fantasies.

Every time he bent over, I saw the best bits of his ass followed by his smile as he turned his hips towards the ladies ready to climb the stage with dollar bills in hand. He took the money with his mouth, letting the cash play between his teeth before easing it down his shorts…

…where his bulge longed to break free.

“Let’s keep it coming, girls!”

The order from an unseen voice poured over the loudspeaker. Soon every other woman, Kathy included, fought to follow that first bill, stuffing ten and twenties into his waistband. Twitching, I wondered what it would feel like to touch him when his set came to an end.

“Another round of applause for Ramon, ladies!”

The tall, dark stranger stayed on stage to soak in the applause, running his fingers across the faces of his adoring fans as he started back to the curtain. Before he disappeared, I felt his eyes on mine and tried to look away. But his stare held me in place as he licked his fingers, grazing his chest and stopping so close to his cock. Did he wink at me? I trembled in my chair, drinking from the nearest glass of water when Kathy returned with a playful sigh and clapped her hands.

“We got to get you something stronger than that!” she said. In ten seconds’ flat, two shot glasses appeared. Kathy downed her helping in one gulp and waved for another as I barely sipped my tequila.

“Come on, Mary!” she moaned. “You have to chug it.”

“Isn’t a little early in the day for… for all of this?”

“Jim doesn’t seem to think so,” she countered. “Wait till to you see the next act!”

I was almost on my feet, ready to walk home if I had to when the music started and the lights grew dark.

“And now, let’s put our hands together for the Barrow Brothers!”

Two blondes who almost looked like they might be twins bounded forward wearing skin tight black pants and bowties around their necks. At first, they just mirrored one another’s moves, flexing and bending and tossing the scarves to one overeager woman I recognized from the market in the front row.

But them it was time for freestyle.

“Here’s Bobby, girls!”

Bobby Barrow, if that was his real name, kicked his leg high and sank into a split. Only to spring back up and strip the spandex from his legs. Ripples of muscles lined his legs, his thong just hiding a cock that thrust with him as he took his tips and smiled, turning around to reveal his ass in all its glory.

I finished my shot of tequila and accepted another before Kathy even had a chance to ask if I wanted a fresh drink.

“And if you like that, what about Benji?”

On closer look, he had to be the younger of the two, and he kept his pants on, dry humping the runway and slithering like a snake on his belly. With the tongue to match. Taking the money offered in hand, he licked the bills and forced them down his own pants, grinding his chest before a girl who looked ready to faint.

I was on my third shot as I left my chair, Kathy’s hands on my shoulders.

“Feeling no pain now, right?” she asked.

I didn’t answer. I moved through the crowd like the other girls were ghosts, my head spinning. Creeping closer to the stage, I reached out to touch Benji’s glistening chest... shuddering at the feel of how firm he was as he stayed on his knees, grinding his hips so close to my waist. Did Kathy cry out as I wrapped my arms around his neck and felt him lift me into the air? She seemed so far away as Benji turned me towards Bobby, setting me down gently. But just as my feet hit the stage, they were back to thrusting, licking their lips. My hand found Bobby’s firm ass. No way I didn’t hear the squeals when I touched him, as I pinched his taut flesh. His smile seemed brighter than the lights hanging overhead.

“Alright now, missy! Time to calm down!”

Was the loudspeaker meant for me? I combed my fingers through my hair and swayed between them, snatching a vodka and cranberry juice that someone had abandoned as the bills kept flying. Benji’s hands were on my back; I wished that he would tear the blouse off when a burly bouncer who had no place on the stage came out of nowhere and started to pull me away from the dancers, my arms and legs turning weak as I tried to stay where I was, to touch them again.

“Give her a break, man.”

Who said that? It wasn’t the voice from the loudspeaker. But even as I tried to figure out who was sticking up for me, I felt faint and fell into someone who carried me away, the crowd’s cheers growing fainter until everything was black.

“Hey? You alright?”

My head was still heavy as I turned on a slippery blanket and blinked into the feel of a hard hand on my face.

“You… you’re Ramon,” I whispered.

“There you go. Guess I made an impression.”

Even more so in a pair of silk boxers and a thin robe, wearing it better than Jim ever could, as I say up slowly.

With the help of his hand.

“What happened?” I asked.

“You got a little carried away,” he teased. “But that don’t mean they should toss you out. So I brought you back here.”

