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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 One
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Chapter 1

Stacy idly thumbed through the comic book, sorry *graphic-novel*, trying to find where she had left off. When had she become such a nerd?! Bowing to Peter’s complaints on defining one picture book from another even inside her own head!

Still... she had to admit. The storyline was pretty good. It explored a lot more interesting and explicit ideas than the sort of shit that was shovelled towards most girls her age these days… all blushing romance and no bloody pay off. Over the top of her book she also kept getting distracted by the flashing colours of the TV screen. Video games. Upside down from this angle, but still decipherable. Those too had been alien to her before she started to hang around with these two… Now she was indisputably better at most of them than either of the boys she called best friends. Somehow they had not only rubbed off on her, but brought out a whole new set of skills and interests she’d never thought she'd have… Just what had changed inside her since meeting them?

She grunted, most unladylike, as a wave of pleasure rolled up through her. Sliding her along the carpet a little way and, as always, accompanied by a rhythmic squelching. Well, that might have something to do with it she supposed... As whichever one of them was currently inside of her tried to drag her hips back up to himself one-handed, desperate not to lose track of the game either. It was Mark, his floppy blonde hair dancing a little as he tried to regulate his thrusts. Stacy loved to watch as their faces changed, always so determined to last as long as possible when screwing her. Maintaining the illusion that they were such experienced and mature men-about-town that having their own personal fuck-toy was just natural. Till it all broke down of course, and the pure pleasure of invading her drove them into a panting frenzy of climax. For her own part, she really was better at pretending it was all just old hat to her now. Heck, they'd stretched out all her holes enough by now she'd bet her insides were shaped to their specific cocks like a glove. What she would never admit to them though: was how empty she felt when neither were using her these days. It was a lonely feeling. A cold breeze through the heart… and legs.

Suddenly, and with a groan, she felt Mark pull out of her and flop his throbbing member onto her outer folds. Stacy only just managed to quickly lift the book away before she felt the hot splash of semen upon her chest, just where it might have been. It wouldn't have been the first casualty of their sticky excesses. Hell she'd had to take to only wearing blouses she could quickly pop open and skirts she could walk out of: in order to limit the amount of time she spent walking round with obvious stains across her… everything. Though, she had to admit, there was a little part of her that took twisted pride in wearing such sordid badges. She’d had to tell a sweet old lady at the park once that she’d just been terribly clumsy with an ice cream.

Talking of older ladies, Mark’s mom appeared in the doorway, just in time to see her son wiping the tip of his penis clean using his young friend’s hair. The 30-something shared her boy’s golden curls and nigh-constant, laidback smile. A hippy remnant of the bygone age. She frowned now though, the nearest hint of sighing disapproval you ever got from the woman...

“Oh Mark! You shouldn't use the poor girl's hair like that! I know you three are at a very important stage of exploration with each other, but you'll knot all Stacy’s pretty locks together…”

“But, Moooom. She loves it when we mess her up! Y’know, make all her hair stand on end and cum dribble all down her chin… Don’tcha Stace?”

They both looked at the girl expectantly. She couldn't help but be honest.

“I… kinda do, Ms. Jay… It makes me feel all dirty… but in a good way… Like that's who I really am, under all the makeup and stuff…” Playing to the woman’s ‘natural beauty’ obsession was a good decision.

“Well… I suppose that’s okay then… you kids play a little rough if you want to… But mind my words, the instant this lovely dear says stop, you’d better well listen okay?!”

The older woman wagged her finger threateningly toward her half-dressed offspring, before softening again to speak directly to Stacy. Her voice sighingly trying to hand out some sort of wisdom towards these wayward teens always clogging up her carpets.  “...and try not to draw too much attention lovey… I’d hate to think of you getting in trouble just for these harmless little games of yours.”

Stacy watched the woman disappear again, back down the hall. It still amazed her every day: How ambivalent the middle-aged daydreamer was to their activities. She tried to imagine her own mother finding out about all this, not to mention regularly seeing it. All she came up with was a white hot wall of rage and disgust. But Ms. Jay would quite happily chatter the day away with her, asking about school and her hobbies. All while one, t’other or both the boys were pounding away inside her. In fact she half got the impression the older female was slightly jealous... finding excuses to watch them while drifting into nostalgia of a youth spent on her own back.

To be quite honest, even Stacy was not quite sure how they had got to this point: as Mark shuffled himself free of her and Peter automatically sidled in, neither taking their eyes off the screen for a second. Fucking her was as inherent to their day as breathing now, but their endless jostling for virtual supremacy took concentration. She giggled to herself at the thought of their mixed priorities… Once they both would have been so pent up over the thought of even seeing a half-naked girl spread her legs for them. Now they were far more obsessed with trying to beat her high scores... and holding back the urge to cum in her again before her own fifth or sixth orgasm of the day. She put down the book for the moment, enjoying the changing sensations of one of her personal meat-sticks switching out for the other, and let herself reminisce over their first stumbling footsteps down this path.


Chapter 2

She had always been a bit of a tomboy, little Stacy Lee, kicking mud around with the boys. But then, so had most of the girls around her... until puberty hit like a steam train. Slowly every interaction with the other sex started being judged by a thousand newly-mascara’d eyes. The correct thing to do had apparently become to suddenly stop hanging around and talking everyday to the boys you got on with, but to instead simply drift in and out of their lives with a swish of product-filled hair.

She’d even let herself get suckered into it for a year or so. Spending most of the day with various girlfriends, one of them her bestie in particular. Yet the politics of the schoolyard were not so forgiving, her old propensity for fighting boys and playing sports was not forgotten: Rumours started. Small ones she ignored, bigger ones she spat at. Whenever one faded, another only replaced it. It was almost decided overnight, with no say given to her whatsoever: she was a lesbian and her best friend her lover. They laughed at it at first, played up to it sometimes, as a defense... Only her friend's family didn't find it funny. Church going and prim, she was raised to be a suburban princess; clearly it was the stubborn little Stacy who was a bad influence. They moved away. Not because of her, but certainly in spite of her. Her best friend was gone, her others having faded away. Stacy was set alone and adrift, languishing under a title, that in all honesty, she couldn't understand… She HATED girls.

After almost half a year of abject loneliness... Peter and Mark had been a collision of fates. Outcasts too, but in that socially unaware boyish way where they hadn't actually noticed. They didn't get outright bullied as such... just passed over. Ignored for their nerdy interests and absent minded habits. Only ever really talking to each other because no-one else had a clue what they were on about. Trudging home on her own everyday, through the same alleys and fields, Stacy just sort of bumped into them enough. They’d heard some trace of rumors of course, but what did they care? If anything she thought it helped them get past their own natural fear of talking to females. Soon enough she was wandering into their houses to watch corny old movies and be doted on by two mothers looking slightly relieved in their own rights.

Stacy was swept up in a world of out of date music and far-too-deep conversations about cyber-ninjas or space-dragons. Trying desperately to keep up, but loving every honest second of unfiltered enthusiasm for fundamentally stupid things. There might have been three parties that weekend that none of them were invited to, but who cared? The local cinema was having an old sci-fi marathon and Peter’s brother could get them in for free.

And so things settled...

Stacy returned to her tomboy roots. Dyed her hair bright colours and wore whatever comfortable, black and battered things she wanted. Comfortable became the operative word for her whole life, in fact. She joked and jostled with the boys without a single care for any dividing physical lines between them... Till one hot day, on the shared walk home, Mark declared:

“ ...Stacy, I swear, if you ruin one more episode for me with your god-damned eye for plot holes I will kick you square in the balls!”

Peter was quick to pick up the plothole there. “She doesn’t have balls… she's a girl.”

“Girl my ass! Haven't you heard? Our little lady-in-waiting has a meat and two veg hiding in there bigger’n both of us combined.”

Stacy snorted, knowing that this was just Mark’s attempt at distracting away from the dissection of an awful show that still lay close to his heart. Still... it hurt a little to hear one of the more vicious rumors about her having reached even these deaf ears. Suddenly she had the urge to shut the boy up with a bit of short, sharp shock treatment. She quickly looked around for any bystanders on this quiet outer-town road.

“Oh yeah? Well what do you call this?!” The girl reached down fluidly with both hands: Tugging her pleated school skirt up with one, and black-cat printed panties down with the other.

