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A Greedy Girl’s Gang Bang: the Audition

[image: ]


Do you like groups of men? And multiple cocks? Can’t get enough? Why settle for one if you have a lot of love to share? Greedy Girls are welcome and become the guest of honor at our Adult Parties.

My pussy clenched as I read. I gotta admit the promising words on the iPad thrilled me. It was as if my innermost thoughts had been hacked and laid out on a webpage for all to see.

“We should go to this,” my husband said, tapping his finger on the edge of the screen to bring up the website menu.

Damn right, we should!

The irritating background noise of celebrity something-or-other on the TV was totally ignored as we sat beside each other on the sofa, each focused on our individual things. For me, I’d been messaging a friend. He’d apparently had sex on the brain when I thought he was answering work emails.

“Here.” He voluntarily surrendered the device, and it is not often that the man can be parted from his iPad. “Read about it.”

I worked my way through the entire website.

The parties sounded like just the sort of thing we’d fantasized about: me as the center of attention amidst a crowd of horny men with rock-hard dicks, eager to fuck me in every position.

Carefully concentrating on the details, I reread the pages over and over.

The galleries tab revealed photographs of women who had attended the previous parties. They weren’t explicit images, but still, the faces were obscured by masks or pixels. I suppose, like me, those ladies didn’t want the whole world to find out they were into that sort of thing.

But this website proved that there are women like me who want to be “adored” by a crowd of men.

The parties typically involved between ten and fifteen men and one eager woman.

The organizers were particularly eager to find women who were genuinely into that sort of thing. Women like me.

I read what it had to say:

“For each party, we invite just one greedy girl who enjoys having sex with groups of men, of course. A woman who likes lots of cock in every hole and every position and perhaps all at once. The women who attend are generally close to thirty years old. A few of the men have volunteered their girlfriends. Whoever the lady is, we want them to be really into this. If you know anyone, please put them in touch.”

The events sounded like my fantasy come true, and I was aware of the effect it was having on my pussy just reading about it. Everything in that region tingled as it awoke for some attention.

“It sounds great, but I’m much too old.” I was disappointed. There was a big difference between a young thing of around thirty and a mature vixen like myself.

“You could do it. You are in great shape and don’t look your age. They’d be lucky to have you.”

This website certainly gave us something to think about for the rest of the evening.

***
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Three days after seeing that website and I was on my way to meet a small group of men for an audition.

Without my knowledge, my husband sent a photo of me and exchanged a few emails with the party planners. It emerged that the parties are run as a club and organized by not one person but a bunch of people who are into that sort of thing.

It’s good to have a hobby.

Obviously, they don’t arrange a big party and invite all the club members from across the country without being sure the only woman attending is genuine. Therefore, I was on a journey to prove I was what my husband said about me.

I was on my way to the home of one of the men, but he wouldn’t be the only one there.

My husband had thoughtfully told them that I am not into one-to-one encounters with strange men. I’d rather be completely monogamous with one man than swap one-to-one sex with him for exactly the same thing with another man.

Three or more men, however, that’s completely different!

***
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A like-minded lady opened the door of the fairly ordinary detached suburban house. She was a frequent star at the parties, she explained, but she couldn’t keep all the attention to herself.

She showed me straight upstairs to a guest bedroom where I could freshen up before joining the men. They were all ready and waiting for me in the master bedroom, where they were discussing future events while waiting for me.

The lady also kindly offered a cup of tea, but I generally avoid diuretics at a time like that, so I asked for just water.

Left alone, I decided that a quick shower was in order before I put on some sexy skimpy clothes that I had brought along. The sort of clothes that are so skimpy that they fold up to the size of a pocket handkerchief.

The high-heeled shoes did not fit in my pocket; I had them in my rucksack.

Wearing my sexy clothes boosted my confidence, so I went towards the master bedroom as if I owned the place.

The buzz of voices traveled through the door, which was left ajar. I pushed it open and strolled in, trying to hide my jitters and appear all confident.

