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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 Three
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Chapter 1

The room stood frozen. Pete felt his neck snap round, and his body might have followed… if he hadn’t managed to smack Stacy in the eye with his still erect penis in the process. Still hanging onto the footstool for dear life, she could do nothing but squint through the moment as he untangled the crossed wires there. During which another great globule of saliva and pre-cum dripped from her chin onto the carpet… the carpet owned by their sudden onlooker.

Mark went white as a sheet. He seemed utterly locked between two decisions: the urge to pull out of this incredibly awkward position to be caught in… and the knowledge that if he did so his own mother would see his erect penis. The overall result was that he began one plan then halfway through seemed to change his mind. Which actually meant it looked more like he was just continuing to fuck Stacy in slow-motion.

For her own part, the cause of all this terror looked shocked at first, as one might expect. But then the jaw-dropped ‘O’ of her mouth seemed to almost rise up like the sun; into a wide and hard-forged smile. It was clearly a forced entreaty, for their sake. But it didn’t seem to hold any of the fury or abject horror that the teens might’ve expected. It was a knowing smile. An ‘oops I’ve caught you with a hand in the cookie jar’ smile. And it confused the hell out of everyone else present. A fact made even more so by the words that followed.

“Ahem… My, err… My yoga class was cancelled today Marky… So err… I’ll get dinner on in a minute…”

By now there was actual warmth in her grin, as if once all the shock had drained away she was left with only whatever invisible logic she was basing her reaction to this situation on. She turned her attention to the other two in the room, in no way skipping her eyes over the compromising state they were in.

“Nice to see you as always, Pete… Stacy… Stacy would you mind coming to see me in the kitchen after you’ve… ahem… finished up in here…”

And with that she was gone. Flitting away from the doorway like a fey creature of the forest. Leaving three very lost souls staring at each other.

Pete was the first to regain consciousness… He glanced around the room in utter confusion. “When she said ‘finish up in here…’ ...you don’t think she meant… She can’t of…”

The horniness of all concerned flooded back in a humongous tidal surge. They had been caught short in the final rush towards land after all… Stacy began bobbing her hips back towards Mark. She couldn’t help it. She just couldn’t help it. All the adrenaline boiling through her veins just had to go somewhere. Peter’s cock was still brushing against her cheek, she grabbed hold of it with one hand and began pumping it into her own mouth. Whatever happened next… she was determined to get this one last gulp of climax finished with. The boys were slower to that assessment, but were in a similar state of freefall. Eventually all they could do was shrug and help out, building quickly back up to the pace they had just held.

It didn’t take long… The brink approached and spilled over with all the churning doubts of the moment. Stacy gulped down yet another load of Pete’s salty, white produce, and felt Mark leave a similar entry between her legs. She pulled off and away from them before she had even swallowed however, determined to get this over with as soon as possible. The kitchen was just a short walk down the hall. She felt the cold air rushing through her thighs as the remains of her tights flapped open and her own juices continued to dribble down her legs. The taste of Pete still invigorating her with an odd, choking confidence as she turned the corner into whatever cruel fate awaited.




Chapter 2

Mark’s mother was leaning against the counter in the kitchen, smoking a long, thin cigarette. For all her happy-go-lucky hippyish vibes, there was a strange, but solid edge to the woman that it took a little while of knowing her to see. A hint of a previous life perhaps… a previous state of being, which could only be seen when she was surrounded by twisting veils of smoke or was quite so comfortably wearing one of her old, beaten leather jackets. It was an aspect of natural, old-school cool that had always drawn Stacy in even more to liking the otherwise seemingly air-headed older woman. Yet also intimidated her a little. This was a woman who had seen a lot in her life… that much was certain.

Ms. Jay just looked at her for a couple of seconds. Took in the sight of a fresh, young girl; in the last of her teens and dressed to less-than-impress. Her hair was loose and wild. Her top was still hoiked up and ruffled, revealing the bottom half of one of her breasts. Her already-short skirt had been tucked up into the waistband of her tights, which themselves were obviously torn open beyond repair. Liquid trails dribbled out of her, from both the corner of her mouth and the completely unveiled nest of her womanhood. The girl was a mess. But still she tried to stand with confidence. With stubborn challenge. As if stating: ‘Yes. This is what I let your son do to me. What of it?’ The older woman’s eye flashed at that. She seemed pleased by it. She reached over and stubbed out her cigarette.

“Did they make you do that?”

“No. I-”

“Is that who you want to be?”

“Yes! I feel-”

“Are you in love with either of them?”

This one made Stacy pause… She looked at her opposite long and hard. Beginning by trying to work out what the woman might want her to say… but then relenting to giving the question its deserved amount of thought.

“...No… I don’t think so… Not in the way that you mean anyway…”

Ms. Jay stared her down for a few seconds more… then breathed out a long sigh of relief.

“Good. Teenage love triangles can get so complicated… and generally don’t end up well. I take it you’ve been doing this for a while?”

“Sort of… a little while… bits and pieces…”

“And I presume that none of your other parent’s know?”

“Oh, hell no! Can you imagine what they’d do to us-”

Stacy stopped… suddenly remembering the current situation she was in. The older lady cracked a smile.

“Well I’m glad I’ve fostered enough of a welcome for you here that you think of it as a safer place… It’s important y’know… for kids like you to have somewhere to explore becoming adults in… I’ve always believed that…”

The woman had glanced down to Stacy’s openly visible pussy again. She raised an eyebrow at the little dribble of white that was just becoming apparent there.

“Oh! But you shouldn’t let them cum in you like that lovely… A teenage pregnancy would ruin your figure… and career!”

Stacy suddenly became subconscious, dropping her hands to her cooch and twisting on an ankle… That was a concern she’d been berating on herself…

Now the older woman seemed pleased to grab hold a direction she could drive in, as a concerned parent guiding a young friend of her child.

“I’ll take you over to the clinic first thing tomorrow. You don’t have to tell your parents anything. We’ll get you some advice and make sure you aren’t in trouble already… I don’t know, I thought you were smarter than that, my dear… I was so happy when Mark first brought you home…”

She seemed to trail off, thinking of distant things… Then stood up and started rummaging in a cupboard.

“I take it you and Peter are staying for food?”

Stacy blinked. Startled by this sudden return to normality. She couldn’t even decipher the new line of questioning for a moment.

“Err… yes? … I think… If we can? I’ll ask… err, thank you?”

The woman just nodded and continued gathering ingredients. Stacy stared at her for a few seconds more, not quite believing the outcome of this discussion. But no further interrogations came… so she turned on her heel and loped away, head swarming with her own questions.




