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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And then Norman kissed me.

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

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

Three guys.

I'm Making out with three guys.

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

And then I kissed Kelsey.

And then I made out with Barrett.

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

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

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

He’d get more.

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

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

God, I was naïve.

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

What the hell?

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

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

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

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

The whole situation was incredible, beyond incredible.

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

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

Fucking?

That’s what happened next.

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

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

Other two?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No such luck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Kelli!?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"I wasn't aiming for second place."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He said, "Stay. Use. Please."

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

“Lacey?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where do you work nowadays?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I know, I got it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed and typed my response.

[[I could be convinced.]]

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, recently unattached actually.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.  Divorce?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like what?” I asked breathily.

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

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

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

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

“You really have aged well, Thomas.”

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

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

He gestured again, slightly embarrassed.

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

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

“The night is young,” I whispered throatily.

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

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

“How nice do you want me to be?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded eagerly, adjusting himself again.

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed again as Thomas blushed slightly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thomas?  You okay?”

He nodded and covered his crotch with his hands.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Because you need a social science credit.”

“Because I want to do well for you!”

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

“I guess I’ve been...distracted.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Come back here tomorrow night at 10pm.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Positive and negative reinforcement,” I whispered sheepishly.

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

“Ahem--Positive and negative reinforcement.”

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

“Uh...I don’t know…” I said.

“Yes, you do.  Why did you giggle?”

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

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

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

“Do you like them looking at you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, I understand!”  I said.

“Were you a bad girl?”  He asked.

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

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

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

“Are you lying?”  he asked?

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

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

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

“Are you going to be a good girl?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So much,” I said, out of breath.

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

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

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

“Yes…”

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

“I want to suck Tim’s cock for you…”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, so badly…”

“Show me just how badly you want it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I slinked out, my legs still shaking.

But already I was looking forward to next week.


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No, nothing,” I responded.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

It was my turn.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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