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Her husband was gone for the afternoon,
the kids were with the nanny at the zoo and Jeanette Parsons was
determined to enjoy her brief moment of solitude in a house and
life that was constantly invaded by her husband’s teammates and
coaches and the media and the hangers-on that came with a career in
pro football.

Her husband Darryl was a first string
running back with a team in California and, she had to admit, it
did come with perks as well as irritations. For one thing, money
was not an issue. Even for the lowliest pro player, the income was
very good. Darryl ranked fairly high on the totem pole and was
attached to a fairly good team, so his contract was definitely
nothing to sneeze at.

Jeanette smiled when she thought of
how far they had come. Darryl and she had married while still in
college and so, when he had been picked up in the draft, she had
been there to celebrate with him. Before that, they had been a
struggling college couple with little in the way of spending money,
but they had weathered the storms brought on by injuries and road
schedules and clouds of people, all wanting a piece of a future NFL
star.

Darryl had done well, though his star
had never quite risen as high as it had been predicted at first,
namely due to a recurring injury to his right calf that caused him
endless pain. He was a trooper, though, and did everything he could
to be the best player he could be. He was with the team’s physical
therapist right now, getting his leg worked on in preparation for
the upcoming season.

Jeanette walked outside and made her
way to the pool. It was a stunning tropical masterpiece, the
designer’s words, and Jeanette had been looking forward to a
session of skinny dipping for ages. She had always enjoyed the
feeling of calm and solitude slipping into a pool alone gave her,
the water supporting and lapping against her naked body. She
studied her body now as she removed her robe and the sunshine fell
on her creamy curves.

Unlike most California gals, Jeanette
was not a believer in tanner is better. She protected her skin
religiously and she believed that was a big reason that, at
twenty-nine, she still looked twenty and not like the prematurely
wrinkled Newport wives that they so often ran into at benefit
dinners and charity auctions. Oh, she knew she wasn’t over the hill
or anything, but she did feel that she wasn’t facing a future
filled with leathery skin.

She laughed at her shallowness, but,
at the same time, she admired her lean body and her still firm
breasts. Two kids and not a sag anywhere. Even her ass was still
firm and pert, curving nicely out from her legs in a nice handful
that Darryl often enjoyed squeezing in the bedroom. She shook her
naturally blond hair out into its long flowing waves and stepped
forward into the clear warm water.

An hour later, she was stretched out
on a towel on her stomach at the very edge of the pool. There were
deck chair available, of course, but she always preferred to stay
right by the water, letting her hand drop into the water
occasionally as she relaxed in the warm sun. She closed her eyes
and sighed, feeling the tension of being an athlete’s wife drain
from her body.

She heard nothing as her husband’s
three teammates made their way through the house and to the sliding
glass doors that led to the pool and to her sunning herself in
solitude. She had left the front door unlocked for Darryl’s return
from therapy, not realizing that Darryl had been planning a get
together with some of his pals, to relax and discuss the upcoming
season. Ryan Gillette was the team’s new quarterback and had the
all-American good looks to go with it. Tommy Blaine was also new to
the team and had a heftier build, being a blocking tackle. The
final member of the group, Juan Romero, was a second string player
and had been on the team as long as Darryl.

The three of them had knocked and,
finding the house uncharacteristically still, had tried the door
handle on a whim. Seeing it was unlocked, they had made their noisy
way through the huge house, calling for their teammate, but, of
course, there was still no answer. Making their way to the
expansive backyard, they stopped when they spotted Jeanette naked
and sprawled on a towel in the sun, her golden hair fanned about
her like a goddess.

“Holy shit! That is a fine picture.”
Tommy smiled and looked at his fellow players.

Juan, having known Darryl and Jeanette
tried to keep things civil. “Hey man, that’s Darryl’s woman. Show
some respect.”

Tommy nodded. “Of course, man, I meant
only good things.” He looked away from Juan to focus on Jeanette’s
nude ass. “Good things.”

Ryan was shyer, but his eyes were also
taking in the lovely view. All three men were frozen in place, no
one willing to make a move away from the sight of their teammate’s
good fortune. Finally, Tommy began pulling his clothes off. “You
guys are crazy if you think I’m going to pass this up. I’m ready
for a little swimming.” His clothes off, he stood in front of them,
his dark skin gleaming along the traced outline of his muscles.
“See you, fools.” He trotted out into the sunlight.

The other two stood for a few moments
more before they were frantically disrobing, tossing their clothes
onto the floor by Tommy’s. Then, completely naked, they ran out to
join their friend.

When the three men approached,
Jeanette didn’t immediately hear them, but soon their shadows fell
across her back and she smiled. “Hey, baby, I was just getting
ready for you.” She stretched and opened her eyes and screamed.
“Holy mother of God, what the hell?” She sat up and tried
frantically to cover herself with the towel. “How the hell did you
get in here?”

Tommy was the one to answer. “Well,
Mrs. Parsons, Darryl invited us over. We’re sorry if we disturbed
you. We were just planning on a relaxing time before training.” As
he spoke, he stepped forward, edging closer to her.

Jeanette’s initial shock was beginning
to wear off and now she realized she was looking at three
well-built men standing completely naked in front of her. As she
calmed down, she looked at each one of them and their rather large
cocks and began to think there could be some fun to be had. So,
still acting angry, she turned to the one walking toward her and
stood up to slap his face, her towel dropping to the cement in the
process.

Tommy didn’t even hesitate. He just
grabbed her arm as it headed his way and used her momentum to pull
her to him. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he turned her so
that her back was against his belly and kissed her on the neck.
“Now, Mrs. Graff, there’s no need to get violent. If you want us to
go, we’ll go.” As he said this, he was busy brushing his hands
upward, touching her nipples and making her shudder in his arms. He
was also pushing against her from behind and letting her feel his
hard black shaft as it pressed against her ass and finally, slid
between her legs and along her pussy lips.

Her silence seemed to be some kind of
signal to the other two, who now walked up to join their teammate
and surround Jeanette, who was feeling increasingly wet between the
legs as she felt Tommy from behind and watched the other two in
front of her. Ryan was the next one to move forward, and he moved
up to press his naked body against her front as he lowered his head
to kiss her, slipping his tongue into her mouth and thrusting with
it like a smaller cock. Her mouth opened in a breathy sigh as she
felt her body respond to his thrusting, spreading her legs slightly
and pushing forward a bit to rub against Ryan’s already hard cock.
He smiled as he felt her moving. “Oh, Mrs. Graff, I think I’d like
to start with another part of your anatomy first.”

Their boldness shocked her, after all
he and Tommy were new to the team, just babies compared to her
husband in the world of pro sports, but she couldn’t help being
excited by their daring as well. Then, she felt Tommy release her
and Ryan’s hands on her bare shoulders, brushing her long blonde
hair off them. Suddenly, his hands put pressure on her to move down
and, slowly, she complied, kneeling before them and facing their
huge dicks as they waved just before her face.

Ryan wrapped his hands in her hair and
brought her mouth forward onto his cock and thrust deep, pushing
into her throat and making her gag. After a few thrusts that made
her eyes teary and her lips sore with stretching, he pulled out,
but she didn’t gain much of a reprieve as Tommy stepped up and
pushed his large black cock right into her panting mouth, filling
even more than Ryan’s had and making her fight to gain a breath.
Her hands came up to balance on Tommy’s thighs as he continued to
fuck her mouth and, vaguely, she sensed Ryan’s hands grasping her
breasts and squeezing them. The combined sensations flowed through
her body and centered on her clit, making her pussy
spasm.

Now, after Tommy had thrust in a few
more times, he pulled out and stood her up. Moving behind her
again, he pulled her close and then ran one hand along the inside
of her leg, eventually pulling it up so that she was balancing on
one leg. Ryan moved alongside her front, helping her to balance
while letting his hands wander over her breasts and then down to
her pussy. Juan seemed to finally decide that this was his time to
move in, and he walked to her head and pulled her even further
down, making her balance even more precarious. Her lips met Juan’s
cock and sank down on it, taking it in all the way, feeling it in
her throat like she had with the other two. She heard Juan’s grunt
of pleasure and moved even faster, sensing his excitement as if it
were her own.

Tommy, though, had had enough of
teasing her with his hand on her thigh, and moved her so that, with
one hard thrust, his cock slid into her wet folds and began rapidly
thrusting into her. Tommy’s hands still moved over her body,
focusing his fingers on her clit now as Tommy fucked her
mercilessly. Their hands were keeping her up, since her own leg was
shaking so hard with the growing tense spasms of her building
orgasm. She fought to keep Juan happy in her mouth, but once, when
Tommy’s cock and Ryan’s fingers were simply too much, she pushed
him away and moaned loudly before he invaded her mouth
again.

She felt her orgasm growing closer and
knew she didn’t have a chance to hold back with this triple attack,
but she didn’t want things to be over that fast. So, gaining some
control of the situation again, she pulled her mouth away from Juan
once more and made herself fall forward, slipping away from Tommy
and Ryan as well. Then, getting quickly to her feet, she ran for
the deep end of the pool, diving neatly into the heated water,
letting the shock of it drive back her climax. To her surprise, she
heard three large splashes immediately after hers and, as she
bobbed to the surface, she saw the three men closing in a circle
around her.

Ryan reached her first and he kissed
her deeply as he wrapped his arms around her and began swimming
with her to the shallow end. As soon as his feet touched the bottom
of the pool, he rushed her to the side of the pool, pinning her
against the wall. Moving himself between her legs, he thrust
forward and buried his cock deep in her sensitive pussy. His
thrusting body was pushing waves of water against her nipples,
making them harden and increasing the sensitivity in her pussy.
Suddenly, Tommy and Juan were on either side of them and both were
sliding out of the pool, water sluicing off their muscled bodies as
they turned and sat close by her sides.

Tommy grabbed her head first, pulling
it down as far as he could onto his throbbing cock. The heat of his
shaft in her mouth and the shill air around her exposed upper body
made her shiver and made her mouth tighten as she moaned. The
moment Tommy let her go, Juan’s hands were there to pull her face
into his lap and make her take his cock into her exhausted mouth.
Finally, it was too much and her body began to shake as the strong
currents of her orgasm hit her, making her muscles tense and her
pussy clench hard around Ryan’s thrusting cock.

