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This story is a work of erotic fiction, all characters within it are over the age of 18 and fully consenting participants of the events laid out. As fair warning: this story contains elements of Light BDSM, Free-use, Exhibitionism, Domination and Submission and Highly Inappropriate/Borderline Abusive Educational and Workplace Behavior.

This is a pornographic work that should not be consumed by anyone under the age required by law in whatever country you reside in. The nymphomaniac behaviours displayed by a majority of characters encountered should be considered at least unhealthy and should not be replicated in any fashion.

With that being said. I hope you will all, as consenting adults, enjoy the tale about to be told.

Love is Life is Lust.

Jerk Gently


The Afterschool Orgy Club: Part Five
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Chapter 1

The heavens opened at precisely the moment they were furthest from shelter. It was another lazy Saturday around the boating lake… Pete was determined to catch up with his latest project before it all became too cold and miserable to be worth it. He was cooped up in one of the little workshop-sheds down the far end, scrabbling away with the tools he couldn’t get at home, but which his mid-life crisis compatriots were all too happy to lend him. So Mark and Stacy had decided to go for a walk around the far side of the bigger lake, they knew well enough when their support for his hobby became actually more of a distraction. It was nice. They plodded along, teasing the ducks and holding hands. For all the world like a normal teenage couple in the throes of young love. Of course Stacy had to be wearing something mildly scandalous. She’d elected for a hugely baggy white t-shirt today which hung endlessly off one shoulder. While her smoothly-curving ass was picked out in perfect detail by a pair of incredibly close fitting black leggings. She loved catching the newly-wed fathers freezing for a second in the act of pushing a buggy... just so they could surreptitiously confirm that yes, that was her extremely visible cameltoe they had spotted.

Someone upstairs must really have disapproved of this, because when the rain hit; it hit hard. They could almost see the wall of water rushing toward them before it rolled past and instantly drenched them. The sheeting monsoon wasn’t cold, clearly being the remains of some very lost tropical storm driving itself as far inland as it could. Yet the shock of suddenly being in a world more underwater than over it set the teenage pair into shuddering laughter. Stacy’s white t-shirt became near instantly see through, clinging to the natural shape of her ample-breasted form. Her hair was slapped down against her face and back as her shoulders hunched against the soaking brunt of it. She looked for all the world like an alluring piece of renaissance stonework, frozen in time as an alabaster chunk of feminine beauty. Mark had no choice but to grab hold and kiss her, right in the midst of that descending tumult. She struggled to restrain her giggles well enough to return that gesture, but held her waterlogged form against him. They remained that way for quite some time, snogging unabashed disregard right into the face of the weather. But soon enough the torrent got the better of both of them, its thousand beating limbs indicating that perhaps finding some shelter would be advised.

They set off on round the lake at an awkward, bedraggled jog. They were already far enough that continuing on was as likely to get them to Pete’s shed as going back. Yet this was the end of the lake that they didn’t know quite so well… and the veils of dropping buckets made even 5 yards ahead a looming mystery. At last an electric light gleamed, seemingly within reach. It’s refracting glow almost blinding as it bounced off of every droplet occupying the space between them. Like a moth to flame, Stacy turned her trudge toward it, slightly ahead of Mark as she’d stayed… And promptly disappeared from sight, with an almighty splash to join the infinite smaller ones. Her face as she rose to the surface, of the last protruding prong of the lake, was a priceless pastiche of startled embarrassment. Mark couldn’t help but draw out his, thankfully, waterproof camera and record the moment for all future generations. The water she’d entered was fairly shallow, she could stand up to find it just lapping at her midriff. Yet it had been deep enough to prevent injury, so once her heart had settled Stacy considered herself lucky. Besides, she had hardly got any wetter. The parts of her above and below the surface sang with rather the same sodden grimace. So she posed for a few of Mark’s snapshots, bending her body into what she assumed were incredibly sexy angles as her clothing clung to… everything.

Then she turned around and went for a swim. Whyever not?


Chapter 2

By the time Mark had found his way around to the light, Stacy had thought better of her splashing adventures. He caught a few more snaps of her emerging from the water like a swamp monster from the murky lagoon though. It was surprisingly sexy to see her as this sodden mess, everything clinging close to her body for dear life. He had seen the girl naked a hundred times of course… but somehow this sodden outfit showed off her curving form in a whole new light. Silhouetting it perhaps. Drawing the eye to every shapely detail. She wasn’t some perfectly-chiselled cheerleader or stick thin model. Her cheeks were slightly puffy and eyes were always baggy. Her shoulders sloped out squarely to hold all the chips she held upon them and her legs were toned but certainly did not go on forever. Yet, wearing that daring little smile she did right now… and the confidence with which she put everything she had upon display. He would challenge any man not to call the girl a marvel. She was the perfect nerdy wet dream: homely and approachable, but oh so visibly full of dark and twisty ideas.

She kissed him again, tasting slightly of pond water, and pushed him back against the door their guiding star had brought them to. It fell open easily, causing them to both topple onto a mercifully dry floor. Inside were indeed all the furnishings of a homebrewed workshop, though not the one they had left Peter in. Neither of them paid much attention to the surroundings though, the cresting wave of horniness within them had finally broken. Soaked-through clothes were dragged from dripping limbs and discarded in a frenzy of wrestling undress, until the two of them were left lying naked upon cold stone. Outside the storm continued to rage, catching and slamming the door they had left open. Inside Stacy had her prey pinned between her thighs, pinching nails into his chest as she bit lightly into his lip. Mark found himself overthrown by all these changing points of sharp pleasure. Soggy discomfort somehow embroiled into the wonderful softness of all her skin and muscle. He was shown the gates of heaven as she brought her hips forward, crunching her vulva up to his mouth.

The boy could do nothing but what he was supposed to, sticking his tongue out into those depths and lapping for dear life. He felt Stacy’s fingers wind their way through his hair, scratching and caressing as she pulled his head up as far as she could into the gap between her thighs… and ground her sex against him. He could hear the gasps and moans his efforts stole from her, even over the roar outside. Nothing was more inspiring than winning yet another of those unconscious feminine expulsions from her rosy lips far above. So he kept going as long as he heard them, unaware of any changes in the atmosphere of the room.

Stacy stared up at the man in the doorway. He was an old man, quite fat and with a distinctive grey beard she recognised… one of Peter’s model-club associates. Beyond him lay what looked like the kitchen of an old and rustic house. His kitchen… she would assume… and his house…

Another sighing moan slipped from her mouth. She just couldn’t help it. Mark was doing an incredible job down there. She continued to massage the back of his head with steady hands, never once losing eye contact with the man they appeared to be on the property of. His expression remained an open book, simply bemused to find such a sight outside his backdoor… neither cracking into fury nor looking particularly embarrassed. Stacy decided she had to make the move here, or else far more sensible and dangerous logic might take hold.

“Hi.” She said, calmly and cheerfully. “We got a bit caught out in the rain… Would you like to watch?”


Chapter 3

“Sorry we just barged in like that.” Stacy offered the old man, ruffling the towel he had given her through still sopping-wet hair. They were bathing in the warmth of his lounge fireplace, a genuine log affair which crackled and spluttered as it sent flickering light across the girl’s dripping form. Mark had very hurriedly ran the fluffy fabric over his whole frame, then dived for the pair of borrowable pants he’d been offered. He still felt damp, but not being naked in a stranger’s presence was much higher on his list of concerns. His companion, however, showed no such qualms. She wrapped the cloth around her head like a turban, then proceeded to begin wandering around the room admiring it’s decoration, showing no interest at all in covering herself anytime soon. Their host had entered the room bearing three steaming mugs of cocoa, his eyes tracking her progress admiringly.

“Oh, no worries there young’uns, we all get *ahem* caught out sometimes.”

Mark thought back ten minutes or so to how this elderly gentlemen had found them, naked and embroiled with each other in his own little workshop. Of course the boy himself had been unable to see anything much at all, smothered in a world of pink as he had been. The first he’d realised of their surprise onlooker was hearing Stace’s fateful offer “Would you like to watch?” He still couldn’t quite believe that that had been her first response. Nor that the man, apparently wordlessly, had agreed to that very thing. Suddenly the girl had span round on his face and begun swallowing him down in a sixty-nine. Mark’s first view of the man whose home they’d invaded was up past the swaying valley of his best friend’s pussy. He’d anxiously been forced to get back up to speed in licking the damn thing, simply because he saw no other escape route. While again his partner in trespassing just seemed to take it all in her stride. If anything he found the girl was even more sensitive to his attentions with this third party looming, cumming far before he managed to finally give her back a mouthful of tension release.

Stacy was tapping at something on the mantelpiece. An intricate looking clockwork device that ticked away under its own steam, a thousand moving parts meshing together to achieve… pretty much nothing, as far as Mark could see.

“This is cool!” Remarked Stacy. “Where did you buy it?”

The old man chuckled, moving distinctively close to her to hand over one of the mugs. “I didn’t buy it anywhere… though I suppose I paid for all the pieces at some point or another…”

Stacy’s eyes now truly lit up, nearly spilling scalding hot liquid over her tits in the excitement.

“You made it?!”

Their host let an answering twinkle drop into his eyes as he handed a second mug over to a both thankful and increasingly jealously-defensive Mark. He waved for them to follow and led out of the room.

The two high-schoolers shared a glance. Mark tried to subtly indicate the vast advantages to wearing clothing in creepy stranger’s houses using only his eyebrows… Stacy smirkingly reached down and spread open her pussy lips for him, then waggled her butt as she took up the old man’s trail. The boy sighed and followed, nursing both a little bit of pride and a scalded tongue where he’d gone for the cocoa too fast.

Even he had to admit the sight that awaited them was pretty impressive though.


Chapter 4

The nerd inside of Mark made a noise somewhat akin to the one the nerd he’d made of Stacy… made… It sounded a little like “Squeeeeeeee!”.

