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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 Two
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Chapter 1

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

Every inch of Mark knew what the only appropriate response to that question was, as the naked girl slid herself past them, tying her hair up, with a condom in her teeth. Every instinct in his blood, every whisper in his head, every god damn male role model in any movie he’d seen. All of them demanded that he bend that cruelly beautiful creature over, right this very instant, and throw himself into her.

But… she wasn’t just some Hollywood starlet, playing a stripper on the silver screen. She wasn't a cheekily smiling pornstar or an all-about-business hooker propositioning him in the street. She was Stacy! One of his precious few allies in all the world. One of the only two people he truly believed would have his back no matter what… was it truly alright to just take so much more from her?

“Stace… Are you sure about this? Are you sure we aren't all going a bit too… fast? Last week you were upset when we even...”

The girl spun round upon him like a skin-coloured flash of returning fury. In an instant she was pressed right up against his chest, her exposed form pinned to him while one accusing finger was prodded against his throat. Yet her voice was calm. Precise. Almost medical in her evaluation of their relationship.

“Stop that! Just stop it! I’m a girl that has fully admitted to you I get turned on by you jizzing all over me, again and again. I’m a girl who has already swallowed two loads of cum from you, in public and right under your fucking mom’s nose. I’m a girl who you’ve watched masturbate. Who has been perfectly happy to let you slide fingers inside her for hours on bloody end. I’m a fucking slut, Mark, and it's only thanks to you guys that I’ve been able to work that out! It's not an insult or a phase or a sign I’ve started losing my little mind. It's just who I am! After years of being told I’m a frigid bitch or a crazy dyke or even worse: daddy's perfect little grade A student!”

That finger still waved threateningly in front of his nose, but her other hand had unbuttoned his pants and worked its way into his boxers. She grabbed hold of what was waiting for her there and began groping and massaging it.

“I. Love. This. I love playing with your cocks. I love sucking on them and tugging on them and watching them rise up to meet me every time I say hello. I love throwing my clothes off in the sunshine, and running through town without any underwear, and all the dirty looks you both give me when I bend over and stretch. I love the idea that you go home at night still thinking about my cum-splattered body and play with yourselves some more! I want to be the place where you can happily pour out every twisted, horny fantasy you can think of and I cannot wait until you stuff this stupid fucking thing inside of me!”

Stacy glared straight up into Mark’s eyes and threw his pants down to the floor. At last he finally got it. He grabbed hold of her and kissed her long, hard and deep, bowling her over backwards. They stumbled back one, two, three steps, then tumbled to the floor, fortunately onto one of the various forgotten blankets. Mark threw off his shirt and was on top of her, pinning Stacy to the ground. She opened her legs wide for him and threw her arms around his neck, pulling him down to continue kissing. Down below she could feel them aligning, the boy’s erection lining up with the groove at her center. That rigid shaft met wet and waiting folds and began ingratiating itself among them, rubbed shards of lightning straight into her spine. She was ready and eager, bucking her hips up to prove the point, kissing those lips up to him as she would with any others. They both could feel the hunger for this in the very fibres of each other's body. Stacy’s pink gates were gushing fluids, coating the ram that knocked against them. Mark’s shaft slipped and slid upon that doorstep, the head brushing and brushing and catching against a certain hollow, widening down below. He felt a quick tap on his shoulder though, Pete was holding out the condom which Stacy had dropped, watching their progression towards a goal from the sidelines. The girl grabbed that boy by the collar, pulling him in for a snog of his own while the friend between her legs worked out which end was which of the rolled up rubber disk. They were truly all in this together, for better or worse, a team of teenage debauchery.

Mark managed to slide into his protective covering. He lined himself up with her entrance. The self-declared slut broke off from her kiss, but kept an arm around Peter, holding him close. She gazed up at the boy about to claim her virginity with nothing but determined desire. He pushed up to her, and against her… and into her.


Chapter 2

Mark’s invasion was a slow hurricane of experiences for Stacy. There was pain, yes: a stretching, pulling sting that rose to a sharp prong of intensity, then seemed to settle down into a sort of background throb. An acknowledgement from her body of something alien having forced its way in and taken up shop. But everything else that came with that pain was so tied into it, that it became hard to tell pleasure from discomfort. The strangeness of having another being inside of her from the release of all her pent up anticipation for this moment. She felt the weird, smooth rubber surface of his entrance as her own walls opened up and engulfed him. She felt her encircling muscles relax, second by second, inch by inch, as he slid further and further in. There was the hiss of his breath as her own tightness squeezed in on him, the gentle rock of his hips as he pulled back a little and pushed past again. Always reaching just that little bit further into her depths. And then all of a sudden, it was done. She felt the tickle of the hair on his balls against her labia. The weight of his entire length inside of her. Her body continued to become accustomed to its visitor, she felt her own juices flowing around the swollen mass of him. Laying out a welcome for this pillar of errant flesh, preparing the both of them for what was to come next.

Stacy lay in lap of one best friend, feeling his reassuring support on her shoulders... and equally reassuring excitement near her neck. Meanwhile she wrapped her legs around the other: telling him she was ready, the time had come. The floppy haired boy gazed down at her with a fierce and hungry intensity, the likes of which she had never yet seen. She felt for a second like he was about to devour her, body and soul... But instead he pulled back from her, drawing that length and thickness out almost as slowly as it had gone in. She felt her foolish body relax and close ranks again, widened passages shrinking. Surely it knew as well as she did that he was going to…

Her mind filled with stars as he pushed back in. It was slow and strenuous still, her surprised muscles tensing against him. Yet this time he slid all the way with just one continuous push. Then, again he was pulling back out, the widened ridge of his cock’s bulbous head her only guidance as to where he was inside her. The next thrust came easier still, the soaking corridors of her inner world finally beginning to understand that this was their very purpose. She heard her own breath catching in gasps, felt her own heart beating a thudding drum beat… answered by another from within her lower depths. It was finally happening! She was being fucked!