Ryan began moving faster, his thrusts
going deeper and harder as his groans grew louder. Then, just as
his throbbing cock seemed ready to fill her, he pulled out and,
with the help of his teammates, lifted her onto the edge of the
pool. With her legs still dangling in the water, she fell back onto
the warm wet splashed cement and looked up to see herself
surrounded by three huge cocks, Ryan having lifted himself from the
pool to join Juan and Tommy.

Trying to sit up, she felt Juan’s
calloused hand push her back to the cement as all three leaned in
and exploded over her, covering her face and her breasts with their
warm, salty semen. She opened her mouth and reached out with her
tongue, trying to catch what she could and bring it to her mouth.
Juan, seeing her lovely little pink tongue dancing about, fell
forward and shoved deep into her mouth and finished coming down her
throat, holding her to him until he felt her throat work and her
knew she had swallowed.

As Juan pulled out and fell back, she
gasped and laid back in the sunshine, closing her eyes as she felt
the final tremors of her orgasm roll through her. Her husband’s
three teammates, equally in need of some recovery time, laid back
on the cement themselves, their breathing loud and ragged in her
ears. The noise of their joint breathing was what drowned out the
sound of her husband’s approach. “Jeanette? Guys? What’s going on?
What am I missing?”

His three teammates jumped up, their
still erect penises waving around comically. Only Jeanette took her
time getting up from the ground and standing to welcome her husband
with a long kiss and a hug. “Oh, honey, I’m sorry if I got started
without you, they just looked so yummy, I couldn’t hold
back.”

Darryl smiled down at her and then
around at his teammates. “Well, I guess you guys have relaxed, but
I think, if you feel up to it, Jeanette and I would like to go
another round.”

Juan stared in shock at his bud. “Man,
I don’t . . .I mean, we didn’t . . .”

“Juan, relax, this is our little
pregame ritual. I mean, usually, Jeanette is willing to wait for
me, but I don’t mind. I just need my turn at relaxing, you
know.”

The three still stood stunned.
Jeanette gave Darryl a kiss and then moved over to stand in front
of Ryan and Tommy. While kissing each of them in turn, she let her
hands trail down their bodies until she had hold of their cocks.
Stroking them both, she looked over her shoulder at Darryl. “Honey,
I think they’re raring to go.” She turned back to them, her wet
blond hair shifting over her shoulder and a wicked smile on her
face. “Right, boys?”

Their rapidly hardening cocks seemed
response enough as she kneeled in front of them and let her mouth
join her hands as her husband undressed and walked up to join
them.
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It was only fair, really, because I
had arranged the strippers for my husband Bob as a special treat
when he earned a giant quarterly bonus at work. We’d flirted with
the idea of having sex with another girl or two or even with
another man, and though we weren’t ready to take that step, I
thought getting a bunch of erotic dancers to strip for him and give
him lap dances would be a great present. So I did. I rented us a
hotel room. I hired four of them, and I sat and watched as they
gyrated and moved around him. I was so damned turned on, that
things got out of control, and before long, I was rubbing myself as
they gave him lap dances one after the other, and I didn’t even
realize I was doing it.

The strippers did, and the next thing
I knew, they had pulled out his cock and two of them were taking
turns sucking and licking him while one danced in front of him and
the other stood behind rubbing his chest and whispering in his ear.
I hadn’t planned on it, but it turned me on so much that I just
kept rubbing myself. The bottom line was that I gave myself one of
the biggest orgasms I’d ever had and he ending up covering two
faces with his spunk! Afterward, we both felt a little awkward with
the strippers, and he was actually a little peeved with me. His
basic argument was that he should have been told he would be
performing for me, and I couldn’t convince him I hadn’t planned
it.

Eventually, we agreed that turnabout
was fair play, and he said he’d make some calls and find some male
strippers to perform for me. I was a little nervous about it, but I
kissed him and then I teased him for a while about how he seemed to
enjoy the other women’s mouths too much! Before we left the hotel
room a few hours later, we had had some of the best sex in our
whole marriage. I have to admit that visions of a group of men
stripping for me definitely added to the experience.

It was two weeks before I came home to
a special present, a box of sexy lingerie. It was wrapped in a pink
bow and had my name, Ellen, printed in pink ink over the white box.
It was very revealing, a fishnet top, but it only came down far
enough that my tits and arms were covered in hot pink netting but
my midriff was bare. There was a tiny pink thong, and a pair of
pink fishnet thigh high stockings. There was also a dress in the
same hot pink. Pink fuck me pumps completed the outfit. I laughed
when I saw hot pink lipstick in the box as well. There was a note
telling me to get dressed and a room key to the same hotel I’d
arranged for him.

I was nervous, but I was more excited
than nervous, and I knew that Bob wasn’t ready to let the strippers
get anywhere near as far with me as I had let the girls get with
him. Hell, I was raring to go when it came to inviting others into
the bedroom, but Bob was always hesitant. I knew the men would
dance and the second they left, Bob would rip the dress right off
me and fuck me like there was no tomorrow. Maybe if I were lucky
I’d get a stroke or two in. Hell, if it were all perfect, I’d hit
the jackpot and even get to kiss one of the stud’s sausages. Still,
that would happen when Bob was ready for it. In the meantime, I
knew it was going to be a great night, period.

I jumped in the shower right away. I
had one goal, get into my new outfit and get over to the hotel.
Still, I’d be lying if I said I didn’t let my hands linger over my
breasts and even a little bit over my pussy as the water flowed
over me. I have to admit I was turned on beyond belief, but as I
indulged myself in a fair amount of touching as I lathered up, I
was also fantasizing about what it would be like if we went further
than just the stripping. After all, things had gotten a little out
of hand with Bob and his dancers, but really, a few girl strippers
getting out of hand is nothing like what it could be like if things
got out of hand with a bunch of boys! It was silly to even think
about it, though. I was ten steps ahead of Bob in that department,
and the night would be wonderful with the dancers dancing and the
two of us going at it later.

Even though I really, really wanted to
get myself off in the shower, I didn’t. I touched myself enough to
make myself about as horny as I’d ever been, but thoughts of the
night ahead filled me with too much eagerness to get it started,
and I dragged myself out and toweled off. I have to admit, it was
torture. I pulled up the stockings and wanted to make myself cum. I
pulled on the fishnet top and wanted it. I pulled up the thong, and
it felt like the silk was a thousand fingers touching me! I made it
through though. I pulled the hot little mini dress over myself,
stepped into the pumps, and even made it through putting on the
lipstick. I looked in the mirror and I looked just like a complete
slut. I loved it!

I did get a little self-conscious,
though, so I put one of Bob’s trench coats over me when I left the
house. Just what we needed—for the neighbors to see me step out of
the house looking like a four-dollar whore. I got in the car and
headed for the hotel, practically giddy in anticipation. I don’t
think I’ve ever been more impatient, and the eight to ten minute
drive felt like three hours. Finally, though, I got to the hotel,
and since I just wasn’t even willing to take the time to park, I
handed the car over to a valet and nearly went insane waiting for
my ticket.

Finally, though, I got to the door of
the hotel room, and my heart was beating in such anticipation that
I swear to God I thought I was going to faint! Bob answered the
door and smiled before pulling me in for a big hug and a kiss. He
held me for a while, his tongue exploring my mouth, and I felt so
excited at the thought of what he would do for me when my strippers
had left. I held him tight as he undid the belt on the trench coat
and let it fall to the floor. He pushed the door shut and then took
a look at me in my new slutty pink clothes. “You look hot as hell,
Baby!” I think I blushed at the compliment until I was as pink as
the clothes. It’s amazing how after many years of marriage he can
still make me feel like a schoolgirl!

He smiled and led me to a couch in the
room. It was a really nice suite with a whole living room and a
bedroom off to the side. Part of me wanted to just forget about the
strippers and get right into the bedroom with my man, but he handed
me a glass of wine before I could say anything and told me to drink
it fast. I took a nice big gulp, still beaming, and I enjoyed the
way it settled my nerves a bit. I saw him fiddling with a bag at
the table, and I was surprised to see him pull out a new video
camera. He lifted it up, pressed a few buttons, and told me to
smile. I smiled brightly, and I have to admit that I was excited
that we’d get to watch the strippers later and my reactions to
their dancing. I drained the last of the wine and licked my lips.
Then, I asked Bob when the dancers would arrive.

Bob smiled at me and reached into the
bag. There was an mp3 player and a speaker set. He plugged it in
and dance music started. That’s when four men streamed out of the
bedroom wearing tuxedos and dancing around. Of course my eyes lit
up, and I have to admit that a big part of how hot it felt was the
knowledge that Bob was capturing all of it on video. They were four
big musclemen, with square jaws and broad shoulders, and they
dances in sex moves getting closer and closer. The music went into
a big crescendo, and at the loudest part, each reached behind his
back and pulled. Four tuxedos, which were obviously just Velcro
costumes, came off right away and were thrown across the room. I
breathed in sharply. There were real, honest to goodness, hunks in
front of me!

They all wore bow ties and cufflinks.
They also each had g-strings, and let me tell you that the cups
were stretched to the limit with what was underneath. The music got
slower, more sensual, and the four men began dancing closer, and I
kept looking at their bulges. Their cocks seemed enormous! All the
while, Bob was recording their every action and my every reaction,
at least the reactions I had that were visible. The thrills running
through my body and settling between my legs weren’t so easy to
record! I watched as the men danced closer, and when the first one
unsnapped his g-string and his thick cock came out, I let out a big
hungry sigh. The man danced closer, and I kept my eyes on his
enormous cock. When he climbed onto the couch to dance so close
that his cock was only inches from my face, I think I was in
heaven. I vaguely noticed that the other men had dropped their
g-strings, but my eyes were just glued to that big dick wobbling
right in front of me.

The dancer took my hands and put them
on his ass as he danced. That was the first problem. Two other
cocks came close enough that I could see them. That was the second
problem. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Bob recording, and that
was the third and final problem. I couldn’t help myself. I just
couldn’t. I grabbed the ass tight, leaned forward, opened my mouth
wide, and stuffed that big prick into it.