The room they had been led into was fairly enormous, as rooms go. Yet it felt almost overwhelmingly crowded. Every single inch was covered in some form of diorama, construction or self-propelling masterpiece. Miniature train tracks clickity-clacked here and there, weaving between valleys and volcanoes, castles and oceans. Model figures of endless different scales battled their way across every imaginable time-period and science fiction or fantasy trope. Giant robots swang their great limbs in looping arcs toward each other eternally. Whatever black magic or engineering allowed them to do so hidden cunningly from sight. Colossal lizards tore down cities. Clockwork skyships circled false suns. It all just amalgamated into one great nerdgasm of a wet dream. The hoard of some tinkering dragon whose wealth was simply unimaginable.

The two teenagers walked out into this vision of heaven in a daze, unable to even begin asking the questions that frothed at their mouths. In the centre of the room stood a sort of control hub. A raised platform with several switchboards covered in flickering lights and peeling, homemade labels. Next to this was a small and shabby basket, in which sat an equally small and shabby dog. He was chewing away at something, and… because everything else was too much to take in… that was what they focussed in on.

“Is that…?” Stacy asked, not quite sure she was really seeing the shape she recognised.

“Oh, err… yes, well… we had so many old stock prototypes lying around… and it stops Roger getting hold of anything else…” The old man had followed them, but now turned a little red himself. Shuffling a foot as he faced a probe into areas he obviously hadn’t quite expected so soon.

Mark was having trouble connecting the dots. “You have loads of prototype… buttplugs… just lying around…?!”

Their host now looked like he thought he was being accused of something, he huffed a little defensively. “Well, yes... It’s the family business, you see. Started by me and my wife, what? Forty years ago now. She was a very… rambunctious woman, all the way up until the day she passed. She always told me she was glad we found some real use for my skills with mechanics and moulding…”

Stacy gave Mark a glare. One that he accepted guiltily, but wasn’t entirely convinced he deserved… how was he supposed to know? Still… the girl took up their joint apology.

“I’m sorry, we didn’t mean to pry… but it’s your actual job to make sex toys?! I never even thought about the fact that that had to be a thing!”

The bearded man didn’t seem too off-put, possibly helped by the still clear view he had of Stacy’s nubile curves. He smiled at her admission. “Well… I’m retired now. My daughter’s handle the business these days, though I still drop in to help with any design problems once in a while… You’d be surprised how complicated it can be just getting something to vibrate at one end more than the other, at varying speeds… or at some of the special orders some of our more… prestigious... clients ask for. It makes my little hobby projects look trivial tobe honest.” He gestured around the room at said ‘hobby-projects’ as they whizzed, flew and clattered around in cycling magnificence. Mark and Stacy were beginning to realise just how impressed they were by this unassuming character of a man.

They spent several over-excited hours exploring his creations and asking excited questions about both these and his previous career. It would seem his wife had been quite the overt and proud sexual trendsetter, insisting that she be the first test subject for all their innovations and ideas. “She was the brains, I was just the hands” insisted their host, several times over. Stacy was fascinated by this woman whose entire life had been devoted to finding another orgasm. The girl was near-devastated that she would never get to meet her. By the time they realised how long they’d been there, and replied to several anxious missed calls from Peter, they had made fast friends with ‘Mr Fred Standsted’. He had promised to allow them back to visit with their own model-making buddy, very soon… and had winked conspiringly at Stacy after she had made her own, private request when Mark was distracted. Thus they gathered up their almost-dry clothes and headed out into a still-dripping world in high spirits, ignoring the odd raindrop. This misadventure having borne rather more fruit than either of them could quite believe.


Chapter 5

Arriving at Mr Chamber’s classroom not long after the last bell rang, Stacy was not surprised to find the man impatiently pacing waiting for her. The shutters on all the windows were already closed and she was very quickly relieved of her bag and all clothing. The teacher pushed her down to her knees via her head and made it very clear that he wanted her to push her breasts together, though he still seemed to struggle with putting his wants into words. He sighed long and deep as he finally began the process of fucking her tits, as if this provision of soft flesh could not have come soon enough. Stacy just maintained her position, watching the bobbing head of his cock appear and disappear, content that at least the pretence of over-necessary learning had now been discarded.

The pair of them jumped a little less when there was a knock at the door this time, a little to the apparent disappointment of the man who waltzed right in. Mr Gregory raised a hand in greeting, walking over with the usual grand smile upon his face. Stacy’s eyes widened to see another slim body trailing in his wake, also completely naked, and with her hands clasped demurely behind her back. It was a figure the schoolgirl knew well, and not one she was fond of: Lydia Hayberry, one of the cheerleading team and as typically popular and bitchy around that as one would imagine.

“Hello all!” Beamed the arriving geographer, not a hint of shame about him. “Got started already have you? Glad to see it!”

Mr Chambers, glared back at him. It would seem this wasn’t exactly a pre-planned visit. Though the thin man’s eyes lingered intrigued upon the second arrival, his continuing thrusts against Stacy speeding up a notch. The kneeling girl recognised the signs and turned her attention back, preparing her mouth to act as a landing strip for coming precipitation.

Mr Gregory was still talking, easy confidence leaking from his every pore. “I’d like you both to meet Lydia, my lovely little project of the moment. Say ‘Hi’ Liddy…”

He turned toward the girl and for a moment she looked extremely confused and anxious, puffing out her cheeks. She seemed only to be able to make a slight burbling noise in response. But it would seem this was exactly what her companion had wanted. He laughed offhandedly, all false performance unabashed that it was so.

“Oh, silly me! I forgot! ...Lydia’s got a little gift for Stacy, to say hello. Go and give it to her then, Liddy. Don’t drop any!”

Stacy and Mr Chambers were both bemused, though one was currently in the process of catching several spurting streams from the other on her tongue, so couldn’t really pay much attention. Thus she was rather surprised to suddenly find the other girl hovering above her, eyes burning with an order to not mess this up for her… The cheerleader then proceeded to let a large quantity of very similar white goop drool down from her own mouth into Stacy’s still open portal.

Mr Gregory was still full of chuckling mirth, watching his colleague’s stare of abject fascination over this transfer. It would seem he couldn’t help providing a running commentary.

“You know, when this young miss first came to me... I’d heard other teachers complain that she would never stop chatting in their classes. Yet now, if I give her a small donation during the lunch hour, and tell her not to spill or swallow any until end of day… Why she’s the quietest, most attentive little mouse in the classroom!”

Stacy’s eyes widened further at this, staring up at the other girl. Who herself seemed far more interested in making sure her entire descending trail of sticky cargo made it down without a single spilt droplet. The receiving party thought back to several classes she had shared with this current semen-dribbler… and overheard complaints from her friends that she was being ‘weirdly quiet.’ She couldn’t imagine anyone had even considered what secrets the otherwise innocuous chatterbox might have been hiding behind clenched teeth.

Once the entire transference was complete, Mr Gregory let out another wide and wicked smile. “Well done Liddy… now say hello to Stacy properly. You know what I always say... Share and share alike!”


Chapter 6

‘Saying hello properly’ turned out to mean pulling a beleaguered Stacy up onto her feet and proceeding to make out with her in the most writhing and invasive way possible. The girl with two loads of semen in her mouth suddenly found a tongue forced into that mix as well, swirling the cocktail of salty flavours around and passing them back and forth. The implication was very quickly established that the aim was not to end up swallowing any more than was necessary, but to sometimes open up and show off what an awful mess the two of them were fighting over like nesting chicks on a cliffside. Stacy was bemused by the entire encounter, never quite expecting herself to end up snogging a naked cheerleader in front of two of their long term educators. Yet, there was genuine passion in that kiss. The girl had wrapped arms around her head and hips and was squeezing and grinding their two unhindered forms together.

Stacy could feel the changing intensity and sudden shudder as her tongue wrestling companion was invaded from behind, and so wasn’t much surprised when she felt her own rear follow suit. The two of them stood entwined with each other, snogging out the internal energies as each of their own aggressive manhandlers drove up into soaking depths. Above them the men seemed to be having an avid conversation, as if the tangled pair of schoolgirls they were fucking was simply the staff-room watercooler.

“She came to me the usual way… looking to improve her grades through some extra ‘tricks’, because my class was the only one she was flunking. Apparently there’s some fancy college she wants to get into that she needed a better average for… Only, they never seem to realise that once you start a new way of ‘studying’ you have to keep going with it to maintain that average! You might even find that that particular line of studies suits you a lot better than any others!”

Stacy felt Lydia tremble as the man impaling her punctuated a few of his points here by slamming himself harder against her asscheeks. The girl’s furiously swirling tongue only increased in desperate enthusiasm at these though, which told her everything she needed to know about their similarities.

“So, the funny thing is… while she’s been getting near perfect grades off me since our little deal started… all her other subjects are sinking down the drain!” Mr Gregory laughed jovially again, not cruelly, but loudly and clearly enjoying the irony of his toy’s predicament. Mr Chambers in turn, it would seem, was hooked into the story.

“So, is she going to make it to that college do you think?”

Now the large geography teacher’s voice turned conspiratorial, winking across at his spindly companion.

“Oh, no… No little Liddy’s interests have changed since then… She’s got a bright future ahead of her, don’t you worry. I have an… arrangement with certain interested parties outside of the school. They like to keep someone like me in as many institutions as they can… as a sort of ‘talent scout’ so to speak… They spread as wide a net as possible, so as only to find the ‘best of the best’ out of each new, sprightly generation… Miss Hayberry here could one day be the personal ‘attendant’ to some high-flying foreign prince or diplomat… a genuine Cinderella story… they love having genuine, homegrown American pets...”

Mr Chambers eyes glinted at this glimpse into a shadowy world he hadn’t even imagined lay so close.

“And do you think these… friends... of yours might be interested in Miss Lee too?!”

