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Chapter one
I SEE LONDON


Ididn’t plan to sleep my way across Europe. While I have my naughty side, most of my experiences have been pretty vanilla.

This trip was supposed to be tame as well. I had just broken things off with my college boyfriend, Lex. We parted as friends, but he wanted to live in the northeast and work in his family business, and my degree was best suited for the West Coast. I don’t think either of us was in love at the end, but we met each other’s needs during school, which meant something.

Things turned out differently for my best friend Shari. She was far wilder than I. We never thought she would settle down. About 2 years ago, she moved to Italy to get her master's degree. We still texted now and then, but she disappeared from social media and seemed distant. Then, just a few months ago, I received a text.

I’m so sorry I haven’t spoken much, but I have been dating a fantastic guy. Handsome and has a good job, and treats me like a queen. His name is Hugh.

I wrote back.

Great, I can’t wait to meet him.

Her response came almost as soon as I hit send.

You don’t have to wait. We are getting married in 3 months in Florence, and I want you to be my maid of honor.

Being maid of honor was flattering, but it wasn’t my first, and I knew it meant a lot of work. Shari was my best friend, and I wanted to make her wedding special. Luckily, her guest list was small, and she took care of the bridesmaid dresses, insisting she had a plan. I remembered her fantasy wedding plans in college and dreaded what the dresses would look like, but she assured me I would love them.

I didn’t travel much at the time, so I decided to make the trip special and spend a month exploring Europe before rendezvousing with Shari in Florence for the bachelorette week. It was tough finding an affordable room on short notice, so I took advantage of my last year of eligibility for the Eurail youth pass for travel and a Hostelling International Card for accommodations.. Maybe I would figure out what I wanted to do with my life. Sort of a last hurrah before committing to the workforce and starting a family.

I was young, single, and determined not to continue my sheltered lifestyle. I was going to make the most of my summer.

The trip began swimmingly with a transcontinental flight on Virgin Atlantic landing at Heathrow. The flight was amazing. I still wonder why America’s airlines cannot provide such a comfortable flight experience.

After landing mid-afternoon, I grabbed a snack, then took in a performance of my favorite show, Les Misérables, drank a pint or three at the Goose and Firkin, and then headed off to a youth hostel for what I expected would be my accommodations.

“I’m sorry, Ms. Stevens, the women’s dorm is full tonight. I don’t have any beds.”

I groaned aloud. It was nearly midnight, and I was exhausted. The nice bellman, Louis, seemed sympathetic to my plight and spent a lot of time calling other hostels, but they were all full. Sadly, so were the few hotels within my budget.

“Call me Michelle. Isn’t there something you could do?” Tears welled up in my eyes as I wasn’t prepared to blow more than ½ my trip funds on a single night in London., The Clerk frowned, then suddenly his eyes lit up as if he had just invented the wheel.

“Look, we aren’t supposed to do this, but I want to help you. If you want it, we have a bed in one of the men’s dorms, but they have 3 bunk beds in each room, so you will be sharing it with this group of 5 Australians. They were pretty rowdy when they arrived, but it has been quiet for the last half hour. I imagine they are all passed out. If you are quiet, they probably won’t notice you.”

I only thought about it for a minute. At least I would have a bed. I could fend for myself if they tried anything. All I cared about right now was a place to sleep. Wiping a tear from my eye, I thanked Louis and asked for the keys. He escorted me to the room, which reminded me of the crew’s quarters on a submarine. Still, the bed looked clean. I had hoped for a top bunk where no one could see me, but they were all taken. The bathroom was down the hall, so I changed into sweats and a sports jersey and wrapped myself in the covers, sniffling myself to sleep.

I, wanna rock and roll all night, and party every day.

Bobby Dall’s throbbing bass riff jolted me from my slumber. Without attracting attention, I snuck a look at my phone. 2:00 a.m. I slept a whole two hours, and now I found myself in a room with five men who just got their second wind. I groaned and pulled the pillow over my head before a migraine developed.

Suddenly, there was silence. Without looking, I could tell all five strangers were staring at my bed. Despite their drunken behavior and the strong smell of weed, they had concluded that they had a stranger in their midst. Now, this was a guy’s only room, but at least for the moment, they hadn’t realized my gender. At most, they could see the top of my head protruding from the covers. I had cut my hair short for the trip. I wondered if I could pass for a boy, given the Golden Knights jersey and the short hair. Then I felt something poking at my bottom. Careful not to unveil myself, I turned my head to see a tall red-haired man in a rugby shirt prodding me with the back end of a tennis racket, as if I were a sleeping animal.

“Cut the crap, I’m trying to sleep.” I tried to lower my voice a few octaves, but I have never been good at impressions. Still, my luck seemed to hold.

“Hey buddy, there’s no sleeping here. It’s time to party. Get up and crack a beer with us.” I protested, but they were persistent.

An eyeroll later, I was sitting upright, the blankets still covering me from the waist down. Rugby guy tossed me a can of beer, the brand I didn’t recognize. Resigned to fate, I popped it open and took a swig of the worst beer I've ever tried. It took every ounce of willpower not to spit it out. The guys noticed my grimace and broke out in laughter.

“Works every time, Fletch. I’m impressed he didn’t retch,” a blonde yelled out. One of the men, the only one under 6 feet if my guestimates were correct, handed me a shot of what appeared to be whiskey. “Here, wash it down with this”. Hesitantly, I sniffed at the plastic glass, making sure it wasn’t another joke, then downed it, sighing with relief. The whiskey was smooth, if not fancy, and it cleansed my palate.

“Don’t mind the crew,” the redhead said, “we just finished rugby season and got invited to the London tourney, so we decided last minute to spend a few extra nights in London before embarking on our European celebration tour.”

“Did you win?” I pretended to be interested, though all I wanted to do was get out of there.

“Dude, we got mullered.”

I wasn’t sure what he meant, but from the glares everyone else gave him, I gathered that they lost.

The shortest one continued, apparently not too upset by the defeat.

“Maybe if Fletchy didn’t drop the ball every time it came near him.” The tallest guy slapped Fletch on the shoulder, and they all laughed and chugged their beers. Their energy was infectious, while the whiskey warmed my insides and loosened my anti-social predilection.

Fletch turned toward me. “I’m Fletch, the blonde is Russ, the short one is Greg, the tall one is Marcus, and we just call the muscular one Ace.

Muscular? They are all ripped. If he hadn’t pointed to each one as he classified them, I might not have known to whom he referred. Still, Ace was decisively more stacked than the others, a stocky man with muscles rippling everywhere.

After the introductions, the drinks did their magic. Soon, I began laughing and joking with the guys as they shared their tales of the battlefield, which most often involved someone falling into the mud just short of their goal. The Australians’ planned trip through Europe followed a similar itinerary to my own, except it ended in Venice instead of Florence.

If my bladder had held steady, they might not have noticed I was female, but nature wasn’t going to be denied. Emboldened by the alcohol, I felt brave enough to rise from the bed, discarding the sheets as I stood. Confidently, I sashayed to the door before turning my head and blowing a kiss back to the room.

“Be right back, boys!”

A raucous response echoed in the halls as the boys quickly learned they had a woman in their midst. I couldn’t hear the words, but from the tone, it sounded like they were arguing over who should have recognized my gender and who had dibs.

The restroom was unisex, but luckily empty. My hair and makeup were a mess, but I was too buzzed to care. The boys' attitude was infectious, though I was still exhausted. I peed quickly and then returned to the room. The boys greeted me with fake trumpets and a carpet of towels leading to my bunk. The men were lined up on either side like soldiers.

‘M’lady,’ they said in exaggerated English accents as they bowed. The heat burned my cheeks as embarrassment spread over my face, but I kept my head high and even gave my best princess wave.

Being around five athletic men in their underwear was beginning to turn me on. Their ceremony was a sweet touch, and I was warming up to them quickly. Had they made a move, my slutty trip might have begun there and then. Instead, they reverted back to treating me like a teammate and invited me to join them that evening for the tournament closing ceremonies afterparty. It turned out my tickets for Hamilton were near the bar where they would be partying, so I accepted. After that, we just had a few drinks and talked some more. They seemed very interested in the life of an American girl, and it was a fun way to spend the early morning as I resigned myself that sleep would not be in the cards.

On the way out to start my day, the front desk clerk promised to reserve me a bunk in the women's dorm, where they limited occupancy to 2 per room.

The show was fantastic, a far different experience seeing the political musical in London where they booed at the insults to the king, but still amazing. The party was too. A testosterone-dominant event with alcohol and bar food flowing freely, the guys took turns dancing with me, treating me like part of the team. They didn’t win any awards, but they were great sports, cheering for their competition. They were just flirty enough to let me know they thought I was attractive, but the gentlemen didn’t make a move. I wasn’t looking for a hookup when I arrived, but a part of me was disappointed.

Although Louis was off when we returned, his successor, Randi, confirmed that Louis had indeed found me a spot in the girls' dorm. Since it was a slow night, Randi was able to give me a room to myself. I thanked her profusely and said goodnight to the boys. They practically begged me to meet them in the morning for breakfast at a popular local spot. The past 24 hours had been a lot of things, but spending the time partying with the gorgeous Aussies had left me horny and frustrated. If I spent another night with them, I doubt sleep would be on anyone’s minds. Being in my own room allowed me to drop my guard and get well-needed rest.

The hostel had two wings, each connected by a wooden hallway. The dorms were separate, but they shared a single unisex bathroom with multiple shower and bathroom stalls. I was preparing to change into my pajamas when I realized I smelled like sweat and alcohol. It was well after 11 p.m., and I figured most people would be sleeping. Nobody was roaming the halls, so I thought, and a cool shower would take the edge off and allow me to sleep.

