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1. Sweet Bride to Slutty Swinger: My Hunger for Threesomes by Ellie North

Megan is an innocent woman who has limited experience with men. She is the smart type who dates nice guys and enjoys ties with a close-knit, Christian family. She spends most of her spare time with her close friend who is the uncanny opposite of her. Megan has always envied her friend, Rita’s, lack of inhibition. But she doesn’t believe she could ever step outside her own norms. An encounter at the car wash changes all of this. She meets a man who unlocks something within her that she never knew existed. She is eager to explore this thing but does not want to betray her values. She begins to question who she really is and embarks on a change in lifestyle in a bid to get to know her sexual side better.

At first I didn’t think I’d actually go through with it. We were leaning against the sink, doing the dishes, when he comes out and says something like that. I didn’t know whether to be offended, horrified or intrigued. He had a tiny glint in his eye, as if he was remembering something he once did – and loved. I wondered then how much I knew about this man. We’d been together for two years and only then did I find out about this. I had no idea he even preferred it. And to what? To what we do together in the privacy of our home? So I picked up the phone and called my best friend, Rita.

She met me at the Bella Rosa, our favorite restaurant. I chose one of the tables placed just outside. It was almost noon when she showed up ten minutes late. She waved excitedly, strawberry blond hair flowing in the breeze. The short white skirt high above her knees revealed long legs that stretched on forever, beautifully waxed and shining olive. It seemed ages before she finally arrived at my table, kissed me on either cheek and plopped herself into a seat opposite mine. Five minutes later, I was pouring my heart out.

“I mean, how do I know I’m not marrying a total stranger?” I was saying.

“Megan ---.”

“Okay, so maybe I’m overreacting but this is Jason we’re talking about. It’s completely out of character for him to suggest something like that, let alone for our night.”

“He wants to do something you’ve never done before to make your night special. It’s kind of romantic.”

“Romantic!” I couldn’t believe she’d just said that. Whose side was she on, anyway?

“Look. All I’m saying is keep an open mind.”

“It’s our wedding night. I could keep an open mind but that’s just going too far.”

“Megan, you’re such a prude.”

We shared a piece of cheesecake just for the occasion. I know I shouldn’t have done that just days before my wedding but I didn’t care at that point.

I thought about what Rita said all the way home. Was I really being a prude? What does that mean nowadays, anyway? Is this what the twenty-first century wife is expected to be like? I’m supposed to agree to every sexual whim that comes his way because I’m ‘liberal’ and ‘sexually expressive’?

Questions floated around in my head as I struggled with a situation that had never even crossed my mind until now. I was raised in a close-knit, Christian family where we say ‘praise God’ every time someone says there wasn’t much traffic on their way home, or when the sun comes up and it’s a beautiful day. We never talk about sex at home. We don’t even masturbate – as far as I know. We had a talk about it at church once. I was about fourteen when my mother got some parents together and held a meeting for all the young girls blossoming into women. Quite firmly, we were told how sinful and unclean oral sex was. And anyone who is tempted to masturbate should embark on a fast in order to crucify the desires of the flesh. Having sex with more than one person at a time wasn’t even on the agenda.

If it wasn’t for college, I’m pretty sure I would never have got my cherry popped. Thanks to that fine rite of passage – and a ton of alcohol, I found my sexual self. Or at least I began to. I tried a few things but nothing too outrageous. While Rita studied and vociferously applied the lessons of the Karma Sutra, I perfected my missionary position with the class nerd. I liked that nerd but the fact still remains: we didn’t do much. We went our separate ways after graduation. And then came Jason.

I met Jason at the car wash. He’d just bought it with the inheritance from an uncle and was walking around like a king admiring his kingdom. I was thinking how arrogant he must be when I caught his eye. He stopped in his tracks and looked at me like I was the only person around for miles. It was as if he had just spied treasure and was gearing himself up to retrieve it. I watched as he approached me. When he came within an arm’s length of me, he halted and looked me up and down. Meanwhile, I was seething at the nerve of this boisterous man. How dare he look at me like this? Then he spoke. His words were none other than a request to take me out to dinner that night.

“I have better things to do,” I said.

I had to pass the car wash on my way to and from work every day. So that wasn’t the last time I saw him. With time, he developed a charming approach. Once, he even made a sign and posted himself facing the road when he knew I’d be driving by. The sign said Will You Merry Me? I laughed and parked in front of the car wash.

“So I’m guessing English isn’t your strong point,” I quipped.

He frowned comically, “Why do you say that?”

“Your spelling is quite interesting, for one.”

“Oh? Did I spell something wrong?”

Playing along, I pointed to ‘Merry’.

“It’s exactly the way I want it,” he said wryly.

“Is it?”

“Yes. Unless you want me to ask you something else. Something in particular…”

That exchange turned into our first official conversation. Countless dates followed: trips to fancy restaurants, amusement park rides, double dates with Rita and her numerous suitors. A year later, we moved in together. And a year after that, we were engaged. My mother was so pleased about what she likes to call my ‘betrothal’, that she immediately offered to send me looking for a wedding gown and a wedding planner the very next day. I didn’t even know what I wanted to look like. She has this idea that Jason is a sweet boy who will take good care of me and help me raise nice, church going kids. But after he made his ‘special request’ for our wedding night, I wasn’t so sure anymore.

***

We got married in the local cathedral like everyone else does where I come from. The reception was held in the town hall. There were relatives who came and slapped Jason on the back, telling me what a good young man he seemed to be. I laughed at the irony because I know him better than that. As we cut the cake in front of everyone, he leaned in and whispered, “I can’t wait until tonight.”

The wedding reception was winding down and I wasn’t feeling tired at all. I was feeling nervous, strangely like a sheep being led to slaughter but excited at the same time. I gripped my champagne glass, clammy hands sticking to the surface. Looking out over the crowd, my eyes found Rita. She had her pink bridesmaid dress on. Strapless dresses are her thing. Strapless and short. So that’s what she wore on the big day. There she was, dancing with a cousin of mine. A bit too close for comfort but this was Rita after all. I marveled at how relaxed she appeared to be, despite what she was about to do. For a moment, I considered how stupid it might be to give my new husband access to such a tempting woman. But better someone I’ve known for years than a complete stranger off the streets.

As soon as the reception was over, Jason took me by the waist and ushered me to the car waiting for us outside. He had a devilish grin on his face as he asked me, “Are you ready?” I nodded shyly while he held the door open for me. Lowering myself into my seat, I gathered my princess dress around me. He closed my door and walked round to his seat, winking at me as he walked past the windshield.

We drove to a classy hotel in total silence. Jason was clearly highly anticipating the evening. He kept reaching for my hand and stroking it sensually. If my dress hadn’t been getting in the way, his hand would have made it all the way up my thighs. We finally arrived at the hotel and checked in. A few guests beamed at the newlyweds on our way to the room we had booked for the night. Knees practically knocking together, I stepped through the door he held open for me.

A scene of red rose petals strewn over the bed, champagne in ice buckets and a sweet, creamy aroma filling the air greeted me. I turned to Jason, touched by such a display of sentimentality. I suddenly felt even more aware of his presence. I touched the buttons on his shirt, freeing him of the fabric with each button. Pulling the shirt out of his pants, my hands travelled up the middle of his torso and down again as I finished undressing him. Finally, when our clothes were lying in heaps on the floor, I took his hand and led him to the bathroom. I’ve always preferred to take a shower before we make love so I was beginning to relax as we stepped into our usual routine. We’d only been in the shower five minutes before I heard the door bang. I jumped and Jason smiled at me mischievously. She was here.

***

I grabbed a towel off a rack as I stepped out of the shower, while Jason walked back into the bedroom casually. His body gleamed with the crystals of water dripping down his skin. His manhood erect and in plain view, he held out his hands to the newcomer.

“Welcome! And let the games begin,” he said theatrically.

Rita smiled coyly, her eyes trained between his legs. She slid her handbag off her shoulder and tossed it into a corner. I watched as Jason took the lead. He stepped up to her and took her face between his hands. Looking deep into her eyes, he rested his forehead against hers and lowered his lips onto her own. She didn’t resist or try to regain control. She just complied quietly, naturally. I watched his lips brush against hers, tongue finding its way into her mouth. His tongue grazed hers patiently at first, then more urgently, for what seemed like hours. As he came up for air, he bit her lip playfully while she glanced sideways at me and smiled a sexy invitation that made me wet between the thighs. Somehow, watching the two of them had flipped a switch in me. I was ready to follow the tide, wherever it took me.

Now, Jason stepped back from Rita.

“Take your clothes off,” he commanded.

He walked over to me and took me by the hands, asking me to rise to my feet without speaking. I stood up and let him pull the towel from around me. It fell to the floor. He began to caress me, his fingers tracing a line down my chin, down my throat, across my breasts. When he reached my left nipple, he raised his other hand to my right nipple and then changed his mind. He took his hands away from my body, while disappointment coursed through me. I was aching to feel his hands all over my body. He walked around me until he was standing directly behind me, turned me so that I was facing Rita and suddenly cupped my breasts violently. We watched as Rita finished undressing. Jason had my nipples gripped between his thumbs and index fingers now. Each time Rita got closer to nakedness, he pulled on my nipples even harder. As Rita threw her black lace panties, the last garment, on the floor, Jason pulled harder. I gasped at the pain but I didn’t dare tell him to stop. As he let go, I relaxed visibly. Jason had taken on a slightly sinister glare now. His eyes glowed with lust as he soaked in the presence of two naked women, his for the taking.

Rita was standing in the middle of the room, touching herself enticingly.

“Sit over there and show me your pussy,” Jason said motioning to a comfy chair opposite the bed.

Rita settled herself in the chair, parting her legs widely so that we could see the shaved lips between them.

“You know what to do,” Jason prodded, keeping his eyes on me but talking to Rita.

From the corner of my eye, I saw Rita reach between her legs and begin to rub the sensitive bud until she moaned softly. He then pulled a long, black piece of cloth from behind the pillow with which he tied my wrists above my head and dragged me by my ankles until I lay on the bed on my back, facing Rita as she took herself to ecstasy. Then I felt him part my legs and a tongue reached inside me. Jason’s lips and tongue moved upwards, licking and sucking until I felt the heat rise between my legs. After a few moments, two fingers intruded deep inside me and began moving in and out. At first they were gentle and slow. Then Jason turned me around, adjusted my bonds so that my wrists were tied securely behind my back and raised my hips into the air. My knees resting on the bed, I felt the fingers penetrating then retreating, again and then again. Until they were moving persistently and impossibly fast. I began to moan at this friction.

“You like that huh, bitch?” he said viciously, then paused for some seconds.

He returned with a vengeance. A hand - dripping wet – lay between my butt cheeks while the other helped his fingers move in and out of me. Then one of the wet fingers pried itself into my ass-hole and stayed there while I began to writhe. I couldn’t keep still as his fingers repeatedly ploughed into me—first two, then three, then four. And somehow I could feel his eyes fixed on Rita, who was crying out opposite us on the sofa. As I began to cum, he set the wet hand free and slapped my butt. Resting a foot against my head, he plunged his hard cock into me and fucked me hard. It was as if I no longer responded appropriately to pain. I wasn’t even thinking like myself anymore. Every time he hit me, my body pulsed with pleasure. Rita and I reached that hallowed place at the same time. He let me get there, then he withdrew and pulled me upright by my arm. With a handful of my hair in his fist, he lifted me so that I sat on my legs, then he freed my wrists.

His crooked finger motioned Rita to the bed as he lay on his back. He wasn’t even going to give us time to catch a breath.

“Come here. I want to taste that pussy,” he said to me and held me in place on his face.

Meanwhile, Rita climbed on top of him and slid him inside her. Her eyes were shut as she began to rotate her hips against his pelvis. I watched her intently as her mouth opened slightly. She ground against him, steering his hard member against secret places inside of her that only she knew well. Primal groans left that mouth as she moved slightly faster. I wondered how long it would take her before he took her to the highest point of pleasure. One, I counted, as she bore down on him with both her hands against his chest. Two. Her round-shaped olive breasts bounced up and down, sweat snaking its way between them and towards the blond-tinged triangle. Three, I pushed down on him, rubbing my clit faster against his tongue. I could barely take the sensation. My legs began to tremble, feeling a massive orgasm invade every inch of my body.

“Fuck, Jason,” I said uncharacteristically.

Four. Rita was almost shouting at the top of her breath as she rose to reveal a substantial amount of Jason’s bursting cock, leaving only the tip of his dick inside her, then quickly dropped back onto him. Five. Jason brought his hands around my hips and rocked me over his tongue, working me over until I could barely think straight.

“Oh yes…” I sighed.

Rita’s eyes flicked open. We watched each other’s bodies as we rocked back and forth on top of Jason. There was nothing else in the world. No one else existed. Our bodies vibrated with the intensity of our flesh grinding together. And Jason erupted inside Rita’s wet core while she rode him to oblivion. He groaned inside my pussy as he enjoyed his orgasm.

We rolled off his body afterwards and lay by his side. Rita’s foot lay against his cheek while her other leg curved into a V, exposing her cum-sodden pussy. He turned his head so that he got a better view of her and then dipped his finger into the wet pink flesh. Scooping his cum up in the crook of his finger, he brought it to my lips and I licked it away, almost greedily. Returning his fingers to Rita, he passively pushed them inside her and kept them there – still - while he kissed me lazily. His other arm was draped across my shoulders, allowing him to stroke my hair.

As his fingers came alive, teasing her, Rita moved her hips so that she rubbed more vigorously against them. She wanted more now. Jason pulled his fingers out of her without warning and got up from the bed. He strode towards the chair. Sitting down, he watched us expectantly.

“Get on with it,” he said.

Rising to the challenge, Rita moved towards me and began nibbling on my skin, from the spot between my breasts until she reached my lips. She then took me by the waist so that I knelt down on one knee on the bed. Her face lodged itself between my legs for a few seconds while her hand clutched my breast. Taking me by surprise, I found myself on my stomach crying out while she buried her head between my ass cheeks. She slapped my ass while I struggled to control the impulses that invaded my body. I was almost terrified by my orgasm this time. Jason remained in his seat, pulling at his cock while Rita persisted.

When she finally stopped, I perceived Jason handing her something. I turned around to see her securing a strap-on around her waist. It was moist as it pointed straight at me. Pulling me up so that I rested on all fours, Rita was inside me in seconds. I could feel her thrusting hard as my ass pounded against her. She fucked me so good I couldn’t really feel my body anymore. All I could do was to hold on to the sheets for dear life until I trembled uncontrollably. Eventually, I managed to rest one shoulder on the bed and began to rub my clit while Rita hammered into me. I lost count of which orgasm this was. Never had my body experienced such intensity, let alone in one night. Rita slowed down to bring my body back to earth. Jason had walked over to us. He held my head down against the bed while he ran his hand over the length of his cock. I felt him explode all over my back, letting out a manly sigh.

When it was all over, we lay sprawled across the bed, exhausted. All the doubts I had harbored now seemed so ridiculous. In fact, I had almost missed out on the best experience of my life.

After the night I had, it’s easy to see why I woke up later than usual the next morning. The first thing that I heard was the swish of the shower. Jason. A smile spread over my face as I thought about the night before. I looked around to see if Rita was still here. She was gone. Her handbag had disappeared from the corner it was thrown into the night before. Her clothes were nowhere to be seen. She must have left to give us some space. I suppose that’s where the honey moon began.

The next few weeks went by so quickly. Most of the time we didn’t even know which day it was. Because we couldn’t keep our hands off each other, we stayed in our hotel room in Venice all day long. The first night, Jason tied me to the bed and wrapped his hand around my throat while he fucked me in the ass. I talk like that now. Because there’s no other way to express what goes on when I’m in the throes of that kind of passion. It’s vicious, it’s raw, it’s wild. And I love it. That night, he bellowed like an animal as he pounded my head against the bed. Then he tied my hands to the bars at the foot of the bed, sliding his dick into my mouth and deep into my throat. My jaw hurt when I tried to chew on my breakfast the next morning. I laughed it off.

***

It turns out threesomes – or foursomes - with friends have become a way of life for Jason and I. Of course, we make sure that these are friends we can trust. There’s always Rita and whoever she’s seeing at the moment. We like visiting our friends in different parts of the world who want to try it. Travel was already a big part of our lives and we had made great friends all over the world, so why not spread the love while we’re at it?

I’m seeing my mother today. She wants to know ‘how things are going with the marriage’. It’s a fine day at Bella Rosa. At my usual table, I wait for her while I read raunchy texts from Jason. He changes the topic to something more social. He’s found a new couple he’d like to experiment with. The problem is they’re local. I tell him I’m worried about word getting around. But I know he’s not bothered about what people will say. For my sake, he relents and starts to talk about another prospective couple. They live a few towns away. When I ask him to describe them to me, he sends me a picture of a man in the shower. The man is muscular and seems quite tall even in the picture.

His cock is standing at attention, while a female-looking finger touches the tip -as if to accentuate how beautifully-endowed the man is. I can’t see his face. I am entranced for a moment since now I recognize a quality cock when I see one. I let Jason know I’m quite pleased so far. We move on to the woman. In her picture, she lies on her back on a low bed. She is reading a magazine so that her face is covered. Tanned breasts peek from under the magazine. I find myself wondering if they like to lie nude in the sun because they hardly have any tan lines. The woman has her legs spread; her hand holds the lips apart to reveal the pink, fleshy paradise Jason and I would love to explore. Her legs look smooth and shapely with well-defined calves. I already can’t wait to get my hands on them.

My mother arrives just when I’ve enlarged the man’s picture to take a better look at his balls. (I love balls. And the rounder and bigger they are, the better.) I didn’t hear her coming. So she’s standing right above me, about to peer at the screen to see what’s keeping me so distracted. I jump when I see a shadow moving over my mobile phone. A few seconds more and we both would have been staring at an anonymous man’s balls.

I slam the phone face down on the table, getting to my feet to embrace my mother. She is five foot five, about my height, with thick gray hair styled into a bob. There is everything motherly and Christian about her, whatever that means. It’s just the feeling people get when they’re around her. So when she asks about my life with Jason and what we get up to on our travels, I tell her we just like to be someplace strange. We’ve both made drastic changes in our lives so that we have the time and means to travel. Jason hired a seasoned manager at the car wash so that he doesn’t have to worry about things while he’s gone. I gave up my job as a nurse at the hospital to become a freelance marketing medical writer. My explanation seems to suffice as she contentedly changes the subject to my dad and his recent medical checkup.

After my meeting with my mother, I text Jason a thumbs up emoticon. We’ll be meeting with the new couple during the weekend.

***

“Maybe we should just stick to the people we already know,” Jason was suggesting.

We had just driven miles to visit our new ‘friends’. But the visit hadn’t gone as expected. The couple were younger than we thought. Too young, to be precise. I looked over at Jason while he drove us home and he looked back at me. We laughed. It was the first mistake we had made during our sexual discoveries. We were pleased to have remained undeterred by it, though. That meant we were at peace with what we were doing. At least that’s the philosophical or spiritual spin that I tried to put on it. Despite my evolution, I hadn’t changed completely. Jason thought I should stop trying to figure everything out and go with the flow.

As we made our way home, I planted a wet kiss on his cheek then pressed my lips against his neck. Spreading my fingers against his chest, my hand wandered down, down to his belt. I began to unfasten the belt.

“You’ll get us killed,” Jason laughed.

He’s a particularly careful driver.

“Well, it would be a good way to die, wouldn’t it?”

My voice had grown husky and seductive. As my warm breath landed on the bare skin of his neck, I could feel his heartbeat quicken. I proceeded to loosen his belt and unzipped his pants.

“Megan…,” he managed to groan when I pressed my hand into his boxers.

“Sshh,” I replied smoothly.

I deftly freed his member from the restrictions of his boxers. Bending low in my seat, I leaned into his lap and placed my mouth over the tip of his manhood. I could feel Jason’s muscles tense up as the sensation travelled through his body. I began to suck his cock, shoving it as deep into my mouth as it would go. Then I released it part-way to allow my hand to move against him. He could hardly handle the combination of my hand and my wet mouth, now. I spied the first signs of cum and licked it all away, savoring the slightly salty taste of the warm liquid.

“Mmm,” I said, letting him know how good he tasted.

He grew harder as I quickened the movement of my hand. I pumped faster and sucked greedily as I felt him begin to cum. He had been slowing the car more and more as he drew closer to his climax, fearing that he’d veer of the road if he didn’t slow down. He finally parked the car at the side of the road and threw his head back against the seat just before he exploded in my mouth. As the last drop made its way down my throat, I sat up in the passenger seat and licked the remains off my lips triumphantly. Jason was breathing hard and trying his best to suppress a smile as he berated my recklessness.

“You’re welcome,” I responded.

We made it safely back home after he banished me to the backseat a few miles down the road. I was still feeling frisky. So I kept touching him, caressing his thighs and running my hand through his hair. It wasn’t too long after we arrived that we found ourselves entangled in bed. Afterwards, he fell asleep on my shoulder while I thought about dinner. The sweet smell of sex lingered in our bedroom. I was thinking about something along the lines of mac and cheese for dinner. But I changed my mind when I realized I had no intention of making a meal. Settling on pizza, I slithered from under Jason’s body and picked up my jeans from the floor. I located my mobile phone in the left pocket and dialed the local pizza place to order. Chicken and mushroom with extra cheese. Those are the toppings we swear by. I like to add pineapple as well but Jason says that’s just gross.

The pizza arrived in good time. As I opened the door, a twenty-something with piercing blue eyes and great teeth materialized and asked the relevant questions. Or at least I think he did because I wasn’t really listening as much as I was looking. I took the pizza from him and handed him the money. Then he noticed me lingering on the threshold. He looked up questioningly. And a light came on just as he ‘got it’. The piercing blue eyes fell to my nose, my lips, my neck, the top of my breasts. And then he caught himself. Smiling nervously, he turned on his heel and walked back to his car.

My disappointment at his self-discipline may have shown, because, when he got to his car and pulled the door open, he paused to take one more look at me – except he started from the bottom going up this time. I knew I’d see him again - in different circumstances – when he finally looked into my eyes with pure need in his. Then, he was gone.


2. The Queen MILF: Double Penetration Threesome by the Pool by Lora Lane

We have all seen these sexy older moms running around making themselves into obvious sex objects as they hunt for a young stud to sex up. I am not that way. No, I am way more lethal than those obvious MILFs, as the term goes. When I see someone I want to make mine, I go about it in such a way that they think they are hunting me when truthfully I have wrapped them around my finger the entire time. Its never been more successful than a few weeks ago at my vacation home when a group of college graduates rented for the weekend. What an amazing weekend it was. 

Who doesn't love a vacation home? I know I love the one that I purchased some years ago with divorce settlement money. Instead of paying me a ton of money every month, my asshole ex decided he would rather offer me a lump sum. It didn't buy him forgiveness for being unfaithful to be sure but it certainly gave me the chance to up my lifestyle quite a bit and rather quickly.

A little background would be good here. My name is Jenna. I am a fairly standard girl, just a bit older than the young chicks. Having just turned forty a year ago and still looking pretty good, people ask me if I work out all the time or what diet I follow. The truth of the matter is easy to explain but difficult for many to hear. I am just one of those people who can basically eat what I want and stay in good shape.

Don't get me wrong, I walk and swim and stay active quite a lot of the time but the healthy and sleek body I sport has nothing to do with spending hours in the gym. I just have better things to do than run like a hamster on a wheel for a few hours every day. You know what I mean? If I spent as much time as a lot of fit people my age do on such things, I would have way less time for my favorite things like spending time at my vacation home.

God I love that place. Truth be told, it might as well be my regular home and that loft apartment back in the city my vacation home since I spend the majority of my time at the vacation spot. The beach is near but I rarely go there since I live here most of the year. I do have a couple of kids, both in their early twenties, who come down to the house now and then with some friends. Mostly though, it's just me and peacefulness as I veg out in my little paradise.

Sure, I work now and then but I do that online and don't have to punch a clock anymore. Yes, it's as marvelous as it sounds. There are a ton of things I love to do around the vacation spot but by far my most favorite happens when young guys come around. Sometimes friends of friends send their young folks here with my permission. I don't allow any families to stay at the house, and certainly nobody under age since my kids are grown, so anyone who comes around here looking for a bunch of fun is a prime target.

Let me explain that a little bit. We have all heard the term MILF by now. I have been called such a name but only usually after I have a prize winner on the hook. Yes, I love going after younger men almost all of the time. Yes, it excites me to match my overcharged libido with the crazy and nutty horniness of a young buck who is so dripping with sexual energy it just makes me want to... well, you get the picture.

So, sure, I am a MILF but not one of these bleach blonde bimbos jogging down the beaches in my too-small bikini and over-tanned skin. Those are so obvious it pains me to see them. Those chicks might be somewhat lethal to a horny young man but I am much more subtle and twice as deadly – so to speak.

Recently I heard from my cousin that a friend of one of her best friends wanted to send her kids and their friends – a group college graduates – to the beach for a celebration weekend. She wanted them to be able to rent my place for that particular weekend and hoped I would offer a discount on the standard condo rate in the area. A smile formed on my face and I told her not to worry about the payment. I told her that there was room for the six young folks she wanted to have sent and that we would worry about rent later. For the young men and women to feel free to celebrate was what was most important after all. Well, that was second most important to me. But don't let me get ahead of myself.

It was a fairly standard weekend when they showed up and I was inside the house wearing a normal beach getup. Just a pair of shorts with a sleeveless shirt with my favorite pair of flip-flops. A large taxi – one of the many in the area which use vans as part of their line of cabs – showed up and they all filed out. It's just like a bunch of people in their early twenties to think they didn't need a car at the beach. I saw them taking in the size of the condo and the scenery all around it and picked out three of the guys right from the start. Any one of the three would be perfect for me to play with and when the doorbell chimed I said aloud, “Game on.”

A lesser woman with zero self respect might have answered the door in skimpy clothing to get the guys attention on sexual things immediately but not me. You have to know these guys to play the game the right way. For example: nobody needs to make a twenty three year old guy think about sex. His little mind is on women all day and every day. Since he is already thinking about such things, I can use a much more subtle approach.

They know I own the place by the time they get here so I can intimidate them more than a little bit. I have more money than they think they will ever have and they can only hope to one day have a beach house like the one I live in. It's a perfect way to set the tone and get them to admire me as a powerful woman. That is step one and it is extremely easy to complete. From the moment they stepped into the house, I had gone past that step with all three of them.

There was no need to flaunt my long dark hair or style it perfectly so I simply was wearing a cap with a ponytail out the back of it as I showed them around. “This is the kitchen area if you choose to prepare yourselves any food.”

“You don't do the cooking for us?”

I glanced around at the studly young man and laughed, “Aren't you cute. There is food in the pantry and the fridge if you should want to eat what is there. I only ask that you replace anything you use all of while you are here. Can you handle that darling?”