By here he meant a cluttered dressing room lined with similar robes and discarded pairs of panties. I suddenly twisted my body under the skirt. Okay; mine were still in place. But I was still here with him, all alone, and…

“Where’s Kathy?” I asked.

“Friend you came in with?”

“Yes.”

“She checked in on you. But then she hooked up with a few of the other regulars. I promised that I’d keep an eye on you until the next set.”

Thanks a lot, Kathy. I was on my feet, looking into a mirror to see her makeover smudged. And now I didn’t even have a ride home.

“When’s the next set?” I asked.

“Pretty soon,” he said. “Can I get you some coffee or water or...?”

His question trailed off as I sank back into the plush cushions, sobering up without his help as he lit a cigarette and stared at me through the fog of his smoke.

“I made a fool of myself,” I muttered.

“You?” No way. The Barrows were into you.”

“The bouncer or whoever wasn’t.”

“That’s just the rules,” he continued. Ramon sat beside my feet. My shoes were gone, but I hardly cared as he caressed my ankle, his fingers sliding under the skirt and all over my legs. No pain from the tequila, but I still rested my head on the nearest pillow. Ramon offered his apologies as I twisted my legs towards his touch.

“No, it’s okay,” I whispered. “I… I like the way your hands feel.”

His smile returned, and Ramon worked his body next to mine, one hand still on my leg as he fondled my face.

“I haven’t seen you here before,” he said. “You don’t really look like the type.”

“Like my friend?” I challenged.

“Not by a long shot.”

Was that a compliment? I couldn’t be sure and wondered if I should leave as I sat up. Ramon put one arm around my waist as his warm breath hummed into my ear.

“You’re much prettier,” he purred. “And I said that you would stay here until you were ready to go.”

But I still had no ride. Was that part of the plan? My shoes rested in a corner just under his other costumes. Ramon saw where my eyes fell and left me to pick up the heels.

“Should we do the Cinderella thing?” he asked. “Even if it means I have to call you a coach to send you on your way?”

And what was I going back to? A husband preoccupied with a lady plumber? A fickle friend? Pushing my shoes from his hands, I shook my head and wrapped my arms around his neck.

“It’s not midnight yet,” I said. “Don’t I get one night to hang onto forever?”

That sounded sappy. I tried to take the words back when Ramon smiled.

“I knew there was something I like about you.”

His kisses floated through the hair, avoiding my face as I shivered between his thighs and finally captured his mouth. A slow kiss… long and languid. I was smiling when he stopped.

“I’m not Prince Charming,” he said. “But I’m always down to dance.”

Ramon slowly peeled off my skirt and kissed his way up my legs. At my panties, his warm breath making my pussy quiver, and he reached inside the soft cotton. His touch was tender, and I slid into his finger, his nails finding my pulse as I gripped the pillow with one hand… his hair in the other.

“This ain’t ballroom, baby,” he said. “I’m not going to sweep you off your feet.”

“I know,” I said. “And I’ll take my glass slippers when I go. But give me a ball?”

I didn’t mean it as a pun, but Ramon dropped his robe and shorts. A sight that would make the sweetest Cinderella blush hovered over my pussy, and his fingers started back inside my panties. Until I tore them off and jumped up. My legs were around his waist, and we did dance towards the mirrors as he hoisted me up on the makeup table. He held my wrists to the surface, his cock a pole that I longed to ride. Inching forward, I gasped as he started to make his way inside me. Not like Jim. This cock took its time. Was I whimpering? His kiss calmed any sounds crawling up my throat.

I wanted more.

“Better if you’re on top.”

I shrieked as turned me around and assumed my position. He sat and thrusted upward. This was wrong… or at least different. I didn’t know what to do if a man wasn’t forcing himself into me and started to slip away.

“Come on, baby.”

Ramon grabbed my hair to pull me closer. No escape from his cock as he pumped up. And I started to spin my hips. My chin was on his shoulder, my eyes closed. I felt his steam melting me from within and dug my nails into his back. Ramon curled his ankles around mine, ran his feet up my legs as I held him, biting down on my own hand to keep from screaming.

“That all you gonna do with that mouth?”

My eyes shot open, and I saw my face in the mirror. With an exotic dancer inside me. For a second it was all a fantasy. Until I focused on the girl looking back at me through the glass. She had a man underneath her, begging for more. Worlds away from my wedding night to Jim, when I was shy and let him take charge.

