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Her husband was gone for the afternoon,
the kids were with the nanny at the zoo and Jeanette Parsons was
determined to enjoy her brief moment of solitude in a house and
life that was constantly invaded by her husband’s teammates and
coaches and the media and the hangers-on that came with a career in
pro football.

Her husband Darryl was a first string
running back with a team in California and, she had to admit, it
did come with perks as well as irritations. For one thing, money
was not an issue. Even for the lowliest pro player, the income was
very good. Darryl ranked fairly high on the totem pole and was
attached to a fairly good team, so his contract was definitely
nothing to sneeze at.

Jeanette smiled when she thought of how
far they had come. Darryl and she had married while still in
college and so, when he had been picked up in the draft, she had
been there to celebrate with him. Before that, they had been a
struggling college couple with little in the way of spending money,
but they had weathered the storms brought on by injuries and road
schedules and clouds of people, all wanting a piece of a future NFL
star.

Darryl had done well, though his star
had never quite risen as high as it had been predicted at first,
namely due to a recurring injury to his right calf that caused him
endless pain. He was a trooper, though, and did everything he could
to be the best player he could be. He was with the team’s physical
therapist right now, getting his leg worked on in preparation for
the upcoming season.

Jeanette walked outside and made her
way to the pool. It was a stunning tropical masterpiece, the
designer’s words, and Jeanette had been looking forward to a
session of skinny dipping for ages. She had always enjoyed the
feeling of calm and solitude slipping into a pool alone gave her,
the water supporting and lapping against her naked body. She
studied her body now as she removed her robe and the sunshine fell
on her creamy curves.

Unlike most California gals, Jeanette
was not a believer in tanner is better. She protected her skin
religiously and she believed that was a big reason that, at
twenty-nine, she still looked twenty and not like the prematurely
wrinkled Newport wives that they so often ran into at benefit
dinners and charity auctions. Oh, she knew she wasn’t over the hill
or anything, but she did feel that she wasn’t facing a future
filled with leathery skin.

She laughed at her shallowness, but, at
the same time, she admired her lean body and her still firm
breasts. Two kids and not a sag anywhere. Even her ass was still
firm and pert, curving nicely out from her legs in a nice handful
that Darryl often enjoyed squeezing in the bedroom. She shook her
naturally blond hair out into its long flowing waves and stepped
forward into the clear warm water.

An hour later, she was stretched out on
a towel on her stomach at the very edge of the pool. There were
deck chair available, of course, but she always preferred to stay
right by the water, letting her hand drop into the water
occasionally as she relaxed in the warm sun. She closed her eyes
and sighed, feeling the tension of being an athlete’s wife drain
from her body.

She heard nothing as her husband’s
three teammates made their way through the house and to the sliding
glass doors that led to the pool and to her sunning herself in
solitude. She had left the front door unlocked for Darryl’s return
from therapy, not realizing that Darryl had been planning a get
together with some of his pals, to relax and discuss the upcoming
season. Ryan Gillette was the team’s new quarterback and had the
all-American good looks to go with it. Tommy Blaine was also new to
the team and had a heftier build, being a blocking tackle. The
final member of the group, Juan Romero, was a second string player
and had been on the team as long as Darryl.

The three of them had knocked and,
finding the house uncharacteristically still, had tried the door
handle on a whim. Seeing it was unlocked, they had made their noisy
way through the huge house, calling for their teammate, but, of
course, there was still no answer. Making their way to the
expansive backyard, they stopped when they spotted Jeanette naked
and sprawled on a towel in the sun, her golden hair fanned about
her like a goddess.

“Holy shit! That is a fine picture.”
Tommy smiled and looked at his fellow players.

Juan, having known Darryl and Jeanette
tried to keep things civil. “Hey man, that’s Darryl’s woman. Show
some respect.”

Tommy nodded. “Of course, man, I meant
only good things.” He looked away from Juan to focus on Jeanette’s
nude ass. “Good things.”

Ryan was shyer, but his eyes were also
taking in the lovely view. All three men were frozen in place, no
one willing to make a move away from the sight of their teammate’s
good fortune. Finally, Tommy began pulling his clothes off. “You
guys are crazy if you think I’m going to pass this up. I’m ready
for a little swimming.” His clothes off, he stood in front of them,
his dark skin gleaming along the traced outline of his muscles.
“See you, fools.” He trotted out into the sunlight.