He opened his mouth to say something cute and smart but I turned and walked away from him before he could finish, “The backdoor to the patio and pool area is over there on the other side of the south living area.” I stopped and turned back to one of the other guys, “It's just through the double glass doors honey. Don't let my having called it the south living area confuse you.”

I turned and kept walking before he could respond as well and the girls of the group began to chuckle about how much they liked me. A confident woman of power and grace who they hoped to be like one day is what I was going for but not for their approval of course. My targets were the young men the entire time and by the time I had finished the tour, they were each understanding that I was a capable, confident and assured older woman who they could not even flirt with if I didn't allow it. That of course meant I was perfectly where I wanted to be with each of the three of them.

By the time the evening came around, I had noticed one of them ogling a little too much after one of the girls that was along for the trip. That crossed him off of my list of targets. I can't make time for a little puppy of a guy who wants to pawn after a girl like that. My targets need to be unafraid and even a little bit unstable when it comes to older women. The other two guys were still prime candidates by the time the next day rolled around.

It was time for step two of my three step plan to sexual release as they all talked about what they should do for the day. The one guy only wanted to do what the girl of his dreams wanted to do of course but the others were mixed up about either wanting to walk down to the beach of hang out by the pool. I sauntered through the room and gained instant attention not only because of the precedent I set the day before but also because of the way I was dressed.

Instead of the modest ensemble I was wearing when they arrived, I was wearing a perfectly standard two piece built for rest and relaxation by the pool. A little sash around my waist, sandals and a simple braid down my back completed the look. The day before the guys saw me as being in charge and well above them but this time when they saw me they noticed how fit I was. Their eyes were drawn to my flat stomach, my beautiful creamy skin and my well managed hair. Sure, they took at my belly button ring and upon pondering what it suggested about me, glanced downward from there.

I, of course, pretended not to notice and went on about making sure the guys stayed right where they were. “You can run down to the beach if you want but the closest three public spots will cost you a few dollars and are still a healthy walk. Besides, you can't get in the water right now. The tide is in and the jellies, sharks and other marine life are in with it. Purple flags all around and some purple with red. I mean you can get in if you want but don't expect to do so without taking on a great deal of pain. On the other hand, my pool is large with a huge deep end and two diving boards. You gals can even lay out if you want, though I would understand the appeal of laying on the beach. I just can't stand how sand gets,” I absently brushed my hand along my upper thigh, “Everywhere. Anyway,” I grabbed a water bottle and banana, “It's an easy choice for me. I'll be by the pool.” Quickly I peeled the banana and took a bite that was a little too big to be normal but only just so and looked at the guys after chewing it, “Maybe I'll see you out there.”

As I walked out they were stunned into silence for one reason or another which was exactly where I wanted them. The two who I still wanted a piece of noticed everything I wanted them to notice; the belly button ring, the toned stomach and creamy skin and the large bite of the banana after I drew my hand slowly up my thigh. Step two – to shift the guys from randomly thinking about sex to thinking about sex with me – was well under way.

Laying out by the pool was something of a norm for me but I couldn't stand baking in the sun all day like some girls, all of the girls who were along on the college grad trip, liked to do. I prefer to not get skin cancer and also to not look like a saddle bag from way too much sun exposure so I only spend a few minutes at a time actually laying out, preferring to actually swim in my pool as well. Two of the guys walked out the back door and it was the two I wanted most.

Glancing over I lifted my sunglasses and smiled, “You two couldn't convince the others to come out with you?” They shrugged and said no as I lay there looking glorious in the sunlight. “Well,” I pouted just a little bit to exaggerate the point, “Damn. I guess you two will be the only ones to have fun.”

They nodded and began walking around to find a spot to set their stuff down. Unsurprisingly they chose a spot across the pool from me and went about ridding themselves of their shirts as they prepared to dive in the deep end. I bit my bottom lip in anticipation of what I wanted with the two studs. They were built well but not like body-builders, just like I liked them. Slowly I sat up and began to rub some sunscreen on but not just any sunscreen. This stuff was the best I could get my hands on, acting like a basic shield from the sun as long as I reapplied it each time I took a dip or every hour or so that I was outside.

That was all well and good but the reason I liked it, the real reason, was because it made my skin shine like a trophy in the gleaming sun. The guys took notice as they were swimming and goofing off in the pool. Boys would be boys and within a few minutes they were throwing a football back and forth and paying nearly no attention to me at all. I decided that just would not do so I stood up, placed my sunglasses on the chair and made my way to the diving board.

“Look out below,” I said sweetly and dove straight into the water – modestly straight anyway – within three feet of them. By the time I swam back to the surface, I was fifteen feet away and standing in four feet of perfectly blue water and said, “I'm open.”

They glanced at each other with a quick grin and I knew they caught the double meaning that I wanted them to latch onto. Still the one with the ball tossed it in my direction and I caught it. The guy who hadn't thrown it put his hands up as if waiting for me to throw it back but instead I put it behind my back and winked, “You want it?”

“No way!” one of them said with a smile.

“Come and get it,” I said suggestively.

It took them a minute but they dove under the water and began swimming towards me. Under the water I parted my legs a little wider than shoulder width in case either of them swam with their eyes open. Shortly they both popped up, cleared their eyes and brushed their short hair back. They were standing six inches or so apart and standing there grinning like I was just going to hand it over. I smiled tossed the ball far across the pool, gaining grunts of pretend frustration from the two of them. I walked between them then asking, “What?” I made sure my butt rubbed firmly against one of them and my breasts easily across the other as I squeezed between them. “Did you just expect me to give it to you?”

“Holy shit,” the one I was glaring at who also received the brush of my breasts said as I swam towards the ball. It was perfect to that point and I knew I had them right where I wanted them. They were thinking about sex and sex with me more importantly so I did what I knew I had to do: I got out of the pool. Leaving the ball and both guys behind, I just walked up the ladder and over to my layout chair, placed my sunglasses back on and allowed the sun to dry me for a couple of minutes.

Behind the protected shield of my sunglasses I glanced at them and could see they were uncertain of what to do next. They really hoped I would stay in the water and mix it up with them some more but they also were too independent and proud to pawn after me so they had to choose. Either try to ignore me and have fun or make a move. Because of the precedent I set the day before, I was the one in charge so neither of them made a move. I knew they wouldn't. They needed a little bit more of a push before they crossed that line.

I sat up and grabbed my towel to dry off a bit before squirting some of my sunscreen out into my hand. Slowly I rubbed it all over me until my skin was glistening once again. They were trying to make it look like they weren't trying to look but I knew they were and I loved it. Step two was complete and successful which led me to the final step.

With a sigh I whined, “Damn, why does it have to be so hot?” I began fanning myself with my hand and grabbed my phone, “I thought it was supposed to cool off this afternoon. Have to recheck this forecast.” I wasn't really pointing my comments at either of them but they knew I was speaking in general to them.

“It's not so hot if you are in the water,” one of them said.

“Yeah,” the other piped in, “It's nice and cool in here.”

Their attempt to get me back in was admirable but not what I wanted so I waved them off as my face began to get frustrated. I started glaring at my phone and grumbling, “Come on you stupid thing! Come on! What the hell?”

I glanced over at them and pretended as if I had just remembered there was someone else outside with me, “Oh, I'm sorry. My phone won't unlock for some reason. I think it might be the sunscreen on my hands. Sorry, don't mind me.” I kept trying in frustration to unlock it as they looked at each other and decided to help.

That was the key. I had been in control, a sexual object to them and now I completed the third stage by acting like a damsel in distress. Bless their little studly hearts, they just couldn't resist helping me out in a time of need. They were as predictable as they were dripping with sex appeal. Both of them ran out of the pool, one of them remembering to dry his hands off even. When they arrived beside me I acted surprised, “What? What's wrong? Was I talking to my phone out loud again?”

“No,” one stammered for a minute, “I thought maybe I could help you unlock your phone. I'm pretty good with them.”

“Yeah,” the other one said, “We both worked our way through college at the phone store.” The first one glared back like he had wished the other hadn't of said anything but nodded when he turned back around.

“True enough,” he said, “I can probably help you.”

“Oh,” I breathed deeply and handed my phone over to him, “Thank you. I just forget how to work it sometimes when it gets so hot out here.” I stood up and waited for his response which I knew was going to come very quickly.

He smiled, “Here's the problem.” He showed it to me and indicated the message on the front, “You have to put in your code to unlock it. Maybe it's the sunscreen like you said. I can put it in for you if you want.”

“You would do that for me?” I placed my hand on my chest and heaved a breath, “Thank you so much. Oh, you have no idea how long it would have taken me to realize that was the only problem. Please, go ahead and unlock it for me.”

He laughed, “Well, you'll have to tell me the code if you want me to unlock it.”

“Oh,” I laughed as if I hadn't known that, “Of course. It's one of those with numbers and letters. Do you know how to do that?”

“Yes,” he smiled as if it should have been obvious.

“Okay, well don't tell anyone now,” I pointed my finger at him and then placed both hands on my hips, “Its I, L, 2, F.” I smirked as he put the code in and watched as he realized what the other already had. Both began to grin at the code and the one in back asked the question I wanted him so badly to ask.

“What does that stand for?” he grinned widely as the guy in front glared around at him.

“Dude! What the fuck? Be cool bro!” He turned back around, “I'm sorry about him. Here's your phone.”

“Oh, no,” I waved my hand at him and eyed them both over my sunglasses, “I don't mind at all. It means,” I paused and looked down sheepishly.

“What?” they asked at the same time and then hit each other at the same time as if to admonish one another.

“Well, it's a little embarrassing,” I shrugged, “But we're all adults here right? I shouldn't be ashamed of telling you two.”

“No,” the one in front said.

“We won't tell anyone,” the one behind him smiled, “We promise.”

“Okay,” I grinned and felt a perfect blushing rise to my cheeks at just the perfect time as I looked up at them, “I'll tell you. I like to fuck.”

Their reactions were instant as they smiled and whispered things to each other. When they turned around toward me again however I was not blushing at all. I was staring straight through them as they both stopped laughing and stood there looking back at me. “What's the problem fellas? Don't you like to?” I took a step forward and each of them stepped backwards.

“Um,” one stammered, “Like to,” he cleared his throat, “To what?”

I traced my finger down his chest and traced another finger down the other stud's chest then looked at them each, “Don't you like to fuck?”

With a wide smile I could tell each of them were getting very aroused very quickly. One answered, “Hell yes.” The other nodded, “Yes, I do!”

I moved my hand down each of their chest, down each of their stomachs, grabbed each of their swollen cocks and stared at them both, “Well, then, what are you waiting for?” Neither of them needed any more pushing than that.

Like a rushing wind I could feel the desire in the air around us thicken and I knew it was happening. I am just about average height and both of these studs were at least six foot so I turned to one of them and jumped onto him. He caught me as I wrapped my arms and legs around him and the other one began to work on my bathing suit top. I ground my hips and my crotch onto the one I jumped on as I nibbled and licked at his ear. His cock felt so good rubbing against me but I had two guys to work on so I put my feet on the ground and assisted in removing my top. I then bent over and took my bottoms off too while each of them quickly rid themselves of their suits.

I backed up into one while grabbing the other one's arm and pulling him closer to me. They sandwiched me perfectly, each cock rubbing against me and forcing my already pumping desire to overflow. I bit on his ear as well before getting to my knees and grabbing both of their shafts. They stood in front of me as I knelt and began pumping my fist along each cock. I couldn't wait to get their hungry shafts into my mouth and quickly began taking one of them in. As I sucked on his shaft hard and fast, I pumped on the other shaft with my other hand.

Over and over I bobbed up and down on his cock before I finally switched and took in the other one. Each of them were moaning as if they had never been in such ecstasy before and I figured they probably hadn't. I went on for a good five minutes, stopping only when I wanted to ensure they didn't cum too quickly. Still on my knees, having stopped sucking each of them, I took my hands off as well and looked up at them eagerly. “Don't just stand there,” I said breathlessly, “Take me.”

That's all they needed to hear as I quickly felt myself getting pushed down to the ground. We were in a shaded area so the concrete wasn't too hot but I doubt it would have mattered even if it was. One of them spread my thighs and dove into my pussy with his lips like he was a master craftsman who knew exactly what he wanted to do. Quickly I began to moan loudly as he ate my pussy perfectly, licking my clit and working me over while the other stud was massaging and suckling my breasts.

Four hands and two sets of lips were all over my breasts, pussy and the rest of me and I closed my eyes and soaked it in. Quickly I felt an orgasm building and didn't have to wait long before it crashed over me. I grabbed the head between my thighs and pulled him closer, wrapping my legs around him and raising my hips off of the ground with the force of the climax. I dropped quickly back to the ground and already felt another building.

The guy between my thighs stopped and moved up to my breasts while the other quickly and eagerly dove down from the side to begin licking me over well. He shoved my thighs out wider than the other guy had and forced his tongue quickly where he wanted it to go. “Yes,” I panted at the way he was taking me and the other guy was biting on my nipple just the way I wanted him to, “God yes!”

They could have kept doing that forever as far as I cared but when they moved me again, it was all for the best. The one who had first dived between my thighs positioned himself between my thighs again but this time had his swollen cock in his hand. He lowered himself onto me and shoved into my wet and accepting pussy slow and steady. While he did that the second guy moved to my face again, turned my head sideways and shoved his cock into my mouth forcefully. If I could have screamed yes again I would have. I loved the way they were doing what they wanted to me and making it feel so damn good.

I quickly crashed over another orgasm and they moved around again. The first one more easily entered my mouth with his cock while I felt the second guy shove one of my thighs to the ground and pick the other leg up to his shoulder. He grunted as he shoved in hard and began to pump himself against my pussy so perfectly that I groaned onto the cock of the first guy. He was slapping his cock into my pussy so hard that the beach bunnies might have heard the crashing of our hips together and I loved every moment of it.

Before I was ready for them to, they moved again but they were doing what they wanted with me and that was just what I wanted from them. The second and more forceful of the two lifted me into his arms with me facing away from him. He held my thighs apart and I wondered briefly what he was doing but I didn't have to wonder for long. I felt his shaft split my ass cheeks and threw my head back against his shoulder. When he pushed into me anally, I felt another orgasm slam over me but I wanted more. I reached blindly and grabbed the first guy and pulled him into me. He got the picture and shoved his cock hard into my pussy at the same time the second was pumping himself into my ass.

Suddenly they were both slamming inside of me at the exact same time and doing so hard and fast. I yelped and screamed in pleasure as they gave me all I could ever have dreamed of getting from the two of them. More and more they fucked me and plunged me hard over the precipice of the biggest orgasm yet. When they did, they set me down onto my knees and each of them directed a huge load of cum onto my chest and my face.

They each quickly fell to their backs as if they had expended the last of their life energy to pleasure me and I loved it as I stood and dove into the pool, using it to rinse their cum off of me. Slowly I stood, still naked out of the pool and walked over to them. They each breathlessly looked up and the first one said, “Oh my god, I can't believe that just fucking happened.”

I smiled as I wrapped a towel around myself and winked at them, “Silly boys. I had you right where I wanted you from the moment you walked in. You never had a choice. It was fun fellas. See you next time.”

With that said, I left their slack jawed and exhausted selves laying there in blissful wonder as I walked inside to shower and clean up. Yes, I hunted them and yes, I wanted them for their bodies. Is that so bad? Am I a MILF? Perhaps you could say that but if there were a bunch of them walking around, I could not be placed in the same category as the other MILFs. If they are regular gals who like to take pleasure from younger guys then I, Jenna, am the queen.


3. The Double Service Garage: Interracial MFM Double Penetration Threesome by Kaylee Jones

Casey finds herself stranded on the side of the road yet again, and has to be towed to the nearest garage.  She can’t afford to fix this one and purchase a new one, but instead of having to make that difficult decision, the pair of hot mechanics give her a different kind of offer.

I hit the center of my steering wheel with my balled up fist so hard and so many times that my hand started to go numb.  I was stuck on the side of the highway yet again.  This old clunker car of mine was so close to death it was probably unsafe to actually drive on the roads.  I had been saving up for the down payment on a new one but had not hit my goal yet.  It looked like I was getting a new car regardless.  I punched up the tow truck company on my cell phone and hit the steering wheel one more time as it rang.

“Tow Jam.  How can we help you?” the grating voice pierced my eardrum.

“Yeah, I need a tow to the nearest garage.”

“Where are you located?”

I gave the curt dispatcher the highway number and the mile marker that I had stopped next to.

“Someone will be out as soon as possible.”

I thanked the woman and hung up with a heavy sigh.  It was sweltering outside and even hotter inside the enclosed car.  I rolled down the windows but there was no cross breeze so I finally got out so I could stand outside.  My cut off denim shorts and snug tank top were clinging to my damp skin and I received more than a couple of cat calls as cars whizzed past me.  I flipped off the last one since his remark was particularly vulgar.

I pulled my long hair back into a ponytail to let the air hit the back of my neck.  It really did not help since the air moving past me was the equivalent of trying to cool yourself down with a hair dryer on full blast.  Finally the tow truck drove past me at about five miles an hour and then backed up down the shoulder of the highway until it was parked in front of my car.

The guy who climbed out of the cab was like something from a scary movie but I was out of options.  I told him I just needed to get to the nearest mechanic, and felt the need to shower as his bloodshot eyes raked over my figure.  His sleazy grin was missing a few teeth and I was sorely tempted to ride in my car even as it was being towed, but I knew that was against the law.

I climbed into the cab and sat as close to the passenger door as I could.  Luckily the nearest garage was just over the hill so I had a short ride with the slime ball.  He dropped me and the car off at the garage and I handed him the requisite $50 cash.

I saw no one around so I stepped inside the waiting area and nearly fainted at the feel of air conditioning on my skin.  The tiles on the floor were grimy but I was tempted to lay down on them just for the coolness.

I dropped into one of the cracked pleather chairs and dug my phone out of my purse.  My best friend bemoaned my poor luck and said that she would take me out to dinner that night, depending on when I got finished.  I plugged the phone into the wall next to me, and stared unseeing at the cars racing on the television screen.

Mentally I was beating myself up for letting this car get me in this situation.  If my ex had not run off with his secretary and all of our cash, I would certainly be in a better spot financially.  But one morning, I had woken up to a note on the bathroom mirror and an empty checking account.  Luckily I already had a good job and a car that was paid off, so I was able to make it.  It just was not as comfortable a life as I had planned to have.

My best friend, Amber, had encouraged me to try exotic dancing in the evenings for extra cash but I brushed her off immediately.  I had a decent job at the law firm and was not looking to risk a stable career for a little cash.  To be honest though, I had considered the idea when she brought it up, but if I had given her any indication I was interested, she would not have let it go.  I was relatively certain I could have made some decent money, but my life was not so bad that I had to shake my tits for dollar bills.  Besides, just the thought of my ex walking in and seeing me was enough to keep me clothed.  So instead of grinding in a G-string, I was pouting in a mechanic’s shop.

I was at the turning point with the stupid car that I had to decide whether I spend my money on fixing it or I spend my money as the down payment on a new one.  With the assistance of my smartphone, I pulled up my bank account balances and made a mental note of what amount would be the breaking point.  I decided what the dollar figure was and toted my purse to the ladies’ room to refresh my flushed face.

I locked the door behind me and sighed heavily yet again.  The water from the sink was not cold but cool enough.  I splashed my face then held a damp cloth to the back of my neck.  It felt nice, especially when I stood under the air conditioner vent.

I did not realize that the combination of damp skin and cool air had stiffened my nipples under my thin cotton tank top until I stepped back out of the ladies’ room and found myself staring at two shirtless mechanics who were staring back at me.

I knew it had been awhile since I got laid but for some reason those two were the sexiest men I had seen in a very long time.

****

The taller one had deep dark eyes and skin the color of caramel with a few days’ worth of dark growth on his shaved head and his jaw line.  The shorter one was blue-eyed and blonde, with lighter skin but still nicely tanned.  Both of them were well-built with the muscular chests, bulging arms, and defined abs that come from hours of physical labor.  They were both staring at me hard.  Or more to the point, were staring at my chest.

“Oh!  Hi there,” I smiled nervously.

“Hey there,” the taller one had a deep voice that rumbled through the small space.  His hungry grin was gleaming white.

“Y’all work here?” I asked the stupidest question my brain could produce.

The shorter one grinned also, “We sure do.  You need some service?”

I could not help myself.  I raised one eyebrow at the loaded question and the blonde guy had the decency to look sheepish.

My eyes took in the muscular chest of the tall broad-shouldered guy and the tight compactness of the shorter one, and my whole body responded to the sight.  My heart did a little flip-flop in my chest and my thighs tightened against each other.

“Yes, I could use some servicing,” I retorted, flipping my ponytail over my shoulder.

The blonde guy’s eyes widen but the dark-skinned man just looks smug.

I cock one hip to the side, making sure to bounce my full tits under the thin cotton.  “What did you have in mind?”

I was mildly entertained by the eager blonde one but I was intrigued and definitely interested in the tall silent one.

“Well, miss, did you have a car with you?  We are mechanics.” The blonde one was a little too smart for his own good.

“No, it’s a hundred degrees outside so I thought I would just walk to the garage miles from my house,” my irritation at my circumstances was starting to slip out.

The taller one finally stepped forward, growing larger as he came closer.

“I’m Tyrese,” he offered his large hand for me to shake.

My delicate fingers were engulfed in his thick callused hands, “I’m Casey.”

“This is Bobby,” Tyrese gestured to the shorter of the pair with his thumb.

“Hi Bobby,” I smiled condescendingly to the overeager blonde.

“And yes, I do have a car that needs help.  Hell, it might just need an incinerator,” I rolled my eyes.

Tyrese grinned again, flashing those pearly white teeth, “We’ll check it out.”

I gave him a very obvious once-over with my own hungry eyes and nodded, “Just let me know.”

I dropped back into the tattered pleather chair and watched them walk out of the waiting area and back into the garage bay.  It was only twenty minutes later when Tyrese returned without Bobby.  He took a seat next to me, his large frame filling the seat and coming very close to touching me.

“Well Casey, your little guy out there is in deep trouble.”

He was so close that his voice rumbled in my ear and sent shivers down my spine.

“Crap.  I know.  What’s the damage?”  I ran my hand over the top of my head, smoothing the stray hairs back into the ponytail.

Not only was I in deep shit over the car situation but now I was distracted by this muscular man sitting very close to me and smelling strangely of mechanic’s garage mixed with Ivory soap.

“With parts and labor, we’re talking probably close to $1000 altogether.”

“Shit,” I sighed and studied my lean thighs as they stretched out from under my short denim cut offs.

“That bad?” he was closer now, the warm air from his mouth tickling my cheek.

I nodded, surprisingly close to tears.

Suddenly I found myself surrounded by the man’s bulging and corded arm as it rested across the back of my seat.

“Maybe arrangements could be made?” he said softly.

“Arrangements?  Like a payment plan?”

“Something like that.”

I finally looked up at him, his deep chocolate eyes glimmering brightly with copper fire.

“Like what?” I whispered softly, afraid of the answer.

He cupped the back of my neck with his large hand, eliciting a gasp from my lips and a stiffening in my spine.  As sexy as this shirtless hunk was, the idea of actually accepting what I thought he was offering was terrifying.

“I think you know.  You seem like a smart woman that has a lot to offer a man.”

“A man like you?” my eyes danced across the flat hard planes of his chest.

“Well, that’s the rub.  Bobby and me are partners.”

My eyes flew open, “You and Bobby?”

His laugh tickled down through the core of my body, “Not like that.  Business partners.  50-50 all the way.”

The reality hit me like a punch to the solar plexus.  My mind skittered through this plan of his – to offer up my very body to the two of them in return for assistance with the car.  My eyes went momentarily blurry and my heart stopped for a beat.  It was intriguing and scary all at the same time.  But when my eyes looked down at the snug jeans on Tyrese’s thighs, my pussy thumped for attention.

“Partners,” I whispered.

Tyrese nodded, “All the way.”

His hand still cupped the back of my neck.  I rested my fingertips lightly on his chest and looked him square in those deep dark eyes.

“You are all man, I can tell, but I’m not sure Bobby can keep up with us.”

Tyrese chuckled, “I can’t wait to tell him you said that.”

I shook my head violently, “No!  Don’t tell him!  Well, don’t tell him before.”

“Um, ‘before’?  So you like the arrangement plan?”

I nodded, “I’m definitely in need of service.”

****

Tyrese took my hand and pulled me from my chair.  Although his touch was gentle, his large hand completely engulfed mine as he led me to a small closed door behind the register area.  It opened into what was essentially a small two-bedroom apartment.  Bobby was lounging on the couch in the living area with a beer bottle in his hand and a shit-eating grin on his face.

“Payment plan I take it?” he motioned to Tyrese and me with his beer bottle.

“Do you both live here?” I was nervous about the whole set up because of my lack of experience.  I had no idea how something like this even worked.

Bobby nodded, “Sure do, saves on rent since we already pay for this place anyway.”

My skin was damp from the hot day and from my nervousness, and my thin cotton tank top was clinging to everything.  Bobby’s eyes were traveling slowly up and down my body as Tyrese clutched my hand tighter.

The tall coffee-skinned man leaned over to my ear and his warm breath tickled my hypersensitive skin.

“You see, Bobby here doesn’t know all that much about women.” I could hear the grin in his voice.

“Really?” I stage-whispered back, “Is he a complete virgin?”

Bobby set the bottle down on the coffee table with a clang.

“What are you two saying about me?  Is Tyrese lying about me?” his light brows knitted together.

“Oh he’s just telling me how you’re pretty inexperienced with women,” I giggled nervously.

“What???  I am not!”

“Hey now,” Tyrese dropped my hand to put both of his palms up in mock surrender, “I didn’t say that.  I said you didn’t know that much about women.  You’re not inexperienced, you just don’t know enough to keep one around for longer than one night.”

I laughed out loud since Tyrese’s explanation made Bobby look even worse.

“What the hell, man?” Bobby was approaching us in obvious anger.

Tyrese took a large step forward, placing himself between Bobby and me.

“Calm your little white ass down, I’m only joking.”

Bobby pouted as his eyes darted from my face to Tyrese’s and back.

“Why don’t you just sit back down and let’s make our new friend more comfortable instead of less?”

Bobby nodded and dropped back onto the couch still pouting.  Tyrese sat down next to him and pulled me to his lap, with his thick arm around my slender waist.  His fingers started lightly tickling up my side, causing me to giggle and squirm on top of him.  What I didn’t realize immediately was that as he was tickling, he was also raising my tank top up with each wiggle of his fingers.

“She’s got a nice rack,” Bobby said off-handedly as though I was not sitting right there.

“You ever seen a pair like these that are real?” I winked at Bobby as I ran my hands over my own still clothed tits.

