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“Nate,” I said, taking off my belt and then unfastening my pants.  “Come here and lick my pussy.”

Nate bit his lip and looked back to Carter who was still in a state of delirium.

“Nate!” I asserted.

He waddled to the car, his sweatpants around his ankles.  He quickly started to unfasten my pants and wriggle them down over my ass, keen suddenly to be my favorite.

“Good boy,” I said.

He seemed appreciative of my plaudits.

Carter came to his side to watch as he pulled at my pants, then he started to help.  He unfastened my shoes and took them off.

Nate wiped at his mouth and looked at my panties.  I kept my knees closed for now, pretending to be coy.

“You gonna let me do what I do best?” Nate said.

“What you do best?”

“You’ll see,” Nate said confidently.

He pushed my knees open and then gripped the top of my panties.  He pulled them down and I lifted my knees, feeling the cool metal of the car’s hood against my bare ass.

He took them off my ankles and then handed them to Carter.  Afterwards he parted my knees and moved his face closer to my pussy.

I held my breath and looked down.  It wasn’t right to see his face so close to me, but I wanted it bad.

“Oh, Nate,” I moaned, pushing my hands through his hair.

He dropped his face to me, and I let out a soft moan, but he didn’t yet connect.  Instead, he kissed at the inside of my thigh and danced around my pussy, raising the excitement even more.  My pussy was weeping its juices before he even clamped his lips over it.

Eventually his winding tongue found its way to my folds and slithered up towards my clit.  He wriggled the skin aside until he was rolling his tongue right over my sensitive pearl.

I burst with a moan and fell back against the hood, pushing my pussy up against him.  Nate gripped underneath my ass and squeezed, mouthing and tonguing me beautifully.

He started slow, French-kissing me passionately.  Gradually he built his pace and fervor until he was sucking noisily on my sensitive flesh.

“Yes!” I gasped.

I didn’t know what Carter was up to, and for the moment I didn’t care.  Perhaps he was watching his friend and getting a few pointers.

Nate’s lips came off me and he kissed around my pussy again, leaving it exposed.  Eventually he found his way back to me and I pushed my hands through his hair again.  He felt ever-so-slightly different.

I opened my eyes and looked down.  Carter’s face looked back.  He was between my legs and only his eyes were visible.  They held a smile in them.

“Oh, boys,” I whimpered.

Now Carter tongued me, showing me that he was just as adept at pussy-eating as his friend.  He drove me right to the edge of climax.

Nate came around the car and stood on the opposite side.  He reached over and started to unfasten the buttons of my police uniform.

The shirt came open and I felt the air against my chest.  Nate pushed down into my bra and found my tits.  His touch instantly made the nipples flare up stiff.  He started to pinch them, giving an added, naughty sensations to the already other-worldly sense of pleasure.

“Yes!” I gasped, and my pussy squeezed a little.
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It was never quiet in the neighborhood I patrolled.  Shit, I knew that first-hand.  I lived there.

Since starting my shift I’d already dealt with several domestic incidents and petty theft.  The next call that came in over the radio was all too familiar.

It described two white males, suspiciously hanging around a local parking lot.  I knew who they were already.  Nate and Carter were two nineteen-year-olds that were on the wrong path.  It was sad to see, especially since I thought they were nice guys deep down.

I made my way to their location and couldn’t help but agree with the ‘suspicious’ description.  Guys just didn’t stand in one place for that long without looking weird.

I crept my squad-car up behind them slowly and wound down my window.

“Busy, boys?” I asked.

Nate turned around and rolled his eyes.  He looked away while Carter approached the car and put his hands on the door, leaning in towards me.

“Hi, Judy,” he said.  “Checking in on us?”

“I’m just making sure you’re keeping out of trouble.”

Just then an old, black Cadillac rolled into the parking lot ahead.

“Fuck,” Nate said, kicking at the floor.

The car glistened in the sun and its rims sparkled.  The windows were tinted so dark that I couldn’t even see inside.  I watched the car do a lap of the parking lot and then leave.  It moved calmly, keen not to attract any suspicion but doing it anyway.

“And who was that?” I asked.

Nate turned to me finally with a frown.  “You’ve got no idea, Judy.”

“So enlighten me.  And it’s Officer Thompson.”

“That was bad news, Officer Thompson,” Carter said.  He smiled but his friend didn’t seem to share the emotion.

“Thanks a lot,” Nate said.

“What have I done?”

“Now they’ve seen us talking to the cops.”

I was confused.  “You haven’t said anything.”

“They don’t know that,” Nate said.

“It’ll be fine,” Carter told him.  “We’ll figure it out.”

Carter was only a few months older than Nate, but he assumed a more mature role.  He’d always been the responsible one.  Someone had to keep Nate under control, I guess.  I sure as shit couldn’t do it.

“Get in,” I told them both.

Nate and Carter both turned and stared.  “No, Judy.”

“I’m not telling you this as Judy.  I’m telling you this as an officer of the law.  Get in, or I’ll arrest you.”

“Arrest us for what?”

“Let’s see ... the drugs in your underwear?  The suspicious rolls of money in your pockets?  That gold cross you’re wearing that looks suspiciously like the one that was stolen last week?”

“I got this at the pawn shop,” Nate protested.

“That’s who reported it stolen!”

He started to laugh, and Carter joined him.  I had to be more serious.

“Now get in,” I repeated.  “Back seat.  Maybe it’ll give you more street-cred.”

“Real gangsters don’t get pinched, Judy.”

“You’re not real gangsters.  Get in.”

Nate looked to Carter who shrugged.

“What else are we gonna do?” he said.  “We missed the drop.”

Nate sighed and turned to the car, opening the back door and jumping in.  Carter rounded the back of the car and got in the opposite side.

“Buckle up,” I said, looking in the mirror.

Another sigh and then the two of them put on their belts.

“That wasn’t hard, was it?”

I started driving, working my way through town away from the middle and towards the edges of the neighborhood.

“Where are you taking us?” Nate asked.

“Look,” I told them.  “Just look.”

Carter and Nate stared out the window at the abandoned houses that lined the streets.  Some of them were barely standing.  Crack-addled men and women stumbled along the streets, moving from fix to fix.

“What a shit-hole,” Nate said.

“This is life,” I said.  “This is what can happen to you.  It’s all too easy.”

“Not us, Judy.”

“Don’t be so sure.  I’ve seen kids fall.  It happens faster than you think.”

I looked in the rear-view as Nate and Carter peered out of each of their windows, looking at the bleak scenes beyond.