The dancer grabbed the back of my head
and held me tight, his cock getting very hard very quickly, and him
pushing it in deeper. I started gagging and I got afraid. I wasn’t
afraid of the cock, I was suddenly afraid that I’d ruined my
marriage! My heart sank when I heard Bob say, “Take it out of her
mouth.” The dancer pulled back, and I hung my head in shame, but my
heart leapt for joy when Bob continued with, “There’s no way in
hell you’ll get that dress off her while she’s sucking you.”
Everything went crazy.

Those four men had the dress off and
my panties ripped from me in seconds. I was completely manhandled,
flopping around like a rag doll as they tossed me between them.
Suddenly, I was on top of one, who had sat down on the couch, and
his big cock was filling my pussy, pushing in hard. It was
incredible, and I was on the verge of coming in a second. One of
the men grabbed my hair and lifted my head up, ramming his cock
into my mouth and fucking it just like it was a pussy. I couldn’t
believe how good everything felt, even though they were treating me
like some kind of a sex doll. The first dancer had evidently not
had enough of me because he climbed onto the couch right behind me
and started rubbing his cock along my ass crack.

I could believe I was going to take
all three of these guys at the same time, and I felt like some kind
of a sexy dynamo. I couldn’t believe it. Wait, strike that because
the fourth guy was lifting my hand up to put it on his cock. I
wasn’t taking on three but four. Four beautiful big cocks, and I
couldn’t believe how they “OH FUCK!”

I couldn’t help but scream when the
cock pushed past the tiny rosebud of my asshole. Sure, it hurt a
little bit, but I was screaming because it was the most incredible
filled up feeling I had ever had, and as the guys started moving,
all three pushing in and out quickly roughly, I caught a glimpse of
Bob, catching everything on tape. I was so full! It was the most
amazing feeling. My ass was stretched to the limit, and my pussy
felt so tight around the guy inside there. The dancer who had been
in my mouth before I pulled back and shouted grabbed the back of my
head and pushed right back in. I’d completely lost control. There
was no way I could concentrate enough to keep my hand moving on the
fourth dancer’s cock, and I gave up on it altogether, but he still
got taken care of.

Evidently my ass was tight enough that
the dancer inside of it started to come very quickly, shouting as
he filled me with his slick come, and he pulled out, leaving me
feeling empty, even with two cocks in me. The fourth dancer got
right behind me and just slammed right into my asshole. That was
when I came. I came so damn hard I was paralyzed with it. I could
feel all of them moving, but it was almost like I was the one with
a camera watching myself being used by all three of the men. My
pussy was sending miraculous sensations through my body. I swear I
would feel it in my toes! The guy in my mouth suddenly shuddered
and pulled me against him, pushing his cock all the way into me,
his cock expanding as it pushed into my throat. I could feel his
cum spurting into my throat, and I gulped down, the very feel of
his cock exploding in my mouth sending even more lightning strikes
of pleasure through me.

The guys in my pussy and my ass
started moving even faster, pushing deeply and in completely losing
any sense of rhythm, both pushing in together and stretching me as
though I were going to tear apart. I must have a perfect ass
because the guy in my as came first, pushing in so deep that I was
almost unable to move from the paralyzing sensation of being so
completely full with him. When he exploded inside of me and I felt
him pouring even more man juice into my me, I was so overwhelmed
and my pussy was spasming so hard that I just didn’t know what I
was going to do. It was like a thousand hands were touching my body
at the same time and pulling me in every direction at once. It was
almost a relief when the man beneath me shoved up hard and starting
to fill my pussy with his hot cum.

We just all kind of lay tangled on the
couch for a while. My whole body was just overwhelmed with
sensation, and it was kind of like an overdose. No, that’s not
right. It’s like when I pig out and eat a whole half gallon of
fudge ripple ice cream all at once. It’s wonderful, but I’m so
stuffed when I take that last bite that there’s no way on earth I
could have had any more of it. That was me, so overwhelmed from all
the cock I’d just had that I was ready to collapse for
hours.

No such luck for me. The boys got off
me, and I lay there while they dressed and left. I noticed Bob
fiddling with something and asked what he was doing. He told me he
was setting the camera up because he wanted to be able to record
his turn! My ass was sore. My throat was still feeling the thrusts
from the dancer, and my pussy was so sensitive it was torturing me
with anything I did. Still, Bob was unbuckling his pants. I sighed
and smiled. What else is a good wife going to do?









THE MOM WE’D ALL LIKE TO
FUCK


(A First Gangbang Sex erotica story)

by 
Nancy Brockton
All rights reserved copyright
2012 by Naughty Daydreams Press









It was kind of strange to taste a cock
after so long. Really, I had married as an eighteen year old virgin
and only slept with my husband. He was never really into blowjobs,
and for the sixteen years we were married, I think I had my mouth
on him only four or five times. Everything was pretty much vanilla
sex for him, at least that’s what I thought before I came home
early from a trade show and saw his balls on the chin of some young
bimbo while another little bimbo was licking his
asshole.

Sixteen years and hundreds of times,
but if more than ten of those times involved anything other than
the missionary position, I’d be shocked. There he was with a mouth
on his cock and a tongue in his ass. Of course I kicked him out,
and because I had installed our security system the week before to
protect us from a rash of burglaries, I had everything on tape.
That made getting the house, the cars, hell—everything really easy.
Not that it mattered to him. The bastard had family money and he
just went on with his life, didn’t even call our son Willie except
on birthdays and Christmas.

So, it was really strange to feel a
cock in my mouth, even stranger when there was another cock
pounding my pussy like there was no tomorrow. I’d never been with
anyone other than my husband, and I hadn’t been with anyone in the
four years since I caught him with the sluts, so a cock in my mouth
was strange enough, but two cocks? Hell, if you didn’t count the
dildo that got me through the first year or so of post-divorce
loneliness, I hadn’t had any dick in my pussy for four
years!

I’m getting ahead of myself, so let me
tell you how it all happened. I’m Delora Stanton. My son is Willie
Archibald. I went right back to my maiden name, and even though
Willie wanted to, I convinced him to keep the old money name. In
the divorce, I got a trust account in the seven figures for him and
I didn’t want any of my prick ex-husband’s family lawyers to get
any ideas when Willie turned twenty-five and collect. He wasn’t
twenty-five now. He was eighteen, and it was his first year in
college. It was so damned lonely in the house without
him.

It wasn’t just lonely either. After
four years of no attention from a man at all, I was questioning my
attractiveness. I was rapidly approaching my forties. Was I just
blah? Why had that prick only slept with me in the most boring way
possible but had wild sex with other women? I used to think I was
attractive, but even though my long red hair was still lustrous and
my face was pretty free of wrinkles, I knew I was older. I used to
stare at myself in the mirror. I was still slim but curvy. My
breasts were large but firm. I knew my ass was my best feature, and
it was lovely and heart-shaped, and I didn’t understand. I kept my
pussy almost bare with weekly waxings, just leaving a tiny tuft of
red hair so anyone who saw it would know my hair was authentic. So
what was wrong with me? Why would my husband find sexual
satisfaction elsewhere?

Anyway, on one of our weekly phone
calls, Willie must have been able to tell by my voice that I was
lonely and sad because he suddenly sounded very homesick and
unhappy. He was faking it, but I listened to see where he was going
with it. Eventually he got around to begging me to come spend a
week with him. His midterms were in process which meant he would
only be in school on Monday and Tuesday from nine in the morning
until two or three in the afternoon. If I showed up on Tuesday
morning right before his exams, we’d have a whole week when he got
back and he needed him Mommy. That’s what he said,
“Mommy.”

He was full of it, and I knew it, but
it was kindness that made him lie to me, and I wondered how I had
lucked out with such a wonderful son. I packed up the car and left
the house at about three in the morning on Tuesday, arriving in the
arms of my grown-up boy at about seven forty-five. He lived in a
dorm with five other boys, but all of them had gone to another
friend’s house to cram for an exam and it was just me and Willie. I
insisted on making him breakfast, and he left for his tests. It was
about eight-thirty in the morning, and I was tired as hell. So, I
stripped to my bra and panties and lay down on his couch, pulling a
throw blanket over me and setting my cell phone alarm to
one-thirty. I figured I’d rent a nice five star hotel room for us
after his tests and really show him the town, but for then, I
quickly dozed off.

I had a dream about the two girls and
my ex, but it was very strange. As the mouth sucked on his cock, it
felt like a mouth was sucking on my clit. As a tongue slipped into
his ass, I felt one licking around my tiny rosebud. Suddenly there
were two more bimbos, and they stood on either side of him kissing
and licking his nipples. Another one appeared in my dream and began
kissing him. The dream was so strange because I could feel the
girl’s tongue exploring my mouth as I watched. Except the tongue
wasn’t right. It wasn’t delicate. It was strong and insistent, and
when I opened my eyes I realized there was a man, well if you can
call a nineteen or twenty year old boy a man, leaning over me,
upside down so I saw his neck, and he was kissing me. My body was
twisted at the waist, and I realized that the dream wasn’t a dream.
There was indeed a tongue on my pussy, licking and sucking at my
clit like there was no tomorrow. I could feel mouths on my breasts
as well, but the strangest thing was the tongue thrusting in and
out of my tight little asshole.

I started struggling a bit, and
everyone backed away. I sat up on the couch, a little afraid and
definitely wide eyed. There were five of them, and what a sight.
There was one that looked like some kind of a hippie. One looked
like a football player. One had a massive cock, and he looked,
well, normal. One looked like a frat boy, and one looked like a
little bit of a geek. The one thing they all had in common was that
they were naked, and five hard cocks were pointed straight at me. I
started to cover up a bit with my hands, and the only thing I could
think of to say was, “Uh…I’m Willie’s mom.”

I only got out, “I’m Willie’s m…”
because the hippie stepped forward and pushed his dick right into
my mouth. I put my hands up to his thighs to push him away, but
halfway there, I realized how amazing everything had felt, and
instead of pushing on his thighs, I reached around to grasp at his
ass cheeks and tried to pull him in deeper. That let everyone else
know I was up for it, I think, because I was suddenly surrounded
and hands were all over me as the hippie grabbed the back of my
head, pushing in deeper and I gripped his ass so hard it had to
hurt.