He shook his head, unable to take his eyes off the three sets fingers that were exploring my body.  Tyrese slowly pulled the top up and off and tossed it to the side.

“Here you go, man, take a peek,” he cupped my full tits from underneath, holding them up for presentation.

Bobby grinned and had to adjust himself on the couch.  He tentatively reached out to touch one and but Tyrese swatted his hand away.

“For being an asshole earlier, you have to wait your turn.”

Tyrese easily spun me around until I was straddling his lap and facing him.

“Damn, they are nice,” he grinned at me as his hands slid up my firm stomach to cup them again, his callused thumbs lightly brushing the tips of my taut nipples.

I couldn’t stop the soft sigh from escaping my lips as I leaned into his touch, my body already aching for more than a casual brush.  He started to pinch them lightly and roll them in his fingertips.  My hips wriggled against him on their own and he sighed deeply.

“That’s it, pretty girl, wake him up,” he mumbled as he buried his face between my warm breasts.

I gyrated my hips on his lap harder, feeling a distinct bulge pressing against the crotch of my denim shorts.  I only had a G-string on underneath so there was little between us except two layers of cloths.

“He’s not awake?” I was genuinely surprised since he already felt rather large.

Tyrese grinned proudly, “Oh he’s just starting.  Whatever you feel is not even what I can give you.”

I started rubbing up and down against his cock under his work pants, his hands digging into my hips and pressing me down against himself.  My tits were bouncing right in front of his face and he caught one nipple between his lips and pinched roughly.  I gasped and moaned as his tongue flickered against the taut little nub.  Bobby was eyeing me hungrily but Tyrese paid him no attention.

I slipped one of my hands down between our bodies and slid my delicate little fingers along the growing bulge of his stiffening cock.

“Just like that,” he rumbled from deep in his chest, “oh just like that baby.”

I squeezed lightly, growing more and more nervous about where he intended for that monster to fit.  He pushed me slightly back so that I was leaning away from him, and his fingers started fidgeting with the fly of his pants.

“You ready to see what I have for such a pretty girl?”

I nodded eagerly, the pulse radiating through my entire body was getting more needy and more insistent.  He slowly peeled open his pants and revealed just a hint of the long thick cock that hid underneath.  I reached out, staring at the size, and ran my fingertips over the hot pulsing surface.

“Go ahead, baby girl, take him out and show him off,” he was leaned back on the couch to give me better access.

I slid off his lap to kneel between his thighs and slowly pulled his cock out into the light.  He was bigger than I had ever seen in real life and even Bobby seemed a little impressed at the sight of my slim fingers wrapped around the dark thickness.

I pressed his cock upwards to his own tummy and ran my tongue up the entire underside of his shaft, eliciting a deep groan from both men but mostly Tyrese.  I turned my head sideways and nibbled over the entire surface, my lips and tongue dancing lightly over him.

“Fuck, man,” Bobby exhaled appreciatively.

Tyrese chuckled, “You like what you see?  Cuz she really knows what she’s doing.”

I had a little trick up my sleeve that always drove every boyfriend crazy.  I pulled his work pants down further so that I had access to his sensitive swollen balls.  I dipped my head lower and with just two fingers pressing against the base of his cock so it rested on his stomach, I started running my tongue over his heavy sack.  I licked and sucked and nibbled every inch of the crinkled skin.

“Oh damn,” Tyrese groaned, “suck those baby.”

I pulled one into my mouth and sucked firmly, feeling the skin tighten and his body tense up.  I switched to the other one, this time lightly tickling my tongue over the surface.  Back and forth, I teased them and tormented him until he hit the point that all men do.  He started to stroke his own cock.  Most men can hardly tolerate having their nuts teased without contact on this cock.  He was no different.

I released both of his balls and grinned up at him, “They all do that eventually.”

He dropped his cock and looked almost sheepish at being caught.

I loosely gripped his cock with both hands and slid them up and down lightly.  Slowly, I tightened my grip and sped up my strokes until I was jerking him off completely.  His hips rose to meet my strokes but suddenly he yanked his cock away from me.

“Not yet, baby girl.  How about you see how Bobby’s doing over there?”

I looked over and the younger blonde man had his cock out and was stroking it as he watched us.

“He’s having a party by himself,” I giggled.

Tyrese stroked his large hand over my blonde ponytail, “Why don’t you go see if you can help him?”

I nodded and stood up to slowly peel the tiny jean shorts and G-string from my lower body.  They both eyed my nakedness like a starving man with a steak.  I crawled up on the couch onto all fours with my ass facing Tyrese and my mouth around Bobby’s cock.

“Oh fuck, fuck , fuck,” Bobby muttered as I engulfed his throbbing cock with my warm wet mouth.

I bobbed my head up and down, using my hand to stroke at the same time.  I almost lost my rhythm completely when I felt Tyrese shifting around behind me to lie underneath me and suddenly burying his tongue between my thighs.

I moaned deeply when his tongue found my aching clit and Bobby moaned in response to the vibrations I created on his cock.

“Stop, stop, stop,” Bobby pleaded as I sucked and stroked him purposefully.

I let his cock go with a wet popping noise and wriggled my ass against Tyrese’s face.  His tongue rubbed and flicked over my clit until the tension in my body was nearly unbearable.  When I felt him suck at my clit and bury a thick finger inside me, the tension exploded.  I gasped and groaned and thrashed against him, soaking his hand and his face with my climax.

Tyrese pulled out from underneath me and resituated into a seated position, and seemed to have lost his pants.

“Now you’re all ready for this guy,” he was stroking his own cock again.

On wobbly knees, I cautiously straddled his lap again and eased my body down over his thick straining cock.

“Oh god, oh god,” I moaned as he filled and stretched me in so many new ways.

“Saddle up, Bobby” Tyrese groaned as my tight little pussy clenched around his thickness.

Bobby crouched behind me and nudged the tip of his cock at my asshole.

I wriggled against him and looked down into the intense gaze of his dark eyes.  He threaded one hand through the base of my ponytail and pulled me down towards him.  As his lips devoured mine, I felt Bobby pop past the tightness of my asshole.

I moaned against the plundering of Tyrese’s tongue.  My whole body tingled at the sensation of fullness, with Bobby balls-deep in my ass and Tyrese still stretching my pussy to capacity.  Our three bodies moved and circled and twisted together until we found a rhythm.  Both of them were thrusting into my body while I held on to Tyrese’s broad shoulders for support and balance.

“Fuck, she’s tight,” Bobby muttered from behind me as he thrust his cock into my ass harder and harder.

Tyrese grasped my tits as they bounced, squeezing and rolling my nipples in his rough fingertips.

“God, she feels…” Tyrese grunted as my body continued to grasp and clench at his cock.

When my second climax of the afternoon ripped through my body, I thought I was going to expel both of them.  My muscles clenched tightly, squeezing at the two cocks that filled my ass and my pussy.

“Shit, shit, shit,” Bobby grunted from behind me, his thrusts getting rougher and more irregular.

“You about done back there, white boy,” Tyrese grinned at Bobby over my shoulder.

I felt Bobby pull out and then the jets of warm cum splattered over my gyrating ass.  I heard him sit down hard on the coffee table and pant for air.

Tyrese wrapped both arms around my waist and held me tightly to his muscular body.

“You’re all mine now, baby girl,” he whispered in my ear, half arrogantly and half possessively.

I circled his neck with both of my arms and held on as his hips pounded me, driving that thick cock deep inside my pussy.

“Oh fuck me, fuck me,” I pleaded, needing more and more of him by the second.

He lifted me off his cock and we scrambled around until I was leaned over the arm of the couch and he was kneeling on the couch behind me.  His callused hands grabbed my hips hard as he shoved his entire cock back inside my warm wet pussy.

His hips crashed into mine with every stroke and the apartment was filled with the sounds of wet hot sex.  Bobby looked nearly unconscious, laying backwards on the coffee table and staring at the ceiling.  I was so close to a third orgasm as I pushed off the arm of the couch for leverage backwards into Tyrese.

When his hand wrapped around to my pussy, I let out a strangled scream of overwhelming sensations.  He rubbed my clit and pounded me from behind until all I felt was the nearness of my climax.  It burst out of me and every muscle gripped at his cock.  He grunted once and whipped his cock out.  Moments later I felt the warm splashes of his cum splatter my ass again.

I fell forward onto the arm of the couch and lay stunned as I tried to catch my breath.  I felt a soft wet warmth on my skin and realized that someone was cleaning me off.  Tyrese and I collapsed into a seated position and I rested my cheek against his heaving chest with one leg draped over his lap.

****

After a few beers and a cool shower, I dressed and thanked them both.  Tyrese and I ordered a pizza, which I gratefully paid for, while Bobby ran out to actually repair my poor car.  I did pay them for the parts but they waived all the charges for the labor.  All in all, the afternoon actually turned out to my advantage.  I was a little embarrassed when Tyrese told Bobby my earlier comment that he couldn’t keep up.  But Bobby was still too google-eyed in his post-orgasmic state to really be mad.

I did not mind springing for the parts or the pizza, and I ended up getting the new car anyway.  Since he was in the business, Tyrese was able to finagle an amazing deal on just the car I had been saving for.

On a side note, while Bobby pouted for a long time afterwards, I ended up dating Tyrese.  He obviously knew how to handle a woman in bed, but it turns out, he was quite the gentleman actually.  I was surprised when he asked me for an official date.  I learned that the afternoon I spent with them was only the second time they had done that, but that Tyrese was in no way interested in sharing me again.

Bobby pouts sullenly like a little boy if I go over, so it is usually easier for Tyrese to come to my place.  If only there was a delicate way to show my boyfriend just exactly what Tyrese had to offer a willing


4. Stripped of My Modesty: MFM Threesome at the Strip Club by Sofia Miller

If you’d told me I would one day be making my living dancing naked for strange men, I would have said you were crazy.  I’d always been the good girl--the straight A student.  In fact, I may have never found my way to a dark and dirty strip club if not for my sense of responsibility.  I wanted an education, and I wanted to pay for it all myself.  Little did I know that my first night on the job would change everything I knew about myself and what I wanted.  But how could I have foreseen that Jeff and Mitch would be my first customers?  How could I have known that deep down, I only really wanted one thing:  To manipulate men with my body and fill myself up with them!

Nobody thinks they’ll be a stripper when they grow up--least of all me.  I’d always been a shy, studious girl growing up.  It surprised everyone when I said I would put off going to college.  But I knew I wanted it completely paid for before I started.  So I spent a year working at a coffee shop and saving my money.  The next year, they promoted me to manager, and I saved even more.  But now I was twenty years old, and I still didn’t have nearly enough to pay for a year of college.  I realized I’d have to make money a whole lot faster.

So that’s how I found myself backstage, waiting to go on for my first ever strip tease in front of a big group of drunken men.  I was wearing a trench coat, and underneath, a 1950’s bullet bra, with pasties underneath, hugging my dark pink nipples.  I paired it with a high waisted, high cut thong that was thick in the front, but showed all of my backside, a cute little bow at the top of my crack--a naughty take on the time period.  Fishnet stockings were held up with garters, and my heels were higher than any I’d ever walked on before, let alone danced in.  My makeup was thick and my dark brown hair lay in loose, sexy tendrils.

“What’s under the trench?” a tall, dark-skinned goddess was standing completely naked, save for the smallest of thongs and red tassels adorning her nipples.  I pulled it open to show her, and she smiled.

“A little too burlesque for my taste, but they’ll love your body,” she said.  “Let’s see the tits.”

I opened up the front clasp on my big bullet bra, and my double d’s came tumbling out, the glittery pasties on my nipples sparkling in the light.

“Oh, you’ll do good, girl,” she said, giving the underside of my breasts a little feel and jiggle.  “I think you found your calling.”

I blushed when she put her hands on me.  Strangely enough, I found myself proud at her compliment.  I think you’ve found your calling.  I wanted to be good at this, I realized.  And suddenly I felt more nervous than I had before.

“That’s the end of my music--you’re up...uh…”

“Kitty Sapphire,” I said.  I had literally taken my name from the game people play to come up with stripper names.  My first pet had simply been called Kitty, and I grew up on Sapphire Lane.  It worked.

“Make ‘em yowl, Ms. Kitty,” she winked, pulling me from my chair as I reclasped my bra and hustling me towards the stage.

As I stumbled forward on my oversized heels, the music came up--an often requested Prince song--and the spotlight hit me.  It was difficult to see out into the audience but I could make out two gentlemen, not together, sitting at the stage.  The club bouncer stood by to one side, ready should I need him.

I walked on to stage, swaying my hips self-consciously.  I wondered if anyone could tell that my legs were shaking--my whole body was shaking with fright.  I’d never even performed a dance for my boyfriend, let alone for a room of strangers I didn’t know.  Desperately, I tried to mimic moves I’d seen in movies.  I’d untie my trench coat and give them a hint of my thigh here, turn around, pull it back and give them a peek at a bare butt cheek.  “That’s what I like…” one of the men in the front said, holding up a dollar bill.  I presented him with my leg, and he slid the dollar into my garter, letting his hand slide down my inner thigh after it left his hand.  I looked at the bouncer, who yelled, “I don’t move unless you call out ‘security’.  That’s what you do if you need me.”  I knew the men were technically not allowed to feel you up--even a lap dance was supposed to be hands free, but I didn’t want to be difficult.  A pro would just go with it, I told myself.  Besides, he didn’t seem like some dirty old man.  On closer look, I could tell he was young--about thirty, and very handsome.  So I leaned forward and blew him a flirtatious kiss before sauntering to center stage and sliding off my trench, revealing my lingerie and curvaceous body.

“Goddamnit…” the other man said, adjusting in his chair.  “Look at that gorgeous ass…”  Even in my “normal” life, wearing baggy sweaters and comfortable jeans, men could never take their eyes off of my ass.  It filled me with pride to see these men react to it in the proper setting.  I wasn’t just cute for a little nerd.  I could make the men squirm in their seats even when they were surrounded by other beautiful women.  I felt myself growing in confidence and power.  I turned around and wiggled my thick behind from side to side for him, then gave it a spank so he could watch it jiggle.

“What are you doing to me, beautiful?” he said, reaching into his wallet.  He pulled out a fifty and said, “What do I get for this?”

“My undying gratitude,” I said, walking towards him, a glint in my eye, enjoying my new role as untouchable sex goddess.

“Turn around, beautiful,” the man said.  He was older than the other man--perhaps 45--with a little salt and pepper in his hair and beard.  Still, he was fit and looked sophisticated in his suit.  I turned around and wiggled my ass some more as I waited for him to slide the fifty into my garter, but to my surprise, he trailed the fifty down my crack and then back up again, tickling me with it.  I let out an involuntary giggle.

“You like that, don’t you.  You like to be tickled riiiiight here...”  He continued brushing my ass with the bill and I bent over a little more for him. Give the customer what they want, after all.  But bending over only spread my cheeks apart, giving him a view of all that lay between my cheeks.  I felt his finger slide under my g-string and pull it far out, the front of my panties now pressing up between my pussy lips.  He lay the dollar bill between my cheeks and released the g-string, which snapped into my asshole harshly, securing the fifty dollar bill.

“Ah!” I said in surprise as the g-string hit me.  It sent a jolt through my body and I felt myself get warm and dizzy.  I looked to the bouncer, who looked bored.  I looked back to the man, who was smiling at me.

“You know what I think?” he said, as I danced seductively for him.

“What do you think?” I said, my voice low and teasing, my best “femme fatale.”

“I think you like how that felt.”

I was all ready to say something witty and sexy and distant back to him, but instead, I felt myself blushing at his words.  He was right--I did like how it felt--that sting on my tight little opening.  What’s more, I liked the sureness of his hands as he did it.  I liked the way his eyes took in my body.  To my utter surprise, I was no longer trembling with nerves, but with excitement.  I looked down between his thighs and saw a raging hard on pressing through his pants.  It made me proud.  I conjured that with my body… I wanted to see how else I could affect these men.

“Oh, yes, she liked it,” said the younger one, holding up another fifty.  “She wants to do it again.

I sauntered over to him, turned my back to him, then squatted down slowly, lowering my ass to his face level, my crevice spread open for him.  He tucked his finger under the g-string, placed a new 50 on top of the old one, then laid the g-string back down gently.  He let the tip of his thumb trace the g-string and press it into me, deep into my crack, until he reached my tight little cave, and his thumb began to enter, g-string with it.  I stood up quickly.

“You don’t get that for fifty dollars,” I said, wagging a finger at him, hoping he couldn’t see through my flimsy exterior.  The truth was his thumb pressing past the rim of my opening sent contractions through my pussy, it turned me on so much.  But I couldn’t be known as the girl who’d give it all up for nothing.  This was business.

“How much for a lap dance?” the man with salt and pepper hair said.

“$100 plus tip for fifteen minutes,” I said.  Asking for that kind of money made me very nervous.  Who did I think I was?  But to my surprise he pulled out three hundred dollar bills and held them up to me.  “A lap dance for me, and one for my new friend here--what’s your name?” he asked the young man.

“Jeff,” he said.

“I’m Mitch,” he said, shaking his hand.  He handed the money to me and said, “Do him first.  I want to watch.”

I’d been practicing my lap dance on a chair all week, but it was a bit trickier swinging my leg over a chair with a man in it, especially as he sat with his legs far apart.  Still, I managed it, and found myself sitting on top of a powerful erection that poked me right in my wet little hole until I readjusted, and his manhood slid up my pussy lips over my panties, pressing into my clitoris.  I began to grind on him, my stomach moving in waves, as my hands reached up to my bra and undid the clasp.  He leaned back in his chair and watched me unveil one breast, cover it up, and unveil the other, before shimmying out of my the straps that bound me, my breasts jiggling in his face, light bouncing off the glitter.

“You have something special,” he said, mesmerized by the disco ball effect my nipples were having.  I rubbed on his cock a little bit harder through his pants, feeling him stiffen even more.  But he wasn’t the only one.  I realized just how hard my nipples were becoming when I felt my left pastie begin to lift itself off of my skin, in spite of the adhesive that held it there.  It was now dangling from my long, hard, outstretched nipple.  With just his thumb and forefinger, he grabbed edge of my pasty and tugged, and it ripped from my nipple with a little pinch.  I sucked in an audible gasp.

“No--you’re not supposed to do that,” I said, as my pussy came crashing into his thick hard on.

“But you liked it,” he said, his eyes sparkling.  “How could I not give a goddess like yourself everything you like?”

I stood up a little, my legs spread wide, and lifted my bare breast to my mouth, giving it a little lick, and then giggling.  He lifted his pelvis until it found my pussy, and he began to grind up into me through my panties, which were inching to the side as he manipulated the fabric with his erection.  He was drawing all the blood to my clitty just as I was drawing all the blood to his cock, our movements completely in sync.  I could feel my brow starting to sweat and realized I needed to change things up before they went too far--I was having a hard time suppressing my moans.  I swung my leg over his and removed myself from his lap.  Then I positioned myself standing between his legs, my ass in his face, and brought it down on his straining pants, letting it press between my cheeks.  I instinctively squeezed my cheeks together and started lifting them up and down, stroking his cock with my ass through his khakis, feeling him grow and press aggressively into the fabric.

“That’s a strong ass, girly,” he said, his hands coming to embrace my hips.  I swatted them and said, “No touching,” and he withdrew.

“That’s okay--you don’t need my help.  You seem to know what you’re doing,” he said into my ear.  “I’ll let you take the lead.”

“That’s what I like,” I said, grasping and releasing his hard-on with my cheeks.   “I like to be completely in control of your cock.”

“Really, because I thought what you liked was a big fat cock tearing into your sweet little asshole,” he hummed into my ear.  Taking in the low rumble of his words in my ear,  I pressed down a little harder onto his khaki covered cock, letting it stretch my rim a bit.  My back arched as a hot wave of pleasure ran through me and came pouring out of my pussy, drenching my panties.  “I thought you you wanted me to unzip my pants.  I thought you wanted to feel my big mushroom head press into you…”

My hand reached up to my bare breast and began tweaking my nipple, sending more liquid hot waves to my frenzied, contracting pussy.

“Your drenching my cock, baby,” he said in my ear, and I let out a little moan, pressing onto him hard and squirming.  “You mean to tell me you don’t want to feel my cock?”  I stood up and turned around, placing my hands on his shoulders.  He was onto me--he could feel exactly how aroused I was. I couldn’t let him have the upper hand.

“You’ve been a lot of fun, but I think it’s time for your friend to get his dance.  But for another two hundred, I’ll let you give my titty a kiss goodbye.”  I traced my stiffened areola with my middle finger, invitingly.  I couldn’t believe how quickly I felt comfortable in this world.  I felt at once as though I had the freedom of not being myself, and like I’d never been more at home in my own skin.

He fished in his pocket until he found two hundreds, and he shoved them down the front of my panties where they lay against my mound.  His mouth lunged forward, and he began to suckle at my nipple hungrily, pulling it long with his teeth and swirling his tongue around it.  He sent me into a fit of moans.  I turned my head and watched the bouncer as he watched me, stone faced.  The man pulled his mouth off of my giant tit but kept his hand on it, looking me in the eye.

“Three hundred more dollars and you’ll give my cock a little farewell kiss.”  He was already unzipping his pants as he spoke, and before I could say no, I found myself hovering over the biggest, stiffest cock I’d ever seen.  It curved up slightly and came to big knob of a head, veins straining all around the thick shaft.  It was enormous.  I had planned to say no--I was going to say no--but somehow or other, when I opened my mouth, what I said was, “Now let’s see the money.”

He fished in his other pocket and pulled out a thick roll of bills, peeling off three hundreds for me.  I took the money and slid it into my garter belt.  Then I bent down to his cock, and gave the head a wet kiss.  My lips parted and wetted his slick mushroom head, and he let out sigh.  Then I kissed his cock deeper, letting my tongue explore the tip--I kissed it as I would the lips of a lover:  Gently, wetly, and tenderly.  When I tasted a hint of pre-cum, the tip of my tongue licked along his slit and I stood up as I licked my lips, appreciatively.

“It was a pleasure to meet your cock,” I said.  Then I set my sights on the older gentleman, Mitch.

“Have a seat,” he said, gesturing to his lap, and the giant tent that had formed in his tailored pants.

I straddled the refined gentleman and lowered myself down.  His cock felt even stronger than the last gentleman’s.  I looked into Mitch’s soulful eyes while in my periphery I saw Jeff slowly stroking himself as he watched me.  From down here in the audience, it was apparent there was no one else in sight--I knew these men were my only chance to make a haul.  If there had been more people, if it hadn’t have been my first night, I may have told him it was against the rules to jerk off in the club.  But it was hard to know what I would have done in that state.  I’d never been so aroused in my life, and in the back of my mind, I knew I wasn’t done having my fun with these gentleman by a long shot.  Mitch’s cock was hot, and I could feel his pulse beating in his groin as I rode him.  He was leaning back, watching our nether regions meet and part, meet and part, separated only by clothes.

“Do you shave your pussy, my dear?” he said, looking between my legs.

“My pussy is beautiful,” I leaned forward and whispered in his ear.

“I’d love to see it,” he said.

“A view of my pussy is worth a lot,” I said.

He pulled out three hundred dollars, and before I could accept his offer, he pulled my panties open and peered inside.  He pulled them down, revealing a tidy landing strip that pointed the way to where he wanted to be.  He traced the money down my landing strip, pulling my panties down farther and farther until the money reached my lips.  “Stand up,” he instructed.  “I trust for this money I get the full tour.”

The bouncer was looking at his watch, trying to see how long before quitting time.  I stood up and slid my thong down to just below my pussy.  My bare lips protruding.

“Open the door,” he said.  “I want to see inside.”

I took to fingers and pulled my lips up and spread them apart, showing him my dark pink runway.  My clit was straining to reach out to him, hoping to be touched.

“Turn around,” he commanded.  “Spread your legs and touch the ground.”

The way he commanded me sent a thrill up my spine.  I turned around and nudged my panties to the floor, stepping out of them as I spread my legs.  I lifted my long, wavy hair over my head, giving him a good view of my backside before I rolled down my spine, revealing more of my glistening undercarriage the closer my fingers got to the floor.  My legs were shaking in my 6 inch heels as I balanced on the tips of my fingers, exposing myself to Mitch.

“Do you accept gifts?” he asked.  “I’d love to give you a gift.”

“Of course,” I said to the floor.  Plenty of the other girls had received jewelry and lingerie from their regulars, and I was happy to already be finding men I could rely on.   I started to come back up to standing, but he stopped me.

“No, no--stay just like that.”

I bent back down, praying my legs would hold out.

“Did you know that your pussy is sighing with pleasure at me?” Mitch said.  I could tell he was close to me--I could feel his breath on my upper thighs.  “And just a little bit of cream is forming--your pussy loves attention.”

“What was your gift?” I asked.  The way he talked into my pussy was making me dizzy with desire.  I wasn’t sure if I could stop myself from taking things too far if he continued.

That’s when I felt something strong and thick and wet slide over my open pussy, and my legs really began to shake.  This was his present--soothing my engorged clit with his oh-so-skillful tongue.

“Fuck, you taste good,” he said between laps, plunging his tongue into me.  Truth be told, no one had ever licked my pussy before.  My high school boyfriend had been clumsy and prudish. The sensation of his hot tongue tip toeing up to my clit, flicking it quickly and then plunging deeply into me was more than I could bear.  My pussy clamped down on his tongue as I felt a hot stream begin to pour out of me--I was cumming.  Oh, god, I was cumming so hard I didn’t even realize I was squealing and moaning with excitement until my scream was muffled by Jeff’s cock entering my mouth.  I moaned into it until he reached the back of my throat and I gagged, my throat contracting and spitting over his thick cock.  It felt so good in my mouth, even as I gagged I didn’t release it, but only sucked it down further, trying to get as much of him into me as I could.

“Oh, God, yes…” Jeff sighed as I sucked his huge knob.  I felt him straining and surging in my mouth and I wanted even more.  But when Mitch’s tongue pulled back from my pussy and began inching up, up, up to the rim of my asshole, I had to release Jeff briefly as I sputtered and cried at the hot sensation of a tongue caressing my most forbidden part.  My body bucked and I heard myself cry out “Yes, yes, yes, yes--there!”

“Right here?” Mitch said teasingly, sliding a long finger into my small opening, and my back arched sharply as I gasped.

“Fuck...yes...please!” I cried.  I had no thoughts of money or business or propriety.  I only knew I needed more of that.  I needed him to plug me up and fill me to the brim.

But he had disappeared from behind me.  I heard the sound of pants hitting the floor as I continued sucking hungrily on Jeff’s incredible monster of a cock.  But then I heard Mitch’s voice say, “Come sit down.”  He was sitting on the stage, his legs spread, with a cock the size of my forearm standing straight up between them.  The tip was smooth and dark, waiting for me to take it inside of me.

