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Kaitlyn wondered why she didn’t do this
more often, enjoying time to herself was never easy, but when she
forced herself to make it possible, she was always happy she’d gone
to the trouble. (The trouble being making arrangement for her three
kids, who could be a handful at the best of times.) John Jr., of
course, was fourteen now and old enough to spend the night with a
friend, but Jake and Mark were eight and five and they required a
bit more supervision. So, she had to find a babysitter, which
wasn’t always easy when you considered how rambunctious her two
boys could get.

Finally, though, she had felt like she
just had to have a break. John, her ex-husband, was on a two week
business trip and that always spelled disaster for her at home
because the boys sensed there was more freedom without Dad around
and, she supposed, they were right. When they acted up, a call to
her ex, with whom she was still on excellent terms, would call him
in like the cavalry and the boys always wary of that possibility.
Kaitlyn worked as an eighth grade teacher and she was usually tired
when she got home. Still swamped with papers to grade and then to
have all the household duties fall to her as well made everything
feel like it was crawling inside her head and hatching
eggs.

So, as she drove back from dropping the
boys off at the babysitter, she could feel the tension seep out of
her body and she sighed, thinking of how much more energy she used
to have when she was a young college student, unmarried,
un-divorced, and without kids. It had been stressful then, too, but
the stress had been different, exams and papers and making rent and
dating. Now, it was keeping her job amidst budget cuts and the kids
and the house and her ex-husband’s constant traveling and just
plain feeling older. She was only thirty-eight, which in the scheme
of things she knew wasn’t that old, but it felt sometimes like she
was heading for the retirement home a little faster than she
liked.

It wasn’t that she looked ancient. In
fact, as she glanced briefly in the rearview mirror, she felt like
she was still the young naive college girl who had fallen in love
with an ambitious man and settled down at the tender age of
twenty-two. Her hair, straight and dark with hints of red, still
showed no grey, and her face was still fresh-looking, in spite of
all the hours she had spent over the years with a brow creased in
worry.

Her body, she knew, was in great shape
because she worked her heart out every other day, getting up early
to go running or to hit the gym. She was tall, five foot nine out
of heels, and she was slender without sacrificing curves. Her
breasts were a little small for her frame, but were pert and firm.
Her ass, on the other hand, was a little larger than would be
expected for her athletic build, and it had always been her
husband’s favorite part of her body. He liked to say that her ass
cheeks had been perfectly formed for his hands.

She pulled in at her house and climbed
out of the car, anxious to get her day of relaxation started. She
opened the door, taking the mail in with her and not even daring to
read it, not wanting to cloud her mind with anything before she had
enjoyed her moment of peace. Then, climbing the stairs, she ran to
her room and began gathering things together for her special day.
She was planning a nice, long, luxurious bath first and so she
grabbed her favorite robe, a book, and then went into the bathroom
to find some bath oil and candles.

She started the water in the tub and
began to undress, when she heard the doorbell. “Oh,
seriously?”

She pulled her clothes back on, shut
the tap off and hurried downstairs. Pulling open the door without
even bothering to check the peephole, she was surprised to find a
group of four young men standing on her front porch. Sighing
heavily, she opened the door.

“Hello, Ma’am, we’re a group of young
college men trying to earn enough for our next semester’s tuition.
We all have other jobs, but in this economy, it takes more than
that to afford books and living expenses. So, here we are and we
are actually really excited to offer you the opportunity to . .
.”

She listened to the spiel and then grew
tired of it. This was her day and it was getting hijacked by
traveling salesmen. Still, she could remember how hard it had been
to pay for everything in college when you’re just starting out.
“Alright, what are you selling?”

“Well, ma’am, we have a wonderful
selection of household items that we can arrange upon ordering, to
have delivered directly to your door.”

“Okay, let me see the
catalog.”

“Well, ma’am, we have the entire
catalog downloaded on this tablet here, but we have to keep hold of
the tablet. Would you mind if we came in and sat with you while you
looked over the merchandise?”

