
        
            [image: cover]
        

    
 


 


21 Erotic Books Mega-Bundle:
Including the Fiery, New BDSM Tale, Master From the Billionaire's
Lake House

by Syndy Light

 


Collection copyright 2020
Syndy Light

 


Published by Deadlier Than the Male
Publications

 


All characters in this collection are 18 and
over.

 


 


Smashwords Edition License Notes

This eBook is licensed for your
personal enjoyment only. This eBook may not be re-sold or given
away to other people. If you would like to share this book with
another person, please purchase an additional copy for each
recipient. If you’re reading this book and did not purchase it, or
it was not purchased for your enjoyment only, then please return to
Smashwords.com and purchase your own copy. Thank you for respecting
the hard work of this author.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Table of Contents

Excerpt from the exclusive, new book, "Master From the
Billionaire's Lake House"

 


1. Hobo Stew: Taken in the Alley, Behind
the Dumpster

2. Banged by That Old Gang of
Mine

3. Drenched

4. Stuff the Pilgrim

5. Suburban
Cuckold

 


6.
Private Dancer

7. Seducing My
Tenant

8. For All to See

9. Drilled at the Con!

10. Cowboy

 


11. Taken for Payment

12. Passion Project

13. Pregnant Plaything for the Gang
Next Door!

14. Jack Frosted!

15. Stocking Stuffer

 


16. 2 Bad Santas

17. Pink Hair, Don't
Care!

18. Metal
Girl

19.
Pregnant Plaything for the Gang Next Door! Book 2

20.
But... He's My Daughter's Boyfriend!

 


21.
Master From the Billionaire's Lake House

 


About Syndy Light

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 



Excerpt from the exclusive, new book,
"Master From the Billionaire's Lake
House"

 


For the longest time, he held his mouth just
an inch or so above me – or so it seemed. There would be a long,
slow exhale – and it would be warm. Then he inhaled quickly through
his mouth, and it would cool me. I shuddered at each subtle change
in temperature on my flesh. I arched my back and wiggled my ass. I
wanted him. I wanted him deep in my pussy, now! I felt his tongue
poke against my pucker.

 


It was like a wave of electricity that
pulsed through my entire body. He wasn't touching my pussy, let
alone my clit, yet I came anyway. Hard! I felt him let go of one of
my cheeks to plunge three fingers inside of me. He frigged me hard,
as his tongue swirled around and poked at my virgin back hole.

 


I bucked and moaned and screamed and
pulled against my bonds. My body flopped all over the place, yet
his face stayed firmly between my cheeks. His tongue stayed inside
of my asshole, reaming me out. And his fingers fucked my gushing
pussy. I knew that my jizz was running down his arm...

 


Jump to the new
story!

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Hobo Stew: Taken in the
Alley, Behind the Dumpster

 


 Syndy Light

 


 


"I make my own breakfast bars from oatmeal
and toothpaste so I can clean my teeth while I eat!"

 


Henry was always saying stupid shit like
that but that one stuck out more than the rest. He was homeless and
lived in an alley next to my shitty apartment building in New York
City. Henry the Hobo is what they all called him. If he had been
rich, they would have said he was colorful. Around here, he was
just crazy.

 


Every time I went by, he would shout out
something. At first, it spooked me but I got used to it real quick.
Then came the day I walked by and didn't hear anything. I had to
stop. I looked down the alley and saw a pair of feet sticking out
from behind a dumpster. I'm not sure when Henry actually slept but
I did know it was far too early for that. Fearing the worst, I
slowly crept into the alley.

 


The closer I got, the more was revealed. I
realized that he was on his side. His eyes were closed but I
couldn't detect any breathing. I didn't even really know him but it
scared me to think he might be dead. A million thoughts went
through my brain as I got real close. Suddenly, he opened his eyes
and grinned a smile that would make a Jack o' lantern proud. "You
come close to look at my dick?"

 


Now, I certainly had no thought to actually
do that sort of thing. Like, not ever. But you know how it is when
somebody puts a thought into your head? You react.

 


Yes, my eyes quickly darted to his
groin.

 


I only glanced, I swear. Just the briefest
of seconds. Oh, I don't know, it might have been longer. Once my
eyes caught it, I couldn't look away. It wasn't exposed, mind you,
but he was grabbing it through his trousers. What I saw left little
to the imagination. It was long and thick and probably fully erect.
It must have been about the size of a can of air freshener. I had
never seen one that big before.

 


His laughter brought me back to reality. I
looked back to his face. It was all dirty and crinkled with mirth.
I was so embarrassed that I quickly scurried out of the alley. He
called after me, promising to show me a real good time if I came
back.

 


I stopped walking by alley after that,
sometimes walking the long way around the block just to do so.

 


My name is Paula and this is the story of
how Henry and some of his other homeless buddies wound up pulling a
train on me in that alley.

 


After 15 years of being faithful, I found
out my husband was cheating on me, pretty much the whole time we
were married, when he filed for divorce. I had no idea it was going
on. Just stupid, I guess. But he had everything lined up when he
hit me with the papers – the kids, the bank account, the house.
Somehow, I ended up with virtually nothing, despite the fact that
he was totally in the wrong.

 


Unless you count my freedom as something,
which I don't.

 


I'm thirty-eight, about 5'6" and keep slim
with a combination of walking everywhere because I don't have a car
and being too broke to buy much food.

 


I'm going to be honest here, I jumped back
into the dating pool because I was hoping for a free meal or two.
And by that, I mean up to seven days a week. Fuck it, living in a
big city has to come with some perks, somehow. A lot of single men
who would buy a gal dinner was as good a place to start as any.

 


I didn't know a lot of people there but a
couple of the girls at work helped me out. I can't afford the
internet at home so we used my office computer during lunch time.
They took some pretty good pictures of me and helped me write my
profiles for maximum effect. Yes, profiles, with an s.

 


Wow! Did I ever get a lot of responses!
Seriously, I think guys just click yes for everyone. Well, I did
the same thing right back. I said straight up in my bio that I
wouldn't meet for anything less than a meal at a public place and I
stuck by my guns. If he hadn't settled on a restaurant by the third
exchange, we were done.

 


A lot of guys went bye-bye during the
vetting process but I still managed to fill up all of my nights,
both weekend lunches, and an early brunch on Sunday. With judicious
use of doggy bags, I was able to eat for the entire week for no
money, just my time.

 


The dates themselves varied from awful to
okay. A couple of them were actually quite nice. By the end of the
date, most pressed for sex. I got out of it by bringing up how I
was still stinging from the divorce and had massive trust issues.
Hey, at least that part was true. If they were an asshole about it,
there was no further date. About half of them re-upped for another
round. I was happy because that meant less new hits to vet.