Immediately, she knew she had gone too far…

Both boys were frozen like rabbits in headlights, staring down between her legs with abject fascination. She felt the cool breeze dance against her little patch of hair down there almost as much as the burning pressure of their gaze. The intensity of the moment seemed to send little shivers up her spine, but also served to annoy her even more. Boys did this kind of thing all the time, didn't they? She’d heard them boasting and laughing as they fell out of the gym locker rooms and had caught an unwanted vision of more than one pair of ass cheeks over the years. Why then were these two idiots frozen gormless with their jaws around their ankles at a little vag-flash?! They'd seen enough porn, they weren't shy about that. The seconds ticked by and no-one said anything. No joke, no insults, no laughter. She was furious! The anger fuelling her to push even one step further.

With a great huff, she reached down even lower and tugged her feet through the holes in her panties. Screwing them up in a ball she threw them directly in the goggle-eyed faces before her.

“Well if you're going to stare so much you may as well keep a memento! Slack-jawed dicks!”

Then she stormed off home, ignoring the dazed pair of idiots she left behind, but unable to quite deny the thrill of feeling nothing but air swishing between her stomping legs.


Chapter 3

They both messaged her that evening offering slightly confused apologies, which only made her feel worse. They just didn’t get what was wrong… but then neither did she, really. She just knew something about the way society glared at her felt unfair and unjust. Why did she have to be judged so specifically just because she was a girl? Why did even questioning that make everyone think she had to be some hyped-up, always angry lesbian?

The next day was a boating day. The one saturday a fortnight where both Stacy and Mark were in total agreement as to the extra lameness of their other friend… but supported him anyway. It was the official meeting of the model boat club, of which Peter was a very respected member. A whole morning of sitting around the park’s small lake watching old men and spotty kids bumping their laboriously crafted, everlasting virginities into each other. The two of them lay in the sunshine eating ice creams and flicking small stones at any small yachts that strayed too near.

Eventually Mark just couldn’t resist bringing up the previous day’s events any longer:

“Sorry if we upset you yesterday, Stace… It just really came out of left field ya know…”

Stacy grunted, concentrating more on fighting an endless battle against the dreaded ice-cream drip.

“It was pretty cool though… you walking off without your knickers… That took all the balls you definitely don’t have, for sure!”

The boy smirked over at her, his cone long gone by now. However... he had just reminded her of something.

“Oh shit! I didn’t even think about it! Have you still got them? Those are one of my favourite pairs!”

The smirk extended, in a worryingly conniving fashion.

“Oh, we rock-paper-scissored for those… Peter’s idea won out in the end. I think you’ll be happy to know. Ah, here he comes now…”

Sure enough, free’d at last from the usual gaggle of club-goers asking for model-making advice; their third wheel came trotting round the corner of the lake. While gracefully ahead of him slid a magnificently ornate galleon, cutting through the water with pride. Say what you would about the nature of his hobby, there was no denying the impressive skill that went into Peter’s various creations. Though she’d seen it plenty of times before, Stacy could see that the overblown toy was a masterpiece… and made only more so by it’s latest addition. For, there: Tied to the top of its tallest mast and flapping freely in the breeze... was a very familiar scrap of slightly-lacy cotton. She laughed aloud to see he had even re-painted the bow to read a whole new moniker for the vessel: The SS Shadowpussy.

“I wanted to go for ‘HMS Pussystrangler’” remarked Mark. “But I guess one pun’s as good as the other…”

Stacy clapped her hands with sordid glee. She couldn’t believe the quiet boy had done such a thing! No wonder the old men of the club had been glaring at her even more than usual. It wasn’t like any other female turned up to their little meetings. It gave her a creepy little joy to think of them all pretending not to stare as her underwear sailed by at eye level, attached to the one ship that put all theirs to shame. She rushed forward to congratulate Peter on a stroke of genius in bad-taste humor: exactly her favourite kind. All awkwardness now forgiven.

Of course... in all her cheering she completely failed to watch her less-than frozen snack. Earning a sudden and shivering surprise when a large lump of white goop dropped into her cleavage. She was pretty sure a whole generation of teenage boatbuilders hit puberty at the same time, watching her try to fish that out next to her own flapping panties. Somehow that thought excited her too, in ways she didn’t like to dwell on...


Chapter 4

They were on the way back from the lake that afternoon when the regular boat-day picnic was called to order. There was a little secluded meadow they knew about, just where the park gave way to farmland. Tucked away in an awkward corner and bisected by a small stream. The place was a secret garden of sorts: guarded by rows upon rows of tall, thick and spiky trees. You had to clamber over a rickety bit of bent old fencing to get in... but no-one in all the world seemed to own or visit it apart from them. So their best guess was it was one of those little patches of the world that had simply been forgotten when everywhere else was divided up for ownership.

The ground was a bit rough and the vegetation could get a little rowdy, but they beat it back with sticks and brought heaps of old cushions and blankets to make it their own personal sanctuary. Thus all they needed to do was bring themselves, sustenance and entertainment: To happily spend a day in comfort, away from prying eyes.

As she munched away on some cheap store-bought pastry, Stacy continued to fumble at her chest, reaching into her tight bra… much to the boys’ distraction.

“That damn ice cream got everywhere… it’s all horrible and sticky…”

She glanced around at her two best friends, expecting sympathy… and sighed to again meet something else instead.

“Well… you could, you know... wash it off in the stream…” Mark offered, helpfully or hopefully.

“Suuuure… and I suppose you two gentlemen would swear honestly to turn around and face away while I did so?”

Surprisingly, it was Peter who got to this one first:

“Well… after yesterday… Would it matter that much? I mean… we’ve already seen your other… bits, right? And we’re all close friends...”

As always, that boy’s flat logic was much harder to argue with than Mark’s cocky assertions. However Stacy was not going to just surrender all her cards at once… not alone anyway.

“Actually… I’ve been thinking about that… I don’t think it’s fair that you guys have seen more of… me… than I have of you. How about we make a deal?”

Mark butted in strongly. “Whoah-whoah-whoah! You gave out that yourself! Why should we have to show you anything in return?!”

Stacy remained calm, replying innocently: “Well because we’re all friends, just like Pete said… but also… So you’ll get to see my tits as well?”

Again, Mark looked as if he was about to argue… as if just automatically. But then he appeared to reconsider the options. He looked over at Peter quizzically. The other boy just shrugged.

“Well I… err… hmmm… How would we? …Do we turn round and count to ten or…?”

Both Stacy and Peter had already started moving: Her unbuttoning her blouse, while he shook off his shoes. Mark looked panicked for a second, before reasserting upon himself his normal ‘chilled out’ composure. He too started unzipping his fly...

The three of them stood there, blushing in the afternoon sun. Stacy had just removed her top and bra at first. Washing herself in the stream while the boys shuffled loose of their boxers. They had all felt a bit silly wearing only half a set of clothes though, so had ditched the rest; avoiding all eye contact until there was nothing left to delay it. Now they were bared completely, still-young creatures readjusting to their natural outlooks.

Stacy was a lithe beast, all pale skin and sharp angles. Her womanhood was beginning to bloom though: Round, firm breasts swelling out behind prominent nipples. Her hips didn’t curve so much as bump... but her round little ass swayed nervously and her small patch of fur below was short and curling.

Mark was far more tanned. His stocky, muscled form telling of summers spent with his estranged father; surfing whatever coasts they could get to. The reason he’d been so anxious earlier spoke for itself: Even anticipation of this moment had jumped him erect, his swollen member pointing towards Stacy accusingly. Yet, now it was out in the open... He carried it well, his gaze devouring her every inch as he stood open and unflinching.

Peter was another case altogether. The tall, thin young man stood with hands clasped behind his back. Standing to attention as if this was some sort of medical exam. His eyes were glued skyward though, not daring to descend yet. While the tool he displayed… left all the impression it needed to. Even flaccid and drooping, it easily matched the size of Mark’s. Stacy had very little to go on by comparison, besides the odd video: educational or less so. However, even she could declare the dangling shaft a monster. She shuddered at the thought of some poor girl having to… deal with such a thing. The teenage girl caught Mark tracing her gaze, his eyes widening with similar feats of mental arithmetic. Again... All she could do was laugh. A clear and honest peal that echoed across their shared kingdom.