The hands pulled me off the couch and
I was kneeling on the floor and suddenly, they were passing my face
from one to another. Inside of five minutes I had had five times as
many men with their cocks in my mouth than my whole life before.
They were all different, too. The hippie was kind of rough, pushing
in deep until I gagged and thrusting hard. There was a guy who was
gentle, a guy who went in very slow but all the way, a cock that
only went half way in, and one of them, the guy with the massive
cock, brought my hand up to stroke his cock and only put the head
into my mouth.

I couldn’t believe what was happening,
but it was amazing. After I’d had my mouth on all of their cocks
two or three times, the hippie thrust into my throat again, and
hands moved all over my body. I felt myself being lifted up onto my
hands and knees, my nose still buried in pubic hair, and my cunt
was suddenly filled with cock. It was so amazing to feel it, and it
had been so long that I swear I almost came right then!

I didn’t though, but the hippie did.
His dick suddenly got bigger in my mouth and he groaned, “Oh,
fuck!” and just started pumping cum into my mouth. It was my first
taste of semen, and I was amazed at how much there was. It filled
my mouth, and I wanted to spit it out because I was starting to
worry about breathing, but his hands were on my head and he just
held me there! Meanwhile, whoever was in my pussy was fucking me
hard, and each thrust pushed me forward so that the hippie’s
spurting cock pushed past my tongue and into my throat. Finally,
just to keep from gagging, I had to swallow, and as soon as I did,
he pulled out, still moaning.

I tried to catch my breath, but the
guy in my pussy lifted me up and we were back on the couch, me
sitting on top of him, my back against his chest and my legs spread
wide as he fucked my pussy hard. It was so amazing. Thirty minutes
before, I had never swallowed semen, never felt a tongue anywhere
other than my mouth, and had never been fucked doggy style or been
on top! But there I was, bouncing on top of a young college stud,
and they weren’t through with me.

The one with the massive cock climbed
onto the couch and turned my head. This time, though, he put more
than his head in, pushing in deep as I struggled to take it. It was
all so surreal and sexy, but I did panic a bit when the guy beneath
me lifted me up a bit and I felt his cock pushing against my
asshole. I started to struggle, but what could I do? My mouth was
filled with a giant dick and I couldn’t say anything, and my body
was already moving wildly, so I don’t think the boys realized it
was a struggle at all. The hands on my waist pulled down sharply as
the cock thrust up, and suddenly my virgin asshole was
filled.

I was in shock. There was pain. Oh
fuck, was there pain! My tiny asshole felt like it was ripped
apart, but no sooner was he in my ass then another cock showed up
and pushed into my pussy and began moving in and out furiously.
That distracted me from the pain and suddenly the guy with the huge
cock was cumming what seemed like a fountain of his jizz into over
my tongue and he held me in place just like the hippie had. With
the giant cock and as much as he was pouring into my throat, I
couldn’t help but swallow it down as quick as I could, and I still
choked a bit, but it distracted me from the pain in my
rear.

When he pulled out, I didn’t even get
a full breath in before my mouth was full again, and by that time
the pain was gone and both college boys were fucking me in an
incredible rhythm. Up into my ass, down into my pussy. Ass in,
pussy out. Pussy in, ass out. It was amazing, and when the boy in
my mouth started thrusting as well, the sensations were so amazing
that I came hard.

I’ll tell you a secret. I wasn’t used
to orgasms. I guess I came once every seven or eight times with my
husband, and even though I used my vibrator a few times per week,
the orgasms that came from it were tame, more stress and loneliness
relief that satisfying. This was nothing like it. I screamed around
the cock in my mouth and started moving my hips like crazy. That
set the boys off as well. As pleasure cascaded over my whole body
like a waterfall, the boy in my ass thrust up so hard that there
was a little bit of pain again, although it was lost in all of the
power of my orgasm. I heard him say, “Fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!” and
I could feel him filling my ass with his sticky cum. He stayed deep
inside me, and it made me feel so full, almost uncomfortably full
that the violent thrusting in my pussy made me come again, right on
top of the other orgasm, and it was so powerful that I felt
paralyzed.

My pussy wasn’t, though. I felt it
clamp down on the cock inside and that was enough for the college
kid there. He groaned and thrust forward hard, and I could feel his
cum splashing into my over sensitive pussy. Both cocks were fully
inside me, and I felt so damn full, and because all three of us
were practically paralyzed from coming, they weren’t moving. They
just stayed inside of me, all the way, and it was such an amazing
feeling. The boy in my mouth shouted and he too started to cum, and
by then, I was hungry for it and I was glad the muscles in my mouth
and throat worked as I sucked him eagerly and gobbled down his
cum.

We all kind of stayed that way for a
little bit. All three of my holes were filled, but none of us
moved, unless you count me shuddering from the tremors of pleasure
that still coursed through me. Finally, the boy in my mouth pulled
out. He was the geeky one, I could finally see, and he looked a
little embarrassed, so I reached up and stroked his thigh and
smiled at him. The boy in my pussy was next, and I shook as he
pulled out. Finally, I rolled off the one in my ass and just kind
of sat on the couch, panting. We all just stayed put where we were,
nobody really sure what to say. Finally, I said what had to be the
stupidest thing in the world. I asked, “Are you boys keeping up
with your studies.”

Everyone started laughing, and so did
I. The football player leaned in to hug me, and before I knew it, I
had my mouth on his cock again, doing my best to get him hard. One
of the other boys didn’t need any help though, because as I knelt
on my hands and knees, I felt a cock slip into my ass, very easily
this time. I sucked eagerly, wondering if I’d all of the boys would
be able to handle a second round.

I shouldn’t have worried. I guess
college boys can go on forever.
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She was tired of the same old thing.
That was why she had taken the vacation. Of course, there was the
fact of the break-up with Joey that had helped her decide that she
needed some space from the old familiar things that surrounded her
day in and day out. There was also the fact that her break-up had
been the result of his cheating with her best friend. So, it had
seemed like a good idea to take a break from things and just clear
her mind.

When the travel agent had first
suggested the idea of switching houses as a way to keep expenses
down, she had thought it sounded crazy. The idea of someone in her
house looking at her photos on the wall and going through her
medicine cabinets…But, in the end, she had had to admit that it
would save her quite a lot of money and allow her to spend more
time where she vacationed. With Joey taking the twins for a few
weeks, she was able to really focus on herself for a
while.

She had chosen Italy as her
destination. Her grandmother, her father’s mother, had been
Italian, and she had promised herself that, someday, she would make
it out there to see what her grandmother had always talked about.
She set things in motion through the travel agent and, within three
weeks, she had a young newlywed couple coming to stay in her
California condo by the beach, and she was on her way to Naples, a
beautiful area where history met up with quite a modern
nightlife.

Now, though, it was almost over and
she was heading out to a club for one last night of fun before
heading back with her memories. There was one last Friday night to
enjoy, and she finally decided on a little spot she hadn’t yet been
to, thinking that it looked like somewhere she could forget about
what and who was waiting for her back in the states.

She had dressed especially for this
night on the town, wearing a little dress she had bought in a
boutique the day before. It was just slightly longer than a mini
and was a swirl of grey and white and black smokiness that flowed
over her curves nicely. She wasn’t a tall girl, but she was in
shape and her curves were perfect for her petite body. She had wavy
blond hair that fell to her ass, making it seem even more prominent
and grab-worthy. Her grey-blue eyes were large and made her seem
more innocent than she really was, even at thirty-four. Her lips
were full and soft and, for tonight, colored a deep red. As she
looked in the mirror in the bedroom of the little apartment she was
staying in, she thought she looked ready to start a new chapter in
her life.

The club wasn’t too far and she
probably could have walked, but on her last night, she wanted to
feel a little spoiled, so she called a cab and got to the club
ready to have a long night of dancing and drinking. As she walked
in, she saw a rather large crowd of college aged kids, but here and
there were some older patrons who stuck mostly to the bar. The
noise of talking and muted music and glasses clinking gave it a
homey, chaotic feel. She noticed that it didn’t really have much of
a dance floor, just a space that some couples had chosen to use as
a place to hold each other close and sway together.

She stepped over to the
bar and ordered a Negroni, and then sat and waited,
looking slyly around the room for anybody who looked like they
could make her last night a memorable one. As she was scanning the
room, she heard a voice behind her. “Ciao,
come sta andando la tua note?”

She turned in her stool and saw a
rather handsome man with dark wavy hair and warm brown eyes,
smiling at her. She smiled and tried some of her limited Italian to
explain that she was a tourist and not very fluent in Italian. He
nodded. “Oh, you are American?”

He made it seem like she was from
another planet and she laughed. “Yes, American. Are you
local?”

He nodded. “Not far. Are you here
long?”

She shook her head. “No, no, tonight
is my last night. I’m scheduled to go home in the evening tomorrow.
Hey, your English is pretty good.” She took a sip of her drink and
gave him her coy smile that said she was interested in something
more than this little conversation.

Picking up on her hints, he nodded.
“Yes. I spent some years in school in England. My mother is
English. Would you like to go elsewhere? This crowd is so noisy. I
have a place just a short walk from here.” He downed his own drink
and called to the bartender to settle his bill.

She took another sip of her drink and
thought of all the possible ways this could go wrong, and then she
stopped herself. This was her last night in Italy before she would
be home and would have to face, once and for all, the dissolution
of her relationship and the reality of her new world of visitation
and chasing down child support. She finished off her drink and
brought out her wallet to pay her tab, but her new friend stopped
her. “It’s not necessary. I have paid for you. Did you decide what
you wanted to do?”

She took his hand. “I would love to go
walking with you. I’m Jocelyn.”

He took her hand and, in the European
fashion, gave it a kiss. “That is wonderful. I am
Amedeo.”

She took his arm and they
walked from the club out into the busy lit strada, the noise of a late night
crowd. He had been truthful when he said that his place wasn’t far
from the club. They only walked a short three blocks before they
got to a nice apartment building where they took the elevator to
the third floor.