Mark’s pace began increasing now. It was hard to tell at what point his careful heaves had become bouncing, rhythmic thrusts. For his own part she still felt incredibly tight; a squeezing, clenching tunnel through which he was forcing himself. Yet the condom helped and her own lubricants flowed, trickling out around him with just a hint of red. None of that was what drove him on though. It was the deep, dark, animalistic pleasure that echoed up through his soul from that flesh he cast inside her. Feeling her hands and tongue work upon him had been an endless parade of delights, but this was something wholly different. This was him drawing great sensations out of the most secret alcoves within her. He felt every buck, clench and writhe of her small, supple body as he pulled at its hips to drive into its centre. He watched her eyes as they gaped wide up at him, glazing slightly with the complexity of feelings he was forcing into her. This was the moment he’d thought about for so long. The hidden purpose and pinnacle of adult life that seemed to undercurrent everything their teenage lives and society boiled down to. It was all about who was fucking who, all of it, really… and he was fucking Stacy, the one girl who seemed determined to be everything he could ever wish for.

The movements became easier and easier for the pair of them. Mark slid in and out, in and out. Each thrust building up that swelling ball of pressure and pleasure within him, overriding all his doubts and urging the next one to be faster, harder. The body he threw himself at only encouraged this too. Stacy was letting out little yelps and moans now, craning her neck back to stare up at the clouds above. Her back arched itself towards him, giving purchase for her hips to answer his every push with a buck of her own. She wanted him deeper and deeper, that much was made clear. Yet his own build up was reaching its peak already, the grasping squeeze of her dragging out every emotion he had. He felt his edge approaching, and approaching and… Tumbled over the edge of it. Collapsing down on top of her naked form as he filled the rubber balloon inside her. The feeling of release was incredible, the clench of her muscles seeming to pull out every last drop from him. Yet the immediate drain upon his own muscles was also palpable. He felt like he’d suddenly run a mile all at once. He fell gasping towards her face, already halfway to murmuring “I’m sorry Stace…”, before she silenced him with a long, wet kiss. He let himself relax into the embrace of his friend as his last few spurts spilled into her. In return she kissed him a thousand times, on face and neck and shoulders. Thanking him for deflowering her in this glorious after-school sunshine.


Chapter 3

Almost as soon as the glow of Mark’s climax had left them both, and before the blonde-haired boy had gained the strength to pull out of her again; Stacy reached up a hand to their other partner in sexual exploration. Peter was still sat behind her head, supporting her shoulders from where his oldest friend’s enthusiastic thrusts had risked scraping her forward across their poorly-cushioned ground.

“...Now it’s your turn, tall guy!” She spoke calmly, though still short of breath and clearly in some discomfort. Pete tried to disagree, his own fears spilling out against an obvious desire.

“No… Stace… I’m too… you’ve just… it was your first time! You should at least...” He was aware, even as he tried each angle, that none of them would hold up against her stubbornness. Stacy shook her head vigorously.

“Don’t be stupid, Pete. We’re all a team in this! That’s why I let Marky-boy go first… to warm me up! Now, see if you can find my bag, wherever I left it… there’s an ‘extra-large’ condom in there somewhere. You should have heard the nurse giggle when I asked for both sizes ‘Just in case…’”

Stacy laughed herself at the memory, as Pete reluctantly stood up, and plodded off to do as he was told. Meanwhile Mark seemed to be caught in some sort of personal crisis of his own. She really needed to work on these boy’s nerves.

“Stace, I finished before you… I couldn’t get you to cum… I’m sorry, it was too much and I…”

The girl raised an eyebrow at him, but couldn’t help continuing to laugh, despite his obvious distress.

“What? Now you’re being stupid as well! The pair of you need to stop being such pussies! You’ve made me cum like 3 or 4 times now, while fingering me or whatever... You know some girls actually never get to orgasm ever because boys are so rubbish in general right? I’m pretty sure me not quite getting there the very first time we’ve done it is pretty normal…”

He still didn’t look convinced, so she stopped laughing and let some softness show. “Still, I was pretty close hun… I’m sure you’ll get me to, next time. It was just the first half was all a bit tangled up with… other feelings y’know. I’m not like you boys: where all it takes is a nice tight place, preferably a bit warm and wet as well. It still felt pretty amazing! Especially that last bit, when I could feel you pouring out inside me… It was kinda nice to be able to feel that without being too swept up in my own climax, y’know. I get my own kinda buzz, just from knowing you are cumming because of me!”

Pete had returned, unwrapping the condom but still looking doubtfully down upon his own swollen phallus. Stacy herself felt a knot in her throat, gazing up at the swaying beast of a thing while she felt Mark slide out through her still-tender entrance. There was a different ache inside her too though… one that WAS aware that her previous entrant had left her unfulfilled. One that was aware that all along: the prospect of only having one of these two eager volunteers had never entered possibility. She wanted MORE, past pain or pent up pleasure: more messy, sweaty freedom to defile her own body. One friend slipped out of her and the other lined himself up. The girl looked up at him and bit her lip, ready and waiting for all he could give.


Chapter 4

Stacy held up the two tied and filled sacks, to glint against the sunshine. The boys lay either side of her, matching her fascination with their own for a girl so entranced. She let the dangling things twist and sway, reminiscing on every second they had spent inside her, drawing out their precious cargo.

Pete had indeed been more of a challenge. Even toward the end she was not convinced she had earned herself the whole of him. Yet the still billowing tide Mark had left in her had resulted in not one orgasm, but two, each building out of the other’s encouragement. She had flipped herself round halfway through, demanding to be taken from behind like a bitch in the mad heats of spring. She could still feel the tight grasp of his hands upon her sides, where the spartan youth had dragged her back upon his spear. These two slimy balloons were her medals of honor. Her badges of womanhood. Her trophies of triumph over the virgin voyages of those she held dearest. They were hers now, as she was theirs. Knotted together by rubber and sloshing white fluids. She hung them from the same tree she had first dangled her panties from, not so long ago. There, she now determined, would be built a sordid display the likes of which no ‘normal’ being could even imagine. It would be a shop of horrors. A teenage wet dream of disgusting reality.

The naked princess turned to look over her dozing kingdom. Pete was half-asleep, still flushed red with the exertion of claiming her. Mark was watching her silently, self-doubting thoughts still all too obviously playing across his face. Stacy was not going to have any of that. She needed no favourites. She calmly walked over and mounted him, putting that near-permanent erection to its proper use. He gasped to be suddenly enveloped bare-back, a tremor rising up through where their flesh was now joined. She put a finger to his lips and began moving, forward and back, forward and back. Grinding herself down onto him. Stirring her very soul with his wick. Stacy planted her feet either side of him and began to bounce, feeling the burn of her own thighs against the smooth flow of his invasions. It was a whole new experience: the slow caress of his true skin inside of her. The control that came with measuring out her own doses of friction and pressure. It could have been seconds or decades later that she found herself bounding up and down upon him like a jackrabbit, driving her own hips in bucking slaps. She could feel the throb and steel of him rising, but was far too close herself. She pulled at her own hair and swang back her shoulders yelping and moaning without a care for passing, unwanted ears.

