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Christina bit her lip and cursed herself for getting into such a
ridiculous situation. She eased onto one leg then the other to
relieve the pressure. Never again would she wear four-inch heels
unless her life depended on it. Yeah, her legs looked sexy as sin,
they made her hips sway when she walked, and made her take small,
saucy steps, but her instep was on fire.

There was a clattering noise. “I’ll raise you ten.”

“Check.”

“Aw, shit. Erm. I’m out of chips gentlemen.”

Throaty chuckles made Christina’s sex ache. “Don’t even think
about it, James. You played the hand, pick something to barter
with.” The deep voice was playful but firm.

“C’mon Matt.” From the frustrated huff that followed this
outcry, Matt, the godlike six foot four Viking, did not budge, and
James offered in a sly voice, “Alright. I have something to put
forward. How about fist dibs on the hottie? Ass and mouth.”

Silence.

Christina gritted her teeth when the burn in her toes
intensified. She bit her fist to stop from blubbering and falling
into a sobbing heap. Her hiding place in the broom closet was crazy
as it was stupid. The worst thing, the very worst thing,
would be for these men to find out she had been standing here
listening to their lewd jokes and man talk for the last hour.

She’d come up here to try and invite James down to her more
modest apartment for a late supper, in a demented plan to seduce
him, but instead she’d seen the door open. Chris had called out to
them, she really had, but nobody had answered. Curiosity had gotten
the better of her and she’d sidled in to take a quick look to see
if anything was amiss. Halfway into the apartment she had heard a
soft, manly groan, and jumped to conclusions.

What if one of them was hurt?

She darted over to the door only to find Matt butt naked, his
strong back curved over as he licked and sucked the cunt of a
stunning brunette with exotic eyes. The woman had opened her eyes
to spot Chris stock-still and staring. Maybe it was the absolute
shock on Chris’ face that influenced her next moves, because
instead of screaming she’d pointed to the closet as she writhed.
She blew Chris a kiss followed by a delighted peal of laughter.

Forget that, Christina was about to leave, however, Matt had
risen up to his knees, and scared spitless of getting caught, she
had done as the girl suggested, to remain hidden.

Chris remembered how Matt had bent the woman over the bed and
fucked her. Her ears still rang with the fifthly talk, and her eyes
still flashed with visions of the spine tingling positions he’d
gently, but dominantly contorted the lithe woman into.

Groaning, the glamour puss rode him, and whilst she tweaked her
nipples, she looked to where Chris was peeking from the closet. She
ensnared her gaze, a witch casting an erotic spell. Possessed,
Chris had slipped a hand under her skirt and swirled a finger into
her dripping wet pussy, watching as Matt and the woman rutted like
animals. The woman had touched her own cunt, mewling when Matt
gripped her hips meeting her thrust for thrust.

He was insatiable.

Chris had orgasmed, eyelashes fluttering, biting her bottom lip
hard to keep quiet.

The woman came on a curse, hips grinding. Matt flipped her onto
her back and rode her with punishing force until he reared back
taking himself in hand, hips pumping, and spunked geysers of his
thick cum over her upturned face and heaving chest.

Sweaty, needing to get home and spend some quality time with her
double penetration dildo, Chris had readied herself to make a break
for it, but then James and Luke had come home and walked passed,
laughing when they caught their friend and his latest conquest in a
sticky tangle.

The bitch had simply spanked Matt on the ass, winked at James,
pouted at Luke, and sashayed out the front door wiggling into her
dress and conveniently forgetting all about the girl she’d tricked
into the closet.

The apartment was too open plan for her to make a run for it
with three of them moving about.

Things had gone down hill from there.

Chris moved from one foot to the other again and swore she would
never do dumb shit like this again.

“Really,” Matt mocked dryly, breaking the charged silence, and
Christina’s heated memory. “You have something that remarkable to
offer?”

“Sure do. Christina will be on her knees sucking my dick before
the night is through.”

Hearing her name fall from the lips of James, one of the three
men she had fantasized about non-stop since she moved into the
building, Christina stumbled on the spot. She slapped a hand over
her mouth to stifle a shocked squeal. Her pussy clenched and a bead
of sweat magically appeared on her neck and rolled down between her
cleavage.

