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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 Four
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Chapter 1

Stacy scribbled haphazardly across the board. She'd pretty much forgotten what she was even supposed to be writing… Not that it mattered… Her ‘detention supervisor’ clearly had other things on his mind. She felt his swollen stiffness raking up her skirt at the back… Was that the feel of actual flesh brushing against the skin around her underwear? Had he really gained enough confidence to just unzip and have at her?

The girl had no idea how Mr Chambers had managed to wrangle it… One after-school detention a week for a month, each one under his own ‘personal one-to-one guidance’. It made Stacy furious that the school would allow such a thing! What if it had been someone else who'd been landed with this pervert? Someone vulnerable?! Familiar shivers crawled their way up her spine as her tactile senses confirmed that: Yes, that was definitely an unsheathed penis rubbing itself against her cotton panties. She gave a pouting push backward with her hips. Still pretending to be enthralled by her task, of course, but secretly hoping she might be able to give the old creep a carpet burn by the end of this.

To be fair she was furious at the world in general at the moment. She had been doled out this ridiculous level of punishment just yesterday. All because she had completely forgotten some idiotic order to organise herself a one-day-a-week work-experience placement over the next three months. Apparently they had been reminded over and over that this was expected of them, but Stacy guessed she’d been a little too… distracted... recently, to think about it. The first she’d realised the date was approaching was when she’d been sandwiched between Mark and Peter last weekend. The pair had been discussing their own upcoming placements while alternating thrusts between her pussy and rectum. Which made her grumpy at them, as well. She got that they felt a bit awkward being so close to each other while fucking her from all angles, and liked to talk about other things to distract from that... but it seemed like she had just become the water cooler for them to discuss scheduling conflicts around. She was usually too overburdened by the plethora of feelings they were drilling into her to do more than listen and punctuate the dialogue with moans. Yet the one time they could have been of interest and use to her came FAR too late. She got the nagging feeling that they were becoming overly used to her being an always-available fuckbag and were forgetting to think of her as an absent-minded friend as well.

Still, maybe not having her warm, wet holes available once or twice a week would teach them a lesson there: The absolute worst part about all this was that she was still expected to find a work placement, and sooner rather than later, with the threat being that if not: these detentions would translate into being a full-time ‘teaching support assistant’ for Mr. Chambers, while everyone else got a chance to get AWAY from school for a change. Stacy let the feeling of his slightly-weeping helmet swirling across her buttocks seep in, and tried to imagine a 9 to 5 of being at this man’s beck and call… She wouldn’t have to wear uniform, but would he get to choose her dress code? Could he demand she parade about in his classes dressed in something embarrassing and skimpy? Continually drop things in front of rows of her fellow students and demand that she bend over and pick them up? Get her to stand stock still as a living model for examples and use that ridiculous metal pointer of his to prod and poke her? Okay… so the answer to most of those was probably a resounding ‘No.’, but the schoolgirl felt her heart flutter a little at just the thought. She utterly despised how indecently excited she got about these appalling daydreams of hers. Why was she letting him get away with this?!

The answer came as she felt the all-too-familiar shape of a cock slip between her thighs. Whether that was by accident or decision, she did not know. However her body automatically reacted by sliding one ankle behind the other, crossing her legs so that the offending shaft was pinched up close against her panties’ moistening gusset. She leaned in close to the board as if concentrating on writing or drawing something intricate and felt his hands descend to her hips. The tight triangle of flesh and cotton she had made for him must have driven the man delirious, he seemed to lose all track of falsified decorum and simply started thrusting like a dog in heat. The experience was incredible, a furiously teasing dry-hump of secondhand masturbation. Her pussy ached and begged for him to just pull that thin line of material aside, and finish the job properly! …Several times she was sure he was about to… yet he never did. Surely he couldn’t still believe she didn’t know what was happening? Stacy thought, even as she felt him buck his last heaves against her and watched a sad few, wasted trails of semen splatter against the classroom flooring. Yet, when she stood up bright red-faced and brushing her skirt down; the distinct sound of a zipper closing was all she heard. The schoolgirl turned to look at her least-favourite teacher expectantly and he just glanced at his watch exhaustedly.

“That’ll do Miss Lee… you’re dismissed. Same time next week, remember.”

Stacy nodded and collected her bag. Same time next week.


Chapter 2

A short, angry walk later… and after a scant few minutes of unnecessary pleasantries, Stacy felt right with the world again. Still angry. But on the upswing of having somewhere to throw those emotions. Mark slammed himself into her anus. She had demanded he did so. Nearly slapped him across the face when he pussied about asking stupid questions before he got started. He was just worried about her, she knew that… But what she needed most, RIGHT NOW, was to have at least one great, throbbing lump of meat forcing itself into the very deepest parts of her it could reach, as hard as it possibly could. If she had to upset a dear friend to get such… well so be it.

Peter was laid out in front of her. Looking ever so slightly anxious as she pumped a white knuckled fist up and down the great length of him. She pistoned that arm like a machine gun, but he need not worry: she wasn’t about to break her favourite toy. Not before it had given her her second course, at least. Her ass stung. The raw ache of it being driven open and into yet again still not feeling quite like a natural thing for it. Stacy didn’t mind. It would learn. Just like her pussy did. She almost enjoyed the pain. It helped centre her. It felt right that she should be punished in some way for all her excesses of twisted pleasure. She felt sick with herself. Angry at the world. Yet, at the same time, revelled in everything. Why had she let that disgusting old pervert have his way with her? ...For the same reason she would again next week… Because she wanted him too. She’d wanted him to go further. She’d wanted him to do it in the middle of class. Strip her down and show her true colours to all those assholes who already thought so little of her. What would Mark and Peter think, if they knew what was going through her head? If they knew what she had let happen just half an hour ago? Would they be surprised? Disgusted? Would they understand more the mess she wanted them to make of her? Would they finally stop being such good friends and just fuck her harder and harder and harder?! Rip her clothes off whenever they felt like it and just use her and use her and use her?! Pass her around their other friends like a cheap porno mag made of flesh and begging self-disgust?

Stacy felt her body gushing with raw, unkempt emotions. She had reached between her legs with her free hand and was furiously rubbing at her own clit. Her mouth was full of Peter and she gulped at him with such greedy glee. The headrush of her exertions kept sending her mind around and around in these twisted delusions of paranoia and arousal. She was a dirty, grumpy, debased and damaged slut. A teenage nightmare of twisted hungers and sordid secrets. She hated and hated and hated to think too long about everything she was doing with her life… and loved every single second she was living it! She felt her closest friends throb and swell inside of her… then burst with salty slime. She felt that rain fall among her bowels and climb up the back of her throat. The smell swept up into the back of her nose and her sphincter gasped as it grabbed at the last of Marks sinking erection. All her anger fell away and she rode a wave of just purest bliss… She was floating among the clouds: far, far above. Looking down on this scene of a still half-dressed schoolgirl being spitroasted in a dusty, little scrap of woodland. What a silly, wonky thing she looked: with her legs all a-splay and her panties in a bunch. Yet she couldn’t help but forgive the poor creature. It just looked so happy to be caught so… So perfectly where it belonged.


Chapter 3

Stacy got home late that night, for, she was diligently informed, the 6th time in a row. Who kept such a careful track of these things? Why did they bother?! She was, as always, informed that this had to be the last time. The past 5 had had to be the last time too. They both seemed to be edging on legitimately upset this time though… so she had to give them some sort of distraction. The A-grade schoolgirl had no choice but to let slip her troubles with the school over this work experience placement. They probably would have found out anyway. She gave out a few tears as well… a sob story about how all the pressure of her schoolwork had just made it slip her mind…

And that was that. They had something to grab on to. Something they could try to fix that was easier than actually trying to find out what their daughter was really thinking. God, that was what she hated about her parents. They were so determined to live a lovely 3 bedroom, 2 car, nuclear suburban life that they could hardly seem to see or fathom anything outside that ideal. As long as their only daughter’s grade average was within a suitable range, she didn’t seem to be smoking or hanging around with ‘the wrong sorts’. Why, then she must be turning out fine. Well done them as parents. Dinner and wine with the Johnson’s on Thursday?

Stacy loved and hated the freedom this gave her. Loved and hated how easily she could manoeuvre around them, lie to them, play the role they so wanted to believe of her. She could act like their perfect little princess from dawn to dusk, if needed. If they were watching. She loved and hated the pair of them because neither seemed to have the slightest idea who she really was…

They were immediately consoling at the admission of her failings. They hugged and reassured her and got right on task with setting this straight, without a single thought of letting her face the problem she’d caused herself alone. Her Dad started making calls immediately, while her Mom ran her a nice hot bath. By the time the teen had sank below the bubbles a knock on the door informed her a placement was all set up for her… all she had to do was turn up. She felt sick with guilt and self-loathing. That was all it had taken. As the soapy water soaked into her crevices, washing out the last dregs of semen she had collected within herself today… her darling family settled down to relax for the evening, another job well done. Stacy scrubbed herself bitterly, before succumbing to the notion that surprise, surprise… she was once again horny.