...And with that, the spell was broken. They fell about with the pent up adrenaline of it all. Collapsing back down onto the nest of blankets they’d made, giggling manically until they felt comfortable enough to just sit together once again.

“Where the FUCK have you been hiding that thing man?!” Mark demanded of Peter, shaking him by the shoulders. “You’re really making me look bad here!”

“At least he didn’t pop a boner the moment I took my top off, huh? What was that all about eh, Romeo? You got the hots for me?!” Stacy needled the floppy-haired boy with a grin, which only seemed to revive the original problem once more.

“Hey, that’s on him not me… Any red-blooded man would be primed when faced with such… such supple, young assets!”

Stacy was consumed by the giggles once more. Rolling backwards and inadvertently giving off another fine show of said ‘assets’. “I think that’s the nearest thing to a compliment you’ve ever given me Markey… So err, thank you! My assets appreciate it!”

They settled down properly now, and took a few moments to truly just take each other in. Even Peter seemed to relax and allow himself to admire Stacy for all she was blessed with. The girl felt his gaze dance over her and found herself surreptitiously opening up her stance a little... letting him find all the glimpsed visions he might want to. Mark had not stopped ogling at her for even an instant. The boy seemed afraid to blink in case she suddenly disappeared or, possibly worse... put clothes on again.

It was an odd experience, to be so aware of yourself being dedicatedly perused, like being a jar of candy before a couple of kindergarteners who’d just found a dollar in the street. Yet Stacy couldn’t help but admit the excitement she felt with it. A greater condensing of that earlier feeling at her panties being flapped in the wind before untold strangers. Something inside of her was awakening, simply by the brush of other’s glances. She wanted to be looked at. That was a strange new experience to think on...

As her two best friends tried their best to return to their normal pointless chatter, she began to play games of her own. Moving this leg or that arm, bending or stretching. Dragging their stares across her body as if she had them on a string.


Chapter 5

“So do you ever… you know… play with yourself?”

It was several days later and the three of them were back in their secluded haven, this time after a long, hard day of school. This was the first time they had managed to return since the weekend. All three of them had got undressed almost immediately. Perhaps the pretence had been that they all felt hot and sweaty after a day in the burning sun? It hardly mattered. In all honesty none of them had thought of anything else since they’d traipsed home, late on that saturday evening.

Mark’s question came right out of the blue, mid conversation about something else. Stacy got the distinct feeling he’d been drumming up the courage to ask it all day. The least she could do was to be honest.

“Of course! I’m pretty sure everybody does at some point… well everybody except Lydia.” Lydia was a girl in their class well known for her outspoken religious piety and proud denouncement of almost anything fun. They all shared a chuckle at her expense… if only she could see them now… she’d have probably fainted.

“But I hear you boys do it a lot more than us pure and dainty maidens! How often do you whip it out and choke the chicken, eh Markey?”

Mark wasn’t going to let that one go by without taking it as a challenge. “Oh, all the time Stacy my dear. I’d be doing it dawn till dusk if school didn’t get in the way… In fact sometimes I get it out and give it a little go under my desk in class… ‘Specially if it’s one of Miss Palmer’s classes.”

He winked across at Peter. Miss Palmer was a very openly held wet dream among most of the boys in school… Heck even Stacy had to admit: that woman was hot.

He continued. “Course I expect Pete can’t get away with it anywhere near as much, with that cannon he’s packing.”

The boy in question just smiled shyly, not giving or taking any hints there. Mark tried again to bring the focus back to where he was really interested. “No, but seriously… Like how often do you? Do you watch porn when you do? Do you have any, like, toys and stuff?”

Stacy sighed. She wasn’t going to worm her way out of that level of enthusiasm. She thought about it for a second... Was this going to change things further?

“How often? ...Like 3 or 4 times a week I guess? I tend to do it in the bath… or shower. So no porn then. Though I do have a look sometimes…” She glanced up from the blades of grass she was picking at. Her two man audience were enraptured, hanging on every word. “I own one dildo… an old friend bought me it, sort of as a joke but… Now that I think about it I guess most people get their first one off a friend, sort of as a joke… That’s kinda weird isn’t it? Like, they must know you’re gonna try it?”

Both boys nodded sagely… and did indeed think about it. She guessed they spent all evening thinking about all those circulating rubber toys, passing between the girls they sat next to; day by day. What she hadn’t mentioned to them though... Was that if she normally only masturbated 3 or 4 times a week... Then since Saturday’s experiment she had quite easily already met her quota.

The girl had another bath that evening. She just couldn’t help shaking the feeling that now she had admitted this to them… That this very image might be popping up in their heads as they did something similar. Stacy sank into the water and blew bubbles towards the surface… but it didn’t help. The thought just continued to itch. Across their small and silent town, three voices resisted the urge to cry out in unison.


Chapter 6

They were back again. They were naked again. This time only two days had passed... It would have been less if Mark hadn’t had band practice. This time it was Stacy who couldn’t resist the tug of her own tongue:

“Have either of you ever thought about… me… when you’re... jerking it? Like, y’know hypothetically… As a friend and stuff…”

It was a weak bit of backtracking towards the end there, but that still wasn’t enough to prevent Mark instantly glowing bright red. Which both provided all the answer she needed... and caused him more embarrassment by doing so. A cruel circle.

Perhaps it was because of that, and in a sense of camaraderie... Or perhaps just because Peter... But it was the quieter boy who simply nodded straight to her and replied:

“Yes. Of course! …I mean, like Mark said the other day: You’re a beautiful, friendly girl, and the only one we’ve actually seen naked… It’d probably be more weird if we hadn’t by now…”

As always, the unabashed weirdness of Pete sufficed to cut through the others’ tension. It was simply impossible to take anything he said the wrong way, since he probably wouldn’t even notice if you did… It certainly gave Mark enough space to look like he could breathe again, at least.

“Oh good…” Was Stacy’s reply, seeing if she could build up her own courage to match Peter’s. “I suppose you’re right… We are all still pretty new to this after all… It shouldn’t really be a surprise at all if we’ve… thought about stuff like that. Should it?”

Mark burst into the ability to use human language again at last, although perhaps overspilling slightly with pent up adrenaline. “No. No! It’s not really weird at all when you think about it... I mean we’re only just becoming adults really! And we like each other… I mean… We’re really close friends after all…”

The wordspew seemed to be running away with his tongue, as false nonchalance reared it’s really-quite-obvious head. “Heck we could even just do it in front of each other! If we wanted… I mean it’s no different from helping each other out in other ways… really… is it?!”

The other two stared at him in shock. That little outburst still bouncing off the trees that surrounded them and the stones in their stream. This time it looked as though the boy’s head might actually explode from the simple amount of blood pumping through it. Stacy really could see no other option than stepping in to rescue him.

“I… guess… that would be no different from us sitting here naked and then going home and thinking about it?”

She glanced from one of her friends to the other... Tentatively. Cautiously. “I mean… It’s kinda obvious we do all think about it… So being here together could almost be… less awkward, really? More… like, honest of us to each other?”

The boys both stared at her.

She stared back.

No agreement was made. No objection put forward either. But suddenly there was an unblinking chain of connection they each held solid. No-one moved, not visibly. Except, invisibly, all three of them gently sat back on their haunches. Ever so carefully re-adjusting their positioning without breaking that link for a second. Slowly. Ever so slowly... three sets of hands reached down beyond sight. Muscles tensed and relaxed. Tensed and relaxed.

Stacy felt herself slide into herself, two fingers dipping into waiting wetness. And they were both watching her do it. Their eyes dropping to settle in that sacred alcove between her legs. Again... she found herself just opening up to them. Her knees widening as she arched her back slightly.

Meanwhile she found her own eyes drift, first to one side, then to the other. Two free-standing staffs were being clenched in pumping fists. For the first time, she could bear witness to Peter’s great beast in its prime: Swollen red and thick-veined. His piano-player’s hands looked far too delicate to be tasked with such a duty.

