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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				My name is Carrie, and let me tell you about my crazy time when I started University in England back in the mid-nineties. You probably won’t believe this, but this is a completely true story; only the names have been changed to protect the anonymity of my friends. 
			

			
				They put me in halls with seven other girls. We each had our own rooms with an ensuite bathroom and a shared kitchen. As soon as I arrived, I instantly hit it off with Hannah, a vivacious, slightly chubby girl with tight curls of red hair. She also had amazing, large bouncy tits. I was so jealous, although I was skinny, my breasts were tiny, nothing more than small mounds with disproportionately large, pointy nipples.
			

			
				We quickly formed a close friendship group with two of the other girls. Leah and Dani. Dani was of Indian descent with a North London accent and was naive yet impulsive. Leah was classically attractive with a friendly, open face and lots of blonde hair.
			

			
				We were all studying different subjects, but we quickly found that the one thing we all had in common was that we were obsessed with men and having sex with men. It soon became our main topic of conversation.
			

			
				Back home, I had a boyfriend I was planning to break up with, but I just hadn't gotten around to it yet. Coming from a small village, my choices had been limited. He was more of a friend than a lover, and while he was cute, he wasn't great in bed. It was a quick routine; small dick, in for a few minutes in one position, and he'd finish inside me. Honestly, my only orgasms so far had been with my own hand. My number one goal once I got to uni was to find some real men with big dicks who could actually fuck me properly.
			

			
				Hannah was already ahead of me in that department; she'd had some good experiences back home, which she loved to tell people about, and was eagerly looking forward to having even more guys on her list. Dani, on the other hand, was a virgin, thanks to her strict parents. This newfound freedom at university made her desperate to lose it. And Leah, well, you could just tell by looking at her that she was breaking hearts on a regular basis. I soon figured her out as a serial monogamist, not sticking with any one boy for too long before moving on.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The first week, also known as Freshers Week, was an absolute whirlwind. So many things to sort out during the day: registrations, doctors, library, and whatnot. And in the evening, there were loads of events at various venues, all trying to win the students' loyalty with free entry and cheap drinks. Our first night was a riot in the student bar at the halls. We had a blast, making new friends, chatting, and admittedly, getting far too drunk.
			

			
				With pounding hangovers, we dragged ourselves around the next day to get all the necessary tasks done. It was while waiting in line for one of those things that I struck up a conversation with my first cute guy. His name was Simon, and he had this tall, geeky cuteness going on, with dark hair falling in curtains. We bonded over our love for the same bands; turns out we had both seen Blur over the summer.
			

			
				But, if I'm honest, as we chatted, I couldn't help but let my thoughts wander to more intimate matters, like what his dick might look like. I mean, I was desperate to get laid, and it was all I could think about. I tried sneakily glancing at his crotch, hoping to catch a glimpse of a bulge, but those combat trousers of his were just too baggy to reveal anything.
			

			
				Anyway, it also happened that his flat was in the same building as ours, on a different floor. I invited him to call by later and meet us before the big event that evening, where everyone was getting free buses to a nightclub out of town. 
			

			
				Fast forward to about 6 pm. Already dressed up ready for the evening, myself and the other girls were in our kitchen. I chose a tight-fitting black dress for the night, wearing a black bra underneath. Not because I needed it to support my tiny breasts, but instead to keep my hard nipples in check and prevent them from showing too much. Hidden beneath the dress were black stockings, suspenders, and a black thong. I felt pretty hot and ready for whatever the night had in store.
			

			
				As I looked around, I couldn't deny that the other girls would also be turning heads. They were a striking group, with lots of skin on show. I’d never told anyone, but I often had sexual feelings for other girls, and the occasional girl-on-girl encounter had become a favourite fantasy of mine during solo sessions. I’d even kissed a girl one time at a party.
			

			
				When Simon arrived, my heart leaped in my chest. He looked even more geeky and adorable than I remembered. He was accompanied by a few of his mates, and they joined our little pre-party. We made introductions, and everyone hit it off.
			

			
				At some point, I found myself alone with Simon, just out of sight from the main party in the kitchen. The atmosphere was charged with desire and tension. Simon's hand gently brushed against mine, igniting sparks that sent shivers down my spine. I could feel my heart pounding in my chest, the excitement almost overwhelming.
			

			
				I knew I had to take a chance. The alcohol had amplified my horniness, making it almost impossible to resist the urge to be close to him. Summoning all my courage, I coyly asked, "Would you like to see my room?" My voice trembled slightly, but I hoped he couldn't hear the nervousness that I felt. I wasn't thinking I'd be lucky enough to shag him right then, but I was hoping to at least make out with him. 
			

			
				With my heart still racing, I led him to my room, the excitement building with each step we took. Once inside, I closed the door behind us. I couldn't help but notice that Simon's breath quickened, mirroring my own heightened state.
			

			
				We stood there, facing each other, the anticipation almost tangible. I bit my lip, a nervous habit, as I tried to gauge his reaction. Simon took a step closer, his eyes never leaving mine. At that moment, I knew that he wanted this as much as I did.
			

			
				Our bodies gravitated toward each other, and then it happened: our lips finally met in a fiery kiss. It was electric, sending waves of pleasure through me. Simon's lips were soft and warm against mine, and our tongues danced in a passionate embrace.
			

			
				The room was filled with the sounds of our heavy breathing, the warmth of desire enveloping us. Our hands explored each other's bodies, fumbling and eager. Quickly, I unzipped the dress, and it fell to the floor, pooling around my feet, revealing the black bra, stockings, suspenders, and thong that lay underneath.
			

			
				His eyes roamed hungrily over my exposed skin, and I could feel the intensity of his gaze like a physical touch. I was now standing before him in just my lingerie, feeling vulnerable and empowered at the same time. My heart pounded in my chest, wondering if he liked what he saw.
			

			
				He pulled me closer, his hands finding their way to my hips and my bottom, and he kissed me passionately. Our bodies pressed against each other, and I could feel the hardness of his cock pressing against me. Every nerve in my body was alive with pleasure, and the need for him grew with every passing second.
			

			
				As we stood beside the bed, our eyes locked. Without breaking eye contact, I slowly unbuttoned his shirt, revealing his chest. My fingers traced the contours of his skin, feeling his heartbeat quicken beneath my touch. 
			

			
				With his shirt now discarded, he gently pulled me closer, and our lips met once more. Our kisses were hungry and passionate, it was obvious to us both that we were about to fuck. I couldn’t wait, and I felt a delicious wetness in my knickers. We began to shed our remaining clothes. I reached up and released my bra, allowing it to drop to the floor. His hands came up to my small breasts, and his thumbs gently rubbed my hard nipples, making them stiffen further and sending a shiver of pleasure down my spine.
			

			
				"God, you're beautiful," Simon murmured against my lips.
			

			
				I smirked, feeling empowered by his compliment. "You're not so bad yourself," I retorted playfully, my fingers deftly undoing the buttons of his trousers.
			

			
				With his trousers now undone, Simon kicked them off, still wearing his underwear, and we stood there before each other in just our pants. 
			

			
				"I've wanted this since the moment I saw you," Simon confessed.
			

			
				My heart fluttered at his words, and a surge of excitement rushed through me. "Then what are you waiting for?" I teased, my bravado masking the butterflies that swirled in my stomach.
			

			
				I felt the hardness of his desire pressing against me, and a surge of arousal shot through my core. I was eager for him, aching to feel him inside me, to experience the pleasure that I had craved for so long. His hands moved to my ass, cupping each cheek as he pulled me against him. 
			

			
				I’d never been so turned on in my life. I had a desperate need to touch his dick, so I slipped my hand inside the front of his pants and wrapped my hands around it, pulling it out. Free from its confines, it hardened and swelled in my hands, throbbing to its full length. It was an impressive size compared to my boyfriend back home. I gently wanked him, causing him to moan in ecstasy. 
			

			
				With a sense of shared anticipation, we moved towards the bed. The softness of the sheets embraced our bodies as we lay down, our limbs intertwined. I gasped as his fingers found their way into my pants, brushing over my trimmed bush and between the folds of my cunt, feeling the wetness that had been building since our first encounter.
			

			
				"You're so wet," he whispered.
			

			
				I moaned in response, unable to form words as his fingers explored my most intimate place. His touch was electrifying, and every stroke sent waves of pleasure through me. He slid a finger into my tight wetness, and then out and up to my clit, using my juices as lubricant and he began to circle and rub my clit. I felt a thrill that, unlike my previous partner, he actually seemed to know exactly what he was doing.
			

			
				The hunger between us intensified as we both quickened our strokes. We continued that way for a while, wanking each other furiously and kissing passionately. 
			

			
				Eventually, I couldn't wait any longer. "Do you want to do it to me?" I whispered.
			

			
				“Fuck, yes,” he replied. Quickly, we both removed our pants, but I kept my sexy stockings on.
			

			
				Simon's eyes met mine, and without a word, he positioned himself between my legs. The anticipation was almost unbearable as he slowly, teasingly, entered me without a condom. I gasped as I felt him filling my cunt, his hardness stretching me in the most delicious way.
			

			
				"Oh, fuck," I moaned. My heart was pounding, and my body quivered with the intensity of the sensation.
			

			
				Simon's hands found mine, interlocking our fingers as he began to move with a steady, rhythmic pace. Each thrust sent waves of pleasure through me, and I arched my back, urging him to go deeper, to take me to the edge of ecstasy.
			

			
				His movements were a perfect blend of passion and tenderness, as if he knew exactly how to satisfy my every desire. With every thrust, the pleasure built, and I couldn't help but lose myself in the moment. All that mattered was the feeling of his body against mine, the heat of our shared desire engulfing us.
			

			
				I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him closer, craving even more of him inside me. The sensation was overwhelming, and I could feel my body tensing, ready to explode with pleasure.
			

			
				As the intensity between us reached its peak, I felt the familiar tingling sensation spreading through every fibre of my being. The pleasure was building, and I knew I was close to the edge. I moved my hand to my clit and started rubbing it to get myself off.
			

			
				"Simon," I gasped, my breaths becoming more erratic. "I'm almost there."
			

			
				He nodded, his gaze locked with mine, and he quickened his pace slightly, pushing us both towards the brink of ecstasy. With each thrust, the pleasure intensified, and I could feel the coil of desire tightening within me.
			

			
				And then it hit me. My body convulsed with delight, and I cried out as waves of ecstasy washed over me. Simon continued to move, prolonging my pleasure with each deliberate thrust, as if he wanted to savour every moment. 
			

			
				I could feel the tension building within him, the telltale signs that he was approaching his climax, too. His breath grew heavier, and his movements became more urgent, his desire mirroring my own.
			

			
				And then, I felt him shudder against me, a low groan escaping his lips as he found his release. His body trembled with the intensity of his pleasure as he filled me with his cum. 
			

			
				As he collapsed beside me, our breaths ragged and hearts still pounding, I curled into his embrace, seeking the warmth and comfort of his body as his cum ran out of me onto the bed. The aftermath of our passionate encounter left me feeling exhilarated and content, a sense of fulfilment washing over me.
			

			
				"Wow," he breathed, his fingers gently tracing patterns on my skin.
			

			
				"Yeah, wow," I echoed, a satisfied smile on my lips.
			

			
				However, we couldn't lie there too long, as much as we both wanted to stay wrapped in each other's arms. We didn't want the others to notice we had slipped away, and we knew we'd have to leave soon to catch the bus for the nightclub. Even so, a twinge of remorse tugged at my heart that I couldn't spend the whole evening fucking Simon.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Quickly, we got dressed, our fingers fumbling with buttons and zippers in our haste. I couldn't help but sneak glances at him, still captivated by the sight of his bare chest, the memory of our passionate encounter fresh in my mind.
			

			
				As we made our way back to the party, we exchanged knowing smiles, the shared secret between us binding us closer. We had shared something special, and I felt a newfound intimacy with Simon that left me craving more.
			

			
				Rejoining the others, we acted as if nothing had happened, slipping back into the casual banter and laughter of the evening. Our friends were none the wiser. I felt full of happiness that I’d been properly fucked on only my second day here, it felt like I was winning at life.
			

			
				The night continued with the promise of more adventures to come. We caught the bus to the nightclub, the anticipation for the evening's festivities fueling our excitement. I found myself sitting next to Hannah, our laughter blending with the chatter of other students on the bus.
			

			
				"Hey, where did you disappear to earlier?" Hannah asked with a mischievous glint in her eyes.
			

			
				I couldn't help but blush, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. "Well," I began, leaning in closer to her, "I ran into Simon, and we... had a little fun back in my room."
			

			
				Hannah's eyes widened, and a sly grin spread across her face. "Ooh, Carrie! Spill the beans! Did you fuck him?"
			

			
				I chuckled, feeling a mixture of embarrassment and excitement at the thought of sharing such intimate details with my friend. "Well, you know how much I wanted to get laid, right?" I began, my cheeks flushing slightly.
			

			
				Hannah nodded eagerly, a knowing grin spreading across her face. "Oh, I know, girl. You've been talking about it non-stop since we got here."
			

			
				I rolled my eyes playfully. "Well, let's just say that Simon more than fulfilled my expectations. And he is a lot bigger than my boyfriend back home!”
			

			
				Hannah let out a playful gasp, leaning in even closer. "Carrie, you sly little minx! I can't believe you went for it on your second day here!"
			

			
				I giggled, feeling a newfound sense of liberation, sharing my escapades with my friend. "I know, it sounds crazy, right? But it just felt right, you know?"
			

			
				Hannah nodded, a knowing look in her eyes. "Absolutely! Sometimes, you just have to follow your desires and take a chance."
			

			
				"Exactly!" I said, feeling relieved that Hannah understood. "And you won't believe how incredible it was. I came so hard, I’ve never climaxed from sex before, it felt completely different."
			

			
				"It sounds amazing," she said. "I'm so happy for you, Carrie. Did you use a condom?"
			

			
				I hesitated for a moment, feeling a mix of guilt and uncertainty. "Well, to be honest, no. I let him cum inside me." I admitted, my cheeks flushing with embarrassment.
			

			
				Hannah's expression turned half-serious as she leaned in closer. "Carrie, you do need to be careful. I know you’re on the pill, but condoms are essential for protection."
			

			
				"I know, I know," I said, feeling a twinge of regret. "It was just in the heat of the moment, and I didn't think about it."
			

			
				Hannah sighed, her concern mingled with understanding. "I get it, I’m not always great at using them myself when passion takes over, but we have to try to be responsible."
			

			
				"I know, you're right," I said, feeling a pang of worry. "I'll make sure to be more careful in the future."
			

			
				Hannah grinned, clearly pleased for me. "Well, Carrie, it sounds like you had a wild and unforgettable time. I'm happy for you, girl!"
			

			
				I blushed, feeling a mix of excitement and embarrassment. "Thanks, Hannah. It was pretty incredible, I can't deny that."
			

			
				"I bet it was!" Hannah replied with a mischievous glint in her eyes. "So, do you think there's a chance for something more with Simon?"
			

			
				I shrugged, not entirely sure where things would go with Simon, but knowing that I wanted to explore our connection further. "I don't know, to be honest. We had an amazing fuck, but I'm not sure what it means for us. I don’t want to get tied down to just one person so soon."
			

			
				 
			

			
				The club was alive with music and lights, the atmosphere charged with the energy of youth and freedom. It was a blur of lights and pulsating music, the atmosphere charged with excitement and freedom. As the night progressed, our group of friends dispersed into various corners of the club, each of us seeking our own adventures.
			

			
				My eyes couldn't help but wander, catching glimpses of my friends amidst the crowd. In one corner, I spotted Dani entangled in a corner with a boy, their lips locked in a passionate kiss, as he covertly fingered her under her dress. I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement for her, knowing she was finally experiencing the freedom she craved.
			

			
				Hannah, with her vivacious spirit, left early with a strikingly hot guy she had met. Her laughter echoed in my ears as they caught an early bus home and knew for sure they were going back to fuck. I couldn't help but cheer her on from afar.
			

			
				Then there was Leah, a magnet for attention, who seemed to attract boys like moths to a flame. I caught glimpses of her kissing various boys throughout the night, unapologetically indulging in the thrill of the moment.
			

			
				But my attention kept gravitating back to Simon. We spent most of the night on the dancefloor, moving to the rhythm of the music, our bodies pressed close together. The world around us seemed to fade away as we lost ourselves in each other, our lips meeting in passionate kisses, our desire for each other evident to anyone who cared to look.
			

			
				With each touch, each caress, the chemistry between us crackled like electricity. Eventually, I couldn't bear it any longer.
			

			
				"Shall we go back to the halls and do it again?" I asked him.
			

			
				“Definitely,” he replied, already holding my hand and moving for the exit.
			

			
				Once on the bus, we found seats in the back, seeking a moment of intimacy even amidst the crowd of students. Unable to resist any longer, I leaned in and pressed my lips to his, my heart soaring at the taste of him. Simon responded eagerly, his hand finding its way up my skirt to gently rub my clit through my knickers, his touch sending shivers down my spine.
			

			
				I gasped into our kiss, my fingers moving to his hard bulge. The sensation of his arousal against my hand only fueled my desire for him, and I couldn't wait to feel him inside me once more. As the bus rolled on, we continued to steal kisses and touches, our bodies pressed close in a dance of passion and urgency.
			

			
				Finally, the bus came to a stop, and we hurriedly made our way back to my room. Once inside, the intensity between us ignited once more, and we shed our clothes with a sense of urgency.
			

			
				"I've been thinking about this all night," Simon admitted, his breath hot against my ear as he trailed kisses down my neck.
			

			
				My heart raced at his confession, knowing that he had been just as consumed by desire as I had been. "Me too," I whispered.
			

			
				That night in my room we couldn't stop fucking. Simon's touch sent jolts of pleasure through me, and I lost count of the orgasms I experienced in his arms. With each encounter, the intensity only grew, and Simon came inside me three times more throughout the night. It was a night of exploration, of pushing boundaries and surrendering to the raw desire that consumed us. We had very little sleep.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, as the soft light of dawn filtered through the curtains, I found myself lying next to Simon, my mind a swirl of conflicting emotions. I felt euphoric from our night together, but there was also a nagging worry that he might expect something more from our relationship than I was willing to give.
			

			
				Taking a deep breath, I turned to face him, my heart pounding in my chest. "Simon," I began, trying to sound as confident as possible, "I had an incredible time last night. I just want to be upfront about something."
			

			
				Simon turned to me, his eyes warm and attentive. "Of course, Carrie. What's on your mind?"
			

			
				I took a moment to gather my thoughts before speaking. "I don't want to be tied down to a serious relationship right now," I said honestly. "I'm just starting university, and I want to explore and have fun without any commitments. I hope you understand."
			

			
				To my relief, Simon's expression softened into a gentle smile. "Carrie, I completely understand," he replied. "I'm not looking for anything serious either. I'm here to enjoy my time at Uni and have some fun."
			

			
				A wave of relief washed over me as I realised that we were on the same page. "Really?" I asked, feeling a mix of surprise and joy. "You're okay with that?"
			

			
				He nodded, his fingers gently brushing against mine. "Absolutely. I don't want to rush into anything either. Let's just take things as they come, enjoy each other's company, and see where it leads. And if I get to fuck you from time to time then even better."
			

			
				A smile spread across my face, grateful for his understanding. "That sounds perfect, Simon," I said, feeling a weight lift off my shoulders.
			

			
				He squeezed my hand reassuringly. "We'll take it one step at a time, and if it feels right, we can continue to have some fun together."
			

			
				Relief and excitement flooded through me. It was liberating to know that we could have this friends-with-benefits arrangement, without any expectations or commitments.
			

			
				"Thank you for being so understanding," I said, feeling a renewed sense of connection with him.
			

			
				Simon leaned in, placing a soft kiss on my lips. "Thank you for being honest with me. Let's make the most of our time together, no strings attached."
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we continued to lie there, I slowly became aware of a rhythmic banging noise against the wall next to me. Hannah’s room was on the other side, and I realised with a flush of excitement that the banging was her bed against our shared wall as she was being fucked. With a flush of excitement, I turned to Simon, my eyes shining with mischief.
			

			
				"That must be Hannah and the boy we saw her leave with last night," I said gleefully, a grin spreading across my face. The banging against the wall grew in intensity, and it became evident that Hannah and her partner were very enthusiastically fucking. Soon, I could begin to hear Hannah moaning out with each thrust. The sounds of pleasure echoed through the wall, and I could hear Hannah’s voice. "Yes, fuck me, fuck me harder, that's it," she cried out over and over again.
			

			
				The intimate sounds of Hannah's pleasure sent a rush of arousal through me, and I could see a similar effect on Simon. His flaccid dick had started to twitch and grow again, clearly reacting to the arousing sounds coming from the other side of the wall.
			

			
				Feeling the mutual desire building between us, we couldn't resist the temptation any longer, and we started passionately making out. My hand wrapped around Simon's now hard dick, and I started stroking him, feeling the excitement coursing through both of us.
			

			
				Simon's fingers found their way between my legs, expertly circling my aching but sore clit. The sensations were electrifying, and I couldn't help but moan into our passionate kiss. As the intensity between us grew, we allowed ourselves to give in to the thrill of the moment. We indulged in each other's bodies, exploring and savouring every touch, every kiss, every gasp of pleasure.
			

			
				The sounds of Hannah's pleasure grew louder, her moans filling the air with raw desire. "Fuck me. Yes. Don't stop. That's it. Fuck me," she cried out needily. The intensity in her voice escalated as she reached the precipice of climax. "Yes, I'm going to come, I'm going to come!"
			

			
				And then it happened. Through the wall, we heard Hannah's orgasm cascade over her, a long, drawn-out cry escaping her lips that bordered on a scream. The raw passion of her release reverberated in the room, intensifying the heat and desire that consumed Simon and me.
			

			
				Driven by a hunger that couldn't be contained any longer, we swiftly succumbed to our own primal urges. I positioned myself above him, my core throbbing with anticipation, ready to be filled by his hard cock. Despite the soreness from our previous encounters, I couldn't resist the craving for him inside me. I needed him.
			

			
				With wild abandon, I began to ride him, my hips undulating in a rhythm of unbridled passion. I stifled my cries, desperately trying to keep our own pleasure from reaching the ears of Hannah and her partner in the adjacent room. My hands firmly planted on Simon's chest, I took him deep within me, each thrust driving us both to the edge.
			

			
				Through the wall, it seemed Hannah wasn’t finished. The rhythmic banging and moaning started up again and we synchronised our fucking in time with theirs. I knew I was getting close to another orgasm, but then, a particular command reached my ears, shattering the last remnants of control I had. 
			

			
				"Yes, cum on my tits," Hannah's voice echoed through the wall, the explicitness of her request igniting a fiery burst of excitement within me. I imagined her beneath her partner, huge amounts of cum coating her large breasts in a display of unbridled passion.
			

			
				The mental image was intoxicating, and it pushed me over the edge. Waves of pleasure washed over me, and I clasped my hand to my mouth in a futile attempt to stifle my cries. But the pleasure was too overwhelming, and my orgasm consumed me, leaving me trembling and breathless.
			

			
				Simon, caught in the whirlwind of explicit passion reverberating through the wall and the sight of me succumbing to pleasure, couldn't hold back any longer. The culmination of our shared desire brought him to his own release, his cum emptying into me once again. I was amazed that he still had anything left after the previous night.
			

			
				We collapsed on the bed, our bodies intertwined, covered in a sheen of sweat. "Fuck, that was hot," I gasped.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Realising that we still had a busy day ahead, we reluctantly got up and dressed. Simon left, and I went to the kitchen for breakfast. Hannah was there alone, wrapped in a towel fresh out of the shower. My eyes couldn't help but wander, knowing that she was naked underneath that thin fabric. Her skin glistened with moisture, and the towel barely contained her ample bosom, making my heart skip a beat. I couldn’t get the image of her cum covered tits out of my mind.
			

			
				Sitting opposite her, I gave her a cheeky smile and quipped, "Have a good time last night? And this morning?"
			

			
				She burst into laughter, a mischievous glint in her eyes. "You heard me then? We certainly heard you last night," she teased, leaving me both flustered and amused at the same time.
			

			
				My cheeks flushed with embarrassment, but I couldn't deny a sense of excitement at the realisation that they had heard my passionate escapades. "Yeah, I guess things got a little intense," I replied sheepishly.
			

			
				Hannah's grin widened. "Intense is an understatement, Carrie, you were screaming your head off at one point. But don't worry, we're all adults here. No judgement!"
			

			
				As Hannah laughed, her eyes twinkling mischievously, she leaned in closer, as if about to share a daring secret. "You know, I may have played up the performance a bit this morning," she confessed with a sly grin.
			

			
				My eyes widened in surprise. "Really? Why?" I asked, curious.
			

			
				She shrugged playfully. "Well, it's just that the walls are so thin, and after hearing you last night, I knew you would be able to hear us. It added an extra thrill to know that you were nearby, possibly listening."
			

			
				A mixture of embarrassment and excitement washed over me, knowing that she had intentionally made her actions more vocal for my benefit. "Oh my God," I said, feeling a rush of heat to my cheeks. "I can't believe you did that!"
			

			
				Hannah burst into laughter, clearly amused by my reaction. "Did it turn you on hearing us?" she asked with a sly smile.
			

			
				"Um, well, I mean... it was definitely, uh, interesting," I stammered, trying to find the right words.
			

			
				Hannah's sly smile only grew wider. "Interesting, huh?" she teased. "Come on, Carrie, you can be honest with me. Did it turn you on?"
			

			
				I took a deep breath, feeling my cheeks flush with heat. "Okay, fine," I admitted with a shy grin. "A little... okay, a fucking lot. It was hard not to get caught up in the moment when I could hear everything."
			

			
				Trying to turn the subject away from myself, I asked Hannah, "So, come on, spill the beans. What was he like?"
			

			
				Hannah's face lit up with a mischievous sparkle in her eyes. "Oh, he was amazing," she replied with a teasing tone. "He knew exactly what he was doing."
			

			
				My eyebrows shot up in surprise. "Really? What do you mean?"
			

			
				"He was great with his mouth," she explained. "He knew all the right moves, and he made me come multiple times before he even put it in me. And his stamina was something else. We went at it for quite a while."
			

			
				I couldn't help but laugh at the way she described their encounter. "Sounds like you had quite the night," I said.
			

			
				Hannah nodded enthusiastically. "Oh, I did. And you know what's even better? Both times he came, it was on my breasts, and there was so much of it. It was like a damn waterfall," she laughed.
			

			
				I couldn't help but giggle at her vivid description. "Okay, that's impressive," I said, feeling a mix of awe and amusement.
			

			
				Dani and Leah sauntered into the kitchen, joining our little morning gathering. We continued chatting about our wild nights, though Hannah and I kept our little eavesdropping adventure to ourselves. No need to spill that secret just yet. 
			

			
				"Morning, you two," I greeted them with a grin.
			

			
				"Mornin'," Dani replied with a tired smile, rubbing her temples. "I don't think I've ever been this hungover in my life."
			

			
				Leah chuckled, taking a seat at the table. "I think I might've had one too many cocktails last night."
			

			
				Both Dani and Leah had gotten far too drunk to bring a boy home; neither of them could handle their alcohol.
			

			
				"And Chloe had to be the responsible one and help us get back," Dani added with a sheepish grin.
			

			
				Chloe, our always sober flatmate, was already known for her responsible nature, even when the rest of us decided to throw caution to the wind. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was still only Thursday of Freshers Week. I don’t know how we had the energy, but the adventure tonight was a three-legged pub crawl organised by the student union. The concept was simple; you paired up with someone, tied a leg together, and spent the entire evening hopping from one pub to another, joined at the hip. Whether it was going to the bar or even using the toilet, you had to do it together.
			

			
				And if you made it to the last pub, you earned yourself a free cocktail, a well-deserved reward for your effort and camaraderie. The pub crawl was along the main strip of student pubs and bars, and finished in the most famous one, which specialised in cocktails. It was sure to be a great night.
			

			
				With our legs tied together, we moved from pub to pub, navigating the streets like a duo on a mission. Despite the initial awkwardness, we quickly found our rhythm, with our arms wrapped around each other's waists to maintain balance. I couldn't help but sneak glances at Hannah's impressive cleavage, barely contained within her too-small strappy top. It was no wonder that people passing by couldn't resist taking a peek, both boys and girls alike. Hannah seemed to enjoy the attention.
			