Stacy could actually feel the excitement the old man seemed to have at the thought of selling her off to some mysterious group of strangers. Feel it tingling through her rectum as he drove himself into her depths. It was certainly not a prospect she would ever let happen, certainly not at the hands of this creepy fuck… yet the fact that he was so openly discussing it over her head, while still ploughing in and out of her… well that sent delectable shivers of self-debasement up and down her spine. She wasn’t sure she believed all Mr Gregory’s spiel about friends in high places and secret organisations. Wasn’t sure Lydia did either, as the other girl continued to push back and forth in their endless wrestle of tongues and entwined bodies. But she could sense the excitement such ideas awoke in both of them, the electric tingle that jumped across both sets of skin. Thus she was actually a little hurt when Mr Gregory laughed and broke away, slapping Lydia ass hard as he poured several streaks of cum out onto it.

“Interested in Stacy? No.” He shook his head apologetically. “No she’s not the kind of girl they are interested in at all.”


Chapter 7

Once Mr Chambers had also finished up, following suit to also splatter Stacy with a few more splashes of her favourite moisturiser, the two schoolgirls were allowed to collapse to the floor and pant out their varying heartbeats. For the first time Stacy had a chance to actually share a moment of recognition with Lydia, undiverted by the rigours of erotic action. The cheerleader’s eyes burned across a warning of ‘If you tell ANYONE about this…’, but then that emotion was fairly obviously unilateral. Thus the other girl seemed happy enough for the pair of them to remain supporting the other’s recovery in a wordless embrace. Watching the storm-clouds brewing above.

“What do you MEAN, they wouldn’t be interested?! She’s comely enough… and certainly eager to please! I think you’re just annoyed that I found her before you did!” Mr Chambers seemed to be fuming with indignation, he hadn’t even heard of this mysterious third party of slut-snatchers before now. But, since his rival had declared his fuck-puppet unfit, it would seem the man wanted nothing more than their recognition.

Mr Gregory in turn just looked bored now, and exasperated. He sighed and ran a hand through his slightly-sweating hair.

“Look, I’m not putting young Miss Lee down… she’s turning out to be an up-for-anything little star… but that’s not what they’re after, don’t you see…”

He turned to Lydia and waved over to her. Her reaction being near immediate before the order was even given.

“Here, Liddy. Jump up please.”

The girl waited, hands back behind her back. Cum still dribbling a little down her ass cheeks.

“Now wet yourself.” The man said, quite calmly.

“Sir?!” The girl squeaked, the first actual word she’d spoken since arriving.

“I said wet yourself. Do I need to repeat it?”

The girl didn’t respond again, not even to shake her head… she simply looked down at her feet in clear embarrassment.

Only… to the visible amazement and horror of both Stacy and Mr Chambers. There suddenly was indeed a rivulet of streaming liquid running down the inside of the girl’s leg. It puddled out around her feet and began forming a small pool that grew dangerously close to Stacy, before she shuffled herself away, looking up at her classmate so obediently defiling herself. This was one of the most popular girls in school. One of that group so far above her on the social ladder that even the casual cruelties that most others might hand toward ‘Sleepy Stacy Dyke-face’ were below them. During the school day, to Lydia, Stacy may as well not even exist. Yet, here she was, peeing herself in the middle of a classroom, just because her teacher told her too.

Mr Gregory smiled at the frozen faces his little demonstration had caused, wandering over to collect one of Mr Chamber’s board-rags from his desk. He proceeded to bring this over and carefully pull Lydia one step back from the puddle she’d made, beginning to talk as he did so. Meanwhile, he also set to work drying off the girl’s inner leg, like she was a prized racehorse he was wiping down. The cheerleader herself continued staring down at her feet, reaching out a hand just slightly, stroke his hair in thanks. She looked embarrassed still, sure, but not exactly fazed or surprised at her own actions on merely this man’s say-so.

“See, Lydia here likes being told what to do. Heck, she admitted to me that she’d never even had an orgasm… despite having gone ‘round about half the football team as these girls do… not once, until I told her she could. Liddy gets a little kick every time anybody takes control of her life in any way… and when what she’s told to do is humiliating or degrading for her… well that kick only gets bigger.”

Now the man looked across at Stacy, offering her a smile full of encouragement and honest understanding, while still wiping off the mess his little toy had made of herself.

“While Miss Lee over there, just likes to fuck. She’s a wild animal, not a tame pet. She’s looking to try out everything she possibly can and does so just because she loves doing it… I know the type… I’ve played with one or two before…”

His task now finished, the man stood up. Taking Lydia gently by the hand, but staring down Mr Chambers one last time.

“The problem with you, Len. Is that you can’t even see the beautiful kinks that are in these girls’ hearts. You only see what you want. I bet you think you’ve got all kind of dirty little games to play with Stacy… but I’d bet you more that she’s thought up a thousand more interesting ideas herself. Have fun with her while you can… because one day that girl’s going to get bored by you and move on. She ain’t nobody’s pet… Anyway, maybe me and Lydia will see you next week. I promised her mom I’d drive her home after our ‘tutor session’... the family are so grateful for the extra interest I take in her… I might even get dinner!”

With that, they left. Mr Gregory’s last burst of laughter echoing down the corridor. Stacy, blinking for a second, collected up her own bag and clothes and headed off too. Behind her, Mr Chambers was left alone in his classroom, looking down at a puddle still left on his floor.


Chapter 8

Lydia sat opposite the man who had made her urinate on herself in front of two strangers and listened to him share a joke with her father. She bounced her foot off the cold linoleum beneath her, keeping the blood flowing. He liked her to be barefoot when around him. She felt the tight press of her blouse against her still so painfully-obviously erect nipples. She was never to wear any underwear in his sight and to always buy tops one size too small... She had also been slowly popping one button loose after another, all evening. That wasn't an order, but was one of her extra little games she came up with for his entertainment. Mr Gregory said that was what made her the best: inspiration! By the end of the meal she only had one button left… she tapped a fingernail against it absentmindedly as her breasts strained against their confinement.


She watched her mother throw herself over her teacher at his every joke, giggling more like a schoolgirl than Lydia ever did. She wondered if perhaps her mom would try to have an affair with him. That her parents would get divorced and then that man would move in and become her new father. She imagined crawling to his bed and calling him 'Daddy'. He would break her mother soon enough, then the two of them would be his pets. They would live off just his wage while the two of them were chained and bound all day, coming alive only when their master was back home… Lydia’s breath caught in a gasping moan at just the thought, a little too loudly. The girl had set herself all aflush with just her own wild imaginings, drawing the attention of the whole table. She caught Mr Gregory looking over with a wicked grin, where her parents wore only expressions of concern. He let her writhe for a second or two... trapped in the certainty that he knew exactly what sort of things were running through her head… then asked her to pass the salt, diffusing the situation.


Even now, some part of Lydia couldn’t quite believe what had become of her. Finding herself set simmering upon the edge of orgasm by her own twisted thoughts, even as she sat amongst her kin. All because of the wolf she had invited upon herself. She tried to think back to the kind of concerns that would once have been boiling through her head: Silly prancing boys and the inane squabbles her fellow cheerleaders were embroiled in. It all seemed so grey and plastic. So far from the stark blacks and whites of the times she got to spend with Sir. Then there were only two states: when she’d done right and when she’d done wrong. If she was good she was rewarded. If not she was punished. There could be nothing so simple as that. 

Mr Gregory smiled sweetly at her as dessert was served. Making certain to carefully admire how little there was stopping that last button popping off, possibly blinding the table with a vision of her budding young breasts bouncing free. So he approved of her little act of daring then… that was good. Though Lydia was sure she would also receive some punishment for ‘endangering the arrangement’. Ups and downs. Risks and rewards. The girl shivered at the thought that she was already looking forward to the sting of a hand or paddle… or even a belt. Pain and pleasure… they too were just two sides of the same coin to her now. He left them with the dishes, patting her father on the back and kissing mother on the cheek. They both questioned her flushed cheeks, but this just won her leave to go up to bed as soon as their guest had left... Of course she snuck out the window in just her nightclothes a short while later.

Scanning the horizon for nosy neighbours, she still practically skipped over to where his car was parked. She knew what was expected by now and jumped up straight over his lap as the door was opened. She slipped him straight inside herself and proceeded to buck up and down upon his shadowcast form. If anyone had walked past there wasn't a chance she wouldn't be seen... But nobody did walk past. After quite some time he finally groaned and shot a load right into her depths. He made her take contraceptives because he said getting pregnant would 'ruin her chances', but she occasionally wished that one of these days would be the one that they failed... So he would have to keep her as a plaything. She weaved through that naughty thought as the waves of pleasure seeped out through both of them. He would give her 20 strikes for that thought, if he heard it... Perhaps she would let it slip out at some point... Through the back window, across the dark street, she saw the lights of her own porch flicker on. As she felt the cum of her teacher cool down within the depths of her passages, she watched her dad hover outside for a smoke.


Chapter 9

Stacy lay ruminating the next day. Ruminating and marinating in the latest offering of man-cream the boys had basted her with. A return of the fall sun had drawn them back to their outdoor sanctuary after classes, but there was a distinct feeling that this was going to be one of the last few times they could. The ground was still a little damp from the torrents over the weekend, soaking up into even the thick outdoor mats they had spread out to lounge upon. Each member of the still-without-a-better-name ‘magic orgy club’ could feel goosepimples rising over every inch of their naked bodies, in the sun or out of it. Not that any one of them would dare to suggest the re-donning of clothing yet. The very idea of having to spend time together with cheap-fabric walls between their relative forms now rankled each one’s heart to the core. Their friendship and love was bare and unhindered now. Uniforms of any kind were just the masks they wore to protect it.

They’d spent the last hour or so screwing. In one of her holes or another. In order to keep the blood flowing through shivering limbs. Stacy truly found she couldn’t feel the cold at all as long as she was basking in the glow of being invaded. She was almost certain she would be able to roll around in five feet of snow as long as Pete’s great pillar was pumping her toward or beyond orgasm at the same time. Now there was a thought to save for christmas…

These times were important, she decided. Just lounging around with her two best friends, enjoying the subtle comforts of their company… and not so subtle uses of her body. This was what it had all been about, really. The secret longing for belonging she’d held onto for so long. Three against the world… and all that. Fucking in the face of society’s norms… It was hard to believe that not so long ago all three of them had been near paralysed with nervousness just at the thought of seeing each other’s bodies. So much had happened since then. They’d broken down so many other barriers between each other. Caught so many glimpses into a whole new world of seedy and exciting goings on.