She walked out of the bathroom still naked and dripping, calling out that she was going early to bed. A consenting ‘goodnight’ was all she received through the open lounge door. Neither turned to see her state of undress. She climbed the stairs and locked her door. She had found a fun new way to spend her evenings of late, while Mark and Peter sent their incessant messages. There was a website where you could simply broadcast yourself to random strangers, the length and breadth of the internet. It was mostly occupied by ugly men in darkened rooms, hoping to find something worth masturbating to. She was more than happy to provide. She kept a little mental tally… a ‘high score table’ perhaps: Of how many she could watch cum before her own working fingers brought her to climax. On a good night she could beat her current record twice before collapsing into a deep and drooling slumber. Sometimes she didn’t even remember to turn off the camera, resulting in the twisted little joy of waking up to see some complete stranger already watching her… and wondering how many creeps had spent their time admiring her unconscious form while she slumbered.


Chapter 4

The placements started that very week, so one suddenly miserable rainy morning Stacy found herself diverting from her usual path through the park towards school out into the grey concrete labyrinth of town. The boys had both been excitedly texting her all morning, full of enthusiasm for the vocations they themselves had personally picked out ages ago. Mark in a local photo studio and Peter in some swanky IT firm all the way out in the city. She cursed them both… how had she managed to glaze over every time they’d even mentioned this upcoming travesty?! ...Too focussed on the opinions of their lower organs she supposed.

She found the building easy enough, though it was just as grey, drab and nondescript as all the others around it. She half had the urge to just walk on by… head into town and see what other trouble she could get into. Go FULL delinquent… but the thought of spending even MORE time at the mercy of Mr. Chambers stopped her. Sordidly turned on by his attentions or not… the girl didn’t want that creep having TOO much fun at her expense… he was still a complete asswipe after all. So she clambered up the steps and in to the dingy light of a cramped little office.

‘Tom Bank’s Sales Insurance Limited’ was a small but up-and-coming business which her Dad’s accounting firm happened to work with. The staff were comprised of the titular Mr. Banks himself, a middle-aged go-getter on his third or fourth try of running his own company, twelve other men of various ages and levels of pencil-neckery who each seemed to stay glued within their own semi-divided desk cubicles; and one 20-something year old female secretary, who greeted Stacy with a huge amount of pent up enthusiasm at the prospect of finally having some female company… only to be quickly let down by the girl’s incredibly dour attitude. They were all. Very. Nice. Dull but nice. Their jobs were incessantly repetitive and boring but they each dedicatedly took the time to explain what they did to the near mute and grouchy young lady forced upon them. Stacy hated inflicting herself upon them, hated them for pretending like she wasn’t a bother, hated herself for making all this harder for everyone by being such a miserable bitch about it. It was a cruel and self-perpetuating cycle.

She was bounced between the various segments of the business all morning, as each group tried desperately to draw even a hint of interest out of her stubborn teenage sulk. Until eventually she was just sent off to find herself some lunch, with straws secretly being drawn as to whether she’d bother coming back. She did though, the threat of Mr. Chamber’s classroom still hanging over her head. By which time the boss himself, Mr. afore-mentioned Tom Banks had made himself some time he could spend with her.

His office was still a cramped and messy affair, though actually walled off from the rest of the building at least. It was stuffed with shelves upon shelves of old files and paperwork, some of which were still labelled with the logos of previous failed ventures. Still this was his kingdom, and he ruled it fairly benevolently, from behind that battered desk. Stacy let herself consider him to be quite handsome… in a middle-aged, all-business, lack-of-sleep sort of way. Still the despairing sigh he gave her said he hadn’t been completely unaware of how un-cooperative she had been being to his staff all morning.

“Stacy, Stacy, Stacy… What are we going to do with you? I let you come here on such short notice as a favour to your Dad… He does a whole lot of work for us week to week. I really don’t understand why you’re making it so difficult, he’s always mentioned you being a good kid over the phone…”

“... Sorr…” Was all he got from the girl, muffled and aimed down at her lap. He sighed again.

“It’s not about ‘sorry’ love… I mean we could just leave you sat in a corner sulking for the entire time, wouldn’t bother us none… but this is supposed to be some kind of… you know… ‘learning experience’ for you. We just want to find something… ANYTHING productive that you wouldn’t mind help us with…”

A bubble of that anger suddenly welled up within Stacy. She couldn’t help but let it out.

“But I don’t care about any of this! I don’t ever WANT to work in a crummy little office like this, tapping away at a keyboard all day! I don’t want to spend my whole life doing ANYTHING that the bloody school or my fucking Dad want me to do! So all this is just… so… pointless.” She deflated upon that last line, sinking down into her true apathetic feelings about all this. It all seemed so grey and flat and worthless. She knew what she enjoyed doing, knew what skills and talents she wanted to explore her limits of… it was just nothing that society seemed willing to accept of her.

For his credit, Mr. Banks stayed calm through this outburst. He watched the young woman before him with a measuring eye. Considering her carefully.

“So what DO you want to do then, Miss Stacy Lee? What ARE you good at… and interested in?”

Stacy felt an impish honesty and suicidal confidence flow into her, filling the gap that anger had left. She sat up straight in her chair, looked the older man square in the eye, and said:

“Sucking cock.”


Chapter 5

Tom Banks blinked. Once. Whatever he had been expecting the girl to say… that was not it. He sat back in his old leather chair, still holding the gaze of this strangely fierce young thing. She seemed to be daring him to react. Challenging him to laugh, or look disgusted, or roar with unchecked anger, demanding to call her parents, her school, the police. Instead... he simply watched her. Taking in the determination in her eyes. The certainty in her smile. The pleasing contours of her young body held on tenterhooks down below.

“Show me.” He heard his own voice say, unsure quite yet whether he believed he was simply calling a bluff or not. The answer came quite quickly, as she slid nimbly off her chair and around the desk to him. Suddenly it was too late to reconsider as he found himself faced with a tender young lioness knelt between his legs. She spared no time at all in unzipping his fly and pulling out his manhood. Those soft lips leapt straight to work, parted by the flash of a lightly glistening tongue. ‘This is the first actual adult cock I’ve got to play with’ thought Stacy to herself, wondering absently whether it would taste different. She found herself a little anxious to do a good job, suddenly considering that this same piece of meat had probably been sucked by at least a few other women in it’s time. It hadn’t leaped out of his pants to meet her, like the boy’s were always want to. She had to work at it’s flaccid shaft and hairy balls for several minutes before earning a glimpse at it’s full and swollen stature. It did not quite match the size of Peter’s monstrosity, but was almost certainly larger than Mark’s. The proud little sword-swallower found herself mentally mapping out it’s curves and veins… adding it to her growing little catalogue of phalluses she knew the flavour of. Once the task of raising it was properly taken care of, she moved on towards the goal of burying its entirety down her gullet, bobbing herself forward and back against the seated man’s lap.

She heard the door swing only at the moment a pair of legs made it all the way round to her. A voice above spoke with the rushed tones of a soul who often just walked into this office with busy matters and had never had reason to believe a knock might be in order.

“Hi Boss, sorry to disturb you but I need you to look over these… Ermm is that Stacyeee… What is she doi-?  I’ll just…”

The girl didn’t hesitate. She simply pulled her head back from one position, turned, unzipped this new arrival with her free hand… and had him ensconced within her cheeks within seconds. All while maintaining a steady rhythm of jerking now her fingers had two cocks to wrap around.

Above, you could almost hear Mr. Banks’ shrug. “...It’s what she said she liked doing. Now what did you need me to look at?”

The second voice seemed to take a second or two to try and work out just where he was in this situation. Trapped complicit now, though through no direct action of his own. In the end he apparently came to the decision that just letting this happen was about the only option available. The two men discussed some uninteresting tangle of figures over Stacy’s bobbing head, while trying not to react to the obvious effects her efforts were having on them.

After a couple of minutes Mr. Banks put the charts they were poring over to one side, winking to his compatriot and saying:

“Sorry, Ralph. I’ve just gotta make a phone call a sec…”

He pulled out his phone and dialled a number, absentmindedly stroking the hair of Stacy, who had switched back to guzzling down on him for the moment.

