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They hollered and shouted, made an ungodly racket.

Paloma stopped shovelling to watch.

Every day when she came home from work, those four young men were shooting hoops in the Church parking lot.  Shooting hoops!  In the middle of February!  Not a-one of them wore a coat.  Two were wearing shorts.

There must have been three inches of ice under all that snow.  How could they run around like that, passing and playing, without falling on their asses?  Paloma tilted her head for a moment, considering those asses, considering their bare legs as they raced through the glittering white snow.

Those boys across the street, they were younger than her youngest—nineteen, maybe twenty?—and she felt a twinge of guilt when lust burbled up in her belly, but, hell, how long since she’d shared a bed?  Long.  Too long.

Sticking her shovel in the snowdrift, she traded up to a heavy metal spade.  Dangerous in the wrong hands, but it worked wonders breaking up this pervasive sheet of ice.  She lifted it high, then brought it down hard, giving the ice such a thwack it cracked into pieces.  She moved down the driveway and repeated the action: lifted the spade, hurled it down, lifted, thwacked.

And then, just as she edged toward the sidewalk, something happened.  Something bad.  Her back.  It seized.  Oh God, this was not good.  Not good!

Paloma leaned her weight against the spade as that stupid spot in her back twinged.  If she could just get to bed she’d be fine.  But bed was upstairs, and even before the stairs she had the driveway to contend with and... oh God!  What had she done to deserve this pain?

One of the basketball boys raced across the street.  “Damn, are you... are you okay?”

Perfect! Those fit young men would think she was four million years old.  Just what she needed!

“I’m fine,” Paloma called back.  “Just... ooh, my back.”

She tried not to wince quite so obviously, but the pain was surreal.

The young man—one of the two wearing shorts—took the spade away and let her lean into his arm.  “It’s okay.  It’s a back spasm, right?  Happens to my gramma all the time.”

His gramma, he says!  It happens to good ol’ gran. 

Paloma felt so humiliated she could cry.

The boy shouted to his friends, who looked on from across the road.  “Come on, give me a hand.”

“I don’t weigh that much,” Paloma said.  

“Sorry. I know.”

She was trying to lighten the mood, but the pain made her sound like a defensive old grump.  Better if she didn’t say anything at all.

Three more young men wrapped themselves around her, cutting the frigid winter air with their body heat and sweat.  They ushered her up the driveway.  What choice did she have?  She needed their help.

“Is your front door unlocked?” one of the boys asked.  And then, God help him, he added, “Ma’am?”

Paloma laughed—a full body cackle that sent her arching back in their arms.  Pain soared through her body, all the way to her fingertips, and she heaved, spitting out, “Ow! Ow! Ow!”

“What’s wrong?”

“Are you okay?”

“Did we do something?”

They were all so concerned, so sweet.  It broke her heart.  “No, no, just please don’t call me Ma’am.  My name’s Paloma.”

“Sorry.”

When none of the boys introduced themselves, Paloma said, “The front door is open.  If you can get me to my couch, that should do.”

“We’ll take you to bed,” said the guy who’d first come running over.

Her heart pounded as they opened her front door and escorted her inside.  No, that wasn’t just her heart pounding.  They were putting her to bed as a parent would a child, or a nurse would a patient, but all she could see in her mind’s eye was four boys stripping her naked and ravaging her.

Ha! Like that would ever happen.

The stairs were tricky as hell, and she felt bloody useless as they heaved her gently upward.  “You really don’t have to do this.  I can make it on my own.”

“We’re here to help,” said the Good Samaritan ringleader.  “Do you have any muscle relaxants or painkillers, anything like that?”

“In the medicine cabinet.”

One boy rushed to the bathroom while another pulled down the coverlet.  Two others hovered around the edges of the mattress.  She stared up at them, into the kind faces she used to find both sexy and intimidating, and she couldn’t believe they were in her bedroom.  Her bedroom! They looked too big for the space, totally out of place among the knick-knacks and laundry and age-old wallpaper.

“Thank you,” she said.  “I really mean it.  You guys have been just... just a lifesaver.”

“Here’s some pills and some water.”  One guy emerged from the bathroom and lifted the glass to her lips while she swallowed the medication.

These hard boys were so gentle.  How could that be?

Their bodies wrapped around hers as they helped her lie down in bed, adjusting her pillows to just the right height.  And then one boy, the one who’d helped her with the water, glanced at her feet and said, “Shit!  Sorry.  Fuck.”

“What?” she asked, catching his alarm.  

