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Day 1 - Angela’s Surprise
  

When I pulled up to my best friend Angela’s house, the furthest thing from my mind was fucking a bunch of hunky construction workers.  Angela, however, had other ideas. 

Her driveway was full of pick-up trucks and I had to park on the street.  I had come to sunbathe and was wearing a very skimpy, even indecent, bikini.  A yard full of virile young males was quite a surprise. 

I could feel their eyes inspecting me from the moment I stuck one long bare leg out of the car and when I bent over to grab my bag it excited me to think how much of my ass I was showing.  I am far from the prettiest woman around, but at thirty-five I still have a svelte figure with a flat stomach and a tight butt.  

After three kids I had to work hard to get my shape back, but after many hours in the gym I firmed up every ounce of my five foot seven frame.  I don’t have big juicy tits like Angela, but what I have is proportional and at least a handful for my husband.  

There were three men in the front yard, they all turned to stare at me and their eyes followed my every movement as I walked up the driveway toward the back gate.  It had been a long time since men stared at me like that.  But it had also been a long time since I had strutted my stuff before a crowd of young hunks.  After my first child I had begun to dress more conservatively.  Longer skirts and less revealing tops.  The thrill of teasing men did not seem to be a priority.  Oh, I still got looks.  Men had been looking at me since I was thirteen. But the looks I got these days were wistful glances or a pause as some guy watched my ass wiggle down the grocery aisle. 

Nothing as intense as this.  These guys were peeling my clothes off stitch by stitch.  Not that there was that much to peel.  My top was little more than a few threads and my breasts bulged out of each side of the thin bra cups.  The bottoms were slung low, if I had pubic hair it would be showing over the top of the suit and the back was nothing more than a string nestled in the crack of my ass.  The kids call it eye fucking I think, and that is what it felt like.  If their eyes had been tongues, every inch of me would be dripping.    I did my best to ignore them, but it stirred excitement deep inside of me and I felt moisture flowing between my legs.  I hoped to God I was not visibly leaking.  I did not have much covering that region. 

My bikini was made for sunbathing, not for display.  At least not for me to display.  It was a few shades too risqué for this mother of three.  But part of me enjoyed the attention.  It was nice to know that I still had it.  I knew that if I turned from the back gate and brazenly approached the young studs, I could have my choice of cocks.  It I teased them correctly, they would probably compare sizes to determine who could have me.  The thought made me feel young again and in control.  I had almost forgotten the power of a desirable woman and it felt wonderful to relive it. 

But I ignored that little fantasy trip and was a good girl.  I opened the back gate, only to be greeted by an even larger group of young men.  They all had their shirts off and wore jean shorts to a man.  They stopped their work and their conversations the moment I stepped through the gate.  I could see Angela lounging down by the pool about thirty yards away, but she made no move to intercede.  She waved, but made me run the gauntlet of hungry eyes.  I kept my eyes straight ahead, but still noticed the striking physiques that surrounded me.  These were working men, with brawny chests, bulging biceps, thick powerful legs and flawless abs. Their muscles rippled as they went about their tasks. 

I wasn’t sure who was having the bigger effect on whom. I thought my legs might buckle on me and wondered which one would be first to my aid.  The tall blond with the long, lean frame or the shorter dark haired Mr. America with the beard and obvious erection, and it looked like one hell of a boner.  It was clear they all wanted to fuck me.  What they did not know, was that part of me, wanted them do just that. 

“Very nice entrance” beamed Angela as I drew near. 

“You brat” I accused.  “Why didn’t you tell me we would have an audience?” 

“I told you that we were having some work done on the pool area” she replied in an innocent tone. 

“That is not the same” I replied. 

“I thought it would be fun” she answered.  “Obviously Jan, you still got it girl.” 

“I thought I was going to faint.  My legs were wobbly.  I thought I would fall with every step.  They were staring at every inch of me.  It was a dirty trick.” 

“You loved it” she accused.  “I’ll bet your snatch is wet.” 

“No comment” I giggled. 

I have known Angela since college.  We were roommates and together we cut a wide swath. She is not prettier than I, but is more overtly sexual.  She has flowing blonde hair, bigger boobs and a fetching smile that can entrance men.   Seldom would a suitor look past Angela at quiet little me. 

We both did our share of fucking and even switched partners a time or two.  College had been pretty wild and more than once we put on a little girl-girl show to inspire our dates.  But that was all in the past and for the last decade we had been good, well behaved little wives and mothers. 

I stretched out next to Angela on my stomach, the sun’s heat washing over me.  Angela lay back down and picked up her tanning oil and waved it above her head.  “Who wants to do my back?” she shouted. 

There was a chorus of volunteers and Angela took her sweet time selecting.  She finally pointed toward the tall blonde and tossed him the bottle of tanning oil as he approached. 

Angela reached behind her back and pulled the thin string that held her top up and clutched her suit to her considerable bosom.  Then she lay out next to me. 

The blonde guy went to work on Angela with gusto.  His hands gliding over her bare back, rubbing in the oil liberally.  He caressed her slowly, kneading in the fluid like a master masseuse.  His hands did not stay strictly on her back.  More than once his fingers flowed up her sides and brushed the base of her tits.  Each time he took a little more liberty, once almost cupping her massive breast in his open hand. 

