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I stood outside the doorway, listening to the loud, pounding music. Boisterous laughter and singing heralded the party within. My blonde hair was loose.I was wearing leggings and a T-shirt, nothing special, but then, I expected my clothes to get ruined.
"This is insane," I muttered under my breath. "You're not really going to do this."
How had I, a once-respectable upper middle class former housewife, now divorcee, arrived outside the door of a college fraternity party, intending to go in and start giving blowjobs?
I'd been laying on my cheap motel room bed, drunk on wine and horny, thinking about the blowjobs I'd given Derek and his two roommates a few days ago, when I'd done the stupid thing and texted him: "You want to hang out?"
He'd taken a while to answer, but when he did he'd obviously known exactly what headspace I was in. "I'll bet I know what you mean by hang out."
I sent him back a tongue emoji. He replied with "You really love the dick."
Before I had been able to answer, he had added, "Well, I'm in the middle of a huge party here at my house, so if you want mine, you might have to blow a few more of my friends than you did last time."
There'd been a few more text messages along the lines of "You must think I'm a total slut," and "I do. Now get over here and start sucking." and then "You liked sucking off three guys so much, you're asking for more right now. Why not try a few more than three?" I had answered, "How many is a few more?" And Derek had answered with nothing but the address.
So there I was, standing on the front step of that address, trying to decide if I was drunk and horny enough to go through with this.
One side of my brain said, "Maybe he's right. You loved how it felt to suck off all three of them. Maybe it'll be even hotter if it's a couple more?"
The other side of my brain said, "Listen to that party inside. That is not 'a couple' more."
But that thought backfired. If I'd felt deliciously dirty and naughty on my knees with Derek and his two friends, the thought of what Derek wanted me to do in there... I shivered, fought off the urge to touch myself through my leggings, and knocked on the door.
The door opened, a guy in jeans and a t-shirt standing there.
"Holy shit! She really came!" The whole house erupted in cheers. Past him, I could see a crowd of people, some dancing, others drinking, others both. All turned to the door and hollered when the guy announced me.
Right away Derek came up to the door and ushered me in. He pushed a red solo cup filled with what looked like red kool aid into my hand. I was guessing there was vodka in there too.
"Get a little liquid courage in you," he said, grabbing my ass. "You've got a long night ahead of you."
I took a gulp, then coughed. "Oof, that's strong."
"Tastes better than what you're about to be swallowing," he laughed. Guys pressed in all around us, and they laughed too. Hands touched me, touched my breasts, touched my ass, touched me between my legs.
The crowd was fucking huge! The whole living room was packed wall to wall with kids Derek's age. They overflowed into what looked like the kitchen behind it. Surely he couldn't really expect me to--
"Let's show the boys what they're getting," he said, and started tugging up on my t-shirt. I almost tried to grab it and hold it down, but that swig of vodka was hitting me. Derek laughed when my t-shirt came off.
"I told you what you're here for Becky, what on Earth did you wear a bra for?"
Belying all the stereotypes about college boys and bras, he unhooked mine easily, and the entire room cheered when my breasts bounced free, nipples stiff.
Derek laughed again as some random boys surrounding me took each of my breasts in hand and thumbed those stiff nipples. "Nips tell me you're looking forward to this," he said.
And then with one swift motion he yanked my yoga pants and panties down. I squealed, and my hands flew down to cover my pussy.
"Hey, I only said blowjobs, not--"
"Relax, Becky," he said as he pulled my hands away from my bush. Then, louder, to be heard over the music, "Everybody remembers what I told you about Becky, right?"
Like the whole crowd, even some of the girls at the party yelled back, "mouth only!"
There were a lot of laughter and catcalls from the crowd. I was surprised by the girls at this party, they were cheering this on as much as the guys. Probably just glad it wasn't them.
I kicked my open toed heels off and stepped and kicked my way out of my spandex. Someone grabbed my bare ass, but there were so many guys around me I couldn't tell who. Taking my actions as the sign that this was really going to happen, Derek shouted for the crowd again.
"Ladies and Gentlemen, this is Becky Wilson, and she has promised to suck every single cock put in front of her!"
More cheers and wolf whistles. I blushed and covered my face with my hands. I didn't really feel like "promised" was the right word, let alone "every single cock put in front of me." I had come over when he said "A few more" than our foursome last time. Looking at the mob of people in this house, there was an ocean of difference between "a few more" and every single cock put in front off me." There were dozens of people here at least. Even if half of them were girls, that still left...
