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“Did you see Genny’s boobs? They were
huge. I bet Larry put her up to it.”

Paula sighed and took another puff of
her cigarette. “I have to admit, Lynn, that I wasn’t really
focusing on breasts at the dinner last night. I was a little more
concerned with making sure everyone got fed.”

Last night had been their monthly get
together with their friends and, unfortunately, it had been their
turn to play host. Not that Jeff had minded much. He always loved
to have a crowd to play to, and, of course, he wasn’t the one
running around like a chicken with its head cut off, making sure
that everybody’s needs were met. However, Paula had lied. She had
absolutely noticed Genny’s new breasts. They had practically poked
her in the eye when Genny had stepped past her into the
house.

“Well, whatever, if she wants to look
like some bimbo for her husband, then fine. I told Anthony that he
would have to shot me and drag me into the doctor’s office bleeding
to death before I would go under the knife just to make my boobs
bigger.”

Uh oh, better pray that
Anthony doesn’t own a gun, Rita. “That’s
very feminist of you.”

“Yeah, well, we didn’t fight the good
fight just to have sluts like Genny make the rest of us look bad.”
Rita’s voice took on a self-righteously petulant tone.

Paula felt done with discussing some
other woman’s breasts and quickly ended the conversation with a
promise to call tomorrow. Once Rita was off the line, Paula’s
thoughts drifted back to the image of her husband drooling over
Genny’s new tits. It had upset her more than she liked to admit and
she wasn’t sure if she wanted to kill him or join the club and
admit that Genny had looked beautifully fuckable last
night.

She stood up and looked down at her
front. It wasn’t like she was a flat teenager or anything. Her
breasts were a healthy 38C and they were still firm and round after
three kids. Still, she pictured showing up at the next dinner
wearing a tight sweater over some new DD’s. She had to admit it
wasn’t only Jeff’s eyes she wanted staring at her. If she could set
all the men to drooling like Genny had last night, she’d be very
happy indeed.

That night, she mentioned the
possibility of getting breast implants and Jeff smiled at her like
a kid at Christmas. “I love you the way you are, Paula, you know
that, but if it would help you feel better, I would be behind you
all the way.”

Paula looked at him.
I’ll bet you would, you
horndog. Still, it was her idea and she
was not one to let another person tell her what to do. If she went
through with it, she knew it would be her decision alone. She
decided to make an appointment tomorrow to explore her options and
her feelings more fully.

The next day, after going online and
doing some research, she contacted Dr. Michael Ellis’ office to
make an appointment for a consultation. His reviews on the web were
very positive and he was highly recommended for implant surgery.
She set the appointment for the next day.

That night, she mentioned that she had
made the appointment. Jeff beamed like a kid promised the key to
the local sweet shop. “Would you like me to go with
you?”

Paula stared at him, stunned. They had
had three kids together and the only time they had stepped into a
doctor’s office together had been the time he had broken his nose
after walking into the newly cleaned sliding glass door. She
decided not to point that out, though, and gladly invited him to
come along.

The next day, they made it to the
doctor’s office with plenty of time to spare. As Jeff had explained
as he hustled Paula to the car, “You know there will be all that
paperwork and it will just take more time. Better to show up a
little early and get in the appointment on time.”

Paula had shrugged. Again, Jeff had
never been half the time Nazi she was, so a lecture on making it to
an appointment at the scheduled time, coming from Jeff, just
reinforced her sense that she was making the right
decision.

They were greeted by a lot of forms
and a lot of perfect, plastic doctor’s assistants that made Jeff’s
drooling problem almost embarrassing. Thankfully, they were taken
back to an exam room right away, where Paula was informed by the
well-endowed nurse that she needed to change out of her clothes and
into the obligatory paper robe.

Jeff took a seat, a huge supportive
grin on his face as Paula undressed and put on the paper cover-up.
After only a few minutes, a knock came on the door and then the
door was opened and the doctor stepped in.

It was now Paula’s turn to smile. Dr.
Michael Ellis was hotter than a boiling pot. He was tall and had an
athletic build. His black hair was cut short and his blue eyes were
warm and engendered a sense of comfort. When he took her hand in
his and introduced himself, Paula found her voice was strangely
unwilling to work. He smiled good-naturedly and sat down. “Well,
Mrs. Graff, what is it I can do for you today?”

Undress me and fuck me
hard, doc. She shook off her mind’s
immediate response and focused on her reason for being there.
“Well, I, uh, would like to have my, uh, breasts enlarged.” She
blushed like a schoolgirl when she finished.

“I see, well, you mind if I take a
look at your breasts and do an initial exam? It helps me provide a
better assessment if I can see what I’m working with.”

She nodded and he proceeded to lay her
back on the exam table in the room. He had her rest her arms at her
side and then slowly, he pulled down the paper robe and exposed her
breasts. His eyes looked into her own as his hands began to
manipulate the soft mounds of her breasts, his fingers gently
pressing and massaging around her nipples before finally touching
those very sensitive little buds. The moment his hands touched
them, she took in a shuddering breath.

He smiled down at her. “I’m sorry if
my hands are a bit cold. I hope you’re comfortable.”