I was in luck, the bathroom was empty. I picked the shower stall farthest from the door. A privacy curtain was the only thing separating me from the view of anyone who entered. The shower itself was small, but there was a built-in seat. Cool water cascaded over my body, refreshing me as two days' worth of dirt washed off. I was glad I brought my own body wash and travel poof. As I hoped, the smell washed away, as did my buzz. My arousal only increased as I soaped up my body. As my body became clean, my mind went into a dirtier place. My skin felt alive, and each splash of the water tingled, arousing me. I imagined that my new friends had made a move and were touching me. My hands simulated theirs. By the time I finished washing, my pussy was as wet as my skin. Well, that could be taken care of. I peeked out of the curtain, glad to find the bathroom still empty. I sat on the plastic seat, propped my leg up against the wall, and began stroking my folds. Even after a shower, my juices felt slick and sticky. I closed my eyes, letting myself get lost in the feeling. In my mind, the blonde, Archie, was on his knees, licking me to sweet bliss. I was aware of my vocalizations as I fingered myself, but I didn’t care. No one was up this late, and if they were, most likely they would ignore it. I couldn’t be the first girl to pleasure herself in a youth hostel shower.

It wasn’t long before the only sound I could hear was the “squish squish” of my fingers pounding into my core. My orgasm was near, but I had hit a plateau. I was too far along to stop, but I knew from experience that I would need something more than a finger or two in my cunt to get me over the top. I was preparing to change angles and start fingering my ass too, when I heard a curtain zip open and then a shocked gasp. My eyes flew open and I found myself staring at Greg, the 5’10 Australian wearing nothing but a towel and his Beats headphones, his cock poking out from behind the cloth as it quickly stiffened.

Two things happened. First, his appearance gave me what I needed to put me over the edge, causing my body to shake as I orgasmed. Helpless, I slid off the small square seat and onto my knees. Second, Greg and I both shouted, I with a mix of surprise and lust, and he with horrified fear.

The guy must have been embarrassed because he was apologizing and averting his eyes from my twitching nakedness. He kept repeating how sorry he was and that he didn’t know I was in here. His protests seemed sincere, and after 24 hours of none of the guys making more than a flirty comment, I believed him. But in my climactic state, I was only aware that his erection was softening. A long, purple-headed monster I now wanted inside me.

I had to act fast. My orgasm was strong, but I wanted that cock. I also wanted to put Greg at ease so he would stop apologizing. I did the only thing I could think of.

“Shhh. Shhh,” I got his attention by petting his legs until he quieted him down. When he was silent, looking down at me quizzically, Then I ran my fingers over his shaft, coaxing him into the chamber.

“Shut the curtain.” Before he could act, my mouth surrounded the tip of his cock and I began sucking. When I heard the curtain close, I knew this was going to be fun for both of us. Greg mumbled something about me not having to do this and am I sure, but I quieted him with a squeeze of his balls as I stuffed half of his cock into my throat. He was easily the longest guy I had been with and I wondered how much of him I could fit into my pussy. It was a bit scary, but I was so aroused that my pussy was begging me to let her try.

I gagged about ¾ of the way and knew it was time to get that cock where it would do the most good. I stood, jerked his cock a few times while I kissed his muscular chest, and then demanded. “Fuck me, Greg.”

He needed no further encouragement as he turned me toward the wall and groped at my breasts. His cock easily found its way between my legs and I began stroking it, making sure to rub it between my sticky folds.

“Oh, you are going to feel so good inside” I purred as I stuffed his cock into my hole. He was long, but not too wide, so he went in easily until he hit the back of my cervix. I stifled a whimper as the pain was only momentary. With each slow thrust, the instant pain dulled and melted into pleasure. I reached between my legs and was surprised to find his balls slapping against my fingers. How did something that long get so deep? I began rubbing my clit furiously as Greg fucked me harder. It felt so good, I had to try to get him deeper, so I placed my left leg on the seat and pushed my hips back. I felt him push into my back wall and bit my lip as I cried out from the surge of pleasure. We both grunted like animals as he fucked me.

“I’m gonna come,” he announced just before pulling out and showering me with loads of his seed. Before he finished, I was on my knees again, sucking down every last drop of his jizz as I fingered myself to a second orgasm.

We took a quick shower to clean up, then went to our rooms with an awkward goodbye.

I didn’t let myself overthink what just occurred. I was on vacation, single and horny as hell. Why shouldn’t I enjoy my trip?

I drifted to sleep, still shaking from the climax.


Chapter two
THE EYES HAVE IT


When I returned to the bathroom in the morning, it was to brush my teeth and hair. I shivered as my clit throbbed in anticipation like Pavlov’s dog as I passed the shower stalls. I didn’t have much to wear to a nice restaurant, but I had a sundress I planned to wear to the rehearsal dinner, so I threw that on. It showed maybe a bit too much cleavage, but it was all I had. My custom-made bridesmaid dress was waiting for me in Monte Carlo.

I was a few minutes late getting to Scarlett Green, where we were having breakfast, but the boys said they had just been seated.

I wasn’t expecting anything, but I was glad Greg was the first to greet me with a warm hug. I was a bit reserved, not knowing if he had told the other guys, but they seemed unfazed, greeting me as warmly as they had the night before. My concerns that Greg would suddenly be possessive were also unfounded, as he was no more or less flirty than he was the night we met.

The food was amazing as the Green lived up to its Yelp reviews with fluffy pancakes, fresh fruit, smashed avocado, and my personal favorite, the dirty daisy, a dish of tater tots, eggs, black beans, sour cream, and green tomato and avocado salsa.. Mimosas flowed freely, and I found myself at ease with my new friends.

It wasn’t until we were waiting for the check that things took an interesting turn.

It was Fletch who broke the ice.

“So Michelle, the guys and I were wondering if we could ask you a…personal question.”

I raised an eyebrow. I guess I should have expected Greg would blab about his adventure. Still, I wasn’t afraid of what they would say. These guys were fun, and I was prepared to take whatever ribbing they could dish out.

“Sure. Go for it.”

“Can you settle a bet for us? Greg says he stumbled upon you in the shower last night and that he made you messy.”

The mirth in Fletch’s smile as he struggled to keep a straight face was infectious. I could tell he was choosing his words delicately. I’m no princess, and let it be known in my response. I also wanted to give Greg a little bump in his street cred with the team.

“If you are asking if Greg gave me a good fucking in the shower stall and left me begging for more, then yes, he made me messy.”

My response brought raucous laughter from the boys as they slapped Greg on the back and gave him arm punches. I detected Greg’s slight embarrassment, so I didn’t push any further. For a few minutes, the teasing continued, then Fletch turned serious again.

“So, the guys and I were wondering if you were insistent on travelling in the luxurious youth hostels or if you might be open to a little upgrade.”

Two nights at the youth hostel had already made me second-guess my travel choices. Sure, it was cheap, and some of the ones I was registered at later in the trip had rave reviews, but I wasn’t looking forward to the risks. Don’t get me wrong, the interaction with Greg was awesome, but I don’t know what would have happened if a complete stranger had wandered in. There are a lot of crazy people out there, and a woman is always in danger.

“Oh?” I raised an eyebrow, These guys were in the same youth hostel as I was. What upgrade could they offer?

Fletch chuckled. “I know, we don’t seem like the posh hotel type, but we decided to come to the London tourney on short notice, and this was the place our manager booked us. The rest of the trip, we booked ourselves multi-room suites in real hotels. Not the Ritz, mind you, but I am sure they are much better than the other option.”

“And why would five nice guys like you do that? Am I expected to sleep my way across Europe?” The moment I said it, my mind was filled with images of the guys having their way with me in front of famous European landmarks. I felt my arousal stir.

Silence hung in the air like fog for a minute as the boys considered how to respond. Finally, it was the blonde, Paul, who spoke. “Well, yes. Have you heard of free use?”

They waited again, this time hoping I didn’t flip the table over as I ran out. I wouldn’t have done that. If I had been offended, I simply would have said no and wished them a good trip. They were nothing but gentlemen, and I was the one who initiated the contact with Greg. I hadn’t expected him to be quiet, though this invitation came as a surprise.

“You mean where I have to do you guys just to stay with you?”

“Pretty much. There would be limits, of course. Like we couldn’t make you do it where we could be arrested. Nothing that leaves any permanent marks or causes you any harm. Of course, there would be certain hours that were off limits, like when you were sleeping. And if you have hard limits, we will respect them. But otherwise, yes. You stay with us in nicer accommodations, and we get to do what we want to you.”

Greg chimed in. “Don’t answer us now. We still have one more day here, and we are going to take a ride on the London Eye. Are you interested in joining us?”

I appreciated their giving me time to let it sink in before answering. Truth is, my desire had begun soaking my panties during the short discussion, and I might have answered ‘yes’ if they asked me again, but I was glad to have time to let the mimosa’s fade before responding. As for the London Eye, it was on my list of sights to see. Accepting that invite was a no-brainer.

If I had thought the remainder of the meal and the sightseeing would be awkward, I would have been wrong. As soon as I told them I would consider it while we toured the city, they dropped the subject. We resumed exchanging stories about our childhoods, families as we rented a van and Fletch drove us past Parliament, the Tower of London, and Big Ben. He even drove around the roundabout several times and quoted one of my favorite movies, “Look, Kids, Big Ben, Parliament.”

By the time we arrived at the London Eye just before sundown, we were like old friends. I truly felt safe and comfortable with these guys. I was still wearing the sun dress, the guys were still in their slacks and nice shirts. Admittedly, they cleaned up well and with the amount brunch must have cost us, maybe they were serious about the nicer accommodations they had arranged for the trip. I couldn’t believe I was seriously considering this. Sure, I had a bit of a wild streak in College, but I came from a small town, went to college in a small town, and now I work in a small firm, and they all had one thing in common. Gossip. I still remember that time I was caught kissing my neighbor Tommy under the bleachers. Sure, his hand was cupping my breast through my sweater. True, had my teacher, Ms. Sherrod, not caught us, we might have gone further, but it was such an innocent thing. My mom grounded me for a month. Everyone in church whispered when I walked by and I couldn’t walk through school without someone calling me a slut or a whore. Luckily, Wanda, my best friend at the time, got pregnant a week later, and suddenly I was yesterday’s news. For the rest of my high school career, I hid my face in the books and graduated second in my class, and still a virgin, but my reputation took no further hits. I loosened up a bit in college, but I made a point to be very discreet about my sexual adventures. I lost my virginity in a hotel room 10 miles from campus, convincing my boyfriend we should make it special with a trip.