I took them out of town further to the disused factory units and warehouses that used to be the backbone of the town.  When the work dried up the poverty soared, and the drugs came in.  Nate and Carter weren’t bad kids, but they kept being drawn to the down-and-outs across town.

“What’s the lesson here, Judy?” Nate asked wryly.  “Don’t own a factory?”

I pulled up in one of the abandoned parking lots.  “Nope.  The lesson here is resourcefulness.”

“Resourcefulness?”

“You guys have to work out how to get home from here,” I smiled.  “Get out.”

“Judy!” they both cried in unison.

“I have shit to do today, and I don’t want it taken up by you two.  And it’s Officer Thompson!”

“You’ve gotta be kidding!  You cost us more than you know with that stunt earlier and now you’re gonna leave us out here?”

“I cost you?  You’re costing yourselves.  Now out.”

Carter stepped out of the car, but Nate was more stubborn.

“Make me get out,” he dared.

“Come on,” Carter urged.  “I can call Roger.”

I tried not to pull a face.  Roger was more trouble than both of them put together.

Nate raised his eyebrows and smiled.  “Hear that?”

I got from the car and walk around to his door, opening it.  Nate sat inside, refusing to budge.

“Out,” I told him.

He sighed and stepped out, standing tall close to me.  He was more than a foot taller than me.  I’d have been intimidated, but I’d been well-trained.  Not by the force, of course, but from my own private lessons.  These streets can be tough for a woman trying to keep the peace.

Nate blew me a kiss up close and gave me a look.  I sometimes wondered if I was even still a person to him.

“Come on,” Carter told him.

Nate backed away, smiling.  I felt like he hadn’t learned a thing.

“I’ve changed my mind,” I told him.  “Up against the squad car.”

I took his wrist and tried to lead him to the vehicle.  Nate dug his heels into the ground and smirked.

“Do it or else,” I told him.

“Or else wh—”

Before the sentence had even left his mouth, I’d twisted his thumb around in a lock.  With one hand I was able to hold him there with his arm behind his back.

“Hey!  Oooh!” he whined.  Carter seemed shook.

“Up against the vehicle!” I told him.  I was done with being friends.

I pushed him forward into the car and let him go.  Nate put his hands on the roof of the squad car and looked back over his shoulder.

“Just let us go,” he said.

“I wanted to.”

“Come on, Judy,” Carter added.

“You too,” I told him.  “Fucking Judy.  How many times?”

Carter did as I asked much more easily.  He approached the car and stood by his friend.

“Spread those legs,” I told them both, pacing behind them.

Nate and Carter wore loose pairs of sweatpants.  They were basically the uniform for criminals.  They were so baggy that you could conceal whatever you liked.

“What is this?” Nate asked.

“A pat down,” I told him.  “And if I find anything I shouldn’t then I will act accordingly.”

“What does that mean?” Carter asked.

“It means I’m sick of protecting you both.  This is a dose of the real world.  Now spread.”

I kicked the inside of Nate’s sneakers, and he moved his feet apart.  I ran my hands down the underside of his arms and over his armpits, feeling for anything amiss.

“You brought us all the way out here to do this?” Carter asked.

“You’d rather I did it in front of your buddies?”

I felt Nate’s pockets.  Several bulges were immediately apparent.

“What’s this?” I asked, and I reached inside.

“Money,” Nate said.

I pulled out a thick roll of hundreds.  “I don’t want to know where they came from.”

I set them on top of the squad-car and moved back to his pocket.

“And what’s this?” I asked.

Nate shrugged.

I reached into his pocket again and pulled out a candy.

“That’s not illegal, is it?” Nate teased.

I set that on the top of the car too and went back to his sweatpants.  The next thing I felt was immediately suspicious.

“What the fuck’s this?” I asked.  It felt like I was pinching along the barrel of something dangerous.

“That’s my dick, Officer,” Nate said.

Carter started to laugh.

“You’re next,” I told him.

“I hope I get the same treatment.”

The two laughed against the squad-car.  Thankfully they couldn’t see my face turning red.

“I’m concealing something dangerous, Judy.  You gonna arrest me?” Nate teased.

“It didn’t feel too dangerous,” I lied.

Carter laughed.  “That’s what Jenny and her friend said too.”

“Those bitches love me,” Nate said proudly.

I reactively reached for his balls and gripped them in my fist.  Nate took a deep breath and froze, rising on his tip-toes.

I put my face close to his ear.  “Don’t.  Call them.  Bitches.  Show some respect.”

Carter leaned back and looked down at where my hand was.  He raised his eyebrows.

“They teach you that?” he asked.

“I taught that to myself before I even joined.  You guys are all the same.”

“Not all of us,” Carter said.  He was right, of course, and that’s what made it even more frustrating.  I knew they were good deep down.

I eased slowly off Nate’s balls and continued to pat him down.  I found the barrel of his cock again, only this time it was much longer and harder.

This time he didn’t say anything as I pinched along it.  I had to make sure, didn’t I?  I ran my hand over him back and forth slowly, relishing the power I wielded over him in that moment.

Nate’s eyes shifted and he looked back at me, but he daren’t say anything at this point.  It was clear that he was enjoying himself.

“Find anything else?” Carter asked.

“There’s definitely something here,” I said calmly, continuing to tease Nate.

Nate closed his eyes and let out a soft sigh that verged on a moan.  Carter looked confused.  He looked again at where my arm was and then looked back at me.  I smirked at him.

“This is one way I learned to control you guys,” I told Carter, smiling.

Carter swallowed nervously and then looked ahead over the top of the squad car.  “Can I be next?”

“After I’ve finished with your friend here.”

I squeezed around Nate fully now and shifted my hand back and forth across the front of his sweatpants.  His mouth opened and his brow furrowed as I jerked him.

I looked around him and studied the expression on his face.  I removed my hand quickly and watched his normal look return, dashed with disappointment.  His eyes flicked a glance in my direction, but he continued to say nothing.

Carter took a deep breath as though he was preparing himself.  I put my hands on his shoulders and gave them a squeeze.

“Anything I should know about?” I asked him.

“Mine’s bigger,” he said confidently.

My nostrils flared.  I thought about teaching Carter a lesson too, but it didn’t feel right.  See, Carter was many things, but he wasn’t a liar.  When he said his cock was a bigger than Nate’s, I just knew he was telling the truth.

I moved my hands slowly over him, building the tension.  The whole time I felt like I was teasing myself too.  I could feel my pussy getting hot beneath my pants as it turned damp.

“You’re in for a treat,” Nate said to his friend.