I watched in fascination as Angela ignored his fondling.  Pretending that is was routine and all very proper.  I knew her better.  She was teasing this man, drawing him in.  Like a spider to her web.  The blonde was straddling Angela, his crotch right up against her butt.   He had to be massively hard. 

“Do my legs?” she demanded. 

The blonde complied and I craned my neck to watch the show.  Angela’s bikini was at least as revealing as mine and her round ass cheeks were exposed for all to see.  The blonde filled his hands with oil and spread it liberally over each pudgy globe and even ran his thumb right down her ass crack. 

Angela looked at me and winked.  I knew we were in for trouble.  The blonde moved down to her legs and started at her toes.  Oiling up her feet and ankles and working slowing up.  He worked in slow, methodical motions and spent a lot of time on the soles of her feet.  I wondered if he knew, or guessed from her reaction, that Angela had a foot fetish? 

When he got to her upper thighs he slowed his progress and gently teased her inner thigh, letting the back of his hands brush firmly against her crotch.  Angela had to be wet.  I was wet just watching.  There was not much material between her legs and his knuckles were rubbing right up and down her labia.  With her legs spread like they were, the bikini thong was not wide enough to cover her opening completely and the blonde curls around her labia were clearly visible.  The blonde guy had to be touching vaginal skin. 

I knew Angela and I knew she was on fire, but she played it cool and just lay there, granting as much liberty as he dared to take.  When the blonde stud finally stood up, I had a pretty good shot up the leg of his shorts.  His cock was as rigid as the iron rebar they were laying and straight down one pant leg, almost the length of this shorts.  God that must be painful. 

“Thanks sweetie, you have great hands” Angela cooed, then added “Send Frank over to do Lisa.” 

“No.  No” I asserted. 

“Ignore her” Angela interrupted.  “She hasn’t had a real man rub her down in years.” 

She was sure right about that, but it didn’t mean I wanted to court trouble. 

Frank was built like Arnold Schwarzenegger in his younger days, but had the bulge at his crotch of a porn star.  They guy had muscles on his muscles and despite my protestations, he squirted a liberal amount of oil along my spine.  He straddled me, right over my ass and I could feel his hard cock slide perfectly into my butt crack.  In younger years, I would have rolled over and given him the ride of his life.  Instead I just lay there, wanting it to be over.  I was way too close to the line that I had sworn never to cross again. 

His hands were strong, but soft, despite being a little rough.  He had a gentle touch.  This guy was a lover I could tell and I did not let my mind go there.  But every time he touched me and rolled his palms firmly over my tight body I thought about that package in his pants. 

My husband and I had an OK sex life.  We started out fucking like rabbits, but with the kids and jobs and all the demands of suburban family life, the bedroom somehow, became where we slept, not where we played.  Don’t get me wrong.  We still went at it, but not as often and seldom as hot and heavy as we once did.  This guy was touching me like I had not been touched in a long time and my fever was rising.  I could feel the warmth in my groin building and spreading out. He had to be able to feel some of that tension in my muscles and how could he miss how wet I was getting.  I could practically smell myself. 

Frank was a perfect gentleman with my back.  He ran his hands up my sides, but did not cop a feel of my breasts.  That was both a relief and a disappointment.  But when he moved lower, I was not so lucky.  He lathered up my butt cheeks like they needed to be scrubbed and his hands wandered all over them.  In his defense, that’s what the blonde guy did to Angela, and both of my cheeks were almost fully exposed to the sun. 

“You seem to have gotten all of it” I said. 

“I didn’t want your butt to burn.  Your cheeks are pure white.  They have never seen the sun” he replied. 

“That’s because no one was supposed to see them at all, but it’s too late for that now” I quipped. 

Then he moved to my legs.  He seemed to be following the blond stud’s playbook and started at my toes and worked up.  I probably should have told him that I was not the one who squirts when their feet are rubbed, but what he was doing did feel really good.  Frank must be a leg man, because he spent a lot of time on my calves.  I have dynamite calves, with all the right curves.  Team them up with a pair of five inch heels and they could be on the cover of Vogue. 

When he got to my thighs I really tensed up.  He was a fucking tease. He massaged them expertly, building my sexual tension.   He encircled my legs in his massive hands and pushed them up and down my thigh.  It was more a massage that an oil spreading, but I loved it and did not want him to stop.  Each time he went up, he got closer and closer to my crotch, but never quite touched it.  The suspense was killing me and I wanted to scream, “Finger me already!” 

Finally, he was there and the side of his hands were rubbing along my labia.  I thought I would cum right then and there.  When he got higher on my thigh he started to grip my leg and move his hand around it and when he made contact with my crotch, he continued the massage of my upper thigh in the same way.  He rubbed the side of his forefinger and thumb, right up against my labia.  My bikini bottom was just a thin piece of cloth and I felt him touch bare pussy more than once.  I lay there enjoying his marvelous hands trying to decide if I should tell him to stop or take him in the house and fuck him silly.  I wondered if Angela would have to pay for the time he would have his cock in my snatch?  It would serve her right. 

“Thank you Frank” I finally said.  “That will be enough.” 

“You like?” he asked. 

“You know I did; you asshole” I said.  “Now go build something.” 