I found four attractive men waiting for me on the other side, sitting on seats that surrounded the bed.

And the men were certainly ready.

Four exposed chests and towels wrapped around waists suggested that they were showered, naked, and waiting. They gave me a warm and friendly welcome by all speaking at once:

“Come and sit down.”

“Tell us what you like.”

“Tell us anything you don’t like because we want to make sure you enjoy this.”

“You know we get our pleasure from making sure you are happy.”

They said all the right things but too much talking. I had to say something.

“Enough talking, boys, let’s see some action.”

Two of the men stood up and let their towels drop to the floor.

“Come to the bed,” said one of them.

I loved the fact that I didn’t know their names.

They hadn’t told me, and I didn’t care enough to ask.

“Let me help you get your clothes off,” said the other.

I’d only just put them on, but if you insist, I thought.

Within minutes, I was naked.

Two of the men remained in their chairs — for now — and two joined me. All three of us on the bed, on our knees, with a man on either side of me and facing our audience. As I was new to this group and this particular situation, I let the men take the lead.

Their hands were all over me.

They took control of turning on each part of my body, stimulating arousal in my arms, shoulders, and back; my thighs, my stomach, and, of course, my pussy.

Hands found their way to my breasts, to my nipples, and to my slippery, swollen lady parts.

And my body felt rewarded for the journey.

My hands went out to either side of me and found two big hard dicks to hold.

The guys were hung like porn stars; no wonder they were keen to join me on the bed to put on a show.

I looked over at our audience. They’d let their towels slip away.

One of the men was stroking his fisted hand along the length of his cock, I do love seeing a man touch himself like that, giving himself pleasure.

The other dude was sitting with his legs apart and his engorged dick pointing to the ceiling like an erotic sculpture; it was on display just to be admired.

I admired it all right, and I wanted it.

With my two bed friends in hand and touching me, I spoke to the audience.

“What I need is a dick in my mouth right now.” Please!

They both stood up and came towards the edge of the bed, but I wasn’t sure how I was going to achieve the desired result of a cock in each hand and one in my mouth. If I bent forward to perform oral, I was going to have to let go, to use one of my hands to support my body weight.

Fortunately, one of the audience members anticipated my dilemma and got on the bed behind me.

Audience member, is that a wise choice of words?

Yes!

My knees plus his strong arms at the base of my rib cage were enough to support my one hundred and thirty-pound frame, and I lent so far forward that I would have fallen without that extra help. As for this member of the four-man crew, I felt his hard dick touching my back and rubbing across the top of my buttocks.

My vagina ached to be filled. I sensed its yearning, wet heat.

I was so totally turned on by what I was doing, surrounded by strangers, and I hoped they would each take a turn fucking me.

And let me suck their hard dicks — each one, in turn.

What was happening at the moment was thrilling, but so was my anticipation of what was to come: Four cocks to fuck me in every position. I imagined myself in the middle of a merry-go-round, and the men would go round.

“My cock wants some attention, babe.” The comment came as a low whisper from behind me.

I pulled myself upright, letting go of the three men. I turned and replied, “I have somewhere to put it.”

He understood what I meant and grabbed a condom from the pile on the bedside table while I got down on my hands and knees.

I was eager to feel him push it in.

The other guys relentlessly wanted in on the action (thank goodness, because that is my kink). They crowded around me like newborn pink piglets to their mammy, and all I could see were cocks. I wouldn’t have minded if there were more. Hell, you know, I’d have loved even more.

Making excellent use of my vivid imagination — in my mind, there were twice as many men in that room waving their massive erections, ready to fuck me.

Moving on to the next man, it was time to change position, and working through my animal analogies after the doggie position, I wanted to ride the next stallion cowgirl style. Thankfully, I didn’t fall off this bucking bronco, but I did get off, if you know what I mean.

I’ve heard that some women do not climax with penetration, but that doesn’t apply to me.

My hot fantasy turning into reality with men who didn’t even tell me their names may well have helped to ensure that I came on every cock that entered me.

