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Chapter One




The climbing wall looked bright and cheerful as usual, with rows of plastic holds in rainbow colours smudged with chalk and ropes hanging in neat lines. Like most evenings, the University climbing club was busy. The four of us took over our usual corner, dumping our bags in a messy pile like we always did. We’d planned to go hard today, hitting the toughest routes on the overhang that had been kicking our asses all week.

Chloe stretched out her arms, her sports vest riding up enough to show the neat line of abs on her stomach. Studying graphic design, she always looked like she’d escaped from a cheerleading squad, with bright blond hair, toned legs, and that sunny confidence and cute face that made lads trip over mats when they walked past. Her climbing shorts did nothing to hide how fit she was; her tight ass and waxed camel-toe were very visible, and she didn’t seem to care in the slightest.

“Right,” I said, pointing up at the 7a route that had been our nemesis since they’d set it a week ago. “Who’s feeling cocky?”

“I’ll give it a go if no one else wants to,” said Chloe, looking up the wall.

Tamsin stood beside me, rolling chalk between her palms. “I’m gonna warm up on something easier, mind,” she said, shaking her head. Tamsin was studying computer science and was from Bristol. She had a West Country accent that I loved. She wore an oversized hoodie and leggings that clung to her long legs, but I knew that once she got warmed up, she’d take off the jumper and be attracting attention with her big tits in just a sports bra. She had pale skin, freckles, and wild ginger hair that turned heads everywhere she went.

Tamsin turned to the fourth member of our group, Marisol. “Shall we pair up and start on the 6a, then?”

“Sure,” replied Marisol, tying her dark hair into a loose ponytail. She studied Psychology and was the shortest of us, with bigger hips, full boobs, and stronger arms. I’d always admired her dark skin and Latina looks. She started to pull the harness over her hips, muttering about how they weren’t designed for women with strong thighs.

So, it looked like I was belaying Chloe on the 7a then. I grabbed the rope and threaded it through the belay device, and started tying it to my harness. Chloe stepped into her harness, pulling the waist tight and adjusting the leg loops.

“So,” she said, “any luck getting Fraser to give you a good licking?” She smirked and flicked her tongue in and out obscenely.

I groaned so loudly that a guy two routes over looked around. “None. Zero. The boy’s allergic to going down. I swear he thinks he’ll get germs from it, or it’s disgusting, or something. He just wants to get right to the main event.” I looked around to make sure no one apart from my three friends was listening and lowered my voice.

“Don’t get me wrong,” I continued. “He’s good at the sex part... Really good. And you know I’ve told you before that he’s… big. It’s not that I’m not getting off… It would just be nice to have an orgasm without being pounded into the bed at the same time.”

Chloe threaded the other end of the rope through her harness and started to tie it off. “That’s criminal behaviour, that is.”

Behind us, Tamsin finished her warm-up routine and grabbed a rope, “Who’s committing crimes now?”

“Fraser,” Chloe replied. “Abbie’s suffering from a lack of head!”

“Still?” Tamsin laughed. “Honestly, at this point I’d file a complaint.”

I snorted. “File a complaint with who? The boyfriend police?”

“With the universe,” said Tamsin.

“At least I don’t have that problem,” said Chloe, finishing the knot. “Jamie will go down there all day. He’ll just keep slurping until I’ve come so many times I can’t take it anymore. The boy has some serious skills.”

“All right,” I said, pretending to be annoyed. “Don’t rub it in.”

“But if I’m honest, I guess I’ve got the opposite problem. Once we get right into the act, it doesn’t do it for me. Sometimes he finishes pretty fast, and I have to send him back down.”

That had us all laughing. “I guess the grass isn’t always greener,” I said. “Fraser can go for hours, and I’m not even joking.”

“Lucky bitch,” giggled Tamsin. “I wouldn’t mind a good, hard pounding from time to time. Tad is fun, but he’s really into toys and ropes and messing about like that. Sometimes you just need some vanilla passion.”

We were all pretty much ready to start climbing, but the gossiping was just too good. Marisol looked like she wanted to say something, but she’d gone a bit red.

“What is it, Marry?” I asked.

“Do any of you…” she paused and turned even redder. “Do any of you do it in the… back entrance?”

“Up the arse?” said Tamsin, loudly, making us all shush her.

“Jesus, Tammy, you’ve got a voice like a foghorn,” said Chloe. We all gathered around closer.

Marisol looked embarrassed. “Look, between us four, I’ve been fantasising about it a lot lately, and playing around down there. But Rafa’s not interested.”

“Tad takes me up the arse all the time,” said Tamsin with a smug look on her face. “I fucking love it, I do.”

“Yeah, well, I want to try it, and he’s not having any of it,” glowered Marisol.

“I wouldn’t mind trying it, but I’m not sure I could do it with Fraser’s big dick,” I confessed.

“Is it really that big?” asked Marisol. “I think Rafa’s is pretty big, too, but I don’t have a lot to compare it with.”

“Anyway,” said Tamsin, shaking her head, “we can’t stand here all evening comparing boyfriends’ dick sizes. We need to get on with climbing.”

We moved back to the wall, and Tamsin started her climb with Marisol belaying her. She shot up the first half of the easy climb, clipping in as she went, her baggy jumper hanging off of her, and her ginger hair trailing out behind in a ponytail.

Chloe was ready, too. She put her hands on the lower grips and looked up the wall, thinking about her first move. Then she paused and turned to me.

“Maybe we should borrow each other’s boyfriends,” she giggled. “You could borrow Jamie for some oral pleasure, and Marisol could borrow Tad to take her up the… you know.”

“Hah,” I said, laughing at her outrageous joke. “That would be perfect. Hey, you and Tamsin both wanted someone with stamina, right? So you could borrow Fraser.”

Just then, Tamsin slipped off her hold as she was about to clip in and dropped six feet down the wall. The rope went tight, and Marisol was dragged forward toward the wall.

“Fuck!” came Tamsin’s voice from above. “I hate those crimpy little holds.” She dangled above us, swinging on the rope. “What you bitches talkin’ ‘bout?”

It turned out to be a great session. All four of us finally nailed the 7c, and we piled into the changing rooms high on our accomplishments.

“Let’s warm this baby up,” said Tamsin, leaning into one of the shower cubicles and turning the water on. Her pale skin was flushed from exercise, her hoodie long since discarded. Her tight sports bra squashed her huge breasts across her chest, and her unshaven armpits were unashamedly on display. Before the rest of us could even get our stuff out of the locker, she whipped the bra off over her head and let her heavy tits drop down.

“Oh my gawd, I’m so fuckin’ sweaty,” she complained, rubbing her tits and making them bounce.

The rest of us were a little bit more shy, although we were comfortable enough getting naked in front of each other. We all began to strip off to shower as Tamsin dropped her shorts and knickers and slipped under the steaming water. She would proudly tell anyone that would listen that she’d never shaved in her life, and I could believe it; her ginger bush was wild and thick.

Chloe got naked next. She was the complete opposite. She shaved everything, her perfect skin like a porcelain doll. Even her pussy was a perfect, tidy slit. Marisol and I were in between, with dark, trimmed hair between our legs, but nowhere else.

Soon, we were all showering next to each other, with a small privacy screen in between each shower head, which did nothing to hide our nakedness. Usually, I tried not to look too much, as I knew that it would turn me on and give me vivid dreams. But today, all the sex talk had me glancing at my friends and thinking about each one of them with their boyfriends.

I even started thinking about what it would be like being with one of those boyfriends. Marisol’s boyfriend, Rafa, was tall and dark, with a gym-toned body. Maybe his cock was big like Fraser’s. Tamsin’s boyfriend, Tad, was as geeky as her, but it sounded like he could guide me in kinky things I’d never experienced, like putting it in my ass. And Chloe… her boyfriend Jamie had the oral skills I craved. What would it be like to have him down between my thighs, making me come over and over again?

It would never happen, of course, but it made a compelling fantasy. As I soaped my naked body, I moved my hand between my legs to wash there. I lathered the shower gel into my trimmed hair, and as my fingers brushed over my clit I felt a rush of pleasure. The fantasy had made me aroused, and my clit was swollen and more sensitive than usual.

I glanced over the low screen at Tamsin in the cubicle next to me and was shocked to see that she had two fingers in her cunt. She was moving her hand up and down, massaging the inside of her pussy and letting out little sighs. Her eyes met mine, and she started guiltily.

“What?” she said, still fingering herself. “All this talk of sex has made me fucking horny.”

I turned away, flushing red, but I couldn’t help but rub my clit more than was strictly necessary to wash down there. I let out a little involuntary moan.

Chloe turned off her shower and grabbed her towel. “Fuck this, bitches,” she laughed. “You’re all in heat, but I’m not wasting my time wanking in the shower, I’m going over to Jamie’s to get laid.”

She had a point. The rest of us dried off and dressed, too. I think we were all planning on going straight over for a dick appointment with our respective boyfriends. But I still couldn’t help wondering what it would be like if we mixed it up.


Chapter Two




Half an hour later, I was in Fraser’s dorm room, on my back with my legs spread. He was between my thighs, his big cock stretching me open and making me moan loudly with every deep thrust. It felt good, but I was missing the foreplay again.

“Oh, God, Abbie, your pussy is so fucking tight,” he groaned. I put my hands on his ass cheeks, feeling them flex as he pumped hard into me. His dark, shoulder-length hair hung down to my face, his pale, skinny body above me as he supported himself on his arms.

“Mmm, fuuuck,” I moaned, my eyes starting to roll up in my head as I felt my climax building. His dick was stretching me so much as he gave me every last inch. I could feel him so deep up inside me that it took my breath away every time he bottomed out. “Harder,” I gasped, right on the edge.

Fraser started slamming into me even harder, pounding me into the bed, which was creaking loudly with every thrust.

“Oh, fuuuuuck,” I screamed, as I went right over the precipice and came hard. I felt my cunt clench around his thick shaft as waves of pleasure washed over me. I bucked and squirmed under him, my fingers digging in his ass cheeks so tight he let out a yelp of pain. But he kept fucking me, driving into me right through the orgasm as my pussy contracted and pulsed.

That was my sixth orgasm. He’d been fucking me hard for a good twenty minutes already, and I was starting to get sore. Time to wrap this up. I grabbed his face, pulling him in for a sloppy kiss as he continued to screw me.

“Come on my tits,” I whispered into his mouth.

He grinned wickedly. I knew he fucking loved that. Two more thrusts, and he pulled out, holding his throbbing cock and moving over me. Fuck, it really was big. I was amazed it fit inside me sometimes. He held the giant thing over my firm breasts and stroked his full length frantically.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned.

“Do it,” I urged, cupping my tits and squeezing them together for him. “Come on my fucking tits.”

He groaned loudly again and ejaculated a huge load of thick cum right across my body. It was warm and nice. I actually had quite a thing for cum. His cock throbbed again, and he lay another long line right over my breasts and hands. Again and again he came, until I was covered in the stuff. I rubbed it all into my tits, playing with it and rubbing my nipples.

“Fuck, you’re so hot,” he groaned, collapsing next to me and resting his head on my shoulder. He was flushed and sweaty from the exertion. I scooped some cum off my breasts and licked it off my fingers, making him groan happily again.

Fraser breathed hard against my shoulder, one hand running lazily across my stomach and down to stroke my pubic hair. My thighs were still trembling, and my pussy ached from everything he’d just put me through.

“You like me coming on you, don’t you?” he murmured.

I laughed softly. “Maybe. I can’t help it.”

“The way you watch it… the way you get into it. It’s hot.”

“I guess I have a thing for it,” I admitted.

“A thing?”

“You know. A fetish.” I felt my cheeks start to blush.

His eyebrows perked up in interest. “Yeah? Since when?”

“Since always,” I muttered, kissing him on the cheek. “I like the way it feels on my skin. I like the look on your face when you come, and the little sounds you make.”

He shifted up onto his elbow, looking at me more directly now. “You’re cute when you’re embarrassed, you know that?”

“I’m not embarrassed.” I shoved him lightly, but he caught my wrist and pinned it back against the bed, still smirking. Then he kissed me roughly, and I murmured happily in that hazy, post-sex glow.

Maybe it was the endorphins. Maybe it was the conversation from earlier sticking in my head. Maybe I was still thinking about Chloe’s ridiculous joke. Either way, the question slipped out before I could stop it: “Hey… can I ask you something?”

“‘Course”

“It’s stupid.”

“Most of your questions are stupid. Ask anyway.”

I pushed him jokingly again. “Alright. Hypothetically… like, purely hypothetically… which of my friends do you actually like?”

He frowned. “Like… as a person?”

“Yeah.” I shrugged. “Or, I guess… who you think is… you know. Attractive.”

“Ah. We’re having that conversation now. I’m not going to get out of this alive, am I?”

“Don’t worry, you’re perfectly safe… It’s just… we all talk about this sort of thing.”

“And by ‘all,’ you mean…?”

I hesitated. “The girls.”

He let out a soft laugh. “You’ve been talking to them about what they think of me?”

“It’s normal!”

“For you lot? Maybe.” He brushed a strand of hair from my forehead. “Alright. Hypothetically. If I had to choose?”

Suddenly, I felt nervous. And excited.

“Yeah,” I said, trying to sound casual. “Just… in theory.”

His gaze dragged over my face, searching. “You’re not gonna get mad?”

“No.”

“You promise?”

“Yes, Fraser, Jesus Christ, just answer.”

He thought about it, tapping his fingers absently on my stomach. “Well… Chloe’s cute and has the body. Everyone thinks that.”

“Right.”

“Not as cute as you, obviously.” He kissed me on the nose.

“Obviously.”

“I think I prefer Tamsin, though, I like her geeky look and… can I be totally honest?” He paused.

“Of course.”

“I like her big tits, and the underarm hair really does it for me,” he said quickly, sounding embarrassed.

“Really?”

“Really. Don’t be mad.”

“I’m not mad,” I said. “Okaaay… Maybe I could let mine grow.” I never would have predicted this.

“Would you?” he said, his eyes lighting up.

I grinned. “We’ll see. So…. what do you think of Marisol?”

He laughed again. “She’s attractive, yeah. She’s got that… confident thing going. And a hot body… small but strong. Cute.”

“So, basically, you’d fuck any of them?” I said. My heart was actually pounding a bit at the thought.

He lifted his head again, fully alert now. “Are you asking if I’d sleep with your friends?”

“Not like that,” I blurted. My face was burning. “I mean… not really. Just… hypothetically. Like… if it didn’t count.”

Fraser stared at me. “Why do you want to know?”

I opened my mouth. Closed it. My brain scrambled for a reason I didn’t even know myself. “I don’t know. We were talking about it at climbing and… I guess I’m curious what you think.”

