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1. Just Enough Wood: A Lovely Little Gangbang with the Handymen

When a single mom sends her two kids off to the ex-husband for the weekend, she tends to revel in the peaceful quiet.  And when Allison gets that weekend to herself, she plans to spend every waking moment on herself.  She plans a morning at the spa on Saturday and brunch with her friends on Sunday.  What she never expected was that the afternoon with her handymen would turn out to be the romp of her life.

Not that I don’t love my kids, but when the ex-husband finally does come through for his weekend with them, I do tend to breathe a sigh of relief.  Sometimes it is nice to just not have to worry about entertaining anyone else and just to focus and worry about myself.  Single moms do not get that chance very often, so we have to embrace them when we can.

I planned for this particular weekend to be a combination of productivity and complete laziness.  Productivity was always part of the game, and I could not avoid that.  There was always something to do, from the house to the yard to the kids to the job.  But I had also scheduled some downtime to just lay around in my yoga pants and eat ice cream.

By the time I got home from work on Friday evening, the kids were already with their father, so I tossed my underwire bra into the hamper, added my suit to the pile that was overdue for a trip to the dry cleaners, and slipped into a tee shirt and yoga pants.

My email confirmed the plans for tomorrow, a spa appointment in the morning and the fence repair guys in the afternoon.  Sunday I had planned brunch with a few friends followed by a leisurely nap in the afternoon.  It was shaping up to be a fantastic weekend.  Then again, at that point, I had no idea just how fabulous it was going to be.

I ordered in Italian and within an hour or so, I was enjoying my Caprese salad with an antipasto platter and extra garlic toast.  And of course, I just had to enjoy it with a bottle of red wine.  What free-swinging single mom doesn’t like that!

I watched a couple of chick flick movies and called it a night.  The spa appointment was relatively early in the morning and I did not want to miss my opportunity.  I slipped between the cool sheets and contemplated a quick little climax, but opted for the extra sleep instead.

The next morning I slept in (highly unusual for a Saturday) and woke with a sleepy smile on my face.  I padded to the kitchen and poured my first cup of coffee, letting the warmth seep into my fingers and letting the fragrance tickle my nose.

After I finished my morning boost, I headed for the shower.  I let the hot water wash away my remaining drowsiness, and shaved my skin satin smooth.  I sighed happily after half an hour of indulging, since my showers were normally about five minutes long with at least one child banging on the bathroom door about some kind of emergency.

After I rubbed cocoa butter into my freshly shaven skin, I brushed my hair, slipped into a tee shirt and jeans, and shouldered my purse for the drive to the spa.  I was excited for my facial, massage, and pedicure, as well as the luncheon that came with the spa package deal.

The facial left me warm and drowsy, and the massage rendered me nearly unable to speak, much to my elation.  I stopped the pampering long enough to enjoy the chicken Caesar salad and sparkling white wine, and then headed over to have my feet taken care of.  I emerged from the spa feeling like a new woman, from the top of my massaged scalp to the tips of my shiny red toes.

I stopped at the grocery store on my way home for provisions for the remainder of the weekend, and headed home to take care of the fence repairmen that were stopping by later.  When I got home, I dished up some of the mint chocolate chip ice cream and settled onto the couch for a quiet movie marathon after changing into shorts.

After I finished my ice cream, I must have dozed off because the next thing I was aware of was the blank television screen and someone pounding on the front door.  I ran my fingers through my hair and headed to see who could be interrupting my peaceful afternoon.  I peered through the peephole and could see a white tee shirt stretched tightly over the broad muscled chest of a young man.

Oh yeah!  Fence guys!  I was totally expecting a handful of overweight redneck balding guys, not this very interesting young man.

I adjusted my boobs in my bra and smoothed my hair back down.  Despite the fact that I happened to have one kid in high school and one close behind, I actually kept myself in pretty good shape.  My boobs were full for my frame, and my waist and ass were trim and firm.  I took a deep breath to thrust my cleavage forward and pull open the door.

The young man is even better looking now that I have a full view.  The tee shirt is clinging to his muscular chest and looks like it might actually rip in two at the sleeves by the way his biceps are straining the seams.  His blonde hair is streaked by his time in the sun and his dark blue eyes gleam brightly as they rake over my body.

“We’re here to work on the fence, ma’am?” His blue eyes almost twinkle.

“We?” I asked, distracted by the golden boy in front of me.

He nodded his head backwards, and I noticed the other two coming up the sidewalk.  They were just as muscular, one with dark hair and features, the other a redhead.  I grinned, I was certainly going to enjoy the show this afternoon.

“If you need to, you can just park in the driveway out back.  My car is already in the garage.  I’m Allison by the way.”

I smiled at the young man at the door as I leaned against the doorframe and arched my back.  His young hormone-filled eyes started at my painted toes, traveled up my long smooth legs to the frayed hem of my cut-off denim shorts, and then over the swell of my full breasts under my tight tank top.  If he had been a cartoon, he would have had steam coming out of his ears I think.

He grinned up at me after a long moment, and nodded, “We’ll be in back.”

****

After about five minutes, I heard a large pickup truck in my drive way and peeked out the kitchen window.  They had pulled the truck in with the trailer full of tools and supplies, and I watched as the three well-built young men climbed out of the cab.  The one that had come to the door was pointing excitedly towards the house and I grinned to myself.

I watched as they stripped off their tee shirts to improve their already golden tans, and unloaded the wood for the fence.  I admired the way their biceps bulged when they lifted the long cedar planks.  I was glad I had just had the pool cleaned, and it looked refreshing even from inside my air conditioned house.

I stepped into the bathroom to run a brush through my hair and catch it back in a loose ponytail.  My skin still had that post-spa glow and I winked at my own reflection.

My tummy rumbled slightly as I headed back to the kitchen to peek out the windows again, and I decided to fix myself a snack.  As I pulled out the block of sharp white cheddar cheese and an apple, I noticed that I still had most of a twelve-pack of beer in the back of the fridge.  I’m sure the boys in my backyard would appreciate refreshments once they finished working.

I sliced up my snack and nibbled away while I watched some terribly cheesy reality show on television.  Every so often my eyes would slide over to the backyard, and could see them hauling the wood and nailing it in place.  The blonde-haired boy who had come to the door had an impressive Celtic design tattooed on his back while the other two had designed up and down their muscular arms.  The blonde and the brunette had impressive tans but the redhead just had a hint of color between his freckles.  When the two tanned ones would reach and stretch, their shorts would slide down just enough that I could see paler skin at their waists.

I’m sure the fence was coming along nicely, but I have to admit, I was not paying one bit of attention to their actual work.  Instead I was watching their young muscular bodies stretch and twist and tighten as they worked.  Until that afternoon, I did not realize just how long it had been since my last intimate encounter.

I had been divorced almost five years, but had only dated a few men in that time.  It just kept sliding to the bottom of the priority list, and these glistening buff young bodies were driving the point home.  I could feel a long-forgotten heat starting to build between my thighs, and I started to think that it was going to send me into a new adventure.

It looked like they were finishing up, and since it was almost five o’clock, I assumed that I was their last job of the day.  I slipped back into my bathroom and slipped into my black bikini before putting my shorts and tank top back on.  Then I stopped by the kitchen to grab the beer and headed to the back yard.

When I opened the door and stepped out, all three faced turned towards me and broke into leering grins.  At that point, I was not sure if it was me or the beer.

“You boys look hot,” I smiled as I held up the case.

They all nodded as their eyes drifted from my glossy red toes to my bobbing ponytail.

“Care for a refreshment?  Nice and cold.  You can also use the pool if you like.”

The redhead and the brunette looked to the blonde who nodded eagerly.  All three of them kicked off their work boots and dropped down to the deck to stick their feet in the water.  I passed out the beer, making sure to bend over generously for each one.  Each one got a very nice peek at my generous cleavage and my smooth legs.  By the time I sat down near them with my own beer, they were all three squirming just a little.