“Come on, Michelle, catch up,” Russ called out. Russ was the quiet one, but a day filled with mimosas and drinking songs seemed to have loosened his lips. He had a head of curly brown hair and eyes to match, sort of a taller Ed Sheeran. I looked, and the guys were already buying their tickets.

As I caught up, Russ handed me a printed paper. “Come on, we got the fast track ones.

Even with the fast track, the wait was a few minutes. I was feeling wild as the night’s breeze caressed my legs and cooled the heat under my dress. Suddenly, I blurted out, “Ok, I’m in.”

It was satisfying to watch the guys' faces turn from confused to understanding as they realized what I meant.

“We can discuss it once we are on board, our pod is here!”. Greg grabbed my hand as we dashed into the pod.

I must say the pod was large enough to fit a dozen more people, but somehow we were the only ones. I found out later that the boys had greased the attendant’s palm to ensure we were alone.

The center of the pod contained a round bench, but we chose to stand by the windows. As the pod slowly began its 15-minute ascent, we discussed the elephant in the room.

“So, you’re in?” Sean asked, finally chiming in on the subject.

“Subject to certain rules, of course.” I was beginning to feel the excitement associated with the deal we were forming, and it was empowering.

“What rules?” Greg seemed eager to find out

I began listing things as they came to my mind.

“1)Only one of you can have me at a time. Unless I invite others.”

The guys nodded their assent, mumbling that they wanted me all to themselves anyway.

“2) you can be rough but nothing that will leave any permanent marks.”

The boys were getting into it now as the possibilities took hold and I felt their atten focus more on me than the beautiful view.

“3) i think you already said it this morning but nothing that will get us arrested.”. More nodding and mumbling.

Russ spoke. “So public is ok as long as it is discreet?”

I nodded. “Right. I don’t want a record, or to end up on the internet. So 4) is no photos without asking and they stay between us.”

“Final rule for now, the available period is from after breakfast to the time I go to sleep. And I sleep alone in a bedroom with a door.”

Fletch announced the agreement. We were 3/ of the way to the top and I diverted my attention to the incredible lighting over the city. As a result, I missed the hushed Ro Cham Bo the boys were doing until i felt Russ’s presence behind me.

“Can we start now? “ His whisper was followed by his hand moving the hair from the back of my neck. I shivered and whispered loud enough for everyone to hear, “Just be aware of the cameras.” My glance showed them where they were. The boys took the hint and placed themselves strategically as if they were finding the best spot. Russ already has his lips on my shoulder and his hands wandering circularly from my hips to just under my breath. His hands were strong but surprisingly gentle as he took his time. I attempted to distract him by pointing out St. Paul’s cathedral but he had found my weakness and was taking advantage of it with his kisses.

When his hand finally palmed my left breast, our car was at the top of the cycle. I closed my eyes, trying to quell my swiftly rising arousal. Now that I had agreed to surrender myself to their whim, my desire was taking over. I allowed myself to wonder how he would feel inside my very damp pussy.

Lusty whimpers escaped my lips as Russ caught my nipple between his fingers, the thin cotton providing little protection from the electricity that shot through my body. When my eyes opened, the glass was fogged from my ragged breathing. I began swaying my hips in time to the rhythm of Russ’s touch. He took that as a sign to advance, and his right hand left my hip and pressed the front of my dress between my legs until his hand found my mound.

“Oooh.” He rubbed slowly, alternating between tugging my nipple with his left hand and pressing my clit with his right. The dress and my thong provided just enough cover to keep the sensations minimal, but I found myself frustrated that we couldn’t do more, and there were only ten minutes left of the ride. So many stimuli. The fantastic view. People down below possibly able to see his hand rubbing my need. Four rugged gentlemen were trying their best to pretend I wasn’t getting groped and fingered. I caught them stealing glances, but they did their part to convince the cameras that nothing was going on.

It was getting difficult to breathe as Russ was a quick study, and his fingers were working magic. Tragically, just as I felt my arousal peak, the pod lurched to a stop. My skin was on fire. Even the slight caress of the wind as we exited felt as if 1000 tiny fingers were teasing me. I was certain the attendant who helped us step over the gap between the pod and the sidewalk heard my soft whimper as he took my arm. My nipples protruded through my dress, and my poor little panties had already lost the battle to stem the river of juices now flowing onto my thighs. I was so overstimulated that had Russ or any of the guys suggested we go down an alley to fuck, I would have sprinted to find a spot.

The boys were gentlemen, however, pretending the ride was a vanilla experience. That is, until we got into the van to return to the hostel. The boys got in first, Fletch behind the wheel, the other four in the back. I started to sit in the passenger seat, but Russ told me to join them in the back.

“Remember the rules, guys, “I cautioned in case they were considering taking me every which way.

“No worries, the guys are just going to enjoy the show, now take off your dress.”

I froze, nerves and arousal tingling my spine. Being fondled through my clothes while the other guys were trying not to look was one thing, but being naked in front of 3 other guys, not to mention Fletch in the front seat, was another thing. Even in my wildest moments, I had never had sex with an audience.

“Is there a problem, Michelle? I thought you understood the rules.”

He was right. I had agreed to the rules. The unwaveringly commanding tone of his voice started my river flowing again. My body was still on fire from the Ferris wheel, so it was no surprise that my initial anxiety faded quickly.

“Yes, sir.” Russ rubbed my neck as I reached across my body and released my left strap over my shoulder, then followed with the right. Slowly, my dress slipped down, exposing my unbound breasts. The boys gasped with appreciation. Their appreciation grew louder as more and more of my body was exposed. Russ’ hands followed the dress’s path, caressing my shoulders, my exposed back, when the dress caught on my hips, he gently assisted, until it fell freely to my ankles. Russ’s hands remained on the sides of my bottom, playfully hooking his thumb under my thong string.

“That’s better. You’re so beautiful, Michelle.” His roaming caresses were maddening as he drew close to my breasts, only to pull away and head toward the junction of my thighs, then back again. He rose; he must have unbuckled his belt because it jingled as his pants fell to the ground. A moment later, his released cock pressed against my bottom, twitching underneath my right cheek.

“Look at how stiff your nipples are.” He tugged at them softly, his palms cupping my breasts. In my heightened state, I felt electric charges in my entire body, nearly falling. Russ kept me steady with a hand lightly surrounding my throat. His hold wasn’t threatening in any way, but instead stirred something naughty inside me. When his fingers pushed my thong out of its prison between my folds, I gasped loudly, my arousal now evident to all who watched. He didn’t waste time showing them how wet I was. No sooner was the thong caught on my ankles, his fingers were inside me with loud sloshing sounds. I was soaked. My squeaks and moans echoed in the van.

“Russ, you’re going to make me come if you keep that up.” My thirst for the cock that was leaking against my thigh was evident in my announcement. Russ didn’t seem to care. His hand tightened around my throat just enough to spark my primal desire while he increased the thrust through my core. In a haze, I vaguely noticed the other guys were slowly stroking their cocks as they watched the show. Seeing the different sized cocks, all hard and shiny made me consider making an exception to the only one at a time rule but I never got the chance to act on that impulse as my orgasm burst through me. If we had been stopped at a light, the cars next to us would have heard my wail. My body trembled as ripple after ripple shook my body. Russ held me steady, his hands buried in my dripping hole. When I finally stopped, I wondered if we were done. Surely the hostel was nearby.

Russ wasn’t finished. He almost fell back into his seat, pulling me with him until I was straddling his lap, still facing the gang. Russ’ cock nestled between my folds, a dam to my free flowing river.

“Put me inside of you, Michelle.”

I didn’t hesitate this time. My eyes had refocused and I was lustily watching the three guys in front of me stroking their cocks, their urgent need for release evident in the milky precum spreading over their tips. I stuffed Russ inside, his cock sliding easily into my core. His hand left my throat, grabbing my tits instead. His other palm rested on my hip. As an athlete, his palms were large and coarse. His forearms rippled with muscles as he guided my hips, raising and lowering my body until I found a rhythm. The other guys were captivated, their eyes glued to where his cock stretched my pussy.

“Can I touch my clit, please?” i gasped, wanting more stimulation. He tugged and twisted my nipple, the short stabs of pain quickly bringing my arousal to the edge. If the slick coat of juices covering his cock weren’t enough, the loud squish as I rode him were further evidence of my waterfall.

I couldn’t believe how quickly my climax had returned, but it was only a few thrusts away.

Russ must have seen it too because he lifted me into the air and lay me on the ground on my hands and knees, kneeling behind me. In the process, his cock had fell free from my pulsing vagina, but I quickly dropped to my elbow and guided him inside as he began thrusting. I was vocalizing with each thrust. In this prone position, I felt dirty, but in the most arousing way. I was being used by Russ, and I found myself loving it. If this was an indication of how the rest of the trip would go, I was going to be thrilled, literally.

Russ slapped my ass with his meaty palm and I whimpered into my arms. Another slap, then he pulled out in time to cover the reddening flesh with white cream. I felt each drop spray on my backside, then, surprisingly, several more from the other direction caught my neck and upper back. The jerking off guys were shooting their seed onto me. That was it. My body arched and I screamed, “Oh fuck, that’s hot.” Then I could only moan as my orgasm furiously shook my body. When it stopped, I was in the fetal position on the floor, still whimpering as each aftershock overwhelmed me.

