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April knew what she was getting into when she married Perry Willoughby. She was a junior in college when a director introduced her to the forty-something heavyset man in the perfectly tailored suit. The Willoughby name was intimately familiar – in fact, the theater where April just stumbled through a performance as Juliet bore it in metal letters – and she knew he came from big money.



Perry could not be called ugly, not exactly. He carried some extra weight and was generally too unremarkable to be handsome, though he was extremely well-kept. Back then April didn’t know a tailored suit from one bought off the rack, but she knew she’d never met a man who wore cufflinks before. The gray in his hair seemed purposeful, as if to point out the rest of his scalp and show it off. He wore too much gel in it then and always, and had a habit of touching it as if a single errant hair was an affront he couldn’t abide.



“I told the director I had to meet the lead,” Perry said when the director walked away. “You were too captivating to let go without telling you…” he leaned in and whispered in her ear, “…I’d love to fuck you bent over the hood of my car.”



April, recognizing an opportunity when she saw it, said yes, even going so far as to let him blow his load in her without a condom. Two weeks later, they hashed out their prenuptials and she skipped out on her classes – literally skipped. A month after that, they were married in Bali, April’s dazed parents clapping more for the cruise Perry was sending them on than the marriage itself. No one attending the wedding, most of all the bride or groom, thought this was about love. Nine months later, April gave birth to Mark, their one and only child.



Perry didn’t want April going back to college or working. That was fine by her. The prenup stated that if she spent five years raising Mark to the best of her ability, she’d get a hefty increase to her bank account and her weekly stipend, with incremental increases every year until Mark was eighteen. It also stated that she’d need to remain in shape and let Perry have sex with her in whatever position he wanted as well as a blowjob once a week. That demand became moot once she gave birth. Perry wasn’t interested in a sexy MILF wife. He wanted young, nearly virginal pussy and she wasn’t so dumb as to think he wasn’t getting it elsewhere.



That too she learned to live with. Perry was terrible at sex, his fat, sweaty frame above her, his ass bobbing up and down as he tried to drive in his tiny cock as far as he could – which amounted to about three inches. Blowjobs were immensely preferable. At least that way she didn’t nearly drown in his sweat and she could make him come in about five minutes.



When she caught Perry in bed with Mark’s gorgeous, perky-titted kindergarten teacher riding him, it gave April some renegotiating room. Cheating was a no-no in the prenup on both sides, so they reworked the contract so they could enjoy their own treats. She got a new Benz and some stocks out of the deal – all because of some mock outrage about a man she didn’t want to sleep with getting his entertainment elsewhere. In that way, their marriage was more like a business. Small transgressions netted small transactions, usually in April’s favor. 



Life was good.



One thing that took April completely by surprise was that she liked being a mother. Mark was a sweet boy who made it easy to love him. The worst of his fits usually were related to his father. Mark worshipped Perry but it wasn’t exactly reciprocated. That wasn’t to say Perry was a terrible father. He wasn’t. But he was distracted by so many other things that he never quite devoted himself to his son in the way he sometimes confessed to April he’d like.



In Mark, April found a focus for her life. All the things she might have scoffed at when she was younger, she now gladly threw herself into and found she genuinely loved. She loved taking him to the park and pushing him on the swing. She loved riding down the slide with him when he was still so little the height scared him. She loved parent-teacher conferences, even with Ms. Perky Tits in his kindergarten class, largely because Ms. Perky Tits made up the cheating with Perry by giving April one hell of an orgasm in her empty classroom, April’s legs pumping at the air uselessly while her son’s teacher ate her with delighted abandon.



As Mark grew older, April came to love his friends, too. The gated community they lived in meant the boys his age were often sandwiched together. This could have been a powder keg if the guys didn’t get along so well. They were rambunctious, sure, and as they developed into teens, they started looking at April out of the corners of their eyes, or sometimes blatantly staring. But at heart, she knew the boys loved her and Mark and she loved them back.



April and Perry’s grand five-bedroom house became the de facto cool place on the block and the central hub of the boys’ activities. Her boy’s five closest friends spent the night more often at her place than their own homes. April didn’t mind, and even enjoyed the company. Perry was barely ever home those days. He maintained an apartment downtown so he could be “closer to work.” When he did manage to make his way home, it was usually to spend time with Mark in one of his fits of guilt.



As the years passed, April also became the team mom, both for sports and extracurriculars. She drove all over the state to games, spelling bees, speech meets, and even rooted on the neighborhood genius Dennis in a chess championship. When the boys won whatever they were doing, April was the first on her feet, invariably drawing every eye as she jumped up and down cheering, her big breasts bouncing with her. When they lost, she comforted the guys with a hug and a warm word about how well they did. Sometimes she thought they might have thrown some competitions they weren’t all that interested in just to get the hug.



The other moms pretended to like her because she basically became their sons’ guardian. They had to do zero work while April put in all the hours. That appreciation was skin deep, and behind her back, they talked a nonstop mess about her. But their husbands on the other hand? Always appreciative. They found all sorts of reasons to come over, asking hopefully if April needed any work done around the house. Sometimes she accepted. And sometimes that meant she wound up on her back or her hands and knees, getting pounded by the men of the community as they lived out their favorite fuck fantasies with the hottest mom on the block. One memorable week before Christmas, April spent the entirety of a block party in the middle of a neighborly circle jerk, her Mrs. Claus outfit, her face, and her hair sticky with four guys’ never-ending jets of come. In return, they pooled their resources and paid for some incredible work by a plastic surgeon, perking up her boobs, tucking a bit here, and making sure her face was flawless.



April knew she wasn’t a saint. But never, not once, did she think about the neighborhood boys as anything more than that. Boys. She saw their looks and was amused and exasperated in equal parts by them, but never did she think of them as sexual beings until the last of the core five hit eighteen.  Even then, it really didn’t register that they were all men now until a few weeks before graduation when they were over swimming in the pool and farting around in the backyard with Mark and the girls they hung out with. Girls? Women now, all of them. April didn’t know them as well as she did the boys, but these women were frequent flyers at the Willoughby household. The youngest of them would have turned eighteen in January.



The five guys running around bare-chested in her backyard were
 men
 . And the young women with such perky slim bodies were
 women
 .



At first, it was just an idle thought. Shocking, but April shrugged it off and brought out the condiments for the burgers she was grilling. But in the days ahead, especially the lonely nights, she thought of each of the eighteen-year-old guys and the men they’d become. And sometimes, in the darkest of the hours, she began to fantasize.



* * *



Graduation brought with it tears, and not just for the usual reasons. Perry was on one of his “good dad” kicks, probably feeling bad because he hadn’t been around much his son’s senior year. His graduation present to Mark was a dream vacation overseas. Mark loved all things medieval, so they’d be touring a dazzling number of castles, abbeys, and ancient buildings. April liked Europe but this was strictly a guys’ vacation, something Perry seemed genuinely excited about. Mark too, though he admitted he wished his mom was going with.



“You know Dad’s probably going to disappear once he finds some twenty-year old busty German woman serving beer,” he said with such over-the-top glumness April burst out into laughter. His grin looked so much like her own it hurt sometimes.



“You two are going to have a blast,” she said.



“He only wants me to go so he can try and talk me into joining the family company after I’m done with college.”



“Well, that, and the German barmaids,” she said, and hugged her son. “Look, your dad and I… we haven’t exactly been warm with each other for a long time. I’m sorry about that. But he does love you and I know you love him. Plus, there’s one thing you need to keep in mind.”



“What’s that?”



April pulled back and tapped her temple. “Leverage.”



“Huh?”



“He wants something from you. Not the other way around. You can use that.”



“Ohhhh,” Mark said. “Leverage.”



“Exactly. So if there’s something you want to do, do it. He’s not going to say no and I know you’re a smart boy and wouldn’t ever ever ever do anything dangerous like, oh, eat edibles in… where is it? Frankfurt?”



“Amsterdam.”



She snapped her fingers. “There, yes.”



“Mom, I can do that here. Basically legally.”



“’Basically,’” she mimicked. “Go. Explore the world. Have fun with your dad. I mean that. I absolutely do. I’m so proud of the man you’ve become, Mark. You deserve this.”



“Thanks, Mom.”



April tapped her cheek and Mark gave her a dutiful kiss. They looked at the cap and gown spread out on his bed, and she nearly started crying again. He wrapped an arm around her, and said quietly, “Hey. Hey. You’re not going to be alone. The guys are here most the summer. You know without you they’re going to starve and probably turn into feral monsters.”



“Probably,” April said, her voice choked as she tried to smile. “I’m sorry. I just… it didn’t really hit me until the last few weeks that this was real. That you’re going to be living your life.” She studied him and sniffed. “Promise me you’ll always stay kind, Mark.”



“I promise, Mom.”



“And you’ll make your bed.”



“I promise, Mom,” he said, grinning.



“Because college girls care about that sort of thing. It makes a difference.”



“I promise, Mom.”



“Stop repeating that.”



“I promise, Mom.”



“You sound like a parrot.” She sighed. “Ready?”



“Yeah,” Mark said. “I am.”



* * *



Mark’s school loved to drag out its ceremonies, and for once, April was glad. She didn’t want to say goodbye, not just to her son, but to his five closest friends.



Flowers and balloons arced above the elevated stage the students would be walking across. Playful pictures of each of the seniors were done in borders April helped design and pinned to the front of the stage with each student’s yearbook quote beneath. The students sat in two large wedges facing the stage, with a big space in the middle for the parents to meet their sons and daughters and get an official photograph by a hired photographer. It could and had led to some snags in the past from parents and family who held the procession up, so two of the administrative staff sat in strategic spots to help things along.



Dennis made valedictorian to absolutely no one’s surprise. The young man was terribly smart and could have graduated years ago, but he wanted to stick around for his friends for what time they had left. Up there on stage, so tall and handsome with his blonde hair cut uncharacteristically short, he looked like a young Nordic god as he talked about striving for the best in the moment and always trying to improve for tomorrow. When he finished his speech – which April helped him rehearse a dozen times, at least – she jumped to her feet, tears streaming down her face as she applauded the first of her neighborhood boys to be on the stage.



After that came the procession of names and young men and women crossing the stage. April knew almost all of them and clapped for every single one. Brynne, Mark’s girlfriend, was one of the very first, and April clapped and cheered for her with a very special wrenching of her heart. Mark confided in April that because he was going to Europe and they would be going to different colleges, they decided to break up that week. Both of them were pretty gutted about it and April held out a tiny sliver of hope they would find each other again in the future, but she knew all too well the bittersweet nature of young love lost.



Not long after came the first to graduate of the five of Mark’s closest friends, Ricardo. Slim and small, she knew his robe hid the truth, that Ricardo was lean and muscular from years of track, not to mention four or five sessions in her pool a week. With the guys, Ricky was a spirited young man. Alone, he was likely to be absorbed in a book or music, and always had his earbuds in his pocket. His dark eyes and long curly hair left a few girls in his wake utterly devastated. He would be going to school in the fall for marketing, or at least that was his plan for the moment. His major, like all of them going to college, would be up in the air probably for a year or two.



A handful more students were announced, then came Grant. He was still boyishly handsome, with sparkling eyes and a smile that could range from sweet to mischievous. He and Ricardo would be going to the same college in the fall, a team to the end. Of all the boys, April was surest that his planned major, creative writing, would be the one he graduated with. His stories were always wildly inventive.



Dennis got his diploma next out of the boys. He towered over the teachers and principal, and when he turned to present his diploma, he was greeted by a roar of thunderous cheers. Dennis was well loved by everyone – and as an added bonus, his speech earlier had been short and to the point, a huge bonus for graduations. He would be traveling the furthest for college and probably in life.