“Did you want to actually get in?” I gestured to the water as I leaned back and dangled my feet in the pool.

The other two looked to the blonde again, who looked a little nervous this time.

I laughed, “It’s quite alright, no one’s going to be sneaking up on us.  You can leave your shorts on if you prefer.”

I stood up and slowly pulled my tank top over my head, feeling my firm breasts bounce a little when they sprung free of the shirt.  As I stared at all three of them, I slowly unzipped the front of my cutoff denim shorts and slid them down my legs.  If I thought steam was coming from the blonde when he was standing in the doorway earlier, this time it probably would have been flames.  All three of them stared blatantly as my black string bikini slid into view.

I moved to the steps and walked down into the water with all three sets of eyes on me.  I had never felt sexier in my life as I sashayed my hips back and forth slowly.

“C’mon down,” I beckoned with a finger to the trio still frozen on my deck.

I cocked my head to one side and felt my ponytail tickle my shoulder.  The water felt cool around my legs and waist and the sun beat down on my back.  It seemed that all of my senses were on overdrive as I waited for them to make their move.

Finally the blonde stood up, gave me a crooked grin, and dove into the pool, splashing cool water over my warm skin.  He finally surfaced right in front of me and shook the water from his wet curls.

I stepped forward to press my breasts against his wet chest, and said in a soft low voice, “Isn’t that better?”

He nodded and slowly let one hand drift up to caress my hip under the water’s surface.  His fingers were cool from the water yet rough from his manual labor job.  I loved the combination and it made my skin tingle.

****

Feeling the eyes of the other two young men who still sat frozen on the edge of the pool, I leaned forward and pressed my lips to his.  His fingertips dug into my hip as he returned my kiss, tentatively sweeping the tip of his tongue against my lower lip.  I ran my hand up his arm, feeling the bulge of his bicep and the twitch of his shoulder as I parted my lips to his exploring tongue.

He moaned softly as I rested my hand at the back of his neck, and somewhere in the vicinity of my lower belly, I could feel his body twitching against me.  I pressed my hips forward and was rewarded with a surge of heat from his body to mine.  And I distinctly felt the swelling of his cock between us.

The boy was eager, I’ll give him that.  I have to admit, that is one of the advantages of the twenty-something over the thirty-something – they can be ready to go in just a few heartbeats.  I rolled my hips against him and his natural instinct made his hips buck against mine.  He thrust his growing cock against my body, still blocked from any direct sensation by his shorts and my bikini bottom.

He slid both hands around my waist and clutched at me, his kisses deepening with urgency as he realized his advance was not being rebuffed but encouraged.  I could feel my nipples tightening as though they were attempting to pierce holes in the triangles of my string bikini top.  One of his hands slid up my stomach to lightly grasp the outer curve of my breast and I clasped my hand over his, pressing down into my flesh with his fingers.

As we continued to make out, I could hear anxious shuffling behind him and I peered over his shoulder to see the brunette and the redhead watching fervently, eyes wide and slight tents in their own shorts.  I closed my eyes again, and surrendered to the feeling of the young man’s explorations.

His fingers slipped inside my top and he pinched at my nipples until they were achingly stiff.  My hand slid down between our tightly pressed bodies until I barely grazed his hard cock.  He groaned almost painfully as I traced the outline through his khaki shorts.  His hips thrust and bumped against my hand but I continued to just tease him lightly.

He finally broke his mouth from mine to breath heavily, “Oh fuck.”

His head rolled back and his eyes fell to half-mast as I kept stroking him lightly through his clothing.  His cock felt thick and hard, and his balls were heavy against my palm.  I grinned over his shoulder to the other two who looked like they were about to come out of their skin.  I finally released the blonde from my gentle torment and swam over to the other two, leaving the first panting and squirming.

“You look a little lonely,” I commented with a devilish smile.

They nodded eagerly, despite the quick look of anxiety that flickered over their faces.

I swam up between the thighs of the dark-haired young man and slowly slid my palms up his thighs.  His legs parted further until I was pressed against the edge of the pool and only inches from his twitching hard-on.  I heard slight splashing behind me, and felt the blonde young man nestle against my ass as I slowly unzipped the shorts of the one in front of me.  The redhead looked like he was about to cry so I gave him a small wink and reached over to unzip him as well.  I certainly did not want to leave anyone out of the party.

Both boys’ cocks popped into view as soon as the unzipped shorts would allow.  I ran my tongue slowly up the brunette’s shorter but thicker cock as I reached over to stroke the redhead’s longer but thinner erection.

I bobbed my head slowly, tormenting with my tongue the same way I tormented with my hand earlier.  He was groaning and thrusting but I refused to grant him a firmer touch.  My hand closed loosely around the other exposed cock as I stroked gently.  Both young men were groaning and thrusting their hips towards me for more.  It was as though their every fantasy was coming true in the other room and they could only catch a glimpse through the blinds.

I was suddenly distracted and lost contact with both of them when I felt the ties of my bathing suit loosen and the tiny triangles of fabric drifted away in the water.  The young blonde man behind me had just removed my entire bathing suit.

I wriggled against him and discovered that he had removed his own shorts as well.  I could feel his cock pressing between the globes of my ass and he felt as thick as the brunette and as long as the redhead.  I cupped his hard-on in the crevice of my ass and slid my body up and down, stroking him smoothly.

His hips thrust against me and I angled my body just a little bit so that with his next thrust, just the tip was pressing against my aching opening.  His fingers gripped my hips firmly and he plowed into me.  I gasped and groaned and pushed back against him using the edge of the pool for leverage.

The dark-haired young man in front of me realized what was happening and he started stroking himself.  I grinned up at him and playfully yanked his hand away.

“That’s for me,” I giggled and enveloped him entirely with my mouth.

He gasped and groaned loudly as his fingers gripped the edge of the pool.  I maintained my balance with one hand on his thigh while my other hand reached out for the redhead next to me.  With one cock pounding my pussy, one buried in my throat, and one sliding between my fingers, I nearly climaxed right then.

While I kept tickling and teasing the redhead with my fingertips, I teased and tormented and stroked the thick cock in my mouth.  I used every trick I could remember, sucking firmly, letting my tongue dance over the sensitive spot just below the head, rolling his full balls between my fingers.  The poor guy never stood a chance.

“Shit shit shit,” he mumbled and I pulled my mouth off just in time.

I stroked his cock and massaged his balls through his climax, sending jets of cum over my tits.  I kept stroking until he shivered and pulled away from overstimulation.

I wrapped both hands around the hips of the boy behind me and together we moved over to the panting redhead who was about to start finishing himself off.  Without a word, I sunk my mouth over his longer cock until I felt the head touching the back of my throat.  He gasped and mumbled something before burying his fingers in my ponytail.

I sucked and licked like it was my last chance ever, and I could tell by tenseness of his thighs that he was moments away.  I did not let up, letting my tongue torment the most sensitive ridges until he lost his self-control.

“Oh fuuuuuck,” he groaned.

I sucked hard as I pulled off, and he gave himself the last few strokes, painting my tits with his jets as well.

The young man inside me had slowed significantly, to either watch the show or to make sure he did not shoot off too quickly.  I pulled my body off his cock and spun around in the water to look at him.  His face was a mixture of urgency and need and pleading.

I winked at him, “Don’t worry, we’re not done yet.”

He grinned and grabbed my hips to steady us in the water.  I leaned against the edge of the pool, right between the other two boys, and let him slide right back into my wet heat.  I could tell by his more leisurely pace that he was trying to slow his own climax down.  I relished being stretched and penetrated with such young vigor.  But I was going to need it hard and fast to get over my own edge.

My tits bounced and bobbed in the water, now completely clean of all the earlier results.  I pinched my own nipples and moaned as his hips kept pounding at me.