My hands came down the side of Carter’s puffy coat, pushing against his muscled chest and back.  The two of them liked to look after themselves in the gym.  It was perhaps the only thing I’d managed to instill in them, although having a good physique was a good image to portray on the street.

I studied the side of Carter’s face as he stared ahead.  I saw his Adam’s apple bounce as he swallowed again.

My hands ran down to his pockets.  I could make out his phone immediately, and then the familiar roll of money that seemed to be the norm now.

My hands moved further inside and then I found his hard cock, waiting for me.  When I touched it, Carter let out a breath as though he’d been anticipating it.

“That’s it,” he said slowly.

Nate looked to Carter and then down at my hand.

“You know we could do a lot out here,” Nate suggested, and he looked around over both shoulders.  “There aren’t even any crackheads out here.”

“Quiet,” I said softly, stroking Carter’s cock.

I tried to give him the same share of me that his friend had got, but I started to wonder who was going to give me my share.  I yearned to be touched just as much as they did.

Carter was right, but barely.  His cock was bigger than Nate’s but it was tough to see by exactly what amount with them both stowed in their baggy pants like that.

“Turn around,” I told the pair of them now, standing back.

Nate and Carter turned and leant back against the squad car, looking me up and down.

I had a on a tight blue shirt and high navy pants that came almost above my bellybutton.  My shield sat proudly on my chest and my hat cast a shadow across my eyes as I looked them up and down.

“You’ve grown so much,” I told them, looking at each of their crotches.

“Thanks to you,” Carter said.

Nate readjusted himself.  I could see his cock slide around in his pants.  He knew I could see it.  He put his hand down inside his waistband.

Carter looked across at me, watching as my pupils fattened.  He was more attuned to me than Nate was.

“Anything we can do for you, Oiffcer?” he asked.

I stood firm, my legs astride, staring the two of them down.

“Show me,” I said simply.

Nate looked across to Carter and laughed, then he looked back at me.  “You can’t be serious.”

“Scared?” I asked him.

Nate tightened his jaw, then in a flash he thrust down his sweatpants and boxer-shorts.  His cock was at half-mast, looking thick but not yet fully erect.

I raised my eyebrows and nodded.  I ran my tongue over the top row of my teeth and stared at his virulent cock.

Carter was initially shocked but could see that I was interested.  He downed his pants too.  He was harder than his friend.  His cock pointed up to the gray sky.

“Impressive,” I said.

Nate looked across at his friend and then started to jerk himself, making his cock bigger and stiffer.

I watched, looking between them both.  I couldn’t care who was bigger, I just wanted to see them both.  It made things more exciting.

I walked towards Nate slowly and put myself right in front of him, looking up into his eyes.  He continued to play with himself.

“You gonna let go of that thing?” I asked.

He took his hand off it.  “Anything you say, Officer.”

I could see he still didn’t quite respect me.  I dropped to my knees in front of him and looked up.  Nate smirked and nodded at his cock.

I looked ahead at it.  It looked beautiful.  Perfect, even.  He’d shaven his hair in a little moustache above his cock and his balls were smooth and inviting.  I didn’t yet want to give him the satisfaction.

“Carter,” I said, looking left.  “Come stand here.”

He moved closer.

“Nate.  Watch.”

Nate looked down and watched as I took a grip of his friend’s cock by the hilt and then steered it to my mouth.  I pushed my lips over him and sank down along his cock.  Above me I heard Carter gasp.

I put my hand on his hairy, muscled thigh, rubbing him while I started to jerk him with my hand.  I kept the tip of his cock in my mouth and worked along his length steadily.

“That’s not fair,” Nate said.

I popped my lips off Carter’s cock.  “You’ll get your turn,” I told Nate.

I licked along him and smiled up.  Carter deserved this way more than his friend.  He was much more patient.  Hopefully I could teach Nate that sometimes you can get what you want without being an asshole.

I kept myself on Carter, pumping along him until his breaths started to race.  I didn’t want him to bolt yet.  I pulled my mouth off him and then let him go, looking across at Nate’s hard cock.

Nate looked down hopefully.

I stood up and walked around him, then I sat on the hood.

“Nate,” I said, taking off my belt and then unfastening my pants.  “Come here and lick my pussy.”

Nate bit his lip and looked back to Carter who was still in a state of delirium.

“Nate!” I asserted.

He waddled to the car, his sweatpants around his ankles.  He quickly started to unfasten my pants and wriggle them down over my ass, keen suddenly to be my favorite.

“Good boy,” I said.

He seemed appreciative of my plaudits.

Carter came to his side to watch as he pulled at my pants, then he started to help.  He unfastened my shoes and took them off.

Nate wiped at his mouth and looked at my panties.  I kept my knees closed for now, pretending to be coy.

“You gonna let me do what I do best?” Nate said.

“What you do best?”

“You’ll see,” Nate said confidently.

He pushed my knees open and then gripped the top of my panties.  He pulled them down and I lifted my knees, feeling the cool metal of the car’s hood against my bare ass.

He took them off my ankles and then handed them to Carter.  Afterwards he parted my knees and moved his face closer to my pussy.

I held my breath and looked down.  It wasn’t right to see his face so close to me, but I wanted it bad.

“Oh, Nate,” I moaned, pushing my hands through his hair.

He dropped his face to me, and I let out a soft moan, but he didn’t yet connect.  Instead, he kissed at the inside of my thigh and danced around my pussy, raising the excitement even more.  My pussy was weeping its juices before he even clamped his lips over it.

Eventually his winding tongue found its way to my folds and slithered up towards my clit.  He wriggled the skin aside until he was rolling his tongue right over my sensitive pearl.

I burst with a moan and fell back against the hood, pushing my pussy up against him.  Nate gripped underneath my ass and squeezed, mouthing and tonguing me beautifully.

He started slow, French-kissing me passionately.  Gradually he built his pace and fervor until he was sucking noisily on my sensitive flesh.

“Yes!” I gasped.

I didn’t know what Carter was up to, and for the moment I didn’t care.  Perhaps he was watching his friend and getting a few pointers.

Nate’s lips came off me and he kissed around my pussy again, leaving it exposed.  Eventually he found his way back to me and I pushed my hands through his hair again.  He felt ever-so-slightly different.

I opened my eyes and looked down.  Carter’s face looked back.  He was between my legs and only his eyes were visible.  They held a smile in them.

“Oh, boys,” I whimpered.

Now Carter tongued me, showing me that he was just as adept at pussy-eating as his friend.  He drove me right to the edge of climax.