The apartment was nice but sparse,
being mostly a grouping of couches and chairs and a few bookcases
along the white walls. The walls were mostly bare except for a
large framed poster of an art print of a Sandro Chia painting. She
followed him in and took a seat on one of the couches, wanting to
make sure there would be plenty of room for him to sit by her
side.

He disappeared into the small kitchen
and returned with two glasses and a wine bottle. “You cannot leave
Italy without a final glass of wine.” He sat down and set the
glasses and bottle on the table and then proceeded to open the
bottle, pulling the cork and pouring out the deep red liquid for
both of them. She smiled as he handed her a glass and then, he
insisted on a toast.

But just as they raised their glasses,
there was a knock on the door. He put down his glass and stood. “I
am so sorry. I will get rid of the distraction and be right
back.”

She listened from where she sat to the
door opening and then there were sounds of greeting and then more
urgent talk. Finally, Amedeo walked back into the room, and behind
him, were three other men, looking as handsome in their own ways as
Amedeo. She smiled up at all of them, wondering what had
happened.

“Jocelyn, these are my
cousins...Matteo, Fredo, and Lorenzo.”

Each man bowed to her as he was
introduced and she nodded her head in return. She was a little
disappointed that she and Amedeo would not have some time alone,
but she decided to enjoy whatever happened on her last night in
Naples.

Amedeo fetched more glasses and they
all sat around talking, Amedeo acting as the translator between his
cousins and her. She enjoyed hearing about their lives and enjoyed
the wine that seemed to keep appearing in her glass, and she felt
herself growing relaxed and maybe a little buzzed.

When Matteo, the youngest of the
cousins, came and sat down on the couch with Amedeo and her, she
scooted closer to Amedeo to make room, suddenly feeling a sharp
thrill along her body as she pressed up next to her host. Matteo
put down his glass and looked at her with his young cheeks barely
covered in light stubble and, suddenly, he leaned in and kissed
her.

She sucked in her breath in surprise,
but as the kiss went on, she felt her body responding. Then, the
other two cousins were there by her side, pulling her from the
couch and quickly pulling her clothes from her, yanking her dress
down, unhooking her bra, sliding her underwear down her legs and
over her heels. Her heels were soon off as well and she stood in a
daze as their mouths and their hands descended on her like she was
a piece of candy they all wanted to share.

Amedeo was watching, she saw, and
slowly peeling his own clothes from his body. She wasn’t surprised
to see the lean strength of his arms and torso and legs. It was
exactly how she had imagined he looked under his fancy shirt and
slacks. She gasped and turned her head away from Amedeo as she felt
a hand and then a mouth, warm and soft, on her breast. Then, the
other one was sucked into another mouth, and the hands traveled
lower, pulling her legs apart and fingering her pink
folds.

Her breathing was becoming harsh and
her head tried to catch up to what was happening. She saw Amedeo
walk over and look at her as his cousins held her and she thought
she heard the Italian word for beautiful and then she was in his
arms and he was kissing her. He pressed his naked body against hers
and she could feel his large cock rubbing against her pussy. Then,
he was inside her and she was gasping as his thrusts filled her and
stroked her inside, making her suddenly feel so close.

 

She didn’t hear or see the cousins as
Amedeo fucked her, but they soon were gathering around her again
and she saw they had things in their hands. Amedeo pulled away and
let them advance and she started to pull back, but they held her
steady. “Don’t worry, my love, this is all to enjoy your beauty
more.” She heard him say as a cousin, she thought it was Fredo, put
her arms behind her and handcuffed them.

She felt fear well up inside her and
tried to pull her arms apart, but the handcuffs were not just
playthings and they held. Now, the cousins fitted her with a ball
gag, holding her head in place and pushing it into her mouth like
she was a horse being broke to the bit. When the gag was in place,
they lowered her to the floor, pushing her to her knees and then
pushing her over so that her face rested on one cheek on the carpet
and her ass was in the air.

She felt someone, she could no longer
be sure who it was, kneel behind her and then she felt a hard cock
slide into her pussy and begin thrusting hard, pushing so hard that
her face was shifting on the carpet and stinging her
cheek.

But at the same time, she also felt an
intense rush of heat between her legs as the cock stroked her sweet
spot and pushed deep into her. She shifted her hands in the straps
and felt other hands grabbing hers. Then, she felt the hands move
to her ass cheeks and begin to rub and caress them as whoever it
was kept fucking her pussy.

The gentle touches on her ass made
chills roll through her body, bunching her muscles and clenching
her pussy around the shaft moving inside her. She felt her orgasm
building and she began moaning around the gag when, suddenly, the
cock in her pussy pulled out and left her throbbing
emptily.

She picked her head up slightly and
tried to see what was going on behind her, but she didn’t have long
to wonder. She felt fingers parting her ass cheeks and then
slipping further to push against her tiny hole and then inside,
making her yelp around the gag and struggle to turn her head. Hands
pushed her down and then, legs appeared in front of her face. Hands
reached down and moved the ball gag out of her mouth and she gasped
as she tried to get used to her mouth being free, tasting the
rubber still.

Now, her head was raised and her lips
were pressed against the head of a thick cock that pushed
insistently until she opened her mouth and then it slipped inside
and filled her mouth and, pushing deeper, her throat. She gagged,
trying to move her head back, but there were hands on her head
keeping her still as the cock thrust over her tongue. She heard
groans as her tongue moved against the dick in her mouth, and she
tried to relax and focus on making whoever was in her mouth
happy.

She had almost forgotten the fingers
in her ass as she struggled to handle the dick in her throat, but
when they disappeared and she felt the head of a cock pressing
against her tiny opening, she panicked and began to grunt and yell
around the cock in her mouth. She struggled and then she felt the
hands on her hips and the hard thrust and her mouth opened in a
scream that sounded loud in spite of the dick pushing into her
throat.

The wave of pain that rolled over her
was astounding, stunning her for a moment and then making her whole
body shudder hard. The cock in her mouth pulled out and she was
left to gasp and moan and plead as the cock in her tight hole moved
deeper and faster. She struggled weakly, but the pain had almost
paralyzed her and she felt she wouldn’t be able to do
much.

But then she felt something change and
the intense pain became an urgent aching need to have her pussy
filled. She felt her orgasm building rapidly and she began to
frantically move against the man behind her, shifting her ass up
and down in an attempt to move him in a way that would satisfy the
need she felt in her pussy. She began to shudder and her body
tensed and she moved faster, until with a loud groan, she felt
herself come hard, her pussy and ass clenching strongly with every
spasm.

The cock inside her ass began pumping
faster and then she felt it swell and, as her own orgasm gripped
her, she felt the cock thrust hard in her and her tiny hole was
suddenly being filled with warm sticky cum as the cock in her
throbbed and spurted a load deep inside her.

Then, her ass was empty and she was
left quivering on the carpet, the strap of the ball gag around her
neck as she lay panting, trying to catch her breath and ignore the
throbbing of her sore ass. But, hands were on her soon, and she was
picked up and brought to the couch and her face was pressed onto
the seat and her ass was left rubbing against the thighs of the man
who was now behind her. She felt him run a hand under her leg and
gently lift it so that her foot rested on the edge of the couch,
and then there was another hard dick thrusting between her ass
cheeks and into her little hole, making her shake so badly that the
hands on her had to grip her tightly enough to leave marks on her
skin.

She didn’t take as long this time to
get past the pain and she began going crazy as her orgasm ramped up
again and made her move wildly, yelling and moaning with each
thrust. Just as she felt she couldn’t handle more, the cock pulled
out and she was pulled up from the couch. She briefly saw Amedeo’s
face, his brown eyes, and then she was shifted to sit on someone
sitting on the couch, his cock filling her ass as she was lowered
onto his lap. Then, she saw Matteo moving between their legs and
realized what he was planning.

She couldn’t do much more than protest
weakly before his cock was at her pussy and pushing in. She had
never had two men at once, hell, she had never had any guy in her
ass, and the thought terrified her. But as he slid into her, she
felt their cocks rubbing against each other inside her and it was
the most amazing feeling she had ever felt. She felt her orgasm
crashing over her again and she fell against Matteo’s chest as he
pumped inside her clenching pussy. She shuddered and then fell back
and felt Amedeo’s arms wrap around her from behind to be able to
thrust faster into her ass.

Then, Matteo started to move faster
and she felt him grow larger inside her as he groaned and with a
final hard thrust, he came inside her, spurting his load deep
inside her quivering pussy. He pulled out and she felt the sudden
emptiness, but suddenly, Amedeo jumped forward, pushing her to her
knees as he kept his cock in her ass and thrust harder and faster
until he, too, pumped his load inside her tight hole as he came,
leaning over her to fondle her breasts and kiss her
neck.

Her hands were still strapped behind
her and she felt a dull throb in them as she was picked up by them
and made to stand in front of Lorenzo, who sat on the couch smiling
lecherously as she stood worn out and trembling in front of him. He
ran his hands lightly over her body, brushing over her breasts and
making her moan as they touched her sensitive nipples. He gave them
a pinch and then reached up to pull her to him, squeezing her face
by her cheeks, pushing them in and forcing her mouth open. As he
settled her onto his lap, he brought her mouth down to his and
thrust his tongue inside, running it in a circle around her teeth,
top and bottom.

She shook in his grasp and her pussy
clenched hard, making him gasp and then smile. Moving his hands to
her hips, he thrust into her slowly as he held her steady, rocking
her back and forth in his lap. She felt his cock shift inside her
and groaned as she felt her orgasm building yet again. He let her
mouth go and lowered his head to her breast, sucking her nipple in
and pinching it between his teeth as he continued to thrust up into
her, causing her to yelp with each light bite. She raised her head
and saw the other three men gathering around to watch them,
stroking themselves as they focused intently on her bouncing body
and their cousin thrusting upward over and over, picking up speed
with each thrust.