Out of the corner of my eye, I could see the dark-haired young man’s cock starting to twitch again and I grinned.  Younger men may have a quicker trigger than older men, but they do bounce back quickly.  I reached over and started stroking him firmly, eliciting grunts and groans with each stroke.  The redhead, not to be outdone by his buddies, started stroking himself as well.

Just as those two were getting back to full hardness, the young blonde pounding away at my pussy began grunting unintelligible curse words and whipped his cock out of me just in time to pump his juices into the pool water.  He floated away from me, panting and spent.  I turned around to grin at the other two and beckoned at each of them as I swam away from the edge.

They stood, shucked their shorts, and dropped into the cool water.  I could tell that it seemed to shrink their cocks slightly, but I was not opposed to bringing them back to fullness.  I stroked teasingly, lightly and loosely, just enough to wake them back up.  Within minutes, they were both panting and thrusting into my palms.

I maneuvered the redhead behind me.  I wanted the thicker cock back in my pussy and the thinner cock in my ass.  They sandwiched me between their firm young bodies and slowly slid inside.  All three of us were breathing heavily and I leaned forward to urgently kiss the dark-haired young man who had claimed my pussy.

My whole body felt claimed and used, and I never wanted it to end.  I felt both of them stretching and filling me, rubbing and thrusting and grinding.  My tits rubbed against the chest of the one in front of me, and the other dug his nails into the swells of my ass.  I felt the heat building in my body as these two muscular young men pounded away, filling my body in every possible way.

The heat reached its boiling point and my body whole tightened and then shuddered as I fell over the climactic edge.  As my muscles twitched and clenched through the aftershocks, I heard both boys grunt as they pulled out and sprayed their juices into the water.

Afterwards, all three of them were just floating in the pool trying to catch their breath.  I laughed and reached over to the case of beer and popped a cold one.

“Thanks boys, I need to remember how much I like having work done to the house.  You all available again sometime?”

All three of them grinned drowsily at me, and floated around in the cool water while I sipped my beer.  The sun warmed our tired bodies and the cool pool water stroked our skin.  Eventually I did climb back out and get dressed but I let the boys enjoy the backyard for a while.  Eventually I heard mild splashing, the soft rustle of clothing, and a pickup truck rumbling away from the house.  They had even left most of the beer behind so I stuck it back in the fridge for the next handyman house project.

The next day I still went to brunch with a few friends, but I kept my naughty little secret to myself.  I was almost proud of just taking control and doing what I wanted to do, but you never really know how other people will react to news like that.  I guess it’s hard to work that into the conversation.

By the way, yesterday afternoon I had a lovely little gangbang in my pool with the handymen.  Who wants more orange juice?

****

All in all, it was a surprising and fun weekend.  I enjoyed my trip to the spa but I enjoyed the wake-up call even more.  I never did see those boys again, but the memories will stay with me forever.  I’d like to think they will all remember their sexy horny housewife too.  I mean, who would have thought that a scene like that could ever happen in real life?  But I’m here to tell you, the opportunities are there if you are willing to jump into the pool with both feet.

But it did awaken me to the fact that my life as a woman did not have to end simply because I was a single mom.  I had to make and take time for myself, including having a personal life of sorts.  The kids did return home by Monday evening and we went back to our normal routine of school and activities.  But I did start getting out more, dating men again (more age-appropriate I promise), and having a good time.  My girls seemed more understanding of the changes in my life than I was afraid of.  I’m not talking about running around having one-night stands or anything detrimental.  Goodness knows, that is not the example I was looking to set for them.  But I joined a book club to meet some other female friends my age; I started getting back into my yoga for my physical and mental health; and I even signed up for a dating site that catered to single parents.  My daughters actually seem to like this new mom better.  I guess when we take care of ourselves, we are a better person all the way around.

My ex-husband has even noticed a difference in the new me.  I can tell by the look in his eye whenever we exchange the girls.  It was a look I knew from when we first starting dating, but it had long since faded by the time we divorced.  With a glow in my cheek and a swing in my step, he was noticing now, but his chance had already come and gone.  In fact, it went right out the window when he ran off to Cancun with his secretary.  I suppose that after my experience I can understand the appeal of a twenty-something, but at least I waited until I was single and available.  Guess I won the contest though – I ended up with three of them!


2. A Night to Remember: The College Party Gangbang

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

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

“Lacey?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Where do you work nowadays?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah, I know, I got it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed and typed my response.

[[I could be convinced.]]

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

“Um, recently unattached actually.”

“Oh, I’m sorry.  Divorce?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Like what?” I asked breathily.

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

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

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

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

“You really have aged well, Thomas.”

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

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

He gestured again, slightly embarrassed.

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

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

“The night is young,” I whispered throatily.

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

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

“How nice do you want me to be?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nodded eagerly, adjusting himself again.

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

****

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I laughed again as Thomas blushed slightly.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Thomas?  You okay?”

He nodded and covered his crotch with his hands.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

****

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

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

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

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

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


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

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 points 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. A Class of Their Own: The Sexy Professor’s Gangbang with the Frat Guys

Laura Cain is a brand-new college English professor and still getting used to the ropes.  When she is cornered one afternoon in her office by three sexy frat boys, she ends up getting a lesson of her own.

I was a brand-new professor, teaching my first classes out of graduate school.  As a new professor, I was only given the introductory classes.  And since my degrees were in English, I got to teach the basic Literature and Writing courses.  I was excited to finally be where I wanted to be, but I was less than enthused about a classroom full of hungover freshmen and football players who just needed the credit.  I was ready to teach excited young writers, but that was for more experienced professors.  It did not really make much sense, to give the inexperienced professors the class of rowdies but what could I do.

I still remember my first day getting ready.  I donned my brand-new suit and combed my hair into a tidy ponytail at the base of my neck.  I wore a little makeup just so I looked polished and grown-up.  I was glad my suit looked professional, and masked my figure just enough.

As a new addition to the teaching staff, I did not have a private office.  The tenured professors all got their own, but the three of us contractors had to share one large space.  It was fine for now, I was just excited to be there.

I had moved across the country for the job, but opportunities for brand-new professors were few and far between so I did not mind.  I had just graduated and was ready for a change so it worked out perfectly.  I was sharing a small two-bedroom apartment with another new professor, Alice.  We had met at an orientation meeting and discovered a mutual need for cheap lodging near campus.

As we got to know each other, we also discovered a mutual need for Mexican food and margaritas, so I was happy to have found her.  It always helps to have at least one friend.  Most of the professors in my department were stodgy old men with grandkids so it was hardly a social circle that sought out someone like me.

As I strolled around campus one afternoon to get a feel for the layout, it was hard to believe that just a couple of years ago, these students were me.  I had just graduated with my master’s degree, so at most I was maybe three years older than the oldest students.  Wearing jeans and a tee shirt, I still fit right in.  I did not want to stand out as a professor just yet.  Most of the students were very helpful when I asked about the locations of the cafeteria and the English building.

It was funny, even though I was now a professor instead of a student, I still could not walk up to the sexy football players or their bratty cheerleader girlfriends.  Maybe I just blended in a little too well with the glasses-wearing English majors.

Anyway, on my first day, I picked up my brand-new leather satchel, grinned at my own reflection, and headed off to campus to teach my first class.  Sure, I had helped out as a master’s student, but this time, I was on my own.

As I paced nervously at the front of the classroom, the students started filing in.  Some looked barely old enough to drive, and some of them looked like they were closer to my age.  The bright-eyed, eager students took the front row, and the hungover football players took the back row.  The middle started to fill with an assortment of regular students, frat boys, cheerleaders, and assorted others.  It was a full class, but then again, it was required for all majors at the university.

“Good morning,” I began, “My name is Professor Laura Cain and welcome to Writing 101.”

There was shuffling and murmuring, but I could not pick up anything in particular.

“Does everyone have their required textbook?”

Most heads bobbed up and down, but one fellow raised his hand with a smirk.