 


Guys came and guys went. Most were honestly
– or dishonestly – just looking to get laid. There was one guy,
though, Eugene. He was special. He was very dear. Smart and funny,
once he started to open up. That took a little bit of effort, as he
was very shy. I went on a lot of dates with him. Always a
gentleman, never pushy, and he actually listened to me and cared
about my life.

 


I started to fall in love.

 


Dammit! I told myself I wouldn't let that
happen.

 


He may not have been pushing for sex but I
decided he was going to be the one. I had stopped following up on
the other date requests. If college students could live on tuna,
potatoes, and instant ramen noodles then so could I. I put him off
from a Friday date to a

Saturday one. I wanted to make sure I was
good and rested.

 


I would've killed for a nice, warm tub to
take a good, long soak in but my shower would have to do. Things
had gotten a bit hairy down there but I made sure to trim it down
to a stubble, then shave it clean. I even paid particular attention
to my back door, just in case he was the type that liked to lick
there. I didn't really know about such things but I didn't want to
appear naive or prudish.

 


Eugene was not the type that turned women's
heads. He wasn't ugly, mind you, he was just sort of… bland. He was
a little on the big side, too. Kind of tall, but not really, and
had more than his share of middle-aged weight. But what he lacked
in supermodel looks, he more than made up for by being intelligent,
kind, and charming.

 


I loved the way his jaw dropped when he saw
me. I had really dressed up nice. I think my legs are one of my
best assets, so I wore a skirt that readily showed them off. Not
one of those super short skirts that the girls went to the club
but, rather, something more befitting of a middle-aged woman, like
me. A matching blouse and a little bit of bling go a long way.

 


"Y-y-you look, wow, very nice this evening,"
he said. I had him flustered. I took that as a good sign.

 


All through dinner, which was very, very
nice, he fought the good fight, trying to keep his eyes on mine and
resist the temptation to ogle me. He may not have known what was
going on but I knew that I intended to fuck his brains out and that
made me very excited. I knew my nipples were poking hard through my
blouse. I was amazed at his willpower, not staring directly at
them.

 


"Would you like some dessert?" he asked, at
the end of the meal. "Or coffee?"

 


I smiled. "Why don't you
take me back to your place?" He got flustered, just as he had when
I first arrived, maybe more so. It suddenly got me worried. "Oh,
no," I said. "Don't tell me you have a wife or a
girlfriend." Or live with your
mother…

 


"N-n-no, it's nothing like that,"
interjected. "I have my own place, not too far from here." His hand
was lying on the table. I reached up and put mine over it.

 


"Then why don't you take me there?"

 


I have never seen a man
pay a bill so fast in all my life. We walked to his place. It was
only a block and a half away from the restaurant and, oddly about
the same distance from my place. Well,
this worked out well. It was a pretty
decent building, too. Way nicer than mine.

 


He fumbled with his keys at the door,
probably because he kept giving me a sideways glance. Whether it
was to check me out or to just make sure that I was really still
there, I couldn't tell you.

 


Once inside, I practically jumped his bones.
I pressed my body up against him and pulled his mouth down to mine
to kiss him. I pressed my tongue against his lips but he kept them
firmly together. I pressed again and this time, he parted them and
let our tongues intertwine. It felt good to be in the arms of a man
again. It had been a long time.

 


I let my hand drift down to his package. It
wasn't quite as big as I would've expected from someone who was 6
foot tall, but I figured it might just be a grower. I gave it a
good, firm squeeze to get it started. His whole body shook and he
let out a long, soft moan into my mouth. I felt moisture forming on
my hand.

 


Oh God,
I realized. He came! He
didn't even get hard and he came! I
immediately went into crisis mode, plotting out a course of
action. No big deal. We can chill for a
little bit, then build back up with some making out and, if
necessary, I can blow him. Unfortunately…

 


He broke down, crying. He started throwing a
temper tantrum like a five-year-old. "Why does this always happen
to me?" Stuff like that. Between the tears and the anger, I was
completely turned off. I quickly grabbed my things, told him to
call me in a couple of days and slipped out the door. I could still
hear him yelling in his apartment as I waited for the elevator. I
guess I really had dodged a bullet, there.

 


I tell you, I was so horned up on the walk
back to my apartment that I was ready to fuck the first guy who hit
on me. Every day, on my way to work and back, guys hit on me. I
don't know if any of them are serious or if that's just something
that New York City guys do, but the catcalls were endless. This
night? Not a fucking one!

 


Back in my own place, I quickly slipped out
of my panties and grabbed my vibrator from the nightstand. I kicked
off my "fuck me" heels, hiked up my skirt, and laid back on my bed.
I twisted my vibrator on. Nothing happened. "Fuck!" This was
definitely not my night.

 


I scrounged through my nightstand and my
dresser, searching in vain for batteries that I didn't have. It's
funny, I had gone a few months without sex and it was no problem
but now that I wanted it, merely fingering myself wouldn't do. I
scraped together a few bucks in bills and change. I slipped my
heels back on but decided against my panties. I wasn't going to be
gone that long, anyway.

 


"Hey, baby!" I suddenly realized that I was
walking past Henry the Hobo's alley. Silently, I cursed to myself.
"You come back to look at my dick again?" I suddenly jerked to a
stop. Was it because he said the magic word, "dick?" Or was it to
give him a piece of my mind? I turned to scold him but my eyes
zeroed in on his crotch. Today, he was standing in the middle of
the alley with his cock in his hand and it definitely wasn't tucked
inside of his pants.

 


Holy shit, that's
huge! It really was. Henry was a good 15
feet away from me and the alley wasn't very well illuminated but I
could clearly see that thick slab of man-meat sticking straight out
in front of him. He was stroking it, slowly. The faint bit of light
that made its way there glistened off the forming precum. In spite
of myself, I licked my lips.

 


"That's it, baby doll," he said. "Come on
back here and let daddy show you a good time."

 


Curiously, I felt myself drawn in. It's not
like he'd ever been violent or anything. Slowly, I made my way into
the dingy and smelly alley, my breathing becoming more and more
shallow with each passing step.

 


There was no way I was going to fuck him,
that was for sure. But that didn't mean I couldn't watch and even
get myself off. I figured if I didn't look up at his face, if I
just looked directly at his cock, I could probably get through
this.

 


I circled around him, warily, trying to get
to a position behind the dumpster. I didn't want anyone passing by
to see me. Not that I really knew anyone in my neighborhood, you
know. Old habits die hard, I guess. He stepped towards me, I held
up my hand. "No," I said, then added, "don't." To my relief, he
stopped.

 


I leaned against the wall and ran my hands
over my breasts, feeling my hard nipples poking through my bra,
squeezing my fleshy mounds and pinching the erect buds. His strokes
of his uncut monster were steady and methodical. He didn't seem to
be in any particular hurry.