Again, she sighed, but she agreed and
opened the door, letting them file in. “So, do all of you talk or
only you?”

He laughed. “Oh, we all talk. We just
decided it kept things simpler if just one of us did most of the
selling.”

She nodded. “Uh huh, okay. Well, why
don’t we go into the living room and sit down and see what you’ve
got to offer.”

All the boys nodded and they followed
her into the living room, where she picked a seat on the couch and
instantly had a boy squashed on either side of her. She smiled a
little at their youthful enthusiasm, and took the tablet from the
boy who had been the voice for all four of them.

As she was scanning down the rows of
cute but useless knickknacks, she began to get the uncomfortable
feeling that they were checking her out. Although it was
flattering, she didn’t think it was professional. She looked up to
turn a stern eye on the boy to her right, a tall, dark-haired guy
who looked like he could have won a basketball scholarship with his
gangly legs and arms, and then she was gasping as his mouth crushed
down on hers in a hard kiss. “What the . . .”

The boy on her other side scooted up
behind her and pulled the tablet from her grasp, returning to begin
pulling her t-shirt up over her head. She tried to pull away, but
both boys were too strong, and her shirt was off before she knew
it. She didn’t have a bra on because she had rushed from the
bathroom to answer the door. Her tits slipped free of the shirt and
the tall boy who had been kissing her ducked his head and put his
mouth on one of her nipples and began to suck.

Her mouth opened wide in shock, but
also in suddenly feeling the soft warmth on her hardening nipple.
The boy behind her let his hands slip down until he was grabbing
her shorts, and then he was pulling at them, slowly managing to
yank them down. One hand pushed her forward onto the boy who was
sucking her tit as he tried to get them past her hips and legs to
pull them off.

She looked up at the other two boys as
she was manipulated by their friends on the couch and saw with
surprise that they were quickly getting undressed. When she saw the
first one’s cock pull free of his underwear, she stopped
struggling, shocked at the size of him. Then the other one finished
undressing and they approached her and she began trying to pull
free again.

 

The two boys on the couch got up and
let their companions replace them beside her. She felt their naked
bodies press against her own nakedness and her mind fought to
comprehend what was happening so quickly around her. Her body,
however, instantly responded to the feel of their hands as they
positioned her on her knees and hands along the length of the
couch.

One boy got in front of her and took
her face in his hands, pulling up her chin until her lips were
pressed against the head of his shaft. Pushing slightly, he forced
her to part her lips and then he thrust hard and filled her mouth
and throat with his long cock, making her gag. She tried to relax
her throat muscles and calm down, but his thrusts were hard and
fast and she kept gagging, tears coming to her eyes and saliva
running down his cock and over her chin.

She felt the hands of the other boy on
her hips vaguely, and then felt his cock beginning to slip between
her pussy lips to push inside her slowly. Her body shook as his
thick shaft made its way inside her bit by bit, then, when he was
fully inside her, thrusting hard and fast, matching his friend’s
pace in her mouth.

Her body was going crazy. She could
feel an orgasm almost instantly ready to explode and she moaned and
shuddered as they moved inside her. Then, the one in her mouth
pulled out and the one in her pussy did the same and she couldn’t
believe how empty she suddenly felt. “Hey, Boys! You can’t start
something and then—oooh!”

She didn’t stay empty for long. They
were only switching positions, and her mouth and her pussy were
full again, stretched wide as they tried to accommodate the large
cocks of the two boys. The boy in her mouth was gentler than the
other, though, and he gave her bigger breaks to breath air in again
in ragged gulps before his cock filled her mouth again.

Then, they both began to move faster,
but the boy in her mouth was really getting wild and she felt his
cock begin to swell. Thinking to hurry things up, she reached a
hand up and cupped his heavy balls and the moment her hand touched
him, he groaned and came hard, spurting into her throat and making
her choke with the sudden load he was shooting into her.