Kellen, the ladykiller, the ringleader, and her son’s best friend. All their best friend, really. In a primarily white community, Kellen and his parents stood out with their deep black skin. Kellen himself was one of the handsomest young men to cross that stage, and of all of her son’s friends, April was the most aware of his sexual appeal, mostly because he was nineteen instead of the rest’s eighteen. Short but powerfully built, Kellen already looked so much the man and not the boy. If it wasn’t for Dennis, he would have been the smartest of the group, and planned to become a doctor someday. Of what, he wasn’t sure yet, but there was time.



And finally, bounding across the stage, was Carver. He was the only one of Mark’s friends who wasn’t handsome, leaning towards chunky and squat. But he made up for it with effortless, enthusiastic charm. He drew a roar of a laugh from the audience when, instead of shaking the principal’s hand, he came in for an enormous hug, wrapping the diminutive man up and squeezing him tight. When he jumped off the stage for his family picture, Mark, Grant, and Ricardo raced over so he could lay across them on his side, resting his head on his elbow while his parents knelt behind him and tried not to be utterly baffled by their goofy son. They didn’t much care for Carver, but April loved him with as much heart as the rest of the boys, sometimes even more because she was the one who got to peek behind the curtain now and again and see the serious one, the one hidden away from the world.



And finally, Mark.



Never in April’s life, save maybe when Mark first went to school so very long ago, did she experience such a bittersweet blend of pride and pain. Somehow, despite the brittle nature of his home life, her son managed to stay sweet and goodhearted. The boy with the muddy baseball pants, the teenager who once got his nose broken standing up for Carver from a bully, the young man who would be going off to college soon. The images and memories swirled within April and she cried and cheered when Mark crossed the stage.



The guys were all on their feet, roaring for him, coming to April and Perry when Mark was supposed to get his picture with them. With Perry looking more than a little befuddled, April posed not just with Mark and her husband, but all the guys before they put her up on their shoulders and walked her back to her aisle, the whole class cheering and erupting into calls of, “We love you, Mrs. Willoughby!”



* * *



Much as April wanted to throw a party for all her son’s friends, they had family gatherings to attend. So did Mark. From April’s side, her parents made it down, as did aunts and uncles, cousins, and a few distant relatives only unearthed for these sorts of things. It was the Willoughby side that really dominated his party. She hadn’t seen so many of Perry’s relatives in her entire life, not even their wedding. Their family laid a lot of stock into becoming a man and becoming a potential part of the business.



The food was all catered from Mark’s favorite restaurant. Perry arranged that, to his credit. There were bags of party favors and sweets for the guests to take home, a massive cake with a student in a graduation gown and cap printed on it, and paper lanterns lining the sidewalk with Mark’s picture on them. It all was very pleasant and very dull and it felt so very hollow. This wasn’t how they should be celebrating. It should be the guys standing around the kitchen making their own pizzas, ribbing each other about girls, sports, and whatever else they had going on. It should be them fooling around in the backyard, doing cannonballs in the pool.



It hardly felt fair that she should be split apart from Mark too, but every time she entered her son’s orbit, he was surrounded by Willoughby relatives prodding him about his future or pressing gifts into his hands. April let herself be pulled away by her own family, but they were as enamored with the money present there at the party as they had been when she first married Perry.



April had to get away. She found a quiet corner of the house, one of the few rooms they roped off, and stood in front of a mirror and bawled her eyes out.



* * *



Kellen forgot to give Mark the card his parents got for him. If it was any of the other guys he would have just waited until things were less crazy, but Mark would be flying with his dad the next day. The guys had talked about a kegger that night but with Mark flying out they decided to wait and do things up right when he got home so he wasn’t massively hung over on the flight.



Ugh. Perry Willoughby. Mark hit the jackpot with his mom, but when it came to his dad, only Carver’s was worse. How a guy could luck into marrying someone so sexy and fun as April and then go and fuck around on her, Kellen didn’t know. Mrs. Willoughby had always held a special place in his heart since before he could even remember. She used to watch over him after preschool, and as he grew older, he realized the love he held for her wasn’t just a platonic thing. He genuinely loved Mrs. Willoughby, and he hated seeing the faint, occasional glimmer of pain and loneliness in her eyes when Perry would come home for a week and take off again.



Kellen’s party was a quiet, reserved affair that would take place downtown in half an hour, leaving him with just enough time to jog to Mark’s. He told his parents where he was going, and his mom gave him a batch of cookies to send over.  Kellen hurried to Mark’s, his new sneakers slapping the pavement.



The place was bumping, with a line of parked cars all the way up and down the block. The lanterns out front were a school-wide tradition. Kellen’s own house had them as did the rest of the guys. People spilled in and out of the house. Kellen pushed through them and got a few slaps on the back and shoulder from people who recognized him as a fellow graduate from the ceremony. He didn’t know any of these people, and sought out Mark or April. After a minute of being jostled around, he would have even taken Perry.



Ah. There was April. She looked so despondent as she sought out the stairs, calling out that she’d be right back. Goddamn it, but Kellen hated himself a tiny bit for being so attracted to her in that moment. She was the perfect woman in his estimation, curvy in all the best ways and had this bounce to her every step. She knew it too and had cultivated that bounce. Same with the swish of her ass. Both came with the practice of a woman long aware she was generally the center of attention in a room.



The rest of her was immensely fuckable too. Strong facial features had been enhanced by a skilled plastic surgeon a few years back. Her long blonde hair was usually up in a bun or done in some stylish braid, and that day was no exception. Personally Kellen thought it looked best free and wild on the rare occasion Mrs. Willoughby let it loose. He liked to imagine it spilling down as she was on all fours, sucking his dick all the way to the root while one of the other guys fucked her. She was the epitome of a MILF, and just like Dennis, Grant, Carver, and Ricardo, he had countless fantasies of April in just about every position.



None of the guys thought they had a chance but Kellen. They were all over eighteen now – he himself was nineteen – and that brought with it tantalizing new possibilities. Of course, he’d never risk his friendship with Mark. Not even for the hottest woman on the planet. Mark was the best of all of them. Grant looked the kindest of the bunch but hid a darker, dominant side that some of their girlfriends had loved. Mark, Mark was genuinely kind and decent. Back when Carver was still an outcast, Mark stood up for him and got beat up pretty good for it. He had a dozen opportunities to cheat on Brynne and never did. The rest of them could be assholes at times but Mark was always the one guiding them back. Kellen would never risk that friendship.



“Mrs. Willoughby,” Kellen called, but she didn’t hear him. He slid through the mass of guests and up the stairs after her. She was just ducking past a red rope and into a guest bedroom. Kellen ignored the polite “stay out” implication of the red rope, ducked under it, and headed in to see Mrs. Willoughby crying in front of a mirror.



“Hey, Mrs. Willoughby,” Kellen said quietly.



“Oh, hey, Kellen,” she said, turning and favoring him with the smile that gave him wet dreams when he was younger.



“I’m sorry. I know you probably wanted some privacy…”



“No, no, I’m glad you’re here.” She came and hugged him, and like always, the feel of her breasts against him sent him hurtling towards hardness. “It was you boys I was thinking about when I…” Her words faded.



He hugged her back. “It can’t be easy, Mark leaving tomorrow.”



“No, it isn’t,” she said, pulling back. “But he’s going to have so much fun, and he gets to spend some time with his dad, and… it’s good. It’s really fine.”



“Hey, you don’t have to pretend around us. It sucks. We don’t want him to go either.”



Mrs. Willoughby laughed and sat on the edge of the bed, one that Kellen had slept in many, many times. She patted the comforter beside her, and Kellen sat with her, roping an arm around her shoulders. It was a friendly gesture, warm and welcoming, and though he liked the feel of her in his arms, it was only meant to comfort.



“I hate this party,” she mumbled.



“What?” Kellen asked, laughing. “Didn’t you plan it?”



“No, this was Perry and his family. I mean some of it was the PTA and all that, like the lanterns, but the food, the invites… ugh. I want something smaller. Something that means something.” She turned and grinned at him. “I want to celebrate my block boys.”



“Who says we can’t? What about the day after tomorrow? What are you doing then?”



“Nothing. I have absolutely nothing to do while Mark’s gone. Probably even while he’s back.”



“Well, then, perfect. The guys and I will come around. But it’s not going to be a party for us. It’s going to be a Mrs. Willoughby party.”



“Whaaat?” she asked, grinning. Kellen knew she liked the idea even if she were to protest. Mrs. Willoughby always liked being the center of attention and he knew the guys were going to love making her feel like a queen.



“Yeah. Yeah, day after tomorrow. We’ll say… one o’clock.”



“You are too much, Kellen. But thank you. The company… I’m not going to lie, it would be nice.”



She turned her head to lean in and kiss his cheek. It might have been his imagination, but Kellen thought Mrs. Willoughby held the kiss a moment longer than she normally would have. He wanted so badly to turn his head and chase those pink lips, to guide her onto her back and never stop kissing her until he had his fingers in her panties and…



She patted his knee. “Come on. We should get back before we cause a stir. A handsome young man disappearing into a bedroom with the older, innocent woman. What would people say?”



“Be fun to find out,” Kellen said, and winked. She blushed.
 Hm
 , he thought to himself, and pushed harder. “Could even make some noises for them to remember us by.”



“Oh, you,” she gasped, and spun to leave. But the coy look Mrs. Willoughby gave him over her shoulder, combined with the blush and the kiss landing just a second too long made him dizzy. Maybe he was reading the signals wrong, but Kellen didn’t think so.



His friend’s mom, the one he’d lusted after for so long, was at least a little attracted to him.



Holy shit.



Kellen followed her back downstairs, and she guided him out to the backyard, where Mark was seated in a semi-circle of old men, including his sixty-something father. Mark came from old money, and a lot of it. They all knew he’d probably wind up doing something with his family’s company, but Mark never really seemed excited about it. Despite his grumblings about his father, he lived for Perry’s compliments and attention and there would be no better way for him to earn his father’s pride than by taking up the reins when he retired.



Mark spotted Kellen and said, “Sorry, I need to run and talk to Kellen. Be right back.”



“Now, this is important-” one of the men said, but Mark smiled blandly at him and shot to his feet anyways, going to Kellen.



“Get me out of here for a minute,” he muttered, and Kellen pulled him away.



They wound up out front with a pair of sodas in hand. Mark drove a stubby truck, and they pulled down the tailgate and sat up on it, kicking their feet as Mark read the card from Kellen and his parents. He stuffed away the pair of twenties and hugged his friend with one arm.



“Thanks, man.”



“Thank my parents. You’ll get my present when you get back.” Kellen glanced around to make sure no one was in earshot, and said quietly, “Courtney heard about your breakup. She wants you and me to double stuff her.”



“You’re fucking with me,” Mark said, a little in awe. Courtney was the hottest girl in their class and was still a virgin, so far as anyone knew.



“Dead serious. It’s cliché but she doesn’t want to go to college a virgin.”



“Best friend in the world,” Mark said, and they cheered each other with their sodas.



“Oh, just so you know, I talked to your mom on the way in. She seemed really down, so I told her we’d come by the day after tomorrow and throw her a party. Kind of a reverse graduation thing.”



“That’s awesome. Thank you. You guys will look out for her this summer?”



“You know it,” Kellen said, thinking about that kiss on the cheek and her playful look.



“What, no dirty jokes?” Mark asked. He was used to the other guys ribbing him about how hot his mom was. No one else in their class could have gotten away with those kind of jokes but them.



“Nah. I don’t want you to think we’re going to make it weird while you’re gone.”



“I don’t know, maybe you should,” Mark said.



Kellen set his soda down on the tailgate and looked at Mark. The other boy studiously ignored him. “That’s pretty funny.”



“I’m serious.”



Kellen was silent. “What are we talking about?”



Mark drew a deep breath, and let it out slowly. “I don’t ever, ever, ever want to hear the details. But you and I both know my dad’s cheated on Mom since day one. She’s going to be miserable here alone, and my dad’s going to be buried in European pussy.” He looked sideways at Kellen. “You guys are the best I know. If something was to happen, I’m saying… I don’t know what I’m saying. But if any of you hurt her, I’d kill you.”