 


Slowly, I reached under my skirt and stroked
my inner thigh. My body shuddered and I let my fingers wander up to
my dripping, aching snatch. I cooed as my middle finger slid
between my engorged lips and ran over my throbbing clitoris. With
my other hand, I squeezed my breast once again, nearly doubling
over from the pleasure that rumbled through my body.

 


I didn't notice him getting closer but he
did shift a lot. I was surprised at what a big guy he was. Usually,
he was sitting or laying down when I had seen him. By the time I
realized that that shifting was actually moving him towards me and
not just taking pressure off of his feet, he was very close. I
could smell his foul body odor mingling with the garbage and the
smell of cheap wine on his breath but I was too close to my own
orgasm to stop. Weakly, I held up my free hand to make him stop,
while I violently frigged my pussy towards it's inevitable and
necessary conclusion.

 


I doubled over again and
almost lost my balance. Henry the Hobo grabbed me by the arm with
his free hand. Stupid heels! Why did I
wear them? The whole thing brought my face
just inches from his throbbing cock. It looked clean and didn't
smell anywhere near as bad as I thought it would. Was I getting
used to the smell? It looked so good as he slid his skin over the
thick veins beneath it. I kinda wanted to reach out and stroke it
but I did something even crazier, instead.

 


I licked it!

 


Just the head, mind you. I scooped up the
dollop of precum there and let it roll over my taste buds.
Mmmmm.... I parted my lips to gasp, my orgasm imminent.

 


Henry the Hobo took the opportunity to shove
his cock into my mouth, plunging it in deep, until it rolled over
the back of my tongue and made me gag. He didn't stop, even then,
and rammed it into my throat.

 


I came!

 


I came, hard, frigging myself to a powerful
orgasm. His hands free, Henry used both to hold me up while he
fucked my throat. I could hear the sound of my fingers clicking on
my slick pussy while I hummed around his thrusting shaft. When he
pulled it out, I gasped loudly.

 


Henry forced me upright and quickly spun me
towards the wall. "No," I gasped. I felt him lift my skirt.
"Don't..." But while my own mouth said those words, my legs parted
and I leaned against the dirty wall, presenting myself to him. I
felt the hot, thick head of his throbbing manhood against my fleshy
folds for but a moment, then he pushed his way inside of me. My
fingers continued to work on my clit while his thick shaft ran
roughshod over my G-spot, propelling me into a second and even more
powerful orgasm.

 


He took a step back, pulling me with him by
the hips. He pulled me all the way onto that monster dong of his.
It must have easily been ten or eleven inches long and thicker
around than my own wrist. I gasped, but in the throes of my orgasm,
there was little more that I could do. My paroxysms seemed to help
to accommodate his girth.

 


By the time my orgasm was subsiding, Henry
was pummeling me good and hard and I could feel another coming on.
I leaned into the wall, no longer caring about the dirt, undid my
blouse, pulled my bra up over my tits and played with them. "Oh,
Henry!" I moaned. "Fuck me!"

 


I felt his rough, dirty hands on my soft,
exposed ass cheeks. His touch sent shivers through my body. I
humped back against his thrusting shaft, squeezing it with my
pussy. I heard him moan and felt him redouble his effort.

 


I heard a voice calling out to Henry. "Oh,
hey Billy," he responded, without missing a beat. "Come on over,
I've got a live one." My mind was racing. How dare he invite
someone over without asking me? In my right mind, I probably would
have left.

 


But I wasn't in my right mind anymore.

 


Suddenly, there was a pair of legs next to
me. Judging from the size of his feet he was probably a very large
man. I knew he was fiddling with his belt or something, then his
pants dropped to the ground, revealing a very dark pair of muscular
legs. I turned my head slightly and found a thick, throbbing black
cock pointed right at my lips. Without the hesitation that I should
have had, I opened my mouth and he stuffed himself inside.

 


His cock, impossibly, was even thicker than
Henry's had been. And his foul funk was, to say the least, quite
intoxicating. Somehow, the stench of these two men was turning me
on in a way that I had never, ever been. He didn't ram me nearly as
deep as his buddy had but he still nearly dislocated my jaw. He
fucked me at a gentler pace, too, only occasionally hitting the
back my throat. I made sure to relax so that I wouldn't gag. His
precum was copious and I was constantly having to swallow.

 


Faster and faster, Billy went, driving me
closer and closer to my next orgasm. The pain of all the sexual
pleasure collecting into my womanhood was becoming overwhelming. I
humped back against his thrusting cock. Finally, he slammed himself
deep inside of me and held me tightly to his body. I felt his cock
pulse and then his scalding hot seed poured into me. My body
rumbled in response and I came!

 


As I moaned around the probing cock in my
mouth and my knees buckled, Henry grabbed my waist tighter and held
me up, fucking my pussy hard and driving us both through our
orgasms. Finally, he pulled out. Billy urged me to stand up, then
turned me around and bent me over again. I took Henry's slimy cock
into my hand and stuffed it into my own mouth.

 


Behind me, the black man held my waist with
one hand and slid the head of his cock up and down my aching wet
pussy lips, teasing me. I moaned and pushed back a little, forcing
his cock inside of me. Taking my lead, he stuffed himself inside
even further.

 


I sucked Henry's slowly-softening cock deep
into my mouth, past the back of my tongue and into my throat. I
wrapped my lips tightly around the base of the shaft and slowly
pulled backward, collecting all the jism and pussy juice that I
could, swallowing mouthful after mouthful.

 


By the time I was done and making love to
Henry's thick beast, I realized that Billy's balls were slapping
against me. He had gotten himself fully inside of me and was
fucking me towards another orgasm. That's when I heard another
voice.

 


"Joey!" said both men, in unison. They
called him over and soon I found another naked, hard cock in my
face. I stroked Henry while I took Joey into my mouth. He was
nowhere near as big as the other two but was still fairly blessed.
After both of those monster cocks, his 8 inches or so was quite the
welcomed change.

 


Billy was fucking me so hard, now – almost
as hard and fast as Henry had when he was about to nut – so it
surprised me when Joey mentioned that he wouldn't mind, "getting
some of that pussy," that the black man replied, "I don't know what
to tell you, you're going to have to wait. I'm gonna be a
while."

 


That realization, alone, made me cum
again!

 


When my most recent orgasm was almost done,
Billy pulled out of me. "I have an idea," he said. He laid down on
the cardboard that Henry used as a bed. It was the first time that
I had really seen him. He was older than I expected and had a bit
of a paunch but that cock standing straight up into the air was
just as inviting as ever. I lifted my skirt, stepped over him,
squatted over his massive fuckstick and slid down on it. I moaned
deeply and trembled as it filled me completely.