“They were all sold out,” he claimed.

“Really?  Because I was in the bookstore earlier today, and there were quite a few available.”

The class collectively giggled, and the guy shrugged, “Guess I’ll check again.”

“They are in the writing section, if you get lost.”  I did not mean to be sarcastic, it just slipped out sometimes.

The class tittered again, and the guy was now pouting in the third row.

“We will be doing a lot of reading and writing in this class, so buckle up,” I warned my students with a friendly smile.

“Can we write about anything we want?” It was one of the beefy football players in the back row.

“What did you have in mind?” I was just curious.

“What about sex?”

“Excuse me?”

“I said, what about sex?”

“What about it?  Because I’m afraid, I’ll have to decline if you are offering.”

The class guffawed as I mentally berated myself for my lack of filter.

“Naw, I meant can we write about it?”

“Oh well, that’s different.  If you feel that an intimacy scene is relevant to your story, I encourage you to include it.”  I thought it was a pretty good professor-y answer.

“Sex is always relevant, ma’am!”

This time, he got the giggles, and I had to hand it to him, he earned them.

I handed out the syllabi and dismissed the class early.  It was not uncommon on the first day, and I wanted to start off on the right foot.  As the classroom emptied, I noticed three frat boys hanging around.

“Can I help you?”

“Well,” one of them grinned, “we were hoping for some tutoring.”

“Tutoring?  We just started.”

“Don’t want to get behind,” he replied.

“Or maybe we do,” one of them smarted off as I felt his eyes rake over my rear end.

“I will have designated office hours for one-on-one assistance,” I tried to play it off as professionally as possible.

“Duly noted,” the eyeball-er grinned at me.

I waved the trio off and chalked the class up as a success.  I was meeting my roommate for coffee since we both had nine o’clock classes and wanted to compare notes.

****

It seemed that both my and her first days went great.  Her students were about the same mix as mine, except that statistics did not lend itself to references of sex during class discussions.  She giggled when I related the conversation to her, and berated herself for not choosing a more interesting topic for her life’s work.

“Oh, I can’t wait to read his first paper,” I laughed, “I’m sure it will be as raunchy and racy as he can make it.”

“No doubt!  A nineteen-year-old college boy who’s allowed to write about sex?  ‘Dear Penthouse’ is more like it!”

“In his dreams!” I mocked the boy’s enthusiasm.

We finished our coffee, and she headed off to her second session of the day, but I had an open schedule for the rest of the day.  I had not even set office hours yet, so I swung by my shared office space to see what the best schedule might be.  Luckily the other two occupants were there, so it was nice to meet some of the fellow professors in my field.  We compared class schedules and worked out a general office-hour routine that seemed to work for all of us.  After I set my textbook on my little corner desk, I headed home to relax for the afternoon.  I only had one session on Mondays and no office hours.  Besides, even if I had been given Mondays for hours, none of the students knew it yet.

Our apartment complex was just far enough away from the campus to be mostly free of loud college students, and with the pool calling my name, I was ready for my afternoon of swimming and sunning in about ten minutes.

While my business suit politely masked my figure, my swimsuit did not.  It was still the skimpy red string bikini of my college days, and I vowed to myself to hit the end-of-summer sales to replace it with something more ‘grown up’.  I gathered my book and my water bottle and headed down to the empty pool area.

I was about three chapters in when I heard an obnoxious male voice crowing at me from one of the balconies.

“Professor Cain!” the voice cried out.

I tried to hide behind my sunglasses and ignore him.

“Hey!  Professor Cain!” he yelled louder.

“What?” I finally barked back.

“Nice swimsuit!”

I peered over my sunglasses rim to see the face of one of the frat boys who had inquired about office hours.

Ugh, I thought to myself, really?  It had to be one of them?

I waved politely, but instantly threw on my tee shirt, gathered my belongings, and fled back to my apartment.  I moved as fast as I could without actually running.  I locked my door behind me, and released my breath with a whoosh.  I did not even realize I had been holding it until it exploded from my lips.

I stripped out of the bikini and immediately tossed it into the nearest trashcan.  I swore never to leave the house in something like that again, unless I was at least a thousand miles from campus.  I slipped back into the tee shirt and a pair of running shorts, and curled up on the couch to finish my book.

I know students take advantage of these free afternoons, and I figured I should too.  Mine would be fewer and farther between as the semester progressed.  Around noon, I wandered into the kitchen to get something to eat and returned with a small green salad.  It was unexciting, to say the least, but it filled me.  I spent the afternoon mostly asleep on the couch.  That night, Alice came home with more boring reports of statistics classes and we made dinner while a movie played in the background.

The next day was about the same.  My only class was slightly later in the morning, so right before it started, I stopped by my shared office and posted my office hours.  As I walked into the classroom in my nice suit, I could not help but notice someone lingering just around the corner from my office.  It was the frat boy from the other class, and from my apartment complex.  He was whispering to his two buddies and pointing in my direction.  I tried not to pay any attention, but it was hard since I still felt more like a student than a teacher.

I ended that class session early as well (it seemed only fair) and headed back to my office to pretend to work.  So far this professor job was pretty easy, but I had to make an effort.

When I arrived at the shared closet slash office, the three frat boys were waiting with very disarming grins on their clean-cut faces.

“Tim here says you have a very nice swim suit,” one of them was leaning up against the door frame.

“Tell Tim thank you,” I said, trying to squeeze past the trio.

But as soon as I unlocked the door, they all three pushed inside with me.  It was a little overwhelming, being surrounded by these muscular young men who seemed intent on staying very close to me.  They all smelled great, it was an intoxicating mix of cologne and cockiness.  Their arms were bulging at the sleeves, and their pecs stood out flatly against their polo shirts.  In short, it was everything I had dreamed of as a college girl, but never would have had a remote possibility.  Apparently, my chances were much better as a professor.  And the nearness of all of them just reminded me of how long it had been since I dated anyone.

“You’re welcome,” piped in a second voice.

“But you see,” the first voice continued, “Joey and I are jealous we didn’t get to see.”

“Boys, I really don’t think...”

“Aw c’mon, you showed Tim.”

“I did nothing of the sort.”

“Then how did he see it?”

“It was an accident,” I tried to defend my attire from yesterday.

“But I want to see it again,” the one who must have been Tim was lounging against my desk, staring at my clothed tits with a hungry grin on his face.

****

I felt the heat bloom in my belly the longer he stared at me, envisioning the bikini from yesterday.  I felt like prey in the middle of their trio.  Tim was a tall blonde all-American sort of guy, while Joey was a shorter dark-haired Italian.  The unnamed one was in between, with wavy brown hair and a very eager look on his face.

I tried to ease out of the group, but unfortunately, as I backed up, I ended up pressed against the bookcase against the wall.  Tim was slowly strolling towards me, and I knew he could see my chest starting to rise and fall faster.

“Professor?  You okay?  Your face looks flushed,” he grinned at me, winking at his counterparts.

“I-I’m fine, really,” I stuttered.

“You look almost as red as that little bikini…”

“How little was it?” the unnamed one piped in.

“Oh, Andy, it was tiny,” Tim bragged about what he had seen.

“Damn,” Andy and Joey muttered under their breath.

“I think these fellow deserve a peek too, Professor,” Tim had stopped just in front of me.

“I’m not so sure about that.”

“Not so sure?  Well, that leaves room for negotiation, doesn’t it?” Tim was smarter than I gave him credit for.

He pressed one of his palms against the wall behind my head so that our faces were inches apart.

“Tim, I really don’t…”

“Now, Professor,” he said softly, running his fingertips over my neck.

When he saw me shiver, he grinned and leaned forward until his lips were right against my ear.

“I really think they deserve a peek,” he whispered as his fingers trailed down to unfasten the top button of my blouse.

My eyes tracked his fingers as he popped open another one and from his vantage point, I knew that he could see the generous cleavage that swelled inside my lacy white bra.