Which did not mean Mark’s offering brought her no interest either. Smaller it might be, but as a virgin its thickness still made her gulp. Did her mother and mother’s mother and every female ancestor before them really let such a thing invade them? It was the look in his eyes as he stroked it toward her that really bore in. Every stroke was for her, she was in no doubt of that. Every pint of blood that pumped through that shaft. It was her body drawing those from him. Her working fingers that drove him still further.

Stacy felt a roar in her ears and a buzzing in her skull. A clenching wave of pleasure that started way down in the pit of her stomach. Somewhere along the line her thumb had strayed naturally to the little mound of pure ecstasy that guarded her narrow folds. While her other hand had reached up and started grasping at her own breasts. She was panting and gasping and moaning... and both her closest friends were lapping up every sound. Every lurid pose she struck.

With one last final shudder she fell over backwards. Writhing on the scratchy surface of her blanket and the tickling brush of long grasses. Her hair flowed outward, intermingling with all the greenery around her. Above her the sky stretched on forever... until it was occupied by a desperate-looking shadow. Mark stared down at her with pure lust in his eyes. He was still pumping furiously at his cock, which from down here looked towering. He panted and grunted like a wild beast. Shaking with the physical effort of it all... Then finally reached that moment of pure release that she had just toppled over.

Suddenly, it was raining silver. Thick, hot trails of sticky liquid which splashed upon her burning skin. She writhed some more with the feel of each impact. Unable to even compute just another source of pure sensation. Peter appeared too... looking entirely unsure... but also so near to breaking. She smiled her warmest smile up at him. He was her dear, dear friend. What on earth should he be unsure about? She earned another viscous shower for her troubles there: This one even splattering across that smile. She could taste its salty kiss upon her lips and basked in the warmth that sank into her. Then the teenage girl just closed her eyes and breathed… letting all the giddy euphoria evaporate her.


Chapter 7

Stacy woke up from her daze, who knows how much later. She sat bolt upright, her hair sticking out at all angles and tangled with the odd stick. She couldn't open her left eye until she had scooped off a great blob of sticky goop, which she shook away in disgust. The two young men were both sat back in their places... just watching her. Looks of great apprehension were plastered on their faces, as there bloody well should be!

“You CAME ON ME?!” She yelled, mostly at Mark, throwing the nearest thing she had to hand at him. It happened to be her own underwear again... but she didn't care. The girl proceeded to throw the rest of her clothing at the hapless boy while he cowered from her fury. “That's absolutely disgusting! You pig! You sick-fucking-pig of a boy! Why would you do that?!”

Mark tried his best to dodge and weave the barrage of female clothing... and then cushions... and then small rocks that came his way. But could not for the life of him find any words of defense.

“I’m sorry! I just… You were… I couldn't! Ow! Stacy! I didn't mean to… I’m sorry!”

The boy looked genuinely shocked by his own actions… Even as she maintained her own fury Stacy couldn't help but be aware she’d actually forgive him. The moment had been so intense for her as well, after all… It just felt so grimy to be sitting there; sensing their leavings drip slowly down her chest with every angry movement.

Peter entered himself into the equation, against all sense of self-preservation. “I’m sorry too Stace… I thought, for a second... you wanted me to… That was stupid… It was just so amazing, watching you.”

The wrathful girl turned to him with fire in her eyes… and deflated immediately. The boy looked utterly dejected, as if certain she would never speak to him again. That this was the end of the bond they had all shared so long. Stacy looked at him and couldn't help but still feel the echo of that inviting smile she herself had worn, however delirious she'd been at the time.

“Oh, Pete… it's okay… I sorta did want… Just in that moment…” She swept her gaze across them both once more, causing Mark to instinctively flinch. The girl sighed, and flopped back onto her haunches. Scraping up another little splatter of semen off of her own breast and squidging it experimentally between two fingers.

“Look… I get it… You both just got carried away. That was pretty amazing after all… Just… don’t do it again okay?! Bring some tissues or something…”

The boy's glanced at each other in unlooked-for wonder. “Again…?” Mark asked, tentatively. “You mean…?”

This time Stacy was the one looking surprised: had they not just experienced what she had?

“Of course! That was incredible! Unless… you don’t want to, or...?”

There was an immediate rush of incoherent assent from the pair of them. So Stacy continued… picking her way carefully through her own thoughts on the matter. While also acutely aware she was still absentmindedly playing with the cum they had coated her in.

“Look… This last week has been… fun! It's been the closest I’ve ever felt to anyone. I mean, I love you guys! You both found me when I was at the lowest of the low, and have looked after me ever since. I don’t mind us… playing around a bit... at all. It's just fun, right? Natural... like we keep saying.”

She looked up. The boys were hanging on her every word again, like serpents from a basket. They almost seemed to be creeping towards her. The thought sent a shiver down her spine as she kept going. Using words to bridge that gap. To fill the awkwardness or… draw them still closer.

“But it has to be just between us, agreed? No boasting behind my back to the boys in the locker room?! Whatever we do… is our own private business, yeah?”

There wasn't a second thought to their united agreement. Spurred on by the alluringly open words ‘Whatever we do’ if nothing else. As always, Mark was the first to speak.

“So does that mean… we could also try, like, kissing and stuff?”

Stacy couldn’t help but laugh at the sudden, innocent injection of romance.

“Well... Yeah. But would you prefer if I rinsed Pete’s cum off my face first?!”

He blanched at that and they fell about laughing again. Each secretly taking stock of what new opportunities this agreement might mean.


Chapter 8

It was Saturday, and just over a week since the three friends had made their pact of silence. Stacy was traipsing her way through the morning sun, sliding through back alleys and gradually learned shortcuts. Heading straight for that haven they had carved out for themselves amongst all this suburban squalor. She was even wearing a dress, for once; much to the surprise of her parents. A light summer thing, dashed all with the reds and yellows of fall. She was nothing if not a creature of the forest at heart, though one with a particular skip in her step this fine summer morning.

Over the course of the last week they had indeed tried kissing, to soothe Mark’s inner Romeo. They had also inevitably given in to several more sessions of united masturbation, after which the boys had dutifully cleaned up with home-brought tissues. Although, it had to be said none of these had been quite so intense as their first one. Stacy had started finding herself daydreaming back to those precious few moments: rolling around in a shower of their climaxes... with alarming regularity. She had started trying to put on a bit more of a show for the boys. Spreading her legs wide and really presenting a view into what her busy fingers were achieving. She'd even let them each have a chance to properly play around with her tits. Lying back in their downtime while one or the other squeezed and teased at those soft, tender mounds. She had to admit it felt wonderful to just let them loose upon her heightened nerves. While below she'd return to dipping a few slender fingers into her own dripping crevice.

But today was something special. Today, it had been decided... they would all try taking a more active role in each other's pleasures. Stacy’s heart beat just at the very thought of it. She had hardly been able to sleep the night before and had jumped out of bed almost as soon as the sun kissed it. Yet when she arrived at the well known fence-jump she was not surprised at all to see Mark already waiting, just inside their private sanctuary.

She greeted him straight with a kiss. A great tongue-tying wrestle between them which only ended when they both broke away panting. They both thought they'd got quite good at that... though some would argue that James Bond or other such suave movie stars never ended up with so much of the other person's saliva dribbling down their chin. Then the pair immediately cast aside all clothing; quite comfortable to be stark naked in each other's presence by now. They sat together while waiting for Pete. Mark’s arms tucked under Stacy’s armpits as he casually massaged her breasts. She felt his erection resting hot against her back, twitching ever so slightly on occasion, as if with stray drifts of his thoughts. She tried to imagine what it might feel like to hold such a thing in her hand. To slide it across her tongue. To feel it thrusting up into… other places. She felt her own cheeks begin to burn and had to quickly stop thinking about such things.

Soon enough the third member of their little club arrived, whistling while he walked. He too received a sloppy mouthful of Stacy in welcome, pulling her naked body close against his still clothed one. Then they were all assembled. Bristling with anticipation over this next stage in their explorations… but unsure quite how to start.