“Yes ma’am” he smiled and gave me a pat on my bare ass cheek. 

“I may never forgive you for this”’ I warned Angela. 

“You need a little diversion in your life. When was the last time you had a toe curling orgasm?” she asked. 

“Been so long.  I can’t remember.  I know there was one back there somewhere.” 

“That night I ate you out while you sucked Joe Parker’s giant dick was one.  I didn’t think you would ever stop cuming” she suggested. 

“That was another life and another Lisa” I declared. 

“Maybe” she replied smugly. 

Angela raised up a little, her enormous tits almost in full view.  If I raised up that far, you could see them both.  “Which one do you want to fuck?” she asked. 

“None of them.  Those days are gone” I answered. 

“I am going to fuck them all” announced Angela.  “Starting with that blonde hunk.” 

“I knew there was going to be trouble, the minute I saw all those guys working on your lawn” I said. 

……………………………………….. 

That night I went to bed early, the same time as George, my husband.  He didn’t know it yet, but he was gonna get lucky.  He was in bed reading and I engaged him in conversation, then undressed in front of him.  I made a bit of a show of it and we had a lot of eye contact.  Then I put on a sexy negligee and told him I was horny. 

I leaned against the bathroom door in a nightie that barely covered my cooze, my long legs bare as the day I was born.  George’s eyes lit up and he gave me a lustful smile.  “What got into you?” he asked. 

Angela and I were talking about the old days and I realized that you don’t fuck me enough” I said, pushing my hands down the tiny panties and rubbing myself. 

“Come over here” he demanded. 

“Let me see it” I countered. 

He threw the covers off and pulled out his dick.  It was standing straight up. 

“That’s a nice cock” I said.  “Touch it for me.” 

“Lis” he complained. 

I dropped my panties and kicked them across the room.  If you want this, stroke it boy” I commanded.  George did exactly as instructed.  Don’t tell me I can’t still light a fire in a man. 

I crossed the room, never taking my eyes off his steel hard dick and pushed his hand aside and replaced it with my mouth.  I heard him groan and I went to work. 

“Oh God, Lis” he moaned.  I could feel his cum building and reached down a half inch past his scrotum and jammed my finger hard up against him and he started to wilt a little.  A few quick strokes corrected that problem and then I mounted him.  Fuck, I will never tire of how his cock feels sliding into me and filling me.  George has an average dick. Maybe low end of normal, but he is all heart and in the right mood I can ride him for quite some time.  

George didn’t deserve it, but tonight I wasn’t thinking of him.  My mind was filled with all those young, strapping bodies at Angela’s and I could not decide whether I was fucking the blonde that oiled up Angela or Mr. Muscles that felt me up.  I finally settled on the blonde.  George’s cock was just not big enough to be huge in my fantasy. 

I am not really a cold bitch.  I often fuck George for real.  Just he and I in the heat of passion. He is a good lover and we have grown used to each other and I love him. Tonight, however, I needed something different, but I would make it worth George’s while.  He would never know his loving wife was off in fantasy land riding someone else’s cock. 

I raised my ass up to the point where the head of his dick would almost slip out, then plunged back down its length.  I did that slow and I did that fast.  George had a nice cock and I love the feel of it sliding in and out of pussy channel.  I leaned forward and jack hammered my ass down over his length until I came, gasping for air.  I titled my body back and let his cock slide along the front of my vaginal wall until the pressure on my G-spot sent my pussy into spasms.  George lent a hand and stoked my clit until I literally convulsed in a gut wrenching orgasm that I thought would never end.  Then I sat straight up and pounded myself down over his member until I was exhausted and had come more times than I could count. 

Through it all I did not let George climax.  I reached down and pressed the magic anti-cum button, and kept him hard, but dry.  I needed that cock and I needed it hard until I was done.  I leaned in and kissed him with all my soul and whispered in his ear.  “You want to cum, baby?” 

“God Yes” he babbled. 

I was still riding him, but I was done chasing my own pleasure.  I was just working his cock a little, to keep him ready. 

“Do you want to roll over and sink it in deep or do you want me to suck it out of you?” I asked, breathily 

Big surprise, he opted for oral and I clamped my lips around his shaft and went to work.  I owed him. 

“Oh God Lis” he moaned as he started flowing and I sucked him dry and swallowed every drop. 

We fell asleep in one another’s arms, but in my dreams I could feel Frank’s hands caressing my body and I wanted desperately to caress back. 


Day 2 – Back to Angela’s 

I should not have done it and I knew when I did it that I shouldn’t.  I went back to Angela’s and I even bought a new bikini.  It wasn’t much skimpier, because skimpier would be completely nude, but it was a stunner. 

I wore heels this time, five inchers that flexed my calves to perfection and raised every dick at the worksite.  The boys were glad to see me again and they whistled and shouted compliments and some other things.  

Angela shouted “Knock it off guys, she is not here for your entertainment.  Back to work.” 

Today Angela selected another hunk, one I had not seen before.  Pretty much the same drill.  She let him rub her down.  He was a little more aggressive and ran his fingers up and down her slit more than once.  I thought for a minute he was going to finger her, but he lost his nerve. 