But Jeff was lifting me up now.  I found myself suddenly pressed against him, torso to torso, my feet dangling in the air until I wrapped them around his waist.  He held me with one strong arm while he used his other hand to stuff his long rod into my slick wet pussy, entering me fully at once as I clamped down on him.  The way he curved hit my g-spot naturally, and I held onto him for dear life as shutters of electricity shot through me.

“You’ve got such a tight little pussy,” Jeff said, walking me towards Mitch.  “Do you think your sweet little asshole can take Mitch’s cock?”

I didn’t know the answer of if I could, only that somehow I would--I had to.

“Please--please, God, yes…” I moaned into Jeff’s shoulder as he lowered my ass down onto the tip of Mitch’s cock, which poked and prodded my virgin asshole teasingly.  Mitch pressed into my backside, slowly and steadily, as Jeff pressed from the front, going into my pussy so deep it hurt wonderfully.  My asshole was stretching bit by bit as more and more of Mitch entered me.  I didn’t think there could be anymore left of him, I felt so full and torn, but then the final push was sharp and deep and filled me further than I ever thought possible.  The two men began thrusting into me in unison, smashing my frantic body between them at a quicker and quicker pace.

“Do you feel what you’ve done to my cock with your tight little hole?” Mitch growled in my ear.  “Do you feel how it’s pulsating for you?” And I did.  I felt everything from all sides.  I felt the veins popping, I felt the blood surging, I felt the imminent flood that was building up inside both of them.  My body was a frenzy of sensation--their intimidating cocks could tear my insides apart, and still--still!--I wanted more of them, deeper, and deeper.  I loved feeling full with their heavy cocks.  I loved being smashed between their sweating, rigid bodies.  I loved feeling them breathe and groan into me.  I loved the way Jeff would squeeze and slap my giant breasts, making my whole body jerk in response.  My pussy and asshole were working in tandem, clenching and releasing, jerking their cocks wetly with a strength I didn’t know I had, as my body tried it’s best to devour these mighty rods whole.

“Fuck, girl...what are you doing to me?” Mitch said, his head snapping back as I bounced on his cock, trying to consume more of him--I would have consumed his whole body into mine if I could.  Jeff twisted his hips until he was pressing into my special spot unforgivingly, and a flood began to emerge from me again.

“Goddammit, goddammit!” I yelled as I pounded on his shoulders and grabbed his hair, snapping his head back.  But before I could truly finish, he cruelly extracted me from Mitch’s cock and laid down on the stage with me still attached, now straddling him.  I leaned forward, my breasts nearly smothering him, and I began to slam into him, hard and steady, lifting my ass up and down, until Mitch grabbed my cheeks roughly, spread them apart, and plowed between them again, kneeling behind me.

This was what I wanted.  My body sank heavily all the way down Jeff’s shaft as Mitch extended so far into my asshole I thought I might choke on his fat mushroom head.  They filled me to the pit of my stomach, and their hands had to hold me in place firmly to keep me from squirming too hard.  My body was a spastic, sweating mess as I bounced and shook and screamed.

“Yes, that’s it…” Jeff said as he felt my cream pour steadily onto his cock.  “Let it all out,” he twisted my nipple, sending a fresh wave through me.

Mitch was pounding my ass, now, his heavy balls slapping me as he pulled my long hair.  He slapped my cheeks and the sting felt good.

“Again!” I cried, and he spanked me hard, a burning sensation going through me.

“Fuck, harder!” I cried, and he spanked me like the bad little slut I’d become as the two fucked me hard and fast--so fast my breasts hurt from the sheer force of my bouncing.  I looked between my legs and watched the two cocks entering me at once, both slick with me as they emerged from my holes and disappeared into me again, over and over.  The sight of my own body taking these two monstrously huge cocks, watching as they tore me open and filled my body, the sudden realization that I was their little fucking whore and I fucking loved it pushed me over the edge and released all of my animal instincts at once.  I bit Jeff on the shoulder as I growled with pleasure, and he pulled my hair until my mouth released him.  All I could do was scream with ecstasy and madness as my body undulated on their probing, throbbing cocks.

Then I felt it.  A hot rush of fluid filled my asshole and come spurting back out of me, running down my legs, and I knew Mitch was cumming, hard.  That sudden rush of hot, viscous fluid made me squirt again all over Jeff’s cock, and he rubbed my throbbing clit to prolong it, an endless stream of fluid raining down on him as he manipulated me.  I wanted to feel him fill my pussy the way Mitch was filling my destroyed asshole.

“I want to feel you cum...I need your cum…” I was begging, and I felt him begin to let go.  His was a long, slow, steady stream that he started in my throbbing cunt, but he finished as he pulled out of me, giving himself a strong, hard pump and spraying me with his load, ropes of cum hitting my tits, my chin, my face, my mouth --which was open, hoping for a taste.  I felt electric with every spurt that landed on my hot skin.  Each rope of cum was a tribute to me.

I finally collapsed onto the stage, Mitch’s drained cock falling out of me.  I lay panting on the floor, my body hot and sticky with them.  I was a puddle, so spent I hadn’t the strength to sit upright.  They began to get up, gather their clothes and head for the door, but I heard a big heavy clearing of the throat coming from the bouncer.

“You’d better pay the lady properly before you go out that door, fellas,” he said menacingly.  “Empty your wallets.”

“Oh, of course, of course,” said Mitch as the two fetched their wallets.  They each pulled out a fistful of hundreds--roughly a thousand dollars each.  As I lay on the floor, they pressed the bills onto my body, using their cum for adhesive.

“We’ll definitely be back to see you again, young lady.” Said Mitch with a wink, and the two left me laying on the floor, a cummy mess.

“You made some pretty good loot your first time out,” the bouncer said.  “Don’t forget who takes care of you.  Now go get cleaned up.  You’re on again in fifteen minutes.  You’d better learn to save your energy.”

I gathered up my strength and pulled myself upright as my body began to calm down.  I plucked the hundreds from my body, and straightened the cum-soaked bills.  I get to do this again in fifteen minutes, I thought with a smile.  I get paid for this.  I thought about how lucky I was to do what I loved and make ungodly sums of money for it.  I had, indeed, found my calling.


5. Work and Playing Around: FFM Threesome with the New Secretary by Riley Davis

I was happy with who I was and the job I had, and of course, my boyfriend. He was due for a promotion and we wanted to celebrate. The way he wanted to celebrate was something I'd never done before. But I agreed to anyways - his new secretary was extremely alluring.

A promotion.

That’s what Mike told me he was getting as he poured me a mixed drink. We experimented all the time with different spirits and drinks, but I was used to him having the job he had and vice versa. It was secure. Now I wasn’t sure where we were going and I wasn’t sure I liked the feeling of it. I had felt that as long as we could support ourselves, I could let go in other areas of my life and be free to do as I pleased. But now… I had a bunch of questions racing through my head as he spoke.

He seemed excited about it. He seemed like it was what he had been waiting for. But I just couldn’t help but feel terrified that our way of life was going to be compromised by a new schedule, new co-workers, maybe even a new horrible boss that would make them fight.

Did I forget to mention we worked in the same office?

“So, did you want to meet my new secretary?” he asked as he put the olive into my drink and handed it to me.

I took out the olive and ate it, then took a healthy gulp of the drink before I spoke. “Um… you have a secretary now?”

He nodded, beginning to pour his own drink. “Yeah. I really think you’ll like her. Tomorrow I have to go in and get everything finalized, so she’ll only be working for me after that. But isn’t this exciting? I’ll have more money and I’ll get to manage my own appointments… I like the freedom this offers.”

I didn’t. As a child, my parents could never hold a job for more than a year. I had been with my firm for five years, and working in the industry for more than that. Five years was a record for me and I was proud of myself. He’d been in the office for three, and had sped past me in one promotion. I wondered how, but I couldn’t complain. I liked my little cubicle. It was my own and I did whatever I wanted in it as long as I got the job done. It was relaxing and orderly. I appreciated the security it offered.

I and my boyfriend had always come home together after our shifts, and sometimes we’d grab supper on the way home. Sometimes we’d go home first, get dressed up, and then go out on a date. I liked that I could leave work at work and come home with a free space in my mind for whatever else I wanted to do. And he could do the same, but now that he was getting a promotion I wasn’t sure what would happen. I didn’t like the prospects.

But I didn’t want to rain on his parade, so all I asked was, “Will you still be coming home with me every night?”

He reached for me and kissed my hand. “Always. You won’t have to worry about that. Is the drink good?”

I smiled and took another sip. “That makes me feel better. Delicious.”

I couldn’t lie about that. At least he would still leave work at work and he’d focus on us or his hobbies when he came home. But what if his new secretary was attractive? I admitted, I felt a little jealous. I decided to meet her, just to help myself get rid of this nasty feeling. And anyways, if he cheated on me I would know about it – we did work at the same place, after all. He wasn’t that stupid… was he?

I hated feeling so insecure.

“I’ll come and see you tomorrow before lunch to meet your new boss and secretary then,” I said simply. My stomach began to rumble and I realized the pizza hadn’t been delivered yet. “Forty-five minutes… I’m hungry.”

As if on cue, our apartment bell buzzed. He dropped the stuff for his drink and rushed to the buzzer to let the pizza guy in. It seemed he was hungry as well. I chuckled and finished his drink for him as he greeted the pizza delivery guy and paid him. I recognized the pizza boy – he’d worked at the same place for over a year and had personally delivered to us many times.

I felt fat for all the food I ate yet I made up for it in the sweat I created on the treadmill. At least I kept myself in better shape than some – Michael hadn’t kept up his routine and was starting to get a belly. I made a mental note to remind him to start working out again soon.

He brought the pizza over and began to cut it. “Want to get the videos up?” he asked.

I nodded and went over to the TV, setting up the DVR. “I’m really looking forward to watching this,” I said and put the episode on pause.

He got us plates and brought both the pizza box and the plates over, then went to get his drink. “I’m really looking forward to the extra money my promotion will give me. We might actually be able to travel now!”

As much as I didn’t like the idea of having our schedule messed up, I admitted that going out of the country to see something completely different was appealing. I made the conscious choice to be happy for him because he seemed like if I had any objections, he would try his best to resolve them. “Where would you want to go?” I asked as he sat down.

He shrugged. “Wherever you want to go. Keeps things interesting, right?”

I smiled and pressed play. “Interesting, indeed.”

The next day and one hangover later, we arrived at the office a little late. I felt bad because I rarely was late for work, but I supposed that it would be all right as long as Michael’s new boss didn’t hate him. What a great first impression to make, though.

“Michael?” A skinny blonde woman came up to us as we entered the office. She was dressed in colorful professional clothing, something I wasn’t used to seeing. Most people dressed in gray or black, not purple.

“Hey, Sherry. Is the boss in right now?” Mike responded.

“He’s in a meeting right now but should be ready for you in a quick moment,” she answered simply. She acted more professional than she appeared.

She didn’t seem to notice I was with him so I cleared my throat softly, grabbing her attention. She looked up at me with her big green eyes. The look she gave me made me feel nervous. It was like she was scanning me for level of attractiveness. My face went red when I realized that’s exactly what she was doing.

“It’s n-nice to meet you. I’m Jessica,” I said, reaching my hand out to shake hers. “I hear you’re going to be Mike’s Secretary.”

A light of recognition appeared in her expression. “Oh, Jess? Mike’s told me a lot about you! It’s nice to finally meet you!” she chimed. Something in her look concerned me, though. It felt like there was a lot more behind her friendliness than just meeting someone they’d heard about.

Mike pulled me aside for a moment and spoke in a lower tone than normal. “What do you think of her?”

I wasn’t sure what to think of her, but I didn’t say that. “She’s okay, why?”

The look in his eyes betrayed it before he said it. “Do you want to try that threesome fantasy? I mean, you said you’d think about it, and now we might be able to. I mean, if she agrees.”

“I… I don’t know, Mike, I said it would have to be with someone that I trust.”

Right then, Sherry tapped Mike on the shoulder. “He’s ready to see you now.”

“We’ll talk about this after you play meet and greet with your new boss,” I said.

“Wish me luck.” he beamed, kissing me quickly on the lips. “I love you!”

The office grew quite after Michael disappeared. For several minutes I sat there next to Sherry’s desk. I decided to get some work done so I pulled out my laptop. We both were silent for a while until Sherry said, “So, that was a bit of a big thing to drop on you, eh?”

She put her pen down after quickly scrawling out signatures on documents and looked me in the eye. I closed my laptop to focus on her, deciding not to be intimidated by the look she was giving me. “So he already spoke to you about it then?”

“I could hear you guys talking.” She shrugged, and leaned back in her seat. “I’d do you, you’re cute.”

I blushed furiously when she said that. It must’ve been as red as a lobster. Sherry giggled.

“It’s okay, honey. You have time to think over it. Your man isn’t the kind to rush you on a decision that important.”

We finally got off the subject and chatted about other things like hobbies, hairstyles, and the latest episode of our favorite shows. I realized quickly that she wasn’t just some girl. She didn’t become a secretary with her looks. She had graduated with a Master’s degree, and the only reason she was a secretary right now is because she had only recently graduated. I knew she would climb quickly – she seemed like the easy-going type, but determined.

It was finally getting less awkward and I found some measure of trust in her when Mike popped back out of the office.

“Hell yes!” he celebrated, rushing to me and embracing me in his arms. It was for real now – Mike wasn’t just a cubicle jockey like me anymore. I wondered if he would be my boss. If so… things could get complicated fast. I didn’t like to be ordered around anywhere except the bedroom. I liked how relaxed my cubicle was. He wasn’t the type to let people slack off, though.

He urged us all to head to his new office. He wanted to see it with us both right away. We followed him hurriedly up the stairs and down a few hallways. I was in an area of the building I wasn’t familiar with now. I had always just stayed in the cubicle area, and by the coffee machine. This was where the higher-ups worked. I wondered just what kind of promotion he had received – it was certainly more than I’d anticipated. I decided now that he knew more about it and it was for certain, I would talk about it with him when we got home later.

He opened the door to his office and gestured for us to enter. I looked around. The room itself was rather bland with only his desk and chair sitting by the right wall with his new computer on top of it, but the view at the far wall was amazing because it was all one big window. We were only a few floors up but I could see a majority of the district from where I stood. For the first time I felt slightly jealous. “You get to work alone…” I muttered. I felt like I was being left behind.

Mike took my hand. “You can come up here and work whenever you like with me. I have authority to say you can now.”

I looked up at him. “So you really are my new boss?”

He smirked. “More like your servant under cover.”

Sherry coughed to catch our attention. “Nice place you’ve got here. I have to say, I’m jealous. But it’ll be my position pretty soon. And then some.”

I stared at her. Was she threatening my boyfriend?

Mike shrugged. “At least I’ll warm the seat for you before I go up a couple of floors.”

Sherry chuckled at that. “I like your sense of humor. So, shall we go and celebrate?”

I wasn’t sure what to think. At first she seemed nice, then she sounded like Mike’s rival, and then back to friendly. What exactly was going on here? I had to know. “What kind of celebrating will we be doing?” I asked.

Mike shrugged. “Whatever you two want, I suppose.”

I looked between them. They both gazed at me, expectant. They wanted me to decide what I wanted to do. I felt a little nervous but also satisfied that they could rely on me to pick out what to do. I took a few moments to ponder over what I wanted to do, and as I thought I could feel Sherry’s eyes boring into me. It made me feel rather hot actually and while I was hungry, it wasn’t like I couldn’t go and get some afterwards…

I looked at Mike. “Are you willing to skip work for a few hours?” I asked.

Mike shrugged. “As long as I get my work done later, I don’t think anyone will notice. Why, what’s on your mind, baby?”

Sherry smirked. “I don’t think it’s her mind that’s doing her thinking.”

I blushed furiously. “Well, um… not quite.” I smiled sheepishly.

Mike came over to me and put a comforting arm around my shoulder. “Then do you want to do what I suggested earlier?”

I couldn’t help but feel like if I didn’t I wouldn’t get another chance, and I would regret it. “Yeah. Let’s do it.”

Sherry took off her blazer and draped it over Mike’s chair. “I was just waiting for this ever since he mentioned it.”

“Why’s that?” I asked.

“Because I knew you’d agree. You seem like the type to do something crazy.”

Mike cleared his throat. “So… here and now?”

I shrugged. “As long as we won’t get caught.”

Mike smiled and went to his office door. He closed it and locked it. “No one should bother us – since I and Sherry are the only ones with the keys.”

It made me feel better so I took off my coat and put it on the chair as well. Mike wasn’t a shy guy so he stripped down to his underwear immediately, leaving his suit on the floor next to his desk. I felt my libido shoot up as soon as he showed off his skin. I had always been attracted to him, and now that we were trying something new it felt more exciting. Mike always kept things interesting for me and him.

Sherry didn’t seem shy either but she left her skirt and bra on. “Skirts are fun,” she said, approaching us. “Just like this will be.”

Mike and Sherry wasted no time in making me feel pleased. Mike lifted me onto the desk and kissed my neck, while Sherry climbed up behind me and began to undo my buttons while groping my tits aggressively. I wondered if they would just be focused on me the whole time, but I realized that was conceited of me. They both deserved pleasure of their own and I fully intended to deliver. But I wanted more as well… so I let them ravage me for a while.

Mike moved from my neck to my lips, making out with me. He stuck his tongue into my mouth, and I decided to use my own tongue, loving the taste of him so much. I closed my eyes, letting him ignite the burning embers of my sex drive. I reached one of my hands to his package and groped it, fondling him excitedly. He moaned into our kiss, his dick hardening at my touch.

I had almost forgotten Sherry was behind me, I was so deep in the moment. She pulled my shirt off and unclipped my bra, and I found myself quickly topless. It was then that Mike finally broke our kiss and took Sherry’s hand, pulling her to the front. His hand roamed to her clothed boob and squeezed it. I felt slightly abandoned, but before I could really focus on it his other hand roamed down my body and dug itself into my panties, softly rubbing my clitoris. I yelped a little, not expecting it so soon but I enjoyed it nonetheless, leaning my head backwards to slip back into the moment.

I heard Sherry moan and I peeked quickly to see what Mike was doing to her. His mouth was over her nipples, sucking it and licking it. I bit my lip, finding it really enjoyable to watch. He pulled his mouth off her breast and it made a soft popping noise. He stuck his tongue out and flicked the tip of the nipple, making her squirm in pleasure.

I found myself writhing as well. He’d been with me long enough that he knew exactly what to do with his fingers. He poked his middle one at the entrance of my pussy, but didn’t slip it in. It still felt so good because the entrance itself was a soft spot and my vagina became wet in such a short amount of time when he touched it that I found I was capable of dripping. He knew this and I knew he was going to make me wait for release.

Sherry was now the one groping his cock, and he moaned as she jerked him. She had taken the liberty of removing his underwear, and was now on her knees in front of him. Which meant she was between my legs. I couldn’t help but wonder if she would turn around and do anything to me once she was finished with him. Mostly because Mike was teasing my pussy and it was driving me crazy.

I wondered what it was like to eat a pussy and I wanted Sherry to give me access so I could find out. Still, I waited for her to be done, while Mike prodded my pussy with his finger but offering nothing more yet. So I took matters into my own hands and got off the desk and onto my knees. I put my own hand to my vagina and fingered myself while I and Sherry blew him.

He enjoyed this immensely, leaning his head back and groaning. He put his hands on the back of our heads, with the smile of a man who is living the ultimate fantasy.

“Fuck,” he sighed. “I knew this would be good but… fuck.”

We giggled softly together. Sherry’s tongue danced up his shaft while my lips drank the pre-cum dripping from his tip like a straw. I had tasted him so often that it became natural to me to swallow it all. Sperm was an acquired taste, and I had developed a love for it. I wondered if Sherry was enjoying it. She seemed to be, licking Mike’s cock like a lollipop and then fondling his balls with her fingers. She couldn’t seem to get enough.

A burning urge to feel Sherry grew as we toyed with his dick. My free hand roamed over to her leg, crawling toward the edge of her skirt. I could feel the heat radiating from underneath it. She was enjoying every moment of it and I felt the urge to touch and taste her becoming unbearable.

Just then I felt one of her hands sharply grip my butt, sending a shock up my spine. I yelped, glancing over at her and panting in anticipation. She smirked at me, and I felt those eyes pierce me. She knew I enjoyed her touch, and she squeezed my ass to make me wetter.

“Let me get under you, I need to taste!” I blurted. Sherry and Mike smiled at me in pleasured surprise. I wasn’t usually a vocal person about what I wanted in bed – Mike had always told me what to do and I did it. I never had any complaints because he always made sure I was satisfied.

Sherry obliged, spreading her legs in front of me and lifting up her skirt a little for easier access. I lied on my back beneath her. Looking up, I could see her voluminous breasts and her lips engulfing Mike’s throbbing cock. I took a look at my goal. She was entirely bare, almost glossy with her smoothness. She must’ve been waxed. It glistened with her pure excitement. I brought my lips to it, giving it a gentle kiss. It was sweet, with a slight musk to it. The flavor and matching scent set my heart pounding. I stopped holding back and dived right in, pressing my lips to her, sucking at her clitoris. Audible moans escaped her throat, muffled by the thick cock in her mouth. My tongue slipped out into her deep opening, twirling itself about and tasting every last detail of her insides. I found myself getting wetter at just the mere thought of pleasuring her. I found soon that I really wanted Mike’s cock inside me as I ate her out.

“Fuck…” Mike pulled Sherry’s head back, off of his cock. “I’m going to burst if you keep going like that.”

I smirked. “We wouldn’t want that too early.”

“Oh, Jess, baby, use your fingers for me and get up here!” Sherry chimed in, lacking much of her previous composure. She sat down and spread herself in front of me while I got into a doggy-style position. I rubbed her pussy a little before slipping my fingers inside her. I curled them and pumped her, and her moans became loud and clear.

I felt Mike prod my vagina from behind while I did this. His hands grabbed my ass, squeezing the cheeks, and he pulled on my hips aggressively. My pussy engulfed him in an instant and I let out a loud yelp of pleasure. Then he thrust inside me hard and fast, looking to make me come as quickly as possible. This was my favorite position and whenever I had a hard time finishing, he put me on my hands and knees and fucked me like an animal. I came within a few minutes usually, and this time was no exception.

To make myself last longer, I focused on eating Sherry’s clit and fucking her with my fingers. I wanted Mike to come with me so I tried my best to hold my own orgasm in. Sherry on the other hand, only writhed in pleasure as I sucked her clit and milked her g-spot. She didn’t seem concerned with holding back and soon she shuddered and squeezed around my fingers. My fingers were wet with her cum. I kept pumping her pussy until she squirted in my mouth, crying out my name. It had a unique taste and it didn’t smell like urine so I drank it all, licking my lips. I felt amazed with myself. I brought another woman to orgasm. I kept going, making her squirt a second time. For a moment she looked about to pass out, and she pushed me away to regain her composure briefly before she slipping underneath me to lick my pussy as well as Mike’s balls. She was satisfied, but it seemed she wanted to satisfy us both as well.

I didn’t hold back any more. I could feel the wetness of Sherry’s tongue flicking away at my clit and Mike’s thick cock slamming against my deepest spots and rubbing me in just the right way. And just like I wanted, Mike and I came together hard. I felt the waves of pleasure hit me, and then I felt the warmth of his semen explode into my pussy, coating the inside with a thick, gooey mess. My orgasm just milked the rest of him, squeezing it all out into me. He pumped my pussy for a moment more, making sure I was finished before pulling out of me.

I felt satisfied, but it seemed they were not. Mike stooped down and began eating me, slipping his tongue into my vagina. He’d never done that after he’d already come, so I let out a surprised moan. But I liked it. Being eaten by both of them… it just made me want to come again, and that’s exactly what I did a few moments later. I quivered on Mike’s tongue as he thrashed the inside of my pussy, while Sherry worked on my clit. Mike also took it upon himself to put a wet finger into my anus. We’d done anal before and I’d loved it so it only made me feel better as he finger-fucked my ass. Soon he was slamming it into me, and all I could do was take it.

Soon the pleasure grew to be too much for my body to handle and I exploded into the ultimate pleasure all over their faces. I felt the wetness on my thighs and I realized I’d squirted for the very first time. Mike kept going and Sherry was fingering herself as she ate me, moaning into my clitoris. I put my mouth over her pussy, desperate to taste her cum again. My body’s orgasm didn’t stop for anything and I found myself crying out as I squirted all of it into Mike’s face. He didn’t drink it – instead he let me make a mess on the floor and quench his face in it.

Within moments Sherry had come for a third time, though she didn’t squirt. Still, I felt her throb in pleasure and I sucked with delight on her clit until she finished her orgasm. Mike finally pulled his finger out of me and my orgasm faded, but he still licked up cum and his own sperm before sitting back with his hands on my ass, massaging it gently.

Sherry pulled from under me and sat in front of me, smiling. “How’d you like it?” she asked.

I only moaned a little through my closed mouth in response, unable to do anything but quiver in the aftershock of my massive orgasm. Mike scooted next to me and pulled me into his arms, hugging me while I recovered.

Sherry chuckled. “Maybe we could do this again sometime, the three of us. I mean, I have no intentions of getting in your way, it’s your relationship. But it was fun nonetheless.”

Mike shrugged, his sweat drying off quickly. “If Jessica wants to, I have no objectives.”

I panted my response. “I would love to.”

Before I could process what had happened, we were all dressed and tidied up. It was almost as if we all had a dream. A sexy, long-lasting, pleasurable dream.  We went back to work and didn’t speak of it for the rest of the day or week. People didn’t even notice what had happened and didn’t remark on anything, and I preferred it that way. I was glad no rumors were spreading to complicate things.

The only evidence left was the lipstick kiss marks on both sides of Mike’s neck, one purple and one Red.


6. Kate’s Revenge Movie: MFM Threesome Sex with Strangers by Ellie North

Kate has only ever been with her husband, and she thought the feeling was mutual. Lately he’s been distant, working on his dream of breaking into the film industry, but she put up with it because it felt like the right thing to do. What she discovers is that Gary has been with other women —most recently a prostitute named Harmony… on their couch.  Kate’s best friend Sharon takes matters into her own hands, sweeping her off to a girl’s night in her sexiest black dress. Once out, Kate attracts the attention of two sexy strangers at the bar. What follows is a night that the three of them won’t forget —and that her husband will wish he could.

“Sharon, I’m going to have to call you back. I’m just on my way out of the office and Gary needs me to pick up some writing supplies for him on my way home.”

I balanced the phone on one shoulder as I attempted to unlock my car. Fumbling with my key in the lock a few times, I cursed myself for not getting a car with automatic locks. Meanwhile, Sharon continued blabbering into my ear.

“Writing supplies? You mean Doritos and ranch dip?”

She took my silence as confirmation.