And what had he done but waste the chance that was me writhing on top of this Latin Lover? Thinking he could do better with the girl who wouldn’t want his pipe. No doubt she would do the fix-up thing and take off. Go back to a boyfriend without thinning hair and a belly. Only then would Jim remember his home.

And I would not be there.

“Baby?” Ramon muttered.

My mouth was on his. I winked at my reflection and pressed him into the mirror. My palms met the glass as I thrust forward, and his cock seemed harder as I looked for new ways to sit on his thighs.

“You should have come around sooner,” he said.

“I… I know. But I’m here now.”

Ready to come with him, my mouth suckled his cheeks. We were almost there when the door swung open.

“What the hell?”

“No one said there was a party going on!”

Back on the table, I clung to Ramon’s neck. Now my mirror was the Barrow Brothers’ eyes. They were dressed for the stage, and Benji’s eyes went wide. Bobby just laughed and locked the door behind him, stepping closer and pushing his fingers into my parted lips.

“Can anyone join in?” he asked

I felt Ramon softening. Saw his head shake.

“Did I say I was sharing?” he threatened.

“Did the lady say no?”

Three men. Never in my wildest dreams had I wanted so much. But now… my bare breasts heaved, and I reached over Ramon for Bobby’s bowtie.

“Why not? This Cinderella wants every prince.”

Ramon groaned as I left him. And found him again in a split second he sat on the table. Twisting my head, my mouth was on Bobby’s nipple, my hands pulling off his bowtie, his hips sliding out of his pants.

“Ouch!” he yelped. “Didn’t think you’d have claws.”

“Just cutting them, Mr. Barrow.”

I wasn’t sorry if that wasn’t his real name, that I’d scratched his neck. I let him hold my hands over my head in one palm. The free set of fingers traced my spine, and stopped at my ass. He spread my cheeks and swayed behind my back. I gasped and felt Ramon’s hand on my waist, his cock taking charge of my cunt again. Bobby’s lunged into my ass, and I slid deeper into Ramon, my eyes glazing over as I savored their lengths…

…and stared in the mirror, liking the way I looked even with Kathy’s makeover all but gone.

“Keep… going…”

My words were meant for both men. Bobby thrust harder, scratching my back and making me howl. Any pain in his pursuit was swiftly replaced by pleasure, my ass adoring the ache as I turned my hips into what was only hinted at on the stage. His full force rocked me forward, and he kept it up, literally. Twisting and wanting him to cum, I looked away from the mirror to nibble his mouth.

“I was here first, baby.”

And all over again. Ramon pulled me back for another kiss, his cock reaching parts of me that no man had ever touched. My stared abandoned the mirror, loving his eyes. I left his lips, screaming for more towards the ceiling…

“Can another guy get in on this action?”

Benji was buck naked, save for the bowtie. His cock followed the path of my eyes. He brought my head down, and I started to say that I was sorry that he’d have to wait his turn…

That all you gonna do with that mouth?

Not by a long shot.

“The more, the merrier, boy.”

Were these words really coming from my lips? I liked the way the sounded, the way they rolled off my tongue. That tongue licked his tip ready to burst, and with a moan, my mouth melted around him. He started knocking my head towards the glass, but Ramon held up a hand, cradling my hair.

“You still good?” he whispered.

My answer was to drink Benji down, his sweat mingled with what had to be cologne coating his cock and tasting so sweet. He was on the table, on his knees, and at my side. Sucking him like I needed his cum in my blood, his throb to breathe, I heard him screech as my teeth grazed his piece.

“What the…? You’re a wild woman!”

How I loved the sound of that! My throat expanded to take all of him as Bobby thrust once more, his head falling into my back. He pushed out and slapped my ass, Ramon staying inside as he finished, his cock the only thing holding me up when I let Benji go, when I left Ramon wanting more and staggered back to my feet.

“You guys good to dance now?” I asked. Bobby dressed as Benji followed suit with a nod. Me? I was smiling as I wiped my mouth, Benji’s cum dripping between my fingers. Only Ramon stayed like a statue, looking at me as he had when he first saw me from the stage. I slowly sat on the cushions, my ass still ablaze as the loudspeaker called for the boys to take their place.

“Stick around,” Bobby said, pinching my cheek as whistled for Benji to follow. “We’ll have some more fun.”

“But she blew my balls out, man,” he said. “How am I supposed to dance?”