To accommodate penis number three, I had a man sitting on the edge of the bed, and I lowered myself onto his cock with my back to his chest. This is not a position that will get me off unless someone touches my clit. But frankly, I could do with a little break right then.

However, the men weren’t going to let me rest.

As I sat on one man as if he was a chair, except I was impaled on his dick, another man got down on his knees to lick my clit.

O.M.G., if my body could explode...

His tongue was so good. He explored. He teased.

Too good.

I was close to danger, so close I had to push him away at times and beg him to slow down.

I actually wanted to slow down so I could enjoy two cocks in my mouth — at the same time. My mouth isn’t that big, but with two men standing close together, I could at least try and make the most of taking turns, alternating between them.

So hot.

I lay on my back at the edge of the bed so that man number four could be standing as he thrust his hard dick into me. The other men surrounded me, taking turns putting their cocks in my mouth, and I tried to reach out and touch them all.

We agreed that it would be a great end to the day if we came together as they do in porn films.

Thanks to my husband, they already knew that much as I love to swallow, I also love to be covered in jizz, bukkake fashion.

I’m not sure who came first; it may have been the man fucking me. But it was probably me who came first, and the feel of my orgasm squeezing his cock pushed him to come inside me.

It was all a blur of simultaneous orgasmic pleasure.

The other men were most obliging: they covered my face, mouth, and tits with delicious spunk. White ribbons of it spurted out like fountains.

I don’t know what I’m looking forward to the most — telling my husband about this session or being the star attraction at the real party next month — with so many more men. Perhaps I’ll tell you about how that goes.
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Abducted, Bound, and Gang Banged
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The tug on my bare nipples woke me with a jolt.

I tried to sit up but discovered my arms and legs were restrained. I couldn’t move. And I was naked; why?

Why were my legs held apart? Why was something stroking my clean-shaven outer labia?

What words were being spoken in a deep masculine voice? I imagined him telling his friends how soft and smooth it felt.

I opened my eyes, squinted, and quickly shut them again. I’d seen enough in a fraction of a second to know that a group of men in white coats surrounded me.

Allowing my pupils time to adjust to the brightness, I reopened my eyes, slowly this time, while someone considerately moved the spotlight away from my face.

Someone: I had no clue who. Strangers surrounded me, wearing white coats. Men with beards and unfamiliar faces, speaking strange words with weird accents.

One such bearded man in a white lab coat ran a finger gently up and down the softer parts of my bare-down-there. He seemed very interested in it.

And one of them continued to tease my nipples. He’d roll them between his fingers, pinching and pulling them, turning them bullet-hard. When they fell from his fingers, he’d stroke his palm over them. And he cupped my entire boob in each hand and squeezed. His handy work felt good to me.

At a glance, I noted the high-tech environment surrounding us. Lights blinked on complicated machinery with myriad cables, knobs, and switches. I’d seen nothing like it ever before, and I knew I must have been on an alien spaceship.

I didn’t know how I’d gotten there, but I recalled the spaceship, and it was the last thing I remembered.

I’d been driving at dusk when a bright overhead light blinded me. It darted about at great speed before settling to block the road ahead. That’s when I saw the light coming from a spaceship.

A ramp lowered, and somehow the aliens telepathically told me to drive right into the ship. But I wasn’t crazy enough to do that. I put the car into park and hoped they’d fly away.

The next thing I knew, I woke up on the ship, naked, restrained, and surrounded by the men in lab coats.

They looked remarkably like us, but they spoke a completely different unrecognizable language — I wondered if we were related — perhaps their ancestors bought life to earth in the first place.

I seemed to be on a sort of clinical examination bed. But my buttocks were only just on, and I felt it end there, beneath my bum. My legs were raised and parted, with my shins resting in stirrups.

They had easy access to my female parts and my arse. They could look, touch, and do whatever they wanted, and there wasn’t anything I could do to stop them (yes, it was a dream come true, and I had
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