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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 guilty. I previously wrote about my adventures in the first year, and the story continues now in my second year.
			

			
				After the summer break at my parents' place, the anticipation of returning to university was electric. After the whirlwind of sexual experiences at uni, the summer was completely boring. I was eager to reunite with my friends and, of course, those special ones I had shared intimate moments with. The thought of seeing them again sent a thrill of excitement through me as I embarked on another term filled with desire and exploration.
			

			
				The first day back was a Saturday, coinciding with our first netball practice of the year. I loved getting sweaty with all the hot girls in their short netball skirts and tight tops. That alone turned me on, but it was nothing compared to the communal showers afterwards. Unable to have any sexual contact during the break, my anticipation and arousal had built up to an almost unbearable level. The steamy atmosphere, the steam-slicked skin, and the shared vulnerability of being naked together ignited a unique spark within me, setting the tone for the term's forthcoming explorations.
			

			
				Afterwards, I found myself seated in the bar with Hannah, sipping our drinks as the ambient chatter surrounded us. With us was Alice, one of the girls from the netball team, and one of the ones I couldn't help but fantasise about every time I saw her in the showers.
			

			
				Alice was doing an Art degree, and was an enigmatic mix of edgy and artistic, her vibrant blue hair arranged in playful bunches that matched her daring spirit. Her face was adorned with an array of piercings that added to her charm.
			

			
				I couldn't help but recall seeing her in the showers earlier. She had been completely uninhibited, showing off her large breasts, unshaven armpits, and the thick, untamed bush between her legs. The image had been etched into my memory and made me wet just thinking about it.
			

			
				"Listen up, you two," Alice began with an air of excitement. “Over the summer, I’ve been planning a new, secret project, and you might find it… shocking, or maybe interesting.”
			

			
				Intrigued, I exchanged a glance with Hannah, both of us leaning in slightly. "You've got our attention," I said curiously.
			

			
				Alice's eyes gleamed as she continued, a mischievous grin on her lips. "I'm embarking on a personal, artistic endeavour. Something far too explicit for Uni, a photography project that dives into the raw and intimate moments, up close and unfiltered.”
			

			
				Hannah raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "Intimate moments?"
			

			
				Alice nodded, her enthusiasm evident. "Exactly. I want to capture the essence of sexual vulnerability and connection in black and white photographs, focusing on moments that are often hidden behind closed doors."
			

			
				I took another sip of my drink, absorbing the audacity of the idea. "You're talking about porn?" I asked, still wrapping my head around the concept.
			

			
				Alice met my gaze, "Not really, this is an artistic study of human sexuality. Yes, there will be close-ups of genitals. But it’s about the moment of penetration, the moment of climax, that sort of thing. But more than just the physical aspect, I want to showcase the emotional depth that these moments carry."
			

			
				Hannah leaned forward, her interest growing. "And let me guess, you're looking for subjects?"
			

			
				Alice's grin widened, clearly pleased by our intrigue. "Exactly. I want to capture genuine human connections, the trust, the vulnerability. And I was hoping both of you would be open to the idea."
			

			
				I leaned in, captivated by the audacity of the proposal. "You want to take photos of us… fucking?"
			

			
				Alice nodded, her expression determined. "You got it. I believe art has the power to make people confront their biases and perceptions, and I want this project to do just that."
			

			
				As the conversation flowed, I found myself drawn to the daring nature of Alice's proposition. It was unexpected. "I’m certainly intrigued," I admitted with a smile.
			

			
				Alice's eyes sparkled, a mix of excitement and determination. "I had a feeling you might be. And I promise, it's all about mutual consent and comfort. No pressure. And no one will know it is you as your faces will not be visible."
			

			
				As I exchanged glances with Hannah, I felt a sense of shared anticipation. "Alright, I'm interested. But where do we even start?" I asked. 
			

			
				Alice leaned forward, her eyes gleaming with excitement. "I've been setting up a small studio space in my room at halls. Reflectors, soft lights, the works. I want to capture genuine, raw moments of intimacy between people of all genders." 
			

			
				Hannah's eyebrows raised. "Couples having sex, you mean?" Alice nodded, her enthusiasm unwavering. "Couples, threesomes, gay, straight. Any combination that embodies the diverse expressions of intimacy. I believe that through these photographs, we can challenge preconceptions and explore the vulnerability that comes with exposing our true selves." 
			

			
				As I absorbed Alice's words, a cascade of thoughts tumbled through my mind. The idea was both exhilarating and nerve-wracking; an invitation to peel back layers of societal expectations and lay bare the essence of sex itself. And for me, someone who had always harboured a fascination with the intricate dance of voyeurism, it was an opportunity to step into a world where watching and being watched blurred the lines between intimacy and artistry. 
			

			
				Hannah's uncertainty mirrored my own, but there was a spark of curiosity in her eyes. "Do you have any other friends interested?" she asked. Alice's grin widened, her confidence unshakeable. "I've already spoken to a few friends, and some are surprisingly open to the idea.  And I thought, why not ask you two? You've already told me about some of your adventures, so I figured you’d be more comfortable than most."
			

			
				As the three of us continued to chat, Alice's passion for her project was contagious. She spoke about the power of vulnerability and the potential to challenge societal norms through art. The more she spoke, the more I found myself drawn to the idea, despite the lingering nerves.
			

			
				"Before we jump into couples or threesomes, I think it might be a good idea to start with some solo shots," Alice suggested, her blue hair catching the soft lighting of the bar. "It'll give you a chance to get comfortable with the process and the camera."
			

			
				Hannah nodded in agreement. "That makes sense," she agreed.
			

			
				Alice smiled. "And once you're familiar with the process and how the camera captures intimacy, we can move on to more complex compositions. I want these photographs to be a collaboration between the subjects and the artist, a celebration of genuine moments."
			

			
				I found myself nodding, my initial reservations giving way to a growing sense of excitement. The thought of shedding inhibitions and being photographed having sex in such a creative way held a unique fascination.
			

			
				Alice leaned in, her voice conspiratorial. "How about we do a trial run? You both could come back to my place, and we'll set up the studio. We can start with solo shots, and you can see what sort of things I have in mind."
			

			
				Hannah's smile was hesitant but genuine. "Alright, let's do it."
			

			
				Alice's eyes sparkled with enthusiasm. "Fantastic! How about right now? Trust me, this is going to be an experience you won't forget."
			

			
				I exchanged a quick glance with Hannah, and in that moment, I could see the same mixture of nerves and anticipation mirrored in her eyes.
			

			
				"Right now?" I echoed, my heart quickening at the prospect. The idea of spontaneously stepping into this creative exploration was both thrilling and slightly nerve-wracking.
			

			
				Alice's grin widened. "Why not? Sometimes the best moments happen when we let go of overthinking and just go with the flow. I’ve got my setup all ready to go in my room."
			

			
				Hannah's playful smile was infectious. "Well, if we're all up for it, I guess there's no time like the present."
			

			
				As we made our way back to Alice's halls of residence, the anticipation grew with every step. Alice chatted about her passion for photography, her vision for capturing the raw essence of intimacy, and her excitement to have willing participants in her creative journey.
			

			
				Once we entered her room, I was immediately struck by the warm ambiance she had created. Soft lighting illuminated the space, casting a gentle glow on the backdrop she had set up. Reflectors were strategically positioned, ready to capture the play of light and shadow.
			

			
				Alice's confidence was infectious as she guided us through the process. "Let's start with some solo shots. Just relax, be yourself, and let the camera capture your essence."
			

			
				I watched as Hannah stepped in front of the camera. Alice's guidance was gentle but firm, encouraging Hannah to find her own comfort and rhythm. Hannah's fingers danced along the fabric of her top, teasingly pulling down the fabric to reveal the curve of her breasts. The soft light caught the contours of her body, casting delicate shadows that highlighted every curve and dip. 
			

			
				With a slow, deliberate movement, Hannah let the top slide off her shoulders, revealing the lace of her bra, barely concealing her generous breasts. She seemed to relish the attention, her confidence growing with each passing moment. 
			

			
				As Hannah's body was bared to the lens, Alice's Nikon SLR camera clicked and captured the beautiful scene before her. Hannah's hands moved to the button of her jeans, her fingers deftly undoing it as she turned slightly to offer different angles to the camera. Alice took some close-in shots of her fly open, her ginger bush peeking out over the top of her pants.
			

			
				She let the denim slide down her legs, revealing the promise of more hidden beneath the fabric of her lacy panties. With Alice's encouragement, Hannah's inhibitions seemed to melt away, replaced by a sense of liberation. As her fingers hooked into the waistband of her panties, her gaze never wavered, a fire burning within her that was mirrored by the intensity of the camera's shutter.
			

			
				With Hannah’s knickers pulled down just to her thighs, Alice directed her to bend over the bed. The soft light in the room seemed to caress her skin as she spread her legs slightly and pushed two fingers inside her cunt, spreading herself with an audacious vulnerability that was only partially covered by her lowered panties. We could see her cute pink asshole and I couldn’t help but think of her being fucked there.
			

			
				I watched, mesmerised, as Alice's Nikon captured the raw intimacy of the moment. The contrast between Hannah's creamy skin and the vivid red of her pubic hair was like an artistic masterpiece in the making as Alice's composed professionalism guided the session. 
			

			
				As Hannah's fingers penetrated herself, the camera lens zoomed in, capturing the glistening wetness that hinted at the depths of her arousal. The intimate shots were both shocking and mesmerising, a revelation of unfiltered desire that held a mirror to the complexities of human sensuality. 
			

			
				"That’s perfect," Alice's voice was a gentle affirmation, her words embracing the boldness of Hannah's actions as she quickly switched out the film for another roll. 
			

			
				"It’s explicit and shocking and very beautiful. Now, Hannah, if you don’t mind, can you masturbate and see if you can get wetter? I think this will be even more powerful to see wetness running down your fingers." 
			

			
				The very air seemed to vibrate with an electric tension as Hannah's focus shifted, her fingers embarking on a deliberate exploration of her own pleasure. Alternating between the rhythmic rub of her clit and the slide of her fingers inside, a crescendo of arousal built within her. Her breaths quickened, and soft, breathy moans filled the room. 
			

			
				My own arousal surged, a fire ignited by the explicit intimacy that unfolded before me. The sensations were almost unbearable, my pants soaked from my uncontrollable desire. I found myself clenching my thighs, desperately seeking any semblance of relief as I watched Hannah's journey of self-discovery unfurl in front of my eyes. 
			

			
				As Hannah’s arousal mounted, so did the glistening evidence of her desire. Creamy white juices began to trail down her fingers. The addition of a third finger stretched her further, each movement unveiling the intricate nuances of her passion as her fingers emerged soaked and glistening. 
			

			
				The sound of Alice's camera clicking became the backdrop to this electrifying scene, capturing every candid, unfiltered expression of Hannah's journey. Suddenly, Hannah climaxed, her fingers curling inside her, her knuckles white as she rode the orgasm. “That’s so good,” said Alice, her face flushed with her own arousal. I was also flushed, breathing hard and incredibly horny.
			

			
				“Exactly what I was hoping for,” she continued as Hannah collapsed on the bed. “I’ve got some really great shots there, I can’t wait to develop them.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				Alice loaded another roll of film into the camera, and the focus shifted to me. I felt a flutter of nerves combined with a heady thrill. Alice expertly captured the moment as I began to disrobe, shedding my layers of inhibition along with my clothes. 
			

			
				Standing there in just my knickers, I couldn't escape the flush of embarrassment that tinged my cheeks. The evidence of my earlier arousal was unmistakable, with a darker, damp area on my light blue panties. Alice's perceptive gaze didn't miss a thing, and she eagerly documented it with the camera.
			

			
				Guided by her artistic eye, I positioned myself on the bed, my bottom resting at the edge, legs extended upward. Slowly, sensually, I peeled my damp panties down to my thighs, exposing my glistening centre. With her direction, I gingerly spread my outer lips with my fingers, revealing the intimate details that had moments ago been concealed. 
			

			
				Alice’s camera was close, right between my legs, capturing the unfiltered beauty of my arousal. She informed me that sticky white juices were plainly visible inside my vagina and it was exactly what she wanted. Each click of the camera immortalised the raw, authentic intricacies that made up this intensely personal moment.
			

			
				Encouraged by her guidance, I touched myself, each stroke of my fingertips unleashing a cascade of sensations that quickly overwhelmed me. Pleasure surged, electric currents igniting my senses, and I found myself succumbing to the waves of pleasure almost instantly. The arch of my back, the furious movement of my fingers, and the chorus of my moans all became part of Alice's artistic tapestry. 
			

			
				I’d always loved being watched, and this was no different. Yet, amid the whirlwind of sensation, a subtle realisation stirred. A quick glance in Hannah's direction revealed that she was more than just watching. A deep flush adorned her cheeks, neck, and the top of her chest. Her fingers moved between her legs with a rhythm that mirrored my own. The knowledge that Hannah was sharing in this intimate act of exploration sparked a surge of excitement within me, igniting a fire that burned even brighter. 
			

			
				My back arched, my breath caught in my throat, and the sound of my moans grew almost primal in their urgency. Orgasms cascaded, one after another, the boundaries between them blurring as they merged into a continuous release. 
			

			
				The pleasure was all-encompassing, a whirlpool of sensation that threatened to pull me under. The room seemed to fade into the background. And amid the storm of sensation, I couldn't help but be acutely aware of Hannah's presence as her own journey mirrored mine. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				With a contented smile, Alice gently broke the stillness that had settled over the room. "Carrie, you were absolutely amazing," she remarked. "These shots... they're going to be incredible. You both brought an authenticity to this that's truly powerful."
			

			
				I met her gaze, a mixture of post-orgasmic bliss and anticipation in my eyes. "I can't wait to see how they turned out," I confessed.
			

			
				Alice's excitement was clear, her eyes sparkling as she spoke. "I promise you, as soon as they're developed, I'll let you both know. It's going to be a revelation.”
			

			
				She shared her plans for the development process and told us how she had access to the lab at the Art Department late at night when it was empty. I felt a thrill of anticipation, knowing that these images, snapshots of our most intimate selves, would soon come to life in a way we'd never imagined.
			

			
				Throughout our time together, we maintained a professional demeanour with Alice, but I could tell she was turned on by the session. I constantly wondered what it would be like to fuck her. However, I reminded myself that our collaboration today was centred around art, and I suppressed any inklings of suggesting otherwise, hoping that maybe something would happen between us another time. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				A week had passed, and Alice arrived at our flat, ushering Hannah and me into my room for a more private setting. With a sense of anticipation, she unzipped her bag and extracted a folder filled with photographs. As my heart quickened, she unveiled the collection of black and white A3 prints.
			

			
				The collection primarily comprised close-ups, capturing an intimate world usually kept hidden. A few shots focused on Hannah's bare breasts, highlighting her wonderful freckles and the delicate curves and contours. Then, there it was; the image of Hannah's open jeans, a hint of hair teasing from the waistband, inviting a voyeuristic gaze. 
			

			
				The subsequent photos dared to venture further, displaying Hannah's fingers delving into her own depths, filling the frame with unabashed sensuality. My eyes widened as I took in these detailed, larger-than-life depictions of genitalia, a visual experience unlike any other. And at last, the climax of the series, an image that encapsulated the essence of arousal and release, with Hannah's three fingers glistening and her cum running down her fingers. The visual narrative was nothing short of astonishing, an amalgamation of shock, power, and undeniable beauty.
			

			
				"Wow, Alice," I murmured. The sheer intensity of the images printed in such a large format was impossible to ignore. 
			

			
				Hannah's words echoed my sentiments. "I can't believe how sexy I look," she confessed, a flush of arousal creeping onto her cheeks. "It's turning me on just looking at it." Her candid admission mirrored the charged atmosphere in the room. I couldn't deny that I shared the sentiment entirely.
			

			
				Then it was my turn. The first one was my favourite, my open vagina, with my hands on my outer lips opening it wide. You could see inside me, strings of sticky arousal criss-crossing my open vagina in perfect focus.
			

			
				"Oh my god, Alice," I breathed. "That's such a powerful image."
			

			
				The other photos continued to convey the same raw eroticism. Each frame captured my fingers engaged in an intimate dance with my clit, exploring various rhythms and pressures. Some shots showcased the curve of my back, the arching of my body as pleasure radiated through me. 
			

			
				In certain images, although my face was obscured, the sheer tension in my form left no doubt that the pinnacle of pleasure had been reached, my body straining and contorting in the throes of orgasm. The visual narrative painted by the photographs revealed the unfiltered intensity of my pleasure, an intimate portrait of ecstasy frozen in time.
			

			
				Alice's words carried an air of artistic ambition and daring exploration. "I'd like to display these as a series, capturing the diverse contortions of orgasm," she mused, her eyes gleaming with creative intent.
			

			
				"I'm planning an exhibition when the project is done," she continued, her eyes brimming with determination. "How do you feel about these photos being on the wall of a real art gallery?"
			

			
				"Fuck," I exclaimed, my heart racing in response to the audacious proposal. The mere notion of my most intimate moments displayed in a public space sent a thrill coursing through me. "I think I'd practically come in my pants at the thought of everyone seeing them," I admitted with a nervous chuckle, "even though they wouldn't know it was me."
			

			
				Hannah's agreement echoed my sentiments, and her grin spoke volumes. The delicious secrecy of sharing our own hidden world amidst the unsuspecting crowd was an idea so erotic that it left us both grinning.
			

			
				 
			

			
				As we contemplated the thrilling possibility of our intimate photographs adorning the walls of an art gallery, the conversation shifted toward the next phase of Alice's project. With a mischievous glint in her eye, Alice suggested introducing a male model into the equation. Her words hung in the air, both shocking and audacious. 
			