“Does he still think he’s going to get that big break soon? Honey, somebody’s going to have to tell him that he’s just not talented.”

I stifled a snort and was able to successfully spear my key into the lock and open the door. Sitting down in the driver’s seat, I took the phone into my hand. 
“That’s not very nice, Shar,” I chastised. “You know that his dream was always filmmaking, even when we were teenagers.”

“But at least in high school the bum had a job.”

I shoved my key in the ignition and attempted to make a grab for the seatbelt with one hand. 
“He and I made a deal—he got to take a year off when he got his dad’s inheritance as long as he promised that he’d be back to work after if he had no success.”

I leaned back in my seat, sighing. I was getting really tired of having this conversation—with Sharon, with my parents, with my brother… I couldn’t remember the last time someone had asked about Gary without asking when he was going to get his shit together.

“Yes and that would be fine,” Sharon continued. “Except that the inheritance ran out three months ago.” 
“And the year is nearly up so it doesn’t really matter,” I countered.

Deep inside I knew that I shouldn’t be defending him. After all—Sharon was completely right. The money had run out, god knows how, and I had been paying the bills for the past few months. At first I hadn’t minded. After all, Gary and I had been together since we were sixteen. He was my first. I was scared of what would happen if I put my foot down. To me it seemed a lot easier just to wait until the year was up and go from there.

“I’m just worried about you, Kate.”

Her voice was so sincere that it nearly hurt.

“I know,” I said, trying to sound strong.

“I really have to go now though. I’ll call you later on. Can you remember to send me that muffin recipe?” I asked.

She murmured her assent and we exchanged goodbyes. I took a deep breath, fighting back the anxiety that had been building inside of me since Gary had first told me that his account had run dry. Something about it hadn’t seemed right. I pulled out of the parking lot and headed towards the highway. Something about my conversation with Sharon made me decide to skip the snack run for Gary and head straight home.

He had left his job as a corporate accountant to follow his dream, and to a point (hence our agreement) I had decided to be supportive of that. No, he wasn’t the most talented screenplay writer, nor was he particularly good at directing; but I had decided to be there for the man that I’d been with for nearly ten years. That’s marriage, isn’t it?

So, about nine months ago he had purchased a fancy video camera, a new laptop, and a host of other things that I couldn’t recognize and hadn’t seen him use since. During the first few weeks he had tapped away at his computer almost constantly, and when I got home from work each evening he would tell me excitedly about all the scenarios he envisioned; all the possibilities he had created.

Sometime before the money ran out, Gary’s enthusiasm seemed to as well. I asked him if he wanted to end the year early but he insisted he still had work to do. He begged me to take care of the bills for his final months and, since I’m a sucker for his big blue eyes, that’s what I had been doing since.

I knew it was stupid. I knew that I should have put my foot down; but I made a promise to him after his father died, and I intended to follow it through. More than that, I had made a vow to him on our wedding day that I truly believed in—and as difficult as he was these days I was looking forward to getting back the man I had married.

I pulled into the driveway of our home, not bothering to lock the car behind me as I made my way to the front door. Gary would probably just request that I head back out once he saw that I was empty-handed. The front door was locked, which was strange because he didn’t usually bother locking it when he was inside. I unlatched the door and stepped in. I didn’t immediately hear Gary call out to my so I assumed he was in the living room with his headphones in. He liked to listen to ocean sounds when he was blocked.

I dropped my keys on the floor in surprise when I entered the living room and saw my husband, butt naked, being ridden on the chaise by an equally naked blonde.  The clanging noise pulled the pair out of their sexual reverie almost immediately. The blonde, for her part, seemed pretty calm about the whole thing. She wordlessly disengaged herself from him and began to make quick work of dressing herself. Gary, on the other hand, was not so calm.

“Kate!” he sputtered. “It’s not what it looks like!”

After my initial shock wore off, my anger rose. He clambered over to the side of the couch closest to me, fixing me with beseeching eyes.

“Are you serious?” I yelled. “It’s not what it looks like? You’re going to pull that shit on me?”

The blonde was dressed now, and she sidled back up to Gary.

“I need my envelope,” she stated evenly.

Gary’s face turned beet red. He sheepishly stood from the couch and walked over to his discarded jeans, pulling an envelope from the back pocket. After handing it to the girl she beamed at him and excused herself from the house. I was furious.

“You hired a prostitute?” 
“I need Harmony for my writing process, I swear it’s just sex! And I’ve never taken her in our bed!”

I exploded. I made it known to Gary, in no uncertain terms, that he was to vacate the premises immediately and not come back anytime soon. He had always been a coward, and he got out of there with his tail between his legs faster than you could say the word “divorce.” Once he had left I collapsed onto the couch, exhausted. Then I remembered what had happened on that couch, and I made a noise of frustration while I moved to the couch on the other side of the room. It was then that my phone rang.

“I couldn’t remember—did you want the recipe for the blueberry muffins or those oat ones I made you a couple weeks ago?” Sharon asked before I even had a chance to say “hello.”

I collapsed into tears. The weight of what I had just witnessed—the end of my marriage—hit me like a ton of bricks. On the other end of the line I could hear Sharon sputtering.

“Katie! Katie no, don’t cry. You can have both recipes if you want. I’ll send both…” 
“No,” I managed to sniffle out. “It’s not that. Gary cheated on me.”

A string of expletives from the other end of the line blasted into my ear. I held it further away while I waited for her to calm down.

“Did you know the girl?” she asked after a couple long minutes of very creative uses of the word “fuck.”

“No, she was—“

My voice choked up and I took a second to breathe before continuing.

“She was a prostitute named Harmoooonnny,” I wailed.

After a few more moments of making my ears red, Sharon came up with a plan.

“Katie—Katie listen honey—go up to your bedroom, grab that super sexy dress that we bought a few months ago (you know, the one that Gary got all pissed about?) and meet me at my apartment as soon as you can.”

“Why?” I hiccupped.

“Because we’re going to get shitfaced and make bad decisions.” 
 

***

I showed up at Sharon’s house not more than twenty minutes after our phone call ended. I had my wallet and keys clutched in my left hand, and the dress and a pair of black patent pumps in my right. I walked straight in. Sharon and I had no boundaries.  I found her sitting in front of a mirror in her bedroom, applying generous amounts of eye makeup.

“I still don’t know if this is a good idea,” I said, sighing, as I walked in.

Sharon turned to me and grinned. 
“Of course it is! You need to do everything you can right now to get back at that scumbag. Not only does that mean you’re going to take his ass down in divorce court, but you’re going to prove that he hasn’t broken you.”

Though I wasn’t sure why exactly I had to prove that tonight, I certainly saw her point. After all, Gary had been using my money to buy prostitutes for the past god knows how long. It would only be letting him win if I didn’t take back the power that he stole from me.

“So when does this drinking start?”

Sharon thrust her fists in the air victoriously.

“That’s the spirit!” she said. “Though we can’t actually start until we get to the bar. I don’t have anything in the house. I drank my last bottle of emergency wine when I was watching Survivor last night.”

“Right.” 
“Go get in your dress!” she insisted. “And put on some damn makeup!”

I did as I was instructed. Once I was done I admired the finished product. My dress was a relatively short and tight black little number. It hugged my curves like a lover, stretching across my moderately sized breasts and round backside in a way that could only be considered flattering. It had a wide, open neckline that, while it didn’t show any cleavage, exposed the majority of my shoulders.

My eye makeup had been irreparably damaged by the day’s events so I washed off the remainder of it and started fresh. I used some of Sharon’s eyeliner and mascara, though decided that I should leave it at that. After all, whom was I trying to impress?

I chortled to myself at this thought. I couldn’t even seduce my husband. We hadn’t made love in over a month. He was never in the mood—now I knew why. To be honest I was kind of glad. After all, who knows what kind of infections he could have been carrying? After I donned my pumps I smiled at my reflection in Sharon’s wall-length mirror. I looked great; shambled marriage be damned.

“I mean, I would have gone with a little more makeup but your T and A situation looks great,” admired Sharon when I presented myself to her.

“Thanks!”

I grinned. I was actually excited to see what the night would have to offer. It had been so long since I’d gone out and had a good girl’s night. Sharon called a cab to come pick us up. It arrived in only a few minutes.

“I can’t wait to get a drink,” I said as we piled into the back seat. 
“You and me both, sister,” she agreed.

Sharon directed the cab driver to a bar just outside of the downtown core. When I asked why we weren’t just going downtown, Sharon explained that they had the best sangria in the city. I couldn’t fight that logic.

We arrived just before eight o’clock. When we walked through the doors it felt as though all the negativity of the day, and even that of the months before it, was washed away from me. Though it was a Friday, the bar wasn’t very lively. I wasn’t bothered. I didn’t expect much for this early in the evening, anyways. All that mattered was that I was out and I was sticking it to Gary.

Sharon and I took a table by the wall where we could people watch. The waitress brought around menus and we ordered some fries and big pitcher of sangria. Once she was gone, Sharon dragged her eyes around the room.

“What about him?” she asked, gesturing to a guy in plaid playing pool on the other side of the room. 
“What about him?” I asked incredulously.

“Well, he’d be a good rebound prospect. He’s hot too, and taller than Gary.” 
I furrowed my brow and stared at my friend. 
“I’m sorry—was this outing just a way to get me to hop on some random guy?”

She smiled innocently. 
“Sharon! I literally just found out that my husband was cheating on me.” 
“And?”

“What makes you think I’m just going to go sleep with a stranger? I’ve never even slept with another person!” I chastised.

Nonetheless, as I said it I couldn’t help but feel a stir in my loins just thinking about the idea of taking home a stranger; making love to him in our bed while the pictures of the two of us on the wall watched. I tried to reign myself in.

“Where the hell are our drinks?” I asked impatiently.

Sharon shot me a knowing smile. She had always been able to read me like a book. She excused herself to the bathroom and I took the opportunity to pull out my phone and check to see if I maybe Gary had texted. It wasn’t that I wanted to forgive him; I just wanted to feel like maybe he realized the extent of his actions. To my surprise, he had texted me.

Staying at Dave’s 2night. Sry about earlier, I hope u can understand.

Understand? Understand? The only thing to be understood in this scenario was that he was going to get his ass kicked! I tried to swallow my rage. Sharon slid back into her seat just as I was about to get up and look for her, and she had a devious grin on her face. 
“Do you see those guys over there?” she asked, pointing in the direction of the pool table again.

One of the guys she was referring to was the one she had pointed out earlier. He was tall, and had the look of an unkempt, yet delicious lumberjack. His hair was a pile of messy brown curls and his jaw was covered in a thin layer of scruff. He gave me what I can only describe as bedroom eyes when I looked over. My stomach did a nervous flip.

His friend was a little bit shorter and blonde. He looked sweet, almost like what I would imagine a cherub to look like. In fact, the two were practically opposites. Where the dark one was muscular, the blonde one was thin and wiry. One wore a plaid shirt and beaten up jeans, the other wore a crisp grey suit that he had removed the tie from and unbuttoned at the top. They were both undeniably hot. 
“Yes, I can see them. I hope you’re asking because you know I need to go to the optometrist soon.” 
“Much more fun, actually,” she replied, practically giddy. “I chatted to them on my way to the bathroom and they’re interested.” 
“Which one do I get?” I asked, suddenly forgetting that I was supposed to be the unwilling party in this particular game.

“That’s the thing…” 
I gave Sharon a sharp glance. She shrugged to me and gave the two of them a conspiratorial wink.

“Spit it out,” I demanded. 
“You get both of them.” 
I cocked my head to the side in confusion.

“What do you mean I get both?” 
And then it dawned on me. I widened my eyes in surprise and turned to glance at the guys again. They were both chuckling, staring right back at me. I turned to Sharon quickly.

“Sharon, that’s crazy!” 
“Is it?” she questioned. “Because, in my mind, if I found my dickhead husband cheating on me with a prostitute he bought with the money that I gave him to work on his shitty films, I’d probably want to get back at him in any way I could. And let’s be honest—what better way than to get double-teamed by a pair of total hotties who are probably dynamite in the sack?” 
I opened my mouth to protest but then stopped. I found myself unexpectedly aroused by the thought of both of their mouths on my body. I gave them another look, a more evaluating one. Sharon noticed my change in demeanor.

“I’m going to go bring them over,” she said saucily.

Just as she got up the sangria arrived, and I poured myself a glass enthusiastically while I watched her lead them over to our table. Just as I went to bring a glass of the beverage to my lips, Sharon snatched it away.

“Nuh-uh honey,” she said, sipping on it herself. “You’re going to want to remember what happens tonight. In detail.” 
I gulped. What had I gotten myself into?

***

I fumbled with my keys, trying to find the one that would unlock my front door. I was shaking, and I couldn’t tell whether it was from the anticipation or the anxiety. After chatting with the two guys at the bar for a bit, finding them both to be exceedingly polite and charming, we had bid Sharon adieu and grabbed a taxi back to suburbia.

Aaron, the blonde one, was an architect. Jackson, the brunette, was a carpenter who did work occasionally for Aaron’s firm. They had been friends for years and, apparently, shared an interest in… well… sharing.

When I struggled for more than a couple moments with my keys I felt a warm, solid hand grab my hand to steady it. 
“Relax,” Jackson’s dulcet voice whispered into my ear. He was behind me, one arm reaching around my side to help steady my hand, the other snaking up around my middle. Oh lord did that feel good. I managed to get the key in the lock and swung the door inwards. The house was empty. We stepped inside and I heard the Aaron close the door behind him. I spun around to face them.

“I’ve never done this before,” I explained.

Heat spread up my face in my awkward embarrassment. Interestingly, that’s not the only place heat was spreading. Aaron and Jackson both chuckled darkly.

“We’re going to take good care of you,” Aaron promised. 
I watched their approach; both of them taking measured steps towards me like predators stalking their prey. I stood my ground, despite my instincts urging me to flee. No, I told myself. I’m going to enjoy the company of these two nice men.

Then they were upon me. Jackson took my face in his hands, lowering his mouth to mine. As he did I felt Aaron behind me, wrapping his arms around my waist and depositing kisses along my neck and shoulder. I shivered. It thrilled me that I was going to one-up Gary. If only he could watch.

Suddenly, and idea struck me. He could watch. I pulled my face away from Jackson’s.

“How would you guys feel about making a little video?” I asked in what I hoped came across as a sultry tone. I could feel Aaron laugh into the tender flesh of my neck, and Jackson smirked down at me. 
“I think that sounds like a great idea,” he said, covering my mouth with his once more.

I moaned in pleasure, overwhelmed by the sensation of so many hands on me. Aaron moved his hands up to cup my breasts as he nibbled at my earlobe, and he pressed his body tight against mine. I could feel his bulge hardening, and I ground my butt back against it. He growled in pleasure. Jackson deepened the kiss and moved his hands from my face to my hips, then to the bottom of my skirt.

“Camera!” I managed to moan. 
I dipped away from the two men, stepping into the living room quickly to grab the video camera that Gary had left on the coffee table. I opened it and checked the memory and the battery. It was good to go—and so was I. The apprehension that had simmered in me before was gone. It had been replaced with a burning desire; one that I was sure I would need two men to fill. How convenient. 
I re-entered the foyer, where Aaron and Jackson both stared at me with hungry eyes. I handed Aaron the camera and then grabbed one of their hands in each of mine, leading them up the stairs to the bedroom.

Once there I flicked on the light. I saw Aaron set up the camcorder on the top of the closet, pushing the button to record after he had adjusted it so we could see ourselves on the flipped screen. The angle was perfect; the whole bedroom laid out in the flickering digital image. Our large king-size bed, which Gary had allegedly preserved from his dalliances, looked tantalizingly inviting. 
I was about to ask “what now” but the men answered my question before it had a chance to leave my lips. Aaron moved in front of me and devoured my lips, running his hands through my hair and pulling in a way that caused electricity to tingle across my scalp. Jackson was behind me, his mouth leaving fiery kisses along my neck. I groaned into Aaron’s mouth and he chuckled. Jackson wound his arms around my waist and continued where he had left off before—with the bottom of my dress. 
He bunched the material up around my waist, running his fingers across the smooth skin of my exposed belly. Then his hand sunk below the top of my panties. I nearly cried out. His touch was invigorating. He probed my folds with his fingers, running them up and down my slit. I rocked forward against them, trying to press them further inside, but he held my hip firmly with his other hand so that I couldn’t. Aaron thrust his tongue into my mouth, eliciting yet another moan from me.

Trapped between them, I was enveloped by their smell and heat. It was a heady combination of Jackson’s musk and the almost vanilla-like smell of Aaron’s cologne. While Jackson had tasted like cigarettes and whiskey, Aaron’s mouth was minty and cool. The combination of the two was sending my head in a spin. 
Jackson finally delved his fingers into my sex, rubbing my clit with the pad of his thumb as he stroked the delicate flesh of my opening with his index finger.

“You’re so wet,” he growled into my ear.

I trembled in pleasure.

“I think we’re going to have fun with this one,” Aaron murmured between kisses. 
“I meant it when I said I’d never been with two men before,” I clarified. 
“Then we’ll make sure you get the full experience.” 
With that, I felt Jackson begin to undo my zipper. In a moment my dress slid to the floor. I reached out and tentatively began to unbutton Aaron’s shirt as he regarded me with burning eyes. I smiled, suddenly feeling incredibly sexy. I disposed of his shirt, revealing the smooth light skin underneath. I could feel Jackson pulling off his shirt behind me, and then I was pressed back up against his chest. I could feel his wiry chest hair scrape across my skin. It gave me goose bumps.

I felt a gentle pressure on my shoulders and dropped to my knees in response. I found myself looking up at the two men, both in front of me now, as they undid their pants and stepped out of them, as well as their underwear. I gasped as they revealed their engorged cocks. Aaron’s was the larger; probably about eight inches with a slight upwards curve. Jackson’s was a more modest six or so, and unlike Aaron he had a fairly substantial amount of hair around the area. Both looked incredible.

“Take off your bra,” Jackson instructed, stroking himself slightly.

I did as he said. My nipples puckered on contact with the cool air, and I looked up at the two of them expectantly. 
“Open your mouth.”

I followed Aaron’s command heedlessly, and he brought his member to my lips. Looking up at him, I licked the tip. He shivered and I smiled. Then I ran my tongue along it, grasping his thighs in my hands. Jackson came to stand beside him and I turned my head to lick his as well. After I spent some time there I turned back to Aaron, reaching up a hand to take his balls in my palm as I took him into my mouth. He tasted salty in the best of ways. I applied a light suction and began to work his shaft with the hand not cupping his sack. He grunted in response and I upped my pace, swirling my tongue around the tip and sucking him for all I could.

I turned back to Jackson. My eyes sought his, which were half-lidded in desire, and I gave him the same treatment I had his friend. As he was a bit smaller I was able to fit more of him in my mouth, and I pressed my nose against his stomach in attempt to get all of him in. I felt Aaron kneel down beside me and begin to suckle on my breasts. His hands traced along my thighs and rubbed my mound through the cotton fabric of my panties.

I moaned, and the vibrations that sent along Jackson’s shaft caused him to moan too. He pulled back and I suddenly felt myself lifted onto the bed, where Aaron laid me on my back with my head hanging over the end. Jackson repositioned himself so that the head of his penis was at my lips again, and then he thrust slowly down my throat.

In that position I was able to take even more of him without gagging, and I timed my breathing with his thrusts. Aaron, now on the bed, pulled my panties off and nestled himself between my thighs. His tongue traced the outer edges of my lips and my breath hitched. Then, with all traces of delicacy gone, he thrust his tongue between my folds and began to lick.

The feeling of having my throat filled with Jackson’s dick as Aaron’s tongue explored me was incredible. I could already feel an orgasm building, which was strange as Gary had never been able to make me cum. I moaned and Jackson growled, thrusting further down my throat. I think he must have been close because he suddenly pulled out and kneeled beside the bed, taking my nipple into his mouth. That was what pushed over the edge. 
My orgasm surged through my like wildfire, lighting each and every nerve ending in my body. I bucked against Aaron and then collapsed in a pool of pleasure, breathing heavily as I descended from my cloud.

“I think she’s ready,” I heard Aaron say. 
“Do you want front or back?” asked Jackson.

“Front,” Aaron said after a moment of deliberation.

Wait… Front or back?

“You guys aren’t going to… are you?” I asked, snapping my head up and nearly knocking Jackson’s head in the process. Aaron shot me a cheeky grin from between my legs.

“We said we’d give you the full experience,” he explained. 
I wasn’t sure. But then I remembered the camera on the chest of drawers, and how I had never let Gary have anal sex with me. It was resolved. 
“Let’s do it,” I said, all steely determination.

They exchanged grins and assisted me up. Aaron lied back on the bed, his member sticking up towards the ceiling, and I began to climb onto him. When my entrance was above the tip of his cock, he held my hips and began to lower me down onto him. I had never been so filled by Gary, and the way his penis curved upwards had it slide across my g-spot in a way that felt incredible. I moaned.

When Aaron was fully sheathed inside of me, I felt Jackson move behind me. He pushed me down against Aaron’s chest and I kissed him to help me relax. I felt Jackson lubricate my puckered asshole with his saliva, and I inhaled sharply.

“Relax,” Jackson said.

As it had the first time he said it, his assurance soothed me. I allowed myself to relax and felt him press his weight on top of me as he adjusted himself at my opening. Then I felt the head of his penis began to push at the ring of muscles there. It hurt a little, but he managed to push through the resistance before the pain became unbearable.

Once he had gotten past the muscles of my sphincter, Jackson continued sliding inside of me. The feeling of both of them filling me was intense. I had never felt anything like it. We stayed like that for a moment as I adjusted to the sensation of being filled in both holes. Then, when they sensed that I was ready, the two began to move.

Aaron pulled at my hips and rocked me against him, deepening our kiss and rubbing his hands across my back. Jackson had his hands on my waist, digging his fingers into my skin. He thrust in time with Aaron. I could hear him grunt with each thrust as he sunk deeper and deeper within me.

All the sensations of pain that I had felt initially were now gone. They were replaced by the feeling of another orgasm building within me. It was just so erotic—being so completely stuffed by these men, feeling each inch of them inside of me. I found myself pushing back, bringing up the tempo more and more with each thrust. I wanted them to pound me, to let loose in a wild and primal way. They responded to my enthusiasm in turn. Soon we were a frenzy of movement, and panting, and groaning—straining towards each of our orgasms. 
Jackson came first. He pulled me back against him with such force that I thought he might actually rip me away from Aaron. Feeling that raw passion as he held himself inside of me, while he spilled his seed, caused my own orgasm to rip through me. I cried out in pleasure, as wave after wave passed over me in quick succession. The walls of my vaginal canal contracted repeatedly. The feeling of me milking his cock must have sent Aaron into oblivion too, as he suddenly seized up and squeezed me to him in a vice grip and let out a long groan. I felt his cock spasm inside of me, forcing his load up towards my cervix.

We all sat like that for a few moments, catching our breath. Jackson planted one last kiss on my shoulder before he rose from the bed, sliding out of my ass. I took the opportunity to roll over onto my back beside Aaron, still panting and flushed. I turned my head to look at Aaron, who winked at me before scooting off of the bed as well. I watched them as they redressed, feeling incredibly satisfied.

“Can I leave my card?” Aaron asked as he finished the last few buttons of his shirt.

“That depends,” I drawled. “Can I reach both of you that way?” 
Aaron smirked and made a show of placing a business card beside the still-recording camera. I laughed. I had completely forgotten that was there.

***

“So?” Sophie’s voice screeched through the phone.

It was morning, and I had slept all night in the most comfortable state of exhaustion. I held my coffee cup in one hand, and was attempting to make toast with the other, while I held the phone propped on my shoulder.

“Well, it was an experience,” I said, chuckling.

“Going to Disneyland is an experience, babe. What you did last night was on a whole other level!” 
I snorted, finally relenting and putting the cup down so I could properly butter my toast.

“You’re right, I suppose,” I said. “It’s certainly something I would do again. Though there’s only one thing I’m going to be able to experience once.”

“And what’s that?” 
I took a bite out of my buttered toast, triumphant.

“The look on Gary’s face when he goes to review his latest footage.” 
 


7. Keira Works a Double: Double Penetration Threesome Sex at the Workplace by Lora Lane

When I was growing up I could always count on a few things to happen when one of my parents worked a double shift. Dinner would be messed up, bedtime would be out of whack and we would eat out after payday because of the double-time pay rate. Every now and then I have to work a double shift myself and other than extra pay, I can basically on count on being exhausted for a week. That wasn't the case recently however when I worked a double with two other guys. What happened was anything but extra work but I still got paid double, if you know what I mean.

If someone asked me what kind of person I was two weeks ago, I would have said something normal and boring. I might have mentioned that I basically wake up, get ready, go to work, come home and go to sleep then repeat. Seriously there was very little excitement around me or my normal everyday life. Sure, my work as a graphic artist can be entertaining now and then and throwing that out there gets a decent reaction from those who don't know what it means. Basically I show up, sit behind a neat looking desk all day and draw stuff, both digitally and on paper, until my hand is about to fall off and then I go home to get ready and do it all again.

Sure, I have had a few boyfriends and I go out with my friends once or twice a month but we usually end up sitting around talking about how boring our lives are until we get sick of each other and then go our separate ways. I don't mean for it to sound depressing or anything and I do get a few weeks of vacation each year that I usually spend at the beach or somewhere else nice. The truth is however that since the wilder days of college a few years ago, there hasn't been much to talk about.

All of that changed for me recently however when I got a promotion. At first I thought the best part was going to be the pay raise that it afforded me, which I hoped would make the extra hours being a project manager would bring well worth it. For the first month that definitely was the case, until one night when I had a huge project that got turned upside down a couple of days before it was due for presentation.

The first thing I did was to panic, run into my boss's office and tell him that I couldn't do it. A lot of help he was. All he did was to tell me that he wouldn't have given me the job if I couldn't get the work done and tell me to back to work. Next on my agenda was to plan for grabbing a few good people that I knew I could trust to get the job done. I settled on two of my long-time coworkers in the old department and begged them to help me work a double shift to get the job ready for presentation. After promising to make sure they got double-time pay for their work and ensuring them that I would be fully responsible for the final product, they agreed.

I allowed myself a little bit of a sigh of relief and even began to think that the extra work wouldn't be that difficult at all with both of those guys helping me. There was one thing I didn't plan on however: jealousy. Each of them were up for the position that I had been given and one of them had been working there a couple of years longer than I had. Truth be told, if either of them were as serious about work as they were partying on every single weekend, they each would probably have been given the spot instead of me.

The first sign of a problem came within the first thirty minutes that we were the only ones in the office. Travis is one of the best artist in the world probably but he has that strange artistic mind and sometimes needs to be directed in order to get properly motivated. I figured the best thing I could do for him was to just tell him what I wanted him to do and let him get to work while I figured out how to split the rest of the work up with Adrian. To his credit, Travis didn't complain at all when I gave him his marching orders. Adrian was another story.