Mark looked up at her with a mix of fear and divine un-fuckitude. They both knew there was no stopping now. She had chosen today in the vague thought that it was probably a safe day, should anything unforeseen happen. But right now gave no sliver of a shit either way. She rode the boy who clearly loved her to the very height of his limits, using every inch of him she could gather within herself. Stars exploded in her head and she struck a pose like a pop queen on her greatest stage, as a supernova of sparks boiled up through her skin. She felt the shuddering jerks of him, pinned between her legs as geysers of warmth splashed against her inner walls. Her womb gasped with the thought of everything its evolution sought being poured in so very close. YES she thought, and dreamt, and said! YES she was a creature and a cavity, being filled with the cream she so desired. She toppled down upon him and kissed the boy who’d given her such gifts, letting shivers ripple down through her entire naked form. Down below they squelched together, flesh tied and glued. Dribbles of him leaked from her, and each drip was a new delight.


Chapter 5

Later that night Stacy lay alone in her bed, unable to comprehend the enormity of this sunless expanse of time. She couldn't even dream of sleep. Her whole body had been abuzz since the very moment she had had to reluctantly crawl back into her own clothes, dragging herself back through the plastic fallacy of an average family dinner. Even those clueless strangers who claimed relation to her had noticed a change. She simply told them she didn't feel well, all the better to have an excuse to clamber upstairs early and put a door between herself and them. Thus she had ended up here. Lying under the sheen of her own sweat. School uniform discarded once more as the travesty it truly was. Naked was her true shape. Unveiled and dripping with the love of those who truly saw her.

Her phone flashed in the darkness, their endless electronic conversation had stayed conspicuously quiet over the evening, as each came to terms with the barriers they had now crossed together. Stacy picked it up and flicked it unlocked, unsurprised to be greeted with a looping moving image of herself. Of course Mark had filmed it. And spent the first chance he had in private pouring over the footage. Picking out choice moments like a fine connoisseur. Stacy watched herself on all fours, pressing her own hips back against the pumping thrusts of Peter. Her eyes were closed and lips were parted, a menagerie of wonder flowing across her facial expressions. It was hypnotic, to be staring down upon those few captured seconds of the most perfect and pivotal experience of her life so far.

‘I can almost still feel each thrust!’ She sent to them, followed by a flurry of unsubtle emojis that in no way managed to express what she was feeling.

‘Me too…’ Came Pete’s reply, clearly watching the same cycle from his own bedroom vantage.

‘And I think I can still feel some of Mark’s cum inside of me…’

She had spent most of their last moments together trying to reassure them both that it was fine that her final dowsing had been unprotected. Reassure them much more than she actually felt that is, having spent the last half hour or so googling sexual health sites and calenders. Yet some dark secret part of her couldn't help fantasizing about what if she did get pregnant… She wouldn't be able to face her parents with it. They would have to run away together. Drop out of school to find some dead end jobs and dismal city apartment. Just her and her two best men, forever using her own body to make up for the dire situation she'd dragged them to… Stacy shivered with the dirty, horrific thrill such thoughts awoke in her.

‘Can we see?’ Asked Mark, the short, simple message hiding the creeping hunger of his asking.

Stacy shrugged to herself, slid the phone down between her legs and used her other fingers to spread apart her own labia. Sure enough, if she squeezed… a little dribble of white emerged from her pinkness. She recorded that movement and sent it spiralling out to them. How many candid pictures and videos did they each have of her now? How much damning evidence of her own twisted desires? She slid a finger or two into herself at that contemplation, then sent them a few more. Somewhere, out there, two throbbing phallus would be rising for her. Her own magic wands to make levitate at will. The slight tenderness left inside her from their very first welcoming was already fading. She couldn't wait to be full of them again.

They stayed up late into the night, teasing each other with words and images. Till finally all screens fell silent, overloaded with shared incrimination.


Chapter 6

Stacy sat in class the next day, twisting her ankles together under her desk. Everything itched. She used one foot to lever the other in and out of its shoe, over and over. In, out. In, out. That wouldn’t cut it. She scraped her sock down, half off one ankle, then begrudgingly pulled it back up. Someone would notice. It would be weird, sitting there with one bare foot out… or both… or more… She got enough odd looks and behind-the-back whispers generally, it wasn’t a good idea to provide any more weirdness as ammo. Yet, she just could not get comfortable in her rickety plastic seat. Couldn’t relax inside all these itchy, stifling clothes. This was not where she wanted to be. This was not how her body was supposed to be presented…

She could still feel them inside her. Still feel what it was like to have a swollen slice of someone else churning up her innermost depths. If she closed her eyes she could almost imagine herself back in their private little hideaway, feeling the cool drip of her own sweat as she bucked and bounced under a sun-drenched sky…

Her phone buzzed inside her bag, tearing the daydream asunder. Probably a good thing, she assessed, as she surreptitiously collected the lesson-forbidden item. She could already feel a slight dampness forming where her thighs squeezed up against cotton. It was Mark, sending that short gif of her being fucked again… The girl worriedly glanced round if anyone else could see her screen. No-one was watching. No-one cared what dismal dyke Stacy was up to…  But the image on the screen was almost hypnotic to her. She couldn’t look away. He was also feeling as restless as she was, she could just tell. That ever-eager cock of his would be pushing up against the constricting fabric of his boxers, desperate to escape all these dull hours of pointless education and worm its way back to her.

That was it. She couldn’t take it anymore. Stacy quickly typed a message: “Sport’s hall bathroom: 5min!” Then stuck her hand straight up in the air.

Mr Wilcox looked a little stunned just to be knocked out of his own tedious lecture, stumbling on for a few more words before asking: “Yes, err, Stacy? Do you have a question?”

“Sorry, sir. I need to go to the bathroom!”

“Oh… Can’t you wait girl? You’re old enough now to plan your day around…”

Stacy didn’t much like lying to the man, despite the boring nature of his lessons. He was a kindly old sort really, who had a soft spot for her when he noticed her being picked on. Still needs must…

“No, I don’t think I can sir! Else I wouldn’t ask… I think I ate something funny…” That gained the desired snicker from about the room… She saw the grey haired teacher relent.