I was dying to have Mr. Muscles rub me down again, but Angela called some new guy over.  Much younger, but really cute.  The kind of guy I would have fucked on the first date in the old days.  First date hell, I would have been humping him five minutes after we exchanged names.  

There was always a method to Angela’s madness.  Turns out this kid was working his way through massage school and I could tell right away that he was an A plus student.  I fucking melted at his touch and he was not as gentlemanly as Mr. Muscles.  He laid his cock right into my ass crack and did marvelous things to my back. Half the time he was massaging me, he was also humping my crack and I was starting to respond with some pressure of my own. 

When he moved to my legs and ass he made the back stuff look like amateur hour.  He oiled up my ass and damn near made me cum just by the things he did to my butt cheeks.   His best move was his thumbs along my crack.  He knew just where to press and by the time he did my legs, my pussy was pulsing. 

Most of the other guys were working away on their jobs, but they were also frequently casting an interested eye in our direction.  It was definitely a public show.  When he finally got to my crotch, he had to know that I was completely willing and he at least had the decency to position his body between the other workers and my ass before he started to rub my labia.  I thought I was going to scream.  His hands were like magic and if he could use his cock half as well, he would be on my list of best lovers.  I buried my face in my beach towel as he shoved his fingers in and I came for him quickly.  

If we hadn’t had an audience I would have rode him till he dropped, but instead I thanked him and shooed him away. 

………………………………… 

George worked late that night and I broke out the vibrator and was asleep from exhaustion by the time he got home.  I was awake early and played with myself and then rolled over and sucked George off.  I wanted to play some more, but he was already late for work. 


Day 3 – The Slut I Used to Be 

As soon as George walked out the door I was back to the vibrator. 

I called Angela and got a sleepy voice.  “I can’t take this” I said.  “I am so fucking horny I am humping myself” I said. 

“I fucked him” she said. 

“Fucked who?” 

“Jerry, the blonde wonder” she replied.  “And I mean wonder.  I asked him to help me with something in the house and thirty seconds later he was sliding his seven inches into me.” 

“That is not a good idea” I cautioned. 

“Says the girl that got fingered in public yesterday.” 

“You ran a ringer in on me” I protested. 

“Marvelous isn’t he?  I fucked him Monday.” 

“Angela.  I don’t like this game.” 

“I told you I was going to fuck them all.”. 

“You did not tell me you had already started.” 

“Details.” she scoffed. 

“How long is this construction going to go on?” 

“Another ten days” 

“Mr. Muscles has been asking about you.  So has magic hands.  Which one do you want?” 

“Can I have them both?” 

“You work that out with them.” 

“All kidding aside, I need to stay away from there.  I won’t be coming today.” 

“Suit yourself, but I will be cuming a lot.” Angela quipped and the line went dead. 

………………………….. 

After Angela hung up I grabbed my vibrator and spread my legs and turned in on high.  Ten minutes later I was getting no-where and I tossed it across the room.  The problem with masturbation is that it is lonely.  Yeh, you get some release and the right vibrator can make you cum faster than a cock can grow hard.  But there is no substitute for the feel of a man, his hard body pressing against me, his tongue teasing me, his lips whispering “fuck me Lisa, fuck me doll.  You are so hot, so tight.” 

I have the best vibrator money can buy, but I can’t wrap my legs around it and squeeze out the last of its cum.  It’s just not the same and if a girl uses it too often, it will lead her down a dark lonely path.  My cunt ached for a man.  It pulsed for Mr. Muscles or Mr. Fingers or the blonde stud.  Hell I would take anyone of them right here, right now.  My box pulsed and I rubbed it with my fingers.  Shit! 

I called Angela and told her I would be there after lunch.  She had fucked another one.  They must have chosen numbers and been lined up outside her bedroom.  She didn’t talk long.  It sounded like she had a dick in her while we were speaking. 

I stopped by my favorite boutique and found just the right swimsuit.  Swim suit is such a broad term, because swimming is the last thing you would want to do in this garment.  When I walked through the back gate, there was total silence.  All eyes turned to me.  Even Angela raised up to get a better look, her bare tits on full display, but no contest.  I stole the show. 

I wore an orange one piece, but it was closer to a no piece.  A thin ribbon of material ran from my neck down over each breast, barely wide enough to cover little more than my nipples, then joined in a V at my crotch. Not a very large V.  It came together just above my clit and barely covered my labia before merging into a string that went up my ass crack, before running up my back to meet the tie behind my neck.  I was damn near nude and my five inch heels and long, slender body simply flowed down the walkway. 

If I had said “drop you pants gentlemen, the biggest goes first” I could have started a riot.  These guys were more than eye fucking me.  They were in heat and so was I! 

I stopped in front of Angela, who sat up and crossed her legs Indian style.  Her big tits were fully exposed and still swinging from her recent movement. 

“That was one hell of an entrance” she giggled. 

“Still got it” I said. 

“One problem” she noted. 

“Such as?” 

“Look at them” observed Angela, pointed with her head. 

I glanced around at cunt hungry guys, all focused on me.  It was a little unsettling. 

“No way you are getting out of here without fucking someone” she warned. 

I gave my most innocent look, “I thought we were going to fuck them all?” 

Angela laughed and her tits shook.  None of the guys were working.  They were all watching Angela and myself. 