Nate came around the car and stood on the opposite side.  He reached over and started to unfasten the buttons of my police uniform.

The shirt came open and I felt the air against my chest.  Nate pushed down into my bra and found my tits.  His touch instantly made the nipples flare up stiff.  He started to pinch them, giving an added, naughty sensations to the already other-worldly sense of pleasure.

“Yes!” I gasped, and my pussy squeezed a little.

Carter must have sensed the contraction, because soon he was hooking a finger into me.  One finger became two and he started to rock them through my core.

Meanwhile his friend was exploring the other half of me.  He’d pushed my bra down and he was cupping my tits.  He squeezed them and then brought his lips to the nipples, sucking hard on each and dancing his tongue around the charged node.

“Oh, boys,” I whined again.  I had no idea how I’d managed to find two considerate lovers, and no idea how they worked so well together.  Perhaps this wasn’t their first rodeo.

Carter’s fingers pulsed along my pussy, and I couldn’t hold back the climax any longer.  I let myself be vulnerable in front of them.  I started to writhe on the hood, moaning out both of their names.

“Make me come, Carter.  Suck my tits, Nate.”

The orgasm eased out of me slowly.  I let out a long, drawn-out breath and moaned hard.

“That’s it, Judy,” Nate said, coaxing me further.

Carter tongued me all the way through, pushing against my contracting core and continuing to feed his soaked fingers in and out of me.  I moaned for them both, forgetting myself completely.

When I finally came back down to earth I wanted to give the two of them the same glorious climax that they’d given me.

“Give me your cock, Carter,” I told him, looking down.

I slid off the hood and turned to face my ass towards him, putting my hands on the front corner of the car.

I looked back over my shoulder as Carter moved into position, looking at my toned ass with excitement.

“And you,” I told Nate.  “Come put your cock in my mouth.”

His smile sparkled.  I’d always loved that about him, but it had been so long since I’d seen it.

“It’d be my pleasure, Officer,” Nate said, and there was finally some respect in his words.

I leaned forwards and beckoned him onto me.  My mouth opened over him just as Carter was squaring up behind me.

I felt his big cock slide up and down my soaked petals, then I felt him begin to ease inside.  My pussy spread and I took Nate out of my mouth briefly.  My brow furrowed and I winced, ignoring the stretching pain of Carter’s cock.

I let out a groan as my pussy relaxed around Carter’s thickness, then I swallowed Nate up again and started to jerk his cock.  I felt like a slut, and that was exactly how I wanted to feel.

Carter rained a slap down on my ass and squeezed it hard, pulling me back against him.  His cock surged so deep.  I don’t think I’d taken a guy that far inside me before.

“Fuck her, Carter,” Nate said, stroking my hair aside and looking down on his cock as it disappeared into my mouth.

I blinked up at him and then rolled my tongue around his crown.  I closed my eyes and focused on their arousal as it filled me from both ends.

Carter’s hard cock pushed through me, delighting my insides.  He had such long strokes and each of them felt incredible.  Had it continued much longer I was sure I’d have come again, but it seemed Carter was going to beat me to the punch.

Nate had gone quiet too now.  He let out groans of pleasure as I pumped along his cock and tongued the head.

“Give me your cum,” I demanded of the both of them.

I pumped Nate’s cock out of my mouth now and looked down on it, studying it closely.  I could see it flaring up and becoming stiffer.  I could hear him lose himself above me.

“Come for me Nate,” I told him, spotting the signs.

He let out a groan and I was able to wrap my lips over his erupting crown before his cumshot was wasted.  I felt him hit the roof of my mouth.  He flooded me with his bitter sweetness, and I gulped it all down gladly, kissing and sucking his cock clean.

Behind me Carter was losing himself.  He was bucking wildly, and his rhythm had changed.  He let out deep breaths and then held them, fucking me harder and harder.  His hips clapped against my ass and my whole body shook.

I kissed at Nate’s cock and teased all the cum off it with my tongue, but soon Carter’s frantic thrusts meant that I could focus on nothing else.

I felt my own climax approaching again, but Carter was close to spent.  He gasped his way to the finish line and then let out a glorious, satisfied groan of pleasure.

“Yes, honey!” I told him, looking back.  “Come in me!”

He pumped slowly and I felt his cock pulse.  It throbbed and threw its cum into me.  I tried not to think about how dangerous it was having such a virulent young man come inside me like that, but fuck did it feel incredible.  Instead, I focused on how good his heat felt inside me, and how sexy it was to please him like that.

I pulled forwards off him and tried to trap his cum in me.  It vied for escape, so I pulled my panties up, trying to be all dainty.  Nate and Carter were both breathless and satisfied.

“Good boys,” I told them.  “I think I might be able to give you a lift back to town now.”

Carter laughed.  “I knew you wouldn’t do that to us.”

Nate looked guilty of something.  His mouth twisted and he looked off at the floor.

“What is it?” I asked.

“Sorry,” he said, then he pulled my keys out from his coat-pocket.

“You—I can’t believe you!”

I snatched them from his hand as Carter laughed.

“I didn’t know if you were gonna leave us out here.”

“So you were going to steal my car?!”

“I wouldn’t have,” Nate said.  “I’m sorry.”

I actually believed him for once.

“Get in!” I said sternly, trying not to smile.

The two of them upped their pants and returned to the back seat.  I straightened myself out and took a look around, finding the place as desolate as when we’d arrived.

Carter’s cum was filling the crotch of my panties, but it felt so fucking good.  I was glowing as I got back into the squad car.

“I’m dropping you two back at home,” I told them.

For once there was no back-chat from either of them.  I looked into the rear-view mirror and saw the pair of them asleep.

I sighed and started the engine.  “I guess you can’t commit a crime while you’re sleeping.”

THE END
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It had been several months since I’d dropped in on my old home.  My new tenants Trent and Alistair had been desperate to rent the place.  They’d practically begged me when I did the interviews.  I knew it was a mistake, but there was something devilishly enticing about the two of them.

My agents took care of almost everything.  Nevertheless, I wanted to make sure my asset was in safe hands, so every-so-often I’d drop by to make sure they were looking after the place.

I’d set off early so it was around ten in the morning when I pulled up onto the drive.  Both of their cars were there, so I knew immediately they were home.  Alarm bells started to ring immediately when I saw a mountain of beer-cans by the trash outside.

I opened the front-door as quietly as I could and walked inside.  The first thing that hit me was the smell.  It was a mixture of smoke and beer and it hung thick in the air.  All the curtains were closed, which might have been for the best.  There were things on the floor that I probably didn’t want to see in better light.