Kellen breathed, “You are serious.”



“Yeah. I am. I don’t hate my dad. But he can be a cruel bastard sometimes and not even know it. My mom deserves to have some fun. That’s it.” Mark pushed off the truck and Kellen followed in a moment, staring at Mark. They grabbed their sodas and closed up the tailgate. Mark came in for a hug, and they never spoke of that conversation again.



* * *



Kellen texted the four others the moment Mark’s house was out of view. He felt shellshocked and impossibly warm, like he might burst into flames at any moment. His cock wanted to burst through his pants. This was going to happen or they were going to fall on their faces spectacularly. Either way, it was going to be wild.



First he asked if anyone had fucked around since their last party. They all got tested after that together, the way they usually did. No one had, and immediately he was bombarded with questions about why he was asking. Kellen grinned, and told them.



None of them believed him. Not a single one. But it didn’t matter. Kellen asked them all not to sleep with anyone that night or the day after, and promised them if he didn’t come through on Mrs. Willoughby, he would walk up and down their streets buck naked while the other guys threw water balloons at him. No one wanted to agree. They all had some pussy lined up for that night, Kellen included.



If we have a chance and Mark’s ok with it
 , he texted,
 it’s worth the wait.



Dennis was the first to text back.
 This is no bullshit?



Even if we don’t have sex with her, she needs us. Just a couple days so we know we’re all clean.



Fuck
 , Carver wrote.
 Had to play that card.



One by one, they wrote back that they were in. All of them would come through for Mrs. Willoughby. Miracle of miracles, they all kept it in their pants that night.



Mark left so early he wouldn’t have expected all of them to show up to see him off, but that wasn’t the guys’ style. They waited outside his house and gave him a procession to the edge of the airport in a parking lot for a coffee shop. There they gave him a round of hugs, and when Kellen caught Mark’s eye, his friend nodded. Kellen nodded back. When the Willoughbys headed into the airport complex, the remaining friends circled Kellan.



“You were serious,” Ricardo said. “That nod, that’s what it was?”



“Yeah,” Kellen said. “He doesn’t ever want to hear a thing about it. But he’s okay if it happens.”



“Jesus,” Carver said. “Best. Friend. Ever.”



“No shit,” Kellen said. He dug in his car for a notebook and passed out half-sheets of paper. “We’re making this a real party. Everyone’s responsible for something. Ricardo, Carver, I want you guys on food. Shit she likes.” He jabbed Carver in the chest. “Hear me? No goddamn poutine pizza or shrimp fries or some shit. Normal people… agh, you know what, fuck it, you’re on party favors.”



“Probably a good idea,” Carver agreed, and took a different page from him. On it were listed balloons, streamers, letters, all the regular party stuff.



“I’ll go with Ricky,” Grant said, and Kellen gave him the food page he previously gave Carver. He glanced it over and nodded. “I can do this.” To Ricardo, “Is ice cream cake on your list? She loves that.”



“Good call,” Ricky said. “Should I pick it up or you?”



“Me, since I came up with the idea.”



Kellen listened to all this and passed Dennis the other party favor list. Dennis looked it over and stuffed it away. He said, “We’re going to need lube, wipes-”



Kellen interrupted him by holding up his own page. Those very items and a half dozen others were written on there. “Whoever slaps my palms fastest gets to take her out to breakfast or garage sale hunting or whatever tomorrow while the rest of us decorate and get her place ready.”



He held out his fists. All the guys readied themselves, and he opened his hands. Ricardo and Grant gave him low fives first, but Carver was right there and groused about it. Dennis didn’t even try. “You’re going to need someone tall unless you want to be carrying around a ladder.”



“Thanks.”



“Holy shit, we’re going to try this, aren’t we?” Carver asked, his eyes gleaming.



“Yeah,” Kellen said. “We are. One last big firework to set off before we go our separate ways.”



“We sleep with her, this is going to stretch beyond tomorrow. She’s not just a hookup,” Grant said. “We’re too close to her.”



“We have to be careful,” Ricky agreed. “But what are our rules?”



“What do you mean?” Dennis asked.



“If we get her alone, what then? What if one of us has a chance away from the others? Or do we take her all together?”



“I think we get what we can get,” Grant said. “But we try to set things up for everyone else. No one shoves their way into a situation. If she, ah, needs help in the kitchen, one of us goes in, not all five of us. But if we’re sitting around and one of us starts making out with her and she’s into it, fuck it, let’s go with it and all get in there.”



“I like that,” Ricardo said, and everyone agreed.



Kellen looked them all over. “Thanks for listening to me on this.” He ran a hand through his hair and laughed. “Holy shit. Mrs. Willoughby.”



“Mrs. Willoughby,” all the guys sighed as one.



* * *



April got a text from Ricardo the next morning telling her not to have breakfast. She was going to be his and Grant’s brunch date. She responded with a smiley face and a heart, and they agreed on eleven o’clock.



While Kellen might have been the handsomest of the guys, Ricky and Grant’s boyish charms held their own special appeal, and the way their tees fitted to their eighteen-year-old frames definitely didn’t hurt much either. Such young, taut bodies dampened the pain of missing her son, and she let them take her arms in theirs as they strolled up to one of her favorite breakfast nooks. Grant held the door open for her, and she murmured, “Thank you, boys.”



“It’s our pleasure, Mrs. Willoughby,” Grant said, and leaned in to kiss her cheek. He definitely held the kiss a second or two long, and she blushed. Ricky did the same on the other side, and oh Lord, how the heat flooded her. They drew some stares as they walked through the restaurant. The guys looked good in their tight shirts and khakis, and April flaunted what she had in a ruffled blue skirt that ended well above her knees and a white tank that bared her tight tummy. Maybe the outfit showed off a lot of skin, but April was feeling it that morning and had been ever since Kellen got her alone and she very nearly made out with him.



The moment still held her confused and rapt, all at once. Kellen caught her in an emotional state of mind. That probably explained the lust swirling through April when he sat on the bed with her. Well, that, and his handsome, muscular frame being so close. God, if he pressed it and tried to kiss her, she might have given in. Might have given Kellen just about anything he wanted in that moment. She needed a man so badly. It had been months.



They took seats on either side of her at a table, and after a sip of coffee, she asked, “Where are the other guys?”



“Running some errands,” both guys said as though they’d rehearsed it.



April held up her phone, screen out. On the display was her in-home security camera app, which could show a live feed of the entry and stairs to the second floor. The guys were putting up decorations on the walls and along the bannisters.



“Oh really?” April asked, and put the phone away again.



“We want today to be special for you,” Grant said.



Ricardo nodded. “Pretend to be surprised.”



April laughed lightly. “I will. Thank you, guys.”



She reached out and squeezed their knees. Ricky, ever the adventurous and bold one, dropped his hand to hers and kept it in place. Grant, oblivious, patted the other one and picked up his cup of tea. Ricky brought her hand up higher on his hip, caught her look, and grinned when she kicked him gently under the table. He let go, and they settled in to eat.



They took their time, and afterwards, went miniature golfing at a fun outdoor course. The breeze kicked up April’s skirt and she always pretended to be chaste about it, yelping and pulling it back down, but secretly she was pleased at the way Ricardo and Grant started to fall behind her on purpose, waiting for an errant glance at her pink bikini briefs. A wicked thought crossed April’s mind, and on the twelfth hole, when she sank a putt, she purposefully bent over to retrieve her ball instead of kneeling, drawing both guys’ gazes to her ass perfectly on display.



“Oops,” April said, standing back upright and smoothing down her skirt. “Sorry. Forgot this is a little short.”



“It’s fine,” Grant said.



“Fine?” Ricardo asked. “Shit, Mrs. Willoughby, you have the best ass I’ve ever seen.”



“Ricky!” she gasped, but as pleased as a cat with milk.



The logical part of her brain, the one that told her these were Mark’s friends and messing around with them would be one of the dumbest things she’d ever done, clashed heartily with pure need and April’s impulsive nature. When it came to school functions and parental needs, April’s mind was a steel trap. When it came to making logical, sane personal decisions, like, oh, not letting a rich stranger fuck her without a condom when she was still in college, April was hopelessly lost. She was not a bimbo. She knew exactly what she was doing flirting with these guys and how much of a mistake it would be.



But oh God, how the looks on their handsome, young faces drove April wild.



When Grant, a few holes later, stood behind her and slowly eased his putter up between her legs, April gasped. She spun, pretending more mock outrage, but she knew the truth of it. If that had been Grant’s fingers or, God forgive her, his cock, he would have known how wet she was for them both. And if he’d pressed, she probably would have bent right over for him and let him take her however he wanted to. Ricky too.



April Willoughby, the class hot mom, burned for her son’s friends, and she knew, no matter how much she might consciously try to tell herself otherwise, that if this flirting kept up, she’d be fucking each and every one of them before the summer was through.



She had no idea what the day had in store for her.



* * *



“I’m just saying,” Carver said, hauling a box of food out of the back of his Forester, “she comes in, sees me in a Speedo, and bam, instead of playing around, instant bedroom action.”



Dennis sighed. “Do you even own a Speedo?”



“Well, no. I could borrow one of-”



“Nope,” Dennis said.



“But…”



“No.”



“You and your logic ruin everything good in this world you know that?”



“I aim to please,” Dennis said. Despite that, he couldn’t help crack a grin. The pair of them had always been something of a team, much like Grant and Ricky or Kellen and Mark. Dennis might treat Carver like his idiot brother, but it really was just a show.



They hauled in the last of the appetizers, bought from a couple of April’s favorite restaurants. It was the last real step before Grant and Ricardo brought her home to begin the party. Kellen greeted them at the door and held it open for them.



“We went a little overboard,” Dennis said.



“For Mrs. Willoughby, there’s no such thing,” Kellen said. “Grant texted. They’re on their way.”



The living room was decorated with pictures of Mrs. Willoughby and the guys. The pictures hung from letters on the bannister of the stairs, reading “THANK YOU MRS. W!” Streamers criss-crossed the kitchen and dining room ceilings. Thirty balloons floated from wherever they could find room for them. In the backyard, they set up some lawn games. Even if they didn’t wind up sleeping with her, this was still going to be fun.



They set out the ordered appetizers on Mrs. Willoughby’s buffet next to an assortment of chips, dip, and snacks. More food waited in the fridge. Kellen had the idea they could make homemade pizzas together like they used to when they were younger. It was maybe dumb and sentimental but all the guys liked it. The freezer held the ice cream cake.



“The lube and stuff?” Dennis asked Kellen.



“Upstairs in the master bathroom. In the cabinet.”



Carver popped open one container and chewed on a soft pretzel stick. “We are really going to try this, aren’t we?”



“Yeah, man, we are,” Kellen said.



A few minutes later, a honk outside signified the end of one era of their lives. Dennis slapped Carver’s back, and the three of them headed for the door to welcome Mrs. Willoughby and change their relationship forever.



* * *



“Happy graduation, Mrs. Willoughby!” the five chimed.



April’s hand rose to her breast as she took in the decorations and the smell of something tasty wafting from the kitchen. “You guys!” she cried out. “This is too much!”



“For you, it’s never too much,” Carver said.



“Hey, that’s my line,” Kellen grumbled.



April hugged them all in turn, and gave each of them a kiss on the cheek. They paraded her into the kitchen to get a bite to eat while the appetizers were still fresh. When they explained they wanted to make personal pizzas later, April sprung a few tears.



“During Perry’s party for Mark,” she said, dabbing at her cheeks, “that was exactly what I was thinking I would rather be doing with you guys. So it’s the perfect idea. I just want to tell you all how very proud I am of everything you’ve done and everything you’re going to do.”



“We wouldn’t be who we are without you,” Dennis said, and the other guys nodded and echoed him.