She nodded dumbly and he proceeded to
knead her areolas, supposedly looking for any unusual lumps or any
other issues that might make getting implants difficult.
Admittedly, she was beginning to feel a little hot and bothered as
his soft yet firm hands seemed to massage every bit of her tits.
His eyes were focused on their roundness, and she found his stare
to be part of the whole strange sexual vibe. Finally, he smiled at
her and gave her a hand to help her up. “Well, I didn’t detect
anything that would be a hindrance to the placement of implants. I
must say, Mrs. Graff, that you have very nice breasts.” She felt
the warmth of a blush rise up her neck to her face. “Still, I’m
here to help you be the happiest you you can be. Now, what size
were you contemplating for the enlargement?”

Paula looked at Jeff for a moment,
expecting him to jump in and throw out some wild size like 42EEE,
but he sat mutely, a small smile planted firmly on his boyish face.
“I, uh, was thinking, uh, that maybe a DD would be
nice.”

Dr. Michael seemed to pick up on the
hesitation in her voice. “I tell you what. I have some nurses who
have gone through this exact procedure. I think they might be able
to help you firm up your decision.” He left her side and walked to
the door. Opening it, he called out into the hall, “Carrie, can you
get Jenna and Mindy and can all three of you join me in here for a
consultation.” Paula heard a mumbled reply and then the good doc
was by her side again. “I really believe it helps the prospective
patient see someone with the implants. Just seeing what can be done
and talking to the girls sets a lot of my patients at
ease.”

Just then, three incredibly beautiful
women walked in, their tight white blouses accenting the work that
had been done. None of them was smaller than a D cup, and the
biggest of them seemed to be in triple letters. Paula wondered how
she could cope with such a weight.

Doc Michael got up and introduced the
girls. Bella was the dark haired exotic looking little thing with
the smallest breasts of the three. “She was a B cup when I put in
the implants and moved her to a size 46DD. Now, Carrie here,” the
doctor moved to a pretty blond that looked like a typical
California surfer chick, “was a size 36C before implants. She is
now a size 32DDD.”

Paula took a quick peek at Jeff and
saw the same look on his face that had appeared when he had seen
Genny walk in for the dinner the other night. She sighed and looked
at the final girl. “This is Mindy and she was rather daring, but
she has been very pleased with the results. She is now a beautiful
size 42DDDD.” Mindy had her red hair pulled back in a ponytail and
was beaming like she was on a game show and had just won a brand
new car. Paula hoped she didn’t start jumping up and down. She was
afraid the girl might smack herself in the face and cause a
concussion.

As the doctor introduced Mindy and her
two great assets, Jeff suddenly jumped up from his chair. “Um, uh,
Doc, um, Doctor Ellis, is it possible to, uh, feel the implants and
um, see how natural or unnatural they seem.” Paula saw the look in
Jeff’s eyes and thought she had seen it only when he had come home
from a hunting trip with the guys. She was glad he didn’t have a
rifle in his hand.

The doctor moved back by her side and
made way for Jeff to have his touch test. Jeff approached Bella
first and shyly, he brought his hands to her tits and brushed his
fingertips over them. She breathed a sigh and leaned toward him,
giving him a good view of her cleavage. Jeff grinned like a dog in
a deli and with her assistance, he raised his hands again, but this
time he kept them on her breasts, squeezing them harder and harder
until she squealed.

“How is it, Jeff?” Paula wanted to
bring him back to earth just a little, but he didn’t even turn his
head. He just chuckled and nodded his head.

Then, Bella and the others lifted
their shirts in unison and all their braless breasts bounced out in
front of Jeff. He practically clapped his hands like some kid who
has seen the rabbit reappear in the magician’s hat, and, he now
demonstrated no hesitation whatsoever. Putting one hand on Carrie’s
tit and his other hand on one of Mindy’s gargantuan ones, he
squeezed and caressed them, making both girls moan and yelp. He
didn’t stop there, though. His mouth descended on one of Bella’s
nipples and sucked it in, pulling hard and making her shiver as she
stood before him.

Paula stared in amazement. What was
Jeff doing? Where the hell did he think he was, Vegas? She turned
to the doctor to apologize, but he stopped her and smiled. “It’s
alright, a man likes to know what he’s getting before he seals the
deal. You know, though, I think your breasts are wonderful.” Paula
heard a different tone in his voice and felt the color rush to her
face again. “In fact, I wouldn’t mind feeling them again, just to
make sure what I’ll be forever changing.”

The doctor’s hands came up and moved
the flimsy paper robe from her shoulders and down her arms. Then,
he moved his hands back to her bare breasts, caressing them in the
palms of his large hands. The feel was very different than it had
been earlier and she felt a twinge between her legs in response. As
he continued to cup them in his hands and squeeze, he leaned
forward and kissed her, his soft lips pressing hard onto hers and
making her breathing ragged.

She looked over at Jeff when the
doctor broke away, worried that he would be ready to fight, but she
saw that he was fully occupied with the girls. In fact, one of them
was now leaning far down, it was Carrie her mind remembered, and
was moving her luscious tits up and down her husband’s now freed
cock.

Paula’s jaw dropped, but only for a
moment. Her shock soon turned to a raging horniness as she watched
her husband suck one girl’s titties, feel up another’s and push his
shaft with hard thrusts between the breasts of a third. She could
hear him grunting and the girls moaning, and she heard a small moan
escape her own mouth as she watched them move together.