Derek ushered me deeper into the party before I could even try to calculate how many men I was expected to service.
As I followed him into the house, college boys crowded around me. Every last one of them seemed to be trying to get a feel of my breasts or ass, or more. I gulped down more of the vodka kool aid.
"Um..."
Derek looked at me, clearly worried I was going to back out. He had an entire packed house who had been promised my mouth.
"Can't back out now Becky. This is happening. Drink up."
I did, halfway hoping I'd black out from too much booze and would be unable to do this. But on second thought, rowdy as this crowd was, blacking out seemed like the worst possible idea if I wanted to keep this above my waist.
The entire crowd kept cheering, chanting my name and in general celebrating my impending degradation. The dozen or so boys standing around me got even more grabby about my butt cheeks and pussy. Apparently Derek's promise that I could keep it mouth only didn't include hands.
Derek led me up the stairs and down the hall to where the hallway ended between two bedrooms. There, they'd laid down a nice thick rug to cushion my knees. He looked at me expectantly. I looked over his shoulder, at the line of eager young guys that filled the entire hallway. I gulped.
Derek saw the fear in my eyes. "On your knees, Bec. It's too late to change your mind. Every last one of these guys--"
Without waiting for him to finish, I did as he said and lowered myself to my knees. That very act became a battle between fear and arousal inside me. My common sense told me this was insane, but the warmth spreading out from the middle of me wanted to go through with it.
The whole hallway full of men cheered, Derek included. And since he had organized this, and since he happened to be right in front of me anyway from leading me there, he took down his pants as soon as I settled down to the floor and looked up.
His cock was familiar to me after the first couple of times. His cock was the reason I found blowjobs so erotic. His cock was the entire reason I came here when told he wanted me to suck "a few more" of his friends than last time. I opened my lips -- ruby red with lipstick I had put on just for this -- and took his bulging purple head in my mouth.
The moment I did all my doubts went away and I gave myself over to the thrill of excitement pulsing out from between my legs to my whole body. The act of pleasing and serving his cock turned me on so strongly, the fact that I was about to give 20 or more blowjobs to strangers felt hot, not crazy.
I worked my tongue and lips on the shaft, purring happily as I did. His fingers combed through my hair as I sucked. I moved my tongue right to where the ridge of his cockhead met the shaft, and stroked extra hard against him there.
"Oh fuck! This is why I like you, Becky!"
I kept up the pressure, and soon his fingers in my hair twisted into a tight grip, pulling it hard. I moaned as I worked my mouth on his cock, slurping at it.
"Almost there," he groaned. I could tell. His cock swelled in my mouth. His hands on my head pushed me down, moving me where he wanted me. I let him, giving in to it as he lost himself in the pleasure.
"FUCK!"
A hot jet of gooey semen shot all the way into my mouth, followed almost immediately by a second rope of it, a third, a fourth. It coated my tongue, my teeth, my gums, everything with its bitter, salty flavor. Sperm kept oozing out of his cockhead into my mouth as he groaned and his legs quivered underneath him.
The briney taste of his pleasure filled every last bit of my mouth, bringing both a visceral instinct to spit it up and a fiery, fierce arousal between my legs. The texture of it was slimy, like raw egg white. I remembered the experience from the first time I had blown him -- grossed out and turned on at the same time.
Finally he pulled it out of my mouth. When he did, I struggled with my instincts. My mind and body refused to cooperate with ingesting that slimy goopy gunk. The urgent need to spit the terrible taste out almost overtook me. But I knew he expected it. I knew the entire line of who-knew-how-many men behind him expected it. I knew it would start this event they'd all been looking forward to on a sour note if I spit.
And besides, my pussy was so achingly wet about it. I gulped it down.
Derek shouted, "She swallows, boys!" The whole line behind him cheered. My cheeks went fire engine red with embarrassment, as if I could possibly still have anything left to be embarrassed about when every man in the building expected me to take his penis in my mouth. My stomach rebelled at the wad of goop I had just eaten, but I controlled it.
Derek grinned down at me. "I could see you didn't like the taste much, but don't worry. Before we let you off your knees tonight, you're going to have eaten so much sperm you won't even notice the flavor any more."
I was still swallowing over and over, trying to get the taste out of my mouth, but hearing him talk about what was coming stoked the fire in my thighs even hotter, and I grinned back.
Derek pulled up his pants and stepped away.
Stepping up in his place was a complete stranger. I'd never seen the man in my life. And yet he looked down at me with a kind of fierce hunger, expecting me to do for him what I had just done for his... friend? I didn't even know how he knew Derek.