There was a long moment of silence, each of them looking at Mrs. Willoughby, caught for a moment in a low simmer. She filled out that tank so well, and the skirt rode high enough on her to show off those tanned thighs. They each stared, and wanted, and despite having been with a lot of young women, none of the guys knew how to begin things.



It was Carver who broke the silence. He said, “Well, we’re not getting a party started if we don’t have some music thumping.” He bellowed for a smart device to play some premade music he arranged the night before. A silly, danceable classic started up and he bolted to his feet, bopping his head and making like he was swimming through the water around the table to Mrs. Willoughby. She laughed and allowed herself to be pulled up.



“I should take care of the leftovers,” she started to protest, but then Carver had her in his hands in a ludicrous tango. He was actually pretty skilled at classical dancing thanks a desire to stay out of gym class and an option to take that instead. She let herself be pulled along, laughing and molding to the young man.



Kellen grinned and took up the remaining food. He headed for the kitchen and put everything away while the other guys pushed the table and chairs aside.to make room. Grant hurried into the kitchen and said to Kellen, “You were right. She’s primed to go.”



“This morning went okay?”



“Oh yeah. She flashed her ass at us about four or five times. Let us fool around with her some too.”



Kellen nodded towards the dining room. Grant nodded back, clapped his shoulder, and they headed back in there.



The guys formed a semi-circle around April and Carver. He twirled her, and she wound up with her butt against him. He dipped her sideways, first one direction, then the other, and looped his arms around her waist. She looked back at him over her shoulder, good humor in those eyes, and he said, “Ricky!”



He twirled her again, this time towards the young man in question, and Ricky took her in his arms. He was the only one who could match Carver’s natural talents but was more of a modern dancer. Her hips shimmied side to side, a smooth roll that drew every guy’s eyes down. She grinned, her cheeks flushing, and Ricky got up on her, looping his arms over her shoulders and dancing nearly forehead to forehead, unashamedly looking down at April’s body. She wove her own arms around his shoulders, marveling at the lean muscularity of him,



His hands dipped down to her back, nearly to her ass, and Ricky whispered in her ear, “You were driving us crazy earlier. Tease.”



She grinned and twirled away from him, making him groan. Into Kellen’s arms she went,, and he gripped her bared waist while she writhed. Her hands went high in the air and she trailed one hand down along her hair, her neck, her breast, her waist. The other hand slowly followed, winding up on his shoulder, and she pulled herself in and twisted, her ass against his hardening prick. She felt him and gasped. He kept her tight, grinding his cock against the cleft of her ass, and whispered into her ear, “That’s for you, Mrs. Willoughby.”



She turned again, eyes blazing, and trailed her fingers down his cheek to his pecs before she pushed him back and went to Dennis. The tall man reached for her tentatively. “I don’t dance all that well,” he said, blushing.



“It’s all right, baby, just let me do the work,” April said, realizing what she’d just called him and not caring. She had an idea where this was all heading. It was just a matter of teasing their way there.



She took his arms and pulled them around her, down to her lower back. Dennis groaned as she tightened in close, her big breasts brushing his torso. She kicked one leg out and dipped, tossing her hair back when she slinked her way back upright. Of all of them so far, he was the hardest and readiest, and she pressed her thighs together in her excitement at his need.



Grant was last, and she came to him breathless and flushed. He wasted no time putting his hands on her hips, pulling her in tight. His cock rubbed against her stomach through his shorts, and she moaned.



“You want this, don’t you?” he whispered in her ear. His hand dropped to her ass and squeezed, and she ground tighter against him. “I can’t wait to taste this ass before we fuck you.”



Grant, the sweet one, the kind one, and he was whispering such dirty things to her. The heat in her intensified, and if she ground against him much longer, she was in serious danger of taking this too far too fast.



The song ended, and she twirled to the center of them, hands all over herself, grinning at all of them as she spun slowly. Her neighborhood boys, all men now, all ready for her. They didn’t hide their bulges. Didn’t hide the looks of desire. Ricky stepped forward, and she knew if he touched her, she’d let them do whatever they wanted. So instead, she said, “Whew. I need to cool down.”



“Should we take this to the pool?” Kellen asked, looking around.



Dennis groaned, but they agreed. April’s eyes twinkled. “I’ll make us up a couple pitchers of daiquiris, if you boys promise we can keep all this between us.”



“None of us would ever say a word,” Grant said, and she believed him just as she knew they weren’t talking about the drinks.



“I’ll help you,” Kellen offered, and April thought the rest of the guys might have cheerfully murdered him from the glares they gave him. She grinned and came to Kellen, running her fingers along his muscular chest.



“Why, that would be appreciated. Thank you, Kellen.”



* * *



With the music still playing, April shimmied from cupboard to cupboard, pulling out her blender, and all the ingredients. When she reached up for the bottle of rum, her skirt pulled up far enough to show off her ass. April looked over her shoulder and yes, Kellen was most definitely staring.



“Oops. I need to be more careful. An old woman like me shouldn’t be showing off her butt like this.”



Kellen came to her and shamelessly reached down to caress one of her cheeks through her skirt. “I think you and I both know this is one of the finest asses in town.”



“Naughty boy,” she breathed. He leaned down to kiss her but she pulled away, grinning. “Get me six cups of ice.”



He got out a measuring cup and scooped out ice from the freezer. She had the blender right in front of her, so he came up behind April and ground his hard prick against her ass as he reached around and dropped the ice in. Same with the second cup, and this time she pressed her ass back against him with a pleased moan.



The third time, Kellen grew bolder, and plucked an ice cube from the cup. When he ground against her ass, he dropped the ice cube down her cleavage, and murmured into her ear, “Whoops. Let me get that.”



He slid a hand up through her tank, snagged the ice cube, and brushed it against the base of her breasts through the strapless bra. She shivered in his arms, and looked over her shoulder.



“I think you found it,” April whispered.



The fourth cup, this time, he traced a cube along her neck and slipped down further, tugging Mrs. Willoughby’s bra down away from her nipples. They poked against the fabric of her tank, and her breath caught as he slid the ice cube along the tip of one. The cube rattled to the floor and was replaced by his palm. He cupped her tit and thrust against her ass.



“You should know a couple things,” he whispered into her ear.



“W-what?” April asked, nearly panting as she added the last of the ingredients save the missing cups of ice to the blender.



“We got tested a couple weeks ago. All of us had hookups planned for graduation night but none of us did anything.” He pulled his hand free of her top and turned her around. April stared up into his eyes as he leaned in and kissed her gently. She shivered against him, and he kissed her again, more insistently this time. His lips moved to her cheek, to her earlobe, and he sucked it into his mouth. Her hand slid across his back, down, down to Kellen’s ass, and she squeezed it, moaning wordlessly.



He murmured, “All of us wanted to be clean for you, Mrs. Willoughby. So we could feel your wet hot pussy around us. Are you on the pill?”



She should say no. She didn’t know if she could trust any of them to honestly be safe like that, but the thought of all five of the guys coming inside her made April so fucking hot she couldn’t stand it. She whimpered out, “The shot. I’m safe.”



“Good,” he murmured. He hesitated, questioning whether he should talk about the next part. “Make the daiquiris. Then I’m going to help you pick out a bikini.”



She licked her lips, and nodded. They made the strawberry daiquiris, and she brought them out to the other guys while Kellen loped upstairs to her bedroom. The four others had dressed in the pool house. They all kept spare swim trunks there and were horsing around the pool. Staring at her nipples poking through her tank, they invited her to come join them, and she told them she would as soon as she’d changed.



When April came back in and up the stairs, Kellen sat on the edge of her bed. He watched her with a hungry look to him, and she blushed as she went to the drawers where she kept her swimsuits and lingerie.



“No one pieces,” Kellen said. “I want you showing off your body. You worked hard for it and we want to see it.”



“Whatever happened to my sweet Kellen?”



“Your sweet Kellen has been fantasizing about you for a long, long time, and he’s going to fuck you senseless all summer long.”



She looked away from him. “You’re Mark’s friends. I… I’m going to hurt him so badly.”



“No. You’re not. He doesn’t want to hear about it, doesn’t ever want to acknowledge it, but he gave us his blessing.”



“That sounds like a line if I’ve ever heard one.”



“Mrs. Willoughby, as much as I want you, and holy fuck, do I want you, Mark’s my best friend. Have I ever tried to hurt him?”



“No,” she said, pulling out her bikinis.



“Do you think I ever would?”



“No.”



“He knows who his father is and what Perry’s been doing behind your back. We all know. And it’s fucking criminal to leave a woman like you for anyone else in this world. Mark knows us. We broke a couple hearts here and there, but he knows there’s no one else that’s going to love you more in the morning than the five of us. There’s no need to feel guilty about this. You say no, we’ll all back off. I swear to you, at any time, that’s true. We love you and we want you to be happy in every way we can make you.” He looked in her eyes and grinned. “So tell me no and I’ll go tell the guys we have a fun party and that’s all it will be.”



She didn’t. Instead, April turned for the dresser, and began to pull out bikinis. She held the tops up to her chest, demure at first. Kellen shook his head at the ones that covered too much, the chaste ones – insofar as a woman as busty as Mrs. Willoughby could be chaste in anything that revealed her body.



Finally, April quit toying with him, and plucked out the three. These were the heartstoppers, the ones that could barely be called fabric. “Black… yellow… or blue?” she murmured, holding them up.



“Jesus,” Kellen groaned. “Yellow.”



She grinned. The one he picked would reveal the most, the triangles barely big enough to cover her big nipples. When she had her boobs touched up a few years ago, the doctor convinced her to get the nipples done too, but she kept half the size of the areolas. It was a nice reminder of her motherhood, of the changes her body had once gone through, and it looked sexy as hell to her. The doctor, who feasted on those tits when it was safe to do so again, told her with his spent cock still buried in her cunt she made the right choice. She agreed, then talked him into pussy reconstruction surgery at half the price with a vigorous and messy blowjob.



“Go have fun with the others,” April said. “I’ll be down in a minute.”



“Don’t need help?” Kellen asked.



She came to him, giving her hips a little extra wiggle. He stared up at her, losing some of his bravado, and April leaned down to trace his hardness through his slacks with the tips of her fingers. Mm, but he was big. Too bad she wanted to tease him just a little longer.



“Thank you,” she said, then gave him a squeeze just tight enough to be uncomfortable. “But that wouldn’t be fair to your friends now, would it?”



Kellen plunged his lips against hers. He was a great kisser, his lips eager but not too forceful, his tongue teasing her with tiny swipes. Her hand still on his cock, she stroked him a few times and he groaned against her. She giggled throatily and pulled back.



Without a word, Kellen stood up. He looked like he might pounce on her, and April wasn’t entirely sure she’d deny him if he did. Instead, he headed for the bedroom door, looking back over his shoulder and stopping only when April wiggled her skirt down around her curvy ass.



“Fuck,” he groaned, and headed back downstairs.



April ran a hand over her bikini briefs. “I sure hope so.”



* * *



Dennis, Kellen, and Grant were seated around the pool with their feet in the water when she came out, each of them with a daiquiri in hand. Ricky, never one to miss an opportunity to get in a workout, was doing laps, though lazily. Carver was rubbing suntan lotion onto his broad expanse of a belly, and fumbled the bottle when he saw her step out onto the patio.



“Jesus,” he said.



The guys all gaped at April, even Kellen.



The yellow bikini was a size too small – deliberately purchased that way. Her breasts strained against it, leaving April’s tits nearly bared and spilling out all around the tiny sliver of fabric. A see-through peach colored wrap around her waist did nothing to hide the tiny bikini bottoms. She let down her hair and touched up her makeup, leaving her feeling like a goddess, especially with the guys all staring at her.



“Mrs. Willoughby,” Dennis said, his throat tight. “You look… holy shit.”



“Why, thank you, Dennis. You boys all look very ‘holy shittish’ too.”



Ricky and Grant cracked up at that. Dennis made amends by hopping up and pouring what little remained of the daiquiri pitcher into a cup, then bringing her his full one. She rewarded him with a peck on the cheek.