“Oh, hi. Mr. Lee? It’s Tom Banks, you wanted me to ring at some point with how your girl’s been getting along…”

Stacy’s eyes flashed up to him in a flurry of nervousness, gleaming even as she worked her hardest to make sure she was swallowing every inch of the man she could. Surely he wasn’t going to…

“No, no, fine. She’s fine, we had some difficulties this morning finding where she was most comfortable… but I really feel we’ve found the right.. *Ahem*...Place for her.”

The man pulled tight upon Stacy’s hair at this, ramming himself down her throat as far as he possibly could. The teen let her oesophagus relax open to take it, the hairs at it’s base tickling her nose, just as she had practised so many times on Peter.

“Can you speak to her? Not right now I’m afraid, she’s got her hands full with one of my colleagues… I was just calling to say you should be very proud of her. That’s one hell of a fine young lady you’ve raised.”

As he said this Stacy felt the man’s penis twitch inside her throat as he poured a huge load of semen down her throat. The taste of it flooded back up to her as he pulled himself free, splashing the last couple of spurts against her blood-rushing cheeks.

“Oh, fuck!” Muttered the other man in the room, watching the young girl gasp air back into her lungs, saliva and spunk dribbling from her face. He began to cum himself so Stacy hurriedly positioned herself to catch the falling trails in and around her mouth, just like a good little slut should.

“Oh, yes… She can certainly come back again…” Said Mr. Banks just before he hung up the phone. Then both men simply stared down as the teen trapped between them showed off the mouthful of creamy liquid she had collected. Balancing it proudly... Carefully... on her tongue… then swallowing down the whole lot in one lip-smacking, contented gulp.




Chapter 6

“Well…” Said Mr. Tom Banks, of Tom Banks Sales Insurance… patting the head of his latest temporary subordinate like she was a puppy who had just shown off a trick. “It would seem we’ve found ourselves a bright young talent after all…” Stacy beamed with sincere delight.

He looked across at his other employee, who was still wearing an expression that could only be described as ‘agape’. “Oh don’t be such a prude Ralph. She’s legal. I doubt this is what her father had in mind but…” He gave Stacy an apologetic wink. “To be honest I always thought the guy was a bit of a douche… he does good work for us but… well I can see why his daughter might end up like this. Dry as a desert rat’s ass that one… wouldn’t know where real life was if you showed it to ‘im.” He tickled Stacy under the chin. She caught herself giggling like a five year old. For some reason she felt like putty in the man’s hand right now, all air-headed and ditsy.

Mr Banks was looking down at her with an appraising eye now, as if weighing up her value as he would any business opportunity.

“A proper little nympho, eh? There's a stroke of luck we don't often see, huh Ralph?”

His greying companion still looked as if he'd been slapped across the face with a wet fish. His moustache twitched into a smile in reply to Stacy's constant beam, though. It would seem her pride and dirty delight at being able to show off to these old fogeys was impossible to resist or deny.

“Well no boss… I'm not sure I've ever seen anything like it… Just look at that grin… You'd think she just won first prize at Sunday school! Are all the young’uns these days like that?! Surely we can't have a glorified little cocksucker running around ‘ere every week? If the boys found out there'd be a stampede. They'd be queuing out the door to ‘ave a go at ‘er…”

The company's owner and director seemed to muse on this, while continuing to stroke his new charge's hair. With his other hand he quite casually bounced his still half-cocked penis against her cheeks and lips a few times. Stacy quite happily parted them again to let him wipe himself across a soft tongue. Watching the older men decide her fate through their distracted fascination with her.

“I don't see why not. As long as no-one… official… finds out. I certainly wouldn't complain at having some… assistance on the day to day. Might even help with the headaches I go home with, sorting out you lot's messes every day.”

Tom slapped his shaft against the teen's face a little harder now, a few times on each side. Admiring the delightfully embarrassed rosy blush this brought.

“You've been after me to do something to ‘raise morale’ around here ain'tcha? Well I reckon if a few of the lads who know how to keep their traps shut were let on to a little secret… They could take their breaks in that third floor cupboard nobody ever goes in. While young Stacy here just happens to be playing fetch for me… Would ya like that, little minx? To earn your keep here by putting that mouth of yours to good use on a few more old men?”

Stacy was already eyeing up the reawakening erection that was being teased at her. That hunger in her soul beginning to salivate.

“That does sound a lot less boring than just sitting by the photocopier... or doing coffee runs… I’m sure you’d give me a pretty good report after my placement here if I said yes, right?”

Mr Banks smiled coyly at this, not quite certain who was playing who. Had this stubborn teenage dirtrag actually been hoping she could worm her way into this sort of arrangement. Not that he particularly minded if she had… really this seemed like a win for all parties. Still, he couldn’t help goading her a little.

“Well, I guess that depends on how good a job you do… little miss cock-lover.”


Chapter 7

Extracts from the diary of a slut-in-training…

October 12th (Saturday)

Went to our first boating Saturday in a while today, you'd think Pete had been away for years the way all the old men crowded round him. They just couldn't seem to fathom what he could've been doing that could POSSIBLY be more interesting than sailing model boats around… :’D Caught some sideways glances shot at me and Mark, CLEARLY we were blamed for taking their model-making savior away. Of course at some point Mark cottoned on to this and thought it would be funny to flip up my top whenever one of em glanced over… Can't remember the last time I wore a bra now… So there's a good chance my boobs are now scored into the eyeballs of the biggest collection of middle-aged virgins in town… Still… They did seem a lot friendlier after that… What's the price of a titty-flash against that? We stopped off at the outdoor clubroom after that, finished another branch of the condom tree! ❤❤❤

Mark: Once in my pussy, Once on my tits.

Pete: Once in my ass, Once in my mouth.

October 15th (Tuesday)

Detention again… Can’t believe they’re still making me go to these even though I’ve GOT a placement now. Mr Chambers is just getting worse and worse! He’s getting so cocky these days he’s even started messing with me in class. He stood behind me at the back of the room yesterday and slid a ruler into the waistband of my skirt. I just had to scribble away with him leaning over me, feeling the little ridges scratching against my ass. He even spanked me with it, quickly and quietly, just as I was the last one out the door. Then today I had another hour of him rubbing his disgusting little cock against me after everyone else had gone home. I’m pretty sure he even came right inside my panties this time. I had to walk home feeling that squelch between my legs and wondering whether it was actually his spunk or just my stupid pussy soaking itself through again… I still can’t believe I get turned on by that creepy pervert… but when I’m there… and he’s just doing whatever he wants… 😡😣😖

Mark: Once in my mouth, in the bathrooms at lunch,

Mr Chamber’s: Once in my fucking panties!

October 17th (Thursday)

My second day at work! 😊😏 Almost skipped my way there this time… I’m SO glad Mr Banks had that ‘little chat’ with me… Makes me think the whole world would be a lot easier if everyone was just honest about what they’re good at. I could tell as soon as I arrived who he and Ralph had told about our ‘arrangement’, just by the way they looked at me. That judgy bitch of a receptionist acted surprised to even see me back. Guess all that ‘excited to have another girl around’ stuff was fake nicety crap after all. Mr Banks showed me to the old stationary cupboard I would be ‘sorting out for him’ straight away. He told me to get on my knees and keep my hands behind my back like a ‘good little whore’. It’s weird… but I actually like the way he tells me what he wants me to do and calls me dirty names… It’s so different from when I play around with the boys. So much more… business-like, I guess. The rest of the day I just sorta waited around for some of the other guys to come looking for me. Six of them seemed to know what the deal was, including Ralph and Mr. Banks. They were all a bit unsure at first, but by the afternoon they must have spotted the other’s nipping off to visit me. A couple even came back again for their afternoon break as well. I really didn’t have too much time at all where I WASN’T sucking someone off… just the occasional chance to grab a glass of water and my lunch break. I didn’t even feel hungry really… I must have gulped down so much cum.

Mr Banks and co: Nine times in my mouth! I’m going to have to see if I can beat my record every time… I wonder if it would be too obvious if I let them cum anywhere else?

October 18th/19th (Friday/Saturday)

Stayed over at Mark’s friday night… somehow seems like ages since we just hung out, but with my detentions and all our work placements and band practices and stuff… Well we knew we couldn’t keep going at the pace we started out the orgy club with. I’m just glad Ms Jay turned out to be so cool about all this, with the weather turning shitty I don’t know how much longer we’ll be able to chill out at the clubroom… I hope the condom tree doesn’t blow over! It’s still pretty weird though… doing things when she’s around. She joined us to watch a movie last night. Sat right next to me while I leaned over and sucked her son off. I even stretched my feet out onto her lap when it came time for Pete’s turn… She just sort of held onto them and absent-mindedly stroked my calves… It was kinda nice, actually. She’s like a cool aunt who’ll support me whatever I do. Wish Mom was anything like that.

Mark (Over both days): Twice in my pussy, Once on my back, Once in my mouth, Once on my face.