Their sole female cracked first, sat between them both with her knees opened wide. She reached out tentatively with one hand, then the other. Ever so slightly quivering, her fingers nevertheless slipped fluidly towards their marks: sliding round and then grabbing hold. It was all done very quickly and smoothly, as if in fear of the heavens opening to stop it. But they did not... and suddenly the girl found herself with two whole handfuls of warm flesh; looking expectantly at their owners. Which left them very little choice at all. Two answering hands slid their ways up her inner thigh, to end up resting against the pink gates that guarded her. Those tender folds trembled at such an approach, already beginning to moisten themselves in anticipation. Strangers were at their door, yet they were more than inclined to invite them in.

There they all stopped... for a moment. Acclimatising to the touch of a stranger upon the varied doorsteps of their privacy. Mark and Peter felt the gentle cooling of their friend’s palms encircling them. Stacy felt the brush of calloused fingertips against her softness. It was the simply alien experience: of having skin they did not own moving unpredictably against the places they felt most vulnerable. That enticed and excited all their focus. When Stacy’s hands began to move, neither boy was ready for it. They gasped in unison at the magic of it and she smiled wickedly to hold such power.

Their own attempts in return were a little less fruitful. Stacy enjoyed the clumsy fumbling as each one tried to build himself a map of her outer folds, but it was clear that from this angle neither one could get a clear idea of what he should be doing to please her. She decided a change of arrangement might be in order: standing up, spinning round and lying down. From here they could lounge either side of her. Letting her hands do their wondrous work, but also able to see the toy she offered for them to play with. Peter soon found the entrance to her. Carefully circling a fingertip around it until her nods of enthusiasm encouraged the delving of one of those long, slender digits inside. It took a lot longer for Mark to unravel the mystery of her clitoris, but he knew oh so very well when he had. The lightning that leapt through her as he rubbed upon that little bud earned the pair of them a flurry from her pumping fists... Every time he did it.

By now Peter was sliding two, then three fingers inside her. Marvelling at how the now gushing space widened to accommodate them. For her own part Stacy could feel the building pressures within the hoses she was pumping. Panting with the effort of her own increasing pace, but spurred ever on by the cocktail of sensations rising through her body. She knew all too well what was about to happen even before Mark groaned a warning.

What might have been words slipped off her tongue before she could bite them back:

“... it...n me… It’s Okay… to”

*What?* Mouthed the blonde haired boy, at the very edge of his precipice.

“Do it on me! I want you to… Oh, god! Cum all over me again! Both of you!”

There wasn’t time to question this change of heart, not that he would have wanted to. Mark simply rolled round and let the girl direct his bursting fountain all over herself. Almost as soon as the first drop hit she seemed to plummet into a climax of her own, lifting her stomach off the floor with an arching clench of her entire body.

Even then she didn’t stop with her duty though: pumping away at the other cock she’d taken responsibility for. This time it took a good extra minute or so of dedicated work to earn her covering of Peter’s seed. She had to draft in her second hand and pull the great beast towards her now glistening breasts. There was a look of purest, relieved bliss upon her face when she finally felt that gooey reward hit her. They sat back and breathed then, letting the boiling blood within them settle. Stacy’s clenching hands still squeezing the last drips out of both of them.

The young girl giggled, giddily. Admiring the glistening threads still joining her hands to the meat of her closest friends.

“Okay… so maybe I do like it a bit when you two make a mess of me… Is that weird?”

Mark looked down at her: naked, sticky and smiling. Genuinely concerned that perhaps this new revelation might make them think less of her. Yet already reaching out again to restart idly stroking his deflating cock. Bouncing its weight between her fingertips.

“It’s fucking hot is what it is!” He looked over at Peter for concurrence. The taller boy could only loudly agree.

“Well then... do it whenever you want to…” Came a sleepy voice from between them. Answering a thousand prayers to a thousand gods by every teenage boy who had ever lived.


Chapter 9

They had another go at each other even before lunch that day. A united decision made almost as soon as the boys regained the wind in their sails and Stacy woke up from her cum-splattered doze. She didn’t bother to wash herself off. It was a twisted pleasure to feel their gooey gifts drying into her skin under the beating sun. After her second coating, the teen girl asked for a photo… She wanted to see herself as a cum-splattered angel.

Mark took it and immediately started teasing her he would keep it: for personal use. She battled that one out... and even threatened to give him a big, cummy hug if he didn’t delete it... But in the end it was Stacy that backed down. Too undeniably intrigued by the thought of such an image existing. To be treasured and utilised in times of sordid need. She demanded assurances that it wouldn’t end up anywhere unexpected though. Mark could be an ass, but she trusted him in that at least. Of course once all that was settled... Pete had to have a copy as well. She even claimed her own version. Another secret they all shared.

Yet beyond: there was still a whole afternoon to fill. They spent it lounging together, hidden away in their own little world. Reading, chatting, playing cards. All throughout there was that new bond of skin. They had shared their pleasures with one another, and thus were three bodies aligned. They rolled around together and wrestled. They cuddled and made out. Stacy did her fair share of instigating... but outnumbered two to one, she barely had a moment without hands upon her. Not that she minded. It was exhilarating to just let them both have their way: exhausting their curiosity over every inch of her figure. Hands and lips crept into every crevice. Fingers wriggled their way inside her and just stayed there, sliding slowly in and out of her wetness for hours at a time.

Even Peter started taking the initiative on secret desires he wished to try. Stacy woke up from a nap she had started sandwiched between the two of them... Only to find that great, long weapon of his lodged between her breasts. A flash of guilt burned across the face above her, but she paid no heed at all. Still half-asleep, she silently maneuvered her arms free well enough so that she could press them together and form a better valley for him. By the time Mark had also returned to consciousness, his lanky companion was completely straddling their third. Thrusting between her cleavage as she gazed adoringly up at him. The slide of that phallus was hypnotic, Stacy found. Its bulbous head appearing and vanishing between her own made-malleable mammaries. She could watch it do so all day… waiting for that final precious moment it doused her in yet more slimy gunk. Why did that ignite her with such perverse delight?! To find herself the equivalent of a bedside tissue for this pair of pent up teenage virgins she called friends? She could not explain it. This was not how she’d imagined her first sexual forays would go... yet all the same her very soul ached for this day to never end.

End it did though. As the sun began to set and night’s chill began to settle. Stacy shivered as she finally rinsed off the last semen from her chest. It was such strange and goopy stuff. Seeming to almost cling to her skin even harder when she first poured icy water over it. And the smell! It wasn't entirely unpleasant… sort of dark and meaty and sweaty. A distinctly animal-like stench… but it was just so back of the throat intense! No matter how many handfuls of water she used. How much borrowed deodorant she applied... she still swore she stank of it.

The boys were no help. They just claimed they hadn't noticed from the start, and seemed simply determined to delay the moment she put her dress back on for as long as possible. She didn't blame them, but it couldn't be helped. They all had several missed calls from anxious parents by now. She managed to cajole them into action with the promise that she'd leave her current pair of panties hanging in a tree here to pick up tomorrow. Thus as they escorted her out through the twilight, one on either side. The knowledge of her free flying pussy kept a smile on every face.


Chapter 10

The three of them averted parental meltdown by a co-ordinated application of smoke and mirrors. Peter called in a favour from his brother to support the falsehood that they had spontaneously gone to an afternoon showing at the cinema he worked in: Hence not answering their phones. Then it was declared that Mark’s mom had invited them all round for dinner that evening. This was usually a safe call... Since her husband had left the hippyish lady had taken to almost demanding she feed them all, whenever they turned up. Peter and Stacy sometimes felt a bit bad about taking advantage of her like that, but Mark just shrugged and said she liked to have company. In fact, she had even on occasion taken it upon herself to play an active role in a little harmless misdirection; all in support of teenage freedom.

So it was that they ended up three bums on a couch. Tucked up together under a thin blanket and full of microwaved pizza. A blaring TV lit up the darkness of Mark’s front room, plastering some grand space epic across their faces. Of course, that was not the main focus of attention for any of them. They had all felt the rising pangs of horniness catch up with them again, even as they politely chatted with their hostess. It was as if spending all day playing with each other had only increased their desire to continue, not sated it. The blanket had been a stroke of genius by Pete, despite it being far too warm to require it. A stroke of genius that allowed for many further strokes. The boys sat, either side of Stacy, slumped back and relaxed. While under that thin covering across their laps... her two hands worked overtime.