“Carver, it looks like you’ve got the right idea. Mind helping me with some of that?”



“Me?” Carver asked. “Not Dennis? Or Kellen? Or, or, or…”



“You,” she confirmed, and headed for a lounge chair. Someone had stacked a tower of towels on an end table nearby. She drank deep of her daiquiri, set it beside the towels, and stretched out luxuriously on her stomach, her ass on full display to the guys with the exception of what little was covered by her teeny thong. She kicked up one leg nearly to her butt and looked over her shoulder at Carver, pulling down her sunglasses just far enough to wink at him.



“Me,” Carver breathed, and jogged for her, the lotion in hand.



Dennis jumped into the water and stopped Ricky as Carver poured a heap of lotion into his palms, looking at his friends the whole time. He’d been with a few girls – more than most of them had, actually – but seemed as scared as a rabbit as he began with April’s shoulders. Kellen made a rolling gesture with his finger.
 Go on.



“Don’t forget my neck, now. It burns so easily,” April said. She reached behind her and pulled her hair aside.



“You should wear your hair down more often,” Carver said, slowly working his fingers up to her neck. “It looks good this way.”



“Thank you, Carver.”



April wondered why none of the other guys were crowding in. Nerves, maybe? Or maybe they just wanted to watch? She wasn’t sure and didn’t mind. A few glances their way confirmed they were staring right at the cleft of her ass. And Carver, nervous though he might be, really was doing a fine job with the lotion, rubbing it in with firm strokes of his thumbs, giving her a nice tease of a massage along the way across her back and down lower. She relaxed into the chair, wondering how much sideboob was on display. The thought made her grin.



She couldn’t decide what was more pleasurable. Carver’s motions grew steadier, more confident, and his big hands on her warm skin were a definite delight. But so too were the guys watching and murmuring to each other. As she relaxed into the massage, she closed her eyes and let the fantasies of what was to come cross her mind. She thought first of Grant’s promise to taste her ass, something no guy had done for her in nearly a decade. She thought about Kellen’s cock pressed against her ass, his hands all over her tits when he was supposed to bringing her ice. That drew a shiver and a silent moan from her, and her legs parted. The guys’ murmuring grew louder, and Carver paused, staring down at April before he started in on her lower back.



And what about Ricky? Mm, but he would look good slurping on her pussy, wouldn’t he? Maybe him and Grant together, one on each side. This time, her moan was more audible, and heat tingled her spine. Carver squirted more lotion into his hands and worked her arms, blatantly brushing the sides of April’s breasts on his way back up to her shoulders. She whimpered at that, and his hands sought out the skin under the straps of her bikini. She reached behind her back and undid the knot, keeping the bikini underneath her. It was only a fraction more skin, but she heard at least a couple of the guys draw in sharp breaths and nearly giggled to herself. Guys and the promise of her tits. It was like bees to a flower.



Carver finished quickly along her bikini top lines, then hesitated for just a moment before sliding his hands down to her sides. He started with more lotion on her abs, then slowly trailed his hands up to the sides of her breasts. He tensed and froze like that, and oh God, April was tempted to turn over and tell him to fuck her tits or jam his cock into her mouth.



Instead, she waited a moment longer sand said quietly, “I think there are other parts of me that need some attention too.”



“Right,” Carver croaked.



He lifted his hands and brought them to April’s thighs. His thumbs brushed close to her pussy and she wished he’d tug her bottoms down or off and fuck her right there. She was going to burn up she was so turned on. Her breath caught in her throat when his thumbs traveled upward, across the soft expanse of her curvy ass.



“Jesus,” she heard Ricky mutter. The guys pushed away from the pool and came closer to get a better look. They kept their distance but they were watching the pair intently as Carver squirted more lotion into his hands and kneaded April’s cheeks. His breaths were harsh and ragged, but then again, so were hers.



Carver dipped lower on the backs of her thighs, down to the ticklish spot behind April’s knee, and she giggled and kicked, maybe more for show than any actual ticklishness in the intensely erotic moment. His fingers trailed down her calves, then he lifted up each leg in turn, kneading the muscles there. His massage skills were unrefined but he had one hell of a good foundation. When he reached her feet, April was so relaxed she didn’t feel ticklish at all as he worked his thumbs across them.



“There you go,” Carver said, pulling back.



“What are you talking about?” April murmured. “You’re only half done.”



“Oh fuck,” Dennis said.



She turned over, holding her top to her breasts. Her legs spread apart and the guys all zeroed in on her pussy lips, visible along the sides of her thong. “I think you’re enjoying this, Mrs. Willoughby,” Grant said, his hand sliding into his trunks.



“I think you are too,” April said, grinning.



Carver swallowed and started where he left off with April’s feet. He worked faster now, his fingers more erratic, and she pushed her sunglasses down.



“Now, take your time, honey,” she said. “I don’t want you missing an inch of me.”



“Sure,” Carver said.



He slowed down and began to get into his groove again. Now, facing him, she could see the immense bulge in his swim trunks, and tried not to lick her lips. Carver worked his way up to her knees, staring up into her eyes. His throat jumped as he traced her hips, stopping only to pour more lotion into his hands. God, April was so wet for him, her Carver, her son’s goofy friend.  Her lips parted involuntarily as his hands neared her upper thighs, rubbing long, easy circles into her skin and she burned for him, would have told him yes, take her, take her right the fuck now had he only touched her.



But Carver, despite his shyness at first, seemed to realize this, and with his face hidden from the other guys, he winked at her as his fingers slid near her pussy. The other guys sucked in their breath, muttered to themselves, peered closer. But instead of peeling down her bikini bottoms, Carver slipped instead to April’s stomach, running his glistening hands across her toned abs. Ricky actually groaned with disappointment.



The young man wasn’t done yet, though. His hands kept skimming her stomach, getting every inch of April. He teased her belly button, and she grinned up at him. Higher still, almost to her breasts, almost touching her top barely kept in place. It was still unknotted and only her hand kept it from slipping off. Carver’s hands brushed the base of April’s big perky breasts, and this time it was April’s turn to moan. She wanted his lips around her nipples, wanted him sucking her, licking her. She nearly tugged the fabric away but had a better idea, a more wicked one. Later, she thought, underestimating what Carver had planned for her.



He worked the tops of her breasts with just his thumbs, his breaths harder and harder. He did her arms and shoulders quickly, then moved on to her face. He pulled off her sunglasses and traced her with as delicate strokes as if he was painting a picture.



“Almost done,” he said, and set aside the bottle.



She arched an eyebrow as Carver reached for a towel. “What do you mean?”



He didn’t respond, not until he’d wiped off the excess lotion. Then he looked up and down her body and stepped in close again. He said with a quiet growl. “You wanted me to make sure I got every inch.”



With that, Carver, her sweet, silly Carver, slipped his hand down into her bikini bottoms and got the party truly started.



“Holy shit,” Grant said.



April gasped, and nearly slapped her thighs together against his hand. Instead, she looked down in utter shock as Carver slid two big fingers into her wet folds. He added a third, then dropped down and kissed her with a hunger she’d never seen from him before. His lips were insistent and took her own, and she loved it, whimpering against his lips as he began to fingerfuck her, the woman of their dreams.



“Get it, Carver!” Ricky said.



“How is she?” Dennis asked, his hand now jammed into his trunks. He and Grant were both openly jacking off, though they still wore their trunks.



“Tight. Wet.” Carver pulled his fingers from Mrs. Willoughby and tasted one. “Delicious.”



He slipped his hand back in, and four fingers pushed inside her. He was not gentle or slow and April didn’t want him to be. She slid her own hand down into her bottoms, playing with her clit as she looked up at Carver, her mouth open.



“Oh fuck, baby, keep that up and I’m going to come so fast,” she whimpered.



“Move the fabric. We want to see her pussy,” Grant said, and it was still so damn jolting to hear the most boyish-looking of the bunch so damn dirty in his speech. April knew he was eighteen but still it shook her to her core, and not in an entirely unpleasant way. Imagining him fucking her and talking dirty to her while that sweet face hovered above her nearly did it for her alone, not to mention the fingers seesawing in and out of her wet cunt.



Carver did, breaking away just long enough to peel the yellow fabric aside. As he punched his fingers back into April, the other guys gaped at her big pink lips and her need so very apparent.



“Jesus, she’s soaked,” Dennis said. He sounded dreamy, detached. “This is the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.”



“Wet… nnngh, fuck, for all… of you…” April whimpered. “Oh fuck, oh, Carver, oh my Carver, I’m going to come, I’m going to come so fucking hard…”



Carver’s fingers intensified, and now he jerked down the fabric of her bikini top. The guys gasped and groaned in equal measure, and every single one of them excepting Carver dropped a hand into their shorts, jerking off to the sight of her magnificent tits.



“Talk to me, talk to me, tell me you want me,” April begged Carver.



“Fuck, Mrs. Willoughby, you know I do, you know I always have, you’re the hottest fucking mom in town. I’m never going to want to stop fucking you.”



“Yes!” she gasped. “Never… never stop! Never stop fucking ME!”



She cried out, a wordless, sharp pang of need. Her pleasure was an explosion, a full-bodied thing that rocked her until she shook from it. Her butt jumped and she thrust her pussy against Carver’s fingers, coming, convulsing around him. Her wetness bathed his fingers.



“Oh fuck! Oh Carver!”



“Did she come?” Ricky asked. “Holy shit, did she come?”



“Yeah,” Carver said, his own shorts dropping. He kept fingering her while he stroked himself with his left hand, grunting in futile frustration at having to use his off-hand, too far gone to think about swapping.



April focused on his big tip and gasped, “Oh my God, baby, that’s… that’s very nice.”



“All of it’s for you, Mrs. Willoughby,” Carver said.



“Get the lotion. You missed a couple spots and I think I can help you at the same time.”



Carver jerked his fingers out of her and sucked them down as he went for the sunscreen. When he brought it back, April dipped lower on the chair, and spread her legs wide.



“Straddle me,” she said.



He started to position himself between them, but she shook her head and grinned.



“Nope. Up here. You missed my tits.”



“Fuck,” Kellen grunted.



They were bunched in tight now, watching, stroking themselves. Carver poured some lotion between April’s breasts and moved up further. He didn’t get it until he went to spread the lotion around with his fingers. April took his hands and pulled them to the outside of her breasts.



“Use your cock, baby,” she murmured.



“Oh,” Carver said, his eyes huge. He licked his lips, and dipped his prick to the valley between her breasts. He moaned as she squeezed her breasts around him, enveloping his prick in her soft mounds.



“Jesus,” Dennis grunted.



“Don’t you dare waste a drop of that until I’ve got a chance to play with each and every one of you,” April said.



“Yes ma’am,” Dennis said, grinning. He did slow down his masturbating. All of them did, gaping at the show.



Carver began to pump his hips back and forth. His fat cockhead poked through the valley of April’s cleavage, and though she took no real pleasure from the act itself, the rapt look on his face and the sight of the other boys stroking themselves to this lewd show drove her wild.



The young man’s pace increased, his humping faster and harder. She whimpered, “Yesss, Carver, fuck my tits, I want your come all over me…”



“Oh fuck,” Carver grunted. “Nnngh, fuck, I love these…”



His tip hit her chin. Wet squicks accompanied every hard thrust. He had to be close so she threw in more dirty talk for him. “They’re yours, mmm, all summer long, all of you, you can fuck my tits anytime you want to, mmm…”



“Going to come… going to come all over these…”



“Yesss, do it, do it Carver, come on my big tits, baby, give me your cream…”



Carver jerked back and away, his hands going to his prick. He stroked himself fast and grunted out, “Oh fuck, oh fuck, Mrs. Willoughby!”