 


I rode Billy like a bucking bronco, grinding
my pussy against his thick black shaft. Somewhere along the line,
he had taken off his shirt so I played with his nipples. Henry
stepped up, straddling the man's head with his feet and pointing
his now rigid cock directly at my mouth. I opened it and took him
inside.

 


Next, I felt the newcomer,
Joey, getting behind me and lifting my skirt up even more.
Oh, God! He's going to fuck me in the ass!
Up to this point in my life, it was something
that I would never have entertained. My ex-husband had wanted to do
it to me but I wouldn't let him. A couple of times he even tried to
"accidentally" enter me anally but I was too quick. Now, I was only
too eager. I just didn't want this disgusting, filthy session to
end. I wanted whatever they could give me.

 


"Hey, Billy, let me get in there and get my
dick slick." The black hobo told me to get up. I lifted myself
until I felt that thick cock slide out. Joey pushed me over further
and penetrated me while Billy mauled my soft, fleshy mounds and I
sucked Henry. Joey pumped me for maybe half a minute that I barely
felt, then pulled out. That thick black python was back inside of
me in a heartbeat and I was riding it for all it was worth.

 


I had to slow down when I felt Joey trying
to get in my back door. Henry even pulled his dick out of my mouth,
"For safety," he muttered.

 


Boy, he wasn't kidding! I tried to relax
when he pushed his dick against my chocolate starfish. I tried to
let him in. It was my asshole that resisted, for a few seconds,
anyway. I felt it give way and thought to breathe a sigh of relief,
but it kept stretching my anus further and further. That's when I
realized that, although he was smaller than the other two, eight
inches IS STILL A PRETTY BIG FUCKING COCK!!!

 


I gritted my teeth as I felt my body heat up
and coat me with a fresh layer of sweat. I dipped my head but Joey
grabbed a fistful of my hair and pulled me back up. "Grind on that
black dick inside of you and suck that cock in front of you. It'll
take your mind off the dick in yo ass."

 


I did as I was told, grinding on the one and
sucking on the other. Sure, there were a couple of touchy moments
but I soon grew accustomed. Deeper and deeper he went, creating a
new and vivid sensation of fullness. Before I knew it, he was balls
deep inside of me, too.

 


It took a little effort but the four of us
soon built up a good, solid rhythm that teased, tugged, pulled, and
rubbed my clit and G-spot, throwing me into one orgasm after
another. They got more intense and closer together. I slipped into
my first multiple one when Joey came inside my battered butthole,
filling me with his splooge. When he pulled out and came around for
me to suck him clean, another man filled my hole.

 


I looked back to see who he was but I didn't
recognize him. However, I did see a line of several more hobos,
waiting their turn to use me. I turned back, smiling as I took
Joey's sex-slimed organ into my mouth. The thought of all those
nasty, nasty men using my holes all night long in that alley made
me cum again.

 


And use me they did, over and over, coming
back for seconds and thirds. Hobos came and went – black, white,
Hispanic, Asian, Middle Eastern – I took them all! Some drunken
frat boys came after two and tried to get in on the action and even
tried to shoot some video with their smartphones but the hobos
chased them off. I'd like to think they were being chivalrous but I
think they just wanted to keep me for themselves.

 


The sky was just starting to get light when
the last of them pulled out of my ass and shoved his slimy cock
into my mouth. He facefucked me for a half-dozen thrusts, then came
in my mouth. I dutifully swallowed his load, then sucked him
clean.

 


When they were all gone,
Henry helped me to my feet. I pulled my bra and blouse over my
breasts and slipped my shoes back on. Billy handed me my purse,
assuring me that it had gone untouched. I staggered back to my
apartment. I saw others making the walk of shame but I held my head
up high. I knew I looked a wreck but I was proud of it.
I bet none of them had the night I had.
I collapsed onto my bed and fell asleep in my
clothes for many hours.

 


I don't know why but I avoided the alley for
several weeks afterward. Slowly, I was getting my life back
together. A girlfriend came by and we headed out for a night on the
town one evening. As we walked past the alley, Henry shouted out,
"Hey, baby, you come to see my dick again?"

 


My friend snorted and shook her head in
disbelief but I smiled. "She's my girlfriend, you know," he said.
"My friends and I fucked her all night long, once." And then we
were out of earshot.

 


"How can you stand living down here?" she
asked.

 


"Oh," I replied. "It has its perks."
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BANGED BY THAT OLD GANG OF
MINE


The Last Summer Before College

 


Syndy Light

 



Chapter 1

 


Do you remember that old rhyme, or
whatever you call it? The one that went "Tom, Dick, and Harry, who
shall I marry?" Well, in a nutshell, that was my life.

 


Surprisingly, one of the three boys
was named Tom. But the other two were Andy and Nick. The four of us
grew up on this odd, little splinter street that went halfway up
this hill, and ended up in a cul-de-sac, on the outskirts of town.
Everyone else lived down in the flat area.

 


Sure, we had brothers and sisters –
who didn't? But there must've been something in the water up there,
because the four of us were all born in the first half of the year,
during the same year. And so we all ended up playing together and
becoming best friends together.

 


Sometimes one or more of us would go
down to the flat area and play with the other kids, but mostly the
four of us liked to go in the woods behind our houses after school
and play until it got dark. The town sort of grew up and got bigger
around us, but we always had those woods – and each
other.

 


Things started to change, as they
usually do, when puberty struck. At first, my boys teased me. Up
until then, I had been one of them. But now that I was growing
breasts – or whatever those little mosquito bites passed for – it
changed the dynamic of our little group.

 


And as they grew into young men, it
added yet another, even more, complicated layer.

 


One after another, Tom,
Andy, and Nick, made their plays for my affection. I always
rejected them, though. I don't want to say that I was a pretty
girl, but there were a lot of boys at high school who wanted to be
with me. And so I got my pick. I know it broke the hearts of that
old gang of mine, but I just couldn't date any one of them.

 


The truth is, I was in love with all
three of them. Madly, and deeply. And I couldn't choose just one.
So, I decided I couldn't pick any of them. Don't judge me. I was
thirteen at the time.

 


Somehow we managed to stay together as
a group. We would still go into the woods, but the games had
changed. We all tried our first cigarettes there, together. We had
our first tastes of alcohol there. And we even tried our first
joint, together. We went further back in those woods for the weed
than for everything else, that's for sure. We would talk and laugh
and lose all track of time.

 


I was last of our little foursome to
turn eighteen. That happened in late May, just two and a half weeks
before graduation. And the moment we were done with high school, I
broke up with my latest boyfriend, the Captain of the varsity
football team.