			
				The whole experience was a riot, and we were having an absolute blast. The three-legged crawl turned out to be a fantastic icebreaker, and we made new friends with ease along the way. As we clumsily made our way to the beer garden of the latest pub, holding onto our drinks tightly to avoid any spills, we looked for an available table.
			

			
				"Hey, there's Simon," I said, spotting him at a table with a group of fellow computer geeks from his course. I didn’t think any of them had even seen the inside of a girl’s pants before. My heart skipped a beat at the sight of him, the memories of our passionate night and morning together still fresh in my mind. But tonight, my body was definitely in need of a break and some recovery time.
			

			
				Approaching his table with Hannah at my side, I couldn't resist the mischievous urge to have a little fun. I wanted to see how Simon's friends would react to my boldness. I put on a cheeky smile and leaned in to give him a long, lingering kiss on the lips. I made sure to speak loud enough for everyone to hear.
			

			
				"Hi, babe!" I greeted him, my voice playful and teasing. "Thanks for last night. I'm still sore from your big dick." The hush that spread over the table was priceless, as all the geeks stared at us with open mouths, clearly taken aback by my candid words. Hannah, unable to contain her laughter, joined in the amusement. “I could hear what you were doing to my friend through the wall, you naughty boy,” she told him.
			

			
				"I've never come so much in my life," I added, keeping up the teasing tone, before giving him another kiss, this time with tongues. As we walked away, I could feel the eyes of the geeks still fixed on us in amazement, their mouths open wide.
			

			
				Hannah burst into laughter, thoroughly entertained by my antics. "You are so bad!" she said between giggles. "You've made him King of the Geeks."
			

			
				I grinned mischievously. "Oh, I just couldn't resist. It was too much fun."
			

			
				We continued our night, enjoying the company of our newfound friends and relishing in the sense of liberation that came with being young and carefree at university. The playful encounter with Simon's friends had added an extra dose of excitement to our already eventful night.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We finished our drinks and knew it was time to navigate the bathroom together for the first time, still tied at the leg. Squeezing into a cubicle, I went first while Hannah stood to the side, not that we had any real privacy tied together like this.
			

			
				"Don't look!" I playfully warned, even though I didn't really mind if she did. I relaxed and let out a long stream of piss. After holding it in through three drinks, it seemed like it went on forever.
			

			
				"Fucking hell, Carrie, you're pissing like a racehorse," Hannah chuckled, her laughter echoing in the tiny cubicle.
			

			
				Once I was done, I wiped and pulled up my knickers. It was now Hannah's turn. She hiked up her skirt and pulled down her pants, and as I turned my head to give her some semblance of privacy, I couldn't help but catch a glimpse of her luscious red bush, matching the hair on her head. Hannah was never shy about her body, and she sat on the toilet with her legs apart, taking a piss without a care in the world.
			

			
				Taking a quick glance, I could see her hairy cunt and I found my desire rising within me again. I looked away, trying to ignore the sudden stirrings of horniness. Trying not to imagine what it would be like to touch her there, I reminded myself that Hannah was undoubtedly straight, and I didn't want to risk our friendship by letting things get awkward between us. I wasn’t even sure I wanted to do things with girls anyway, but moments like this did give me those feelings.
			

			
				After we were both done, we washed our hands and left the bathroom, ready to continue our adventure. Walking to the next pub, we found ourselves chatting and laughing with two handsome boys, Jack and Alex, who were also tied together at the leg. They were both dark-haired and athletic, wearing band t-shirts, and they seemed like a fun pair.
			

			
				Hannah gave me a knowing look that said she fancied them, and I couldn't help but smile in response. "I'm Carrie, and this is my partner in crime, Hannah," I introduced us, the playful tone of the evening carrying over into our conversation.
			

			
				Jack and Alex exchanged amused glances before introducing themselves. "Nice to meet you both, I'm Jack, and this is my partner in crime, Alex," Jack said with a grin.
			

			
				We continued our pub crawl, hopping from one lively venue to another, the four of us now inseparable. It felt like we had been friends for much longer than just a few hours.
			

			
				As the night progressed, the alcohol had a way of loosening inhibitions, and the conversations became more animated and flirtatious. It seemed like the three-legged pub crawl had transformed into an opportunity for some playful flirting and maybe even more.
			

			
				At one point, we found ourselves in a crowded bar with loud music thumping through the air. The atmosphere was electric, and the dance floor was calling to us. Hannah and I exchanged excited glances and pulled Jack and Alex onto the dance floor with us.
			

			
				We danced and laughed, moving awkwardly in sync as we were tied together. The music pulsed through us, and the combination of alcohol and adrenaline made us all feel invincible. 
			

			
				There was a playful sensuality in the way our bodies brushed against each other, and I could sense the mutual attraction between Hannah and Jack, as well as between Alex and me. Dancing evolved into kissing, and we were soon snogging our respective partners.
			

			
				Things were getting more and more heated until Hannah whispered in my ear, “I’m going to suck his dick!”
			

			
				My heart raced in my chest, but I replied, “Me too!”
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged knowing looks, and without a word, we led the boys outside into the cool night air and down the side of the club.
			

			
				In the relative privacy of the alleyway, we resumed snogging them, still tied together. Of course, being tied to Hannah on the left, I had to snog Alex, who was the right-hand one of the other pair. His lips were soft and inviting, and I could feel the heat between us intensifying with each passionate kiss.
			

			
				The thrill of the moment, the adrenaline pumping through our veins, and the knowledge that we were doing something naughty added to the excitement. It was as if we were caught up in the electricity of the night, free from inhibitions, and eager to explore the chemistry between us.
			

			
				As our tongues intertwined, the arousal grew, and I could feel the bulge in Alex's trousers pressing against me. It was clear he was just as turned on as I was. I let out a soft moan as his hands roamed over my ass, exploring my curves hungrily.
			

			
				Next to me, Hannah and Jack were equally passionate. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Jack slip his hand into the top of Hannah’s top and bra, down over her large breasts, and begin to massage her nipple. The sight made me even wetter.
			

			
				Coming up for air, Hannah and I exchanged another look, silently agreeing to take things a step further. With playful grins on our faces, we guided the boys to a darker corner of the alley, where we could enjoy a bit more privacy.
			

			
				Without hesitation, I pushed Alex against the wall, the excitement of the moment fueling my boldness. I tugged at his belt, eager to see what lay beneath, and his breath caught in anticipation.
			

			
				Hannah mirrored my actions with Jack, and soon we had both boys half-naked, their erect cocks standing to attention and throbbing with desire. I glanced over at Hannah, and she winked at me, as if to say, "Ready for some fun?"
			

			
				With a shared nod, we crouched in front of the boys, their hard cocks standing tall before us. We simultaneously began teasing and pleasuring them, our tongues and lips working in tandem to drive them wild with pleasure.
			

			
				The thrill of being tied together, both of us sucking a cock, only heightened the sensations coursing through our bodies. I could feel my own arousal building.
			

			
				As I focused on pleasuring Alex, I couldn't help but steal glances at Hannah, who was giving Jack the same treatment. Our eyes met, and we shared a knowing smile, a silent affirmation of the wild adventure we were embarking on together. She looked so beautiful with a cock in her mouth, I wished I could kiss her.
			

			
				The boys moaned with pleasure as we expertly pleasured them, and the thrill of the forbidden filled the air. Hannah reached up and started wanking the base of Alex’s dick, even while I continued to suck him and she sucked Jack. I responded by doing the same to Jack.
			

			
				As the intensity grew, I felt Alex's grip tighten on my shoulders, and I knew he was close. Hannah, too, was skilled in her actions, and I could tell Jack wouldn't last much longer either. As Jack's climax approached first, his breath quickened, and I could sense his impending release. With each stroke of my hand, I felt him grow even harder, and I knew he was on the edge of ecstasy. Hannah's skilled mouth and tongue worked their magic on him, pushing him closer and closer to the brink.
			

			
				In a sudden rush, Jack's body tensed, and he let out a low groan of pleasure. Hannah's eyes locked with mine as she eagerly took him into her mouth, her lips wrapped around him, her tongue caressing him to his peak.
			

			
				"Fuuuck!" Jack gasped, his fingers tightening in Hannah's curly hair as he surrendered to the pleasure. His release washed over him, and Hannah guided him through it, taking in every drop, swallowing load after load.
			

			
				As I watched the scene unfold, a mix of arousal and admiration washed over me. Hannah was a master at giving pleasure, and seeing her bring Jack to such heights of ecstasy was an incredible sight.
			

			
				As Jack's shudders subsided, Hannah licked her lips and turned to look at me, a playful twinkle in her eyes. "Looks like your turn now," she teased, giving me a knowing nod.
			

			
				I blushed at the suggestion, feeling a mixture of excitement and nervousness. I had never tasted cum before, but the adventurous spirit within me pushed aside any hesitation. I wanted to explore and push my boundaries.
			

			
				Alex let out a low moan, his hands in my hair as continued to bob my head up and down taking his cock as far as I could into my mouth. Hannah's presence beside me added to the excitement, and I could sense her watching with interest. The knowledge that she was right there, witnessing this intimate act, only fueled my desire. I wanted to show her that I could be just as adventurous and daring as she was.
			

			
				With each stroke of my mouth, I felt Alex grow harder, his breaths becoming more ragged. I could tell he was close, and the thought of bringing him to the same heights of pleasure that Hannah had brought Jack was exhilarating. Hannah continued to wank his shaft in time to my sucking, occasionally moving down to grasp and massage his balls.
			

			
				As my pace quickened further, Alex let out a low groan, his fingers tightening in my hair. "Carrie," he gasped.
			

			
				I increased the pressure, the sounds of his pleasure driving me on. And then it happened. With a shudder, Alex reached his climax, and I felt his cum explode into my mouth for the first time.
			

			
				The experience was unlike anything I had ever felt before. It was intimate, intense, and oddly empowering. I swallowed, the taste surprisingly not as off-putting as I had imagined. I had to swallow several more times as he continued to ejaculate in my mouth. As Alex caught his breath, I looked up at him, a sense of satisfaction washing over me.
			

			
				"Wow," he said, his voice still shaky from his release. "You're incredible."
			

			
				I smiled, feeling a rush of pride at his compliment. "Thank you," I whispered.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The boys quickly dressed themselves, adjusting their clothes with bashful grins on their faces. We laughed together, the tension of the moment dissipating into a lighthearted atmosphere. Hannah needed another piss, and pulling down her knickers did it in the alley in full view of the boys. I couldn’t believe how brazen she was.
			

			
				The awkwardness that could have lingered after such an intimate encounter seemed to vanish as we continued the pub crawl. The night had taken on a life of its own, and it seemed like we were caught in a whirlwind of laughter, music, and new experiences.
			

			
				As the night wore on, we lost sight of Alex and Jack in the bustling crowd. We made our way from one pub to another, stumbling into new groups of people and making instant connections. As we entered the penultimate pub, we finally bumped into Dani and Leah, who were also tied together as a pair.
			

			
				"Dani! Leah! We’ve been looking for you all night!" Hannah exclaimed with excitement.
			

			
				We exchanged stories of our night so far, laughing and reminiscing about the wild adventures we had each experienced. Dani and Leah were suitably shocked when we shared the details of our double blowjob escapade, their eyes widening in surprise. However, it turned out that their evening had been almost as eventful as ours, and they couldn't wait to spill the beans.
			

			
				They had decided to have a little competition during the pub crawl to see who could snog the most boys, and it turned out that Leah was currently in the lead with 25 kisses (with tongues), while Dani was not far behind with her count of 23.
			

			
				"No way! You've kissed 25 guys already?" Hannah exclaimed, impressed and amused.
			

			
				Leah grinned proudly. "Yep! We thought, why not make the most of Freshers Week and have a little challenge? And it's been quite the adventure!"
			

			
				Dani laughed. "It's a great way to meet new people."
			

			
				I couldn't help but chuckle, feeling the contagious energy of their enthusiasm. "Well, I have to say, you two have certainly met a lot of new people."
			

			
				As the night continued, we all shared more stories and laughed about our various escapades. It was clear that we were all having an unforgettable time during Freshers Week, and our newfound friendships were only adding to the excitement.
			

			
				We decided to stick with Dani and Leah for the rest of the pub crawl. Eventually, we reached the final destination, the famous student club. It was a complete dive, but it would end up being our home-away-from-home for the rest of our time at uni.
			

			
				Throughout the rest of the evening, we continued to bump into more groups of students, making friends and enjoying the camaraderie of the event. By the end of the night, our faces hurt from all the laughter, and we were thoroughly excited by the spirit of Freshers Week.
			

			
				As we finally made our way back to our halls, untied but arm in arm, Hannah, Dani, Leah, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude for the incredible experiences we had already shared. The pub crawl had been a wild and thrilling ride, and we couldn't wait to see what other adventures awaited us in the days to come.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next morning, Friday, I wearily dragged myself out of bed and into the kitchen to get something to eat. It was the day of the Freshers' Fair, and I wanted to go to the campus and sign up for the netball team. In the kitchen was a boy dressed in just a tiny pair of grey briefs showing off a frankly huge bulge and nothing else. I did a double-take, wondering where he had come from.
			

			
				“Morning” he greeted me cheerfully, completely unabashed that he was practically naked and I could see the perfect definition of his massive dick through his pants.
			

			
				Leah entered, wearing only a long oversized t-shirt and possibly nothing underneath (I couldn’t quite see). She placed her hand on the boy’s ass and gave him a kiss on the lips. “Carrie, have you met my boyfriend, Dave?”
			

			
				I was stunned and stood there open-mouthed. “Your boyfriend?” I said incredulously. “Leah, I practically tucked you into bed alone about 6 hours ago. How have you got a boyfriend?”
			

			
				Leah laughed. “Well, funny story actually, I couldn’t sleep and went outside for some fresh air and a cigarette. But, stupid me, I forgot my room keys. This kind gentleman came along and offered to let me stay in his room until the caretakers arrived at 6 am.” While she told the story, her arm had wrapped around his waist and continued to fondle his perfect, tight bottom. I saw his cock twitch in his pants.
			

			
				“Anyway, one thing led to another and we ended up fucking all night. Literally. I haven’t slept at all. And now he’s my boyfriend!” Dave didn’t seem the least bit embarrassed by this revelation.
			

			
				We all laughed at the absurdity of the situation. Then Hannah came in, and we had to go through it all again.
			

			
				“Anyway,” said Leah, yawning, “I really need some… sleep.” Taking Dave by the hand, she led him back to her room. I had a feeling they weren’t going to be sleeping right away. I felt a surge of jealousy thinking of Dave’s impressively large dick and perfect ass. Also, his confidence in showing them off made me imagine he knew what to do in bed. 
			

			
				Hannah wanted to sign up for netball too, so we both headed to campus together. The Freshers Fair was in the sports hall, each sport and club had a table where you could chat to the existing members and sign up for whatever you wanted. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				That night marked the pinnacle of Freshers Week; the highly anticipated ticket-only party in the main hall of the student union, headlined by a well-known Indie band.
			

			
				The student union building was quite peculiar, easily recognizable to anyone attending this university. Upon entering through the front, you'd find the main hall on the ground floor, flanked by the student canteen on one side and several bars on the other. However, the building was situated on a hill, so if you went down one level, you'd come across a café (closed at night) and the restroom facilities. Descending one level further led to the sports complex, with an alternative ground-level exit on the other side.
			

			
				My friends and I arrived just as the support band took the stage, the music already reverberating loudly in the air. I was dressed in a short dress with a high neckline, opting to show off my legs and rear since I didn't have much cleavage to flaunt. Hannah, as always, had chosen a top that was a tad too small, her ample breasts threatening to break free. She paired it with a tight, thigh-length skirt that accentuated her curvaceous bottom.
			

			
				Leah, looking stunning as ever, donned a black dress that perfectly complemented her flowing blonde locks cascading over her shoulders. She clung to Dave's arm, the two of them inseparable all day, stealing kisses every chance they got. At least he had put on more clothes than when I last saw him. His dark trousers and shirt made him look quite hot, which sparked a touch of envy in me, recalling the muffled sounds of their passion from Leah's room when they were supposed to be getting ready.
			

			
				And then there was Dani, looking fantastic in her ripped jeans and a frilled blouse, a teardrop-shaped bindi adorning her forehead. The only one among us who hadn't gotten laid yet, she declared that she was determined to find someone to hook up with tonight. I had no doubt she'd have no trouble with that, provided she managed not to get too wasted for once.
			

			
				I was also feeling exceptionally horny. I was so horny I’d had to nip back to my room to put my fingers in my knickers and make myself come. Leaning into Hannah, I couldn't help but share my naughty thoughts with her. "I'm so fucking horny," I confessed in a hushed tone, "I'm on the lookout for some innocent boy with a big dick to take home. Let me know if you spot one." Although Hannah laughed, thinking I was joking, I really wasn't.
			

			
				As the support act played on, Dani returned from the toilets with a cheeky grin on her face. "You know," she chuckled, "there are a couple of girls getting it on in the toilets. You can hear them going at it in a cubicle." The idea sent a thrilling rush straight to my core. I pretended to be nonchalant, but my curiosity got the best of me, and as soon as I could, I slipped away from the group and headed down the stairs to the toilets, eager to see for myself what was happening.
			

			
				The toilets in the student union were huge, with at least twenty cubicles lining the walls. As I entered, my ears attuned to the soft moans coming from one particular cubicle. Without hesitation, I quickly identified the source of the seductive sounds and slipped into the neighbouring stall. Over the top of the divider, I could hear the intimate sounds of pleasure; one girl seemed to be fingering the other with a sense of urgency, their passion evident in the wet slapping noises.
			

			
				Caught up in the sensual sounds, I couldn't resist the temptation any longer. My heart raced as I hitched up my dress, my fingers slipping into my panties, and for the second time in a couple of hours, I started frantically rubbing my clit in time with their arousing noises. 
			

			
				I caught snatches of whispered conversation from the stall next door. "Fucking hell, don’t stop, I’m going to squirt," whispered one of the girls. The wet sounds intensified, and her moans grew louder until I heard the gush of liquid hitting the floor. The experience pushed me over the edge, and with my free hand pressed against my mouth, I experienced my own intense orgasm, trying to stifle any noise that might give me away.
			

			
				The sounds of wet kisses followed, and soon the quiet moaning began again. I continued rubbing my clit through my panties, feeling incredibly turned on by the passionate encounter I was listening to. A sense of excitement mingled with guilt, knowing that I shouldn't be doing this, but the forbidden nature of the act only fueled my arousal.
			

			
				"Mmm, put your finger in my ass," whispered the other girl, and I couldn't help but shiver at her audacious request. The slapping sounds resumed as I assumed her wish was fulfilled. "Rub my clit too," she added in a breathy voice, just loud enough for me to hear. The sounds of their pleasure mingled with my own, and I felt a rush of heat coursing through my body as the girl came hard against the dividing wall.
			

			
				Overwhelmed by the experience, I decided it was time to stop before I got caught. I flushed the toilet and made my way to the sinks to wash my hands. My heart pounded as I waited, eager to catch a glimpse of the two girls who had unknowingly ignited my desires.
			

			
				Eventually, the lock clicked, and I casually glanced in the mirror, only to find myself surprised beyond belief. It was Chloe, the sensible girl from our flat, emerging from the cubicle! I couldn't believe that it was her engaged in such passionate activity in the toilets. The other girl, a striking figure with laddered stockings and a dishevelled appearance, also caught my eye. She had a rock-chick look, complete with a neon tube top, leather jacket, and bleach-blond bob.
			

			
				I decided not to acknowledge Chloe, pretending not to have seen her. After they left, I returned to my friends, my mind reeling with the exhilaration of what I had experienced. The thrill of the forbidden encounter lingered in my thoughts, and I couldn't help but feel a newfound sense of excitement for the night ahead.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Later, at the bar, my senses were still buzzing with the lingering arousal from the earlier encounter in the toilets. The combination of the alcohol and the thrill of the forbidden had left me feeling even more ridiculously horny. As I stood there trying to attract the bartender’s attention, a post-grad student caught my eye. Several years older than me, he seemed to exude confidence, and I couldn't resist the temptation to chat with him, especially with the way he was looking at me.
			

			
				We struck up a conversation, and I found myself drawn to his charisma and intelligence. The age difference only seemed to add to his allure, making him even more enticing. As we chatted, he bought me a diet-coke, and we laughed at each other's jokes, the connection between us growing with every passing minute. I decided I was going to do whatever it took to fuck him.
			

			
				The noise and chaos of the crowded bar faded into the background as we leaned closer, our bodies unconsciously inching toward each other. The air around us felt charged with anticipation, and I could sense that Chris was just as drawn to me as I was to him.
			

			
				Feeling a mix of nerves and arousal, I finally mustered up the courage to take the lead. Leaning in slightly closer, I looked into his eyes and said with a hint of shyness, "Would you like to kiss me?"
			

			
				He smiled, his eyes still fixed on mine. "I'd love to," he said.
			

			
				My heart skipped a beat as he leaned in, closing the distance between us. Our lips met in a slow and sensual kiss, and a rush of pleasure washed over me. His kiss was even better than I had imagined, sending a tingling sensation through my entire body.
			

			
				We continued to kiss, each moment growing more passionate than the last, until finally, we pulled back slightly, breathless and eager for what was to come next. His hands moved down my back and rested on the top of my ass, sending a shiver down my spine and a rush of warmth between my legs.
			

			
				His eyes sparkled with mischief as he responded, "I know a place that’s a bit more private. Do you want to see?" I nodded enthusiastically.
			

			
				Hand in hand, we rushed down the stairs, the anticipation building with each step. At first, I thought we were going to the toilets, but we continued further down to the dark and deserted sports complex.
			

			
				A thought crossed my mind as I playfully teased, "Have you brought girls down here before?"
			

			
				He laughed and replied with a sly grin, "A few."
			

			
				At that moment, I couldn't ignore the age difference between us, and the idea of his experience sent a thrill of excitement through me. It was evident that he knew how to take charge, and the knowledge of being with someone more sexually seasoned than me only heightened my desire.
			

			
				Chris led us through some double doors and down a long corridor, trying a few doors until he found one that was unlocked. We slipped inside, and he turned on the lights. The room turned out to be a small windowless office, and my heart raced with excitement at the thought of what was about to happen.
			

			
				Wasting no time, he pressed me against the desk, our lips finding each other again in a passionate kiss. His hands explored my body, groping my breasts and teasing my hard nipples through the fabric of my dress. I reciprocated by grabbing his ass, pulling him closer, and feeling his hard erection pressing against me. I was so aroused, wet, and turned on by the knowledge that this man had been with many girls before me.
			

			
				As he lifted my dress over my head, my breath quickened with desire. I playfully teased him, "How many girls have you fucked down here?" We were both breathing heavily now as I released his belt, letting his trousers drop to the floor.
			

			
				"A gentleman never kisses and tells," he replied with a smile, unhooking my bra. I continued undressing him, lifting his polo shirt off his head. "More than 5?" I asked, and he kissed me again. “More than 10?” His fingers were tracing along my mound, causing me to cry out with pleasure.
			

			
				"Would it turn you on if I said yes?" he whispered as he slid my knickers down, exposing my cunt. I eagerly responded, "Oh yes, I love the thought of you fucking lots of naughty, wet girls in this secret place."
			

			
				With my legs spread invitingly, he moved between them, and I could feel his arousal pressing against me. The thrill of knowing he had been with numerous women before me only made me wetter. "It's a lot more than 10," he confessed, sending another surge of desire through me.
			

			
				With a fiery determination, I told him, "I need you to fuck me now." His smile widened, and he swiftly slipped off his pants, revealing a gorgeous, large cock that stood firm and ready for action. I couldn't help but admire its perfect straightness as he produced a condom and skillfully rolled it down his impressive length.
			

			
				Returning to me at the desk, he positioned himself between my legs once more, and I eagerly wrapped them around him, drawing him closer. Our lips met in a hungry kiss, igniting the passion that had been building between us. With a gentle push, I felt him slide effortlessly into my wet, throbbing cunt, and a low moan escaped my lips.
			

			
				His entry was smooth, and I couldn't help but arch my back, inviting him to go deeper. My nails dug into his back, urging him on as he fucked me on the desk.
			

			
				He picked up the pace, and each thrust was harder than the last. I could feel the tension building within me, the familiar heat coiling tightly inside me. As I drew closer to the edge, I clung to him, not wanting this incredible moment to end. The intensity of my climax swept over me like a tidal wave, and I gasped, my body trembling with pleasure. 
			

			
				As my breathing gradually steadied, I kissed him and his fingers traced gentle patterns along my back as he continued to slowly fuck me. He whispered in my ear, "Have you ever squirted before?"
			

			
				My cheeks flushed with a hint of embarrassment, but I wasn't about to shy away from the question. "No, I haven't," I replied honestly, glancing up at him. "I don’t know if I can."
			

			
				"Would you like to find out if you can?" he asked with a playful smile.
			

			
				I felt a surge of excitement rush through me at the prospect of experiencing something new and thrilling. "Yes," I said softly.
			

			
				He withdrew from me and gently guided me to lie back on the desk, his hands exploring my body with purposeful intent. His fingers found their way between my legs, tracing the wetness that still lingered there. I felt his fingers gently part my slick folds. He used two fingers inside me, skillfully stimulating my G-spot, a sensation that sent me into a frenzy of pleasure.
			

			
				I gasped as the new sensation washed over me, my body responding eagerly to his touch. With each stroke, he coaxed more pleasure from within me, building the intensity. I couldn't hold back the moans and whimpers that escaped my lips, the pleasure becoming too intense to contain.
			

			
				As Chris continued his skillful movements, I felt a building pressure deep inside me that was unlike anything I had experienced before. It was a mix of intense pleasure and an unfamiliar sensation that felt like I needed to pee. At first, it startled me, but Chris's reassuring touch and the overwhelming pleasure quickly reassured me that everything was alright.
			

			
				With each stroke of his fingers, the pressure grew, and so did my arousal. The waves of pleasure became more intense, and there was a wet squelching sound coming from my cunt. It was as if a floodgate of sensations had been unlocked, and my body was responding in ways I couldn't fully comprehend.
			

			
				As the sensations intensified, I clung to Chris, seeking comfort and stability amidst the overwhelming pleasure. His strong arms wrapped around me, holding me close as I surrendered to the exquisite sensations washing over me.
			

			
				And then it happened, the pressure inside me reached its peak, and the pleasure consumed me entirely. I let go of any inhibitions and allowed myself to be carried away by the tidal wave of ecstasy. With a primal cry, I released, my body convulsing with the intensity of my orgasm. In that explosive moment of pleasure, a newfound sensation surged through me, a feeling of warmth and wetness unlike anything I had experienced before.
			

			
				As I climaxed, my body responded in an unexpected way. The intense pressure that had been building deep inside me now burst forth, and a rush of liquid gushed from within. It was as if a dam had been opened, and a torrent of clear fluid poured out, soaking both Chris's hand and the floor beneath me.
			

			
				The sensations were overwhelming and euphoric. I had heard of squirting before, but this was my first time experiencing it firsthand. It felt both intense and liberating, a physical manifestation of the pleasure that had consumed me.
			

			
				As my climax subsided, the sensation of squirting gradually waned, leaving me in a state of blissful exhaustion. I could hardly believe what had just happened. Chris looked at me, his eyes filled with an intensity that mirrored my own feelings. "That was incredible," he whispered.
			

			
				I blushed, feeling a mix of vulnerability and exhilaration. "I never expected that to happen," I admitted, still catching my breath.
			

			
				Without hesitation, he urged me to bend over the desk, and I willingly complied, bracing myself against the smooth surface. The coolness of the desk against my warm skin only heightened my sensitivity, and I could feel the anticipation building within me once more.
			

			
				Chris stood behind me, his strong hands caressing my thighs before sliding upward, teasingly brushing against my most intimate places. With a firm yet gentle grasp, he spread my ass and thighs apart, exposing my gaping cunt fully to his gaze. I felt a delicious mixture of vulnerability and arousal as he took in the view before him. It was an intensely intimate moment, and I found myself growing wetter at the thought of him enjoying the sight of me.
			