It had been learning about Lydia’s hidden secret that had really hit home for Stacy. Had shattered her high-schooler view of how the world worked. To see one of those prim and popular princesses she thought were just born to be perfect… wet herself at the mere ask of a geography teacher. Let herself be led around by him like a lost puppy and dribble his leavings into the mouth of ‘that weird nerdy girl everyone says is a lesbian’. It made said nerdy girl consider that, perhaps, all the endless high-school social manoeuvring and bitching was just empty bullshit with no effect on the real, adult, world. The adult world she was beginning to see had a lot more going on behind the scenes than she had ever even imagined… Just look how eagerly even old men like Ralph had come to her for her ‘extra little tasks’ at her work placement. How calmly Ms. Jay had taken finding her son up to his balls in his friend’s behind. How confidently Mr. Chambers had taken to groping her when he worked out she wouldn’t react. It was beginning to become clear to the horny young schoolgirl that no-one got by without a headload of twisted and raunchy fantasies. That there were only those who found a chance to play them out… and those who didn’t. She began to replay encounters with anyone else she’d ever met: and try to work out whether they were thus secretly fulfilled...  or frustratedly pent up. It would explain an awful lot of the assholes in the world if they were trapped in that second category…

Stacy was certain, then and there. That she was never going to find herself constrained to such a fate. She was going to find every hidden, sordid little desire she held… and find someone else who wanted to try it with her. That was her new aim in life now. To help those in lustful need… and ease the pressure of their suffering.


Chapter 10

Mark thumbed the shoulder strap of his camera, feeling the technological marvel’s weight as it swayed against his hip. Every second his fingers itched to whisk the lumping thing out, whip it around and snap away some perfect instant of frozen reality. Some particular collection of small town angles that immediately encapsulated everything he was feeling. Everything relatable about being a young teen reject in nowheresville being driven half mad by just this one particular girl who…

In the next instant he wanted to throw the expensive hunk of crap to the ground. Nothing jumped out at him. No square window to the soul. The streets were as dull and empty as they ever were. Photography was just another short burning hobby for him… same as playing guitar and surfing were. It was just dumb luck that he’d spotted that ad on the wall asking for a studio assistant when he’d needed a work placement. Monica had only taken him on because no-one else had answered it. She seemed just as unsure what to do with him when he was there as he did. He just turned up every week and bumbled through her emails, tried to work out her printer. Booked in a few clients. Pointless stuff. The teen sighed. It would all be over in a few more weeks. Their placements only had to last a month or two, unless they really wanted to keep going. He highly doubted Monica would extend her offer. She barely let him take part in the business as it was...

Clattering through the nondescript door down the alleyway between two other shops, Mark was greeted cheerily enough by the woman herself. Tall, tanned and tattooed, the twenty-something was a terrifyingly attractive young woman. She dressed like a biker chick, all tight-leather jackets and frayed-denim jean-shorts. But she had always been very open and friendly with him… just not about her business. There was more busy-work to be done. In truth, the studio’s filing and booking system were an utter mess. Rose seemed utterly incapable of caring about keeping her calendar and receipts straight, knew next to nothing about computers apart from image editing software and hardly seemed to remember to eat unless Mark reminded her. So at least he was actually helping in some way, by slowly wading into all that chaos and sorting it out. Yet it was in doing that that he caught glimpses of what he was not participating in:

Despite being an accountant or would-be secretary’s worst nightmare. Monica’s one-woman business certainly seemed to tick along on it’s own merits alright. Clients just seemed to wander in, from miles around, to be whisked away into a back room conspiratorially. It was only then that Mark caught a glimpse of the enthusiastic dedication Monica had for her work. She would chat with them for hours, the murmur of excited voices chiming through the wall, without a single photo being taken. The session would be booked over an entire day, or two… in studio or ‘out and about’. All without Mark being allowed to know what the project was, any hope of being present, or a glimpse of the resulting images. He would simply collect the rather large down-payment from an nervously-excited looking customer and record it in the new log book he’d started. It was all a bit weird really. And sent his mind racing as to what was being arranged. The clients were all a… colourful lot, to say the least. Though, all-black and piercings was as common as pink feather-boas and luminescent dresses.

He was allowed to use the studio’s equipment, of course, and ask any technical question he wished of Rose. She certainly knew her stuff, and, for the first few days it had been awesome enough just to chat camera settings and tips with her. However once he’d nervously shown her a few old pictures of his own… it had become clear to both of them there was only so much she could do for him…

He wasn’t surprised. They were crap. Just any old rubbish he’d managed to dig up. But… that was because the only photo’s he’d ever taken that he’d actually cared about were of… Her. The teen thought back to lying side by side with that muse of his and being happily granted permission to show off her cum-splattered form. His laptop was in his bag…

But that’s exactly where it stayed, for the entire day.


Chapter 11

That is, until just as the afternoon was beginning to dark and stormy again, Monica's battered old PC froze up again. Mark had just been about to send out a couple of important emails to clients and was unconvinced the bloody machine would wake up from the blue screen of death this time. So, instead he dragged out his own machine, planning to log in to the shop's accounts on that. Of course, at that very moment the bell chimed, announcing the arrival of this evening's client.

Monica appeared from her mysterious backroom, which she'd been preparing all afternoon. Rushing forward to hug and greet the small, waif-like figure who had just arrived. Mark caught a glimpse of candy-pink dyed pigtails and a thousand other colourful assaults as the customer took off her coat. As always however, this arrival seemed to signal the end of his welcome here… The would-be intern promptly found himself sent to procure one last round of coffee before he could 'call it a day'. He stomped round the corner under a gloomy sky, kicking himself for not even having the courage to ask why he wasn't allowed to be more involved. Bubbles of determination and insecurity fought inside of him as he carried the cardboard tray back. He had so much respect for Monica… he didn't want to seem ungrateful… He just wanted a chance to prove he could handle whatever she did back there…

Returning to the shop he was surprised to see the pair of the still squashed together behind the tiny desk, chatting excitedly. Mark could finally get a better look at this new client, perched as she was half across Monica's lap. The girl looked not much older than him… But was truly an explosion of neon colours. Her hair was half-pink, half-lime green. Her clothes were an eclectic mix of rainbows and specifically-torn holes, revealing flashes of multiple tattoos on oh-so-pale skin. She looked like an honest-to-god anime character, dragged out of the depths of Japanese internet fantasy and dumped in the grey confines of this dull reality. It was all a bit… much. But he couldn't help admit it drew a little… something from the dark heart of his nerdity.

So embroiled were the two women in their conspiratorial, giggling whispers that neither took any note of Mark’s return until he had drawn right up level with them. Nor had he been able to steal his eyes away from the clients variously presented assets, until he realised that it was in fact his laptop that the two of them were pawing over. With a sudden jerk of horror he glimpsed a face he recognised upon the screen… a face caught in one of her many moments of pure, cum-splattered ecstasy…

The coffee nearly went everywhere. It was only by self-preserving instinct alone that Mark caught one… While a Monica with a curious look in her eye cooly leaned out an arm to rescue another. The older woman raised an eyebrow at him with a glint that could have meant anything… yet made no comment or judgement yet. However, it was their paying guest who turned to him with clearly impressed excitement pouring out of every pore:

“It’s… Mark, right? Your Monny’s new intern?! Did you really take all these?!”

The Mark in question almost caught himself denying that on accusation alone. As if it was the cops asking, or the FBI, rather than a multi-coloured barbie doll. He managed to turn a shake of the head into a nervous nod at the last second though… and she seemed too far ahead in her own thoughts to notice. Every other word she said seemed to leap out in overexuberance.

“They’re AWESOME! Just so, fucking. Sexy! The girl looks like she’s having the time of her life! I’m almost half in love with her myself, already! You’ll have to introduce me sometime… we could link each other’s sites and stuff! I was thinking of doing something a little more tame this time… you know, just a lower price set… But this has got me FIRED UP… You’ve gotta shoot me like this! All gunked up and loving it! My guys will splash out a fortune to get hold of ‘em!”

Mark could offer nothing but confusion to this as the walking rainbow continued to boil over with enthusiasm. Monica found a brief moment between breaths to calmly explain:

“Lacey’s a cam girl… I take it you know about those kinda entrepreneurial young ladies… She sometimes hires me to do a specific set of photos for her: stuff she can’t get the angle or quality on at home. To then sell to her fans.”

The ‘entrepreneur’ herself still couldn’t resist jumping back in here.

“It’s a fun little way to pay the bills… if you’re model there’s not doing it already, she really should- those pictures are just pure talent. I’m half creaming over them myself! It’s a waste to just throw them out for free… But what did you make all that fake cum out of?! It looks so real! Have you got what you need to make some more for tonight?”

Suddenly Mark felt cornered again… Of course, if she thought the website was all some sort of professional portfolio of his, she would assume it was all faked! No-one really had a best friend they could just cum all over whenever they liked after all…

Again, Monica came to his rescue… flashing him another subtly knowing smile as she did.

“Trade secrets, lovey. But it’s just about getting the right mix of corn-syrup and PVA glue really. I can mix up a pretty convincing batch with what I’ve got in the back… you’re not the first young lady to ask me to get them a little messy. Would you be happy for Mark to sit in on the shoot then? He normally goes home about now, but I wouldn’t mind the help if it doesn’t make you uncomfortable?”

Lacey gave off a distinct impression that she didn’t really understand what ‘uncomfortable’ might mean for a girl about to get undressed in front of several strangers and a lense. Instead she reached out to grab Mark’s arms in begging coercion.

“Oh no! You have to stay! I want to look just like that girl on your website! Please say you’ll stay and help Marky-poo, I’ll pay extra for your time! Like I said, I think if this goes right I’ll sell a whole ton of whatever we take!”