He was a bit chubby, and the hard on he revealed when he opened his fly was smaller than Derek's. I didn't care. The act of a man who had never even spoken to me revealing his penis to me and expecting me to suck it almost made me cum without touching myself. Without a word I leaned forward and wrapped my lips around it.
"Can't believe this is really happening," he groaned.
I answered him with expert strokes of my tongue, proving that this was, indeed, happening. Might be his first blowjob -- maybe even his first time. He didn't look like the kind of guy who got a lot of girls. If it was his first time, I resolved to give him the best he could possibly have
I bobbed my head up and down on his pole, moaning with every stroke. My lips caressed him, hot wet mouth welcoming every inch of him.
"Shit, that's good! That's--"
He groaned and pumped hot bitter semen into my mouth. Yup. First time. It had taken about five licks. The jism flowed freely, pouring over my gums and tongue, a little more bitter and a little less salt than Derek. There was a lot of it, though. He wasn't shooting ropes like Derek, but his cockhead just kept oozing more of it until I had to swallow before he was finished.
When the last drops of his seed were finally in my tummy, he fixed his fly and stumbled away without another word.
The next boy in line was black, and all the stereotypes cascaded through my mind at once. My mind told me that his skin color changed nothing. The thrill in my body told me different. If it were possible to be more forbidden than sucking off a whole houseful of boys half my age, some of them being black sure did it. I wouldn't have believed I could get even more aroused. He grinned at me as he pulled down his pants and flopped out a monster. He knew what he had, and I reacted with a combination of fear and delight, eyes going wide.
Fear didn't keep me from my duty, though. I opened wide, wrapped my glistening lips around the head of that giant cock, and started working it with my tongue. I bobbed my head up and down, squeezing it with my lips, and reaching to fondle his balls with my fingers. His hands came to rest in my hair, and soon he had two handfuls of it, pulling me where he wanted, thrusting his dick.
I obeyed, letting him thrust, giving him friction with my lips and tongue, as he grunted above me. Somehow the experience of him taking charge was even hotter than sucking. The feel of him trying to push it into my throat scared me, and brought back all of the urge to vomit I'd fought down for the first couple loads of cum.
His release saved me from that momentarily. I felt his shaft throb in my mouth, then hot jets of semen added another layer to my already coated tongue. He came and came and came, groaning in pleasure as he drained his balls into me. There was a lot of it, and the taste was just as bad as the other guys. I chuckled about that small measure of racial equality, then gulped it down eagerly, relieved I only had to swallow a slimy mess and not that fat ginormous meat.
I was barely done swallowing when another guy stood in front of me, eager for his turn. I gave it to him. His cock was nothing special, but I took it in my mouth and worked it with my tongue and lips, sucking and licking, bobbing my head up and down. As I pleasured the guy, my mind drifted off a little bit.
Obviously I knew Derek, but other than him the last three penises to be in my mouth belonged to complete strangers. None of them had ever spoken a word to me. I had no idea any of their names. I had barely even looked up at any of them, I'd probably never recognize them if I met them on the street. Yet I had willingly let each of them put their dick in my mouth, serviced it without question, and let them ejaculate on my tongue. I had each of their DNA in my belly now.
Whoever I was fellating spoiled that record by pulling out and cumming all over my face. He sprayed thick, gooey streamers of jism on my cheeks, forehead, hair, and lips, grunting and stroking his cock as he emptied the contents of his scrotum all over me. It caught me by surprise, and I sputtered a bit. He wiped his cockhead off in my hair, then stepped aside to give the next guy his turn at me.
I never even had a chance to close my mouth from the last man pulling out of it before the next man shoved himself into it. If it bothered him to put his dick into a face covered with someone else's semen, he gave no sign. Just fed me his cock.
I got over my surprise at the unexpected facial and got to work, giving the penis in my mouth the same service I'd given all the others. Already I was starting to lose count, but I was pretty sure this was guy number five? I wondered what my ex-husband would think if he knew about this.
The guy came in my mouth this time, and I ate it without question. I was past feeling grossed out by the texture anymore, past the bitter taste. At this point semen slid easily into my gullet without me even having to think about it.
I remembered Derek promising me I'd get to this point, and here I was. Cum in my mouth just felt normal.
After him, the sixth guy never really even registered. Just another repetition on the same motions of my lips and tongue. At the end he came on my face though. It didn't catch me as much by surprise as it did the first time, but one of his fat, sloppy ropes of jizz splattered my left eyelid, leaving me only able to open my right eye.