The boys somehow found a towel and helped me clean up enough to put my dress on. I didn’t put the thong on as I was still dripping. The guys invited me to spend the last night in their hostel room, but I needed to rest and accustom myself to what I had agreed to, so I said goodnight. Russ walked me to my room, perhaps hoping for another round, but I was too tired for any more fun. I kissed him lightly on the cheek.

“You should get some rest too, I have a feeling you are going to need it on this trip as much as I will.”

He smiled, shrugged those broad shoulders, and headed back to the guys’ wing. For my part, I was asleep as soon as my head hit the pillow.


Chapter three
AMSTER DAMN!


Whether it was the day of travel on a public ferry through Belgium or the Eurail train to Amsterdam, the boys didn’t make any moves on me. Sure, they were their usual flirty selves, but they kept their hands off me. I thought they might try something on the two-hour ferry ride, however, there was simply no privacy. The rows of passengers crammed into the cabin were too close for anything to go unnoticed.

We arrived in Belgium just in time to grab a quick waffle lunch and a few chocolates for the train ride. We made it just in time to catch the noon train. The train didn’t offer much in the way of privacy. The boys had made a chart on some app they had to determine who controlled me each day. Today was Ace’s turn, so we took a pair of seats together. An hour into the drive, Ace was telling me about his two brothers and one sister who had inherited a significant sum from their parents, who passed in a horrible accident. It was emotional, but he seemed desensitized to it now that a few years had passed. There was nobody in the seat in front of us, but there were a handful of people in our car. The more he ignored me physically, the more needy I became. I wasn’t sure if our rules allowed me to initiate anything, so I tried to be subtle, allowing my leg to touch his or my hand to rest on his arm instead of competing for the armrest between us.

It took a while, but he finally responded, though it wasn’t quite what I had in mind.

“I know Kitten wants to play,” he said softly, his mouth inches from my ear while his long fingers encircled the wrist of the hand I intended to place on his thigh. He continued. “I want to as well. But I don’t want to have to hold back. When I fuck you, I want you to feel it in every inch of your body and be free to announce your pleasure to the world without fear of getting kicked off a train.

Oh my fuck. Ace knew exactly what to say to simultaneously quell my concerns about being left untouched and send my arousal through the roof. He thought he would do me so well that I would be screaming in pleasure? I glanced at his crotch. The blue-denim jeans concealed Ace’s bulge well, but I could see the faint outline of what appeared to be a normal sized cock. Yet Ace’s words had made me want that cock even more, whatever size it was.

To add the perfect finish to his promise, he bit my earlobe, tugging the sensitive flesh taut before letting it snap back into position. I swear he growled as he pulled away.

“Anyway, I talked to the guys and we agreed to keep this as a free day so my day starts tomorrow.”

I playfully punched his arm. “You should have led with that. I’ve been expecting you to do something the whole day.”

“I know.” His eyes burned with desire. “I’ve enjoyed watching you squirm.”

I crossed my arms over my chest, pretending to be offended. As I stared out the window, I realized he had played me masterfully. I was going to be dripping wet, imagining what he was going to do to me that would make me scream. It was a long 3 hours before we came to a stop at Amsterdam Centraal.

The first thing that caught my eye as we exited the train was how amazing the architecture was at the station alone. This could have been a government seat, it was so expansive and beautiful. It handled both the port and the train, so it was a bustling place.

We were starving, our only means being the waffles in our Belgian stop. I wanted to eat at the station, but the boys insisted that we go to Bistro Bos, a family-owned restaurant that served the most amazing food. We ordered the 4-course meal and left with our bellies full.

After that, it was off to our hotel, an interestingly modern building that appeared to be three triangles with the middle piece pointing in a different direction from the other two. The boys had booked three rooms, and they allowed me my own since the larger suite was not available. The view was fantastic, and the king-sized bed was so soft.

As he walked me to my room, I thought Ace might come in and take me earlier than scheduled. Instead, he pressed my back against the door, gripped my arms tightly, and kissed me. Sparks flew where our lips met, and I was breathless when he pulled away.

“Get some rest, and no touching yourself tonight, Michelle. Understand?”

I nodded, my chest heaving with arousal.

“Good girl.” Ace walked away without looking back as I fumbled for my key and let myself into the room where I drifted to a sleep full of sexually explicit dreams.

I had just gotten out of the shower when I heard the pounding on the door. I checked the clock, which informed me it was 8:30 a.m. locally.

“What the fuck guys, I thought this was a vacation.”

“It is!” Greg answered, “But we have some things to do this morning and thought you would like to come with us since they are for you.”

“For me?”

“Come on, you’ll see.”

He pulled my arm, and we embarked on a whirlwind tour of Amsterdam’s shopping district on Kalverstraat. The boys had heard me lament only having one nice outfit and were insistent on buying me a rolling suitcase which they filled with skirts, cute tops, and even a few sexy undergarments. I tried to pay for some of it, but they insisted. Marcus darted off to a small store and came back with a bag, but refused to show any of us what was inside. After we dropped the goodies off at the hotel, we headed on a tour of the Heineken Brewery. The tour was fantastic and the beer was excellent. The different process made it so much smoother than the American version. The best part was the end of the tour, where they fed us for an hour with beer, sausages, and snacks. This was also where Ace began his plan.

“Oh, someone is dripping. Have you been like this all day?”

His hand was pressed against my lace panties, rubbing slowly as he quietly stated the obvious.

“Yes. And you’re not helping the matter, unless you intend to do something about it soon.”

“Oh, I do.” For emphasis, his finger slipped past the fabric and into my core. “We can only do so much here, but I have an idea. Come with me.”

He led me by my hand toward the bathroom. I felt the knowing stares of the other guys as we disappeared down a wooden hallway.

“This is just a taste, but it will have to do for now.” He pointed to a wine barrel near the emergency exit. The other hallways were busy, but this seemed a little-used area. “Bend over the barrel.

I did. Without wasting any time, he lifted the hem of my dress and pulled my panties aside. After verifying my pussy was dripping and wide open, he replaced his sticky fingers with his cock, gripping my hips as he thrust.

As I said, this is just a taste, so I am going to thrust 10 times, got it?”

I nodded as he counted out the second one. Each thrust felt incredible as he pushed deeper. His cock was thicker than I expected, stretching me wider than Russ or Greg. He wasn’t as long as Greg, at least he didn’t feel longer, but he hit spots that drove me crazy with pleasure. I whined when he hit 10 as my arousal was peaking. He just stood with a smug look and told me to clean him off. It wasn’t a fucking, but I could enjoy this.

Eagerly, I dropped to my knees and licked my juices off his cock. I couldn’t close my fingers around it, but it was slick, and I was able to glide my hand effortlessly as I licked him clean.

“Keep going. I want to fill your mouth with my cum.”

I glanced behind me, believing I heard footsteps, but he firmly grabbed my chin and turned me toward him. “Quickly.”

I opened my mouth wide, forcing his thick meat into my mouth. It was hard to build much of a rhythm with him stretching my mouth as far as it would go, so I mostly used my hands, jerking him and fondling his balls while I bobbed my head over the upper quarter of his shaft. He was fine with it as he put his hands on my head, guiding me. His breathing became louder and less controlled.

“Get ready, he whispered. “Swallow it all.”

I tried to respond, but gagged as he took the opportunity to push further into my mouth. My hands flew like lightning over his shaft until he choked back a scream and began spraying my tongue with cream. The sour liquid was warm against my throat as I swallowed each spurt.

“Good girl. Now get up, someone’s coming.”

I stood just in time to see a waiter scurry by.

Ace kissed me, his tongue tasting the mix of our juices on my lips.

“Come on, that was just to size you up. I have so much planned for you.”

There was that tingle again. He was knowingly working up my anticipation, but with his confidence, I had no doubt he would deliver.

We left the brewery stuffed and happy, though I was stuffed in more ways than one. Phantom thrusts were happening in my core as if my desire was willing for Ace’s cock to return.

The plan was to go to the Anne Frank House next. The path took us through the red light district, which was just beginning to light up as the sun began to set. We noticed a window in particular that had a dark-haired, gorgeous woman wearing a black crop top and matching microskirt. She looked mysterious and beautiful, and I said as much.

“Damn, she is gorgeous. I didn’t think the girls would be that attractive.”

“Do you like her?” Ace’s tone was not jealous, rather, I sensed an intrigue.”

“I mean, she’s beautiful for sure. I’ve never been with a woman, though.”

“Never?”

“I mean, I kissed a few girls, but nothing more.”

“Did you want more?”

“Well, yeah, it is on my bucket list, but I never found the right way to ask a friend, and I wasn’t about to hit on a stranger either.”

Ace walked over to the guys. I couldn’t hear what they were saying, but they nodded and continued their journey to Anne Frank’s House. “Ok, come on.”

I was dumbstruck. He was using his time to take me to a prostitute? If it hadn’t instantly started my waterfall, I might have considered whether Ace had some deviant tastes.

When we arrived at the girl’s window, Ace took her aside to negotiate. When he returned, she let us into her small quarters, closing the shades as we shut the door.

“Hello, I’m Aimee.” Her English was good, but her accent was unmistakable. “Your friend Ace tells me you’ve never had a woman before. Are you okay with this?” I understood what she meant as she struggled to find the words. I nodded.

“Stand here. Ace, sit on the bed.”

Ace removed his clothes, then sat on the mattress, his back against the wall. I salivated as I finally got my first good look at his cock. It was thick with ridges where the veins ran. I wanted it back inside me, but I also wanted this woman whose hands had slid around my waist. We were the same height, give or take, and she began kissing me, not on the lips, but my cheek, my earlobe, my neck. As she kissed, her hands roamed my body, and her hands and lips took their time exploring the exposed areas of my body. Unlike the boys, she seemed content taking her time, focusing on my curves. When she finally slid her hands under my top, she avoided contact with my nipples, running the V between her thumb and forefinger under my breasts.