Then, he pulled her forward tightly
and her head went over his shoulder and she felt her mouth being
filled by the waiting and watching men as they took turns thrusting
into her sore mouth and raw throat. She felt Lorenzo’s hands grip
her and bounce her hard up and down and then, moving fast, he
pumped hard, thrusting wildly as he pulled her back and jammed his
fingers down her throat. Suddenly, even his fingers were gone and
he was pulling her down onto the couch and bringing his cock up to
her mouth and then, his shaft was filling her throat and spurting
into it, making her gag and choke until she could manage to swallow
his load and breathe again.

Finally, she fell back into the couch
and she vaguely felt the straps removed from her arms and they fell
heavily around to her front, tingling as sensation worked through
them again. She panted into the soft leather of the couch, and the
men around her got quietly dressed, not even talking with each
other.

For a while, she thought she must have
drifted off, exhausted from what had just happened. Then, she felt
someone settle beside her on the couch and she cracked open her
eyes and saw Amedeo sitting with a glass of wine in his hand. His
eyes were kind and he reached over to the table and offered her a
glass of wine. She took it and drank the entire contents, making
him laugh as he took it back and refilled it. “I love you
Americans. Always so ready to head into the next thing with such
wild abandon.”

She wasn’t sure what to say to this,
so she just took the refilled glass and, this time, sipped at the
wine. She finally smiled in reply. “Yes, we’re very howdy, cowboy,
let’s roll.” She sounded ridiculous saying this in her Bronx
accent, but he laughed delightedly.

“Exactly, always ready to run in, no
worrying. It’s very refreshing.”

She nodded, taking another sip of wine
and then getting unsteadily to her feet. “Yes, well, I better get
going.” She began grabbing her clothes from the chair they were
piled in and she dressed slowly, every now and then, wincing as a
sudden pain or spasm rushed through her.

Amedeo jumped up. “Here, let me help
you.” He went behind her and zipped her up, his hands brushing
along her spine, making her shiver. She turned around and reached
down to slip her feet into her heels. Finally, grabbing her purse,
she headed to the door.

He was by her side, his hand lightly
on her waist and she couldn’t help remembering the feel of those
hands on her hips and her ass as he thrust into her from behind. He
took her and spun her in his arms. “Would you like me to call a
cab?”

She shook her head. “No, I think I’d
like to spend some of my remaining time strolling the streets and
feeling Italy around me.”

He smiled tenderly. “You are
beautiful. I will remember you always.” He kissed her gently and
then he opened the door and she stepped out into the early morning
dusk.

And as she walked, she smiled and then
laughed because she knew there wasn’t a chance in hell that he
would even remember her name by tomorrow, and she was perfectly
fine knowing that.
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Kaitlyn wondered why she didn’t do
this more often, enjoying time to herself was never easy, but when
she forced herself to make it possible, she was always happy she’d
gone to the trouble. (The trouble being making arrangement for her
three kids, who could be a handful at the best of times.) John Jr.,
of course, was fourteen now and old enough to spend the night with
a friend, but Jake and Mark were eight and five and they required a
bit more supervision. So, she had to find a babysitter, which
wasn’t always easy when you considered how rambunctious her two
boys could get.

Finally, though, she had felt like she
just had to have a break. John, her ex-husband, was on a two week
business trip and that always spelled disaster for her at home
because the boys sensed there was more freedom without Dad around
and, she supposed, they were right. When they acted up, a call to
her ex, with whom she was still on excellent terms, would call him
in like the cavalry and the boys always wary of that possibility.
Kaitlyn worked as an eighth grade teacher and she was usually tired
when she got home. Still swamped with papers to grade and then to
have all the household duties fall to her as well made everything
feel like it was crawling inside her head and hatching
eggs.

So, as she drove back from dropping
the boys off at the babysitter, she could feel the tension seep out
of her body and she sighed, thinking of how much more energy she
used to have when she was a young college student, unmarried,
un-divorced, and without kids. It had been stressful then, too, but
the stress had been different, exams and papers and making rent and
dating. Now, it was keeping her job amidst budget cuts and the kids
and the house and her ex-husband’s constant traveling and just
plain feeling older. She was only thirty-eight, which in the scheme
of things she knew wasn’t that old, but it felt sometimes like she
was heading for the retirement home a little faster than she
liked.

It wasn’t that she looked ancient. In
fact, as she glanced briefly in the rearview mirror, she felt like
she was still the young naive college girl who had fallen in love
with an ambitious man and settled down at the tender age of
twenty-two. Her hair, straight and dark with hints of red, still
showed no grey, and her face was still fresh-looking, in spite of
all the hours she had spent over the years with a brow creased in
worry.

Her body, she knew, was in great shape
because she worked her heart out every other day, getting up early
to go running or to hit the gym. She was tall, five foot nine out
of heels, and she was slender without sacrificing curves. Her
breasts were a little small for her frame, but were pert and firm.
Her ass, on the other hand, was a little larger than would be
expected for her athletic build, and it had always been her
husband’s favorite part of her body. He liked to say that her ass
cheeks had been perfectly formed for his hands.

She pulled in at her house and climbed
out of the car, anxious to get her day of relaxation started. She
opened the door, taking the mail in with her and not even daring to
read it, not wanting to cloud her mind with anything before she had
enjoyed her moment of peace. Then, climbing the stairs, she ran to
her room and began gathering things together for her special day.
She was planning a nice, long, luxurious bath first and so she
grabbed her favorite robe, a book, and then went into the bathroom
to find some bath oil and candles.

She started the water in the tub and
began to undress, when she heard the doorbell. “Oh,
seriously?”

She pulled her clothes back on, shut
the tap off and hurried downstairs. Pulling open the door without
even bothering to check the peephole, she was surprised to find a
group of four young men standing on her front porch. Sighing
heavily, she opened the door.

“Hello, Ma’am, we’re a group of young
college men trying to earn enough for our next semester’s tuition.
We all have other jobs, but in this economy, it takes more than
that to afford books and living expenses. So, here we are and we
are actually really excited to offer you the opportunity to . .
.”

She listened to the spiel and then
grew tired of it. This was her day and it was getting hijacked by
traveling salesmen. Still, she could remember how hard it had been
to pay for everything in college when you’re just starting out.
“Alright, what are you selling?”

“Well, ma’am, we have a wonderful
selection of household items that we can arrange upon ordering, to
have delivered directly to your door.”

“Okay, let me see the
catalog.”

“Well, ma’am, we have the entire
catalog downloaded on this tablet here, but we have to keep hold of
the tablet. Would you mind if we came in and sat with you while you
looked over the merchandise?”

Again, she sighed, but she agreed and
opened the door, letting them file in. “So, do all of you talk or
only you?”

He laughed. “Oh, we all talk. We just
decided it kept things simpler if just one of us did most of the
selling.”

She nodded. “Uh huh, okay. Well, why
don’t we go into the living room and sit down and see what you’ve
got to offer.”

All the boys nodded and they followed
her into the living room, where she picked a seat on the couch and
instantly had a boy squashed on either side of her. She smiled a
little at their youthful enthusiasm, and took the tablet from the
boy who had been the voice for all four of them.

As she was scanning down the rows of
cute but useless knickknacks, she began to get the uncomfortable
feeling that they were checking her out. Although it was
flattering, she didn’t think it was professional. She looked up to
turn a stern eye on the boy to her right, a tall, dark-haired guy
who looked like he could have won a basketball scholarship with his
gangly legs and arms, and then she was gasping as his mouth crushed
down on hers in a hard kiss. “What the . . .”

The boy on her other side scooted up
behind her and pulled the tablet from her grasp, returning to begin
pulling her t-shirt up over her head. She tried to pull away, but
both boys were too strong, and her shirt was off before she knew
it. She didn’t have a bra on because she had rushed from the
bathroom to answer the door. Her tits slipped free of the shirt and
the tall boy who had been kissing her ducked his head and put his
mouth on one of her nipples and began to suck.

Her mouth opened wide in shock, but
also in suddenly feeling the soft warmth on her hardening nipple.
The boy behind her let his hands slip down until he was grabbing
her shorts, and then he was pulling at them, slowly managing to
yank them down. One hand pushed her forward onto the boy who was
sucking her tit as he tried to get them past her hips and legs to
pull them off.

She looked up at the other two boys as
she was manipulated by their friends on the couch and saw with
surprise that they were quickly getting undressed. When she saw the
first one’s cock pull free of his underwear, she stopped
struggling, shocked at the size of him. Then the other one finished
undressing and they approached her and she began trying to pull
free again.

The two boys on the couch got up and
let their companions replace them beside her. She felt their naked
bodies press against her own nakedness and her mind fought to
comprehend what was happening so quickly around her. Her body,
however, instantly responded to the feel of their hands as they
positioned her on her knees and hands along the length of the
couch.

One boy got in front of her and took
her face in his hands, pulling up her chin until her lips were
pressed against the head of his shaft. Pushing slightly, he forced
her to part her lips and then he thrust hard and filled her mouth
and throat with his long cock, making her gag. She tried to relax
her throat muscles and calm down, but his thrusts were hard and
fast and she kept gagging, tears coming to her eyes and saliva
running down his cock and over her chin.

She felt the hands of the other boy on
her hips vaguely, and then felt his cock beginning to slip between
her pussy lips to push inside her slowly. Her body shook as his
thick shaft made its way inside her bit by bit, then, when he was
fully inside her, thrusting hard and fast, matching his friend’s
pace in her mouth.

Her body was going crazy. She could
feel an orgasm almost instantly ready to explode and she moaned and
shuddered as they moved inside her. Then, the one in her mouth
pulled out and the one in her pussy did the same and she couldn’t
believe how empty she suddenly felt. “Hey, Boys! You can’t start
something and then—oooh!”

She didn’t stay empty for long. They
were only switching positions, and her mouth and her pussy were
full again, stretched wide as they tried to accommodate the large
cocks of the two boys. The boy in her mouth was gentler than the
other, though, and he gave her bigger breaks to breath air in again
in ragged gulps before his cock filled her mouth again.

Then, they both began to move faster,
but the boy in her mouth was really getting wild and she felt his
cock begin to swell. Thinking to hurry things up, she reached a
hand up and cupped his heavy balls and the moment her hand touched
him, he groaned and came hard, spurting into her throat and making
her choke with the sudden load he was shooting into her.