The three men burst into rowdy laughter.

Unable to believe her own ears, Chris needed to see them. She
leaned forward and placed her hand on the door handle. Sending up a
quick prayer, she wrapped her slender fingers around the brass knob
and turned it ever so slowly. Her heart thundered and she held her
breath. Unable to turn it anymore she pushed forward. The door did
not move. She pushed harder and the wood cracked open letting a
blade of buttery light into the closet.

Pausing, she waited for them to spin around and haul her out
into the open, but the men carried on.

“That I’d like to see,” a sensual voice rumbled with a heavy
undertone of humor.

Christina, already creaming herself, drenched her panties as her
body reacted to the sound of Luke’s voice.

James was cheeky and sexy.

Matt was hot and dirty.

Luke? Luke was raw sex. Arrogant and reserved, Christina could
barely breathe in his presence let alone talk when he was in her
line of sight. He’d smiled at her once, his pearly teeth and
slightly crooked smile blinding her, and she’d walked head first
into the wall and knocked herself out cold.

That was how she’d met the boys, her upstairs neighbors.

Since that embarrassing event, she avoided Luke like the plague.
The other two she said hello to in passing, but she couldn’t bring
herself to meet Luke’s eye.

He was too much, too male, too dangerous.

“I’m serious,” James protested in a wounded voice. “She wants me
bad.”

Christina peeked through the crack and saw the boys set up on a
poker table with chips, cards, and a bottle of brandy between them.
They had the fireplace going and the lights dimmed.

Christina drank the sight of them like a parched desert traveler
who’d stumbled on an oasis.

James leaned back in his chair, raven hair tousled, blue eyes
sparkling mischievously. His grey crew neck and blue jeans molded
his lean body to utter perfection.

Matt sat nursing a glass of brandy, a self-satisfied smile on
his face. He was topless and barefoot. Blonde hair tumbled to his
shoulders in chaotic waves. His green eyes, expressive and kind,
glinted with mirth as they often did. The strong column of his
throat flexed when he tossed back the dregs of the alcohol and
swallowed.

Christina wished she were that brandy, gradually sliding her
slippery way down, and becoming a part of him.

Luke, thank god, had his back to her.

Who knows what she would have done if she had seen his face.
Like … rip all her clothes off, climb on the table, spread her
legs, and beg them all to fuck her hard in every orifice they
found.

Christina flushed at the thought of James beneath her, his hard
cock thrusting into her wet pussy, whilst Matt pounded her ass, and
Luke fucked her face.

The vision was so startling, so real, Christina’s nipples
budded, and the hot ache in the pit of her stomach deepened. The
moisture pooling in her panties threatened to dribble down her
thigh.

The pain of her heels forgotten; Christina licked her lips, and
promised herself that she would pleasure at least one of these men.
Whatever it took, she would have one of them inside her. A girl got
precious few chances to meet such stunning male specimens, and she
had three unattached, and healthy, in lassoing distance. Better
yet, they were talking about her, about fucking her. They had
called her, plump and shy Christina, a hottie! A female
singleton had a better shot at getting mugged than meeting guys
like these who really appreciated a girl with big boobs, a big ass,
and an absurdly small waist.

Men (and women) saw Christina as a perfect centerfold girl. With
her natural curly blonde hair, dark green eyes, and red pouted
lips, her curves attracted the worst kind of sleaze.

“And I don’t know why you two are laughing,” James carried on
smugly. “I’m man enough to admit the girl wants to suck me dry, but
I’m also man enough to admit she wants the both of you too.”

Matt cocked his head. “You don’t say? I wouldn’t have noticed
how she licks her lips and smoothes a hand over her hips when we
make eye contact.” Chris’ jaw dropped. They had noticed that? “Or
how she cant help but crane her neck to stare at my cock.” Matt
grabbed his crotch that now sported a generous bulge and
laughed.

“Yeah,” James talked over him. “How could any of us miss how the
girl looks ready to bend over and scream for our boy Luke to fuck
her whenever he’s in scenting distance.”