“Lift your arms!” she told me, and I did, allowing her to push my top over my head. During the moment of darkness when my shirt covered my eyes, Aimee’s mouth pressed against my left breast, softly kissing my flesh. The men I’ve been with always start sucking my nipples right away which feels great, but her softer, less direct approach had its advantages. As she kissed, her hair and face pressed and caressed my stiff buds. The slight stimulation made me all the more thrilled when her tongue flicked swiftly over the tip as she squeezed my boobs. I shivered, my body responding to her sensual touch. She slowly inched one of her hands toward my skirt, sliding beneath the waistband to rub my mound. She hadn’t touched my need yet, but I was squirming with desire. She spent a while on my chest, alternating between each breast as she worked her other hand to my hips and helped me shimmy out of the skirt.

Clad only in the thin lace panties Ace had pulled aside less than 30 minutes ago, I purred as she rubbed her hand over my crotch, pressing the wet material into my folds. My body responded to her touch, and my knees wavered. Deftly, she guided me to the bed, helping me lie on my back, her lips never leaving my chest. I was on fire. My head settled against Ace’s chest, and he wrapped his strong arms around me, holding my body tight as Aimee knelt on the bed, her hand now under my panties, spreading my wetness around the edges of my fold. More than once, she lifted a slick finger to her lips, sensually rubbing my nectar on her lips and licking it off with her tongue. She was so seductive, her eyes locking on mine as she removed her crop top. Her breasts hung like pears ripe for the picking. I wanted to taste them, but she was too far away and whatever she was doing to my clit made it impossible to act on any impulse other than to moan. Ace began kissing my face, his hand under my chin, tilting my head toward him.

“Yiiie…” My squeal was brought forth when Aimee finally directly touched my clit. Gently at first, she rubbed my naughty bits until she learned what I liked. With each moan and whimper, she took the next step. Rubbing faster in small circles. Only now did she bite my nipple and tug, testing my poor little nub’s limits. The wait paid off. I screamed and lifted my hips towards her. As if expecting my reaction, she allowed the force of my squirming to drive her fingers into my core. Not one, but two digits slid easily into my wetness. I didn’t think my arousal could go higher, but here I was, thrashing around despite Ace’s grip. I couldn’t help myself. I came hard, catching Aimee’s hand between my legs. My hands were holding onto Ace’s arms for support.

Aimee wasn’t finished with me yet. A gasp of disappointment echoed as her lips left my nipples and kissed their way over my shaking abdomen until she was at the band of my panties. As her tongue dipped under, she helped me out of them, handing them to Ace, who stuffed them into my mouth. I know, it sounds cliche, and normally, I wouldn’t be putting anything like that into my mouth, but at the moment, it was the hottest thing anyone ever did. The panties were soaked with my cum. My sounds were now muffled which only spurred me to be louder when her lips settled on my clit, licking me with the flat of her tongue. Her fingers returned to my pussy, this time at a different angle than before. I was only partially aware that my nails were digging into Ace’s forearms, but that would have to wait. The things she did with her fingers earlier were only a preview of the sensations she brought forth with her mouth. I never expected a sex worker to be this in touch with the female body, but I suppose she had women customers as well as men. In only minutes, I was at the apex, muffled pleas for her to let me come escaping my lips. Even if she didn’t understand the words, she knew the tone. Her hands and tongue sped up and she did something unexpected, pressing a finger into my anus.

“Oh Fuck!” Even with the panties in my mouth, I heard the words loud and clear as a second orgasm exploded from my core. I kept repeating the words even long after she had pulled away. Ace held me as my body shook and twitched. Aimee sat on the edge of the bed, facing me, her body free of clothes. She stroked her pussy for me, showing me how she liked to be touched. It took a few moments for me to regain my strength, but when I did, I rolled onto my hands and knees and crawled towards her.

“Can I taste you, please?”

She nodded, placing a hand on the back of my head as I neared. Ace began rubbing my bottom, avoiding contact with my pussy, at least for the moment. I tried my best to mimic Aimee’s actions, running the flat of my tongue through her folds and over her clit. She was wetter than I had expected from someone who does this for a living. My first taste of a woman other than myself was arousing in and of itself. She tasted much different than me. Sweet, but with a tangy but pleasant aftertaste. I eagerly lapped at her folds, causing her, at times, to tell me to slow down.

I swear I heard her laugh when I moaned into her pussy as Ace slid his cock into my dripping hole. His big hands held my waist as he stretched me wide. I was glad he had teased me earlier, so I was prepared for the stabs of pleasurable pain as he entered me.

“Keep licking her. If you stop, I stop.”

Oh god, Michelle, this is going to be difficult. He feels so good. It is getting so hard to concentrate on licking.

I decided to add my fingers to the mix, sliding two into her pussy. It must have been the correct thing to do because she moaned and pushed my head deeper between her legs. I could feel her thighs quivering. Imagine the view she had of Ace as he plowed his cock into me while I licked her. It was nice to hear someone other than me whimpering and moaning, and it spurred me on. My arousal was rising, but I took it as a challenge to make her come before Ace or I erupted. I didn’t have to wait long. Aimee’s thighs tightened around my ears, and she moaned loudly, her body shaking. Then suddenly she pushed my head away, making me stop as the sensations were too much. She stood from the bed, her cum glistening in the hairs of her mound. With Ace’s assistant, she flipped me on my back and fed me her left breast while Ace announced his impending orgasm. I was aroused, but the two prior orgasms desensitized me, and I couldn’t quite reach climax with all the stimulation, but it was ok. When Ace shot his load over my body, it felt amazing and nearly got me there. My body twitched softly as Aimee gave Ace a wet towel, and he cleaned me off.

As we walked away, Ace refused to tell me her price, just saying it was worth every penny. He showed me some photos he took while Aimee was eating me out. I rarely like photos of me, but even I had to admit I looked hotter than most of the porn stars I watch.

We met the guys for dinner. This time it was my turn to describe my experience. I couldn’t believe I was telling 4 guys I knew less than 72 hours about one of the best sexual experiences of my life.

I honestly thought my day with Ace was over. However, when we got to the hotel, he pinned me against the door and kissed me. Intentionally or not, he pressed his body so tightly against mine that I could feel how hard he was against my lower abs.

“I’m going to fuck you again.” He scooped me into his arms, easily carrying me over the threshold. He told me to strip. When I hesitated, not from lack of interest, but from a slight bout of exhaustion, he said I could take them off, or he would rip them off. I hurriedly removed the clothes and tossed them onto the hotel’s cuck chair. He pulled me onto his now naked lap and held me in a slight squat as he ran his tip through my folds.

“God, you’re still soaked.” He used his muscles to lift me onto his cock, then slowly lower me down. He was stiff as a board and went in easily this time. My breasts were at the perfect height for him to suckle me as he lifted and dropped me as if I was simply a fucking toy. I barely did anything other than let him use my body, yet it felt so good.

Then, with nearly no effort at all, he stood, turned around, and let me fall onto the bed onto my back. My legs were pressed against his chest. He did slip out, but he was back inside thrusting in no time. My ass was in the air as he pumped. I stared at the muscles rippling in his chest and watched his shiny wet cock slide in and out of my pussy. I couldn’t hold the rising feeling inside, and I began rambling that he was going to make me come.

“Oh god, you’re so fucking big. You’re going to make me come with that beautiful cock. Keep fucking me Ace you stud.”

The dirty talk was not my usual mo, but I just couldn’t help myself. Ace didn’t seem to mind joining in.

“I’m going to cover you with my cream. Your tight little pussy will never be the same. You’re such a good little slut.”

I screamed as I came. I felt my pussy squeeze his cock. Ace looked concerned, and I thought I was hurting him until he grunted and shot his load inside me. He tried to pull out, but suddenly, that was what I wanted, so I wrapped my legs around him, keeping him inside until his cum was leaking out of me.

He waited to make sure I was ok and had some water, then left me, his cream dripping onto the comforter, my chest heaving as aftershocks still rippled through me. It was a three orgasm day and so far, the highlight of my trip.


Chapter four
MANHANDLED IN MUNICH


Iskipped breakfast with the guys, needing most of the morning to work the soreness out of my body and clean the cum out of various places. The bed was soaked, and I felt sorry for the maid who would have to clean it up. We were leaving Amsterdam and heading to Berlin and Munich.

The train took us past the famous castles to Berlin, where we saw the wall memorial that once separated East and West Berlin. I was impressed by the modern decor, such as the Reichstag building and the holocaust memorials. We did a little shopping and visited a museum, but the events in London and Amsterdam had finally caught up to me. I don’t know how the Aussies kept their energy up, but they wanted to go to a nightclub. Today was supposed to be Marcus’s day with me, but I asked for a day off. The guys were good sports but ribbed me about Ace being too much. Marcus agreed he would use his day in Munich.

The guys went out clubbing, and I settled into our three-bedroom apartment at Apartments am Brandeburger Tor. I had my own room, and the guys shared the other two rooms and the pull-out sofa. For an apartment, it was surprisingly spacious and fully loaded with amenities, including a private balcony. I took the opportunity to girlify myself. Taking a long bath, painting my toenails, and blowing out my hair. I was asleep before the guys returned from their night out.

Our next stop was Munich on a late afternoon train. After a nice brunch spent mostly listening to how much they enjoyed the club, we took a 5-hour train ride to Munich. We were staying two days and three nights here, so we set up shop at the Sofitel in their Magnificent Apartment. It was bigger than my entire apartment back home. The panoramic view of the city was amazing. We only had time to go to Weisses Bräuhaus im Tal, where we ate pretzels bigger than my head, the best schnitzel, and some of the most drinkable beer I've ever tried. We sat up late in the living room watching German TV and playing cards. Marcus kept telling me he had something special planned for tomorrow, but wouldn’t give me the details. I had difficulty sleeping, wondering what he had planned.