Chapter 3

The boys had barely moved when she got back to them. Though they had put their pants back on… a little to her disappointment now. She brushed past them to sit on the sofa, acutely aware of the fabric tickling against her bare… and still slightly stinging… behind.

“Well?!” Asked Mark, aghast at her silence.

Stacy was still struggling to find the words herself. “Well… she’s taking me to the clinic tomorrow…”

This didn’t seem to satisfy.

“And…?!”

“And… nothing… That’s it… She’s glad that she’s created a home where we all feel so safe and welcome…”

Both boys looked at each other, nonplussed. They looked back to Stacy, but she had nothing else she could offer them.

Pete tried probing an impossibility. “She... didn’t… mind?”

All Stacy could offer was a shrug. She wasn’t wholly clear on that count either.

Pete tried again. “She’s not going to tell our parents?”

A shake of the head.

“She didn’t say we were never to come back here? or couldn’t be friends with Mark anymore? Or anything like that?”

Another shake of the head.

“She didn’t seem angry, or disgusted, or particularly surprised at all at what we were doing?”

This time Stacy tilted her head in thought, before replying.

“No… not really. She said it was important for us to have somewhere safe to explore becoming adults in… She only seemed worried about me becoming pregnant…”

Mark jumped in. “Somewhere… safe?! As in… here? As in she was happy that we did it here?”

Again, Stacy could just shrug. “She seemed happier that we did it here than at anyone else’s house… She didn’t seem particularly surprised that we were doing it, generally… She asked if me and Pete were staying for dinner…”

This seemingly inane last statement had a similar jaw-dropping effect on the boys as it had on Stacy originally. The questions ceased. Peter looked around at the other two.

“...Yes? ...I’ll err… I’ll have to phone my Mom…”




Chapter 4

Dinner was a strangely quiet affair. No-one quite having adjusted to the new visions they had of one another. Stacy was still dressed in her more-hole-than-material tights. She’d brought a change of clothes with her, in anticipation of such a need, but somehow putting them on seemed a little pointless now. She had cleaned up a little at least… had squeezed out most of Mark’s semen onto some toilet roll in the bathroom. Yet, sitting opposite Ms. Jay now, with her pussy still fully visible through the clear glass of the dining table. Somehow helped her keep track of what was real and what was not. The woman didn’t make reference to their earlier transgressions at all… not until after the dessert plates were being dutifully collected by Pete. She asked, quite casually, if the pair of them would be staying the night again? When all three half-panicked into a shrugged agreement, she openly chuckled. Asking further to that: “In one bed or three?”

So it was that, late that night, the three self-appointed members of the official ‘magic orgy club’ (Better name pending), found themselves staring up at the same dark ceiling. Mark and Peter had taken up their accustomed places: one on his own bed and one on a well-worn futon. But Stacy instead found herself on a spare mattress between them. A self-imposed exile to the centre of the room. She lay naked, on top of the covers. Letting the cool night air chase goosepimples across her skin. It had seemed right, to expose herself fully, having hidden very little from anyone all day.

Mark leered into vision from above, a camera in his hand.

“Another one for the online wank-bank!” He teased, as the flash enveloped her.

“...Why save it for later?” She asked, flatly. “I’m here right now.”

He raised an eyebrow down onto her… but then seemed to think over the words. She was right. Here and now. She was sprawled out in his own bedroom like the front cover of a porno mag. Like american beauty without conveniently placed rose-petals. This was where they had arrived to. Sheltered by the darkness and the strange ambivalence of his parent. Mark sat up and hung his legs off of his bed. From her low vantage and with flash-blinded eyes Stacy could barely make him out. Just a silhouette far above her. But she could hear his movements. His breathing. She knew his eyes were crawling over her nakedness, up and down, up and down. Caressing each inch with hungry attention. Stroking his manhood with a rhythm her body built in him. On her other side she heard another shadow join in on it, yet more eyes piercing through the veil. She shivered slightly… in the perfection of it all. This was what she had made of herself. A solid echo of those lonely thoughts in years worth of lukewarm bath water. She was a human wet-dream. An image of teen fantasy made soft, pink flesh. In the gloom of the night, to the gentle sound of skin upon skin, her mind slipped back into earlier dreams. She imagined lying so in the middle of her classroom, in the wide gymnasium, on the grass of the football field. With such a multitude of hungry eyes staring down. Of standing shafts being stroked. Of dark desires for her being aired. She closed her eyes and shivered again, drifting in and out of sordid reality and further dreams. One of her hands snaked down to slip a finger among her personal crevices… but it was too sweet a fantasy to ruin with just a short and shallow climax.

Stacy thought she felt their cum splashing across her face and chest… just before she fell into a deep slumber. But whether it was the leavings of two boys, or two hundred… She couldn't tell at all.




Chapter 5

In the dim light of a new dawn… Stacy woke up crusty and cold. Above and either side of her, two bodies snored and slumbered. Her closest allies in all the world. The girl realised that, despite all they’d done together, she had never seen them both asleep before… It was usually her that dropped into blackness first after all. Sitting up… she simply watched them both for awhile. Counting the seconds between the subtle rise and fall of their chests. They looked so young and vulnerable now… so innocent. In need of protecting. Though whether by her… or FROM her… she just couldn’t decide. Their lives had been very different before she came along. Of that much she was certain.

A call of nature roused her from her thoughts. It was probably what woke her up in the first place as well. She stood up quietly, and tried to navigate a safe path through the heaps of junk and dirty boxers that littered Mark’s floor. That strange feeling: of trespassing in someone else’s home in the hours before they woke, both overtook and enveloped her. Made all the more so by the fact that she was completely naked save for the several dried patches of semen the boys had dressed her with last night. She tiptoed along the landing, not in fear so much as thrilled trepidation. It was one and the same as those exhibitionist thrills she seemed so addicted to chasing. A lesser cousin of feeling, perhaps? It was strange, to be so aware of your own presence. The prickle of your own hairs over electrified skin. It occurred to her that, in the end, self consciousness was at the heart of all arousal.

After she had finished in the bathroom… something in the seeping grey light called to her. Stacy crept downstairs through the immeasurably thick silence of these twilit hours. At the foot of the staircase the front door beckoned. She slipped through it with ethereal confidence. Outside the green world glistened with a fresh, clean coating of dew. It was cold… But not unbearably so. The scintillating feel of air upon skin refreshed and awoke her, to seem more awake than she ever had before. She stepped down onto the lawn and let each blade of grass leave its own tickle between her toes.