Doctor Michael’s arms now encircled
her waist and he spun her around to face her husband fully. Then,
running a gentle hand up her thigh, he parted her legs enough to
grab at her panties and move them aside. She gasped as his fingers
slipped inside her and began to move in a matching rhythm to her
husband’s thrusts between Carrie’s breasts. She watched her husband
move as she felt the doctor’s fingers move in her and she began to
tremble.

Doctor Michael’s voice now breathed in
her ear as he manipulated her so that she was bent over the exam
table in the center of the room. She was still facing Jeff, and she
shook as she saw him take Mindy and Carrie and bring them to their
knees, turning to have them face each other, their unnaturally
large breasts pressed together. He began to smack those round
globes with his cock, the smacks echoing in the room and mingling
with the girls’ yelps and cries. Then, taking Carrie by the hair,
he plunged his shaft into her mouth and groaned deeply.

Paula’s attention on her husband
shifted away, though, as she felt the doctor remove his fingers.
Suddenly, his cock was pressing against her pussy, and, with one
thrust, he filled her. His hands reached up to her breasts and
stopped their swaying with his cupped hands while he thrust hard
and deep inside her. She moaned as his cock stroked her most
sensitive place, and she began to move against him. All the while,
she kept her eyes on her husband as he moved from one girl to the
next, burying his shaft in mouths and pussies. His hands were never
empty, always squeezing, caressing or slapping the large round
breasts of the three nurses.

Finally, Paula saw her husband tense,
his ass cheeks tightening as he thrust forward toward three open
and waiting mouths. As his semen spurted onto lips and tongues and
cheeks, Paula felt her own orgasm roar through her, making her body
shake and her legs go weak. The doctor took only a moment more
before he pulled out his throbbing cock and, pulling her from the
table onto her knees, came all over her very real breasts until
with the last pulsing spurts, he slid into her gasping mouth and
down her throat, filling her mouth with his semen.

She shuddered as she pulled away from
the doctor and felt another, familiar set of hands lifting her from
the floor. Her husband wrapped her in his arms and kissed her,
pressing her come covered breasts against his chest. He brought his
mouth to her ear and whispered to her, “I think you should stick
with your breasts.”

Paula didn’t return an answer right
away. She only pulled away from his embrace and walked to where her
clothing was piled on a chair and began dressing. By the time she
was fully dressed, the three buxom nurses had left the room and the
good doctor had zipped up and was looking as if nothing had taken
place, not a single hair ruffled.

The two men sat and waited for her
decision. Finally, she turned from Jeff’s satisfied face to the
doctor’s expectant one. “You know, Dr. Ellis, I think I might
require some more consultation before I can firm up my plans. It’s
a big decision and I want to make sure I make the right
one.”

The doctor beamed at her and nodded.
“Of course, Mrs. Graff, if you see Carrie on your way out, she’ll
help you set the appointment. Many of my patients find it’s helpful
to have three or more visits before they firm up plans for
surgery.” He stood up and shook both their hands. With a final nod,
he exited the room and left them alone.

Paula turned and looked at Jeff
closely. He was still smiling like a kid with his hand in the
cookie jar, and she thought that he was happy with her decision to
wait. “I hope you don’t mind, Jeff, but it’s a big decision to
change your body forever.”

“Oh, absolutely, honey, you take all
the time you need and, I want you to know that I will be here to
support you at your next visit. We want to walk into this thing
together.” He grinned a big goofy grin and nodded. “Anyway, I want
to give you the opportunity to explore every option along with
me.”

“I’ll be right by your
side.”

 Or,
at least, you’ll be beside Bella’s and Carrie’s and Mindy’s big
tits. She really didn’t mind, though. She
knew she’d be too busy with Dr. Michael Ellis as he examined her
own good-sized breasts. Who needs plastic surgery to feel good if
you could get the plastic surgeon?
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Julie climbed the stairs to her fifth
floor apartment, balancing bags of groceries and cursing the poor
maintenance. The elevator had been broken for three weeks now and
the super had promised to have it fixed “tomorrow” for days. She
felt her energy flag at around the third floor, and by the time she
made it to the fifth, she was ready to collapse. Just as she
reached to push the door from the stairwell to her floor open, a
hand from the other side did it for her. The unexpected absence of
resistance caused her to stumble and her bags fell to the floor.
Julie groaned and threw her hands into the air before resigning
herself to having to gather her groceries together again when she
didn’t even want to contemplate one more step.

“Oh my God, I’m so sorry.” The girl
who stood there looked only slightly younger than Julie and the
abashed look on her face made Julie feel a little guilty over her
murderous thoughts just seconds ago. The girl immediately got down
with Julie and helped gather up the rolling cans and other stray
groceries. “I am really sorry. I had no idea you were there. I was
just opening the door and I didn’t see you.”

Julie laughed a little at the girl’s
flustered manner. “It’s okay. No real harm done.” She started to
walk down the hall to her apartment and, to her surprise, the girl
followed. “Really, I’m fine. I think my vegetable soup survived the
upheaval.”

The girl smiled but didn’t change
direction. “Well, I think it’s always a good idea to right a wrong,
karma and all that.”

They had reached Julie’s door. Julie
put her bags on the floor and wrestled her keys from her pocket.
Once the door was unlocked, she bent to pick up her bags again, but
the girl had the same idea and there was an unpleasant meeting of
the minds. “Ouch!” Julie stood back up, shocked.