“What exactly were you saying at climbing?” he asked, frowning again.

“Like, how everyone has different skills in the bedroom, right? And different dick sizes. Like, yours is fucking huge,” I said, giving his semi-hard cock a squeeze. “And apparently, Jamie is amazing with his tongue. And we were just joking about how we could switch it around. Just as a stupid joke.”

“Well, if any of them want to borrow me, just let me know,” he laughed.

“Shut up,” I said, pushing him again. “That’s not actually going to happen.”

“I know,” he said, still laughing. “You girls are funny, though.”

My hand was still on his cock, and I felt it twitch as it started to stiffen again.

He kissed my neck. “Abbie…” he whispered. I knew where this was going.

“What?”

His cock was growing rapidly. “Want to fuck again?” he said, licking me just below the ear.

I felt my own arousal surging. “Okay,” I whispered. “But be gentle, I want to be able to walk tomorrow.”


Chapter Three




The student union was unusually quiet for a Thursday afternoon, so Chloe and I had the nice booth by the window entirely to ourselves. On the far side of the room, Fraser and Jamie were locked into a dramatic pool showdown, complete with trash talk and the occasional cue ball skittering onto the floor.

Chloe swirled her drink, watching the boys with amusement. “God, they’re ridiculous.”

“Competitive idiots,” I said. “It’s like watching two puppies fight over a stick.”

Chloe snorted with laughter.

For a moment, we just sat there, in comfortable silence. But I knew Chloe… her silences always meant her brain was warming up to something dirty.

She leaned in. “So… how’s Fraser?”

I raised an eyebrow. “You just spoke to him, he’s fine.”

“No, I mean…” She made a vague hand gesture and flicked her tongue in and out.

I sighed. “Still hasn’t gone down on me. But otherwise? Good. Same as always. I think I was into double-digit orgasms last night, so I can’t complain.” I leaned in and lowered my voice. “It’s a bit sore, to be honest.”

Chloe smirked into her drink. “I swear, I love Jamie’s tongue, but if I had a boyfriend who could properly ruin me, I wouldn’t complain.”

“It’s wild,” I said. “We basically have the exact opposite issues.”

“Yep,” Chloe sighed. “Between the two of them, they’d make the perfect man.”

We both paused and looked over at Fraser, lining up a shot with exaggerated intensity while Jamie pretended to yawn dramatically.

“In theory…” Chloe said, her eyes gleaming.

“In theory?” I echoed nervously.

Chloe paused. “We could swap for the afternoon,” she said. “In theory.”

I stared at her. “You’re not serious.”

“Of course I’m not serious,” she said far too quickly. Then, with a wicked grin: “Unless you are.”

I shoved her knee under the table, but my pulse had started to race. “Chloe.”

“What?” She put on her most innocent face. “I mean… it would make sense.”

“Would it?” I asked, eyes flicking toward the boys again. “I mean… look at them. Do you honestly think either of them would agree?” Fraser was chalking his cue, hair falling over his eyes, tongue between his teeth in that way that meant he was taking the game way too seriously. Jamie was stroking his neat beard with one hand as he watched.

“Jamie likes you,” said Chloe, with a smirk. “He told me.”

I felt myself turning red. “Fraser said he’d sleep with you, hypothetically,” I admitted. “But talk is talk. We’d never actually do it.”

Chloe leaned forward on the table, resting her chin in her hand and looking at me. Her voice dropped to a soft, sexy tone. “Just imagine… Jamie tugging down your knickers, and parting your thighs… burying his tongue in your hungry pussy.”

I kicked her under the table again. “Chloe!” But fuck, I was imagining it only too much. I clenched my thighs. My pussy felt damp and swollen in my knickers, like I was leaking arousal already. And my heart was hammering so loudly, surely Chloe could hear it. God, what would it be like to feel his beard against my thighs as I clamped them around his face and he sucked on my clit.

Chloe wouldn’t shut up about it. “God, I can just imagine being on my hands and knees while Fraser drives his massive cock into me from behind, splitting me open, making me scream.”

“Fuck, Chloe!” I said again, completely shocked by how she was talking. I looked around nervously, afraid someone might be able to overhear the filth she was coming out with.

Chloe just looked at me, a wicked grin on her face.

“Chloe, seriously!” I hissed. “You’re talking about fucking my boyfriend. And… me and Jamie doing it, too. It’s insane.”

“Don’t you fancy him?” she said.

I looked over at the pool table. Jamie was bent over, lining up his shot. I could see his perfect ass in his tight jeans. He was good-looking, for sure, with his short, dark hair and beard. He sank a shot with a smug flourish while Fraser groaned dramatically. Neither of them even vaguely suspected what we were discussing. For a moment, Chloe and I both watched them.

“I’d trust you to borrow him, you know,” said Chloe, softly. “I know you’d bring him back in the same condition.”

I smiled at her joke. “I guess I’d trust you with Fraser, too. I mean, you’re not going to steal him from me or anything. We’re talking about a purely physical, one-off.”

“And it’s not like… I don’t know. We’re not talking about secrets or cheating or anything shady.” She toyed with her drink mat.

I felt a pulse of something. It was fear, and excitement, but also overwhelming lust.

“We’d never actually do anything,” I said.

Chloe nodded slowly. “No. Probably not.” She paused. “Probably.”

The word hung between us.

She tapped her fingers on the table, thinking. “But if we were ever going to… and I’m not saying we would… we’d have to ask them together. Like, as a team. No secrets. No weirdness. Just… honesty.”

My stomach swooped. “When would we ask them?” I whispered.

“We could ask them right now. Just in theory. We’re probably not going to really do it.”

I glanced over at the boys again. Then, before I could talk myself out of it, I downed the rest of my drink. “Come on then.”

Chloe’s eyes widened. “Wait, seriously?”

Then I stood up. “Come on before I lose my nerve.”

Chloe slid out of the booth so fast she nearly knocked her glass over. “Okay. Okay. We’re doing this. In theory only, of course.”

“In theory,” I echoed, my voice wobbling.

We crossed the quiet union, weaving through empty tables. Each step made my pulse thump harder. Fraser and Jamie were still mid-match, and neither noticed us approaching.

Chloe shot me a sideways look. “Last chance to bail.”

“Don’t you dare, this was your idea,” I whispered.

We stopped beside the table. Jamie straightened first.

“Oh, look who’s come to admire my imminent victory,” he said, spinning his cue dramatically.

Fraser snorted. “You’re three balls behind.”

Jamie ignored him. “What’s up?”

Chloe cleared her throat. “So… we have a question.” The boys just looked at her. “Okay, so… this is purely hypothetical. Right. Hypothetical. And we’re not actually planning anything. We just want your honest reaction…”

The boys looked between us, mildly amused, mildly curious, entirely oblivious to how much I was sweating.

“What if…” I began.

“What if,” Chloe interrupted. “We went back to our house, and we borrowed each other’s boyfriends for the afternoon.”

Both the guys were frowning as if they didn’t quite understand.

I felt the need to clarify. “So, I would spend the afternoon with Jamie, and Chloe would spend the afternoon with Fraser.”

They were still looking confused. “And by ‘spend the afternoon,’ you mean…” said Fraser.

“Have sex,” said Chloe bluntly.

Fraser and Jamie looked at each other. The universe held its breath. So did I.

Jamie shrugged. “Sure, why not?” he said. Then he bent back down to the pool table to line up his shot.

“Okay,” said Fraser, giving another little shrug and turning to watch Jamie.

I realised I was standing there with my mouth open.

“Er, that was easy,” said Chloe. She looked a bit shocked, too.

Half an hour later, we were back at our shared student house. Now that we were in our second year, Chloe, Tamsin, Marisol, and I had moved out of the dorms and into a rented house together. It was run down and badly decorated, but we’d made it our own as much as possible, covering the walls in band posters and fairy lights.

Luckily, it seemed that Tamsin and Marisol weren’t home; otherwise, I think we would have chickened out. We climbed the creaking stairs to the landing at the top. I hesitated outside the door to my bedroom. Usually, I would go in here with Fraser, but today it was Jamie standing next to me. It felt strange, but exciting.

“Are we really doing this?” I said. My heart was pounding.

Chloe took hold of Fraser’s hand. “Let’s do it before we change our minds,” she said, dragging him across the landing to her own room and pushing open the door. Fraser shot me a grin as he disappeared.

I took a deep breath and entered my bedroom. Jamie followed me, and the door clicked behind us. My room suddenly felt smaller than usual. My unmade bed and the floor covered in knickers and bras looked embarrassingly intimate now that there was someone else standing there.

Jamie just stood there. “Uh… so.”

“Yeah,” I breathed. My heart was racing with nerves, but fuck I was horny.

Jamie’s eyes scanned the room, looking for something to talk about. He looked at the stack of books by my bedside, the mug with pens. That’s when I realised I’d just left my biggest vibrator right there on the bedside table… the one that was like a giant tentacle. Shit.

“You’ve got a nice room,” he said, even though he’d been in here before and it was a complete mess.

“Thanks,” I murmured.

We hovered by the bed for another awkward moment. I could feel heat rising in my cheeks. We both sat at almost the same time, the mattress dipping beneath us. Not touching, but close enough.

Jamie exhaled a soft, nervous laugh. “This is… a bit weird.”

“Yeah.” I twisted my fingers together in my lap. “We don’t have to do anything. Seriously. If this feels weird, we can just… talk. Hang out.”

He nodded. “Chloe said there was something specific you… wanted to do?”

I stared down at my hands. “Um… I was hoping that… um… you’d go down on me. Fraser never does that, and… Chloe said you’re really good at it. Is that okay?”

Jamie smiled. “I’d love to do that. Do you want to take your pants off?”

My heart was pounding even more now, as I reached up under my skirt and slipped my knickers down over my knees. My legs were still tightly closed, and I felt a flush of embarrassment. He moved to kneel on the floor in front of me. Then he pulled my knickers the rest of the way down, over my feet, and threw them aside to join the piles of dirty washing on my floor.

He put his hands on my knees and gently parted my legs. My skirt rode up, and he could see my pussy. I could feel how turned on and wet I was. I wondered if I was visibly leaking arousal.

He grinned at me. “Lie back and relax.”

I lay back on the bed, and he lifted one leg off the floor, moving in to kiss it just above the knee. He worked his way higher, each kiss making my breathing come quicker. Soon, he was right between my thighs, feeling the heat of my pussy. He switched to the other thigh, and I gasped as his tongue darted out and licked me close to my mound.

“Oh, God,” I moaned, reaching out to tangle my hands in his hair. His head dipped lower, and I felt the heat of his breath on my pussy. Then, he leaned in, and his tongue finally found me. It was an instant shock of pleasure as he caressed my swollen clit. He knew exactly where to press and how to move. I arched my back, a low moan escaping my throat.

“Yes,” I whimpered.

He used his fingers to gently spread me wider, giving his tongue full access. He was thorough, exploring inside my opening, and then licking and sucking on my labia, working his way up my slit. I was soaking wet, and I could hear the wet sounds as he lapped at me. Then he moved back to my clit, and I almost came undone.

He moved with a confident rhythm that made my hips instinctively lift off the mattress. Every touch was electric. I could feel the wetness dripping out of my opening and running down my asshole until he licked that up, too.

“Jamie, yes,” I gasped, no longer forming coherent words, just pleading for more.

He paused, glancing up at me with eyes that were now dark with lust. “Do you like that, baby?” he asked.

I couldn’t speak, only nod frantically, my body tense with need. He went back to work, focusing all his attention now on the swollen nub of my clit. The sensation was wonderful, building and building until my vision blurred and I clenched my fist in his hair. He pushed two fingers into me and curled them up inside, sending more waves of pleasure through my whole body.

With a final, strong suck and a flick of his tongue, I cried out, my entire body convulsing. Wave after wave of intense pleasure crashed over me, leaving me breathless, a hot flush spreading from my chest to my cheeks. My legs trembled uncontrollably as he guided me through the high with his tongue.

Jamie pulled back, his lips glistening, and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. He gave me a smug, sexy grin.

“Oh God, Jamie, that was amazing,” I whispered.

“I’ve only just started,” he smirked, and dived back in.

He went back down with renewed enthusiasm, not giving me a second to fully recover. The feeling was instantly there again, sharp and delicious. My legs, which were still quivering from the climax, were now opening wider for him, inviting him deeper.

“You’re so wet, baby,” he murmured against my pussy. He was right, I could hear the wet sounds as he fingered me, and I felt it running out of my cunt. He licked it up and wrapped his mouth right around my clit. He created a suction with his mouth, and my soul practically left my body. I came hard, my vision blacking out and my legs shaking like I was having a fit.

I gripped the sheets this time, my back arching off the mattress as the waves of pleasure washed over me. He kept up the relentless sucking, making sure there was no space for thought as he prolonged the orgasm as long as he could.

I’d barely come down from the second orgasm when he started to work me harder with his fingers. I was quickly spiralling again. The third orgasm was even more of a beautiful explosion. It ripped through me harder than the first two, making my entire body shake violently as I climaxed against his face.


Chapter Four




Suddenly, it was too much. After three orgasms in as many minutes, my clit was so sensitive I couldn’t bear his tongue on it. I pushed him away, my body still vibrating and twisting on the bed. Jamie finally lifted himself off the floor, his chest heaving slightly, but his eyes still shining with triumph.

“Fucking hell,” I whispered, panting heavily. “Give me your dick. I want to suck it.”

He grinned even wider and unzipped his jeans. He tugged them down to his thighs along with his underwear, and his cock sprang free. It wasn’t as big as Fraser’s, but I guessed it was a bit above average, more thick than long. But it was so hard it looked almost painful.

I sat up on the edge of the bed and wrapped my lips around it, sucking it into my mouth and swirling my tongue around the head. He groaned with pleasure, and I bobbed my head back and forth, taking him deeper each time.

My hands went to his balls, cupping them lightly as I continued to stroke his cock with my mouth and throat. I had him all the way in now, my lips pressing against his body. He was gripping the back of my head, encouraging the rhythm. His breath was coming in short, sharp gasps.

“Oh, God, that’s so good,” he muttered. “Fucking yes, just like that.”

He was so hard, I could feel him throbbing in my mouth. I felt his balls start to tighten in my hand.

“Fuck, I’m gonna come down your throat,” he groaned.

I pulled back, gasping for air and letting his cock twitch above my face. I was still holding his balls, but I didn’t touch his dick now. Chloe had said he had a tendency to come too soon, but I wasn’t going to let him get away with that. My cunt was aching with need, for one thing.

“Not yet,” I said, my voice hoarse from having his cock in my throat. “You’re going to fuck me first.”