“You can't just tell him what to do,” he said with a stern expression. “What? You think just because you got the big money and the corner office that you can just order us around like a couple of grunts?”

“Adrian,” I pointed at a cubical not twenty feet away, “I my office is right there. Besides, Travis didn't seem to mind and is already working, so what's the big deal?”

“The big deal,” he answered, “Is that you've gotten too hot for your tight skirts since you got this damn promotion. Hell, I remember when you first walked into this place with your hot ass swaying from one side to the other.”

I put my palm on my forehead, “Come on, Adrian. Don't do this. I need you tonight. Please give it a rest and you can bust my balls all next week, I swear.”

He looked down at my crotch, “Bust your what? I thought all you had down there was the qualifications for the promotion you were given.”

That was the wrong thing to say to me at the end of a tiring week with a load of stress on my shoulders. I exploded, “Alright, that's enough of your shit Adrian! You wouldn't talk to any other project manager that way and I will be damned if I'm going to let you talk to me that way! If you do not want to help me tonight then get the hell out and I'll call two other artists to take your place! Go on, get out if all you can do is accuse me of sleeping my way to the top.”

“Keira,” he started with a sheepish glance towards the floor.

“No,” I said with a face as red as the fire that was about ready to burst from my ears, “Go on, get the hell out and talk your shit somewhere else. If you weren't so focused on skirt chasing and trying to get the next girl in your bed, you'd have been promoted five years ago and you know it. So go ahead and find some bimbo to put on your big… ego.”

“Keira, I'm sorry,” he said, “I shouldn't have said that. Wait, my what?”

My face was still red but part of the reason was what had nearly slipped out of my mouth while I was ready to literally bite his cocky stupid head off. I covered it up about as well as I could by flippantly waving my arms at him and delivering orders, “Never mind that! You have two choices, Adrian. Either get to work on something that Travis isn't working on or get the hell out. Choose quickly. I'll be in my corner office.”

I half stomped the several feet from where I had been standing to my desk, sat down and turned around to face in the direction opposite Travis and Adrian. To his credit, Adrian actually did what I asked him to do. He was an incredible artist and partnered with the odd and quiet Travis, who was more the creator to his workhorse, they made quite the team. I could hear them discussing the various parts of the project behind me and it was a good thing that they indeed did make a great team because I was getting nothing done.

Ego? His big ego? I said to myself. Could I have been more awkward if I had deliberately tried? My mind traveled back to a scene not far from the trio of desks burning the early evening oil that night; the break room.

Margo, Trina and I were all drinking our morning coffee when two girls we didn't usually talk to came into the room laughing as they looked at something on one of their phones. At first we ignored them but when our eavesdropping resulted in talk of a sexual nature, we had to find out more. As usual, Trina was the one who volunteered to do the embarrassing work. The girl would do anything. She borders on having an insane level of nerve in such situations.

We watched as she walked towards the coffee pot and took a ridiculous turn around where the girls were talking to get there. She bumped into one of them and said, “Oh, excuse me. Say, what the heck are you girls laughing about over here? You know break room etiquette, don't you?” They looked at her with that deer-in-the-headlights kind of stare and Trina said, “You can't walk in here secretly laughing about something for more than three and a half minutes without telling the others in the room what its about.”

They seemed to think about it for a few seconds before one said, “No way, that's not a rule.” The other agreed, “Yeah, that's not true at all.”

Trina shrugged and snatched the phone from the one who was holding it, “Shut up and gimme this.” She looked at it and didn't laugh, but rather smiled and dropped her jaw. “Oh my god, that's amazing.” She looked up at the girls, “Is this a video?” They nodded and she pressed the screen with her forefinger. The sound was turned way down but Trina's face was enough to get Margo and me interested so we jumped up and crowded closer to the three of them.

The video showed a strong and lean male body in the shower. It seemed to be in someone's home and I began to wonder if it wasn't some kind of voyeur video. “Hold on guys,” I said stepping back, “We shouldn't look at that.”

About that time a female voice could be heard from the tiny speakers saying something. Margo said for them to turn it up a little bit and Trina did the honors. We all listened in.

“...what are you doing in here?” the male voice asked playfully. “I told you I would be right out.”

“Oh yeah,” the female said, “But I couldn't wait any longer. I wanted to see you like this so that I could remember it forever.”

The sound of a shower curtain moving across a shower bar preceded the man's voice again, “Whoa, babe, are you taking a video of this? You are aren't you?”

“You have a problem with that stud? God look how big your dick is,” she said, “I should sell this to some website somewhere.”

“Show it to whoever you want as long as I get sixty percent,” he said. “You want me to give you a little action?”

“Yeah, baby,” she said, “Stroke that monster cock for me. Make it stand up proud and strong.”

As the video continued, I began to realize that the male voice in the video was familiar and curiosity got the better of me. I moved back over so that I could see and was stunned by two things at the same time. It was a monster cock but not only that, our coworker Adrian was the man it belonged to. My hand went to my mouth as I couldn't believe that could really be him. He was such an ass and I really hated the partying stories he always came in telling on Monday mornings but as soon as I saw the video, I began to wonder if all those stories were actually true.

Ever since that morning, I have been unable to get the image of Adrian stroking his cock in the shower out of my mind. I don't think about it all the time or anything but if the two of us have some kind of a long discussion or especially an argument of some kind, poof, the big dick pops into my mind. More than a few times I have found myself alone at home on a Friday night, wondering what Adrian might be doing to some poor slut somewhere. As much as I hated the thought on the surface, it excited me deep down.

Those nights usually ended up with me grabbing a few of my toys from the side table near my bed and pleasuring myself. I would slide one dildo down and rub my pussy with it while I used a different toy against my ass and then into the crack. Then with a lot of lube, I would insert the one into my ass before returning attention to my pussy. Both of them working together as I lay on the bed with the worst thoughts of things a jerk like Adrian could do to me always got my juices flowing within minutes. I would cum as I imagined Adrian ordering me to. He would say cum Keira, Keira, Keira cum now…

“Keira! For gods sake have you gone deaf?”

I turned around with a violent start, taken so by surprise by Adrian's voice that I hadn't bothered to notice the position of my hands until afterward. Glancing down at my right hand on my breast and my left dangling between my thighs, I was left with little choice but to pretend everything was fine. “What? What do you want? Aren't you supposed to be working?” I had high hopes that at the very least our argument from earlier would restart but I wasn't so fortunate.

“Nice try,” he said with a knowing smile, “But aren't you supposed to be working too?”

“I,” unable to hold his stare, I glanced around at my desk, “Was just thinking about the project and was about to start putting some ideas to paper.”

“Uh, huh,” he smiled, “I wasn't aware this was one of those kind of projects.”

“What? Its not,” I said defensively.

“Right,” he said, “Then why did you have your hands all over yourself?” Before I could answer his expression changed and he nodded, “Oh, I know. I understand what happened now.”

It seemed odd to just sit there and wait for him to correctly guess that I had been daydreaming about him doing crazy things to me so I decided to at least stand up and pretend to be ignorant, “I don't now what you're getting at Adrian but we probably shouldn't talk about it.”

“Uh, huh,” he smiled, “You've seen it, haven't you?”

“No!” I said a little too forcefully, “Well, I don't know what you're...”

“Earlier when you paused and awkwardly said I had a big ego, you were about to talk about that video that went around the office of me and Bridget from accounting.”

I frowned, “Bridget? She wasn't in this one.” He smiled widely just before I realized he had tricked me into the admission. “Shit,” I said with my head in my hands, “So what? You're a sleaze. The video just proves it. I'm sure its terribly embarrassing for you. What's the big deal?”

“Its not too bad but me being a sleaze isn't all it proves,” he smirked. “For what its worth, I'd let the entire world watch the damn thing if I could get a quick glimpse at your body in the shower.” He looked me up and down, winked and walked back to where Travis was still working away.

My body? Was he serious? I am certain that I am far from the best looking girl in the office and I damn sure am not Adrian's type. I'm only five feet five inches, trim but not the skinniest girl in the office and my curves fit me well but I'm not a poster girl for thirty-six, twenty-four, thirty six or anything. No, he was teasing me, trying to make me feel defensive because I had been touching myself when I turned around. Unless, he was serious. What then? Was it possible that he, like me, was right at that moment thinking of the dirty things he could do to me? “Focus,” I told myself in a whisper as I turned away from the guys and paced back towards the far wall, “This is Adrian you're talking about; the worst creep in the entire building. Get it together girl. He can't be that good in bed.”

“You'll never know until you try.”

“Christ!” I yelped as I spun around to find him once again standing behind me, “What are you a time traveler or something? Stop sneaking up on me!”

He smiled, “Travis and I have finished with the concept work and he wanted you to see it. I want you for something completely different. I mean, I have for a while but now that I know you are curious about me too, its all I can think about. Don't you want to find out how well we really work together?”

Yes, oh yes how I really did but I wasn't about to say it to his face. So, I lied, “Nope, not even a little bit. Let me see your designs.” I tried to walk passed him but he grabbed my shoulder and spun me around to face him. “What? What are you doing?” His eyes looked a little more lovely from that distance I realized and I also noticed that I wasn't trying to pull away. Was he going to kiss me? Did I want him to? Yes, I did. He leaned in and I closed my eyes.

“Concept work,” he said.

My eyes popped open and I fixed my lips with a lick that hopefully made the way I had them puckered easily forgettable, “Huh?”

“There not designs,” he smirked knowingly yet again, “Its concept work that should make the final product easily completable as long as you approve.”

I noticed the way he smiled and I knew exactly what he was thinking. The pain in the ass was happy with the way he had me off balance and was enjoying making a sultry fool of me. I shoved him backwards, “Ass!” then turned and walked towards Travis.

“You do have a great ass,” Adrian said but that time I didn't turn around. I didn't even want to all that bad. Instead I walked right up to the desk Travis was dutifully working behind and propped my hands down to see their work.

“These are amazing,” I said as I shuffled through them. “I can't believe you got all of this concept work done so fast.”

“You really do,” Travis said.

“Right,” I said absently but then shook my head, “Wait, what?”

“You have a great ass,” he said and then shamelessly looked down my blouse which was hanging down, revealing my bra and then some, “Great breasts too.”

“See,” Adrian said from behind me, “Even Travis wants to fuck your brains out and he is supposed to be a nice guy. Can't blame me when everyone else is thinking it too.”

I felt his hand on my ass just before I turned around to slap him across the face, “Don't you talk to me that way!”

“What?” he asked, “Sorry. Its true. You don't think yourself the hottest chick in the office and dammit if that doesn't make you even more irresistible.”

“Yep,” Travis said in his odd manner behind me.

I glanced back at him and then to Adrian again. His face was pink on one side from the slap which made me feel bad. Why had I slapped him anyway? He was just giving voice to what I had been thinking about when he walked up on me twice that evening. My breath was a little quick as I touched his face and winced, “Sorry. Its not your fault that you bring dirty thoughts to my mind.” A thought struck me and I felt just comfortable enough in the odd situation to go ahead and ask Adrian, “Do, um, I bring dirty thoughts to your mind?”

“Yes,” Travis said from behind me, “Dirty but not unsanitary.”

I smiled as Adrian said, “Are you kidding? I've thought about fucking you so many times its unbelievable. That video you saw,” he said, “I've stroked my big cock many times imagining your body against mine.”

“Really?” I asked suddenly breathless, “Oh my.” Looking around I said, “And here we are all alone in the office.” I nibbled on my bottom lip and suddenly threw myself against Adrian. He didn't even take a step back, standing strong as if he had expected me to jump his bones in just that way. My lips crashed against his in a passionate exchange that could barely be called a kiss, our tongues dancing and wildly exploring one another as he held me strong. Travis' hands reached around and grabbed my breasts. I leaned back against him for a second and ordered, “Tear it off.”

I half expected him to have a problem with that but he was more than willing. The buttons went flying as he ripped the blouse from me, my skirt riding higher on my highs naturally by the way I wrapped my legs around Adrian.

“You want to do this?” he asked.

“Shut up and fuck me,” I ordered.

“You're the boss,” he said and sat me down long enough for the two of us to remove my panties, him dragging them down and me stepping cleanly out of them as I removed my bra.

The guys were taking their clothes off too and I stared at Adrian, “You're damn right I'm the boss. Now fuck me like a dirty slut.” I lifted myself up to the edge of the desk behind me and Travis, being Travis, quickly stacked the concept work and moved it to one side before he pulled me back down to the desk, so that my back was against it with my head hanging off of one side and my legs hanging off of the other, and began squeezing my tits together. “Put your dick between my tits,” I ordered.

Travis was just tall enough and the desk just low enough to make it happen and I squeezed his sizable shaft with my plump breasts, nipples as hard as stone already. Down by my hips Adrian was moving his tongue around my pussy in a teasing way. I began to shove my hips up towards him and groan in need. “I want your big cock inside of me Adrian,” I said in a whisper as I licked Travis' ball sack, drawing a moan from him too.

Adrian said, “I won't stick it if I won't lick it, boss lady.” He licked my pussy lips as his finger worked over my pussy and then my clit.

I groaned, “Asshole!”

“You know it,” he said.

The sensation of both of them wanting me as bad as I had ever wanted them and acting on it was turning me on and getting me even more wet than the masterful way Adrian was lapping up my pussy. God it felt so good I thought I was going to explode right then. Instead Adrian stood up and I felt his big cock at my hungry pussy lips. My thighs were already spread wide but I opened them up even wider as I pushed Travis back off of my breasts for a moment. Raising my head, I had to get a look at his big cock before he plunged it into me. “Yes,” I said, “Fuck me with that big cock or you're fired.”

One of my hands clamped onto my breast while the other reached and snatched Travis' cock and drug it over to my lips. I squeezed the base of it as I wrapped my mouth around the tip and licked around it. Then I plunged my mouth down onto him and sucked hard on the way back off of him, groaning as Adrian began a steady pace with his wonderful cock driving into and filling my pussy.

My hands went from their previous positions to the desk as I began to lift my hips up to get just the perfect feeling of Adrian inside of me. Travis took the moment to grab my face and begin to shove his cock into my mouth faster and harder. If I could have I would have ordered him to go even harder. I had always dreamed of being treated like a dirty slut by Adrian and now I was getting double what I even thought about with the two of them.

Groans and moans of pleasure from all three of us filled the office, echoing off of the walls as we each drove each other to another level of excitement moment by moment. Each of them slowed their pace then at the same time and I enjoyed the unique feeling of being filled by two cocks at the same time. Just when I thought it couldn't get any better, Adrian lifted me up into his strong arms and told Travis to sit on the edge of the desk. “You okay with double?”

My eyes grew wide at the suggestion, “You mean...” I knew exactly what he meant and I was more than okay with it. I nodded and he sat me down carefully onto Travis' shaft which was already lubed up. It made me wonder for a second if these two had done this together before but I didn't care one way or the other. Whereas Adrian filled my pussy perfectly with his massive cock, the fit was just as tight or tighter with Travis in me from behind.

Adrian grabbed my knees and pushed my thighs out even wider than they were before and positioned himself perfectly at my pussy. When he entered me and they both began to slide into and out of me at once, I thought I was going to pass out. It hurt at first but the pleasure way overrode the pain and within moments I was screaming for all I was worth like the sluttiest woman ever. It was like every single one of my wildest sexual dreams was coming true at the same time but only double what they had been in my mind.

They each got faster as they shoved inside of me and my arms propped or grabbed onto anything they could hold as an orgasm crashed over me. They only increased pace as I nearly fell back onto Travis with my strength fading. It was incredible to feel their need to shove into me and as they each began to approach orgasm too, I knew I was going to have another one. I was on the pill so I told them both, “Cum inside of me! Both of you! Oh god, I'm cumming again!”

I'd never had two orgasms in the same sexual encounter and didn't always even have one, depending on the partner. Now I was going twice and my second came at nearly the exact same time as Adrian blew his massive load into me. Travis came in my ass and I thought I was going to die. Even if I had, it would have been the best way to go.

After the huge climax, I might have blacked out or just laid there brainlessly for a few minutes. I can't be sure but when I finally sat up, the two guys were also laying out in their chairs, still breathing hard. “Oh my freaking god,” Adrian said, “That was fucking amazing, Keira.”

Travis was seemingly nonverbal at the moment but nodded and groaned his agreement. I smiled, “You're both unbelievable. I've never had anything like that before.”

“You were awesome,” Adrian said, “I've never had anyone so hot and, shit, it was just incredible. We need to do that again.”

“Oh, come on,” I said, “You mean to tell me the stud of the office has never had anyone as good as little ole me?”

He looked at me with what was probably the most serious expression I'd ever seen on his face, “Never, ever, had anyone even close to as hot as you. God, I would fuck you again right now if I could stand up. Or, well, if this would stand up.”

I laughed, “As if I'd have you.”

“Oh, you would...”

He was right and we both knew it. It was the first time that anything like that had ever happened for me, sure, but I had a really good feeling that it wouldn't be nearly the last time. I simply could not wait for the next time Adrian and I, and even Travis, could have fun again. The sooner the better.


8. The Nympho gets a Surprise Visit: Horny MFM Double Penetration Threesome by Kaylee Jones

I love sex. So it was only natural when my boyfriend called me that we'd have a quickie, and that I'd agree to his threesome fantasy. What I didn't expect was for it to be so soon, and with his best friend of all people. Still, I agreed because I really wanted to get laid.

I clicked my vibrator on and it made a familiar buzzing sound. I had finished work an hour ago, had eaten supper, cleaned up, and now it was time for some… alone time. I had been waiting for this all day because work had been stressful and I’d woken up in a lovely mood but hadn’t had time to do anything about it. Now I would take my time pleasuring myself, and if anyone tried to interrupt me, I’d ignore them or cut them off for the night.

I turned on my laptop and went to look for some porn while I masturbated. There wasn’t a lot that I enjoyed – most of it was either fake or I just wasn’t into it. Oddly enough, I was into almost everything when it came to doing it. But it felt boring watching it. I wondered if that was just me or if almost every girl didn’t really like the porn they saw. It felt bland and uninspiring. I needed more than the context they gave me. I liked porn with a story to it. Then again, that was pretty hard to find so you had to go searching to the deepest corners of the net.

I decided then I didn’t want to watch any porn and just laid back and tried to think of something to get off to. I wasn’t a very imaginative person, so maybe that’s why I didn’t really enjoy porn without something concrete to it.

My phone rang just then. I felt irritated, but then I looked at the caller I.D. It was my boyfriend Josh, so I supposed I’d answer it. He could help me get off… right?

“Hey, baby,” I said in more normal a tone than I’d intended.

“Hey,” he said, panting a little. “Are you busy?”

I wondered why he seemed so flustered so I asked. “No, but why are you panting like you’re giving birth?”

I could practically hear the smirk on his face. “Well if you play your cards right you could be giving birth in nine months.”

Well, at least now I knew what kind of a mood he was in. “So tell me, where are you?”

“At home, without pants of course…”

I placed the vibrator on my pussy and let it pleasure me. I moaned into the phone to let him know exactly what I was doing and it seemed to please him. “Well… I suppose I’ll just have to describe to you everything I want to do to you.”

And that’s what he did. It had surprised me that he’d called for this and so suddenly, without warning, but I liked it. I liked it so much in fact that I was more turned on than I had been in a long time so that when he finally described to me what he would do my imagination went wild with possibilities, something that would never have happened with regular porn.

As he told me how he would fuck me in every manner, I put him on speaker phone and used both of my free hands – one to finger myself and another to hold the vibrator. I loved that he was taking the time to think of all these things. In a way I felt more special to him than I had in a while, even though he’d always treated me fairly. I liked how that felt, and it pushed me over the edge in moments. “I’m coming!”

I bit my lip as my vibrator rippled my orgasm through my body, stifling a loud moan. He growled at me in the sexiest way possible while I was coming. It extended my orgasm by a few seconds, but those seconds were precious and I savored them.

I came down quickly though, and I found myself feeling unsatisfied. I wanted more, but he wasn’t here to give me more. The phone sex wouldn’t finish me completely, I realized. I sighed a little in resignation and clicked my vibrator off.

“Why so down, babe?” he asked, sounding a little concerned at my sigh.

“It’s nothing,” I replied. I felt a little childish so I wanted to withdraw from him. I both wanted to be alone and not, wanting him to come over but not wanting to badger him for more. He probably had things he wanted to get done. “I can help finish you off though…”

“As tempting as that is, sweetheart… I don’t want to yet.”

I felt confused and slightly insulted but I let him explain. “And why is that?”

“See, I just wanted to know something. I know we’ve tried a lot of things, sexually, and… well, I want to try something new.”

I felt my excitement growing. “And what’s that?”

“A threesome.”

Suddenly I felt my excitement die. He couldn’t possibly have someone in mind yet, so it wouldn’t be tonight. I felt a little let down, but I didn’t want to show it. “With who?”

“You know Sean, right? My best friend is willing to do it. You like him?”

Did I know him? Yeah, he was an okay guy, but I wasn’t sure he was the type of guy I was into. Still, I would give it a try. I wasn’t uncomfortable around Sean so it wasn’t a terrible idea. “He’s a good choice. I’m game.”

I could hear him smile on the other end. “I’ll get everything settled then. I’ll see you?”

I felt even more disappointed that he was leaving without letting me finish him off but if he wanted to do it himself that was up to him. It probably had nothing to do with his opinion on me – he’d just asked me to do a threesome with him, for fuck’s sake. I couldn’t act like he didn’t find me attractive.

“Yeah, I’m looking forward to it.”

****

He hung up then and I found myself feeling lost. I put my vibrator away and went to the kitchen to get a snack – I wasn’t quite hungry, but I needed something to help me feel better about myself. I searched through my fridge, but I had no ice cream or cake. I searched through my pantry and decided on a box of chewy cookies. It tasted good enough to make me forget about what just happened, so I grabbed a quick drink and went back to my room to watch TV.

As I sat down and relaxed, I realized I had a craving for more than just cookies. I hoped Josh would hurry up with his threesome idea – I wanted to try it possibly on the weekend when I wasn’t working so I could enjoy it as long as possible. I wondered why he had bailed on me so suddenly, and I couldn’t help but feel like it had been me even though he’d suggested an idea that implied it wasn’t. Maybe he just had an emergency bathroom run or something. I couldn’t just assume he’d left me after that for no reason. There had to be a reason other than him not being interested… right?

As if on cue, my doorbell rang. I closed my laptop, a little irritated. Who could be showing up so fucking late at night, and without telling me? I planned to go off on them once they explained why they were there and slam the door in their face. I really didn’t appreciate strangers at my door for no reason.

I opened the door without bothering to peer through the peep hole. I wanted to deal with them without thinking about who it was because they were invading on my personal time. When I opened the door, however, I was greeted to the faces of two familiar men; Josh, with his boyish dewy face speckled with black facial hair, and Sean, with his blond hair and chiseled jaw. Sean was much taller, but he was also chubbier.

I couldn’t contain my surprise as I greeted them. “Oh, hello…”

I knew exactly why they were here because Josh had a tent pitched in his pants. He still hadn’t finished, I gathered. I stood there in pajamas that were nowhere near sexy and now I felt sheepish and nervous.

Still, they smiled at me, Sean with his lop-sided grin and Josh with his genuine wide smile. “How are you doing?” Josh asked.

“Fine, but… why?”

Josh shrugged. “You said you were up for it and you seemed down when I asked, so… we’re here to cheer you up with a new experience.”

Sean opened up then. “I hope you don’t mind that we’re here? Cuz I can…”

I motioned them into my apartment. “No, it’s fine! I just wasn’t expecting it so soon!” I felt excited to get started, and went over to the fridge to be a good host to my guests. “Do you want drinks?”

Josh closed the front door behind him and Sean picked a seat. He took off his t-shirt, folded it nicely and hung it over the side of the chair. Then he sat down. “Yeah, a soda would be nice.”

I pulled a can from the back of my fridge and handed it to Sean. Josh just went into my fridge and took what he wanted, but I didn’t mind. He was my boyfriend after all, he practically lived with me. I wondered then if we ever actually would. It would be a whole lot more convenient, and I would get to cuddle him every night. Not to mention, he would be closer to his work living with me. I made a mental note to ask about it at some point. Of course, I wouldn’t push him. I loved my alone time and empty house just as much as he probably did.

I took a wine cooler and sat down on the couch, feeling slightly nervous about what might happened. Josh joined me, and eventually Sean felt awkward sitting at the kitchen table alone so he sat down next to Josh. It was silent for a while but I didn’t mind it. It gave me time to sort out my thoughts on the situation.

“How do you want to do this?” Josh finally asked. “It’s really up to you.”

I shrugged. “It’s awkward so there’s no real good way to begin. Let’s just start when we’re ready. We’ll get into it, right?”

I didn’t like focusing on ifs or buts, or thinking of every possibility in the book. I liked my answers clear cut and the steps to them laid out in a blueprint for me. That’s probably why I had always been good at math, but math didn’t help you in relationships or the bedroom. So I just dove into it hoping for the best. It had worked for me so far, so why not today?

“Sounds like a great idea,” Sean said simply, and sipped his soda. “Getting right down to business, huh?”

Sean wasn’t the brightest person, but it wasn’t due to his blond hair as most might tease him for. He was on the autism spectrum, so you had to be pretty straight with him if you wanted anything. He didn’t typically pick up on social cues like other people and he had a hard time picking up on other people’s emotional states. It was even hard for him to read facial expressions. Still, he was a great guy and I didn’t think any less of him for it, or any less capable than anyone else I knew. I wondered just how capable he would be in bed. I also wondered if he experienced sex any differently. I guess I would find out.

****

Josh put down his drink and kissed me deeply, looking to get things started off quickly. I didn’t want Sean to be a third wheel of sorts so I climbed over Josh and put a hand on his cheek. “How are you feeling?” I asked him.

Sean looked thoughtful for a moment. “I really like the way you’re touching me, if that’s what you’re asking.”

It was good enough for me. I smiled and leaned in, and softly kissed him on the lips. I saw Josh smile out of the corner of my eye. Sean blushed a little, but he sprung a tent in his pants quickly. He put an arm around me, looking stranger than I’d seen him. The look in his eyes spoke of more than just lust but it didn’t make me feel uncomfortable. I wondered if Josh realized what it was. Heck, I wondered if I knew what it was. Nevertheless, I got on with it and removed my pajama top. Of course, I wasn’t wearing anything underneath so both of them admired my bare breasts for a striking moment.

Sean brought his hand up to touch and then it hung there, hesitating. Knowing what he needed, I took his hand and placed it on my boob. It was a strange feeling, this threesome. It certainly felt more intimate than I’d expected. Then again, maybe it was all in my head. But pretty soon, their heads would be in me. I chuckled to myself.