They both pounded the table with their fists, hooting
excitedly.

Luke slapped his cards down on the table and stood up. Chris saw
a flash of his Grecian profile and a tantalizing strip of abdomen
as he walked. He flipped the bird over his shoulder at the heckling
men and snatched up a sweatshirt from the odd couch they had in the
middle of the room. He pulled it on before picking up a duffel bag
and slipping on a pair of loafers. “I’ll be back in a few hours. I
need time … to prepare.”

He stalked over to the door ready to leave but James jumped up
and said, “Wait! Turn around.”

Luke stilled.

He glanced over his shoulder and Christina’s heart lurched. His
thunderous brow, plunged in irritation, shadowed his dark eyes. He
twisted to face them.

Christina jerked, her arms falling to hang limp at her
sides.

Luke’s jeans strained at the crotch. The rigid outline of his
dick was visible through the denim.

James smiled at him. “I knew you were hard. She’s something
isn’t she?”

Luke grunted and slammed the door behind him.

Matt pushed back from the poker table and finished his brandy.
“You pushed his buttons.” He set the glass down and reached over to
look at Luke’s cards. He held them up for James to see. “The man is
dangerous. You lost, came third.” James groaned and Christina was
confused. Matt hooted with glee. “Her ass is mine, her mouth
belongs to Luke … remember that.” Matt sauntered off, bare feet
slapping against the heated tiled floor. “Need a shower. I’ve got a
sure thing planned for later tonight and I want to look my best.
I’ll let you do what you need to do out here.” As he walked past
the closet, he drummed his knuckles on the door.

Christina’s heart kicked.

James waited for the bathroom door to close before grinning and
turning to stare at the exact spot where she was hidden. “Oh, don’t
you worry. I’ll do it well.” His look turned from playful to
smoldering in a heartbeat.

Christina knew the jig was up, her cover blown. Maybe she was
never safe to begin with.

She tried to run anyway.

Bolting from the closet, her heels clattered as she made to
escape through the front door, but James vaulted over the couch and
swept her up in his arms. One of his hands slid under her skirt and
settled on the curve of her ass cheek. “Easy now,” he soothed. “I
just want to talk.”

Chris wiggled in the iron-like grip he had on her. Her body
reacted to the heat of his palms burning into her skin. He smelt
like fresh cotton. His eyes focused on her breasts bouncing around
in the flimsy silk tee shirt she wore. “Talk? Fuck is more
likely.”

He dropped her onto her two feet and his face was composed, but
he couldn’t hide the tease in the depth of his stare. “You’re right
but I wanted to try and be a little more subtle than that.” He
shrugged. “I have this charming reputation to uphold but if you’re
down for setting the games aside I’m ready to fuck.” He pointed
down to his crotch. “But that’s pretty obvious….”

James talked but the blood pounding in Christina’s ears drowned
him out.

His cock was hard. It was hard for her.

Christina took her hands from where they rested on his
shoulders, and let them burn a trail down his hard pectorals, sweep
over toned abdominals to rest at the button of his jeans.

She popped it open.

James’ talking had stopped long ago and his breathing deepened.
Christina eased the tight jeans down past his hipbones and ass to
find he was wearing no boxers.

Her mouth watered, tongue swept over her top teeth as she sucked
in an awed breath.

“Christina,” James warned in an uneven voice. Swallowing hard,
she wrapped her slender hand tight around the base of the pulsating
length that grew harder under her nervous caress. “Chris… .”
Groaning, James rocked his hips forward and his blue eyes focused
on her mouth. She licked her lips. “Darling, if you don't leave me
alone I will not be responsible for what happens to that sweet
pussy of yours.”

He rocked again, more forceful this time, and Christina tipped
over to slam into the wall behind her. James was there, pressing
into her, pelvis grinding against her hand pumping his dick.

Chris felt an intoxicating thrill of power.

James, Matt, and Luke had talked about her as if she was the
hottest piece of ass they had ever seen. They wanted her and it
made her want them even more. Well, there was less talk
about her, and more talk about what they wanted to do
to her, and numerous bets on who would be the one to do it
first.