“Oh… well I guess you better had… Go on, then. Be as quick as you can, but… don’t worry if you need to go see the nurse or… something… I’ll make sure your other teacher’s know.”

That was an even better result than she’d hoped for! He’d almost specifically said she didn’t have to come back for the whole rest of the lesson. She felt a red flush of excitement flash up in her cheeks as she grabbed up her bag and tried her best to play it up as embarrassment. It seemed to work, a few cruel voices decidedly to laugh pointedly… Let them. She couldn’t give less of a shit… If they only knew what she was actually headed towards. As the glass paneled door clattered shut behind her, the pretty little schoolgirl let herself risk a quick smile. She was going to get herself some cock.


Chapter 7

The sport’s hall was a good choice, with summer in full swing now the vast majority of PE lessons took place out on the fields and basketball courts. The main locker rooms were over the other side of the building too, leaving this small set of bathrooms the quietest in the school right now. Nonetheless, Stacy crept into the large open room tentatively. She’d be hard pressed to come up with a reason why she’d come all the way out here rather than using one of the closer options, more false embarrassment over her feigned condition perhaps?

There was no-one in sight, but a new problem arose as she approached her goal… Which bathroom specifically? She hadn’t actually specified to Mark. The budding pervert didn’t take long to decide. This was a whole new and dirty adventure… She wanted to see what the inside of the boy’s room looked like. She listened carefully at the door before sidling in. To be honest wasn’t half as bad as her female classmates imagined it to be. A few impossible to remove scrawls of graffiti. The strange and definitely unhygienic seeming metal trough that served as a urinal along one wall. The (relatively) innocent schoolgirl tried to imagine being a boy and just flopping your fleshy THING out over that; shoulder to shoulder with all your peers, both friends and enemies. It struck her as nigh impossible to do, at her current level of horniness she simply couldn’t work out how you’d avoid getting an erection. In fact even within her own daydream she instead suddenly found herself imagining being that trough: gazing up at a parade of those classmates she generally despised, as each one unzipped another slab over meat over her. She shuddered at the feel of her own heart beating faster, Mark better get here soon… She slipped into the nearest cubicle to wait, just in case someone else walked in.

It wasn’t too long before she heard a hissing whisper: “Stace! Are you there?!” … Subtle...

“Yes! In the cubicle, come quick!”

Mark appeared, drawing open the door while mumbling something about going into the girl’s room first. He stopped immediately upon seeing her.

Stacy had spent her time preparing the vision he’d just walked into. Carefully setting down the toilet seat, she’d hiked up her skirt to sit splayed upon it. Her blouse was completely open, but still held at the top by a loosely knotted tie, which dangled down between her unfurled breasts. Her hair was loose and her panties were around only one thigh, the perfect wet-dream picture of a naughty schoolgirl looking for trouble.

Mark’s mouth flapped open into a wide ‘O’, words completely failing him as the image before him overrode all other thoughts. Stacy bathed in that goggling appraisal, delighting in the way she could stun him into silence using only a look. She wasn’t about to give him time to start babbling rubbish again either. The girl burst forward and pulled him to her by the fly of his pants, pulling the cubicle door to slam shut behind. In a matter of seconds she had his meat in her hands, gazing up at him as she pumped it up into the form she required. In a few more she had him inside her, pushing her back against the cold metal cistern. Their shared breaths began panting as they kissed and fell apart, the functionally unpleasant nature of their surroundings only increasing the sordid joy of it. They were fucking. In school. At the very moment they should be sat, bored stiff among faded textbooks and dosing classmates. None of their teachers or peers could possibly suspect a thing, and yet they could be discovered at any moment. It all added up to a dirty-wet, hot and throbbing thrill. Stacy felt her friend’s unprotected flesh and unfiltered lust bury into her, time and again, time and again. It echoed through her right to the bone. THIS was what she had wanted. No. This was what she had NEEDED.


Chapter 8

They had been going at it like rabbits in heat for several minutes when the fateful sound of an opening door cut through the pairs staggered breaths. Quickly, Mark lifted Stacy up onto the cistern and stepped up from the floor himself so not even his feet were visible under the door. Fortunately the new arrivals were too embroiled in their own conversation to hear the little involuntary moan Stacy gave as the cock inside of her shifted angles.

“You seen what Miss Palmer is wearing today?”

The voices came from the direction of the urinal, the deeper gruff tones of full grown men, not students. Both the teens currently entangled in each other recognised one as a burly, but jovial geography teacher, well liked among the student body in general. But who was the other? They strained their ears to listen for any movement towards them, while their body's screamed for nothing more than a continuation of their thrusting consultation.

“Of course I did. Me and every other red-blooded male in this place... staff or student. She’s got to do that on purpose right? She’s got to get some kinda kink out of all those eyes burning holes up her legs and down her top all day long?”

Was that the Head of Mathematics? He was a stern, slim man feared by almost everyone for his short temper and no-nonsense classes. Why were those two all the way over here, chatting like old friends? Stacy had a sudden, strange and self-destructive urge to burst out and ask them, blouse wide open and panties still dangling. She bit her tongue against it.

“Oh, definitely! Y’know I heard one of the upperclassman made a clay bust of her once, proper old fashioned roman-style, with all her… assets on show. She turned round to him when it was finished and said she was incredibly flattered. Asked him if she could take it home with her!”

This revelation seemed to draw a distinctly piqued interest from the second voice..

“Really? Did you see it? Did he get it pretty… accurate do you think?”

The first voice chuckled. “Accurate enough to earn him an A from the examiner’s I heard.” But then sighed as if beset by the sorrow of wasted follies. “Course next year word got out and the whole class did the same… Old Creaky put a stop to it then. Claimed it was ‘inappropriate’ to make projects in the likeness of anyone without permission after that. Though I expect if any of the horny blighter’s actually built up the courage to ask, she still would’ve let ‘em! Heard she received a whole host of the rejected ones as personal projects anyway, come the end of the year. All different mediums too… oil paintings, computer animations… everything. Think one punk even set up a website to display em all.”

There was definitely an almost salivating keenness to the second voice now. A lurid hope for the right answers to his leading questions. “So do you think she ever… went further with any of them? Clearly she knew what they were after with all those gifts and things.”