“I can’t fucking believe it,” I hushed, tiptoeing through the wreckage.

The house was quiet at least, but I was guessing that was because Trent and Alistair were fast asleep.

I made my way to their rooms slowly, assessing the damage on the way.  It seemed like a whole lot of mess, with thankfully no structural problems.  Regardless, I wasn’t happy.

“What the fuck?” I asked as I burst into Trent’s room.

There was a stirring in his bed, and it was quickly apparent that Trent wasn’t the only one in it.  A pretty girl’s eyes opened, and she stared down the bed at me.

“Hello?” she said, blearily rubbing her eyes.

“Hello.  Good morning.  Sleep well?!”

She nudged Trent who opened his eyes, then another young woman’s face appeared from under the duvet on the other side of him.

“I see you’ve been enjoying yourself?” I said to him, hands on hips.

“Who’s this?” one of the women asked.

“Hey, Ms. Hopper,” Trent said timidly, waving from behind the duvet.

“Ms. Hooper?” the girls asked.

“Yes,” I confirmed.  “I’m the landlady.”

“You think you can get out of here, girls?” Trent asked.

The pair moaned in unison and threw back the duvet.  Thankfully they were all wearing underwear.  They grabbed their clothes and left Trent there in bed.

“Call me?” he shouted after them.

“Are you still picking me up later,” one of them asked.

“That depends how this conversation goes,” Trent shouted to her, looking at me.

I raised my eyebrows and waited for the sound of the front-door closing behind his two conquests.

“Two, huh?” I said, tapping my foot.

I stood at the end of his bed in my long, bright summer-dress and wedges.  Trent sat up in bed and put his pillows behind him.

“Morning, Ms. Hopper,” he said.

“Is Alistair under a pile of women too?”

Trent reached behind him and banged on the wall.  “Alistair!” he hollered.

A grunt came back.

“Get in here!” I shouted.

I heard him begin to move immediately.  He came into the room in his boxer-shorts, his hair all over the place.

“Ms. Hopper,” he said, nodding.  He looked to Trent.  “What happened to Alison and Cherry?”

“Cherry?!” I spat.

“They had to leave,” Trent said.

“What’s up?” Alistair asked.

“Are you serious?  Are you actually serious?”

“What?”

“The house is a fucking mess!”

“We’ll clean it,” Trent said.  “We always do.”

“Always do?  How many times have you done this?”

Trent knew he’d put his foot in it, but Alistair was on hand to steer them back on course.  The two of them were thick as thieves.

“He means generally, Ms. Hopper.  Last night was our first party, I promise.”

“And I’m supposed to believe that?”

Trent was talking again.  “And if a party happened in a house, and nobody could find any evidence of it ... did it really happen?”

I took a deep breath through flared nostrils.  “That’s not the point.”

“Sure, it is.  If you came by tomorrow, you wouldn’t even know this had happened.”

“Have you seen the mess outside?” I asked, pointing back out the door.

“That’s nothing,” Alistair said.  “We’ve had much wo—”

“What brings you over here?” Trent interjected.

My gaze was fixed on Alistair.  “I just thought I’d check in on my house.”

“The house is fine, Ms. Hopper, don’t worry,” Trent said.  “It just needs a spruce.”  He stepped out of bed and stood by Alistair.  “It’ll be spick-and-span in no time.”

“Relax,” Alistair added.  “It’s in safe hands.”

“That’s exactly what I’m worried about,” I told them, a wry smile forming on my lips.

The two of them knew I couldn’t stay mad.  Jeez, it would be exhausting.

“You look great by the way,” Trent said.  He walked forwards and I saw him swing in his boxer-shorts.  Alison and Cherry were lucky girls.  Both of them worked-out and seemed to be blessed with active metabolisms.  I had to work hard to stay this weight.

“Stop,” I told him.

“Is that a new dress?” Alistair added.  “It looks so good on you.  So figure-hugging.”

“Have you lost weight?” Trent said, continuing the offensive.

“Stop!” I laughed.

“She looks good, doesn’t she, Trent?”

“Why, if I she was twenty years younger ...”

“I’d take ten,” Alistair said.

“I’d take her exactly as she is,” Trent said.  “Damn—what a lady.”

I was openly laughing now.  The knew exactly what to do.  “You’ll have to get sick of Cherry first.”

“I think someone’s jealous,” Alistair said.

“You know you’re the only woman for us, Ms. Hopper,” Trent teased.

“You two have got some real making-up to do,” I said.

“Anything, Ms. Hopper,” Trent said.  “We’ll do anything.”

“Clean!” I said.  “Start with that.”

“Then how about we take you out for dinner?” Alistair said.

“Or a massage?  How about a massage?”

“You two don’t know the first thing about a massage.”

“I do know that I’d be lucky to get my hands on you,” Trent said.

The pair of them liked to tease me like that, but it pained me it was all in jest.  Regardless, I found it all so flattering.  It sounded like they meant it.

“Let me just take a shower real quick and then we’ll get started,” Trent said, and he walked past me towards the bathroom that adjoined his room.

Alistair had taken mine and my ex-husband’s old bedroom.  It was slightly bigger and also had its own shower-room.

“Do I just stay here?” I asked him.

“It’s probably the cleanest room in the house right now,” Alistair said, looking around.

I heard the shower turn on behind me and soon Trent was singing under the water.

“I’m gonna take a shower too,” Alistair said.  “I need to wake up.”

I watched him walk from the room.  Damn, he had an amazing body.  His boxer-shorts hugged him tight and left just enough to the imagination.  I tried not to think about what was underneath, of course.  I tried ... but I failed.

I sat on the bed and rubbed at my thighs, looking around Trent’s room.  Posters of scantily clad women hung on the wall.  I hoped the tack wouldn’t ruin the wallpaper.

Trent sang from the shower, and I heard Alistair begin to wash too.  I pursed my lips and stood up.  Alistair had told me not to wander around much more, but I still had some things I wanted to inspect.

I walked slowly around Trent’s room.  I saw his phone flash to life as I did so.  It was message from Cherry that began very aggressively.  I didn’t know what the rest of it said, but it sounded like he was in trouble.  It was probably for the best that they were arguing.  I mean ... Cherry?

There was a printed job application for a nearby law-firm on his desk.  I made a mental note to talk to him about it.  Hollander & Michaels were no slouches.  I could probably even put in a good word for him.  It was nice to see him trying to better himself.

Trent’s singing flared up.  I could hear Alistair singing next door too, as though neither of them had a thing to worry about.  Oh, to be young again!