			
				My heart raced, and a blush crept across my cheeks as I realised just how exposed I was before him. But rather than feeling self-conscious, I felt an overwhelming sense of empowerment, knowing that he found me irresistible and beautiful in my vulnerability.
			

			
				I felt him pressing his cock against my wet entrance. With one smooth motion, he entered me, filling me completely. The sensation was exquisite, and I moaned loudly as he began to move inside me.
			

			
				Bent over the desk, my body offered no resistance, completely at his mercy. His hands found their way to my hips, holding me steady as he thrust into me with a deliciously slow and deliberate pace. Each movement sent waves of pleasure radiating through my body, and I pushed back against him, urging him to go deeper.
			

			
				The sounds of our bodies coming together filled the small office, and I couldn't help but lose myself in the raw intensity of the moment. As he picked up the pace, the intensity of pleasure surged within me, and I could feel myself drawing closer to that familiar precipice once again. But this time, I was determined to let go completely, to surrender to the pleasure that he was offering so willingly.
			

			
				"Harder," I gasped.
			

			
				Chris obliged, driving into me with a newfound fervour that made my entire body tremble with delight. The sensations were overwhelming, and I surrendered to the pleasure, allowing myself to be carried away on a wave of ecstasy.
			

			
				My moans grew louder, filling the room with the sounds of our passion as he continued to thrust into me, each movement sending me higher and higher. With every thrust, I could feel my body clenching around him, drawing him deeper into my core.
			

			
				I felt like I was floating, lost in a sea of pleasure, as Chris's touch became all-consuming. His hands roamed over my body with purpose, leaving no inch untouched as he stoked the fire of pleasure within me.
			

			
				With a final, deep thrust, I felt myself reaching the peak of pleasure once more. The sensations crashed over me like a tidal wave, and I cried out as I succumbed to the intense release.
			

			
				Chris didn’t stop, and I knew he was close too. Breaths still ragged, he whispered hurriedly, "Where would you like me to cum?"
			

			
				A wicked grin crossed my lips, and without hesitation, I replied, "In my mouth."
			

			
				He withdrew from me, and I quickly spun around, dropping to my knees. Chris had that look of a man on the brink, trying to hold back his impending climax. With one hand, he gripped his cock at the base, a desperate attempt to delay the inevitable. Swiftly, he removed the condom, and without a moment's hesitation, he thrust his dick into my mouth.
			

			
				I eagerly took him in as deep as I could, determined to give him the pleasure he craved. My lips wrapped tightly around him, and I started to bob my head frantically, sucking him with a hunger that matched his own.
			

			
				Almost instantly, I felt the wave of relief wash over him as he finally let himself go. He moaned, his grip on my hair tightening. His cum filled my mouth, and I greedily swallowed, savouring the taste of him.
			

			
				His body shuddered with pleasure as he emptied himself into my mouth, and I continued to suck and stroke him until he had completely spent himself. Only when he pulled away, his breathing heavy and his face flushed, did I finally release him from my mouth.
			

			
				"That was amazing," he murmured.
			

			
				I nodded, unable to find the words to express just how incredible the experience had been for me as well. It was a moment of raw passion and pleasure, and I knew it was something I would remember for a long time to come.
			

			
				I stood and kissed him gently, a silent expression of my gratitude for the pleasure we had shared. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we made our way back to the bar, hand in hand, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of reluctance. I knew I had to return to my friends and join them in watching the band that had just started playing. But part of me wanted to stay with Chris, to continue exploring the newfound connection we had forged in the darkened sports complex.
			

			
				As we reached the bar, I turned to face him. "I really have to go back to my friends now," I said.
			

			
				Chris nodded understandingly, his hand gently squeezing mine. "Of course, don't worry about it. We'll have to catch up another time."
			

			
				I smiled. "Yeah, definitely. Hey, I'm in Halls C4. You can come and see me whenever you're feeling horny," I added with a playful wink.
			

			
				His lips curved into a mischievous grin. "I think I might just do that," he replied.
			

			
				With a final lingering kiss, I reluctantly pulled away, feeling a sense of longing as I rejoined my friends. The band's music filled the air, and I tried to lose myself in the rhythm and the energy of the crowd. But my mind kept drifting back to Chris, the taste of his kiss still lingering on my lips.
			

			
				"Where the fuck did you go?" Hannah shouted over the noise.
			

			
				I grinned, knowing that Hannah could always see right through me. "Well... I may have had a little adventure," I replied, trying to keep my voice low, even though the music made it difficult to have a private conversation.
			

			
				Hannah's jaw dropped, and her eyes widened even further. "You didn't!" she exclaimed, scandalised yet amused.
			

			
				I nodded, unable to suppress a mischievous grin. “I did, and we even used a condom, you’ll be pleased to hear,” I laughed. “I’ll give you all the details later.”
			

			
				She shook her head in disbelief, her eyes filled with a mix of shock and admiration. "You're such a minx! I can't believe you’ve fucked another one!" she exclaimed.
			

			
				I laughed, feeling a sense of liberation in sharing the experience with my best friend.
			

			
				Leah and Dani, who were also nearby, had caught wind of our conversation and leaned in to listen. “We want to hear all about it, too,” Dani said.
			

			
				After the band finished, the party continued in the various student bars. I gave my friends all the details of my amazing fuck with Chris and they were suitably jealous. Especially when I pointed him out across the crowded bar. “Fuck me, you did well there, he’s hot!” exclaimed Leah. The others agreed.
			

			
				Dani seemed determined to make her own memorable experience that night. Determined to finally lose her virginity, she wisely switched to soft drinks to keep her wits about her. With newfound confidence, she flirted with every guy who met her gaze, and soon enough, I spotted her slipping out the door with a handsome young man.
			

			
				Leah and Dave were too busy in their own world, snogging on one of the sofas in the corner, so I decided to join Hannah for a breath of fresh air outside the building. As luck would have it, we stumbled upon a couple of hot guys also enjoying a smoke, and we struck up a conversation.
			

			
				Hannah and I laughed and chatted with the two guys, James and Ryan, feeling the warmth of the night and the thrill of the moment. They were both charming and easy to talk to, and before we knew it, we had formed an instant connection. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				The night had pushed well past 1 am, and the party in the lively student bars was finally starting to wind down. The music had softened, and the crowd began to thin, but Hannah and I were still buzzing with energy and excitement. Hannah suggested we continue the fun back at our flat.
			

			
				As we strolled behind James and Ryan, our laughter echoing through the cool night air, Hannah leaned in with a mischievous glint in her eyes and whispered her bold intentions, "I'm going to fuck Ryan tonight."
			

			
				I couldn't help but grin at her audacity. Hannah had always embraced her desires without hesitation. "Go for it, girl," I replied playfully, fully supportive of her adventurous spirit.
			

			
				"You know," I said, feeling a bit bashful, "I wouldn't mind doing something with James either, but I can't help but wonder if it's too slutty to be with two boys in the same evening."
			

			
				Hannah glanced at me. "Carrie," she said reassuringly, "there's absolutely nothing wrong with exploring what you want. It's not about labels or judgments."
			

			
				 
			

			
				Our flat was just a short walk away, and with each step, the anticipation surged through my veins. The mix of excitement and nervousness made my heart race, but I was eager to explore what this night had in store for us.
			

			
				Once back at Hannah's room, we settled in. The soothing tunes of Portishead filled the air, creating a relaxed atmosphere as we smoked cigarettes.
			

			
				Hannah and Ryan cozied up on the bed, their closeness evident as they exchanged soft touches and affectionate glances. James came to sit beside me on the cushions on the floor, and we found ourselves on a cloud of bliss with each drag from the cigarettes Ryan rolled. I was soon feeling overwhelmingly horny.
			

			
				"Do you want a blow-back?" Ryan asked Hannah, who readily accepted. Ryan eagerly inhaled as much smoke as he could, and then he leaned in to kiss Hannah with an open mouth. The way he exhaled the smoke slowly into her mouth while she breathed it in looked incredibly seductive, sending a familiar rush of desire between my legs. The intimate act seemed to ignite a fiery passion between them, and I found myself captivated by the sensual energy in the room.
			

			
				"Let's try that too," I eagerly suggested to James. As Ryan passed it to him, James took a deep inhale, and I leaned in, ready for our shared kiss. His tongue entered my mouth, and we savoured the smoke together. I couldn't resist rubbing my thighs together, seeking some friction to satisfy the intense arousal.
			

			
				Looking over at the bed, I saw Hannah and Ryan engaged in passionate kisses. Their bodies pressed tightly together, their legs intertwined as they slowly ground against each other through their clothes. Ryan’s hand slid up inside her top and saw him groping one of her huge tits under the fabric. My desire soared, and I turned my attention back to James, eager to express my own passion.
			

			
				I was now beyond horny. I reached up to James and thrust my tongue into his mouth, trying to eat him alive. He responded passionately and I knew in that moment that he wanted to fuck me too. My hand went to his cock, which was already hard and I began to rub it in his trousers.
			

			
				As much as I was enjoying the intimate moment with James, a part of me couldn't resist glancing over to see what Hannah and Ryan were up to. My voyeuristic spirit took over, and I gasped in awe as I saw Hannah had bared her beautiful breasts, setting them free from her top and bra. I’d been secretly desperate to see them in all their glory and and now, watching them bounce and jiggle as she grinded against Ryan, I couldn't tear my eyes away.
			

			
				Breaking free from her kiss, she grasped his head and guided him down to her breasts. He squeezed them in both hands and began to suck and lick at one her large nipples, making it even harder. A soft moan escaped her lips, and she caught my gaze with a playful glimmer in her eyes. Without a word, she blew me an air kiss, and I couldn't help but smile in response. Her uninhibited display only fueled my desire further.
			

			
				Back with James, his hands roamed up my thigh under my dress, sending shivers of pleasure through me. I was desperate for his touch between my legs. I swiftly removed my knickers and adjusted my dress, making sure to reveal a tantalising glimpse of the hair between my legs. I couldn't deny the thrill of knowing that Hannah was watching, and I felt a surge of arousal as her eyes lingered on my exposed mound.
			

			
				Hannah's soft moans and gasps filled the room, creating an electric atmosphere that heightened the arousal in the air. She arched her back, pressing herself against Ryan's exploring hand, and he pulled her knickers down to her knees, revealing the thick red curls of her pubic hair. The sight was mesmerising, and I couldn't help but admire the way her hair covered her mound and ran down both sides of her glistening slit.
			

			
				I watched as Ryan parted her lips with his fingers and pushed the middle two deep inside her. Hannah cried out in delight, throwing her head back and pressing his face harder into her breasts. 
			

			
				Feeling even more desperate, I turned my attention back to James, who had also been watching the other two. Our lips met again, and I could feel his hardness with my hand. I unbuttoned his trousers, freeing his erect dick, and began stroking him with a firm yet teasing grip. His fingers found my swollen clit, and he started to rub it in a circular motion, knowing exactly how to pleasure me.
			

			
				The sensation was electrifying, and I moaned into his mouth as pleasure rippled through me. 
			

			
				Hannah and Ryan continued their hot and heavy session on the bed, their bodies pressed together, exploring each other's every inch. His fingers worked between her legs, making her cry out in pleasure as he teased and probed her wet cunt.  
			

			
				James and I were equally consumed by our lust. Our tongues intertwined passionately, and his fingers expertly massaged my clit, making me arch my back and whimper with pleasure. As he skillfully fingered me, my hand worked his cock, stroking it eagerly, feeling it grow even harder in response to my touch.
			

			
				I leaned over, pulling James closer to me, and took his dick into my mouth. He let out a low groan of pleasure as I worked my lips and tongue around it, savouring every inch of him.
			

			
				I couldn't help but glance over at Hannah and Ryan again, curious to see what they were up to. Ryan had moved lower, his face now buried between Hannah's thighs, and she was writhing in ecstasy, lost in the pleasure he was giving her. Her fingers tangled in his hair, urging him on, and I could see the way her body trembled with pleasure.
			

			
				In that moment, our eyes met again, and a playful glint sparkled in Hannah's eyes. She mouthed "Oh my god!" to me, her lips forming the words with a mix of excitement and delight. It was as if she was sharing this moment with me, letting me in on the intensity of pleasure she was experiencing.
			

			
				James guided me to lie back on the cushions, and he too positioned himself between my legs. His tongue found its way to my clit, and I let out a moan of pleasure as he teased and licked me, sending waves of pleasure through my body. I was teetering on the edge, and with one final thrust of his fingers and a flick of his tongue, I succumbed to the overwhelming ecstasy.
			

			
				My body convulsed with pleasure, and I cried out as the intense release washed over me. I was lost in the moment, consumed by pleasure, and I couldn't help but arch my back and press my body against James. Across the room, I heard Hannah reach her own peak of pleasure, lost in the throes of passion. The sound of her blissful cries only intensified my own pleasure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After catching our breath, Hannah and I exchanged knowing looks, our eyes shining with excitement. We all knew what was coming next, we were going to fuck in front of each other. We removed what clothing remained to us, and without missing a beat, Hannah reached over to her bedside table and retrieved a couple of condoms.
			

			
				"Let's be safe," she said with a mischievous grin, handing one to Ryan and casually tossing another to James. "I always come prepared."
			

			
				Ryan and James nodded, their eagerness evident as they swiftly rolled the condoms onto their hard dicks.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Hannah shifted her position, moving to lie back on the bed, her legs spread invitingly. The sight of her exposed and ready for pleasure only intensified the desire surging through each of us. My gaze fixated on the mesmerising curls of her fiery red hair. Her soaking wet and open cunt glistened with desire, a sight that left me breathless.
			

			
				Ryan positioned himself between her legs, his hands roamed hungrily over Hannah's body, caressing her breasts and teasing her nipples. Hannah's fingers tangled in his hair, urging him on, and I could see the way her body trembled with pleasure as he positioned himself at her entrance. With a deep moan, Ryan pushed himself inside her, and Hannah gasped with delight.
			

			
				I felt a thrilling rush of excitement and arousal seeing my friend being fucked. It was an exhilarating mix of emotions, knowing that we were sharing this intimate experience together, letting our desires take us to new heights of pleasure. The sight of Hannah lost in ecstasy, a hard cock inside her tight cunt, her body arching and her moans filling the room, only fueled the fire burning inside me.
			

			
				I was eager to have my own moment of pleasure with James, and I shifted my position, lying back with my legs parted, inviting him to join me. He moved closer, his eyes locked with mine, a mix of passion and tenderness in his gaze. I eagerly guided James to my cunt, and with a low groan, he entered me, filling me completely. My heart raced with pleasure as he thrust into me, and I couldn't help but cry out in delight, my hands gripping the cushions beneath me as I was filled by a cock for the second time that evening.
			

			
				Across the room, I saw Hannah and Ryan lost in their own world of pleasure. I could see the way her body trembled with pleasure as he thrust deep inside her. "Fuck, you feel amazing," Ryan groaned, his eyes locked onto Hannah's. 
			

			
				James continued to fuck me hard. The sounds of our moans and gasps of pleasure mingled together. Hannah and I exchanged another glance, a silent acknowledgment of the pleasure we were experiencing. I wrapped my legs around James' waist, urging him deeper, and he obliged, pounding into me with a ferocity that left me breathless.
			

			
				"You feel so good, so wet and tight," James murmured, his words sending shivers of delight down my spine. I lost myself in the sensation, my body becoming a vessel of pleasure, each touch and movement pushing me further into the abyss of desire.
			

			
				My eyes flickered over to Hannah and Ryan once more, and I watched in awe as he withdrew his hard cock, covered in a condom but glistening with Hannah's wet juices. With a sultry grin, Hannah flipped over onto her knees, presenting herself to him like a seductive goddess. He wasted no time, sliding into her from behind, and she moaned passionately as he started pounding her with unrestrained desire.
			

			
				It seemed only natural to stay in sync with their rhythm, so I playfully pushed James out of me and shifted onto my knees. I positioned myself for the best view of Hannah and Ryan, wanting to witness every detail of their pleasure. James, understanding my intention, guided his dick back into me from behind, and I cried out in ecstasy.
			

			
				Hannah's passionate cries echoed in the air, mingling with the sound of skin slapping against skin. Her huge breasts swung back and forth as he took her hard from behind.
			

			
				With every thrust, I felt myself drawing nearer to the pinnacle of delight, the tension coiling tightly within me. I clung to the cushion in front of me, my knuckles white. As he continued to pound into me from behind, I could feel the overwhelming sensation building, my body responding to his every movement.
			

			
				In that moment, I locked eyes with Hannah, who was also on all fours with Ryan behind her, lost in the throes of pleasure herself. Our gazes met, and I could see the reflection of my own desire mirrored in her eyes. As my body convulsed in waves of pure bliss, I let out a primal cry of pleasure, my moans mixing with the sounds of our pleasure-filled room. It was an uninhibited release, an unfiltered expression of pleasure that seemed to ignite something within Hannah as well.
			

			
				Her eyes darkened with desire, and she mirrored my euphoria. I watched her open her mouth, her eyes closing in surrender, as she too succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure that surged through her body. Her moans joined mine, and the air was filled with the intoxicating symphony of our shared ecstasy.
			

			
				I shifted my position on the cushions, manoeuvring myself until I was straddling James, my legs on either side of his hips. His eyes locked onto mine, and the desire in his gaze made my heart race with anticipation. Without a word, I guided his throbbing cock back inside me, lowering myself onto him with a slow, deliberate movement.
			

			
				A soft moan escaped my lips as I sank down on him, taking him in inch by inch until he filled me completely. I rolled my hips, setting a steady rhythm, and James's hands found their way to my hips, helping guide my movements.
			

			
				Across the room, I saw Hannah take her position, her red hair cascading around her like a fiery halo as she straddled Ryan. I loved that we were mirroring each other’s positions as we fucked. 
			

			
				As I rode James, my body swayed with each movement, my fingers trailing lightly over his chest. With every stroke, I could feel James drawing nearer to the edge, his breath quickening and his body tensing beneath me. I leaned forward, pressing my lips against his, intensifying our connection as our tongues danced in sync with our bodies.
			

			
				Hannah, too, was driving Ryan to the brink, her movements becoming more urgent, her cries of pleasure echoing in the room.
			

			
				James's movements became more urgent, and with a deep groan, he released himself inside me, filling the condom with his cum. As his climax washed over him, I felt an intense rush of arousal, my own pleasure surging once more. I continued to ride him, savouring the exquisite sensations as my body welcomed his release. Our breaths mingled, our hearts pounding in sync with each other, connected in this intimate moment.
			

			
				Across the room, I knew that Ryan was reaching his own peak of pleasure. Hannah's fingers dug into his shoulders as he thrust into her from below, his movements becoming more erratic and desperate. With a low growl, he let go, finding release within her, his body shuddering with the intensity of his orgasm.
			

			
				As our breathing gradually steadied, I disentangled myself from James, the condom still on his dick now full of cum. We exchanged a satisfied smile, both knowing we had shared something special in this heated encounter.
			

			
				Hannah and Ryan, too, were entwined in each other's arms, basking in the afterglow of their pleasure. The room was filled with the scent of sex and the sound of our breaths coming down from the heights of passion.
			

			
				After a few moments of catching our breath, Hannah and I shifted closer to our respective partners, seeking comfort and closeness. Our bodies were entwined, and the intimacy of the moment was almost palpable.
			

			
				With a soft sigh, Hannah leaned her head on Ryan's chest, and I did the same with James, feeling his arms wrap around me in a gentle embrace. The four of us lay together, spent and satisfied, savouring the lingering sensations of pleasure that still coursed through our bodies.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Eventually, we all rejoined the real world. Ryan rolled another cigarette, and we passed it around again, only this time naked and sweaty. We laughed and joked as if nothing had happened for a while, until Hannah said she needed the loo and indicated with her eyes that she wanted me to join her. We both went into the en-suite shower/toilet room. 
			

			
				Hannah settled onto the toilet and let out a satisfied sigh as she relieved herself. I leaned against the sink, feeling a mix of contentment and excitement after our intense encounter. We were both still completely naked, but it felt normal. We had shed our inhibitions.
			

			
				"Oh my god, they are amazing!" Hannah exclaimed with a giggle, referring to Ryan and James. Her words brought a smile to my lips.
			

			
				"I know, right? Who would've thought our night would turn out like this?" I replied, my voice still laced with a sense of disbelief at the unexpected turn of events.
			

			
				Hannah nodded, her eyes glinting mischievously. "Definitely not what I expected, but I'm so glad it happened. It was... incredible."
			

			
				I couldn't agree more. The rush of pleasure and the thrill of trying something new had left me feeling exhilarated and alive. Watching Hannah fuck had been amazing. It was as if a hidden part of myself had been awakened.
			

			
				As Hannah finished up, she stood up and reached for some tissues to wipe herself. "So, what do you think will happen now?" she asked.
			

			
				"I have no idea, but I guess we'll see," I replied as I took my turn on the toilet.
			

			
				As I finished up, I stood up and washed my hands, meeting Hannah's gaze in the mirror. We shared a knowing smile, our reflections mirroring the afterglow of our encounter. 
			

			
				"You know," Hannah said, her eyes shining with audacity, "we could take it even further. When we go back out there, we could… swap partners."
			

			
				Her suggestion hung in the air, and I looked at her with a mix of surprise and curiosity. The thought had crossed my mind, but I hadn't dared to voice it. The fact that Hannah brought it up showed just how open and adventurous she was feeling.
			

			
				"Are you serious?" I asked, feeling a rush of excitement mingled with a hint of nervousness.
			

			
				Hannah's eyes met mine, and I could see a mix of anticipation and playfulness in her gaze. "Why not?" she replied, a daring smile on her lips. "I mean, we're already here, and we both enjoyed watching each other. It could be fun."
			

			
				I took a moment to consider her proposition. It was a bold move, but the thought of exploring even more with our newfound sense of freedom was intoxicating. Besides, I trusted Hannah, and I knew that she trusted me.
			

			
				"Okay," I said, feeling a surge of courage. "Let's do it."
			

			
				 
			

			
				With that, we left the bathroom, our minds racing with anticipation. As we reentered the bedroom, we could see Ryan and James sitting on the side of the bed, talking and laughing together, still basking in the afterglow of their earlier experiences with us. They’d both put their underwear on and had just finished smoking.
			

			
				Feeling bold, I shot a glance at Hannah before striding confidently toward Ryan. I was still completely naked and sweaty. Without hesitation, I sat on his lap, straddling him, and pressed my lips to his, hungry for his response. He gasped in surprise but eagerly kissed me back, his hands finding my small breasts, teasing and pulling on my nipples, sending shivers of pleasure through me. 
			

			
				Meanwhile, Hannah had done the same to James, kissing him passionately and rendering him momentarily speechless. I could hear him murmur a breathy "Fuck" as he succumbed to her advances.
			

			
				Eager for more, I began grinding against Ryan's growing bulge, using him as a pleasure tool, rubbing my wet and exposed cunt against his hardness. I felt myself getting even wetter as the friction sent waves of delight through my body. Things were moving quickly now and I was desperate to fuck him. 
			

			
				Meanwhile, Hannah was in a similar situation with James, but she’d already managed to remove his pants and was passing him a condom. Handing one to Ryan, too, the boys both hastily rolled them on. As soon as Ryan had done so, I grasped his shaft and guided it inside me as I started to ride him, sitting up on the edge of the bed. 
			

			
				In that position he entered me really deeply, and my clit rubbed against his pubic bone. The sensation was amazing, and I felt like I was almost about to come immediately. The sudden thrill of going from nothing to complete fucking like this with my third dick of the evening was almost too much. My heart was racing, and my body was flushed and sensitive.
			

			
				Hannah was riding James equally as enthusiastically. She had pressed him down onto the bed, dangling her huge tits in his face. His hands were on her beautiful big ass, holding her ass cheeks apart and guiding her up and down his hard cock.
			

			
				As I clung to Ryan, I experienced an overwhelming rush of pleasure that seemed to last for ages. I could feel the tension coiling inside me, and with each movement, my body was consumed with ecstasy.
			

			
				Needing a moment to catch my breath, I slowed my pace and shifted into a more sensual grind, savouring the feeling of him inside me..
			

			
				James, meanwhile had flipped Hannah onto her back and rotated round 90 degrees so her head was on the pillows and he was on the bed between her legs, fucking her missionary with her legs lifted up on his shoulders. 
			

			
				This meant I had the perfect vantage point, allowing me to witness the mesmerising sight of Hannah's spread cunt and James' hard cock moving in perfect harmony. With each thrust, he slid in and out, stretching her open. At the peak of his stroke, his dick almost left her, then, with a firm thrust, he buried himself deep inside her until his balls rested against the darker skin of her puckered asshole.
			

			
				The raw beauty of their connection was evident, and I couldn't tear my eyes away. Hannah's moans of ecstasy accompanied every stroke, and I could see the pleasure etched across her face. Over the next ten minutes, the room was filled with the sights and sounds of pleasure as we continued to fuck our new partners. I found myself on all fours, taking Ryan from behind as he grasped my hips, his thrusts driving me to the edge of ecstasy. At the same time, Hannah was astride James, riding him with wild abandon, her moans filling the air and her breasts bouncing wildly. We exchanged glances, sharing the excitement and the pleasure, before switching positions again. 
			

			
				With their urgent movements and the undeniable pleasure written across their faces, it was clear that the boys were reaching their limits. "Do you want to come on us?" Hannah asked suddenly. Without hesitation, the boys nodded, and my heart raced with anticipation.
			

			
				Kneeling beside Hannah on the floor, we eagerly awaited the moment we had all been building up to. The boys removed their condoms, their hands gripping their hard cocks as they stood before us. Hannah looked up at them with an enticing glint in her eyes, sticking out her tongue to silently beg for their release. I followed suit, my own excitement bubbling over.
			

			
				Suddenly, Hannah's hand found its way to my face, and her lips met mine in a passionate kiss. It was a moment I had been yearning for all night, and I could hardly contain my pleasure as her tongue explored my mouth. She tasted different from the boys I had kissed, softer, warmer, and more sensual. The heat between us intensified, and just as the anticipation reached its peak, hot streams of cum exploded over our faces.
			

			
				Ryan reached his climax first, his cum splattering across our flushed skin, and James followed almost immediately, covering us both in his own release. The sensation of their hot wet cum on our faces sent shivers of delight through us, and we were left breathless and exhilarated by the experience. We both burst into giggles with shared joy and excitement.
			

			
				"Oh my god, that was insane!" Hannah exclaimed between laughter, wiping some of the cum off her cheek with a playful grin.
			

			
				I laughed, feeling the warm liquid on my own skin. "Definitely not your average night out!" I replied, feeling a mix of surprise and delight at the unexpected turn of events.
			

			
				After a moment, we both made our way to the bathroom to clean up, wiping away the remnants of our passionate encounter. As we stood side by side, still laughing and teasing each other, I couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude for having such an open and understanding friend like Hannah.
			

			
				"So, what's next on our list of wild adventures?" I asked with a wink, feeling an eagerness for whatever exciting experiences awaited us in the future.
			

			
				Hannah chuckled, wrapping an arm around my shoulder. "Who knows? But I can guarantee it'll be unforgettable!"
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next day was a much-needed Saturday, allowing us to sleep in after the late and crazy night before. In the afternoon, Hannah and I made our way to the sports complex for our first netball training session.
			

			
				After an awesome, sweaty, and exhilarating practice, we headed back to the changing rooms, only to realise it was a communal space. Surrounded by girls stripping down and heading for the large communal showers, I couldn't help but feel a mixture of curiosity and self-consciousness. The sight of so many beautiful bodies, bouncing breasts, and enticing bushes had me almost overwhelmed.
			

			
				While I was a bit more reserved about undressing, Hannah, true to her exhibitionist nature, didn't hesitate to showcase her assets, confidently moving around the changing room completely naked and uninhibited. My cheeks flushed with arousal, and I discreetly tried to manage the intense horniness I was feeling. I kept tensing my thighs, desperately seeking even a little relief amidst the sea of captivating sights.
			

			
				Trying not to stare at anyone, I quickly joined Hannah in the showers, where the water provided a welcome distraction from the alluring bodies around us. As the water cascaded down, I couldn't help but steal glances at my friend, admiring her carefree attitude. And her huge tits. She seemed completely unfazed, making me feel a mix of awe and envy at her confidence. I couldn’t help but think of how she looked last night fucking those two boys.
			