Around about her, suburbia slumbered from here to the horizon. She was sure its thousand nosy senses would have been delightedly aghast to know about the naked cumrag in its midst. But no-one was available to scoop up that gossip. In the far distance the girl could hear car engines rumbling, yet they were nothing more than a backdrop. She skipped across the lawn, simply because no-one could stop her. She danced and twirled on her shining, slippery stage. Raising her arms and legs in ways she hadn't thought she still could, since abandoning her young interest in gymnastics.

A milk float turned onto her street from a sideroad. He slowed down to a crawl and whistled when he saw her, but did not stop completely. She gave another special swirl… Just for him. Filled with the confidence that his opinion didn't matter. He wasn't going to recognise her, or tell anyone that mattered. She would become just another anecdote for his workmates, served with beers at end of day. They wouldn't believe him… Or would want to, but never find her. She was a ghost of the morning light, a mirage in the rising sun.

Of course, next to arrive was the paperboy… And he nearly fell off his bike. By the time he'd regained control again; she had disappeared. He scanned every hedgerow hopefully, not quite sure what to believe. Before setting off again begrudgingly, another young heart broken. By the time he reached the next bend, Stacy had slipped back between Mark and Peter. She burrowed herself under the covers this time… And slept for a thousand more hours.




Chapter 6

Stacy woke up those thousand hours later to the roar of electronic crowds… Mark and Peter were propped up either side of her, staring at the television set mounted above. It would seem they had both wanted to snuggle close to her… but had then rapidly become distracted by video games. Stacy sighed heavily inside. They could have had all the fun they wanted playing with HER instead, and had chosen this option. She watched the little two-dimensional figures dancing across the screen, letting the vague daydream of waking up to find them already inside her sadly fade away…

Still. It was a Saturday. And after her early morning adventures she was already in a happy and horny sort of mood. Today was going to be a good day, she decided. She had her boys and their toys to entertain her right from the start. Her first greeting to them of the day was to reach out and unbutton two pairs of boxers. She scooped up a cock in each hand, and proceeded to gently wake THEM up as well. Both of their owners were too wrapped up in the game to respond with more than a grunt of course. However Stacy soon found she had a sport of her own she could play. It was exceedingly interesting how the specific joysticks in HER hands affected the fortunes of those characters on the screen. By pulling more on THIS one, for instance, the scantily-clad lady on the left started having a considerable amount of shit kicked out of her by the burly man on the right. Yet if more attention was given to the OTHER side of that equation, that skinny little harlot seemed to have quite a bit more fortune. The grunts of frustration from the boys was a soundtrack all to itself; yet, surprise, surprise, neither demanded her intrusions stop. Stacy decided to add another level to her amusements by sucking intensely for 10 seconds or so on whichever handle had won the previous round, thus giving quite a considerable handicap to the other. By the time she had earned two sticky mouthfuls of breakfast the game was quite equally tied a piece, and both young men were puffing and panting as if they’d engaged in the physical combat themselves.

Stacy swallowed down that flavoursome, salty goodness with lip-smacking satisfaction. She still couldn’t say the taste was delectable, but her joy in obtaining it more than made up for its foulness. It was a gulp you got used to, until the goop you grew hungry for. She delighted in playing with the texture of it, and the sordid fascination with which the producers watched her do so. Once it was gone however, there was a terrible lull where even her virile young lovers had to recharge… What was a self-proclaimed slut to do when she had run out of usable cock? Mark handed over his controller, looking a bit worn down from all the excitement of having a naked female rolling around among all his discarded socks and star-wars toys. Soon Stacy found herself sucked just as heavily into the world of 2-dimensional combat and erratically thrown fireballs. Possibly helped by the fact that her esteemed host was returning certain favours by sliding several fingers in and out of her.

It was… nice. Just hanging out. Nerding around together like they used to… with the new directions of their relationships just casually overlaid. As a unit they seemed to all realise at once that they hadn’t done this sort of thing for a long while. That the rapid pace of their erotic explorations had rather overridden every other part of their friendship for a while. Somehow their sudden unveiling by Mark’s mother had reset everything else into place. The fact that she hadn’t made a big deal out of it all… sort of made it feel like less of a big deal. Like it was just a natural progression of their relations with each other. All the anxious hyperbole had been lanced and drained away.

When Ms. Jay came to tell Stacy she’d made an appointment for the pair of them, she brought sweet tea and toast. She made no comment over the fact that her son was knuckle deep in the girl and simply remarked that a shower might be in order, clearly spying the remaining patches of spunk still scattered across someone’s chest. Stacy embarrassedly agreed, accepting the offer of a towel and set about making herself look presentable. The wide, wide bearing this older woman had given her within the confines of her own home made the young teen desperate to show she was more than just a sex-crazed invader. The two of them headed off just after lunch. The boys simply continued as they had been… such things were the mysterious realm of femininity, best left ignored.




Chapter 7

Monday came around again as unfortunately fast as it ever did. Peter and Stacy had stayed at the Jay's household all weekend. Their various parents having seemed to come to the conclusion that such was a safe place for them as well… If only they knew… Stacy was sat in class mulling over the past few days once more. She itched, again. Her skin was on fire under the constricting presence of her uniform. Just as it had done the day after she had lost her virginity.

She had pills to take. One a day. Every morning. The nurse had explained to her that they might have side effects. Might tip the delicate balance of hormones within a still blossoming young lady. Stacy had wondered even at the time what effect they might have on an already unbalanced, cock-craving teen slut. She was horny. Hornier than she'd ever been. Everything she thought of seemed tinted pink, and fleshy, and throbbing. Even thinking back to that visit to the health clinic. Being intimately looked at, and honestly talked to, and openly guided, by two gorgeous older women. Stacy found herself imagining THEM naked as well. Imagining the soft press of their breasts against her, the wise and knowing reach of their experienced fingers… and tongues…

She shook her head, knocking that one loose. But it was soon replaced by another fantasy. The one of lying in the middle of this very classroom, or of dancing naked with the dew once again. Her heart beat in her chest and nipples rose like bullets to rub against her bra cups. Even the concerning news Peter had relayed to her on saturday now only seemed a new and exciting development: He had checked their little website while she and Ms. Jay had been out. Someone else had found and looked at it. He had no idea who or how. It could have been any random internet wanderer across the world, really. Yet, it was a suspiciously quick coincidence for their hidden little nook to have been found. They had kept watch over the next day as well… whoever it was came back several more times. It would appear Stacy had an invisible admirer of all her handiwork. She wriggled in her seat at the thought.

A mistake. She had forgotten which class she was in. A book slammed down upon her desk, and suddenly she was looking up into the wheedling little eyes of Mr. Chambers, the head of mathematics. As he began his spiel, Stacy was suddenly filled with a recollection of the last time she had heard that nasal voice. It brought a smile to her lips.