“Damn, looks even better up close,” his eyes swirled dark blue as his fingers kept unfastening buttons.

When he came to the waistband of my skirt, he slid his hand inside my jacket and around my waist to pull me against him.

“Tim…” I had no idea what was going on, but the more attention he paid me, the less I cared about how wrong it was.

His warm lips left a trail of light kisses from my ear along my jawline until he paused right in front of my lips.  His fingers splayed out against my ass, and when he rubbed against me, I could feel just how much he liked messing with his professor.  His cock was thick behind the fly of his jeans, and my body yearned to be filled.  I was hazy and foggy with desire for this guy, and I had almost forgotten about the others.

“Tim?” Andy’s hesitant voice piped up from the room somewhere.

“Yeah?” he answered without ever taking his lips off my throat.

“You gotta share this time.”

Tim released me and stepped back so that Andy and Joey could see my open blouse and my lacy bra.

“Mmmm, nice,” Joey exhaled his approval.

Andy nodded, almost too excited to speak.

Tim firmly pulled me away from the wall and nestled his body behind me so that I was leaned up against his still swollen cock.

“That better?”

Both of the other guys nodded as Tim started to remove the rest of my clothing.  He was polite about it, laying my jacket and blouse over the back of my chair.  His fingers tickled my lower back as he fumbled with the zipper of my skirt.  I could feel the teeth vibrating as he slid it down and peeled just the top few inches open to reveal my smooth flat tummy.

He lightly pushed me forward, and I heard a low moan from behind me.

“You think the front is nice, you should see this side,” he bragged again to the other two over my shoulder.

His hands slid inside my skirt and gripped my ass tightly through my lace panties.  Both Andy and Joey were shuffling their feet, and when my eyes came to rest on their jeans, I could see why.  They were both sporting erections as Tim stripped me for them.

Tim raked his nails down the sides of my hips, taking the skirt to the floor.  I gingerly stepped out, leaving me in nothing but the white lace bra and panty set, and a pair of black stilettos.

“Oh damn,” Joey mumbled, adjusting himself right in front of me.

Tim was pressing his clothed cock against me, and I couldn’t help but wriggle against him.  His fingers dug into my hips as I swayed and gyrated my ass until he roughly pushed me forward and away from him.

“Tim?” I giggled.

“Yeah?” his voice was raspy when he responded.

“You okay back there?”

“Uh huh, just don’t want to be selfish,” he muttered a half-assed excuse.

Suddenly, just like that, the tables were turned.  I was in charge now, and I had three very nice college boys who seemed eager to please.

I walked forward in my lace and high heels, swaying my tits and ass as I moved.  The two in front of me were just staring as though I had stepped off the pages of one of their wrinkly porn magazines.  I could hear Tim trying to catch his breath behind me.

I giggled to myself when I remembered that little fact about college boys, they were eager to rise and eager to finish, but always rose again.

With a wink at Andy and Joey, I turned around, moved my clothing off my desk chair, and pulled it over in front of Tim.  I straddled the back of the seat towards Tim, leaving the curves of my ass spread out nicely under the lace and facing Andy and Joey.

Tim’s deep blue eyes were wide with interest, and I watched as he adjusted his swollen cock under his jeans.  I beckoned to him with one finger, and he stepped forward quickly, almost tripping over himself.  When he was right in front of me, I ran one fingernail down the front of his jeans, sending tiny vibrations through the material to his cock underneath.  He gasped and shivered as his hips thrust forward on their own.

“I hate to be the only one showing off here,” I grinned up at him.

“Ma’am?”

“Let’s see what we have to play with,” I gestured to his jeans.

He unzipped his jeans so fast I was worried he might injure himself, especially when I saw that he was not wearing underwear.  His thick cock bobbed out towards me, eagerly reaching for whatever I had to offer.  I ran my nails up the sensitive underside, relishing the shiver that coursed through his body.

“Been a while?” I teased the young man as I rolled his heavy balls in my hand.

“Uh huh, a little while.”

“How long?” I pressed my fingertips just underneath his sac.

“About a week?”

“Since you got laid?”

“Since anything,” he admitted, his cheeks flushing.

“Oh really…  This is a week?  Stored up just for me?”

He nodded, still embarrassed in front of his friends.  When I slid my warm wet mouth down his length, he groaned deep and loud, and I heard two zippers release behind me.

I held his warm shaft in my mouth and let my tongue flicker and dance over the sensitive spots under the head.  His fingers gripped the back railing of the chair tightly as I teased him.  I knew I had to tease lightly, or it would be over in seconds.  When I slid my lips back up his length, his knees buckled slightly.

With a loose and light grip, I stroked him absentmindedly as I turned around to check the other two.  They both had their cocks out and were stroking eagerly.

“Slow down, boys,” I giggled, waving at them to drop their cocks.

When they released their swollen shafts, the two dicks just bobbed in the air forlornly.

“Well, c’mere,” I beckoned to them.

They both shuffled forward eagerly, their pants gaping open to free their throbbing members.  Andy stood on one side of me, and Joey took the other.  I was surrounded by thick young cocks and their eager-to-please owners.

I released Tim’s erection, and he released the breath he had been holding in a whoosh.

“You just sit tight, big fella,” I kissed the tip of his cock.

I wrapped one hand around each of the others, letting their hot smooth flesh fill my hands.  I stroked them in unison, with a loose light grip just to torment them.  Just a few strokes before my fingers wandered down to tickle their sensitive aching balls.  Back and forth, a few strokes and then a light tickle.

Tim just watched with wide eyes as I tormented his two friends.  A few strokes and a few tickles, and then back again.  I kept this up, every so often reaching out to lick the underside of Tim’s cock.  After almost fifteen minutes, all three guys were panting and swearing and begging.

Andy seemed to be having the hardest time controlling himself; he kept grabbing my shoulder in a death grip as he struggled not to cum.

I finally relented for him first, and without warning, I sank his short but thick cock wholly into my mouth.

“Oh fuck,” he exhaled loudly, “Fuck, fuck, fuck.”

I worked his shaft with my hand, sliding up and down quickly, while my mouth and tongue sucked and licked the swollen head.  After all that teasing, it did not take long for him to swell that final time.

I pulled my mouth off just moments before he went off.  I stroked his cock fast and hard until he exploded on my tits.  When he was finished, he staggered back to one of the other desks, and fell against it panting.

Joey was playing with himself when I turned his direction, and I giggled.

“That all you want, my Italian stud?”

He shook his head, “No ma’am, I just couldn’t help myself.”

“What about you Tim?  You just want to play with yourself too?”

“No!” the tall blonde man said emphatically.

I giggled, and reached for a tissue to clean myself up.

After I had dabbed my tits clean, I gestured to Tim, and he hurried out of his jeans and sat down on the chair for me.  With a flair I did not know I had, I stripped out of my bra and panties, and straddled his lap while still wearing my black high heels.  I let the tip of his cock lightly rub against my wetness, and he groaned loudly and tried to thrust upwards.

“Uh, uh, uh,” I pulled up away from him.

I beckoned to Joey, who was impatiently waiting his turn.  When he stepped forward, his cock was at the perfect height to slide right between my lips.  I worked my tongue down his length as he entered my mouth, and from the way he groaned almost painfully, I knew he wasn’t going to last long either.

I rested my body on Tim’s thighs, letting my wetness glide over his skin to torment him, while I worked on Joey’s cock.  He was longer than Andy but not quite as thick, so I could close my lips around him tightly while I sucked his cock.  I massaged and rolled his full balls as I drew my mouth back and forth along his shaft.  My tongue found every sensitive spot on his cock, and I loved the moans that spilled from his mouth.

“Oh fuck, yeah, yeah, aw man,” Joey groaned deep in his throat.

“Shit, shit, shit,” he suddenly burst out.