Marcus roused me at 7 a.m., and we left while the others were just waking up. He took me to a MySpa where he had booked our own private wellzone. If you don’t know what a wellzone is, it is a private spa with a whirlpool, spa shower, fog function, massage water bed, and crushed ice for cooling down.

“Ok, only one rule while we are here. No clothes. We have the place for three-and-a-half hours. There is champagne and snacks on the table. We stripped and sat naked as Marcus told me more about how these 5 boys could afford such nice accommodations and activities. Marcus’ dad owns a large factory in Australia, and Fletch is a stockbroker with some very successful clients. The other guys have day jobs as well, but Marcus and Fletch fund the team and the month-long celebration at season’s end.

That explained a lot. When they received the unexpected invitation to join the London tournament, most of the good places to stay were booked. Fletch suggested that “roughing it” would be a good team bonding exercise, so they decided to stay at the hostel.

Marcus was the tallest of the bunch, towering over my 5’5 frame by at least 10 inches. I watched his cock grow as we sipped the bubbly. He had a banana shaped cock which curved upward. He wouldn’t stretch me like Ace or hit deep like Greg, but he had a nice combination of both, and I knew he would fit just fine.

When we finished eating, Marcus took out the bag he had brought back from the store in Amsterdam. He removed one item, careful to hide the rest of the bag from my view. It was a black silk blindfold that he showed me before putting it around my eyes. I felt safe with him, so I didn’t protest. For the first time since we met, Marcus touched me in more than a platonic way, his hands roaming my curves, as if discovering the female anatomy for the first time. He escorted me to the tub and helped me in, then took his place in front of me, our legs overlapping. The whir of the tub’s jets buzzed as the whirlpool began. He scooted forward until his cock rested on my stomach. His hardness was obvious. Taking my hands in his, he placed them on his chest, allowing me to feel the solid muscle beneath his skin. He guided my hands to his six-pack abs, then under the water until I felt his shaft in my palm.

“Stroke me, Michelle.” His command was my wish. He made me go slow, stirring under my touch. As I stroked, he caressed my breasts. Cupping and caressing them much the way Aimee had in Amsterdam. I don’t remember explaining the difference in her touch, but it was clear he was intentionally taking his time. Feeling him in my hand helped stir my arousal. The more I stroked him so close to my need, the more I wanted to feel him inside me. He didn’t make me wait long, when he felt I was ready, he slid closer, allowing me to guide his cock through my folds. The whirlpool made it difficult to feel much until his hand began fingering my clit. I nearly jumped out of the tub as the contrast between the water’s caress and his direct touch was startling. As we rocked back and forth, I felt my nipples resting on the water, stiff and aching for attention.

The play in the water felt good, but it wasn’t going to get me anywhere close to climax, not just from rocking. Marcus knew this, too. He told me to sit on the edge of the tub and spread my legs. He teased me with his knuckles, tracing my lips and spreading my folds. I couldn’t see, but I felt every sensation as the water was replaced by my slowly dripping arousal. When he uncurled his finger, I was treated to deep penetration. I hadn’t realized his fingers were so long.

“Fuck, yes.” I purred as he kissed my clit. His slight sucking, was different from Aimee’s tongue lashing, but just as effective and soon I was moaning loudly. I wanted him to fuck me, but he seemed content to bring me to the edge. I nearly came, but he stopped. Something very cold pressed against my tits. The shaved ice I saw when we came in. It was like my arousal came to a full stop at the edge of the cliff. I was panting, dripping, and wanting, but he wasn’t ready to let me come. Instead, he helped me out of the tub and misguided me to a room that felt like the floor was made of wooden slats. That was when he brought out his next new toy.

“Ow!” He tightened a clothespin-like clamp on my right nipple, then my left. His tongue flicked across the tip. My nipples were always sensitive but with the stretching and clamping, they were a direct line to my clit. A chain connecting them bounced against my stomach. He helped me up to a higher platform and placed my fingers on what felt like a wooden ledge and told me to hold on. The room was getting steamy and warm, and I guessed we were in the sauna. Even the perspiration beading around the clamps was stimulating me.

Marcus pressed into me. The step up put me at the perfect spot to make up for his height difference. He leaned over, grabbed my hair, and began thrusting. Each thrust jostled the chain, sending waves of pleasure to my nipples. He used my hair to control his plunges as he fucked me hard. I couldn’t believe this was the same gentle lover from the tub as he was losing himself in my pussy.

“That’s it, fuck my cunt.” I moaned as he plunged hard and fast. His fingers on his left hand dug into my left side as he gathered more of my hair in his right. My breasts were swaying, which just made the clamps stimulate my nipples even more. My orgasm rose with a vengeance and I came hard, nearly pushing Marcus out of my pussy. He held on, though, continuing to pump through my climax. As soon as the first orgasm ended, Marcus’ continued pounding brought me near to a second one. I would have come again, but Marcus pulled out, telling me to wait there. I heard him exit the sauna, then return moments later. He inserted something hard and round into my pussy and started it vibrating. My eyes rolled back as it hit spots no cock could. I heard some slurping sounds, then felt something slick press against my anus.

His cock? No, too thin. A finger? Yes, a lubed finger slowly spreading my ass wide. Surreally, I felt my anus open as he swirled his finger. He was a bit to eager, deciding to enter me with his cock just a bit sooner than I would have liked, but he pushed past the resistance with a well lubed staff. I have done anal a few times with boyfriends, but never with my pussy filled. The combination was mindblowing as the egg vibrated inside me as his cock filled my tiny ass. I came so hard after only a few thrusts, yet it only fueled my desire. I was needy and I fingered my clit as he continued to fill my ass with his cock.

When someone comes in my pussy, I feel it, but barely. It was different in my ass. Marcus shot several loads into my ass and I felt each one hit the wall of my anus. When he was done, his cream was dripping from my hole. He had a plan for that, though, sticking a cold metal object into my ass, a plug, he called it. I felt the cum inside me as he removed the blindfold and walked me inside. He made me wear it back to the hotel, where he removed it and fingered me to orgasm in the living room. The guys were still out, but I could tell they would smell my scent when they returned. I went to bed, my ass and nipples sore, but my hungry little cunt sated, for the moment.

The next day, we returned to drinking our way through Germany before heading to our next destination. Bern, Switzerland.


Chapter five
FUN DO


Switzerland was a thing of beauty as the train took us past majestic hills and mountains. This time of year, they were mostly green. Our hotel was nestled at the base of a mountain trail. We started the day at Moléson Gourmanderie, where we were treated to some fondue. It was nothing like the fondue in the States. The cheese was thick and flavorful, and the oil was seasoned with onions and peppers. Bowls of meat and vegetables were served for us to cook. It was so much fun. We were almost too full for the delicious chocolate fondue dessert, but we managed to find room.

Today was another off day as my ass returned to its normal size. My tits and hips were bruised from all the groping and gripping. I retired to my room and tried to sleep, but I was too aroused to sleep. Tomorrow I would be at Greg’s mercy, and I wondered what he had in store for me. Memories of his long cock in the London shower had me wet with anticipation. Even in a relationship, I can’t remember having so much sex in such a short time.

As I tried to drift to sleep, I heard bits and pieces of the boys' conversation.

“Do you think she would? She said it was a hard rule.”

“I mean, we should ask her, shouldn’t we?”

“Not tomorrow. Let Greg have his day. Maybe when we get to the hotel in Venice, it is our last stop before Florence after all.

“Sounds good, now get some sleep.”

I heard a thud as something soft hit the wall. Then nothing more.

We woke early, had a hearty plate of cheese and sausages, and then began our all-day hike of the mountain. We started together on a trail, but it didn’t take long for me to fall behind. The boys were athletes, I hadn’t trained since I was a high school gymnast. I worked out, but my stamina, especially as the air thinned, was not up to par. Thoughtfully, Greg slowed down to match my pace. He waited until the guys were out of sight before he guided me off the path to a grassy area out of view of the main walkway. Removing his backpack, he laid a blanket on the ground and gestured for me to sit. He took out some chocolate we had purchased at the store at the base of the mountain and fed me a piece.

When we finished that bar, we noticed his hands were covered in melted chocolate.

“Take off your shirt, Michelle.”

I looked around, but I knew better than to argue. I was committed to being at their beck and call.

My shirt came off easily, and Greg smeared my breasts with chocolate, then knelt before me and began licking it off.

“It tastes so much better this way.” It was unexpected and erotically charged. I knew where this was going. I took a piece of chocolate and wrapped my palm around it, letting it soften while I tried to unbuckle Greg’s belt with the other hand. With his assistance, we freed his cock. By now, the chocolate was a melty mess, and I smeared it over Greg’s long shaft. I began licking it off like a lollipop. Even without the delicious chocolate, I would have devoured his cock. Within a few minutes, I was sucking him deep into my throat. I wanted him to fill my mouth with his come so when he warned me he was close, I doubled down on my efforts, swirling my tongue around his cock and squeezing his balls in my hand.

Greg’s store of cum had regenerated in the long time between London and Switzerland and I couldn’t swallow it fast enough. When I finished, I looked up at Greg, cum drizzling from the side of my mouth. His face was dark and I couldn’t tell if he was angry at me for not stopping, or just frustrated that he would need time to recover before fucking me. Either way, he was surprisingly aggressive as he pushed me onto my back, then rolled me over. He knelt behind me, his fingers diving into my drenched pussy. He pressed the heel of his free hand just over my clit, covering my landing strip and furiously fingered me. This wasn’t the apologetic boy in the bathroom, this was a man who knew what he wanted. Well, if he was going to punish me with an orgasm, I was down for it.