“Cause they pay us,” Bobby said quickly.

They left me alone with Ramon.

“Cinderella never did that,” he said.

“I never said I was a princess.”

“Got that.”

Then silence.

Once he was back in his costume, I found my skirt. My blouse. Decided to leave the panties, and I was almost on my feet.

“Wait.”

Tying his dark locks behind his neck, he finally helped me into my shoes. Standing in my heels, I saw him searching for the right words. But my finger hit his lips.

“I’m fine,” I assured him. “You got a show to do.”

“That’s a fact,” he said. “What do you got on tap?”

Had Kathy not left me, I would have just gone home. Cooked Jim’s dinner and maybe even believed his half-hearted apologies. So we could play the same scene on Sunday, into the week, the next weekend and beyond. Chances were he hadn’t even copped a feel with the lady plumber. That didn’t mean that he was faithful. That he wanted me at all.

No matter; now my body brimmed with three men that he could never match.

“I have to kick someone to the curb,” I said. “But don’t worry, I’ll come back to play.”

I would prove as good as my word… have the boys again… maybe I would even make them breakfast.


50. A Poker Face: Rough Revenge Gangbang by Nora Walker

Ally has just about had it with her boyfriend Seth.  She finally walks in on something that turns out to be the last straw, and her new-found poker buddies help her devise the perfect revenge for a cheating louse.

It had been another long, exhausting night of fighting, and I was just about done with all of it.  Seth and I had been going round after round for months now with no end in sight.  It never got physical, we were not that bad; just a whole lot of yelling and screaming and slamming doors.

He had been coming home late from work every night for the past two weeks, and it was getting old.  I was tired of eating dinner alone, taking care of the apartment all by myself, and I at my wits’ end.  If I was going to live my life on my own, I might as well be single and at least have the freedom to do whatever I wanted.

I could not tell if Seth felt the same way.  While he loved to talk at me and scream profanities, he was not good at actually communicating with me.  Was this just how he thought life was going to be?  If so, he was sorely mistaken if he assumed I was going to just let it continue.

I had started to branch out a little, trying to make new friends so that I was not just stuck at home by myself waiting on him to ‘start’ my life.  There was a bar downstairs from our apartment, and while I was certainly not looking to pick anyone up, it was nice to have some of the guys notice me.  Seth and I had not even had sex in about six weeks, and that was starting to grate on my nerves.  There was usually a friendly poker game set up in the back corner of the bar, and I started to keep an eye out for an open seat.

The bartenders were friendly, even more so if I wore something low-cut, and the drinks were usually poured pretty generously.  My standard was a tumbler of vodka and cranberry with extra lime, and it eventually got to the point where they would start mixing one when I walked in.  Sometimes I was feeling in a good mood and would chat and laugh along with whoever else was there.  But there were also nights when I would sit by myself and just steadily down my drinks until I could barely stumble back upstairs to the bed.  A lot of those nights I would still get home before Seth.

During the day, while I was at work, I started shopping around for a new apartment.  I could not afford something fancy, and was actually considering just switching my lease to a one-bedroom inside the same complex.  We still had separate bank accounts, so I started saving where I could in advance of moving out (or rather, telling him to move out since the lease was in my name only).

One of the guys at the poker table downstairs seemed to be getting a little pushy about asking for my number, but I kept putting him off.  Never mind the fact that he was tall and well-muscled with gorgeous blue eyes; I was still technically with Seth and was not about to rock the boat too early in the process of splitting up.

One night I had a couple drinks too many, and started mouthing off about how bad it was at home.  Rob, the gorgeous poker player, started playing the sympathetic ear.  He had his arm around the back of my chair and was lightly stroking my shoulder.

“Rob,” I giggled, trying to shrug his arm away, “C’mon, you know I’m living with him.”

Rob shook his head and flashed a gleaming white grin, “Yeah, I know, but it sounds like you could use a little attention yourself, Ally.”

“You vol-vol-volunteering?” I stuttered through the vodka.

He just winked at me but did not confirm or deny the issue.

I had lost my $5 entrance fee in the game pretty quickly, and decided to call it an early night.  Rob stood up as I rose to leave.

“Do you need some help getting home?”

His large hand felt warm and comforting on my lower back as he steadied me on my shaky knees.

“No, I’ll be fine,” I nodded, trying to ignore the heat that traveled down my spine from his hand to parts of me that I had almost forgotten about.