			
				"He's someone I know from my art classes," Alice said. "I think you'll really like him," she began, that playful spark still dancing in her eyes. "His name's Jamar, and he's been a part of my creative circle for a while. We've actually... experimented a bit already." 
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged a surprised glance, not expecting this revelation. "You mean you've slept with him?" I asked. Alice grinned. "Yeah, quite a lot actually. He's got this captivating energy, and it's not just about sex. We connect on an artistic level, too. Plus, he's very well-endowed," she added with a wink, pulling out an A3 black and white photograph. 
			

			
				My eyes widened as I took in the photograph. The photo revealed a black male model's naked form. He was standing facing the camera, his cock dangling between his legs, soft but impressively large, every detail captured in the sharp contrast of light and shadow. Veins ran prominently along its length, the dark hue of his skin contrasting with the stark background. 
			

			
				It was an image that was impossible to ignore, and a flush of heat spread through me, accompanied by a pulsing between my thighs. Glancing at Hannah, I could tell she was equally captivated. 
			

			
				"So, what do you think?" Alice's voice snapped me back to reality. "I've spoken to Jamar, and he's open to the idea. I thought we could all meet for drinks tomorrow lunchtime, see if we click on a personal level before we dive into the photographic session. What do you say?" Hannah and I exchanged a look once more, our shared excitement unspoken. 
			

			
				This was uncharted territory, an opportunity to blend our desires with art in a way that few people dared to explore. Also, I was seriously horny for his fantastic body. "I'm in," I said. 
			

			
				Hannah nodded, her agreement echoing mine. "Count me in, too. Let's see where this takes us."
			

			
				“Let me show you one more,” Alice's eyes held a mix of excitement and a hint of bashfulness as she revealed the next photograph. My heart raced even faster as she presented the image to us. In it, Jamar's erect cock commanded attention, his huge member showcased in all its impressive glory. 
			

			
				The photo was from the side, his cock and balls almost filling the frame. A woman's mouth was partially visible at the edge of the frame, her lips and tongue just touching the engorged tip of his shaft. It was an image that sent an electric jolt through my body, igniting an intense heat between my legs that demanded immediate attention. 
			

			
				As the realisation hit me, my gaze flicked between the photograph and Alice's flushed face. "Is that you?" I blurted out the question. Alice's cheeks darkened further, but she met my gaze with a sly smile.
			

			
				"Guilty as charged," she admitted. "Jamar and I have explored our mutual interests in both art and pleasure."
			

			
				Hannah's eyes were wide as she processed this information. "So, you and Jamar... you're seeing each other?" Alice's smile grew mischievous. "Intimate, creative partners, and yes, he’s my boyfriend. But before you ask, we also have an open relationship. We’ve had several threesomes, and we both play with other partners separately."
			

			
				After finalising the plans for the following day, my mind buzzed with anticipation as Alice and Hannah departed. Alone in my room, I succumbed to the waves of desire that had been building since our conversation began. 
			

			
				With every detail of the upcoming encounter imagined in my mind, I sank onto my bed, my fingers instinctively seeking the source of my mounting arousal. I touched myself with a fierce hunger, my thoughts shifting between the explicit images Alice had shown us and the possibilities that awaited us tomorrow. 
			

			
				My fingers worked with precision, dancing over my most sensitive areas, igniting sparks of pleasure that surged through every fibre of my being. I journeyed through a series of climaxes, each one washing over me like a tidal wave, leaving me trembling and spent in its wake.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following lunchtime cast an air of anticipation as we converged on the student union, where Alice and Jamar awaited our arrival. The clinking of glasses and the lively chatter of fellow students created a backdrop of excitement, mirroring the emotions swirling within us. As we settled in with our drinks, the atmosphere quickly shifted from apprehension to camaraderie. 
			

			
				Jamar's presence was an immediate source of comfort; his sexy South London accent, easy-going nature, and warm smile dissolved any lingering tension. His short dreadlocks, neatly tied in a bun, accentuated his striking features, while his well-defined physique exuded confidence and sexuality. With every laugh and shared story, the initial awkwardness melted away, and it felt as if we were reconnecting with an old friend. 
			

			
				When Jamar went to the bar for a second round of drinks, Alice leaned in, her eyes gleaming with curiosity. "Well, what do you think?" she inquired.
			

			
				I exchanged a knowing glance with Hannah, our shared thoughts reflected in each other's expressions. "He seems really friendly and easy to get along with," I replied with a smile, trying to keep my voice casual despite the pounding of my heart. “And he’s fucking gorgeous.” 
			

			
				Hannah chimed in, her tone equally excited. "Definitely. He's so good-looking," she added with a playful grin, capturing the sentiments we both seemed to share.
			

			
				Alice's eyes gleamed as she nodded in agreement, her enthusiasm contagious. "I'm glad you both feel that way," she said excitedly. 
			

			
				When Jamar returned with the drinks, Alice asked if we wanted to use condoms, saying it was entirely our choice and the art would be just as powerful with or without. Hannah said she would prefer to use them, but I decided that I would not. I had such a kink for being taken raw, and I wanted to enjoy this as much as possible. “Perfect,” said Alice, “One with and one without gives us both types of image.”
			

			
				I was so turned on thinking about what was going to happen that I could barely concentrate on anything.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Back in her room, Alice directed us to sit on the bed and get comfortable with each other. Jamar sat between us, and we took turns kissing him and running our hands over his chest. He was a wonderful kisser, considerate yet powerful.
			

			
				Keen to take things further, Hannah and I began to run our hands over the bulge in his trousers, and we soon felt him getting hard. I knelt before him and as he leaned back on the bed, I pulled down his trousers and pants. Hannah joined me and we both ran our tongues up and down his gorgeous and impressive cock while Alice took photos, as close in as possible to crop out most of our faces.
			

			
				Jamar's quiet moans filled the room, his pleasure evident as he relaxed and enjoyed the double blowjob. Surprisingly, Alice momentarily abandoned the camera, stepping into the action. With her joining in, there were now three sets of lips and tongues bestowing pleasure upon him. 
			

			
				As we continued, my tongue brushed against Alice's intermittently, igniting a spark of desire. The temptation to explore her body in a new way tugged at me, adding another layer to the already charged atmosphere. Yet, just as quickly, Alice returned to her role behind the lens, resuming her position as the observer. The camera clicked, recording our passionate display, while the lingering desire for more remained in the air.
			

			
				I honestly could have sucked his cock all day, but Alice directed us to the next shot. “Okay, girls,” she said, “Can you strip to your knickers?” Hannah and I exchanged looks and did as she asked, aware that Jamar was stroking his cock as he watched us undress.
			

			
				It was my turn to go first. Alice positioned me on the bed with Jamar in an embrace, his hard cock pressed against my thigh and his hand in my pants. She took several photos of him fingering me with my pants on, and then with them removed. I hooked my leg over his thigh as his strong fingers delved deep inside my wetness, my hand on his cock at the same time. We kissed and wanked each other like this for a bit and it felt amazing.
			

			
				My heart raced as Alice's guidance led me to lie on my back, my legs suspended in the air. Positioned between my parted thighs, Jamar's impressive cock pressed against my entrance, a promise of what was to come. Alice's camera captured this moment of suspended desire, Jamar poised at the brink of entry. The series of photos she took from behind him reflected the raw anticipation in the air, each click of the camera amplifying the building tension. 
			

			
				My senses were ablaze with the sensations of the moment, every nerve alive with the proximity of him. His presence, his touch so near yet not quite, was maddeningly arousing. The ache within me grew, an urgent craving to be filled by his hard length. 
			

			
				Then, with a subtle nod from Alice, the tension transformed into a crescendo of pleasure as Jamar slid his sizable cock into me, each inch filling me completely. A cry of ecstasy escaped my lips, my body instinctively arching as the intensity of sensation washed over me. Gripping my ankles, he took control, the rhythmic thrusts of his hips unleashing waves of delight that resonated through every nerve. 
			

			
				As Jamar's powerful movements set my senses ablaze, I caught a fleeting glimpse of Hannah, her own arousal on full display as she feverishly pleasured herself. Her knickers dampened with desire, her fingers danced over her slick folds, mirroring the rhythm of Jamar's thrusts. Meanwhile, Alice's skilled eye captured the intimate scene, her camera lens focused on the exquisite details of penetration, every angle and expression documented in stunning clarity.
			

			
				"You're so creamy," Alice's voice broke through the haze of pleasure, her words mingling with the primal sounds of our joining. Her observation sent a fresh surge of excitement through me, the knowledge that our intimate connection was visibly manifesting on his cock eliciting an extra layer of arousal. “It’s all over his cock, that’s exactly what I was hoping for.”
			

			
				She allowed him to fuck me until I reached my climax, coming hard on his cock, my walls pulsing and squeezing him. Then she got him to pause, deep inside me, while Hannah grasped his balls. We did various poses for the camera with him inside me, stretching me open, and Hannah lending a helping hand. It was erotic, but also frustrating, as I desperately needed him to pound me again.
			

			
				Sensing my frustration, she allowed him to fuck me hard until I came again, this time with him behind me. Then it was Hannah’s turn.
			

			
				Jamar rolled on a condom, and Alice directed him through the same process with Hannah. She allowed Jamar to fuck her hard for their own enjoyment, before getting them to hold a pose in different positions for the camera. She seemed to have a list of erotic shots she wanted in her head, and I couldn’t wait to see some of the photos. But being witness to the acts themselves was even more erotic, and I got myself off several times as I watched. I’d watched Hannah fucking several times before, and I never tired of it.
			

			
				Finally, Alice orchestrated the climax, positioning me on all fours with Jamar entering me from behind without a condom. Hannah, positioned below us, eagerly awaited the culmination of our intensity, her mouth open and waiting. In this arrangement, her beautiful and enticingly natural cunt lay just below me.
			

			
				The rhythmic motion of his thrusts only intensified my desire to taste her, and with a profound need, I leaned down, enclosing Hannah's clit in the embrace of my lips. Despite our previous escapades and shared experiences, we’d never done anything other than a kiss before. The fervent gasp that escaped her lips confirmed her approval, giving me the unspoken permission to explore her with my mouth while being passionately taken from behind.
			

			
				Alice knelt behind Jamar, her gaze fixated on the impending climax. At last, his loud moan filled the room, accompanied by the exquisite sensation of him pulsating within me. Each throb reverberated through my body, accompanied by his quickened breaths that mirrored his rapid heartbeats. I absolutely loved being filled with cum.
			

			
				Alice's camera clicked, capturing the visual evidence of his release, but her true focus was on the moment of withdrawal, the point when his cum cascaded from within me into Hannah's expectant mouth. Frame by frame, Alice documented his cum pouring from me like a waterfall into Hannah’s mouth.
			

			
				Finally, Alice directed us to seal our connection with a kiss, Hannah’s mouth still full of cum. Our lips met, and the taste of Jamar's release mixed with our own desires. The camera clicked, capturing the intimate act of cum-kissed lips merging, cum running down our chins, a powerful image of our shared adventure.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Alice got us drinks and we all recovered on the bed. "That’s amazing, guys," Alice said with a satisfied smile. "You were all so good, I’ve got all the shots I wanted." 
			

			
				"I'm glad we could help," Hannah replied, a playful glint in her eyes. 
			

			
				Alice leaned back, taking a sip from her drink. "Honestly, I'm soaking wet," she suddenly admitted, her cheeks flushing with a mixture of embarrassment and excitement. "Seeing you all together like that, the chemistry, the raw desire… It's left me incredibly turned on."
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged a knowing glance, our own arousal still lingering beneath the surface. "I guess we've all had quite the experience," I said seductively. 
			

			
				"Definitely," Hannah added, her tone equally suggestive. Alice laughed, her gaze flitting between us. 
			

			
				"I have to say, I wasn't expecting this level of… personal connection with my art project." 
			

			
				"Well, sometimes the best art comes from a place of genuine intimacy," I remarked, a smile tugging at my lips. 
			

			
				Alice nodded in agreement, her fingers tracing the rim of her glass. "You're right. And I think these photos will capture that beautifully." 
			

			
				"It was an incredible experience," Hannah chimed in. 
			

			
				"Absolutely," I concurred, my thoughts drifting to the electrifying moments we had shared. "And I can't wait to see the final results."
			

			
				As our conversation flowed, Alice's curiosity seemed to overcome her initial shyness. She took a deep breath before speaking, "You know, I’m so horny now and well…" Hannah and I exchanged a curious glance, encouraging her to continue. 
			

			
				Alice cleared her throat, her cheeks flushing slightly. "I mean, this is a bit different from the project itself, but… would you be willing, Carrie, to take some photos of Jamar and me? Not for the art project, just for myself. Including our faces." 
			

			
				My eyebrows shot up in surprise, and I looked at Alice with a mix of curiosity and intrigue. “Of course,” I said, “I’d love to.” I felt my desire stir again at the thought of watching Alice having sex with her boyfriend.
			

			
				Alice's determination was evident as she retrieved a fresh roll of film and loaded it into her camera. With gentle enthusiasm, she explained the basics of the camera's settings, ensuring I understood how to operate it in automatic mode. "Alright, Carrie, you're all set. Just focus on capturing the moments as they unfold," Alice instructed. 
			

			
				I nodded, my hands a touch unsteady with a blend of excitement and nervousness. "Got it, Alice.”
			

			
				With that, Alice turned her attention back to Jamar, who was already lying on the bed, naked and waiting.
			

			
				With a slow and deliberate movement, she extended her hand and began to stroke his cock until it became hard and erect. His breathing increased as she pleasured him, and he closed his eyes, savouring the sensations. Knowing I only had 36 photos on the film, I tried to use them sparingly, capturing the essence of each moment in a single click. 
			

			
				With deliberate movements, she shed her clothes, each article dropping to the floor. She was stunningly beautiful naked, and my gaze was drawn to her unshaven armpits. Her large, inviting breasts came into view, their fullness and weight accentuated in the soft glow of the room. Her nipples were dark and hard, each with a metal bar through the middle. And then there was her untamed bush, igniting a fire of curiosity that had smouldered within me for so long. This was the Alice I had fantasised about, the one I had longed to see in action.
			

			
				I adjusted the camera's focus, taking photos of them together. Jamar and Alice made love in a variety of positions, unleashing a torrent of primal desire. Their bodies twisted and turned, driven by an unquenchable lust. 
			

			
				Hannah and I watched, our own arousal growing with every thrust, every moan. As Jamar pounded into Alice, our own bodies responded, aching for the same pleasure. The sounds of their frantic coupling were driving us closer to the edge. 
			

			
				Hannah’s fingers found their way to her own wetness, but I was absorbed in capturing the explicit display before us. Position after position, our arousal intensified as Jamar and Alice fucked. 
			

			
				They seemed to get off on us watching and taking photos. We were no longer mere spectators; we were active participants in this sensory overload of sex and passion. The room felt charged with their energy, our own bodies vibrating with the need for release.
			

			
				Finally, while riding him, her moans crescendoed into a cry of ecstasy. As her orgasm rippled through her, her grip on Jamar tightened, urging him deeper within her. In response, Jamar's own release surged forth, his body tensing as he spilled his cum into her. It was a mesmerising sight, the culmination of desire and intimacy captured in a single moment frozen in time. 
			

			
				My fingers worked the camera with a sense of urgency, each click capturing the raw intensity of their connection. The way their bodies intertwined, the look of unadulterated bliss on Alice's face, and the glistening evidence of their shared climax; it was all there, etched onto the film.
			

			
				As we all relaxed on the bed, Hannah and I shared a unique sense of privilege, having been granted the intimate view of Alice and Jamar's intimate lovemaking. Our hearts raced in unison with the electric energy that hung in the air. 
			

			
				Now the best of friends, we all got dressed and headed back to the bar for an evening of drinking and socialising.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				A few days later, Alice came over to share the new batch of her photographic treasures. She carried a folder filled with beautifully developed A3 black and white prints. As she unfolded the narrative of our encounters, I was eager to dive into the visual journey she had preserved.
			

			
				First there were some beautiful shots of Jamar and I wanking each other, our faces obscured. His black body and my pale body were a beautiful contrast. Then there were some close-up shots of Jamar’s thick cock stretching me as he penetrated me. You could see blobs of my creamy essence round the base of his dick. It was so raw and real and beautiful.
			

			
				Then there were the shots of him fucking Hannah in a variety of positions, his big black dick covered in a condom, sometimes only just visible as most of his length was buried in her bushy cunt.
			

			
				There were so many great shots, and my knickers were soon soaking as we looked through them. Alice and Hannah also looked flushed and turned on.
			

			
				“Oh my god,” Hannah almost whispered, “These are so sexy.”
			

			
				Finally we got to the cumshot. Jamar’s dick just outside my gaping cunt, with a waterfall of cum dripping out my cunt into Hannah’s mouth.
			

			
				“Fuuuck,” I said, my hand involuntarily going between my thighs and rubbing my aching clit through my panties. I couldn’t help moaning, my breath catching as I touched myself and looked at the photos spread out on the bed.
			

			
				Hannah also couldn’t hold back any longer. She was wearing loose sweatpants and slipped her hand into the top and into her knickers. Joining me in rubbing herself and moaning.
			

			
				Alice watched us with wide eyes, “I should have brought my camera, you girls are so hot,” she said wistfully. Instead, she led back on the bed and hiked up her long pleated skirt, slipping her knickers off over her ankles and began to finger fuck herself as she watched us.
			

			
				Hannah and I also stripped off, and soon we were all naked on the bed, watching each other masturbate.
			

			
				"I loved watching you fuck my boyfriend," Alice moaned, her fingers deep inside her cunt. The admission hung in the air, a confession that intensified our already feverish need.
			

			
				Hannah's breathless voice broke the silence, her words dripping with desire. "God, I can't stop thinking about his thick cock stretching me open. I want to feel him deep inside me, pounding me hard."
			

