
    
      
        
          
        
      

    



    
        
          The Boys Entertain

        

        
        
          Meet The Gang, Volume 3

        

        
        
          Mary Tales

        

        
          Published by Mary Tales Books, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      THE BOYS ENTERTAIN

    

    
      First edition. July 3, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Mary Tales.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231476107

    

    
    
      Written by Mary Tales.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


The House Warming

[image: ]




"I do have a lot of stuff in boxes." Wanda said, sighing.

The living room was piled high with shipping boxes. Surely they didn't all belong there, they should be in other rooms.

"I could make a bad joke about baggage." said the short woman beside her. "But I won't."

Zoe was a sexy pixie in her dungarees and crop top. Her short cut hair was particularly becoming. Wanda had dared to try a super short style herself, rather than the shoulder length bob she had sported all through her just ended relationship. Unconsciously, she reached a hand up to stroke the bristles on the back of her neck, raising a delicious tingle. "I should hope not. How did all the boxes end up in here?"

"That was me, I'm afraid." said a voice from the door. They turned to see Derek, Zoe's handsome, and well built, husband, standing there with a box cradled in his arms. He kicked the front door closed and stepped from the short hallway into the living room. "We just, sort of, put everything in here until you turned up and pointed out each box was labelled for a room."

"Ah, my husband, the logistics manager." Zoe lamented.

"Yes, well, er, this is the last of the boxes. It's almost time to take the van back."

Zoe took the clunky hire van's key from her dungarees' front pocket and twirled it around a finger. "Are Mark and Rick on the way with the bed?"

"They are. They shouldn't be long."

"And where's Andrew got to?"

"I'm in the kitchen, just putting everything away, and seeing what there is to make a meal." Came the answer, from the door on the other side of the living room.

"Good boy." Zoe turned to Wanda, taking both her hands and squeezing them. "So. You're in excellent hands. I'll take the van back, and I'll come back in the morning to pick up Derek. Do try to wear the Boys out, won't you."

Wanda's pale cheeks flushed. She wanted this so much, needed it, even, but she still couldn't believe she had let herself get this close to it. When Zoe left, and the bed arrived, she would be alone in her new house with four gorgeous men, who, she had been promised, would do everything she wanted. She wanted a lot of things, and her cheeks went a deeper red as she thought about them. Zoe gave Wanda a little kiss on the lips, and turned to Derek. "You take care of my girl now, okay?"

"Of course darling. We shall make sure everything is unpacked and that Wanda is bedded down properly at the end of the night." It was a terribly convoluted innuendo, and Zoe shook her head at its clumsiness. Nonetheless, she kissed her husband and headed out to the van.

Zoe was so short that she all but disappeared in the van's driver's seat. It looked as if it was driving off by itself. When it reached the end of the road and disappeared from view, Wanda turned to talk to Derek. But he had taken the box and gone upstairs. She was, for the moment, alone in the living room.

There was just enough space on the couch for Wanda to sit down. Her heart rate had just shot up, and she needed to spend a moment going through everything in her head.

She was single again, or would be, soon enough, when the papers went through and ended six years of marriage. The new house was rented, somewhere to stay now she had moved out from the one she still owned with her, soon to be ex, husband. She could have taken the house from him, but preferred to get out of the building he'd been sneaking his mistress into. He was going to buy her out of the mortgage, and then she might start looking for somewhere to buy.

For now, she was here, and all of her life was in boxes.

The Boys, as Zoe kept calling them, were here to help Wanda move house and unpack. Her ex- she tried not to even think his name any more- had seen the four hunks and their sexy driver turn up, and been suitably confused. He would have known Zoe- Wanda's cousin- and Derek, but the other three were strangers to him. Wanda hadn't let on that they were strangers to her as well.

The Gang, they called it. An exclusive club dedicated to fulfilling its members' multiple partner and gang bang fantasies. Zoe and Derek were members, as were Mark, Rick and Andrew. Membership of The Gang was invitation only, but Zoe had arranged a special weekend pass for Wanda. It had come about because Zoe had remembered a conversation she had had with Wanda about sexual fantasies and lamenting her sexless marriage. Wanda couldn't remember exactly what she had said, but was sure the phrase "Fucked four ways" had come up.

So, now she was in her new house, with four men she hardly knew, who would, she had been promised, do whatever she wanted with her. Moment by moment, she wanted them to do everything, or nothing. There was a quiver in her thighs and a heat in her crotch that told her that, overall, everything was her preferred choice.

Andrew came through from the kitchen with a cup of tea. "I've found enough stuff to make a snacky meal for us all. It's best not to have too heavy a meal before.... Y'know."

"No, I suppose not. Have.... Have you done.... this often?"

"This is only my second time, actually. My first as one of The Boys."

"So, what were you the first time?"

"The husband. Often, there are more Boys than women, I'm told. When Chloe- that's my wife- and me were introduced, it was almost equal."