Her first reaction was fear.

After that, lust.

Three of the hottest men she’d ever been blessed to lay eyes on
wanted her, the kooky one who lived downstairs. She had
one of them grinding his dick into her stomach, and nuzzling her
neck, and licking her pulse point.

Chris’ eyes rolled into the back of her head when he bit her
gently.

James had a reputation as a slut, fucking everything that didn’t
have a penis in a ten-mile radius. He was walking sin. Dark hair,
broad shoulders, bright blue eyes, and a wicked grin that made a
girl squirm.

“Last chance to leave,” he offered as he pulled the tee shirt
off over her head exposing her tits to the cool air and his hot
gaze. He whipped his off and it joined hers in a crumpled heap by
their entwined feet. “I wont tell the other two you were here if
you don’t want me too. But if you stay now, all bets are off.” He
worked her skirt up to her waist.

Christina’s eyes flashed, and she tossed her hair back, pushing
out her breasts until the pebbled nipples rubbed his bare chest. “I
interrupted your game. You knew I was in there the whole time
didn’t you? How did you know?” Her gaze tracked a bead of sweat
that started at the tip of his chin and rolled down the smooth,
freshly shaved column of his throat. Christina leaned forward and
her tongue twirled around his dark nipple, moaning softly.

James cursed. He grabbed her ass to hitch her higher up the
wall. Christina dug her fingertips into his shoulders when the
movement rubbed against her sopping pussy.

“That’s my secret….” He pressed himself into her and ground his
back teeth together. “I’m not … ah shit … I'm not gonna last like
this.” Restless fingers curled under the lace of Christina’s
drenched panties as her legs hooked around his waist, the pointed
heels of her pumps digging into his back. His jeans dropped from
hanging loose at mid thigh to puddle on the floor at his ankles. He
kicked out of them. “You protected?”

“Injection,” Chris panted, rubbing herself against him, limbs
quivering. Her cunt ached. She was empty and she needed his cock to
fill her, to fuck her, to cum inside her.

“Now,” he commanded gruffly. “I need you
now.”

He yanked the flimsy fabric aside so forcefully the sound of it
ripping echoed through the apartment before he adjusted his hold,
bent his knees, and thrust upward.

Hot. Wet. Tight.

James choked as his ball sack slapped against her ass as he
drove into her to the hilt. His cock jumped, his stomach clenched
as he struggled to control himself.

Christina nipped his ear then her tongue darted into the canal
and swirled. “That feels nice,” she breathed. Her breath blew over
the outer curve of his ear and rustled the whorls of hair at the
nape of his neck.

He stilled and leaned back to look her in the eye.

Flushed, her cheeks glowed pink under his scrutiny. The bridge
of her nose was dewy with perspiration and the tips of the curls
around her brow were darker. Her chest heaved against his. Sea blue
eyes flicked up to meet James’, glassy, the pupils dilated. They
focused for a moment and sparkled at him saucily. Her mouth was
bruised, the bottom lip moist with two white crescent marks
embedded in the side where she bit to dim her pleasure.

Tendrils of hair fell in front of her eyes, the rest cascading
down her back, one wayward lock curled around a dusky nipple.

Fucking gorgeous.

“Nice?” James repeated quietly. He chuckled and nudged her arm
until she wound it around his neck, pressing herself closer.
“You’re in for it now darling.”

Still lodged deep inside her, James walked bare-assed into the
middle of the loft until he reached the daybed Christina simply
thought of as an odd couch. Slowly, he slid out, grunting when her
inner walls clenched him tightly. His cock slipped from her wetly
as he plunked her down on the bed. She lay back and her legs fell
open, exposing soft inner thighs, a smooth mons, and glistening
outer lips. They were plump and ruddy at the crease that seeped
with cream.

He ripped the skirt off her body then licked away the pain.
Wrestling control back, James backed up taking hold of himself in
one hand. He breathed through the overwhelming urge to bend her
knees back into her chest and fuck her raw. He released his cock
that was so hard it pointed up. He’d changed his mind, screw
waiting. He dropped to his knees between her legs and pushed them
apart so her crease cracked open. She shuddered as he nibbled the
curve of her knee. He smelt her desire, musky, sweet, and warm. He
licked his way down, loving the quivers of her body each time he
inched closer to her sex.