The other two stood for a few moments
more before they were frantically disrobing, tossing their clothes
onto the floor by Tommy’s. Then, completely naked, they ran out to
join their friend.

When the three men approached, Jeanette
didn’t immediately hear them, but soon their shadows fell across
her back and she smiled. “Hey, baby, I was just getting ready for
you.” She stretched and opened her eyes and screamed. “Holy mother
of God, what the hell?” She sat up and tried frantically to cover
herself with the towel. “How the hell did you get in
here?”

Tommy was the one to answer. “Well,
Mrs. Parsons, Darryl invited us over. We’re sorry if we disturbed
you. We were just planning on a relaxing time before training.” As
he spoke, he stepped forward, edging closer to her.

Jeanette’s initial shock was beginning
to wear off and now she realized she was looking at three
well-built men standing completely naked in front of her. As she
calmed down, she looked at each one of them and their rather large
cocks and began to think there could be some fun to be had. So,
still acting angry, she turned to the one walking toward her and
stood up to slap his face, her towel dropping to the cement in the
process.

Tommy didn’t even hesitate. He just
grabbed her arm as it headed his way and used her momentum to pull
her to him. Wrapping his arms around her waist, he turned her so
that her back was against his belly and kissed her on the neck.
“Now, Mrs. Graff, there’s no need to get violent. If you want us to
go, we’ll go.” As he said this, he was busy brushing his hands
upward, touching her nipples and making her shudder in his arms. He
was also pushing against her from behind and letting her feel his
hard black shaft as it pressed against her ass and finally, slid
between her legs and along her pussy lips.

Her silence seemed to be some kind of
signal to the other two, who now walked up to join their teammate
and surround Jeanette, who was feeling increasingly wet between the
legs as she felt Tommy from behind and watched the other two in
front of her. Ryan was the next one to move forward, and he moved
up to press his naked body against her front as he lowered his head
to kiss her, slipping his tongue into her mouth and thrusting with
it like a smaller cock. Her mouth opened in a breathy sigh as she
felt her body respond to his thrusting, spreading her legs slightly
and pushing forward a bit to rub against Ryan’s already hard cock.
He smiled as he felt her moving. “Oh, Mrs. Graff, I think I’d like
to start with another part of your anatomy first.”

Their boldness shocked her, after all
he and Tommy were new to the team, just babies compared to her
husband in the world of pro sports, but she couldn’t help being
excited by their daring as well. Then, she felt Tommy release her
and Ryan’s hands on her bare shoulders, brushing her long blonde
hair off them. Suddenly, his hands put pressure on her to move down
and, slowly, she complied, kneeling before them and facing their
huge dicks as they waved just before her face.

 

Ryan wrapped his hands in her hair and
brought her mouth forward onto his cock and thrust deep, pushing
into her throat and making her gag. After a few thrusts that made
her eyes teary and her lips sore with stretching, he pulled out,
but she didn’t gain much of a reprieve as Tommy stepped up and
pushed his large black cock right into her panting mouth, filling
even more than Ryan’s had and making her fight to gain a breath.
Her hands came up to balance on Tommy’s thighs as he continued to
fuck her mouth and, vaguely, she sensed Ryan’s hands grasping her
breasts and squeezing them. The combined sensations flowed through
her body and centered on her clit, making her pussy
spasm.

Now, after Tommy had thrust in a few
more times, he pulled out and stood her up. Moving behind her
again, he pulled her close and then ran one hand along the inside
of her leg, eventually pulling it up so that she was balancing on
one leg. Ryan moved alongside her front, helping her to balance
while letting his hands wander over her breasts and then down to
her pussy. Juan seemed to finally decide that this was his time to
move in, and he walked to her head and pulled her even further
down, making her balance even more precarious. Her lips met Juan’s
cock and sank down on it, taking it in all the way, feeling it in
her throat like she had with the other two. She heard Juan’s grunt
of pleasure and moved even faster, sensing his excitement as if it
were her own.

Tommy, though, had had enough of
teasing her with his hand on her thigh, and moved her so that, with
one hard thrust, his cock slid into her wet folds and began rapidly
thrusting into her. Tommy’s hands still moved over her body,
focusing his fingers on her clit now as Tommy fucked her
mercilessly. Their hands were keeping her up, since her own leg was
shaking so hard with the growing tense spasms of her building
orgasm. She fought to keep Juan happy in her mouth, but once, when
Tommy’s cock and Ryan’s fingers were simply too much, she pushed
him away and moaned loudly before he invaded her mouth
again.