			
				Alice's voice joined the chorus. "And I can't help but imagine his hands all over me, his fingers teasing my clit and his tongue tracing every inch of my body."
			

			
				The air was charged with electricity as we openly shared our fantasies, igniting the flames of our arousal. My own voice joined in, and I don’t know where the words came from. "I want him to fuck me relentlessly, to take me any way he wants. I want to be his dirty little plaything. To fuck me into submission with his huge cock."
			

			
				Hannah's response was a breathy moan, her fingers working faster between her legs. "Fuck, just thinking about it makes me want to come all over his cock."
			

			
				Alice's tone was a sensual purr. "I want to watch him fuck you both, to make you scream and come."
			

			
				The room was filled with our gasps and moans, each confession pushing us closer to the edge. Our words became a shared journey into the realm of our deepest desires, a dance of explicit fantasies that fueled our own self-pleasure.
			

			
				My voice trembled with my own explicit craving. "I want him to fuck me in the ass," I confessed, the words hanging in the air as my fingers danced over my throbbing clit.
			

			
				Hannah's moans grew more urgent, matching the intensity of our conversation. "Oh God, yes! I can imagine his big hands gripping my hips as he thrusts into my ass."
			

			
				And then Alice's sultry voice took the stage once more, her words weaving a tapestry of vivid memories. "He actually fucked me in the ass last night," she revealed, her breath hitching with arousal. "I could feel every inch of him stretching me open, penetrating me so deeply and making me squirm and moan like a whore."
			

			
				Her graphic description hung in the air, heightening our already desperate need. Hannah's fingers worked faster, her gasps coming in quick succession. "Fuck, I wish I could've watched that," she moaned, her eyes hooded with lust.
			

			
				Alice's admission fueled my own explicit yearning, I had four fingers jammed inside my cunt now. "Tell us more," I managed to pant.
			

			
				"He took full control of my willing body, he held me down on the bed and fucked me so hard, hitting that perfect spot that made me squirt all over the sheets," she described, her words painting a vivid picture of raw, unfiltered ecstasy.
			

			
				My arousal surged as I imagined the scene Alice was describing, my hips lifting off the bed. "God, that's so fucking hot," I moaned, my breath ragged with the urgency of my need.
			

			
				Hannah's gasps grew more urgent, her movements becoming frantic as her pleasure built to a crescendo. Her body tensed, and with a soft cry, she reached her peak, fingers working feverishly between her legs. The sight of her release sent ripples of sensation through me, igniting my own climax. My hips arched off the bed, and a wave of ecstasy washed over me, leaving me trembling in its wake.
			

			
				Alice's moans mingled with ours as her own pleasure also reached its zenith. We basked in the afterglow, our breaths gradually slowing as we rode out the waves of our climax.
			

			
				As the echoes of our climaxes faded, a gentle shyness settled over us, like a veil drawn across our intimate confessions. It was a new experience, one that left us feeling vulnerable yet strangely content. The air was thick with the mingling scents of sex and vulnerability, and I could feel a flush of warmth spreading across my cheeks. 
			

			
				I’d never done anything like this before, but wanking with my friends was something I wanted to explore more in the future.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				A few weeks later, Hannah, Alice, Rachel, and I, along with all the other netball girls, boarded a coach to go to a netball tournament in another city. It was to be a big festival of sport over a long weekend, with lots of sports clubs from different universities descending on this city. We were all staying in various youth hostels and cheap hotels. It promised to be a riot.
			

			
				Adorned in matching team tops, the netball girls exuded a sense of unity as we boarded the coach. The atmosphere quickly turned festive, with voices rising in joyous song. My own laughter mingled with the anecdotes of sexual escapades that peppered the conversation, and the talk about sex made me uncontrollably horny.
			

			
				Alice told us about a photoshoot the night before for her art project. She had photographed two gay guys fucking each other, and her graphic descriptions of their big cocks fucking each other in the ass made me even more turned on.
			

			
				As the journey stretched on, we eventually made a pit stop at a service area for lunch. The break provided a temporary respite from the bus's confined space, allowing us to piss and stretch our legs.
			

			
				Hannah and I stood outside to smoke. As we lit up, a second coach rolled to a stop nearby. It disgorged a boisterous football team hailing from another university. As the athletes disembarked and filed into the service area, Hannah and I exchanged knowing glances, our mutual appreciation for their attractive appearances evident in our eyes.
			

			
				A couple of the footballers approached us, casually asking for a lighter. The request became a doorway to conversation, and before long, we found ourselves engaged in easy banter with these striking young men called Liam and Owen. Both possessed a handsomeness that didn't go unnoticed between Hannah and me, and in my already aroused state, I couldn’t help but think about their dicks. I knew we only had twenty minutes or so before we had to get back on the coach, so we had to move fast if anything was going to happen. 
			

			
				"So, what brings you here?" Liam asked with a playful smirk as he leaned against the wall beside us.
			

			
				"Heading to the netball tournament with our team," Hannah replied with a wink. "What about you guys?"
			

			
				"Football tournament at the same place," Owen chimed in. "And well, I didn’t know we were going to bump into such beautiful girls on the way."
			

			
				I joined in the banter, "And we didn’t expect to meet a bunch of hot football players."
			

			
				Hannah shot me a mischievous grin, clearly enjoying the flirtatious exchange. "Yeah, we were just thinking, it's a real shame we have to get back on that coach so soon."
			

			
				Liam's eyes twinkled as he leaned in slightly, "Well, you know, sometimes opportunities come knocking when you least expect them."
			

			
				Owen nodded, his gaze never leaving mine. "Exactly. And we're all about seizing those opportunities."
			

			
				I felt a surge of boldness. "How about we make the most of these few minutes, then?" I said. "I mean, who knows when we'll run into each other again?"
			

			
				The boys exchanged glances, their smiles widening. Owen grinned, "You're absolutely right. We do have something that might make this pit stop even more memorable."
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow, intrigued. "Oh, really? And what might that be?"
			

			
				Liam held up a small bag, his eyes twinkling with mischief. "Skunk. Care to join us for a smoke?"
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged another glance. "Lead the way," I said.
			

			
				We followed Owen and Liam around the back of the service station, away from the prying eyes of the crowd. The four of us found a quiet spot on a patch of grass, shielded from view by a low wall. The atmosphere was charged with anticipation as Liam rolled a cigarette.
			

			
				As he struck the match and the cigarette glowed to life, the familiar smell filled the air and we passed it around. I moved closer to Liam, seizing the moment as he returned from passing the cigarette. Our lips met in a fervent kiss, a cascade of desire sparking between us. He was a good kisser, and my hand strayed to the firm bulge in his trousers.
			

			
				Owen and Hannah followed our lead, their passion mirrored in the way Owen's hand slipped beneath Hannah's skirt. From where I was, I could observe as he pushed aside her knickers, his fingers finding their way into her hairy cunt.
			

			
				Liam's approach was a bit more tentative, so deciding I had nothing to lose, I guided his hand under the fabric of my skirt, moving his hand to my own cunt. The moment his fingers brushed against my clit, a gasp escaped my lips, and my hips instinctively arched towards his touch, urging him on.
			

			
				However, I knew we were short of time, and I really wanted to suck him off, so I unzipped his trousers and pulled out his cock. It wasn’t that big, but it was nice looking and curved upward. I pushed him to lie flat on the grass and took him in my mouth.
			

			
				The taste of him, coupled with the thrill of the public setting, heightened the intensity of the moment. As I lavished attention upon him, the world around us seemed to blur, the sounds of the busy service station fading into the background. The rhythm of my movements synced with the pulse of desire within me, and every moan and gasp from Liam spurred me on.
			

			
				Amidst the passionate rhythm of my actions, a flicker of movement drew my attention. As I glanced up, I was met with the electrifying sight of Hannah and Owen engaged in their own intimate exchange. The image of Hannah's lips wrapped around Owen's hardness mirrored the scene I was enacting with Liam, and a wave of shared desire and connection surged through me.
			

			
				With my deep throat skills I had practised on Chris’s much bigger cock, I had no problems taking all of Liam’s inside my throat, pressing my lips right up against his body and driving him wild. 
			

			
				I could feel the tension building within him, the telltale signs that he was reaching the edge. As Liam's fingers tightened in my hair and his moans grew more urgent, I knew he was about to come. The realisation that our illicit actions were spiralling toward a climax sent a rush of heat through me.
			

			
				Liam's breath caught, his body tensed, and I felt him fill my mouth. I hungrily swallowed his cum, licking the last drops from his shaft. I heard Owen suddenly gasp as he too released into Hannah’s mouth.
			

			
				As our breaths steadied and the afterglow of our shared experience lingered, Liam and Owen quickly put their cocks away, stealing glances around to ensure no-one had seen us. The charged atmosphere was still thick with desire, and I couldn't help but smile.
			

			
				"Seems like it's our turn to be taken care of," I hinted with a sly grin. I opened my legs where I sat on the grass, letting them both see my knickers. Boldly I pulled them to one side, showing off my glistening lips, my cunt aching at the thought of being touched there.
			

			
				But just as anticipation began to mount, the abrupt sound of the coach driver's horn shattered the moment. Reality crashed back in, and we exchanged hurried glances, disappointment in our eyes. With a collective sigh, we quickly stood and said goodbye to the boys. The call of the horn served as a reminder that we were part of a larger group, bound by schedules and responsibilities. Reluctantly, we left behind the secluded patch of grass and rejoined our friends on the coach.
			

			
				As we filed back onto the coach, the buzz of excitement and laughter from our teammates seemed to contrast starkly with the hushed intensity of our secret rendezvous. The coach ride continued with raucous stories and shared plans for the weekend ahead. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				Arriving at the hostel, the city lights greeted us with their vibrant glow, and the thrill of anticipation intensified. We were assigned bunks in a shared room, and as luck would have it, I was in the top bunk just above Hannah's. The room buzzed with a mix of energy and laughter as we all settled in.
			

			
				We began to get ready for the communal meal in the hostel canteen. Our room was a whirlwind of activity as Rachel, Alice, Carrie, and Hannah each prepared themselves, sharing mirrors and laughter in the process. The atmosphere was alive with the excitement of a shared adventure.
			

			
				As we changed into our chosen outfits, the room was briefly filled with a chorus of giggles, as well as some playful teasing. Lisa and Emma, the two other netball players who were also part of our dorm, exchanged friendly banter as they got dressed.
			

			
				I couldn't help but steal glances as my friends and teammates moved around in various stages of undress. The sight of their bodies, the subtle curves and contours that made each of them unique, stirred a familiar heat within me. 
			

			
				I found a brief moment of privacy with Rachel in the bathroom. We had been sleeping together about once a week since the start of last term. She was a beautiful mixed-race girl with big frizzy hair and enormous breasts. In those stolen moments, our lips met in a familiar kiss, our hands exploring each other's breasts with a shared intimacy.
			

			
				Afterwards, we gathered in the canteen for dinner, the long tables buzzing with a mix of voices from various university sports teams. The lively atmosphere was infectious, filled with the excited energy of young athletes coming together.
			

			
				As the meal progressed, laughter and conversation flowed freely, and it seemed like everyone was in high spirits. After the plates were cleared, the tables were pushed to the side to make space for a makeshift dance floor. 
			

			
				A DJ set up in the corner, and soon upbeat music filled the air, and the canteen turned into an impromptu disco, with athletes from various teams dancing and celebrating together. The energy was infectious, and it was clear that the night was far from over.
			

			
				Owen and Liam must have been staying elsewhere, but I wasn't bothered; I was looking for some new boys to play with. The pulsating music and the crowd on the dance floor had me completely immersed in the moment. 
			

			
				I saw Rachel in a corner, making out with a hot female hockey player, and soon spotted them slipping out back to the dorm. Thinking about that sent a rush of heat to my legs, and feeling very naughty, after ten minutes I crept back to the dorm too and peered round the door.
			

			
				Peeking around the doorframe, I discovered Rachel on her lower bunk, fully naked and on all fours, facing away from the door. The hockey player, wearing nothing but a bra, knelt behind her, teasing Rachel's asshole with her probing tongue. Simultaneously, her fingers thrust into Rachel's cunt from behind. I could see the hockey player’s wet open cunt as she bent over. It was framed with dark hair and above that, her own asshole, unexpectedly hairy too.
			

			
				The sight, more explicit than I had expected, sent a rush of heat between my legs. Rachel and I had never done any anal play before and I made a note to try it with her next time we were together. My hand instinctively slipped into my pants, and I began to fervently rub my clit in response to the provocative sight before me.
			

			
				Rachel’s gigantic tits swung back and forth as she pushed her hips back into her partner’s tongue, moaning at the exquisite pleasure of having her asshole licked. I could tell by the way her body quivered and her moans escalated that Rachel’s climax was imminent. 
			

			
				Suddenly, her partner's sensual touches brought her over the edge, and I could see her shudder and shake as ecstasy washed over her. In tandem with Rachel's release, my own orgasm surged through me, causing me to steady myself on the doorframe to stop myself from falling. The sound of the disco below and the moans from Rachel and her partner luckily masked any sound I made.
			

			
				I forced myself to head back down to the disco before I got caught, but I was now even more desperate to get some action for myself.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Alice had taken on the role of the unofficial photographer for the trip, capturing candid shots of the lively dance floor and the passionate embraces that dotted the room. In a dim corner, Hannah was engaged in a steamy encounter with a young man on a bench. Their kisses were heated, and his hand boldly explored beneath her top, eagerly fondling one of her generously endowed breasts. Before long, they too disappeared upstairs, carried away by their escalating desire.
			

			
				My attention was drawn to a pair of hot young men, and I decided to introduce myself. They identified themselves as Dan and Jason, swimmers with impressively muscular upper bodies. The more we talked, the stronger my attraction to them grew. The only predicament I faced was choosing between the two of them, as both exuded an irresistible charm that left me torn between desires. 
			

			
				I decided to choose both. As we chatted, the chemistry between us seemed to sizzle, an invisible thread of attraction weaving through our words.
			

			
				"Swimmers, huh?" I said, arching an eyebrow. "I've heard that swimmers have… strong, agile bodies."
			

			
				Dan laughed. "Well, you're not wrong there. But netball players also have their own set of skills, don't they?"
			

			
				I grinned, letting my gaze linger on both of them. "Oh, you have no idea."
			

			
				Jason leaned in a little closer. "Care to enlighten us?"
			

			
				My heart skipped a beat as his words hung in the air. The playful tension was undeniable, and I felt a familiar flutter deep within.
			

			
				"Well," I said, my tone just as teasing, "I play goal attack, so my job is to score. I’m very focused on scoring."
			

			
				Dan's eyes sparkled with amusement. "Oh, really? Maybe you could demonstrate your scoring technique with one of us?"
			

			
				"Sometimes I have to handle two defenders at once." I shot back, a mischievous glint in my eye. 
			

			
				The air around us seemed to crackle with an electric charge, the energy between us intensifying. It was as if we were dancing on the edge of something thrilling, the line between flirtation and desire growing thin.
			

			
				Jason's lips curved into a confident smile. "I think we're up for the challenge."
			

			
				My heart raced as I met his gaze, the tension building to an almost unbearable level. This was it, the unspoken invitation that hung in the air, heavy with possibilities.
			

			
				"Then maybe it's time to find somewhere a bit quieter," I said softly, my bold suggestion sending shivers down my spine. “How about you give me a tour of your dorm room?”
			

			
				Dan's gaze locked onto mine, his eyes darkening with desire. "Oh, I think we can arrange that."
			

			
				With a smile, he turned and led the way towards the exit, Jason and I following closely behind. The pulsating music seemed to echo the rhythm of my heartbeat, a throbbing anticipation that seemed to fill the entire room.
			

			
				When we reached their dorm, the atmosphere was charged with a potent mixture of desire and anticipation. The door closed behind us, shutting out the outside world and leaving only the three of us in this shared moment. I was excited to see that, unlike our own bunk room, Dan and Jason’s room only contained two double beds.
			

			
				Jason's fingers brushed against my arm, sending an electric shock of sensation through me. I had a feeling they had done this before, and they didn’t waste any time, taking me to one of the beds and undressing me until I was naked before them.
			

			
				Our lips met in a searing three-way kiss. It was as if the floodgates had opened, the pent-up attraction and yearning pouring into the embrace. Our lips and tongues moved against each other with a wild hunger.
			

			
				I kissed them both, and to my surprise, they also kissed each other. Deep, passionate kisses with tongues. It was obvious this wasn’t the first time. As we kissed, my fingers deftly undid their shirts, my touch tracing the lines of their muscular forms. 
			

			
				I felt their fingers brush against my small breasts, the sensation electric and arousing. As their hands travelled lower, my anticipation grew, and soon Dan had his fingers between my trimmed bush.
			

			
				Jason concentrated on my breasts; his touch was both skillful and possessive, his fingers coaxing pleasure from every touch. Dan's mouth went between my legs and he began to lick and suck my clit, sending shocks of pleasure through me. 
			

			
				I repositioned myself onto my knees, eager for more. I pulled down Jason's tracksuit bottoms and freed his beautiful straight cock. I guided it into my mouth. The taste of him filled my senses, driving my hunger to new heights. Jason's hard length in my mouth was a source of pleasure, my rhythmic motions matched by their own growing urgency.
			

			
				In the heat of the moment, I was overcome by a daring impulse. Inspired by the scene I had glimpsed earlier, I turned my gaze to Dan and asked, "Have you ever eaten a girl's ass?" His grin and admission fueled my excitement, and his skillful exploration of my desire sent shockwaves of pleasure through me.
			

			
				The sensation was electrifying. I felt Jason's arousal in my mouth respond to my movements, and the combination of their touch drove me closer to the edge.
			