She wiggled, her breasts wobbled, and her nipples got
harder.

“You aching yet darling?” James deliberately slid his tongue
over the puffy slickness of her labia, stunting her reply.

Christina choked on her own frantic sounds and pushed her hips
up. He pushed her down with the flat of his palm on her lower
stomach. James smoothed his hand over her torso, fingers dipping
into her belly button, tickling her ribcage, brushing over the
swells of her breasts. He lingered over her taut nipples.

She moaned, body undulating under his caress.

“James,” she gasped and lifted her rolling hips from the bed.
“Please,” she begged. “Please lick faster. Please.” He smiled and
backed away from her. Christina shot up, hair wild, eyes heavy
lidded. “What? James, come back.”

“Touch yourself,” he ordered.

Her eyes widened. Small tremors rippled down her body, and she
pulled closed her legs. “I– I….”

Wrapping his fist around the base of his cock, he pulled the
foreskin back on his shaft until the entire purple head was
exposed, swollen with arousal. The fat vein running along the
underside pulsed. “I want your wet mouth to suck me.” His voice
deepened. “I want to stick my cock up your ass. I want to bury
myself in your snatch until you come all over me.” He breathed in
and closed his eyes. Lips moving silently, he counted to ten, and
when he opened his eyes, he was in control. “Play with
yourself.”

She touched her chin to her chest and looked away from his
piercing stare. “Don’t make me do this.”

James held up his hands. “I haven’t got a finger on you. It’s
all you. Touch yourself, and I’ll make it better when you can’t
stand it anymore.” He crossed his arms across his chest and quirked
an eyebrow. “I ain't got all day and I’m too far gone now.” He
stroked his rock hard arousal. “This is going to happen with or
without you.”

Christina nodded and settled back. Keeping her gaze averted, she
slowly peeled her legs open, blushing. Her hand hovered over her
smooth mound before her forefinger slid over her pulsing clit. She
moaned. Shuddered. Gaining confidence, she opened her legs wider
and her finger reached down, searching until it circled the
reddened hole already oozing with her juices. She slipped her
finger in and her head dropped back, chin jutting up. “James,” she
groaned and pushed deeper, her toes curling.

“I’m here, right here.” James knelt down and watched as she
pleasured herself. He leaned his head on her thigh and jacked off
until he was so hard he thought he would burst. “I want to taste,”
he demanded, voice husky. 

Christina’s finger slid from her sheath and she hesitantly
placed the wet tip on his bottom lip. James sucked the digit into
his mouth and swirled his tongue from base to knuckle. She tasted
sweet. He nibbled a little before removing the finger from his
mouth and burying his face in her pussy. He breathed in. Sweetly,
pressed a kiss to where she burned, the last sweet thing he planned
to do for a long time.

Christina cried out, her hands gripping the edge of the bed
until the metal frame creaked at her twisting.

Still pumping his own erection, the flat of James’ tongue lapped
at her clit. The short, hard lashes had Christina fisting her hands
in his dark hair and grinding her hips in desperate jerks. “Yes,
oh god, yes!”

His tongue twirled from low on her mons, to rasp over her
clitoral hood. He flicked at her glans and finally pushed his
tongue into her opening, licking up the cream. James worked his
hand faster and used the middle finger to fuck Christina’s hole
when his tongue went back to work on suckling her clit. He twisted
his wrist so this thumb grazed over her perineum, making her
convulse in anticipation. He rested the pad on the tight ring of
her anus. He applied pressure, teasing her until she trembled from
head to toe. James sucked her clit into his mouth, blew on it, and
moved his thumb from side to side.

He murmured, “Oh, how I wish I’d won that last hand. That sweet
ass of yours doesn’t belong to me, but one day soon, I’ll have my
turn to fuck it good and hard.” He stood up and hooked her legs
over his shoulders. He yanked her toward him so his engorged dick
pushed at her inner pussy lips. “I’ll just have drive you crazy the
old fashioned way. A little vanilla never hurt anybody.” He nipped
her ankle. “Great shoes by the way. Sexy as hell.”