The one problem with Mark’s mom was she had a terrible habit of constantly and unpredictably reappearing: To offer them extra snacks, or ask pointless questions about what they were watching. However, with their backs to the door and in the long shadows of this room, Stacy didn’t even have to stop pumping when she did so. She’d cheerfully smile back over her shoulder at Ms Jay, while continuing to jerk off the woman’s own son not 3 feet distant. Somehow that made the girl all the more horny, despite not receiving any physical attention of her own in return. She loved the feel of throbbing flesh in her hands. The slight rises and falls of solidity in the pillars she held. The hints of caught breaths from the friends either side of her. It all added up to a tense electricity sparking through her: A fluttered beating in her chest. A nervous energy in her muscles.

However, there was an issue they hadn’t really thought about at the start of this endeavour… One that quickly became quite pressing upon Mark’s thoughts. He began to whisper with growing urgency:

“Umm… Stace… I’m going to… We haven’t got any… This is Mom’s favourite blanket!”

Stacy could feel how close the danger was… She didn’t really have time to think, just acting on impulse alone. She dove her head under the loosely woven material. Placing a warm, wet alternative between the risk and what it threatened. Whether she was just in the nick of time, or whether that action itself sped up the process, she did not know. However, suddenly her tongue was doused with an overwhelmingly salty flavour. The taste of it rocketed right to the back of her throat, accompanied by a chokingly viscous texture. She fought hard against the urge to immediately gag as yet more of the stuff poured in. Such an entirely tactile experience, in the close darkness she was trapped in, near overcame all her senses. But her ears still picked up the very sound she did NOT want to hear right then.

Mark’s mother’s voice echoed through her muffling surrounds: 

“Has your movie finished yet guys? Stacy’s dad is on the phone wondering when she’ll be coming ho- Oh? Where’s she gone?”

The girl with a mouth full of penis froze instantly to stone. Refusing to even breathe through her panic. Mark was STILL CUMMING! The last few spurts to land in her cheeks seemingly only spurred on by the pure terror of the moment. After what seemed like far, far too long a silence... she heard Peter’s flat tones coming to the rescue.

“She went to the bathroom. Do you think we could stay here tonight Ms Jay? We were planning on going into town early tomorrow morning and the bus is easier to catch from here.”

“Well I don’t see why not…” The woman seemed to catch an objection from the other end of the line and began to move away to answer it. “Oh, don’t be silly Jacob. They might be teenagers but they’re nearly adults. You know she can have all the privacy in the world in our spare room, the boys won’t bother her. You’ve gotta let them have friends of the opposite sex these days, it’s…” Her voice finally faded behind the sound of a closing door.

Stacy gulped. She hadn’t been sure if she wanted to until just that moment... but she needed fresh air desperately and this seemed to be the simplest progression towards that goal. She felt the slithering mass slide down her throat and shivered as she imagined it. Mark was still between her lips. The wet, slobbering sound her own mouth made as she pulled free of him seemed far too ridiculous to be real. Like after-dubbed sound effects in a bad horror flick. As she rose past his face he stared at her as if she was the Virgin Mary, raised from the dead and bathed in holy light. The girl had a very great urge to open her mouth wide and show him her empty gullet… She did so. His eyes opened even wider.

Suddenly the door swung again and their would-be chaperone reappeared. Mark scrambled quickly to recover his unveiled and saliva-coated cock.

“Ah, Stacy dear, you’re back. Your father says you can stay the night here if you want? I’ll make up the bed in the spare room.”

The girl could only nod, still obsessing over the fact that she now knew what this woman’s son tasted like. Could still feel a little bit of him slowly dripping down her throat, in fact. Ms Jay was oblivious.

“You’re welcome too of course, Peter. You know how to work the futon in Mark’s room by now.”

Pete could at least muster a polite “Yes, thank you.” The woman smiled.

“No problem at all. You should give your parents a ring too, though. I’ll just get that bed sorted for Stacy, then head up myself. Don’t stay up too much later okay? Especially if you want to be out early tomorrow!”

And with that… she was gone. To clatter about safely in various other rooms until they heard the squeak of her bedsprings. Meanwhile, the three teens were left in silence. Mark seemed absolutely lost to the world, still unable to do anything but stare at Stacy. The girl herself had recovered some, kicking off the blanket completely to cool down a little. Peter had drawn out his phone to call home... only he suddenly seemed to realise something Stacy did too… Her hand was still clasped around his cock. She’d not let go for a second!

The pair of them exchanged a glance. His feline friend sprouted a wicked grin. Her encircling grip began moving once more, but further to that… she leant down towards it.

The lanky boy looked entirely unsure how to divide these two worlds: as he heard the first outgoing dialling tone from his phone but also felt a soft tongue entwine itself around his second head. He heard someone pick up, but almost forgot to say anything... due to the gentle, suckling pressure that had suddenly taken hold over all his sensibilities. That hand continued to pump too… driving his focus up into that warm, wet embrace.

“Peter?” Came his mother's voice. Seeming only a very thin wall away from where her precious son was having his first ever blowjob. He had to simply try not to think about that dichotomy, lest he get the suicidal urge to inform her.

“Oh, err... Hi Mom. Sorry I’m so late calling, we just got caught up with eating and stuff… Yeah, at Mark’s house.”

Stacy was getting into the swing of things now. Grown accustomed to the slightly different flavour of Pete’s tool. She still had no real clue what to do with the ridiculous length of the thing... but she could hold the bulbous end in her mouth quite comfortably, slurping at it like an ice lolly. She used both hands to squeeze and tug at his shaft, pulling up toward her own sealing lips. This was spurred on a little by spite towards the woman on the other end of the phone. There was a mutual, simmering dislike and distrust between the two of them. Peter's mother seemed to think Stacy would be some sort of great corrupting distraction upon her perfect little angel. It felt good to quite so determinedly prove her right!

Over her bobbing head, the conversation continued:

“Listen, Ms. Jay has offered for us to stay here tonight. Yes, all of us. No, Stacy’ll be in the spare room obviously. I’ve got a change of clothes here mom, and a toothbrush… left over from when we went camping I think. Yes. Fine, I’ll be home in plenty of time tomorrow. I’ll see you then. Okay. Goodbye. Love you too.”

Finally the boy managed to free himself from a connection to dangerous ears. The relief of this seemed to draw out a very uncharacteristic “Fuck, Stace! That feels…” but that was as far as he got before having to grab hold of her head and hold on for dear life. Stacy found herself being flooded full of her second ever taste of overly salted man-cream. She kept pumping her arms until every last spurt had splashed into her cheeks. Then she proudly pulled away and opened wide, to show Peter the mess he’d made inside her. She swilled it around a bit with her tongue, letting every aspect of the experience soak into her taste buds. Then she gulped this load down too, enjoying the thought of it intermingling with Mark’s... deep down in her belly.

And with that... they resumed the movie. Desperate for the camouflaging sounds of lasers to allow each time to recover from this new step in their adventures. Confusedly trying to work out what was happening on the screen, having not paid anywhere near enough attention from the start. For her part: Stacy lay with her head on Pete’s lap. His naked cock still resting against her cheek. She’d turn slightly and kiss it, every so often, just lightly. Though even she couldn't really say why. Meanwhile her bare legs and unprotected pussy were presented to Mark... Who felt no need at all to resist the urge to slide a finger or two inside.


Chapter 11

They were on the bus the next day. Winding along the long and twisting journey toward their nearest city. It had seemed the right thing to do: to make good on their excuse to Mark’s mom for staying over. Though what they were going to do when they got there they did not know. The loud and mostly empty vehicle also provided their first opportunity to discuss the events of the night before, safely beyond the earshot of interested parties.

“Stacy, that was so sketchy... but incredible! I can’t believe you just went for it… right under Mom’s nose.” Mark still seemed a little shell-shocked by the whole thing, if also a little jealous that Peter had received a lot longer of an experience.

Stacy couldn't help herself beaming with a strange outburst of pride. She had woken up practically glowing with it and hadn't settled down since. It probably didn’t help that she was still without underwear, tugging her dress down subconsciously in a constant effort to hide that fact.

“Well I probably wouldn't have if I’d known she was gonna come in just then! God, she always picks the worst moments… Though it did make it even more exciting. I thought I was going to choke for a second, and spit jizz all over your lounge!”