Guy number seven shot his nut on my face too. Sperm oozed off my jaw and chin and I felt hot drops of it splattering onto my naked breasts.
I can't tell you anything about the eighth and ninth guys I pleased. Just penises. Just semen I ate.
The tenth guy deliberately came in my right eye, though. It stung like fire, and I squeezed my eyelid shut. I went to wipe my eye with a knuckle, but the guy grabbed my hand and stopped me.
"Cum in the eye is part of a slut's life."
It kind of pissed me off to be talked to like that. Here I was doing this for all of them, they could at least be nice to me. But on the other hand, it was the dirtiness and naughtiness that turned me on, and being talked to like that felt dirtier and naughtier than ever.
I did, exactly as he said, feel like a slut.
The cum in my eye really hurt, though, and squeezing my eyelid wasn't making it better very fast. The men didn't care about any of that, though. Another guy put his cockhead on my lips before the last guy let go of my wrist, so I just opened up and started to work on this new guy. I realized, as I sucked him, that I'd never see him. I couldn't open either eye now. The last vestige of knowing anything at all about the men I was giving my face to was gone.
I was almost in a daze. Suck suck suck lick lick lick bob my head up and down. Squirt, squirt, squirt, squirt. Gulp. Next. Over and over and over and over. My mental state went through an emotional roller coaster. I'd been scared but curious at the start, horny as fire after a guy or two, determined, bored, pissed off when the guy came in my eye, bored again, wishing it would end because my knees and jaw and tongue all ached, hating penises and men and semen, realizing that I was still dutifully servicing men even when I hated it made me horny as fuck, then determined again...
It went on and on and on, When they came on my face, it was just another layer of warm goop. When they came in my mouth, I could barely even tell any difference between the taste of that load and the taste of however many previous loads that still coated my tongue and teeth and the entire inside of my mouth.
Then came a man who woke me back up and reminded me where I was and what I was doing.
I had finally lost count of how many. I had both eyes squeezed shut against the pools of cum covering my eyelids, and even then some still leaked in and burned.
Then two fists gripped my hair and somebody pushed his cock into me hard. Hard.
This wasn't a blowjob. This was getting fucked. He thrust his dick into my mouth, drew back, rammed it home again, drew back, and shoved it in a third time, cockhead knocking on the door to my throat.
"The kind of whore who'll suck every guy at a party needs to know how to give throat," he grunted. "I'm gonna break you in."
I wasn't dazed anymore. I wasn't zoning out while I went through the motions. Suddenly the fear of losing control of my stomach was back worse than ever. He pushed the head of his cock, trying to get it into my throat. Just pure instinct caused me to pull back, but his firm grip on my hair shoved me forward again.
"Take it, slut!"
And as he grunted those words, I felt it pop in. At once I fought the urge to gag. My body threatened to give back up my entire stomach full of semen. The guy I was sucking -- no. I wasn't sucking him. He was fucking me -- paid no attention at all to my battle with my gag reflex. He just thrust in and out. Now that he'd gotten it into my throat, he wasn't giving it up.
Even as I had to keep resisting the urge to puke, I discovered that I could endure it. The panic subsided, and the moment it did, arousal flooded in in its place. The experience of this guy just taking me, using me, without even giving me a chance to move my tongue or lips on him, filled up my whole being with an entirely new thrill.



A wordless moan slipped out of my cock-filled throat.
"Knew you'd like it, whore."
And with that he drew back a bit and fed me more jizz, thick hot ropes of it spraying the inside of my mouth. After the experience of almost gagging on cock, it was once again a bit nauseating to swallow cum, but i was so turned on I pushed through and took it all in.
More guys. I don't really know how many. They split about two to one between cumming in my mouth and cumming on my face. I wasn't really tracking, I was still dealing with how much that throatfucking had changed my world. I knew nothing about that man except his voice as he called me names, but I wanted to serve him again. I wanted him to do that to me again. Whoever the men were who I was actually servicing, I didn't even care. All I could think about was the earlier guy who had taken my throat's virginity.
I swore to myself that if I ever heard that voice again, I would fall to my knees at once, no matter how public the place.
"Mind if my girlfriend helps?"
The words were so incongruous I just stammered at first. First of all, that was the first time that night anyone had actually "asked" me before sex. And girlfriend? And what did he mean by helps? I hope he didn't expect me to do for her what I'd been--
And then I felt a person step behind me. I felt something I didn't really understand pulling my hair out of place. And then two hands with fingernails long enough to sting took a mean grip on my hair and held my head in place.