The bloated head of his cock punched past the entrance to her
channel. He finished the move by slamming his hips forward.

Christina’s back bowed, a wordless cry strangled from her.

James threw his head back with a guttural, “Fuck!”

Drawing back, he thrust forward again, and again. He pounded her
with single-minded intensity, gasping, squeezing her thighs. Her
breasts bounced and he dropped her legs to lean over to suckle her
nipple. He bit her, she whimpered. He bit harder and thrust deeper.
Her legs locked at the small of his back, she jerked her hips to
meet him thrust for thrust.

“James, yes, fuck me, harder … please!”

Her channel rippled around his cock, locking down tighter,
squeezing him painfully hard. Her bucking hips and harsh gasps for
air had James leaning up to watch her. “Yeah, yeah,” he panted.
“Come for me.” James pumped his hips faster, felt his own release
draw near. His distended balls tingled, stomach tightened as he
rammed into her.

Christina’s eyes flew open. Her pupils dilated, her neck arched,
and her mouth opened in a silent scream. Hands clenching, she
ripped her nails into his sides. James crushed her lips beneath his
swallowing her cry, devouring it. He flexed his hips in time to the
flicks of his tongue as he kissed and fucked the life out of
her.

Her hot sex spasmed and gushed around him, her juices flooding
the tensed passage of muscle clamping down on his cock.

James’ dick throbbed and swelled to bursting. “Fuck, yes! Chris,
take it.” He slammed home, her slick body taking him deeper, right
to the thick hilt, and he exploded.

His cock spurted his cum deep inside her, coating her inner
walls.

Christina felt James pulsate as he rocked his pelvis into hers,
riding the last of waves his pleasure. Her body shook. The pleasure
was acute to the point of pain. He buried his head in the crook
between her neck and shoulder as the pressure eased, flowing away
from his prickly fingertips. He kissed her brow and nuzzled her
temple until she tumbled down from her high.

Spent, he collapsed on top of her.

Christina’s legs turned to jelly and rested on him limply. She
rubbed his broad back and swept her clammy hands up to massage his
broad shoulders. His semi hard cock hardened inside her as she
touched him. He leaned up on his forearms and she rubbed his nipple
lightly, stroked the flat and smooth planes of his stomach,
memorizing the feel of him, sad it was over. “James?”

“Hmm?”

Christina angled her head to look up at him, trying to see more
of his face than his strong jaw. “What did you mean when you said
you wish you’d won that hand?”

He was quiet. His hands reached between them to thrum her clit.
Christina squirmed; already he stoked the fires of her desire.
Wasn’t he tired? “James?”

He leaned down and whispered, “You liked what I did to you,
didn’t you? God, you’re sexy.” He kissed the curve of her ear and
sucked the lobe into his mouth. “As much as I would love to stay
and play, I’ve got to step aside.” He slid his cock out and rubbed
the mushroom shaped head on her clit. Climbing off her, he stood
before her in all his glory. His thighs and pubic hair glistened
with evidence of their passionate coupling. “You really are
something,” he murmured. “I like looking at you, watching you.” He
grinned impishly as if he knew a secret.

The air smelt like sex.

Christina bit her lip, wishing she knew some seductive tactic to
make him stay with her. He still wanted her, she could see it in
his expression. The hungry way he watched her. The way he watched
his seed seep from her core, and the way his cock twitched when she
licked her lips.

“Stay?” she asked quietly and drew herself up onto her knees to
reach for him. “I want more. It was good.”

“You think that was good?” The deep voice coming from the
bathroom made Christina jerk her head to the side. Her body flashed
to cold when she remembered they were not alone in the apartment
then burned hot when Matthew stepped through the doorframe. His
rigid cock saluted her from a dense thatch of hair as golden as
that on his head. The engorged glans on his erection glistened with
precum, the slit weeping. He grinned, and the forefinger of the
hand resting on his side tapped a steady rhythm on a slender tube
of lube. “Wait until you see what I’m going to do to you.”
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SUCK by
HANNA LUI

 

Christina stared at the monster cock pointed at her. Her pussy,
saturated with her juices and James’ cum from their phenomenal
fuck, tingled, and she sucked in a breath.