Again, the girl fell into a paroxysm
of apologies and offers to help. “I just don’t know what’s going on
with me today. I feel like an idiot. Please let me help you get
these inside. I’ll give you forewarning when I intend to pick them
up.”

The girl smiled and Julie decided that
it made the strawberry blond look magnificent. She smiled in
return, her mood lightening. “Well, okay, but I get to walk in
first.”

“Deal.”

They entered the apartment and Julie
ended up inviting her to dinner and drinks and learned that this
was her new neighbor, just two doors down. She learned a great deal
more about Sonia Whent that night, enough anyway to know that she
had just found a lifelong friend.

***

Two years later, Sonia was knocking on
her door ready to head for the popular new club in town. “Come on,
we’re never going to get in if you don’t hurry.”

Julie began to move in extra slow
motion to tease her friend, but she laughed when she saw the little
worry crease that was now so familiar to her, appear on her
friend’s forehead. “Okay, okay, just let me get my shoes on and
we’re out of here.”

She wasn’t normally the club type, but
Sonia had bugged her for weeks about the opening and how fun it
could be and didn’t she want to get out and live life once in a
while. Of course, she had taken offense at the suggestion that she
wasn’t living much of a life right now, but it had an element of
truth, enough truth that she had agreed to go. She had watched
Sonia do a dance of joy when she had said yes.

The two of them were, in many ways,
polar opposites. Julie liked things quiet and orderly. Sonia was a
mastermind at living in the center of chaos and noise. She claimed
this talent came from having grown up in a house with five
siblings. Whatever, Julie liked having Sonia around because she
pushed her to step out of her comfort zone. There was the one time
when Sonia had convinced her to go camping in the desert. They had
driven for two days and taken almost another just to set up the
tent, but, in the end, it had been an incredible time. So, Julie
had learned to say yes to Sonia when in other circumstances, she
might have just blown it off and sat home.

For tonight, she had gone the extra
mile, going shopping and buying a new little black dress that
showed off her long legs and the delicate curve of her back. She
had also gotten new heels, making her even taller than normal. To
top it all off, she had actually put on some make-up, something
Sonia had had fun with when she had first opened the door. Still,
she had seen herself in the mirror and had been pleased with the
results. Even her normally unruly wavy blond hair was styled in a
loose up do that allowed her neck and shoulders to be seen clearly.
Overall, she felt very elegant.

The club turned out to be packed when
they got there and they had to wait in line for a while, but it had
a fun atmosphere and Julie was happy she had allowed Sonia to talk
her into going. Halfway through the night, they hooked up with two
other girls who were just visiting town for the weekend and had
heard about the club from some fellow conference attendees. The
four of them had an enormous amount of fun watching the comings and
goings of the nightlife crowd. A few men approached them through
the evening, and Julie and the others got up a time or two to get
going on the dance floor, but, mostly, they talked and drank and
talked some more.

“Well,” Julie finished off her last
drink and looked at Sonia, “I think I should probably get going. I
have a lot of paperwork facing me in the morning and I don’t relish
doing it with a hangover.”

Sonia giggled. “It might be too late
for that.” Her normally perfectly cream-complected face was showing
a bit of a flush.

“That’s my point. Anyway, it was nice
hanging out with you, um, Toni and Erin. I hope . . .”

“You know, you guys should come back
to our apartment with us, we could enjoy a little nightcap without
the noise and all.” Sonia, smiling beautifully, leaned across the
table and interrupted loudly.

Julie looked at her friend. What the
hell was she thinking? And whose apartment was the one she was
inviting them to? “I, uh, I really . . .”

“We’d love to. It always gets so
boring at these ridiculous conferences. You know, blah, blah,
blah.” Erin, the one with the short black hair and slightly Asian
features, leaned forward and smiled at Sonia. “You never get to
really know anybody worth knowing, you know what I
mean?”

Julie thought she knew that this was
sounding like a bad idea. “Look, I would love to . . .”

Now, Toni, their other new friend,
looking slightly less professional though still stunning with her
big deep blue eyes under her fringe of blond bangs, stood up and
grabbed Erin’s hand. “Let’s go.”

Sonia popped up before Julie could
formulate her objection. “Great. We’re really close. Just a walk of
a couple of blocks.”

Before Julie knew what was happening,
she was outside the club, heading up the street with her wild
friend and her two new acquaintances, listening to their excited,
drink-fueled chatter. The night was cool and the women, dressed in
light dresses or slacks and blouses, hurried to their destination.
By the time they reached Julie’s building, she was thankful that
the elevator had been fixed again after yet another
malfunction.

As they stumbled into Julie’s
apartment (of course, it was her apartment Sonia was offering up),
Julie took Sonia by the arm and led her off to the kitchen to get
the supposed nightcaps. “What are you doing? I have work tomorrow.
I can’t be entertaining all night.”

Sonia smiled sheepishly. “I’m sorry,
Jules, I said it before I realized what I was saying. Look, I’ll
make sure that things move fast and they’re out the
door.”

Julie nodded and then grabbed a couple
of beers from the fridge. It was a few minutes before her mind
registered what Sonia had said. Get what moving fast?

It was too late to dwell on possible
answers because soon they were all laughing and chatting about all
kinds of things, though Julie noticed that the conversation seemed
to be centering on men and sex. Sonia seemed especially focused on
this line of conversation. “Well, I’ve had some of my best
experiences without a single man in the room.” Julie caught the
tail end of Sonia’s comment.