She felt her orgasm growing closer and
knew she didn’t have a chance to hold back with this triple attack,
but she didn’t want things to be over that fast. So, gaining some
control of the situation again, she pulled her mouth away from Juan
once more and made herself fall forward, slipping away from Tommy
and Ryan as well. Then, getting quickly to her feet, she ran for
the deep end of the pool, diving neatly into the heated water,
letting the shock of it drive back her climax. To her surprise, she
heard three large splashes immediately after hers and, as she
bobbed to the surface, she saw the three men closing in a circle
around her.

Ryan reached her first and he kissed
her deeply as he wrapped his arms around her and began swimming
with her to the shallow end. As soon as his feet touched the bottom
of the pool, he rushed her to the side of the pool, pinning her
against the wall. Moving himself between her legs, he thrust
forward and buried his cock deep in her sensitive pussy. His
thrusting body was pushing waves of water against her nipples,
making them harden and increasing the sensitivity in her pussy.
Suddenly, Tommy and Juan were on either side of them and both were
sliding out of the pool, water sluicing off their muscled bodies as
they turned and sat close by her sides.

Tommy grabbed her head first, pulling
it down as far as he could onto his throbbing cock. The heat of his
shaft in her mouth and the shill air around her exposed upper body
made her shiver and made her mouth tighten as she moaned. The
moment Tommy let her go, Juan’s hands were there to pull her face
into his lap and make her take his cock into her exhausted mouth.
Finally, it was too much and her body began to shake as the strong
currents of her orgasm hit her, making her muscles tense and her
pussy clench hard around Ryan’s thrusting cock.

Ryan began moving faster, his thrusts
going deeper and harder as his groans grew louder. Then, just as
his throbbing cock seemed ready to fill her, he pulled out and,
with the help of his teammates, lifted her onto the edge of the
pool. With her legs still dangling in the water, she fell back onto
the warm wet splashed cement and looked up to see herself
surrounded by three huge cocks, Ryan having lifted himself from the
pool to join Juan and Tommy.

Trying to sit up, she felt Juan’s
calloused hand push her back to the cement as all three leaned in
and exploded over her, covering her face and her breasts with their
warm, salty semen. She opened her mouth and reached out with her
tongue, trying to catch what she could and bring it to her mouth.
Juan, seeing her lovely little pink tongue dancing about, fell
forward and shoved deep into her mouth and finished coming down her
throat, holding her to him until he felt her throat work and her
knew she had swallowed.

As Juan pulled out and fell back, she
gasped and laid back in the sunshine, closing her eyes as she felt
the final tremors of her orgasm roll through her. Her husband’s
three teammates, equally in need of some recovery time, laid back
on the cement themselves, their breathing loud and ragged in her
ears. The noise of their joint breathing was what drowned out the
sound of her husband’s approach. “Jeanette? Guys? What’s going on?
What am I missing?”

His three teammates jumped up, their
still erect penises waving around comically. Only Jeanette took her
time getting up from the ground and standing to welcome her husband
with a long kiss and a hug. “Oh, honey, I’m sorry if I got started
without you, they just looked so yummy, I couldn’t hold
back.”

Darryl smiled down at her and then
around at his teammates. “Well, I guess you guys have relaxed, but
I think, if you feel up to it, Jeanette and I would like to go
another round.”

Juan stared in shock at his bud. “Man,
I don’t . . .I mean, we didn’t . . .”

“Juan, relax, this is our little
pregame ritual. I mean, usually, Jeanette is willing to wait for
me, but I don’t mind. I just need my turn at relaxing, you
know.”

The three still stood stunned. Jeanette
gave Darryl a kiss and then moved over to stand in front of Ryan
and Tommy. While kissing each of them in turn, she let her hands
trail down their bodies until she had hold of their cocks. Stroking
them both, she looked over her shoulder at Darryl. “Honey, I think
they’re raring to go.” She turned back to them, her wet blond hair
shifting over her shoulder and a wicked smile on her face. “Right,
boys?”

Their rapidly hardening cocks seemed
response enough as she kneeled in front of them and let her mouth
join her hands as her husband undressed and walked up to join
them.
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