Both women, intimidating in their own right, pinned the besieged teen in their sights. Mark scratched the back of his head. Somehow everything he’d wanted just seemed to have happened. He wasn’t quite sure he’d caught up internally to that. But, really… there was only one answer he could give...


Chapter 12

The camera flashed, sending stark contrasts across the wide space. Turning the girl’s already pale skin to china, and picking out every artistic detail on her tattoos. Lacey didn’t even blink. She was good at what she did… Even Mark could tell. Could see how dedicatedly she slipped into the role of ‘friendly neighbourhood temptress’. How carefully aware she was of every element of her own attractiveness, and how to bring each to the fore or hide it subtly in the background. This was a girl who had made a living out of showing just enough… and then, perhaps offering to sell just a little bit more. She clearly enjoyed what she did… and had spent long hours actually thinking about how she could do it better. Yet, still… there was something missing. Some spark that seemed absent from every image he captured, that had been just effortlessly there in every photo of Stacy he’d taken.

It was infuriating. Not least because he couldn’t even work out what the problem was. The pictures were all… okay. They just weren’t right. Both the women with him tried to offer encouragement. Reassurance. To tell him that these were fine… But he could see it in their eyes… They could tell as well. Monica tried offering a thousand ideas and technique changes. Lacey pulled out all the kinky posing stops… nothing quite made it work. It all just felt… plastic. Faked. Like a pantomime-dressed fashion-victim doused in occasional spurts of kindergarten craft-glue. It didn’t look sexy… it looked ridiculous. And not because Monica’s faux-spunk was in any way unconvincing… but just because something in Lacey’s eyes remained unconvinced themselves.

Mark racked his brain for how to fix this. For how to communicate the problem without insulting or attacking his first ever paying client… How to avoid facing another furiously sticky confrontation with a young lady he’d just painted in off-white trails. When suddenly… an image popped into his head of the last time he had indeed been faced with such a creature… Of how her gaze had smouldered, even as spunk dripped from her eyelashes. Of how, even then... Deep in those flame-filled irises… You could see a sordid delight in being made such a mess of… In an instant, Mark had his inspiration.

“Lacey… how about this time… try looking pissed off instead. Like… Someone’s come up and done this to you without asking.”

The girl looked confused for a second… but at this point was clearly willing to give anything a go. Mark caught a glimpse of her own frustrations slipping through the cracks in her oh-so-polished smile. He caught it… there. In just the way she squared her shoulders. Creased an eyebrow. Pouted her lips. He got her to kneel down and shot from above, catching the glint of a slimy trail sliding into her cleavage.

“Okay… now mess up your clothing a little… slide one shoulder out… sit yourself back like you just don’t care how anyone sees you anymore… maybe take off your panties and threaten to throw them at me…”

Lacey had to suppress a giggle at that last one, but she followed every instruction to the letter, holding on to that irritated look of slime-covered indignation. It was working. Mark could tell, even though he’d stopped looking at each frame he’d caught in order to just snap one after another.

“That’s it! …Imagine it’s actually real semen you’re covered in. Imagine that it smells. That it’s warm. That it’s weirdly salty. Your disgusted by it really… but it also makes you horny. You’re starting to realise that you like something that you really don’t think you should like… which just makes you angrier and hornier at the same time. So you’re just play-fighting really. Making yourself look cross, but also making it obvious you’ll forgive the one who’s done this to you…”

The slime-spattered girl was really starting to get into the swing of this now. She’d found the flow to slip into. Slowly she began dismantling her outfit, offering each new revealed curve to be stolen by the circling lens. Monica dipped in and out, applying or removing a little more gluey gunk. Changing lighting angles or passing in props. But this was Mark’s show now, without complaint. Both women were simply being swept along in the river he’d fallen for.

Lacey, in particular seemed to be genuinely feeling all the emotions he was offering her. The teen was becoming increasingly red-cheeked and inspired by the story he was telling. Until, suddenly. Without warning... She dived forwards and undid his fly.

Mark hadn’t even realised himself that his jeans had become rather tight at the memories he was dredging up. Yet, in an instant, his erection was tumbling free. Lacey cupped a palm around it and hugged it to one slimey cheek. Offering a tentative little smile that only half asked permission.

“This’ll make it look more convincing!” She spouted, before immediately setting to work licking and slurping upon him. Mark had a moment of slight panic, whirling his head around to catch his temporary employers reaction. Monica just smirked and shrugged though… ‘She’s the one paying for the shoot…’ that look said. Somehow, the young man suddenly got the impression that this wasn’t the first time one of Monica’s ‘sessions’ had got a little more involved.

It seemed that all he could do was return to riding that wave. Turning the camera back down to focus on the young lady currently gobbling down on his own flesh. It occurred to Mark that this was only the second girl he’d ever got a blowjob off… somehow that didn’t seem quite so relevant as it might have once.


Chapter 13

The clashing kaleidoscope of a girl released Mark's manhood with a last satisfied-sounding pop of suction. She opened up wide to show a snow-covered tongue: the money shot. It was snapped up by the camera along with all the rest. Mark fell back onto his heels with the easing of pressure. As suddenly as it had arrived… the magic of the moment was gone. Lacey gulped down the one mouthful of reality she'd earned herself, then began the arduous task of cleaning off all the fantasy she was also doused in. Monica began packing away the lighting rigs and props. It was all so… professional. The young man who had a minute ago been in complete control of his own erotic photoshoot now found himself feeling a little more like a lost and listless intern. He scurried over to help his would-be employer.

As soon as she was mostly clean, Lacey announced she had to hurry off to be home in time for her next livestream. She hugged both of them warmly, saying she couldn't wait to see how the set turned out. No mention at all was made of the little extra incentive she had provided Mark… though she did give him a special little smile just as she left. Somehow that set him off to blushing more than actually having his dick sucked had… she had also made very certain to inform him where he might find a link to her show, should he wish. Monica offered him a wicked little smirk out of the client's sight.

Then… they were left alone in the darkening studio. The last of the equipment safely packed away.

"Well." Grinned the punk rock photographer. "Another satisfied customer, I'd say. Wanna help me make a start on picking through and editing?"

Mark nodded, despite it being late already. He just didn't quite want to let this day end yet… In case it had never happened to begin with. He sent a text to his Mom and gratefully accepted an offer of ordered takeout. Then they squished in behind the cluttered desk again, eating boxes of chinese food while Mark pawed over the fresh batch of images on his laptop. Monica sat precariously on a pile of her own unfinished paperwork, laying her long, bare legs across his lap. Offering yays, nays or cropping consideration to each scandalous picture of Lacey he brought up. Meanwhile the young man tried his hardest to focus on the objective consideration of these tasks… and not the arousing nature of their contents… or the memory of being intimately part of their procurement… or the feel of an older woman’s long, toned legs and bare feet resting upon his jeans… or the scandalously open posture she settled in, wearing those oh-so tight and short jean-shorts…

He didn’t have much luck… And almost yelped with fear when she unexpectedly jumped fully into his lap to take over some complicated manoeuvre on the screen. There was no concealing the prodding insistence of his erection as it throbbed upwards under the crushing seat of the taller woman’s ass. Yet, she didn’t seem to notice… or at least pay it any heed, focussing entirely on the task at hand until the still-frame was perfected. Then she lay back against him, casually. Admiring the fruition of their efforts. Mark felt her short, soft hair brush against his face, and a cool hand come to rest tenderly under his chin. She spoke softly, but confidently in his ear. Each word seeming to tickle its way in on a breath he could feel.

“You did good today, kiddo… You know- I wasn’t sure you’d be able to handle my… particular brand of clients. These people all live and breathe sex, y’know… Like, it’s just not something they’d even think to get uptight about anymore… And until I saw that website of yours, I was convinced you were just a nerdy little virgin who would cream himself the first time he even saw one of my shoots…”

She chuckled at this admission, right in his ear. A teasing, yet encouraging prod that told him she still wasn’t quite convinced otherwise… but was willing to help him make certain. With half a start he also realised he was suddenly feeling the touch of her other hand… down between her own legs and on the constrained swelling of his crotch. It was just a light caress. The tiptoeing scratch of fingernails against denim. Yet, in that moment, it seemed to occupy all the teen’s world.

“But you pulled it off… and even got yourself a little bonus from Lacey… That’s nothing to sniff at. Imagine how many of her basement-dwelling fanboys would be fuming with jealousy right now. She knows the game well, that one. She wouldn’t have done it if she didn’t think you were a friend worth keeping…”

Those fingernails were crawling closer and closer to Mark’s fly now. Creeping along the swollen contours of his trapped cock. Her lips were so close to his ear… she even brushed her teeth against the lobe. Just a tiny nibble along the extremities of him, which sent electric shivers spiralling down his spine.

“So… I think I’ll keep you on a little longer after all, Marky boy. You’ve done wonders for my filing system after all… and perhaps from now on… I’ll let you be a bit more involved in some other shoots. If you’d like?”

Mark could hardly focus on the question. That one long nail on her index finger was clicking its way up and down the zip of him, scraping at the edge of his mind. Tic, tic, tic it went, off each metal link… counting seconds or miles as it waited on his answer. Eventually he managed to nod…

And she hopped nimbly up and off him. Grinning incredibly maliciously.

“Excellent! I think I’m going to have a lot of fun with you… Who knew this whole intern thing would turn out so well?! I’ll catch you next week then big man! Stay cool till then!”

Before he knew what was happening… Mark was out in the street, clutching the bag with his laptop in. His trousers remained awfully tight… but the cold air and sounds of nearby traffic began putting paid to that… Suddenly the young man was not so sure he knew what he’d signed up for… next week loomed so near and yet so far...