			
				As they continued to explore my body with their skilled hands and lips, I surrendered to the sensations, every touch sending shivers of delight through me. With Dan's tongue in my most intimate area and Jason's cock in my mouth, I was immersed in a world of desire, each movement propelling me toward a climax.
			

			
				I felt Dan withdraw for a moment, the distinctive sound of a condom wrapper breaking the silence. His movements were purposeful, deliberate as he prepared himself for the next phase of our encounter. 
			

			
				With a composed breath, Dan positioned himself behind me, his strong hands guiding his erection to the entrance of my cunt. The initial pressure of his hardness against my folds triggered a thrill of anticipation, causing me to involuntarily gasp at the sensation. 
			

			
				As he entered me from behind, inch by inch, the intensity of the moment washed over me like a tidal wave. The profound feeling of fullness, combined with Jason’s cock in my mouth, ignited a surge of pleasure that resonated deep within me. 
			

			
				Dan's hands on my hips signalled the beginning of a new rhythm, a pace that was fervent and unyielding. His thrusts were powerful, each one sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. 
			

			
				After a while, Dan needed a breather and gently withdrew. Jason quickly rolled on a condom and positioned himself behind me. He spread me open, his hard length sliding inside, prompting a whimper from my lips. Dan, who was still close by, wrapped his arm around Jason, his hand resting on his ass as they shared a deep, passionate kiss. The unexpected intimacy between them only fueled my desire further.
			

			
				I knelt upright, Jason penetrating me from behind while Dan held us close, his kisses igniting the fiery passion between us. In that position, Jason's cock found the perfect angle, rubbing against my sensitive g-spot and making me feel like I was going to squirt. His hand encircled me, his fingers expertly teasing the tender bud of my clit as he moved in and out of my wet, throbbing core.
			

			
				The three of us maintained this intimate position, our bodies melding together in perfect harmony. Sensations of pleasure intensified as I felt my climax approaching, an unstoppable force that surged within me. My body convulsed, each shudder echoing the crescendo of pleasure that swept over me. Waves of euphoria rippled through every fibre of my being and burst forth in an intense and powerful squirting orgasm as I gushed clear liquid over the bed.
			

			
				As the waves of ecstasy gradually subsided, I basked in a profound sense of release and contentment, my body bathed in the soothing afterglow of satisfaction. Collapsing onto the bed, a throaty moan of "Fuuuck" escaped my lips.
			

			
				Recognizing my need for a moment of respite, Dan and Jason shifted their focus to each other, their bodies still poised on the bed. Their lips met in a passionate kiss, they removed their condoms, and their hands ventured to stroke each other's magnificent shafts.
			

			
				"I want you to fuck me," Jason's gasped to Dan between their lingering kisses. Dan guided him back onto the bed, his fingers deftly tearing open a new condom. Positioned on his back, Jason lifted his legs, exposing his eager ass to Dan's hungry gaze. His erect cock rested against his stomach.
			

			
				I leaned over, the taste of him still fresh in my memory, and took him in my mouth once more. My tongue danced along the length of his shaft, tracing patterns that elicited a series of pleasurable gasps and moans from Jason. The taste of his arousal, mixed with the lingering sensations of my own encounters, created a heady cocktail of desire that surged through me.
			

			
				Beside us, Dan was generously applying lube to his cock, his own arousal evident as he knelt before Jason's exposed ass. With a measured steadiness, he guided it to the entrance of Jason's tight passage, the anticipation between them electric. Slowly, Dan began to slide inside, inch by inch, the combined sensations of their connection making Jason's breathing grow erratic.
			

			
				Dan's movements were deliberate, his rhythmic thrusts gradually working his full length within Jason's receptive warmth. I’d never watched two men having sex before, and I was fascinated. Jason's moans grew more urgent, his back arching in response to the dual sensations of being filled and the ecstasy of my mouth working diligently on his cock.
			

			
				With a final, shuddering arch of his back and a guttural cry of pleasure, Jason's orgasm washed over him in a powerful wave. His body trembled with the force of his climax, every nerve ending ignited by the pleasure that coursed through him.
			

			
				As the crescendo of his release reached its peak, a series of powerful pulses rocked his body, each one accompanied by a forceful explosion of his cum. The first wave shot out in an arc, landing in hot splatters across my face and hair.
			

			
				I positioned myself to capture the subsequent torrents of his desire. My mouth enveloped the sensitive tip of his cock just as the next surge of pleasure rippled through him, my lips forming a tight seal that ensured no drop was wasted as I moaned around his length.
			

			
				Dan's own urgency was obvious, a clear signal of his impending release. With a swift motion, he withdrew from Jason's quivering form, shedding the condom in the process. His hand gripped the base of his cock firmly, and with a guttural moan, he unleashed his climax. Streams of his cum erupted from his tip across Jason's body and my own face and hair.
			

			
				The sheer volume of his release was astonishing, wave after wave of his essence cascading over us. The sensation of their warm essence against my skin was electrifying, igniting a rush of desire that coursed through me, and I gasped in delighted surprise.
			

			
				My grin was wide and unapologetic as I looked at both of them. "Boys, you've completely covered me," I purred.
			

			
				The air in the room was thick with the mingled scents of sex and satisfaction, our naked bodies pressed against the rumpled sheets. As Dan passed around the cigarettes, a sense of camaraderie settled over us, a shared moment of relaxation after the intensity of our encounter.
			

			
				I took a long drag from the cigarette, feeling the tendrils of smoke curling through my lungs as I exhaled. The tension had eased, replaced by a comfortable familiarity that only seemed to deepen the intrigue I felt about their relationship.
			

			
				Curiosity nudged me, and I turned to them with a playful smile. "So are you two together, or what?" I ventured, my gaze shifting between Dan and Jason.
			

			
				Their exchanged glances spoke volumes, a silent conversation that unfolded in the shared glint of their eyes. Jason's response held a hint of uncertainty, a glimpse into the complexity of their connection. "Well, sort of," he answered hesitantly.
			

			
				"It's a secret," Dan said, his voice carrying a note of caution. "No one else on the swim team knows, or we'd probably be thrown off," he continued.
			

			
				A mixture of frustration and empathy welled up within me. "That's so stupid," I blurted out. The idea that their connection had to be kept hidden, that their bond was subjected to the scrutiny of a judgmental world, felt inherently unfair.
			

			
				Dan's gaze met mine. "It's not always just the two of us," he stated. "We often have threesomes. With both men and women."
			

			
				My cigarette found its final resting place in the ashtray, and a new sensation took over as my hands gravitated towards their softened lengths. The gentle caress coaxed a response from both of them. Their lips met mine in a series of kisses, the taste of familiarity mingling with the promise of something more. My fingers traced patterns along their growing arousal, eliciting shivers of anticipation that resonated through their bodies.
			

			
				A sudden thought occurred to me. "Have you ever DPed a girl before?" I asked.
			

			
				Jason's response was swift. "Oh yes," he confirmed.
			

			
				"Have you ever had that done to you?" Dan inquired.
			

			
				I nodded, a smile tugging at my lips as I recalled a memory from my past. "Once," I answered, the memory of Chris and Anders coming to the forefront of my mind. "It was so good," I added.
			

			
				The boys were fully hard now, and they both grabbed new condoms and rolled them on. As the atmosphere simmered with desire, I shifted my position, moving fluidly to straddle Jason, the wetness between my legs grazing against his hardness. 
			

			
				A quiet gasp escaped my lips as I allowed myself to sink down onto him, the feeling of his arousal entering me sending a surge of delight through my body. The sensation of fullness was perfect as I felt him fill me completely.
			

			
				With a seamless transition, Dan positioned himself behind me, his lubed and erect length brushing against my awaiting rear entrance. The air was heavy with the promise of a new kind of pleasure. His touch was deliberate and purposeful as he pressed his hardness against my tight opening, the sensation sending a shiver of excitement through me.
			

			
				The challenge of accommodating him alongside the fullness of Jason inside me required patience and a gradual approach. The initial inches were a careful dance, his movements measured and steady as he worked to find his way deeper.
			

			
				As Dan's length slid further, the pace was unhurried, a tender exploration that mirrored the rhythm of our combined movements. Below me, Jason's thrusts were gentle, his movements synchronised with Dan's gradual entrance. The dual penetration created an exquisite harmony of pleasure that radiated through my body.
			

			
				I gasped softly. The sensation of being filled in both my holes was incredible. As Dan and Jason continued their gentle thrusts, the feelings deepened. It was a sensory overload. My body responded with abandon, my own movements syncing with theirs, my breaths growing quicker, and my moans uninhibited.
			

			
				Their thrusts grew more urgent, the shared need propelling them to new heights of passion. The rhythm shifted from deliberate to fervent, the sounds of our bodies colliding filling the air with a symphony of pleasure. It wasn't long before the pleasure I had been chasing surged through me like a tidal wave.
			

			
				With each powerful thrust, the coil of sensation within me tightened, building towards an explosive release. It was a storm of pleasure, intense and overwhelming, as my body surrendered to the whirlwind of sensations. The climax hit me like a bolt of lightning, radiating from the core of my being and crashing over me in waves. The force of it left me breathless.
			

			
				But even as one climax faded, the waves of pleasure didn't relent. The sensations lingered, a continuous surge of ecstasy that carried me higher and higher. My body, sensitised and electrified, responded to every touch, every thrust, with renewed fervour. I was caught in a cycle of pleasure, each climax flowing seamlessly into the next, until I lost all sense of time and place.
			

			
				Eventually, Dan and Jason couldn’t hold back anymore. The sensation of their pulsing lengths inside me, filling the condoms with their essence, added a final layer to the wonderful experience.
			

			
				With a contented sigh, Dan and Jason withdrew gently. The condoms, now carrying their release, were set aside. They then helped me wash my hair in their sink, as it was still matted with their cum.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				After some cuddling, I realised it was getting late and I had to play in the tournament the next day. Saying goodbye, I dressed and headed back to my own dorm. Sneaking in quietly, I noticed that everyone was asleep. Hannah had a boy in her bunk, their arms wrapped around each other, with one of her ample breasts exposed from beneath the covers. Rachel and her girl from earlier were also cuddled up in a bunk, fast asleep. Alice was alone in her slumber, while Lisa and Emma's bunks remained empty. I climbed up into mine as quietly as possible and rested my tired head on the pillow.
			

			
				No sooner had I closed my eyes than the door creaked open, and in stumbled Lisa, accompanied by a dark-haired lad. They exuded a conspiratorial air as they urged each other to hush. 
			

			
				Lisa swiftly discarded her dress, letting it slip to the floor. She followed suit with her knickers and bra, tossing them aside before slipping beneath the covers of her bunk. I caught a glimpse of Lisa’s completely shaved mound. I knew from the showers that she was the only one among us who removed all her pubic hair.
			

			
				The boy wasted no time and, illuminated only by the dim glow of the room, I could clearly see him rolling a condom onto his erect cock. With a confident grace, he slipped under the sheets and joined Lisa in her bed. Their lips locked in a passionate kiss, and in the hushed intimacy of the moment, I could tell from their soft moans that they were exploring each other's bodies beneath the covers.
			

			
				I lay there in my bunk, a silent observer to this erotic scene, feeling my own heart quicken.
			

			
				Soon enough, the boy was atop Lisa, nestled between her legs. Although I couldn't see the explicit details, her sharp intake of breath left no room for doubt; he had entered her. Beneath the modesty of the sheet, their movements became evident as it began to rise and fall, mirroring the rhythm of their passionate encounter. He started gently, but it didn't take long for him to pick up the pace, treating Lisa to an increasingly vigorous and pleasurable pounding.
			

			
				Naturally, my voyeuristic tendencies got the better of me, and I couldn't help but feel myself grow wet with desire. I discreetly slipped my hand into my knickers and began to gently rub my clit, my quiet breathing quickening as I watched their passionate encounter unfold in the shadows. Lisa and her partner remained blissfully unaware that I was watching, pleasuring myself to their uninhibited lovemaking.
			

			
				As I continued to watch, a subtle movement from the other side of the room suddenly drew my attention. It dawned on me that Alice was also awake, her desires mirroring my own. The gentle movements of the sheets covering her gave away her secret indulgence, and in that moment, we shared a clandestine connection, united by our shared longing and the electrifying atmosphere of our dorm room.
			

			
				Lisa's passion surged as the boy's thrusts grew more forceful, their kisses deepening in intensity. She moaned into his mouth, her pleasure escalating until, in a sudden, unbridled climax, her legs entwined around him beneath the sheets as she came hard. 
			

			
				Rolling on top of him, she tossed caution to the wind, straddling him with an insatiable hunger as she took control of their passionate encounter. The sheet slipped down, barely covering her ass, and I could see her breasts bouncing with each rhythmic motion as she closed her eyes and immersed herself in the exquisite sensation of him inside her.
			

			
				One of her hands ventured between her legs, fingers dancing with urgency over her sensitive clit. Her other hand moved to cover her own mouth as she reached another breathtaking climax, her cries of ecstasy muffled but still audible in the charged atmosphere of our shared secret.
			

			
				Panting heavily, Lisa collapsed on top of him. I, too, was on the brink of my own climax, desperately edging to avoid making any sound when the moment finally came. From my vantage point, it was evident that Alice was undergoing the same thrilling struggle.
			

			
				We watched with bated breath and heightened anticipation as Lisa shifted onto all fours, seemingly oblivious to the forgotten covers, leaving everything exposed for our voyeuristic eyes. He positioned himself behind her, his hard cock visible as he entered her once more.
			

			
				The boy, driven by lust, began to thrust forcefully from behind, his movements growing increasingly vigorous as he took Lisa with unrelenting passion. She buried her face in the pillow, attempting to stifle the rising chorus of pleasure, but her attempts proved futile. The room filled with her moans and gasps as he took her hard.
			

			
				His thrusts grew more frantic, a telltale sign that he was nearing his own climax. And then, in a final, powerful surge of passion, he reached his peak, filling the condom inside her. It was in that electrifying moment that I surrendered to the overwhelming pleasure. My own orgasm cascaded over me, washing away all restraint and leaving me breathless.
			

			
				Withdrawing from Lisa, I watched as he carefully removed the used condom. He then padded quietly to the bathroom to dispose of it, leaving Lisa reclining on the bed, her body naked and fully exposed. Her chest glistened with a sheen of sweat, her ample breasts rising and falling in the aftermath of their intense encounter.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Soon, sleep claimed me, and I drifted into slumber, oblivious to the world around me until the first rays of morning light filtered through the curtains. Initially, I couldn't discern what had stirred me from my dreams, but gradually, it became apparent that my bunk was swaying rhythmically.
			

			
				As my senses sharpened, I soon realised that the source of the rhythmic motion was Hannah and her male companion, ensconced in the bunk just below mine. Their passionate lovemaking had started anew, filling the room with the unmistakable sounds of their desire, and I couldn't help but be drawn into this intimate world of secrets and lust once more.
			

			
				I loved watching and listening to my friends' passionate escapades. Once more, one hand slipped into my now-wet pants, while the other expertly teased and caressed my sensitive breasts. In a half-dreamlike state, I pleasured myself in sync with the rhythm of Hannah's lovemaking below.
			

			
				As the intensity built, all three of us reached the pinnacle of our desires simultaneously. Sated, I eventually slipped back into the embrace of sleep, my dreams a continuation of the erotic adventures that had unfolded throughout the night.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following day marked the start of our netball tournament, and we performed admirably, advancing to the final match. I held the position of goal attack, and in that crucial final game, I found myself facing off against a striking opponent in the form of Amanda. She was not only exceptionally pretty but also boasted a pair of remarkably generous breasts that captured my attention completely. As she leaped and darted across the court, her unusually large assets swayed and bounced in all directions beneath the snug confines of her netball uniform.
			

			
				Whenever she marked me, she unabashedly pressed those huge tits against me, creating a distracting and electrifying sensation. The intensity of our tussles for the ball occasionally led to moments where she lost her balance, sending her sprawling to the ground. During those unguarded moments, I couldn't help but catch a glimpse of her white knickers, which were just translucent enough to reveal the tantalising sight of her dark bush. It was an alluring distraction that left me utterly captivated.
			

			
				I couldn't shake the feeling that there was something more to Amanda's behaviour, a subtle flirtation that added to the magnetic pull she held over me. It was as if the netball court had become a secret battleground for desires and hidden intentions, and I was falling deeper under her spell with each passing moment.
			

			
				And my intuition proved correct. As we made our way to the changing rooms after the game, Amanda chose the spot right next to me, boldly shedding her clothing and revealing her stunning physique and enormous breasts. Her nipples were huge, the areolas covering most of the front of her boobs. I followed suit, disrobing completely, and couldn't help but notice her stolen glances at my tiny breasts, my erect nipples betraying my own excitement with their hardened state.
			

			
				As we changed, the air in the room seemed charged with unspoken tension. Amanda finally broke the silence with a sly smile. "Carrie," she said, her tone playful, "You played brilliantly out there today."
			

			
				I grinned, a blush creeping across my cheeks. "Thanks, Amanda. You were quite the opponent yourself. Congrats on the win."
			

			
				Instead of the large, shared showers we had at my Uni, these were individual cubicles. Amanda moved closer, her gaze lingering on my lips. "You know, I've heard that sharing a shower after a tough match can be quite invigorating. Fancy joining me in a shower cubicle?" Amanda's words were suggestive, and her eyes bore into mine with an unmistakable invitation.
			

			
				We discreetly slipped into one of the shower cubicles and swiftly locked the door behind us. The moment the latch clicked into place, Amanda pressed her body against mine, pinning me gently to the door. Her ample bosom met mine, her sizable breasts pressed against my smaller ones, the sensation electrifying. With an urgent hunger, her mouth captured mine in a fiery, passionate kiss, igniting a blaze of desire between us.
			

			
				Our kiss deepened, and the steamy warmth of the shower enveloped us as our tongues entwined. Amanda's hands explored my body, tracing a path down my spine, sending shivers of anticipation coursing through me.
			