I made it up the stairs to the apartment just fine, despite the fact that I was intently aware that Rob was watching me walk away.  I’m sure there was a sway in my hips, but I just told myself it was the drinks and not the idea of bringing Rob home with me.

I managed to unlock the door with no issues, and was startled to hear voices from inside the apartment.  With my purse still on my shoulder and my keys in my hand, I followed the sounds back to the master bedroom.  When I lightly pushed the door open, I almost lost my dinner on the carpet.

Seth was lying on his back naked in our bed with some bleached blonde bouncing around on his cock.  I felt my stomach lurch, and then I saw red.  Both of them were so engrossed in each other that they were not even aware I was standing in the doorway.  I managed to snap a couple of pictures on my cell phone, and then quietly shut the door as I stepped back out of the room.

I immediately headed back out of the apartment, locking that door behind me.

When I got back to the bar, Rob looked up, startled to see me again so soon.

“Guess it was good that you didn’t follow me up there,” I sighed heavily, feeling the tears start to burn in my eyes.

He was instantly at my side, wrapping his arm around my waist and carefully guiding me to a nearby chair, away from the poker table.  He sat down beside me and rested his arm around the back of my chair.  Without even thinking about it, I leaned against his broad chest and sighed again.

****

“Do you want to talk about it?” Rob asked quietly, the rhythm of his breathing already calming me back down.

I was grateful that the tears did not actually fall.

“It never even dawned on me that his late nights had something to do with another woman,” I mumbled into his shirt.

“Is that what you just found up there?  He brought someone home?”

“They were having sex in our bed.  So yeah…”

“Fucker,” he muttered angrily.

“So to speak,” I chuckled sarcastically.

“Well, I kind of got the feeling you were just about done with him anyway,” Rob offered his unsolicited opinion.

I nodded against his chest.

“So that sealed the deal?”

“Fucking someone in our bed?  Yeah, that’s sort of a deal breaker.”

I pulled away from his warm, firm body to look into the depths of his blue eyes.  His rough fingers smoothed a stray curl behind my ear, and I felt myself shiver when his fingertips brushed my cheek.  His blue eyes smirked at me, and I knew I was in trouble.

It had been weeks since I had had sex and probably months since I had had really good sex.  And it seemed like Rob was going to be the one to break that streak.

Rob buried his fingers into the silky hair at the nape of my neck and gripped it firmly.  My lips parted in a silent gasp, and he pulled my face towards his own firmly but gently.

The tip of his tongue darted out and barely grazed my lower lip.  I felt a flush of heat course through my body, and my heart pounded in my chest.

“You know I’ve been after you since you started coming in here, right?” Rob’s voice was gravelly with desire.

I nodded, not trusting my own voice to speak out loud.

“And that was before I knew all of this.”

I nodded again.

He bent his head towards my ear and whispered, “I also know that several of those guys over at the poker table are interested too.”

I giggled, suddenly self-conscious about his nearness and the low-cut neckline of my tee shirt.

“How would you like to show Seth just exactly what he will be missing out on for the rest of his life?”

I pulled back from him, my brows knitted in confusion.

“Well, I’m pretty sure you have not had your toes curled in a very long time.  Am I right?”

My cheeks went hot as I flushed and nodded.

“I think a few of us would be more than happy to accommodate you.  And I think Seth needs to discover what kind of fun you can be.”

“Wh-wh-what do you mean?” I was pretty sure what he meant, but I was also just fuzzy enough from the vodka that I wanted to make absolutely certain what I was agreeing to.

“How about we play a little game of strip poker?  And when you lose, invite Seth down to watch us collect on the bet.  We’ll make sure he stays for the whole damn show.”

I shrugged, “Well… I don’t know.  That sounds umm interesting.”

“What if I make sure it will be worth your while?”

Rob took my small hand and placed it right on top of the zipper to his jeans.  My eyes widened at the thickness I felt.

“All you have to do is lose at poker and then text this asshole ex-boyfriend of yours.  We’ll take care of the rest.”

I gave his swollen cock a playful squeeze, and he grinned evilly at me.

“Let me go talk to the boys and then come on down for poke-her.” He annunciated the last word specifically.

He left me sitting by myself to ponder what was about to happen while he headed to the table.  The two other guys were listening intently to his every word, and then suddenly their faces all broke into grins, and their eyes all turned towards me.