“If I am going to be topless” Angela said “I better oil these babies up.”  She grabbed the oil and rubbed her tits and rubbed oil over her whole front.  She spent a long time on her jugs and made an erotic show of sensuously caressing each breast and teasing her nipples until they stood out like hard little bullets. I looked around and I thought we were certain bait for a group rape any minute. 

When she was done, Angela reached behind my back and untied my suit and the narrow ribbons that were barely covering my nipples, fell to my waist. 

“Bitch” I hissed as Angela giggled. 

I shook my body and my tits swung from side to side.  They weren’t as big as Angela, but few are.  I did not hear anyone complain.  If fact they cheered in mass. 

Always the instigator, Angela poured some oil into her hands.  Before I realize what she was going to do, she reached out and massaged my breasts, paying special attention to pinching my nipples.  Another cheer.  The neighbors were going to get curious if this kept up. She rubbed me down well and memories of our bi times came rushing back.  I had forgotten how special the touch of a woman could be.  My body ached for more and before she finished, I reached out and massaged her tits right back.  More cheering. 

We finished our show and both lay back to catch some rays.  “Back to work guys, shows over” yelled Angela. 

When I laid back down I felt those hot sun rays on my mostly naked body, but I also continued to yearn for Angela’s gentle caress.  It had been too long since I felt a feminine touch and my body was tingling for more.  I reached my hand out and touched Angela’s hand.  She must have been feeling the same, because she rolled toward me and kissed me softly.  Our tongues met and it was just like old times.  We kissed like long lost lovers, which we kind of were. 

I reached for Angela’s huge tits.  I always loved rubbing those puppies and was rolling her nipples around in my palm, when I felt her fingers in my snatch.  Fuck, I love men and I love stiff cocks, but another woman knows exactly where to touch me.  She had my labia between her fingers and I was squirming like a virgin that just discovered orgasms.  I finally laid back and spread my legs to the world and let Angela do her magic. 

She let me cum a couple of times, then kissed her way down my body.  She kept her fingers on my clit, stroking it expertly and slowly worked her way over my tits, and belly and finally put her mouth on my pussy.  Angela could always drive me crazy with her tongue.  That had not changed and I eagerly returned the favor. 

I don’t know how long we ate each other out, but I was feverishly pumping my hips up at Angela’s wonderful mouth when we both came.  I was shuddering and quaking and my pussy was on fire.  Angela had always been a juicy cumer and my face was flooded with her liquids.  We rolled off of each other, both panting and sucking in deep breaths. 

I looked around and the guys had moved in a lot closer.  Judging from the bulges in their pants, it must have been one hell of a show.  I realized that I still had my knees crooked and my legs spread.  My pussy felt like it was still pulsing a little.  I realized that I must be providing a totally wanton display to all those horny men.  I made no move to cover myself.  The thought turned me on.  Besides I had the feeling I was going to get fucked pretty quickly. 

Angela was the first to recover.  She raised her head and yelled “Carl.  I might be needing a cock!” 

Carl turned out to be the only black guy on the crew and he was not bashful about putting his hand on every inch of Angela.  The way he was touching her, I suspected it was not the first time. 

Mr. Fingers had followed him down and volunteered his services.   What a nice young man! 

Angela and Carl were going at it right next to me.  He started with her back and his black hands slid sensuously over her white skin.  He had a deep black skin color, so black he was almost shiny.  Angela was about as pure white as a woman can be and the contrast was like something out of a modern art painting. He was massaging her back, but he had straddled her butt and laid his cock right up along her butt crack.  That seemed to be a thing with these guys, but this one unzipped and pulled out his bare snake.  He was uncircumcised and very well hung and Angela had nothing to protect her.  He caressed her back and kneaded in the oil and slid his cock right up and down her groove.  He was only a few inches away.  I could smell his musk and could easily have reached out and touched his dick. 

I had only been with one black guy and that had been a night to remember.  In fact, I was remembering it a lot right at that moment.  All this time Mr. Fingers was doing magic to my back and this time he reached under me and cupped my breast and did magic to them.  I was wet enough to put out a fire, a big fire.  I knew it would not be long before someone slipped a cock into me.  The only question was who? 

I watched Carl hump Angela’s ass crack, while Mr. Fingers humped mine.  Angela raised up enough to let her tits hang and Carl snatched them up.  One in each hand.   Then Angela pushed her ass in the air a few inches and reached back to guide his big black dick toward her blonde cooze.  She gasped as Carl went straight in. 

He didn’t have the legendary giant cock, but it was respectable and had more girth than most.  I watched in fascination as her porcelain white cunt swallowed his thick black shaft like a snake flowing over its prey. 

Fingers noticed that my eyes were glued to the action right beside us and took the opportunity to slip his magic hand inside of me.  “Ohhhhh” I groaned and he had me cuming in just a few skillful strokes. 

I looked around and everyone was watching.  Angela had rung the bell and started the party. 

I pushed Mr. Fingers off of me and rolled over on my back and spread my legs to expose my own cooze.  “Fuck me!” I commanded. 

Beside us Angela was moaning “Oh God.  Oh God.  Oh God.” 

It had been a long time, at least ten years, since I felt a strange prick in my pussy and it was as marvelous as I remembered.  Fuck, he had a nice one.  Long and thick and young.  There was always something about a young cock that I loved.  He shoved it in deep and I arched my back so he could go even deeper.  We locked eyes and slammed our crotches together. 

