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So, I'm on a roll!

The wrestling coach took an interest in me, a really deep interest in me. And if that wasn't enough, he wanted me to join the wrestling team. I like to be physical, but I wouldn't say I've been much into organized sports. Some hockey when I was kid, and of course softball and baseball, but nothing serious.

College wrestling isn't professional, but it moves in that direction. Scouts come to college wrestling meets, looking for talent. I'm not expecting to get scouted, I'd just be happy to catch up to the guys and not let the team down. Still, I'm not sure if I'm going to make the cut. The coach is going to give me a lot of one on ones, which I'm looking forward to, but I've got a long way to go before I'm going to be contributing much more than my mouth and ass to the team.

Still, the effects have been positive on my social life. I met Tom, the team captain. He seemed to take a liking to me and and invited me to a frat party. Damn, it was huge! Paul was there, and I met this super sexy guy Joe. Tom was there of course, too.

There's something going on in the basement, though what I'm not sure. Hazing? I hope not. I love a good kinky scene as much as the next guy, but I'm not interested too much in that kind of thing.

Still, I'd already had some interesting adventures, and the night was still young.

Paul had lured me into Tom's bedroom.

Then Tom and Joe joined us.

We're kind of in the middle of things.

Want to join in?
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Tom fucked me long and hard, his body a relentless machine.

His cock drove into me with a steady, unyielding rhythm, each thrust deeper than the last. The room was filled with the sound of grunts and the wet slap of flesh against flesh. I was pinned beneath him, my legs wrapped around his waist, urging him deeper. His muscles flexed and contracted with each movement, a testament to his strength and endurance. The bed creaked under the force of his thrusts, the frame groaning in protest.

The room was thick with the scent of sex and sweat, a heady aroma that filled my nose with each ragged breath. Tom's body was slick with perspiration, his skin glistening in the dim light. I admired the definition in his shoulders, the way his thick meaty pecs flexed, the way his body tapered down to a narrow waist, and the way his obliques rippled, swooping down to his hips. He was a work of art, a male masterpiece of muscle and sinew, and I couldn't believe he was on top of me, and inside me.

Tom's eyes were locked onto mine, his gaze intense and focused. He was in his element, taking what he wanted, using my body for his pleasure. And I was more than willing to give it to him. I wanted to be his fuck toy, his plaything, his anything. I wanted to give him what he needed, what he craved.

His cock was thick and rigid, pounding into me, his hips moving with a youthful urgency. He wasn't holding back, he was taking what he wanted, and I loved it. I loved the way he gripped my shoulders, the way he dragged himself up my body, his cock filling me, over and over again. I loved the way his cock felt in my ass, the way it stretched me, the way it filled me up. I loved the way his body responded to mine, the way he moaned, the way he moved, the way he fucked.

I was lost in the sensation, the raw, primal energy of the moment. Tom's cock was a weapon, a tool of pleasure and pain, and he was wielding it with expert precision. I felt every inch of him, the thick head of his cock pushing deep into me, reaching depths few men did. The sensation was intense, and it left me moaning and craving more.

Again and again and again, his cock sliding up inside me. His face beside me, his cheek rubbing against mine, his breath hot on my shoulder, his lips grazing my hear.

"Feel that? That's my cock inside you," he whispered. "My cock sliding in and out of your fuckin' hole. I'm gonna cum inside you. I'm gonna pump a huge load right up inside you."

I shivered and wrapped my arms round him, holding him as he worked towards fulfilling his promise.

But before he could deliver, he pulled out, his cock slipping from my ass with a soft, wet sound. I felt a moment of emptiness, a void that needed to be filled. But then Joe was there, gripping my ankles and sliding himself in deep. His cock was slick and hard, the head glistening with a mix of spit and cum. He rocked his hips, his dick sliding in and out of me with a slow, deliberate rhythm.

"Oh yeah, your hole is so loose and wet," Joe moaned as he fucked me relentlessly. His voice was a low rumble, a sound of pure, unadulterated bliss. He was fucking me hard and fast, his cock pounding into me with a relentless rhythm. The bed creaked under the force of his thrusts, the frame groaning in protest.

Tom and Paul crawled up to the head of the bed and began rubbing their leaking cocks on my mouth, convincing me to suck them. I opened my mouth, taking Tom's cock first. His dick was thick and hard, the head glistening with pre-cum. I sucked him hungrily, my mouth working him expertly. His dick filled my mouth, the taste of him intoxicating. I loved the way he moaned, the way he moved.

Joe reached down and grabbed my cum-slick cock and began jerking me. His grip was firm and confident, his movements synchronized with the thrusts of his dick into my ass. I was in heaven, surrounded by these three sexy young studs, their bodies pressing against mine, their hands roaming over my skin, their mouths tasting me. I was bathed in the heat of their bodies, the way they moved against me, rubbing their hard cocks on me, eager to be inside me.

"Suck that cock," Paul growled as he turned my head and slid his dick between my lips. I sucked him hungrily while Joe jerked me, his fingers running over the pre-cum slick head, making it tingle. I was in heaven, the feeling of Joe inside me, the taste of their cocks mingling in my mouth, the sensation of being filled from both ends overwhelming.

Joe got close, his body tensing, his cock throbbing inside me. But he didn't cum, he pulled out and let Tom take over. Tom got between my legs and began fucking me, just like before, his cock going deep, cum seeping out around his shaft, coating my engorged pussy lips. I felt his cock swelling inside me, the shaft pulsing as he approached his climax.

"Oh, damn, this is so fuckin' hot," he moaned and I felt his cock beginning to fatten and then he was cumming again. I felt his shaft pulsing as he pumped another load in me. He kept himself buried deep, spurting again and again until he'd filled me with everything he had. His body shuddered, his muscles tensing as he emptied himself inside me.

Then he pulled out and Paul took over, sliding his cock into my loose cum-filled hole. He began to fuck me hard, his hips moving with a raw, primal force that could not be denied. I felt every inch of him, the thick head of his cock pushing deep into me, slamming into my sweet spot, making me spurt.

His cock was a weapon, a tool of pleasure and pain, and he was wielding it with expert precision. And then his cock began to swell inside me, the shaft pulsing as he approached his climax. His body was slick with sweat, his muscles rippling under his skin.

Thick and rigid, his dick pounded into me, his hips moving with a youthful urgency. He wasn't holding back, he was taking what he needed, and I loved it. I loved the way he gripped my shoulders, the way he dragged himself up my body, his cock filling me. I loved the way his cock felt in my ass, the way it stretched me, the way it filled me up. I loved the way his body responded to mine, the way he moaned, the way he moved, the way he fucked.

Paul's thrusts became erratic, his hips bucking wildly as he chased his climax. The bed banged against the wall with the force of his movements, the frame protesting the relentless pounding. His breath came in ragged gasps, sweat dripping from him as he drove into me with a frenzied urgency.

I felt the wet slap of his balls against my skin, the sound of his hips slamming against my ass, the sound of his cock sliding in and out of me.

"Fuck, yeah
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