 


I wanted to spend my last summer
before college with the three people who meant the most to me. My
boys – well, young men now. The gang.

 


"Hey, Alex!" It was the Captain, from
across the parking lot. "Go fuck yourself!"

 


I waved back, with a big smile. "Okay!
Will do! God bless!" I turned to the gang.

 


Tom, the blonde, asked, "What was that
all about?"

 


I shrugged. "Sometimes high school
romances don't get that they're supposed to stay in high school."
The trio nodded. They knew me and my logic pretty well by now.
"So," I added, "what say we make this summer one for the
books?"

 


There was a round of "hell, yeah's!" I
offered my arms – Andy and Nick took me by them – and the four of
us headed off to our little cul-de-sac graduation party
together.

 


To say that the summer was amazing
would be an understatement. We were all 18, and free of parental
supervision. And we were fortunate that none of our parents felt
compelled to waste those two and a half months with something as
mundane as ordering one or more of us to get a job. I was almost
never alone, except for the few hours I spent at home, sleeping and
showering.

 


Sometimes, maybe one or another
couldn't show, but usually, the four of us were together, tearing
up the town and the countryside. Someone would think of something,
and then we just go off and do it. The town, the woods, camping
trips to the beach, excursions into the big city – if we could
think of it, we did it.

 


It was the second week of August when
Tom came to us. "Hey guys, bad news." I knew it! We had just a
little over two weeks left, and now something had come up. "My
uncle Phil has to make an emergency trip to Europe, and my mom says
I have to house sit for him over in Charming.

 


Charming was nearly 40 minutes from
where we were. Nick smiled. "Naw, man. You're thinking about this
all wrong. Your uncle's got that big pool. He's got cabanas and
showers and guesthouses. It's like party central. We'll just come
out and watch the place with you."

 


Tom shuffled his feet. "I don't know,
he said no parties."

 


Nick laugh. "The guy who built the big
house for the express purpose of having parties, says no
parties."

 


Andy spoke up. "Who's talking about
parties? It's just four of us. Are you allowed to have an overnight
guest?"

 


Again, Tom shuffled his feet – then
raised his head and looked directly at me. He thought a moment,
then said "yes," quite softly.

 


I knew what he meant.

 


"Maybe you should call your uncle," I
finally said. "Tell him about our summer – how it's our last as a
group. Tell him that were not gonna throw any parties – that we
just want these last two weeks together before we go away. Ask him
if it's okay."

 



Chapter 2

 


Uncle Phil said yes. I knew he would.
We had been over to his place maybe a dozen times over the years.
He knew us. He knew we were good kids.

 


So, it sucked real bad when I came
down with a bout of food poisoning the morning we were supposed to
leave. When we tried that new burrito place, I was the only one who
had the shrimp. Shrimp in summer. I should've known.

 


The guys wanted to stay with me, but
Tom definitely had to go. It was tough, especially given my
weakened condition, but I managed to talk the other two into going
as well. No reason that they should miss out on this one. No reason
at all that more than one of us should be confined to house
arrest.

 


We kept in touch by Skype, as my
illness decided to hang around for most of the week. Then it took a
day or two before I got my strength back. You better believe that I
headed over to Uncle Phil's house immediately, the second I felt up
to it.

 


You should've seen the look on the
gang's faces when I popped out of the guesthouse in my little,
black bikini. I had stopped and shopped for it on the way over. I
wanted to give them something memorable this one last
time.

 


We had a great time, swimming and
playing and eating and drinking and smoking. Just being the friends
that we always had been. It wasn't even until the second night that
any of them approached me.

 


Tom was sleeping in the main house.
Nick and I each took one of the two guesthouses. Andy had decided
to sleep out in one of the cabanas. I guess he preferred the fresh
night air. We had stayed up until about three before we headed to
our respective sleeping places. It was nearly four in the morning
when I heard a very gentle rapping at my door.

 


I had just laid down, so, at least, it
didn't wake me up. I was naked, so I quickly threw on a long
sleeping shirt, and answered the door. I was a little surprised to
find Tom standing there. I sort of expected Andy to be the first
one. I had to give Tom props for the extra long walk from the main
house.

 


"It's late, Tom." I wasn't exactly
tired, as much as I was crunk. And I wasn't saying it to be mean. I
guess it's just one of those things that you expect yourself to say
when you've been pulled out of bed in the middle of the
night.

 


Tom looked real good standing there.
He was about 5'9" tall, with dark blonde hair and a thinnish face.
Out of the three, I think he had the most adorable smile, and he
was using it right now. He was wearing only shorts, so I could see
his fine, athletic body. Not that I needed to – I had been admiring
it for the last day and a half.

 


He didn't say anything – he just
stepped up to me and took me in his arms. I looked up at him and he
lowered his face to kiss me. And I let him. We embraced each other
tightly, as our tongues explored each other's mouths, and our hands
explored each other's bodies. He had strong, firm hands, and I
loved the way he felt me through the thin T-shirt. Things got hot
rather quickly, but there was a small, nagging voice inside of
me.

 


I pushed him away. He looked stunned.
I didn't need to look down to know that he had a raging hardon,
either. I had felt it pressing up against my body.

 


"I can't." It was feeble at best, but
it was the truth.

 


Tom to shook his head in frustration
and left. It was quite a while before I was able to
sleep.

 


It was 2 o'clock in the afternoon
before I joined the others for breakfast. We had all slept in. If
Tom was upset with me, I couldn't tell. He was the same old Tom,
and nothing further was said.

 


The day was fun, again, but that night
it was Nick's turned to visit me. Nick was the tallest of the
three. About six-three, with curly red hair. When he was younger,
he had a lot of freckles, but they had mostly disappeared by now.
He played a lot of basketball, so when he showed up – stripped to
the waist – his body was looking quite good.

 


We made out briefly, but again I had
to call it off. I was feeling something, all right. It just wasn't
the right feeling.

 


On the third night, Andy finally
showed up. I was beginning to think they had drawn straws to see
who would go on which night. He was dark-haired, and maybe
five-eleven. Like the other two, he was in terrific shape. He had a
strong, handsome face, and a good heart. He didn't "attack" me like
the other two had. Instead, he leaned in and gently kissed me. Then
he turned and walked away.

 


I was confused. Why hadn't he tried to
grope me, like the others had? I called out after him, but he
didn't even turn around. Instead, he just gave me a single wave
with the back of his hand, and then he was gone. Slowly, I closed
the door.

 


We were well past the halfway point of
the two-week stay that Uncle Phil's place. We had another great
day, but the idea that our time together was coming to a close –
not just at the house, but in life in general – began to weigh
heavily on us. Our conversation close to midnight had gotten much
more serious than it ever had in the past.