Toni and Erin lifted their beers in a
toast and laughed. As they were all giggling, Sonia suddenly leaned
over and kissed Erin, who seemed to get into the moment and kiss
back with a little moan escaping her.

Julie watched as her friend began
making out with this strange girl on her couch and her mind began
to fuzz. What the hell was going on tonight? Where was she? Her
thoughts were interrupted, though, as she saw Toni stand up and
head her way.

Strangely, beneath all her shock and
disorientation, Julie also felt a strange electricity go through
her as she watched the woman, her lovely curves swaying beneath her
red mini, approach her. In a few steps, Toni was in front of her
and, without any hesitation, bent down and took Julie’s face in her
hands. Tilting it up to look into her own, she brought her soft
full lips down on Julie’s and kissed her. Julie felt every nerve in
her body instantly come alive, and she jumped a little when she
felt Toni thrust her tongue over her lips and begin exploring her
mouth.

Moans from the direction of the couch
made Julie pull away from Toni’s hold to see what was going on. She
was stunned to see that both women were already basically naked,
with Sonia only in her panties and Erin in her panties and bra.
Erin was hungrily sucking on one of Sonia’s breasts and the moans
were coming from both of them. Toni put her hands on Julie’s
shoulders and directed her attention back her way. “Don’t worry,
you’ll get some time with Erin, but you’re mine first.”

Julie was so shocked she couldn’t even
reply, which seemed to work for Toni because she just kneeled down
in front of her and began pulling her little black dress over her
head. Like a child, she allowed Toni to take it from her and throw
it to the floor. Julie now sat there with her breasts bare since
she the little black dress she had worn had had an open back. Toni
seemed to study their soft fullness for a while, making Julie begin
to squirm in her seat. Then, with a coy little smile, Toni ran her
fingers along Julie’s shoulders, leaving her bare breasts to shiver
in anticipation of her touch. Finally, she fell forward and took
one breast into her mouth, making Julie gasp.

Julie had never been with a woman
before, in fact at twenty-seven, she hadn’t even been with very
many men, but she was surprised by how soft and yet powerful the
feeling of Toni’s mouth on her was. She could feel Toni’s tongue
making long strokes over her nipple, causing her to shiver with the
strong tingling it created. She became aware that it wasn’t only
her breasts that were feeling each stroke of Toni’s tongue, but she
was also getting strong twinges between her legs. Finally, Toni
moved away from her breasts and Julie’s breathing began to calm
down.

A sudden yell from the couch once
again drew Julie’s attention to her friend and their new gal pal.
Julie’s eyes opened wide as she watched her friend bury her face
between Erin’s wide spread legs as Erin gasped and cried out,
obviously experiencing a hard orgasm. Sonia was busily shoving her
fingers inside Erin’s pussy as she licked her, and Julie felt a
wetness grow between her own legs as she watched Erin writhing and
moaning. Julie looked from them to Toni in front of her and felt
her pussy clench, making her jump a little in her seat. Toni smiled
as she removed her own shirt and bra. “Oh, you’ll get a little
taste of that, baby.”

Julie felt like she was afloat on an
unknown sea. This was an entirely new world of sensations. Toni now
stood up in front of her, her crotch right at Julie’s eye level,
and she finished undressing, slipping her designer jeans and her
panties off in one fluid movement. The bare skin of her shaved
pussy made Julie’s own pussy clench again, and she shifted in her
chair. Toni laid a hand on her head and stroked her hair. “Come on,
sweetie, have a little taste.” Then, Toni raised one leg and
balanced her foot on the arm of the chair, opening her pink folds
before Julie’s face. Moving her forward with the hand she still had
on her head, Toni brought Julie’s stunned face against her
pussy.

Julie didn’t know what to do at first
as she was pressed against Toni’s folds and breathed in her sweet
scent. Slowly, she let her tongue push along the pink inner folds
to the soft bud of Toni’s clit, thinking of what she had enjoyed
when one boyfriend had introduced her to the joys of oral sex.
Toni’s answering groan and shiver made Julie more confident and,
finally releasing her reticence, she brought her hands to Toni’s
thighs and began to lick her in earnest, delving deeply one moment
and flicking teasingly at her clit the next.

Toni moaned and moved against her
until, finally, with a sigh she slipped away and reached down to
pull Julie from the chair. Then, pressing her body against Julie’s,
she kissed her again, letting her tongue explore the taste of her
own pussy on Julie’s tongue. “Mmmmm, so sweet, baby, so
sweet.”

Toni began sliding down the front of
Julie’s body, letting her hands drag along her sides. When they
reached Julie’s panties, they pulled the slight bit of material
down her legs and off, leaving Julie bare in front of her. Then,
placing her hands firmly on Julie’s waist, she pulled her down into
the chair again and lifted each leg over the arms of the chair.
Julie felt her most private area open wide for this stranger and
the cool air on her sensitive folds made chills run through her
body. Toni teased her a little by giving gentle kisses on the
insides of her thighs, but then her mouth fell on her soft mound
and her tongue thrust deep and began to stroke her inside. Julie
cried out as she felt Toni’s tongue move inside her and she found
herself moving her hands to Toni’s head and weaving her fingers in
her hair. As Toni’s movements became more forceful, Julie began to
move her ass up out of the chair in rhythm with each thrust. Her
breathing was becoming loud and ragged and a small moan was
building in her throat.