			
				I hoped no one could sense the overwhelming excitement that coursed through me, nor the tingling desire that seemed to pulse in every fibre of my being.
			

			
				Finishing up and getting dressed again, I finally managed to regain some semblance of normality. As we left the changing rooms, I was once again desperate for sex.
			

			
				We decided to head back up to the student union for a much-needed cold drink. As we sat at a table chatting, Chris, the post-grad I had fucked below the student union last night, casually sat down next to us with a friendly greeting. "Hi, ladies!" he said cheerfully.
			

			
				Surprised to see him there, I tried to conceal my immediate flush of excitement. Hannah looked amused, probably noticing my reaction, as she gave Chris a knowing smile. "Hey, Chris," I responded, attempting to sound nonchalant. "Fancy meeting you here. This is my friend Hannah."
			

			
				Hannah greeted him warmly, a knowing twinkle in her eye. "Nice to meet you, Chris," she said, suppressing a grin. "Carrie has told me a bit about your... encounter last night."
			

			
				I felt my face turn red with embarrassment, and I nudged Hannah playfully to keep quiet.
			

			
				"Well, it was a memorable night," he said, flashing a flirtatious smile at me. "Carrie certainly knows how to have a good time."
			

			
				Hannah raised an eyebrow, clearly enjoying my reaction. "Oh, she really does."
			

			
				"So, how was the rest of your night?" Chris asked, casually taking a sip of his drink.
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged a knowing look before she responded with a playful grin. "Oh, you know, just some late-night adventures back in my room. The usual for us."
			

			
				Chris leaned in closer. "Care to share any details?"
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged a brief glance, contemplating how much we should reveal. She took the lead, sharing a few playful hints without divulging too much. "Let's just say it involved two cute boys, some spontaneity, and a dash of daring exploration."
			

			
				Chris looked intrigued, his eyes locked on mine. "Sounds like my kind of adventure," he said with a grin.
			

			
				As the conversation flowed, Chris casually mentioned he was going back to his flat to relax. Giving me a flirty glance, he asked if I wanted to join him. The twinkle in his eye made it clear what he had in mind, and I felt a rush of desire between my legs.
			

			
				The idea of spending some intimate time alone with Chris was undeniably tempting, and a wave of excitement washed over me. I could feel my heart beating faster as I considered the possibilities of what the afternoon might hold.
			

			
				Hannah gave me a playful wink. "Go on, babe, go and have some fun," she said, nudging me in the direction of Chris, and then lowering her voice to a stage whisper, but still so Chris could hear. “Get him to make you squirt again.”
			

			
				“Hannah!” I exclaimed, embarrassed by her as usual.
			

			
				I stood up from the table, my heart pounding with anticipation. With one last smile at Hannah, I followed Chris as we made our way out of the student union and towards his flat. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back at Chris's place, there was no need for pretence. We headed straight to the bedroom and playfully made out on the bed. Chris was an incredible kisser, and with each touch and kiss, my desire grew. We were in no rush, enjoying the moment as we undressed and teased each other along the way.
			

			
				Soon, we both lay naked on the bed, and I gently stroked Chris's impressive cock. With a playful smirk, I couldn't resist bringing up our conversation from before, "So, you've had a lot of girls suck your cock then?"
			

			
				Chris laughed, teasingly defending himself, "Well, I wouldn't say that, but I've been at Uni for six years, and sometimes I can't resist the naughty girls."
			

			
				"So it's all the naughty girls' fault, huh?" I joked.
			

			
				"Hah, yeah. I'm just an innocent boy going about my lawful business, and they keep begging to suck my cock." he replied with a grin.
			

			
				Curiosity getting the better of me, I playfully suggested, "So if you've had a lot of blowjobs, do you want to give me a lesson in how to do it well?"
			

			
				Raising an eyebrow, Chris entertained the idea, "Well, I'm hardly an expert, but I can tell you what I like."
			

			
				Eager to learn from him, I moved down to his impressive length, the biggest I had seen. He guided me as I followed his instructions, slowly licking up the shaft before taking it into my mouth. He directed me to hold the shaft and massage his balls, offering tips along the way.
			

			
				"Try to get as much as you can in your mouth," he encouraged, and I did my best to follow his instructions. As I attempted to take him deeper, I gagged slightly, but he reassured me, "Don't worry, it takes a bit of practice."
			

			
				Continuing to explore new territory, Chris added, "And for a bonus point, you could put a finger in my ass."
			

			
				My eyes widened at the suggestion, but my adventurous spirit was up for anything. With his guidance, I gently touched the tight ring of muscles, and he passed me some lube from his bedside table. Slowly, I eased my finger inside him, and he moaned in pleasure.
			

			
				Encouraged by his response, I increased my pace with my other hand and mouth, eliciting more moans from him as I pushed my finger further in. It was thrilling to know I was making him feel so good. 
			

			
				"Stop, stop," he said urgently, catching his breath, and I stopped what I was doing. "That was close. I almost went past the point of no return," he gasped, adding, "That was incredible, definitely an A* performance, but I don't want to come yet. The whole afternoon is still ahead of us."
			

			
				Feeling emboldened by our playful exploration, I gazed into Chris's eyes. "You know," I said, a mischievous smile playing on my lips, "I really loved it last night when you made me squirt. Could you do it again?"
			

			
				Chris's eyes sparkled, clearly enjoying the request. "Oh, I'd love to," he replied.
			

			
				With excitement building between us, I lay back on the bed, spreading my legs invitingly. Chris positioned himself between my thighs, his fingers tracing patterns along my inner thighs, inching closer to my throbbing core. His touch sent shivers of pleasure through me, and I gasped with arousal.
			

			
				He began to caress my folds gently, slowly building up the intensity of his touch. His fingers danced across my sensitive clit, and I moaned, arching my back in response. I was already dripping with desire, and his expert touch only fueled the fire within me.
			

			
				Using his other hand, he spread my lips, once again enjoying looking deep inside me. He slid a finger in, and my body trembled with pleasure. His touch was skilled and confident, sending waves of pleasure through me. I couldn't help but grip the bed sheets tightly as I felt myself drawing nearer to the edge of ecstasy.
			

			
				He skillfully curled his finger upward again, targeting my sensitive G-spot with precision. I gasped as the pleasure intensified, my back arching off the bed, desperate for more.
			

			
				"You like that?" he whispered.
			

			
				"Oh, yes," I moaned, my breathing coming fast and hard.
			

			
				Encouraged by my response, Chris added another finger, stretching me deliciously. His fingers moved in a rhythmic motion, hitting that sweet spot inside me with each stroke. My body responded eagerly, and I felt myself getting wetter and wetter with each passing moment.
			

			
				As the pleasure grew, I felt my walls clenching around his fingers, a telltale sign that I was close to climaxing. Sensing my impending release, Chris quickened his pace, driving me closer and closer to the edge. There was a distinctive wet sound as I became even more aroused, my excitement evident. 
			

			
				And then it happened. As the pleasure reached its peak, I felt an intense pressure building inside me, a sensation I had come to recognize as the precursor to squirting. My walls clamped around his fingers, and with a powerful surge, a rush of liquid gushed out from me, soaking Chris’s hand and the sheets beneath me.
			

			
				I gasped in surprise and delight, my body convulsing with the force of the release. It was an indescribable feeling, a mixture of pleasure, euphoria, and a deep connection to my own sensuality. Chris watched in awe, his eyes locked on the sight before him, as he continued to stimulate me through the waves of pleasure.
			

			
				Without letting me rest, Chris carried on, his fingers skillfully pressing my G-spot. I felt the sensation building again, another wave of pleasure crashing over me. It was as if my body had discovered a newfound ability to experience pleasure like never before.
			

			
				It happened once more. With a surge of liquid, I squirted again, soaking the sheets even more. My body trembled with ecstasy, and I gripped the sheets tightly, lost in the throes of pleasure.
			

			
				The cycle repeated – the pleasure building, the tingling sensation taking over, and then the powerful release of my body's response. I squirted like that six or seven times until Chris finally withdrew his fingers and kissed me.
			

			
				"Fuck!" I gasped, my body still tingling from the intense experience. "That was amazing."
			

			
				Chris chuckled softly, his eyes filled with admiration and satisfaction. "You're incredible, Carrie," he whispered, his lips brushing against mine.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Once I’d got my breath back, I rolled on top of him and started rubbing my clit on his hard cock. “And now I want you to fuck me,” I told him.
			

			
				He reached for the condoms, but I stopped him with a playful grin. "Will you fuck me without? I want to feel you cum in me," I said, my heart pounding with anticipation.
			

			
				A smile spread across his face as he nodded in agreement. I took hold of his shaft, guiding him into my wet and eager cunt. A moan escaped my lips as I slowly slid down, feeling him fill me completely.
			

			
				Knowing I was once again being a naughty girl, I wanted to hear it. “Tell me how naughty I am,” I whispered.
			

			
				Chris understood what I needed and started telling me things I wanted to hear. Things like “You naughty little slut,” and “I’m going to fill your tight cunt with my cum.”
			

			
				The dirty words and the sensation of him inside me were overwhelming, and I began to move, riding him with a rhythm that matched the pounding of my heart. Each thrust brought us closer, igniting a fire of pleasure that consumed us both.
			

			
				His hands gripped my hips, and with every thrust, I felt the pleasure building, the sensations sending me higher and higher.
			

			
				I leaned forward, my hands resting on his chest for support and enabling me to grind my clit on him. His eyes locked onto mine, “You desperate little slut,” he whispered and in that moment I came hard again. I cried out, my body convulsing with ecstasy. I collapsed on top of him, and he held me tight.
			

			
				When I had recovered, he asked. "Do you want to try something new, naughty girl?"
			

			
				"Yes, please," I whispered, eager to explore new sensations with him.
			

			
				"Tell me if you want me to stop, though," he said.
			

			
				With him still inside me, he moved his hand to my ass, and with my own wetness as lube, he gently rubbed his finger around my tight, puckered asshole. A soft moan escaped my lips as I felt the gentle pressure against a sensitive and uncharted territory.
			

			
				"Mmm, that feels good," I told him, surprised by the pleasure coursing through me.
			

			
				Encouraged by my response, he applied a bit more pressure, slowly easing his finger inside. I gasped at the unexpected sensation, a mix of pleasure and slight discomfort. He continued to move his finger in gentle circles, coaxing me to relax and embrace this new experience.
			

			
				As I adjusted to the intrusion, the initial discomfort gave way to a rush of pleasure. The dual sensations of him inside me and his finger exploring a forbidden realm sent shivers of delight through my body. I gasped and moaned, my breaths becoming erratic as I became lost in the intensity of the new sensations.
			

			
				His finger danced and swirled, alternating between feather-light caresses and firmer strokes that made me arch my back with desire. The contrast of his touch sent my senses into overdrive, amplifying every feeling until I was on the brink of sensory overload.
			

			
				My body seemed to have a mind of its own, instinctively responding to his every movement. I rocked my hips in sync with his rhythm, seeking more of that mesmerising pleasure. I let out a low moan, unable to contain the overwhelming pleasure that coursed through my veins.
			

			
				As he inserted another finger, stretching me deliciously, a wave of euphoria washed over me. My muscles clenched around his fingers, embracing the intrusion with eager acceptance. The exquisite pressure, combined with his rhythmic movements, brought me to the edge of another precipice, ready to plunge into an abyss of pleasure once more.
			

			
				I arched my back, pressing my body closer to his, wanting to be as close to him as possible. I could see the hunger in his eyes, mirroring my own, as we both sought to lose ourselves in this electrifying moment.
			

			
				With every movement of his fingers, my pleasure intensified, pushing me to new heights of arousal. I felt the tingling sensation building, the telltale sign that I was on the verge of an intense release. My breath hitched, and I clung to him, needing his touch to push me over the edge.
			

			
				"Chris," I gasped, my voice a mere whisper, "don't stop.” He met my plea with an eager intensity, increasing the pace of his movements. The pleasure coiled tighter and tighter within me until I could no longer hold back. I let go, surrendering to the sensations that overwhelmed me.
			

			
				A powerful wave of ecstasy crashed over me, enveloping me in pleasure. My body convulsed with the force of my release, and I clung to him, feeling the tremors of pleasure echoing through him as well. And unexpectedly, I squirted again, gushing all over his body in a torrent of release.
			

			
				As the waves of pleasure gradually subsided, leaving my body tingling and my heart racing, I found myself whispering, "Thank you."
			

			
				"You know," Chris said softly, "this isn't something I do with just anyone. There's something about you, Carrie. You're different."
			

			
				His words warmed my heart, and I looked into his eyes, seeing the sincerity behind his gaze. "You're different too," I said. "I've never felt so comfortable and free with anyone. But, you haven't cum yet," I said, a playful glint in my eyes. "How do you wanna do it?"
			

			
				"Missionary," he replied confidently, "I wanna see your face."
			

			
				With excitement building, we shifted into position. I lay on my back, eagerly awaiting his touch, while Chris positioned himself above me. His strong hands gently caressed my skin as he slid his hard dick inside me, and a moan of pleasure escaped my lips.
			

			
				We moved together in a slow, steady rhythm. As I wrapped my legs around him, pulling him closer, Chris's hands cupped my face, his fingers tenderly caressing my cheeks. "You're so beautiful," he whispered, his breath warm against my skin.
			

			
				I smiled, feeling a rush of affection for him. "And you're amazing," I replied.
			

			
				His movements grew more urgent, the intensity building as we both approached the edge of ecstasy. I could feel the familiar tingling sensation building within me, and I knew I was close to reaching the peak of pleasure once again.
			

			
				Chris's eyes never left mine as he thrust deeper and faster, driving us both towards the brink. With one final gasp, I felt the powerful release wash over me, and my body trembled with pleasure. 
			

			
				I watched as his face contorted with desire, his own climax imminent. The sight of him lost in the throes of pleasure only intensified my own, and I tightened my grip on him, urging him on.
			

			
				"I'm going to come," he groaned. He drove deeper, chasing his own moment of bliss, his eyes locked on mine. 
			

			
				“Cum in me!” I told him again.
			

			
				And then it happened. With a final gasp, Chris found his peak, his body trembling with the force of his release. I watched in awe as he surrendered to the pleasure, his face contorted with desire. I felt the warmth of his release inside me. He buried his face in my neck, his body shuddering as he rode the waves of ecstasy.
			

			
				We lay there, our bodies intertwined, catching our breath as we basked in the afterglow of our mutual pleasure. Our hearts were still racing, and the room was filled with the sweet scent of our passion.
			

			
				After a few moments of silence, Chris lifted his head and looked into my eyes, a tender smile on his lips. "That was incredible," he said.
			

			
				My time with Chris that afternoon had been unlike my other encounters. It was less frantic and wild, instead, we took our time, exploring each other in a deeper, more intimate way. Despite the slower pace, the passion was no less intense.
			

			
				As I bid farewell at his door, our lips meeting in a lingering kiss, I couldn't help but whisper, "I'd like to see you again." 
			

			
				He responded with a smile, "Same here."
			

			
				Walking back to my own flat, I felt a mixture of emotions stirring within me. It was more than just the usual lust I felt for someone. The thought of seeing Chris again thrilled me, and I knew there was something special about the bond we had formed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				There is one more thing to report from that weekend. After a few drinks at the student union, we all crashed quite early. In the middle of the night, I awoke, sobered up, and desperate for water, and decided to go to the kitchen for a glass of water. As I made my way down the corridor, I heard some muffled noises coming from the kitchen. Curious, I tiptoed closer and peeked through the slightly open door.
			

			
				There, on the sofa in the corner of the kitchen, were Dave and Leah. Dave was seated on the sofa, his trousers and underwear pulled down around his ankles, while Leah straddled him. Her skirt was hiked up over her bottom, and I could see that she wasn't wearing any knickers.
			

			
				In a mesmerising display, Dave's hands were firmly grasping Leah's ass, holding it spread open to reveal the darker skin around her perfect little asshole. My heart raced with excitement as I watched every explicit detail of their erotic encounter. The glistening lips of Leah's cunt stretched around Dave's massive cock, taking him deep inside her with each fervent thrust.
			

			
				Leah rode him with abandon, lifting herself up to let only the tip of his cock remain inside her, before plunging back down to take him in fully. Her exposed breasts and voluminous blonde hair both bounced freely as she moved, adding to the raw sensuality of the scene. The combination of their uninhibited passion and the explicit view before me sent a surge of heat through my body, igniting a desire I couldn't ignore.
			

			
				Feeling a sudden ache of arousal between my own legs, I couldn't resist the temptation to touch myself. In the dim light of the kitchen, wearing only my knickers and an oversized t-shirt, I let my hand wander inside my underwear. Two fingers slipped effortlessly inside me, and then three, as I sought to mimic the sensations Leah must be experiencing.
			

			
				My own fingers delved deeper, stretching and exploring my own wetness as the pleasure built within me. I couldn't take my eyes off the sight before me, the sight of Leah and Dave lost in their passion.
			

			
				The explicit view of Leah's stretched cunt wrapped around Dave's thick cock was imprinted in my mind, fueling my arousal to new heights. My breath caught as I brought myself closer to the edge, the excitement of the forbidden moment adding to the intensity of my pleasure.
			

			
				As I continued to pleasure myself, I could feel the waves of ecstasy building, ready to crash over me just as they were crashing over Leah. And then I came, somehow managing to stifle any sound.
			

			
				But as quickly as the waves of pleasure had surged, they began to recede. My body trembled with the aftershocks of my orgasm, and I watched as Leah and Dave's continued to fuck oblivious to my presence.
			

			
				With my heart pounding and my body still tingling from the intensity of my own release, I quietly retreated from the kitchen, leaving Leah and Dave to their passion. Back in my room, I lay on my bed, my mind still filled with the explicit images I had witnessed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				In the following days, life settled into a slightly calmer rhythm as the excitement of Freshers Week faded, and the demands of university lectures took over. And what of my friends? 
			

			
				Dani, determined to explore her newfound freedom, had lost her virginity, but the encounter left her feeling unsatisfied as it had been over too quickly. She was still on the lookout for that hot boy who could fulfil her desires.
			

			
				Leah and Dave's fiery romance, on the other hand, had burned out quickly. While their physical connection was undeniable, Leah found herself craving more than just mind-blowing sex. "His cock is amazing - its literally twice the size of everyone else I’ve been with, his ass is amazing, and he's the best fuck I've ever had." she confided, "but he barely speaks and takes no interest in anything other than sex. It's like having a dildo as a boyfriend!"
			

			
				“Sounds like my ideal boyfriend,” joked Hannah. 
			

			
				“Well, feel free to have a go on him if you want.” Laughed Leah.
			

			
				Hannah continued to live life in her own whirlwind of passion and excitement. Through the thin walls of our shared accommodation, I heard the unmistakable sounds of her indulging in pleasure with different boys on consecutive nights, never holding back from exploring her desires.
			

			
				And as for me, I decided it was time to give my body a much-needed rest after the wild rollercoaster of experiences all packed into just 24 hours, during which I had three different boys. The encounter with Chris had left me feeling all sorts of things, making me wonder if there was more to it than just the physical connection we shared.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Well, my attempt at being a good girl didn't actually last that long. It was only towards the end of the second week that I had my first class with Simon. Remember him from my first day. It felt like ages ago, but we had an incredibly hot night together. Despite feeling a little miffed that he hadn't come to see me since then, I couldn't deny that I hadn't made an effort to reach out either. Not that I didn't want to see him again, everything had just been a whirlwind.
			

			
				So there I was, sitting alone in the lecture theatre, when suddenly, he appeared next to me with a cheerful "Carrie!" His presence instantly made me happy, and I hugged him tightly, feeling a jolt of desire as my breasts pressed against his chest through our clothes. A vivid flashback of our wild all-night sex session flooded my mind, and I found myself getting all horny again.
			

			
				As the lecture droned on, I found myself struggling to pay attention. The subject matter was pretty boring, mainly about what to expect over the coming term, and all I could think about was Simon sitting next to me. Unable to resist the temptation, I subtly moved my hand to rest on his thigh, feeling the warmth of his leg beneath my touch. To my delight, he responded by placing his hand on my leg, his fingers grazing the fabric of my jeans in a way that carried a clear message of desire.
			

			
				Feeling the thrill of our little secret, I bit my lip to stifle a giggle. The lecture hall was filled with students, and no one around us had any idea of the silent exchange happening between Simon and me. It was both exhilarating and nerve-wracking, and I felt my heart race with anticipation.
			

			
				As his fingers moved slightly higher on my leg, I shifted in my seat, trying to control the growing arousal that was building inside me. His touch was electrifying, and I couldn't help but squirm slightly, seeking more of that tantalising contact. I silently begged him to move high enough to graze my clit through my jeans but he didn’t
			

			
				Eventually, the lecture mercifully came to an end, and we both let out a sigh of relief. "That was excruciatingly dull," Simon whispered in my ear.
			

			
				"I couldn't agree more," I replied with a giggle.
			

			
				"We should grab a coffee or something," he suggested, his eyes sparkling.
			

			
				"I'd like that," I said, trying to keep my voice steady as his fingers trailed a little higher, teasingly close to the edge of my inner thigh.
			

			
				After leaving the lecture hall, we found a quiet corner in the cafe below the student union. As we sat across from each other, the sexual tension between us was obvious. We talked and laughed, but beneath the surface, there was an unspoken desire that crackled like electricity.
			

			
				Unable to resist the urge any longer, I took the lead, whispering in Simon's ear, "Let's find a place where we can be alone." We didn't have much time before the next class, but I was determined to have him all to myself. Spotting a nearby disabled toilet, I pulled him inside and locked the door behind us.
			

			
				The excitement of our secret rendezvous overwhelmed us both. He kissed me passionately, pushing me back against the sink, and I eagerly responded, losing myself in the heat of the moment. "Fuck me," I demanded, my desire for him burning brightly. “Fuck me hard.”
			

			
				Simon took control in a way that sent shivers down my spine. He spun me around so that I was facing the sink and the mirror, and with a sense of urgency, he unbuttoned my jeans and forcefully pulled them down, along with my knickers, to my knees, baring my lower half. A gasp escaped my lips as I felt my arousal increase, my cunt becoming wet with anticipation and I pushed my ass back, presenting myself to him.
			

			
				I watched myself in the mirror. Simon's hand ventured between my legs, his fingers expertly exploring my folds and teasing my sensitive areas. My breath caught, and I couldn't tear my eyes away from the sensual scene unfolding before me.
			

			
				With a firm grip, he traced circles on my clit, causing me to bite my lip to stifle a moan. His touch was electrifying, and I instinctively pressed back against him, craving more of his intimate caresses. Each stroke and movement intensified the pleasure, and I couldn't help but arch my back.
			

			
				Our desire was now unstoppable, and with urgency, he unbuttoned his own trousers and pulled them down just enough to free his hard cock. He pressed against my wet opening from behind, and we both couldn't wait any longer. The smooth glide of him entering me sent waves of pleasure through my body, and I moaned in delight. The passion between us took control as he started fucking me hard, each powerful thrust taking us deeper into ecstasy.
			

			
				As his hands explored my body, he reached up and almost grabbed my throat, not to choke me but to assert his dominance. His fingers pressed against the top of my throat, sending a thrill of excitement through me. It was an unbelievably erotic moment, and I surrendered myself to his grip, feeling a rush of arousal.
			

			
				All the while, I couldn't tear my eyes away from the mirror. The sight of myself being taken from behind, my hand on my clit, and Simon’s hand around my neck was incredibly erotic. I watched myself as I wanked furiously, pleasure building with every stroke as he fucked me from behind.
			

			
				The intense sensations brought me to the edge, and I came in a shuddering release. But he didn't stop, and I found myself almost immediately climaxing a second time as he continued to pound into me with unrestrained passion. It was a mind-blowing experience, and I revelled in the intensity of it all.
			

			
				But he didn't slow down; if anything, his movements became more urgent, more desperate. I could tell he was close too, his breaths coming in short gasps, and I encouraged him to let go.
			

			
				"Come inside me," I moaned. The thought of feeling him release his load deep inside me only turned me on more.
			

			
				With a low growl of pleasure, he gave one final powerful thrust and held it deep inside me as I felt him ejaculate within me. The sensation of his throbbing cock and his hot cum filling me sent shivers of pleasure through my entire body, and I clung to the sink, almost passing out, as we both rode the waves of our shared pleasure.
			

			
				We stayed there for a moment, our bodies pressed together, breathing heavily. It was an intimate moment, a connection forged through passion and desire.
			

			
				Eventually, we came down from the frantic high. He pulled out, and I felt his warm cum pour out of me onto the floor. Panting, I turned to him, wrapping my arms around his neck and kissing him passionately. "Fuck, Simon, that was so intense, where did that come from?" I asked, my heart still racing from the powerful encounter.
			

			
				Simon embraced me in his arms, the warmth of our bodies still palpable from our passionate encounter. His eyes sparkled with a mix of satisfaction and affection as he held me close. "I don't know," he replied with a playful grin. "It's like the moment we were together again, all that pent-up desire just exploded."
			

			
				I couldn't help but giggle, feeling a mix of relief and excitement after such an intense release. "Well, I'm certainly not complaining," I said, running my fingers through his hair. "That was beyond amazing."
			

			
				He leaned in to kiss me again, his lips soft and tender against mine. "You have no idea how much I've been wanting this," he confessed. "Ever since that first night, you've been on my mind."
			

			
				A blush spread across my cheeks, the realisation that he had been thinking about me just as much as I had been thinking about him making me feel giddy with happiness. "I've been thinking about you, too," I admitted shyly. "I couldn't stop replaying that night in my head."
			

			
				Feeling a renewed surge of arousal, I pressed my body against his, his throbbing but still hard cock against my abdomen igniting a familiar longing. "I don't want to stop now," I said. "I want more of you."
			

			
				He didn't need any more encouragement. With a passionate kiss, he lifted me up onto the sink, pressing me against the cool porcelain, and I eagerly wrapped my legs around his waist.
			

			
				Our lips met again in a heated kiss. I wanted him, needed him inside me again, and he seemed to sense it. Without hesitation, he positioned himself at my entrance, the tip of his hard cock brushing against my folds that were now soaked with his release.
			

			
				With a slow and deliberate thrust, he entered me once again, and I couldn't help but cry out in pleasure. The feeling of him filling me, stretching me, was almost overwhelming, and I clung to him, lost in the sensations.
			

			
				We moved together in perfect harmony, kissing all the time, each thrust sending waves of pleasure through my body. As we quickly reached our peak once again, I felt a surge of ecstasy building within me. It was a familiar feeling, yet somehow even more intense than before.
			

			
				"Come with me," I whispered breathlessly, my fingers digging into his shoulders.
			

			
				And with one final, powerful thrust, we both succumbed to the overwhelming pleasure, our bodies pulsating with release as he came a second time inside me.
			

			
				Our bodies trembled with the intensity of our shared climax, and we held onto each other tightly as the waves of pleasure washed over us. Simon kissed me softly, his lips lingering against mine as we both tried to catch our breath.
			

			
				As reality started to seep back in, we realised that we were still in a cramped and public space, a disabled toilet in the middle of the university campus. Hastily, we pulled our trousers up and straightened our clothes, trying to regain some semblance of composure.
			

			
				"I can't believe we just did that," I said, giggling nervously as I adjusted my dishevelled hair. “My pants are going to be full of cum all day now!”
			

			
				Simon grinned, a mischievous glint in his eyes. "I can't believe I just came twice in a row like that," he replied.
			

			
				As we opened the door and stepped out of the restroom, we were met with curious glances from a few students passing by. We blushed, trying to act as nonchalant as possible, but it was clear that everyone knew what we had been up to.
			

			
				"We should probably get to our next lecture," Simon said, trying to sound casual despite the lingering excitement in his voice.
			

			
				I nodded, feeling a mix of exhilaration and awkwardness. "Yeah, definitely," I replied, taking a deep breath to compose myself. “That was amazing, though. See you later.”
			

			
				"Yeah, it was," Simon replied with a satisfied smile. "See you later, Carrie."
			

			
				With a playful wink, he turned and headed in the opposite direction, leaving me standing there with my heart still pounding from the intensity of our encounter. As I watched him walk away, I couldn't help but feel a sense of excitement and anticipation for what the future held between us.
			

