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Out With A Bang (BBW Menage Gangbang Erotica)



We had big plans for that night. 

Jenny had been talking about it for weeks. It was going to be our last
experience together as roommates, before everyone left for the summer and then,
I guess, life. After four years of college and then another two spent basically
clinging to our idle youths, bumming around the city working odd jobs and
living off parental loans, it was time for all of us to go our separate ways.
Back to far-flung hometowns and proper jobs that don’t involves serving coffee
or babysitting.

I was having trouble accepting that this was really the end. For weeks,
I had been on the verge of tears.

“Stop sulking, Sarah!” Jenny had said, putting on her party girl
attitude that had led me to so many strange (and exhausting) experiences.
“We’ll still see each other. No one’s going that far. And, besides, we’re going
to blow things off with the greatest night ever!”

“But...” I tried to protest, before she interrupted. She clutched my
shoulders and put her face close to mine.

“The Best! Night! Ever!” she repeated, louder. “You just wait. You, me,
and the boys, we’re going to have a night like never before.”

The boys
were our three male roommates. In addition to Jenny and I, the old house we had
rented for six years was home to Tom, Mark and Sean. The five of us were kind
of social leftovers. We joked that we were the Island of Misfit Toys—people who
hadn’t come to college with built-in friendships and were naturally a bit shy
and reserved. We became friends because we were all equally bad at making friends,
if that makes any sense. 

Over the years, we had all settled into various roles. You kind of have
to if you want to maintain a web of friendships like we have.

Jenny was the planner and the social coordinator. Like me, she wasn’t
the kind of girl who turned a lot of heads in high school, always wearing
clothes from the “plus-sized” section of the store. But in college she had
blossomed, becoming a take-no-prisoners girl who storms into a room with
confidence and doesn’t let anyone tell her that her dress is too low cut or
that she shouldn’t have another beer. She’s got no time for the stuck-up
sorority girls who scoff and suggest she’d be better off if she was a size
zero.

Being her closest friend helped me come out of my shell too, though I’m
still more shy and careful than Jenny is. I guess we counter-balance each other
well in that sense. I spent most of my youth playing soccer and came to school
thinking I’d play varsity on the girls’ team. And I did, for a while, before a
bad intercept by a senior in practice resulted in a bad fall and a torn ACL
that never rehabbed right. 

Losing my spot on the team sent me into a spiral of depression, but
Jenny and the boys were there to help and support me. I’ll never forget that.

Since my soccer days ended, I still keep up a pretty active lifestyle,
and I’ve got the body to show for it. I’ve always been self-conscious about my
height (almost six feet!) and athlete’s build. The number on the scale seems
bigger than it should be. My proportions have always been a bit odd - wide
shoulders, wide hips, super large breasts. Tom once joked that I’d be perfect
for a renaissance painting. Jenny kicked him in the shins when he said it.

Tom’s kind of like the male version of Jenny. Exuberant and willing to
take charge. He’s the guy we go to when we need someone to flag down a
bartender or deal with the neighbour when they play their music too loud. The
most classically good-looking of all of us, Tom’s tall with a square jaw and
short hair and simple, well-fitting clothes. I’ve often wondered how he ended
up part of our group when he could be off with the “popular” scene. But he’s
always just maintained that he doesn’t even like those kinds of people. He
likes us.

Mark, on the other hand, is your standard theatre geek. Long hair, glasses,
and clothes like a grandfather, he’s always got his nose in some book about the
mechanics of stage lighting or the proper way to write a crime thriller. He’s
good, though. We all had to admit that. He’d been mounting productions for the
community theatre lately, to great critical (if not financial) success.

And then there was Sean, who I adore but can’t really explain why. The
quietest and more reserved of all of us, Sean’s a born loner, totally content
to avoid social situations for days on end. We often have to drag him out to
bars or parties, with him protesting that he’d rather stay home and bury his
face in his laptop. But he’s also one of my favourite people in the world to
talk to. There’s something about his soft face and welcoming eyes that puts me
immediately at peace. I know he’ll never judge me. Next to Jenny, I’ve probably
spent the most time one-on-one with Sean, sharing secrets I never thought I’d
share. 