Come blasted out of him, hitting her chest in big fat streaks. There was so much of him, and he just kept coming and coming. April threw back her head and moaned, cupping her breasts as his shots faltered. She dipped her fingers into the come and rubbed it into her tits. The guys surrounded her, starting to take off their shorts, but April wanted to keep up the teasing a while longer. She stood and pushed past them playfully, heading for the pool. Every guy’s eyes were on her ass.



“First one to catch me gets to eat me out,” she called, and dove into the water. Moments later, her bikini bottoms floated to the surface.



Every one of them shot for the pool.



* * *



Surprising her, it wasn’t Ricky that caught her, but Dennis, and soon she knew why. When she surfaced, Carver had Ricky by the ankle, hollering at the other guys to get her. Ricky was laughing too hard to really struggle. Dennis, by din mostly of his height, caught her a foot ahead of Grant and Kellen.



But they didn’t move things out of the pool yet. April grinned as her guys surrounded her. First she leaned up and kissed Dennis, his hands finding her ass and squeezing her tight against his rock hard prick. She pushed away and came to Grant, the twinkle in his eye lighting her up despite the cool water. He wrapped one hand around the back of her neck and brought her in for a kiss while his other reached down and cupped her sex. She moaned against his lips, and pushed away from him too. To Kellen she went, and he nakedly groped her ass, squeezing it tight as she kissed him too, their lips making wet, loud noises together.



“Hey guys,” Dennis called over his shoulder. “Lay down some towels on the edge of the pool for her.”



He took April’s hand and guided her to the edge of the pool. Ricky and Carver came with towels in hand, and kept them folded to make a comfortable seat for her. Dennis turned her so she was facing him, and kissed her again as he gripped her waist. With a grunt, he planted his feet and lifted her up, making her giggle as he settled her on the edge of the pool.



“Mm, my Dennis has grown so big and so strong,” April murmured, spreading her legs for him. His eyes locked on her pink puffy folds, and she spread herself even wider with two fingers. “Let’s see what you learned outside class.”



Kellen murmured something in Dennis’s ear and headed for the stairs. Dennis scooted in close, and murmured, “He’s going to get lube so it’s a little less dry for you, the pool water and everything.”



“Good thinking,” April said, leaning back. “Mm, but your tongue can get this started, can’t it?”



Dennis chuckled, and scooped up her legs to pull them over his shoulders. April leaned back, and he stooped to kiss her puffy pink lips. He paused like that, taking a long, deep breath, then began to lick her with slow laps of his tongue. April shivered and looked at the other guys. “I’m feeling underdressed here, guys. I think we should all be naked, don’t you?”



They dropped their shorts in a hurry, and April was shocked and pleased to see each of them was well above average. Not a single one of them was going to leave her wanting, assuming they didn’t come in minutes. Considering they’d all been jacking off while Carver fingered and tit-fucked her, she thought they were up to the task of holding out.



April’s attention refocused on Dennis. He was quite skilled at this, his tongue sliding through her depths easily, his thumbs keeping her spread wide. He teased her just enough to keep her on a fine edge, but was obviously having fun uncoiling the desire from April and took his time about it. How many young sluts had he done this to? For that matter, how many older ones?



“Is this your first time with an older woman?” she asked, tracing one of her tits lazily with a fingernail.



“No,” Dennis said, looking up at her. “And I won’t kiss and tell.”



 “My entire book club has talked about you. Dr. Claire squirms like she’s imagining it,” she murmured. “I think you should come to our next meeting. I could, mm, introduce you.”



Dennis waggled his chin with his tongue deep in her pussy and grinned up at her. After a slurp, he leaned up and kissed her. “Sounds fun,” he murmured. “Especially if you’ll join in.”



April blushed, and he dipped back down to suck at one of her tits before resuming his oral examination. This time, he didn’t go slow, and soon she was widening her hips for him, moaning breathlessly as Dennis ate her out.



“How’s she taste?” Ricky asked.



“Sweet perfection,” Dennis said, his breath hot against her clit.



“You gotta let us have a lick.”



April thought about Grant’s earlier words to her about tasting her ass while they were dancing and smiled. “You’ll get one, but I have a little devilish something I want you and Grant to do to me in a few when we’re back inside.”



“What?” Ricky asked, licking his lips theatrically.



“Oh, that’s going to be a surprise.”



Kellen rushed back out with some edible lube. He saw the other guys all naked and chuckled. He brought Dennis the lube, and dropped to one knee to cup one of April’s big breasts before crushing his lips to hers.



“Mm,” she moaned. “Not yet, baby. I’m Dennis’s for the moment.”



He nodded and stood back up to hurry off his shorts. He was as big as the others, and April devoured all of them with her eyes as they took up seats along the lip of the stairs to the pool.



Dennis lubed up his fingers, and brought his tongue up to her clit. As his fingers slipped inside her pussy, he flicked her clit, eliciting a moan from April in response.



“Oh, fuck, you’re good at this, so good…”



Dennis’s fingers pumped harder inside her at that, and he twisted them, finding her spot effortlessly. She dropped, her legs kicking against his back as she spread her hips as wide as she could make them go. Her hands roamed her body. She traced her lips, cupped her tits, teased her stomach. She brought up two of her fingers to her mouth to suck, and tweaked her own nipple, hard.



“Oh, ahhhh, that’s it, like that, Dennis…”



He moved his fingers down and dropped from her clit to her pussy again, licking her with fervent need. His other hand went to her clit, and he stroked it hard and fast with four fingers, stopping now and then to give it a firm smack. She rocked with each smack, loving it, her breath hiccupping in her throat.



“Mmm, keep doing that, be a little rough, nnnngh!”



Dennis rubbed her clit in hard circles, slurping on her pussy now. He was rocking too, his intensely serious eyes trained on her. When he smacked her clit again, April arched up.



“Ohhhhh, fuck!” she cried out, and came for the second time that day. It swept through her, leaving her tightening up, almost grimacing with the pleasure. She dropped back down, feet sliding apart from Dennis’s back, and she gasped for air as he kept going. She had to push herself back up to a seated position and nudge his face away.



“Oh, honey, I want more of that another time,” she croaked. “But you keep that up and I’m going to be a pile of goo for the other boys.”



“Wouldn’t want that,” Dennis said. She curled a finger and he leaned up to kiss her as he pulled his fingers from her pussy. Before he could drop his hand back into the pool, April took it and brought the fingers to her lips, sucking them down as she stared into his eyes.



When her mouth popped free, she said, “Sit up near the rest of the guys. It’s time for me to take care of you.”



“Take care of them first,’ Dennis said. “Then me. They gotta be hurting.”



“Aw, aren’t you sweet?” April asked. “But that’s not happening. Not yet.” She glanced at the other guys. “No one minds if I help Dennis get off first, do they?”



“Fuck no,” Grant said. The others agreed, and April rose to her feet.



Dennis launched himself up and out of the pool, water cascading down his body. He helped April up and took a moment to squeeze her ass and kiss her. She murmured into his ear, “I hope you’re up for eating me out again like that, because I’m going to want that tongue in my hot pussy every chance I get. No man has ever licked and fingered me that good.” She pulled back, looking up at him. “And I do mean ever.”



“Fuck,” he groaned. “I’m going to hate living across the country from you.”



“Oh, darling, once word gets out about that magic tongue, you’re going to have every MILF for a hundred miles begging you to make them your sluts. And any time you’re home, you can come make more memories with me.”



She took him by his prick and led him back to the other guys. They made room, still seated along the ledge of the pool. April dropped down to the bottom step and halted Dennis near the top. Like that, she drizzled lube into her palms, and stared up at him as she reached out for his long, hardening cock.



“I love how big all my guys are,” she moaned, staring around at the semi-circle. “You’re all going to fill me up so many times this summer, aren’t you?””



“Yeah,” Dennis groaned.



“All of me needs attention, boys. My slutty MILF mouth. My slutty MILF pussy. Even my slutty MILF ass needs these big young cocks inside it. Think you can handle that?”



“Oh fuck yes,” Grant breathed.



“You sure you don’t mind?” April asked, jacking Dennis harder. “What if I wanted you to come up in there? Fuck my ass and come for me?”



“Holy shit,” Kellen said.



“And what if I told you I wanted you to stick these big fat cocks down my throat, hm? Would you think any less of me if I wanted to choke on all of you? Would you still love plain old Mrs. Willoughby if I let you shoot your yummy cream deep in my mouth?”



“You are the furthest thing from plain and old,” Ricky said, jacking himself slowly to the sight of her hands whirring up and down Dennis’s cock. “You’re the hottest bitch on this block.”



With the exception of Carver, the guys had been aroused for a long time. Dennis wasn’t going to last long, so she focused on him, stroking his length, cupping his balls. All of them were trimmed nicely. Someone taught them well. She stared up at Dennis with real need in her eyes. She wanted him to come all over her face, her breasts, wherever he wanted to shoot it.



“Mrs. Willoughby…” he moaned.



“I know, baby, I know. Come for me now, okay? Come for your friend’s slutty mother. Then later you’re going to fuck me however you want me. Over and over again. I’ll be your good pussy slut, Dennis. Yours and all the other guys.”



“My pussy slut,” he gasped. “I’m there, I’m right there…”



“Give it to me. Give me that cream. Come all over my face, baby, my tits, wherever you want to see me drip you…”



“Oh fuck,” Dennis grunted. “Mm… coming…”



He grabbed his cock and jabbed at her face. She closed her eyes and opened wide instinctually. His first shots brushed her cheek, then he pushed sideways. His tip grazed her mouth and she grabbed it on instinct, sucking on it, draining the last of his come down her throat, swallowing as fast as he gave it to her.



“Holy shit,” Carver said.



Dennis fell back, his bare ass slapping down on the decorative concrete. His chest rose and fell. “Oh damn, oh shit, that was amazing, Mrs. Willoughby.”



“I can’t take waiting much longer.” Ricky pleaded. “I gotta fucking come or I’m going to hurt for days.”



“Me too,” Grant agreed.



“Come on then, boys, let’s go upstairs and get washed off. As much fun as tasting chlorine on you might be…”



“Wait,” Ricky said, squinting at her. “Blowjobs? Dibs!”



“You can’t dibs a blowjob!” Grant said.



“Dibs dibs dibs,” Ricky sang, heading for the house. Kellen caught April’s eye, grinned, and shook his head. She winked back at him, and he guided her to the house with a hand on the small of her back – with an occasional dip to her ass.



The guys raced upstairs. Kellen told them he’d prepare everything in the bedroom, letting it slip they’d been ready for this. His sheepish grin made him look boyish and got him a kiss on the nose from April.



The master bathroom was easily the size of one of the spare bedrooms, and the highlight was a big walk-in shower with an L-shaped seat built in. Dennis and Carver joined April first, and she stroked them to a nice, shiny cleanliness while they made sure her tits and her ass were as sparkling clean as they’d ever been. When they had a chance to rinse out their hair, they swapped spots with Ricky and Grant. They took up either side of her, and she twisted her head first to kiss Grant, then Ricky. Their hands roamed her body, her tits, her ass. Grant even cupped her sex, moaning.



April scrubbed them nice and clean too, marveling at the length of their cocks in her hand. “Now boys, if I take care of you, are you going to take care of me?”



“All summer long,” Ricardo said.



“What I’m going to want from the two of you, it’s dirty,” April said, tugging their dicks harder and harder. “See, Grant made me a promise earlier, didn’t you?”



Grant grinned. “Yes, Mrs. Willoughby, I did.”



April winked at him and turned her head towards Ricky. “He said he’d like to taste my ass. I think I’d like that. But another part of me would get lonely. Think you could take care of my needy little cunt while he licks my ass, Ricky?”



“Oh fuck yes,” Ricky said, grunting.



“Good,” April murmured, slowly dropping to her knees. “Then let’s take care of you boys quick. I need it. I need it so bad.” She leaned forward and kissed Ricky’s tip, blinking up at him innocently. “I’m such a dirty MILFy slut.” She turned her head and did the same to Grant. “Don’t let a load of your tasty cream go to waste this summer. Let me drink it down, every load you can give me.”