			
				As I walked to my next lecture, my mind was buzzing with thoughts of both Simon and Chris. The memories of Simon's intense passion and the way he made me feel sent waves of desire through me. Our connection was undeniable, and I couldn't help but get lost in thoughts of our wild encounter.
			

			
				On the other hand, Chris had awakened a different kind of excitement within me. The exploration of our adventures made my heart race, and I thought that there was so much more to discover. Each of them had left their mark on me, and I couldn't help but wonder about the paths that lay ahead with both of these captivating men. It was a whirlwind of emotions and desires, and I couldn't wait to see where it all led.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				However, it wasn’t either of those two lovely men that my next encounter was with. It wasn’t a man at all.
			

			
				Wednesday night was Sports Club social night. There were no lectures in the afternoon, and all the sports teams met up in various bars and had a drink. Hannah and I joined the rest of our netball team in a lively pub on the main strip. The atmosphere was electric as we all gathered in the huge beer garden strung with fairy lights.
			

			
				As the evening progressed, I found myself getting more and more drawn to a fellow netball teammate, Rachel. She had a magnetic energy and a captivating smile that seemed to light up the whole place. 
			

			
				She was a stunning woman with a mesmerising beauty. Rachel was mixed race, with luscious black frizzy hair that framed her face. Her eyes sparkled with mischief and intelligence, and her captivating smile could light up the whole place. But what really caught my attention was her curvaceous figure and her confidence in owning her sensuality. Rachel had large, enticing breasts that hung low as she didn’t wear a bra beneath her top. Her ample, round ass, in a tight skirt, swayed with every step she took, turning heads wherever she went.
			

			
				My fascination with Rachel wasn't entirely new. I had noticed her in the showers before, her naked form and her thick black bush exuding a magnetic charm that left me intrigued and aroused. I’d even wanked one night thinking about touching and kissing her in the showers, although there was no way I would admit that to her.
			

			
				As the night wore on, we found ourselves drawn closer to each other. Our conversations became more personal, and our laughter more genuine. It felt as if we were discovering kindred spirits in each other, and the sparks of attraction grew stronger with every passing moment.
			

			
				We found a secluded spot in the beer garden where we could talk more intimately. The atmosphere between us was charged with desire and curiosity, and we didn't shy away from exploring the topic of sex. The conversation flowed easily, as if we had known each other for years rather than just one evening.
			

			
				Rachel and I shared stories about our past experiences in explicit detail, our fantasies, and what turned us on. The openness and vulnerability in our exchange only deepened the connection between us. We laughed at our shared awkward encounters and marvelled at the beauty of exploring our own desires.
			

			
				"I've always been curious about trying new things," Rachel confessed with a playful glint in her eyes. "Life's too short not to explore and enjoy ourselves, don't you think?"
			

			
				I nodded in agreement, my heart pounding with excitement. "Absolutely! There's so much to experience, and I don't want to miss out on anything."
			

			
				Rachel's hand reached out to touch mine, sending a jolt of electricity through me. "I can tell you're adventurous," she said. "And I think that's incredibly sexy."
			

			
				Her compliment made me blush, and I couldn't help but return the sentiment. "You're incredibly sexy too, Rachel."
			

			
				"Have you ever been with a woman?" Rachel's question caught me off guard, and for a moment, I hesitated. Memories of the intimate kiss I shared with Hannah flashed in my mind, but I wasn't sure if that counted as a real lesbian experience since it was done more for the amusement of the guys than anything else.
			

			
				"Not really, just a kiss," I replied. "What about you?"
			

			
				Rachel's eyes sparkled with a mix of confidence and vulnerability. "Oh yes, I've been with women before. I like men, but I think I prefer women."
			

			
				Her words stirred something within me, and I couldn't help but feel a tinge of curiosity. I leaned in a little closer, my voice softening with flirtation. "Tell me more about it," I said, trying to keep my tone casual despite the building desire inside me.
			

			
				Rachel chuckled, clearly enjoying the newfound openness of our conversation. "Well," she began, her eyes never leaving mine, "there's a certain intimacy and connection you can share with another woman that's unlike anything else."
			

			
				Her words sent a thrill through me, and I felt a rush of heat between my legs. I couldn't deny the excitement that was building, and I wanted to delve deeper into this conversation.
			

			
				"It sounds intriguing," I replied, a little breathlessly. "I've always been drawn to trying new things, and... well, the idea of being with a woman…"
			

			
				Rachel's hand found mine on the table, and her fingers gently intertwined with mine. "You know," she said with a sly smile, "I think we could have a lot of fun exploring together."
			

			
				The air around us seemed to crackle with electricity as Rachel's words hung in the space between us. I could feel the warmth of her hand in mine, and her touch sent shivers of excitement down my spine. Her playful smile was infectious, and I found myself drawn even closer to her, my heart racing with anticipation.
			

			
				The beer garden seemed to fade away, and it was as if Rachel and I were the only two people in the world. The magnetic energy between us was undeniable, and I could feel the pull of desire growing stronger with every passing second.
			

			
				"I like the sound of that," I replied.
			

			
				Closing the remaining distance between us, I closed my eyes and pressed my lips softly against hers. The kiss was tentative at first, a gentle exploration of something new and thrilling.
			

			
				But as the seconds ticked by, the kiss deepened, and I felt a surge of passion between us. Rachel's lips were soft and inviting, and her tongue danced with mine in a sensual rhythm that left me breathless. It was as if we had unlocked a hidden desire within each other, and the sparks between us ignited into a blazing fire.
			

			
				The world around us faded away as we lost ourselves in the kiss. My heart pounded in my chest, and I could feel the heat of desire pooling between my legs. Rachel's hand found its way to the back of my neck, her touch both gentle and firm, pulling me closer to her as if we were two magnets drawn together.
			

			
				The kiss lingered for what felt like an eternity, and when we finally pulled away, our breaths were ragged, and our eyes locked in a haze of desire. "Wow," Rachel whispered, her voice barely audible above the thumping of my heart.
			

			
				"Yeah," I replied, my voice a little shaky. "That was... amazing."
			

			
				“Do you want to come back to my room?” I asked.
			

			
				“Fuck yes,” she replied. We hurried home.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Feeling emboldened by the alcohol and the thrilling energy between us, I decided to share my thoughts openly with Rachel. "You know, when I saw you naked in the showers, it really turned me on," I confessed, feeling a blush rise to my cheeks.
			

			
				Rachel's eyes lit up with curiosity and a hint of amusement. "Oh, really now?" she replied, a mischievous smile playing on her lips. "Well, I'm flattered. You can see me naked as much as you like. In fact, let’s both get naked right now."
			

			
				Her words sent a thrill through me, and my heart raced with excitement. Without hesitation, Rachel stood up and slowly lifted her dress over her head, revealing her stunning figure. Her dark, frizzy hair cascaded around her shoulders, and her large breasts were breathtaking as they were freed from the constraints of a bra. My gaze lingered on her ample curves, and I felt a rush of desire pooling between my legs.
			

			
				With a playful grin, Rachel turned around, giving me a perfect view of her round, firm ass. "You like what you see?" she teased.
			

			
				I nodded, unable to form coherent words as the sight of her naked body sent my mind spinning with desire. "Yes, you're... you're beautiful," I managed to stammer out, feeling a mix of awe and arousal.
			

			
				Rachel turned back to face me, her eyes locking with mine. "And you're beautiful too," she said sincerely. “Now get naked.”
			

			
				I obliged, feeling self-conscious as I stripped off. I closed the small distance between us and leaned in for a kiss. Our lips met in a gentle and tentative embrace, as if we were both testing the waters of this newfound connection. But it didn't take long for the spark to ignite, and the kiss deepened, becoming more passionate and urgent. Our bodies pressed against each other, our warm breasts squashed together, and I felt a rush of desire and excitement coursing through me.
			

			
				Rachel's hand gently cupped my cheek, her touch sending shivers down my spine. Our tongues danced together in a sensual rhythm, exploring each other's mouths with a hunger that left me breathless. I had kissed boys before, but this was different, electrifying, and intoxicating in a way I had never experienced.
			

			
				As our kisses grew more fervent, I found myself craving more of her touch. My hands traced the curves of her body, feeling the softness of her skin beneath my fingertips. Her breath was warm against my skin, and I felt a surge of arousal building within me.
			

			
				Rachel pulled me closer, and I straddled her lap, our bodies pressed tightly together. The heat between us was undeniable, and I knew that I wanted to explore every inch of her. With a mix of passion and tenderness, our hands roamed over each other's bodies, exploring and caressing with a sense of curiosity and wonder.
			

			
				My hands went to her wonderful breasts, and I circled both nipples with my fingers, feeling them respond and harden. My heart was racing now as we made out.
			

			
				As I slipped my hand between her legs, feeling her soft, luscious bush, her breath caught, and she arched her back slightly, inviting me in. I found her clit easily, already swollen and eager for attention. With a gentle touch, I started rubbing it in slow, circular motions, relishing the way she responded to my every move.
			

			
				Her moans filled the air, soft at first but growing in intensity with every stroke. I could feel her wetness coating my fingers, and it only fueled my desire to please her even more. I varied the pressure and speed, exploring what made her gasp and squirm with pleasure.
			

			
				Rachel's hips moved in rhythm with my hand, her body instinctively seeking more of the pleasure I was giving her. I loved the way she reacted to my touch, her arousal evident in every subtle movement and breathy moan. It was as if we were in sync, each action and reaction bringing us closer together.
			

			
				With every pass over her clit, I could feel her growing closer to the edge, her body tensing with anticipation. I wanted to take her over that edge, to watch her lose herself in pleasure, and so I increased the pressure and speed of my movements.
			

			
				Her cunt was soaking wet, and the scent of her arousal filled the air, driving me wild with desire. Her back arched off the bed, and her fingers gripped the sheets as her pleasure mounted. I could tell she was on the brink, so I focused all my attention on her clit, using my other hand to caress her breasts, further heightening her arousal.
			

			
				Her labia were swollen and pink, glistening with her wetness. My finger traced a teasing path along her outer lips, feeling the delicate, sensitive skin under my touch, and I couldn't resist the urge to slip a finger inside her, feeling her tightness and the way she clenched around me. Her hips bucked against my hand as she gasped and moaned, her pleasure building to a crescendo.
			

			
				Her walls gripped me tightly, pulsating with every movement, and I knew she was close to the edge. I curled my finger, searching for that sweet spot inside her, and when I found it, she cried out in pleasure.
			

			
				And then, with a soft cry, she gave in to her pleasure, her cunt gushing with wetness as her orgasm washed over her. Her hips bucked against my hand, and suddenly, Rachel's body convulsed with pleasure. A primal cry escaped her lips as her walls tightened around my fingers. She squirted, soaking both of us in her ecstasy. The sensation was overwhelming, and I could feel the warmth of her squirt covering my hand and arm. 
			

			
				Her release was powerful, and I watched in awe as she surrendered completely to the sensations coursing through her body. It seemed never-ending, gushing forth in an unapologetic display of raw desire. The bed beneath us was drenched, evidence of the incredible pleasure she had experienced.
			

			
				As her pleasure finally began to ebb, Rachel's body relaxed, and she collapsed against the bed, spent and satisfied. Her chest rose and fell with each ragged breath, her skin glowing with the aftermath of our passionate encounter.
			

			
				I gently withdrew my hand from between her legs, still feeling the warmth of her wetness against my skin. She had left a wet mess on the bed, but I didn't care. It was a beautiful, tangible reminder of the pleasure we had shared, and I felt a sense of pride in knowing that I had been able to bring her such bliss.
			

			
				Without a word, Rachel pushed me back on the bed and went down on me. Her lips and tongue danced over my throbbing clit, and the pleasure intensified with every flick and stroke. I arched my back, unable to contain the moans escaping my lips. The sensation was overwhelming, and I lost myself in the sea of ecstasy she was creating.
			

			
				Rachel's fingers joined the mix, slipping inside me with a teasing touch. I gasped as she found just the right rhythm, her skilled movements pushing me closer to the edge. The pleasure was so intense that my legs trembled uncontrollably. I clutched at the sheets, my mind consumed with pleasure.
			

			
				And just when I thought I couldn't take any more, Rachel intensified her actions, pushing me over the edge. My body convulsed with waves of pleasure, and I cried out as the orgasm washed over me. It was like an explosion of ecstasy, and I felt every inch of my body succumbing to the intense pleasure.
			

			
				As I caught my breath, Rachel gazed up at me with a satisfied smile, her own excitement evident in her eyes. I couldn't believe how incredible the experience had been. My heart raced with a mixture of excitement and satisfaction, and I couldn't help but feel grateful for the newfound connection we shared.
			

			
				That night, Rachel and I decided to stay together in my bed. We lay there naked, skin against skin, tangled in each other's arms, and I couldn't help but marvel at how soft and beautiful she looked.
			

			
				The closeness we shared made the night feel magical, like we were the only two people in the world. Rachel's breath against my neck, her gentle touch on my skin, and the way she whispered sweet nothings in my ear all contributed to an overwhelming feeling of contentment and desire.
			

			
				The next morning, the sun peeked through the curtains, casting a warm glow over us as we woke up wrapped in each other's embrace. 
			

			
				We decided to take a shower together, the steam and warm water adding to the sensual atmosphere between us. As the water cascaded over our bodies, our hands roamed freely, exploring every curve and crevice, igniting the flames of passion once again. The intimate closeness of being naked and wet together heightened the sensations and desires we felt for each other.
			

			
				In the shower, the steam surrounded us, making everything feel hazy and hot. Our bodies pressed together, naked and eager, as we gave in to the magnetic pull between us. The water cascaded over us, mixing with our sweat and turning the atmosphere positively electric.
			

			
				Rachel's hands explored my curves, her touch sending tingles down my spine. I matched her movements, tracing the outline of her back and feeling her smooth skin under my fingertips.
			

			
				I couldn't resist the temptation to explore Rachel's most sensitive areas, and my fingers soon found their way between her legs.
			

			
				As my fingers glided over her slick folds, Rachel let out a soft moan, encouraging me to delve deeper. I could feel the heat emanating from her cunt, and I savoured the way she quivered under my touch. 
			

			
				Not to be outdone, Rachel mirrored my actions, her fingers tracing a path down my body. She parted my own wet folds, teasing my clit with expert strokes that sent shivers of delight through me.
			

			
				I felt Rachel's fingers expertly explore every inch of my cunt, and I reciprocated by giving her clit the attention it craved. The room filled with the sounds of our pleasure, the wetness of our arousal making the experience even more intense. Our breaths became erratic, our bodies trembling with the desire that coursed through us.
			

			
				I could feel myself getting closer to the edge, my body responding to Rachel's touch with every stroke. Rachel's lips found mine again, and we kissed passionately as our fingers continued their dance between each other's legs. Our breathing became more laboured, our moans mingling with the sound of the water splashing around us.
			

			
				With each touch, each caress, our pleasure intensified. I could tell Rachel was close, her body tensing, and her hips grinding against my hand. I was on the verge as well, my arousal reaching its peak.
			

			
				"Carrie," Rachel whispered between kisses, "I'm so close."
			

			
				I murmured back, "Me too, Rachel. Don't stop."
			

			
				The warmth of the shower and the intensity of our desire created an erotic atmosphere that fueled our passion. I could feel Rachel's body shudder as her climax approached, and that alone was enough to push me over the edge.
			

			
				As Rachel's pleasure washed over her, she let out a throaty moan, and that was all it took for me to reach my own climax. The waves of pleasure crashed over me, and I held onto Rachel for support as we rode out the pleasure together.
			

			
				We stood there in each other's arms, catching our breath as the water continued to rain down on us. Our lips found each other once more, sharing a sweet and tender kiss to seal the moment.
			

			
				As the water finally started to cool, we reluctantly broke apart and stepped out of the shower. Wrapping ourselves in towels, we exchanged knowing smiles, feeling a deeper connection between us.
			

			
				Eventually, with reluctant sighs, we realised it was time to part ways and head to our lectures. As we said goodbye, there was a bittersweet feeling in the air, knowing that we had responsibilities to attend to but also craving more time together.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				Friday evening promised to be another wild night out. Our group assembled in the kitchen, excitement filling the air as we got ready together. Leah already had a new boyfriend named Steve. They were cozied up at the kitchen table, sharing cigarettes and occasionally snogging each other. Simon and his friends from the flat below joined our gathering, adding to the high spirits of the evening. Laughter and chatter filled the room as we all shared stories and banter. 
			

			
				Hannah, always the life of the party, entertained us with her recent escapade, a tale of a boy she'd slept with after the netball social. It turns out he was a bit shy and preferred doing it with the lights out, which we found amusing and teased her about. The anticipation of the night ahead had us all in a buoyant mood.
			

			
				Dani was venting her frustration about her recent encounters, expressing her desire for someone who could truly satisfy her. She’d slept with a second boy, but he had also left her unsatisfied, finishing too quickly. "I need someone like Simon," she declared, making sure to say it loud enough for him to hear, teasing him playfully.
			

			
				I chuckled at her boldness and decided to play matchmaker. "Well, he's not my boyfriend," I teased back, "why don't you ask him if he'll take you to your room right now?" I glanced at Simon and saw him blush, pretending not to hear our conversation.
			

			
				Dani seemed intrigued by the idea, and I could sense her curiosity growing. "Shush, Carrie, he's not going to want to do that," she replied, sounding wistful.
			

			
				Determined to make something happen, I pulled Simon aside and whispered, "What do you think of Dani?" His response was shy but honest, "She's very sexy, but this is weird."
			

			
				I hatched a plan to bring them together and make sure they both had a great time. "I'll tell you what," I said to Simon, "if I have a word with Dani and she goes to her room in the next five minutes, will you go and knock on her door?" He agreed, seemingly intrigued by the idea.
			

			
				I discreetly approached Dani and informed her of Simon's interest. "Simon wants to get with you," I whispered, "if you go to your room now, he's going to come and knock on the door." Her excitement was evident, mixed with a hint of nervousness. Taking a deep breath, she headed to her room, and moments later, Simon followed her.
			

			
				Feeling a sense of accomplishment for my matchmaking success, I returned to my room, only to find myself growing increasingly aroused by the thought of my two friends together. My curiosity got the better of me, and I couldn't resist the temptation to pass by Dani's room.
			

			
				As I stopped outside her door, I heard the unmistakable creaking of a bed and Dani's enthusiastic moans. The sound excited me, and I felt a surge of wetness between my legs. Unable to resist, I continued to my room, where I couldn't stop myself from putting my hand in my pants, imagining them passionately making love. The pleasure built quickly, and I brought myself to a frenzied orgasm, my mind filled with the erotic scene unfolding a few doors down.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we prepared to leave for the bar, we noticed that Dani and Simon were still occupied in her room. It seemed like they were hitting it off, so we left them a cheeky note and made our way out.
			

			
				The bar was buzzing with energy, packed with people ready to enjoy the night. Many of the netball girls, including Rachel, were already there, adding to the lively atmosphere.
			

			
				As the night went on, I couldn't help but notice Leah and Steve sneaking out of the bar, only to return shortly after, looking flushed and dishevelled. Curious, I asked Leah where they had been, and she shamelessly admitted that they had just fucked in the alley. "You know how horny I get sometimes," she laughed.
			

			
				Shortly after, Dani and Simon turned up. Sitting down next to me, Dani leaned in to me. "Oh my god, Carrie, that was incredible! Thank you so much for setting me up with Simon!" Dani exclaimed, her eyes shining with delight as she leaned in closer to share her story.
			

			
				I grinned, thrilled to see how happy she was. "I'm so glad it went well! Tell me everything," I urged, leaning in eagerly to hear the juicy details.
			

			
				Dani's excitement spilled over as she recounted her passionate encounter. "He undressed me so gently and led me to the bed," she began. "And then he went down on me, Carrie, his tongue was absolutely amazing! I couldn't help but moan and squirm with pleasure." She blushed, clearly relishing the memory.
			

			
				"He made me come, and then we fucked for what felt like forever. We tried every position you can imagine, and he knew just how to drive me wild," Dani continued, her eyes glowing with satisfaction. "His cock’s so big! And he came inside me, but he stayed hard, and we kept going! I lost count of how many times I came. It was mind-blowing, Carrie," she finished, her smile infectious as she hugged me tightly.
			

			
				I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement hearing about her passionate escapade. "I'm so happy for you, Dani!" I said, giving her a hug. “But don’t tell Hannah that you did it without a condom,” I said, laughing.
			

			
				As Dani's story unfolded, I could feel my arousal building. Everyone around me seemed to be having incredible sexual encounters, and I was ready to find someone new to play with myself.
			

			
				As the night wore on, I started snogging Rachel in front of some boys, thoroughly enjoying the effect it had on them. Though none of the boys were particularly attractive, we teased them and joked about looking for a boy to have a threesome with, just to see their reactions.
			

			
				Leaving the boys eager for more, Rachel and I made our way to the bar to grab some much-needed water. It was then that Rachel leaned in and playfully whispered, "What if we actually found a boy for a threesome?" The idea sent a thrill through me, reigniting the arousal I had felt earlier. "Hell yeah, let's do it!" I replied, my excitement matching hers.
			

			
				With our drinks in hand, we giggled like schoolgirls, feeling giddy and adventurous as we scanned the room, sizing up every boy we laid eyes on. We began rating them, giggling as we exchanged whispered comments about why we would or wouldn't consider having some fun with them. The alcohol seemed to heighten our playful banter, and we revelled in the flirty, carefree atmosphere of the night.
			

			
				"Oh, look at that one over there," Rachel pointed to a tall guy with messy hair and a cheeky grin. "He's got a bit of a bad-boy vibe going on. What do you think?"
			

			
				I took a sip of my drink and pretended to ponder for a moment. "Hmm, not bad, but I think he might be trouble," I replied, winking at Rachel. "I'm not sure I can handle a bad boy tonight."
			

			
				Rachel burst into laughter, her eyes sparkling with amusement. "Fair enough," she said, scanning the crowd for more potential candidates. "What about that guy with the dimples? He looks like he could be a sweetheart."
			

			
				I followed her gaze and saw a guy with a warm smile and dimples that could melt hearts. "Oh, he's cute," I agreed, nodding my approval. "Sweethearts can be fun too. They know how to treat a girl right."
			

			
				As we playfully bantered about the cute, dimpled guy, he must have noticed our glances because he sauntered over with a confident grin. "Hey there, ladies," he said, his voice smooth with a slight Spanish accent. "I couldn't help but notice you two having a great time. Can I buy you both a drink?"
			

			
				Rachel and I exchanged amused glances, enjoying the attention. "Well, it depends," I teased, leaning in closer. "Are you trying to impress us with your drink-buying skills?"
			

			
				He chuckled, flashing a charming smile. "You got me. The name's Carlos, by the way."
			

			
				"Nice to meet you, Carlos," Rachel said with a flirty glance. "I'm Rachel, and this is my friend, Carrie."
			

			
				"So, Carlos, where are you from?" I asked, genuinely intrigued by his accent.
			

			
				His eyes sparkled as he responded, "I'm originally from Spain. I came here for university, and I must say, I'm enjoying the experiences I've had so far."
			

			
				"Oh, Spain! That's amazing," Rachel said, leaning in closer. "What made you choose this university?"
			

			
				As we continued chatting, the night took an unexpectedly interesting turn. Carlos turned out to be not just charming but also incredibly funny and witty. The three of us were laughing and sharing stories, the connection between us growing stronger with each passing minute.
			

			
				Carlos was two years above us at Uni and was planning on going on to a nearby house party hosted by one of his friends. He invited us to join him, and it sounded like a fantastic opportunity to continue the night's adventure. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we made our way to the house party with Carlos, the anticipation grew. The Spanish accent in his voice added a layer of seduction, and we found ourselves hanging on to every word he spoke. When he wasn’t looking, Rachel mouthed “He’s the one” to me, and I nodded enthusiastically.
			

			
				Arriving at the house party, we were greeted by a lively scene. The music was pumping, and people were dancing and laughing, enjoying the carefree atmosphere. Carlos introduced us to his friends, and we instantly felt welcomed into their circle.
			

			
				Throughout the night, we danced together, moving in sync with the music and openly kissing each other in front of everyone. The chemistry was undeniable, and it was clear that Carlos felt it too. He held us close on the dance floor, his hands confidently exploring the curves of our bodies, igniting a fire within us.
			

			
				As the night progressed, the party became more intimate, with small groups of people finding quiet corners to have more personal conversations. Carlos led us to a cosy couch in a dimly lit area, away from the loud music.
			

			
				Sitting close together, the three of us continued to smoke and share stories and secrets, letting the intimacy of the moment draw us even closer. The air was thick with desire, and as our laughter subsided, we found ourselves gazing into each other's eyes, the unspoken tension building.
			

			
				As Carlos's lips met mine, a rush of heat surged through my body. His kiss was gentle yet passionate, igniting a fire within me that I couldn't resist. I felt my heart racing with the excitement of exploring this newfound desire with Carlos and Rachel.
			

			
				Turning to Rachel, Carlos's lips found hers, and I watched as her eyes closed in bliss. The sight of them kissing only fueled the intensity of my own desire. 
			

			
				My hand found its way to Rachel's thigh, and she responded with a soft moan. Carlos's hand rested on my back, drawing me closer to him. The world around us seemed to fade away, and in that moment, it was just the three of us, caught in a whirlwind of sensations and emotions.
			

			
				The soft sounds of the party, the chatter and laughter, provided a background to our intimate moment. "Why don't we head upstairs and see if there is anywhere more private?" I said, my voice betraying just how horny I was. 
			

			
				Carlos's lips curved into a smile, and Rachel's eyes sparkled with excitement. "I like that idea," Carlos replied, his Spanish accent adding a touch of allure to his words.
			

			
				With a shared nod, we made our way upstairs, slipping away from the lively party below. As we ascended the staircase, we had to step over a couple passionately making out, their heated embrace on full display. The sight of the boy's hand inside the girl's top, fondling her breasts, added to the excitement that had already taken hold of us.
			

			
				Finding an empty bedroom adorned with band posters and a double bed, Rachel and I couldn't wait any longer. Our bodies were charged with anticipation, and we knew Carlos was watching us with growing desire.
			

			
				Without hesitation, we jumped on the bed, our lips meeting in a feverish kiss, and our hands eagerly exploring each other's bodies. The electrifying chemistry between us filled the room, and we were determined to put on a show for Carlos.
			

			
				As Rachel and I removed our tops and bras, our breasts were exposed, each unique in their own way. Mine pale and small, barely more than little mounds on my chest with disproportionately large, hard nipples. Rachel had darker skin, and her huge breasts were heavy and slightly saggy, hanging down low. Her nipples were beautiful, almost black and perfectly sized.
			

			
				His eyes fixed on us, Carlos couldn't help but stroke himself through his trousers, growing harder by the moment. Our skirts had ridden up, revealing glimpses of our mounds in our knickers. The knowledge that he could see us like this only fueled our arousal.
			

			
				Entwining our legs, we pressed our bodies together, grinding against each other, and delighting in the sensation of our clits rubbing against each other's thighs. The friction sent waves of pleasure through us, and the room filled with the intoxicating sounds of our moans and gasps.
			

			
				The air crackled with the intensity of desire as we lost ourselves in the pleasure we were sharing. Carlos was a captive audience, and his presence only added to the thrilling sensation of the moment. 
			

			
				Rachel and I shed the last of our clothes, pulling off our skirts and knickers, leaving us fully exposed to each other and to Carlos's hungry gaze. 
			

			
				With a playful grin, Rachel looked at Carlos and purred, "Come here." Her words dripped with seduction, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of excitement at the thought of having him join us. He took a step forward, and without a word, he began to undress, revealing his chiselled physique. As his pants slid down, his large, erect dick sprang free.
			

			
				Rachel lay on her back and opened her legs wide, inviting him in. With a delicate touch, she parted her lips and exposed her glistening pink slit, surrounded by thick black hair. "I want you to taste me," she whispered, her voice dripping with desire.
			

			
				Carlos knelt between her legs, and my gaze was fixated on the intimate act unfolding before us. His tongue danced sensually along her opening, exploring every inch, before finding her clit. The sight of Rachel in ecstasy made me ache with arousal, and I kissed her neck, softly caressing her body.
			