Pete (Had to leave early Saturday): Once in my pussy, Once in my ass, Once on my tits.


Chapter 8

Stacy stared down at the page of equations. She had to admit, despite the... distractions… all this extra time spent with her face buried in maths problems was making them sink in more. Perhaps a bit of highly inappropriate reinforcement was what she needed for all her grade averages to rise. Her whole mind and body seemed to be wired around acts of depravity these days after all. She fell asleep dreaming about the cocks she’d had that day and woke up salivating at what further opportunities the next might present. Her laptop was always next to her bed, webcam on and beaming her morning routine of masturbation and dressing out to the world at large. Gone were the fears that someone she knew might see… the web was such a wide place. She uploaded more pictures to her and Pete’s website everyday, Mark provided a near endless supply after all. His placement at the studio really seemed to be inspiring the clown. Everything seemed to have settled into pace as an accelerating cascade of slutty exhibitionism for her.

Take these detentions for instance: It was possibly to the point now where it kinda seemed like those who handed out arbitrary punishments had simply forgotten about her. Should she go to the vice-principal and complain, or simply stop showing up, the sessions would stop. Mr Chambers might not like it… but she doubted he’d argue too loudly, considering what he’d been doing in them. Only, she hadn’t gone to anyone… and he knew it. His confidence had grown and grown every time she’d just let him have his way with her. To the point where she was now sat upon his lap, behind his desk. Her skirt was hoiked up into its own waistband and his cock was wound up into the gusset of her panties, pulled tight against her tender flesh. She would lean forward over the exercises laid out for her… and he would lean back and try to act like the subtle slide forward and back of his hips was at all surreptitious. She shivered as the teasingly slow build up of friction and pleasure between them grew and grew, still completely unspoken or acknowledged. Why didn’t he just fuck her already? Surely he must know by now that she would let him, whether the thought of it repulsed her or not!

Stacy’s agonising over this question was at last relieved, though by a moment of sudden terror. The classroom door clattered open. Giving her a brief confliction between horror of being found out like this and exasperation that at least now she was fucked in one sense of the word.

Of course that was nothing compared to Mr Chambers’ reaction. The spindly creep leapt up like the stick up his ass had finally snapped, catapulting his pupil-come-plaything forwards. Stacy ended up sprawled across the desk, the teacher’s penis still tangled in her panties… and possibly more in view of whoever was now absorbing this damning scene.

Yet, though she couldn’t see the new arrival, the words “Oh, thank heavens! It’s just you…” passing over her backside, told her everything she needed to know. She strained to glance up past her over-spilt ponytail at Mr Gregory, the geography teacher she had heard talking to Mr Chambers in the bathroom, all those weeks ago.

“Aha, I knew it! You did catch your little birdy in the end! You dirty little fucker Leonard… screwing your students after classes!” The man seemed genuinely overjoyed and proud of his colleague’s apparent overt act of sexual assault.

Mr Chambers coughed, actually trying to compose himself into some state of condescending denial. “I don’t know what you’re talking about… me and miss Lee here were just going over some of her class work as part of an ongoing punishment. You simply surprised us when-”

“Oh, come off it Len. I can still see you half inside her, with her skirt wrapped up ‘round her ears!”

Now Mr Chambers tried to muster up some kind of indignant fury… you really had to admire his almost politician-level perseverance to denial.

“I have NEVER been inside her!- I only... She-” He faltered, stuck on one truth among a plethora of other damning ones. “...Miss Lee’s chosen wardrobe habits of late have been none of my concern. I have, in fact, defended her… free-spiritedness... when several other members of the faculty have made comment. It is in the nature of these one to one sessions with pupil’s that my teaching become a little more… personal… that is all that was happening. You just surprised us.”

Stacy swivelled her head between the two men standing above and discussing her, trying her best to even see their faces as they did so. She caught a sneering smirk from Mr Gregory.

“Oh really? Is that it? Well let me just check in with Miss Lee herself here…” He reached down to help the girl see him, tilting her chin up to look directly in her eyes.

“Stacy, right? Has my friend Mr Chambers here been getting… personal… with you in these detentions for a while now?”

The schoolgirl didn’t quite know how to answer that… it wasn’t exactly an accusation. And seeing as she already knew this man was apparently all-for ‘advanced student-teacher relations’ she wasn’t even sure what the argument was about.

“Err… yes? He’s been err… helping me very… closely… Over the past few weeks.”

“And that hasn’t bothered you at all?”

Stacy shook her head. Mr Gregory’s eyes sparkled.

“In fact, you wouldn’t even mind if his lessons became… more personal… would you? Looking at you sprawled out all red-faced like that…”

The young student looked up at this man, supposedly responsible for her growth and education into a grown woman… and knew she was walking into a trap. Yet her heart was beating in her chest. A man she despised’s still-swollen penis was pinned between her labia. She looked down shyly for an instant… and shook her head again.


Chapter 9

Stacy could physically feel the rush of excitement this small movement brought the man behind her. His cock, still tangled in the twisted cotton of her panties and trapped between her flesh and the desk, suddenly bloomed back into a throbbing trunk of urgent glory. She felt like it was almost going to lift her up off the wooden surface just with the strength of its own eagerness. Above her a flabbergasted voice continued to speak over her as if she wasn’t even there. In fact it seemed to speak only to itself, as if chiding only its own foolishness for not realising sooner.

“You mean… I could have just taken her... wholly? Whenever I wanted? Without all this tiptoeing around?”

Stacy could just about still see Mr Gregory’s face towering over her, though he seemed to have drawn in closer. That same smirk deepening and taking on an altogether more vindictive gleam as his show of one-upmanship over his apparent rival and colleague came through. The schoolgirl was still struggling to come to terms with the fact that this was the friendly and jovial geography teacher that was almost universally loved by the student body at large. Had he always been hiding this other side behind all that? She was starting to think that in terms of creeps and predators… Mr Chambers was the pussycat here.

“Oh, almost certainly... I mean just look at the girl! There’s some you can just practically smell the pussy juice dripping out of…”

Again, the heavier set man reached down and tenderly tilted Stacy’s head to look up at him, even as he described her so viciously.

“I’ll bet she’s been passed around half the boys in your class… or she should’ve been… If those hairless-balled idiots have learnt any sense at all yet. Look at her! Already licking her lips ‘cause she knows exactly what’s coming! Some girls are just born to it! And these early moments when they’re just realising that are magical…”

Stacy self-consciously realised her mouth was moistening up, her saliva glands ramping up as much as her other fluids, far below, were beginning to seep and flow onto the table. Was her body really so geared up to just be a plaything for these sickening advantage-takers who talked of her like a primed slice of meat. She dropped her eyes to Mr Gregory’s crotch, bulging out not 6 inches from her face now… And had to bite a lip to stop herself licking it again…

“Go on Len…” The geography teachers voice was soft now, still teasing slightly, but encouraging. “Give the girl what she wants… She looks about ready to me. I bet she’s been wondering when you were going to stop teasing her for ages now. You’ve found yourself a good one here… a proper little cock-addict… She’ll never sell you out, ‘cause she don’t want to risk her chances of getting further fixes down the line. Just look at her trembling! She can’t help herself! Her whole little body is just begging to be violated… if not by you, then by anybody else who comes along… Fuck the girl, Len! Put her out of her misery! Fuck the girl and then we can start getting on toward the really fun stuff…”

Stacy listened to this building incitement toward her own invasion with only half a mind. He was right, by now she was near delirious with anticipation. All those previous sessions of tantalising abuse of trust. All the time she had now spent with that slab of meat rubbing against her entrances. She was still staring at the other teacher’s bulge, unable to break her gaze away from yet another potential source of degradation. Somewhere behind her she felt hands upon her ass cheeks, spreading them out to unveil the flower of her youth. Something lined itself up to drive all the way inside her, and her pussy gratefully kissed it ready welcome… Finally she was going to be fucked by this man who clearly shouldn’t… and who every sensible cell in her brain told her she shouldn’t want to. Finally she could stop hanging on to that strange belief: that she was in control of these ever-growing urges inside of her. She felt the man push… and slide all the way into her. Once again she was full of another. Her heart leapt with pure joy.


Chapter 10

Stacy limped toward the clubhouse. Dragging her schoolbag slightly, along the familiar sidewalks of suburbia. She could feel a dribble of semen leaking down the side of her mouth. Feel similar trails leaking down the inside of her thighs. She didn’t know where her panties had gone. She thought she remembered hearing them rip. Her school blouse was buttoned up wrong, one flap hanging out much lower than the other and the fact that she wasn’t wearing a bra over her ample young breasts clearly visible… even if her bitten nipples were not quite. Yet the sun was beaming down on the back of her head, burning off the growing fall chill. She was in a blissful world of daydreams, completely detached from the walk of apparent shame and misery it might look to the casual observer that she was trudging through.