Chapter 14

Stacy was in love the moment she saw the glisten of the material's oily black surface. It seemed to suck the eye in to its tar-pitch depths, pulling all the colours out of the world around... Only to let them shimmer and bubble across its surface in a rainbow of half-glimpsed sheen. There was so little THERE. In that neatly packaged bundle. A whole body's worth of covering… yet so thin and small and self-contained. She had seen movie-stars and internet cosplayers wearing similar things, but had never fully considered how one was supposed to get IN to such an affair? How she could possibly squeeze all her pink and curving self into that perfect onyx shell? What it would feel like to be so tightly wrapped and presented? Covered head to toe and yet somehow all the more exposed. She did not know how she was going to manage it. But she knew she wanted nothing more than to try.

She had arrived at the office half an hour early… only to find the small crowd of in-the-know old men already waiting. They each seemed to have got uniquely excited about dressing her up in the outfit of their choice… though some of the selections were a little odd. It would appear some had got the 'sexy' theme, but completely forgotten the 'halloween' bit. Having just raided some local adult and lingerie shops for their own particular fetishes. Stacy was confusedly offered a flight attendant's uniform… reassured that: no, why would anyone find that weird? One man had even brought a schoolgirl outfit, only to be embarrassedly reminded that the girl still had plenty of those herself…

Some of the offerings were more suitable, if odd in their own way. Ralph had brought in a rather ridiculously frilly and gothic number. Something which looked more suitable for an Edwardian horror novel or steampunk convention than an office party. Apparently his daughter was a seamstress who sold such things over the internet. Stacy had to admit she liked the oxymoronic idea of being swathed in all those frills but not wearing any panties…

Yet all the other options were rapidly forgotten by all and sundry, simply by the lustre that was gleaming in their living manikin’s eyes at Dan's selection. Whatever their personal offerings had been, all of them could see how hungrily the girl wanted to parade that tiny black parcel before them. Stacy slipped straight out of her current clothing without a single thought. Immune to any consideration that she was baring herself in front of what was still a gathering of veritable strangers. She had spent enough time providing her form to be ogled by now, asleep and awake. Her pink curves swayed under the caress of other’s eyes on instinct and muscle memory alone. All those hours spent dedicatedly learning what made her teenage friends jump to attention now absorbed into her very essence of being.

This new challenge required a little more… tactile assistance though. Little progress was achieved at all until good ol’ Ralph had the bright idea of digging up some cooking oil left in a cupboard in the staff room. Then Stacy found she was blessed with an almost uncountable multitude of calloused hands, massaging and lubricating every inch of her young body. Fingers slid across her skin and explored each and every crevice, spreading their cooling cargo. Then great concerted efforts heaved the stretching material: up from her feet and round her wiggling asscheeks. She could feel the taut material squeezing her into a shape of perfection, even as it expanded out to swallow each swell of flesh and muscle. The shining, black expanse didn’t so much clothe her as become just another layer of skin… tighter and smoother and clingingly-accentuating. She felt it grasp around her asscheeks, taking form around their cleft. Felt it pull up and push out her breasts, not giving an inch of allowance to hide their weight or shapely arousal. By the time the mass had finally pulled taut across her shoulders and closed up around her throat, the girl felt like she was wrapped meat ready to be hung. Every movement brought the whole thing closer, binding it in to better know her base form. Every play of those alien fingers seemed to spread out across the rest of her: this second skin seeming to hollow out, but also expand upon, the feel of every touch.

It would seem it felt just as ethereal to touch as be touched too… Every man there seemed unable to prevent at least one of their hands continuing to roam across her now-rubbery surface. The schoolgirl bathed in the wash of their wandering caresses, her heart beating near fit to burst by just the excitement of their explorations. She was now truly a work of art. A plastic doll of fetishistic form. A statue struggling to breathe, but more than happy to choke on this feeling of exposure.


Chapter 15

A ‘catsuit’… That was what this miraculous device for the stirring of loins was called. Stacy could definitely feel the feline sensuality and confidence that inspired such a name. She was more than naked, as opposed to under-dressed. Her body was more on show wearing the glistening one-piece than if she had been without any covering at all. She could almost see how every curve of herself tied itself to the eyes and groin of every man around her. A parade of man meat swelled and strained from every angle as she bent and stretched, playing devil's advocate to encourage such with her new-found powers of puppetry.

Of course it wasn't long before buttons and zips fell away from those staffs that could not be restrained. Stacy found herself on rubbery knees, enjoying the taut pull kneeling enforced upon every other inch. Cocks flew at her from every angle, and she was more than happy to kiss or stroke each one that tumbled out. Even then, it seemed to be the frictionless second skin of her which drew them the most. She felt them prod and rub against it, second heads smearing their pre-cum upon her oily-black existence. They tucked themselves into her nooks and crannies, using every available avenue to wrap themselves in this new experience. The valley between her thighs became a highway to be dry-humped. The very obvious dimple of her cameltoe used to electrifying effect. The teen felt like a balloon being rubbed full of static. Her nerves all standing on end to reach out toward the next slab of meat to be rubbed against them. Everything tingled. Everything sparked. She was dressed as the night but chock full of stars…

It was that moment, of course, that a disgruntled-looking Tom Banks entered the cramped little stationary cupboard currently overcrowded by half his workforce. He was almost visibly fuming… though even he had to pause for a second and take in the sight of Stacy’s shrink-wrapped form surrounded by worshipping penises. His eyes didn’t leave the schoolgirl for a moment as he chided everyone else present.

“What are all you idiots DOING?! What part of ‘this shit has to stay quiet’ didn’t you get?! It’s five minutes into shift and now we’re gonna have to explain why the lot of you all happened to be just hanging around up here together?! Fucking idiocy!”

The boss walked forward among them, unbuttoning his belt as he did so. Stacy could almost feel his vision creeping across the midnight surfaces of her breasts and ass, even as he continued to chew the rest of them out.

“And just what have you dressed her as?! That isn’t a costume, that’s a fucking full-body condom! How’s she supposed to walk around like that without someone calling the cops to say there’s a bloody walking dildo on the loose?! The mind bloody boggles, it really does?!”

He’d pushed through to reach Stacy by now, gently but firmly pushing her forward to bend over her usual pile of boxes. He’d somehow already acquired the bottle of cooking oil off of Ralph and proceeded to lather a handful into her crotch. The teen felt the throbbing girth of him slide up into that lubricated crevice and start pistoning forward and back. She locked her knees together to squeeze herself around him and enjoy the wall-away emotions of being thigh-fucked. She still had another cock firmly ensconced in one cheek and was jerking off two more, the perfect little fuck-toy for this cupboard full of hungry eyes. Tom Banks was not going to let them all remain and watch his own use of her though.

“Go on then! Bugger off and start working! ...She’ll still be here when you actually deserve a break. But I don’t want to see any more than two or three of you sneaking off at once, alright. This can’t become a bloody mother’s meeting room or someone who shouldn’t is bound to walk in!”

With that, a grumbling portion of the surrounding old men did indeed buckle themselves up and trail on out. Leaving only the few who were currently… engaged with Stacy’s efforts. Mr Banks seemed to stiffly accept this, embroiled as he currently was in heaving against her rear. The teen intern gasped with each thudding buck of him, amazed by how fruitful this fucking-without-penetration was. Her clitoris and labia buzzed with the squelching feeling of an oiled-up phallus sliding so near and yet so far from them. The strange rubbery wall that lay between clinging to their shapes. At a certain point he flipped her over and held her legs up by the ankles, in one hand. Thrusting between them while staring her straight in the face. He came thickly and heavily, the warm substance spurting across her plastic-coated stomach. Then he turned and left the room without further discussion. Certainly not telling her that she had to take the outfit off… despite all the previous protests. Stacy wiped herself clean with an offered tissue, as the next loyal worker shuffled into position. She glanced across at the half-full bottle of cooking oil… wondering if there would be enough to last…


Chapter 16

Sometime later Stacy was just about beginning to feel her heart slow and settle. Her nerves no longer all firing at once and her mind no longer convinced that everyone alive, God and the devil were watching her in every moment. Perhaps that wasn't the best thing: to be becoming relaxed in such outrageous circumstances. She had made it out into the rest of office around mid morning and certainly raised a few eyebrows. The front desk secretary, Angie, had nearly dropped her jaw to the floor… and fairly obviously run off to have a discussion with Mr Banks. But nothing had come of it. Stacy and that particular 20-something year old had developed a sort of passive aggressive rivalry over the past few weeks… that neither quite knew what was about. She had in fact come in in what was clearly supposed to be quite a sexy and risque witch costume herself… it was just hardly noteworthy when compared to Stacy. A few of the other office workers had made some attempts too… But most had seemed far too excited about the prospect of dressing their human doll up, to remember to pick out their own outfit. Stacy had had to hand out promises to try out all their other costumes at various later dates, being far too embroiled in her current outfit to consider taking it off yet.

When she returned to her cupboard, the office toy found she had three eager customers already waiting. With a languid sigh she clambered back up onto her pile of boxes, flashing them a cock-biting grin of antagonising encouragement. She tried to lounge as much like a true cat as she could, stretching her assets out for all to see when…

Disaster! There was a great ripping feeling throughout all of her as a seam gave way and cool air rushed between her legs. The wonderful, oily costume had torn right along her panty-line, exposing her gushing pussy and winking asshole to the world. Stacy felt her heart plummet at ruining such a perfect thing… But of course her onlookers just thought it was a magnificent furthering of the show. There was barely a second spared before the girl felt herself plunged into, the built up horniness of the last few hours suddenly relieved to find a slab of meat driving on home to where it belonged. Her sorrow was forgotten in a moment as she felt hands squeezing in on her plastic-wrapped sides. The tug and pull of the remaining outfit giving a whole new rhythmic dimension to the experience of being taken from behind. Stacy let herself be swept away in the thudding wonder of one man after another slamming themselves to completion against the shining-tar surface of her asscheeks. Each one came inside her, but she was in no state to complain… So overwhelmed was she by the tight, prominent sexuality of her every inch. How could she not become a cum-dump, dressed like this? Her midnight-moulded shape just begged to squeeze semen from every soul that passed…

Come mid-afternoon she had the spunk of at least five men settling inside of her. Both unveiled holes dripping with eagerness for only yet more… A disgruntled Dan was apparently quite upset that he hadn't got first dibs, having provided the now-damaged clothing that had inspired such gushing joy. However it was becoming obvious that at least a hiatus was needed, lest the girl faint from overheating stimulation. Office productivity was also grinding shuddering to a halt again as that upper level stock cupboard became a blackhole lure once again. To the point where Mr Banks eventually just gave up and declared that they would finish early for the day… in the vague hope that those who weren't salivating over their 'educational charge' might go straight home.