			
				As the water cascaded over us, Amanda's hands continued their exploration, igniting sensations of pleasure as they teased and caressed. Her fingers found their way between my legs, and I couldn't help but let out a moan of delight that was muffled by our passionate kiss. My hands moved eagerly, grasping both of her breasts, while her lips traced a path along my neck.
			

			
				With an intense desire, she pushed two fingers inside me and began to finger-fuck me. With her palm rubbing my clit and her fingers inside me I felt myself swiftly approaching a climax. “Fuck, I’m going to come” I gasped. 
			

			
				In an instant, the waves of my climax washed over me, causing my legs to tremble and nearly give way beneath me. She withdrew her fingers and put them in her own mouth, sucking off my juices.
			

			
				I lowered myself to the shower floor and gently parted her legs, revealing the hidden treasure between them. Amanda's cunt glistened beneath the lush growth of her pubic hair, and my eager tongue sought out her sensitive clit.
			

			
				I began to lick and suckle on her most intimate spot, drawing a chorus of moans and gasps from above. Amanda's body responded to my passionate attention, and I continued to explore her with a heightened fervour, savouring the taste and the way she responded to my touch.
			

			
				Now it was my turn to explore her with my fingers. Her velvety warmth greeted me, and her arousal coated my fingertips as I eased them inside her. She felt smooth and wet and her cunt gripped my fingers gently as I fucked her. As I continued, I increased the pace, and my oral attention on her clit became more fervent. Her moans grew in intensity, and in an electrifying moment, she cried out, her inner walls pulsating and clenching around my fingers as her climax washed over her.
			

			
				We rose from our intimate embrace, our lips meeting once again in a tender kiss. Our fingers caressed each other's skin as the warm shower continued to envelop us, the water cascading down our bodies. With a newfound gentleness, we took turns washing each other, cherishing this shared moment.
			

			
				Eventually, we wrapped ourselves in towels and quietly left the shower cubicle, stepping back into the changing rooms. Some of my friends were already dressed, and Rachel, perceptive as ever, gave me a sly wink, her knowing glance acknowledging the secrets of our steamy encounter.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				The final night of our trip was an epic night out at a bustling nightclub. We danced and drank until the early hours, exchanging kisses with various boys. However, none of us found anyone worth taking home, and we were happy to spend our last night together as a close-knit team.
			

			
				Upon returning to the dorm, we gathered on our respective beds and passed around a bottle of rum that Hannah had brought along. The conversation naturally turned to our recent sexual escapades, and the atmosphere grew increasingly charged with desire. None of us felt like retiring for the night just yet, except for Alice, who had indulged in one drink too many and had fallen into a deep sleep, snoring softly in her bed.
			

			
				Emma had us in stitches as she regaled us with the story of her rendezvous from the previous night. Apparently, she'd spent the night with a lad with a tiny penis, but according to Emma, that wasn't an issue at all. She giggled, explaining that he more than compensated with his relentless oral skills and that she’d never come so much in her life.
			

			
				I decided to share a secret with Lisa. I admitted that Alice and I had been awake while she enjoyed her passionate encounter the night before. Lisa claimed to be embarrassed, but I couldn't help but sense a hint of secret satisfaction beneath her blush.
			

			
				Suddenly, a soft knock echoed at the door, and four lads entered the room. "Hey, we heard voices," one of them remarked, and I instantly recognized him as one of the football players. He exuded an irresistible charm, with a boyish grin and tousled hair that gave him the air of a boy band heartthrob. "I'm Pete, by the way," he introduced himself. "Do you mind if we join you for a drink?"
			

			
				We were thrilled to have some handsome lads to keep us company. Pete settled down beside me. He was gorgeous, and I made a silent vow to myself that no matter what, I was going to fuck him. The others introduced themselves as Andy, Karim, and Michael, and they found spots around the room.
			

			
				Our new companions proved to be a lively bunch, and before long, we were all engaged in playful banter and laughter. Andy took out some tobacco, rolling cigarettes, and passed them around. 
			

			
				I think it was Hannah’s idea to play Spin the Bottle, and everyone enthusiastically agreed. We arranged ourselves in a circle, our hearts pounding with anticipation as the empty rum bottle spun in the centre.
			

			
				Hannah took the initiative and gave the bottle a spin. "Alright, let's see where it lands," she declared with a mischievous smile. The bottle's neck gradually slowed, eventually coming to a halt, its tip pointing directly at Rachel. A collective chorus of cheers and whistles filled the room.
			

			
				With a playful grin, Hannah made her way over to Rachel. The anticipation hung in the air as she leaned in, and their lips met in a passionate, open-mouthed kiss. The room seemed to buzz with an electric charge as their tongues intertwined, and Hannah's playful exploration met Rachel's fervent enthusiasm.
			

			
				While Hannah may not have been primarily attracted to girls, she was certainly open to exploring and having fun with them. Rachel, on the other hand, had a genuine attraction to women, and I could see the intensity of her arousal as she finally got to kiss Hannah. It was a moment filled with desire, the boundaries of friendship momentarily blurred.
			

			
				Pete took his turn next, and to my delight, fate seemed to be on my side as the bottle came to a halt, its neck indicating me as his chosen partner. He was seated right beside me, and as we leaned in for the kiss, our arms wrapped around each other in a passionate embrace.
			

			
				Our mouths met with an intensity that left no room for doubt; this was no ordinary kiss. He wanted me. Pete's lips parted, and I could feel the heat of desire in the way his tongue danced sensually with mine. It was a kiss that spoke volumes, a silent promise of things yet to come.
			

			
				When we finally pulled away, "Get a room!" someone joked, and laughter erupted among our friends. The comment only added to the playful tension in the air as we continued to spin the bottle.
			

			
				Now it was my turn to spin the bottle, and the anticipation in the room seemed to intensify with every rotation until it finally came to a halt, its neck pointing back at me. I exchanged a bewildered glance with Hannah, unsure of what the game had in store for me.
			

			
				With a mischievous glint in her eye, Hannah broke the silence. "Well, Carrie," she teased, her laughter bubbling up. "You have to strip to your underwear if the bottle chooses you." Her playful challenge sparked a mix of emotions within me: embarrassment, curiosity, and an undeniable surge of daring excitement.
			

			
				I hesitated for a brief moment, my cheeks flushed with a rosy hue, but ultimately, my audacious side won out. With a hint of nervousness and anticipation, I slowly lifted my vest top over my head, revealing my smooth, bare skin. My small breasts in their bra exposed to the eager gaze of our friends.
			

			
				I couldn't deny that there was a streak of exhibitionism in me, and the thrill of all their eyes on me, taking in the sight of my small, hardened nipples clearly visible through the fabric, sent a shiver of excitement down my spine.
			

			
				The game continued with plenty more kissing. When Karim and Pete got each other, they chose to strip to their pants rather than kiss. Soon Hannah was also just in her underwear, her large, freckle-adorned bosom a stark contrast to my little breasts.
			

			
				I got Pete for a second time, but this time we were both in our underwear. As we kissed, our hands strayed to each other’s chests. I stroked his wonderful, strong muscles, and he massaged one of my rock-hard nipples through my bra with his thumb. We got even more cheers for that.
			

			
				Amid the growing excitement in the room, I couldn't help but notice that Lisa and Karim had subtly shifted closer together. The atmosphere crackled with anticipation as we all watched, wondering how the next spin of the bottle would unfold.
			

			
				When it was Lisa's turn and the bottle's neck finally pointed at Karim, they wasted no time in seizing the moment. Their lips met in a fervent kiss. Karim, dressed in only his pants, couldn't hide the evident arousal as his bulge swelled and hardened beneath the fabric while he passionately kissed Lisa.
			

			
				As their kiss deepened, Karim's hand ventured onto Lisa's thigh, and I could see its gradual ascent, moving higher and higher beneath the fabric of her skirt. The room seemed to hold its breath as their shared desires played out before us.
			

			
				Likewise, Emma and Michael were almost cuddled up together. I noticed them stealing their own kiss while Karim and Lisa were making out.
			

			
				The game passed on to Rachel again, and as she took her turn, Lisa and Karim got up and slipped away to the far end of the room, climbing into Lisa’s bed and pulling the covers over them. The rest of us exchanged smirks. 
			

			
				Rachel’s spin landed on me, and we made out passionately like the friends with benefits that we were. Feeling bold, I slid my hand into her knickers and massaged her clit. Rachel moaned and did the same to me. Soon we were fingering each other in front of everyone, the thought of them watching made me even more turned on.
			

			
				When I went back to my seat, I could see that all the boys had rock hard cocks bulging in their pants. I loved the feeling that I had helped cause that. Back in my seat, and when the attention of everyone had turned to the next person to spin the bottle, I placed my hand on Pete’s thigh. He cuddled closer to me, his hand on my lower back. His hand slipped lower into the waistband of my knickers and caressed the top of my bottom.
			

			
				In the game, Hannah had spun the bottle, and it had returned to her. Already in her underwear, she stood up and began doing a striptease for the group. She brazenly unhooked her bra and shook her huge breasts free. I moved my hand further up Pete’s thigh and began rubbing the tip of his hard cock through his pants. Hannah danced about a bit and then shocked us all further by slipping her knickers off and throwing them away. She was now completely naked, her thick ginger bush on show as she spun around laughing.
			

			
				There was a strong sexual tension in the air. I became aware of Lisa and Karim were fucking at the other end of the room under the covers. Emma and Michael were making out again and Emma’s hand was in his pants, stroking his cock.
			

			
				The game had been abandoned as we were all too horny now. Emma and Michael headed to Emma’s bunk, which was above Lisa’s. Hannah and Rachel went to Andy and pulled his pants down, sucking his cock together. And Pete and I climbed up into my bunk.
			

			
				We quickly stripped and I straddled his face, bending over to suck his cock. I went to town on it, taking the full length into my throat and making a sloppy mess all over him. I could tell he was enjoying it, and he moaned and groaned as he thrust his tongue into my wetness.
			

			
				It didn’t take long for him to explode in my mouth and I hungrily swallowed it all down, continuing to suck him to keep him hard. On the bunk below I could hear Hannah being noisily fucked, causing our bunk to rock back and forth. From the sounds, Rachel seemed to be involved too. 
			

			
				I switched round and slid Pete’s cock inside me, riding him in time to Hannah’s moans and the rocking of the bed. The sounds of all nine of us fucking merged together in a beautiful symphony of sex noises. The atmosphere was so electric that I soon climaxed, and I heard several of the others come too, feeding off the sounds of each other’s passion.
			

			
				Amidst this whirlwind of sensations, I continued to ride Pete on the rocking bed. I could feel the buildup of Pete's climax approaching, his movements becoming more urgent, and his moans growing louder. It was as though our shared experience had pushed us to the brink together.
			

			
				Then, in a final, powerful thrust, Pete let out a loud groan, and I felt him release his warm cum deep within me. I had never got the hang of requesting condoms, and I also loved the feeling of cum inside me. Waves of pleasure cascaded through my body as I held onto him, savouring the intimacy of the moment.
			

			
				Pete and I remained entwined for a while, his cock still inside me, catching our breath and basking in the afterglow of our passionate encounter. The sounds of our dorm mates indulging in their own pleasures filled the room. 
			

			
				I soon realised that Pete was staying hard, even after coming twice. Impressed I began to rock my hips on him again, massaging his cock with my vagina, and feeling the slippery cum slide out of my cunt and run down his cock. Soon we were fucking passionately again. 
			

			
				Pete's hands firmly gripped my ass cheeks, parting them gently, and I felt his fingers getting closer to my rear entrance. A sudden desire for anal play consumed me, and I couldn't resist the urge to voice my craving. “Put your finger in my ass,” I whispered to him.
			

			
				Pete didn't waste a moment. He reached down between us, gathering a mixture of our combined arousal, our shared essence, on his fingertip. He began to trace a slow, teasing path around the rim of my asshole. His touch sent shivers of anticipation coursing through my body, igniting a fiery longing that I couldn't contain.
			

			
				As I lay there on top of him, my heart raced, and my breath hitched with each delicate movement of his finger. I could feel myself relax, letting the sensations take over, as he applied just the right amount of pressure. Slowly and steadily, he began to breach the tight ring of muscle guarding my rear entrance, his fingertip sinking into my ass.
			

			
				Every inch of progress was sending a rush of sensations through my body. I moaned softly, my hips instinctively rocking to meet his probing finger. The feeling of vulnerability, trust, and desire filled the air as we explored this new dimension of intimacy together.
			

			
				Pete's finger delved deeper into me, and I found myself relaxing further, craving the fullness and stimulation he provided. But I wanted more. “I need you to fuck me in the ass,” I begged him and he eagerly agreed.
			

			
				I moved into position on my hands and knees, presenting myself to Pete, my head resting on my folded arms. I could feel the cool air caress my exposed skin, making my senses come alive. 
			

			
				Pete moved closer, the heat of his body radiating against my skin. I took a deep breath, allowing my body to relax and open up to him. As he positioned himself behind me, I could feel his hands gently tracing along the curves of my ass, massaging and teasing, preparing me for what was to come.
			

			
				This wasn't my first time experiencing anal pleasure, not even my first time this weekend, but every encounter felt unique and thrilling. The mixture of sensations, the intimacy of sharing this act with someone I had just met, created an electrifying tension that was impossible to resist.
			

			
				Pete's cock pressed against my back entrance, its head nudging at the tight, forbidden passage. I bit my lip, holding my breath as I felt the initial resistance give way to a gradual, blissful penetration. The sensation was both intense and gratifying, a blend of pleasure and pressure that sent waves of pleasure coursing through my body.
			

			
				Pete moved slowly, gradually inching deeper inside me. Each thrust elicited a symphony of sensations that intensified with every passing moment. I could feel the friction of his raw cock against the sensitive walls of my ass, a pleasurable ache building within me.
			

			
				With my free hand, I reached between my legs, my fingers slick with arousal. The slippery wetness of my cunt welcomed my touch, and I plunged three fingers inside myself without hesitation. I was now in a state of raw abandon, my body responding to every movement, every touch, with a burning hunger. The building tension within me coiled tighter and tighter, like a spring ready to release its pent-up energy.
			

			
				Pete's thrusts became more relentless, his cock driving deep into my ass, pushing me closer to the edge of ecstasy. My fingers worked feverishly within my slick folds, seeking out the perfect rhythm to match his movements. Pleasure surged through me, intensifying with every passing second.
			

			
				Anal often made me squirt, and this time was no exception, The intensity of the moment reached a breathtaking crescendo. With each forceful thrust, Pete's cock delved deeper into my tight ass, setting off a chain reaction of overwhelming sensations. The erotic friction between us ignited an uncontrollable response within my body.
			

			
				As my pleasure built to a fever pitch, I felt the familiar rush of ecstasy wash over me. My muscles clenched around Pete's throbbing cock, and I released a torrent of clear, glistening liquid, squirting uncontrollably. The sensation was both electrifying and liberating, an exquisite release of pent-up desire that soaked the sheets beneath us and streamed down my trembling thighs.
			

			
				But it didn't stop there. My orgasms continued unabated, each one cascading into the next, each accompanied by a powerful gush of fluid. I lost count of how many times I came, my body quivering with pleasure, my moans and gasps merging into a symphony of ecstasy that echoed through the room.
			

			
				The bed beneath us was drenched in the evidence of our passionate encounter. With a powerful groan of pleasure, Pete's body tensed, and I could feel the familiar sensation of his cock throbbing deep inside me. He was reaching his third climax of the night, and this time, he was spilling his hot seed into my ass with an intensity that left me trembling beneath him.
			

			
				The sensation of his warm cum filling me was the final trigger for my own release. As his orgasm washed over him, my body convulsed in tandem, the overwhelming pleasure of our simultaneous climaxes nearly driving me to the point of no return. Together, we rode the waves of ecstasy, lost in the throes of our shared passion.
			

			
				When it was over, we collapsed onto the bed, sweaty and sated, our bodies intertwined in the aftermath of our passionate encounter.
			

			
				The others had all finished too, with the exception of Hannah, who was still getting pounded by Andy on the bunk below. I couldn't resist the temptation to peek over the edge of the bunk to catch a glimpse of what was transpiring below. 
			

			
				Hannah was standing on the floor, her curvaceous form bent enticingly over the bed. Andy stood behind her with a look of sheer happiness in his eyes as he plunged into her with unbridled enthusiasm. Rachel, not content to merely watch, was an active participant. She kissed Andy passionately, her hands roaming his taut backside as she encouraged his every movement.
			

			
				Soon, Andy couldn't hold back any longer. He announced his impending climax, sending a thrill of anticipation coursing through the room. Hannah, her breath ragged and her desire undeniable, made an enticing request. "Come on our tits," she begged.
			

			
				Without hesitation, Andy withdrew from Hannah's depths, his hand working frantically on his pulsating cock. Hannah and Rachel, both eager to share in this erotic moment, bent down in front of him, their beautiful breasts exposed, ready to receive his cum.
			

			
				In the throes of ecstasy, Andy unleashed his pent-up passion, his thick cum spurting forth and painting their waiting chests. It covered Hannah’s pale, freckled breasts and Rachel’s dark skin with her almost black nipples.
			

			
				With our shared lust sated for the moment, we regrouped in our tangled sheets, the soft glow of post-passion contentment enveloping us and our bodies glistening with sweat.
			

			
				Someone produced another cigarette, and the smoke began to weave its way through the room, mingling with the remnants of our collective ecstasy. As we passed it around, the atmosphere became languid, infused with a sense of serene satisfaction.
			