Rob motioned to the bartender, and by the time I sauntered over to the table, the shots were already served.  All five of us downed the first round, and I settled in for the poker game of my life.

“Deal me in boys,” I grinned at each one of them in turn.

It helped that all of the guys were pretty hot.  Rob was tall and built with long limbs and thick fingers.  Andy was shorter but even more muscular, with biceps that threatened the sleeves of every tee shirt he wore.  JP had the long, lean look of a runner and his dark skin looked smooth and warm.

Rob made sure to get the chair next to me, and I felt his fingers tickling my inner thigh.  I tried to play it cool, but he felt my thighs tighten as I fought the urge to squirm.  I was doing pretty well with fighting the urge until JP’s hand started teasing up and down my other thigh.  Yup, I was going to lose this game quickly.

About an hour later, all of the men had lost their shirts, and Andy was down to his boxers.  I was wearing nothing but my lacy bra and matching panties.  The guys had started to get distracted every time I bent over and let my tits almost fall free of the sheer lace.

“One more round and we call the asshole?”

I grinned at Rob for his suggestion and shook my shoulders to make my tits bounce.

“You got one more round left in you?” I raised one eyebrow at him, and the other guys chuckled.

“She’s calling you out already, dude,” JP’s white grin shone brightly against his dark skin.

“I plan to teach her just how many rounds I have in me,” he retorted back as one finger tickled the edge of my lace thong.

Five minutes later, I had lost my bra and was texting Seth to come down to the bar just as Rob was lifting me onto the table.

****

Just from Rob’s hands around my waist, I could see that my nipples were stiffening up.  I was lying back on the table with the edge just under my knees, and he had a hungry grin on his face as he bent over me.  He ran one fingertip down the center of my torso, sending chills through my body.

JP was on one side of me, and Andy was on the other.  Neither of them was making a move just yet while they all surveyed my nearly naked body.  I had a sudden flash of self-consciousness but when I felt Rob’s hips wedge themselves between my thighs the self-consciousness dissolved in the heat of my desire.  My legs fell further open to allow him access, and his fingers dug into my hips as he pulled me to the very edge of the table.

Rob’s blue eyes flashed up to Andy and JP with a wicked grin, and then I felt all three mouths against my skin.  Andy and JP closed their lips over my stiff nipples, letting their tongues dance over the aching peaks.  I moaned softly as they tickled and teased.  The tip of Rob’s tongue trailed down my tummy, making me squirm as he neared the waistband of my lace thong.

I felt hands on my tits as Andy and JP squeezed them lightly, still teasing my nipples with their lips and tongues.  I arched up towards them just as Rob raked his nails up my thighs.

Suddenly I felt something wider than Rob’s hips between my legs, and when I looked down, I realized that it as his shoulders instead.  I could not even remember the last time Seth went down on me but looking at Rob’s eager eyes, I was desperate to feel his mouth.

And feel it I did.  Much to my torment, he kissed and nibbled and licked his way up one thigh and down the other, his warm breath and wet tongue driving me crazy with need.

With three mouths on my skin, I could not sit still or be quiet.  I squirmed and moaned on the poker table as the three men teased the sensitive skin of my body.

I sat up with a start when the door to the bar slammed open, and a string of profanities filled the air.

“What the fuck is going on?” Seth bellowed.

Andy and JP stopped teasing my tits, and Rob stood up from between my thighs.

“Oh hey there.  You must be the asshole.  Welcome to the party.”

Seth’s spine stiffened at the insult from the guy who had been between his girlfriend’s legs.

Rob kicked a chair out from the table and motioned for Seth to sit.  Seth broadened his narrow shoulders as much as he could and jammed his hands into his jeans pockets.

Rob sighed as though Seth were an errant child and strode over to him, standing a good five inches taller than my soon-to-be ex-boyfriend.  Rob clapped a hand firmly on Seth’s shoulder and led him to the chair.

I was not even aware that Andy and JP had left my side, but they quickly surrounded Seth, and before I could even say one word, Seth was zip-tied to the chair.  His wrists were bound behind the back of the chair, and his legs were bound one to each front leg of the chair.

“What the fuck?  I will call the cops!” Seth was rocking the chair so hard in his anger that I thought it might tip over.

Rob squared up in front of Seth and glared down at him.

“You are going to sit there and watch as we demonstrate just exactly what you’ve lost.”

“Lost?  I haven’t lost a fucking thing!” Seth screamed.