She had never let her husband deep
throat her and she rarely swallowed, so, to be taking a huge load
of come down her throat so suddenly was a shock that radiated
through her entire body. She shook and her pussy spasmed hard
around the shaft inside her. When the boy finally pulled out and
let her pull in air, she was shocked by the hard grip of the boy’s
hands behind her as he began to fuck her harder than she had ever
been fucked in her life. Every stroke seemed to hit just right and
soon, the two were yelling together as her body tightened and her
pussy clenched hard around the throbbing dick inside her as it
filled her with semen and she came.

While her body was still shaking, the
two boys who had just come inside her moved away and she once again
felt hands on her as she was pulled up from the couch and made to
stand up. The talker had her caught in his arms and was pressing
her close, bringing his mouth down on hers. His blond hair, shaggy
and long like a skater, fell over their eyes and she felt it brush
softly against her nose as his tongue slipped past her lips and
began exploring her mouth. Then pulling back he smiled, his
boyishness even stronger, and she felt younger again.

He turned her around and reached under
one thigh to lift a leg into the air until her foot rested on the
edge of the couch and her pussy lips parted wetly. He maneuvered
behind her and then she felt his dick slide inside her, making her
gasp as she felt its thickness fill her and stroke her in long slow
thrusts. He bent over and nibbled at her neck and shoulders, giving
her chills that she felt all through her body.

Then, his hand came up and pushed her
down and he grabbed her ass, his fingers digging into her skin and
he began to furiously thrust into her, making her bounce back and
forth hard between him and the couch cushion. In a moment, she felt
her own orgasm ramping up again and she groaned as each thrust
brought her closer to the edge. Just as she felt the first spasms
of her climax ripping through her, hands on her head turned it to
the side and her mouth was suddenly stuffed with cock
again.

This time, though, it wasn’t for long
because the guy in her pussy pulled out and shifted his cock to
push between her ass cheeks. She pulled her mouth off the cock in
front of her in a panic, but it was too late, and she felt her tiny
hole being forced open and the head of his cock slip
inside.

Her ass throbbed around the large
shaft and she cried out, but the other boy grabbed her face and
stuffed her mouth again. They both pumped faster, wilder until they
were yelling loudly and she could hear the other guys yelling with
them, encouraging them to fuck her hard, to make her feel
it.

She shuddered hard between them as she
came again, and she felt them increase their movements, slamming
into her until her back was bending between them. Then, the boy in
her ass groaned and thrust forward one last time, his cock spurting
in her ass and filling it with warm sticky semen. As he shuddered
behind her, she felt the cock in her mouth swell and she tried to
get herself ready for the load he was sure to spurt down her
throat. But it was such a deep thrust and so sudden, that she still
gagged as he filled her throat and pushed to make her
swallow.

When both boys had finally finished
with her, they pulled out, leaving her shaking on her couch,
feeling the strong spasms of her orgasm roll through her. They
dressed around her, leaving her panting on her couch and wondering
how they could seem so energetic after all that. Of course, she had
been the main event for all of them, and, as she thought about it,
she realized that she had held her own. She might be older, but she
could still roll with the crowd. She laughed as she thought this
and got up to begin slipping on her own clothing.

She had just pulled on her t-shirt
when the talker walked up with the tablet in his hand. “So, would
you like to look over our merchandise?”

Was he kidding? He still wanted her to
buy something? “You know, I did get a look at the merchandise and I
was thoroughly satisfied. And now it’s time for you to
go.”

She walked them to the door, hearing
them argue and grumble behind her. As they stepped outside and she
was closing the door, she heard one of them complain. “Man, we have
to stop screwing the clients. We’re getting jack shit in
sales.”

She couldn’t stop laughing
as she went up the stairs and got into her bath.
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Tandy had always been a bit of a slut.
When she had finally married Kirk and settled into suburbia, she
had still dressed in her short shorts and miniskirts and tube tops
and she hadn’t cared a lick for what people would think. She swayed
down the grocery aisles and her ass turned heads and she was happy.
She knew she was attractive and she didn’t see any reason to hide
it.

Then, Tandy had her first boy and the
talk started getting more vicious and Kirk started getting nervous.
She began to tone things down a bit, wearing slightly longer shorts
and skirts. But she was only twenty-one and she felt ready to
party, not go to neighborhood watch meetings.

Kirk was seven years older than her
and working on building a successful law career, but he hadn’t
minded Tandy showing off at first. In fact, many times he had told
her that it turned him on to see her prancing past all the PTA
moms, her ass shaking in her shorts. But now, they were separated,
at least temporarily. He was working on establishing himself and
the kids were older and she toned herself down even
more.

Today, she had been left alone in the
house, Kirk picking up the boys early in the morning to spend the
day fishing and grunting and reaffirming their manhood. It amazed
her that men could come home with fish guts smeared on their
clothing and dirt on their shoes and that wouldn’t be considered as
embarrassing as a woman her age, ( my God, she was only
thirty-seven!), wearing a tight top that showed off her nice
breasts.

She decided that today, she was going
to have a little more fun than had been the norm for some time.
Rummaging through her closet, she picked out, from the way back, an
old t-shirt that molded to her chest like a pair of man’s hands.
Then, she pulled out an old container and dragged out a pair of
short shorts that she hadn’t worn in years. Tandy was gratified to
feel them slip on just as easily over her slender hips as they had
when she was younger.

Looking at herself in the mirror, her
blond hair flowing free down her back instead of in the tight up do
she usually wore, she thought she looked pretty damn good. Turning
and wiggling her ass, she gave herself a kiss in the mirror and
laughed. Tandy hadn’t felt this good in a long time.

Now, she had to decide what to do with
all the good feeling. She just didn’t feel like keeping it to
herself in the house all alone, but she couldn’t go walking to the
corner store and let all of their neighbors see her revisiting her
slut days. Finally, she settled on the idea of driving out of town
and grabbing some lunch and enjoying some strange eyes following
her terrific ass again.

She climbed into the car and just
started driving and after an hour and a half, she pulled off into a
small college town and drove up to a fast food restaurant. While
she was sitting in her car gathering up her purse and getting ready
to go get some food and attention, another car drove up and parked
by hers. Turning her head, she saw it packed with five young guys
that looked to be just out of high school. Figuring this was as
good a time as any for her debut, she opened the car door and
slipped out, extending her legs and standing leisurely before
striding past them, her ass swaying to maximum effect.

She smiled when she heard the catcalls
and walked into the restaurant with a sly glance over her shoulder
at the hot-dogging teenagers in the car by hers. She laughed when
she saw their open- mouthed stares and blew them a kiss before she
stepped inside.

A moment later, she stepped outside
again, carrying her lunch and humming a song to herself. As she
looked at her car, she saw that the car full of kids was still
there, but now two of them were hanging around outside while the
rest, she assumed, had gone in to order food. She lifted her head
and brushed a hand through her hair as she walked in their
direction, smiling as they focused on her. “Hey, boys, nice day for
a drive.”

The two straightened up and the one
closest to her car stepped over to meet her as she unlocked her car
door. “Hello, Ma’am, how are you?”

“Well, I’m just fine. How are
you?”

“I’m doing good. Um, Look, I’m just
gonna cut to the chase. It seemed, ma’am that you were showing some
interest in our direction and we were wondering if you would like
to follow us to our house and hang out for a while.”

At first, the older Mrs. Tandy Morris
was offended by the suggestion, but then, the younger, fun-loving
Tandy, the one that had just resurfaced to play today, decided this
was just what she had had in mind when she started this whole
adventure. Tandy winked at the boy. “That sounds like fun. I’ll
just follow you when you’re ready.”

He nodded and thanked her and then
turned and ran into the restaurant to get his buddies. She laughed
again at his enthusiasm and climbed into her car to wait for
directions.

They pulled up in front of a nice
little house and piled out of their car in no time at all, some of
them hurrying into the house while two stayed behind to show her
in. Tandy was pleasantly surprised when she stepped in; the place
was certainly livable, even somewhat stylized. “Well, you boys have
done a really nice job of keeping house. This is your
place?”

The one who had spoken to her at the
parking lot answered. “Yeah, we all rent the place together.
There’s one more of us, but he’s out on a date.” He giggled a
little and she figured he was thinking of all the fun his friend
was going to be missing.

“Well, would you mind if I sat down
somewhere?”

“Oh, yeah, of course, in here.” He led
her to the living room, which was kind of sparse, but clean. Then,
he thought to even offer her a drink, but she declined.

There was an awkward pause and then
she broke the ice. “Well, who wants to start this show.”

One guy smiled and came forward,
sitting beside her. “I’m Greg.”

She nodded.
This is like pre-school. “Hi, Greg.” Or Alcoholics
Anonymous.

He whisked something from a pocket and
dangled it from a finger. “We have a game we like to play. It’s
kind of like hide and go seek.”

She looked at the thing hanging from
his finger and saw that it was a blindfold. Tandy took it from his
hand and shrugged, but her stomach was beginning to feel a few
butterflies. After all, she was old enough to be their mother, or
at least close and she wasn’t sure she could keep up with them like
she might have when she was younger. But then she forced herself to
stop thinking of age and to just do what she set out to do that
day. Enjoy life as the slut she used to be. She sat up and began
tying the blindfold around her head, and as she did so, she heard
the boys around her start getting excited.

The next thing that happened was that
she felt hands on her t-shirt, pulling it up over her head
carefully, the boys trying to not disturb the blindfold. Once the
shirt was off, her bra soon followed and her breasts bounced out,
still firm and round. Then, there were hands grabbing them,
squeezing them and then a voice saying, “Check this out.” A sharp
slap on her nipple made her jump on the couch and she went to reach
for the blindfold and pull it down, but her hands were held down.
The same voice admonished her. “Now, that would be cheating. No
peeking.”

She next heard someone counting and
she sensed them scattering, hurried footsteps sounding in all
directions. She started to get up from the couch when she heard a
voice from far off yell, “Come and find us.”