"Oh, right. I didn't really ask Zoe how it all works. I was just so shocked, and excited- very excited- at the idea of a gang bang group. Your wife doesn't mind? That your here as one of the Boys, and she's not part of it?"

"No, not at all. She's probably at home playing with her favourite dildo and fantasising about it. Anyway, Derek says he has a few new guys he'd like her to try out in a couple of weeks. So she'll get some then."

"I'm a bit nervous. Are you nervous?"

"A little. I don't want to.... disappoint."

Wanda looked across at Andrew. As he was standing, she was staring at his crotch. He was wearing loose hiking trousers, ones he didn't mind getting mucky helping with a house move. But they weren't loose enough to hide what he was thinking. She beckoned him closer with her free hand and, when he was within reach, she stroked his fat shaft through the material.

She could feel the warmth of Andrew's cock through the trousers, and felt it move a little as she ran fingers from base to tip. She was going to suck that later, she told herself. Or take it in her pussy, or her arse. The thought turned her on incredibly. She could feel the heat building in her groin.

The Boys were here for her pleasure, Wanda reminded herself. She could do whatever she liked with them. Right now, she liked the idea of sucking Andrew's magnificent cock. She had only felt the outline of it, certainly, but that had been quite descriptive enough. There was nothing stopping her dropping to her knees and taking it out to see how it measured up to the promise. Nothing but her own timidity. She looked up at Andrew, and he had a little smile, encouraging her to do what she wanted.

Wanda put her tea down, and slid off the couch. She twisted as she went down on her knees, so that she faced Andrew's crotch.

His belt released easily, then the button popped through simply and, in no time at all, she was pulling the zip down. He was wearing boxers, and she pulled them down with the trousers as soon as the zip was fully open.

Andrew's cock sprang out of confinement and waved around before her face. The foreskin pulled back as it got stiffer and rose in little pulsing jerks. The deep red head was revealed completely in a moment, as the shaft continued straightening up. Wanda watched it, fascinated. Yes, she would suck this now, a taster of what was to come later. She stifled a giggle at her unconscious pun. She leant forward, tipping her head and licking her lips as they opened to plant a kiss on the head of Andrew's hard on.

There was a knock at the front door.

Wanda's head shot up, and she twisted to look round at the sound. Derek was standing in the doorway, reaching behind himself to unlatch the front door. "It's okay. I'll get it. You just carry on." he said.

Her face crimson now, Wanda turned back to Andrew. He had a silly grin, amused, and slightly embarrassed, by the interruption. Had Derek been standing there watching them, but Andrew had said nothing? Did it matter? The plan was to do something exhibitionist anyway. As the hallway clattered to the sound of Mark and Rick bringing bits of bed in, Wanda cupped Andrew's balls in her hand. She enjoyed the way the sack tautened up and drew them toward his body, and dipped her head to kiss it.

Andrew's erection hadn't subsided. Wanda concentrated on it, letting it fill her vision, and drowning out the sounds of work in the background. It was long and thick, certainly more impressive than her husband's- ex-husband's, she reminded herself- and not attached to a controlling, cheating shit, either. She had had the briefest of tastes of it before, and now she wanted another.

There was a tiny glisten of pre-cum on the tip. Wanda leant forward and ran her tongue around the slit, just to lap it up. A little salty, but not unpleasant. She twirled her tongue in a wider circle, wetting the whole of the deep red head.

Andrew's breathing had changed, becoming deeper and slower as he tried to stay calm. One of his hands held up the front of his T-shirt, whilst the other was behind his back, no doubt clenched tight. Wanda licked her lips and puckered them around his glans, moving back and forth slowly.

There was the sound of boxes being shifted behind her, but Wanda didn't move to see what was going on. No doubt, Derek was compensating for his lack of organisation earlier, and moving boxes to the right rooms. He could stop and watch, for all she cared right now, she was intent on the blow job she was giving.

Ducking her head quickly, Wanda took about half of Andrew's length into her mouth. Then she slowly, with loud slurps, drew back along the shaft till only the tip was between her lips. Andrew liked that, making a low sigh. She slurped back down again, further than the time before, then slowly let the cock leave her mouth.

Wanda kept the slow rhythm going for a while longer, until Andrew's thighs had started to vibrate, and she wanted to dip her hand inside her jeans to finger her wet pussy. Then she started bobbing her head faster, along a shorter length of Andrew's shaft, tasting the increasing amounts of pre-cum dribbling from the tip.

Andrew's breathing had sped up, to match the pace of Wanda's lips on his shaft. Now it was catching each time she twirled her tongue on the head of his cock. Wanda liked that sound, it meant she was doing a good job, and getting closer and closer to making him come.

She felt the twitch of Andrew's cock against her lips, and sensed it swelling as semen pumped up its length. Holding just the glans between her lips, she let the thick, warm liquid splash onto her tongue, savouring the taste before swallowing it.