"Mouthfuck this dumb whore," said a definitely female voice.
Her -- boyfriend, I guess? -- obliged. My mouth was already open from trying to answer his question. He just plunged in without any build up, hitting the entrance to my throat right away. I was back to fighting the urge to gag.
I felt something rubbing against the back of my head. Something wet. I was so overwhelmed by the guy in my throat's furious thrusting that it took me a moment to figure out. What I felt on the back of my head was the girl behind me's pussy.
She ground herself on me as she chanted "Use her. Fuck her. Show her what a cumslut she is."
I figured out that what I'd felt in my hair earlier must have been her pulling her skirt up. Now this chick rubbed herself off on my hair and scalp while her boyfriend facefucked me.
"Dumb cunt. Milf whore. Nothing but a cumtarget." I knew nothing about the girl but her voice, and that she shaved her pussy. And that she really got off on degrading, filthy talk.
Which was OK, it was kind of turning me on too.
My head swirled. I swung back and forth between being grossed out at another woman's sex touching me and turned on by being throatfucked. All the while the girl kept making up new combinations of the words cum, whore, stupid, slut, and milf as she pleasured herself on me.
The guy came first, balls deep in my throat, and I coughed and sputtered on it as his spunk went straight into my throat, almost expelling his dick from its warm, tight berth. When I coughed, the girl behind me said, "Get used to it whore, jizz in your throat is who you are now."
She came right after, crying out wordlessly, rubbing her very wet pussy all over my long blonde hair.
"Just a whore," she panted when she finally finished grinding on me.
I just knelt there with my mouth open for a moment after the two of them stepped away from me. Fuck that was weird! Had I just had lesbian sex? Kind of the opposite of what I came to this party for.
But the next guy in line didn't care about my confusion. He just put his dick in my open mouth. So did another, and another, and another...
Before long I was back on that emotional roller coaster I mentioned earlier, torn between the flaming arousal of what I was doing and the pain in my knees, tongue, and jaw. I went from loving being used to hating men and back again. I went from needing to cum to bored, and every stage in between.
I was at the bored stage, falling down toward the hating men stage again, when some guy came in my mouth. I barely even noticed, just ate it and opened my mouth for the next one, promising myself that soon I would find the courage to say I'd had enough.
No one replaced him in my mouth.
I moaned and wiggled my tongue, to let whoever was next know it was his turn.
Nothing.
Thickly, through cum-covered lips, with an exhausted tongue, I managed to ask, "Next?"
Nothing.
I used knuckles to wipe the cum out of my eyes until I could open them. The hallway was empty. The full, bright light of dawn streamed through the windows. Empty red solo cups littered the hallway.
At once I rocketed straight from "Please let this end" to so turned on I couldn't control myself. I had done it! I had sucked every man in the building until every last one of them had had everything he wanted. I'd even been used by a woman.
I didn't even change position. I didn't even get off my aching knees. I just reached between my legs and put my fingers on my sloppy wet pussy. I rubbed three fingers in a circle on my clit, and came almost immediately I was so turned on.
I struggled through making my numb legs move, until I could splay them out in front of me, wide open, and sit on my ass leaning against the wall behind me.
I masturbated to a second orgasm right away, rubbing my sex with one hand while with the other I gathered as much of the cum on my face as was still wet and ate it. I came tasting stale jizz from my cheeks and hair.
I stumbled to my feet and almost fell back down, my legs were so weak and my knees so pained. I lurched down the hall, passing bedrooms with the doors closed, hearing guys snoring behind them. I gripped the railing tight as I tottered down the stairs, afraid of my poor abused knees giving out with each step down.
In the living room through which I had been led when I arrived at the party, red solo cups and empty beer bottles were everywhere. Some guy was passed out on the couch. Another in a recliner. Another on the floor.
I had never seen any of them before in my life, but realized all of them had had me. Their semen was either in my tummy or dried on my face and breasts.
What I couldn't find in the living room was the clothing Derek had pulled off of me, showing everyone what they were getting before he led me up to the scene of my debasement.
Bright light streamed through the open blinds. I giggled to myself as I pulled those down. After a whole night of serving men, I was doing them one last favor, keeping the sun from hitting their eyes, letting them sleep.
Unable to find my clothes, I stepped out butt naked and coated with semen into the bright light of morning. The street had been full of cars last night, I'd had to park blocks away. And I couldn't run, my legs were still asleep and my knees were still killing me.