I pulled my mouth back from his cock and finished him off with just a couple of strokes, until he too left white jets all over my full tits.

Joey stumbled backwards to rest with Andy, and I turned my full attention to the man on whom I was sitting.

“Hi Tim,” I grinned down at him.

“Hey there Professor,” his tension had subsided just a little, and his cockiness had returned.

I glided my pussy along the length of his shaft slowly, making sure he was good and slippery for me.  His fingertips dug into my hips as he tried to dictate my motions but I fought his urgings.

He stared up at me, the torment evident in the need on his face, and I threaded my fingers through his soft blonde hair.  His nails raked up my back as he pulled me in for a hungry kiss.  His lips devoured mine, his tongue dancing inside my mouth just as I knew his cock wanted to do with my pussy.

As he focused on kissing me and teasing me back, I sunk his cock into my warm wet pussy.  His head fell back as he groaned loudly, and pulled me down against his thighs.

I leaned forward and whispered the words that I knew would send him into overdrive, “Fuck me college boy.”

His head snapped back up, and he growled at me, and thrust upwards with everything he had.  It had been so long since I was filled and I had picked the perfect cock for the job.  He was as long as Joey and as thick as Andy, and stretched me in ways that my body had forgotten.

His hips and mine found a fast and urgent rhythm together, and the room was filed with the wet sounds of his cock pounding my pussy.  I could feel the need bubbling inside and with an evil glint in his eye, Tim snuck one hand down between our writhing thrusting bodies.  When his thumb found my aching clit, it shoved me over the edge, and I groaned his name against his muscular shoulder.

When my pussy started squeezing and stroking his cock as I came, he let loose a stream of cuss words and filled my pussy with his seed.  Afterwards, I collapsed on top of him, and let his soothing hands stroke my naked body until we could breathe again.

****

Oddly enough, all three of those guys dropped my Writing 101 class the next day, but I was mostly grateful.  It would have just been awkward to see them in the classroom every day.  But once Tim had dropped the class, we did see each other every night.

When he would come to pick me up, Alice always gave us strange looks, but never said anything.  In addition to being a nice cock, Tim turned out to be a nice guy too.

Oh, and that football player who wanted to write about sex?  Every single one of his stories contained a raunchy sex scene.  But none of them lived up to what those boys and I did that afternoon in my office.  Truth is better than fiction!  And my truth was three very hot college guys.


5. My Caribbean Beach Party: Hot Gangbang Sex with Male Strippers

When Brit realizes that her best friend is on the cusp of turning twenty-five and probably getting engaged, she and her friends decide that they should take a girls’ weekend in St. Croix to celebrate the birthday and before one of them is too tied down to have fun.  They live it up island style and end up at a beach party.  When all of her friends bow out of the party early, Brit decides that it’s time for her to have the only kind of fun you can have when you are twenty-five, hot, single, and in the Caribbean.

I had gotten so tired of my bad dates.  They were filled with boring dinners and dull movies and followed by either a dry peck on the cheek or a horrible groping session that ended with me claiming I had an early meeting.  It was a terrible way to spend my free time, and I was done.  My friends just laughed when I described my never-ending string of first dates, but they were all so bad that I did not even pretend like there was going to be any follow up.

I was not even looking for marriage material or even long-term relationship material, just second date material!  I mean, that is not so hard, is it?  That is not so difficult and so out of the realm of possibilities, is it?  I just wanted someone who was worth a little of my time!

My older sister is married with two kids and a third on the way and my older brother has a wedding in the very near future.  Even my best friend thinks she is on the cusp of getting engaged.  You would think that my parents could be happy just to let me be, but nooooo, of course not.  Every family function and holiday has to involve the inevitable interrogation session about who was I seeing, was I seeing anyone serious, why could I not find one decent guy that I wanted to settle down with, when was I planning to start my family.  I try very diligently not to cuss in front of my folks, so I had a hard time not just telling them that all the guys were assholes.

I am barely twenty-five years old, I have no need to settle down any time soon!  My friends totally get it, but then again, why wouldn’t they?  They are in the same boat, for the most part.  Angie, the one that thinks she’s getting in engaged soon, is the only one who might be moving past this stage.  Most of us are just excited for her bachelorette party and her wedding reception party.  We think she’s nuts to settle down this young but to each their one.

One of our mutual friends has started suggesting that since she is not technically engaged yet, we should throw a birthday blowout for her while we are still technically ‘single.'  It really is not a bad idea.  I mean, why save all the fun to the bachelorette party one weekend before the wedding?  When one of us is knee-deep in commitment and can’t have too much fun anymore?  Angie just laughed when Candace proposed the idea and told all of us we just wanted an excuse to get stupid for a night.

“Well?  What’s wrong with that?” I laughed in response.

“Not a damn thing!” Candace retorted.

Angie said she would play along, but I could already tell that she would not really be all-in.  But regardless, we started planning a girls’ birthday weekend in St. Croix.  She was the only one attached to anyone so the rest of us started looking up the best beach locations, even nude, and the wildest bars.  She would just roll her eyes when we brought it up, but we all knew she could not resist coming to at least watch the stupidity.

The weekend before the trip, we all went out shopping together.  We bought all kinds of ridiculous fake flower leis, cheesy tiaras, and the satin sashes.  We spent about $30 at a costume jewelry store, and all walked away with giant glass rings that were supposed to look like engagement rings.  The store next door to the costume jewelry place sold terribly slutty clothes, and we had a ball trying them on.  A couple of us ended up with some very short little skirts and Angie just shook her head.

“Hey, when else am I going to be twenty-five, hot, single, and in the Caribbean?” I felt no shame.

Well, maybe just a touch, but it was very little.

The four of us all took that Friday off work so that we could get a head start on the weekend.  Angie picked us all up one by one, and we headed to the airport.

“Do we wear the costume stuff on the plane?”

“No, doofus, we might actually know someone since it’s flying from home.”  Sometimes Leigh could be a little spacey.

“Oh yeah,” she giggled.

Candace just rolled her eyes, and Angie muttered something about “oh this bodes well.”

We did all sport our giant glass rings just for fun.  They were totally obnoxious, and we loved flashing them around.  The flight was not long and soon we were touching down in the middle of the shining island oasis.  If you have never flown to the Caribbean, it can be startling.  In the daytime, it just appears out of the miles of water.  At night, it is even more spectacular as the whole island is just lit up in the middle of the dark ocean.

It was still relatively early in the day when we got checked in, so we decided to start our vacation with a few fruity drinks by the pool.  Sporting our rings and some skimpy bikinis, it did not take long for the drinks to start appearing.  Some of them even came with very nice looking guys wearing eager grins.  Angie waved them off while the other three of us batted our eyes and giggled away.  After a few hours of sunshine, we all started getting hungry.

“I prefer the man buffet anyway,” Candace tried to avoid going inside.

“Yeah, but if we keep drinking like this we need food,” Angie was the voice of reason.

Reason won out because most of us were starving for actual food, not just tanned well-cut abs.  The buffet looked incredible and we loaded up on salads and sandwiches and cocktail shrimp before carrying the plates back up to the rooms.  Once we were full, the brilliant suggestion of a nap was accepted unanimously, before the nighttime fun began.

****

We all woke up a few hours later, completely groggy and disoriented.  We had closed the drapes to block out that sun reflecting off the ocean water and in the nearly complete darkness, we had no idea what was going on or even what time it was.  Angie groaned as she dragged herself out of bed.

“Can we just call this whole thing off and stay in here and order room service and watch movies?”

I laughed, “No, I didn’t buy a plane ticket to sit in a hotel room on my ass.”

“But it’s a nice room.  Plus… room service…”

I threw a pillow at her as I ducked into the bathroom and slammed the door shut.  The pillow thudded dully against the door when she retaliated.