I stood up and shimmied out of my skirt, then pulled my T-shirt off and unhooked my bra. He watched as I stripped in front of him until I was completely naked. His hands went to my breasts, tracing my curves, weighing them in his palms, and brushing his thumbs over my erect nipples. I knew I had much bigger tits than Chloe, and he explored them with shining eyes.

For the first time, I wondered what Fraser and Chloe were doing in her room.

“Take your clothes off, too,” I said, tugging at the hem of his T-shirt.

He pulled it off over his head and stepped out of his jeans and pants. Then he pulled me into an embrace. His tongue found mine, and we kissed. I could taste my arousal on his lips and feel his hard cock press against my stomach. It was intensely erotic, and I was desperate to feel him inside me.

“Fuck me,” I murmured into his mouth.

He lay me back on the bed and moved on top of me. His cock found my open pussy easily, without him having to guide it with his hand. He slid inside me with a quiet groan, his eyes half-closing. I could tell he was enjoying the feeling of my wet cunt gripping his cock. He felt different from Fraser, not as big, sure, but he still stretched me deliciously, and his thick head pleasured me in different places.

As Chloe had warned me, he started to thrust hard and fast, as if he was trying to reach his climax as soon as possible.

“Slowly,” I whispered, putting my hand on his cheek. “Take it slow. I don’t want you to come yet.”

He slowed, and it felt even better as his cock rubbed against my G-spot. When he was deep inside me, his body pressed against my clit and sent a surge of pleasure through me.

“God, it feels so good,” he groaned. “I’m going to come inside you.”

“No,” I said. “Not until I tell you. When you feel yourself coming, slow down or stop. I want this to last for as long as possible.” I really did, it felt fantastic, but I also wanted to train him to last longer for Chloe.

He pulled out, his cock throbbing and twitching like he was almost too late. He dived down between my legs and plunged his tongue deep into my swollen pussy. He licked me all over, devouring me, and flicking my clit with the end of his tongue. It quickly pushed me over the edge, and I came hard, twisting and shaking on the bed. By the time it had washed over me, he was ready to fuck me again.

We repeated the cycle again and again. He would fuck me for a bit, with a slow, steady rhythm, building me higher and higher until he couldn’t take any more. Then he would dive down, rest his cock, and give me another screaming orgasm with his tongue.

Finally, I decided he’d lasted long enough. I pulled him down on top of me into a deep kiss, my legs wrapping around him to hold him inside.

“Come in me,” I moaned into his mouth.

He started fucking me harder and faster. I grabbed his ass cheeks with my hands, feeling the muscles flex as they worked hard. It only took a few seconds. He let out a loud cry of relief, and I felt the warm, wet sensation of him filling my cunt with his cum. He thrust into me with every ejaculation, until he had emptied himself into me.

He rolled off, panting heavily on the bed next to me. I could feel his cum leaking from my cunt and running down my ass.

“Fuuuck,” he murmured. “That was amazing.”

I rolled over and cuddled up to him. “It was good. It felt so good, fucking me and then making me come,” I agreed. “The more you hold off like that, the longer you’ll be able to last.”

“Did Chloe say something about me coming too soon?” he asked, narrowing his eyes.

“No,” I lied. “She only told me how good you were with your mouth. But I know she’d appreciate it if you went for longer.”

He nodded, not entirely convinced. I kissed him on the cheek.

“Thank you,” I said. “That really was amazing… Maybe I’ll borrow you again.”

“I can’t believe you crazy girls came up with this plan,” he laughed.

I kissed him on the cheek. “I need to go pee,” I said.

I left him on the bed and grabbed my dressing gown. I opened the door and headed across the landing to the bathroom. That took me past Chloe’s door.

I paused.

Fraser was in there. What were they getting up to? Had they gone as far as I had with Jamie? I had a sudden panic that I had gone all the way, but he hadn’t, and that he would be mad at me. But I didn't need to worry. As I got closer, I heard it. A loud, steady creak followed by a thump of the bed slamming against the wall. Every hard thrust was followed by a cry of pleasure from Chloe. Over and over, I could hear the sound of my boyfriend’s big cock penetrating my best friend.

I felt a sudden rush of light-headedness, followed by intense arousal. My pussy was still swollen and aching from all the orgasms, but it throbbed again with desire. Without even thinking, my hand slipped between the folds of the dressing gown. My fingers found my clit, and started circling it, feeling the renewed waves of pleasure spreading out from my core to the rest of my body.

I leaned on the door frame, listening to them fucking, listening to Chloe moaning with delight every time my boyfriend slammed into her. My whole body felt like it was on fire. It was almost overwhelming. I sank to my knees, my fingers working furiously between my legs. I heard Chloe scream as she came. Even though I was sore and overstimulated, I climaxed, too, and slumped against the wall as the waves washed over me.

When I came to my senses, Fraser was still banging Chloe hard. I staggered to my feet and went to the bathroom. When I came back, it was all quiet from behind her door.

As I hesitated there on the landing, my door opened, and Jamie came out, fully dressed. I guessed he had got bored waiting for me to return.

“Er…” he said, looking embarrassed for the first time. “I should probably… go.”

Just then, Chloe’s door opened. She was standing in the doorway, naked apart from a blanket around her. Only it didn’t fully conceal her body, and I caught a glimpse of her shaved mound where the blanket gaped open at the bottom. Was that my boyfriend’s cum running down her thigh? Her face and chest were really flushed, contrasting sharply with her wildly messy blonde hair. Behind her, I caught a glimpse of Fraser pulling up his underwear and then looking around for his shirt.

“How was it?” Chloe asked, still sounding out of breath as she glanced between Jamie and me.

“Er… fine,” said Jamie, clearly not sure if he was allowed to have enjoyed it.

“Amazing,” I whispered. “Thank you for sharing him. It was exactly what I was looking for.”

“You’re welcome,” she grinned. “And thank you for lending me Fraser.” She leaned so that Jamie couldn’t hear. “O. M. G. That massive cock.”

I laughed. “I know, right?”

Fraser stepped out of her room, fully dressed now, but still doing up the buttons on his shirt.

Chloe used her index finger to beckon to Jamie. “Come to bed, sweetheart,” she purred at him. “I want to reclaim you.”

Jamie followed her into her room, and they closed the door behind them.


Chapter Five




On Friday nights, we always went to a particular nightclub in town, and this week was no exception. The club was packed, and the music was loud enough that we had to lean close just to talk. We’d managed to get there early enough to claim a round table at the back. There weren’t enough seats for everyone, but at least we had somewhere to put our drinks between dancing.

The boys had migrated into their own little cluster: Fraser, Jamie, Marisol’s boyfriend Rafa, and Tad, Tamsin’s geeky boyfriend from her computer course. They were shouting over the music, laughing, and were probably talking about some online computer game they played, or something equally boring. The music was so loud that they couldn’t have overheard us even if they tried.

Which was good. Because Chloe kept giving me that look - the one that said this secret is too good to keep. Marisol squeezed into the booth beside me, her drink sloshing in its plastic cup. She’d put her black hair in two French plaits that ran down the side of her head and hung down to her shoulders. She looked cute.

“God, it’s so busy tonight,” she said. “You should see the queue for the loos.”

Tamsin was perched on one of the stools. “Did anything happen yesterday?” she said. “When I came home, everyone was already in their rooms.”

Chloe and I exchanged a glance. And instantly looked away, like two guilty students caught passing notes in class.

Tamsin leaned in. “Oh my God, what did you do?”

“We didn’t do anything,” I said too quickly.

“Liar,” Marisol said, pointing at me with a neon cocktail straw. “You’ve gone bright red.”

Chloe bit her lip. “Okay. Promise you won’t judge?”

Tamsin practically clapped her hands. “Oh, this is going to be good.”

Chloe leaned in closer. “Yesterday afternoon… Abbie and I… kind of borrowed each other’s boyfriends.”

Marisol choked on her drink.

“What?” gasped Tamsin in disbelief. “You fucked each other’s boyfriends?” she practically shouted.

“Shh!” I hissed, waving my hands frantically. “Not so loud!”

Marisol slapped both hands over her mouth, eyes impossibly wide. “You’re joking.”

Tamsin stared at me. “Abigail?!”

I shrugged helplessly. My face was burning again. “It was… a mutual decision. All four of us agreed. It was just once.”

Marisol sank back onto her stool. “I leave the house for one night, and you two start a free love commune?”

Tamsin was still staring, mouth slightly open. Then, very slowly, she said: “Okay, but… was it… good?”

“Tamsin!” I said.

“What?” she shouted over the music. “This is crazy. I need details.”

Chloe took a sip of her drink, trying and failing to hide a smug expression. “Let’s just say none of us regretted it. Fraser’s cock is even bigger than I imagined, and he fucked me for what seemed like hours.”

They all looked at me. “Okay, Jamie really knows what to do with his tongue,” I admitted. “It was one orgasm after another until I couldn’t take it anymore.”

“Oh god, I’m so jealous,” said Tamsin. “Can I borrow one of them, too?”

“And me,” added Marisol. “I want to know what they’re like, too.”

Chloe shrugged. “Sure. Any of you can borrow Jamie. I doubt he’d mind. He seems to love going down. I didn’t feel any jealousy. I knew it was just a loan and he’d come back to me. What about you, Abbie?”

I thought about it and how it had felt when I’d heard Chloe and Fraser going at it through the door. It had been more excitement than jealousy. “Honestly?” I said. “It actually turned me on.”

“I’m getting turned on just thinking about it,” said Marisol, looking over at the guys. “But… who is going to borrow who?”

“I know,” said Tamsin, pulling out her phone. “I’ll do a wheel of names.”

She opened up an app and added each of our boyfriends’ names. “First spin is for you, then, Marisol.”

She clicked spin, and the brightly coloured wheel with their names spun around on the screen. Finally, it slowed, and we all leaned in close to see which name would land on the arrow. It almost stopped on Jamie, but at the last second, ticked over to Fraser.

“Oh yeah, baby,” laughed Marisol. “Give me that big dick.” We all laughed along with her. My heart was pounding. I still wasn’t sure if we were joking around or if we’d really just casually agreed that Marisol could sleep with my boyfriend.

“Okay, let’s spin it for Chloe, now,” said Tamsin, clicking the button again. The remaining three names spun around on the wheel, quickly at first, and then slower and slower until it stopped on… Jamie.

“That’s not fair,” complained Chloe.

“Don’t worry, you shouldn’t be able to get your own boyfriend,” said Tamsin. “We’ll spin again.”

This time, it landed on Tad. “I’ll take that,” said Chloe, looking across at him. “I like a bit of geek-chic.”

“Only two names left,” said Tamsin. “This one’s for you, Abbie, and it’s either Jamie or Rafa.”

“Well, I’ve already had Jamie, so I guess I’m hoping for Rafa. Although I wouldn’t mind Jamie again, his tongue really was good.”

But the wheel chose Rafa. The idea made my stomach flip, and my pulse raced all over again. I looked over at him, laughing at one of Fraser’s jokes. He was ridiculously good-looking, with dark skin, dark eyes, and close-cropped black hair. Out of all the guys, he spent the most time in the gym, and he had big shoulders and strong forearms. God, I was feeling myself getting wet just from thinking about him holding me.

I shook my head to try to clear the overwhelming arousal. “You know they haven’t agreed to this yet,” I said. “I mean, are we even serious?”

“Oh, we’re serious,” said Tamsin. “Let’s each have a chat with our boyfriends and make sure they’re up for this.”

Chloe drained the last of her drink and grabbed my wrist. “Come on,” she said. “Before the wheel of destiny loses its power.”

My legs felt like they were made of jelly as we weaved through the crowd toward the boys. The music was pounding, the bass so heavy it was almost a physical force, but my heartbeat somehow managed to compete.

Fraser spotted us first. He lifted his eyebrows, amused. “What’s this? A delegation?”

“Kind of,” Chloe said, sliding into the edge of their circle. Her smile was way too bright. She was enjoying this.

I swallowed hard and looked at Fraser. “Can we talk?” I said, touching his arm lightly.

“Yeah, sure.” He tilted his head towards me so I could speak in his ear.

I took a breath, then another. “So,” I began, “the girls all know about what happened. With Chloe. And Jamie. And us.”

“Yeah, I didn’t think it was a secret. We’ve all been talking about it, too.”

I looked surprised. For some reason, I didn’t think that the guys discussed sex and relationships. But that didn’t make sense; of course they did.

I hesitated. “They… want to try something similar. And we… picked names at random.”

Fraser frowned. “What…”

“You’re going home with Marisol,” I blurted out.

His eyes widened. “Wait. Really?” He seemed quite pleased. “And who did you get?”

“Rafa,” I said, glancing over at him. He was deep in conversation with Marisol. He didn’t look unhappy. “If he agrees.”

Then, slowly, Fraser nodded once. “Okay,” he said. “If this is what you want… I’m in.”

My stomach flipped. This was real now. Across the room, I saw Chloe laughing as she tugged Jamie toward her by the wrist. She whispered in his ear, and whatever she said made Jamie’s eyebrows shoot up.

Tamsin was already talking to Tad, or rather, shouting over the music. His face went through three different expressions in quick succession: confusion, disbelief, then a kind of cautious excitement. He pushed his glasses up and nodded, cheeks pink.

Marisol and Rafa were kissing, with lots of tongue. Then they pulled apart, nodded at each other, and she squeezed his hand. It looked like he was in, too.

We drifted back together as a group.

Tamsin leaned in first. “So?” she said, scanning the boys. “Everyone understands what’s going on?”

Jamie shrugged. “Chloe told me the plan,” he said. “Sounds… fun.” He was looking at Tamsin with what seemed like hunger. She was wearing a vest top which showed off her huge breasts and unshaved armpits, her long ginger hair cascading over her shoulders.

Rafa ran his hand through his short hair. “Marisol said this was, like… a group decision? No one’s being pressured?”

“No pressure,” I said quickly.

He gave me a warm, friendly smile that sent a bolt of heat between my legs. “Then yeah. I’m fine with it.”

Tad lifted a tentative hand. “Just checking,” he said, “this is a one-time… experiment? You’re each just borrowing us for the night?”

“That’s right,” said Tamsin. “You can do anything together until tomorrow morning, and then it’s back to our normal partners as if nothing has happened.”

Chloe clapped her hands together. “Great,” she said brightly. “Let’s go back to the house.”


Chapter Six




As soon as we got back to the house, we went to our separate rooms. Except this time, we each had a different guy with us. Chloe tugged Tad behind her, her hand in his, both of them laughing nervously. Marisol hesitated only a second before taking Fraser’s hand and leading him to her room, the door clicking shut behind them. Tamsin and Jamie couldn’t get up the stairs quickly enough.

And Rafa followed me. It felt strange and thrilling all at once, walking into my bedroom with my third different guy in as many days. I could feel his presence behind me, warm and solid, and it sent a shiver up my spine.