Walking out in public totally nude, with the jizz of more men than I could count all over my face and hair turned me on so hard that I didn't just walk to my car, I strutted. At least as much as my knees would allow. A couple college girls, a redhead and a brunette, out for a morning jog, stopped to ask if I was alright. I nodded. For the first time since I'd said "um," I managed to get words out.
"I'm great. Never better." After that girl rubbed herself off on my head, I was almost hoping one of these would be interested.
Redhead said, "You don't look alright. Want me to call the cops?"
"Nah."
Her brunette friend said, "I heard about Derek's party last night? That you?"
"Holy shit that was real?" The redhead said. "I thought my boyfriend was just bullshitting. He claimed he left before it got started. That true, or do I need to dump him for cheating?"
"Gina, the poor woman's naked and a mess out here for anyone to see. If you've got to talk to her, let's get her someplace safe." That was the brunette.
"It's cool," I said. "This is kind of turning me on, you two seeing me like this."
The look on both their faces said I wasn't going to get head humped again.
After one more promise that I was OK, they walked me the rest of the way to my junker. The redhead told me her older brother was a lawyer, and asked me if I wanted to sue. I shook my head.
Once in the driver's seat, I didn't even wait for them to walk away before I masturbated again.
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The sun finally fell behind the horizon, and the fundraiser drew to a close. The PTA had held a barbecue raising money to help the soon-to-be graduates take a senior trip in a couple of months, but darkness finally put an end to it. I'd been working the hot dog stand with a few of my girlfriends, treating ourselves pretty liberally to a box of white zin in between customers.
Now that the event was finally over, though, our crew rapidly dissipated, and before long I was left to finish the cleanup myself.
In the cramped concession stand, bending and stretching to put away the cash box, the buns, and the rest was a constant balancing act in tight quarters. I took the hairnet we were required to wear off, and my blonde hair fell free. I was wearing a "congratulations, graduates" T-shirt over a pair of black leggings. For an early forties mom, I honestly felt pretty good about how I looked. I was never very busty, but the backside was my real moneymaker.
Twilight became night as I finally finished my wiping down and putting away. I was thinking about a hot bath and more zin when I got home. But the sound of the concession booth door opening changed all that.
I turned and looked, and saw a bunch of 18-year-old boys from the graduating class pushing their way inside.
I didn't like it from the moment I saw them, but at first I kept my fingers crossed that it was innocent.
"Sorry, boys, we're closed up for the night. All the food's put away."
One of them grinned at me. "All except for the most delicious morsel there is."
Oh shit. Oh shit oh shit oh shit. I backed into the corner of the booth, up against the plastic folding table where we'd been pre-assembling dogs before people bought them.
It looked like seven boys. I recognized several who either hung out with my son John or played sports with him. Most of them were athletic, tall, muscular young men, and their brawny bulk filled up the small booth completely. I felt crowded as soon as they were all in. And there was no hope of leaving. The group of them blocked the door completely.
Appealing to the one I knew best from his friendship with John, I stammered out, "Derek? What's going on here?"
He answered my timid, desperate look with a wolfish grin. "You're getting gangraped, Mrs. K."
My mouth dropped open and my eyes went wide. All the color drained out of my face. I was afraid of it, but I hadn't expected quite that direct of a response.
I jibbered out some incoherent rejoinder which consisted mostly of the words "no" and "please" repeated over and over again. No effect at all. The group of them closed in, crowding me, until their hands were on me, all over me, groping me.
I moved my own hands in response, trying to push them away, but two hands are no match for a hundred, which is how many it felt like. Of course it could only be about 14 max, but to judge by the way fingers and palms were absolutely everywhere, I could be forgiven for overcounting.
This was real! This was happening! Scared out of my mind, for a moment all I could do was whimper as tears fell down my cheeks. Finally I sucked in a huge breath for a scream, but by then it was too late. A strong, young hand slapped over my mouth, and my attempt to summon help was muted. Their laughter made more noise than my shriek did.
I kept trying to push their hands off my breasts, my butt, my sex, but that didn't last. Soon two of the boys grabbed my arms and held them. Their young muscles far overpowered my own.
I tried to kick, but that only resulted in two more of them holding my legs. Even my thighs, exercised on the stairstepper every day in the gym, weren't strong enough to overpower these varsity athletes.
There I was, all four of my limbs restrained, a hand over my mouth muffling my shouts, and Derek, who for some reason I had imagined would actually help me, instead stepped up to me.