“Weeeelll… Obviously if I knew anything for sure, she’d be well out of a job by now. She’s smart enough to not let it get out of hand…” The first voice was clearly teasing his companion, holding him on tenterhooks. “Buuut… I did hear that first student who made the bust came back to ‘visit’ a few times after getting into college. Had a few ‘private art tutor sessions’ with her after classes. All perfectly innocent I’m sure…”

The way he said that last line made it very clear how much he believed it himself. In their constrained space Stacy felt Mark stiffen a little inside of her. Of course he would… these two voices of authority were confirming a thousand boy's wet dreams. She gave him a squeeze and a glare… He’d better remember whose pussy he was currently buried in! Outside, the questions continued:

“Have you ever thought about that? ...With any of your own… ‘impressionable young minds’?

The first voice went silent for a second, then dropped down a decibel or two. As if flashing a glance around for any unseen ears. Little did he know.

“Of course! Every day! …But only once they get old enough obviously… I’ve got this one little minx in my 3rd period… spends all lesson just staring me down, chewing on her pencil y’know. That’s the kind of ‘impressionable mind’ someone can work with, if you get what I’m saying… A few solo detentions… A few ‘private catch-up lessons’... Suddenly a young lady might find a way to bump her grades up… if she’s got the brains to keep a secret. Stop her chewing through so many pencils at least!”

The second voice almost squealed with laughter at this, but the sound was joined by the hiss of running water. Both voices began to drift away, until the sound of a closing door cut them short completely. The last thing the two concealed lovers heard was the second voice relaying:

“I’ve had this one young lady in my class for ages, but just lately something seems to have changed completely. She-”

And then they were alone once more, sighing with relief.


Chapter 9
 

The sound of the door swinging closed had barely echoed past them before Mark was back at it, slamming his way into Stacy even at their current unsuitable perch. The schoolgirl felt waves of delicious pleasure ripple through her, spurred on by the adrenaline and danger. That had definitely been her maths teacher, the man who for years had droned her into a coma with quadratic equations then seemed to delight in slamming a book down on her desk, or suddenly asking pointed questions, just to see her squirm. How many times had he patronised, belittled or punished her, just for wanting to keep quiet and to herself in class… not leaping for his attention like the teacher's pets or upfront challenging him like the jocks. He seemed to care far more whether she was paying attention than any of the airheaded douchebags that would actually struggle to catch up if they missed one of his awful maths puns, yet would almost encourage them to poke fun at ‘Sleepy Stacy in her corner’. What would he do? Had he found out that he had been standing just feet away from where she was arrayed: panties round her ankle, knees spread wide, stuffed full of her best friend's man meat.

It all added up, somehow. Their unsanitary surroundings. Close shaves with a man she despised. Not being where they were supposed to… and doing something they were REALLY not supposed to. Stacy could hear her own voice echoing through her head, slipping between the fingers that Mark nervously tried to stifle it with. She moaned and yelped, sounding to herself like somewhere between a whining dog or excited parrot and yet so universally recognised as the sordid noise of sex. She laughed at the ridiculousness of her own thoughts and body, as the wet slap of it being pierced into rang off the close, metal walls around them. Mark’s every entrance was a pistoning marvel for them both. A sloppy, squeezing joy of teenage rebellion; rising and rising between their most sensitive of parts.

Stacy was still thinking about her godawful maths classes as her climax began to peak. Up and down. Right and wrong. Pleasure and embarrassment all getting muddled up together in her head as surging hormones and nerves consumed her. For an instant she almost imagined she was draped across that wide teacher’s desk, head lolling back to see all those wide, unfriendly eyes as Mark poured spurt after spurt of unrestrained semen into her. Were they amazed or disgusted to see her: the quiet nerdy girl they all called a dry dyke, being filled with sticky seed right in front of them? She couldn't quite make out their faces… and then the vision faded. She was back in the toilet cubicle, with Mark’s spunk indeed now cooling within her. It was still a safe day... right? She certainly hoped so… The boy was looking nervously down at the mess he’d made of her.

“We should really get back to… I only said I was popping out to the loo…”

“You go.” She told him. “My excuse was better… and I need to clean up a bit first…”

He didn't need telling twice: the floppy, blonde muppet vanished, leaving Stacy in a puddle on the toilet seat. She stared up at the cubicle door he’d left open… that should really be closed… what if someone came in to find her like this?

...the girl remained sprawled. She didn't really feel like ‘cleaning up a bit’. Not when she could wallow in her own juices a bit longer… a discarded cumsack of a girl in an open stall of the boy's toilets. She shivered a little at her own description. Listening to the far off shouts of students on the sports fields. She fumbled out her phone. Scrolled through the names. Then sent Pete a message.


Chapter 10

Some time later Stacy finally limped into her next class. Peter’s overbearing size was still a lot to handle for her newly baptised pussy, even after a warm up round, though she would never let him see how much that affected her. There were some loose giggles as she clumsily found her seat, but the message had clearly been passed on and her excuse had held. The teacher chose to simply quiet the class and ignore her lateness, presumably with the intention of pity. Thus fairly soon the day slipped back into a semblance of normality, albeit with just a hint more whispering behind her back.

Stacy couldn’t give less of a fuck. A dry smile slid across the far side of her face. There she was, sat quietly at her desk. Idly twirling her pencil in the dappled sunlight and staring out the window at nothing very much. Yet underneath that thin shell of an average schoolgirl… Her womb ached and pussy stung, shimmering in the memory of the two thick shafts that had just passed through them. She could feel the slight wetness of her panties where the ongoing flow of her own juices were joined by just an escaping hint of Mark’s as well. Within her blouse was yet more slimy incrimination, where she had persuaded Pete to relieve himself all across her ample chest. She could feel the sticky, warm dampness within her bra cups. Trembled as she felt a drip of it slide down the side of one breast and drop onto her stomach below. The heady scent of it wafted up to her directly through the gap in her cleavage, so strong and obvious that she constantly had to keep reassuring herself that no-one else could smell it.