Placing these five personalities together in a house was risky
business, but it had worked better than anyone could have expected. To the
point where I was having so much trouble imagining a life without this home in
it. 

But Jenny really didn’t want me to dwell on that feeling too much.

“Sar-AH,” she said, in her sing-song way. “It’s supposed to be the best
night ever, not the saddest night ever. Don’t you dare kill the vibe.”

“I won’t, Jen,” I said, wiping any tears out of my eyes. I stood in
front of the vanity mirror in Jenny’s room. I was all dressed in a simple black
skirt and green top, while Jenny, of course, was nowhere near ready to go out.
She buzzed around the room behind me wearing only a pair of white cotton
panties, skipping over piles of clothes in her disaster of a room, trying to
piece together an outfit for what was supposed to be the “best night ever.”

“Dammit,” she said, stepping up behind me at the mirror. “Your
make-up’s already running a bit.” 

I looked at myself in the mirror, seeing that my mascara had started to
run under both eyes. “Hah,” I laughed sadly. “Good start to the best night
ever.”

She crossed her arms over her large breasts. We had that in common,
large busts, owing, I suppose, to our curvy figures. We differed, though, in
our level of comfort showing them off. I preferred to disrobe in private, while
Jenny was always half-naked around me. It made me uncomfortable at first, but
later I started to barely notice it. At least she had the good sense not to
prance around topless when the boys were around. 

She pushed me down in a chair by the vanity and attacked my face again
with her make-up kit. 

“Seriously, Jen,” she said, in that voice I knew meant she wasn’t
playing around. “I’ve spent a lot of time planning tonight. I’ve got us
reserved spots at four bars and two after-hours clubs, plus a reservation for
breakfast tomorrow morning. I’m sad about leaving you guys too but...”

She closed her make-up kit with a snap, satisfied with her repair job.

“I won’t be a downer,” I insisted. “I promise. I’m good.”

I had to admit she was right. There was no use ruining a perfectly fun
night with friends by sobbing through the whole thing. There’d be time enough
for that on the plane ride back to my parents’ house tomorrow.

She brightened up again. “Good! Now you go out and entertain the boys.
I’ve got to find... SOMETHING to wear,” she sighed, gesturing at the chaotic
piles of clothes covering her room.

“Good luck!” I said, putting on my cheerful face. 


“Looks like rain,” Tom said, staring out the kitchen window.

“I tried to tell her,” said Sean, sitting at the table. Both men were
ready to head out, dressed in the standard twenty-something male uniform for a
night on the town: jeans, a nice button-down shirt, and a black blazer. Tom
looked like a pro in his outfit, while Sean looked a bit uncomfortable. His
clothes never quite fit as well as the other guys.

“Where’s Mark?” I asked as I stepped into the kitchen, having left
Jenny to deal with her clothing disaster.

“He’s on his way,” Tom said. “But it looks like rain.”

“Pfah,” I scoffed. “A little rain won’t stop us!”

Jenny’s words had registered. Looking at my two roommates ready for a
night on the town, I was mentally prepared to have a great time. 

From his seat at the table, I caught Sean looking at me. “You look
great, Sars,” he said.

It wasn’t a line. Sean only said things that he meant. I blushed a bit.

“Yeah,” said Tom. “Loving the mondo cleavage!”

I put a hand over my chest, my face getting red. Tom was always teasing
me like this. 

“Hey!” I countered. “If you got it, flaunt it, right?”

The top I was wearing did show a fair bit of cleavage, but Jenny had
enthusiastically approved. And I wasn’t prepared to disagree with her on a
fashion matter.

“Hey, we’re not complaining,” Tom said, grinning.

We were always joking, but nothing had ever happened between any of us
roommates. Truthfully, after six years of living in the same house with these
guys, Jenny and I felt too close to them to even see them in a romantic light. 

The sound of Mark’s sputtering engine drifted into the room. He had
picked up an old jalopy so he could ferry props and actors back and forth to
rehearsal spaces.

“Hey,” Mark said, shoving his way through the front door into the
kitchen with several duffel bags hanging over his arms. “Looks like rain.”

“That’s what I said,” said Tom.

“Psh,” came a voice, as Jenny
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