The shower soon steamed up the bathroom and I shook out my ponytail before stepping under the hot water.  It felt good to rinse off the sunblock and chlorine and my skin felt normal again after I scrubbed and shaved everything from the neck down.  As I rinsed off the last time, I thought I heard the door open.  But there was no other sound so I ignored it.  I let out a pained yelp with the cup of ice water poured down my back.

“What the hell?”

Angie was cackling outside the shower curtain, “Just wanted to make sure you were awake in there, Brit.”

“Oh you’ll get yours, my pretty,” I retorted as I cranked the water off.

Wrapped in a hotel robe with my hair twisted into a towel, I stepped out of the bathroom to find everyone lounging around in our room.

“Didn’t know I was the show tonight,” I wiggled my hips exaggeratedly.

Angie hit me in the face with a pillow, so I pounced on her legs and tickled the hell out of her feet.  I’m surprised her screams did not bring security to our room.  She finally squirmed away and fled to the bathroom.  I laughed out loud when I heard the door lock click into place.

About an hour later, we were all ready and dressed for dinner, each sporting our very own bachelorette ensemble set.  The place was some fancy seafood joint inside the resort.  In addition to several bottles of white wine, we also moaned and ahhh-ed over the crab bisque, Caesar salad, shrimp fettucine, and raspberry sorbet.

“I need another nap,” Angie groaned after we finished all the food.

“We need to get up and moving,” I poked her ribcage, eliciting another squeal.

We paid the tab, and all climbed into a cab.

“To the naked men,” Leigh crowed, clearly having had more than her share of the wine.

The cabbie stared at us through his rearview mirror and pulled away from the curb.

“Where to ladies?”

Candace replied with the address of a nearby beach that offered nighttime entertainment, ‘Buff Bods.'

That name is so horrible, I thought to myself, they better have the best-looking guys on the planet.

The beach itself was a beautiful stretch of white sand, surrounded by tiki torches, little white tents, a stage, and several bars.  Well, it turns out they did have some of the best-looking guys on the planet.  They were pretty unbelievable.  Bulging biceps, flawless six-pack abs, tight asses, and everything.  The ones on stage were wearing very tiny G-strings under their grass skirts, and the ones milling around the sand and behind the bar were wearing tuxedo pants and black bow ties.

Candace whispered something to the host, and he led us to a private little booth thing right next to the stage.  It was a semi-circle with high walls, filled with four individual chairs and a small table.

“You could really get nasty in here without people seeing,” I whispered to Candace as we settled in.

She winked at me, “That’s the whole point.  And there are also the VIP tents if we want.”

“Good lord, what do they do in there?”

“Gimme a few shots and we’ll find out.”

Surprisingly enough, there were a few female waitresses wandering around in tiny tuxedo-type shorts and black bikini tops (made to look like bow ties).

“Why are there waitresses in a naked men place?” Leigh was not the brightest of us.

“Well, some women are more fluid,” Candace said vaguely.

“Oh.  Oh!  Ohhh.” Leigh always caught on eventually.

We got more than our fair share of attention from the male waiters as well as the male dancers.  They flexed their arms and legs and abs, and even waggled their G-strings at us.  We filled all of them with dollar bills.  My fingertips grazed something inside one of the G-strings that I am 99.9 percent certain was not a sock.  After a few hours, we were all past tipsy, even Angie.  When I saw her bite the string of one dancer’s grass skirt, I threw back my head in a gale of giggles.

“Well look at all these little pageant girls,” the voice was unmistakably Australian.

And by the looks of his down-under, I liked the outback.

“How do you ladies feel about a little private dancing?” he pointed to one of the larger VIP tents.

“I’m not sure,” Leigh waffled.

“We’ll take it!” Candace blurted out right over her.

The incredibly hot blonde Australian waved his hand at someone behind our high walls, and suddenly we found ourselves each with a private escort.  They pulled open the white tent flaps and we stepped into a surprisingly large space, carpeted with that indoor/outdoor green carpeting stuff and furnished with four loveseats that all had low armrests and high backs.  This place knew exactly what happened in their VIP tents.

The Australian, still wearing his grass skirt and bow tie, led me to one of the loveseats and gently pushed me to sit down.  When I settled into the soft cushions, I realized that the tent blocked all sights and almost all sounds, except for the music piped in overhead.

As I watched his hips sway and thrust back and forth, my body ached.  It had been months since I had any sort of worthwhile male company, and this flawless specimen in front of me was just a reminder of that.  I smiled nervously up at him, painfully aware of the dampness between my thighs. 

He bent over and whispered in my ear, “It’s okay to touch in here, love.”

****

Still nervous, I just blinked up at him.  He chuckled, took my hand from my lap, and placed it firmly on his stomach.  The cuts and ripples of his tanned abs were warm and smooth and firm.  I was not necessarily aware of touching him so much as feeling the body beneath my hands.  When he started to gyrate his hips again, I think I jumped, suddenly remembering that the muscles were attached to a person.

I looked around the tent at my friends and realized that they looked equally nervous.  Well, most of them did but not Candace.  Candace already had her dancer in her lap with her fingers tugging at the strings of his skimpy underwear.  I shook my head at her and looked back towards my dancer.

With a slight tug on my hand, he drew me into a standing position and started dancing with me in our thumping little corner.  His hands roamed all over my hips and ass and thighs as he pressed my body against his.  He twirled me around and sat down suddenly, pulling me down on his lap.  His thighs were warm and smooth underneath me and the swelling in his groin seemed to be real.  There was a pulse inside it and I could not stop myself from grinding down into him.

His hands slid up and down my outer thighs, creeping higher under my hemline with each pass.  Pretty soon his fingertips were grazing the bottom of my panties and but I was so focused on the bulge pressing into me that I hardly realized how far he had gotten.

I was moving around so much that the spaghetti straps of my little dress were starting to slip off my shoulders.  I was now bouncing my generous cleavage directly in front of his face and I guess he liked the view.  His hands slowly inched up my sides until he had cupped the lower curve of my tits, holding them high and firm.  He buried his tongue in the warm valley of my flesh and slowly slid the straps down.

The cool air tightened my nipples, and I gasped.  I looked around at everyone else, and come to find out Candace and Angie and Leigh were passed out in their little booths.  I looked back down at my sexy Australian.

“Now what?” I asked him quietly, “They’re all asleep!”

He laughed, “Not uncommon, but I’m in no mood for sleep myself…”

I shook my head, making my tits dance and jiggle, “Me neither.”

“Look, my friends are all paid up, do you want some extra company?  One of them left, but I still have two other guys here.”

I looked back at the two who were taking shots from one of the waitresses.  One was shorter, olive-skinned with dark hair and dark eyes.  The other was a gorgeous black man with caramel skin and unbelievable muscle tone.  The blonde underneath me popped his hips upwards to get my attention.

“Well?” he grinned.

“Is that allowed?  I mean… I’ve never…”

“It’s pretty much a free-for-all in here, within reason,” he rolled one tight little rosebud nipple in his fingers to keep my attention where it should be.

“Wh-What did you have in mind?”

My dress had fallen down to my waist, and the Australian buried his hands down the back, letting his nails rake across outside of my silk panties.  He pulled my hips downward as he thrust up, grinding his stiff cock into the wet spot of my panties.  I slid myself along the length of his clothed cock, marveling at the firmness and the thickness of him.

“I guess that all depends on how you’ll let us play,” his accent was only furthering the wetness between my thighs.

One hand briefly left my hip and within moments, I felt the other two guys nuzzling up behind me.  They each took one of my hands and pressed it against the swelling under their own G-strings.

“You boys seem eager,” I grinned up at each of them in turn.

I squeezed each cock lightly, loving the way they moaned and squirmed for me.  My Australian was still rubbing me against his own cock, and my wetness had now soaked both my underwear and his.  When I looked down, I could see the outline of a very hard and very thick cock, ready to burst free from its confines.

I dropped the olive-skinned man’s cock and slipped my free hand between our bodies.  A light squeeze on the cock that was teasing my pussy and the Australian was rolling his eyes and groaning.