“God, enough with the teasing,” Grant moaned. “Suck it, Mrs. Willoughby.”



She giggled and turned her head to cram her mouth full of Ricky’s cock. Carver at the door muttered under his breath, and Dennis drew in a sharp breath. Ricky gripped the back of her head and pumped his cock even deeper, nearly to the root. She stared up at him before popping back off, her tongue lashing his base as she pulled free with a wet smack. Without a word, she twisted and sucked down Grant next, the water still cascading down around them.



Her small hands took her boys by the base of their shafts and jacked them steadily while she slurped on their first few inches. Her tongue and lips kept it sloppy, with plenty of lewd smacks and pops as she twisted her head side to side fast, desperate to devour them, to swallow down their come. A glance at Carver and Dennis told her they were readying again too but before she took their dicks in her oh-so-ready pussy or her mouth or wherever they decided, she wanted to make Kellen the first. He’d been her son’s friend the longest and she knew he had the biggest crush on her of all the boys and the thought of him being the first to take her left her moaning around Grant’s prick with need.



With the steam in the shower billowing out into the bathroom, April licked and sucked the boys. They weren’t going to last long, not that first time, not as long as they’d been watching and stroking themselves to the outdoors antics. That was fine by her. There would be so much time that summer for them to fill her again and again. When Ricky grabbed a fistful of her blonde hair and started using her mouth with frantic need, she stared up at him with glimmering eyes as she gagged on his cock with every hard thrust.



“Gurk! Gurk! Gurk!”



“I’m there, I’m right fucking there,” he groaned. “Take it, slut, swallow it all down…”



“Give it to her, man,” Carver said. He was idly stroking himself. Dennis was only watching, his eyes gleaming and predatory. When she finished with Ricky, Grant, and Kellen, things were going to get animalistic and the thought left her wet and needing, despite her earlier orgasms.



Ricky tightened his grip, and shoved April’s face down his entire cock, lodging himself in her throat. She held him there, tears streaming down her cheeks as she fought for oxygen, then he pulled back with a grunt, making it to her lips before he let loose, coming hard spurts across the length of her tongue, hitting her tonsils. She pulled free, gasping for air, and before he could apologize, she turned and plunged her mouth down on Grant just like Ricky had just done to her. She held him even longer, and Grant, shocked, took a moment to grab her hair like Ricky had. But when he did, he started pounding her face with his cock, his balls slapping against her chin every time he bottomed out in her throat. He used her until her throat was sore and she very nearly needed to beg off, but then Grant was pulling back and away from her, jacking his cock hard as he aimed it at her face. Everyone crowded in to watch as he came streaks across April’s face, caking her forehead, her cheeks, her lips. She licked what she could up, then traced through the rest with her fingers and sucked it down.



Without a word, the guys looked at each other and Grant nodded. They lifted April up, and she turned her face up to the showerhead while they knelt as she’d been doing. True to his promise, Grant spread April’s cheeks wide and licked her with no hesitation from the bottom of her pussy lips to the top of her cleft, driving his tongue right along her bleached bud. She gasped at that, and when Ricky joined in a split second later on the other side, she couldn’t help grabbing his hair.



“Oh fuck that feels good. Dirty, dirty boys,” she moaned.



Never in a million years would April have guessed Grant was capable of doing something so lewd, but his tongue explored her ass with the same enthusiasm Ricky was showing her pussy and her clit. She rocked back and forth between the two young men, nearly ready to drop from the pleasure she’d been receiving all afternoon. There would be no respite though. She was determined to take every cock in her ass, her pussy, or her mouth before she took a breather, and then she wanted it all over again and again until she could take no more.



The two sensations drove her wild. Ricky was goddamn gorgeous, a beautiful specimen of lean, hard muscles and chiseled good looks. His stare was so playful and sweet. It was like he was showing off for her. She grinned back at him and stroked his hair.



“That feels so good, mm, I love your tongues.”



Ricky’s head bobbed as he licked her slit all the way to her clit, then wagged his tongue hard against her. She moaned when he brought his fingers to it, tweaking it gently now and then between strokes of his tongue. Behind her, Grant speared her ass with his tongue, driving it deep before teasing her ring. Together, they didn’t let her relax for a moment, and her butterflies swept through her again. April closed her eyes and gripped Ricky’s hair, whimpering almost imperceptibly, “Oh, oh God, I’m close, I’m close ahhhh-aha…”



One of Ricky’s pinches made her slap her thighs together. She flailed against them, back and forth, as her pleasure ripped through her. She tossed her head back, her breasts thrust out, and April came yet again.



Then she very nearly did fall, and only the wall kept her upright. Ricky and Grant both shot to their feet and held her, Ricky’s hands on her shoulder, Grant’s on her waist. She blinked rapidly at them, not quite seeing, not yet. They guided her out of the shower, and Kellen ducked in to take their place, cleaning up quick while the other guys led April into her bedroom.



Kellen had stripped the bed bare of everything but an extra sheet, one of the less fancy ones from the guest bedrooms. Beside the bed were towels, condoms, lube, and wipes. On a dresser was another pitcher of daiquiris, glasses, and water.



April, her mind fragmenting with the residual pleasure, whimpered, “Where’s Kellen? I need to take care of Kellen.”



“It’s okay, it’s okay,” Carver said. “He’s coming. Let’s let you rest a minute. You want some water?”



“Please,” April said. “That… that was intense.” To Grant and Ricky, “Thank you.”



“Anytime,” Grant said, winking. “Hope you don’t mind the dirty talk earlier. We all really do love you. It’s all just…” He gestured at the bed. “You know.”



“Bedroom talk,” April said, matching his smile. She accepted a glass of water and drank greedily, spilling some down her breasts. Given the way the day was going, she thought one of the guys might lick it off her and wouldn’t have been upset if they did. Instead, Dennis and Carver sat with her while Ricky and Grant cleaned up and brushed their teeth in one of the guest bathrooms.



Kellen reentered, wrapped in a towel. April stared up at her son’s best friend. Her heart thumped in her chest. This was taboo, this joining. She’d practically raised Kellen. He stayed over every weekend he could, and that was most of them. She’d comforted him through nightmares, breakups, the death of a beloved cousin. This handsome nineteen-year-old had once been the same lovable little numbskull who thought jalapenos on ice cream would be a good idea.



And now?



Now he was the handsomest one of the bunch. Now Kellen was the quiet alpha of the group, the one who drew every eye when he walked by. He was a fantasy made flesh, muscles and sinew combined into one of the most salivating young men April had ever seen. And she wanted him. She wanted him so much she ached for it, even now, even after she should be practically sexually numb. Her legs parted for him, and she curled a finger.



“And how is it you want me, Kellen?” she asked, her voice soft and throaty and full of emotions she didn’t want to examine too closely.



Gone. They would all be gone so quickly. They would have their month together and then some stolen moments in the last two-thirds of the summer, but it all end so quickly. She knew that and it made this moment so much the sweeter.



Kellen looked at all the other guys. Dennis came to him and gripped his shoulder. “We’ll give you a while.”



“Aw, man, I want to watch,” Carver said.



“No,” Dennis said. “Soon. But not right now.” He looked at April. “He’s loved you forever. Really loved you. You should be alone with him this first time.”



“Thank you,” April said, not sure what to do with the enormity of this. She might be hurting Kellen far more than she was having fun with him by doing this, but there would be no denying him.



The other guys left, and Kellen sat next to April. He drew and released a big breath, and April rested her head on his shoulder.



“Is it true?”



He took her hand. She trembled both from exhaustion and this moment. This was a mistake. April knew that. But it was a mistake she was going to walk into. Life was funny like that sometimes. The heat of the moment sometimes led her down some bad roads, but then again, it gave her Mark. And tangentially, it gave her these wonderful young men.



“You know it is,” Kellen said. His words were ephemeral and distant, like wisps of clouds on the horizon. “And I know what this can’t be.”



“I’m sorry,”



“No. Don’t be. But you deserve to hear it from at least one person in your life who means it as a man. I love you. Heart and soul.” Kellen pulled away and turned to kiss her with a gentle brush of his lips. “Mrs. Willoughby… April, give me one graduation present.”



“What?” she asked, reaching for his cock.



He stopped her hand by taking her wrist. “Leave Perry. Find someone who makes you happy. You deserve more than this.”



Oh, you sweet, naïve boy
 , she thought.
 Don’t you get it? This is the best I can do. Women like me aren’t to be loved. We’re put up on a shelf to show off to friends during dinner parties. We’re the picture on the wall just over the shoulder so clients can see how successful our partners are. We don’t raise children. We give birth to the next factor in a multiplication equation.



We don’t get to have love but where we can take it.



She took her wrist back, and gripped his slowly deflating prick. Without a word, April sank to her knees and sucked Kellen’s tip down, staring up at him. He nodded like she’d answered some question, and in that heartbreaking moment, April supposed she had. She took him in her mouth hard, and sloppy, and bathed him n her tongue as lewdly as she could. She sucked his balls, licked his root. She told him in not so many words the woman she was, not the woman he wanted her to be.



And when Kellen was good and hard, she shot up and straddled him, taking that big prick in her hands and guiding him to her entrance. Fire blazed in her eyes, and she said, “Take your slut.”



April drove down onto him, gasping as he filled her. All the way to his balls, she took the young man who loved her, trying to fuck him. Kellen’s hands slid behind her back, and his face… his face was still so sweet. So peaceful. He gripped her waist as April tried to buck up and down on his cock. Stunning her, he lifted her up almost effortlessly, and her legs locked behind his butt. She stopped bouncing on him, watching Kellen as he twisted with her and settled her on the mattress.



“No. No no no. Fuck me. Don’t love me.”



“Is that really how you want it?” Kellen asked, moving slowly within her. It was so good, so unexpected after the frenzy of lewd, taboo acts that day.



“Fuck me hard,” she begged him. “Take my ass or my tits or whatever you want.”



“What I want is this. For however long I can have it. An hour, a day, this summer. That’s all I want,” Kellen said, and kissed her again.



No one had ever taken her as slowly and passionately as this. Not before Perry and certainly not after. In Kellen’s arms, April was not the trophy wife, but a woman to be adored and worshipped, to be cared for and warmed by the man she was with. Her protests that he should fuck her died on her lips. Her savage scowl melted as he kissed her again, a long, slow passionate thing that ended with him grinding his cock into her, just rocking his hips.



April clutched at his back, and whimpered, “Kellen… I can’t love you.”



“I know. But I can love you.”



I’m sorry, Kellen. I’m going to hurt you so badly.



She kissed his cheek, and whispered, “Then love me.”



He did. They swayed together, April meeting his gentle thrusts and rocking hips with her own. She traced his pecs, his neck, his cheeks with her fingernails. Their lovemaking was long and slow and good, and the afternoon settled into the lazy heat of the early evening. He took her like that, and she rode him for a while, his hands on her bottom, hers behind her head, watching him fall even harder for her. It took her a while to come, more from sheer sexual exhaustion than any lack of pleasure, but when she did, it was like a pebble rolling into an avalanche, a slow, teetering thing that when it sped up became unstoppable. She came, and she dropped down against his chest, panting, laughing, and Kellen took control again, flipping April onto her back, his achingly hard prick taking her faster now, joining with her. She cradled his cheeks in her hands, and whispered his name.



“Kellen…”



“April… I’m close…”



“Come in me, baby. And tell it to me again when you come. Tell me you love me.”



“I love you,” he murmured, and leaned down to take her lips again before his hips rocked hard into her, making her gasp. His control slipped, vanished, and as he pumped into her harder and harder, his need right on the edge, April cried out with a second orgasm, digging her fingernails into her son’s best friend’s back, kissing him with frantic, fulfilled need.



“I love you, April,” he gasped, and stilled. He filled her with such warmth, so very much of it, his hips jerking against her with every blast. She kissed him again, not quite crying but wishing she could.