Then, she felt other hands on her and
opened the eyes that she had closed while Toni worked her tongue
inside her, and she saw Sonia standing with Erin by the chair. Erin
took Toni and kissed her, pulling her from Julie, while Sonia
reached down and pulled Julie from the chair. The women now moved
to a clear space on the floor and fell into a heap, kissing and
licking each other before settling into a ring of mouths and
pussies.

Sonia settled Julie on the floor first
and opened her legs to begin licking and fingering furiously. Toni
lay down in front of Julie, maneuvering Julie’s mouth to press
against her pussy again. Finally, Erin completed the circle,
pushing her own cleft into Toni’s face as she lowered her own mouth
onto Sonia’s pussy. Now, the room filled with moans and cries as
their tongues and fingers worked on each other’s pussies, making
them squirm and writhe in each other’s arms. Suddenly, Sonia moaned
and her fingers dug into Julie’s thighs as she came, her mouth
shifting back and forth over Julie’s sensitive clit.

A moment later, Erin yelled as she too
began to move with the powerful orgasm that was rolling through
her. Within seconds, almost simultaneously, Toni and Julie added
their screams and moans to the other two as their bodies started to
spasm and their pussies started to clench with the strength of
their orgasms. Julie’s wrenched her body from Sonia’s grasp and she
rolled on the floor while trying to keep her hold on Toni. Finally,
though, things became still and only their loud rasping breaths
could be heard.

After a while, Toni and Erin got up
and began gathering discarded clothing and getting dressed. Sonia
followed, offering her hand to Julie and helping to find their
clothing. When all four women were dressed again, Toni and Erin
said their goodbyes and thanked them for a great night.

Julie closed the door and turned to
look at Sonia. “I’m not sure whether to smack you or kiss
you.”

Sonia smiled and shrugged. “Well, what
is your pussy telling you to do?”

Julie felt a small shock at Sonia’s
bluntness and then laughed. “I think you know what it’s telling
me.”

Sonia nodded and walked into Julie’s
arms.
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She was tired of the same old thing.
That was why she had taken the vacation. Of course, there was the
fact of the break-up with Joey that had helped her decide that she
needed some space from the old familiar things that surrounded her
day in and day out. There was also the fact that her break-up had
been the result of his cheating with her best friend. So, it had
seemed like a good idea to take a break from things and just clear
her mind.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And as she walked, she smiled and then
laughed because she knew there wasn’t a chance in hell that he
would even remember her name by tomorrow, and she was perfectly
fine knowing that.
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Griffin walked through the door and
was greeted with silence. For a moment, he flashed back to a day
last week, when he had shown up unexpectedly like this, and had
been greeted with the sight of his wife and his partner’s wife
rolling around together naked in his and his wife’s bedroom. It had
been quite a shock, but when they had willingly pulled him into
their little escapade, he had been glad he’d decided to come home
for lunch.

Now, though, as he wandered through
their large house and called his wife’s name, he realized that he
was truly alone. Who knew, maybe Susan was at Angela’s house this
time, having some more fun. He smiled at the image of the two of
them together and then walked back to the kitchen where he’d
dropped his briefcase and his cell phone beside it.

He looked in the large fridge, really
too big for just the two of them, and pulled out an already opened
bottle of wine. Pouring a glass, he walked over to the table and
picked up his phone. Sipping the wine and letting it press against
his palate, he waited through the ringing on the other end until
his partner answered his phone. “Yeah, Jason, I think it’s a safe
time for you to come on over.” He nodded at something his partner
was saying while swirling the rose liquid in his glass. Setting it
down, he answered. “Yeah, that’ll be fine. See you
soon.”

“Sue, you are killing me, you know
that, don’t you?” Angela Meyer yelled over the dressing room door
at her friend, who was busy trying on an armload of clothing at the
fifth shop they had visited that day.

“Oh, Ange, just sit down and relax.
What big plans do you have today, anyway?”

Angela sighed and thought that a date
with her masseuse would be an excellent plan after today. “I
imagine Jason will want me home at some point.”

Susan’s laugh tinkled through the
barrier. “You exaggerate, it’s not even that late, but if you
insist.” Susan stepped out of the little room and smiled her
brilliant smile at her friend. Even with trying on endless outfits
all day, her platinum blond hair was still perfectly coiffed and
her make-up un-smudged. The only adjustment she made was to smooth
her skirt along her long legs. “We can head home.”

Angela studied her empty hands and
crooked an eyebrow. “Nothing?”

“Oh, well, you know, it’s always more
fun to try things on than to buy them.”

Angela looked at her suspiciously but
followed her toward the exit. On the way, Susan passed the sales
associate who had helped her earlier. “Hello, dear, I wanted to let
you know you can go ahead and gather all the items and bill them to
the card on account here, and send it to the listed address.” The
associate nodded and went off to pick up Susan’s numerous purchases
and start the process.

Angela gave her a look that stopped
her for only a moment before she headed out the door. “What? I
didn’t say there couldn’t be any fun in the buying.”

They arrived at Susan’s house an hour
later and Susan immediately headed for the kitchen and the fridge.
“Angela, get over here. I swear, shopping must burn calories better
than any diet or exercise plan on the market today.”