“We should have took your boots off before. Now your bed’s all got snow in it.”

Maybe it was the pills, or maybe she’d tricked herself into relaxing, because she didn’t give a damn.  “Ahh well, take ‘em off now.  It’s only snow.”

The two boys at the end of the bed took her boots in hand and stripped her feet bare—totally bare, because her socks came off inside the boots.

“Could you take off my coat as well?” she asked. 

She must have said it in a strange tone or something, because the boys all exchanged dubious glances.  Had she said the wrong words?  Maybe she’d asked them to take off her... what?  Her pants?

“My coat,” she said, being extra sure to say the word she meant.  “Could you take off my coat?”

Nobody said anything, and she wasn’t sure why they were so weirded out.  It wasn’t that odd a request.

Finally, the most caring young boy reached across the bed—she’d call him Cary, like Cary Grant, although the two looked nothing alike.  He had to kneel on the mattress before he could hover over her.  Still, he hesitated.  “Maybe we should take off your coat first.”

The other boys nodded resolutely, offering a round of affirmations.  Two of them even leaned across the bed to help lift her, to tug at the sleeves after Cary had undone the zipper.

Her coat.  Her coat.  What had she said?

Her mouth was starting to feel heavy and weird, but her head grew airy and light.  She felt good.  Ohh, she hadn’t taken one of these pills in ages.  They must be expired by now.  She’d forgotten how druggy they made her feel.  

“You still want us to take off your...?”  It was Cary asking the question.  “You pants?”

She laughed, even though it sent pangs through up her spine and down her legs.  So she’d really told them to take off her pants?  She’d really said that?  Oh, classic...

“Yeah!”  She raised her hands off the bed, and they flopped back down.  “Take it off.  Take it aaaaall off!”

“I don’t know about that...”  

Who was speaking?  Oh, the other boy in shorts.  He was tall. She’d call him Tally.  They were all tall, though.  What would she call the other boys?  How about Pants and Cocky—the last one, because when she looked at his crotch she could see the outline of his cock through his jeans.  Who plays basketball in tight jeans, anyway?  Silly rabbit.

“Are you sure about this?” Cary asked.  Both hands hovered over her crotch.

Paloma tried arching her hips, but her body wouldn’t respond.  “It’s fine,” she said.  “Just go for it.”

“She’ll be more comfortable,” Cocky said to Cary.  “She’s probably about to fall asleep anyway.”

“No!” Paloma said, laughing.  “I’m not tired. Not even a little bit.  I feel gooood!”

The boys stood silently at her bedside, like a group of priests attending an exorcism.  Cary slowly unbuttoned her trousers and slid down the zipper.  Tally yanked them past her ankles, revealing her dark panties.  Would the boys think her underwear was sexy?  Would they like it?

Paloma watched Cocky’s crotch, urging his jeans to tighten around the fatness of his cock.  Ooh, that beautiful girth, filling with arousal, getting bigger and better the longer she watched it.  The longer he watched her.

The one thing she didn’t realize, until she looked down, was that her hands, like two tentacle-aliens, had latched onto the hem of her top and slowly hauled it up her belly.

“You want your top off too?” Cary asked, seeming more cowardly by the second.

Not Cocky.  He said, “Here, I’ll help.”  Just like that, he swung her top up and over her head like a magician sweeping a tablecloth off but leaving all the place settings intact. 

“Dude, what are you doing?” Pants asked, his eyes two mean little slits.

“What?”  Cocky tossed her top on the chair.  “She wanted it off so I took it off.”

Paloma struggled to raise her heavy arm off the bed.  She wanted to touch that boy’s crotch.  She wanted to touch all the boys’ crotches.  “Now it’s your turn, Cocky.”

The boys let out a dubious peal of laughter and Tally asked, “Turn for what?”

“Take... off... your... PANTS!”  She meant to whisper, but the words came out like thunderbolts.

“Who?”  The boys looked at one another—all but Cocky, whose gaze remained locked on Paloma in her midnight blue bra and panties.  

“All of you,” she said, her gaze still locked on Cocky’s erection.  “I want to see your dicks.  All you guys show them to me, okay?” 

Mmm... why didn’t she take muscle relaxants more often?  These pills made her feel loose as a goose.

Tally crept toward the door.  “Maybe we should go now.”

“Yeah,” Cary said.  “You need your sleep.”

“I’m not sleepy.”  She knew she sounded like a child, but did she care?  “Come on, boys.  Let me see your hard young cocks.  What are you so afraid of?”