“I’m sorry, Sleepy Stacy… are we making you uncomfortable?! Did we wake you up from an altogether more pleasant dream?” His words were laced with sickening honey. She hated the way he used ‘we’, as if the rest of the class were any more on his side than they were hers. The general consensus despised both sides of this equation equally, you shrivelled old douchebag.

“Have you listened to a word I’ve said all lesson, Miss Lee?”

‘Miss Lee’ hadn’t… yet her flame-filled chest seemed to give her a sudden self-destructive burst of renegade confidence.

“No sir… I’m afraid I haven’t. I was too distracted thinking about what Miss Palmer was wearing today…”

That caught him by surprise, though she didn’t think he realised who she was quoting. The class burst into an uproar of laughter. See: they’d KNOWN she was a massive lesbian. Mr. Chambers struggled to regain silence, obviously NOT taking a moment to shake his own image of the young bombshell teacher out of his head.

“Well... I don’t think another member of staff’s choice of attire should be any of your concern. Perhaps we should discuss your own ailing dress code instead… while you are catching up on my lesson later, in detention.”

Detention. Great. Now it would be even longer till she got to meet up with the boys again. Had it been worth the redirection of his normal bullying interrogation? Perhaps... Though his latter comments suddenly washed a little self-consciousness back into the girl. Her own dress code? Stacy glanced down for a second… She supposed she had started leaving an extra button unpopped… or two… or three. And she had caught herself subconsciously rolling the waistband of her skirt around itself… every now and then… tugging that hemline ever upwards. He had noticed?! Who else might have?! Had any other little details about herself changed since her after-school habits did? It was all very suddenly food for thought… and made the upcoming detention seem a little more sinister. Would it be just him and her? Alone after hours, in her current… less than ideal... state? That rapid heartbeat started up once more. Stacy tried her hardest not to wriggle.




Chapter 8

The end of the school day came… and went. Stacy sent a text to the boys, explaining, and dragged herself off back towards the Math block. It hurt her to think of those two young studs, waiting impatiently in their secret sanctuary, so used to their after school delights. But then it also excited her a little to think of how much more eager that might make them. How stiff and straining those flagpoles that awaited her might be.

The trial that lay between had not been out of her mind either, all afternoon. She couldn’t help remembering that conversation she had accidentally eavesdropped upon, while full of Mark and trapped in the boy’s bathrooms. She had been sure it was Mr Chambers’ voice, squeaking with excitement as he let his colleague lead him into dark thoughts about his students. ‘A few solo detentions, a few private tutor sessions…’ that was what was said, wasn’t it? And now here she was… on the way to just such a detention…

The schoolgirl didn’t quite know what to think about that. She hated Mr. Chambers. She was creeped out and disgusted by the very idea of him trying to take advantage of her. But… at the same time… That itch… The grimy excitement of being fucked in a toilet, sucking her friends off in front of a tramp, that very first time Mark had appeared above her with uncontrollable lust in his eyes and cum without askance, all over her burning skin… Stacy was beginning to understand that parts of her wanted things that other parts of her didn’t. And it was becoming difficult to tell which parts were in control. She wasn’t about to let some dirty old pervert have everything he wanted from her… but if she could win a few rewards of her own…

The door to the classroom beckoned. She knocked and went in. Mr. Chambers was, as suspected, the only soul present. He sat in his chair next to the whiteboard, grinning fiendishly.

“So nice of you to join me, Miss Lee. I was beginning to worry you’d fallen asleep again…”

Stacy just shrugged, dropping her bag down and walking over to his desk without a hint of apprehension. The teacher scowled, clearly he’d wanted a rise.

“Well now that you’re here… I would like you to go over what you can remember of today’s lesson on the board behind me. Let’s see how far you got before you dozed off shall we?”

He held out a pen, which Stacy took without a word. It would seem her suspicions weren’t off the mark: she could see the real point in this exercise. To write on the board she would have to stray very close to where the stern, thin man was sitting… and presumably stretch herself into all manner of positions in order to fit an entire lesson's worth of notes onto the space. She became suddenly very aware of the comments Mr. Chambers had made about her uniform… and of the fact that she may even have subconsciously rolled her skirt up yet another inch higher on the way over here. Was she really such an exhibitionist?! Did she WANT to feel this creep’s eyes crawling over every offered inch of her?! Even as she asked herself those questions she knew the answers: She started her task right next to him, stretching up on tiptoe to reach the top left-most corner. Her shortened skirt rode up and she could almost imagine how much of her round little ass was being revealed, her white cotton panties not quite covering those cheeks. Was he watching intently? Was he lacing those spindly fingers of his together? Fighting the urge to reach out and grasp at it; like a ripe, tender peach, ready to be plucked. Stacy began writing, but her thoughts were behind her, trying to squirm into his head through those sunken, beady eyes.




Chapter 9

She did quite well, Stacy thought, considering. She had always had a talent for indirect observation. That’s why she could drift through so many classes without really paying attention… and still keep at least above average grades. It was probably also why she was always so self-conscious about those whispers that echoed behind her back. She always knew when someone was talking about her, looking at her, weighing her up. Those were the prickles on her neck and voices in the back of her mind. The things that she feared and was excited by the most. Stacey Lee might have perfected the art of looking like she didn’t give a fuck what others thought… But in truth she only really felt alive in the considerations of herself she imagined in other’s minds.

She felt HIS eyes upon her now. The villain of an educator who seemed to have more than an unhealthy interest in making her life difficult. Why hadn’t she realised until now? What that meant. What he really wanted. She heard him stand up as her scribbling faltered, take two steps to stand close behind her. Still, she didn’t turn.

“And at last we find the point where your interest faltered, huh Miss Lee? I’ll admit, I though you’d given upon listening to me a long time before then. Perhaps Miss Palmer’s outfit wasn’t quite so distracting as you made out… Still…”

Stacy felt his arm reach over her shoulder and take the pen. She was overcome with the knowledge of how close behind her he now stood. Was that fabric that brushed against the skin of her upper thigh?

“You made several mistakes here… and, here… and I really don’t think you actually understood this bit at all… just copied it out.”