I shut the door gently, and we were alone. But neither of us sat down yet. We stood facing each other, both a little unsure, the distant muffled sound of another bedroom door closing somewhere down the landing reminding us that everyone else was having the same moment.

Rafa cleared his throat. “So…” His voice was deep. “You good? We don’t have to rush anything.”

“I know,” I said, feeling awkward and wondering how to start.

He nodded and pulled his T-shirt off over his head in one swift motion. Fuck, his body was like a model’s, all hard curves and abs, his dark skin shining in the dim light of my room. He took a step closer and pulled me to him, his hands going to my ass. His lips met mine, and he kissed me hard.

The kiss was intense and demanding, and unlike the softer fumblings of other guys I had been with, Rafa was completely confident. His hands squeezed my ass firmly, pulling me flush against his hard body. Any awkwardness I felt vanished as I melted into his strong arms.

He broke the kiss and looked at me, his fingers tracing my jaw. “You’re beautiful, Abbie,” he said.

“Thank you,” I whispered, my hands feeling his firm chest. “So are you.”

His hands moved from my ass to the waistband of my skirt, and he deftly unzipped it. The skirt pooled around my ankles. Then, his fingers went to my blouse, unbuttoning it and casting it aside. He slipped one of my bra straps down over my shoulder and exposed one of my breasts. My nipple contracted and hardened as he brushed it with his thumb. Then he did the same with the other side.

Before I could react, he picked me up, one arm beneath my knees and the other supporting my back. I giggled with shock; I’d never been picked up before. He deposited me gently in the centre of the bed and followed me down, looming over me.

I lay back, breathless, watching him. He reached out and snagged my wrists, pulling them up above my head and holding them together in one of his large, strong hands. The position was instantly submissive, leaving my breasts thrillingly exposed.

His other hand moved between my legs. He slipped off my knickers and spread me wide open. He found my clit first, rubbing it quickly under the skirt until I let out a sharp gasp. Then, he slipped two fingers inside, pushing past my soaking wet folds.

He didn't stop to tease; he went straight for the rough skin of my G-spot. He curled his fingers slightly and pressed hard. I let out a startled cry. It wasn't painful, but it was an intense pressure I'd never felt before. "Rafa…” I gasped.

He shushed me with a look, maintaining eye contact as he kept the steady pressure on that specific spot, circling and pressing. My body felt like it was humming, the pleasure overwhelming. My hips began to twist and buck against his hand, but his grip on my wrists was absolute, holding me captive.

"Relax," he ordered, his eyes never leaving mine. “I’m going to make you squirt.”

“I don’t… think I… can,” I whispered, my words punctuated with little moans.

The pressure built, my cunt clenching around his strong fingers. It was a familiar feeling of impending climax, yet different; deeper, more focused, and a little bit like I needed to pee. I squirmed in his grip, the pleasure rushing through my body. The way he was holding me down, with his strong arm muscles flexing above me, was driving me wild.

Suddenly, my muscles tensed violently, and I came hard. Waves of pleasure rushed through me. It felt like my brain was turning off for a second before it all came rushing back.

“Oh, fuuuck,” I screamed. And then I felt a sudden, huge surge of liquid rush from me, spraying over Rafa’s arm and soaking the sheets beneath my lower back. The release felt wonderful, and for a second, I didn’t care that I was spraying liquid everywhere. Rafa’s fingers pumped against my G-spot, causing me to squirt again and again.

When he finally stopped, my eyes snapped wide open in disbelief. I was still shaking from the climax as I stared at him, my mouth wide.

He released my wrists and let my hands fall to the bed, a slow, satisfied smile spreading across his face. He lifted his hand from between my legs, showing me his slick, glistening fingers and his drenched forearm.

"You liked that, didn't you?” he grinned. “Did you know you could do that?"

I shook my head. “No. Do you do that to Marisol?”

“Oh, yes. I taught her, and now she can squirt all the time.”

My legs felt like jelly, and the sheets were soaked and warm beneath me. He reached down to the waistband of his jeans, undoing the button with a pop and pulling the zipper down. He pushed his jeans and boxers down his muscular thighs, freeing his dick.

My eyes widened. It wasn't just big; it was a beast. While Fraser's was long and straight, Rafa’s black cock was slightly shorter and thicker, but curved dramatically upward, looking like a heavy, rigid piece of sculpture. It was slick with precum and throbbing.

I reached out a hand, tracing the thick vein that ran down the side. "Wow," I breathed, utterly captivated by the sight of it.

“And now I’m going to fuck you,” he growled.

Rafa took my hand away and pinned me back down to the bed, making me squirm with delight. He guided the enormous head of his cock to my pulsing, wet pussy. He didn't waste time. He pushed hard, spreading me open and sliding it deep into my aching cunt.

I cried out as he stretched me to my limit, the thick curve pressing deep inside me in ways I had never experienced before. He paused, letting me adjust, his eyes scanning my face.

“You like my cock inside you?” he asked.

“Yes,” I gasped.

He seemed to flex it inside me, and I moaned with pleasure.

“You want me to fuck you?” he said, his face above me, his hands around my wrists.

“Yes,” I moaned again.

“Say it,” he commanded.

“Please,” I said, struggling to get the words out. His cock seemed to stretch me so much I could hardly breathe. “Please... Fuck me… Fuck me hard.”

He pulled almost entirely out and then drove back in, his curved cock rubbing hard against my G-spot. He started to fuck me harder, holding me down to the bed. Every thrust was absolute heaven. It felt like he was reaching places no one had ever touched, slamming against that sensitive spot, the same one he had fingered to make me squirt. I wrapped my legs tightly around his waist, desperate to keep him buried inside me as my climax quickly mounted.

He let go of my wrists and put his hands on the back of my knees, pinning my legs back against my shoulders. I was spread open in front of him, and he watched his cock pound my swollen, wet cunt. I was a wreck of moans and gasps, unable to move as he screwed me hard.

The pounding against that special spot became too much, and I could feel the overwhelming buildup of pressure returning. My body was vibrating under his powerful strokes, right on the edge.

"Rafa!" I screamed, my fingers clawing at his shoulders.

I bucked wildly beneath him, a massive spray of liquid flooding the bed again, splashing up around his thick hips.

I’d barely recovered before he flipped me over onto my knees and pulled my ass up in front of him on the bed. He stood on the floor and slid his cock into me from behind. He spread me with his thumbs, and the full length went deep into my cunt. The new angle hit a whole load of different spots, stretching me in new ways and making me moan all over again.

He grabbed me by the hair and half lifted me up onto my knees, all the time still fucking me from behind. He held me against him, his chest pressed against my back, and grabbed my tits, kneading my breasts and pulling on my nipples as his cock slid in and out of me. I’d never been fucked so dominantly, and I was fucking loving it.

My eyes flicked to the side, and I saw myself in the mirror opposite the bed. His black skin pressed against my pale skin, his strong muscles tensing and flexing as he took me completely.

"Look at you," he growled into my ear. "Taking every inch in your tight little cunt. You’re a slut, Abbie… a dirty slut… and I’m going to make you come again."

His hand slipped down my stomach and between my legs, finding my clit as he continued to fuck me. His other hand was still on my breast, pulling painfully on my nipple. I moaned with pleasure, the additional sensation sending even more waves of pleasure through my entire body.

The power he exerted over me was driving me crazy. I was completely his, held tight between his strong chest and his hands, my body working rhythmically to meet his thrusts. Every time he drove home, the upward curve of his cock rubbed against that sensitive spot deep inside, chasing a new orgasm. My throat was sore from the noise I was making, a continuous stream of moans and cries of pleasure.

He sped up, his breathing becoming shallow and fast, his hips slamming into my ass cheek with increasing force. I could feel the tension coil in him, and I knew he was closing in on his climax. I came again, squirting down my legs, but he just fucked me through it like he hadn’t even noticed.

"Say you want it," he commanded.

"Rafa!" I cried. “I want your cum.”

“Where do you want it?”

Suddenly, I knew exactly what I wanted. I’d recently admitted to myself that I had a cum fetish, and the way he was dominating me… it made me want to take it in the most submissive way possible, a way I’d never done before.

“On my face,” I gasped.

He pulled out, and I quickly got down on my knees on the carpet and thrust my fingers up into my cunt. I stared up at him, my heart hammering in my chest, completely exposed and ready. He stroked his cock quickly, and then with a deep groan of relief, he came right across my face. I could feel the thick warmth on my cheek and nose. The second load mostly went in my hair. The third pooled in my eyes, and I screwed them shut. I felt more of it dripping down onto my breasts, until I was completely covered.


Chapter Seven




We’d kind of said we’d swap for the whole night, but after we’d all finished fucking, it felt more natural to return to our partners. Rafa had gone back to Marisol, and Fraser knocked gently on my door before slipping into bed with me.

I was still dirty from sex, the sweat dried, and the cum wiped off, but I could feel how filthy I still was. Fraser was the same; he smelt of cum and Marisol. For some reason, it made me even more horny.

“How did it go?” I whispered, snuggling up to him and inhaling the scent of pure sex on his body.

He pulled me closer. “Good. We fucked. Marisol is… quite…”

“What?”

“Enthusiastic,” he said after a pause. “Slutty.”

“I’m not surprised,” I replied. “Rafa was very dominating. He really took control, and he… he made me squirt.”

“Squirt?” said Fraser in surprise. “I didn’t know you could do that.”

“Neither did I, but it was… wow… it was amazing. I’m going to teach you how to do it to me.”

“I’d love to see that,” he said. “Swapping around has been really educational, hasn’t it? Speaking of which, I’ve also been thinking…”

“Yeah?”

“I’d like to try going down on you.”

Hallelujah.

“That would be nice,” I said casually.

“I… I just don’t want to do it wrong. Well… not just that. I want to do it really well.”

“I’m sure you would be fine, sweetie,” I said, mussing his hair.

“Would it be weird if we borrowed Jamie to show me how it’s done?”

My stomach flipped with surprise and excitement.

“Let me get this clear,” I said. “You want to watch Jamie go down on me, to show you how to do it?”

“Exactly,” he replied, sounding relieved. “I’m so happy you don’t think that’s weird.”

I didn’t think it was weird. Well, maybe a bit. But mainly, I thought it sounded fucking amazing. Two men worshipping me and eating me out at the same time? My pussy was aching just thinking about it.

“Let’s ask Chloe if she minds in the morning,” I said, running my hand down over his stomach. I wrapped it around his cock; he was semi-hard. I gave it a little squeeze and felt it twitch.

He turned and kissed me, his dick stiffening further in my hand.

“Put two fingers in me, and curl them up inside,” I whispered into his mouth.

He did as I asked, rubbing and massaging that special place inside me. His cock was fully hard now, thick and firm in my grip. We held each other tightly as I stroked his cock and guided him through pressing against my G-spot, faster and faster.

I felt the pressure building inside me until I moaned into his mouth and squirted all over his hand.

“Fuuuck,” he groaned. “That was so fucking hot. Jesus, you’re soaking now.”

I climbed on top of him, guiding his dick between my folds and feeling him open me up. Inch by inch, I sank down on his cock, feeling it stretch me all the way until I was seated on his body. Then I leaned over and kissed him as I started to fuck myself on his big cock. We fucked for ages, kissing the whole time, until finally he filled me with his warm cum and we fell asleep.

In the morning, we had climbing club at the university. Our boyfriends left early, and we hastily crammed slices of toast in our mouths as we packed ropes and gear ready for our session.

“I can’t believe we did that last night,” said Marisol, mumbling around a mouthful of food.

“You know, your boyfriend made me squirt for the first time,” I told her. “I didn’t even know I could do that. Does he do that to you? You never mentioned it before.”

“Of course,” she replied, looking at me curiously. “I thought everyone could. Isn’t it normal? He’s always done that to me.”

“Well, I don’t know about normal, but it’s never happened to me before,” I said, coiling up another rope and putting it in my kit bag. “And I loved how rough and dominant he was, not really like Fraser at all.”

“Yeah,” she agreed. “Fraser was sweet in bed, and his cock was sooo big, but I had to lead more than I’m used to.”

“It’s so cool that they’re all different and now we get to experience them all,” said Chloe. “Tad was so different from Fraser, and from Jamie. Speaking of Jamie. Abbie, what did you do to him?”

“Do to him?” I blinked.

“Since he slept with you, he’s been… taking his time and lasting longer.”

“Ah, that,” I grinned. “I may have given him some tips.”

“Well, thanks mate,” she laughed. “You’ve done me a massive favour.”

That reminded me of Fraser’s request. “Actually, Fraser wants me to borrow Jamie so he can learn how to go down on me.”

Chloe raised an eyebrow at me and laughed. “It’s about time he took his oral skills seriously, but a threesome? You dirty bitch!“

I punched her playfully on the arm. “Hey!”

“Only joking, babe. We’ll have to work out when he’s free.”

“You know, that’s a good point,” interjected Tamsin, zipping up her bag and slinging it over her shoulder. “What we need… is a system to manage who is borrowing from who. Like a booking system. You enter everyone’s schedules, availability, special skills, and… boom. Organised sex chaos. It could even be an app.”

Chloe snorted. “An app? To book boyfriends?”

“Yeah, why not?” Tamsin replied. “Honestly, it would be really easy to write.”

“Easy for you, maybe.”

I finished packing my bag, too, and zipped it up. “Okay, I’m ready.”


Chapter Eight




It turned out that Jamie, Fraser, and I all had a free period that Monday afternoon. Chloe was keen to arrange it for us. Jamie caught up with us near the library, his backpack over one shoulder.

“So,” he said, grinning, “Are we doing the thing? The… tutoring session?”

“Stop calling it that,” Fraser muttered. “It makes it sound like we’re doing remedial maths.”

“Well,” Jamie replied, raising an eyebrow, “in a way…”

“Whatever it’s called, let’s just go to Fraser’s room.” I cut in. I was feeling a bit nervous, and Fraser’s room was closest.

As a first-year, Fraser was in halls. His room was small and neat, and on the top floor of the block. He let us in, and Jamie dropped into the desk chair, spinning once like he owned the place.

“So,” he said again, “how exactly are we doing this?”

“I don’t know,” Fraser said, sitting on the bed. “I thought you two would… demonstrate? And then I could have a go.”

I sat down on the bed, crossing one leg over the other, trying to look casual, rather than like someone who was in a room with two guys she’d recently slept with, and about to have them both at the same time. In other words, I was desperately horny.

“Shall I start by taking my clothes off?” I asked.

They both nodded, looking at me with hungry eyes. I pulled my T-shirt over my head and unhooked my bra. I loved the feeling of them both looking at my breasts. My heart was pounding now, and I felt light-headed as I unbuttoned my tight jeans and struggled out of them.