I walked to the door with a smile.  Trent’s voice grew louder as I approached the steamy bathroom.  He hadn’t closed the door all the way and I peered through the gap.  I didn’t really consider what I might see.

He was pushing the water through his hair and singing his heart out.  His eyes were closed and there was so much intensity in his expression.  He really belted it when he was in the shower.  It made me smile to watch him be so care-free like that.

Then suddenly he took a step forward and I saw something that I shouldn’t have.  It swung between his legs, all thick and long.  The water dripped from the tip.  I followed it up and watched as the shower made streams over his rippled muscles.  He pushed the water through his hair, and I felt a lump of excitement in my throat.  It turned dry.  My pussy turned wet.

I moved away from the door quickly and took a breath.  Trent continued to sing obliviously.  I could feel the excitement between my legs.

“Don’t, Martha,” I told myself.

I put my back to the wall and closed my eyes, breathing deep.  I could still see him on the back of my eyelids, all naked and powerful.  Fuck, Alison and Cherry were lucky.  I’d never get to sample him like they did.  I longed to be fucked by someone with a bit of energy behind them.

I couldn’t get the image out of my head.  It seemed stupid to keep trying to imagine what he looked like, when the actual image was only a few inches from view.

I peered around the side of the door again.  This time he was lathering himself in soap and rubbing it all over.  I watched him spread it over his dick and work the suds along his length.  Fuck, to see him handle himself like that was something else too.

I swallowed and stayed where I was.  Trent hadn’t opened his eyes once yet.  There didn’t seem to be any danger of being caught.  So, against my better judgment, I continued to watch him.

At first it was a weird kind of curiosity.  I mean, what woman wouldn’t want to see a strapping younger man naked?  But soon I wasn’t just watching out of curiosity.  I was watching because I enjoyed seeing him naked.  I was watching so that I could commit more of the image to memory.  I was watching so I could enjoy myself later.

Suddenly later didn’t seem soon enough.  My hand wandered down to my crotch.  I pushed my big dress into it and felt the warmth of my pussy.  I moved my fingers along it and closed my eyes.

Trent’s voice serenaded me as I started to masturbate, but the sensation wasn’t enough.  There was too much fabric in the way.

I lifted my dress and reached under, toying now at the crotch of my panties.  I watched as Trent washed the lather off himself.  I swallowed hard and breathed deep.  My fingers pushed against my swelling clit and I let out a soft moan.

He just looked so fucking good in there that I started to get carried away.  I guess it could have been either of them.  I was in a strange enough mood.  It had been so long since I’d felt felt anyone anywhere.

“Ms. Hopper?” came Alistair’s voice behind me.

I startled and moved away from the door.  I brought my fingers out from under my dress.

“What were you doing?” he asked, and his eyes looked wide.  His pupils were fat and dark.  He had a towel wrapped around his waist.

“I was just ...”

“Were you playing?”

“No,” I answered quickly.

Alistair nodded down at my waist.  I looked down with him and saw that my dress had tucked into my panties.  Most of my leg was on show.

“Damn it,” I hushed, pulling my dress out and letting it fall back down.

“Were you watching?” Alistair asked.

He walked forward and looked around me.  Trent continued to sing obliviously.

“Now that’s interesting,” he said, his face close to mine.

“I wasn’t doing anything.”

“You were just looking at your naked tenant showering while touching yourself?”

I couldn’t speak.

“That doesn’t sound like you weren’t doing anything.  That sounds like a whole lot of something.”

“It was a mistake,” I pleaded.

“It was hot,” Alistair said, his eyes sparkling.

I was shocked to hear it.

“Is it just Trent you like?” he asked, stepping back away from me.  “He gets all the girls.”

“No.  No, it wasn’t like that.”

I looked at Alistair, all muscle-bound and dappled with water.  His hair was pushed back, and his pecs were wet and inviting.

“You don’t like me?” he asked.

“I—I do.”

“Like you like Trent?”

“It was a mistake.”

Alistair let the towel fall from him.  It revealed a semi-hard cock that looked just as impressive as Trent’s.

“Honey,” I pleaded.  I fought the urge to reach out to comfort him—to touch him.

“Look at me,” Alistair said.

I did as he asked.  My eyes rand down all over his naked, muscled frame.  He looked like he was carved out of marble.

“Is this as good as his?” he asked, and he took his cock up in his fist.

“Alistair ...”

“Is it?”

I pursed my lips and took a breath.  I could feel my chest flushing red with excitement.

“Don’t,” I told him.  “We’re not supposed to be doing this.”

“You didn’t seem to mind spying on Trent.  I’m giving you permission, Ms. Hooper.”

I didn’t know what to do.

“Come to me,” Alistair said.

My jaw tightened.  This was the moment.  “Alistair ...”

I didn’t want him to tell Trent how naughty I’d been.  I felt ashamed of myself, but I wasn’t yet done with shameful acts.  I dropped to my knees and kept my eyes on him.

“What are you doing?” he asked.

“Let me,” I told him, crawling forwards.

He loosed his grip on his cock and it stayed upright.  He’d worked it stiff and it looked even more inviting.  I reached forwards steadily and looked up at him as I did so.  There was no sign of him stopping me.

My hand gripped around his stiffness, and I felt the strength of his arousal.  It was so powerful.

“Oh, Ms. Hopper,” he whimpered.  His shoulders shook as he trembled.  His fingers stretched out and then made fists.  “That’s good.”

The shower shut off and I pulled back off him.  I looked back, then I felt Alistair’s hand at my chin.  He turned my head back to him and pushed forwards into my mouth.

I opened over him and hummed with worry.  I wanted so badly to suck his cock, but Trent would be emerging imminently.

“Don’t stop,” he said.

He started to pump into me, and I took his inches over and over.  To feel him slide through me like that felt like a privilege.  I wasn’t thinking straight.  I stayed right there and did what he told me.

“Good,” he encouraged, stroking through my hair.

I heard the bathroom door open behind me.  I daren’t look.  I stayed right on Alistair.  His cock filled my mouth and threatened to venture into my throat.

“Damn,” Trent said.  “I really thought I’d be the first.”

Alistair laughed.  “You lost, bro.  Sorry.”

I pulled back off Alistair confused.  I looked back at Trent, who wasn’t sporting the expression I thought he would.  He shook his head and smiled.

“Enjoying that?” he asked me.

I bit my lip.

“I saw you watching,” Trent said.  “I was about to come out here and try and do the same.”

“What?”  I looked between the two of them.  “This was planned?”

“It wasn’t planned,” Trent said, “but it was something we both wanted to do.”