As his arm moved here and there, dragging her attention, forcing her to move with him as he crossed out and corrected. Stacy felt all the churning energy within her swell. Conflicting urges raced through her veins. The need to turn round and yell at him: ‘You don’t give a damn about any of this! You didn’t keep me here to HELP me! You did it just to have a chance to be NEAR me! To use me, play out a sick little fantasy in your mind... but probably never go through with it because you’re not just a pervert, but a coward!’ She wanted to scream all that in his face then rip her own clothes off, show him everything he was so bitter about her giving out only glimpses of. She wanted to do all that… but instead…

Instead she found a new game to play. The cunning young teen began to feign astounded interest in everything he showed her. Made cascading “mmmm’s”, “ah’s” and “ I see’s” at every slight change in her workings. Only, at the same time, she quite innocently curved her body back into his. Bumping against him… ever so slightly… but ever more regularly. Following the guidance of his directing arm, yet also backing up some more to see the bigger picture.

It wasn’t long before she felt the real bigger picture knocking against her back door either. The beanpole teacher suddenly found himself answering questions, giving examples and ever-more-thoroughly going through every aspect of the day’s lesson. Stacy could feel his anxious enthusiasm growing behind her as their hips seemed almost pinned in alignment. Yet there was a nervous croak to his voice. A great and obvious lump of doubt… He wasn’t actually sure she KNEW what was going on! The arrogant old git was actually so condescendingly full of himself that he thought SHE might actually be stupid and innocent enough to rub her ass against him till he was hard as a rock… and not realise she was doing it! He even put his hand on her hip at one point, surreptitiously pulling her back even further on to the tenting pyramid of his pants. She could almost judge the length and breadth of his tool, just by how heavily it weighed upon the crack of her behind. The inscrutable teen reclaimed the pen and bent over as far as she could, giving him a good long moment of appreciation as she wrote out a formula on the bottom of the board. Stacy had no idea why she was doing what she was doing. Giving this pathetic creep of a man far more than he’d even bargained for. Yet now she had started, she just couldn’t resist. Playing a role of complete obliviousness while she could actually feel the man who had made her life so difficult come closer and closer to creaming his pants over her… It just seemed so fitting. The most fucked up revenge she could possibly get. Blue balling him to within an inch of his life.

Once the formula was done she jumped up proudly, nearly catching his erection between her legs. But then she span round proudly. Thanked Mr Chambers for all his help, handed the pen back, and marched straight out of the classroom with her bag. There was no question of whether her punishment was over. No chance for him to give her permission. She skipped out of the school gates cheerfully, thinking of what miserable state that tool and his tool might be left in. 




Chapter 10

The next week was fairly uneventful for the three members of a club only they knew existed. They continued to slide in and out of each other’s bodies on a whim, of course, but everything seemed to have settled into a comfy rhythm, at least for the moment. They went to school, they snoozed through classes. They made it out, they found some privacy, they fucked like rabbits. Then they went home and stayed up messaging each other new pictures to put on their private little gallery. Even in her next two lessons with Mr Chambers, Stacy found herself much less put upon than usual. It was as if the man had suddenly become shy around her. They went round Mark’s house a few times too, but didn’t want to make it seem suspicious or intrude upon Ms. Jay more than they already had. For her part, the erstwhile den mother seemed to have adjusted remarkably quickly, dropping any sense of misgivings they might have felt from her at all, as if she had just decided not to have any. She would quite happily chat along with Stacy as one of the boys was sliding his way in and out of her. The teenage girl found herself surprisingly happy to have someone mature she could discuss all this with. The older woman was always coming out with strange and erotic tales from her own youth, growing up in a town and time where such things were considerably less frowned upon it would seem. ‘I remember those Mayflower days…’ she would sigh, wistfully, never really explaining what the phrase meant.

That was until one wednesday, when in her last class of the day Stacy suddenly received a text from Peter: ‘We need to meet up after class. On the way into town. Something serious.’ Blunt but mystifying, as always. Stacy wasn’t quite sure what to make of that, Mark had band practice that day anyway… so of course she was going to meet up with Pete. What had changed? She hurried out of school as soon as the bell ring and yet still found the lanky boy shuffling nervously waiting for her.

“Oh, Stace! It’s all my fault! I forgot he knew my… I didn’t think he’d find… It’s all my fault!”

Stacy had to grab hold of her friend and squeeze him for a few seconds, just to get him to slow down and explain.

“Shh, Pete. Shhh. What’s the matter? Who found what?” She rubbed his back affectionately. Whatever it was, she didn’t think anything should shake her normally tall, stoic lover so…

“My brother! He’s the one who found our website! He ‘borrowed’ my laptop while we were out at Mark’s the other day. I’ve never really had a reason to hide my password from him before. He’s shown the photo’s to all his shithead friends… It’s all my fucking fault!”

Stacy found herself surprisingly calm at the news. Pete’s brother… Terry. He was an odd one, different from Peter but still, odd… she’d never felt any malice from the older boy. He was happy enough to sneak them in during his after school job at the cinema, had always ruffled her hair encouragingly and handed over free popcorn. Still… she knew there was a wedge between those brothers, instated by their mother. Precious Terry went to a highly-regarded, all boys, private school; up on the hill. Which catered for the brightest… or richest of the town all the way up to college level. Terry had won a scholarship, just like his father… and Peter had of course also been in line to… but… Pete had mysteriously failed his entrance exam, just before this school year started… just after Stacy had met the gruesome twosome. Their mother blamed Stacy, or Mark, or whoever else she could. Pete himself was unshakably quiet on the issue, but his two best friends got the distinct impression that this was something he’d decided himself. A silent rebellion. A choice he’d made. While Terry… Terry had always seemed supportive, but disappointed. Stacy got the impression he had a hard time at that school, just like she did. She supposed he’d probably just been hoping for an ally among the crowds. She liked the guy, she felt he was everything a big brother should be… while this. This felt totally out of character.

“He wants to meet up.” Peter had calmed down a little now, but his voice sounded wounded and beaten down.

“What?”

“After I found out it was him… and confronted him about it… He said he wanted to talk to you about it… in private. Else he’ll tell our Mom… Show HER the pictures…”

Stacy naturally shuddered at the thought of THAT woman in particular seeing her most… intimate… moments. Now that would be a life ending turn of events. Yet still… she couldn’t quite believe that this was the same Terry that was threatening to blackmail them. It just didn’t fit the view of him she had in her head. However, the cards had been laid out. It would seem the only thing to do was see which way they fell.

“Okay then… Where? When?”

Peter looked utterly dejected… as if he had secretly hoped she had some other miracle answer to this that even a genius like he hadn’t thought of.

“At the cinema… now.”