They had been rough… Her teachers/lovers/abusers. More than any of the other men and boys who had claimed her up till now… they had simply taken what they wanted from her without any concern for her own wants or wellbeing. She couldn’t say she wanted that sort of treatment any more than the loving caress of her friends or the business-like arrangements of Mr Bank’s and co… but in and of itself… it had been an experience unlike any other she’d had so far.

Mr Chambers had slammed her against his desk with a ferocity that took her by complete surprise. She hadn’t imagined the thin man contained such strength and stamina, though she supposed the barely-contained fury had always been visibly seething beneath his demeanour. She imagined he had imagined her as a surrogate for every student who had ever made his life more difficult. Every slutty little nymphet who had poutingly talked back to him. She had taken the full brunt of all his frustration and heavily restrained desires and ridden on that storm of hate and burning hunger. The whole desk had shook and creaked, casting various pots of stationary and old empty mugs to shatter unheeded to the floor. She had just hung on for dear life and felt the bludgeoning, thumping pleasure rock through her entire body. She had come quickly and early, feeling her whole body tense with the sudden end to its patience and waiting. Yet he had simply fucked her right through that first orgasm and out the other side, the stormclouds of another already visible on the horizon.

Then Mr Gregory had got involved. The man had drawn out his cock and shoved it down her throat before she even knew what was happening. After learning to take the length of Pete, her ability to fight through the urge to gag or retch as her esophagus was used like a torpedo tube was hardly put to its greatest test. But the man’s almost surgical precision as to how long he could bury himself to the hilt in her face without choking her unconscious was a wonder to gasp through. She would be left spluttering and wheezing after every burst of furious pistoning, her hair utilised as a handle to drag her into position. Then, just when she had almost recovered… again would come the sweat-flavoured limb to open wide and gulp at. Tears dripped from her face, but she didn’t feel sad or emotionally violated. Only amazed that both her body and his could unite in such punishing treatment. By the time he came a trail from the back of her throat to her lips, she was a burbling fountain of dripping juices: saliva, tears and semen. Somewhere behind, Mr Chambers had also reached his limit, pouring her womb full of babypaste. They hadn’t even asked if she was using contraception. She blearily imagined this being the moment it failed.

Neither was done there yet though. Stacy slid off the desk to her knees. The pair of them stood talking in hushed whispers above, but she hadn’t the brainpower left to listen. Two half-deflated cocks hung nearby… she reached out to hang onto them for stability. The two men looked down in befuddled amazement: that she would return to those fonts so quickly. Soon enough those shafts in her hands had grown stiff again. She had began stroking them back into action, simply because that was what one did with a penis. The next round involved an exploration of her rectum. She felt the two teachers meet in her middle. From there to this point of her walking home… everything became a little more blurry.


Chapter 11

“What the fuck happened to you?!” Mark’s first response to seeing Stacy topple over the fence into the clubroom should possibly have been expected… if she had been in her right mind at least… As it was, the girl could only chuckle incoherently at her shoe, whose laces had somehow got tangled in the bent wiring of their haphazard front door. Silly shoe… we’ve climbed over this way so many times before! She leant backwards, pulling her own leg taut in a kind of entirely inelegant ballet pose. Tilting her head back she could see a curious, upside-downy view of her two friends waiting for her, concern etched across their faces.

The pair rushed forward to catch her when her foot suddenly came loose, leaving its tangled former associate still meshed in with the entrance to their little hideaway. Feeling their arms around her shoulders, the girl relaxed into familiar grips, admiring the majestic condom tree which now dangled its fruiting limbs above her. They really had been doing such a good job of filling it up, considering the amount of times the boys had also just forgotten and fucked her bareback… Stacy basked in pride at her two favourite boys and their endless productions. They were such good little cum fountains! She was so glad she’d found that out… right here, in this haven. Imagine if she’d never let them jack off on her again, after that first time?! Where would she be now? Not anywhere near as happy as this… that was for sure!

“Where have you been, Stace? Who did this to you?” Mark tried again… but it was obvious by now he wasn’t going to get any clear answer… Not one that wasn’t slurred beyond all credibility anyways. The girl hiccuped as she slid down their legs, a little dribble of white goop seeping out of her nose.

Yet still her hands seemed to find their way to unzipping both the boy’s flies, as if on instinct and muscle memory alone. The pair of them looked at each briefly, but shrugged. That was a regular enough occurrence at all times that there seemed little point in refusing it. They went back to trying to discern what had happened to her, or how they could help… but eventually had to simply accept that they weren’t going to get anywhere until she’d got what she wanted. “We’ll have to take her back to yours.” Pete reasoned, as the delirious friend slather her mouth up and down his shaft.  “She can’t go home like this…”

Mark nodded assent, though even that was foreboding to be a perilous task… The girl simply sucked and jerked at them both until she could spray their ejaculates all over her own, still uniformed, self. A great blob of man-goop splashed across the school emblem emblazoned on her chest and several more meshed themselves into her hair… How would they explain this if someone questioned why they were half dragging the girl through the streets?!

Luckily, no-one got too close as they made the journey and an unblinking Ms Jay helped get the girl inside and up to bed. Pete had to jump ship pretty sharply himself, he had orders to return home early that evening. A hastily planned study session and sleepover was accepted by Stacy’s parents however, leaving space for the Jays to try and help the poor girl recuperate. Mark’s mom didn’t ask any questions at all as she helped him strip the young lady down and settle her upon his own sheets. She stuck her sodden uniform straight in the wash, to hopefully be ready by tomorrow and then accepted his help cooking dinner as they let their charge drift off to sleep.

Finally, as the evening close in toward darkness, and no sounds of life came from upstairs she stated, quite simply:

“You didn’t do that to her, did you.”

“No.” Mark replied. “She… She seems to be going places without us… Doing things she doesn’t tell us…” The boy looked down at his hands, unwilling to think further.

His mother sighed, long and sadly. “You seem to have inherited my habit of falling for the wrong types of people, son of mine…”

Mark looked at her… but then turned aside. There didn’t seem much point in trying denial.

The older woman reached out and took his hands kindly. “Don’t give up on her yet, Marky-poo. She’s a nice girl… whatever else she is. She’s clearly going through a lot at the moment, so she’s going to need you and Peter more than ever. Just…”

She leaned back again and drew out a cigarette from a packet on the table. “Just… try to understand who she really is… That’s what she’s doing… so you have to try as well.”

The rest of the evening passed in silence. Mark played a few videogames, but none really held his interest. Pete messaged to ask how she was, but there was nothing much to report. Eventually he trailed up to bed, she was still there nestled amongst his covers; her hair loose and knotted with his and others’ leavings. He cast off his clothing, and climbed on in next to her. Wrapping his body around hers.


Chapter 12

Mark woke up into blackness, still the depths of the night. A quick glance across at his glowing alarm clock told him it was barely 4 AM. Stacy was still dozing fitfully next to him, the soft swathes of her hair flowing out to tickle his cheek. Down below he felt his own cock throbbing at full mast, pressed up against the warm softness of her bare ass. Those lumps of squidgy muscle were moving, just ever so slightly. Massaging him into preparedness even while they both were unconscious. How could anyone resist such a creature? He blearily considered. When her every bodily instinct seemed designed only to arouse and titillate.

He watched her sleep… for a while. Hoping for some golden clarity to come. Some deep connection or understanding. Some level beyond how desperately he wanted to be inside her. But, eventually there was simply no other option. His skin burned with the heat generated where their two bodies met. He had to throw back the covers from them both, just to prevent himself passing out. Leaning up on one arm he watched her roll onto her back, the gap where he’d been being precisely where gravity had been dragging her. Her legs drifted open, one toward him, one away. Gates that were never shut to him, according to the very rules that she herself had written. Mark shuffled himself round and lined up with her entrance. It knew him well enough by now, whoever else it might accommodate.

He went slowly and softly. Sliding in and out. In and out. Letting every inch of the experience soak down to his bones. Her arms slowly curled in toward her chest, grasping at things that weren’t there and pulling them close to her heart. She started to let out soft, whispering moans. Half-dream prayers in the language of pleasure that no devil could claim as their tongue. He placed hands on her sides and felt the echoes of movements far within, the lubricating churn of a body born to accept such callers in the night. He pushed deeper and deeper, but never faster or harder, bending down to come closer and listened to those secrets she was breathing. At some point they were kissing. At some point he was biting her neck. At no point was he certain that either of them were awake or asleep. He came inside her, filling her squeezing passages once again. A long satisfied “Mmmmmmmmm” was all the response he required, her limbs stretching out to slosh around the cradle of her bounty. Then he settled down beside her once again, to drift back into nothingness.