Wearing just a pair of knickers, I lay back on the bed and slipped them off over my ass. I slid them down my legs and threw them away. Then, feeling their eyes on me, I slowly opened my legs. I could tell I was already soaking wet just from the anticipation.

Jamie rose from the chair and came over to the bed. He knelt on the floor between my legs, placing his hands on my thighs and opening them wider.

“Look how turned on she is just at the thought of being eaten out,” Jamie said to Fraser. “I can’t believe you’ve never tried this.”

Fraser shrugged. “I guess I just never thought about it.”

Jamie ran a finger down the slick inner fold of my pussy, making me whimper at the light touch. Then he brought it to his mouth and sucked off the arousal.

“God, she tastes amazing.” He looked over at Fraser. “You have to be into it, Fraser,” Jamie continued. “You have to want to make her feel good. You’ve got to approach it with enthusiasm, like it’s the only thing you want to do right now.”

He leaned down. The first sensation was the heat of his breath and the soft brush of his beard.

“Start by just diving right into her cunt. Explore her depths - as deep as you can. Get your tongue on every part of her gorgeous, wet pussy.”

Then he did exactly what he had said. I felt his warm, wet mouth on me, his tongue plunging deep into my pussy, curling up inside me, licking every last part of me. It made me groan and arch my back, my fingers clutching at the sheets.

“See?” Jamie lifted his head, a thin string of my juices mixed with his saliva connecting his mouth to my pussy. He looked straight at Fraser, who was leaning forward, wide-eyed. “It’s about control. You can’t rush. You start slowly, get a feel for what she likes. Then you focus on her clit. But don’t forget to use your fingers, too.”

Jamie leaned down again, this time inserting one finger deep inside me while his tongue hammered my clit. I cried out, grabbing the bedding and scrunching it in my fists. The sensation was incredible, the contrast of the internal stretch and the precise pressure on my most sensitive spot. He kept going until my body was trembling, my legs shaking uncontrollably. Then, he lifted his head, his breathing heavy.

“Your turn, Fraser,” he said. He patted my soaking wet thigh and shifted back. “Remember what I showed you. Be gentle, but confident.”

Fraser’s face was flushed, but there was a fire in his eyes. He crawled onto the floor next to Jamie, positioning himself alongside him between my thighs. He looked down at my slick, open cunt, hesitated for a second, then lowered his head.

His first touch was tentative, a soft, warm lick up my slit.

“Deeper, Fraser. Use your tongue, like you mean it,” Jamie coached him, his hand still on my inner thigh, so close to my pussy that I was hyper-aware of his touch. Fraser went back down, and this time his tongue was bolder, tracing the wet outline of my lips before finding the perfect spot on my clit and applying a firm, steady pressure.

His movements were less skilled than Jamie's, but I felt him relax and get into it. I was still vibrating from Jamie’s touch that had brought me right to the edge, and Fraser’s enthusiastic attention sent a fresh wave of pleasure through me.

I reached out and ran my fingers through his hair. “That’s good, Fraser. Keep going.”

He was getting the hang of it, finding a rhythm. Jamie shifted closer, his hand reaching out to touch Fraser's head, guiding him subtly to a slightly better angle.

“Now wrap your mouth right around her clit,” Jamie said. “Apply a little suction.”

Fraser did as he was told and sucked on my clit. The pleasure was immediate and intense, making me arch my back even more. My hands went to my breasts, squeezing my tits hard and pulling on the nipples.

“That’s it,” I heard Jamie say through the haze of pleasure. “She’s right on the edge. Put your fingers in and suck a bit harder.”

I felt two of Fraser’s fingers slide up inside me, and he pulsed the suction on my clit.

“Oh God, I’m coming,” I gasped, right on the edge.

A massive, beautiful jolt of pleasure shot through my entire body, and I screamed as the fierce spasms of my orgasm took over. My muscles clenched around his fingers as the waves washed over me.

Fraser lifted his head, his face wet with my juices, a look of stunned pride on his face. He quickly swallowed, licking his lips.

“See, Fraser?” said Jamie. “Nothing to it. Now… I wonder if she’d like two tongues at the same time?”

Before Fraser could even answer, Jamie was already moving. He leaned down, licking me from the side to leave room for my boyfriend. Fraser immediately lowered his head again, resuming his intense sucking on my clit. Now I had two tongues working me over: Jamie teasing the outer lips and the entrance to my pussy, and Fraser, focused entirely on my clit. It felt incredible, having two tongues on me was something I had never even imagined before. The dual attention was overwhelming, a relentless, wet siege of pleasure that had me moaning continuously.

Jamie moved his head closer to Fraser’s, their movements converging. Jamie’s tongue trailed up my outer lip and then darted toward the side of Fraser’s mouth to join his tongue on my clit. Fraser didn't flinch; he just kept working me, his tongue twisting around Jamie’s.

Looking down between my legs, the sight of the two boys practically kissing on my clit sent another intense wave of arousal through me. Their lips met at the base of my pulsing mound, and they kissed properly. Jamie was tasting Fraser, who was tasting me. It was an erotic, sensual mess, two mouths passionately linked over my wet, vibrating pussy.

Jamie and Fraser kissed deeply, their lips mashed together, their tongues tangling briefly, both of their faces smeared with my scent and juices, all while one or both of them kept licking me. I let out a low, continuous groan of pure animalistic delight. My hips instinctively thrust up toward them.

I reached out, threading one hand through Jamie’s hair and the other through Fraser’s, gripping them both as they continued their incredible, filthy work on me. They broke apart, and Jamie immediately dipped his head and thrust his tongue deep inside me, while Fraser kept his mouth clamped tight around my clit, sucking me toward a second climax. The combination of Jamie’s deep, wet laps inside and Fraser’s vacuum-like suction outside was absolutely devastating.

Suddenly, I was coming so hard that I almost passed out. I thrashed about on the bed as they held my thighs firmly in place and licked me through it. My legs were shaking, my whole body buzzing with ecstasy, until I finally came down, exhausted and twitching.

Jamie and Fraser kissed each other again, their faces wet with my release, holding the back of each other’s heads. Fuck. I’d never realised how much that would turn me on. They broke apart, looking slightly embarrassed.

“Who’s going to… fuck me first, then?” I managed to say, my breath still coming hard and fast.

“Go on, Jamie,” said Fraser, instantly. “That’s something I’d like to see.”

Jamie stood up and pulled his T-shirt off over his head. Then he unbuckled his belt and dropped his jeans. Fraser copied him. Soon they were both standing there in just their underwear, their big bulges straining at the front of their pants. I moved back onto the bed, so I was lying on it normally, instead of on the edge where they had been eating me out. My whole body was buzzing with anticipation and the aftermath of the orgasms.

Jamie slipped his pants down, and his cock sprang free. He was so hard that it was practically pointing straight up. He gave it a stroke as he climbed onto the bed and knelt between my legs.

“God, I’m already on the edge,” he said.

“Just take it slow,” I said.

He positioned his cock against my swollen opening and pushed it inside me.

“Oh God, that feels good,” he groaned. I wrapped my legs around him, and he started to fuck me, slowly and deeply. Fraser stripped off his underwear and came and knelt at my head.

“You look amazing getting fucked, Abbie,” he grinned, offering me his massive cock. I wrapped a hand around it and licked the length of his shaft, then took it into my mouth. I moaned around it, letting him feel the vibrations as Jamie fucked me. I loved the feeling of having both of them at once.

Then Fraser grabbed Jamie by the back of the head, and they shared another sloppy kiss as I watched. But Jamie was clearly having trouble trying not to come. He pulled out, his cock twitching and soaked in my arousal.

“You have a go,” he said to Fraser.

They swapped places. Fraser slid his bigger cock inside me. It went in easily, but the stretch and depth made me gasp and grab Jamie’s thighs. When I could breathe again, I took Jamie in my mouth, almost all the way to the base. Fraser started fucking me with hard, firm strokes, and the two boys kissed each other again.

“Oh, God,” Jamie groaned. “I’m going to have to come.”

“Can I help you come on her, mate?” asked Fraser shyly.

“Yeah, okay,” he said. I let his cock pop out of my mouth with a wet sound. Fraser wrapped his hand around Jamie’s shaft and started wanking him. He was still buried in my pussy, but he stopped thrusting to concentrate on what he was doing. I offered my face up to Jamie’s dick, sticking my tongue out.

“Come on my face,” I purred.

Fraser wanked him harder, and Jamie leaned back, closing his eyes. He groaned loudly, and then he was spurting all over my face. I opened my mouth wider and felt some of it on my tongue. Fraser stroked him through it until he was empty.

“Fuck, that was so hot,” I moaned, my pussy throbbing around Fraser’s shaft.

Fraser picked up the pace again, now, fucking me hard. I lifted my legs back, and he put his arms behind my knees, pinning me back so he could enter me even deeper. Jamie reached over and started rubbing my clit.

Suddenly, I was coming hard again, even more intensely than before. Waves of pleasure consumed me, and I closed my eyes, fully aware of the cum all over my face and how deep Fraser was pounding me.

Fraser started grunting with effort as he approached his own climax. At the last moment, he pulled out and unloaded a huge line of cum all the way up my stomach and breasts. His cock throbbed, and he came again and again, his cum warm and thick on my skin.

“Jesus guys,” I said, half moaning and half giggling. I was still coming down from my own orgasm. “I’m completely covered.”

“You look amazing,” said Fraser.

“Stunning,” agreed Jamie. “I can’t believe we just did that.”

Fraser laughed, his cock still softening slowly in his hand. “I’m going to spend all my time licking your pussy now.” He turned to Jamie. “Thanks for the lesson, mate.”

“No probs.” Jamie climbed off the bed and started getting dressed. “This boyfriend borrowing thing is wild. But I’m glad you came up with it.”


Chapter Nine




Things were pretty quiet for the rest of the week. I hardly saw Tamsin; she spent most of her time in her room working on something on her computer. And the rest of us seemed to want to spend a bit more time with our own boyfriends… to reconnect.

Fraser kept his word and spent a lot of time with his head between my legs. He seemed to really enjoy it now after his initial reluctance. His skills improved, and soon he could make me come in a matter of minutes. We also practiced squirting.

Chloe and Jamie were also spending a lot of time in their room. She confessed privately to me that Jamie’s stamina had massively improved with a combination of the stop-start technique and just doing it more often. She couldn’t stop thanking me.

Later that week, after climbing, we were in the showers again. Marisol was soaping up her lovely dark breasts, with their large, black nipples, and I was trying not to look too much. She called across to Tamsin, who was already vigorously drying her thick ginger bush.

“Hey Tammy, can I ask you something?”

“Sure,” she replied.

“Do you think I could borrow Tad later. I can’t stop thinking about… you know… anal. And as he’s experienced with it, maybe he could introduce me to it?”

“Yep, no problem,” she replied, wrapping the towel tightly around her body and making her cleavage squeeze out the top. “I’ll have to check if he’s free. You know, we really could do with that scheduling app…”

Marisol turned her shower off and went to get her own towel. I glanced at her large, strong ass. She was quite short, and it was a prominent feature. As she bent over to get her towel, I caught a glimpse of her pussy and dark asshole from behind. It sent a bolt of lightning through my body, right between my legs. I suddenly imagined her getting fucking in the ass by Tad. Just imagine if I were there, watching.

“You know…” I began.

“What?” said Marisol, wrapping her towel around her.

“I’d like to try it, too. Do you think he could show us both at the same time?”

Tamsin laughed. “He’d probably love that. He’s always watching threesome porn.”

I turned off my own shower and grabbed my towel. I was aching between my thighs now, my pussy literally throbbing at the thought.

Tamsin was already texting Tad. “This will be so much easier soon,” she muttered.

By the time we were drinking coffee and basking in our post-workout glow, Tad had confirmed that he was free for the rest of the afternoon.

“Just head on over to his flat,” said Tamsin. “I’d come too, but I’m working on something exciting.”

Tad was a post-grad, several years older than us, and he had his own private flat. It was pretty small, with just a kitchenette, bathroom, and one room that doubled as a bedroom and living room. His desk was covered in cables, notebooks, and half-assembled computers. Books were stacked everywhere: coding manuals, sci-fi paperbacks, and the odd philosophy text.

He seemed very nervous when Marisol and I arrived. He was tall and lanky, all long limbs and slightly hunched shoulders as if he was embarrassed to be so tall. His dark hair was perpetually messy, falling into his eyes unless he pushed it back in that absent-minded way of his. He wore thin-framed glasses that made him look studious and distracted, but when he took them off, you realised just how handsome he was.

“Hey,” he said, smiling awkwardly as he opened the door wider to let us in. “Uh. Hi. Come in.”

Marisol smiled at him warmly. “Thanks for seeing us on such short notice,” she said.

“No, yeah, of course,” he replied quickly. “I mean… I had the afternoon free anyway. So. Um. Coffee? Tea?”

I noticed his hands fidget slightly as he spoke, fingers brushing against each other before he shoved them into his pockets. Nervous, but eager. Endearingly so.

We sat down on the sofa while he busied himself in the kitchenette, glancing back at us every few seconds.

“So,” he said eventually, handing us mugs and perching on the edge of his desk chair. “Tamsin said you wanted to… talk?”

Marisol met my eyes for a split second, a shared spark of anticipation passing between us.

“Yeah,” she said smoothly. “We were hoping you might… explain a few things. And… um… demonstrate how it all works.”

Tad swallowed, nodded, and adjusted his glasses. “Okay. I can do that. Actually, I prepared a PowerPoint presentation while you were on the way over.” He leaned over to the desk and flipped open a laptop.

“Um… that wasn’t quite what I had in mind,” said Marisol.

Tad cleared his throat and turned the laptop toward us. The first slide popped up. The title was “Foundations: Preparation, Communication and Trust.”

“I… um… thought it might help to go through things systematically,” he said, already warming to his topic. “So first, preparation. That’s really important. You don’t want to rush. The body needs time to get used to…”

“Tad…” said Marisol.

But he ignored her and continued. “Taking things slowly. Making sure everyone feels safe and comfortable. And then there’s lubrication… lots of lubrication. More than you think you need, actually. Silicone-based tends to…”

Marisol shifted beside me. I could feel the restless energy, the barely contained impatience radiating off her.

“Tad,” she said gently.

“Yes?” He looked up, blinking behind his glasses.

She stood, stepping closer to him. “You’re very sweet. And very thorough.”

“Oh,” he said, flushing. “Thank you. I also have diagrams if that helps?”

She laughed softly and shook her head. “I don’t think I need diagrams.”

Before he could reply, she knelt in front of him, close enough that his words stopped mid-sentence.