Chapter 11

The two of them arrived at the shabby little cinema that sat in the dingy workshop recesses on the far side of town. Compared to the shining multiplexes of the city, this dump had always seemed just on the edge of closing down, but hung grimly on to its share of local customers who couldn’t be bothered or couldn’t afford to travel that far. Peter’s brother had worked there for years now, an amateur interest in film having progressed into his only hope of holding pace with the monetary showboating of his classmates. It often seemed that, like many who entered such institutions only on actual merit alone, he was then under even more sneering pressure to prove his worth. Yet another reason Stacy felt more pity and camaraderie with the older boy than anything else, and why she had never questioned Pete’s decision to avoid all that.

They hung around the back alley behind the old building, as always. Waiting for Terry to appear and pull them through one of the multitude of inconspicuous back doors. They had never really worked out whether he was actually hiding the fact that he let them in for free from the management, or whether those above knew full well and just needed him to make a show of it in case any paying customers caught wind. Still, shuffling about in this dingy alleyway, trying not to be obviously seen, had seemed like quite the illicit thrill to a younger Stacy, hanging out with two boys she had only recently met. There was something about movie screens and teenagers. A sort of background noise of darkened rooms, battered car drive-ins and whispered conversations that was most likely tied back to and propagated by the very movies each generation grew up watching. The big screen meant dirty deeds: cheap sex and steamy make-out sessions. It was almost hardwired into them by this point.

One of the grey metal doors swung open and Terry appeared: dark haired like his brother, but with much more of an artsy flair than hideously practical level of care and attention. He beckoned them in with a finger to his lips. They crept through a fire escape right into the shuffling darkness of a theatre. The thin shadow they followed led them straight up into the tiered seating, about halfway up he indicated an empty chair… just the one. Peter looked like he was about to protest, but was silenced by nothing more than that finger presented once more. His face screwed up into despair… He had always had trouble disagreeing with his older sibling. Almost as if he felt indebted to the boy, just for having been born first. Terry held all the cards here. Pete could do nothing but sit down, watching his brother lead Stacy further up into the gloom.

They climbed right to the top of the room, and then on further, through a door marked ‘Staff Only’. That brought them into a small, dimly-lit space, right above the last row of seats. The projection booth: Stacy guessed, correctly, looking around at all the whirring equipment. A spindly thin girl with strip-coloured pigtails leaned nonchalantly against the wall, chewing gum. Terry waved a hand to her, speaking in a pointedly friendly voice.

“Thanks for getting it started, Lou… I can take it from here…”

The girl’s eyes burnt only into Stacy, though what emotion, if any, was behind them... the younger teen couldn’t tell. Then, with lackadaisical slowness, she simply shrugged, blew a bubble and walked out. Closing the door behind her. 

Stacy was left alone in that dark space, with the ghostly sounds of an unknown film drifting up through the wall and only her potential blackmailer for company.

“So… err… Hi Stacy.” He said, sounding more nervous than intimidating. “Would you mind getting on your knees?”




Chapter 12

Stacy wasn’t quite sure what she had expected… but this was rather straight to the point. No sooner had she put down her bag and lowered herself onto the cold floor… than suddenly she was faced with the flopping entity of a limb she knew well.

Yet from above it was Terry’s voice that still sounded more anxious than anything.

“Umm… you might have to… warm it up a bit… or something… Sorry!”

The practised young cocksucker was still almighty confused about what was really going on here… or how to fit any of this into her view of Pete’s brother… Had he just apologised? While demanding fellatio for the price of not selling her darkest secrets to the world?! Stacy couldn’t quite get her head around it… but before her was something she most certainly knew how to get her head around. Terry’s weapon was not quite the size of his brother’s, but it was still a fine piece of meat for her to get her lips around. She didn’t hesitate. Explanations could wait, giving a blowjob was hardly a grand task to ask of her these days.

The older boy seemed reassured by how easily she took to her task. He tangled an encouraging hand into her hair and began talking at a rapid pace.

“Thanks Stacy. I’m so glad Pete made friends with you… but I had no idea you were… that kind of girl…”

The ‘that kind of girl’ looked up at him with a raised eyebrow, but was struggling with her own quandary too. Things weren’t… progressing as fast as she was used to? That was never a problem she’d had before…

Terry baulked a little, as if still worried he’d upset her. “I mean… I’ve never had much of a chance to hang around with ANY girls to be honest… so I wouldn’t know a ‘slut’ from any other type… I’ve just heard the other guys in class talk about them…”

The boy smiled down at her, trying to bridge the gap between them. “So, like I said I was so happy to find out YOU were someone who liked to do this kind of thing… I’ve always thought we had a kind of… connection, you know?”

Stacy was FINALLY getting somewhere with his dick, though it was taking every trick she had learnt to this day. Mark or Peter would be a puddle on the floor by this point. Still, she found a moment to send a slobbery smile upwards. So that was it… he was just another poor virgin looking for a chance to throw away that title. She’d never realised just how detached and naive the young man was though… to not have hung around with enough real girls to even realise the mythical ‘sluts’ that boys talked about in their locker rooms were about as genuine as fairies, nymphs or dragons. Well… mostly, she thought, through a mouthful of eagerly gargled cock…

Terry seemed pleased to see her confirm her own contentment to be used as an easy access test chamber… and almost surprised at the extent of his own reaction to it. He let her run her slathering magic up and down the length of him for a few more minutes, before gently tugging her back upright. Stacy had expected a want for a tongue-swirling kiss at that point, and puckered up all ready… but the older boy seemed not to even notice. He was looking through the small window behind her, out over the crowded seats. Still, she could easily guess what next would be required of her. Stacy turned around before he even needed to ask… dropping her panties to the floor. She planted her hands upon the wall and craned her neck up to see out as well. There was a clear view of the screen from here, she realised, she could blink images of sun-drenched bodies on a tropical beach into view. Some kind of spy thriller was clearly unfolding, ridiculously suave and muscled men chasing each other past bikini clad femme fatales.

Behind her she could already feel the exciting tension of a penis planning its entry route. She didn’t want to turn and look. Wanted to hold on to the anticipation until she could just FEEL this new slab of meat slide into her. Her third ever entrant. Another heart she held dear, gaining everything he needed from her lurid little form. It made her so happy to think of all the pleasure she could bring to these darling, innocent creatures. The genuine, beautiful souls which the rest of her shallow-minded sex simply wouldn’t give a chance. Stacy was filled with all this golden, ambivalent grace: Pride in herself as the slut they so needed, as she felt the gentle kiss of his helmet against her rear entrance…

Then shattered into a thousand screaming shards as she felt him drive straight into her rectum.