I finally found my voice as I sat up on the table, my skin flushed from the teasing and my nipples standing out from my breasts.

“You’ve fucking lost me, asshole.”

Seth’s mouth gaped open, and he glared at me, “What the hell do you mean?”

“Rob, grab my purse, would you?” I was trying to act casual as I lay on the poker table nearly naked.

Rob handed me my purse, and I fished out my cell phone.

“Show him the first three pictures,” I handed the phone to Rob.

Rob clicked through and shook his head, “Dude, you fucked up.”

He turned the phone around to show Seth the pictures I had taken of the blonde riding his cock.

“Mother. Fucker.” Seth mumbled under his breath.

“So now you’re going to sit there and watch.”

Andy, JP, and Rob all surrounded me again, and Rob dropped back to his knees between my thighs.  The three of them slowly stripped naked, and I found myself in the midst of three very gorgeous male bodies.

My arousal had dropped slightly with the entrance of Seth, but as soon as the three mouths returned to my skin, it flared right back up.

Rob hooked his thumbs into the bands of my thong and slowly slid it down my legs.

“Mmmm,” he hummed his approval of my smooth pussy as his lips brushed the wetness.

I vaguely heard the rattle of Seth in his chair but lost all other sensations as two tongues flicked my nipples, and one found my clit.

“It’s been so long….” I murmured as my hands buried themselves in Rob’s dark wavy hair.

The three tongues seemed to be moving in rhythm, the same pace, the same pressure.  It felt as though I had three clits and they were all being licked and flicked at the same time.

The ache in my body hit a level that was almost painful and then white lights exploded behind my eyes as I flooded Rob’s lips and tongue with my juices.

Just as I peaked in ecstasy, Rob’s sheathed cock slid inside.  I wrapped my legs around his trim waist and dug my heels into his ass to pull him deeper.

“Oh my God,” I breathed, “you’re so thick.”

Rob chuckled as Seth swore again.

Apparently, Rob was as eager for me as I was for him, because he only paused a minute for my body to adjust to his girth before he started thrusting fast and hard into me.

“Just…like…that…” I panted, feeling my body arching towards another climax.

“Oh shit, oh God,” Rob dug his fingers into my hips as his body tensed.

He slammed his thick cock inside me as we both exploded in pleasure.  Panting, Rob pulled out and moved to the side to allow the next pleasure-giver his turn.

I grinned up at Andy, still breathless from my last orgasm and beckoned a finger at him.

He leaned over and whispered in my ear, “I may not be as thick, but I’m pretty long.”

He slid inside me and just kept sliding.  And sliding.  And sliding.  It felt like his cock was going to come out of my mouth.  His hip bones finally hit mine, and I shivered at the new depths he found.

“Oh, I don’t know,” I moaned, “I’ve never had…”

“Never had someone so deep inside?” he smirked over his shoulder at Seth.

In the background, I heard swearing and a chair rattling, but I quickly got distracted as Andy put his length to good use.  Feeling him slide in and out was like never-ending pleasure.  His cock stroked over just the right places for endless moments until my whole body felt like it was going to explode.  My head thrashed back and forth, and I happened to catch a glimpse of JP to one side of the table.

Our eyes met, and he stepped forward with his cock outstretched towards me.

My eyes widened at the sight; he seemed as long as Andy and as thick as Rob.  Holy hell, I thought to myself.  Where does he intend to put that?

He grinned as he stroked himself, the tip glistening with droplets of excitement.  I reached towards him with my hand, and he slid his cock into my palm eagerly.

My head snapped back around to Andy as I felt his thumb against my clit.

“Oh oh oh,” I panted as his thumb matched the rhythm of his thrusts.

With my head to the side, I managed to wrap my mouth and hand around JP’s throbbing cock and focused on sucking him to stave off my own climax.  JP’s hips thrust in time with the strokes of my hand, my tongue swirling and flicking over the most sensitive ridges of his cock.

I sucked firmly as Andy’s thrusts sped up, willing the three of us to cum together.  Andy’s rhythm was lost in his urgency, and his length stroked over just the right spots to push me to the edge as well.

My head dropped back away from JP’s cock, and I screamed as my body surrendered to the pleasure and Andy grunted as he held his long cock deep inside me.  JP stroked himself across the last inch of the finish line, and laced my tits with his hot cum.