Mark woke again to bright sunlight… and a bouncing thump in his lap. Stacy was sat proudly astride him, her hands together on his chest and hips bucking against his own. She smiled to see him awake, but didn’t pause or slow her pace. The wet slap of their meetings being the sound that had invaded his dreams. The door rattled open behind him, his mother appearing carrying two steaming mugs.

“Ah, I thought I heard you both awake.” She said, paying no heed at all to Stacy’s ongoing bouncing. “It’s 11AM… but don’t worry I called in sick for both of you. The blasted woman was a little rude on the phone, but I informed her that if you both needed the next three days off as well I would come down and hand the doctor’s notes in myself!”

She pottered in, still wrapped in what looked like her own sleepwear and robe as well, and endeavoured to clear enough space on a side table to put down her load.

“There’ll be breakfast downstairs when you want it, but you two take as long as you want. Stacy, I’m afraid your uniform’s not dry yet, but your welcome to borrow some of mine or Mark’s clothes if you want… or just continue as you are… whatever makes you feel more comfortable.”

The girl practically beamed at her oh-so amenable hostess, still slamming herself down onto the woman’s son. “Thank you so much, Ms Jay… For everything!”

“Oh, no worries at all my dear… and call me Melanie, please. I think we’ve seen enough of each other, by now…” The older woman reached out and tickled Stacy under the chin, as if she was some sort of visiting neighbour’s cat. Then walked calmly out the room, leaving the door widely open as she did so. Mark lay back upon his pillow and smiled up at the smiling face above him. She grinned back and then closed her eyes… letting the sound of her excited little yelps echo out through the building.


Chapter 13

The two of them spent the whole day rolling around together, just messing about and enjoying the closeness of each other’s company. Stacy led the way down to breakfast without taking up the offer of donated clothing, nor letting Mark have a chance to don any of his own. She and Ms Jay chuckled to see how red-faced he went sitting opposite his own parent in just his birthday suit.

“Oh, don’t be so silly!” The woman laughed. “I’ve seen you running around like that for half your life, not much has changed really… Here, does this help?”

At that the mistress of the house dropped her own robe to the floor, unveiling a body several movie-stars would die for. This did not help Mark’s glowing face problem, though it did equal out the playing field for all concerned. The three of them eventually managed to chat amiably and relaxedly across their meal, each slowly finding the nakedness of all involved simply drifted out of notice. Though Stacy could not help herself ogling her hostess’s impressive rack whenever an opportunity arose.

After breakfast, a bath was surreptitiously suggested, the guest of the house being still rather bedecked in the stains and rigours of the day before. The girl assented gladly, but only on the condition that Mark join her and ‘help scrub her back.’ Ms Jay smiled warmly at the suggestion and slid gracefully off to get it running for them…

“Your mom is so hot.” Said Stacy, in flat appreciation. Mark only grew an even deeper shade of red, though that may well have been at the prospect of a shared soapy space.

The two of them settled into the steaming water with a parade of splashing and laughter. They decorated each other in disguises and costumes of frothing bubbles. Sprayed suddenly freezing jets out of the cold tap at each other and played endless wrestling games of ‘who’s now on top?’. Eventually though they calmed down into a gently soaking embrace, carefully running scratchy washcloths up and down the other’s limbs and basking in the simple pleasures of those pure, tactile sensations. Mark slid his hand down Stacy’s calf as she dragged it up to within reach, dragging the soapy rag along the smooth curve of her instep and wriggling it in between each of her toes. It really was a strange and sensual experience: to be so carefully and attentively washing another’s every inch, crack and crevice. To have the same due diligence paid back in kind... slowly, carefully, scouringly. It wasn’t quite erotic, as such, but more just a shared moment of such closeness and intimacy.

Once again he wondered just how he had ended up with a friend he could spend such honest connective instants with. Who would open herself up so contentedly for him and draw out the urge to be just as open back. Every moment he spent alone with her seemed to show just how much of a miracle she was. How unlike every other person he had ever met. Mark slid his hands up under her arms to squeeze and caress her breasts. Earning little more than a chuckle and acceptance for him to bounce and juggle those mounds, while Stacy herself continued to try blowing bubbles through a soapy ring between her thumb and forefinger. The pair of them lay back together in the gradually cooling water, unwilling yet to leave this bastion of tranquillity.

“So… Who else are you letting fuck you… when me and Pete aren’t around.” Mark let the question slip out into being before he could stop himself. Mentally kicking the self-destructive urge that might have ruined this moment.

The girl in his arms gave out no signs of indignation though, far more focussed on the act of creation she was attempting.

“Would it matter, if I told you?” She asked in way of reply. “Would it make you more or less jealous, or angry, or upset? What if it was someone you disliked? Or even someone you knew I disliked? Would it change the fact that I chose to give my body to them...?”

Mark thought over all these questions for a moment, it seemed like a lot to consider… until he realised the answer to all of them was basically the same.

“I guess… No. No it wouldn’t.”

It seemed that was the answer she was expecting, she had her next line all lined up.

“Then I won’t tell you. Because I think it would hurt you if I did…”

The girl swivelled round to face him, elbows upon his chest, eyes in line with his own, lips mere inches away.

“I love you, Mark. You and Pete. More than anyone else in the world! But I think the way I love anyone is not quite the same as everybody else. I have lots of different kinds of love to give out… and now I’ve started giving it out… I’m not sure I can go back to just bottling it in ever again. I don’t want to hurt you Mark and I don’t ever want to lose what we have together… So I think I need you to let me have some space around that love, to be who I’m going to be. I’ll always be your little fucktoy Marky-poo. I’ll always be around to share a bath with you or take a… load off your hands…” She grabbed hold of his cock at this, grinning as she began stroking it up to order. “But I’ll never be just yours, lover-boy. I’m sorry, but that’s the truth...”


Chapter 14

After the bath water had gone beyond the bearable side of lukewarm, the pair of them got out and dried each other. The air, even inside, was losing its comfortable summer temperatures, just as the leaves were turning red and yellow. Yet, neither one wanted to be the one that suggested, perhaps, that clothes were a necessary part of existence. So instead they cuddled up under a blanket in the lounge, watching netflix shows and anime while the world outside kept its work and office jobs. It was a certain kind of heaven, to just laze around as a clothes-less couple at comfort in the confines of having nothing required of them. Sometimes they played with each other. Sometimes they slipped in an out of each other. Sometimes they just lounged side by side and napped in the radiating warmth of their equalised body heat. Ms Jay would drift in bearing snacks. One source of entertainment would wear thin, only to be replaced by another. All the while each second that ticked by was another they had scandalously utilised away from school. Was there any truer victory?

At some point during the proceedings Mark was laid back upon the couch with Stacy’s head in his lap. His cock was blessed with the silken touch of her freshly washed hair, but was resting lightly against her ear, the girl for once showing no particular need to devour or tug at it. He was absent-mindedly flicking at one of her nipples, but not with any particular rhythm or regularity. Some day-time television drama flickered in the background, but neither particularly cared for it, nor felt irritated enough to turn it off. A flashing camera in one of it’s scenes set off a track of thought for the teenage boy though, resulting in the statement:

“It’s another placement day tomorrow, huh?”

Stacy grunted, non committedly, in that way of hers. But offered no further comment.

“How’s yours going?” He tried again, realising he had never actually quite got to the bottom of what she did all day at ‘Tom Banks’ Sale insurance Ltd’...he assumed ‘make coffee’ was a significant portion of it.

“Pretty good…” She mumbled, still sounding uninterested. “I think everybody there’s starting to like me a bit more… they keep coming back to me for help, anyway…”

Mark guessed that was the best he was going to get… He knew her dad had set up the arrangement, and that guy could bore the ice caps back to frozen.

“I’ve been thinking about mine…” He started, wondering how to approach this. “The owner, Monica, is this really cool chick about twenty-something. She’s taught me masses about camera settings and light levels and stuff already but… But she’s never actually let me come along when she’s doing a photo-shoot.”

Stacy turned her head, interest piqued by the fact that there was clearly something Mark wanted to discuss here. However this also meant she had a penis now bumping against her lips, so had to offer only a raised eyebrow as encouragement to go on, while her mouth attended to other things.

“And she keeps calling me ‘virgin’... which I think she means in relation to my inexperience in photography or whatever… but I think is also to do with… the kind of photography she makes most of her revenue out of.”

The girl in his lap smiled a little at the ‘virgin’ comment, perhaps proudly thinking: ‘Not any more, I saw to that!’, but she let him continue unfolding at his own pace.