He fell off her, throwing an arm over his eyes. She pried it away and kissed him, and he stared at her for a long moment, his pain vanishing before her smile. April kissed him, and stroked his softening member before she dipped down low and sucked him into her mouth again, cleaning him.



Without another word, Kellen stood, and headed for the bedroom door. April pushed herself up, meaning to go after him, but she was spent and there were so many other guys who would need attention soon. She grabbed a glass of water, drank half of it down, and waited for the other guys to storm the room, laughing at their enthusiasm even as Kellen looked back at her with such pained, sweet eyes.



* * *



After April had gargled, cleaned up, and taken a minute to recover, she went for the middle of the bed, getting on her hands and knees. The guys had all dressed again in the time she’d been with Kellen and now stripped down for her, leaving their clothes where they fell. The charge in the air shifted towards something more serious than playful, and now the guys eyed her with naked lust and none of the earlier playfulness.



Carver was the first to move. He crawled up on the bed and knee-walked to right in front of her face. April stared up at him, and he reached down to stroke her hair away from her eyes. “I’ve wanted those lips around me all day,” he said.



“Tell me. Order me,” April said.



“Mrs. Willoughby,” Carver said, “suck my cock.”



She devoured him. The guys must have talked about the order they wanted to take her, because without an argument, Dennis crawled up on the bed too. He came around behind her, and April wiggled her ass for him. He gave it a good slap, then reached down and tested her wetness. While he rubbed her pussy lips and her clit, he stroked himself to hardness watching her head bob and corkscrew up and down Carver’s prick.



More weight on the bed, one boy on each side. Grant and Ricky took up spots beside her, stroking their cocks until April reached out blindly and gripped their tips. She came off Carver long enough to let him whack her cheek with his prick. Staring up at him, she said to Ricky and Grant, “Use a little lube on yourselves to help me jerk you off.”



Grant hurried to get it, and when he returned, he spread some on his cock before passing the bottle to Ricky. That made the handjobs easier, and she settled back again into the task of sucking and licking Carver while she jacked off the other two guys.



Warmth and heat at her pussy lips. Dennis had knelt down and started to lick her with long, serious strokes. Like that, she wasn’t going to get off, but it was enough to get her wet. His lips soon departed her pussy and he lined himself up behind her, teasing her slit with his length, not quite burying himself inside her but gliding the bottom of his prick across her. She liked that and moaned around Carver’s dick.



Motion at the corner of her eye drew her attention. Kellen settled into a chair, a towel underneath him. He raised one of the daiquiris and winked, and she winked back, taking Carver all the way to his root and making him moan.



“Oh fuck, she’s taking me all the way to my balls,” he said.



“Get it, Mrs. Willoughby,” Ricky said, and slapped her ass.



Dennis picked that moment to drive his cock into her, taking her deep and hard in one thrust. She jerked with the pleasure of it, her wet pussy sore but still craving the attention these boys were giving her. Dennis wasted no time. They were all too excited to hold anything back anymore. He yanked back nearly to April’s entrance, then slammed into her with another hard thrust.



Her ass rippled against his hips with the thrust, and she gasped around Carver’s dick. Carver matched Dennis’s hard rhythm, gripping the back of April’s hair and thrusting his dick against her tonsils. Every time the guys speared her from both ends, she gagged. “Hurk! Hurk! Hurk!”



“I can’t believe we’re listening to Mrs. Willoughby choke on our dicks,” Grant said, reaching down to squeeze one of her tits none too gently. She liked it, and closed her eyes, letting the sensations flood through her.



They used her for their own pleasure. April was completely at their mercy. Dennis’s big thumb brushed her asshole. He uncapped the lube and drizzled it along her bud before he slid the thumb into her, making her cry out around Carver’s cock. Her hands on Grant and Ricky whirred, and she thrust back at Dennis as he drilled her pussy with his cock and her ass with the first knuckle of his thumb.



Dennis seemed to like the sight. He thrust harder into her, his heavy balls bouncing against her skin. A few minutes like that, and he grunted, “I’m close.”



She expected him to pull out and come all over her backside or something, but instead, Dennis drove in and out a few more times and grabbed her hips. “Ah, fuck, Mrs. Willoughby, I’m coming, I’m coming…”



His cock hit her depths, his come splashing against her walls, filling her up. Carver was already moving, coming around the back of her while Dennis fell away, panting. Ricky and Grant pulled her hands away, and Carver leaned down to growl in Mrs. Willoughby’s ear, “I’m going to take your ass now. But that’s not your only hole that’s going to be filled.”



“Oh fuck,” April gasped.



They moved her to the side. Ricky spun and rested on his back, jacking his cock while Carver ordered her on top of him. She still dripped Dennis but Ricky didn’t seem to mind as she dropped her sore cunt lips down onto him. He spread her wide, and she cried out with the pleasure of it.



Carver, funny and kind Carver, gripped her shoulders and not so much guided her down so her breasts rested on Ricky as pushed her. She went, rocking hard on Ricky’s cock, looking over her shoulder as Carver lubed up her asshole nicely. He gripped his own cock, gave it a few jerks and slickened the tip, and guided it to her entrance. As she and Ricky thrust against each other, Carver pushed his dick into her ass, taking her slow but insistently, moving little by little until Carver sheathed half his considerable length in her asshole.



“Oh fuck, she’s tight,” he grunted.



Oh God, April had never been so full before. The two men filled her completely, and the pressure between her walls rubbed her to perfection. Her breath seized up and her eyes went huge as they rocked her back and forth. Her fists dropped to the mattress and she strained her head back as far as it could go.



On just the fifth or sixth stroke from Carver, she yelled out, “Oh fuck, oh, oh, fuck, I’m c-coming! C-coming with you… f-fucking my ass!”



A cock was there at her lips, stuffing her full as she cried out. Grant. He drove into her with a frenzy, his fists digging into her hair and pulling her down hard on his prick. As she shivered and came with a gush of wetness, he drilled his cock down her throat as the other two men kept up the merciless fucking. She went boneless between all three of them, gurgling her pleasure, her eyes actually crossing from the sensations. Someone’s hand grabbed hers and she stroked the cock being offered to her without any conscious thought. In that moment, in the long, long minutes to come, April Willoughby stopped thinking about anything but pleasure, hers and her guys. She jacked a cock. She sucked and licked another. Her ass was filled over and over by a third. Someone was fucking her pussy so hard she’d walk funny for days.



And she absolutely fucking loved it.



Someone took her free hand and placed it on another cock. Dennis. Ready again. Her first real thought in a while was marveling at the virility of the young men, at their near constant readiness. For the first time, she realized when they said they were fucking her all day and night, they truly meant it.



Hands on her tits, twisting her nipples, making her cry out with pain and desire. She imagined them coming in her without the shot keeping her safe, imagining all these young men fighting to see who’d make her pregnant. The thought made her gurgle again in desperate wantonness, Carver grunted that he was close but April was gone to a world apart from this one, one where she was pregnant and her guys were serving her, sucking at her tits, feeding her their cocks, keeping her bred and happy and so very well fucked.



Carver filled her until she squelched with his thrusts and she cried out around Grant’s cock, “More! More cocks in my fucking ass!’



Grant jerked out of her mouth and came around, taking the lube up and slathering it on. Kellen took her face, staring down at her as he fucked her mouth with a fervor now. No more making love between them, not until this frenzied orgy was done. She stared back up at him, slurping on his dick, taking him all the way to his root. When Grant slammed his cock into her ass, she felt the warmth already inside her being pushed back and forth and the lewdness of it drove her wild. Like with Carver, she came fast with the new cock inside her bottom, crying out as the sensations made her vision swim. Kellen pulled out of her mouth and another cock tapped her cheek. Dennis. She hadn’t felt him slip away from her but she devoured him too as Ricky thrust up into her pussy with sweating, frantic need. He cried out and filled her cunt, more warmth, more fulfilled lust.



They moved her around again, and this time, it was Grant on his back, with his arms up and under April’s, holding her in place on her back too as he fucked up into her ass. Kellen took her pussy again, slamming into her and making her quiver. Dennis stood over her chest and dropped down. She thought he was going to push his cock into her mouth again, but no, it was her tits he wanted, and he fucked them with wild, animalistic abandon, squeezing them together himself. She wasn’t capable of it. April wasn’t capable of doing anything but holding on.



How long they fucked her like that, she didn’t know. Grant blew his load into her ass, Dennis coated her tits, but Kellen was still going, still snorting and breathing like a fucking stallion between her legs. The other guys pulled away and he pushed April onto her hands and knees. She could barely keep herself upright as Kellen fucked her pussy hard as he could, gripping her blonde hair and grunting with every hard, erratic thrust. When he came, it was nearly as hard as his first time with her, and she cried out with it. Not an end, but a reprieve.



When he pulled out of her, April Willoughby gushed the combined fluids of her own orgasms and the friends of her son. She was hurting, no question about that, but it was an incredible hurt, a once-in-a-lifetime hurt, the result of the kind of fucking she could never take again, but which would live with her forever. They lifted her up, and with an escort of the most handsome young men she’d ever slept with, April was led into the bathroom, where a tub full of hot, steaming frothy water awaited her. The guys retreated, heading downstairs to start to make their pizzas, but Kellen stayed.



As April drifted down into an utterly exhausted doze, he tended to her, cleaning her, loving her even after their most base instincts had stripped themselves bare to one another. When she was ready, he drained the tub, lifted her out, and like a groom carrying his bride through the threshold, he took Mrs. Willoughby into one of the spare bedrooms and laid her out on cool, fresh sheets. She came up out of her doze just long enough to reach a trembling hand up, and he kissed it before kissing her.



April didn’t know what the future held. She didn’t know that the guys would tend to her every need that wonderful month together, that there would always be a young lover in her bed or ready to wait on her hand and foot as a thank you for the many, many years of support and love she showed them. She didn’t know that they would come home to visit often from college, and would always treat her to achingly good sex, or just stay close.



She did suspect they would slowly drift away, and that was true. All of the guys began their own lives. They kept in touch, and she kept watch over them, but the distance grew, and that was okay. It didn’t stop her from loving them, or change their love for her. They simply had their own lives to experience. That was the way of things.



But there was one exception.



April couldn’t know in that moment of tenderness that no matter how beautiful and wonderful Kellen’s girlfriends at college would be, he would never be satisfied. Nor would April know that in two more listless years, she would finally tell a relieved Perry it was time for a divorce. They both had what they wanted – her, a lifetime of money after belting out the requisite years of marriage they agreed upon in the prenuptial before she received a handsome salary, and Perry, the ending of the last vestiges of trying to act as a husband when he had never really wanted to be one in the first place. Mark and Perry made an odd sort of peace with each other on their trip to Europe, and Mark agreed to take on some business classes with the eventual goal of starting up a new branch in Ontario. He came home frequently, got a little fat, got a little in the family way with a college girl he truly adored in a heartwarming parallel to April’s own college years, and most of all, he got a little happy. He and his wife truly loved one another, and nothing could have made his mother prouder.



It was everything April thought she wanted, right up to the day when Kellen showed up at her door four years almost to the day after that wild orgy. Mark was home with his wife and baby, a short visit before they took a trip to New York, a belated honeymoon to introduce the baby to her distant relatives and sightsee. April thought Kellen was there to visit her. He did greet her with a smile and a kiss on the cheek, but said, “Do you all mind if I steal Mark for a minute? Just need to, ah, ask him a question out back.”



April couldn’t have known any of this, or that the question Kellen wanted to ask Mark wasn’t a question at all, but a request. A request for his blessing. And she had absolutely no idea that Mark would give it, so long as Kellen vowed to never stop loving her.



She couldn’t know he’d honor that promise in the decades to come. But she did know, in that moment after the orgy, that this young man was making her fall for him very, very hard.



“I’ll always love you,” Kellen whispered into April’s ear. “Happy graduation, Mrs. Willoughby.”



 



* * * * *
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