			
				As we reclined together, limbs entwined and hearts content, we revelled in the intimacy of the moment. It was a wonderful end to our unforgettable trip.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				After my wild netball trip, life took on a somewhat more tranquil rhythm for a while. There was even a brief period where I had a boyfriend, and for three weeks, everything seemed pleasant and satisfying. He was a genuinely nice guy, and our physical chemistry was undeniable, but beneath it all, I hungered for something more. I was still in an experimental phase, yearning for variety and excitement, while he seemed content to tread the same path every time.
			

			
				The thought of cheating on him never crossed my mind; that wasn't the type of person I wanted to be. However, it became abundantly clear that opening up our relationship wasn't an option for him. So, with a heavy heart, we decided to part ways.
			

			
				Once I was single again, it felt liberating to let my desires run free again. I found myself bringing home a different boy two or three times a week, indulging in passionate encounters that ranged from mediocre to absolutely mind-blowing. In addition to my newfound connections, I continued to see Chris and Rachel once a week, a familiar and cherished part of my life that added an extra layer of excitement and intimacy to my adventures.
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was a typical Saturday morning, and Hannah and I found ourselves in our cosy kitchen, nursing our hangovers with steaming cups of coffee. We were engaged in a time-honoured tradition: venting our frustrations about the less-than-satisfactory encounters we'd had lately.
			

			
				"You know," Hannah began, taking a contemplative sip of her drink, "there's someone who has never let us down. Big Dick Dave. It feels like it's been ages since I've seen him around."
			

			
				“Yeah, now that you mention it, he’s not even been over to see Leah, let alone to give us our rightful seeing to!” I agreed.
			

			
				“I know which flat he’s in,” said Hannah, with a twinkle in her eye, “Maybe we should give him a visit and check he’s okay.”
			

			
				I sat and thought about his huge cock, and how good he was with it, as my hands held my hot coffee mug. “Mmm, that’s such a good idea. I could just do with being fucked hard by Dave right now.” I said, feeling myself getting horny.
			

			
				"God, his ass is absolutely perfect," Hannah practically moaned, her arousal unmistakable in her voice. I could tell that she was becoming just as turned on by the idea as I was. "Do you think he's awake, and better yet, alone?"
			

			
				I flashed her a wicked grin. "There's only one way to find out," I replied, the anticipation coursing through me. "I mean, we're just going to check if an old friend is doing all right. What harm could there be? How about we freshen up with a quick shower and then pay him a visit?" The notion of rekindling an old flame was irresistible, and the prospect of seeing Dave again sent shivers of excitement through both of us.
			

			
				Hannah and I took a moment to freshen up and prepare ourselves for the impending visit. I aimed for a casual look, throwing on a pair of comfy sweatpants and a sporty top. However, beneath that laid-back exterior, I concealed my sexiest lace underwear, just in case.
			

			
				When Hannah emerged from her room, I couldn't help but notice her choice of attire. She was clad in her trademark denim skirt, paired with a high-neck, form-fitting top that accentuated her ample bosom, leaving no doubt about her generous assets.
			

			
				Together, we made our way to Dave's block in the student halls, our anticipation growing with each step. Upon arriving, we buzzed his flat, and a different guy responded to the intercom, granting us access. "I believe his room is this one," Hannah noted, stopping before one of the doors. Nerves danced in our stomachs as we exchanged a quick, anxious glance before knocking on the door.
			

			
				After a few anxious moments of waiting, it seemed like our efforts might be in vain. We were just about to give up when the door finally creaked open, revealing Dave's suspicious face. However, as soon as he laid eyes on Hannah and me, his expression transformed into a wide, relieved grin. "Hah," he exclaimed with a sense of gratitude, "It must be my lucky day."
			

			
				At first, I was unsure about the meaning behind his words, but as we followed him into the room with Hannah, everything suddenly clicked into place. Spread out neatly on his bed were a plethora of explicit magazines: Razzle, Mayfair, Men's World, the usual suspects you'd find at the local petrol station, even a few more exotic publications from Europe.
			

			
				Taking a closer look at Dave, I noticed that he was dressed only in his boxers and a casual t-shirt, and his pants concealed an unmistakable bulge. The situation was rapidly unveiling itself as an opportunity for something steamy, and the atmosphere in the room began to heat up with anticipation.
			

			
				"Ooh, Dave, you naughty boy," Hannah playfully teased. With an exuberant bounce in her step, she crossed the room to the bed, where the magazines were spread out temptingly. "You’ve been wanking!" she remarked, picking up one of the magazines and casually flipping through its pages. "I've always wanted to be a Reader's Wife," she added with a mischievous laugh.
			

			
				The anticipation in the room intensified, and I could feel my desire surging as I watched Hannah's playful banter with Dave. I wrapped my arm around him, drawing him closer, and my hand began to explore his perfect ass, stroking it sensuously. I couldn't help but notice a subtle twitch in his pants that hinted at his growing excitement. "So, Dave," I purred, "who's your favourite model?" I gestured toward the magazines.
			

			
				Dave picked out one of the Razzles and started to show me the dark-haired girl on the cover. But my question had been rhetorical, and I was already on my knees before him, anticipation coursing through me. With a quick tug, I lowered his boxers, and as they fell away, his monumental cock sprang free, causing me to gasp audibly at its sheer girth and length.
			

			
				I'd been intimate with Dave several times before, but it had been a while, and I couldn't help but be struck anew by the impressive sight before me. His size never failed to impress me. While it's true that many women claim that size doesn't matter, and often it doesn't when a man knows what he's doing, for me, there was an undeniable allure to a truly enormous cock that never failed to make my knickers soaking wet.
			

			
				Without wasting any time, I wrapped my eager hands around Dave's thick shaft. With a euphoric moan of pleasure, I enveloped the head of his cock with my lips, indulging in a blend of sucking and licking. I did my best to accommodate as much of him as I could into my mouth, but his impressive girth proved too much for my usual deep-throating skills. Dave didn't seem to mind, and as he ran his fingers through my hair, he began to moan softly, clearly revelling in the sensations.
			

			
				"We're just here to help you, Dave," Hannah teased playfully. She opened the magazine for him and presented a full-page spread of the woman in question. 
			

			
				With teasing flair, she flipped through a few more pages, her actions serving as a delightful distraction while I continued my oral attentions on Dave, my desire mounting with every passing moment.
			

			
				"She's sexy," Hannah purred seductively, her eyes lingering on the magazine's pages. "But I'm in the mood for something a bit more hardcore." She deftly rifled through the stack of magazines, searching for something that would better suit her desires. Finally, she located a European one that featured both men and women engaged in explicit acts. “This is illegal! Where did you get this, you naughty boy?” she joked. 
			

			
				With an anticipatory glint in her eye, she opened it to a page where a man's rigid cock stretched out a woman's untamed, hairy cunt. "Mmm, look at that," Hannah breathed, as she became increasingly turned on herself. "Just look at him, fucking that slut’s wet cunt." Her hands slipped beneath Dave's t-shirt, exploring the contours of his chest, fingers dancing over the firm muscles beneath. Meanwhile, I remained on my knees, fervently sucking his throbbing cock, fully immersed in our passionate encounter.
			

			
				As Hannah continued to explore the explicit pages of the magazine, our desires burned hotter and hotter. Dave was becoming increasingly aroused, his moans growing more passionate as he relished the attention we were lavishing upon him.
			

			
				Hannah leaned in closer to Dave to whisper, "You know, Dave, it's not just the magazine that's turning us on. We missed you."
			

			
				Dave, increasingly swept up in the passionate whirlwind, lifted up her top, exposing her bra-covered breasts and then pulling the bra down, freeing her big tits. 
			

			
				His hands found their way to her ample mounds, and he teased her nipples playfully. Hannah, never one to shy away from dirty talk, continued to stoke the flames of desire with her explicit words. "Do you like my big tits, Dave?" she purred provocatively. "I bet you'd love to come all over them."
			

			
				Dave seemed to be getting close to climaxing, and I desperately needed him to fuck me before he did, so I stopped sucking him and stood up. All the dirty talk had changed something with Hannah, and I think she wanted to be in control. 
			

			
				"Take off your clothes, Carrie," Hannah suddenly ordered me, her command delivered with unwavering authority. Her dominance sent a shiver racing through my body, and I couldn't help but be aroused by the assertiveness in her voice. She held Dave's monumental cock in her hand now, her touch gentle, teasing. "Dave is going to pleasure you so intensely that you'll experience an orgasm like never before."
			

			
				I was both surprised and exhilarated by this newfound Hannah, a side of her I had never seen before. Dave, too, seemed to relish the change in dynamic. With an eagerness born of desire, I quickly stripped naked, my body laid bare and ready on the bed. Dave began to approach me, but Hannah halted him in his tracks. "No, not yet," she instructed him firmly. "You don't get to fuck her until you make her come with your mouth."
			

			
				The room was electric with sexual tension, and I could hardly contain my excitement as I awaited the ecstasy that was sure to follow under Hannah's commanding guidance. I spread my legs wide, enjoying the idea of them both seeing inside me.
			

			
				Dave's face bore an enormous grin as he knelt between my legs. With precision, he began to lavish my swollen clit with his tongue, each stroke sending waves of pleasure coursing through me. Simultaneously, his skilled fingers plunged inside me, embarking on a passionate finger-banging that was as intense as it was erotic.
			

			
				However, in the midst of this pleasure, Hannah introduced an unexpected twist. She plucked the cord from Dave's dressing gown, which hung conveniently on the door, and climbed onto the bed. With an almost devious glint in her eye, she wrapped the cord securely around my wrists, winding it multiple times before tying it off with a tightness that bordered on painful.
			

			
				If I thought I was wet and aroused before, it was nothing compared to the overwhelming sensations that now washed over me. My juices flowed freely from my throbbing cunt as Dave continued to pleasure me, and the feeling of being restrained, my wrists bound tightly, was an entirely new level of ecstasy. It was a revelation I had never anticipated, a sensation that heightened my desire beyond imagination.
			

			
				Hannah took charge, asserting her dominance with an air of authority that sent shivers of anticipation through me. My bound hands were held firmly down against the bed, and I could feel the approaching climax like an unstoppable train, charging relentlessly towards me.
			

			
				Hannah's commanding tone continued to fuel my arousal as she ordered, "Come, you little slut." It was the final push I needed, and my orgasm crashed over me with the force of a tidal wave. I couldn't contain the sheer intensity, and I screamed out loud as wave after wave of pleasure surged through me. The ecstasy seemed to last for an eternity, each peak blending seamlessly into the next, until finally, it left me quivering and breathless on the bed.
			

			
				The room was filled with the echoes of my passionate cries and the aftershocks of my release. It was a climax unlike any I had ever experienced, and the intensity of it left me utterly spent, a willing captive to the pleasures that Hannah and Dave had orchestrated.
			

			
				But Hannah and Dave were far from finished with me. With her newfound authority, Hannah issued her next command. "Fuck her," she ordered Dave. "Fuck her hard."
			

			
				Dave, his face glistening with my arousal, rose to his feet. His actions were deliberate and calculated as he wiped his wet mouth with the back of his hand. He took hold of my thighs, firmly pulling me closer to the edge of the bed, positioning me exactly where he wanted me. Then, in one swift and powerful movement, his colossal cock breached my entrance, stretching me and filling me in a way that sent a primal cry of ecstasy escaping my lips. The sensation was overwhelming; I had momentarily forgotten just how incredibly big he was, and the sheer pleasure of having him inside me was nothing short of exhilarating.
			

			
				Dave's strong hands grasped my trembling legs and, with forceful determination, he pushed them even higher, driving himself deeper inside me, thrusting harder with each powerful stroke. I surrendered myself to the overwhelming sensations, my eyes squeezed shut as the waves of pleasure cascaded over me. His relentless penetration took me to depths I had never experienced before, and Hannah, holding my tightly bound wrists down, added an exhilarating layer of dominance to the encounter.
			

			
				Hannah's exposed breasts hovered close to my face, practically begging for my attention. Unable to resist, I reached up, my lips closing around one of her generous nipples, my mouth eagerly sucking and nibbling on the firm flesh. It was a deliciously illicit taste of her, a distraction from the intense pleasure coursing through me.
			

			
				"Harder, Dave," Hannah ordered him. "She likes it rough."
			

			
				In that electrifying moment, it dawned on me; I craved it rough, the sensation of being bound and taken with unrestrained intensity, surrendering control to my desires. It was a turning point in my sexual exploration, a revelation that would forever alter the course of my desires and fantasies.
			

			
				As Dave continued to thrust vigorously, Hannah's voice, dripping with seduction, added to the intoxicating atmosphere. "That's it, Carrie," she purred, her words igniting the flames of passion even further. "Feel his huge cock filling you up, fucking you deep and hard. You're such a filthy little slut, aren't you? You love every inch of him inside you."
			

			
				And then it happened. The intense sensations reached their peak, a second orgasm erupted, more profound and earth-shattering than the first, as my body trembled and convulsed in the throes of ecstasy. It was a moment of pure, unadulterated bliss, and it left me panting and utterly spent, my newfound desires fully embraced.
			

			
				Dave, driven to the brink of climax by our fervent encounter, growled with urgency. "I'm going to come," he declared. And in that electrifying moment, he did, releasing his pent-up passion deep inside me. I could feel him throbbing and pulsing, each wave of his ecstasy sending shockwaves of pleasure through my trembling body. His eyes closed, and he moaned in sheer ecstasy as he emptied himself inside me.
			

			
				The intensity of the moment was incredible, and as soon as Dave withdrew from within me, a deluge of his warm essence spilled forth, cascading down the side of the bed and pooling onto the floor. Hannah scooped up some of the remnants and provocatively pushed them into my waiting mouth. Her satisfaction was evident, a wicked gleam in her eyes as she watched my response.
			

			
				"That was incredibly hot, Carrie," she purred, as she began to untie me. "Did you enjoy it rough?" Her question hung in the air, laden with curiosity and a hint of mischief.
			

			
				"Fucking hell," I gasped, still catching my breath. "That was absolutely amazing. I definitely need to be tied up more often."
			

			
				Hannah's grin widened as she untied me. Then she gracefully turned around on the bed, positioning herself on her knees. Her arms extended behind her back, wrists beckoning for restraint. "Tie me up too," she whispered.
			

			
				With the same cord that had bound me moments before, I secured her wrists tightly, ensuring she was held in place. Pushing her forward, I could see her denim skirt was now hiked up to showcase her plump mound, erotically encased in black lacy knickers.
			

			
				I glanced over at Dave, who was stroking his, still mostly erect, cock with an unmistakable hunger in his eyes as he watched Hannah. I began to peel down Hannah's panties, unveiling her slowly. Her luscious flesh emerged in stages, starting with the darker skin around her inviting asshole, and then gradually revealing her glorious cunt, its mound adorned with a thick carpet of ginger curls. I paused with her knickers at her thighs, holding back, building anticipation as I used both hands to spread her delicate folds wide open.
			

			
				Hannah was absolutely drenched, her arousal evident in the glistening moisture that clung to her. Thick, white juices filled her vagina, a visual betrayal of her overwhelming desire. The sight was enough to make anyone's senses reel.
			

			
				Taking a page from Hannah's book, I seized control of the moment. "Look at her dripping cunt, Dave," I commanded. "You need to take her now, fuck her hard and rough, just like you did to me." It was a thrilling role reversal, with Hannah and I sharing the reins of power, pushing the boundaries of our desires to new heights.
			

			
				Dave required no further invitation, his arousal evident as his cock stood fully erect once more. He moved in closer on the bed, and I held Hannah's eager form open, facilitating his entry. As he slid his throbbing length inside her, she let out an impassioned moan, her voice muffled by the bed beneath her. Dave started setting a relentless pace as he fucked her with the full force of his massive cock.
			

			
				"Oh, God, fuuuuck," Hannah groaned, her pleasure reverberating through the room as she succumbed to the rapture of their passionate union. Her hands remained securely bound behind her back, adding an extra layer of submission to the experience.
			

			
				Then, unexpectedly, she made a request that caught me off guard. "Spank me!" she pleaded. Without hesitation, I complied, delivering a sharp slap to her inviting ass as Dave continued to pound her from behind, the combination of sensations sending her into a whirlwind of ecstasy.
			

			
				As Hannah's moans intensified, she managed to gasp out the word, "Harder." Encouraged by her passionate request, I obliged with even more force, delivering a sharp and deliberate slap to her tender ass cheek that left a visible, crimson mark.
			

			
				I repeated the action, my hand connecting with her supple flesh once more, and I observed her immediate response. She strained against her cuffed hands, her body quivering with a potent mix of pleasure and anticipation. Her voice erupted in a crescendo of blissful expletives.
			

			
				"Holy fuck!" she cried out, her climax consuming her with ferocious intensity. Her whole body convulsed in ecstasy, her hands tugging at the cord that held her captive, her bound wrists adding a layer of vulnerability to the experience. It was a side of Hannah I had never witnessed before, and I was utterly enthralled by it.
			

			
				Meanwhile, Dave was relentless, his hands firmly gripping her hips as he pounded her with unbridled enthusiasm. He was like a machine, delivering thrust after powerful thrust, propelling Hannah further into the realms of ecstasy. 
			

			
				As the intensity of our encounter continued to build, Dave, driven by his own insatiable desire, pressed the tip of his thumb against Hannah's tight asshole. The sensation of his digit encroaching on this forbidden territory sent shivers coursing through her body, her orgasmic response immediate and electrifying.
			

			
				Another orgasm swept over her like a tidal wave, her cries of pleasure echoing throughout the room. The exquisite torment of being bound and spanked, combined with the new level of penetration, pushed her senses to their limits. Her body convulsed in the throes of ecstasy, her muscles clenching around Dave's cock as he continued to thrust with unrestrained fervour.
			

			
				Hannah's body surrendered to this surge of sensation, and another orgasm overtook her with an intensity that left her breathless. Bound and spanked, she found herself pushed to the limits of sensation, every nerve ending tingling with pleasure.
			