I haven’t decided whether it was his new attitude, or the way his fingers filled my pussy while he thumbed my clit, but he had me coming within 10 minutes. By now, he was as hard as a rock. He took me missionary, his eyes burning into mine as he used his arm strength to hold him above my body as he plunged into my wetness. My moans and his sloshing about seemed to echo in the mountain. He was so intense about fucking me that I found myself sharing that intensity and began encouraging him. I felt a compulsion to play with my tits, as if doing so would stave off my rising climax. It didn’t, of course. Instead, it quickened its arrival. I held onto his arms as it took me, my eyes disappearing behind my lids. He kept thrusting until he was ready, then he showered my clit with his cum, setting off several aftershocks. He licked me after, lapping his cum from my crotch. Maybe he thought we could have another round, but I was too worn and too numb for his attempt to do more than give me something to look forward to later.

We caught up to the guys about halfway up the mountain. Of course, they were already on their way down. One look at me and they knew Greg had a successful “date.”

We spent the next day exploring Bern’s beautiful town before we boarded a train for Venice.


Chapter six
HE PUT HIS GONDOLA IN MY CANAL


Venice was as beautiful as I had pictured. The canals made walking anywhere a challenge, but we didn’t mind. My only complaint was that everything seemed smaller here. The buildings were so close together, the restaurants we saw had only a handful of tables, and our suite, though luxurious, could barely accommodate the five boys, let alone me. I guess we were lucky to have a private bathroom, which we all shared.

I was the first to wake up after the long train ride had made us all crash early. We had two days in Venice, so no one was in a rush. I made breakfast in the tiny kitchen. Well, mostly cereal and milk that we had bought in Switzerland because we hadn’t gone grocery shopping yet. When Fletch woke, I teased, “I guess I am yours today, stud?”

Fletch smiled. “As much as I would like to take my turn, I am going to let you off the hook. You can take a free day, or pick someone else.”

Although he seemed content with his choice, I couldn’t help but feel rejected. I asked the other guys about it while we got ready to go to the you of St. Mark’s Basilica.

“Oh, he’s just hung up on some girl.” Greg chuckled.

“Yeah, we told him she would never know, but Fletch thinks it would be cheating.”

“Enough, guys.” Fletch emerged from the back bedroom. “Let’s go.” He left the room and began walking toward the stairs.

“So, fancy another go round?” Ace asked, squeezing my bottom. I was wearing the tiniest shorts and a form-fitting top. Even with soft nipples, they were visible through the thin material.

“I thought about that. If you guys can keep your hands off me on a day in town, I have a surprise for you tonight.” The wild times over the past few weeks had emboldened me, and I wanted to reward the guys tonight. I had the beginning of a plan, but needed time to let it take form.

The day went well. Although I wasn’t as into the tour as I thought I would be, we took a gondola ride where we enjoyed the fantastic singing of our host, Giovanni, who called himself Niagara because he was always falling into the water. He could certainly carry a tune and soon had some of the guys singing along to O Sole Mio. We dined on thin-crust round pizza. The Mozzerella had a flavor that is impossible to match in the States. Then we did some shopping until dinner. We ate at Trattoria Al Gazzetino, a casual but well-rated restaurant. We all had built up an appetite and enjoyed heaping plates of pasta accompanied by restaurant-baked bread, and flowing wine. Of course, we tried the Tiramisũ which was divine.

When we got back to the room, we were all in a fine and flirty mood. Fletch was about to retire to the bedroom, but I stopped him and told him part of my plan.

“It is incredible that you believe in being faithful. That is something many guys struggle with, and I don’t want to interfere with that. But tell me, would it be ok if you watched and took photos for me? I have something in mind for the other boys, but would love to have some photos to remember it by.”

Fletch considered. “Hang on.” He typed something into his phone and smiled at the response. “It is approved.”

I blushed. It was sweet that he asked his girlfriend if it was ok. She was a lucky girl.

Next, I turned my attention to the boys who had cracked open a bottle of wine and were singing poorly. My attention quieted them down. Earlier in the day, I had asked Marcus if he had any other surprises in his bag, and he said he did. When we got to the hotel, he put the bag on my bed in the front room.

“Ok, boys, keep things going for a bit while I go get ready. Oh, and take off those shirts, it is a travesty to hide those beautiful muscles. I took a quick shower and put on a silk robe we had picked up that day. Beneath it, I wore nothing but the nipple chain, a black leather collar Marcus had kept in the bag, and a satin thong. I took a few items I wasn’t going to need out of the bag and carried the rest with me.

The boys were topless when I arrived, their muscular chests rippling invitingly. I placed the bag aside and found the stereo. It took a moment to find a station that played appropriate music, but I found one. As romantic tunes filled the room, I used my 12 years of dance and gymnastics training to give the guys a show. As I slowly gave them glimpses of the chain, the guys started catcalling.

I opened the robe and let it fall loose, letting the boys enjoy the view. My hands roamed my body sensually, emphasizing my body, entrancing the guys. They had no idea where this was going, but I had them in the palm of my hands.

Greg sat on the left side of the couch, so I began with him, placing a leg on the couch’s arm so he had a view of my crotch. I ran my finger down his cheek and cupped his chin and angled him for the view. With my other hand, I ran a finger over the thong patch, surprised to find it already soaked. When my finger was damp, I pressed it against his lips, then moved on to Russ. As he was sandwiched on the couch between Greg and Ace, I knelt over his lap, gyrating my hips and pressing his face between my bosom. I even let him lick my swollen nipple before moving to Ace, who sat on the other end of the couch.

I moved my foot as if to place it on the arm, instead, placing it in Ace’s crotch, exploring the bulge with my toes. He gasped and shifted. I let him suck my other nipple before moving on to Marcus who sat in a lounge chair. I knelt between his legs, simulating a blowjob, though I only pressed my lips on his cock through his shorts.

I finished this round with the guys all as hard as rocks.

“Free the willies, boys. I want to see those poles waving.” The guys rushed to remove their pants and then returned to their seats. This time, I went around the room.

“Duck, duck.” I patted each of their shafts as I passed. When I came to Russ the second time, I said “Goose.” Immediately, I fell to my knees and using just my mouth, began sucking his cock. I counted to ten in my head, then rose and continued the round until everyone had been sucked twice. I saved Russ’ second turn for the last because it allowed me to jerk Greg and Ace while I sucked Russ. Now their cocks were shiny, leaking a bit of pre-cum, and throbbing. Ace’s veins were blue against his pink flesh.

It was time to give them control. I bent over, removed my panties and tossed them into Greg’s lap where they caught on his cock. Making a show, I slid four small anal beads from Marcus’ stash into my ass. I had lubed them up in the bedroom so they slid in easily, their connecting string dangling from my bottom. I figured, they would help open me up if anyone wanted my ass tonight. I hadn’t prepared for the erotic surge they sent through me.

“Ok, boys, I gave this a lot of thought, and for tonight, I am lifting the rule of one at a time. All four of you are welcome to use me.” As I said this, I removed several items from the bag and placed them on the table. The blindfold, of course. Some wrist and ankle cuffs and rope Marcus had bought, my pink mini wand I had packed, figuring I wouldn’t have any interesting people to play with on the trip, and a flogger I found in Marcus’ bag.

I clasped my hands behind my back and knelt, my chest preening toward them.

“Come take your slut.” I said as they seemed too stunned to move.

That spurred them into motion. I had expected someone to cuff my hands behind my back, but I hadn’t counted on their creativity. As Ace helped me to my feet, Marcus was standing on a chair behind me. I didn’t realize what he was doing until Greg and Russ cuffed my wrists separately and guided them over my head, where Marcus attached them, then to a rope he had looped over a wooden slat in the ceiling. I had to rise to my tip toes to keep in touch with the ground. Someone fastened the blindfold in place. At first, the four of them kissed me everywhere except my breasts and pussy. Their lips explored each quadrant of my body. There was a lot of talk about how pretty I was, often specifying body parts.

“Your legs are so strong, look how her muscles quiver.” I guessed it was Ace on his knees, kissing my inner thighs. I heard someone spit, then wet fingers pressed my left nipple. My breath caught. A tongue flicked slowly over my right nipple, and the game was on. Behind me, someone was tugging lightly on the anal string sending small jolts of excitement into my core. Ace’s tongue snaked between my legs and began flicking my clit. I regretted letting them tie me up, but only because I wanted to touch them, give them as much pleasure as they were giving me. When someone’s tongue flicked over my anus, my feet left the floor and I thrashed about as much as the rope and their arms would allow. My moans echoed in the room. I heard the click of the phone and knew Fletch was doing his part. The multiple stimuli set my climax in motion, and I flooded Ace’s face with my juices. Marcus removed my blindfold and let me down, and gave me some juice as the other boys rearranged the room.

“Kneel.” Marcus pressed my shoulders gently until I was on my knees. He clipped the handcuff together with my ankle cuffs. The four boys lined up with Greg running the wet tip of his cock against my lips. Like a salivating puppy, my tongue rolled out of my mouth, trying to get the offered treat. He only teased me for a moment before taking two fists of my hair and pushing his long cock into my mouth. I only gagged once, then began bobbing my head to meet his thrusts. The nipple clamps and the anal beads were working together to keep my arousal at its edge. The air was thick with the smell of sex, my scent specifically. My balance was kept mostly because Greg had my hair in his hands and his cock in my mouth. I was being used for their pleasure, and it was skyrocketing mine.

Suddenly, Fletch yelled, “Switch!” I didn’t have time to be disappointed as Ace’s thick treat pressed against my lips. Meanwhile, Greg had grabbed my mini wand and some rope and tied it to my waist with rope and some tape. He placed the head tightly pressed against my clit and turned it on low. Even with Ace’s cock filling my mouth, my moans were loud and needy. Each time they switched, I whimpered. My body was a bundle of nerve endings, and every jostle stirred one of the three stimuli.