She couldn’t believe it. They really
were playing hide and go seek. She began to really feel like she
was left in charge of preschoolers when she was grabbed from the
couch and pulled up into someone’s arms. “Oh no, I’ve been tagged.”
She felt him push her to her knees and then there was a cock being
shoved into her mouth, filling it so completely that she couldn’t
breathe.

The shaft shoved into her throat and
Tandy gagged with each deep thrust. She also felt a sharp twinge
between her legs with each thrust and she could feel her juices
flowing. Being blindfolded, she felt unsure of her surroundings,
hearing everything around her and not knowing what the noises
meant.

Slowly, though, her world simply
became the cock in her mouth. It thrust in faster, making her fight
hard to keep up and causing her to gasp for air when she was given
a reprieve. Then, Tandy felt fingers tangle in her hair and she
felt the cock in her mouth swell and then, with one giant thrust,
the dick exploded, coming hard and filling her throat with his
salty cum.

She was let go and she fell forward on
to her hands when she heard someone shout. “Come on, come and find
us.”

She struggled to her feet and started
walking in the direction she thought she had heard the voices
coming from, when she felt more hands grab her and, this time, they
threw her onto a chair. Her legs were lifted into the air and her
ass rose off the chair slightly as her legs were now spread wide,
opening her pussy lips and showing the pink sweetness
inside.

Suddenly, she felt a tongue shoving
inside her folds and she cried out as it began to thrust hard,
stroking the walls of her pussy and then moving up to her clit.
Waves of pleasure ran through her as she felt the tongue expertly
work its way around her cunt. It felt astounding and it was no
wonder that she was already close to an orgasm. Evidently, nineteen
or twenty year old boys had gotten much better over the last
several years.

But again, things changed and she felt
herself being turned over and then a cock was in her pussy and she
cried out, feeling the long shaft push deep inside her already
sensitive pussy. She felt her orgasm growing closer and she began
to move her body against her unknown lover, shifting around to make
each thrust hit just the right spot inside her. She began to feel
proud that she was the one with enough experience to know what made
things extra good, and she moved faster, pushing and grinding until
her body tensed and she came, gripping the chair as the spasms hit
her pussy and radiated out to every nerve in her body.

The boy on top of her began to groan
and then she felt his cock grow larger and she knew that he was
also going to come. Quickly, she slipped back and, reaching down,
she pulled the cock from her pussy and sat forward, letting her
hand guide her blind mouth to his cock just as he exploded and
filled her with his warm load. This time, she swallowed hungrily
and looked to find the next boy hiding from her.

She didn’t have far to look because he
was right there behind her, and he put his hands on her shoulders
and guided her around to his waiting cock, which was already so
hard and engorged that she could barely get him in her mouth.
Still, she let him thrust hard and she opened and relaxed her
throat and in a few thrusts, he was deep inside.

He was longer than the others and she
struggled to keep him in, but she also loved what it did to her
pussy to feel her mouth being used so hard. She was ready to keep
sucking, since that seemed to be most of what these boys wanted,
but he picked her up and took her back to the chair. A little
roughly, he put her down on her knees on the seat and pushed her
against the back of the chair, and then, once again, her pussy was
filled with cock and she was moaning with each hard
shove.

Now, as she was fucked from behind,
she heard a voice call out. “Oh, you found me.” Then, hands were
suddenly on her face and her lips felt another cock pressed against
them. In one thrust, her mouth was full and her chin was resting
against balls.

She moaned as her mouth and pussy were
filled over and over, and then, the cock in her pussy stopped
moving and she suddenly felt a hard smack on her ass, making her
yelp and sending an electric thrill through her that made her
shake. Two more smacks followed and then Tandy’s body gave in, the
orgasm sweeping through her.

Both boys began moving faster, urgent
and wild in their movements, and then she felt the one behind her
thrust hard and come, his hands squeezing her ass while the cock in
her mouth swelled and then, it pulled out and, rather than making
her swallow, she felt the boy pump his semen all over her face,
leaving a warm sticky trail on her nose and cheeks and
chin.

She was left in the chair to catch her
breath and she waited for the feel of hands on her as her breathing
slowed and sounds came to her again. Slowly, she stood and called
out. “I’m going to find you.” She was beginning to feel the spirit
behind the game. She took a few tentative steps, sweeping her hands
in front of her as she searched for one of the boys. Then, she was
gripped around the waist from behind and brought quickly to the
couch. Her feet tripped over themselves as they fought to keep up
with the boy walking with her. In a moment, they had reached the
couch and she had been bent over so that her legs were still
straight while her head and hands rested on the seat cushion. She
felt hands slide along her inner thighs and spread her legs apart
with gentle nudging until, finally her pussy was spread open and
her ass was in the air.

She gasped when she felt the finger in
her ass, the strange sensation of it plunging into her tight hole,
not hurting but a bit uncomfortable. In all her wilder days in high
school and then in her marriage, she had never had her ass touched.
Suddenly, the finger was gone and she relaxed. But then, hands
gripped her sides and she felt something much larger trying to push
into her tiny hole. She started to turn her head as she tried to
push up from the couch, but a hand on her back pushed her down
roughly and then, there was a hard thrust and her body filled with
pain.

The boy in her ass didn’t waste time,
he began fucking her hard and wildly from the beginning, not giving
her ass time to hurt before it began to feel incredibly stimulated.
Her pussy began aching between her legs and she moaned into the
cushion as her body jumped with each thrust. Finally, Tandy
couldn’t handle it anymore, and she reached with her fingers to rub
at her clit.

As she curled her body to make it
possible for her fingers to rub at herself, the blindfold caught
and slipped off and suddenly, she could see. She stared in surprise
as she saw all the boys with their cocks hard in their hands,
watching the boy who had first invited her to their house fucking
her ass. She groaned as she looked at all their hungry faces and
her fingers worked frantically, until she felt the familiar
clenching and tightening of her muscles and then she was coming
harder than she had during the whole crazy afternoon.

The boy behind her began shaking and
she heard him groan and then her ass was filled with his semen. He
kept pumping and they both shook with their orgasms, and then he
stopped and just held his dick inside her, pulsing and throbbing
inside her tight hole. She didn’t understand why he didn’t just
pull out, when she heard a grunt from the group of boys standing
and watching them and she felt a warmth splash across her back.
Soon, there were more groans and yells and her back and shoulders
and ass became covered in warm sticky semen as the boys around her
came once again.

Finally, the boy in her ass pulled out
and it painfully spasmed as it slowly began to shrink. Two of the
boys helped her up and one ran to get her a towel. When she was
handed the towel, she brushed it over her body, her hands shakily
gripping its softness. They handed her her clothes and she dressed
as they went in search of their own clothing and began to dress as
well.

They were strangely shy and silent
with her, seeming to not know what to do now that they had used her
for sex. Tandy smiled. They were such silly boys.

Once she was dressed, she gathered up
her purse and keys and stepped over to the boy who had most
recently had his cock shoved in her tiniest hole. He saw her
approaching and shifted his feet like a school kid being caught in
the middle of something devious. He grinned shyly at her and she
smiled back. “Well, I better go, I have my husband and sons making
their way back from a fishing trip and I’m sure they’ll want me
there to meet them.”

The boy’s mouth hung open in shock.
“You’re married?”

She nodded. “Well, technically, but
who knows if I’ll still be in a week or a month.” She gave him a
kiss on the cheek and turned to head out of the room. “Besides, I
can’t be a naughty slut every once in a while.”

And hadn’t this afternoon
just proven that. She laughed as she
stepped out to her car.
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https://www.facebook.com/pages/Nancy-Brockton/450689558329605.

You can bet I’ll appreciate it, and
I’ll make sure those stories keep coming!
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js/kobo.js
var gPosition = 0;
var gProgress = 0;
var gCurrentPage = 0;
var gPageCount = 0;
var gClientHeight = null;

const kMaxFont = 0;

function getPosition()
{
	return gPosition;
}

function getProgress()
{
	return gProgress;
}

function getPageCount()
{
	return gPageCount;
}

function getCurrentPage()
{
	return gCurrentPage;
}

/**
 * Setup the columns and calculate the total page count;
 */

function setupBookColumns()
{
	var body = document.getElementsByTagName('body')[0].style;
	body.marginLeft = 0;
	body.marginRight = 0;
	body.marginTop = 0;
	body.marginBottom = 0;
	
    var bc = document.getElementById('book-columns').style;
    bc.width = (window.innerWidth * 2) + 'px !important';
	bc.height = (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont) + 'px !important';
    bc.marginTop = '0px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnWidth = window.innerWidth + 'px !important';
    bc.webkitColumnGap = '0px';
	bc.overflow = 'visible';

	gCurrentPage = 1;
	gProgress = gPosition = 0;
	
	var bi = document.getElementById('book-inner').style;
	bi.marginLeft = '0px';
	bi.marginRight = '0px';
	bi.padding = '0';

	gPageCount = document.body.scrollWidth / window.innerWidth;

	// Adjust the page count to 1 in case the initial bool-columns.clientHeight is less than the height of the screen. We only do this once.2

	if (gClientHeight < (window.innerHeight-kMaxFont)) {
		gPageCount = 1;
	}
}

/**
 * Columnize the document and move to the first page. The position and progress are reset/initialized
 * to 0. This should be the initial pagination request when the document is initially shown.
 */

function paginate()
{	
	// Get the height of the page. We do this only once. In setupBookColumns we compare this
	// value to the height of the window and then decide wether to force the page count to one.
	
	if (gClientHeight == undefined) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	
	setupBookColumns();
}

/**
 * Paginate the document again and maintain the current progress. This needs to be used when
 * the content view changes size. For example because of orientation changes. The page count
 * and current page are recalculated based on the current progress.
 */

function paginateAndMaintainProgress()
{
	var savedProgress = gProgress;
	setupBookColumns();
	goProgress(savedProgress);
}

/**
 * Update the progress based on the current page and page count. The progress is calculated
 * based on the top left position of the page. So the first page is 0% and the last page is
 * always below 1.0.
 */

function updateProgress()
{
	gProgress = (gCurrentPage - 1.0) / gPageCount;
}

/**
 * Move a page back if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goBack()
{
	if (gCurrentPage > 1)
	{
		gCurrentPage--;
		gPosition -= window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