“What's it like?” Asked Peter, leaning over from the seat behind and piercing her with an, as always, unexpected interest. Stacy had to backtrack a second and give her answer some thought.

“What? You mean the act of sucking you off, or the taste of Mark’s spunk?” She looked up at him with a toothy smile.

“Well… both, I guess… I don't particularly want to try either myself.” That drew a chuckle and a faux-relieved *phew* action from Mark himself.

Stacy tried to put the words together. “Well… both your loads tasted pretty much the same… just salty, mainly, but with a sorta meaty aftertaste. It was the texture that was most weird really… It all just seems to clump together in gooey blobs…” She seemed to suddenly embarrass herself with her own graphic detail, blushing an adorable crimson. Yet she continued anyway:

“And the fact that it's so warm when you shoot it out feels odd… wherever it hits me. It's like suddenly getting splashed with dirty bathwater I guess… but in a good way!”

Neither boy thought anything about her description sounded particularly ‘good’ so far, but they weren't about to object. She was the expert after all.

“As for actually having you inside my mouth… Oooh, it's just so strange! Having this big, throbbing lump invading, that you can sort of FEEL beating with someone else's heartbeat. Both of you have got your own kinda fleshy flavour, mixed in with whatever shower gel you use I guess… and completely different from the actual taste of cum.” She actually licked her lips in thought here, seemingly without noticing. Mark didn't think he'd ever seen anything so hot in his life. He had a near unbearable urge to just grab hold of her head and slam his cock back down her throat, right then and there! He half believed she'd be okay with it.

“I can tell when you're getting near to cumming too. That's what's so intense about it… I can sort of feel how good I’m doing by the way your cocks start twitching and like… swelling up even more. It’s kinda awesome to know how good you must be feeling just by me flicking my tongue around one edge of your bellend, or whatever... It sort of gets me off as well. I was absolutely gushing down below when your mom was overhead and I had a mouth absolutely full of babypaste.”

She laughed, clean and clear. Possibly at the perverted ridiculousness of herself. “I guess I can’t complain the next time creepy old man Jeffries calls me a ‘dirty little cocksucker’ anymore, eh? He’s not wrong after all! I’m now just a good ol’ fashioned cumguzzler from the back country!”

All three of them fell about with her feigned southern drawl, but soon faded down to just watching the world slide past their window. Each harbouring secret thoughts about the others and wondering why on earth they were headed into the crowded streets of the city and not back to their private little sanctuary among the trees.

They wandered through the city sunshine, avoiding the bustle and crowds wherever possible but just at a complete loss over what to do. Idea after idea was floated: shopping, bowling, eating… a genuine trip to the cinema this time. They all just sort of fell flat against the fact there was something else they'd all much rather be doing. However there was also a sort of silent consensus of self-imposed restraint… They couldn't just spend all day, everyday, ‘experimenting’ right? That couldn't be healthy, could it? The more they considered their other options, the less convincing those convictions sounded.

“This is shit.” Mark declared, flatly. “Town is shit. Why did we even come here?” The others could offer nothing but shrugs in response. Once upon a time the chance to catch a bus out here unsupervised would have been the height of youth's exciting freedom for them… Those days were long gone.

At least it was a bit quieter down here. Their random traipsing had taken them down to the riverside; but then along into the more industrial areas which, on a sunday, were fairly deserted. It was a rougher neighborhood, but in the bright sunshine it hardly felt threatening. Besides, though it might be a city, it was hardly a big one. You rarely heard stories of people running into trouble… outside of the ridiculous worry-fantasies parents told. However, it did add a certain edge to their perceptions, an urge to look over one's shoulder. After a while, Stacy had finally convinced herself.

“That homeless guy we passed a while back has been following us.”

“What?” Asked Mark, still locked in daydreams of his own.

“I’m sure of it. He gave me a funny look as we passed and has been sneaking along behind ever since… What do you think he's after?”

Mark tossed his head round with all the subtlety of a brick. But Peter’s eye had caught somewhere else.

“Umm… Stace?” He drew her attention to the hemline of her dress. Normally the thing came down to at least her knees; flopping around there in a way she still wasn’t used to... being a more jeans or tights-and-shorts kinda gal. However trotting along hot concrete next to cool water seemed to have been generating a regular, if not constant, updraft. With horror Stacy suddenly realised it would only have taken a slight breath of wind to flap that flimsy material up higher... revealing everything she had left available since gifting her panties to a tree yesterday.

“Oh, shit! I completely forgot I wasn’t even wearing any…” Her mind raced back to the face of every single stranger she’d crossed paths with. Every cool tickle of air she'd felt dance between her thighs. Clearly all that time she’d spent naked in the open recently had relaxed her far too much to the experience. It just hadn't even crossed her mind amongst all the boredom!

She ran. An emotional reaction that really only further cemented the issue. The boy's had to sprint after her to try and catch up. They watched her rocket around the first corner she came to, disappearing through a narrow brick alcove. There was a gate here that probably should've been locked. It led into a small enclosed area, dotted with benches and the odd potted plant. Some sort of private smoking area for the local offices was a good bet; thankfully deserted and surrounded by high walls. The boy's piled in after her. Closing the gate behind, before running in to console her... Only the girl didn't seem upset in any of the ways they expected. There were no floods of tears or anger, but something burned powerfully in her eyes.

Soon and sure enough, a wrinkled grey face appeared at the bars of the gate. He didn’t try to get inside... but instead immediately barked in a toothless, croaking voice:

“Hey, pretty girly. Pretty, pretty girly! Why’d you run? I was so happy to get a looksy!” He cackled dryly, but looked genuinely forlorn that his free-entry peep show seemed to have changed its mind.

Stacy shivered and Mark immediately screamed at the man to “Fuck off, you dirty old perv!” along with several other creative phrases... before the girl stopped him. For his part, the ageing bum didn't seem particularly intimidated. He had eyes only for Stacy.

The half-exposed teen felt those red and watery orbs upon her and couldn't help but feel a little pity mixing in with the skin-crawling violation. She was sure it had probably been the highlight of his week to be minding his own business on the sidewalk, only to look up into a front-seat view of fresh, young pinkness. Thinking of herself in such a way… as a flash of flesh to be drooled after... awoke ever more familiar urges. What was the harm done, really? He wasn't going to complain about it.

She called over to him. “You want something to look at then, huh pops?”

The aged creature nodded furiously. “You just stay there then!” Stacy instructed... still not quite believing herself in what she intended to do.

The boys looked absolutely horrified as she sank down to her knees in front of them. They wordlessly shook their heads in wide-eyed denial, but still made no move to stop her as she pulled down their flies. It was the first time ever that they'd both greeted her flaccid. Yet neither could hold that state for long, against her encouraging hands and tongue.

She stared up only at them. Innocent and dedicated. As she took one and then the other between parting lips. Her fingers moved in staggered rhythm. Sliding along their lengths away and towards herself. Away and towards herself. Their dearest friend rolled her tongue across them both, from balls to tip. All while some half-crazed, old stranger watched her intently. She sucked down on them hard. She playfully nibbled. She drove herself forward and took in as deep as she could.

Soon great drips of her own saliva dribbled down from Stacy’s chin, mixed in with whatever fluids she drew from their swelling heads. Tickling those weeping tips with the point of her tongue. Her hands cupped their balls... gently massaging and stimulating, massaging and stimulating. Asking for her reward for all this fine work.

This time it was Peter who came first, catching her in a giggle so that she spilled some of that precious whiteness. It dripped from Stacy’s chin and down to the floor. Their graffitied mark upon this square paving they had no right to enter. Mark was half convinced he wouldn't be able to; still all too conscious of their audience. But when those eyes were left gazing up at only him, and those deft attentions were so solidly focussed… He had no chance at all. He felt his own hands clench for purchase within her hair. Felt his hips drive forwards against their resistance. He heard the gagging choke of his oh-so-close friend, but quite simply could not stop… Until his balls were resting against her lips and his seed was spurting straight into the very back of her throat.