“You—you wanted to do it?  Do what?”

“That,” Trent said, nodding to his friend’s wet cock.  “At the very least.  Obviously, we were hoping for more, but ...”

“I’m your landlady!” I cried.

“Then perhaps you shouldn’t be on your knees sucking your tenant’s cock,” Trent countered.

“We have a weird dynamic, Ms. Hopper.  You’ve always known that.  We’re not joking when we say you look good, we were just waiting for the right moment to really show how much we lusted after you.”

“Like this?  By getting me to suck your cock?”

“We were going to treat you too,” Alistair said, and he took my hand and lifted me back to my feet.

“Yeah, it’s not all one way, Ms. Hopper.”

Trent came behind me and moved my hair aside so he could kiss my neck.  It startled me at first, but it felt so good that I couldn’t stop him.

“We had much more planned for you,” Trent said.  “You just have to stay.”

Trent’s towel fell.  Now both of them stood around me, naked and stiff.  It was not an image I thought I’d be seeing that day.

“I ... this—” I began, but I just couldn’t find any words.  I didn’t want it to stop, but I knew it shouldn’t continue.

“Relax,” Trent said.  He guided me over towards his bed and sat me on it.

The two of them stood in front of me and pleaded their case.

“We’ve both wanted to fuck you since forever, Ms. Hopper.  We just knew it was wrong.  But if the three of us could all be wrong together and agree that it doesn’t leave these four walls well ... what’s the harm?”

“The harm?  I’m twice your age.  It’s not right.”

“Isn’t it?” Alistair said, and he crouched to the floor and moved my knees open so he could get between them.

“I should go,” I said, but I didn’t mean it.

“You should stay,” Trent said, and he pushed me back gently by the shoulders.

I fell to his mattress and looked up at the ceiling.  Alistair’s hands wandered up under my summer dress.  I felt him tickle up over my smooth, bare legs.  Soon he was at the inside of my thigh and creeping slowly.  I was breathing so deep that I thought I was going to pass out.

Trent moved over me, and his face was above mine.  I stared up at him with an expression riddled with nervousness.  I could feel Alistair exploring under my dress.

“Enjoy yourself,” Trent said, and he smiled that warm smile of his.

His mouth dropped onto mine.  I felt a tremendous shot of adrenaline course through me.  It was so wrong, but it felt so good.  I opened my mouth to his advancing tongue, and we kissed deep.

Meanwhile, Alistair had found the waist of my panties.  He pulled them down and they rolled along my thighs.

Alistair dragged them off my legs and then pushed my skirt all the way up as far as he could.  He pushed at my knees, and I opened my legs for him as Trent continued to kiss me.  It felt like a special privilege to have them both on me like that.

I didn’t know where to focus.  Trent was busy kissing my mouth, but Alistair was about to venture somewhere much more affecting.

I felt his lips going up the inside of my thigh as he left little kisses on route.  He drew nearer to my forbidden, thankfully shaven, pussy.  It was purely a stroke of fortune that I was well groomed.

“Oh, Ms. Hopper,” Alistair spoke, and I could feel his voice against me.

I was trembling in anticipation.  Trent kissed me deep and I kissed him back, but my efforts fell by the wayside the second that Alistair collided with me.

He opened his mouth over my pussy and gave it a long, deep lick.  I moaned up into Trent who pulled back.  I looked at him through my lashes as he smiled down at me.

“She likes that,” he said, looking down at Alistair.

Trent got up on his knees now and shuffled towards me.  I looked up at his big cock as it hung over me.  He took it in his fist and started to jerk it.

“Yes!” I moaned, stretching into the bed.

Alistair gripped his hands around my thighs and pressed onto me.  I smothered his face with my wetness.  He licked and lapped at every part of me, teasing up to my clit and seeking it out beneath the hood.  The second he struck it I felt I wave of electric pleasure surge up through my spine and prickle my scalp.

“That’s it,” Trent said, jerking himself.

I couldn’t leave him to do it on his own.  I lifted my head up off the mattress and took him in my fist.  I pointed that glossy crown of his towards my mouth and opened over him.  He groaned and I joined him, humming my way along his cock, and filling my mouth with him, just like I’d done with his friend.

Trent started to push my dress open at the top in an attempt to see more of me.  I knew exactly what he wanted instantly, and I wasn’t about to be coy.  It didn’t make sense.  Instead, I pulled my bra down and released my tits to him.

“They look so good,” was his first reaction.

He pulled his waist away from me and bent over, planting his lips right around my nipple.  I cradled him to me as he suckled on my breast, turning the nipple stiff in an instant.  My two tenants tended to my needs more masterfully than any man ever had.

My pulse raced and I felt my orgasm approach.  Alistair moved busily over my pussy and tongued at everything he could.  My clit swelled along with the lips of my pussy, and I felt myself tighten up.

“Come for us,” Alistair whispered, and he put his mouth back over my clit and worked his fingers inside me.

He finger-fucked me hard as Trent sucked at my nipples.  The stimulants were just too much.  My pleasure levels rose to something unsustainable.

My vision colored and finally I broke on Alistair’s fingers.  My pussy gripped him tight, and I let out a deep groan, with huge breaths flooding from it afterwards.

“Yes!” I cried, gripping his wrist.

He pulsed his fingers and fed on me.  The orgasm continued unabated.  I’d never had one so huge.  It felt like a decade of pent-up tension being released all in one raucous minute.

I moaned like a raging beast, writhing in the sheets.  I didn’t know what to do with myself.  Trent came off my nipple and when I opened my eyes, I could see him watching me excitedly.  He was working his cock as he studied my body in the throes of passion.  I continued to put on a show for him and Alistair continued to tease along my sensitive pussy.

“Yes!  Yes!” I whined.  “Thank you, boys!”

Alistair pulled his fingers out of me and brought them to my mouth.  I raced myself over them quickly and sucked off my juices.  He drove his fingers against my tongue and my two boys started to laugh.  I joined them.

“I wasn’t expecting that today,” I confessed.

“You should come by more often,” Trent suggested.

“I better had.”

“That’s nothing, Ms. Hopper,” Alistair said, and he grabbed me at the hips.

He flipped me over roughly and I let out a playful shriek.  He put me into position with ease and I surrendered to him.  He pulled me up at the hips and put me on my knees, then he pushed my dress back over my big ass and buried his face in it.

I’d never had a tongue on my asshole before, but I can tell you immediately that it was incredible.  It was something that I’d just decided was off-limits long ago but feeling Alistair’s adventurous tongue searching around it made me want to reevaluate my decision.