			
				As her body convulsed in the throes of ecstasy, her muscles clenched around Dave's throbbing cock. Dave's relentless passion had reached its peak, and he could no longer contain himself. With an urgency born of desire, he withdrew from Hannah, his throbbing cock in hand, and let out a guttural moan as he unleashed his pent-up ecstasy.
			

			
				His cum erupted in a powerful surge, splattering across Hannah's back and dripping down onto her inviting asshole as his release bathed her skin. Unable to resist the irresistible allure of Hannah's welcoming embrace, Dave thrust back inside her, his eyes closed in rapture. With each powerful thrust, he savoured the sensation of emptying himself into her warm, velvety insides.
			

			
				 
			

			
				With our shared climax still lingering in the air, I carefully untied Hannah's wrists, allowing her to regain her freedom. We all collapsed onto the bed in a blissful heap, our bodies glistening with a sheen of sweat, our desires sated and fulfilled.
			

			
				I turned to Hannah, my voice still laced with a post-orgasmic haze. "Wow, what got into you there, Hannah?" I asked, my eyes gleaming with intrigue. "Tying me up? Taking control. I loved it."
			

			
				Hannah let out a light, carefree laugh, her eyes sparkling with satisfaction. "I don't know," she replied playfully, her fingers idly tracing patterns on the bedsheet. "I just thought you looked like someone who needed it hard."
			

			
				As they lay there, their breaths slowly returning to normal, conversation flowed effortlessly. "You know, guys," Hannah suddenly said, her fingers tracing invisible patterns on the bed sheet, "I was thinking about Alice's art project. She's been documenting sexuality, and she's looking for unique subjects to photograph."
			

			
				Hannah continued with a mischievous twinkle in her eye, "Dave’s massive cock is certainly unique. He would be the perfect subject for her project. What do you think, Dave?"
			

			
				Hannah's proposition hung in the air for a moment, the room buzzing with anticipation. "I'm up for it," Dave replied in his usual understated manner. "If you two lovely ladies are involved, why not?"
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				In Alice's room, the atmosphere crackled with creative energy as we embarked on this unique photography project. Dave, always willing to go along with anything, stood confidently in his underwear while Alice expertly captured the essence of his physique.
			

			
				The camera clicked and whirred as she directed her lens toward Dave's perfect ass and bulge. Alice had heard all about Dave from Hannah and me, and as she worked, she couldn't help but admire the sculpted lines of his body.
			

			
				After a series of shots, Alice lowered the camera, her eyes lingering on Dave's form. She stepped closer, her hand gliding over his bare chest with admiration. "Dave," she began, her voice filled with genuine admiration, "you make such a great model. I think it's something you could do professionally. I'm not just saying that."
			

			
				Dave just smiled in response as her hand continued its exploratory journey down his toned stomach. With each sensual touch and tender kiss Alice planted on his neck, Dave's body responded eagerly. His cock began to stir and swell within his pants, the bulge growing more pronounced. The unmistakable signs of his arousal were evident as Alice pressed herself against him, her hand applying firmer pressure to his throbbing member through the fabric.
			

			
				But Alice took a step back and picked up the camera again. “Girls, can you pull down his pants and stroke him, please?” she requested. Hannah and I eagerly obeyed, freeing his gorgeous cock and holding and stroking him with four hands while Alice documented it.
			

			
				As we sensually stroked Dave's pulsating cock, my own desire surged. Feeling the warmth and firmness of his member in our hands, I couldn't help but become increasingly aroused. Dave's quiet moans of pleasure filled the room, mingling with our own soft gasps and the sound of skin against skin. 
			

			
				Once Alice had all the photos she wanted, she put the camera down and kissed Dave. It seemed like she wanted to be a lot more involved than I had anticipated. “Do you want to fuck me?” she asked him. Dave didn’t answer, but he kissed her back passionately, and picking her up, placed her on the bed.
			

			
				As Dave and Alice's lips locked in a fervent kiss, we sat back, our hands instinctively sliding into our knickers, each of us engrossed in our own pleasure as we watched the erotic scene unfold before us.
			

			
				Dave, with his powerful yet gentle demeanour, began to undress Alice, removing her top and freeing her breasts with their pierced nipples. His hands moved over her body, tracing the curves and contours of her skin, causing her to writhe in exquisite delight beneath his touch. 
			

			
				As Dave's strong hands deftly lifted Alice's skirt, he pulled her knickers to the side, revealing her dark hair, our collective breath caught in our throats. Dave positioned himself between Alice's thighs, his massive cock poised at her entrance. As he slid inside her without a condom, a low, primal moan escaped Alice's lips, her legs wrapping around him, drawing him deeper into her embrace. Her fingers dug into his back, leaving crescent-shaped marks as she clung to him.
			

			
				Dave, driven by his relentless desire, increased the pace of his thrusts, eliciting a cry of ecstasy from Alice as her orgasm washed over her. Her fingers dug deeper into his back, her body trembling in the throes of pleasure.
			

			
				As if emboldened by her climax, Alice took charge, her movements becoming more assertive. She rode Dave with a fervour that left us all in awe, her wetness glistening as it coated his cock, her tight lips gripping his shaft with every thrust.
			

			
				I couldn't contain myself any longer. Watching their passionate encounter pushed me over the edge, and I came undone, my fingers working feverishly at my own arousal. My knickers became soaked as my orgasm consumed me, as I watched the spectacle unfolding before my eyes.
			

			
				In that moment, we were all lost in the undeniable allure of our desires, a tangled web of pleasure that left us breathless, hungry for more. Alice continued to ride him until she came again, and then rolled off quivering. “Your turn, girls,” she told us, and we didn’t need to be asked twice.
			

			
				I slid my joggers and knickers down, mounting Dave with a fervour that matched the intensity of the moment. Meanwhile, Hannah stripped off her clothes and lowered herself onto Dave's face. Together, we rode him with abandon, a symphony of desire that transcended words.
			

			
				The sensation of Dave inside me again was electrifying, his powerful presence filling me to the brim as I rocked my hips, taking him as deep as I could. My body ground against his, and I could feel my clit throbbing with each passionate thrust. I could hear the clicking of Alice’s camera as she documented our passion.
			

			
				My moans filled the room, and my hips bucked uncontrollably against Dave's unyielding body. I closed my eyes and gave in to the overwhelming sensations. As I reached the pinnacle of my desire, a powerful orgasm crashed over me. I screamed out in ecstasy, my body convulsing with pleasure. It was an explosion of sensations, leaving me quivering and gasping for breath.
			

			
				Sliding off, I allowed Hannah to take her place atop Dave, straddling him with enthusiasm, I found myself in the sensual embrace of Alice, her camera temporarily put aside. Our lips met in a passionate kiss, our tongues dancing together as our bodies pressed close. 
			

			
				Her fingers found their way to my aching cunt, the residual pleasure from Dave's powerful thrusts still coursing through me. With an ease born of desire, her digits slid inside me, and I gasped at the sensation of being filled again so soon after my intense climax. I felt stretched and gaping, my body craving every touch and stroke.
			

			
				As our fingers explored each other's wetness, we moaned into our passionate kiss, the taste of desire lingering on our lips. I could hear Hannah's ecstatic moans and the rhythmic creaking of the bed behind me, signalling her impending climax. 
			

			
				I could hear that Dave was getting close to his own climax and beginning to groan. With our collective desire for pleasure driving us, we shifted our attention to Dave's throbbing cock, eager to explore the sensations we could invoke within him. The camera forgotten, Hannah took hold of his balls, caressing them with skilled hands, while Alice and I focused on the glistening shaft before us.
			

			
				Our tongues moved in unison, tracing a path up his length, each lick sending shivers of pleasure coursing through him. We could sense his impending climax, the tension in his body obvious, but with an unspoken agreement, we withheld the pressure and friction that would tip him over the edge. In that electrifying moment, we reveled in the power we held, the exquisite torture of prolonging Dave's release.
			

			
				Gently and slowly, we teased him, trying to keep him close to the edge but not over it. Dave's hips twisted and contorted in his desperate pursuit of release, his pleas growing increasingly fervent, but we remained steadfast, determined to keep him on the precipice of ecstasy without allowing him to tumble over. “Fuck,” he moaned, “Let me come.” But we didn’t, we continued to tease and stroke him.
			

			
				Alice grabbed her camera again as Hannah and I continued to pleasure him with our hands and mouth. “Girls, please!” he begged as she took a few shots of his twitching cock. 
			

			
				Our previous encounters with Dave had involved him being in control and fucking us hard, but now it was us that were in control, and denying him made me even more horny.
			

			
				Hannah was still massaging his balls, but now she also slid a finger in his ass. Dave moaned with ecstasy and I licked the head of his cock very gently. Suddenly he cried out, and cum erupted from his cock. The initial burst of his warm cum splattered across my face and hair, followed by a steady, pulsating stream that flowed down his straining shaft.
			

			
				Alice’s camera clicked and whirred as she captured his orgasm and flowing cum. It ran down his shaft, and Hannah and I leant in to lick it up. As the waves of pleasure subsided, Dave lay there, his chest heaving, his body drenched in sweat, and a satisfied smile playing at the corners of his lips. It was a moment of pure, unadulterated bliss, and it left all of us breathless and sated.
			

			
				"Fucking hell!" Dave exclaimed. "That was the best fucking orgasm."
			

			
				"Don't leave it so long before you come and fuck us next time,” scolded Hannah with a smirk.
			

			
				Dave laughed, his eyes still glazed with post-orgasmic bliss. "You got it," he replied with a grin. "I'll make sure not to keep you waiting."
			

			
				As the room settled into a comfortable silence, the four of us lay there, intertwined in the aftermath of our shared passion, basking in the glow of our intense group session.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				Dave kept to his word. He began to regularly visit both Hannah and me, turning up at our rooms at all hours of the day and night. I was always available to him, even at three in the morning when he woke me up, knocking on my door horny. I just couldn’t get enough of his big dick and his insatiable sexual energy.
			

			
				Sometimes, we would bump into each other at uni or in a bar in the evening. Almost without speaking we would always end up in the toilets as he fucked me senseless. One time I saw him in the city centre park, and ended up sucking him off behind some bushes by the duck pond.
			

			
				But soon, Hannah and I were to make another discovery which would change everything for us.
			

			
				Hannah discovered Craigslist.
			

			
				 
			

			
				In our halls, there was a computer lab in the basement with about ten Unix computer terminals where we could go to browse the web or do coursework. I went down there one evening to print something for my course and saw that Hannah was already there. Her eyes sparkled with mischief as I approached, and she beckoned me over to her computer screen, a hint of excitement dancing in her gaze.
			

			
				"Carrie, you've got to check this out," Hannah whispered with an air of secrecy. 
			

			
				As I peered at the screen, Hannah revealed the clandestine allure of this online platform. "It's called Craigslist," she began, "and it's like a forum where you can advertise various things." Her tone held a mischievous twist, keeping me in suspense. "But here's the kicker," she continued, her voice laden with excitement, "there's a section where you can post personals for hooking up."
			

			
				Understanding the source of her excitement, I couldn't help but giggle. "So, have you posted one yourself?" I inquired, fully intrigued by this revelation.
			

			
				"No, note yet," she replied, "but I've replied to this one. It's a married man looking for an affair."
			

			
				Our laughter filled the room as I playfully scolded her, "Oh my God, Hannah, you're so bad!"
			

			
				She joined in the mirth, embracing her audacious side. "Hah, yes," she admitted with a grin, "and he's already emailed me back. He's coming to my room tomorrow afternoon to fuck me!"
			

			
				I couldn't help but ask more questions. "But how do you know what he's like? And how old is he?"
			

			
				Hannah was quick to provide answers. "He's 40, and he's drop-dead gorgeous," she replied confidently, reaching for her email. She opened it up, and we both waited in suspense as the photo slowly loaded from top to bottom. The image that unveiled itself was a grainy mirror shot of a fit, older man. He stood naked, adorned with lots of body hair and a prominently erect cock, pointing straight up.
			

			
				 “Hannah!” I scolded her again, looking round the room to make sure no one else could see her screen. "But yes," I reluctantly admitted, "he does look sexy. And he's got a really nice cock."
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following day, I strategically loitered around the flat during the afternoon when Hannah's visitor was expected. I listened attentively, and when I heard her buzz him in, I orchestrated my exit from my room at precisely the right moment to meet him. Hannah, too, emerged into the corridor to greet him, her expression a mix of surprise and suspicion towards me.
			

			
				“Carrie,” she said. “This is my new… friend. Jeff.” Slightly awkwardly, we shook hands and he kissed me on the cheek. In person, he was even more striking, donned in a smart, tailored suit with a neatly trimmed beard and short hair. Jeff exuded an air of maturity that stood in stark contrast to the boys our own age. Instantly, I found myself incredibly turned on by his presence, coupled with an undeniable twinge of jealousy that he was about to have sex with Hannah.
			

			
				Introductions over, Hannah and Jeff went into her room, and I went back into mine. Soon, there was the unmistakable sound of a bed rhythmically pounding against the wall, accompanied by Hannah's escalating moans.
			

			
				Without hesitation, I shed my trousers and knickers, a surge of arousal propelling me forward. My eager fingers sought out the familiar shape of the dildo I had recently gotten mail-ordered, and I sprawled out on my bed, legs parted wide. Syncing my movements with the passionate cadence reverberating from Hannah's room, I thrust the dildo into myself, every motion synchronised with the rhythmic pounding she was receiving next door.
			

			
				My mind became consumed by a vivid fantasy of Jeff's toned, hairy form pressing down upon me, his throbbing cock buried deep within me. My own moans joined the chorus of ecstasy echoing in my mind. With one hand rhythmically working the dildo inside me and the other deftly teasing my clit, I edged myself, close to an orgasm but not letting it claim me.
			

			
				When I heard Hannah's screaming orgasm through the thin wall, I could no longer hold back. I let myself succumb to the relentless tide of pleasure, surrendering to the waves of climax that surged through my body, each one more intense than the last.
			

			
				This continued for the next hour as I listened to Hannah and Jeff. There were moments of respite, punctuated by soft laughter, followed by crescendos of fervent lovemaking that reverberated through the walls. I wanked in time to all this, until I had lost track of how many times I came, and my cunt was sore and aching.
			

			
				Eventually, peace descended on the flat, and I drifted off into a blissful sleep, nestled in the damp aftermath of my passionate escapades. 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Sometime later, as the fading light of day cast its gentle glow, I roused from my sensual nap. I was still naked from the waist down and lying in a wet patch on the bed. I donned my clothes and made my way to the kitchen, where I found Hannah smoking a cigarette. I sat myself down next to her. 
			

			
				Hannah grinned mischievously as she broke the silence. "I know you were listening to us, and probably wanking," she said with a playful accusation.
			

			
				I chuckled, not denying her suspicions. "How well you know me," I replied with a knowing smile.
			

			
				Her eyes sparkled with a post-encounter excitement as she leaned closer to me. "God, he was amazing," she gushed. "I can definitely recommend fucking an older man. He just knew how to push all my buttons and make me come so easily."
			

			
				"Wow," I replied, genuinely impressed. "It certainly sounded good through the wall. I'm so jealous. Are you seeing him again?"
			

			
				Hannah nodded enthusiastically. "Yes, he's coming over next Friday too," she confided. "He finishes work early on a Friday, but his wife doesn't know that."
			

			
				“Oh yeah, his wife,” I said, remembering he was married. "Do you feel guilty about being with a married man?"
			

			
				Hannah shrugged, her expression unburdened. "Not really," she replied casually. "He told me his wife won't have sex with him anymore, so I figure he has to find some way to fulfil his needs. And besides, I'm not even close to being his first. He bragged about all the women he's been with from Craigslist. It's been over thirty, you know. I'm his youngest at just 19, and the oldest was a 60-year-old."
			

			
				Hannah took a slow, deliberate drag of her cigarette, and her eyes gleamed mischievously as she turned toward me. "I wonder," she mused, "if he's ever had a threesome."
			

			
				My heart raced with excitement, and I didn't hesitate to respond. "Oh, Hannah, please, yes!" I practically begged. "Suggest it to him.”
			

			
				Hannah couldn't help but chuckle at my enthusiastic response. "You're such a needy slut," she teased, her laughter bubbling up. "Alright, I'll send him an email and see what he says.”
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 12
			

			
				 
			

			
				The following Friday afternoon, it was both Hannah and I waiting for Jeff in Hannah’s room. I was wearing a high-neck, figure-hugging black dress that was ridiculously short. Underneath, I had black suspenders and a tiny black thong. Hannah was dressed just as slutty, in a red dress with a low neck that made her large breasts look like they were going to fall out at any moment.
			

			
				Hannah let Jeff in, and he greeted us both with a kiss on the cheek. He was again dressed in a smart suit. He took off his tie and sat on the bed, with Hannah and me moving to sit on either side of him. He turned to Hannah and kissed her on the lips, her mouth opening up as her tongue went into his mouth. I could tell how horny she was, and this also triggered me, sending a rush of heat between my legs.
			

			
				Jeff turned to me and held my face with one hand as he kissed me passionately, too. His stubble brushed my cheek and I couldn’t help notice the difference in him from the boys I had been sleeping with. My hand went to his chest, and I undid one of the buttons on his shirt so I could slip my hand in and feel his toned, hairy chest.
			

			
				The atmosphere was heating up, and Hannah was already undoing the fastening on his trousers. She pulled his hard cock out of his trousers and the two of us bent down to suck him. We’d sucked cocks together before, and we made a great team, one of us encompassing the tip with our mouth while the other ran their tongue up and down the shaft. Then we swapped over.
			

			
				Jeff lay back on the bed and closed his eyes, relaxing and enjoying the sensation of our double blow job. After a while, he sat up and took control, stripping Hannah while I watched and kissing her all over. Then he did the same to me, his strong hands touching my breasts and running down my stomach to my soaking wet core.
			