That heady scent and hot classroom seemed to swim and swirl around her. The schoolgirl come cumbucket found herself drifting in and out of reality and fantasy, not quite sure where one began and the other ended. She felt so relaxed. So in tune with the universe at large. In a way her nervous, self-conscious self never had before. A patch of sunlight glinted upon her through the dirty glass windows and she basked in it. Up above a clocked ticked away and she bounced between its seconds, happy to feel each one slide past. Dragging her effortlessly towards the next moment she could shed these silly clothes and swell into her true self once more. Around her: pencils scratched and feet shuffled. Stacy found her imagination tracing its way up each pair of twining legs. So many young and eager cocks lay around her, she realised. So many wet and waiting pussies hid only behind thin layers of cotton, just as ready to be delved into as her own. Even the teacher: a thin, dark-haired and bespectacled lady who was feared for her stern glances and silent judgements. Even she must have spent a selection of nights upon her back. Must have bucked in screaming ecstasy as some unknown man… or woman, ravaged her with everything she hungered for. Must have succumbed to her own idle daydreams of when it might happen again, perhaps even in this classroom… as her distracted students scribbled away.

Stacy felt complete. She felt alive. And yet also near asleep. She felt like all her life had built up toward this moment: sitting in an uninteresting lesson with semen seeping out between her labia and slowly drying upon her tits. And yet all her future still spread out ahead of her: far from these pointless academic distractions into a limitless expanse of lurid explorations. None of this mattered... she was finally certain of that. None of this led where she wanted to go. She didn't want to be a doctor, or gymnast, or astronaut, or politician. She wanted to be a slut! A whore! A pornstar or camgirl! She wanted to devote herself to the pursuit of pleasure. Of penis. Of baths in stranger’s jizm. She wanted to wallow in every dirty act and hollow she could find for herself and roll from side to side, shuddering in the electric excitement of it. Stacy sat in her silent classroom and felt her own juices trickle out. Felt her skin shiver with static and her panties slowly moisten… all by the power of her own delicious delusions. She was awake at last to who she really was… and when that last bell would finally ring; she would be leaving a little puddle on her seat.


Chapter 11

Mark was worried. No, that was an understatement… more like: Mark was anxious, paranoid, angry, upset and both mad at himself for feeling each emotion and unsure why he was doing so. His leg bounced under the desk, an irritating nervous twitch that he could not stop, but which also constantly reminded him what he was feeling. He hated it. At this point he’d have chopped it off for a bit of relief… though perhaps it was the thing next to it that really needed amputating.

It was one short day since he had fucked Stacy in the school toilets. 24 hours since he had pumped ANOTHER load of unrestrained semen into her, praying afterwards that she wasn't talking out her ass when saying it had been safe to… or perhaps praying that she was… sometimes… because then…

Gah! It was madness how his thoughts kept racing ahead into stupid daydreams and jealous dead-ends. It was that damn sixth rule of hers which had done it… that open door that should never even be offered to boys of a certain age. She had fucked Pete straight after, he had been somehow dismayed to find out… but had told HIM to cum on her tits. Did that mean...? Anything? Did it matter? Should it matter? They were all in this together after all, and he was fine with that. It was great like that…

Except they weren't all together today, were they. He was stuck here, in school. While those two… those two had clean enough academic records to be given a bit of leeway. Had parents and tutors who would never even CONSIDER that they might be faking a stomach upset just to play hooky and spend all day fucking. While his mom… His mom would have let him off in a second. Would have taken a day out herself, just to smother him in weird oils and surround him with shiny crystals until his ‘balance was restored’. Would have fought black and blue with the school secretary when the old woman hinted that, maybe, declaring him a whole week off immediately for just a stomach bug was a little over the top… The others didn't understand why he couldn't try it because he knew he would succeed. They just didn't understand…

His phone buzzed. Another update from his ‘terribly sick’ friends. They were at Peter's house, the safest venue to guarantee they wouldn't be disturbed. Pete’s mom would pop in to check on him over lunch, but at a very predictable time when Stacy could easily just duck behind a door. Mark imagined her twisted delight, hiding naked in a cupboard trying not to giggle as the woman who despised her cooed over her ‘poor, suffering baby boy’. A stray image flashed: of that ever-horny creature, trapped in an enclosed space. Energized by that exhibitionist thrill of danger that she seemed to gag for. Her skin hot and damp with sweat or other remains from what her and Peter had surely been doing all morning. It caused another uncomfortable reaction in Mark’s pants, an embarrassing throb, and not the first this class. His leg began to go again…

What they kept sending him didn't help. In between parental visits and the inevitable silent half-hours. They had taken on a project. They were building the ‘orgy club’ a website. Nothing findable of course, just another amateur, teenage digital-collage thrown into the never seen recesses of the internet, left untagged and unsearchable. Yet this was to be the explicit dumping grounds for all their sordid escapades. Complete with Pete’s talented extraction of Stacy’s confusingly cutesy stylings: rainbows and unicorns dancing around every cum-splattered image they'd caught of her so far. It was their slut-in-askance all over: a technically public space to flaunt all her proudest defilements, helped all too eagerly by her two favourite meatsacks. Even now, amidst all his turmoil, Mark knew he approved. How could he not? She’d be there, eager and waiting, when he finally managed to catch up to them. She was doing all this for him, as much as anyone. Building him a personal wank-bank, entirely out of her; and letting him choose what to add to it. He already had a few ideas… What on earth did he have to complain about? He was one of the luckiest young men in the world! He gritted his teeth and tried to just will the day onward… but still his leg twitched.


Chapter 12

Peter finished typing the last few lines of ad hoc code, tapping the preview button and watching his work load slowly into life. He never quite thought the first website he made outside of school would be a porn site, but the cynic in him had had some suspicions… it did make up, what? Half the internet after all. Still, he had not predicted Stacy… No-one could've predicted Stacy.

He glanced down. She was still there, bundled under his desk, trapped between his legs. A naked pink ball of furious intensity and devotion to her task. Feeling his gaze perhaps, those eyes leapt up to him. Those same glistening orbs that stared out from every corner of his screen. They looked so wide and innocent, from this angle above. Furtive and timid. Eager but anxious to know if their owner's dedication was appreciated: Was this how you wanted her? Was the pressure enough? The wet, gulping movements? Did you like it when her tongue did THIS? She made herself into a small creature seeming DESPERATE to please those who looked down upon her. Capable only of considering further ways she might be of service. It was her mouth that was performing currently, but it was her eyes that sold the story. That told you you could pick and choose anything you wanted from her offering of flesh. The gift she gave so readily: all her body and soul.