That challenge grabbed Pants’s attention, and he shifted back to the bedside.  “I’m not afraid of anything.”

“Macho man, eh?”  Paloma laughed.  “Go on, then.  Show me your big macho cock.”

She stared at his crotch.  She stared at all their crotches until flies unzipped and shorts came down.  Their cocks were hard already.  Every last one.  Cut and uncut alike, they peeked out from under the hems of basketball jerseys and shirt tails.  

Just look at those erections, so turned on because Paloma was nearly naked.

And, at this point, Paloma’s body seemed pretty far away from Paloma’s mind—almost like she was floating at the top of the room and looking down on the boys and their cocks.  Were there really only four?  She thought she saw thousands.  Thousands of erections staring at her with their singular eyes.  Throbbing, bulbous cockheads.  Soft skin.  So much variety.

A heady thrill soared up her spine as she asked them to stroke their dicks for her.  She would just watch.  Nothing better to do.  There was a squeeze-pump of body lotion on the nightstand, if that helped things along.  They were welcome to put on a show. 

The room grew eerily quiet as the group of basketball boys passed around the lotion.  Paloma watched in silence, worried that if she said the wrong thing or moved too quickly the spell would be broken.

The idea of casting a spell pleased her greatly.  Imagine being able to exert that kind of control over a man... or four men... and yet she already had, somehow.  They held their cocks for her.  They stroked themselves, making slow, wet squelching sounds as their fists tightened around their dicks.

Tally’s erection kept catching on the base of his basketball jersey. He lifted it with his free hand, hooking the hem under his chin, locking the slick fabric in place.  Paloma couldn’t believe her luck as the giant ran his huge hand down the base of his shaft.  Just look at that flat tummy—look at the dark hair ensnaring his belly button and descending like a teardrop toward his balls.

Boys were beautiful.  All those young hands, young cocks, young balls and thighs.  Young flesh.  Hard flesh.  No sagging, no bagging.  Just taut, firm skin and squelching sounds that became slapping sounds as the pulse and pace of their desire increased.

She didn’t know where to look—their cocks or their eyes?  Where was the truest expression of arousal?  They were beastly, those hot young dicks, but the boys’ eyes blazed.  

They were wolves, those four.  A pack of wolves.  If she were living in a book they’d all transform into hairy, monstrous beings.  They’d strip off her panties—no, slice through the tight fabric with their werewolf claws—and take her, gang-bang style, one after another after another.  They would claim her, possessively and eternally.  She’d be their fuck-toy forever.  

But this wasn’t a book.  It was real life.  Hardly seemed it, but this was her bed.  These boys were her neighbors.  They stroked their cocks for her amusement and, though the pain meds had pretty much locked her body to the mattress, she felt their desire soaring through her body like a drug, making love to every vein, every nerve, every cell.

One of the boys let out a weird whimper.  When she looked to her left, Cocky bit his bottom lip, holding his fat cock in his fist, struggling against orgasm.

“Come,” Paloma begged him.  “Let go and come.”

He looked down at her, seemingly in pain.  “Where?”

She lifted a heavy hand to her belly.  “Here.”  And she moved it to her big breast, struggling to free it from her bra.  “Or here.”

Cary leaned in, tearing the cups down.  “Is that better?”

She rested both hands at the base of her breasts, flicking her soft nipples with her thumbs.  “Oh yes.”

Streaks of pleasure soared through her body as the boys manhandled their dicks.  Were they ever rough with themselves!  They hardly seemed aware of each other’s presence—this was all for Paloma.  All for her.

“Come,” she said, pressing her breasts together.  “I mean it, boys. I’m ready.”

“Me too,” Cocky said, and tugged his erection so hard Paloma worried he’d yank it right off.

She didn’t even see the first shot blast from his cock.  Wet warmth pooled between her breasts, and there it was, Cocky’s cum drizzling down her tits.  Blast after blast exploded from his dick, coating her breasts, her hands, her bed.  It was so hot, so beautifully filthy and aromatic that she couldn’t stop herself from rubbing it all over.

Cary’s throat clicked as he watched her play with his buddy’s cum.  The other guys closed in, pressing their thighs right up against the mattress and rubbing their huge dicks at rapid speeds.  The sound of their hands rubbing those massive erections could have sent her over the edge if she weren’t so loopy on pills.

But the boys had nothing holding them back.  They came, one after another after another, like fountains, splashing white jets across her bare thighs.  Lines of come splashed across her dark panties.  Look at that!  And that!  They just kept coming, turning her white.
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