 


I still wasn't prepared for what came
out of Andy's mouth next.

 


"I want to ask you something, Alex.
And I'd really appreciate it if you took me seriously. I think the
other guys are with me on this one."

 


"Oh, no," I thought. "What could this
be?"

 


He paused for a minute, as if he were
collecting his thoughts. He seemed to want to get the question just
right. Finally, he spoke.

 


"We talked about this before you came
up. You must know that each one of us is in love with you." The
others nodded in agreement.

 


"Oh, God," I thought. "Not this…" I
knew it would come up sooner or later.

 


"And we know that you love us." I
nodded in agreement. It was true. "And I don't mean just as this
little gang of ours, but I mean on a one-on-one basis,
too."

 


He could see that I was getting
uncomfortable. I knew what the next question was.

 


"Bear with me. We were wondering…" It
was the longest, pregnant pause of all time. But I felt I owed it
to him – and them – to let him ask the question. "We were
wondering… Why you never wanted to be with one of us."

 


I could tell by the way the other two
were nodding, that they were all in agreement. They had all been
wondering. Hell, I've been wondering why they never asked before
this. So I told him the way I felt, as I explained the beginning of
the story. "Maybe it wasn't the right thing to do. I don't know. It
was a decision I had made when I was thirteen. Maybe I shouldn't
have been so stubborn. Maybe I should've allowed myself to change
my mind.

 


"I just didn't want to lose what we
had." There was a long and uncomfortable pause. Finally, Nick
mumbled something. I asked him to repeat it.

 


"I said, we're losing it. In about a
week, this will all be gone. Whatever we did or didn't do – we're
losing it, just the same."

 


Well, that certainly put a damper on
the proceedings. But, he was right.

 


"Well," I said, "isn't that why we're
here? To have one final great time together? To go out with a
bang?" They nodded. And I have to give them credit, too. Just last
year, if I had said "bang," they would've giggled and made stupid
remarks. This time, they didn't. "Then let's have some fucking fun,
shall we?"

 


That seemed to lighten the
proceedings. But something was nagging me. I had to
know.

 


"Now I have a question for you." They
all looked at me. They had no idea what I was about to ask. "Did
you guys draw straws to see who would come to my room on which
night?"

 


I could tell from their reaction – the
blushing, and then looking away – that they had, indeed. Finally,
Tom answered, sheepishly. "Actually, it was a rock, paper, scissors
tournament. It was too important to leave to a single draw of the
straws."

 


"Plus," added Nick, "We had a lot of
time to kill when you weren't here."

 


I laughed. "I knew it!" The tension
broke, they laughed. And I laughed, too. "What were you guys
thinking? Were you thinking that, after all this time, I would
suddenly fall in love with one of you? Or were you just hoping to
get a piece?"

 


Andy spoke up, quite confidently, I
might add. "At this point? I would've taken either."

 


"Yep."

 


"Yeah, me too. Pretty
much."

 


I had to laugh. "What if I had said
yes? Would you have even known what to do?"

 


Now it was Nick's turn. "What do you
mean?"

 


"What I mean is…" This next part was
hard. I know guys don't like to talk about this in front of girls,
but most the time I never felt like a girl around my gang. I was
hoping they felt the same. "Who here is still a virgin?"

 


They looked sheepishly at each other.
It was the very definition of "awkward silence." Finally, timidly,
Nick raised his hand. Tom raised his, shortly after. And then a
third hand went up. It was mine.

 


"You?" That was from an incredulous
Tom.

 


"No way. All those guys you
dated…"

 


I interrupted Nick. "All those guys?
It wasn't that many."

 


"But the captain of the football
team…" added Andy.

 


"Was eighteen at the time we started
dating. Why do you think he was so pissed off when we broke up? My
virginity was the first thing on his summer bucket
list."

 


Things got quiet after that
revelation. It was as if we had run out of conversation for the
first time in our lives.

 


A lot of things went through my head
in a very short time. The idea that I would never see my gang again
was top of those. Had I made the right choice, all those years ago?
Should I have stuck with it for so long? But now… It was too late,
right? I needed some alone time. To think. I got up.

 


"I think maybe I'll call it a day. I'm
gonna grab a quick shower, and turn in early." Not that it was all
that early. It was after midnight, after all. The boys just sort of
nodded, and gave me no argument.

 


Now what I did next, I couldn't say
for sure why I did it that way. Uncle Phil's house – in addition to
being very large, and very nice – was built for pool parties. They
were something that he loved to throw. So, when he had the place
built, he had included a shower room – so that people who weren't
staying overnight would have a place to rinse the chlorine off of
them. For some reason, that night – instead of going in and washing
off in the shower in my own, private bathroom – I went into that
shower room.

 


I turned the shower on and stood under
it in my black, two-piece bikini outfit. I let the water run over
my head and body, as I was alone with my thoughts. Still, the
question nagged me – should I have done things
differently?

 


I was startled, when I felt fingers on
my shoulder.

 


 



Chapter 3

 


Taken out of my deep thought, I gasped
and turned quickly. Tom was just lowering his hand, and the other
two were standing behind him. I had become quite emotional in the
last couple of minutes, thinking that I had done everything wrong
with the three boys that I loved the most. Tom sensed it and held
up his arms. I stepped into them, and we hugged – deeply and
tightly.

 


I had my head resting on his shoulder.
The water was beating on my calves. I was on the verge of tears,
but I took solace in his warm embrace. I raised my head to his. We
looked each other in the eyes, then I closed mine and leaned in
with hungry lips.

 


Tom kissed me deeply, and passionately
– just as he had done three nights before. When I broke away from
him, I turned to Nick and kissed him, as well. Then I moved on to
Andy. By the time I was done with his kiss, I could feel the others
touching me on the naked parts of my flesh.

 


I looked around at their faces, and I
realized this was going to happen. It was going to happen, because
I wanted it to happen. I turned and stepped back into the water. A
moment later, Tom and Andy were on each side of me, kissing my face
and neck, and pawing at me. I could feel Nick behind me, pressing
his bulge against my ass crack.

 


I pressed back and moaned.

 


I was nervous. Not only was I about to
lose my virginity, but I was about to lose all of them. Up to this
point, I hadn't even given as much as a handjob, and now I wanted
to take my gang in all three holes, and in both of my hands. Sure,
I was nervous, but I was also bordering on ecstasy, with all their
hands, and lips, and bodies against me. I moaned again.

 


As seemed to always be the case, Tom
was first. He was the first to slide his own shorts down, freeing
his hard, cut, eight-inch cock. I took it in my hand and firmly
began stroking. It was warm and wonderful. I love the way the
bumps, caused by his veins, tickled the flesh of my hand as I
pumped him.