My skin was damp with sweat as JP cleaned me up.  I could barely see or breathe, but I became aware of someone standing between my legs again.  I forced my eyes open and found Rob’s grinning blue eyes looking down at me.

“One more for good measure?”

His cock was hard again, and he was rubbing the tip against me, sending aftershock shivers through my body.

“Oh, I think I might have one more in me.  It’s been so long, you know…”

We both looked pointedly at Seth who refused to meet our eyes.

“I think he’s enjoying the show though,” Rob chuckled.

I looked down to see a raging hard-on in Seth’s jeans and grinned at him.

“Guess he’ll have to find his blonde again, hmm?”

Rob slid his cock inside me, the girth stretching me out and filling me up.

“Oh God,” I groaned.

Andy and JP stood on either side of me, one of them flicking and pinching my tight nipples while the other slid his finger over my slippery clit.  My whole body thrashed at the overwhelming sensations, and I came again.

My body squeezed Rob’s cock tightly as he plunged deep inside.  With his first orgasm finished, he seemed like he was ready to draw this one out.  He was moving slowly but thoroughly as he filled my pussy over and over.  My entire body was sensitized now, and one orgasm rolled straight into the next.  My nails dug into Rob’s shoulders as I lost track of reality.

Something hot and wet splashed down on my tits again, and I barely managed to open my eyes in time to see Andy grinning with his hand around his cock.

Rob finally thrust deep inside me and shuddered through his second orgasm of the night.  As he pulled out, I felt a warm wet cloth gently swiping over my skin, soothing and cleaning me at the same time.

I felt a cool glass in my hand, and I greedily sucked down the ice water, trying to catch my breath and regain my composure.  Rob pulled at my hands, and with Andy pushing gently on my back, I managed to sit up.  I laughed when I realized that I was still wearing my black stiletto heels.

On shaky knees, I climbed down off the table and sauntered over to Seth with a cocky sway in my hips.  I bent over his lap, my breasts swinging just in front of his face, and ran my fingernails up the fly of his jeans.  He groaned as the tiny vibrations tormented his aching cock.

“Enjoy the show, asshole?”

He refused to answer.

I squeezed his painful erection firmly, and he groaned, still avoiding looking at my face.

I straddled his lap and started grinding against him, using my hand between our bodies to stroke his cock through his clothing.  Up and down I stroked, over and over, squeezing at the tip where I knew he was the most sensitive.  My tits bounced in front of his face tauntingly as I fondled his raging hard-on.

“You should feel how wet they made my pussy after coming that many times,” I whispered in his ear.

His face snapped up to mine with a look of panic in his eyes.

I tickled his balls to drive him crazy, loving the way it made him squirm.  I knew he was right on the edge and I stroked him a few more times.  His body went rigid and then slack against the bonds that held him to the chair.  When I stood back up, there was a dark spot spreading on his jeans.

I faced the three men who had pleasured me all night with a grin.

“Well, I intended to give him a ruined one, but messing his pants is just as funny.”

Andy, JP, and Rob busted out laughing at my pitiful boyfriend and his cum-stained jeans.

****

Seth moved out the next day without one word to me.  It felt great to have put him in his place, and I just sat on the couch with a smirk on my face.

I kept playing poker with my new friends, but nothing like that ever happened again.  Andy and JP started bringing girlfriends around, and I just kept my mouth shut about how much fun those two girls were in for.  Before the girls, the four of us would make very inappropriate jokes with each other, but we were all smart enough not to do it in front of the girlfriends.  Luckily, they were great gals, and I was starting to consider them friends in addition to the guys.  I did sometimes wonder if we should ever tell them, but the longer we waited, the more awkward it would have been so we just let that one night be a pleasant memory for all of us.

On a good note, Rob and I started actually dating.  Not only did he know how to handle his beautiful cock, but he also knew how to handle a relationship.  He was respectful, sexy as hell, playful and fun.  And he promised that when we move in together, he would always be home at night.

We did have an interesting chat one evening over too many drinks, about the night we taught Seth a lesson.  He was surprisingly cool about the fact that our friends had gang-banged me.  He said it had been his idea, to begin with, and while they had had their fun, he really won out because he ended up with me.  Plus, we got a great laugh at the memory of Seth sitting there in his stained jeans.

I guess you really have to have a poker face to not laugh at that image, and thanks to my poker buddies, I certainly learned how to play the hand I was dealt.
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