“I’m more of a… hands-on learner,” she murmured. She reached for his belt, quickly unbuckling it and then unzipping his jeans. Tad swallowed hard. His eyes flicked nervously to me. Marisol dragged down his jeans to his ankles. I could see his cock already straining at the fabric of his underwear.

She hooked her fingers in the waistband of his pants and pulled them down. His cock sprang free. It was long, but not as thick as the others I’d seen recently. That’s for the best if he’s going to fuck my ass, I thought.

Marisol bent down and took it in her mouth, sucking it noisily. I stood up and walked over to him. He looked a little stunned. I took off his glasses and placed them on the desk. Then I leaned in and kissed him. He was hesitant at first, but soon kissed me back passionately while Marisol sucked his dick.

After a while, she took it out of her mouth with a pop and looked up at him. “What were you saying about relaxing?” she said.

“It’s important to relax and…”

Marisol stood up and put her finger on his lip. “Shh. I think we’d be more relaxed if you fucked us in the pussy first.”

Tad stood up quickly, his dick springing against his stomach. He was breathing heavily now, the nervous energy replaced with a kind of stunned, urgent excitement. His eyes, now free of his glasses, were wide and dark as he looked from Marisol to me.

“Right. Yes. Good idea,” he stammered, his voice a little shaky. He quickly stepped out of his jeans and pants, and tugged his T-shirt off over his head.

Marisol and I exchanged another glance. I started unbuttoning my top, my fingers fumbling a little in my haste. Marisol was already pulling her own top over her head, revealing a simple, dark sports bra that did little to contain her generous breasts. Her nipples pressed hard against the thin fabric, already erect.

I unhooked my bra and tossed it aside, feeling the sudden, cool rush of air on my nipples. Tad swallowed again as his gaze locked onto my chest.

“Do you want to get on the sofa?” I suggested

“Oh, yeah. Sure,” Tad mumbled, already moving toward it.

As he sat down on the edge, Marisol and I were shedding the rest of our clothes. My shorts and panties followed hers to the floor. Standing naked before him, side by side, felt incredible. Marisol was dark and curvy, with that luscious, prominent ass. I was pale, longer-limbed, and feeling intensely horny, my pussy slick with wetness.

Tad reached out, his long fingers hesitant at first, and touched Marisol's hip. She climbed on top of his lap, her smile full of playful seduction.

“So, professor,” she purred. “Why don’t we start with riding 101?” She reached between her legs and guided his hard cock to her opening. I watched as her dark lips stretched around his shaft, and she sank down on top of him with a happy moan.

Marisol started to ride Tad, her rhythm slow and deliberate at first, as if testing the feeling of his cock deep inside her. She leaned back, resting her hands on his shoulders, her head thrown back, letting out small, breathy moans. Her large, dark breasts bounced with the motion, the prominent black nipples hard and swollen.

Tad’s hands immediately settled on her hips, helping to control the speed, his eyes drowsy with lust as he watched her. The sight of her small, but strong body taking him, absorbing him, was wonderfully erotic.

But I didn't want to just watch. I moved to the sofa, kneeling right beside them, facing Marisol. She glanced at me, a wild, happy grin on her face.

“Come here, Abbie,” she murmured, still moving her hips on Tad's cock.

I scooted closer until I was pressed against her side, my arm wrapping around her waist. I leaned in and kissed her cheek, then her mouth, a deep, slow kiss full of shared excitement and lust. I’d dreamed of kissing her since forever, and now I was finally doing it.

When we broke apart, she moaned loudly as Tad went extra deep. I turned to Tad and kissed him instead. He kissed me back, passionate and immediate, his hands tightening on Marisol’s hips. I wrapped my arms around both of them, cuddling close to Marisol's chest. My attention, however, was drawn irresistibly to Marisol's breasts. They were full and heavy, pushed slightly together by my embrace. Her nipples were huge and dark, beckoning to me. I had wanted to touch them, to taste them, for so long, ever since I first saw her naked.

I shifted my position slightly, lowering my head. I let my mouth brush against her skin, and then, with a sharp intake of breath, I opened my mouth and gently took one of her large, black nipples in.

Marisol gasped, a sudden, high-pitched noise that was completely different from her usual moans. I started to suck, running my tongue over the rough, dark skin of her nipple, drawing it deep into my mouth, feeling its size and texture. It was even better than I had imagined, firm and responsive. I used my free hand to cup and squeeze her other breast gently.

“Oh, fuck, Abbie,” Marisol whispered. She started riding Tad again, but with a new, frantic energy. He began to pump his hips up to meet her descending stroke, pushing his cock deep into her cunt.

Marisol was shaking now, her breathing ragged. “Faster, Tad! Yes, like that! Oh, Abbie, keep doing that! Don’t stop! Tad, put a finger in my ass, for fucks sake…”

Tad's hands moved to her ass cheeks, spreading her open. Then he must have put his finger in, because she cried out with surprise and pleasure, and came hard on his cock. I felt the immense tension of her climax against my body, my mouth still fixed on her nipple, pulling and swirling my tongue to amplify her pleasure.

When she finally finished coming, she rolled off onto the sofa, leaving his cock soaked with her release. She lay there with her legs open, her dark bush parted to reveal her wet, pink insides.

“Fuck,” she groaned. “That was amazing.”

“Can I have a turn?” I asked shyly.


Chapter Ten




Marisol turned and knelt on the sofa, sticking her ass out towards Tad. She patted the cushion next to her. “Come here, Abbie, and he can fuck you while he prepares our asses.”

I knelt next to her, our hips touching. Tad moved behind me and slid his cock into my pussy from behind. I moaned with pleasure, the ache inside finally satisfied as he stretched me around his shaft. He started to thrust into me, his hips slamming against my ass and making me moan. I was conscious of how exposed my ass was to him.

“So, back to the lesson,” he said, slightly out of breath. “As I was saying, lubrication is important.”

He leaned over to the side table and picked up a small tub that he’d placed there ready. Still fucking me, he scooped some lube out of the tub and spread it over his fingers. Then I felt his fingers on my rear entrance. I gasped, a sudden, sharp intake of breath as Tad's slick fingers brushed across my tense, sensitive asshole. Looking over my shoulder, I saw he was doing the same to Marisol with the other hand.

I tried to relax. His finger circled the opening, slow and methodical, until the tightness there began to yield slightly. Then, with the next deep thrust into my pussy, I felt the tip of his finger slip inside my asshole.

I cried out from the sudden, intense invasion. It was a completely different feeling; tight, stretched, and full of pleasure. His finger went deeper, fucking me in time to the thrusts into my cunt. Marisol was moaning next to me as he fingered her ass, too.

And then a second finger for both of us. The unfamiliar stretch felt amazing. We both moaned in unison, my cunt clenching around his cock. The pressure built higher and higher inside me until I went right over the edge, crying out as I came. My cunt contracted around his shaft, and my ass around his two fingers, throbbing as the waves of pleasure washed over me.

Marisol sat up. “I’m ready,” she said.

Tad withdrew, leaving my cunt swollen and gaping. “Okay,” he said. “Go on your back, it’s easier in that position for the first time.”

Marisol lay back on the sofa and lifted her legs up, exposing herself to us. Her pussy was pink and wet, leaking arousal. Below, her darker, puckered asshole looked small and tight. Tad smothered his cock in more lube.

“Remember, girls, always go from pussy to ass, and never the other way around,” he said as he rubbed the lube up and down his shaft.

I moved next to Marisol and helped hold her legs up and open. Her lovely, large breasts were pooling in her armpits, and I gave one a squeeze. I watched closely as Tad knelt between her legs and pressed the head of his cock up against her asshole. It didn’t look like he would be able to get it in, but after a few gentle thrusts, she moaned with pleasure, and her tight opening stretched around his shaft.

“Is it okay?” Tad asked.

“Yes…” she gasped, “keep going.”

He thrust gently, working his way deeper as I held and squeezed her breasts. He started to fuck her harder, and soon he was burying himself all the way to his balls, deep in her ass. Marisol moaned loudly with every firm thrust.

With her knees back against her shoulders, her pussy was gaping open. I could see her pink, swollen clit peeking out, so I put two fingers on it and started massaging it in a circular motion. That made her squirm and moan even louder. Before long, her eyes rolled up in her head, and she looked in heaven. I plunged the two fingers deep into her soaking cunt, and then back out to rub her clit again.

Her moans got louder and louder, her body trying to twist free, but we both held her tightly, Tad pounding her ass and me fingering her and rubbing her clit. Suddenly, she screamed, and I watched her cunt clenched in time to the waves of orgasm rushing through her. At the same time, she squirted, the clear liquid spraying over my hand and her own body. Every deep thrust into her ass made her gush more and more until the sofa was soaked beneath her.

Tad pulled out and turned to me. “Your turn,” he said.

My heart pounding, I lay on my back for him next to Marisol. She was still shaking with the aftermath of her climax. Seeing her like that made me completely wired and aching for my own go. My ass clenched in anticipation.

I lifted my legs, bringing my knees up to my chest. My already exposed pussy gaped open, and my tight little asshole was presented clearly to Tad. He knelt between my legs, his cock glistening with lube.

“Ready?” he asked.

“Ready, professor,” I smirked.

Marisol propped herself up on one elbow. “I’ll help,” she said. She grabbed his cock and guided it to my ass. I felt the head of his cock pushing against it, and I closed my eyes, trying to relax the tense muscles.

He pushed, slowly and steadily. The pressure was intense. It felt like my entire body was concentrating on that one small, taut ring of muscle.

“You got this, Abbie,” Marisol purred, one hand going to my breast and giving it a squeeze.

Then, with a gentle but firm pressure, Tad broke through. The head of his cock slipped inside, followed by the full thickness of his shaft.

“Oh God, yes,” I groaned. He pushed in deeper, and I felt him stretching me in a way I had never been before. Deeper and deeper. I loved how full I felt. He gradually began to fuck me, sending bolts of electricity to every nerve in my body.

Marisol leaned down, her mouth close to my gaping pussy. She started licking me slowly, running her tongue over my swollen clit and slick inner lips. The dual sensation was overwhelming in the best possible way as I felt my climax quickly build.

“Yes! God, Tad, faster!” I groaned, squirming under him.

He obeyed, his thrusts becoming powerful, hard strokes. My ass cheeks slapped against his groin with every deep drive, and my moans became frantic, breathless cries. Marisol intensified her efforts, sucking hard on my clit, making my hips lift off the sofa.

The end came quickly. I felt the familiar, frantic building inside my core, but amplified by the pressure in my ass. My body started shaking as waves of full-body orgasm crashed through me. I felt the wet gush of squirt as the pressure released, soaking Marisol’s face. She squealed with surprise, which turned into laughter.

Tad thrust hard three more times, sinking deep into my contracting ass, and with a loud groan, he came deep inside my ass. I felt his cock throbbing inside me as he completely emptied himself.

We all collapsed in a sweaty heap on the sofa.

“Well,” Marisol giggled, her voice breathless. “What an amazing way to pop our anal cherry.”

“I hate that phase,” I laughed. “But thank you, Tad. You were a perfect teacher. I can’t wait to try it with Fraser.”

“Rafa is a hard no,” said Marisol, frowning. “But I guess it doesn’t matter now that we have this borrowing system going. Imagine if we could borrow anyone’s boyfriend, not just the four of us?”

“Marry!” I said. “How would that even happen?”


Chapter Eleven




Our climbing session on Saturday morning felt almost normal, which was impressive considering everything that had been going on.

“Feet, Tamsin. Feet. You do have them for a reason,” Chloe called out.

“I am using them!” Tamsin protested from halfway up the wall.

Tamsin’s foot slipped. She dropped with a surprised yelp and ended up hanging at head height, spinning gently right next to us like a giant ginger spider.

“I’m alive,” she announced immediately. “My dignity, however, is dead.”

Chloe snorted. “You okay?”

“Yeah,” Tamsin said as Chloe lowered her to the ground. “But this is clearly the universe telling me that my fingers have had enough for today.” She started untying herself from the harness. “Anyway, there’s something I want to show you guys.”

She pulled her phone from her pocket with a grin.

“While you’ve all been screwing each other’s boyfriends, I’ve been productive.”

She stood, held up her phone, and cleared her throat. “Ladies, I present: The Borrow My Boyfriend App.”

There was a pause.

Chloe blinked. “That’s… a joke, right?”

“Nope.”

Marisol leaned in, intrigued. “You actually built it?”

“Sure did.”

She tapped the screen and turned it toward us. The interface was clean and surprisingly sleek, with soft colours and neat icons.

“I hate that this looks professional,” I said.

“Thank you,” Tamsin replied. “Now, basic overview. You create profiles, input availability, and manage schedules. That’s it.”

Chloe leaned in. “Is there a search function?”

“Of course there is.”

Marisol raised an eyebrow. “Tags?”

“Yes.”

I laughed. “I can’t believe this is real.”

Chloe scrolled thoughtfully. “This would actually stop so much confusion.”

“And misunderstandings,” Marisol added.

“And unnecessary group chats,” I said.

Tamsin nodded vigorously. “Exactly. Organisation. Transparency. Boundaries.”

We were still standing there when a voice drifted over from the next section of the wall.

“Sorry, did you just say a boyfriend borrowing app?”

We all turned.

A girl I vaguely recognised from the climbing club was coiling a rope nearby. She was tall for an Indian-looking girl, with short dark hair tucked behind her ears and forearms dusted white with chalk.

Tamsin froze for half a second. Then, very calmly, she said, “That depends.”

The girl laughed. “If you need a beta tester, I’ve got a boyfriend. I’m Priti, by the way,” the girl said, stepping closer.

“She really is,” I whispered to Marisol, making her giggle.

“What’s this app all about then?”

Tamsin hesitated for a second as if weighing up whether she would tell her the truth or not. “It’s an app so you can book other people’s boyfriends. For sex,” she said, finally.

Priti’s eyes widened, and she breathed deeply. “Wow. So, if I lend out my boyfriend, I can borrow one of yours?”

“That’s the idea,” said Tamsin.

Her climbing partner walked over. “What’s this about lending boyfriends?”

“Jesus, now everyone knows about it,” muttered Chloe.

“What’s the link?” said the second girl, pulling out her phone.

“Looks like it’s borrow, dash, my, dash, boyfriend, dot, com,” said Priti.

The second girl was already tapping on her screen. “I’m going to add my boyfriend. We’ve only been together for two weeks, so I don’t even care who fucks him. But I wouldn’t mind getting some properly vetted dick from someone else at the same time.”

Another girl appeared behind me. “Can you filter by hair colour?” she said. “I’ve always had a thing for gingers, but they never seem to be interested in me.”

We were pretty much surrounded now, and everyone in the club seemed interested in the app.