 


Andy was kissing and nibbling around
my ear. It felt so good, and I leaned in against his face. My hand
found its way to the front of his shorts, and I grabbed at his
lump. He got the idea and slid his shorts down. As I took it into
my hand, I judged it to be just a little bit shorter than Tom's,
but thicker.

 


Both cocks were solid and throbbing in
my hands. The boys kept licking and kissing sides of my face,
behind my ears, and on my neck. Their hands moved to my breasts,
squeezing them through my bikini top. I felt Nick tugging at the
strings on my back, and a moment later they were undone. The boys
pulled their hands away, taking that black bit of cloth with them,
and dropping it to the floor. Now their hands were directly on my
creamy, firm breasts, and their fingers were pinching my
nipples.

 


I moaned, and I could feel my pussy
pulse, as it released its warm, wet lubrication.

 


Jerking them both softly, but firmly,
I bent over at the waist. My pussy was now pressing through our
suits, against Nick's cock. I could feel that it was hard, and my
hungry snatch ached for it – ached for any and all of their cocks.
I turned in towards Tom and took his tool into my mouth.

 


I didn't exactly know what to do, but
I had seen some videos online. I sucked it down as far as I could,
but it made me gag. I pulled it out and coughed, as Tom rubbed my
shoulders. I tried again, and this time I took it more slowly. I
licked around the head, and then the top of the shaft. I could
taste a warm, salty goo, that was dribbling out of the hole in the
center. I swallowed it down. It was delicious.

 


Tom moaned and pulled my head further
down on his stiff, hard meat. I relaxed my tongue and tried not to
let his cock touch the back of my throat. I started bobbing up and
down on it, tasting it's warm, fleshy taste. I was still stroking
Andy. Nick stopped rubbing his cock against me, and I could now
feel his hand stroking me along my slit, through my bikini
bottom.

 


The position was getting too
difficult. I took Tom's cock out of my mouth and knelt between him
and Andy. My pussy instantly missed the attention that it had been
receiving, but I was now in better shape to suck cocks of my
men.

 


I stroked Tom's cock and worked my
mouth over Andy's. Even though it was a little shorter, the
thickness proved problematic at first. With a little effort,
though, I was able to get my mouth around it. I was rewarded with a
gush of salty precum from him, too.

 


Nick came around to the front,
standing between the other two. Tom had already slid his shorts
off, and Andy's were around his ankles – just leaving Nick wearing
his shorts. As I sucked Andy's thick cock, I eyed that bulge. It
was enormous.

 


I took the cock out of my mouth and
turned my attention to Nick. I grabbed his shorts by the waistband
and slowly tugged them down. First, it's thick shaft was revealed.
I quickly judged it to be of the same thickness as Andy's. Another
tug revealed about four more inches. I was breathless. Once more,
and nearly ten inches sprung free. It bobbed up and hit me on my
lips.

 


I sucked it in, hands-free. I resumed
jerking the other two cocks. Like with Andy, I struggled to get his
thick shaft into my mouth. Mostly, I sucked around the head and the
top of the shaft and sucked down HIS salty glob of precum. I bobbed
on him nine or ten times, then shifted over to Tom – then back to
Andy. I wasn't always able to stroke the other two cocks when one
was in my mouth, but I did my best.

 


Slowly, but surely, I got deeper and
deeper on each of them. Tom's, of course, was the easiest – and I
was soon able to deep throat him. It had seemed so big – and it
was. So it seemed so weird to be able to press my lips around the
base of it – his taut, muscular abs just inches from my eyes. His
dark blonde pubes tickled my nose.

 


His cock pulsed in my mouth! It was a
weird feeling. I slowly slid back, firmly tugging on his shaft with
my lips, and sliding my tongue back and forth as I did. He ran his
fingers through my hair, gently stroking my head in appreciation.
Back at his head, I gave it a couple more quick bobs, then moved
over to Nick.

 


As I struggled to duplicate my success
with Tom, I was able to stroke the other two. Tom's cock was slick
with my drool, as was the head of Andy's. I tried my best to get
more of Nick's beefy fuckstick down my throat. He even helped me a
little by gently pushing on the back of my head. But it was too
much. It was just too big.

 


I moved on to Andy. He was just as
thick, but I think being a couple of inches shorter helped my
morale. I felt if I can get Andy's thickness down my throat, as I
had Tom's length, then I would indeed be able to swallow Nick. It
was something I wanted to do for him.

 


Funny thing, as I was down on my
knees, the warm water showering down on us – I realized that
although no one was touching my pussy, I could still feel it
getting hotter. Somehow, I felt stimulated anyway. Just being
surrounded by these three beautiful boys – their gentle touches on
my head, and their cocks in my mouth and hands – was turning me on
to the point of explosion.

 


Just not quite yet, though.

 


Slowly, but surely, I was making my
way down Andy's cock. As I ran my tongue over it, I could feel it
throbbing in my mouth. I wasn't sure what this meant. I just hoped
that it didn't mean he was about to shoot his load. Not that I
wouldn't welcome it, or even suck it down, but I wanted to deep
throat him before it happened.

 


I gagged a little but caught my breath
quickly. I relaxed and eased my head further down. His head was at
the entrance of my throat now. My mouth was so full, that I could
barely move my tongue, although I did manage to swing it a bit from
side to side, underneath his shaft.

 


Andy put his hands on the back of my
head. I looked up into his eyes and nodded. I relaxed, and he
pushed gently. Slowly, I could feel his thick head pushing down my
throat. His pubes tickled my lips, and then they were pressed
tightly against him. I had deep throated Andy's thick
cock!

 


All this time, I was looking into his
eyes, and watching his beautiful smile. When my lips touched the
base, his eyes rolled back in his head and he moaned. I could only
hold there for a second, as my air supply had been cut off since
the moment he entered my throat, but it was enough. He let go of
the back of my head and I plunged off, gasping for breath. A strand
of drool led from my lower lip to the end of his cock. I looked up
and smiled, and he gently stroked my cheek.

 


I grabbed Andy's cock, and stroked it,
just as I was doing with Tom's. Nick's massive fuckstick loomed
before my eyes. I opened up my mouth, catching the head on the tip
of my tongue and letting it slip into my gaping maw. I felt his
flesh slide over my taste buds, as I tickled his underside as best
I could with my lips and my tongue.

 


When it reached the back of my mouth,
I relaxed and took several deep breaths through my nose. I looked
up at him, my lips stretched obscenely around his thick shaft. He
touched the back of my head, and I nodded. I focused on his taut
stomach and thick pubic patch as I moved my head deeper onto
him.