“Like… I met some of her clients, and they’re all these really sexy babes, like actual strippers and stuff. So I think maybe she does, like, promo material for their webpages and modelling agencies and stuff. And maybe she thinks I wouldn’t be able to handle that… Y’know I’d freak out and be all err… unprofessional… or something.”

Stacy chucklingly thought back to how he had reacted to the first few times he’d seen her naked and thought he’d probably hit the nail on the head in regard to this Monica’s assumptions. Mark was looking thoughtful though, and went on with his process.

“See, as much as I’ve always liked taking pictures… I’ve never really buckled down and thought about what I was doing. Never found myself interested enough to really stop and find the perfect angle… until recently… But all the pictures I put in my portfolio to show her were… older ones, because all my newer shots are really… only of one subject… including some ones I’m actually really quite proud of…”

Now it came clear to Stacy just what the boy was asking. She grinned at the roundabout, gentlemanly way he’d felt he had to go about it.

“You want to show her the website, don’t you?”

The boy looked startled to be so quickly caught out, he scratched the back of his head and shrugged.

“Well yeah… I mean no… not the whole website… but a few choice pics maybe…?”

Stacy laughed, bouncing the boy’s cock up on her tongue.

“No, I think that’s a great idea! Show her the whole lot! I think your photos of me are amazing! They catch every aspect of our adventures! If she works with actual strippers and the like I doubt a few snaps of cum-covered me are going to faze her. Show her your masterpieces! I’d love to know whether she thinks I have a modelling career ahead of me as well!”

Mark looked down at her and grinned. Well, that was permission given then.


Chapter 15

Stacy waltzed her way up the stairs and through the office doors with confidence now. Her smart, black shoes clicking as they passed the, as yet empty, reception desk. She got here early these days, barely able to restrain the excitement of another day's hard work. The crowded lines of half-segregated cubicles lay out before her. Un-manned for the moment, but soon to be populated with a whole host of men for her to tease, flirt and play with. The highschooler pulled her already short skirt up just another half inch. Her mother had gone out and bought her this good-little-office-drone outfit when she'd first got the placement. The naive woman had no idea how just a few minor adjustments could easily turn such a thing into the baseline costume for a vast swathe of pornos. There was something about a tight grey skirt over neat black tights that just demanded ravaging. Stacy hadn't even had to buy a tighter white shirt to go with it… She swore her mom was still just in denial over the size of her boobs.

Tom Banks was in his office. This wasn't pre-arranged between them, he just always seemed to be there, barking down the phone to someone. Stacy was down on her knees and undoing his belt before the man even seemed to notice. He patted her head absentmindedly until he hung up the phone with a final furious “Then fucking do it shitbreeches!” Stacy had worked her way up and down his shaft and begun nuzzling his balls while he scribbled something down on the desk above.

Sighing, he smiled down at her. “Well, at least someone ‘round here comes in early and just gets on with their job… Mornin’ Stace! Thanks for that, I could do with some kind of release, dealing with these shit-for-brains every morning…”

Stacy made several satisfied slurping noises at such acknowledgement of her dedication.

“No… *Shlulp* problem… *ssslp* Boss! You know… You could also fuck me properly, if you wanted? …I wouldn't mind taking a load in my ass or pussy… if it's to help you.”

Mr Banks looked her up and down for a second, one eyebrow raised. “You ‘wouldn’t mind’ eh? Just how much of a little whore are you, young lady? How many cocks have you already had in that tight little cunt of yours?”

Stacy shrugged non-committedly. She somehow felt she didn’t want all her varying avenues of sexual conquest knowing about each other… but something about Mr Banks meant she just couldn’t lie to him. “Just a couple of my friends… and a teacher or two…”

This seemed to satisfy the man, he scooped her up in his arms and planted her bottom on his desk. Pulling down her tights as he did so.

“Even your teachers? I knew those types of bastards were just in it for the jailbait! Never trusted ‘em, back when I was in school.” Despite this proclamation, he spared no time in lining himself up with her moistening entry, dipping his tip into the girl’s eager hole.

“It’s safe then? I’m not gonna regret this in nine months time when your parents and social services come knocking for a payout?”

Stacy shook her head. Already hooking her own legs wide and spreading the goods for him to get a good look at. “Nope! I’m on the pill now, so you can cum in me all you like!” She simply couldn’t keep her excitement at that prospect out of her voice. Smiling sweetly at the clear effect that enthusiasm had on Mr Banks. He clearly couldn’t hold himself on sliding on home into her any longer, grunting with the tightness of her interior. He began pumping away, his strong arms dragging the slim hips of a girl less than half his age back against every heave of his phallus. She gazed up at him in honest adoration as his balls slapped against her labia, loving every inch of friction between them. Several conflictions seemed to roll across his face in reply, though his pace of thrusts only ever increased.

“You know… I’ve got a daughter about your age… with my first wife…” The man looked decidedly unsure he wanted to bring this up, even as Stacy felt his cock throb within her at the admission. “I’d hate to think she was out there doing things like this…”

Stacy pulled his hands up to uncover her breasts and begin squeezing them in pace with the buck of his hips. “Why not? If this was what made her happy... You’d want her to be happy wouldn’t you?”

The man seemed doubtful that this was enough of an answer. “Well… yeah, but…”

Stacy threw a finger up against his lips. Timing some of her words to line up with his reaching the furthest depths of her. “But nothing- My life was absolutely miserable until I found out how good it feels to have a- Nice. Big. Cock. ...Thumping around inside me. Don’t think of me like your precious little princess who needs protecting… Think of me as somebody else’s spoiled-little-brat who needs showing a thing or two… Fuck me harder Daddy Banks… you know you want to! Fuck me harder!”

Her squealing young voice broke through all barriers. There was no denying a request like that… Tom threw himself into the tiny harlot with everything he had. She was right. A girl like this needed to be taught some things. It would be irresponsible of him not to oblige.




Chapter 16

There was a slightly hurried moment of climax as the two of them heard the door at the far side of the office swing open. Mr Banks quite physically dragged Stacy off from the top of his desk and unceremoniously dumped her on the floor below. The girl didn’t much mind though as this happened to coincide with the instant his now eye-level cock began spurting strings of sticky reward toward her. Whether by choice or chance, she didn’t get her pussyfull of baby-cream today, but was more than happy to accept a dousing in exchange. Luckily her sort of-employer had pull her shirt open to better grasp at her tits, so there was no overly obvious staining to deal with. Still, she had to stay hidden near his legs for a little while, sloughing semen off her face to lick from a finger. Mr Banks pretended to get started on the day’s work, warming up the old computer next to her, yet she could tell he was still watching fascinated as she preened. Once the coast was clear for her to sneak out unsuspiciously he let her go with just one more piece of advice.

“If you’re going to let any of the others do that Stace, I’d get ‘em to wear a cap… Not to put too fine a point on it, but it wouldn’t surprise me if some of these boys visited ‘girls of the night’ if you catch my drift. You play safe now…”

Stacy nodded thanks for his consideration… She hadn’t actually thought about that. She’d just assumed everyone who’d fucked her so far had been clean. Still, she was far too full of the buzz of being fucked to worry about it right now. She wandered out to meet the other arriving workers, giving special little smiles to the ones who knew her true purpose. A chance to fill up a few more condoms, huh? She wondered if there was a way she could get them to the tree…

The intern-of-sorts got down to task as soon as everyone else was settled into their usual place and routine. She could almost palpably taste the tension in the room as those seven pairs of eyes that truly recognised her all fought the conclusion: they couldn’t be the first to crack. Or was it eight pairs of eyes now? She noticed another young gaze glued to her every movement as she casually wandered around trying to look useful. It was thrilling, not knowing just who had been told she was free for them to claim. Who had been decided they were not safe to be trusted to hold their tongue. She had to position herself carefully… to conveniently stretch, showing off a portion of her black-nyloned legs or the tautness of cotton across her swelling chest. If she got the angle just right… she could ‘accidentally’ drop something and in bending over unveil a filtered view of her rear to those sitting right behind her. The diffusion of her tights letting only the closest gain the wondrous insight that no underwear confined the landscape of her cute little camel-toe and winking sphincter. It didn’t take long for one of them to ‘borrow her’ to help with something upstairs. She giggle merrily to consider what the others would think seeing him rush red-faced back through to collect something from the machine in the bathroom.