Josh placed one of his hands on my other boob and squeezed a little, while his other hand worked the lump in his pants. He was impatient, clearly. I didn’t want to make him wait – well, maybe a little, since he had made me wait for it. I decided I wanted to focus on my own pleasure since I hadn’t been satisfied completely earlier. So that’s what I did. I took Sean’s hand and I moved it downwards, slowly. Down my abdomen, the side of my body, my hip, my pelvis, until finally it reached its goal. He seemed to know exactly what to do there so he moved his hand methodically. I decided I liked it, and kept him there for a while.

Josh undid his pants, unable to wait any longer as he watched me being pleasured by his best friend. He pulled out his cock and started jerking it shamelessly. Sean didn’t seem to mind. In fact, it seemed to make him more excited. Perhaps it was the anticipation of the sex he would be getting momentarily.

It didn’t seem fair for only the two of us to be bared so I reached down and zipped Sean’s pants, feeling more bold than usual. I wondered if it was the lust or something different. I wouldn’t know what anything else it might be, so I pinned it on the lust and the lack of satisfaction.

Sean continued to touch me even as I did this, following the instructions given until told to stop. That was just the kind of person he was – he followed orders, and didn’t mind if it took a long time to do them. I doubted I would take a long time though, the way he skillfully moved his hand.

Both cocks out of their prison, I reached for them both and got down on my knees. They seemed to enjoy the attention and didn’t stop me from jerking off one and sucking off the other, alternating when I saw fit. Sean finally let himself enjoy it, moaning a little when my mouth engulfed him. I took him immediately as the quiet type, which I didn’t mind, as long as he wasn’t completely silent. Otherwise I might wonder if he’s enjoying it, and that would make me feel awkward.

Josh, of course, didn’t really care who heard him. He’d always been the vocal type, and it was hot to me so he’d never stopped. When I switched my mouth over to him, he leaned his head back and let out a long, low moan.

I continued doing this for a few moments, content to just get them off. When they decided enough was enough, though, they kneeled down and lifted me onto the couch with them. Josh placed me in Sean’s lap facing his best friend, and then climbed up behind me.

I didn’t have to wonder what their idea was. I felt the first cock, definitely Sean’s, slip into my vagina effortlessly. I could tell it was Sean’s because he was bigger than Josh – not that I really cared about the size. I just noticed the difference immediately. The second pushed its way past the first and stretched my pussy past what I’d thought possible. It hurt a little, and I let him know that with a soft yelp of distress. He slowed down his assault on me and let the natural lube of my vagina cover him, and then the pain subsided, replaced by this full feeling. I was fuller than I’d ever been in my life, not that I could remember ever doing something that could compare.

Both Sean and Josh started moving at the same time, as if they were reading each other’s minds. The full feeling became a feeling of having my entire uterus ignite in pleasure, every nook and cranny of my insides being rubbed in just the right way. I moaned as they slowly thrust, gently at first but Josh, ever the impatient type, sped up quickly. I had to push on him to get him to slow down again just so I could feel it. It’s not that he didn’t care about my pleasure – it’s that he got carried away with trying to get me to come.

Not that I could complain about that. I was glad he wasn’t a selfish lover and Sean didn’t seem to be either, keeping pace with Josh. Then he asked, “Should I do something else?”

I wasn’t sure how to respond. I felt amazing as it was, my clitoris rubbing against him and the two cocks inside me. Still, I didn’t want to give him an answer that would make him feel lost or useless. “Play with my nipples,” I instructed through pleasured pants, hoping that would satisfy him.

It seemed to, as his hands roamed from my hips to my tits, fondling my nipples softly and then pinching them occasionally. I liked the pinching, feeling a volt shoot through my upper torso every time he did it. I encouraged him by leaning in a little, giving him little room to move his hands.

Then they started to move faster and I didn’t stop them then, my body no longer requiring foreplay. I just wanted to be fucked now by both of them and have a massive orgasm. I was focused on the pleasure, but now I felt I was just as impatient as Josh in my lust. I started grinding on them, moving my clit against their skin to encourage my own climax. They didn’t object – in fact, Josh took a hold of my ass cheeks and spanked me, knowing I loved it. I moaned loudly in response. It stung in a good way but it didn’t hurt because my ass was the fattest part of me. I knew that Josh loved how easy it was to grab me there.

Between Sean playing with my sensitive nipples and Josh smacking my backside it didn’t take me long to get closer to my orgasm, especially with them fucking me quicker and quicker every moment. It was hard for them to move like they normally would, but as long as it felt amazing to me, it didn’t seem to bother them much, if at all. They were so into it – especially Sean, who had moved from pinching my nipples to nibbling on them with his teeth and kissing my breasts all over.

Josh leaned over and whispered into my ear, “Shall we try a new position?”

I nodded, eager to discover what he had in store for me. They quickly set to work on lifting me off of Sean’s lap and they placed me on the carpet with my ass in the air, next to the couch so it would be easier for me to remain that way. Sean clambered over me then and didn’t even wait before shoving his cock into me. I moaned in uninhibited pleasure, the angle just perfect for what I wanted.

Josh got over me and put his dick in my mouth. I sucked eagerly while still voicing how good I felt, the vibrations helping him along in his effort to come. I didn’t even need to use my hands on him – he just fucked my mouth as if I were his toy and I loved it.

I wondered then just how long they’d been planning this because it seemed that Sean knew exactly what to do to me. Then again, Josh was a pretty good leader and he probably explained everything about me on the way to my apartment in short fashion. What I liked, what I didn’t like, what I absolutely could not do without – Sean seemed to know it all and I commended Josh on making sure my first time with another person was enjoyable. I didn’t want it to end, but at some point, it had to. I had lost track of time and I was reaching the end of my pleasure limit.

When Sean finally decided to lick his index finger and his thumb and pinch my clitoris with them, I came and I came so hard I thought I would pass out. He didn’t let go for long moments and during them I arched my hips and gripped whatever I could with my fists, groaning onto Josh’s cock as my pussy contracted around Sean’s. It was pure heaven, and I didn’t want to come down.

Josh came first and I tasted it at the back of my throat only just a moment before I heard Sean moan. His penis throbbed inside me and his thrust grew sporadic. I felt something warm cover my insides and I felt prideful that I could get him to do that. Sean didn’t like losing control of anything – so for him to lose control like that, was a huge accomplishment.

I swallowed all of Josh’s cum, something I was used to doing by now but I couldn’t complain about the taste. He tasted better than most, due to his healthier diet. When he finally removed himself from my mouth, I found that his cock was completely clean, without a single drop of cum on it. I felt good that I could do a good clean up.

Sean sat on the couch then and Josh helped me onto my feet, handing me some tissue. “I’m sure you’ll need it.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking it and wiping off with it. I was glad I had an IUD – another fact I’m sure Josh told him. If I hadn’t, I would’ve made him wear a condom. Then again, I would probably go for a test later on, just to make sure his best friend didn’t give me something.

Still, it was the best sex I’d had in a long time and so I couldn’t complain about what I got. I sighed as my body finally started to calm down and I felt oddly satisfied with what happened. I found that I wouldn’t mind doing it again with the same people. I finally pulled my clothes back on, and we all sat down together again, feeling both sweaty and comfortable at the same time.

“So, how’d you like it?” Josh asked us both. “No complaints?”

I shook my head, and when I looked over at Sean he seemed to have a dazed look in his eyes. I wasn’t sure if he was tired or what. “Are you okay?”

Sean nodded. “It was great.”

Simple as that. Sean wasn’t big on describing anything, and I was satisfied with his answer. I decided I didn’t want anyone to go home just yet so I went to my linen closet. “Hey, do you guys want to watch a movie?”

Josh smiled. “Pizza and beer?”

That seemed to wake Sean’s mind up. “How would we order pizza? It’s almost two in the morning.”

“Pays off to live in the big city,” Josh replied and took out his cell phone. “I know a place that delivers twenty-four seven.”

I realized just how quickly we’d moved on from the sex to the next thing. I carried a massive blanket over for the three of us. “Would you guys want to try that again sometime?” I asked, feeling a little shy now to bring it back up since they were all excited about food and movies.

Sean smiled at me then, something I didn’t expect. “I would definitely do it again.”

I blushed. “With Josh too right?”

“Yeah. You’re both really good at it.”

Josh smirked at his best friend. “Maybe we will do it again then. It’s up to Tess. I’ll order the pizza now.” He zoned out from the conversation, dialing the pizza place and waiting for an answer.

I took the empty bottles and put them on my counter, and then took out three beers for us and uncapped them. “I have to thank you for tonight Sean. It was probably a big thing for you to do.”

Sean shrugged. “It made me nervous but… isn’t that normal to have sex with someone you’ve never done it with?”

“Yeah, you have a point.” I brought the beers over. Josh nodded his thanks as I handed him his and Sean spoke it. I sat in between them curled up in the blanket. “It just feels strange now because it feels like we’ve already forgotten it.”

“Maybe that’s just a sign that we’re comfortable with each other,” Sean said, and took a sip of his beer. “I wouldn’t have been able to do that with anyone else.”

I smiled and leaned my head on his shoulder. “You’re right.” I got comfortable then and put my feet in Josh’s lap and leaned on Sean’s arm. He didn’t object to it, but I still had to ask. “Are you okay with this?”

“Yes.”

Josh finally got off the phone and put it away. “It’ll be ten minutes to cook and five minutes to deliver. I got half cheese and half all-dressed. Large.”

I leaned over and kissed him. “Thanks. So, what movie do you guys want to watch?”

****

As we decided on a movie and put it on and waited for our food, I looked at both of them and realized that while I loved Josh, Sean definitely liked me. It might present a problem for doing it again but I wanted to. I supposed that would just have to be something for us to talk about in the future if we ever did try and do it again. I wasn’t opposed to a three-way relationship if Josh and Sean weren’t. I mean, why would Josh and Sean be best friends if they didn’t like each other in some way?

The doorbell rang, taking me out of my thoughts. “Pizza!” I cried and bounded off the couch. I was starving.

Josh answered the door and paid the guy, then placed the box on the table. Sean came over and stood next to me, looking like he was about to drool as well. Josh placed pizza on plates for us and handed them to us, one cheese for me and one all-dressed for Sean. He took one of each for himself. “Dig in!” He said it as enthusiastically as if it were his birthday cake, and I was quickly reminded of how they dug in onto me earlier.

None of us hesitated on it and none of us regretted it the next morning.


9. Claire Plays Truth or Dare: MFM Double Penetration Threesome at a College Party by Sofia Miller

I had only ever been with one man when I went off to an all girl’s school for college.  John may not have been much, but he was a sweet boy--that is, until he left me unexpectedly, claiming a need to explore.  As though I hadn’t been aching for him to explore me more deeply the whole time we were together!  I tried to hide my hurt by throwing myself in my books, but when my roommate insisted I accompany her to a co-ed party nearby, I figured it was worth a try to put myself back out there.  I never anticipated just how far out there I’d put myself--but then, I hadn’t met Sean and Eric, two handsome, athletic boys who seemed to have a knack for making me admit my every filthy fantasy, and a better knack for making my fantasies come true!

“Do you want to go to this party with me in Boston?” my roommate, Sarah, asked me.  “There’s gonna be a lot of guys there!” she said with a smile.

It was our second year at Smith College.  I relished being surrounded by so many smart women and fostering that sense of sisterhood.  Besides, I had still been dating my high school boyfriend, John, who lived nearby and went to Amherst, so if I wanted male company, he was there for me.  Or he was until three months ago.  He had announced he wanted to “See what was out there.”  He was transferring schools, going across the country, and leaving me behind in the process.  The past few months I’d buried myself in my school work, and had tried to readjust to a world without men.  But I was starting to get a little antsy.  I was terrified of the proposition of going to a co-ed party and putting myself out there again.  My boyfriend and I had been together so long, I barely even knew how to flirt.  But my roommate had been on me to go out and rejoin the living, and she was right.  So I screwed up my courage, put on my cutest dress that showed off my long legs, and we jumped in her car to a party where I knew nobody.  It’s a good thing, I told myself.  I can be anyone I want to be with these people.

“Someone’s hoping to get lucky tonight,” Sarah said, letting her hand trail up my thigh, playfully, as she drove like a bat out of hell down the highway.  I closed my legs self consciously.  Sarah called herself a “LUG,” or “Lesbian Until Graduation.”  She would hit on anyone in the vicinity, and going to Smith, that meant ladies.  But mostly she was just perpetually horny, and I knew she was going to be bringing her A-Game to snag an honest-to-god cock tonight.  I, on the other hand, was always a bit prudish on the subject of sex.  She was always trying to get me to tell her the details of sex with John, and I’d just blush and laugh her off.

“But how is his cock?”  She’d ask, hungrily.  “Is it a fat one?  What about his tongue?  Does he tongue fuck you?’

“Sarah, please!” I’d yell.

“I’m just saying, if he doesn’t, plenty of people would,” she’d say, eyeing me between my legs.  “You don’t even know what you’ve got, do you?”

“I’m trying to study, here,” I’d say, and she’d finally drop it.  Though, I have to admit, I never did.  The truth was, sex with John was nice, and yet it always left me wanting more.  Later, I’d find myself walking down the street, and every man I’d encounter, I would suddenly think to myself, “I wonder what he’d be like in bed…” as I imagined him--any “him” and every “him”--ripping my clothes off and fucking me--really fucking me--before banishing the image from my head, feeling ashamed of mentally cheating on John in this way.  I told myself it was just natural curiosity.  John was the only man I’d ever been with.  Of course I was curious what other men were like.

But it was John who let his curiosity get the better of him first, and I was still reeling.  What if I was unable to hold the attention of other men, as I apparently had been unable to hold John’s?  What if it wasn’t John who was at fault sexually, but me?  What if he was the only man who could ever find me attractive?  I was scared to death.

“Sarah?” I said, as we flew down the highway.

“Yes, Claire?” she said with her traditional smirk.

“Tell me they won’t think I’m ugly.”

“Are you fucking kidding me? Bitch, I will pull this car over right now and finger you if that’s what you need.”

“I wasn’t enough for John…”

“John wasn’t enough for anybody,” she said, lighting a cigarette.  “You were gonna throw him over for someone who could fuck you right eventually, and he damn well knew it.  He beat you to the punch to spare his baby feelings.  You’re a fucking knockout, and if we weren’t trapped on Amazon Island, you would have found yourself a real man ages ago.  You’ll see tonight. I’ll be your wing woman, but I don’t think you’ll need it.  Fuck!” She dropped her cigarette on the crotch of her dress and desperately tried to put it out, swerving to avoid a car as she did.

“I mean...I’m not trying to go to bed with anybody,” I said, white knuckling the armrest as she regained her control of the car.  “I just...it would be nice to meet someone.”

Sarah laughed, “I think you’ll change your mind when you see who’s at the party.”

“Why?  Who’s gonna be at the party?”

“The Harvard rowing team,” she laughed.

“Jesus…”

“You don’t have to be a good girl all of the time, Claire.  You’re allowed to have fun.  Men are like calories.  It doesn’t count if you consume them when you’re out of town.”

“That’s not true.  And Boston is hardly out of town.”

“Pretend it’s true.  You’ll have a better time,” she said with a wink as she accelerated and we went sailing towards our destination.

We found ourself at an enormous, historic mansion.  People were standing around a keg in the front yard, as still more people spilled out onto the porch and upstairs balcony.  It was hard just to make our way inside, but once we were there, I could see what she meant.  The men here were all athletic, handsome, and full of machismo as they played beer pong and told loud stories.  I was intimidated, annoyed and aroused all at once by the scene.  I wondered if there was anybody here I could actually relate to.  I wondered if there was anyone here who would even notice me.

“Jordan!” squealed Sarah when she saw a man she knew.  He came over and hugged her, picking her up and whirling her around as he did so.

“Oh, you brought a friend, I see,” he said, smiling down at me.

“This is Claire,” she said.  “She’s the one I was telling you about.  Gorgeous, smart, needs to get fucked by someone with a giant cock, like yesterday.”

“Sarah!” I cried.  “I don’t know why she says things like that!” I said to Jordan.  “I just came to have fun.”

“Sarah likes to project her needs onto others,” he said, laughing.  “We’ll make sure you have fun.  Let me introduce you to some people.”  And with that, he took me by the hand and led me away from Sarah.  I turned back and she waved at me mischievously, smiling.  She was sending me off into the unknown without a safety net.

He led me down a long hallway, couples making out drunkenly all around us.  He opened up a bedroom door with a key, and I started to get nervous.  Was he expecting me just to jump into bed with him?  Where was he taking me?

“This is the only room you want to be in, I promise you,” he said, turning the handle.  Once inside, I realized I was at a poker game going on.

“Close the door,” a dark and brooding man said from the card table, keeping his eyes on his cards.  “I want to keep the riff-raff out.”

His hair was dark and thick, his heavy stubble made it seem as though he’d been playing this game for weeks.  His large hands dwarfed the cards he held.  His dark blue eyes stared into his hand, searching for meaning.

“This is Claire,” Jordan said.

The dark man looked up, and his cold eyes softened a bit when they fell on me.

“Did you want in on the next hand?” he said.

“Oh, I didn’t really bring any money.  But I’ll watch,” I said.

“Sit down,” he smiled.  “We can work something out.”  He pulled out the chair next to him, and I sat in it.  At the crowded table, I found myself dangerously close to him, and could feel the heat coming off of his body as his leg touched mine.  He didn’t move it, and my heart began to pound.

“I’m not entirely sure of the rules,” I said.

“It doesn’t matter.  New game,” he said, shuffling the cards.

“I’m Sean,” said the man to my right.  He was a big, fair-haired, football type.  “And that’s Eric,” he said gesturing to the dark and brooding man.

“We’re going on a beer run,” Jordan announced, throwing on his jacket.  “You need anything?”

“I think we’ve got everything we need,” Eric smiled at me, making me avert my eyes self consciously.  The room cleared out and Sean, Eric and I found ourselves alone.

“Looks like it will just be the three of us,” Sean said.  “Deal ‘em!”

“Since we’re not playing for money, we’re going to play truth or dare poker,” said Eric, dealing us each five cards.

“God, I haven’t played Truth or Dare since middle school,” I said, laughing.

“You have a truth, and you have a dare to start with,” he explained.  “You use these to bet.”

“This is going to get complicated,” I laughed.

“Hardly,” Sean said, putting his hand on mine and giving it a squeeze.  “It will be fun.”

“So I may open up with betting one truth.  You all see my truth.  But maybe you raise me a dare.”  Eric was looking me in the eyes as he explained, and I had a hard time listening to what he was saying.  Instead, I could only hear my own breath going in and out, as I tried to steady myself.  He was an intimidating figure--I wanted so badly to see him without this air of control he had.  I wanted to see him sweating, moaning, his eyes closing in rapture.  “If you lose the hand, you have to take the truths and dares you bet.  Make sense?”

“Sort of…” I said.  God, I was looking stupid. This surely wasn’t complicated, but how could I concentrate?

“You’ll get the hang of it,” Sean said in my ear.  He was such a contrast to Eric--muscular but round and jovial.  He was the kind of man you wanted to carry you around, throwing you over his shoulder fireman style.  If you curled up on his lap, he’d probably bounce you on his knee, joyfully and pat your bottom.  His presence was carefree and happy, and put me at ease.  “Let’s do a round, let you get the hang of it.”

I had a pair of sevens, but nothing else.  Eric bet a truth, Sean bet a truth, and so I did the same thing, though I knew I should have folded.  When we showed our cards, Eric was the winner with a full house.

“So I get to ask you guys each a truth, and I also have two more truths to bet with next time,” he explained.  “I’ll start with Sean.”  The two faced each other conspiratorially.  “I’ll do an easy one to start with.  “Sean, do you think Claire is attractive?”

Sean grinned wide and it made me laugh.  “If we’re really going to be truthful, I got hard as soon as she walked in the room,” he said.

“You did not!” I laughed.

“Please, in that dress?” he said.  “I think I can make out the outline of your nipples.  I can see they’re a little bit puffy, aren’t they?”

“Oh my goodness…” I said, my face turning red.  It was a cream colored dress, the fabric was thin, and it was strappy so I hadn’t worn a bra, but I never intended to look that naked.  My pink puffies made me a bit self-conscious, anyway.

“Don’t be embarrassed,” he said, putting his hand on my back, warming me with a soothing stroke.  “It’s beautiful.”

“Now it’s your turn, Claire,” Eric smiled sinisterly.  “Claire, what have you always wanted to do in bed that you’ve never done?”

“Oh, my goodness,” I said again, blushing.  His voice was so commanding, and I didn’t want to puss out, but I was already getting flustered by all of the attention.  “I guess...I guess I kind of like the idea of...oh, I can’t say it!”

“Nobody’s judging anyone here,” Sean said, his hand still stroking my back.

“I guess...I’ve always kind of liked the idea of being watched,” I said, putting my hands on my face, embarrassed.

“That’s a classic,” Eric said.  He looked me up and down and his eyes couldn’t be more probing if they were hands.  “I can understand why you’d want to show off.”

His words send warm waves through my body.  My shoulder strap fell down, and I didn’t correct it, wanting to encourage his gaze.  I knew I was asking for trouble, but I’d never experienced this before.  John had always felt awkward flirting with me.  He never made me feel like this.

Eric started dealing again and Sean moved his hand down to the small my back, letting it rest just above my ass.  I was warm all over, and nervous at what the next hand would bring.

“Dares are worth two truths,” said Eric.  “I’ll put in two truths.”

“Well, since dare is all that’s left for me, I’ll put in a dare,” Sean said.

“I’m in,” I said.  I had three jacks.  But when we turned our cards over, Eric won again with three aces.

“I think you’re cheating!” Sean said.

“I’m just that good,” Eric said.  “So, a dare for each of you…” he mused.  “Both of you, show the room the body part you’re most proud of.”

Sean smiled.  He stood up and began pulling off his shirt, revealing a toned, thick, broad chest.  Curly, dark red hair sprouted up across the expanse of him, and I wanted to run my hands through it.

“You’re going to have a harder time picking a favorite, I bet,” Sean said.

“This is...this is silly…” I laughed.  “I can’t do this.”  My head was swimming.  Could I really go showing two virtual strangers my body?  I could bring things to a halt right now, I realized.  I could get up and leave.  And yet, I stayed right where I was.

“You’re very nearly doing it already,” Eric said, his finger trailing the neckline of my dress, which had now fallen down so low on my cleavage, he was grazing a bit of my pink areola.  He looked me in the eyes as his finger lingered there.  My breath was beginning to quicken.  I said nothing--couldn’t say anything.  I couldn’t possibly tell him to keep going.  I couldn’t tell him to stop.  And so he acted on his own, gently pulling my dress down until my long, hard nipple was pointing right at him.  He stared at my breasts and smiled, pulling my other strap down and letting my dress fall down to my waist.  His thick fingers gently, gently, tugged on my hard nipple, stretching it, and I sighed.  “This is your favorite part?” he said, eyebrow cocked.  “Why is that?  Is it because it’s so responsive?  Or do you just like looking at your breasts in the mirror because they’re so gorgeous?”  He gave it a twist, and it shot a shockwave directly to my clitoris.  Sean came up on my other side and bent down.  He teased my other nipple with just the tip of his tongue.

“Look at how quickly it stiffens,” he said.  “You’re body is electric…”  He took my nipple in his mouth and sucked it hard, releasing it with a loud pop! That sent shockwaves through my body.   “But I bet you’re even more responsive somewhere else.  I don’t think this is your favorite part.”  He lifted up my skirt, revealing a nude colored thong that had ridden up between my pussy lips, and was clinging to the sopping wet runway that lay between them.  He tugged on my panties, pressing the fabric into my clitoris.  “I think this is the part you want us to see.”  He pulled the panties to the side and spread me open with his fingers.  My clit was so hard it was straining towards him, and he instinctively leaned down and kissed it wetly, sucking on it hard and releasing it with the same loud pop he’d performed on my hard puffy.  Then, mimicking my earlier fantasy of him, he started patting my pussy gently, spanking my clitty, each pat gentle but firm enough to make me want to feel him slamming into me.  I looked at Eric, who was watching the scene calmly, but with intent eyes.  I liked him watching my face turn red and screw up with desire as Sean teased my clit mercilessly.

“Look at this sloppy, gushing pussy,” Sean said gleefully.  “You are so much fun to tease.”

Hearing him talk about my pussy so crudely made me clench hard with desire.  Nobody had ever talked to me like that before.  Sure, they told me I was beautiful.  But his words were coarse and dirty and what I’d been longing for.

“I’m gonna cut you a deal,” Eric said, watching me buck under Sean’s hands.  “You only have to endure one more truth and one more dare.”

“Mmmm-hmmm…” was all I could manage to say.

“Truth:  I want you to describe to us every nasty fucking thing you want us to do to you.”

At this command to me, Sean started burying his face between my legs, and I felt his hot, strong tongue slide into me.  I’d never had anyone lick me down there before, and low moans started pouring out of me as my whole body began vibrating.  I couldn’t even think in words--didn’t know how to describe eloquently what I so desperately wanted.  Eric grabbed hold of my nipple and squeezed hard.  “Tell me…” he commanded.

“God, I want you to fuck my tits…” I moaned, surprising myself.  “Squeeze my puffies and...oh, God..I want to feel your cock.  Please!”  And suddenly I was being lifted up by Sean.  He placed me on his lap, my back to him.  He hitched up my skirt, grabbed hold of the lace thong, and with one movement ripped the lace open, giving him full access to my pussy.  I leaned back on his hard chest as his hands moved between my legs.  Before me, Eric was undressing, slowly, watching me get worked into a frenzy by Sean’s skilled fingers, which pressed into my clit as he diddled me mercilessly, intermittently spanking me.  I watched Eric strip down to his boxer briefs, a massive erection stretching the fabric, before he pulled them down, unleashing a cock that was almost fantastical in its size and girth.  He walked towards me and I leaned towards his massive dick, which was coming for my mouth.

“Get it good and wet,” he said, grabbing me by the hair as he guided himself into my watering mouth.  He managed to get all the way down my gagging, sputtering throat before withdrawing sharply and placing his fat one between my shaking tits.  He squeezed them together and began to jerk himself off with them, roughly, moaning as his fat head hit my chin with each thrust.  I was so focused on the feeling of his rigid rod between my tits, now aching under the pressure of his hands, and the intense look on his face as he watched himself thrusting, I didn’t even notice the way Sean’s hands were spreading my legs wider, searching further down, until he was toying with the rim of my virginal asshole.  With one hand, he thrust a finger into my open, pulsating pussy.  With the other, he thrust a finger into my other, tighter hole. And when he did, I cried out with pure sensation.  I felt his fingers press into me from both sides, and I began to squirm hard on him.  I was bucking with so much abandon, Eric was forced to relinquish my breasts, so he settled for sliding back into my moaning mouth.