"The harder you fight, the more this'll hurt, Mrs. K. Just lean back and take it. None of us are gonna try for endurance tonight. We'll be done with you in less than an hour. Who knows? You may even like it."
He looked away from me and down at the two boys holding my legs. "OK, guys, lets get her yoga pants off."
I tried to kick, not so much to hurt them, just to resist being disrobed in front of all of them. But the two holding my legs were too strong. Derek put his hands in my waistband and pulled down, peeling my leggings and blue cotton briefs down.
The worst of it was, my body betrayed me. As my pants came down and first my pubic hair, then more, were revealed to members of the opposite sex, I felt heat rising from between my legs and my nipples stiffening. It was just instinct, I couldn't help it, but I felt mortally ashamed of it, blushing to the roots of my hair.
When I felt the cool spring air on my sex, I tried to scream harder than ever, but the hand over my mouth kept it from carrying. That primal, gut-level response to sexual stimuli got stronger and stronger, and I felt the first hint of moisture between my legs.
Derek ran his fingers through my light pubic hair then touched my vulva.
"Pussy's wet, boys. This'll be easy."
The crowd of guys cheered. To me, Derek said, "Smart. Just take my advice about trying to enjoy, and it'll go easier for you."
I wasn't trying to enjoy! It was just the way a body reacts to being nude in front of others! But even if I felt like dignifying his words with an answer, the hand over my mouth wouldn't let me.
The boys holding my legs moved their hands up, from the lower part still covered by black yoga pants to the upper thighs, now nude. Both of them snuck in a quick grope of my sex. Then Derek moved down and removed my sneakers, then pulled my leggings and panties the rest of the way off.
Oh shit oh shit oh shit! I was naked from the waist down. Even if somehow they changed their mind about raping me, these boys had still seen and even groped what only my husband had ever before seen or touched.
Derek wadded up my leggings and panties and pitched them as hard as he could out the door of the concession stand. "We'll take those with us when we leave. When we're done with you, Mrs. K, you're going to have to go home half naked. How long's the walk to your Escalade from here?"
It was blocks away. They'd asked the volunteers to leave the parking lot for the donating customers. But right at that moment public nudity didn't seem like the biggest of my problems.
The boys at my legs lifted me up to perch me on the edge of the plastic folding table. They spread my legs wide, displaying my wet sex flagrantly and indecently.
Derek asked, "Ready for your gangrape, Mrs. K?"
As much as the boy holding my head would let me, I frantically shook it in the negative, muffled begging slipping out past his hand, trying to beg with my eyes as well.
Derek took his jeans and boxers down in one fast motion. His cock sprang out, and my eyes went a little wider. He'd known my son for years and years, but somehow I'd never had any idea he had a monster like that. It looked nine inches long, fat as a sunscreen bottle, and bulging with bluish veins. Fully erect, it reached past his belly button and swayed gently as he moved, almost hypnotizing me. The swollen purple cockhead looked bigger than a plum.
I stared. I felt horrible about myself for finding it attractive. I should be hating every second of this. His body should be revolting to me. But damn, that was a nice dick. If I had to be raped, at least I was being raped by the nicest penis I'd ever seen.
Also only the second one I'd ever seen. My husband had nothing like this.
Derek saw the look on my face and laughed.
"Maybe not as bad as you thought, Mrs. K?" He took hold of his cock by the base and rubbed the head of it up and down over my undeniably wet slit. After a stroke or two he added, "Apparently the sight of huge cock makes you wet."
He plunged into me. I screamed, a useless gesture against the hand over my mouth.
He rammed it in fast, filling me up. He took firm strokes back and forth, hilted all the way inside me, touching the very back of me every time he shoved it forward.
The hell of it was, it felt good. Not only was his dick big, he knew how to use it. With every thrust inside me I felt my body respond to him, getting warmer and wetter. I'd been wet enough just on instinct when he started. The pleasure of his fucking kept me wet enough for him to keep going.
He railed me harder and harder, starting to grunt on every stroke, and I loved it. The last resistance I had left was to pretend like I didn't like it. I wanted to grind back against him, I wanted to moan in pleasure, but I kept the tears falling from my eyes by sheer willpower.
Fuck it was good. He was big. Really big. I could feel his cock all the way inside me even when he wasn't hilted. When he was, that sweet, sweet pain of being stretched and unable to take more flooded all the way out through me, and I never wanted it to end.
I felt waves of pleasure radiating out from between my legs as he pounded me, every thrust filling me completely. He was already better than my husband, and he wasn't even done with me yet. I tried to think about my marriage and my children, but my body just took over. I shoved my hips forward to meet him, finally giving in to the urge, trying to somehow get even more of that masterful cock into my babymaker.