It was only when you looked deeper into those watery depths, those dark and swirling irises, that you caught a half-hidden flash of something more. A cunning hunger. A self awareness. The glint that she knew exactly how she appeared to you. That she was watching her own reflection in YOUR eyes and basking in the debasement of herself she could see there. Just like their current project… It was all cutesy rainbows and offhandedly caught, cum-covered grins… until you remembered she had asked for photos to be taken, for a gallery to be made, for white showers to be rained down.

Peter might be a shy and quiet young man. A boy who kept himself detached, mostly, from the complex relations and complications of others his age. But no-one would ever call him stupid or unobservant. He saw how Mark adored this girl. Saw how she needed to find her own freedom. He was aware even of how his own body leapt at finally having this unlooked for chance to revel in a whole side of life he had never got the chance to experience, and might never so easily again. These were strange and golden days, for him and his oldest friend. This fey and sometimes fierce creature seemed determined to devour them, gulp by gasping gulp. Yet, there was no question of resisting... as he felt a flood rushing out to feed her. She had them in a soft, pink enchantment. On a one way street with warm, wet walls. Sealed with those almost-so-innocent eyes. All they could do is hold onto her tightly, and see where she wanted them to take her. Love was an unsuitable word.

A message flashed up on his screen, Mark wanted them to go round his after school, his mother was out all evening. Peter sent an agreement, not bothering to check with Stace. She was still busy playing with his semen, dangling it's sticky chords onto her tongue. As she finally got bored and set to cleaning him off, the boy above set their project to upload. Thus as a below belt desk-gobbler swallowed her latest reward, 30 or so images of her previous exploits were beamed out upon an unsuspecting world.


Chapter 13

They arrived at Mark’s to find the door was unlocked, as always... but there didn’t seem to be anyone home. Peter let Stacy lead the way over the threshold. Her short cut skirt flipping up over fashionably laddered tights as she skipped her way inside. The girl was full of beans still; that nervy, potent energy she seemed to swell with whenever she had a chance to fulfill her erotic cravings. Which itself only seemed to grow more intense as she was played with for longer. Peter wondered how Mark would react to seeing her so bubbly, after a day trapped in school by himself…

Their third half was nowhere to be seen, not until they’d swished through several of the sets of bead curtains that sufficed for doors in this household. Nor was his mother… though that was not unusual. Mark had a habit of only inviting them around when she was out at a yoga class, or something similar. Despite her always being so accepting and welcoming to their little group, the boy had always seemed a little embarrassed or ashamed about his only parent present. Pete had never really been able to work out why… as far as he could see the woman was a breath of fresh, clear air after his own overbearing excuse.

When they found him, Mark was sat slouched upon the sofa. Watching junk television with an unimpressed eye. All present recognised Grumpy Mark as a character all to himself; arms folded and brow creased. Stacy was not the kind to be put off by such pouting however, especially not in her current state. She leaped straight into his lap, filling his vision with a hyperactive angel of suburbia. Her legs waved out and she immediately poured her tongue into his face, enforcing a kiss of sloppy enthusiasm. Pete saw his old friend try to resist being sucked in to that insistent engagement... but there was only so far anyone could refuse such earnest, if amateur, passion. Still, he seemed determined to maintain angsty composure when he could finally pull her off of him. His voice was gruff and accusing.

“Seems like you two had some fun today then…” The sarcasm of a wounded soldier left behind simply dripped from him.

There was no putting a downer on the girl bouncing side-saddle across his knees though; she ignored his demeanour completely.

“Oh we did! I’m so sad you couldn’t get out of class too Marky! We made such an awesome thing together! Pete’s an IT genius! You’ve got to see how great it looks all finished--”

Mark cut her off mid-flow. “Yeah, yeah, yeah… I’ve seen enough of the big man’s website designs to last a lifetime and I was there for most of the photoshoots…”

He swept his gaze up to pin Peter against the wall. “I take it you made a few more… ‘Happy Memories’ while you were at it…?”

Stacy finally seemed to take stock of the mood in the room, sucking whatever over-excited rant she was going to move on to next, back in… However she was still not going to let anything sour her own personal bubble of elation.

“Well… Of course! You wouldn’t have wanted poor old Pete to go through all those dirty pictures of me without getting a taste of the real thing, would you? That would be TOO cruel…”

A teasing grin spread across her lips. “Besides you should have heard his Mom when she came in, oh-so-worried about her perfect-little-angel… Oh, I had such an urge to jump out of the wardrobe and tap her on the back, naked and coated in angel-spunk!”

This time it was Mark who had to deflate and try another angle… he wasn’t going to win any petty revenge this way… With steady hands he carefully scooped the girl off his knee.

“Well I guess I’ve got some catching up to do then… Bend over that footstool Stace…”

Stacy caught her hands upon the indicated piece of furniture she’d been dropped toward, looking back over her shoulder at a boy undoing his belt. There might have been a slight lump in her throat for a second, before it was flashed over by a determination in her eyes.

“Okey-doke!” She declared, in that same sing-song voice. Without a hint of misgiving over what was being asked of her. She leaned forward and over, pressing her breasts to the stool; presenting her tights-covered ass with waggling confidence and flipping her skirt up for good measure. She wasn’t wearing panties, of course, Mark could just about make out the folds of her womanhood through a dark haze of fabric. There was a glint in his eye too, both gleeful and hungry. A petty delight in this prostration so willingly provided for him. Peter watched on anxiously, but Stacy was far more stubborn. She locked onto that glint with laser like focus, daring it on with yet greater heights of feigned cutesy innocence. ‘Oh dear, have we upset you?’ Said the voice she did not speak. ‘Whatever are you going to do about it?’


Chapter 14

Mark released his pants, casting them to the floor, and walked forward unburdened. Before him rose a wonder in curves and cheap nylon. Stacy arched her back up to him, hoiking her skirt up teasingly. He ran a hand up her half-bent thigh to land casually on an asscheek. She would always offer more. That was the real rule 6. The other side of that coin. The boy was beginning to realise what it meant. A lack of no, left the girl with an overabundance of yes to hand out. She would always offer more… and he was powerless to resist that. His calloused fingertips seemed to scratch and scrape against the smoothness of her form. She was too perfect… Too perfect for his roughness. His petty jealousies and childish tantrums. Yet still she seemed to invite them on, to encourage him to delve further into his own pathetic depths. She would always offer more… whether he deserved it or not.