Somewhere the idea of going for an after work drink sprouted. Stacy wasn't quite sure what they meant… Surely she couldn't go anywhere like this? Yet suddenly she found herself being half-carried, half-dragged through the office. A diffusing crowd of male bodies around her apparently being enough to hide the slit that exposed her everything so perfectly. She trembled to feel the sun first touch the black of her second skin. But the warehouse district their office slumped in was rarely very populated… and the destination which had been chosen was hardly far at all.


Chapter 17

They turned right out of the office into the dank and dingy alley that skirted their old brick building. Stacy still wasn't quite with the program, wandering along with the pack feeling fresh air between her legs and sweat beneath her catsuit. It was a new and unique kind of thrill: to be being led by a pack of wolves through the back streets, as vulnerable as she'd ever been dressed, with a bellyful of spunk already sloshing around. Suddenly she felt a little beyond her depth again, looking around at the grinning faces of all these older men. It sent dark shivers up her spine and reminded her of Lydia, Mr Gregory and the mysterious others he apparently represented. Every man around had that same self-serving, hungry predator look that Mr Chambers wore. The visage of men who'd pent up unsavory desires for far too many years and now, finally, had someone to unleash them upon… Stacy felt herself gulp at this acknowledgement, but her throat still held the taste of some of them… And that other part of her… That other part of her was gushing at the thought.

They arrived at one building which seemed like any other in this grimy, graffiti'd side of town. Except there was a large, besuited man stood conspicuously before the door. Stacy could vaguely make out the painted shape of a naked woman on the sign above the door, which told her about as much as she needed. Some murmured discussion took place ahead of her, resulting in the calling over of another, sallow-faced and pencil bearded character from where he was smoking.

"Ah! My favourite customers!" He said, open armed and gleefully, his accent strongly foreign, yet his English impeccable. However, his eyes flicked directly to Stacy, taking a long, slithering time to admire everything she had on show. "You know, we don't normally set up 'bring your own' parties, eh? Where did you find this one?"

A sighing Tom Banks appeared from the crowd of men, where for once he had been looking like he'd prefer to blend in and not take charge of this. He took the thin man a little to one side though, and after some whispered discussion, the rest of them were waved on in. Stacy could feel the stranger’s grin on her again as she passed. He leaned in close and whispered: “You have fun tonight, okay? See how you like it… maybe we hire you as well, eh?” The liquid chuckle and wink which came with this made her shudder, as did the way he calmly reached down and squeezed her ass as she walked on. One index finger casually sliding itself down into her exposed cleft.

Walking through that door was like walking into another world, one which was dark and seedy and smelt of stale booze. It was exactly the sort of squalid, dead-end space which Stacy had half believed only existed in movies. Great swathes of shadowy alcoves around a central platform, with only two or three silhouetted figures populating any of it. Yet there were 5 or 6 tall, beautiful women... all wearing small variations of nothing-very-much… dancing against poles, serving drinks, sitting comfortably in the few laps available. They drifted over toward the new arrivals with an eerie confidence, slipping their arms round waists and leading them towards the bar. Most of the men present seemed to treat these half-naked girls like old friends, greeting them by name and giving them kisses on the cheek. It reassured the schoolgirl slightly to see young Dan looking just as nervously out-of-place as she felt… though he cheered up considerably when an athletic-looking asian lady wearing nipple-tassles latched on to his arm.

Mr Banks caught up with them, but made a bee-line straight for the bar. Stacy got the feeling he wasn’t particularly happy that this was how the day had progressed, but had grudgingly decided that it could have been much worse. Suddenly finding herself no longer the centre of attention, the teen in her ripped catsuit began to stumble on her own sense of sexualised confidence. Some of the strippers were giving her disapproving sidelong glances… and her magic outfit more seemed to make her blend in around here, than stand out. She sidled over to the boss and he grunted at her, patting to the stool next to him. A bottle of lemonade was shoved into her hand by an uninterested-looking barmaid, but the cool, sugary liquid was gratefully accepted. Stacy had literally no idea where the evening was going to go from here. Yet, as always, the potential for new experiences began to play excitedly against her fears. ‘Let’s just find out...’ her heart said. ‘Let’s just find out…’


Chapter 18

Stacy sat on Mr Banks' lap and felt the rough surface of his fingers against her unprotected pussy. He seemed to have placed his hand there out of some half-instinct to protect her dignity… or to appease the smirking management of this establishment, who he had clearly had to bribe to let her in here. Still, every so often, she noted he couldn't help but run a digit up and down that groove of her, sending shivers up her back. At least someone was still drawn in by the access to her.

The rest of their party had become thoroughly distracted by the other offerings of this dingy little strip club. Dan was enjoying a lap dance from the little asian lady, entranced by the gyrations of her hips against his crotch. Ralph was at the bar, chatting amiably with the gothic-looking lady serving drinks. While everyone else was just sort of drooling over the other barely-dressed women plying for their attention. Stacy was sure she wasn’t jealous of having all these dull, old men ignore their daily plaything in exchange for more mature and… saggier… fare. But it did feel a little strange to be sat here in such tight wrapping, with fresh air against her pussy, and not be at the mercy of one cock or another.

Thinking that… the schoolgirl did suddenly feel something rising in Mr Bank’s pants as her rubbery cheeks rested against them. She looked coyly over her shoulder at him and gave an encouraging little wriggle… but his eyes were focussed straight past her.

Looking around, Stacy realised the music had changed too… and the neon lighting had all rotated toward the centre stage. It would seem like some sort of show was about to begin. The horny teen contented herself to just enjoying the excitement of being here, in a genuine strip club, dressed as she was. While also resolving to rub her would-be employer raw with her little, round backside… until that swelling lump she felt below her had no choice but to show its appreciation.

A jaunty, off key piano tune had begun, the sleazy squeal of a saxophone following on. At the open doorway to the back of the stage, a leg appeared- long, smooth and stockinged. It bent and flexed with teasing showmanship. Then stepped into the light, dragging behind it a goddess of equal parts. Those stockings reached almost to the top of her thighs, where they met the dangling sheerness of a glittering negligee that draped oh-so-loosely over the rest of her. This thin, black, bejewelled swathe of translucent silk somehow both disguised and accentuated the curvaceous body beneath. Offering endless, swaying hints of the naked truth beneath. The way she walked and paused in time with the music told you she knew exactly which movements gave away which subtle flashes of her perfection beneath. She was showing everything… and nothing, with a controlled subtlety that made Stacey simply gasp in awe. Suddenly her effective bin-liner with a hole ripped in the crotch didn't feel half as sexy.

The drunken cheers and catcalls all around told her the surrounding men were appreciative as well, but her own admiration of this artistry far outstripped their simple lusts. The schoolgirl who had recently been believing she was coming into mastery of this 'being unashamedly sexy' thing, suddenly found herself realising just how much more there was for her to learn. Every step and gesture this older woman made whispered strange and erotic secrets into the ears of everyone watching. She made it seem like her dance was just for you, despite the obvious fact that every eye in the room was glued to her body as well. There was a pole at the end of the catwalk-esque stage, and she sauntered up to this like it was an old flame. With barely a flick of a wrist she seemed suddenly to be airborne upon it, flowing in circles around its circumference. The woman flipped upside down and caught herself there, the hem of her outfit gently descending to reveal all. It was at this point her eyes met Stacey's… and a jolt of recognition shook through the teen. For there, in all her glory, hung Mark's mother. Her naturally-bushed womanhood splayed out at headheight for all to see.


Chapter 19

She was sure the older woman and occasional ally had spotted her as well, in that instant… but there was no sign given by the twirling marvel. The show had to go on, after all. And Stacey remained spellbound, throughout. Unable to quite comprehend that this lithe and perfect expression of unchecked sexuality... was the same lady who had politely invited her and Peter over for dinner so many times. She moved like an angelic cat in the midst of this pit of demonic dogs. Offered something pure and heavenly… though it sure as hell wasn't virginal innocence. All the other girls' plastic smiles and candied giggling seemed to just grate in obviousness when compared to this woman who simply was sex.

And then… far too soon after it had begun… the show ended. The music stopped. The lights returned to normal. Ms Jay had ended up lying on the stage, panting. While barking cheers and wolf-whistles flew over her, along with a scattering of low banknotes. Stacey looked around completely bemused. Surely that wasn't it?! That performance had deserved amphitheatres, Oscars, roses falling in monsoon and a thousand men ejaculating at once just from having witnessed it. Surely even these simple, baying work hounds could see that?!

But, no… The general hubbub of the bar just slowly returned. The lights returned to their normal, dim glare. The scattering of old men turned back to whichever beer or scantily-clad girl was nearest to hand, and no one seemed to even notice the exhausted-looking Ms Jay clambering back up to her feet wearing the next-to-nothing her routine had left her in. No one… except for Mr Banks. Looking up at the man she was still sat in the lap of, Stacey could still feel his appreciation throbbing below. His face held an unknowable half smile as his hands still played piano over her slim, young form. Yet, he was not so entranced as to miss the frown of recognition forming upon the rising stripper’s face, eyes locked to the young and equally under-dressed schoolgirl in his lap. Quickly, he pulled out a roll of bills and nodded towards one of the doors in the back… a universal code to secure a little privacy in a place like this.

As soon as the door was shut behind them, Ms. Jay exploded… Unsure exactly who to direct her surprised and exasperated fury at, but damn certain she was going to have her say over it.