			
				Carlos was now lavishing attention on her clit, licking and even sucking it. It was driving Rachel wild, and I could see her getting closer to climax. Carlos was on his knees, his large cock hanging down between his thighs. I moved lower, positioning myself beneath it. 
			

			
				I tilted my head back, and my lips enveloped the tip, eliciting a moan of pleasure from Carlos. I felt him begin to gently thrust into my mouth. I stuck out my tongue so it ran up the side of his shaft and opened my mouth wider, enjoy the sensation of him fucking my mouth.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Rachel had rolled slightly onto her side and pushed her head between my thighs, completing our erotic circle. We were all moaning and panting with pleasure now, but Rachel went over the edge first, almost screaming into my cunt as Carlos’s clit sucking made her come hard.
			

			
				Once she had recovered somewhat, she resumed licking me, and also started fucking me with a couple of fingers. It didn’t take much of that to make me climax, my cries muffled by Carlos’s dick in my mouth. 
			

			
				This was almost too much for Carlos, and feeling him tense, he quickly withdrew and sat up, desperately trying not to go past the point of no return. Fortunately, he got himself under control as we hadn’t finished with him yet.
			

			
				With a playful grin, Rachel and I pushed Carlos gently back onto the bed, our eyes filled with mischief and desire. We exchanged a knowing glance, silently agreeing on the next move. Lowering ourselves to our knees on either side of him, we leaned in, our lips brushing against his shaft in unison. Our tongues flicked out teasingly, tasting the skin, as we went in for the double-blowjob.
			

			
				We alternated between running our tongues up his shaft and taking his tip into our mouths. Our synchronised movements sent shivers of delight through Carlos, who couldn't help but moan. "Fuuuck, that's good," he managed to say, his breath catching as he struggled to maintain control.
			

			
				His desperate struggle not to come only fueled our excitement, and we intensified our actions, taking turns to lavish attention on his pulsating member. Rachel's lips trailed down his length while my mouth enveloped the swollen head, eliciting even louder moans from him. Our combined efforts were driving Carlos wild, and I could feel him getting closer and closer to the edge, but trying not to come.
			

			
				Despite his desperate efforts to hold back, Carlos was no match for the overwhelming pleasure building inside him. With a final, breathless cry, he reached his climax, his body tensing with the force of it. Hot pulses of cum erupted from his cock several feet into the air, splattering over our faces and hair and landing in long streams up his chest.
			

			
				Rachel and I were both in awe of the powerful release he had, and we continued to lick and suck him, savouring every drop of his pleasure as his throbbing cock released wave after wave of cum. 
			

			
				As the volume of the pulses gradually lessened, we didn't miss a beat, eagerly lapping up the lines of cum with our tongues, enjoying the intimate connection we had formed with him. His pleasure was now ours, and we were determined to make the most of it.
			

			
				Eventually, Carlos's body began to relax, spent from the intensity of his climax. We both pulled back, our lips glistening with his essence, and exchanged a playful smirk. It was clear that we had thoroughly enjoyed this naughty adventure together.
			

			
				Carlos lay there, his chest still heaving, his face flushed with a mixture of pleasure and embarrassment. "Wow," he managed to say, breathlessly, "that was... incredible."
			

			
				"We thought you might like it," Rachel said.
			

			
				I nodded, adding to the teasing, "You certainly seemed to enjoy yourself."
			

			
				The three of us lay there for a moment, catching our breath and basking in the afterglow of our shared experience. Until Rachel spoke up, breaking the blissful silence, "So, who's up for round two?"
			

			
				“I am. I really need to fuck you both now,” said Carlos, “But I need five minutes. Why don’t you entertain each other for a while?”
			

			
				As Carlos lay back on the bed, we took the opportunity to explore each other's bodies once more. With a shared hunger for pleasure, our hands roamed freely, tracing every curve and sensitive spot. Rachel's skin was warm against my fingertips, and I delighted in the feel of her soft breasts as I cupped them in my hands. Her breath quickened as my thumbs grazed over her erect nipples, sending shivers of delight through her body.
			

			
				At the same time, Rachel found my clit and began to circle it, her movements sending waves of pleasure cascading through my body. I clung to her, lost in the sensations that consumed me.
			

			
				After a few minutes, Rachel and I decided we couldn't wait any longer and turned to Carlos. "We're ready for you," Rachel purred.
			

			
				Carlos didn't need any more encouragement, and he was already hard again. He moved closer, positioning himself between us. With a hungry glint in his eyes, he kissed me first, his lips searing against mine. I could taste the essence of Rachel on him, and it only added to the fiery desire that consumed me. Rachel, not one to be left out, joined in the kiss, creating a passionate three-way embrace. 
			

			
				I eagerly stroked Carlos's cock, feeling the heat and hardness grow beneath my touch. He was fully erect now, and the anticipation of what was to come filled the air. With a hunger in his eyes, he positioned himself on top of me, his body pressed against mine, and he effortlessly slid his full length into my soaking wet cunt. The sensation was overwhelming, and I threw my head back, moaning in ecstasy as he filled me completely, all the way up to his balls.
			

			
				The thrill of being filled by Carlos without a condom heightened the intensity of the moment. It made me feel incredibly naughty and uninhibited, embracing the exhilarating feeling of being a slut, giving in to my deepest desires.
			

			
				Carlos's pent-up desire was evident in his every move, and he began to pound me with a force that sent waves of pleasure through my entire body. Each thrust was a jolt of bliss, driving me closer to the edge of release as he fucked me into the bed. Rachel lay beside us, her eyes glued to the sight of us entwined, her hand between her legs as she frantically wanked, succumbing to her own pleasure.
			

			
				As Carlos's pace quickened, I could feel the pressure building inside me, the telltale signs of an impending orgasm. I gasped and moaned, my body responding to his every movement. I reached out and pulled Rachel close, urging her to join us. She eagerly obliged, her lips finding mine in a heated kiss as Carlos continued to pound me relentlessly until I came, screaming into Rachel’s mouth.
			

			
				As Carlos slowed his movements, I gradually came down from the heights of my climax, my body still tingling with pleasure. "Please, may I have a turn?" Rachel asked Carlos sweetly.
			

			
				"Of course," he replied, his own eagerness evident as he withdrew from me with a soft, wet sound. He positioned himself between her legs, and his impressive cock stood hard and erect before her, glistening with the evidence of our passion.
			

			
				Rachel spread herself wide, parting her lips with her hands, inviting him in. With a deep moan, Carlos slid inside her, and she cried out in delight, "Fuuuck, you feel good." Now it was my turn to touch myself as I enjoyed the show of him pounding into her. 
			

			
				I moved around behind him so that I could see him penetrating her fully, enjoying the sight of his hard shaft sliding in and out of her, and her lips wrapped around it tightly. I could hear how wet she was. As they moved together, I noticed the evidence of her arousal. Her white juices leaked from her cunt, trailing down her asshole, and leaving a glistening trail over her dark skin. It was a captivating contrast, the whiteness of her desire against the richness of her complexion, and I couldn't tear my eyes away from the intimate spectacle before me.
			

			
				As I continued to watch, I noticed that Rachel's tight asshole glistened with a hint of her arousal, and a bold idea crossed my mind. With a surge of curiosity, I gently brushed my fingers against her puckered entrance, teasingly tracing the sensitive skin.
			

			
				Rachel gasped at the unexpected touch, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing into the new sensation. Encouraged by her response, I continued to explore, applying gentle pressure and feeling her tightness yield slightly under my touch.
			

			
				The thrill of the moment overwhelmed me, and my heart raced with excitement and anticipation. I wanted to see how she would react, how her pleasure would intensify with this added sensation. My fingers moved in slow circles, teasing and testing, and Rachel's moans grew louder, signalling her pleasure.
			

			
				Carlos seemed to sense the heightened intensity, and he adjusted his angle to give me more room to explore. His thrusts became more deliberate, and Rachel's reactions became more pronounced. She arched her back, pushing herself against my hand, and I could tell she was enjoying the new sensation.
			

			
				The sight of her orgasm, the way her body trembled with pleasure, was the final trigger for me. My own release washed over me in a powerful wave, and I leaned against Carlos's back, my body shaking with pleasure.
			

			
				As Carlos neared his peak, I pulled my finger out of Rachel and pressed it instead against Carlos’s tight hole. I pushed it in, matching my rhythm to his thrusts. He gasped, "That's good," his breathless voice filled with a mixture of surprise and delight. 
			

			
				Carlos couldn’t wait any longer, reaching his climax with a guttural moan of pleasure. I watched as he spilled his seed into Rachel, his body tensing with each pulse of pleasure. The sight of them coming together sent another surge of arousal through me, and I couldn't resist reaching between my own legs, frantically bringing myself to another orgasm.
			

			
				Carlos pulled out, and floods of cum followed, pouring out of Rachel’s cunt. I bent between her legs to lick it up.
			

			
				As the waves of pleasure subsided, we all lay there, breathing heavily, basking in the euphoria of our shared experience. Rachel turned to me with a satisfied smile, and Carlos looked at us both with admiration. The room was filled with the sweet scent of sex and the sound of our contented sighs.
			

			
				"Wow," Rachel finally said, breaking the blissful silence. "That was incredible."
			

			
				Carlos nodded in agreement. "Absolutely amazing," he replied.
			

			
				“Fuck” I said with feeling. And then as reality returned, “We’ve made a bit of a wet mess of this person’s bed, whoever it belongs to.”
			

			
				Finally, we staggered back to halls exhausted. Rachel slept in my bed again, cuddling me naked all night. Some time around 5 am we were woken by the sounds of Hannah fucking someone loudly next door. Making us predictably horny, we sleepily made love in a long, sensual way until we orgasmed and passed out again until lunchtime.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				The weeks settled into a familiar rhythm. Wednesday afternoon was Sports Club socials, and usually Rachel would stay overnight, sleeping naked in my bed. 
			

			
				Friday nights were the highlight of our week. The girls from the flat would all head out for a night of fun and adventure. Leah, always the life of the party, seemed to have a different boyfriend almost every week, and Dani continued her search for that special someone. Meanwhile, Hannah and I were always on the prowl, determined to find someone to take home for a passionate night of pleasure, listening to each other through the wall.
			

			
				One of our favourite fantasies was to find a couple of willing boys and enjoy a thrilling foursome, just like that unforgettable night with Ryan and James. It was an exhilarating experience, but not all boys were as adventurous as Ryan and James had been. Some were too shy or unsure, and we would end up in separate rooms, still having a good time but missing the intensity of our shared pleasure.
			

			
				Simon would come by the flat from time to time and fuck either Dani or me, depending on who was around and horny. I knew Dani had no interest in a threesome with me, although I would have been happy to.
			

			
				And Saturday after netball practice, when I was still horny from showering with all the beautiful naked girls, I usually went to see Chris and we spent the afternoon experimenting in bed.
			

			
				 
			

			
				This particular week, I had already decided what I wanted to experiment with, something I'd been wanting to explore with Chris for a while. As we lay naked on his bed, our bodies entwined and lips locked in passionate kisses, I mustered the courage to share my fantasy with him. We’d experimented a lot with anal play with fingers, but now I wanted to take it to the next level. My only nervousness was that his dick was impressively large.
			

			
				"I want you to fuck me in the ass," I whispered, my heart racing with anticipation.
			

			
				Chris looked at me, his eyes filled with both desire and concern. "That would be hot," he replied, "but let's take it slow. You tell me if I need to ease off at any point."
			

			
				I nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and vulnerability. I lay on my back, lifting my legs up, presenting myself to him, and feeling sexy yet exposed. I knew how much he loved exploring every part of me, so I spread myself wide, giving him full access.
			

			
				With a gentle touch, he applied some lube to his fingers and his dick and then teased my tight entrance with his finger, drawing moans of pleasure from me. The sensations sent shivers of delight through my body, and I spread my legs wider, yearning for more.
			

			
				Chris applied more pressure to my ass, slowly inserting one finger. The pleasure was intense, and I was quickly approaching the edge of orgasm. As a second finger joined the first, my hand found my clit, and I stimulated myself in rhythm with his thrusts. I climaxed, my body quivering and my wetness flowing down over my ass.
			

			
				Feeling completely relaxed, I surrendered to the sensations as Chris stretched me open even more. It felt incredible. Withdrawing his fingers, he positioned his thick cock against my tight entrance, seeking my permission to proceed.
			

			
				"Are you ready?" he asked, concern still evident in his voice. "I can stop any time you want."
			

			
				But I was ready. My desire overpowered any nervousness I felt, and I looked into his eyes with certainty. "Fuck me in my ass," I said.
			

			
				With a smile, he leaned forward, and I felt the pressure of him pressing against my ring of muscle before he slowly slipped inside. A cry of pleasure escaped my lips as his thick cock entered me, stretching me in a way I had never experienced before.
			

			
				He took his time, inch by inch, filling me with his thickness. The sensation was overwhelming, and I gripped the sheets, lost in a whirlwind of pleasure. Once he was halfway in, he began a steady rhythm of thrusting, and my hand continued to work on my clit and plunge into my wet and open cunt.
			

			
				As pleasure coursed through me, I approached the edge once again, and another powerful orgasm swept over me. My body trembled as I pleaded, "Keep going, harder."
			

			
				As Chris obliged, picking up the pace and driving deeper into me, the intensity of his thrusts sent shockwaves of pleasure through my entire body. The sensation of his thick cock fully immersed in my ass was unlike anything I had experienced before, and it only served to heighten the pleasure building within me.
			

			
				My fingers worked tirelessly on my swollen clit, matching the rhythm of Chris's thrusts, and I could feel the waves of ecstasy washing over me. The intense pleasure of his cock stretching me combined with the intoxicating pleasure of my own touch pushed me to the brink once more.
			

			
				I surrendered myself to the pleasure. My body tensed with anticipation, and then it happened, a euphoric release unlike anything I had ever felt before. With an electrifying surge of pleasure, I felt a wave of intense pleasure engulf me, and I erupted like a fountain.
			

			
				My body convulsed with the force of the climax, and I arched my back, my cries of pleasure echoing in the room. A gush of warm fluid surged from me, soaking the bed beneath us.
			

			
				Chris continued to thrust into me, drawing out every last ounce of pleasure from my quivering body. He was relentless, taking me to new heights of ecstasy with each powerful thrust.
			

			
				The experience was almost too much to bear as my body shuddered and trembled. Chris withdrew from my ass, grabbed his cock in his hand and ejaculated, his warm cum cascading over my body like a torrential downpour. 
			

			
				"Wow," Chris gasped.
			

			
				I giggled softly, feeling a sense of contentment washing over me. "Wow, indeed," I replied, playfully running my fingers through the trails of cum that adorned my body.
			

			
				I turned my head to look at him, and a satisfied smile crossed my lips. "That was incredible," I said. "Thank you for fulfilling my fantasy."
			

			
				Chris grinned back at me, his eyes filled with affection. "You're welcome," he replied, gently caressing my cheek. "I love exploring new things with you."
			

			
				I snuggled close to him, feeling a sense of closeness and intimacy. As we lay there, wrapped in each other's arms, the room filled with a sense of contentment and tranquillity. 
			

			
				After a sensual shower together, we returned to the bed and cuddled naked. After a while, I turned to him, giving him a playful kiss, and said, "That reminds me of something." I smiled mischievously before continuing, "I've been practising not gagging."
			

			
				He smiled as I moved down his body, my lips teasingly brushing against his soft cock. With a seductive smile, I wrapped my fingers around the base of his shaft, feeling the warmth and firmness beginning to return. My touch was deliberate, eliciting shivers of pleasure through him.
			

			
				As his dick grew harder in my hand, I knew it was time to demonstrate my technique. My tongue darted out to taste the tip, savouring the salty essence of his arousal. I wanted to show him just how much I had practised and how eager I was to please him.
			

			
				Lowering my head, I parted my lips and took him into my mouth, slowly at first, relishing the sensation of him filling my mouth. I made sure to wet him thoroughly, using my tongue to explore every inch of his length. His response was immediate; he let out a soft moan, encouraging me to continue.
			

			
				With each movement of my head, I found my gag reflex had become less sensitive, allowing me to take him deeper without discomfort. I was determined to impress him and show off my newfound ability. As my lips glided along his shaft, I looked up at him with a mix of naughtiness and desire.
			

			
				Lowering my head, I parted my lips and took him in slowly, savouring every inch of his hardness as it filled my mouth. I couldn't help but let out a soft moan of pleasure myself. With a tender touch, I traced the veins along his shaft, using my tongue to explore every inch of him. I wanted him to feel the passion and dedication with which I was attending to him. My lips enveloped him, creating a perfect seal as I moved down, inch by inch, taking him deeper.
			

			
				As I worked my way up and down his length, I could feel him becoming increasingly aroused. His hips subtly moved in response to my movements, urging me to continue. Taking him fully in my mouth, I pressed myself down as far as I could go, savouring the feeling of his large cock filling me until I wasn't sure I could take any more. My throat constricted around him, and my lips grazed the base of his cock.
			

			
				Maintaining eye contact with him, I gauged his reactions, taking cues from the subtle shifts in his expression and the soft moans that escaped his lips. It was incredibly empowering to witness the pleasure I was able to bring him, and I couldn't help but feel a sense of pride in my accomplishment.
			

			
				As I picked up the pace, my enthusiasm and desire to please him intensified. I moved my head up and down quickly, creating a rhythmic motion that sent waves of pleasure coursing through him. Each time I rose up to the tip and then sank back down to take him fully down my throat, I focused on maintaining a steady, pleasurable pace.
			

			
				Despite the challenge of suppressing my gag reflex, I pushed my tongue out along his shaft while I took him deeper, knowing that this added sensation would make the experience even more intense for him. The thick bile from my throat coated his cock and balls, adding an extra layer of wetness and heat to our encounter.
			

			
				My eyes were watering, but I was so engrossed in the pleasure I was giving him that I hardly noticed. As I continued to pleasure him with my mouth, I could sense that he was getting closer to the edge. His breathing became more laboured, and his hips moved in sync with my motions, a clear indication of the intensity of his arousal. “I’m close,” he gasped.
			

			
				His moans grew louder and more urgent, and I knew that he was on the brink of release. Remembering his earlier instructions, I waited until I felt his body tense, indicating that he was almost there. With a mischievous glint in my eye, I decided to add a little surprise to his climax.
			

			
				Gently, I pushed my finger as deep into his ass as it would go, feeling the tight ring of muscle yield to my touch. His gasp of pleasure confirmed that he enjoyed the unexpected sensation, and it spurred him on even further. His hips bucked instinctively, driving himself deeper into my mouth as he surrendered to the overwhelming pleasure and completely lost control.
			

			
				With one final, deliberate movement, I felt him throb in my mouth, and a surge of warmth filled my senses. He cried out louder than I had heard him do before, and I knew he was reaching the peak of his ecstasy. 
			

			
				His cock throbbed in my mouth, and his warm cum filled my eager lips, load after load pulsing from him as quickly as I could swallow. As he gasped for breath, I continued to suck gently, prolonging his ecstasy as long as possible. 
			

			
				His hand gently caressed my hair, and I felt a sense of pride and accomplishment wash over me. Knowing that I could bring him such pleasure and happiness filled me with a profound sense of satisfaction.
			

			
				As he caught his breath, a satisfied smile spread across his lips. "That was… so good," he whispered. "You really have been practising."
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				There was another crazy thing that happened during this period. It was one of those random Monday nights when, for no reason at all, we all ended up having a party in our kitchen.
			

			
				Do you remember Leah’s first boyfriend at Uni, Dave? Leah was between boyfriends and had had him over for some mind-blowing afternoon sex. They had spent the afternoon in her room making lots of noise, but were now with us in the kitchen. 
			

			
				Anyway, there was quite a sexually charged atmosphere in the flat for some reason. Simon was also there and had just fucked Dani. There was quite a bit of kissing and talking about sex and fantasies.
			

			
				I finally confessed to Leah and Dave that I had seen them fucking on the sofa once.
			

			
				"Oh my God, you what?!" Leah exclaimed, her eyes wide with surprise and amusement as she turned to me. The alcohol seemed to amplify her reaction, making her even more intrigued by what I had just revealed.
			

			
				I giggled, feeling a bit embarrassed but also exhilarated by the confession. "Yeah," I replied, my words slightly slurred from the alcohol. "Remember that time when you two were going at it on the sofa, and I came home early? I saw the whole thing!"
			

			
				Dave seemed completely nonplussed by this, but then he was the most chill person I’d ever met. He glanced at Leah, who was looking at him with a playful smirk on her face. 
			

			
				Leah seemed to be taking it in her stride, too. She leaned in closer to me, her eyes dancing with excitement. "Well, well, well," she said teasingly. "And what did you think of the show?"
			

			
				I shrugged, feeling a surge of confidence from the alcohol coursing through me. "I have to admit, it was very hot," I said with a mischievous grin. "You two were really going at it, and I couldn't help but watch. I mean, it's hard to ignore when you're making all that noise!"
			

			
				Leah's playful smirk grew wider, and she leaned in even closer, lowering her voice. "And did it turn you on, Carrie?" she asked, her gaze locked with mine.
			

			
				I felt a flush of heat spreading across my cheeks as I nodded. "Yeah, it kinda did," I admitted. "I mean, it was hot to see you both so into each other."
			

			
				“Did you wank?” she asked directly.
			

			
				I blushed and nodded as I took a sip of my drink to cover my embarrassment.
			

			
				The playful banter continued as the night wore on, and we all enjoyed the lively atmosphere in the flat. We talked about our wildest fantasies, shared embarrassing hookup stories, and laughed until our sides hurt. The alcohol had truly unleashed our inhibitions, and it seemed like nothing was off-limits in our conversations.
			

			
				As the clock ticked past midnight, some of our friends decided to call it a night and headed to their rooms. But Hannah, Leah, Dave, and I were still wide awake, fueled by the excitement of the evening.
			

			
				Leah leaned in closer to me, her eyes still sparkling with mischief. "You know," she began, "I wouldn't mind being watched again."
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow, intrigued by her words. "Oh, really?" I replied, playing along.
			

			
				Dave, who had been quietly listening to our conversation, chimed in with some rare words, "That would be pretty hot, I have to say."
			

			
				I grinned, feeling a sense of camaraderie with them both. "Maybe next time, I'll make sure to knock before I come in," I said, teasingly. 
			

			
				Leah laughed, her eyes meeting Dave's with a knowing look. "Or you could just come back to my room now and watch us fuck" she said. "You know, if you're up for it."
			

			
				I felt a rush of excitement at her proposition. Hannah, too, seemed turned on by the idea. “Don’t forget to invite me!” she laughed.
			

			
				The room filled with laughter, and the playful energy continued to bubble between us. Hannah's enthusiasm added to the charged atmosphere, and it was clear that we were all feeling the thrill of the moment.
			

			
				"You're welcome to join the audience anytime," Leah replied, winking at Hannah. "The more, the merrier, right?"
			

			
				Hannah giggled and playfully nudged me. "Looks like we've got front-row seats to the show," she teased.
			

			
				I giggled, feeling a mix of excitement and nervousness. The idea of being a voyeur and watching Leah and Dave again was enticing, but I also couldn't help but wonder if it might lead to something more intimate.
			

			
				Leah's eyes met mine, her gaze intense and inviting. "Are you really up for it, Carrie?" she asked, suddenly serious. Leah's cheeks were flushed, and her eyes sparkled with a mix of excitement and nervousness.
			

			
				The question hung in the air, and the room seemed to hold its breath for a moment. It was clear that we were all considering the proposition carefully, weighing the potential excitement against any reservations we might have.
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged glances, the unspoken understanding between us communicating volumes. We were both open to exploring this new experience, and the thought of doing so with our close friends only made it more appealing.
			

			
				With a coy smile, Leah stood up, extending a hand towards me. "Well, shall we?" she asked playfully. I took her hand, feeling a rush of excitement as we made our way to her room, Hannah and Dave following close behind. 
			

			
				Inside her room, the atmosphere shifted, charged with a mix of anticipation and intimacy. We gathered around Leah's bed, the soft glow of a lamp casting a warm ambiance over the room.
			

			
				As Leah and Dave made their way onto the bed, their attraction to each other was undeniable. Their lips met with an eagerness that hinted at the depths of their desire. Hannah and I took our places on nearby chairs, observing the scene with a mix of excitement and nervousness.
			

			
				In an effort to ease the tension, we each lit cigarettes, the soft glow of the tips adding to the intimate ambiance of the room. As we exhaled tendrils of smoke, the air seemed to carry the mingling scents of desire and anticipation.
			

			
				Hannah shot me a quick, mischievous grin, and I returned it with a nod, our silent acknowledgement of the thrilling adventure we were about to embark on. We were both curious and open-minded, eager to explore new depths of pleasure and connection.
			

			
				Leah and Dave's kiss deepened, their hands gently exploring each other's bodies with a tender familiarity. I leaned back in my chair, my cigarette held between my fingers, its ember casting a soft glow on my face. Hannah's gaze was fixed on the entangled couple on the bed, her eyes filled with curiosity and a touch of longing.
			

			
				Leah and Dave's kiss deepened, their lips locked in a passionate embrace as their hands roamed freely over each other's bodies. The room seemed to hum with electricity as their tender touches kindled a fire within them.
			

			
				Leah began to unbutton Dave's shirt, her fingers trembling slightly with anticipation. She revelled in the sight of his strong chest and the way his muscles flexed beneath her touch. Dave, fully aware of the effect he had on Leah, leaned into her touch, his eyes filled with a mix of desire and affection. He allowed her to undress him, savouring the feeling of her hands against his skin.
			

			
				Dave was now wearing only his underwear, which was strained and stretched to its limit by his throbbing, big dick. He seemed to be enjoying Hannah and me looking at it. He began to return the favour, gently tugging at the straps of Leah's dress, revealing the curves of her body. 
			

			
				I couldn't resist the temptation any longer; the sight of their passionate embrace had ignited a fire within me. My hand found its way to my jeans, fingers slipping inside, seeking the sweet release of pleasure.
			

			
				Hannah noticed my actions, and a mischievous grin spread across her lips. Without a word, she slowly inched her hand under her short skirt, her own fingers exploring the warmth between her legs.
			

			
				Dave's fingers worked skillfully, releasing Leah's bra and allowing it to fall away, revealing her perfectly sized breasts. The room seemed to hold its breath as we took in the breathtaking sight before us. Leah's face was flushed, a mixture of embarrassment and desire painting her features. The rosy flush extended to the top of her chest and the swell of her breasts.
			

			
				Her nipples stood dark and erect, evidence of the arousal coursing through her body. It was clear that Leah was fully immersed in the moment, embracing the thrilling experience of being watched and desired by us. Her body seemed to radiate a magnetic energy, drawing us closer to her as if we were under an intoxicating spell.
			

			
				As Dave leaned in to taste her, his lips tracing a path along her neck and down to her breasts, Leah let out a soft moan of pleasure. Her fingers tangled in his hair, encouraging him to explore further. 
			

			
				Dave now moved further down and slipped Leah’s knickers off. I felt my heart thumping in my chest as I saw Leah’s beautiful cunt. Her trimmed, light hair framed her mound like an invitation, and her large labia already looked swollen, pink, and wet with desire. Her slit glistened, and at the base, a hint of her opening. Dave wasted no time going down on her, opening her up with his fingers and running his tongue up and down her slit before focusing on her clit. Leah's response was immediate as she arched her back and pushed her tits out, offering herself fully to the pleasure and the thrill of being watched.
			

			
				As Dave expertly pleasured Leah, my own fingers worked feverishly on my clit. The pleasure was overwhelming, my body responding eagerly to the intoxicating scene playing out before us.
			

			
				Glancing at Hannah, I saw that she, too, had given in to her desire. Her knickers were pulled down to her ankles, her legs spread open, and her fingers buried deep in her own wetness. The sight of her lost in pleasure only fueled the fire within me, igniting a primal need for release.
			

			
				Leah's moans filled the room, her pleasure and arousal echoing through us all. I found myself lost in the heady combination of watching and experiencing, the lines between observer and participant completely blurred.
			

			
				As Dave continued to drive Leah wild with his skillful tongue, he was on all fours on the bed. My eyes were irresistibly drawn to his pants, where his massive package hung between his legs, a sight that had intrigued me for so long. I could feel the collective desire in the room, an unspoken yearning to witness the full extent of Dave's impressive endowment.
			