“What’s your name, son?” I asked, jamming my mound up to meet him. 

“Tad” he replied. 

“Fuck me Tad” I said. “Fuck me real hard.  Can you do that baby?” 

“Yes, ma’am” he answered and started to pound me with a ferocity that can only come from the young.  The kid was a stud and he had almost as many tricks with his rod as he did with his hand.  There must have been a class on swordsmanship in that school he went to, because he was sending me over the moon.  

All the time he was humping me, he was also working his hands.  I came a dozen times and a dozen times my cunt walls clamped hard around his shaft spasming all along its entire length, but he never blew.  I was fucking exhausted, but I still wanted more and he was sure willing to give it to me. 

“Don’t you ever cum, Tad?” I whispered in his ear.  

“I was waiting for you to finish” he replied. 

“Cum for me darling.  I’m fine.  You’ve earned it.  I want to feel you flood into me” I answered, digging my fingernails into his bare butt.  Tad started driving into me with even more force and I wrapped my legs around him and rode his plunging pole, with a desperation that frightened me a little. 

When he finally shot I came again.  A really big one, my whole body convulsed.  Tad was not only a great fuck, but he delivered a hell of a load and it pulsed into me in waves.  Even as he was shrinking, I teased him by flexing my vaginal walls and clinging greedily to his softening dick. 

“You were fantastic” he declared. 

“You done, hon” I asked. 

“Yes ma’ am” he replied. 

I looked around and all the guys had moved closer.  No one was working.  They all stood in a circle around Angela and I.  Angela was still fucking Carl, but they had switched to missionary and she was moaning like a sick cat. 

I looked around the group hovering over me.  My legs spread, cum oozing from my snatch and locked eyes with Frank.  “You’re up big boy” I said and he shucked his shorts and my jaw dropped. 

“Now that is a hunk of meat” I announced and everyone laughed.  

Frank knelt between my legs and teased my opening with the head of his monster.  He was big, but I was wet and hot and ready for anything these guys could bring to the party. 

“Put that fucker in me” I demanded, thrusting my hips over the tip. 

“Frank came down on me with his full weight and I thought I was going to split.  “Oh Fuck” I screamed. “Damn.”  It was bigger than I thought and it took me a minute to adjust.  Frank was accommodating, but his buddies were more anxious. 

“Fuck her stud” one of them yelled.  “She wants it bad.”  That was true.  I did want it bad.  He had no idea how bad.  When Frank started to move I thought I was going to pass out.  I was no stranger to a huge cock.  I kind of collected them in my college days, but either Frank’s was even bigger, or I was out of practice, because the waves of bliss flooding through me were completely unexpected.  Holly Fuck, he felt fantastic.  I could do this forever.  Every inch of my vaginal chamber was flooding me with intense waves of acute pleasure.  They drowned out the whole world.  All I wanted was one more thrust of Frank’s cock.  

“Oh God, move it baby.  Fuck me.  Please fuck me and don’t ever stop” I panted. 

I don’t know how long Frank fucked me, but it wasn’t long enough.  Angela had switched partners and had a guy at each end.  I stretched my neck and rolled my head over so I could watch her for a moment as Frank kept pumping.  I didn’t think I could get anymore turned on, but I did.  Seeing Angela swallow a cock took me to a whole new level and when the blonde stud dangled his joint over my mouth, I sucked it in. 

The blonde was not in a good position to let me deep throat him, so after changing around a couple of times he finally straddled my chest and he tipped my head up and fucked my face.  I only got half of his cock in my mouth, but it seemed to be enough for him.  About every dozen strokes or so of Frank’s huge snake I was cuming hard and each time I did, I sucked on the blonde like a vacuum cleaner on supercharge.  Eventually, we all three came at the same time. 

After that I don’t know what happened.  There were hands all over me and dicks in and out of mouth and cunt and ultimately, my ass.  These guys were a little rough and it had been a long time since I had pulled a train.  I went home sore and leaking cum, but I felt reborn. 


Day 4 – More Action at Angela’s 

I could not wait to get back over to Angela’s the next morning.  I decided to skip the bikini in favor of a grand entrance.  If I was going to be naked five minutes after I arrived, I might as well give them something to unwrap.  Some women look best nude.  Others in clothes.  Angela has the perfect body to flaunt in the raw, but mine dresses up the better.  Give me the right makeup and some flattering attire, and I can put big titted Angela to shame. 

I selected a very short, very tight beige skirt and a silk halter top that left my midriff bare.  I was braless of course and I wore my signature five inch heels.  The guys loved it even more than the ribbons I had worn the day before.  But their reactions were muted.  I was getting a lot of glances, but no one stopped working and no one said a word.  No cat calls; no comments.  Not even an extended eye fuck. 

I stopped at Frank.  “Where’s Angela?” 

“She’s in the house with the boss.  We’re all in a little trouble” he said.  “You look fantastic” he added and immediately went back to work. 

I slipped in the back door and heard a heated conversation.  The contractor was a dreamboat.  Tall, at least six four, with long muscular legs and sporting a respectable package between them.   He wore a tight pair of jean shorts and a cotton work shirt.   His thick black hair was pulled back in a pony- tail.  I really liked the legs that were sticking out of his shorts.  They were a little thin, but very sexy. 