“Okay,” Tamsin said loudly, holding her phone up above her head. “Everyone, calm down. This is very much a prototype, and it’s not ready for public consumption.”

That didn’t deter anyone.

“Can you set availability windows?” someone called.

“Is there a rating system?” asked another voice.

“Can you pause your profile during exams?”

Tamsin blinked rapidly. “Yes. No. Kind of. Please stop talking all at once.”

Priti was grinning now, clearly delighted by the chaos she’d helped unleash. “I knew climbers were my people.”

Chloe folded her arms and leaned toward Tamsin. “You’ve created a monster.”

Marisol nodded. “A very organised monster.”

The second girl seemed to have found the app and was looking at her phone. She looked genuinely impressed. “Honestly, this is the most elegant solution I’ve seen to the poly logistics problem.”

“God, this is going to make organising playdates so much easier,” said someone at the back.

Tamsin sighed. “Fine. You can all sign up if you want to.”

The crowd started to dissipate as everyone downloaded the app onto their phones.

I watched Tamsin start to coil her rope into her bag, already muttering to herself about server costs and scalability.

The next week was absolutely crazy. The app spread from our university to others around the country. Hundreds and then thousands of young women added their boyfriends and started looking for swaps. Tamsin shared the match statistics with us, and my stomach flipped at how much casual sex was happening from our idea.

“It’s the growth curve,” Tamsin said, swiping through graphs on her laptop like a proud but slightly alarmed parent. “Once it hit another uni, it went exponential. Look… Manchester, Bristol, Leeds…”

Chloe peered over her shoulder. “Wow, it’s going up so much. Why do you think it’s so popular?”

“Network effects,” Tamsin replied. “Also curiosity. And boredom. And apparently a lot of people have been quietly negotiating this stuff very badly for years.”

Marisol laughed. “So we accidentally fixed a social problem?”

“Or created several new ones,” Chloe said.

Notifications started becoming a constant background noise. Phones buzzing on café tables. Screens lighting up mid-lecture. People checking, then pretending they hadn’t.

“It’s gone past ‘fun experiment’ now,” I said one afternoon as we sat on the grass outside the library. “It’s… a thing. The Guardian had an article on it.”

Tamsin nodded. “I know. I’ve added a very long FAQ. And a report button. And a paid tier.”

“Have any of you… borrowed a random boyfriend yet?” asked Marisol.

“Fuck yeah,” said Tamsin, absently flicking through some graphs. “That’s why I wrote the fucking thing. I’ve made it so I get first dibs.”

Chloe looked all misty-eyed. “I met the dreamiest guy last night,” she said. “He was like a K-pop star. Korean, obviously. Floppy hair. So attentive to my needs…”

I hadn’t tried it myself yet. Fraser and I had been too… busy.

In fact, a few hours later, I was in my room getting busy with him again. I was on my bed, lying on my side. Behind me, Fraser was spooning me, our naked bodies locked together. He thrust gently, his big, thick cock deep in my ass. That’s right, I’d managed to take his massive dick up the bum, and I was fucking loving it.

“Oh God,” I groaned, my fingers gripping the edge of the bed so tightly my knuckles went white. “That’s it, right there… so fucking deep.” My open, lubed ass was stretched so tight around his shaft, and he was so deep inside me. I’d already come so many times, and I felt the pressure rapidly building again.

“Fuck, you feel amazing,” Fraser murmured in my ear. His arm was wrapped around me, his hand holding my big, soft breast as his hips moved behind me. “You’re so fucking tight.”

His hand left my breast, sliding over my stomach and through my pubic hair. I lifted my leg slightly, giving him access as his fingers found my clit. He began to massage it, and I felt another climax right there.

“Fuuuck,” I moaned, closing my eyes as another wave of ecstasy spread through my whole body. My ass clenched even tighter around him as the waves of pleasure flooded me. His fingers worked my clit expertly, prolonging the orgasm longer than I ever would have thought possible. By the end, I was bucking and squirming in his grip, my legs violently shaking.

“I’m going to come,” Fraser growled behind me. I wasn’t surprised; he’d done amazingly. We’d probably been doing this for thirty minutes at least, just slow, leisurely anal sex that gave me orgasm after orgasm.

He pulled out, leaving me feeling suddenly empty. I rolled onto my back, and he knelt up, holding his cock as he laid thick lines of cum across my stomach and tits.

“Mmm,” I murmured, closing my eyes. “That was so fucking hot.”

We cuddled up together, sweaty and satisfied. Both our phones buzzed at the same time, and we reached for them on the bedside table, laughing softly as our fingers bumped.

“Jinx,” I said.

Fraser frowned slightly as he looked at his screen. “Oh.”

“What?” I asked, propping myself up on one elbow.

He hesitated, then turned the phone so I could see. A borrow request had come through on the app. The woman in the picture was late thirties, attractive with a smart haircut and a confident smile.

“She’s… a lecturer,” Fraser said quietly.

I blinked. “One of yours?”

“No,” he said quickly. “Different departments. I’ve seen her around campus, that’s all.”

The request was showing on my phone, too. Do you want to lend out your boyfriend this evening? We both had to approve the request for it to be accepted.

“She’s asking for tonight,” he added. “It’s my first borrow request.”

“I know,” I said. “How do you feel about it?”

He ran a hand through his hair. “I don’t know. Excited, I guess. I mean… an older woman, wow. What do you think?”

“I’m cool with it,” I said, scrolling down her profile. “Maybe I’ll borrow my first boyfriend through the app, too.” I hit the Accept button.

He looked back down at his phone, thumb hovering over the screen, then finally tapped Accept, too.

Almost immediately, a message came through, giving him her address.

Fraser’s eyes widened. “She’s… very keen.”

“Good,” I said, settling back into the bed. “You’d better go home and shower and get changed, you smell of sweat and cum.”

He laughed and jumped out of bed, already getting dressed.


Chapter Twelve




As soon as Fraser left, I opened up the app and started looking for a date myself. I set the filter to only show me local ones, and then dick size to above average. So many hot boys! I even recognised a few of them.

Then I saw him. My thumb stalled mid-scroll.

He only had one photo: him leaning against a brick wall in a sleeveless hoodie, arms folded, shoulders broad and relaxed. He was Black, with short dreads, and a body that clearly belonged to someone who enjoyed the gym without making it his entire personality.

He was called Joseph, he was in my economics classes, and I’d fancied him for ages. We’d never spoken. He was one of those crushes that lived safely in the realm of fantasy. His girlfriend was fucking gorgeous, too.

My heart started to thump. What if I asked to borrow him and he said no?

“Oh my god,” I muttered to myself. I hovered over the Request button, suddenly acutely aware of how horny I was, even though I’d just finished having sex with Fraser. This is ridiculous, I thought. This is literally what the app is for. Still, my finger hesitated. Then I took a breath and tapped it. Request sent.

I double checked the app: no reply yet. And then I noticed something. You can invite more than one boyfriend for the same time slot.

I blinked.

“…Oh.”

I scrolled back to the list, back to the endless stream of attractive faces. Maybe I should invite another one in case Joseph turns me down. There were so many options it was dizzying. Different smiles, different bodies. Some of them were strangers. Some of them were boyfriends of people I knew.

My phone buzzed, and I nearly dropped it. It was just a message from Fraser asking my advice on what shirt he should wear to his date. Still no reply from Joseph.

“Okay,” I whispered to myself. “Backup plan.”

I stopped on another profile and stared at it for a long moment. He wasn’t as immediately intimidating as Joseph, but he was still very attractive in a different way; broader like a rugby player, but with kind eyes and a stupidly nice smile. Enthusiastic, one of the tags said. Poly and Group Sex were two of the others. His name was Rupert. He looked posh.

“Right,” I said, nodding as if he could see me. “You.”

I set the same time slot and tapped Request before I could overthink it.

Two requests now. Just sitting there. Pending.

I was about to put the phone down when I spotted someone else.

“Oh come on,” I murmured, half laughing at myself.

It was the guy that Joseph sat next to in lectures. He was mixed race, his skin lighter than Joseph’s, but he was just as sexy, with a similar build. I stared at the screen longer than I meant to. This is getting silly, I thought.

Almost accidentally, I clicked Request. But the app didn’t flash warnings or tut. It didn’t ask me to justify myself. It just sat there, calm and neutral, with Pending(3).

I finally set the phone down, my heart racing. I decided to have a shower, partly so I wouldn’t check my phone every three seconds, and partly so I wouldn’t accidentally invite anyone else.

The water was hot, fogging up the small bathroom almost instantly. I stood under it longer than necessary, letting my shoulders drop, trying to calm the jittery energy humming through me. I washed my hair. I shaved my bikini line a little more carefully than usual. I left my underarms - I hadn’t shaved them since Fraser had said he’d find it attractive, over two weeks ago. There was a cute patch of dark hair there now.

It’s just requests, I thought. They might say no.

By the time I turned the water off and wrapped myself in a towel, I was feeling anxious that they would all reject me.

I padded back into the bedroom and reached for my phone. There were three notifications, all from the app.

My stomach flipped so hard I had to sit down.

Joseph - Accepted

LoverBoyRupert - Accepted with note

JordanBeatz95 - Accepted with note

I stared at the screen, pulse roaring in my ears, then tapped the first one.

Joseph’s acceptance was simple. No message. Just the green tick and the time slot I’d suggested. My brain short-circuited at the idea that the quiet boy from my economics lectures had just calmly agreed to this, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

The second acceptance included a message. “Saw it was a shared slot - just checking that’s intentional. Totally fine with it if so.”

My breath caught. I hadn’t realised the app would tell them I’d invited other people at the same time.

I opened the third. “Looks like this is a group booking? Looking forward to it.”

I laughed out loud, a short, breathless sound, equal parts nerves and disbelief. I felt light-headed. I hugged the towel tighter around myself and stared at the screen, my thoughts racing. I should message them.

I typed. “Yes, group booking intentional. Thanks for checking. See you soon.” Then I added my address.

I looked around my room. Fuck. It was an absolute mess, and I had one hour before the boys arrived. The floor was covered in clothes; pants and bras everywhere. There was a disgusting pair of knickers hanging from the back of my desk chair that I’d leaked cum in after Fraser had fucked me in the bathroom of a party last week. The desk itself was covered in pizza boxes, empty vodka bottles, and vibrators.

But first, I had to get dressed. I dropped the towel and opened my wardrobe. If I was going to be slutty, I might as well dress slutty. I put on my best black lace underwear that was so sheer you could see my nipples and bush through it. The denim skirt I chose was short, so short that I’d never been brave enough to wear it out. The top took longer. I hesitated, then reached for the one I knew was dangerously low. I had great tits, and it really showed them off.

I did my makeup more carefully than usual. Nothing heavy, just enough to make my eyes darker, my lips slightly redder. I spent longer than necessary choosing earrings, then swapped them twice before settling on simple studs. I put an Alice band in my hair, holding my dark, ear-length hair away from my face. When I was done, I looked at myself in the mirror. Just cute enough. Just slutty enough.

Now I had to sort the room. I grabbed a bin liner and started shovelling evidence into it at speed. Pizza boxes, the ruined knickers, bottles clinked accusingly as I tipped them in, promising myself I’d sort them into the recycling later.

Clothes came next. Clean-ish pile. Definitely-not-clean pile. Toxic waste pile. The clean pile got launched into the wardrobe, and the door slammed shut on it. Future me could deal with that. The rest went in the laundry basket.

I stripped the bed and swapped the sheets for some clean ones. Fuck, I should have changed these weeks ago. What was wrong with me? The desk got wiped down in a frantic blur. All the sex toys went into the drawer, although I made sure I had some lube on hand by the bed. You never know.

I stepped back and surveyed the room. Not spotless, but presentable.

The doorbell rang.

My stomach flipped so hard I thought I might be sick. I checked my top one last time, smoothed my skirt with slightly shaking hands, and went downstairs to open the door. Joseph and Jordan, the two from my economics lectures, were standing there together.

For half a second, my brain simply… stalled.

They both filled the doorway. Joseph looked different out of lectures; fitter somehow, his upper arms stretching the sleeves on his T-shirt. His short dreads were neat and close to his head. He smelled clean, faintly of soap and aftershave. Jordan was taller than I’d realised, solid through the shoulders and neck, relaxed in a way that read as quietly confident rather than cocky.

They smiled at me. “Hey,” Joseph said, voice deeper than I remembered.

“Hi,” Jordan added, easy and calm.

“Oh,” I said. “Come in.” I stepped back to let them in, suddenly very aware of the narrowness of the hallway and the fact that I was about to be walking upstairs with two hot boys. They came inside, the door clicking shut behind us.

“Upstairs,” I said, gesturing. “My room’s at the top on the left.”

As they started up the stairs ahead of me, I was acutely aware of their muscular asses in their tight jeans. We were halfway up when the doorbell rang again.

I stopped short. “Oh, sorry. That’ll be the other one.”

Joseph and Jordan exchanged a quick glance and a smile.

I went back down and opened the door.

The third boy stood there, grinning, hands in his pockets like this was a perfectly ordinary house call. Rupert had even more masculine energy than the others; you could tell he was a rugby player just by looking at him.

“Hey,” he said. “Hope I’m not late.”

“No,” I said quickly. “Right on time.”

As I ushered him inside and turned back toward the stairs, I caught sight of Chloe standing in the doorway of her room across the landing above us. She had her arms folded and a slow smile on her face that was part judging, and part impressed.

She raised an eyebrow.

I mouthed, don’t, as I guided Rupert upstairs and into my room behind the other two, trying very hard to look like someone who had absolutely not lost control of her own life.


Chapter Thirteen




Ishut the door behind us and leaned back against it for half a second longer than necessary.

“So,” I said, far too brightly. “Welcome to… my room.”

“Nice place,” Jordan said, looking around.

I suddenly spotted a pair of knickers sticking out from under the wardrobe that I’d missed, and tried to push them further under with my foot.

Joseph sat down on the bed, bouncing slightly and glancing between the other two and then at me. “So,” he said. “What’s the vibe?”

“Um, I’m not really sure. I’ve never done anything like this before,” I replied, moving away from the door. It felt like these masculine men were all around me, full of testosterone and hard muscles. It was making me light-headed, and very wet between my legs.

Jordan nodded. “Yeah. We’re cool with whatever. You set the pace.”

Rupert grinned. “You look like you might try to escape through the window otherwise.”

“Am I that obvious?” I asked.

“You do look kind of nervous.”

I took a deep breath. It was now or never. I was too excited, too wired, and too turned on to back out now.

“Okay,” I said, and the word came out firmer than I expected. I crossed the room and sank to my knees on the thick rug near the foot of the bed, positioning myself right in the center of the three men.

“The vibe,” I said, a slow, predatory smile replacing the nervous tremor on my lips. “The vibe is that I want all of you to get your dicks out.” I looked pointedly at their jeans.