“You are a dirty little slut, aren’t you?” Eric said.  Something no one had ever accused me of before, and I relished my new role, my mouth open wide, fighting to devour his cock even as my body was convulsing.  “Say it--say what you want.” He said.

After so many years of being treated with kid gloves, the truth was I knew exactly what I wanted.  I wanted to be brimming with cock.  I wanted them to fill me up and destroy me.  I wanted them to want my body so much, they would bury themselves in it, rip it open and take it as theirs.  I knew what I wanted.  What I didn’t know was how to say it.

And so instead, my hands started pawing frantically at Sean’s hard cock through his jeans, between my legs as I sucked on Eric.  I could feel his cock surging even through his jeans.

“Oh, what a good little slut you are,” Sean said, patting my pussy encouragingly.  “You want my cock, sweetheart?”

“Please--please, can I have your cock?” I asked plaintively.  He kissed up my neck, to my ear, and I felt his hot breath fill me.

“You can have anything you want, baby,” he said.  “Stand up for me.”  He was such a reassuring presence.  Eric’s cock was overpowering, but Sean made me feel like a spoiled little girl the way he talked to me.  I knew he’d take care of me and give me whatever I needed.  He gently lifted me up, and my mouth left Eric’s monster dick as I stood up.  I waited with baited breath as I watched him unzip his pants, pulling them down, boxers with them, to unveil a thick, fat cock with two taught, bulging balls propping it up as it pointed right at me.  “Come sit on my lap, baby,” he said, sitting back down and reaching out to me.

I straddled him on the chair, facing him this time, and he took one of my tits in his mouth and sucked sweetly on it as I tried to stuff his wide member inside of me.  Once his smooth, round head was past my opening, he slid in easily as I sat all the way down, feeling his balls pressing into my ass.  They were so full, all I wanted was to feel what was inside shooting through me, to relieve him of this terrible pressure.  And so I began instinctively to buck and writhe on him as he moaned beneath me, into my breasts as I leaned forward and let him bury his face in cleavage.  His fingers dug into the flesh of my ass and he began slamming up into me, faster and faster, until I bore down hard on him, my legs wrapped around him, leaning forward, wanting to feel the full length of him in my sopping, teeming pussy.

We were still for a moment as we felt each other--still enough for Eric to come up from behind me and begin slapping my ass hard as my pussy contracted on Sean’s powerful cock. Then all at once he pulled my hair, bringing my head back to his, and whispered in my ear.  “You never did tell me what you want.  And I’m not going to give it to you until you say it.”

“I want you to fuck me,” I said, but it wasn’t enough.  He pulled my hair harder and reached around to grab my nipple, meanly.

“It’s okay, honey,” Sean said, rubbing my throbbing clitty.  “Tell him what you want.”

“I want…” I started.  “God...I want you to tear into my ass, please--please!”  I was desperate now, and Sean hugged me to him sweetly as he slowly thrust into me.  I laid on his shoulder, my ass pointed at Eric as Sean soothed me with strong rod.  “I just want to be filled up.  I don’t want...I don’t want…please, don’t make me be good any more!  Just fuck me, just fuck me!”

Sean’s hands reached around to my ass and spread it open for Eric, who surprised me by bending down and licking it sweetly.  But it only made it sting the more when he began spanking me between my cheeks, interspersing his strikes with his finger digging into me, knuckle deep, and then withdrawing as quickly as they came.

“You need it badly, don’t you?” Eric said.  “You’re nothing but filthy fucking slut, aren’t you?”  He spanked my cheek hard, but his fingers held on.  And then all at once I felt the full strenghth of his cock burrowing into my tight hole--too tight to take him with ease.  It was so painful as I ripped open to receive him, I didn’t know if I could bear it, but Sean soothed my pain by kissing my neck all over, then sucking sweetly on my breasts, filling me with warmth, until finally the endless length of Eric was inside of me.  He held it there for just a moment, and let a hand trail tenderly down my spine, causing it to arch.  And that’s when he began slamming into me.

“Does it feel good?” Sean moaned.  “You like your cute little ass filled up with Eric?”  All I could do was squeeze his cock in response, causing him to let out a roar.  Did it feel good?  I remembered John and his tepid hands, his careful thrusts.  Now my body was filled with so much sensation I worried I would lose all control.  I only wished I had more.

“Are you gonna cum on my face?” I begged Sean.  “Please?  I want you to cover me.  I want him to...ah!...to fill me up…” I could barely speak between my ragged breaths.  He took my tit in his mouth again and bit it teasingly.

“Of course, darling,” he said with a smile as Eric put his strong arm around my neck, cradling my throat in the crook of his arm as he dug deep into me.  “I’ll cover you with my cum.  Good girl.  You’re taking him like such a good girl.  I love seeing you filled up like this.”  I grabbed Sean’s thick blonde hair and pulled his head back, looking in his eyes as I could feel Eric vibrating within me.  I wanted him to see my face.  I wanted him to see the moment of impact--the moment I was completely defiled.  I wanted a witness to my transformation.

When I felt the thick, viscous fluid shooting into me, I knew that was it for me.  I felt myself slide from Sean as I backed up hard into Eric, who was holding me now around the waist, filling me with his flood.  I was spastic and out of control as I pitched forward, only to be greeted with a hot stream from Sean spraying across my cheek, my forehead, my lips as he moaned, “Oh, you should see yourself.  You are so fucking gorgeous….”  As Eric’s was beginning to slow down with his stream, his nails dragged down my back, harshly.

“You’re a filthy fucking slut, is what you are,” he said.  “And you fucking love it.  Show me how much you love it.”

My hands grabbed my breast and cunt as I continued to writhe on his softening cock--I was unwilling to let him go, squeezing him with my ass.  But it was only a moment before I felt a thick cream slide out of me, the likes I’d never felt before.  Sean rubbed his cock on my face as cried out and growled animalistically, smearing his cum into my skin with his head.  As Eric withdrew, he dragged two fingers up my cream covered thighs, and smeared my emission on my gaping, pained rim, soothing me.  I fell to the ground, panting and shaking, no control over my muscles whatever.  The two looked down at me smiling as they slid their pants back on.

“So,” said Eric.  “I still have to give you a dare.”

Just then the door began to open, and Sarah came in with Jordan and some others I didn’t recognize, carrying beer and liquor with them.  All stopped at once as they stared at my cum covered body.  I lay on the floor, unable to move, wrecked and peaceful at the degradation I just endured.  I felt their eyes on me, taking me in, shock on their faces, and my hands instinctively went back to my aching pussy, playing in the puddle that laid between my legs.  Sarah’s face broke into a shocked, incredulous smile, one eyebrow cocked.  I smiled back at her.

“I think I have something in mind,” Eric said, as he went to the door and locked it.


10. The Bridesmaid Plus Two: A MFM Double Penetration Threesome by Riley Davis

I am a bridesmaid at my cousin’s wedding without a date. I see him from across the room and fall fast into his arms. Matthew moves quickly to make me feel like a princess. But in the light of the real world, I find another stranger who scorches my soul. Sebastian is everything that I should steer clear of. But I let him take me. It feels like heaven. Now I want more despite the consequences. Little do I know that Matthew is wise. And before the day is out I might have two lovers for the price of one.

I was playing a dangerous game.

He was the epitome of the golden boy. Blonde and lean with icy blue eyes that pierced my soul as soon as he met my gaze. The man first caught my gaze from across the room at my cousin’s Cynthia’s wedding. It was the last place in the world that I wanted to be. Always the bridesmaid without a proper date to turn me around the dance floor. I couldn’t quite believe that someone looking like him would also be in attendance alone. Lots of girls looked his way; some of the boys too for that matter. But for reasons that I had yet to comprehend, his stare settled on me. I swallowed hard around a sip of champagne and felt my cheeks flush from the bubbly as he sauntered towards me on long legs with his thin lips curled into a sweet smile. For one horrible moment I thought that I must be seeing things. There was no way he was actually approaching my side. But then, just like an angel from on high lowering his wings he sat down and tapped his long fingers against the tabletop.

“An observation,” he started. “Would you like to hear it?” I must have nodded because his lips parted and his voice continued to pour into my ears. “Out of all five girls on the altar, you wore the dress best of all.”

My blush intensified, and I told him that he should get his eyes examined. Those perfect crystal eyes…

“No way,” he crooned. “The way it hugs your hips. The décolletage just so.”

Was he gay? How did he know a term like that?

“My mom runs a dress shop,” he said. “On Hillside in Rutherford. You should come by sometime.”

“Is that the only reason you made your way over here?” I asked as the champagne made me bold. “Trying to drum up business?”

“That would be a bonus,” he said with a low laugh. “But I really wanted to ask you for the next dance.”

He extended his hand, and I felt my palm fit perfectly in the space of his grasp as he guided me towards the next slow dance on tap. My fingers were at his collar as he swirled a strong arm around my waist. Moving in time with the set of strings and the solitary piano, I felt the room start to slip away as he played the contour of my spine like eighty-eight eager keys. My moans were music as he rested his chin on my shoulder, and soon there was no sound but his soft whispers. I couldn’t remember how we left the dance floor for the balcony and the chill of the air on an October night. Desperate to meet his stare again, my eyes trailed down his face and settled on his mouth. Did I dare kiss him without so much as knowing his name? I nearly made the move when the band rang up a polka. Hating the fact that spell was broken, I leaned over the railing and looked down at the perfectly manicured lawn just tinged with frost, and I longed for another drink when he seized my shoulders and peered into my eyes. Even as I could sense him longing to speak, he held his tongue between his supple lips and nodded for me to utter the words dancing up my throat.

“What are you doing here?” I asked.

“Went to college with Greg,” he replied in a low voice. “Pretty sure I’m just here so he can get a gift out of me.”

“And he didn’t even bring my cousin to your mom’s shop,” I admitted.

“Wasn’t posh enough for Cynthia,” he said. Her loss. I inched closer to his chest imagined what his pecs would look like freed from the paisley tie and the sky blue button down shirt. My fingers were almost ready to unwrap him when I tilted my head to the side and hugged my own arms.

“But with no date?” I challenged. “That doesn’t make sense.”

“You’re honestly complaining?” he teased. “It doesn’t feel like your lucky night?”

“Cocky thing aren’t you?” I shot back.

“Wouldn’t you just love to know?” The bulge in his slacks told the tale, and I thought of finding a way back to the hotel without the benefit of the shuttle that was still hours off when he pushed a lock of hair behind my ear and let his touch linger on my face.

“Are you going to answer the question?” I challenged. He released a heavy sigh followed by a laugh.

“There’s no one special,” he said. “But I think that’s changing right about now.” Before I could offer anything in the way of a witty retort, he claimed my mouth in a fast kiss. His tongue met mine, and the tip traced the edges of my teeth as I clasped him to my heaving breast and no longer felt the chill in his strong arms.

“I have a room,” I offered. “I don’t usually do this, but---”

“I have a car,” he countered. “Can get us from Point A to Point B if we rush through the yellow lights.”

“Better not hurt me,” I warned.

“I’m saving that for later,” he hissed. More than ready to go, I clutched his arm and just heard Cynthia ready to toss her bouquet to all the single ladies in the room.

“You want to hang around for this?” he asked with a whisper that became a nip on my neck. No point; I never came away with the prize.

But maybe that was about to change.

“Let’s get out of here.”

He beat every yellow light in record time and parked his dark blue SVU before a small house with a set of narrow steps leading toward the porch. His hands just fumbled with the keys, and I steadied his moves as he hit the lock and granted us entrance. Barely taking in the sparse interior, I collapsed against him and finally made good on my desire to see his body bare. Tearing and tugging at his tie, his shirt his jacket, hard muscles hit my eyes under the rays of moonlight. He knew just how to press his hand against the path of my buttons, and I felt the dress feel away with no care for the strapless bra and the panties already damp with his body so close.

“Like a pro,” I whispered.

“Just you wait,” he purred. Pressing me into the nearest wall, he held me in place and mounted me with one slick thrust. I gasped as he filled me, and my teeth chattered as his throb didn’t make another move. But his hands searched my sides, and I nipped his lips in answer to his tender pinches. Straining up his frame, I tried to push him deeper when he set my hair free and ran a hand down my neck.

“You like?” he asked. Did I say yes? Did I just nod my head? Either way, he started to pursue me. His cock grew larger between my thighs, and I tried to wrap one leg around his when my climax exploded. Falling way from the wall and taking him down with me, we collapsed to the floor, and I rode him as he finished and gave me a contented sigh.

“Think you’ll be my plus one from here on out,” he groaned. Staying inside him until I curled to his side, I played with the fine hairs of his chest and let him hold me. His kisses were gentle as his arms became a blanket that granted new warmth, and I stroked his legs and marveled at his cock still brimming. Bowing down for a quick kiss, I wiped what was left of his cum from my mouth and cuddled into him with a sleepy smile.

“I never did catch your name,” I muttered.

“Matthew,” he answered.

“I like that,” I said. “I’m Joanna.”

“I know,” he said. I started to pull away from him when he grabbed my arms and would not let me leave his side.

“It was in the program,” he said with a wink.

“Oh,” I said. “Guess that’s alright then.”

“And so is this.” Matthew moved me back to his couch, and we reclined on the cushions. I wanted to stay like this. To wake up with him and do it all over again. But did he have the same idea? I fought the fear and found a dream when the moonlight turned into golden rays of the sun. He was still there, holding me, and I vacillated between staying and collecting my dress for the obligatory walk of shame when he captured my hand in his touch and stretched forward to kiss my eyes.

“You want some breakfast, Joanna?” he asked.

Now there was no turning back.

After two weeks of bliss, I was ready to meet him at his mother’s shop. Lillian seemed liked she wished me gone as soon as I slipped through the door.

“Matthew hardly knows you,” she stated. “So why are you the only thing that he talks about?” I should feel flattered. But my soul started to sink when he failed to answer my texts, and when the air was too full of chiffon and lace to breathe, I begged for a ladies’ room and slipped into a back alley.

“Crazy,” I muttered under my breath. “Why did I think that this was going to be different?”

“You talking to me?”

I was startled by the sight and the sound a muscled man with dark hair and light eyes. He flung a bag of trash into the nearest dumpster and walked a small circle around the place where I was trapped.

“No,” I said. “Just thinking out loud.” He pulled a stay cigarette from his pocket and brought a zippo lighter to life as he took a deep drag. In the failing light of the flame, I saw that his eyes were green and wondered what it would feel like to get lost him them. He puffed out of the corner of his mouth and stared me up and down with a smirk.

“Keep thinking,” he said. “What’s on your mind right now?” Swallowing hard without the benefit of champagne, I wondered where Matthew was and what his mother might think if she came out back and saw me giving this dark man the time of day.

But the streams of smoke leaving his lips seemed to form a lasso. Before I knew what was happening, I was close enough to smell the tobacco on his breath, and his eyes held me in a trance as he took a final pull and flung the cigarette away.

“You gonna answer my question or what?” he challenged. The stubble on his face tickled my nose. He didn’t stop to ask if he could or if I was down with it. His mouth just pressed into mine, and I made no effort to fight his kiss as he gathered me his hold and carried me to the edge of too much trash.

“What… what are you doing?” I asked. He didn’t say a word as he lifted my skirt and lowered his fly. I struggled against him for all of a second until he found my pussy wet and watering. His cock found me in fast. Even Matthew had not entered me with such ease, and I wanted to scream when he kissed me hard and pounded me into the bricks with a few quick thrusts. I savored the pain that carried pleasure and let him grind me into the concrete. My back bruised on impact, but I made no effort to fight him off as he brought me to a point where I wanted to scream. He captured my kiss and sucked the wail down his throat before pulling out with a cold grin. I struggled to pull my skirt over my quaking thighs as he zipped up and licked his lips.

“I’m Sebastian,” he said with a cold smirk. “I clean up around here. Come and find me again if you want to have some real fun.”

I was ready to tell him that I wanted the second round right then and there when the door to the shop cracked open. Matthew was there, bathed in shadows, and I hurried to hold him as Sebastian laughed.

“How’s it hanging, Matty?” he asked.

“You haven’t been sniffing around my girl have you?” Sebastian smirked and focused on my eyes. I couldn’t speak and just shivered in the alley until Matthew placed a soft kiss on the top of my head.

“You okay?” he asked.

“Sure,” I croaked. “I… I just needed a moment away from your mom.”

“Can hardly blame you for that.” Now I wanted nothing more than to get back inside so we could take our leave and move far away from the shop. Matthew steadied my steps, but I had to look back to see Sebastian dropping a slip of paper to the asphalt.

“One moment.” I feigned at looking for my phone even as I knew that it was safely tucked away in my purse. Pocketing the rumpled piece of paper quickly, I met Sebastian’s wink and felt his hand just on my wrist until he lengthened up again and smoothed his long fingers on the back of his slacks. Our eyes locked, and I could think of nothing else but another moment with him alone when Matthew grabbed my shoulder.

“Don’t mind my mom,” he said. “Can I take you to a late lunch?” Yes. Food might calm me, and we started to move away again when I looked back to see Sebastian’s smirk before he was gone. Matthew brushed his mother aside and took me to the nearest Thai restaurant. My noodles were untouched, but I sipped down two bubble teas and felt Matthew’s hand from under the table on my knee.

“You shouldn’t look so tense,” he said. “What really has you so bothered?” I shrugged and finally tucked into my plate so I could slurp down the noodles and try to think. Here was a man who was good to me in every way imaginable. So why did my mind keep turning back to a stranger who just expected me to come running? No way could I talk it out with Matthew, and I lied that I wasn’t feeling well when he dropped me off at my apartment and left me to my own devices. As soon as I was on my own, I dove for the phone and dialed Sebastian’s number. The call went right to voicemail two, three times and when I could no longer stand the sound of the incessant rings, I started to slip into sleep. Maybe it was all a dream that I would be better off forgetting. I would have to find a way to make it up to Matthew, and my mind turned around the idea until there was a knock at my door. I moved to answer without thinking and found Sebastian with his hands pressed into his pockets and wearing a teasing smile as his hips twirled towards me.

“What took you so long?” he smirked. My only answer was to seize him by his dark hair and drag him through the door. Sebastian never lost his footing as he swept me up in his arms. I tried to gesture in the general direction of my bed when he paused at the foot of the couch and turned me to my stomach.

“Look who’s been missing me,” he said as he pressed two fingers into my panties. Clenching around him with a desperate moan, I started to cum when he eased his fingers away and playfully pulled at my hair. “You dirty little thing. You let Matty take you out for eats then get so wet for me.”

This was crazy. It wasn’t like me. Hell, I couldn’t even score a proper date to Cynthia’s wedding. And then there was Matthew, and I was being all kinds of bad on account of a tall, dark stranger who fucked me raw beside a trash can and was so smug that he knew he could come back for more. Sebastian wouldn’t even give me the benefit of his eyes, but I stretched my hips to his as I heard the zipper of his fly sliding loose and felt the rock hard tip of his cock grazing my thighs.

“What would Matty say if I saw you like this? With me?” I tried to push the thought aside when I heard the sound of soft footsteps nearing my door. Shit. I’d left the damn thing open, and I shuddered at the thought that someone would see me like this, on my belly with Sebastian between my legs. Biting down on my lip and hoping that shadow drawing closer might just pass us by, I felt it coming closer and spied a pair of brown leather shoes hitting a single beam of moonlight. I would know those shoes, those legs, the slim hips that held their own kind of promise anywhere.

“Matthew?” I painfully gulped. There was no way to get a read on his face. His blue eyes were like glass that threatened to cut me with the force of his blink as he stepped into the room.

And he thought to close the door behind him.

“I knew it was something,” he said. “You were just too quiet.” Longing to leave the couch so I could cover my body and have a chance to explain, I glared in the wake of Sebastian’s laugh and waved my hands before my face.

“Matthew, I… I’m so sorry,” I started. “I…” But how the hell was I supposed to spin this? He had been nothing but sweet to me, and this was what I gave him in return. My face grew hot, and I thought that it might be better to fold in on myself and vanish from the face of the earth when Matthew touched his hand to my chin, his face still flat as he spoke.

“So maybe I wasn’t enough for you,” he continued. “Here I thought you were so sweet. But are you really down for anything?” I tried to tell him no. That it was a mistake. But Sebastian was up and reaching his hand under my blouse. Why couldn’t I keep from sighing at his touch?

“Joanna?” The sound of Matthew’s voice cut into my tortured reverie, and my lip quivered until he gave me a soft kiss. I kept my eyes open around his blue pools as he loosened his tie and looked over my shoulder.

“You could have told me,” he scolded Sebastian.

“It’s not like you’re always down to play, man.” The laugh that passed between them made my blood boil. Flicking my foot back, I hit Sebastian’s shin and heard him wince with a chuckle as I moved back to the door, ready to see them both out.

“So is that all this ever was?” I demanded. “Like a game that you could both play?” And in my mind that made sense. Because I really did look ridiculous in that awful bridesmaid’s dress.

“Joanna,” Matthew crooned. “You don’t understand.”

“I think I do,” I countered.

“Really?” Matthew challenged.  Because we both can’t get enough of you. Think we would say that about any girl?” Trying to process the compliment as my limbs trembled, I felt Matthew pull me closer to his chest. He nipped at my neck and eased my blouse away from my body. My breasts quivered as he worked his smooth hands around the catch, and I no longer felt the cold. He kissed his way down my sides, and lifted my skirt again. My cunt was wetter than ever, and I longed for his touch… for someone’s touch there as he lapped at my folds. He kissed my pussy in between every lick, and I forced my nails into his shoulders when he finally looked up. Matthew’s lips brimmed with my desire, and he started to lick it away when I fell into him and kissed him hard. Nearly knocking him over, I held him fast and knew my taste for the first time until I had to come up for air and saw him smiling.

“This can be everything,” he said. “Do you trust me?”

“I’m getting there,” I said. “Can I have a taste?” Matthew grinned when another hand hit my head and pulled me back so I could finally meet those green eyes.

“Right here, babe,” Sebastian said. His long cock throbbed, and I wondered how I would fit so much of him into my mouth when he didn’t wait for a yes or no. His cock parted my lips before they could speak. I tongued the underside of his shaft and felt his balls bouncing against my teeth. Only one way to grab even a few breaths of air, and I suckled him so I could sigh. God he looked hot when his body started to buckle, and I was ready to drink his cum down when he left me wanting more and spun me back into Matthew’s waiting arms.

“Feeling better now?” he asked.

“I… I need you… both of you… fuck.” Growing bold, I grabbed their hands and finally made my way back to my bed. Falling forward and fearing that I might faint, I shifted to my side and watched these two beautiful boys to undress. One so pale; the other dark with such coarse hair coating his chest. For one moment I didn’t think that I could do it. A girl like me just didn’t have two for the price of one, and I started to hide under the sheets when Sebastian took the lead and slipped to my side. He fondled me without speaking. But instead of his fingers, there was only the length of his cock.

And instead of my pussy, he spread my ass cheeks and dove in with a quick thrust that made me scream.

“Easy,” Sebastian soothed as he settled inside me. I felt as if I would break as I stretched back into his thrusts. “Never felt anything like this before, have you?” I shook my head and relished the pain along with the pleasure when Sebastian fell to his back. He kept me impaled on his cock, and I tried to touch his legs when Matthew’s hand were there to arrest my movements.

And his cock as just as ready.

“You’re here for both of us,” he said. Matthew said nothing else as he slipped between my thighs. I felt his length claim me slowly as Sebastian kept throbbing inside my ass.

“Here,” Matthew said with a quick kiss. “Come closer.” Should I even try to struggle? What would be the use, under the power of their cocks and their strong hands?

But maybe there was still a way to take control.

“Fuck me,” I said. “Show me that I don’t need to catch a bouquet to be happy.” Matthew seemed to catch my meaning right away, and he kissed my breasts. I savored every one of his touches and thought that it might be enough when Sebastian groaned underneath me.

“Problem?” I purred as I just stroked his cheek. He nipped at my nails and thrust forward until I was pressed between two lithe bodies. My hands tangled in my hair. Old instincts longed to ask too many questions.

Better to just tell them…

“This feels so good,” I said. “And you’re both looking at me.”

“Right here,” Matthew promised. He kissed me as lust filled my core. And his cock, his eyes only for me might have been enough.

But why shouldn’t I have more?

“Now you, Sebastian,” I said. “Finish.”

“You think that you can tell me what to do?” he challenged.

“Yes,” I said. “Because I feel you. And you… you want it just as much.” Sebastian narrowed his eyes around my words and gripped my hips. His hands came to rest just above Matthew’s, and the men moved in rhythm. I burst from both sides and clawed at Matthew’s chest as I leaned back to place a quick kiss on Sebastian’s cheek. Alternating the moves and wanting each man just as much, I reached the place where I could no longer kiss either boy. I could do nothing but melt between them. But I didn’t fall onto the sheets when Matthew was the one to slip to the pillows as he held me close. He looked so sweet. Why should I ever want anything---?

“Happy now that you’ve had your fun?” Sebastian asked as he slapped my ass. I flinched even as I relished the strike and twisted my head to look at him.

“You?” I challenged. “Because I… I could get down with this again if you just say yes.”

“Joanna…”

Matthew started to pull my body to his, and I kissed him quickly and nearly settled in the crook of his neck when I heard Sebastian’s light whimper and looked at him again.

“Yes?” I asked.

“What you said,” he shot back. “Do I get to sleep?” Matthew laughed into my ear, and his whisper laid the choice in my lap. I kept Sebastian in suspense for a few seconds until I opened my arms and held him at one side as Matthew kept lining my neck with small kisses.

“I like having you both,” I said. “You make me feel…” Wanting them to finish the thought I held my tongue and felt Sebastian peck my lips with a heavy sigh.

“Matty has the words,” he said as he started to fall asleep. I watched his eyelids flutter shut and hated the fact that he was going to stay silent when Matthew kissed my cheek.

“You are amazing,” he said. “We’ll keep you happy.” He drifted off and I sank deeper into their hold and felt safe when Sebastian roused. I feared that we would leave the bed when he curled closer to my side and stroked my cheek.

“Yes,” he started.

“Excuse me?” I asked.

“Always yes, Joanna. Next time you have somewhere special to be, we’ll both be there. And we’ll never look at anyone else.”

I smiled at the thought of that. The girl who couldn’t wrangle up one date would have a pair of princes at her side when there was another party.

And I would never share them.

“Go back to sleep, Sebastian,” I said. “You boys need your rest.”

I held him and felt his moans on my breasts as Matthew kept kissing my ears. In time there would be another wedding. Everyone would expect me there on my own. But the next time would be different, and I smiled at the idea as I fell asleep between the boys. Kissing Matthew’s eyes as I nuzzled Sebastian’s neck, I drifted into the dream of them and could do nothing but smile.
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