Angela was standing in front of him shaking her finger. He seemed to be oblivious to the fact that she was practically naked and the only thing holding in her melons were two tiny ribbons, barely wide enough to cover her nipples.  Angela considered her breasts a local legend, and ignoring them was the best way to piss her off.  

I listened a minute.  This guy might be a good builder, but he needed some lessons in conflict resolution.  Basically, he had a fixed price for the job and his costs were exploding, because instead of working, the guys were fucking us.  He was taking it in both ends.  The work was behind schedule and he was shelling out wages for the time the guys were in the saddle with Angela and me. 

I cleared my throat and tall boy turned and gave me the once over.  Actually, he gave it to me three or four times over.  I keep telling Angela that clothes make the girl, but she has those big puppies up front and thinks that they conquer all. 

Since I was being so openly admired, I decided to play my cards.  I walked up to him, swinging my ass as sexily as I could, and leaned on his left shoulder.  I had to reach pretty high, but I made it work and I leaned into him, so that my tits were almost wrapped around his arm.  

“The way I see it.  Hey what do I call you big boy?” I said. 

“John” he answered.  “John Stanton.” 

“Well John Stanton.  There is a simple solution.  Everyone just needs to bend a little. First you are going to raise your price to cover your problem, because Angela here is going to add a few things to the list.  Second, you are going to dock your crew’s pay for their pussy time.  Third, Angela and I are going to put a stop to the gangbangs.  They are pain in the ass anyway.  We’ll invite them in here, no more than two at a time and you can make it clear that they don’t get paid for time in the rack.  Ok!  Does that about cover it?” 

“Yeah.  That sounds good.  Are some kind of lawyer?” he asked. 

“MBA, Stanford” I said, putting my hand in his belt.  “Come over here and we will discuss my fee.”  I backed into the bedroom, pulling him with me.  By the time we reached the bed, he was naked from the waist down.  

“Get rid of that shirt” I commanded as I pushed him down on the bed.  I grabbed his cock and gave it a couple of jerks and slid the other hand under his balls.  “That is very nice equipment” I announced, looking directly into his steel blue eyes. 

He won’t break any size records, but he was packing more than most and I jacked his shaft while giving his cock head a tongue lashing.  He put his hand on the back of my head and guided his rod in and out and I dropped my hands to those sexy legs and explored them thoroughly, especially his tight butt cheeks and the firm muscles of his upper thighs. 

Then I stood up at the base of the bed.  He was laying on his back, spread legged, his eyes were eating me up.  I undid my halter top, let it drop and gave my tits a quick jiggle.  His eyes got real big.  He liked what he saw.  Then I pulled up my skirt slowly.  It was pretty short, so I did not have far to go.  He dropped his eyes to my pussy and I climbed on the bed, straddled him and lowered myself on to his cock. 

I slid down slow, locking his gaze and holding it, until he was all the way in.  Then I gave him a few languid slides up and down and pressed his hands to my tits.  

“Oh fuck” he moaned and I slid my cunt back and forth, letting his stiffness hit both the front and back of my vaginal walls.  He started to match my movements and he squeezed my tits like they were long lost buddies.  He had great hands and knew just where to put them. 

He was content to let me lead for the first few minutes, but then he took over and increased the tempo.  He wormed us higher on the bed and then started the jackhammer.  I love a man, who has mastered the jackhammer. 

When his long body was fully on the bed, he started kicking his heels down on the mattress, making his ass jump up and down beneath me.  Each time he did his power slam, I and his cock that I was riding, was bounced into the air.  When we came down, of course, he drove in deeper.  The only thing that makes the Jackhammer better is some support under your ass and the third time I came down, he had stuffed a pillow under ours.  

The guy must have been in good shape, because he kept it up for much longer than I expected.  It takes a lot of energy to do the jack and most guys get tired pretty quick.  But he just kept pounding those heels and I just kept bouncing up and down on his hard shaft, like I was riding a mechanical bull.  I lost count of my orgasms.  They were coming pretty fast and my pussy was on fire. 

He finally stopped when he came and he fucked me slow for a few strokes as he filled me.  Shit, the guy had just blown a few gallons and he was still hard inside me.  Not steel rod hard, but rigid enough to still be pumping and my pussy clamped around his dick like it was her new best friend. 

He was still hard so I fucked him again.  This time I rolled him over and let him drive and drive he did with long powerful strokes that I thought would rip me open. 

John and I fucked a long time.  The stud had staying power; I’ll give him that.  I was laying face up on the bed, panting like a spent sprinter.  He had emptied what felt like a gallon of the white stuff into me and I swear I could hear it sloshing around when I moved.  

John had left the bed and stood in front of the picture window looking out at this work crew. He was completely naked and even limp his cock looked impressive.  I slipped up behind him, put my arms around him and pressed my naked body against his back.  My right hand sought his dick and I stroked the source of my former pleasure with loving tenderness, but no response.  John was done for a while. 

“Your big busted friend is out there pulling the train” he observed. 

I followed his gaze and there was Angela, legs spread wide with some guy pumping it to her.  She had her head arched back, mouth open and another guy was sliding it down her throat.  Her huge white tits were flopping around as her body was pummeled with powerful strokes. 