Chapter 13

Stacy gasped with the sudden shock of it. The alien, inverse, invasion of her body’s fundamental workings. ‘Thank goodness I sucked it as long as I did!’ was all she could think as the slightly soothing feel of her own saliva dribbled out from her sphincter. She had been so relaxed… so ready to accept another cock into her pussy’s collection. That must have been how he got so far in before any part of her realised the terrible mistake. Now though… now every muscle within her had clenched up tight, she could barely breathe with the shock of it. Like jumping into icy water. Behind her she heard bated breaths as well, Terry must be feeling the pressure of every ounce of her musculature squeezing down on his swollen cock. Any moment now… Any moment he would recover enough to realise his innocent mistake and pull this great, bloody battering ram out of her anus…

She felt his hands upon her hips. Felt the push and pull, the gradual ease of pressure. Any moment now, he’d be out. The pain would be over. Though even she could feel how the coursing tension of her own body now provided an antagonist, grasping onto his invading limb and holding oh so tightly to it. He pulled back… and back… and pushed straight back in!

The schoolgirl felt tears well up in her eyes. Felt even more air knocked out of her lungs, just when she thought she didn’t have any more left. She couldn’t speak, or cry out, or moan. He pulled back once again… and drove forward. Stacy clung on to the wall in front of her for dear life, the only solidarity she could find. Her head hung low and loose. Her vision swam with tears and delusions. He slid out a bit… and delved further. Each time she felt him bury himself deeper and deeper into her bowels. Her stomach churned at the thought. It felt like each new push might just be the one to burst into that hole at the centre of her. Her entire soul felt like it wanted to dry retch with each new burrowing thrust.

...And yet her body betrayed her. With every shuddering invasion it let go its resistance just that little bit more. It let him reach just that extra step further. It gripped and grasped at him just that little less aggressively. At some point her breath had returned, and she hadn’t even noticed. She heard her own puffing exhalations echoing around her skull… and… were they moans? She felt the slap of his balls against her unused pussy and realised she must have taken in all of him. Felt the bruising slide of his shaft within her and realised the pain was echoing into memory. Fresh memory, of course. And it was still not exactly comfortable… yet there again rose a nagging little voice in the base of her skull. A masochistic little imp of pride which whispered “I’m being fucked in the ass! The older brother of one of my friends is shoving his big, fat cock all the way into my anus at the back of a cinema full of people!”

Stacy lifted her neck once more, till she could see out of that grimy, little window. Watch the shuffling, writhing silhouettes dance in front of the screen, none the wiser of what was happening behind them. Heck the speakers were so loud she could be screaming and moaning at the top of her lungs and they wouldn’t be able to hear. She tried a few experimental yelps, just at the peak of his thrusts. They seemed to help solidify the changing rush of her emotions. This was horrible. It was grinding, and sore, and invasive and stomach churningly uncomfortable. Yet already she could feel herself enjoying it. Feel her other erogenous zones crying out in jealousy. She was being fucked square in the ass by a boy who’d more decided she would do for a test subject than asked if she would be his lover… and she was beginning to love every second of it.




Chapter 14

He came. Stacy felt the throbbing heave of it within her bowels. Felt the hot splash of another man’s seed sloshing into her darkest crevices. She had now been baptised in every hole she owned, given out every virginity she could grant… and taken that of three friends in exchange. She was a Sodomite, in every glorious, biblical and lurid sense. And... as she felt her latest sordid triumph drip free from the man who’d given it to her: She looked up at the screen ahead and understood.

He hadn’t given HER anything… or rather she had just been the surrogate receptacle for him. Terry pushed her up against the wall, panting from his exertions and still buried deep in her clenching rectum. Yet his eyes were still locked with another’s… the great grey, blue ones shimmering on the silver screen. Stacy suddenly felt like the third wheel in an evening for two… only it was her sphincter currently gasping around the climax. Still… she did not blame him. Life was tough enough without certain extra uncertainties… She’d set out along this path determined to make herself a haven for those who needed it. That was always how she’d justified her own excesses. How could she complain now?

She waited until he was ready to pull himself free. Though the removal of that injection causing her legs to suddenly tremble and give out. Stacy collapsed to the floor in a heap of all angles. The cool linoleum offering some measure of comfort to her stinging rear entrance. It would seem the adrenaline and dopamine rushing through her bloodstream had been hiding the brunt of her body’s reaction. Now that they were gone… she really DID feel violated. Delved into and battered throughout. Bruised up and down the places no sun could shine. That… would take some getting used to.

Terry finally looked down at her, in deep concern.

“Stacy?! Are you alright?!”

“Yeah… just a little sore… what with that being my first time and all…”

The older boy looked horrified. “What?! But I thought… Don’t you let Mark and Peter… All those pictures… All those times!”

“Not. In. That. Hole…” Stacy winced, finally finding the courage to sit up a bit. Did she have some vaseline and wet wipes in her bag? Even the thought was a little soothing.

Terry was devastated, he dropped to the floor himself, almost in fits of tears. He grabbed hold of her in a hideously sobbing, apologetic hug.

“Oh, I’m so, so, so, sorry Stace!! I just thought… I mean I knew it was… I just wanted…”

Stacy sighed. Really feeling like she should be the one in tears here… God boys weren’t very tough when it came to this kind of stuff… She decided the best thing to do was just to cut to the chase.

“You wanted to check whether you were gay or not by fucking the easiest girl you could find… right?”

That stopped him blubbering. The shocked young man backed out of her embrace, holding her at stunned arm’s length instead. She saw five thousand automatic denials cross his face in tangled confusion before the consensus that he probably owed HER the truth, if not just himself, won out. His voice sounded sheepish, like a child caught with his hand in the cookie jar…

“I… Guess… Sorta… Yeah… Sorry!” He raised a hand to scratch nervously at the back of his head. Stacy chuckled at a habit she’d seen in his younger brother a thousand times.

“Well considering you could only get it up when watching the hollywood hunks running shirtless across the screen back there and imagining my back passage was theirs… I think you’ve got a definitive answer right there…”




Chapter 15

“What I don’t get…” Stated Stacy, still slumped against the wall but feeling a little less worse for wear as a surprisingly soothing dribble of semen seeped out of her asshole. She was making a bit of a mess of the projection room’s floor, but frankly didn’t give a shit right now. How much had Terry came in her?! The escaping flow seemed to have no end!

“Is why you kept coming back to our little website if it wasn’t me you were really interested in?”

If possible, the older boy looked even more sheepish than he already had. He had been slumped nearby, listening to the movie play out and shooting nervous glances at his first sodomee, only to avert them again as soon as she caught him looking. Stacy had mostly ignored him, waiting for the worst of the sting and throb to die down and mulling over this exact question.