"Oh yeah." said Andrew quietly when Wanda let his cock slip from her mouth. A last drop of semen squeezed out of the tip, and she caught it with a finger to put in her mouth. She felt as if she was buzzing, humming with a pent up orgasm, just needing the slightest attention to push her over into bliss.

Andrew offered his hand to help Wanda up, which she found hilarious as his trousers and boxers were still down around his ankles and his fat cock was pulsing as it slowly subsided. When she was upright, she felt dizzy and uncertain on her feet. Giving him a blow job had certainly turned her on.

There was a noise behind her, and Wanda turned to see Derek searching through boxes for the next one to take upstairs. "Mark and Rick say they'll have the bed built in about twenty minutes."

"And then we can test it?" Wanda asked, grinning.

"We certainly can. Ah, there we are. 'Bathroom'. I thought you might want to take a shower. We're all a bit sweaty, so it'll only be polite if we have some as well."

Wanda thought that Andrew had tasted great, no matter how sweaty he was. But she wasn't going to complain about having nice, clean Boys to play with. "I'd like that. I'll just come and have a look, I think."

She had found the bed in an antiques village. It wasn't so old, itself, but it had been hand made by one of the stall holders, who restored vintage furniture as well. It was king size, made from dark, reclaimed oak and very solidly built. It would have to be, Wanda thought, if all five of them were going to use it as vigorously as she hoped. Standing in the bedroom doorway, she watched Mark and Rick as they worked out how the bed went together. They had the outer frame put together, and were working out how to put the cross braces in before tightening everything up.

Just watching Mark and Rick putting the bed together turned Wanda on. She couldn't say exactly why- perhaps she was thinking about how they would be moving around it when it was all together and they were naked. To distract herself, she studied a couple of details she had thought of new uses for. Both the head board and foot board had slats cut in them. They would be perfect for threading bondage rope through, Wanda decided. Not tonight, though, there would be more than enough excitement without anyone needing tying up.

Still turned on, Wanda decided to step out of the bedroom before she melted. She looked into the bathroom. Derek had unpacked lotions, potions and towels onto the shelves, and held up a soft and fluffy robe when he spotted her. "Why not have that shower now, then?" he suggested.

Wanda listened to the sounds of work as she stripped for the shower. She smiled at the thought of how she would be testing the quality of the workmanship. Stripped, she stepped in front of the long mirror that had been put beside the shower. She was taller than her cousin, and didn't have the same slight frame. Her legs and butt were toned from a swimming and cycling regime. Her hips were a little wide, she thought, but they turned in beautifully to a finely formed waist. Whilst not perfectly flat, her stomach was firm, and it did have a sexy little turn in down to the neatly trimmed triangle of her pubic hair. To properly fit with the rest of her body, maybe her breasts should have been bigger. But she preferred them the size they were, slightly more than a handful, and firm with barely any sag. The short cut of her black hair accentuated the round shape of her face, with brown eyes, small nose and thin, but deeply coloured lips. She smiled at her reflection, liking what she saw, and certain the Boys would like it too. Stepping into the shower, she tried to figure out how its controls worked.

When she was done, Wanda wrapped herself in the big, soft robe she loved and walked through to the bedroom. There was no-one there, but the bed had been completely built, and the new mattress was sat on it, wrapped in clean sheets and with plenty of pillows at either end. She hadn't even known she owned so many pillows.

Downstairs, the living room was almost emptied of boxes, the chairs were all cleared, and the boys had a spread of food on the coffee table. "Oh, you started without me."

"Not at all. We were just waiting for you." Derek said. He pulled around a square foot stool and moved over to it so that Wanda could have his seat. She dropped down into the big soft armchair, unconsciously kicking up a leg to compensate. Maybe one of the boys got a flash. In fact, she hoped all of them did.

As they ate, Derek asked, "So, how do you want us?"

Wanda looked around the men in the room, each of them ready to do whatever she wanted them to, eager to please her. For all the talk and planning that had got her here, and all the fantasies over the years, she didn't have an answer. "Naked?" she said, after a while.

"That should be easy to arrange. We all need a shower too, so, how about this. When we've finished eating, we'll go upstairs, and the first of us can have his shower. When he comes back into the bedroom, he can start.... playing with you, and the next guy goes for a shower. One by one, we'll get nice and clean for you, then come back to be good and dirty."

It seemed simple enough. "What order are you going in?"

"Do you want to choose?"

"I couldn't possibly choose."

Derek pondered the problem for a while, looking around the room. "We can draw cards. Higher cards go first." he said, spotting a pack in one of the remaining boxes. He pointed it out and Rick passed it to him. After shuffling the deck for a while, he held it out to Mark, who took a few cards from the pile and showed everyone the card at the bottom of his selection- the Jack of Diamonds. He nodded approval, and put the card down on the table before him. Derek shuffled the pack again, and held it out to Rick.
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