Angela joined her and took the glass
of wine offered her. She looked around at the perfectly appointed
kitchen and laughed. “Susan, I think it’s the only exercise you
get.”

Susan fake pouted, shoving out her
perfect lips. “Absolutely not, I engage in other activities that
are just as stimulating for my heart and body.” A wicked grin
appeared on Susan’s face. “You of all people should remember
that.”

Angela smiled back. Not long ago, the
two of them had gotten naked and had some fun, though it had been
interrupted when Susan’s husband, Griffin, had shown up and joined
in. Actually, that had only made the fun more intense. She felt her
body growing warm at the thought and signaled that she wanted a
refill. Susan obliged for both of them.

Susan walked out of the kitchen and
toward the staircase. “Griff, are you home?” She called and waited
for a response. When everything remained silent, she went back to
Angela in the kitchen. “You know, we could always engage in a
little more exercise.”

Angela stared at her, her glass
stopped at her lips. She finished her drink and thought of how it
had felt to have her friend touching her, how different it had been
from any other experience in bed she had ever had. She put her
empty glass on the counter. “Are you sure we won’t be
interrupted?”

Susan rolled her eyes. “Well, it
wasn’t like you protested so much the first time, but, yes, I’m
relatively certain that Griff is busy with scheduled surgery
today.” Both their husbands were plastic surgeons in the nouveau
riche OC. It was what made shopping trips like the one they had had
today possible. It made a lot of things possible, as a matter of
fact.

Angela grinned and stepped over to
take her friend’s hands in her own. “I just don’t want to get in a
situation where I’m hiding things from Jason all the time. Last
time, with Griffin, was just a fluke and I want it to stay that
way.”

Susan turned and started leading her
up the curving stairway. “I completely agree, honesty is the best
policy when it comes to men. Let them know exactly what they want
to hear.”

They reached Susan’s room and, without
another word, they moved together and began running their hands
along each other’s bodies as their lips met in a soft kiss. Angela
sighed and closed her eyes as Susan once again took the initiative,
sliding her hands under Angela’s shirt and lifting up and over her
head. When Susan’s hands returned to her bra, she raised her own to
help her take it off. She looked into Susan’s blue eyes and saw her
desire mirrored there. She leaned forward to kiss Susan again,
feeling her bare breasts brush against Susan’s still dressed
ones.

Susan pulled Angela to the bed and
pushed her down on the covers. Then she began undressing for
Angela, unbuttoning her blouse slowly and throwing it to the floor
with a little shimmy. “My technique had improved a bit.” They both
giggled and, once she had removed her bra and freed her own ample
breasts, she fell forward onto the bed beside Angela.

Now, they let their mouths do the
exploring. Angela took one of Susan’s nipples into her mouth,
making her gasp and then sigh as she stroked her tongue lightly
over the sensitive hardening tip. Susan pulled her away and sat up
to remove her skirt, unzipping it with impatient hands. When she
had managed to slip it off, Angela sat up beside her and ran her
hands along her curves, stopping her hands on her panties, cupping
them over Susan’s pussy and warming it through the fabric. Susan
turned around to face Angela and to kiss her again.

It was as Susan was helping Angela
slide out of her own skirt, that they both heard the same voice
that had interrupted them the last time. Their hands fell to the
bed and Angela closed her eyes. “I thought you said he had
surgery.”

Griffin answered before Susan could.
“I did, but there was a last minute reschedule, due to nerves
really, and so I made my way home.” He moved toward the two women
on the bed, much more assured of himself than last time. “It’s
wonderful to see you, Angela.”

Angela’s grey eyes opened and looked
at Griffin with resignation. “Good to see you, as well, Griffin. I
don’t suppose you’d like to join us.”

Griffin smiled and shrugged out of his
suit coat. Soon, both women had helped him out of his pants, as
well, and pulled him onto the bed with them. He took Angela in his
arms first, running his hands roughly over her body and squeezing
her breasts until she squealed and moved away.

At that point, Susan reached her hand
down to his boxers and slipped underneath the waist band to grip
his cock in her hand. Turning flat on his back, he allowed her to
pull his boxers off, and then, she and Angela both dropped to begin
licking and sucking at his shaft and balls. His hands came up to
weave fingers in their hair. “Deeper, girls, I need it
deeper.”

Taking turns, he pushed first Susan
and then Angela down onto his cock until he felt the backs of their
throats and heard them gag. When he sensed that they were almost
ready to collapse, he let them go and sat up again. Taking Angela
by the shoulders, he pushed her down onto the bed and moved on top
of her, kissing her deeply. He moved off her again, though, and
pulled his wife around from behind him. “Get her panties off.”
Susan stared at him for a moment, but complied and took hold of her
friend’s small silk panties and yanked them down, baring her waxed
pussy for both of them. She slipped them the rest of the way down
and threw them off the bed.

Now, Griffin positioned himself so
that his cock rested on Angela’s thigh and then he reached for his
wife’s head, pushing her face down to Angela’s bare folds. “Get her
ready for me, baby.” Susan began to lick at Angela’s pussy, pushing
into her with her tongue and then pulling out to lick at her clit.
When Angela moaned loudly and began to writhe beneath them, Griffin
pushed his wife back and climbed on top of Angela once
more.