“Ummm…” She could already tell the answer wasn’t going to be a good one. “I didn’t… really… You can tell when someone’s been looking at it?”

The sore schoolgirl raised a despairing eyebrow. “Yeah. Of course we can tell… So if you aren’t the one who’s kept coming back… Should I be asking: who else did you show it to?!”

Her flat, exhausted tone seemed to grind Terry down even more. He seemed almost to be trying to shrivel up and sink inside himself. Still, he built up the courage to answer.

“There’s this group of guys at school… from the really, REALLY rich side of things. They’re all so suave and well dressed and stuff… and not half as cruel as some of the others can be… don’t really have much to prove I guess: their lives are already as set as can be…”

Stacy caught a glint of wistfulness in the young man’s eye there, though whether it was for a general out of reach lifestyle or a person in particular, she couldn’t tell. He sighed and continued.

“Anyway, it’s no secret that they’re all into some quite… exotic things. Like to think of themselves as members of bohemian high-society, like the Romans or Ancient Greeks, or maybe Parisian New Romantics. I’ve never really got close enough to any of them to know the details… Only…”

He finally met her eyes now, letting all the apologies he could ever give flow out through those reddened portals.

“Only I was looking through your website at lunch, sat on my own in the gardens. It seemed a safe enough time to work out what on earth Peter had been making... and… one of them came up behind me. He seemed genuinely… un-judgingly... interested. I just sort of panicked! I said you were my cousin, I don’t even know why, and he asked if it was me taking all the pictures…”

Terry hung his head, cheeks red with shame. Tears beginning to flow again.

“So now they think I’m some sort of aspiring erotic photographer and you’re my… slightly incestuous model. They all asked for the link right away… and told me I should put myself in some of the pictures too… ‘for authenticity’... I think they just don’t believe I actually know you. Which is why… why I told Peter I’d seen it all… and… and everything else… I’m so sorry Stacy! I’m so, so sorry! You must hate me! Knowing all those strangers have access to your pictures…”

Stacy indeed shuddered. Flashbacks to daydreams in stifling classrooms. Terry noticed and turned an even whiter shade of pale. A little devil inside the schoolgirl smirked at the thought: he has no idea what mix of emotions that revelation was really stirring up in her. She kept her voice calm and level though.

“So… what are the chances that they’ll share that link on? Like pass it around the rest of the school… or… town?”

This at last seemed a question Terry could answer positively.

“Oh, not likely! ...I don’t think… Like I said, they like to think of their little group as being… exclusive, y’know.”

“So really all you need is one photo of you and me together… and then they’ll think all the others on the site are taken by you? You’ll have an ‘in’ to their little club?”

Terry’s jaw dropped in dumbfounded confusion.

“I mean… yes? I guess? But that’s not the point. I shouldn’t have shown your private-”

Stacy cut him off with a wave. Her tone no-nonsense and thoughtfully measuring.

“So if you just put your phone on a timer over there- And come slide back into my ass… I think that’ll definitely stop them doubting anything… You can say you just took it on your phone ‘coz you don’t want anything on the site that could link us… or that ruined my artistic tone… or something…”

The older boy moved like a zombie in a world of unthinkable fancy, as his ‘cousin’ arranged them into a suitable pose. She sat him against the wall with his pants un-slung, then wincingly lowered herself back onto his half-deflated shaft. Once it was in, you could hardly tell… and she even felt a warming swell as her tight passage did bring some life back into it. Stacy spread her own legs wide, to show off her pussy and his alternative entry point, then put on her most honeyed of smiles. If she was going to be giving out a free portrait of her pain, it was damn well going to be good one. The phone flashed, and she could just about reach out to grab it. Scrutinising their handiwork intimately… while her anus gave another stinging consideration to its new position in life.




Chapter 16

When the credits had been rolling for a minute or two, Stacy limped her way down the aisle to find Peter. She had left Terry to his after-movie tasks, leaving that tiny room with a lot more aplomb than she currently felt. She had even teasingly informed him that if he ever wanted another try, she could tie her hair up and wear baggy clothes if he wanted… Make her voice sound a bit more… rugged. They had both laughed at that, but he hadn’t said no to the proposition… She wondered if delving into her tight behind had not been pleasurable enough an experience to cross that boundary. Sex was not all about love, after all… that was her mantra of the hour.

Pete jumped up when he saw her, rushing in to help. She waved him away, this was something she was determined to walk off alone. He asked what had gone on. “We just talked… got it all sorted out.” She smilingly lied, very obviously aware that he wasn’t going to fall for it, but averting all explanations until later. She wasn’t even sure what she was going to tell the boys. Did she have a right to out Terry to his own brother? She’d given him her phone number though, she could ask him later.

They left the dark cinema through the front door this time, blinking back out into the sunshine. Mark had called them both. They said they’d meet him at the usual spot. Neither told him anything, Peter obviously conflicted in keeping his own silence. Stacy felt sorry for the lad, she could see the strain this was putting on him. He cared about both her and Terry after all… and had only educated guesses about what had transpired. Still, as far as she could see: everything had worked out in the end. She’d helped a man in need. She knew who had access to her catalogue of indecency and was fairly convinced they weren’t going to end up in the hands of her classmates or on the local news. What was a freshly opened asshole for that? Besides… she’d already been considering letting the boys have a go in there soon… Just, with a bit more lube and preparation perhaps…

Mark was overjoyed to see them. He always got a little over-pumped after playing with his bandmates. Though he kept that side of his life surprisingly detached from everything else... For the first time, Stacy began to wonder why? As he bowled her over onto one of their blankets. He slid straight in, but Stacy didn’t mind. Compared to what she’d just been through a good old-fashioned pussy-fucking seemed quite soothing and refreshing. Though, somewhere in her depths the two tubes clearly came close enough to rub some rawness. She let the twinges of pain intertwine with the waves of tingling pleasure, just as she had done when this pair had taken her virginity. Somehow one echoed and expanded on the other. The girl caught herself slightly worryingly enjoying both. Just as she was both terrified and electrified by the thought of being exposed in public. Just as she was both disgusted by Mr Chambers and had let him rub himself near to completion against her ass. As she felt her friend pour yet another creamy load right into the heart of her, Stacy wondered just what it would take to turn her off these days. Everything seemed orgasmic. The sun, the stars, the dirt and the concrete. She was a mound of flesh to be defiled. A soft place for lost souls to hide. It all sounded like just a ridiculously melodramatic way for a slut to defend her actions… Yet she couldn’t help but believe it too. Sex was magic, pure and simple. It was all she ever wanted to be doing.


To be continued… In Part 4 of

‘Afterschool Orgy Club’

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

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

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