			
				Hannah, who had been watching with rapt attention, shared my curiosity. Her gaze lingered on Dave's bulge, and I could see the hunger in her eyes. 
			

			
				Leah's breaths quickened, and her body tensed with arousal. It was evident that she was on the cusp of climaxing, her desire reaching its peak. Dave's oral prowess was undoubtedly driving her wild.
			

			
				"Come for us, Leah," Hannah whispered excitedly. 
			

			
				As if spurred on by Hannah's encouragement, Leah's moans crescendoed into a high-pitched cry, her body trembling with the force of her climax. The sight of her surrendering to pleasure was an intoxicating spectacle, and it sent a thrill through all of us. Her face and neck flushed even more than before.
			

			
				As she came down from her climax, her body glistening with sweat and her breathing ragged, Dave's eyes met mine, a knowing glint in his gaze. He was fully aware of the effect he had on us, and it only added to the allure of the moment.
			

			
				The sight of Leah's arousal was mesmerising, and as Dave moved out from between her legs, her intimate core was on full display. Her cunt was now a deep shade of pink, swollen and glistening with desire, a beautiful manifestation of the pleasure she had experienced. Her vagina gaped open and her thick, white essence ran down from it over her asshole.
			

			
				With a knowing smile and a newfound confidence, Leah took control of the moment, pushing Dave gently back onto the bed. Our eyes were locked on Dave, eagerly awaiting the sight we had been secretly longing for.
			

			
				With a teasing glint in her eye, Leah hooked her fingers into the waistband of Dave's pants and pulled them down slowly. The anticipation seemed to stretch on forever, but finally, the moment arrived. Dave's impressive member was revealed, springing free from its confines with a magnificent force.
			

			
				Hannah and I gasped audibly, our eyes widening at the sight before us. The sheer size of Dave's cock was awe-inspiring, a sight that took our breath away. It was easily the biggest cock I had ever seen, and its girth and length were enough to leave any woman trembling with desire.
			

			
				Leah seemed to take great pride in the reaction she elicited from both of us. Her confidence was apparent as she playfully stroked Dave's impressive length, eliciting a soft moan from him. She knew the effect his size had on us and enjoyed showing it off to her friends.
			

			
				"God, it's huge," Hannah whispered.
			

			
				I nodded in agreement, my heart racing. I couldn't tear my eyes away from it. Leah ran her tongue up the length of Dave's impressive cock a few times, relishing the way it elicited soft moans from him. She teased him playfully, but we all knew she was just getting started. With a seductive glint in her eye, she took the tip of his cock into her mouth, savouring the taste and the sensation.
			

			
				Dave's moans grew louder, his pleasure evident as Leah expertly teased him. But despite her best efforts, the sheer size of his cock made it difficult for her to take more than just the tip into her mouth.
			

			
				After a few more moments, Leah leaned back on the bed, her eyes locked on ours. Her desire was evident, and she was eager to show us the next stage of their intimate encounter. "I want you to watch Dave fuck me," she whispered.
			

			
				With a sense of anticipation, Dave positioned himself between Leah's legs, the tip of his cock teasing her open cunt, rubbing gently against her lips. She moaned in response, her body arching towards him, craving his touch. The room seemed to hold its breath as we all waited for the moment of penetration, our eyes fixed on the intimate connection about to unfold before us.
			

			
				Slowly, he began to push inside, inch by inch, until he was fully immersed in her warmth. Leah's gasp of pleasure filled the air, and her fingers clenched the sheets as she savoured the feeling of him filling her completely.
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged glances, impressed that Leah had taken the whole thing inside her. Her moans of pleasure filled the room, echoing the raw passion that enveloped them both. We watched in awe, captivated by the sight before us.
			

			
				Dave's thrusts grew more urgent, each one driving Leah closer to the edge of ecstasy. Her body quivered with pleasure, her moans growing louder and more desperate as she teetered on the brink of climax. It was a sight that stirred something deep within us, a longing for pleasure and connection that we couldn't ignore.
			

			
				Feeling the intense arousal building within me, I couldn't resist the temptation any longer. With a quick glance at Hannah, I slipped my jeans and knickers down to my ankles, giving myself more access to my throbbing desire. My fingers found their way to my wet and swollen clit, and I began to frantically pleasure myself, mirroring the rhythm of Dave's thrusts.
			

			
				I could see Hannah doing the same beside me, her own fingers dancing over her sensitive folds. The room was filled with the heady scent of sex and desire, and it only heightened the intensity of the moment.
			

			
				Just as Leah's back arched and she let out a primal cry of pleasure, her orgasm washing over her, I felt my own climax approaching. The sight of her pleasure, combined with the feeling of my fingers working my most intimate areas, pushed me over the edge. My body trembled with the force of my orgasm, and I let out a moan of pure ecstasy.
			

			
				From the corner of my eye, I saw Hannah experiencing the same euphoria, her body shaking as she reached her own climax. It was a shared moment of bliss as the three of us climaxed together.
			

			
				Leah shifted onto all fours, her enticing curves fully exposed. Dave wasted no time, positioning himself behind her, his hands firmly grasping her hips as he entered her from behind.
			

			
				The sight was mesmerising. Leah's eyes locked with ours, a mischievous smile playing on her lips as her breasts swung back and forth with each thrust. I could see his thick length sliding in and out of her, disappearing into her wet and swollen depths with each powerful thrust. It was an incredibly erotic sight that ignited a fire of desire within me.
			

			
				Hannah and I were now fully engrossed in the erotic display before us. Our own hands never ceased their movements, still pleasuring ourselves in response to the passionate scene unfolding in front of us. The room was filled with the sounds of wet flesh meeting, moans of pleasure, and the intoxicating scent of sex.
			

			
				Leah's back arched, her head thrown back, and she let out a guttural moan as Dave's powerful thrusts drove her closer to another climax. He held her hips firmly, guiding her movements as she rocked against him, the pleasure written all over her flushed face. It was evident that they were lost in their own world of passion, yet fully aware of the mesmerised audience they had before them.
			

			
				I watched in awe as Leah's body trembled, her moans growing louder, signalling that she was on the brink of yet another orgasm. The raw intensity of the moment was overwhelming, and I found myself on the verge of climax as well. It was a thrilling and exhilarating experience, witnessing the unbridled pleasure that coursed through her.
			

			
				Dave's rhythm became more urgent, and I could see him edging closer to his own release. The sight of his thick length driving into Leah's wetness, combined with the knowledge that we were all caught in this whirlwind of passion together, sent me over the edge once more. My body quivered with pleasure, and my breaths came in ragged gasps as I experienced another powerful climax. Leah's orgasm washed over her in a wave of ecstasy, and she let out a primal cry, her body shuddering with pleasure. 
			

			
				My heart pounded in my chest as Leah glanced over at us, her eyes bright with a mixture of post-orgasmic bliss and mischievous curiosity. "Who wants a go now?" she asked playfully. I couldn't believe what I was hearing; I thought we were there purely as spectators, indulging in the thrill of watching our friends embrace their desire.
			

			
				Before I could respond, Hannah was already shedding the rest of her clothes with an eager grin on her face. Her excitement was obvious, and the look in her eyes told me she couldn't resist.
			

			
				Hannah bounced over to the bed, her naked form a captivating sight. She crawled onto the bed beside Leah, and I found myself both stunned and aroused by the boldness of her actions. Hannah had always been adventurous, but this was taking things to a whole new level.
			

			
				Leah giggled softly, clearly enjoying the attention she was receiving. Her hand reached out to caress Hannah's thigh, the intimate touch causing a shiver of anticipation to run through both of them. 
			

			
				As Hannah positioned herself between Leah's legs, facing Dave, I felt a mixture of emotions wash over me. Part of me was taken aback by the sudden turn of events, while another part of me couldn't deny the thrill of excitement that surged through my own body.
			

			
				Hannah spread her own legs and Dave, holding his cock pressed against her entrance. It occurred to me that Hannah was normally a strong advocate for using condoms, but seemed to have thrown caution to the wind tonight. Leah, behind Hannah, moved her hands down over Hannah’s tits, and started massaging her nipples as Dave slid himself inside Hannah’s hairy cunt.
			

			
				“Fuck, you’re so big.” gasped Hannah.
			

			
				As Dave's powerful thrusts rocked Hannah's body, I couldn't help but feel another surge of arousal building within me. The erotic sight before me, combined with Leah's skillful touch on Hannah's breasts, was overwhelming. The sounds of pleasure that filled the room heightened my own desire, and I could feel myself edging closer to another climax.
			

			
				Hannah's gasps and moans mingled with the creaking of the bed, matching the rhythm of Dave's thrusts. Hannah's eyes locked with mine, a mixture of pleasure and invitation evident in her gaze. We had shared intimate moments before, but this was different; the intensity of the encounter with Dave had elevated the experience to a whole new level. He was everything Leah had told us he was, and more.
			

			
				As Dave continued to thrust into Hannah, her moans of pleasure filled the room, growing louder and more urgent with each passing moment. "Fuck," she gasped. Her body trembled beneath his touch, and I could see the pleasure etched across her face.
			

			
				The sight of Hannah succumbing to her pleasure pushed me closer to the edge as well. The shared intimacy of the moment and the raw passion before us were too much to bear. My body tensed with anticipation, and as I saw Hannah's climax wash over her, I couldn't hold back any longer. With a gasp, I let myself go, surrendering to the waves of pleasure that coursed through me. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Hannah's body trembled with sensitivity as she pushed Dave away, her breath coming in short gasps. "Carrie's turn," she said. My heart skipped a beat, and a rush of both anticipation and nervousness surged through me. This was the moment I had been waiting for, but the idea of taking Dave's massive cock in front of my friends was both thrilling and intimidating.
			

			
				Swapping with Hannah, I positioned myself between Leah's legs, Dave moved closer, his impressive length still slick with Hannah's juices. I could feel my cheeks flush with embarrassment and excitement, knowing that they were all watching, waiting to see how I would handle him. I could feel Leah’s warm body behind me, the heat from her mound on my back. Her hands went to my tits and teased my nipples.
			

			
				Dave's eyes locked with mine, and I could see the desire burning in his gaze. He ran his hands down my body, his touch sending shivers down my spine. Slowly, he guided his throbbing cock to my entrance, teasing me with the tip.
			

			
				I took a deep breath, trying to calm my nerves. With a soft gasp, I felt him push inside me, stretching me to my limits. He was even bigger than I had imagined, and I couldn't help but moan as he stretched me open.
			

			
				The room seemed to fade away as I lost myself in the sensations. I felt a sense of empowerment, knowing that my friends were watching, enjoying the intimacy we were sharing. With each thrust, I surrendered to the pleasure, my body responding to his every touch.
			

			
				Hannah and Leah watched with rapt attention, their eyes locked on us as we moved together. As the pleasure reached its peak, I felt myself teetering on the edge of release. With a loud cry, I let go, my body convulsing with the force of my orgasm. Dave's thrusts grew more urgent, driving me over the edge and pushing me into a state of pure ecstasy.
			

			
				As my climax subsided, I collapsed onto the bed, my breath coming in ragged gasps. Dave continued to move, his thrusts growing more urgent as he neared his own release. With one final, breathless cry, Dave reached his climax, his body tensing as he spilled his cum inside me. I gasped at the sensation, feeling his warmth filling me.
			

			
				As we all lay there, spent and satisfied, I felt a sense of connection that went beyond mere physical pleasure. We had shared an intimate experience, a moment of vulnerability and desire that had brought us closer together as friends.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 12
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was a typical Saturday afternoon at Chris's place. The room was filled with the heady scent of sex, and our naked bodies glistened with sweat after an intense session of passionate lovemaking. I lay beside Chris, feeling completely satiated yet still aroused by the lingering pleasure.
			

			
				As we basked in the afterglow, I found myself opening up to him about a recent escapade with Rachel. "You know," I began, my voice slightly breathless, "Rachel and I had another threesome with a random boy earlier this week."
			

			
				Chris raised an intrigued eyebrow, his eyes locked on mine. "Oh? Tell me more," he said.
			

			
				I recounted the thrilling details of our encounter, “You know," I continued, "one thing I've never done is have a threesome with two guys." The admission hung in the air, charged with a sense of anticipation.
			

			
				A mischievous grin spread across Chris's face. "Is that so?" he replied playfully, his fingers tracing lazy circles on my skin. "I must say, the thought of sharing you with another guy is turning me on."
			

			
				My cheeks flushed with excitement and a hint of nervousness. The idea of having two men pleasuring me at once had always been a fantasy. With a newfound spark of adventure, Chris leaned in closer, his lips grazing against my ear. "Tell me more about this fantasy," he whispered, his warm breath sending shivers down my spine.
			

			
				I hesitated for a moment, gathering my thoughts, before sharing my deepest desires with him. "I love the idea of having two dicks at once," I confessed, feeling a surge of arousal at my own words. "The thought of being completely overwhelmed by pleasure, of feeling both inside me, it drives me wild. Have you ever shared a girl with someone before?” I asked.
			

			
				“Actually, quite a few times,” he confessed, his eyes gleaming with a hint of mischief. "You know Anders, my flatmate?"
			

			
				“Yes," I replied, recalling the times we had bumped into him in the flat and at bars.
			

			
				“Well, there was a time a while back when we were quite into picking up a girl together and bringing her back here,” he continued.
			

			
				My heart skipped a beat as I processed his words. The idea of Chris and his flatmate sharing an intimate encounter with another girl intrigued and excited me. I found myself drawn to the thought of exploring new realms of pleasure with them. And they’d done it many times!
			

			
				"Oh, my god, the thought of that turns me on so much," I said as I gently stroked his chest. “I bet you fucked those naughty girls hard,” I said, beginning to get excited. The images of their passionate escapades fueled my arousal, and I could feel the heat building between my legs.
			

			
				"Do you think Anders would be interested in joining us?" I asked.
			

			
				Chris's eyes gleamed with desire as he considered the possibility. "I think he would. We stopped doing it because he got a girlfriend, but they recently split."
			

			
				The idea of a threesome with Chris and Anders sent an electric thrill through my body. I could already feel my body responding to the excitement, my heart racing with anticipation. Chris seemed to be turned on by the idea too, because I could see his dick was getting hard again.
			

			
				His fingers traced delicate patterns up my thigh and between my legs, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. With the excitement still buzzing between us, I looked into Chris's eyes with a playful grin. "Can you arrange it for next Saturday?" I asked. "I want you and Anders to both fuck me." My breath was coming fast now and I was soaking wet again as Chris’s fingers brushed my cunt.
			

			
				Chris's face lit up with a smile, clearly eager to make my desires come true. "I'll talk to Anders and see if he’s up for it. I have a feeling he won't be able to resist the idea. I’ve seen the way he looks at you."
			

			
				My heart pounded with excitement at the thought of the coming Saturday. The anticipation of what was to come ignited a fire of arousal within me, and I could already feel the thrill of the experience coursing through my veins. I straddled Chris, and slipped his hard cock inside me once again.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As the days passed and Saturday drew near, I found it difficult to contain my excitement. The images of Chris and Anders together, their hands and mouths exploring my body, played like a continuous loop in my mind. I could hardly wait for the moment to arrive. I was hornier than ever, and couldn’t stop touching myself.
			

			
				Finally, Saturday arrived, and I arrived at Chris's flat with a mixture of nervousness and anticipation. I opted for a pair of well-fitted, dark blue jeans that hugged my curves in all the right places, emphasising my figure. I paired them with a loose, off-the-shoulder, black crop top and no bra, which allowed a subtle peek of skin without being too revealing.
			

			
				The door opened, and there was Chris, his eyes lighting up with a familiar spark of desire as he welcomed me inside. As I stepped in, I couldn't help but notice Anders standing there too, his presence adding to the sense of anticipation that filled the room.
			

			
				"We've been waiting for you," Chris said with a playful smile, his voice sending a delicious shiver down my spine.
			

			
				I returned his smile, feeling a surge of arousal as I looked between Chris and Anders. Both of them were incredibly attractive, and the thought of being with both of them at once was almost too much to handle.
			

			
				"Well, here I am," I replied, trying to sound confident despite the butterflies in my stomach.
			

			
				We all knew why I was there, so without any more talk, I followed Chris and Anders to Chris’s bedroom and we sat down on the edge of the bed, with me between them. It felt a bit awkward, but I leaned into Anders and started kissing him.
			

			
				As our lips met, a rush of excitement surged through me. Anders's kiss was soft yet full of passion, and I couldn't help but be drawn further into his embrace. Chris's touch on my side sent shivers down my spine.
			

			
				The initial awkwardness faded away as the three of us became more comfortable in each other's company. Our kisses grew more intense, fueled by a shared desire to explore and pleasure one another. My hands roamed freely over both of their thighs, feeling the warmth of their skin beneath my touch.
			

			
				Anders's hand found its way to the small of my back, pulling me closer to him, while Chris's fingers traced gentle patterns on my arm, creating a delicious sensation that sent tingles through my body. The feeling of being desired by both of them was intoxicating, and I found myself growing bolder with each passing moment.
			

			
				Breaking the kiss with Anders, I turned to Chris and leaned in to kiss him too. Our lips met with a fiery passion, and I felt a rush of exhilaration at the thought of exploring this new level of intimacy.
			

			
				As I kissed Chris, Anders's hand gently traced its way up my thigh, sending shivers of anticipation through me. The sensation of being touched by two sets of hands was electrifying, and I couldn't help but moan softly into Chris's mouth.
			

			
				Chris's hands gently caressed my back and sides, sending shivers of pleasure through me. Anders's fingers traced a path up my inner thigh, and I let out a soft gasp of delight, encouraging him to go further.
			

			
				I turned my attention to Anders, my eyes locked with his as I reached out to unbutton his shirt. I couldn't help but feel a rush of excitement as each button gave way, exposing more of his chest.
			

			
				My fingers trailed lightly over his skin, exploring the contours of his chest and abs. His skin was warm to the touch, and I could feel the rhythm of his heart quickening under my hand.
			

			
				As I leaned in to kiss him again, I felt Chris's hands on my waist, undoing the button of my jeans. I gasped softly as he slowly pulled down the zipper. Anders's lips left mine briefly as he whispered, "You're so beautiful."
			

			
				Chris and Anders then worked together to slide my jeans down, exposing my lace panties underneath. Anders's hands traced a path up my thighs, causing me to shiver with anticipation. I let out a soft moan as his fingers grazed my inner thighs, teasingly close to my most intimate area.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Chris continued to explore my upper body, his hands cupping my small breasts through the fabric of my crop top. I arched my back slightly, inviting his touch, and he responded by gently kneading my breasts, sending waves of pleasure through me.
			

			
				My heart was racing. I could feel the weight of their desire, their hunger for me, and it sent waves of excitement through every nerve in my body. Chris's hands wandered up my sides, pushing my crop top higher, and I lifted my arms to allow him to remove it completely. The fabric slipped off, exposing my small breasts to their eager gazes.
			

			
				Anders leaned in, and his lips found one of my nipples, gently teasing it with his tongue. I moaned softly, arching my back in response to the pleasure coursing through me. Chris's lips closed around my other nipple, and the dual sensation of both of them licking and sucking sent jolts of pleasure through my body. It was an incredible feeling, and I couldn't help but squirm on the bed.
			

			
				With every lick and suck, the pleasure intensified, and I felt my arousal building rapidly. The wetness between my legs grew, and I could feel the dampness seeping into my knickers. It was a delicious ache, a mix of pleasure and desperation that had me craving more.
			

			
				Chris and Anders seemed to sense my desperation, but wanted to torment me further. They both placed their hands on my inner thighs, but not close enough to touch where I needed it so desperately. They both continued at my nipples. Incredibly, I felt my arousal mounting towards an orgasm, something that had never happened without being touched between my legs before. I squirmed more and moaned louder. 
			

			
				Chris and Anders seemed to take delight in teasing me. Their hands, so close yet not quite touching where I needed them most, sent waves of anticipation coursing through my body. I squirmed on the bed, my hips shifting involuntarily as I tried to chase their elusive touch.
			

			
				The sensations at my nipples intensified, and I felt an unexpected surge of arousal building deep within me. It was a thrilling and unfamiliar sensation, the knowledge that I was getting closer to orgasm without any direct stimulation. It was a maddeningly delicious torture, and I found myself craving more, begging for release.
			

			
				"Please," I gasped, my voice sounding pleading and desperate. "Touch me, please."
			

			
				But they only laughed in response, their hands inching closer but still not making contact with my throbbing core. I could feel the telltale signs of an impending orgasm building within me. I knew they had done this to girls before, and that only turned me on more.
			

			
				The sensations at my nipples and the anticipation between my legs became a heady combination, and I felt my body trembling with pleasure. It was as if every nerve in my body was on fire, and I surrendered to the overwhelming sensation.
			

			
				The waves of pleasure intensified, and I could feel my climax approaching like a tidal wave but just out of reach. It was an almost unbearable pleasure, the pleasure of being denied and yet tantalisingly close to release.
			

			
				“Fuck. Please!” I begged, my legs shaking. “Please!”
			

			
				As I teetered on the edge, Chris and Anders finally relented, their hands descending to where I needed them most. Their fingers slipped into my knickers and found my wet, swollen folds, and I gasped at the electrifying contact.
			

			
				"You're so wet," Anders murmured. “Come for us.”
			

			
				They began to touch me, their fingers working in perfect harmony, driving me towards the precipice. The combined sensations of their touch on my nipples and between my legs pushed me over the edge, and I cried out as the orgasm washed over me.
			

			
				My body shook and trembled with the force of the climax, pleasure coursing through every fibre of my being. It was a mind-blowing release, and I arched my back, my hips bucking against their hands as I rode the waves of ecstasy.
			

			
				Chris and Anders continued to touch me, prolonging my pleasure and allowing me to savour every exquisite moment as my moans of pleasure filled the room.
			

			
				As the intensity subsided, I collapsed back onto the bed, my body still tingling with the aftermath of pleasure. Chris and Anders wrapped their arms around me, holding me close as we basked in the afterglow.
			

			
				But now I needed them. I reached for Anders's waistband, wanting to free him from the constraint of his jeans. With eager fingers, I undid the button and slowly pulled down the zipper, revealing the bulge beneath his boxers.
			

			
				I glanced up at him with a mischievous smile, my fingers teasingly dancing along the edge of his boxers. "Is this all for me?" I asked innocently.
			

			
				I slipped my hand into his boxers, feeling the heat and hardness of his arousal in my grasp. I started to stroke Anders, feeling the silky smoothness of his arousal in my hand as his lips met mine in a passionate kiss.
			

			
				With my other hand, I unzipped Chris's jeans, releasing his hard member from its confinement. My heart pounded in my chest as I held both their dicks in my hands, savouring the sensation of having two men at my mercy.
			

			
				My lips left Anders's in a trail of fiery kisses, and I turned my attention to Chris, capturing his lips in a heated kiss. The taste of him mingled with the taste of Anders, driving me wild with pleasure. I took turns kissing them both, each touch igniting a fire of desire within me.
			

			
				My hands moved with a sense of purpose, stroking them both in tandem, exploring their bodies with eager curiosity. The feeling of their arousal against my skin was electrifying, and I couldn't help but moan with pleasure.
			

			
				I leaned back, still stroking them, and looked at both of them with a seductive smile. "You two feel so nice," I whispered. "Take off your jeans and pants."
			

			
				Chris and Anders wasted no time in obeying my command. With eager hands, they both slid their jeans over their hips and pulled them down along with their boxers, fully revealing their impressive erections that throbbed with desire.
			

			
				I couldn't help but admire the sight before me. Chris's cock was thick and veiny, standing tall and proud, while Anders's was slightly longer but not as thick. The contrast between the two only fueled my arousal, and a soft moan escaped my lips.
			

			
				"Come closer," I beckoned them, and they crawled towards me on the bed. I positioned myself between them once more, my own anticipation building with each passing second.
			

			
				With both of them now fully naked, I reached out and grasped their shafts in my hands, enjoying the feeling of their velvety warmth against my skin. I gave them both a slow, sensuous stroke, relishing in the pleasure that I was now able to give them.
			

			
				Anders let out a low groan, his head falling back in ecstasy. Chris's breathing became heavier, his eyes never leaving my face. Their reactions to my touch were intoxicating, and I revelled in the power I held over them.
			

			
				"I want to taste you both," I murmured. With that, I leaned forward and took Anders in my mouth, sucking gently on his tip while my hand continued to stroke Chris.
			

			
				I took turns pleasuring them with my mouth, moving back and forth between them, savouring the unique taste and texture of each and showing off my deep throat skills. The feeling of having both of them in my mouth was exhilarating, and I moaned softly, the vibrations sending waves of pleasure through them both. 
			

			
				I pulled away for a moment and looked up at them with a sultry smile. "You taste so good," I said. “And you’re both so big and hard.”
			

			
				It wasn’t long until I couldn’t wait any longer. I slipped off my soaking wet knickers and lay back on the bed, completely naked. I spread my legs as wide as I could, showing off my trimmed pubic hair that framed my now swollen and open cunt.
			

			
				“Who’s first?” I asked, touching my clit with my finger and making myself gasp.
			

			
				Anders didn't waste any time. Quickly rolling on a condom, he moved between my legs. I eagerly guided him inside me. My breath caught as he filled me more, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper. Chris meanwhile moved to my head, and I eagerly took his cock into my hungry mouth.
			

			
				Anders's hands hooked under my knees, pushing my legs back so he could go deeper as he quickened his pace. With his cock still in my mouth, Chris leaned over and began rubbing my clit. I felt myself building toward another powerful climax.
			

			
				As the intense pleasure enveloped me, I found myself completely lost in the moment. The rhythm of my hips matched Anders's thrusts, each movement sent waves of electric ecstasy through my body, and I couldn't help but moan softly around Chris's length, sending vibrations of pleasure through him.
			

			
				The sensation of him filling me so completely, combined with Chris's skilled touch on my clit, was pushing me to the brink of another powerful climax. My body trembled with anticipation, and I surrendered myself completely.
			

			
				As the wave of ecstasy crashed over me, I tightened my lips around Chris's cock and let out a muffled cry of pleasure. I lost track of time as the delicious pleasure washed over me, leaving me in a state of pure bliss. The intense sensations seemed to merge into one, and I found myself completely consumed by the feeling of being pleasured by both Chris and Anders.
			

			
				Chris positioned himself at my entrance, and I welcomed him with a soft moan. Chris and I didn’t use condoms, and he slid inside me raw, the pleasure of his entry mixing with the lingering sensations from Anders's earlier thrusts. My body responded eagerly to Chris's movements, arching my back and meeting his every thrust with a gasp of pleasure.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Anders's fingers tangled in my hair as I sucked him, my lips and tongue working in harmony to elicit moans of delight from him. As Chris's movements quickened, so did the pace of my mouth on Anders. I was showing off my deep-throat skills now, taking him all the way into my throat until my lips touched his body and back out again. 
			

			
				With each thrust, Chris sent me spiralling higher, my arousal building with every movement. The sensation of being filled by him while pleasuring Anders heightened the intensity of my pleasure, and I could feel the familiar tightening in my core.
			

			
				With a shudder of pleasure, I felt my body convulse in orgasm, my moans muffled by Anders's cock in my mouth. The pleasure radiated through me, leaving me in a state of pure bliss.
			

			
				 
			

			
				When I had recovered from my orgasm, I ordered Anders to put another condom on and pushed him back onto the bed, straddling him. I teased him with the sensation of his cock rubbing against my wet folds without allowing him entry. His breathing increased, and his hands instinctively reached out to grab my hips, desperately seeking more.
			

			
				Looking over at Chris, who was watching us intently, I couldn't resist the wicked idea that had formed in my mind. "I need both of you at the same time," I purred, my voice heavy with desire. "I want you to fuck my ass, Chris."
			

			
				The desire in Chris's eyes intensified, and he grabbed the lube from his bedside table and moved closer to us. I could feel the heat of his body as he positioned himself behind me. He took his cock in hand, brushing the tip against my tight entrance, teasing me in the same way I was still teasing Anders.
			

			
				My breath quickened with anticipation as I felt Chris slowly press into me. I was incredibly tight and the sensation of being filled in my ass was overwhelming but intensely pleasurable. A low, throaty moan escaped my lips as Chris continued his slow, deliberate entry. Anders's cock rubbed against my clit as I rocked my hips, the delicious friction between them sending shivers of ecstasy through my entire being.
			