They exchanged a look, a flicker of surprise in their eyes, and then the smiles returned. Joseph was the fastest, unbuckling his belt and tugging down his jeans and boxers without hesitation. His black cock was thick and long, hanging down semi-hard.

Jordan was next, his dick was already nearly hard, not as long as Joseph’s but even thicker, and curved upwards. He pulled his shirt off, revealing a solid, smooth torso.

Finally Rupert. His cock was pale compared to the others, but no less large. As he stepped closer, it twitched and stiffened. They stood in a loose arc around me, a semicircle of hard, male flesh, overwhelming my senses. My mouth went dry. My previous plan of ‘taking it slow’ vanished entirely. There was no going slow now.

I reached out, my hands trembling only slightly this time, and took Jordan’s magnificent shaft first, stroking it from base to tip with a gasp of pure pleasure. He was fully hard now, even bigger than I’d realised. I guess I had filtered for above average, but these all seem enormous.

My other hand reached for Joseph’s. He was very thick, lined with veins, and leaking pre-cum that slicked my hand. Rupert was right in front of me, and I looked up, meeting his eyes. He grabbed hold of his cock in his hand and fed it slowly into my waiting mouth. I closed my mouth over the head and sucked hard.

His hand immediately went to my hair, pulling me closer as he gasped, “Jesus.”

My head moved back and forth, giving Rupert intense, deep sucks while my hands continued to work Jordan and Joseph. Then I began to alternate between them, sucking on one, then the next, then the next, moving from dark, heavy to thick, curved, to massive and long.

I was getting carried away as their dicks throbbed in my mouth, lost in the sheer pleasure of my slutty actions. I wanted to feel them all get even harder, to hear their gasps and moans, to know that I was the cause of their pleasure. I licked, I sucked, and I stroked, my pussy leaking so much arousal into my knickers that I could feel it pooling there. All I could focus on was the three huge, beautiful cocks in front of me and my desperate need to please them, to worship them.

“Let’s get you on the bed,” Joseph finally managed to say, his voice hoarse.

I pulled back, my cheeks flushed and my lips wet and shining, and looked up at them, eyes wide.

“Yes,” I agreed, breathlessly.

They guided me to the bed. Rupert leaned in to kiss me on the lips, his tongue warm and eager in my mouth. His hand went to my shoulder, slipping the straps down and sliding over my chest. My breast popped out of my top, the bra and top pushing it up to make it look even bigger than normal, the nipple hard and sensitive.

He grabbed one of my wrists and pinned my arm down above my head.

“Fuck,” he groaned. “She doesn’t shave her armpits. That’s so fucking hot.” Then he licked me right there under my arm.

Joseph was between my legs, parting them and looking up my skirt at my knickers.

“Hairy pussy, too. And, Jesus, her panties are soaked through,” he said, running his fingers over the fabric. The sensation sent bursts of pleasure through my body as his fingers traced my clit through the material.

Jordan slipped my other bra strap off my shoulder, and I felt his tongue flick at my nipple. He squeezed my breast roughly and then sucked hard on it, making my back arch off the bed as a bolt of electricity rushed through me.

The sensation of having the three strong men around me, touching me, and focusing on my pleasure was driving me wild with lust. I could only lie there, panting, completely surrendering to their touch.

Joseph pulled the wet fabric of my knickers to one side. He ran his fingers up my swollen slit.

“Fuck, look at her,” he groaned. He parted my lips with his fingers, opening me up. I felt my arousal leaking from my cunt, running down over my asshole. “I’ve never seen such a wet pussy,” he said.

He dived in, holding my knickers to the side and giving me a firm lick with his wide tongue. I arched my back even more, and both the other guys sucked on my nipples. It felt incredible to have three mouths on me like this.

Joseph’s tongue went to work, a relentless, focused pressure that was quickly pushing me past the point of sanity. His fingers opened me up, teasing the entrance to my soaking wet hole before plunging inside.

The pressure in my core built into a dizzying wave. I was shaking, on the verge of climaxing. Joseph’s tongue focused firmly on my clit, and I heard myself scream as the orgasm tore through me, a massive, prolonged rush of pure pleasure that left me bucking uncontrollably beneath them.

Then Joseph moved lower, making me gasp again as I felt his tongue circling the tight ring of muscle around my asshole.

My fingers tightened in his hair. “Joseph!” I panted as his tongue explored my sensitive rear entrance. My pussy gaped open in front of him, the hair matted around the opening.

He knelt up between my thighs, his black dick so hard it was pointing straight up. “I’m gonna fuck you so hard,” he said, looking me straight in the eyes.

With a quick, powerful movement, he ripped my knickers down and threw them to the floor. Then he moved between my legs, pressing the head of his big cock between my wet folds. With a hard thrust of his hips, he penetrated me, stretching my cunt around his shaft. It felt so good that I could only close my eyes and moan with pleasure.

As he started to fuck me with hard, deep thrusts, the other two knelt near my head. Two big cocks filled my vision, one white, one black. I held them both in my hands, stroking near the base and pulling them closer. In between moans, my tongue flicked out up one shaft and then the other. I pressed them against each other, wrapping my tongue around them and trying to get them both in my mouth.

Rupert growled above me. “Mmm, suck those dicks, slut.”

“Fuck, her pussy’s so tight and wet,” groaned Joseph as he continued to pound me. Jordan reached over and started rubbing my clit. Seconds later, I came again, my body squirming and shaking underneath them as I went so light-headed that I nearly passed out.

When I finally came down, Joseph pulled out, his cock glistening with wetness from my cunt.

“Who’s next?” he said.

Jordan went next, fucking me every bit as hard. Joseph stood by the side watching, stroking his long length. Rupert moved above me, tilting my head back and sliding his cock into my throat from above. At that angle, he got it almost to the base, stretching my throat around his shaft as my tongue played with the underside. Normally, I would have gagged, but I was so turned on that it was easy to relax and just let it happen. Until I came again, that is.

As the waves of climax washed over me again, I pushed Rupert away, gasping for breath as the orgasm consumed me.

“Fucking hell,” laughed Rupert, “Did you see how deep she was taking my dick?”

I was kind of out of it now, but I still wanted more. Jordan pulled out, and I rolled over onto my front, lifting up onto my knees and exposing my ass for them.

I looked up at Rupert. “You going to fuck me with that lovely big cock, or just talk about it?” I grinned.

He laughed. “Cheeky bitch.” Then he moved behind me, holding his dick by the base and rubbing the head up and down my slit. Every time it touched my sensitive clit, I moaned with pleasure, and every time he pressed it against my opening, stretching me slightly, I panted in desperation for it.

Finally, he stopped teasing me and slid it all the way to the base in one smooth motion. His cock was the biggest of the three, and I cried out as he bottomed out deep inside me. He held my hips and started fucking me hard.

Jordan came and knelt in front of me, holding my chin in his hand and sliding his dick into my mouth. I could taste my own arousal on him. Joseph was beside me, his hand on my swinging breast, teasing and pulling on my nipple. It was no surprise when I climaxed again, my cunt clenching around Rupert’s shaft.

When the waves of pleasure receded, Rupert slowed, giving me long, slow thrusts. I felt him spit on my asshole, and then his thumb circled the tight ring.

“I think it’s time we opened up her cute little ass,” I heard him say. He pressed his thumb against it, and I relaxed as much as I could. A second later, his fat thumb was in my ass, making me squirm against the bed. I felt so full with his cock still stretching my cunt.

Then he pulled out, and I was suddenly empty. “Get on top of Joe,” he said. “I’m going to fuck your ass at the same time.”

My heart was already pounding, but now it went to another level. They were going to DP me. It was something I’d only ever seen in porn.

Joseph lay on the bed, and I climbed on top of him. His cock felt rock-hard in my hand as I guided it between my folds and sank all the way down onto him. Inch by inch, his thick cock filled me until I was pressed against his body with my cunt stretched tight around his shaft. My tits hung down towards his chest, my nipples still hard and sensitive.

Jordan moved to my side, cupping one breast and pulling my mouth in for a deep, sloppy kiss. “Relax, baby,” he said. “You can do this.”

Rupert spread some lube onto his dick and moved behind me, pressing his cock against my tight rear entrance. He started with gentle thrusts, gradually applying more and more pressure until the head popped inside. Being stretched so tight around two cocks was an entirely new feeling, but the discomfort quickly turned to serious pleasure.

My fingers dug into Joseph’s shoulders as Rupert started to thrust harder, gradually getting deeper and deeper into my ass. I could feel his cock rubbing against Joseph’s through my walls, and the sensation felt so good that I was just moaning with happiness.

Jordan stood on the bed and offered me his dick. I took hold of it gratefully and wrapped my lips around it, taking it deep into my mouth. He started to thrust, too, fucking my throat. I now had three cocks filling all my holes, thrusting inside me, sending waves of pleasure through my whole body.

I came again, so hard that my brain turned off for several seconds until the ecstasy came bursting back and consumed me. I felt like I was either in a dream or a porn film, getting completely filled and fucked until I couldn’t even think.

Joseph bucked beneath me, his hands on my hips, helping to grind my drenched cunt down onto his thick, hard length. Every upstroke sent a powerful pulse straight through my core, hitting a spot that made the muscles in my belly clench uncontrollably.

Behind me, Rupert was now completely submerged in my ass, his thrusts powerful and rhythmic. His cock was huge, and with every deep drive, I felt the searing friction and the intense stretch that made me cry out, the sound swallowed by the thick cock deep in my throat. The feeling of Joseph’s cock and Rupert’s cock pressing together, separated by only a thin wall of flesh, was overwhelming.

Jordan's throat-fuck was non-stop, a demanding, wet assault that ensured I couldn't focus on anything but the immediate, primal need for more. My jaw ached, my eyes streamed, and as soon as one orgasm finished, I launched straight into another one.

“What a slut,” Rupert groaned, his voice sounding distant as my brain struggled to focus. He withdrew entirely from my ass with a slick pop and immediately slammed back in, faster and harder than before. “I’m going to come in her ass.”

I was riding Joseph, taking Rupert, and sucking Jordan. I couldn't breathe, I couldn't think, I could only feel the all-consuming pleasure of being utterly dominated and filled by all three of them. I came again, and my entire body spasmed, squeezing violently around Joseph and Rupert, who both groaned in appreciation.

"God, she's tight with your cock up her ass," Joseph growled, his hips driving up into me as he chased his own climax.

Rupert let out a triumphant bellow, realizing he was past his point of no return. He grabbed my hips and drove forward one last, powerful, shattering time, his body going rigid as he flooded my ass with thick cum.

At the same instant, Jordan pulled out of my mouth, releasing my jaw, and immediately slapped his thick, heavy cock against my face, covering my cheek and chin with load after load of his release. I felt it, wet and warm against my skin, dripping off onto my breasts.

Joseph tensed beneath me, his eyes rolling back, and with a series of deep, shuddering thrusts, he poured his hot load deep into my cunt, making me cry out one final time as the hot fluid flooded my insides.

I collapsed forward onto Joseph's chest, slick with sweat and covered in their release, shaking violently. I lay there, gasping, completely spent, every hole full and dripping.

After a long minute, Rupert pulled completely out of my ass with a wet, heavy sound. I felt him stand up next to the bed.

"That," Joseph breathed from beneath me, his voice still ragged, "was incredible." He wrapped his arms tightly around my back, holding me pressed against his wet, cooling body.

Jordan climbed onto the bed beside us and gently ran a hand over my sweat-soaked hair. "You're a fucking natural."

I managed a weak, satisfied moan, too exhausted to speak.


Epilogue




By the end of the term, what had started as a joke had somehow become a fully operational enterprise. We met in the kitchen every evening at the same time, laptops open, talking in the brisk, efficient tones of people who had accidentally started running a successful business. By the second month, it was paying our rent. By the third, it was paying our uni fees as well.

Chloe handled all the design and graphics. Marisol did comms, customer service, and conflict resolution. Tamsin, of course, wrote all the code, and I did the accounts. That economics degree I was studying for was already coming in useful.

And yes, we were getting laid. Constantly. Ridiculously.

“Can you believe this?” Chloe said one night, tapping her screen. “We’ve already paid off our student loans.”

Marisol sipped her coffee. “I had a meeting with my parents about budgeting and had to physically stop myself from saying ‘don’t worry, I’ve got a diversified portfolio’.”

“Even better than the money, I’ve somehow borrowed six boyfriends this week,” Tamsin said, not looking up from her screen. “And that’s after I blocked out revision time.”

I grinned. I wasn’t just borrowing boyfriends anymore, either. Somewhere along the way, the network expanded. Girlfriends joined, and I was discovering a whole other level of female companionship.

I still sometimes booked out three boyfriends in the same time slot, though.

THE END

To read a bonus chapter, where Tamsin adds a sex party feature to the app, visit the real website www.borrow-my-boyfriend.com.

.

You’ll also be able to join my newsletter and be kept up to date with all the new releases, freebies, and special offers.
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The Sex Retreat

https://books.lucyxane.com/9amx59t2rl

When Claire and Andy decide to spend a weekend at a luxurious wellness retreat, they expect a serene escape from their busy lives, complete with massages, relaxation, and a little romance. But when the retreat burns down just before they arrive, they find themselves booked into The Haven: A Sex And Wellness Retreat instead.

Surrounded by free-spirited guests embracing the “clothing optional” rule, Claire and Andy find themselves enjoying naked yoga, couples massage with a happy ending, and opening up in ways they never would have imagined. Discover how one accidental booking can transform an ordinary weekend into a very explicit swinging adventure full of orgasms and new experiences, including the ultimate one - the final night orgy.

Finishing School For Sluts

https://books.lucyxane.com/pgrq6mgqsu

When Georgina’s parents find her in bed with half the crew of their yacht, they send her to a finishing school in deepest, darkest Devon to straighten her out. But as all the girls there have similar scandalous pasts, things don’t quite work out as they planned.

Soon, Georgina meets a charming young man named Will, and she hatches a plan to escape the school and take control of her future. Join her in this funny, daring, and unashamedly explicit tale of sneaky adventures, bisexuality, threesomes, and group sex with very horny rich girls.

The Sex Academy

https://books.lucyxane.com/ptm0nrvp3h

Jane loves Charlie with all her heart, but the sex is boring and predictable. When they enrol in a lunchtime Sex Academy, she expects a few tips and techniques. What she doesn’t expect is just how far things will go. From live demonstrations to group workshops, each lesson brings them closer to their ultimate sexual fantasies and to each other.

As they explore this new world, the couple soon realise they're not just improving their own relationship, they're unlocking desires that involve other people too. Soon, passion, lust, and graphic sex lead the way in this fun and filthy adventure.
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