Mark looked down upon the only girl who could draw such wide berths of emotion from him. Admired the twists and bends of her. The smooth flow of her unveiled back up to a half-cut halter top. The way the light shone off of the round swell of her buttocks. The slight cameltoe where her thighs split open just for him. He was angry with her. Annoyed with Pete. Furious with himself. Yet, at the same time he loved all three. Here she was: laid out before him like a fresh cut of meat, and he felt almost betrayed by that. Trapped by how easily she could hand out everything he desired. How strongly he already felt the urge to forget his silly grievances: forgive her her wilful freedoms and fuck her for all she was worth. He was in the wrong. He knew that above all. He couldn’t begrudge her who she was, when that was what drew him to her in the first place. But, seeing her like this… It almost made him feel like he could wallow in such selfish grudges, like she’d take them off his hands just as gladly as any declarations of undying love. Maybe that was the problem…

Hands. He looked down at his own. Creased and calloused. So unlike the smooth, silky softness he now knew of her skin. Yet she loved the rough feel of them, that he knew too. Mark felt the firm swell of a buttock provided to him freely, and felt a sudden dark urge. Before he could think, his hand had drawn back… and snapped down against her with an echoing smack. In the corner of his eye he saw Peter flinch, then move a step forward. Only to stop when he saw what Mark himself now did…

Stacy had braced forward with the shock of the sudden blow... a shiver running up her spine like a startled cat. Yet she had held onto that position, her back arching to it’s very limit and inner arms squeezing her breasts together. She had closed her eyes and caught her lower lip in a nibbling bite. Even as the boys watched she pushed herself back into her previous position, pressing her ass back into the palm that had struck her and craning her neck back over that shoulder with a look not injured... but expectant.

Mark reset his gaze upon that one which dared him onwards. He raised his hand again… and slapped it across her cheeks. This time she was ready, hardly moving at all with the blow, yet sucking that lower lip even further between her teeth with a satisfied hiss. That wordless voice of her posture and demeanor seemed to pipe up again: ‘Is that all you’ve got?’ it asked, ‘Is that all I deserve?’ Mark raised his other hand and smacked her on the other side. He gave her another and another. Quite quickly she had to release that lip for fear of biting through it, but the accompanying smile remained. She closed her eyes again and gave out an infuriatingly appreciative “Mmmm” with every blow. Eventually these turned to yelps as the slaps came harder and faster, but they were the sounds of an excited puppy... not a creature in true pain.

Mark felt his cock throb and harden with every beat of this scene. Every sting on his palms where they met her covered flesh. He was unleashing all his pathetic, pent up, teenage riotry on her and the girl was only becoming more turned on by it. He rested his swollen shaft on top of the crack of her. Felt the curious slide of nylon against its sensitivity. Felt the earthquake below it as her muscles rippled through every impact. Soon his whole mind was consumed by the frenzy of that connection, by his desire for this soft but unflinchingly stubborn harlot. In a fit of raging arousal he tore open those flimsy tights, unveiling the dripping pink flesh within. He drove himself straight into her, tip to hilt, and bathed in the welcoming wetness. How could he possibly stay angry at one who could contain him so easily? Who could take all he handed out and just come begging for more… Mark slapped her ass again and felt the blow from inside as well this time. That was another new experience she’d granted him.


Chapter 15

Peter looked on as his two friends burrowed under each other’s skin. Somehow this surreal tableau seemed to have done the trick… he could almost feel the tension draining out of the room. People were complicated. He knew that. It was why he had dedicated so much of his life to avoiding them. He had absolutely no idea how this argument of flesh had fixed whatever problematic feelings lay between Mark and Stacy. He had no real idea what the problem was to begin with… they both seemed incredibly fond of the other on so many levels. So why were they always fighting?! Watching now as one let off all his steam upon the other, in both raging love and tender violence. Perhaps... the lanky fly upon a wall thought: this was actually the true solution to most of the world’s problems. The secret answer to what everyone wanted, but didn’t want to admit.

Stacy had no such fears. She was a pastiche of openness about how much she was enjoying this. Mark was driving her down onto the footstool, crushing her against it with the force of his thrusts and still the sporadic snap of an ass-slap. He had gathered handfuls of the ragged remains of her tights and was using them for leverage as he drove himself into her. The reddened skin of her buttocks were now clearly visible, two rosy humps of encouragement for further smacks. Stacy lolled like a ragdoll in the face of this onslaught, letting her tongue hang out comically as she panted and moaned. She stared up at Peter now, her eyes watery and begging.

“You know what she wants, Pete…” It would seem Mark had noticed the direction of her attention too. “Give it to her!” The floppy-haired boy was already dripping with sweat from his exertions, but offered his friend an easy smile. As if to say ‘I never blamed you in the slightest, mate.’ Pete half believed him… whatever else, the two of them had been through fire together. Stacy’s addition to the mix was just… more glue to hold them together. Or, maybe... more meat for their sandwich; Pete chuckled to consider, as he unzipped his own fly.

The eager flash in Stacy’s eyes was too great an invitation to refuse. The waiting lull of her lolling tongue. He offered her his swelling thoughts on the matter and she almost seemed to leap forward onto it. Gasping and slobbering along his considerable length with near-demonic gusto. Not for the first time Peter had to admire how far she’d come in such a short amount of time. How dedicated to furthering this new-found passion of hers she was. She gulped him in like cock was air to her now, even as Mark knocked the wind out of her from the other end. It was an incredible performance to watch, never mind feel; as she made inch after inch of him disappear into her own gullet, the clench of her throat muscles telling him a story of each one gained. He had no idea how she managed to breathe amongst all this choking excitement, but she never once forced him out again. Gag and splutter waves of saliva over him, perhaps; but those glistening, dripping trails were just part of the experience really. Slimy, yet beautiful. Disgustingly incredible. They descended to the floor in slow, hanging gloops, forming little dark splotches upon the carpet.

So engrossed were the boys in fucking this double ended fucktoy Stacy had made of herself, that both were caught completely off-guard when she suddenly started struggling to pull free. Pete must have thrust himself down her throat a full three more times before she finally managed to push him away and grab a gasping breath. He stared down in horrified concern as she wheezed through a few more, but that was nothing as compared to when she looked straight past him to address her first words.

With a chin still dripping in saliva she gazed embarrassedly up at the door and said:

“Umm… Hello Ms. Jay…”


To be continued… In Part 3 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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