He pulled out as soon as his muscles started working again. Diving down to see if Stacy was alright. She seemed dizzy and spluttering, wheezing great gulps of air back into her lungs... but was otherwise unharmed. An offered shoulder for support was accepted. Resulting in it absorbing quite a patch of drool and gargled semen, but she batted a hand feebly against his apologies. Behind them came the buzz of another fly being zipped decisively shut and an awfully cheery call of thanks and goodbye. They heard the man begin to whistle as he walked past the wall, his day clearly much brighter for the performance he’d just witnessed. A similar decision to be elsewhere was made by the teens; though the boys had to help guide a still head-rushing Stacy. She watched the ground sweep past as they escaped through the gate... noting the third little puddle her growing talents had earned.


Chapter 12

“Stacy, are you actually NUTS?!”

They were back on the bus again, this time travelling back out into the wide swathe of fields and farmsteads that surrounded their hometown. There were a lot more people sharing this trip with them, and though they had managed to secure the relative privacy of the back seat, Mark was really struggling to keep his voice down.

“I don’t mean in a good way, either. I mean, like, have you actually just stopped giving any kind of a shit at all?!”

Stacy was not quite certain of the right answers to these questions. Not since looking back over the day’s events after the haze of buzzing thrills had ascended. She couldn’t quite believe what she had done either. Though she could still taste the living truth of it in the back of her throat. Had she really just lost track of when to say no to the dangerous little voices in the back of her head? The ones that just constantly urged: Go on. Jump. Do it. See what happens. See what it feels like. She honestly had no clue whether she had thought any of this through… but she wasn’t going to let Mark, of all people, berate her over it.

“Oh yes because you can really talk, Mr. ‘I’ll worry about if she’s still breathing afterwards!’”

That shut him up… Even angry at him, she could tell that it was worry over her and over his own actions that was really driving this outburst. He had lost control as well, and was kicking himself for it. She wanted to tell him it was alright, she hadn’t minded at all. But she wasn’t going to when he was being such an ass about it.

“We were never in any danger or anything! He was just a little, old hobo… Who's he going to tell? What are the chances we ever see him again, or he even remembers our faces? Fuck, what are the chances he’s even still alive next year, the poor sod? I felt sorry for him alright! I thought it might cheer him up!”

Mark looked at her, utterly flabbergasted. “And that’s your idea of ‘charity work’ is it?! Getting down on your knees and…” He remembered where he was just in the nick of time, lowering his voice to a hiss once again. “Doing that?!”

“Why not? You heard him at the end… he loved it! Like I said: I’d worked out there wasn’t really any harm in it, then just did what I’d been wanting to all morning! At any point you could have said no. I didn’t hear any complaints at all, once I got going?”

Mark came up short with responses to that one. He looked toward Peter with exasperation in his eyes, always a sign that he’d just lost the argument. Their other friend just sighed and shrugged… She had a point. He didn’t get involved in the neverending wars between those two. They happened far too often, with or without valid reasons. Stacy did wonder what he thought about all this though... she’d have to message him later. In the meantime Mark just settled down into a moody sulk… The source of his frustration entertaining herself by occasionally flashing her bare pussy at him. He curled his face into a snarl, but never looked away.

When they arrived back where they started, the great moper just loped off back home. His house being practically next to the bus stop, after all. Stacy said she needed to stop off back at the secret meadow on the way home... to pick up her panties. Peter agreed to provide escort.

While they were there she let the boy slide himself between her tits once more, dropping down on her knees before him for the second time that day. She could even catch the tip in her mouth while he pushed up through the valley she made for him. There was also an attempt made to swallow him a bit deeper, like she had managed with Mark in the heat of the moment. It did not end in any great success though... The boy was just far too well armed. That would require some invested practice and training. A direction of study which she was already determined to put her all towards. For now, the girl requested he only cum across her tits this time; she was feeling a little full of semen by now and nauseous from self-inflicted gagging.

Then the pair of them went their separate ways, heading home to have a good long wash and scramble through any homework they’d forgotten was due tomorrow. Somehow, the everyday concerns of their late-teen lives seemed to just seep back in around all the madness of the last few days. Except, deep down… each of them knew that none of it quite mattered in the way it had before. They had stepped over a threshold, and a whole new world was opening up in front of them. Where it might possibly lead them next, played endlessly through three awakened minds.


Chapter 13

Back in school the next day Stacy felt her phone buzz in the middle of class. Finding a moment to glance at it, she was presented with the picture of her own cum-covered body... only someone had switched out her eyes for googly ones. She snorted, loud enough to gain her a quick frown from the teacher. It was Mark, of course, and just like that their friendship was mended again. They spent the rest of the day in a battle of furiously cautious editing: sending the image back and forth with varying hilarious additions while making certain no-one else could catch a glimpse.

On the way home the three of them took their normal route out through the park. Talking through the discussions they’d had last night, either with each other or with their own inner selves. Mark was first to apologise.

“So listen, Stace. Sorry I went a little crazy at you… and sorry I, like, choked you with my massive dong… That wasn’t cool at all.”

She scoffed loudly at that... boys and their penis insecurities.

“Oh, did you? I must’ve not noticed… what with trying to swallow Peter’s afterward... Tell you what: Why don’t we give it another go later? I think you’ll do as a training wheel while I build up toward handling a real man, eh?”

He tried to look hurt and offended, but they both just ended up laughing again.

“Seriously though, I’m sorry too. I shouldn’t just jump into these crazy ideas of mine without asking you… In fact, me and Pete decided something last night!”

She nodded toward the other young man, plodding lankily along on her other side. He simply nodded back, happy for her to be the spokesperson for their brainstorming.

“We think we should actually make this whole setup more like an actual after-school club... You know, with rules and stuff. Sexy rules obviously, but just to give ourselves some boundaries to not tread on each other’s toes, so to speak. We should also have a name! I’m definitely putting my foot down about that… I like: ‘The Three Forever Friends Magic Endless Orgy Club’...buut…”

She glanced over the two pairs of sarcastically raised eyebrows being offered and sighed.

“Fiiiiine. If anyone comes up with a better one, do tell… I thought it sounded cute… But anyway we got the first few rules drawn up, of course.”

She pulled out a surprisingly pink notebook from her bag… It had a unicorn on the front… and rainbows. More eyebrows were raised, but she ignored them. Written atrociously neatly across the first page inside were the words ‘Magic Endless Orgy Club’, absolutely surrounded by little sketched-in flowers and hearts. Sometimes, just sometimes... Stacy was the girliest girl they knew… and it was creepy beyond all words.

Down below however, were the pencilled in beginnings of the commandments they would from then on live under:

Rule 1: We don’t talk about orgy club

Rule 2: We don’t talk about orgy club (Yes, I get the reference Pete…)

Rule 3: We won’t do anything that puts orgy club at risk of being found out/broken up/ruined forever.

Rule 3: We will try anything else once.

Rule 4: If we tried it and anyone hated it, we don’t do it again.

Rule 5: If we tried it and no-one did hate it, we can do it whenever we like.

Rule 6 (Stacy’s rule): Stacy will never say no.

Signed: Stacy, ______, ______,

The boy’s were each passed this book to read through and sign as they clambered over the usual fence. Both got to the bottom of the short list and came up looking perturbed. Neither had signed, and they stood waiting for Stacy just inside their sanctuary with a question on their faces.

“I mean it all looks fine except… What’s with this one at the bottom: rule six, Stace? I take it that wasn’t one of the ones Pete came up with?”

Mark confirmed this from the man himself, while their last companion took her sweet time swinging her legs over.

“No, that one was all me… I just wanted you both to know where we all stood… To stop you getting all upset and worrying over something so silly as just making me gag a little. I love doing this stuff with you guys. I trust you completely. And I want to keep pushing the boundaries of what we do together. Keep finding out all the dirty secret ideas you have, but are maybe too scared or embarrassed to suggest. So… there you have it. I’ve already signed. Whatever you want to try, I’ve already said yes… Which brings me on to MY biggest question...”

The two boys stood watching their girl who would never say no, already starting to slip herself free of all those stifling items of clothing. Their minds racing back through a thousand lurid dreams they’d never even dared hope to see realised. Surely she couldn’t really mean anything?!

Stacy threw her bra to the floor, held up a little silver packet... and asked them both in deadly serious tones:

“Why have neither of you asked to fuck me yet?”


To be continued… In Part 2 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.

Lust is Life is Love

Jerk Gently
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