I made it through the line twice before I got Greg to fill my mouth with his cum. Ace surprised me as he didn’t wait till I had swallowed the last spurt, sticking his cock into my mouth as Greg’s cream dripped past. It only took three strokes before he pulled out and painted my breasts with several streams of pearly-white cream.

I was amazed Russ didn’t follow suit, but he impressively held out longer, ultimately splitting his cream between my mouth and face. Marcus stood before me, holding his cock but not putting in in my mouth. Instead, he jerked several times. I watched as the small trickle from his tip turned into a stream coating my hair, face, and neck. I eagerly lapped up anything that reached my mouth.

When he finished, Marcus knelt, tugged at my chain and pressed the toy between my legs tighter against my clit. I screamed. The cocks in my mouth had distracted me from gauging my arousal. The waves of pleasure took me by surprise, and I fell to the side. Marcus took the opportunity to release my wrists and ankles and helped me walk a bit to regain my circulation.

Damn, those beads in my ass feel too good, I’m not even doing anything and my arousal was already growing.

They let me rest a moment while they talked amongst themselves. The good thing about taking on a line of blow jobs is that while I blew Ace Marcus and Russ, Greg’s cock had rose to full staff.

Incredibly, just seeing him laying on the couch, his cock twitching toward the ceiling. Made me desire it inside any of my holes. I crawled over wantonly, my eyes focused on his cock.

“Uh oh, Greg, I think we let loose a monster.”

Russ wasn’t far from the truth. I no longer had any inhibitions. I wanted to be dirty. My body craved penetration.

Slowly, I pulled myself onto the couch, stradling Greg and gringing my pussy against his cock. He did nothing other than raise an eyebrow. He fit nicely between my sticky lips, and I knew he was ready for a ride. He waited until I took the tip inside my core before touching me, tugging on my chain until I brought my nipples close enough to be sucked.

“Well, how did she know where we wanted her?” Ace exclaimed, presenting his stiffening member to my mouth. I didn”t stop griding but I coaxed his cock into my mouth with a tongue waggle. It was awkward at first, but our rhythm built steadily l, as did the tendrils of pleasure spreading from within. Suddenly, one of the beads I had nearly forgot about popped out of my ass. The unexpected potent effect made me nearly black out. My benefactor pulled the last three out slowly, giving me time to adjust between each one. My keening wail signaled my pleasure.

Suddenly, a bigger object pressed against the recently vacated hole. Large hands gripped my hips as Russ pressed his cock against my opening. With the help of spme lube and a lot of rocking, he slid into my ass with a pop.

I could feel his cock and Greg’s pressing against my walls. It was like no other feeling. This was the naughty slut I had become and I liked her. I surrendered all control, no longer needing to grind my hips as Russ’s thrusts did that for me. We moved like a machine. Russ thrust, my pussy lowered onto Greg’s cock. Ace plunged into my throat, my body rose off Greg.

Meanwhile, Marcus worked on my right tit with his hand and my left mashed against Greg’s face and tongue.

I lost track of how many orgasms I had riding the guys. I remember Ace and Marcus switching places after he came in my mouth.

Greg came first, biting my tit as his climax took over. He filled my pussy with his cream. Russ came next. My little ass squeezing him tightly. His hot spunk dripped from my puckered hole and onto Greg’s softening cock.

Marcus finally lost it, nutting down my throat.

They helped me into the shower and cleaned me off. Then they lay down with me on the bed snd held me as I drifted to sleep.

Sadly, the next day I had to leave as I was meeting Shari for the bachelorette party in Florence and then to get our hair done before the wedding. The guys had another 5 days in Venice which they lamented was the end of their trip. We said our goodbyes, promised to text, and they swore a trip to the States was overdue. I had no delusions of it happening. Even if they remembered me fondly, instead of as a dirty cum slut, they were bound to fall in love with someone before we got together and I would likely return to my vanilla life.

On the ride to Florence I gloated a bit knowing they would spend the night in a room that smelled like me. On the way, Fletch texted me the photos. They were sexy as fuck but I put them aside to relive later. I was too worn out literally and figuratively to find them arousing.


Chapter seven
EPILOGUE


“You dirty slut.” Shari punched my arm. “I’m so proud of you coming out of your shell”

“You say that like I’ve never had sex before.”

“You haven’t. Well, ok, you haven’t with someone you will never see again. What is your rule? Nothing below the waist until date #5?”

I blushed because it was true. We were sitting on the hotel bed with three of Shari’s other friends. I was a bit put out that I was Shari’s maid of honor, yet had no clue who these other three girls were. Sure I lived in another country now and Shari was bound to have other friends, but she hadn’t even told me about them until today. Now, we were having an old fashioned sleepover, and I was the only one who didn’t understand all the inside jokes. Still, the bachelorette party was surprisingly fun in the hotel. I was glad Shari had foregone the strippers for an all girl party. Given her wild past, she might not have stayed faithful if there was a naked guy in front of her wagging his schlong. I wondered what she would have done in my place.

“So, did you enjoy having five guys?”

“Four,” I corrected. There was one guy who did nothing more than watch from a distance.”

“Probably not interested in the ladies.”

“No, Shari. It wasn’t that. It was kind of sweet actually. He confessed he had a girl in his life that he very much did not want to lose by fooling around. You just don’t find guys like that anymore.”

Shari nodded, but she didn’t seem convinced. The next few days were a blur. Manicures, pedicures, Statute of David, Gelato to die for, A restaurant with a kitchen fight, a trip to the leather market where I found the coolest jacket, and finally we got our hair done.

“Oh my god, Shelly, you look fantastic.” As much as I wanted to dislike the purple bridesmaid gown, I couldn’t find any flaws. It hugged my body in all the right places and made my cleavage seem to overflow the gown. A tough feat for my small boobs. The slit up my leg barely left room to the imagination.

When it came time for people to arrive, I was stationed on guard at her door in case the groom came by.

“You’ll know him by the black tux with the purple vest. He is not to see me in my dress until I walk down the aisle, capisce?”

Shari had been in Italy studying her masters for four years now and she barely spoke the language, integrating a few common words, usually ones she recognized from movies, into her vocabulary.

“Also, don’t let my mother near this room, she will find so many flaws she will likely insist we postpone the wedding so I can get a new dress.”

We laughed. This was one joke I got. Her mother was sweet as pie to everyone else, but she found fault in anything Shari did. It wouldn’t shock anyone if she tried to ruin the wedding. At least Shari’s dad promised to keep her in check so we wouldn’t have to. We even hired a second photographer to follow her around taking photos so she wouldn’t dictate the wedding pictures.

There was approximately 15 minutes before the ceremony would start. I stood in front of the door when suddenly a man in a black tuxedo and purple vest barreled past me. I didn’t get a lok at him but knew he was the groom. He pounded on the door.

“Shari, I promise I won’t look, but I can’t find my bowtie. It was in the black accessory bag.”

“Hugh Allen, you had better not come in here.”

Though he towered over me, I hip checked him out of the way. “You cannot see the bride now.”

“But I’m the groom.”

“I don’t care if you are the pope, you are not getting in.”

“Well then can you please see if she has the bowtie?”

I could tell from his voice that he was nervous and upset. I found out later, the bowtie was given to him by his late grandfather. I softened a little. Keeping my back towards him, I knocked lightly on the door.

“Shari, its me, if you have the bowtie, pass it through the door. I’ll make sure he doesn’t see you.”

I heard rummaging, then the door opened just a crack and a bowtie hit me in the chest. I squatted to pick it up and half turned as I rose until I was staring at a broad back, From what I could see, at least Shari had good taste in men. Her future husband was very fit. I tapped him on the shoulder, barely registering the red hair covering his head.

“Michelle?” He recognized me only moments before I responded.

“Fletch? What the hell?” Suddenly it all made sense. The wedding invitations read Shari Jean Simmons will marry Hugh Allen Fletcher. My mind never connected “Fletch” to part of a last name. I had never seen a photo of her fiance. No one had. It was her little secret. They met in Rome six months ago and fell in love so fast, they rushed the wedding.

For his part, he had no idea Shari’s maid of honor, Shelly, was short for Michelle. Michelle wasn’t even my first name, but I hated Diane so much, I only used Michelle since high school. Only Shari was allowed to call me Shelly.

“Go, hurry, you need to be at the altar now.” I pushed him toward the hall and he ran before we could fully assimilate what happened.

“Is everything ok? Is he gone?” Shari asked through a crack in the door.

“Yes, gone.” She could tell I was distracted, but I wasn’t sure how she would take the fact that her fiance just spent a week watching me get fucked every which way. I didn’t want to ruin the wedding, but I also knew that she should know before the wedding began.

“Shari, I have a confession to make. I honestly didn’t know until…” She cut me off by pressing a finger to my lips.

“It’s ok hun, I already know. Fletch sent me a photo of you and told me what you and the guys were up to. Of course he had no idea you were my friend. He swore he wasn’t participating which totally vibed with your story the other night. I was glad you guys met. I knew if he did anything, once you found out he was my groom, you would tell me everything, just like you were about to do. Of course I couldn’t let him in on the secret as he would probably have stopped everything. He didn’t have anything planned for a bachelor party and you are far safer than a stripper or three. Now come on, we have to go. Mustn’t keep the guests waiting.

All the surprises were over now, or so I thought. My poor brain was still processing Fletch’s appearance that I didn’t even consider the other guys would be there but as soon as I lined up to enter, Greg sidled up beside me.

“Hey sexy,” he said as we strolled down the aisle, “I don’t suppose our deal is still going on, I’ve always wanted to fuck a bridesmaid.”

My face burned crimson and for the first time since I left Venice, my arousal returned. I made no outward recognition, but I whispered back. “Oh, I think we can strike a new deal and I think I know just the place to do it when the ceremony’s over.

It was petty, I know, but I took pleasure in the confused look on the other bridesmaid’s faces as they caught several knowing winks between the groomsman and I.

~~END~~
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