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

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

“Did you get the tickets?”

“Yes.”

“Can I have mine?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No one’s talking to you, Nick.”

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

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

“Why do you have to be so dramatic?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Nothing,” I lied.

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

“Then why should I be any different?”

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh, no?”

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

“She sounds amazing,” I teased.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Was it crazy?

Yes.

Was it the most insane idea I had ever had?

Yes.

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

Easily, yes, it was.

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

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

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

“I'm not?”

I shook my head and sipped my drink.

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

I shook my head and sipped my drink.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded and followed him into his office.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Sherry?” one of the foremen asked.

I nodded, “Hi Thomas, welcome.”

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Been a while?” I giggled.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

“Sherry?” he asked.

“Yes Thomas?” I replied nervously.

“I-I-I… was, um, wondering…”

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

“Would you go out with me on Friday?”

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

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

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

“I thought you’d never ask.”


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Well...it does feel good, but--”

“So you like my hand on your thigh?”

“It’s…it’s very warm, yes…but--”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It could go in where, so deep?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smiled. “Of course not.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Tyler and Vincent both nodded at the same time.

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

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

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

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

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

I nodded. “IUD.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Not needing more than spoken consent he slowly pushed himself in. At first it felt really strange but once he got all the way in and started moving I realized there was a whole new world of pleasure I wish I had explored earlier. There were spots inside me I didn’t even know were there and I loved it. My whole body felt amazing and I didn’t want to leave yet. Which was good, since these men had no intentions of letting me yet.

I was surprised when a strange taste began to fill my mouth and I realized one of the men had finished off early. I didn’t expect it but I swallowed it eagerly. I smirked up at him as he pulled away from me and I opened my mouth to show him there was nothing left. “Dirty girl…” he muttered before he slipped out of the group, still watching me.

Tyler decided then to take his chance and slipped in, shoving his cock into my mouth. His aggression took me off guard and I gagged on it, spitting up a little. He smirked at me. “Take it all.”

I obeyed, sucking it hard as he fucked my mouth, making me gag multiple times. With the cocks inside my pussy and ass, I felt completely full. I loved that feeling.

Cock after cock slipped inside me one after the other, taking turns in enjoying my body. I was more than happy to please them. After all, they’d been so generous with their own bodies in giving them to me. I sucked and fucked the night away and I didn’t even know what time it was. I didn’t care.

Tyler was the only one who stayed in my mouth, asserting his dominance and letting the other guys take their turns with my mouth one by one instead. It felt hot in its own way and I couldn’t help but think Tyler would be an amazing fuck on his own. Maybe I’d have to see later, if he was open to doing it with me again.

After all the dicks inside me I began to feel myself reach a breaking point and when I hit it, I just exploded. My orgasm was stronger than it had ever been and it ripped through my body, sending my body arching upwards as far as it would go. It pushed me to the limits of my stamina. I moaned loudly onto the shaft I was sucking, and almost immediately after I tasted his sweet cum. I swallowed again, though I struggled in my uncontrollable state.

“Oh baby, she’s coming!” I heard one of them shout in excitement. I felt a little smug that I could get them to react that way. I felt the sweat all over me, slippery as ice. But somehow these guys still kept an iron grip on me, fucking me as hard as they could. It felt so good but my body was running out of stamina. I didn’t know how much longer I could keep it up.

Luckily for me the men around me couldn’t keep it up either, including Tyler. I knew not even he could go all night but he had some amazing stamina nonetheless. They began to moan louder and one announced his ejaculation just before it hit me in the face. I squeezed my eyes shut and took it like a champ, not really minding how cold it felt. I gave it a good lick and moved onto the next guy, who was just as ready as the last to spray all over my face. I stuck out my tongue to catch some of it and swallowed it, reveling in the attention and the pleasure. I wanted more.

“Oh fuck, I’m gonna come inside you…”

The man fucking my pussy grew sporadic, moaning. I bit my lip and grinded myself against him, encouraging him. He slipped out of me and let the next guy go in. I was going to have multiple loads in my pussy and I couldn’t complain. I wondered if any of them would decide to finish in my ass but the question was soon answered when the next guy shoved it in and aggressively pounded my cheeks away to his orgasm. The pleasure from all of it was wracking my body and I hope there wouldn’t be too many more men to please because I was beginning to feel overwhelmed.

Five more guys came inside me and three more in my face before finally, Tyler was the only one left. He leaned over me. “I told you I was going to fuck the shit out of you.”

He straightened up and pulled me to him, then immediately began pounding his hips to mine, making me weak but also gasping with pleasure because his cock was hitting all the right spots. I couldn’t even do anything but sit back and enjoy the ride.

“You like that, you bad girl?” he said, slapping the side of my ass.

I nodded, moaning out my pleasure. I could feel another orgasm coming to me quickly.

Tyler licked his fingers and placed them on my clitoris, rubbing me and within seconds I felt the pleasure explode from me, making me quiver. It wasn’t quite the orgasm I’d had earlier but it was still better than any I got on my own. Tyler seemed to enjoy it, moaning his pleasure and pounding the rest of my orgasm out of me.

It wasn’t until after I finished that I realized Tyler had finished with me. Not that I could complain, given how amazing it was. I laid there for a few moments. My sweat was slick and I probably smelled to high heavens but it had been worth every second.

I looked over at Tyler. “I’m glad you two invited me.”

He was already getting dressed. He was back to his childish self. “Well, it was no problem. I’m glad you enjoyed it.” He winked at me.

I sat up, leaving myself naked for the time being. “Did you enjoy it?”

He nodded and stood up. “But the important part was you did. Do you need help getting dressed?” He smirked at me. I smiled and shook my head. “Alright. I’m going outside for a smoke.”

I dressed myself quickly, grabbed my things and went to the bathroom to clean off. It wasn’t a huge job, considering most of it I’d swallowed or was inside of me. After that I followed Tyler outside, but I found no sign of him. Instead, Vincent was standing by the wall alone, smoking a cigar. He smiled at me as I came out. “So, did you have fun?”

I felt cold now that the sweat was drying up. “Where were you?” I asked, deciding to dodge the question because I felt awkward.

“I left once you guys started. Gangbangs aren’t my thing. Tyler just drags me along because it’s his thing and he thinks I have some oppressed side to me. I was just at the bar having some shots.” He shrugged and puffed his cigar.

I nodded, not saying much more. I was actually kind of glad he hadn’t been watching me.

“So. Do you want to go binge watch some Netflix at my place?” Vincent said, pleasing me with the change of subject. He stomped out his cigar and put his hands in his sweater, waiting for my reply.

“That sounds like an awesome idea. But a shower first,” I said, walking with him back to our dorms.

“Can I join you?” He smirked at me. I blinked at him, not expecting him to be so forward. “What? You were having sex in there; I couldn’t help but let my mind wander to your naked body now and then.”

I nudged him a little. “I’m tired, leave me alone.”

He raised his eyebrows at me. “I didn’t say I wanted to have sex with you.”

I was about to speak when I realized he hadn’t. I had just assumed. I made a face at him. “Well… I’m sure your hair looks dumb wet.”

He laughed at me. “It does.”

I shifted my weight as we walked, realizing I’d regret it if I didn’t let him go with me. Only a day to know him… but I liked him. He had a nice attitude. “But I bet the rest of you looks nice,” I said.

Vincent smiled down at me and I knew that tonight would be comfortable and quiet. “I bet you look good in fluffy sweaters.”

Correction – tonight would be amazing.
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