Her body was already sensitive, lush, pleasured beyond
imagining.

James brushed her long blonde hair away from her shoulder and
kissed the nape of her neck. He helped her to stand up on the
daybed she’d lain sprawled on after he’d fucked her raw on it.

He stroked her waist, rubbed her stomach, and spoke soothingly
in her ear. He told her how hot, wet, and tight she was. How Matt
was going to help prepare her for Luke, for all three of them.

She trembled.

There are times when you have to lie back and take one for all
female kind, and there are times when you should accept something
is beyond what you can handle, and run screaming.

Matt crooked his finger at her as he massaged the swollen head
of his cock with his forefinger and thumb. The base of the thick
shaft was partially obscured by whorls of silky hair, and his balls
were moist, the rough ridges streaking across a bulging sack. His
phallus was the same creamy tone of his skin until it reached the
apex. The colour darkened to a blushing pink, and the slit was
ruddy. Sticky, lucent cream trickled from the slash, and Matt’s
finger scooped it from around his engorged corona to rub it over
the tender membrane on his glans. 

His long thick thighs flexed, and his narrow hips
bucked. 

He would break her in half.

She wanted to suck it.

Run!

Squealing, Christina yanked off her heels, threw them over her
shoulders, and dove off the daybed like an Olympic sprinter. She
had a moment of Déjà Vu when James swept her up into his arms,
except this time he laughed. He slung her over his shoulder like a
sack of grain. Chris flailed her arms and legs until she felt
a stinging slap on her buttock. She bit James’ side.

“Ouch! God, take her before she tears a chunk out of me.” James
handed her over to another pair of arms. 

Blushing, slowly, she tilted her head to meet green eyes,
lighter than her own that smoldered down at her. Tousled,
shoulder-length blonde hair was slicked back from a handsome
angular face. Gold stubble dusted his chin. His nose was a tad
larger than the norm, and a bit crooked.

His keen gaze traced over her face, down to her breasts, and
then over her stomach to stare at the slippery mound between her
thighs.

His arms tightened possessively.

He smelt like soap.

“Ah, hey Matt. Lovely weather we’re having,” Christina managed
weakly.

He chuckled low in his throat and walked her with him back into
the bathroom. How did she forget that he was in there taking a
shower? Had he heard James screwing her brains out? Had he heard
her begging him to ride her harder? God, this was embarrassing.

Christina looked over his deliciously rounded shoulder at James,
who followed behind with a wide grin on his face. He was not
embarrassed at all. His semi hard cock swung between his muscular
thighs, thighs that not too long ago had been stiff with excitement
as he fucked her into oblivion.

Matt carefully put Chris down and handed her a bottle of lube
he’d been carrying. Stunned, she took it. He was still damp and
warm from his shower. Toned, did not begin to describe the dynamic
perfection of his body. Long, strong limbs, broad shoulders, and
brutally honed abdominals were a marvelous introduction to the
tantalizing ridges of flesh that ran from narrow hips to his
attention-grabbing groin. Christina creamed herself just
looking at him.

Her eyes snapped lower. There was no stopping her eyeballs,
really, the reels on a slot machine moved at a slower pace.

Jutting arrogantly from the golden crop of hair was an up-tilted
angry-looking erection to make any Viking plunderer proud.

Swallowing, Chris brought the lube to her chest and wrung her
hands around its cylindrical shape. After a while, she realized she
was stroking it up and down, her fingers lingering over its long
smoothness.

James and Matt had noticed. They watched her wholly
fascinated.

“She looks incredible,” Matt said in a low aside to James.

The other man smiled and touched himself. “Her pussy feels even
better.”

“Ah,” Matt said enigmatically, with real disappointment in his
expression. Chris wanted to take him inside her just to wipe that
rueful look from his face. “Shame, I won’t get to feel that for
myself.”
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