"Been wanting a piece of this for years," he growled. "Every time John had me come over I was dreaming of this moment."
Oh shit I wished he had done this sooner. He was leaving for college in only a few months. If he and his friends had raped me years ago, I could have been letting Derek do this to me every day.
I was so glad he had pushed. So glad trying to kick and push the hands away had failed. Every wild, animal ram of his cock into my pussy made me glad I had lost the brief, weak struggle I put up.
A little whimper slipped out of me. Damn it! It just felt too good, I had to make some noise.
"Don't worry, Mrs. K, I can already tell you love it."
I was on the verge of crying out with pleasure. Every movement he made stretched my pussy. I wanted to reach down and finger myself.
The boy covering my mouth had apparently lost interest, too fascinated by watching the live action porn of Derek's cock stretching my labia wider than they had ever been. I could have screamed if I'd wanted to. But I didn't. I didn't scream. I didn't want to. Without the help of a hand over my mouth, little mewling noises of ecstasy slipped out of me.
Derek gripped my ass with both hands. "Here it comes, Karla. Gonna nut inside you!"
He gave a powerful grunt and released a flood of semen all the way at the door to my womb. I cried out when he did, hating myself for loving it.
He kept thrusting until he had drained himself completely. When he pulled out of me, I whimpered again at the sudden lack, feeling like the most important thing in the world had been taken away from me..
He zipped up and growled, "You take a turn at her, Mike."
With no one holding my head anymore, I turned to look at him. "Mike" was a strong, fit young man I had never seen before in my life.
And then this complete stranger plunged his erect penis inside me.
Since his friend Derek had already fucked me, I was so wet he slipped in easily. If he had a problem with sloppy seconds, he didn't say so. He just started pistoning in and out of me.
He wasn't as good a cocksman as Derek was, but I didn't need that any more. I was fully aroused, happily taking cock, spurred on by the thrill of both being taken against my will and being gangbanged. I wasn't holding back anymore, grinding my hips forward to meet every one of his thrusts.
He shouted as he came, pouring even more semen into my supposedly off-the-market vagina. I was glad to get it, all thoughts of marriage and propriety and everything else lost in the pleasure of being fucked.
I took the barest look at guy number three before his strong hand grabbed my hair and held my head.
And then I screamed in mingled pleasure and pain.
The thing he shoved into me was more like a forearm than a cock. I couldn't see, but I could feel -- feel stretched so wide it reminded me of giving birth. He slammed it into me over and over and over, stretching me wider and hitting the back of me hard enough to make me cry out in pain with every stroke.
Damn the cock was huge. I had thought Derek was big, but this guy put him to shame. I sobbed nonstop with delicious pain as whoever-he-was slammed and slammed and slammed.
Hearing me cry, he howled "Take it slut!" at the top of his lungs before he let his cum spurt into me. His cock was stretching the walls of my pussy so tight I could feel it pulse with every rope he shot.
The fourth guy took his place and jackhammered away at me not saying anything, just gripping my ass and mashing his hungry lips on my breasts. I panted with pleasure, crying out "Yes! Yes! Yes!" over and over again.
He came inside me just like all his friends had, and I felt like a disgusting sloppy mess down there.
18-year-old boy after 18-year-old boy took me, took me, took me. I lost count. Some of them must have had seconds. I know Derek did. He even came back for thirds. I didn't care how many of them went how many times. I was even glad. I had never felt anything this good in my life.
As the last guy pulled up his pants and most of them walked out, I could hear them laughing and joking and planning to get a beer to celebrate. Derek shouted, "Make sure to take her yoga pants and panties. I want her to have to walk to her car half naked."
When all his friends were gone, my son's friend -- ha, probably not anymore if my son ever heard about this -- grinned at me.
"I think we both know you would lose a rape trial, Mrs. K. I've never seen a woman like getting fucked that much, and I've fucked quite a few."
I didn't say anything. He was right. I was so glad he'd done it. I would be masturbating to this memory for the rest of my life. But I was afraid to admit it.
"Just in case you do try to claim this wasn't voluntary, I took some nice cell phone video of you begging and crying for more. "Please! Please! Harder!" is going to sound great at trial, don't you think?
Oh shit. Video?
Derek kissed me. "Now that we know you like dick, I think next time you can give blowjobs. I'll get a few friends together for you."
He walked out and left me there.



        