“This is how the kids do it these days,” Trent said.

“Threesomes?” I asked.

“Haha, no!  Just a bit of adventure.”

“Adventure away,” I smirked, looking back at Alistair.

He bounced his eyebrows and then pulled back to stare at his meal.  He pushed a finger into my ass, and I hissed a breath as he broke inside me.

His mouth was back on me quickly, teasing at my ring and pushing as deep as he could go.  Fuck, I never knew that my ass was a two-way street, but Alistair was making me want to test it out.

“Let’s take this off,” Trent said, and he pulled my dress up over my head.

With a little work and a little laughter, we managed to free me from the vast material that made up my long dress.

Trent popped my bra and my tits hung down beneath me.  He stood up on the bed and brought his cock to my mouth.

“You’re a natural at this,” he said.  He seemed keen to compliment me whenever he could and that made me feel much more comfortable.  This was all new ground for me.

“Fuck my mouth,” I told Trent, blinking up at him.

He shook his head in disbelief.  “Now you’re getting the hang of it.”

Trent took up my hair in his fist and put his cock to my mouth.  He held my head up by the hair and started to pump himself into me.

Alistair tested my ass with his finger again, but this time he pushed it much deeper.  He went all the way to the knuckle and pulled back, spitting on my ring and then adding another finger.  I winced as he stretched me, and my lips tightened around Trent’s big cock.

“Good girl,” Trent said, and it felt like our roles had momentarily reversed.

“I want her ass,” Alistair said, and he slapped down on it hard with his hand.

I felt the sting of it arrive on my cheeks.  It was hot.  He rubbed the point of contact to calm me down, then he hooked his fingers back into my ass.  They went in easier each time.

“Take it,” Trent told his friend.

Alistair stood up on the bed opposite Trent.  I looked back at him.

“You’re just gonna put it in my ass?” I asked.

He nodded.  “Try to relax.”

I hung my head and took a breath.  His cock arrived at my hole, and it felt immediately too big.  He pushed it into me hard.  Just as I was about to give up, I felt my muscle relent and stretch over him.  Alistair took the brief widening as encouragement to move further and soon he was pushing his girth into me.

I let out a grunt as his thick cock eased its way slowly inside.  I felt my asshole begin to engulf him and suck him in.  It felt incredible to host him there—as though we had found a way to make the act even naughtier than it already was.

“You’re doing great, Ms. Hopper,” Trent said.  He’d knelt back to the bed, and he was kissing my face as I moaned.

“Thank you,” I hushed.  “Oooh!  Oooh, Alistair.”

The pain was gradually subsiding and the sensation of him deep in my ass was now something that I welcomed.  I’d never imagined enjoying it, but it felt like a switch had been turned on.  Suddenly my asshole was capable of more, and I had Alistair’s busy tongue and fingers to thank for that.

“I’m gonna fuck you too, Ms. Hopper,” Trent said and he slid himself under me.

I moved my arm over him and soon I was staring down into his face.  My lip quivered with nervous excitement.

“You’re fucking incredible, you know that?” Trent asked.  “All my friends want to fuck you.  I’m just glad we beat them to it.”

“You’re so tight, Ms. Hopper,” Alistair said.  I was glad of that.  No woman wanted to be loose back there!

“She’ll be tight here too,” Trent said, and I could feel the tip of his cock hitting the lips of my pussy.

“Both of you together?” I asked, concerned.

Trent nodded.  “You can do it, Ms. Hopper.”

“Will you fit?”

He nodded again.  “It’s gonna feel good, trust me.”

“It’s gonna feel even better when we come,” Alistair said.

I burst with excitement at the thought.  Suddenly I needed them both inside me.

“Okay.  Okay, fuck me,” I told Trent.  “Fucking fuck me.”

He beamed an excited smile and then guided his cock to my pussy.  I’d never known myself so tight, but Alistair was doing much of that himself.

Trent put his cock at my wet O.  Alistair fucked me hard, pushing out my wetness.

“Stop a second,” Trent told his friend.

Alistair sighed but did as he was told.

Trent lined himself up and I dropped a little to meet his advancement.  My pussy swallowed over him and the three of us moaned together.  He pushed deep and suddenly I knew exactly how it felt to have two cocks inside me at once.

“I’m so full,” I whimpered.

“Two cocks,” Trent said.  “I’m proud of you.”

I laughed.  “Of all the things I thought you might be proud of me for ...”

“I want to come so bad,” Alistair said.  “Are you close, Trent?”

“I can get there.”

I held Trent’s face and looked down into his eyes longingly.  Alistair bounced the whole bed as he dropped his cock into me over and over.  All that athleticism was put to good use as he rocked the both of us, sending his cock deep and maneuvering Trent’s at the same time.

“That’s it!” I strained, closing my eyes.

I was at capacity but fuck me did capacity feel good.  The smallest of movements felt huge.  Trent wrapped his arms around me and started to fuck me hard and soon both of them were sliding through me like I was instrument to be used.  But jeez, I did not care.  They could use me all they liked if this was what it was like.

“Oh, Ms. Hopper, I’m close,” Trent whispered after a few minutes.

It ignited an animal in me.  “Fucking come inside me,” I told him.  “I want to feel your love.”

“Oh, Ms. Hopper,” Alistair whined too.  He slapped my ass and fucked me hard.  It must have been so strange to him to see his cock disappearing into me like that.

I hung my head over Trent and focused on their stiffness.  I started to feel my own climax approaching and wondered if it might be possible for us all to come together.

I didn’t think I was going to get there, but hearing Trent tell me that he was about to come was an amazing catalyst.

“Fuck, Ms. Hopper,” he said, suddenly more animated.  “Oh fuck!  Fuck!  I’m gonna come!”

“Yes!” I burst, and I felt my pussy flex on him.

Alistair slammed into my asshole, and I gripped him tight too.  He used me to jerk himself right to the brink of ecstasy and then he told me exactly what was happening.

“You’re gonna make me come too,” he said.

“Come for me!” I wailed.  “Come for me, boys!”

I pushed back against Alistair when he stopped thrusting.  I felt him swell and then throb.  The heat crashed into my ass, and he let out a groan that was unmistakable in nature.

Trent joined him and I spasmed on the both of them.  My lip curled and I let out a long moan.  My pussy and ass flexed around them, squeezing their cocks as each one pulsed within me.

My core turned hot and slick.  My two men stayed as they were, trapped in the throes of climax.  I rocked slowly on them and moved my pussy and ass over them together, pinching out as much of their cum as I could.
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