“Well, boys, let’s see what we have to work with…”

The two standing next to me slowly peeled off their G-string, letting their stiff dicks bob free.  The olive-skinned man had a short but thick one, with low-hanging heavy balls and the black man had a lovely long shaft, slightly thinner, but nice tight balls underneath.

I slowly stroked each one, looking back and forth between them.  They were both trying very hard to stand still while I played with them, but their hips would jerk every so often.  I moved my fists slowly up and down, adding a slight twist at the end to rub against that sensitive spot right under the head.

I released the cocks to let them bounce and drip in mid-air, and lightly tickled their balls with my fingernails, wiggling my fingers and scratching gently.

“Has it been a while?” I giggled at them.

“Maybe a little while,” the olive-skinned man admitted, flushing slightly.

“Really, a sexy guy like you?”

“Not all women understand what I do for a living,” he shrugged, trying to act casual as I played with his full balls.

I kneaded them slowly and firmly, “Feels like a nice big load, though.”

“Yeah, the longer I wait, the better it looks in a G-string,” his white teeth flashed brightly.

His cock was throbbing like right in front of me, and I released his balls to give him a break.  I turned to give my full attention to the black man.  I gasped when I felt my Australian working his fingers inside my wet panties.  I grasped the long dark shaft with both of my hands and stroked them quickly up and down, moaning myself as those fingers slid through my wetness.  The damn Australian was avoiding my swollen clit as well as the slippery opening, and was teasing me as I teased his friends.

I felt the dark cock sliding between my hands, and I looked over to see him thrusting into my grip.  His balls were even tighter up against his body and with a wicked wink at his dark eyes, I released him altogether.  He groaned and shook his head at my impertinence.

The olive-skinned one to my left seemed to have relaxed a bit, so I carefully wrapped my fingers around the base of his cock and lowered my warm wet mouth down over the thick swollen head.  He rested one hand lightly on the back of my head but politely did not push.  I swirled my tongue over the sensitive ridges underneath and felt his body tense up.

Just then the terribly teasing Australian slid two fingers up inside me and I moaned and writhed, sending rippling vibrations through the cock in my mouth as it slid deeper.  I felt the head of his cock throb and swell, and he groaned deep in his chest as he pulled out and stroked himself.  I massaged his balls firmly to force every drop out, and I watched as the hot jets fell on the green carpeting behind me.  When he was finished, he stumbled over to another booth and sat down heavily.

The black man to my right was grinning down at me as the Australian lifted me up so that I was kneeling on the cushions outside his thighs.  He slowly worked my panties down and flung them to some unknown corner of the room.  He then lifted up his own hips to slide his G-string off.

I was right when I had felt him earlier, he was long and thick and throbbing readily.  He carefully guided my hips back down until the swollen head of his cock was pressing up into me, seeking the slippery warmth of my pussy.

He slipped his thumb between our bodies and started rubbing firm slow circles on my aching clit.  I gasped and moaned and writhed at his attention.  As he kept rubbing, he slowly slid the first inch inside me.  I felt stretched at just the head of his cock, and then he kept moving.  His thumb was distracting me slightly from the size of him.  And the long dark cock next to me was bobbing invitingly towards my lips.

I ran my tongue from the base to the tip, swirling wet warm circles around head with my tongue.  The black man held the base so that his cock would stop bobbing around, and he guided himself through my lips just as the Australian was doing the same to my pussy.

I felt his thumb disappear, but it was quickly replaced with his warm skin.  He was all the way inside me, and I felt full, stretched to capacity around his thickness.  He and the black guy found a rhythm, to pull out and push back in simultaneously so that I was full from both ends.  With the thick one in my pussy and the long one in my mouth, it almost felt like one continuous cock inside me.

I braced one hand on the back of the booth and the other against the hipbone of the man standing next to me.  As the Australian bounced me up and down, I felt the thick heat of his cock searing my body.  Every time I moaned, the black man twitched as the vibrations tormented his throbbing cock.

“Shit, shit, shit,” the black man mumbled, just before he whipped his cock out of my mouth.

I kneaded his taut balls as he stroked his shaft, and the hot jets of his climax splashed down my tits.

The Australian gripped my hips hard, speeding up his thrusts now that he was not worried for his friend’s cock between my teeth.  My tits bounced and jiggled as he pounded me from underneath.

Suddenly he stopped and lifted me off completely.

“Wha—?” I moaned my frustration.

He squirmed and scrambled until I realized I was kneeling on my hands and knees on the booth seat, and he was behind me, rubbing his cock against my needy pussy.  The olive-skinned man had recovered from his first shot and was standing in front of me again, one knee on the cushion of the booth.

As the Australian buried his cock inside me, he forced me forward so that my mouth slid down and around the extended cock.  They found the same rhythm as the other pair, in and out together so that I was completely full and then completely empty.

My body was shaking as they took me over and over.  Their smooth, warm skin slid over and inside mine, filling me, stretching me, claiming me.  The heat inside my body threatened to overwhelm me, building and growing and rippling in my bloodstream.

I felt a strong sure hand slide around my tummy and nestle between my spread thighs.  The fingers rubbed against my aching clit in firm circles.

“Make her come, my boy,” the black man rumbled in his chest with a brilliant island lilt.

Suddenly I bucked hard against the two cocks inside me and would have screamed out loud had my mouth been available to scream.  Instead, I just lurched back onto the cock in my pussy and then forward on the cock on my tongue, shuddering and quaking as my own climax took me.

As I caught my breath, I felt both cocks disappear from my body followed by multiple hot jets of cum splash over my back and ass.  I finally collapsed forward on the cushions, barely able to breathe.  The black man suddenly appeared next to me with a small basin and washcloth.  He wiped me clean, removing any evidence of our evening together despite the memories that clung to my wet pussy.

****

The three men gave me several moments to collect myself and get dressed.  They all sweetly kissed me goodnight, and the Australian tried to give me his phone number but I declined.  I took it as a compliment and just left it at that.  When I finally got around to waking my drunken sleeping friends, they all looked very confused and slightly disappointed.  The guys were all gone and it was just us gals in that VIP tent.

“What happened?” Leigh whined, rubbing her cheeks.

I just giggled, “You all passed the fuck out.  Lame brains.  No wonder you guys never get laid.”

Candace poked my ribs with a scowl, “We missed all of the naked guys?”

“Yup completely passed out.  I saw all kinds of lovely cocks wagging around in here.”

“Bitch.  You didn’t wake us up!”

“Nah kept it all to myself.”

We tumbled out of the tent club into the cool ocean breeze and stumbled our way back to the street to find a cab.  By the time we got back to the hotel, I was the one asleep.

We finished out our trip in relative calm, a few fruity drinks by the pool and some lovely seafood buffets and salad bars.  Candace kept bugging me about what happened after they all fell asleep, but some things are better left as private memories.  Maybe I will tell her one day when we are old and gray in the nursing home, when there isn’t anything she can do to me.  If she found out now, she’d really be pissed at me.

A few weeks after we returned home, Angie did indeed get engaged.  She is radiantly happy and a bridezilla already.  I have half a mind to plan her bachelorette party in Las Vegas just so I can have some more fun of my own.  Not that I would expect the same service I got on my island heaven, but it would be a nice memory to jog.  Candace seems supportive of the idea, and I just give her shit for not staying awake.

Me?  I am still not seeing anyone in particular, much to my mother’s continuing embarrassment and horror.  If anything, I think that little weekend in St. Croix taught me that I am not ready to settle down in the least.  At Angie’s wedding, I did see one of the groomsmen giving me the eye but I just smiled politely and walked the other direction.  I did not even want to imply I am available for a relationship.

A mind-blowing foursome in the VIP tent of a Caribbean beach party?  Sure, bring it on!  But a serious relationship, that’s for the birds.
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