 


Nick gently guided my head from
behind, not really pushing. I felt a tear forming in the corner of
my eye, as I suppressed my desire to gag. I got as far as I could
go, but there was still nearly two inches outside of my mouth. He
pushed gently, but only for a moment. I nodded as best I could with
my mouth full of his meat. He got my meaning and pushed a little
more firmly.

 


My eyes were bugging, and I did my
best to relax, as he forced my head further down his cock. So
close… One more push… I tightened my lips around his shaft, and a
moment later they were pressed tightly against his groin. I made
it!

 


I immediately pulled my head off,
letting his cock bob down briefly, as I gasped for breath. I let go
of the other two cocks and fell to the floor, choking on the air.
The boys quickly knelt by my side, gently rubbing my shoulders and
back. "Are you okay?" They were all asking. All I could do was try
to calm my breathing and catch my breath.

 


They helped me to my feet, and I
pulled them all close to me, wrapping their warm hard bodies around
me – pressing them against my soft flesh. We were all naked in that
shower, save for my black bikini bottoms.

 


"Let's take this to my bed," I said.
Nick turned off the shower, and we all stepped out and dried
ourselves. Tom leaned in and kissed me. I turned and kissed each of
the other two. Then I stepped out of that shower room and into the
cool air of the backyard.

 



Chapter 4

 


I'm not gonna lie. As I was walking
ahead of the boys, I added a little wiggle to my walk. A little
more roll to my ass cheeks. I knew they looked good, especially
popping against the skimpy black bathing suit. Nick caught up with
me and gave me a good squeeze. I yelped, and giggled, and ran
ahead.

 


I burst into the room, with the trio
hot on my… hot tail. (Sorry about the pun.) When I got to the bed,
I turned and looked at my three beautiful boys. They had stopped
just inside the door. Andy reached back with his foot and kicked it
shut. Funny, when you think about it, since there was no one else
anywhere around.

 


I smiled at my lovers, then hooked my
fingers in the elastic of my bathing suit. I smiled, nervously, and
bit my lower lip. It was crazy, standing there like that, with the
three of them stark naked – their beautiful erections standing out
in front of them.

 


Slowly, I tugged my bottoms down,
revealing my lush, dark beaver. I know that a lot of girls shave
theirs, but I still lived at home and I knew my mother would a)
know, and b) not approve. Honestly, though, the boys didn't seem to
mind. Especially judging from their shit-eating grins, and the way
their cocks bobbed at the sight. I stepped out of my panties, then
sat on the edge of the bed.

 


As the boys approached, I slid back
further. I came to a rest on my elbows and slid my legs apart. Andy
climbed onto the bed between them. I was glad, as he was the only
one who had claimed experience. I knew – at least I hoped – that he
was going to eat my pussy, and it would be better to have it done
by someone who had already done it.

 


He nuzzled my pubic hair with his
nose, rooting in along my slit. Nick and Tom climbed onto the bed,
one on each side of us. Nick grabbed my tit and started sucking and
licking my nipple. I touched Tom on his cheek, and he smiled that
beautiful smile of his, and we kissed. I could feel Andy's thumbs
tugging on each side of my pussy, pulling me open. Tom gave me
gentle kisses along the side of my cheek and worked down my neck
and chest. At the moment his tongue touched my other nipple, so did
Andy's tongue touch my clit.

 


It was explosive! The triple
stimulation of my body by those tongues sent me over the edge. I
grabbed Andy by his head and shoved him into me. He assaulted my
clitoris with licks and nibbles and sucks. The other two roughly
pawed at my breasts, and rapidly flicked their tongues over my rock
hard nipples. I bucked and groaned as the waves of pleasure passed
through my body, and somehow those dear boys hung on and kept on
working their magic.

 


I ground my pussy hard against Andy's
mouth and delighted in the magic of his tongue as it swirled
around, and flicked across my raging, throbbing clitoris. I grabbed
him tightly by his hair. I reached up and wrapped Nick in a
semi-headlock, grabbing the back of his head and shoving it harder
onto my breast. I leaned into Tom's ear and grunted. He responded
by sucking my nipple between his lips and rapidly flicking the tip
– so hard, I unleashed another load of my come into Andy's hungry
mouth. He gobbled it all up and kept eating me.

 


As my orgasm slowly subsided, my
desire to have the boys in me grew exponentially. Again I moaned
and pulled the boys tightly to me.

 


"Fuck me."

 


They all looked up at me as one. Andy
spoke first.

 


"Do you have a condom?"

 


I had been thinking about this, since
they had first joined me in the shower. And maybe I wasn't in the
best frame of mind, as I was pleasuring and being pleasured, but
like everything else, it was my decision to make.

 


"No condoms. Not with you." I looked
at the other two." Not with any of you, okay? Whatever happens,
happens." They all nodded.

 


Andy climbed up onto his knees. The
other two pulled back, so that he could lean over me. It took a
little bit of adjustment, but then I felt the head of his cock
resting between my lips. I smiled at him, and he slowly sunk his
thick, seven inches into me.

 


My whole body shuddered and I threw my
head back and moaned. There was a brief moment of pain, as he
pushed through my hymen. Then, as I felt the flesh of his groin
press against my legs, and his balls bump against my ass, I wrapped
my legs tightly around his waist. I motioned for the other two to
come closer to my head.

 


It took a little bit of maneuvering,
but now their cocks were within easy reach of my mouth. I sucked
first one, and then the other, bobbing and licking as I stroked
their shafts and played with their balls. I spread my legs even
wider as Andy got up a good rhythm, and I rocked my pussy back
against him.

 


Faster and faster I licked and sucked
and stroked their cocks. And Andy pumped me faster and harder. We
were all sweating and grunting and moaning, and I knew we would all
be coming soon.

 


Andy was the first to go. His body
stiffened as he sunk his cock deep into me. I could feel it pulsing
against my wide-spread walls. Suddenly, I felt his hot white jizz
splashing inside of me. He grunted and struggled to breathe as his
whole body rumbled between my legs. He breathed in deeply and
pulled his cock back and plunged it back in. I came as he fucked me
again.

 


Then Tom rammed his cock deep into my
mouth and unleashed his load. I struggled to swallow, as I
struggled to breathe through my own orgasm and his. And Nick was
making noises, too. He may have been struggling to hold his back,
waiting to be back inside of me.

 


We were a writhing mass of sexual
humanity on that bed. Andy was struggling to keep fucking through
his own orgasm. I pushed back with my pussy, grinding my clitoris
against him. The waves of pleasure were making it difficult to keep
sucking on Tom.

 


Suddenly, I felt Nick shudder in my
hand. I turned quickly, letting Tom's cock fall from my mouth, in
order to swallow Nick. The first shot caught me across my nose,
cheek, and hair. But I got my lips wrapped around him by the second
pulse. I swallowed his salty, creamy baby batter.
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