			
				I reached down between my legs and took hold of Anders's throbbing cock, guiding it towards my wet and eager cunt. As I sank deeper onto him, a soft cry of pleasure escaped my lips, and I was instantly caught in the delicious grip of double pleasure. I could feel their two cocks rubbing against each other with my walls in between. My body was responding to the sensations in ways I had never imagined.
			

			
				The feeling of being stretched and filled in both places simultaneously overwhelmed my senses, igniting a fire of desire within me that seemed to consume every part of my being. I surrendered myself completely to the pleasure of the moment, giving in to the raw and uninhibited passion that coursed through me.
			

			
				The delicious friction of Anders inside me and Chris in my ass sent waves of pleasure rippling through my body. Each gentle thrust seemed to push me further and further into a state of ecstasy, and I lost myself. My breath quickened, and my heart pounded in my chest.
			

			
				The pleasure built and built, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge of ecstasy. My senses were heightened, and every touch, every movement sent waves of pleasure coursing through me.
			

			
				A delicious sense of naughtiness engulfed me as I took both cocks at the same time. "Fuck me," I urged them. "Don't stop. Fuck my ass and cunt!" 
			

			
				As their movements intensified, the overwhelming pleasure took me by surprise, and I came hard, crying out in ecstasy. My orgasm washed over me, and I felt my walls contracting and pulsing on their thick, throbbing dicks. The intensity of the pleasure was almost too much to bear, and I pulled away from them, falling to the bed, my body shaking uncontrollably for a whole minute afterwards.
			

			
				I lay there, my heart still racing, catching my breath as waves of pleasure continued to wash over me. Taking them both at once had left me trembling with delight, my body aching for more even as I tried to catch my breath.
			

			
				Chris and Anders, their own breaths heavy and laboured, looked at me with a mix of satisfaction and desire in their eyes. Seeing their hungry gazes only fueled my arousal further, and I knew that this was just the beginning.
			

			
				"Fuuuck," I managed to gasp out, my body still tingling from the intense pleasure. Sensing that I might have reached my limit after such an intense orgasm, Chris asked, "Do you want us to stop?"
			

			
				I took a moment to catch my breath, feeling the excitement building inside me once again. "No," I replied. "Wait a moment, and then I want you again."
			

			
				The boys smiled, clearly enjoying my insatiable appetite for pleasure. They both slowly stroked their dicks and looked at me with desire.
			

			
				I’m not sure how long we fucked for. At least 30 minutes, maybe even an hour. I came so many times. Chris and Anders, both very experienced, had amazing stamina, and they were completely focused on my pleasure. 
			

			
				Eventually, my body reached its limit, and I knew I needed to stop. I knelt down on the floor and looked up at Chris and Anders with a playful glint in my eyes. Wordlessly, I offered my face up to them, and they both eagerly stepped forward, stroking their dicks until they exploded with pleasure.
			

			
				First, it was Anders, and then immediately afterward, Chris. Their ejaculations were powerful, and their volume was impressive as it covered my face, my hair, and my breasts. Some of it even landed on my outstretched tongue, and I hungrily swallowed every drop, savouring the taste of our shared passion.
			

			
				Afterward, they helped me clean up, their touch gentle and caring, as we removed the remnants of our passionate encounter from my skin. Once we were all cleaned up, we settled back onto the bed, wrapped in each other's arms, kissing and stroking each other gently.
			

			
				The room was filled with a sense of euphoria, a feeling of deep connection and intimacy that bound us together in that moment. We had explored new depths of pleasure and desire together.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 13
			

			
				 
			

			
				Well, after that, I couldn’t resist a repeat performance. The following Saturday, I turned up on their doorstep once again. After kissing and getting naked on the bed, Chris announced, "I have an idea."
			

			
				He got up from the bed and disappeared from the room, leaving Anders and me alone for a moment. Anders leaned in closer to me, his eyes smouldering with desire. "You're absolutely incredible," he murmured, his lips brushing against mine. The taste of him, the memory of our earlier encounters, ignited the flames of my own desire.
			

			
				Before I could respond, Chris returned, holding a camcorder in his hand. My eyes widened with surprise as I realised what he had in mind. Pamela and Tommy’s sex tape had been discussed endlessly in the news, and the idea of being filmed in such an intimate moment sent a thrill of excitement through me.
			

			
				"Are you up for it?" Chris asked, his gaze fixed on me.
			

			
				I exchanged a glance with Anders, and we both nodded our agreement. The prospect of capturing our passionate connection on film added an extra layer of intensity to the experience, and I was more than willing to embrace it.
			

			
				As Chris pressed record, Anders and I moved closer to each other once again, our lips meeting in a heated kiss. The presence of the camera added a thrilling edge to the intimacy, heightening every touch, every sensation.
			

			
				Anders's hands roamed over my body, igniting a fire of desire within me. My fingers tangled in his hair as our kisses deepened, the taste of him mingling with the taste of my own arousal. The camera recorded every moment, every sigh, every gasp of pleasure. The knowledge that Chris was filming us, that our most intimate moments were being recorded, only intensified the experience. I could feel the heat building between my legs once again, the waves of pleasure threatening to engulf me.
			

			
				In the midst of our passionate embrace, I heard Chris's voice again. "Make her come," he urged, his words like a whisper of permission that unleashed a flood of desire. 
			

			
				Anders's hands moved lower, gliding over the curve of my waist, down to the apex of my thighs. The camera caught the way he teased me, his fingers brushing against my damp folds. My hips arched involuntarily, a silent plea for more.
			

			
				With a knowing smile, he slid a finger inside me, his touch setting off fireworks of pleasure. I moaned loudly, my fingers digging into his shoulders as he moved inside me, his rhythm steady and deliberate. The camera captured the raw intensity of our connection, the way my body responded to his touch.
			

			
				As my climax approached, I felt my body tensing, the waves of pleasure building like a storm within me. Anders's touch became more urgent, more intense, driving me to the edge. And then, with a rush of sensation that consumed me entirely, I tumbled over that edge, my body convulsing in the throes of ecstasy.
			

			
				As the tremors of pleasure subsided, I caught my breath, my body feeling both spent and exhilarated. The camera had recorded it all: the way my body quivered, the way Anders held me close, the intimate aftermath of our shared passion.
			

			
				"Now fuck her," Chris directed, his words like a whisper of permission that unleashed a flood of desire. Anders grabbed a condom and moved between my legs.
			

			
				With a silent understanding, Anders shifted, his body hovering over mine. His eyes locked onto mine. I could feel the heat of his arousal pressing against my entrance, the anticipation sending a shiver down my spine.
			

			
				I spread my legs wider, an invitation that Anders eagerly accepted. His hands found their way to my hips, his fingers gripping me as he slowly pushed himself inside. The sensation of his cock stretching me, filling me, was exquisite. I moaned softly, my nails digging into his shoulders as I adjusted to his size.
			

			
				The camera's gaze didn't waver, it captured every inch of him disappearing into me, the raw intimacy of our connection. Anders's lips found mine once again, silencing my moans with a passionate kiss. Our bodies moved as one, a dance of desire and need.
			

			
				As Anders began to move, his thrusts were slow and deliberate, each one driving me closer to the edge of pleasure. The camera recorded the way his muscles flexed with each movement, the way his eyes remained fixed on mine as if searching for some unspoken truth.
			

			
				Chris had positioned himself at the end of the bed, his view perfectly capturing the penetration. The camera's lens focused on the point where our bodies met, capturing the intense intimacy of our union. Every thrust, every gasp, every fleeting expression of pleasure was preserved on film.
			

			
				"Fuck her harder," he urged, his words like a whisper of permission that unleashed a flood of desire. Anders's rhythm began to quicken, the intensity building as we chased the peak of pleasure together. His hands moved from my hips to my breasts, his fingers teasing my nipples as if coaxing me to reach new heights. 
			

			
				I could feel the tension coiling within me, my body responding to the primal rhythm of our lovemaking. My moans grew louder, the pleasure spiralling within me like a storm. Anders's pace matched the frantic beat of my heart, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge.
			

			
				And then, with a surge of sensation that consumed me entirely, I tumbled over that edge once again. My body convulsed in the grip of ecstasy, every nerve ending on fire as pleasure coursed through me. Anders quickly withdrew and pulled off the condom, ejaculating all over my pubic hair and belly, his body shuddering with release. The camera captured it all, the way our bodies moved, the way our expressions contorted with pleasure. 
			

			
				The room was filled with the heavy breathing of all three of us. Anders lay beside me, his chest rising and falling in sync with mine. We exchanged a knowing glance, our eyes reflecting the depth of our connection and the intensity of the pleasure we had experienced.
			

			
				"Let's watch it back," I said excitedly. The idea of seeing ourselves in the throes of passion on screen was both thrilling and slightly nerve-wracking. I shifted on the bed, my heart pounding as Chris set up the camcorder's fold-out screen for us to view.
			

			
				As the recording played, I watched with a mix of fascination and wonder. There I was, captured in the dim light of the room, lost in the embrace of pleasure and desire. The way our bodies moved together, the sounds of our moans and whispers filling the air, it was an intimate and revealing portrait of our shared ecstasy.
			

			
				The scene unfolded before us. As the footage continued, I saw myself surrendering to passion, my body arching in pleasure as Anders pleasured me. The sight of myself so exposed and consumed by pleasure was both empowering and arousing. I was captivated by the raw intensity of the moment, by the way our bodies moved in harmony, driven by an irresistible need for each other.
			

			
				And then, halfway through the playback, I felt Chris's familiar touch. His hard cock pressed against me as he entered me from behind, a sensation that reignited the fire of our desire. The juxtaposition of watching the past while experiencing the present sent waves of pleasure through me, making me moan softly as I watched myself on the screen.
			

			
				With Chris's rhythm matching that of the recording, I became lost in a dual experience, the physical sensations coursing through me in the present and the visual memories of our earlier passions.
			

			
				As the video came towards the end, I felt Chris's pace quicken, his movements becoming more urgent and intense. The combined sensations pushed me to the edge of arousal once again. His breath was hot against my skin as he nuzzled my neck, his fingers digging into my hips to guide me into his rhythm.
			

			
				I cried out, the sensations overwhelming as I reached the pinnacle of ecstasy again, coming in time with my previous self. The world seemed to blur around me as the waves of pleasure crashed over me, leaving me breathless and euphoric. 
			

			
				Chris's own release followed shortly after, his movements growing more urgent and frantic as he, too, succumbed to the sensations. I could feel the shift in his rhythm, the way his body tensed against mine. With a ragged gasp, Chris's body tensed, and I could feel the pulse of his arousal deep inside me. He filled me with his cum. I could feel the warmth of his release spilling into me, mingling with the sensations that still lingered from my own climax. As his body slowly relaxed, Chris collapsed onto the bed beside me, his breath coming in heavy, ragged pants. I turned my head to look at him, a satisfied smile curving my lips as our eyes met. 
			

			
				There was a shared understanding between us, an unspoken acknowledgment of the intensity of what we had just experienced. The room was filled with the scent of sex and the soft sounds of our heavy breathing. In that moment, everything else faded away, leaving only the lingering echoes of pleasure and the warmth of our bodies pressed close together. And as we lay there, entwined in each other's arms, I couldn't help but feel a sense of gratitude for the unexpected journey that had brought us to this moment of connection and intimacy.
			

			
				 
			

			
				



			
				Chapter 14
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was a month after my threesomes with Chris and Anders and the last week before the end of term. Leah had another boyfriend, but Dave had been coming over from time to time to fuck her behind his back. He might not be boyfriend material himself, but she couldn’t resist how good he was in bed.
			

			
				On this particular afternoon, I found myself alone at the kitchen table, having just finished a late lunch. The flat was empty, but that tranquillity was about to be disrupted as Dave arrived. I had to admit, he was a visual spectacle, his muscular frame and undeniable allure demanding my attention. Clad in grey joggers, his masculine presence was impossible to ignore, particularly the suggestive outline of his large cock. 
			

			
				"Is Leah around?" he inquired, his voice casually breaking the silence. 
			

			
				"No, I’m all alone," I responded, inwardly cringing at the unintended implications of my words. I felt his gaze, intense and unwavering, sweeping over the curves of my legs. The skirt I had chosen, its hem daringly high, suddenly felt like a deliberate invitation to his eyes.
			

			
				Dave and I hadn’t really spoken since the night that he had fucked Leah, Hannah and me one after the other. It was as if we had pretended it never happened. However, now the memories of his massive cock came flooding back and I felt a rush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				With a calculated motion, I shifted slightly in my seat, intentionally parting my legs just enough to give him a glimpse of my knickers. The kitchen, usually a communal space, had transformed into our private cocoon, and the knowledge that we were alone together heightened my arousal to an almost unbearable degree. 
			

			
				Dave, ever the direct and straightforward individual, looked at my exposed knickers and posed a question that mirrored his candid nature. "Do you want to fuck me?" he asked plainly. 
			

			
				Feeling the anticipation simmering between us, I rose from my seat to stand before him. "Sure," I responded, masking my genuine excitement with a veneer of nonchalance, even as my racing heartbeat and the swift, undeniable dampness between my legs gave away the true depth of my desire.
			

			
				It was as if his proposition had flipped a switch within us, igniting an immediate and undeniable desire. Dave closed the distance between us, his presence radiating an intoxicating heat that seemed to envelop me. 
			

			
				My back met the cool surface of the kitchen table as he pressed against me, his mouth claiming mine with an urgency that matched the spark in his eyes. Our kiss ignited a fire within me, the passion and longing evident in the way our mouths moved together, my tongue seeking his with a hunger I couldn't contain. 
			

			
				The surge of lust, however, was tinged with a hint of surprise as I realised that we weren’t going to my room; he was going to fuck me on the table of our shared kitchen. 
			

			
				The thought was fleeting, quickly overridden by my inability to resist the magnetic pull between us. My hand slid into his grey joggers, fingers wrapping around his thick shaft of his semi-erect cock. Even in its current state, it was huge. The sensation of his warmth and the growing firmness in my grip sent a jolt of pleasure through me. The unmistakable throb of his erection matched the erratic rhythm of my own heart, and I couldn't help but revel in the feeling of him getting harder in my hand. 
			

			
				Simultaneously, Dave's own hand ventured between my legs, fingers deftly pulling my knickers aside to access the slick heat of my arousal. The moment his two fingers slipped inside me, a low moan of delight escaped my lips, muffled by our ongoing kiss. 
			

			
				He found my g-spot, massaging it skillfully, each movement drawing me closer to the edge of a pleasure I was already teetering on. My fingers worked fervently around his rigid shaft, my hand moving in tandem with the accelerating rhythm of his expert touch between my legs.
			

			
				As Dave's skilled fingers pounded my G-spot with increasing intensity, I could feel the pressure building within me. It was clear that he knew how to make a girl squirt, his experienced touch pushing me towards the edge with purposeful intent. 
			

			
				Then it happened with an intensity that surprised even me. A surge of pleasure rushed through me like a tidal wave. In a raw cry that escaped my lips, the floodgates seemed to break, and a powerful gush of pleasure erupted from within me. The sensation was almost overwhelming as I squirted hard over his hand and joggers, leaving dark marks where the liquid splashed. 
			

			
				I adjusted my position, elevating myself to sit at the edge of the table. My legs lifted and parted, offering him unrestricted access to my wanton need. The fabric of my knickers, still pulled to the side.
			

			
				Dave didn't hesitate, he pulled his joggers and underwear down to his thighs, just enough to free his magnificent cock. With a single strong thrust, he drove his massive cock into my soaked pussy, sliding in all the way until his balls pressed against my ass. I’d never had such a big dick before and he filled me up completely. Pleasure shot through me, and I let out a loud, unrestrained "Fuuuck," my voice echoing in the room as I didn't care about the risk of being heard. The sensation of his hardness inside me was mind-blowing, and I gripped the edge of the table, my nails digging into the wood.
			

			
				Then he pulled almost all the way out, his cock throbbing with tension, and thrust back into me, hard, causing me to cry out again. Over and over, he pounded me with a relentless urgency. I’d never been taken so fiercely by someone so big, and every forceful thrust ignited a passionate fire within me. It didn't take long for my climax to build, and the lightest touch of my fingers on my clit sent me hurtling over the edge into an intense orgasm. 
			

			
				But Dave didn't relent; he continued to fuck me hard through my climax. Almost as soon as I finished riding that wave of pleasure, the next one began to crest. I came again and again, my moans and cries filling the room. It was a good thing we were alone in the flat, as the sounds of our fervent fucking were anything but discreet.
			

			
				Suddenly, he pulled out completely, and a rush of sensation left me gaping and empty. I could feel my creamy juices slickly trailing down over my asshole, leaving a warm, wet trail on the table. The mix of wetness and air on my exposed flesh sent shivers up my spine. Dave's grip on my hips guided me effortlessly as he turned me around, positioning me to lean over the table. 
			

			
				My heart raced as he spread my ass cheeks with his strong hands, exposing me in the most intimate way. With a deep, demanding thrust, he slid his full length into me again, filling me from behind. Each powerful movement made me feel utterly submissive to his pleasure. The rhythmic sound of skin slapping against skin echoed in the room, punctuated by my gasps and moans. My body was his to use, and I relished the feeling of being taken so forcefully. Every thrust was a reminder of his dominance, and I surrendered myself to the sensation of being completely at his mercy.
			

			
				With my face pressed against the table, every forceful thrust from behind sent waves of pleasure rippling through me. My fingers sought out the growing ache between my legs, and as I slipped my hand between my folds, I found my sensitive clit waiting. The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, and I couldn't hold back the cascade of orgasms that washed over me. 
			

			
				Each climax seemed to blend into the next, a series of electric shocks that left me trembling and gasping for air. Dave's unrelenting pace and the sensation of his thick cock driving into me fueled my pleasure, amplifying every sensation until it was almost too much to bear. Through the haze of ecstasy, I sensed Dave's movements becoming even more urgent, more primal. I could tell he was on the edge, his thrusts growing harder and slightly erratic. 
			

			
				A long moan escaped his lips, and in that moment, I felt the pulsating heat of his climax. I could feel him emptying himself deep inside me, his hot cum flooding my innermost depths in wave after wave. 
			

			
				Slowly our heart rates slowed, and Dave pulled out of me, releasing a flood of cum that ran down my legs joining the pool of liquid from my squirting on the kitchen floor. I turned towards him, my lips meeting his in a lingering kiss. "That was fucking amazing," I whispered.
			

			
				The air was thick with the scent of sex, and as I looked around at the familiar surroundings of the kitchen, I couldn't help but feel a rush of exhilaration at the audacity of our encounter. 
			

			
				We swiftly attended to the aftermath, cleaning up the evidence of our passion that had left its mark on both the table and the floor. Just in time, it seemed, as Leah's return was imminent. As she entered and saw us there looking guilty, a knowing smile graced her lips, her eyes flickering between us. Dave's once-grey joggers now bore darker, damp patches, a clear indicator of our activities.
			

			
				A cheeky glint danced in Leah's eyes as she leaned against the doorway. "Well, well," she teased, raising an eyebrow. "I see you two have been quite busy."
			

			
				"Just having some lunch," I said, my face burning.
			

			
				Dave nodded, a smirk tugging at the corner of his lips. "You know Carrie, always up for a satisfying meal."
			

			
				Leah's laughter filled the room, and she shot me a wink. "Clearly. But you know," she continued, stepping closer, "if you're both interested in some more... private dining, my room is just down the corridor."
			

			
				"I’m up for it," I said, my heart pounding at the thought.
			

			
				Dave's eyes met mine. "Sounds like an invitation we shouldn't refuse," he said.
			

			
				Leah's laughter bubbled up again, and she pushed off from the doorway, sauntering towards Dave. "Let's see if you two have any energy left."
			

			
				With a final mischievous glance in my direction, Leah looped her arm through Dave's, leading him towards her room. My heart raced at the promise of more intimate excitement, and I followed their departure.
			

			
				As the door to her room closed behind us, Dave moved closer to Leah, his hand sliding along the curve of her waist, drawing her in for a passionate kiss. Their lips met, and I couldn't help but feel a surge of arousal as I watched them.
			

			
				I stood back slightly, my fingers grazing the edge of my skirt as I watched their chemistry unfold. The sight of them together was a heady mix of sensual and intimate, and it sent a thrill through me. As their lips parted, Leah turned her attention to me, a sultry smile playing on her lips. "Why don't you join us, Carrie?" she said. 
			

			
				Leah's fingers traced a path down my torso, her touch sending shivers through me. Dave's hands joined hers, his touch gentle yet electrifying as he traced the contours of my body. 
			

			
				In short order, we found ourselves standing in nothing but our underwear. Leah and I discarded our tops, our breasts coming together in an intimate, three-way embrace that merged into a passionate hug and kiss. Our bodies pressed close, igniting a blend of sensations that electrified the atmosphere.
			

			
				As the intensity grew, Leah took a step back, her eyes gleaming with a mixture of desire and anticipation. "Lie down on the bed," she instructed. I complied eagerly, the softness of the sheets cool against my heated skin. Dave and Leah joined me.
			

			
				Leah's fingers danced over my skin, leaving trails of sensation in their wake. Dave's lips continued their exploration, trailing down my chest, over the curve of my breasts, until his mouth found one of my hardened nipples. 
			

			
				A low moan escaped me as his tongue flicked over the sensitive peak, sending sparks of pleasure straight to my core. Leah's fingers moved lower, gliding over my abdomen and reaching the waistband of my panties. With a teasing tug, she pulled the fabric down and off, leaving me utterly exposed to their hungry gazes. As Leah's fingers ventured lower, I couldn't help but arch my hips toward her touch, a wordless plea for more. 
			

			
				Dave's mouth left my breast, a trail of heated kisses leading down my torso. His lips found the sensitive skin of my inner thighs, his warm breath sending shivers through me. I watched, my breath catching in my throat, as his tongue traced a path closer to where I craved him most. 
			

			
				His eyes met mine, before he finally pressed a hungry kiss against my clit. A gasp escaped me, my fingers tangling in the sheets as pleasure surged through me. His tongue moved in deliberate, skilled motions, each touch igniting sparks of sensation that shot through my body like wildfire.
			

			
				My fingers found Leah's hair, tangling in the strands as my body arched toward their combined efforts. With every stroke, every touch, the pleasure built like a crescendo. I felt the tension coiling within me. And then, I heard my own voice cry out as ecstasy washed over me, my body convulsing with the force of my orgasm. The aftershocks rippled through me, leaving me breathless and trembling. 
			

			
				As I slowly came down from the peak of pleasure, they shifted closer, their arms wrapping around me in a shared embrace. Leah's lips found mine once more, a kiss that held the promise of more to come.
			

			
				I'd often imagined going down on Leah, to explore the intricate contours of her body with my tongue, and now was the perfect moment. With a gentle shift, I moved between her legs, parting the wet folds that glistened in the soft light. 
			

			
				The delicate scent of her arousal filled the air, a heady perfume that awakened every sense within me. Leah's breath caught as my tongue made its first contact, a slow, exploratory stroke that traced the outline of her folds.
			

			
				Encouraged by her soft moans, I became bolder, my tongue delving deeper to find the hidden source of her pleasure. Finding her clit, I circled it, each pass of my tongue sending ripples of pleasure through her. Her hips began to move in rhythm with my motions, a silent request for more. And more I gave, my tongue dancing over her clit, flicking and teasing, my lips occasionally capturing it in a gentle suck. 
			

			
				Her moans grew louder, filling the room. I lost myself in the taste and feel of her, the way her body responded to my every touch. Her fingers found purchase in my hair, holding me close as she rode the waves of ecstasy I was creating. 
			

			
				Amidst our shared pleasure, I felt the subtle shift of the mattress behind me. Dave's presence was a heated caress against my back, a promise of more to come. I was already soaking wet from my own desire, and the anticipation of his touch sent shivers of excitement down my spine. 
			

			
				With a slow, deliberate movement, he slid his erect cock into me from behind. The feeling of fullness was overwhelming, and I let out a soft moan against Leah's sensitive flesh. It was a delicious collision of sensations, the wet heat of Leah's desire against my tongue and the hard, insistent presence of Dave inside me. 
			

			
				As I continued to taste Leah, Dave's thrusts grew more urgent, each one driving us closer to the edge of release. I felt the pressure building within me, the coil of desire winding tighter and tighter. Leah's hips bucked against my mouth, and her moans reached a fever pitch. She was on the edge, teetering on the precipice of release. With a final, intense lick, I pushed her over that edge, her body trembling in the throes of ecstasy. At the same moment, Dave thrust even deeper inside me, and I came hard too.
			

			
				As our shivers began to subside, Dave's movements shifted behind me. Slowly, he withdrew from me. I turned to watch as he moved between Leah's legs. 
			

			
				Leah's eyes met his, a silent communication passing between them as he positioned himself between her thighs. The sight of his hard cock pressing against her wet folds made me even more aroused. 
			

			
				With a deliberate movement, Dave entered Leah, his length disappearing into her with a groan of pleasure. She arched her back, meeting his thrust with a hungry urgency that echoed my own sensations. 
			

			
				My own desire was rekindled as I watched them, the eroticism of the scene igniting a fresh spark within me. My fingers found their way between my legs, my touch gentle on my sensitive clit. 
			

			
				Leah's cries of pleasure grew more urgent, a clear indication that her climax was building once again. Dave's thrusts became more focused, his pace quickening as he drove her closer to the edge. And then, with a shuddering moan, she came, her body tensing and trembling in his embrace. As her release washed over her, Dave continued to move within her. 
			

			
				Over the course of the next hour, the room became a haven of shared desire and unbridled passion. Dave, driven by an insatiable hunger and an understanding of our needs, took us both again and again in a variety of positions. The boundaries of pleasure blurred as he guided us through orgasm after orgasm. 
			

			
				Eventually, Dave's pace grew more urgent. His thrusts became more forceful. Leah and I, united in our desire to please and be pleased, sank to our knees before him. Our eyes locked onto his as we offered ourselves up, our breasts presented to him, vulnerable and eager for his release. 
			

			
				And release he did, with a force that left us both breathless. Streams of his cum erupted from his pulsating cock, splattering over our breasts in thick ribbons of warmth. The sheer amount of his cum was impressive. It coated our skin, glistening in the soft light of the room. As his climax subsided, we remained there for a moment, kneeling and catching our breaths, our bodies marked by his release. 
			

			
				I went back to my room for a shower. As the warm water cascaded over my body, I couldn't help but reflect on the whirlwind of sensations that had consumed me just moments ago. 
			

			
				I revelled in the deliciously sinful feeling of being a self-proclaimed slut, a term that had transformed from a whispered insult into a badge of honour. The memory of my body responding with electric fervour to every touch, every kiss, was etched into my senses. It was liberating, intoxicating even, to know that I had unabashedly bared my desires to those who shared my bed.
			

			
				As I relished the cascade of warm water cleansing my skin, I couldn't deny the pleasant ache that resonated between my thighs. My fingers found their way between my legs, and with a soft, drawn-out gasp, I indulged myself one final time. It didn't take much, my body still thrumming with the echoes of earlier pleasure. In the solitude of the shower, I let my fantasies take over, the memories of our shared passion fueling the fire that ignited once more. 
			

			
				As my body arched in response to my touch, I couldn't help but feel an exhilarating rush of empowerment. With a sharp inhale and a soft, desperate moan, I reached my peak, my body trembling in the aftershocks of release. As the water flowed down my flushed skin, I let out a shuddering breath, the echoes of pleasure still resonating within me. With a satisfied smile, I finished my shower, the steamy air heavy with the scent of desire and fulfilment.
			

			
				 
			

			
				With the end of term arriving, I took a breather from my university adventures. But don't go far, because when I return, I'll spill the steamy details of how things heated up even more in the second year. Stay tuned for the next instalment of my story.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
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				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.
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				I was a good girl until Ellie sat next to me on the first day of college. But before too long, I found myself riding in stolen cars, gate-crashing parties, and… well, sleeping with lots of men.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ellie said she’d get me laid, and she certainly managed that. Soon I was having more sex than I ever had before... quickies with strangers, threesomes, foursomes... it got pretty wild.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The only problem was that I was falling in love… with Ellie.
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