“I wondered where she was on the train.  How many down?  How many to go?  Part of me felt guilty for leaving her to do them all, but another part was glad it wasn’t me.   Two at a time is fun and sometimes I even crave it, but two at a time, then two at a time, then two at a time, leaves a girl bruised, exhausted and feeling used. 

“You really fuck all my guys?” John asked.  There was some scorn in his voice. 

“Don’t judge me, big boy.  It just happened” I said.  “I’ve been good for ten years.  A girls gotta cut loose sometime.  Besides, I like variety and you just got the benefit of that.” 

“Sorry” he said.  “Should we go out and stop that?  Can she handle it?” 

“Yes she can handle it.  At least she could in the old days.  Fuck!  She started it.  Besides, if we go out there, I might have to help her finish.” 

“Point taken” he said.  He put his hand behind my neck and pulled my mouth to his.  The taste of my cunt was still on his tongue and lips and that excited me.  My hand found his cock, but no go.  But when he slid his fingers along my entrance, he found me wet and willing. 

He backed me against the wall and hand fucked me to another orgasm, then he pushed my face down to his cock and jammed his limp dick into my mouth.  Even flaccid he was a mouthful and he pumped my face in frustration until he began to show signs of life.  It hardened just a little and that encouraged me to use all my skills and soon I had a roaring monster to suck on. 

He had me by the hair and he pulled me up and threw me on the bed.  The group fuck that was going on outside had changed his mood and he pulled my legs apart and shoved his rod in.  Any romance we had going vanished, replaced by pure animal lust. I was a slut and he was an alpha male and a stiff cock has no conscience. 

His dick was a rigid steel rod, but he was running on empty.  He hammered me hard.  Really fucking hard and I came twice more.  Big, toe curling ones that made my cunt clamp tight around his cock.  He shot on my second one, cuming quick and shrinking even faster.  He only pumped out about a half a load.  He did not even look at me when he pulled out and started dressing. 

Angela was still getting pounded when we went out to the pool area.  It looked to me like they were going around again. 

“Ok listen up” yelled John. “These are the rules.” 

“You all owe me make-up work for the time you have spent riding these lovely ladies. All future action will take place in the house and the guys not directly involved in the festivities, will continue to work.  If you are lucky enough to be chosen for playtime, you will be invited into the house.  Punch out before you leave the work area.” 

“We will be making a few modifications to the project.  I will give you those changes tomorrow and we will finish on time, even if you need to work late.  Any questions?” 

“No boss” they answered almost in unison. 

“Everybody cool about this?” 

“Yes boss.” 

“Well then.  Everybody back to work” ordered John. 

He stuck around just long enough to make sure the work schedule had resumed.  Then he turned to Angela and I. “Ladies” he said nodding his head and then walked off.  I watched his ass go until he cleared the gate. 

When he was gone Angela turned to me. “Thanks for the help” she declared in her most sarcastic voice.  “I had to do all seven of them.  Most of them twice.” 

“Well it was your party” I replied.  “What now?” 

“I am going to rest” Angela declared. 

I looked around the yard and smiled broadly.  “I am going to have some dark chocolate” I said. 

Angela stretched herself out on a lounge chair and worshipped the sun.  I walked over to Roger and took him by the hand and led him up the stairs and into the house. 


Post Log 

Angela and I serial banged and group fucked and switched partners for the next five days.  The project took longer and went over budget, but Angela’s husband was footing the bill and he could afford it.  I was so sore when it was over, I didn’t fuck my husband for almost a week.  I finally took pity on him and gave him some oral.  

Our escapades at Angela’s stoked a fire in me that I thought had gone cold years ago.  It brought back memories and desires that I had long buried.  I thought that part of my life was over and it had been for more than a decade.  But now those forgotten desires and urges were reawakened and they haunted me.  The simple fact is that I love to fuck.  I am already starting to lose my sex appeal.  Yes, I am still one hell of a ride.  But with each passing year, my looks will fade.  Ten more years will close the book on action with hot young studs and I want to collect a few more memories before that happens.  

I never saw most of those guys again.  John the contractor stops by every once in awhile.  It is not a steady thing, but when he is available, we go at it all afternoon.   Angela joined in once and that was just like old times.   About once a month I meet up with Mr. Muscles or Mr. Fingers for a full on fuck session.  Sometimes I take them both on at the same time. 

I know I am a slut and that I crave action from strangers.  But I am also a mother and a wife and I have learned to keep my life compartmentalized.  I don’t do it often, but I periodically dress to the nines.  Tight short skirt, five inch heels, low cut, clingy blouse and stroll the shopping malls or even the grocery stores.   Cafés are also good, they give me a chance to stretch my long legs out and troll for a suitable admirer.  I don’t like the bar action.  Too many drunks and too many jerks.  But I have had good luck with bartenders. Storerooms are my favorite, where I can still hear the customers chattering away while a young stud pounds his meat into me.  

I never have any trouble attracting male attention.  Once you have them looking, all it takes is a smile to reel them in.  Then you just need a secluded corner.  Sex with a complete stranger, in a semi-public place.  It does not get any better, except sometimes with two strangers. 
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