She had never let her husband deep
throat her and she rarely swallowed, so, to be taking a huge load
of come down her throat so suddenly was a shock that radiated
through her entire body. She shook and her pussy spasmed hard
around the shaft inside her. When the boy finally pulled out and
let her pull in air, she was shocked by the hard grip of the boy’s
hands behind her as he began to fuck her harder than she had ever
been fucked in her life. Every stroke seemed to hit just right and
soon, the two were yelling together as her body tightened and her
pussy clenched hard around the throbbing dick inside her as it
filled her with semen and she came.

While her body was still shaking, the
two boys who had just come inside her moved away and she once again
felt hands on her as she was pulled up from the couch and made to
stand up. The talker had her caught in his arms and was pressing
her close, bringing his mouth down on hers. His blond hair, shaggy
and long like a skater, fell over their eyes and she felt it brush
softly against her nose as his tongue slipped past her lips and
began exploring her mouth. Then pulling back he smiled, his
boyishness even stronger, and she felt younger again.

He turned her around and reached under
one thigh to lift a leg into the air until her foot rested on the
edge of the couch and her pussy lips parted wetly. He maneuvered
behind her and then she felt his dick slide inside her, making her
gasp as she felt its thickness fill her and stroke her in long slow
thrusts. He bent over and nibbled at her neck and shoulders, giving
her chills that she felt all through her body.

Then, his hand came up and pushed her
down and he grabbed her ass, his fingers digging into her skin and
he began to furiously thrust into her, making her bounce back and
forth hard between him and the couch cushion. In a moment, she felt
her own orgasm ramping up again and she groaned as each thrust
brought her closer to the edge. Just as she felt the first spasms
of her climax ripping through her, hands on her head turned it to
the side and her mouth was suddenly stuffed with cock
again.

This time, though, it wasn’t for long
because the guy in her pussy pulled out and shifted his cock to
push between her ass cheeks. She pulled her mouth off the cock in
front of her in a panic, but it was too late, and she felt her tiny
hole being forced open and the head of his cock slip
inside.

Her ass throbbed around the large shaft
and she cried out, but the other boy grabbed her face and stuffed
her mouth again. They both pumped faster, wilder until they were
yelling loudly and she could hear the other guys yelling with them,
encouraging them to fuck her hard, to make her feel it.

She shuddered hard between them as she
came again, and she felt them increase their movements, slamming
into her until her back was bending between them. Then, the boy in
her ass groaned and thrust forward one last time, his cock spurting
in her ass and filling it with warm sticky semen. As he shuddered
behind her, she felt the cock in her mouth swell and she tried to
get herself ready for the load he was sure to spurt down her
throat. But it was such a deep thrust and so sudden, that she still
gagged as he filled her throat and pushed to make her
swallow.

When both boys had finally finished
with her, they pulled out, leaving her shaking on her couch,
feeling the strong spasms of her orgasm roll through her. They
dressed around her, leaving her panting on her couch and wondering
how they could seem so energetic after all that. Of course, she had
been the main event for all of them, and, as she thought about it,
she realized that she had held her own. She might be older, but she
could still roll with the crowd. She laughed as she thought this
and got up to begin slipping on her own clothing.

She had just pulled on her t-shirt when
the talker walked up with the tablet in his hand. “So, would you
like to look over our merchandise?”

Was he kidding? He still wanted her to
buy something? “You know, I did get a look at the merchandise and I
was thoroughly satisfied. And now it’s time for you to
go.”

She walked them to the door, hearing
them argue and grumble behind her. As they stepped outside and she
was closing the door, she heard one of them complain. “Man, we have
to stop screwing the clients. We’re getting jack shit in
sales.”

She couldn’t stop laughing
as she went up the stairs and got into her bath.













Did you like this story? Do you like your
erotica explicit and hardcore? Are you more interested in getting
down to business than doing market analysis? You can be sure that
my stories are all about the sex and how the lovely girls involved
react to it. My very explicit romance stories can be found on
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about upcoming releases and special deals.



When you subscribe to my page, I’ll send you a story exclusive to
my Facebook fans. Go ahead and click here to subscribe:
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