She didn’t let every one fuck her, trying to alternate fairly between use of all her... facilities. Yet still… once they’d all caught on to the fact that further options were available, it became harder and harder to resist. She didn’t want anyone to feel left out, after all. She was an equal opportunities piece of office furniture… It wasn’t like she found any of them particularly attractive… Except for Mr Banks and the allure of his strangely unarguable sense of power within this small kingdom he had built. They were all very sweet and thankful to her for her services though. The liberal-minded schoolgirl really felt like she was doing her bit for the community as the number of cocks she’d ever had inside her near doubled within a day. None of them quite had the youthful energy of her boys, or the despicable enthusiasm of her advantage-taking teachers. In fact, some of them she even had to really help and work with to get it up… But the slow build up of having one after another appear at her cupboard doorway; A new gleam in their eye at this teenage dirtrag opening up her everything for them. Well that sent her tumbling into her infinitely-horny delirium as adequately as any of her previous experiences. Stacy adored being utilised like this. All her true talents on full display. It made her certain that she had, indeed, found the only career path she could ever consider.


Chapter 17

Come early afternoon Stacy finally found herself a few dishevelled moments to gulp down the packed lunch she’d brought in with her. She lay back on the sort of ‘throne’ of boxes she’d made for herself in the cramped confines of her stationary cupboard. It was fairly comfortable to be honest: The cardboard containers full of files and paper having been pretty much crumpled into an exact fit for her slim body, as four or five grown men had pounded her against them by now. Her skirt was now effectively just a belt, wrapped up in itself around her midriff with the slit in its side almost certainly having torn upwards to the waist. Her blouse flapped open, missing a couple of buttons now and trailing off her shoulders. Her tights were laddered and a hole had been torn through the crotch to allow ‘easier access’ while she could still wrap the texture around them with her legs, a move which seemed to be proving very popular. It would seem she was going to buy a new pair for every time she came here at this rate… Stacy wondered if she could get Mr Banks to write that off for her as ‘necessary business expenses’. It might be an idea to get a bulk load of condoms ordered in as well… There was a used and spilling one still glued to her chest, left by the last one to visit her as a trophy of sorts. She’d tied several of the others up in knots and hooked them in the waistband of her skirt. It had sent the fellas wild to see that.

The girl was just finishing off her last bite of sandwich when the door swung open again. She was so geared in to this routine by now that she just waved the visitor in… it was about time for those who wanted second helpings to start appearing. Only, whoever it was seemed to hesitate under the flickering electric light, as if startled by what he saw laid out before him. In sudden indignant panic Stacy realised who it was who’d come visiting. “Come in and close the door!” she barked, through a mouth still full of breadcrumbs.

The anxious figure hurried to do as he was told, clearly still not quite able to believe what he was seeing. Dan was the youngest member of staff, barely a few years older than Stacy herself and still the butt of most of the office’s jokes. He was most certainly not one of Ralph’s first picks for who could be trusted to know about Stacy’s activities. As confirmed by his stammering “Stacy what are you? …Who did tha--- Are those all-?!”

Stacy was determined not to let this situation slip out of her control. This was bound to happen sooner or later wasn’t it… Now it was as much a part of her job to make sure this didn’t ruin everything as all the other bits. She kept her voice flat and calm. “They’re all used condoms, Dan, yes. I like to keep track…”

This only made the young man’s eyes bulge out further though. “But you’re here for… I was only two years ahead of you at school… Does Mr Banks know you’re…”

The girl’s glare was scorching, considering who might have looked like they should of been caught out in the more compromising position, it was all the newcomer who was squirming with guilt and contrition.

“Yes, of course he knows. This is what Tom hired me for… to be the office fucktoy for those he could trust to keep their traps shut about it… Can we trust you, Dan? Are you man enough to handle knowing I’m up here… ready to use whenever you like?” She couldn’t help a slightly wicked grin creeping across her face at this. She liked the feel of spinning her webs around him like this.

“Oh… umm… I guess… Sure, you can trust me. But… when you say ‘use whenever I like…’ you mean...?”

Stacy rolled herself languidly around, giving him good luxurious views of all of the goods, before ending up with her ass presented invitingly toward him.

“I mean slide on in, Danny-boy. I can already see you don’t need any warming up like the old men do… Wouldn’t you like to have a go in my pretty little butt? I remember you looking me over once or twice, back in school… Now’s your chance to grab hold of what you wanted!”

The young man seemed almost hypnotically drawn forward by the light gleaming off her wiggling rump. Though still he was hesitating, staring down the puckered star that winked at him from between the split tears in her legwear.

“But… even my girlfriend hasn’t ever let me fuck her in the-... are you sure about this?! I can’t believe Mr Banks would let us just…”

Stacy snapped at him, the built up horniness inside of her fed up with all this umming and arring over what was a very simple offer really.

“Well then your girlfriend’s an idiot for limiting her own possible avenues of pleasure just for silly pride… I told you, this is what I’m here for! I’m just an experiment in corporate entertainment opportunities made of several warm, wet holes and a tongue. Now are you going to fuck me in the ass or not?! ‘Cause I’m sure somebody else’ll turn up in a minute who will!”

That did it, the schoolgirl heard the encouraging jangle of a belt being fumbled with behind her shortly before the deep, cleansing push of a lump of meat forcing its way into her back passage. It still hurt a little, to begin with, having her rear doorway knocked upon by such a thick and probing invasion. Yet soon the deep inner satisfaction of her muscles clenching around rhythmic thrusts soothed any complaints. Another notch for her bedposts. Another note for her diary. Life was good.




Chapter 18

Ralph turned up about halfway through Dan’s foray into Stacy’s dark abysses. The young man had her squeaking like an unoiled mouse as he bounced off of her rosy cheeks. The fairly-well-practised-by-now cock absorber was actually quite impressed. The young man wasn’t the biggest or most thumping invader she’d had the pleasure of enveloping, but he seemed able to just go and go without cumming, slamming away at the exact same pace. There was something special about anal sex that built a long, slow and utterly deep climax in her. She could feel it coming from miles down the road… and Dan’s endless slugging presence seemed to hold it just on the edge of exploding within her, letting that pressure just build and build.

Ralph was a peculiar one. Old even by the rest of the company’s standards, he struck you as the kind of wise, homely grandad figure that never minced words. Someone you could never get a read on the opinions of. If he was surprised to see Dan taking a turn at Stacy, he didn’t show it with more than a grunt. However the eternal receiver felt her young man of the moment begin to slow down in yet more nervous hesitation. So determined to bridge the gap before he faltered and all her wonderful building pleasures faded away.

“Hey there Ralphy! Dan here found out about us I’m afraid… but I think he’s going to keep quiet about it, aren’t ya Dan?”

The young man seemed a little put upon to be asked a question by the girl he was currently fucking, while one of his supervisors stood by watching. Yet he managed to gulp through a reply… and bring his lagging thrusts back up to speed.

“Err yessir… I won’t tell nobody, honest… I just couldn’t believe this was going on up here… or that Stacy’s so… amenable about it…”

Ralph shrugged, apparently satisfied with that answer. Enough to sidle round to the girl’s front and lower his own fly. Stacy was well prepared for this. Ralph was one of the few workers who would only come to her once in the day, always seeming to enjoy just a good, old-fashioned and slobbery BJ with no fluttering eyelashes or excess noises needed. She got to work while the pair of them stared off over each end of her, one clearly more troubled by this than the other.

“So err… this is just what Stacy comes in for now then, huh?” The young man couldn’t seem to deal with just the silence and squelching noises that filled their surroundings. “She’s like ‘shared company property’ ...or something?”

Ralph’s only reply to this was to look down at the ‘property’ in question... and wink. She gurgled beamingly back.

“So could we like… dress her up and stuff too? Maybe bring in some things from home… to use on her?”

Now this question peaked both sets of interest, coming rather from left field as it did. Maybe there was more to this one than she’d thought, mused Stacy.

“What do you mean?” Grumbled Ralph, not intimidatingly, but probing. He sounded genuinely intrigued.

Dan, though, was of course immediately back on edge at all the attention he’d drawn. “Err… I mean… it’s just that it’s Halloween next week, and you know what the costumes are like these days… only Sarah’ll never wear one for me. And Stacy’s already giving me something else I never get at home I just thought… we could all bring her one in… or something…”

Ralph looked nonplussed for a second, then with a twinkle in his eye he leaned forward to get a better look of where the younger man was entering their conjoining coworker. Upon leaning back again he gave Stacy another brief grin… this one looked impressed.

“Well I don’t see why not… I’ll ask Tom if you like. You kids these days get the strangest ideas about what’s sexy. But sure… I’d be interested what you had in mind to decorate the little missy… won’t make her tongue any more agile though, that’s practice that we need to give ‘er there.”

The old man chuckled, running a hand through Stacy’s hair. She made sure to give him a double dose of tongue-twirling attention in response, even as she finally felt Dan’s ultimatum splash across her bowels. Sure enough, by end of day, Mr Banks had announced that next week would be a ‘wear a costume to work day’ and, as she packed up her bag, several interested parties trotted up to enquire about her clothing sizes… next week might be even more fun.


To be continued… In Part 5 of

‘Afterschool Orgy Club’
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