With one hard thrust, he was inside
her and he began to fuck her hard and fast, shifting her body back
and forth with the power of his thrusts. Susan was left to watch
and, as she felt her pussy ache for attention, she slipped her
hands down to pull her own panties off so she could finger herself
while she watched her husband fuck her best friend. She slipped up
beside them and began to kiss Angela on the mouth and cheeks and
neck as she moved underneath her husband, all the while keeping her
hands busy on her own pussy.

The moment she felt a set of hands on
her, pulling her away from Angela, she jumped and looked around in
confusion. In a moment, though, her body was covered by Angela’s
husband, Jason, as he pressed his naked toned body against her own.
Her gasp of shock was cut short as his lips covered hers and his
tongue slipped into her mouth in a deep kiss.

Her body reacted instantly, arching up
against Jason and rubbing against him, her arms and legs wrapping
around him and pulling him down onto her. In a single hard thrust,
he had pushed inside her and was fucking her just as furiously as
her husband was fucking Jason’s wife.

The two men seemed to move almost in
unison and, when Griffin pulled out of Angela to throw her over
onto her stomach and begin pushing into her from behind, Jason
followed his example and turned Susan over, too, thrusting deep and
making her moan as she felt his cock stroke inside her pulsing
pussy.

Then, Griffin shifted Angela on her
side and, spooning behind her, began to shove his shaft into her
while grabbing her leg and lifting it high in the air. Now, Angela
saw Jason clearly as he pushed into her best friend and her mouth
opened in shock as well as pleasure. “Oh my God, Jason, I . . .”
her words came out in short breathy gasps, but her husband ignored
her as he continued to thrust into Susan.

Finally, though, Jason stopped and
pulled out of Susan, making her groan with the sudden emptiness.
Jason looked at his wife directly for the first time and a
satisfied grin appeared on his face as he took Susan and pulled her
over to his wife. Keeping her on all fours, he positioned Susan’s
head between Angela’s legs, using his hands in her hair to move her
mouth over his wife’s pussy. Susan took the hint and began to lick
and suck at Angela and her husband’s cock as it plunged into her
friend over and over.

Jason squeezed and caressed Susan’s
toned round ass as he pushed back into her slick pussy. Every
thrust pushed Susan roughly against her friend and made Angela gasp
and moan with the rhythmic thrusting of both her best friend’s
tongue and her friend’s husband’s cock.

Suddenly, Angela began to shudder and
then her body tensed and she cried out. Susan could see her
friend’s pussy begin clenching around her husband’s cock and it
sent a sympathetic ripple through her own body. Her hands grabbing
at the sheets beneath her, she began to move against Jason behind
her, pushing her ass against him and squeezing her pussy tight
around his shaft as it slid inside her faster and faster. In just
moments, her pussy began clenching hard and the electric feeling of
her orgasm flowed through every inch of her body.

Now, both women were shaking and
crying out as their husband’s moved inside them. Susan looked up to
see Angela squirming and her stomach muscles clenching with every
thrust of Griffin’s cock. Then, she felt Jason pull out and before
she could turn around to see what he planned, his hand was on her
head again and his fingers were in her hair, pulling her up and
around to take his cock into her mouth. Suddenly, out of the corner
of her eye, she saw Angela pushed around in the same fashion and
saw her mouth bulge with Griffin’s thick cock. Now practically
cheek to cheek, their mouths and throats were stuffed with their
men’s cocks. Susan could vaguely feel Angela’s breasts pressed
against her arm and then all her focus was on Jason as he groaned
and thrust deep, his throbbing cock spurting warm semen down her
throat. As she fought to swallow and not just choke and gag, she
heard another deep groan and then felt Angela squirm beside her as
she struggled to take in Griffin’s load.

Finally, exhausted, the girls pulled
off of their friend’s husband’s cocks and fell back onto the soft
thick down comforter, their bodies shuddering with the remnants of
their own orgasms. Slowly, their husbands gave them a kiss and
climbed off the bed, gathering their clothing and retreating from
the room.

When the door shut quietly behind the
men, Susan opened her eyes and smiled as she propped herself up on
one elbow and looked down on Angela, who returned her smile. “I
told you.”

Angela nodded and stretched like a
cat, her toned body shuddering pleasantly. “I guess you were. I
can’t believe it worked, but you were always sly,
Susan.”

Susan frowned playfully. “Oh, I chose
to think of it as cleverness. I mean, really, Griffin should know
better than to leave his phone lying around. Anybody could have
heard your husband’s message and then imagine the embarrassment.
Luckily, it fell into the right hands.” Susan held her hands up and
cupped Angela’s face tenderly.

Angela rolled onto her back and
smiled. “Well, who would have guessed our men would be so gung-ho
to share us. I never would have thought Jason would be so
daring.”

Susan lay down beside her and closed
her eyes. “Yes, well, men can be surprising when you let them
be.”

The two women chuckled as they cuddled
together and enjoyed the feeling of their satisfied
bodies.
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Tandy had always been a bit of a slut.
When she had finally married Kirk and settled into suburbia, she
had still dressed in her short shorts and miniskirts and tube tops
and she hadn’t cared a lick for what people would think. She swayed
down the grocery aisles and her ass turned heads and she was happy.
She knew she was attractive and she didn’t see any reason to hide
it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, I’m just fine. How are
you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And hadn’t this afternoon
just proven that. She laughed as she
stepped out to her car.
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