“Stacy?! What are you doing here?! Who’s this?! And what are you wearing?!”

It was clear she was caught somewhere between embarrassment and the overwhelming rage of a lioness seeing her cub under another’s paws. Mr Banks still had his hands on the black rubbery shoulders of his company’s new distraction, but now held her out at arms’ length as if half to show he wasn’t molesting her and half to use her as a shield. He tried several times to start an explanation, but couldn’t get a word in.

“I know you’ve been having fun with Marky and Pete… but this… this is… Did this man make you wear that?!”

Stacy faced the barrage of Mrs. Jay’s voice calmly. She didn’t see anything to be ashamed of… and she was still simply hypnotised by the sway of her friend’s mother’s bared breasts. All she wanted to know was when the older woman had learned to dance like that… and whether she could learn to, too. This predicament she had been caught in barely seemed like a big deal, since the last one they had had words over. Her admiration of this role model was only increasing with each compromising situation they found each other in.

“It’s just my halloween costume Ms. Jay… I had a bit of a wardrobe malfunction…” She shrugged off any other indications that walking around in tight, black plastic with her pussy out might be at all considered strange. Reaching a hand up to grasp the one upon her left shoulder. “And this is Mr Banks… I’m doing my work experience placement in his office. I’ve really been learning a lot!”

She craned her neck back to catch the eye of the man in question, who was clearly still watching this interaction coldly… working out if it was going to end with the police being called. A sly smile crossed the teenager’s face as she worked out how she could play all of this to her own, unsuitable advantage. It excited her to suddenly have so many dirty secrets she could share in and tease with.

“This lady’s Ms. Jay, one of my best friend’s Mom. She’s cool though… she watches her son and our other friend fuck me in her house, like… every day.”

Suddenly the older woman stepped back blushing a little, realising that it was quite possible she didn’t have a leg to stand on when throwing accusations. She looked a little hurt that Stacy would use her hospitality as leverage here… but possibly also a little relieved that the girl was at least in this situation by choice. The fire in the air settled down a little, as each character took in a little more context about the others… none quite sure where to go from there.


Chapter 20

"So you, what? Lure in local highschoolers once a year to provide a bit of 'entertainment' around the office?"

Ms Jay's voice was still filled with venom, but she had at least calmed down enough to let Mr Banks offer answers to her needling questions. Stacy was still just impressed by how commanding a presence the older woman could still generate… while still wearing a rather compromising lack of anything much at all. The teenager felt the man holding her step back up a little closer, however… gaining his footing amid some indignation towards these accusations.

"Hey, hey! I took her on as a favour… and only thought I was getting another pair of hands to run the copier. It was her that had half my guy's cocks down her throat before any of us could blink!"

That made his aggressor blink… it was obvious in her eyes that some mathematics were occurring over the likelihood of that being true, considering what she already knew about Stacy. The girl in question was also taking stock of the lump of attraction that had returned to press up against her backside. Mr Banks clearly liked Ms Jay… and seemed to like her all the more when she was yelling at him.

"Besides, you don't exactly seem like the perfect role model yourself… tearing your clothes off in a place like this and then going home to watch your boy rail into this one all evening? Don't tell me that's the kinda thing you spread around the neighbourhood. Good-looking woman like you strutting your stuff in front of the toothless bum brigade out there and then flicking her bean over the highschool orgy live show? Sounds like you've got an unhealthy itch or two that need scratching,  as well!"

The naked beauty flashed red with annoyance. A blush that Stacy was fascinated to watch spread all down her neck and into those magnificent, mature curves. She puffed out her chest in a way that clearly wasn't meant to show off her full breasts and puffy nipples, but did so wonderfully anyway.

"I took this job because my no-good, piece of shit ex-husband skipped town and left us in a heap of debt to the creep who owns this place… I kept doing it afterwards because I'd built up a bit of a following among the regulars and didn't want to let them down. They're not bums… They're just lonely old men. Widowers and divorcees who can't get much natural, healthy fulfilment anywhere else… There's nothing to be ashamed about in showing off a little sexuality where it's needed…"

There, again was the passion and inner philosophy that had drawn in Stacy to almost idolise this compassionate being. In her eyes the woman almost seemed a saint in the suburbs. Hips swaying between all the plastic falsity with a tongue full of truths no-one else dared say and no shame in her own skin. She could tell Mr Banks was impressed too, as his voice softened but erection only seemed to harden further.

"Well… I'm sorry to hear that… but surely you can see that's pretty much all Stacy's trying to do too. Those are my guys out there. The ones I keep in a job they ain't exactly great at anymore, to earn those dollars they come and stick down your bra in their lunch break. Sure… she's taken it a bit far a bit fast, but that's what kids do ain't it? Are you gonna stand there and say you never took an extra tip or two in one of these rooms for doing something the rules say you ain't s'posed to? It seems pretty obvious to me exactly where she's pulling the inspiration from for all these little games she plays…"

Ms Jay blushed again… indicating that she certainly had gone a little further with her customers than it might state on that sign near the door. Though, judging by the look and location of this place on the shadiest sign of town… that was probably more unilaterally expected than a nice surprise. Stacy was already daydreaming about Mark's mom jacking off or sucking on one old man after another while her son thought she was just off at another 'yoga class'. Then coming home to see him slamming his way inside her, offering a tender, little hug and kiss hello. It sent shivers all across her latex-clad body to imagine holding that secret over her friend and lover from now on.

"Mark doesn't know his Dad left you to pay like this, does he?" Stacy asked the woman she so admired, their faces so close together as they set to the task at hand.

"No… I never told him… and you have to promise not to either!"

Ms Jay looked directly into her teenage companion's eyes, forcing the oath through with burning conviction.

"But why?! Why let the bastard get away with doing this to you?"

Stacy sucked furiously upon the cock she had somehow persuaded her best friend's mother to share with her. Inner fires stoked by the injustices man so often seemed to inflict upon woman. Her older, wiser opposite smiled at this display of bristling defence, but took a few measured licks of her own before answering.

“Because Mark needs a Father… even an absolute deadbeat of one. He was hurt enough by the man running out on us; if he learned about this as well I worry he might have just lost all faith in members of his own gender entirely. A young man needs to know there are good and bad sides to everything… love, family, loose sex and loyal obligations. There were… reasons me and his Dad had the tumultuous relationship we did. I wouldn’t say all the blame lies with him.”

Mr Banks looked down upon the two entirely different, yet equally beautiful creatures lapping at his genitalia. This was not how he expected this to all turn out. Young Stacy seemed to just appear out of nowhere and turn the world on its head, wherever she went. Drawing everyone around her into her own sordid ideas of what was casually acceptable. While this ‘Ms Jay’ fascinated him in ways no other woman had for a long, long time... She certainly wasn’t like any other stripper he’d ever met. The fact that they were both around the same age as his own wife and daughter set terrible comparisons rattling through his head. Somehow his home life suddenly seemed terribly grey and dull, when intimate discussions were being made across the shared microphone of his intimacies.

The highschooler slurped thoughtfully upon her current, fleshy treat. Absorbing Ms Jay’s words while performing this lurid action which had become so second nature to her. So centering and restful. Everything seemed clearer when she had a cock in her cheek, and she wondered if the older woman had agreed to join her down here because she actually felt the same. They worked in tandem. Sliding their lips up and down the length of that pillar and running tongues around both the tip and balls. Their faces came so close for this… and their mouths so near to joining. She could smell Mark’s mom’s sweet breath mixed in with the heady scent of penis. Neither of them were really focussed on the man they were supposedly pleasuring, and instead just watching each other. The teenage girl was beginning to feel like she’d very much like to know what those soft lips might feel like, pressed up against her own. Her admiration for Ms Jay as a sort of mentor had always been spiced with just a hint of something else… and now, in this dark and sweaty place… she was starting to realise what that might be.

“Can you teach me…?” She began… in a slightly breathless whisper. “...T-to move and dance like that, I mean.” She blushed furiously as they both reached the swollen head at the same time and ended up with tongues brushing against each other. “You looked incredible!”

The older woman, for her part, was also showing signs of being a little hot and bothered. Kneeling here, on the cold and sticky floor. Next to naked and sharing a cock with the object of all her son’s fantasies. Somehow it made her feel like a schoolgirl herself again… exploring uncharted waters in desire and relationships. She had watched this precious thing buck her hips against those two dear boys time and time again in the sanctuary she had provided for them. It was ridiculous to lie anymore and not admit that Mr Banks had been right in suggesting she’d been getting something out of that herself. Since Rick had run off, the outlets she’d found for her own sexual energy had seemed to become more and more tangential. Flaunting herself in this dank and dingy club had become a twisted little delight she looked forward to more and more. When she had stepped through that curtain and seen Stacy sitting there… so tightly wrapped in black and rubbing herself raw against a stranger. Well, two worlds had collided… and she wasn’t sure she could separate them again emotionally. Her desire to teach this young thing how to safely navigate her budding sexuality had become tangled hopelessly with just her own baser desires. It felt very much like the door to being a responsible guardian had shut somewhere far behind, and she wasn’t even sure where she’d stepped past it.

When the throbbing thing between them finally burst forth, there was no stopping the inevitable. They each caught as much of it as they could and immediately threw it together in a tangle of tongues. Pulling each other’s body close as they squeezed the cock empty between two mismatched pairs of tingling breasts. Mr Banks could only watch on in amazement as the kiss seemed to go on and on for hours… His own expulsions lost and swallowed somewhere in the midst of all that writhing.


To be continued… In Part 6 of

‘Afterschool Orgy Club’

Many Thanks for supporting a struggling author in uncertain times by purchasing and reading this short, erotic fantasy. I do hope you enjoyed the story so far and will consider reading any further titles I release.

Stacy and co will return shortly for further perverse adventures, but there are also a backlog of other stories I plan to unfold on this storefront.

The realms of sexual fiction are murky and uneven to tread. I hope this story has provided some small slice of escapism and fleeting pleasure, without crossing any boundaries you are uncomfortable with.
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