			
				He parted my legs, and explored my cunt with his tongue, while Hannah held me and stroked my nipples. I was soon moaning with pleasure. “Carrie likes to be tied up,” Hannah told him.
			

			
				Grinning, Jeff picked up his tie from the floor and bound my hands tightly with it. I was turned on before, but now I felt bolts of electricity running through my body. Hannah held my bound wrists with one hand and put the other around my throat, not to choke me, but to hold me firmly to the bed. “Fuck her hard,” she told him,  “She’s a little slut that likes it rough.”
			

			
				I could tell just by saying it was turning her on. This was like the time with Dave, where she was clearly getting off on watching me being taken hard. I was also enjoying putting on a performance for her, “Fuck me!” I begged him.
			

			
				Jeff was standing at the edge of the bed, his cock in his hand as he watched us. He rolled a condom over his cock and then moved on top of me. He took one of my hard nipples in his mouth, sucking hard on it and causing me to gasp. And then he was inside me. His cock was so hard, stretching my cunt open as he thrust it inside me. 
			

			
				Hannah continued to hold me down while he fucked me, her cunt was not far from my face, and I could see how wet she was, her thick bush matted with moisture around her slit. I was making quite a lot of noise as he fucked me hard, the bed banging against the wall. I couldn’t take my eyes off Hannah’s cunt.
			

			
				“Sit on my face,” I begged her suddenly. Although Hannah and I enjoyed fucking men together, we didn’t usually interact with each other that much. I was very bisexual, but Hannah was straight. However, I knew she didn’t mind a bit of touching as a performance for our partner.
			

			
				She seemed happy to be asked, and swung her leg over me, pressing her gaping and wet cunt over my face. I thrust my tongue up inside the heat of her cunt and heard her moan in pleasure above me as Jeff continued to fuck me.
			

			
				Hannah leaned forward and I felt her touch my clit, sending me over the edge into a powerful climax. I came hard, moaning into Hannah’s cunt. But neither of them stopped, Jeff continued to pound me and Hannah continued to rub my clit and almost as soon as the orgasm had washed over me I came again.
			

			
				After fucking me for a nice long time, Jeff slowly withdrew from me and gently pushed Hannah back onto the bed. He positioned himself between her legs and, with a sense of purpose, entered her wet and beautifully hairy ginger cunt. I was captivated by the sight of her being penetrated, and my own hand instinctively drifted toward my own throbbing core.
			

			
				With a skilled and experienced touch, Jeff thrust deeply into Hannah until her passionate cries of ecstasy filled the room, signaling her climactic release. Her body trembled beneath the intense waves of pleasure coursing through her.
			

			
				But Jeff's insatiable desire wasn't satisfied yet. He transitioned from Hannah to me with effortless grace. This rhythmic dance between the three of us continued for what felt like an eternity. Jeff took turns, plunging into one of us, then the other, ensuring that we both experienced the pleasure we craved.
			

			
				I don’t know how long he fucked us for, but eventually, he was ready to come. Jeff's breathing grew heavier as he approached his climax. With a commanding tone, he instructed us to get on our knees, setting the stage for an exhilarating conclusion. Hannah and I obeyed eagerly, sinking to the floor, anticipation coursing through us.
			

			
				Jeff's cock was throbbing with desire as he gripped it firmly, the telltale signs of impending release evident. He aimed his rigid cock at our upturned faces, his breath quickening in the final moments before ecstasy.
			

			
				With a guttural groan, Jeff unleashed a torrent of hot, sticky cum that splattered across our faces. The initial burst hit Hannah's parted lips, glistening and dripping down her chin. My own face was not spared, as his thick, pearly jets landed across my flushed cheeks, coating my skin with a sticky sheen.
			

			
				Jeff's release was powerful and unrelenting, each pulse delivering a fresh wave of warm, creamy arousal that left us covered and glistening. We knelt there, submissively as he marked us with his essence, the sensual conquest leaving us breathless.
			

			
				Breathing heavily, Jeff slowly caught his breath as he gazed upon the aftermath of our shared passion. Hannah and I remained on our knees, our faces covered in his cum. 
			

			
				Jeff finally spoke. "Well, that was quite the experience," he remarked.
			

			
				Hannah and I couldn't help but giggle, the adrenaline and excitement still coursing through our veins. "Absolutely," I replied with a sultry smile, wiping a streak of cum from my cheek.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 13
			

			
				 
			

			
				Jeff stayed around for a while, and we had a naked conversation on the bed. He was a lot of fun, and I was already quite fond of him. I'd always been drawn to more experienced men. Before long, I was inquiring about his previous encounters with women, and I found myself getting aroused by the stories. We also shared tales of our own experiences and those of our friends. It seemed like Hannah was attempting to set him up with our other friends, particularly Danni, who had recently ended things with Simon.
			

			
				"I'll be honest," Jeff said, "I'd be up for any of your friends right now." His cock was already firm again, and I couldn't resist leaning over to grasp it, gently moving my hand up and down his pulsating length.
			

			
				"I'll be right back!" Hannah exclaimed, slipping into her silk dressing gown that barely concealed her voluptuous figure before she exited the room.
			

			
				Jeff and I continued to share leisurely kisses as I maintained my gentle stroking, keeping him in an aroused state. I couldn't help but wonder if Hannah was genuinely going to bring Danni into the mix. You see, Danni, despite her passion for sex, had never participated in any of our group escapades. I always thought she was a bit too reserved for that sort of thing.
			

			
				To my surprise, Hannah returned with Danni in tow. Danni looked as stunning as ever, with her long, flowing black hair and her captivating Indian features, complete with a nose ring and a bindi adorning her forehead. Her eyes widened as she entered the room and saw Jeff and me, both in the nude, with his cock in my mouth. I sat up, gesturing for her to take a seat on the other side of Jeff.
			

			
				"Hey, Danni, this is Jeff," I greeted her, the situation feeling rather peculiar.
			

			
				Danni, looking slightly nervous but undoubtedly intrigued, hesitantly took a seat beside Jeff. Her eyes darted between the two of us, clearly uncertain about how this unusual scenario would unfold.
			

			
				"Hi, Danni," Jeff greeted her with a warm smile, his erection still evident. "Hannah here has been telling me all about you."
			

			
				Danni blushed as she responded, "Oh, she's always exaggerating things. But, um, it's nice to meet you, Jeff." Her gaze kept returning to his erect member.
			

			
				"Danni," I began, "I know this is a bit unexpected, but it's all about exploring and having fun. We were just discussing our fantasies before you walked in."
			

			
				Hannah chimed in, "Danni, you remember that fantasy we talked about, right? The one where you wanted to try something new, something wild and adventurous with multiple partners at once?"
			

			
				Danni nodded hesitantly, her eyes not leaving Jeff's throbbing cock. "I do remember, but I never thought it would actually happen."
			

			
				Hannah grinned mischievously. "Well, it's happening now, darling. You have the opportunity to make your fantasy a reality."
			

			
				Jeff leaned closer to Danni and spoke softly, "Danni, we're only here because we want to enjoy ourselves. If you want to stop or leave at any time, that’s completely fine."
			

			
				Danni's hesitation began to melt away as she looked at Jeff, and she nodded. "Alright, let's see where this takes us."
			

			
				Jeff and Danni leaned in towards each other. Their lips met in a tentative, exploratory kiss, their eyes closing as they savoured the electrifying sensation of their mouths coming together. Soft moans escaped from both of them, the arousal intensifying with each passing moment.
			

			
				Hannah and I watched with bated breath, excited by the unfolding connection between Jeff and Danni. Hannah's hand gently caressed my thigh as we observed the sensual interplay.
			

			
				Danni, emboldened by the kissing, ran her fingers through his hair, pulling him closer. Their kiss deepened, becoming more passionate and urgent. Jeff's hands began to roam, tracing the curves of Danni's body through the fabric of her dress, sending shivers of desire down her spine.
			

			
				With a smile, Jeff leaned back slightly, breaking the kiss with Danni. "Would you like to take off your clothes, beautiful?" he whispered, his fingers tracing the contours of Danni's figure, sending shivers down her spine.
			

			
				Danni slowly began to undress. She first unbuttoned her dress, revealing a lacy black bra that perfectly cradled her dark breasts. Her hands moved to her hips as she slid the dress down her body, her eyes never leaving Jeff's gaze. With a sensuous sway, the dress dropped to the floor, leaving her standing there in just her bra and panties.
			

			
				Hannah and I watched with fascination. Danni, now standing before Jeff in her lingerie, looked radiant. Jeff couldn't resist reaching out and unclasping her bra, allowing her full, pert breasts to spill out. His lips found their way to her sensitive nipples, kissing and teasing them, causing Danni to moan softly.
			

			
				Hannah and I found ourselves irresistibly drawn to each other. Our hands moved in unison, our fingers delicately exploring the contours of each other's bodies. With a sultry glance, I locked eyes with Hannah, and our lips met in a hungry kiss, amplifying the sensual atmosphere in the room.
			

			
				Our tongues danced in a fervent embrace as we continued to touch each other, seeking mutual pleasure and connection. My fingers, slick with desire, traced the outline of Hannah's soft curves, making her gasp with delight. She reciprocated with the same enthusiasm, her hand finding its way to my throbbing clit, sending waves of ecstasy through my body.
			

			
				Jeff gently eased down Danni's lacy black panties. As he revealed her nakedness, a gasp of anticipation escaped her lips, and her cheeks flushed with a mix of nerves and excitement. Her smooth skin glistened in the soft, ambient light, and her body quivered under his tender touch.
			

			
				Jeff retrieved another condom and sheathed himself. Hannah and I watched in breathless anticipation. The bed creaked softly as he pressed into Danni, her moans of pleasure filling the room.
			

			
				Jeff maintained his sensual rhythm, thrusting in and out of Danni's eager body, their passionate connection intensifying with each movement. The room was bathed in the warm glow of desire, as our collective senses were captivated by the erotic spectacle unfolding before us.
			

			
				As I watched Danni's beautiful, dark-skinned body, I found myself drawn to her unique allure. Her jet-black nipples were a wonderful contrast to her smooth, dusky skin, and the thick, dark hair surrounding her pussy only added to her allure. And when Jeff’s cock almost withdrew from her, I could see the bright pink of her wet cunt. The sight of her, wrapped in the throes of passion, was utterly captivating. I’d always loved watching my friends have sex.
			

			
				Hannah and I were consumed by the overwhelming sexiness of the moment. Unable to contain our own desires any longer, Hannah's fingers continued to work their magic on me. I moaned softly into her mouth as she pleasured me, her touch taking me to the brink of ecstasy. The powerful surge of pleasure coursed through my body, and I climaxed with an intensity that matched the fiery passion unfolding on the bed.
			

			
				As Jeff's thrusting escalated in intensity, the room resonated with the unmistakable sounds of passion. Danni's cries of pleasure filled the air. Her body shuddered with ecstasy as Jeff continued to penetrate her deeply, driving her towards a climactic peak.
			

			
				In a crescendo of pleasure, Danni's cries reached a fevered pitch as she came hard on Jeff's cock. Her body convulsed with pleasure, and her fingers gripped the sheets. The room was filled with the raw, unfiltered pleasure of the moment.
			

			
				Jeff, ever the attentive lover, slowed his movements, gently caressing Danni's body as she came down from her orgasmic high. She lay back on the bed, her dark hair tousled and her breathing still heavy with the remnants of ecstasy. With a sultry smile, Jeff invited her to go on top.
			

			
				With Danni straddling Jeff, the room crackled with erotic energy. Her dark, glistening skin glowed in the soft light as she lowered herself onto his waiting cock. A breathless moan escaped her lips as they connected, and she began to move, her hips swaying in a sensual rhythm.
			

			
				Danni's moans of pleasure filled the room, her body writhing. Jeff's hands roamed over her, exploring her curves as she rode him with a fervent urgency. Hannah and I moved closer to Danni, our fingers tracing a trail of longing along her body. As Danni rode him, our hands found their way to her sensitive nipples, gently massaging them in unison. Danni gasped, and her body quivered under our touch.
			

			
				Our lips met Danni's in a cascade of kisses. As our combined efforts intensified, Danni's body reached the brink of ecstasy once more. Her cries of pleasure echoed in the room as she climaxed, her body trembling with the intensity of her release.
			

			
				After Danni's intense orgasm, she slid off Jeff and onto the bed, her body glistening with sweat and her swollen, wet cunt on full display. Her breath came in quick, shallow gasps, and she couldn't help but exclaim, "Fuck! That was unbelievable, but I need a break. It's my turn to watch one of you."
			

			
				Eager and aroused, I waited impatiently while Jeff put on a fresh condom and then moved to straddle him. The anticipation of having him inside me was almost too much to bear. With a seductive grin, I guided his rigid, throbbing cock to the entrance of my own eager cunt.
			

			
				I let out a breathless moan as I sank down onto him, our bodies meeting in an intimate embrace. The room seemed to pulse with desire as I began to move, my hips undulating in a sensuous rhythm, each thrust taking me closer to the edge of ecstasy.
			

			
				Hannah and Danni watched with rapt attention, their own desires reignited by the intimate spectacle before them.
			

			
				As I rode Jeff, his hands explored my curves, igniting a fiery passion within me. With each thrust, I could feel the tension building within me, my own cries of pleasure mingling with Jeff's. The moment was electric, the pleasure almost unbearable, and as I moved faster and harder, I knew that release was imminent. Jeff and I reached our pinnacle together. The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, and as I came, I felt him release inside the condom, filling it with the evidence of our shared passion.
			

			
				 
			

			
				



			
				Chapter 14
			

			
				 
			

			
				The last few months of our second year were a lot of fun, now that we had discovered Craigslist. Leah was using it to find boyfriends. She was attracted to “bad boy” types that treated her like shit and the relationships didn’t last long. Hannah seemed to be looking for weird and wonderful hook-ups. She found a guy that wanted to be pissed on, and went to see him at his student house and did just that. It didn’t sound like my kind of thing. I was more interested in hot older men, and I met up with quite a few.
			

			
				One afternoon, I came across an advert that got my heart racing. A married couple, a bit older than myself, in their late twenties. It seemed they were regularly looking for single women to meet up for threesomes. This was something I could get fully behind, I loved the idea of being the guest star in another couple’s intimate relationship. Especially if they were experienced.
			

			
				We exchanged a few messages and set up a date in a pub in town. That Friday, feeling very nervous, I opened the door to the pub and went inside. A wall of noise and heat hit me in the busy pub, and I looked around to see if I could see them. We’d exchanged a couple of photos, so they knew what I looked like, and as I looked around, Joe quickly rose from a seat near the door and greeted me with a kiss on each cheek. Guiding me to the table, he introduced me to Emily and went to get me a drink from the bar.
			

			
				Emily was even more gorgeous in real life. She had a goth vibe going on, with dyed, straight black hair, loads of dark eye shadow, and lipstick. She had huge cleavage, spilling out over the top of her old-fashioned dress, which barely covered a lacy corset. She was quite thin considering how plump and heavy her breasts were. Her dress was short, and I caught a glimpse of the top of her hold-ups, which adorned her shapely legs.
			

			
				“Carrie, you’re beautiful,” she gushed at me, kissing me on both cheeks, too. We chatted amicably until Joe returned with the round of drinks.
			

			
				Once we were settled, I couldn’t resist quizzing them on their relationship status. They explained how they were something called “poly”, a newish idea of relationships where you are open to having emotional and sexual connections with many people at once. This instantly resonated with me, as I had struggled with monogamous relationships and also liked to have ongoing connections with a lot of my sexual partners.
			

			
				By the end of the first round of drinks, I was convinced I was “poly”; it felt like the definition of myself I had been missing. Needless to say, I got on brilliantly with Emily and Joe, but I was also getting more and more turned on by them, especially when they told me anything that alluded to their multiple sexual relationships.
			

			
				They talked about sex quite openly, and asked what I liked to do, and didn’t like to do. It was liberating to have such an open discussion up front. I told them how much I loved everything about sex and naked people, especially watching other people have sex and orgasm, and how much I loved being watched too. How I had a real kink for unprotected sex, and how lately, I’d realised how submissive I was and that I liked my partners to be rough with me and take control.
			

			
				Emily also had similar feelings. Joe was very dominant sexually, and she liked him to take control, especially when they were having threesomes. She told me about something called Shibari, where Joe would tie her up with rope in elaborate ties. Joe would then order her to do things and treat her roughly, but it was all part of the roleplay, and they had a safe word if she ever wanted to stop. I really wanted to experience this, so we agreed on a safe word for me, too. 
			

			
				By now, we were all desperately horny. So we headed out into the warm summer night for the short walk to their flat. There we headed straight to the bedroom and Emily and I instantly started making out on the bed while Joe watched. Emily tasted amazing, and her warm, sensual lips pressed against me with desire, her tongue in my mouth. We undressed each other, kissing and sucking until we were fully naked. She was even more beautiful naked, with huge breasts and a wonderfully hairy cunt.
			

			
				But Joe was ready to take control. He ordered me off the bed and onto the floor on my knees. “Cross your arms behind your back,” he commanded. Then, getting a length of rope, he bound my arms together. He crossed the rope around my chest a few times, above and below my exposed breasts, and then tied it up behind me. It was uncomfortable, but it made me soaking wet. My cunt was aching with desire as I knelt there unable to move.
			

			
				Emily stood above me, and spreading her legs, she pulled my face into her cunt. She was so wet, the thick hair around her opening was already soaking and matted. “Make me come, slut” she told me. I was already exploring her warm cunt with my tongue, and I soon found her clit to suck on. I could hardly breathe as she grabbed my hair roughly and pulled my face into her, moaning in pleasure.
			

			
				“Good slut!” she told me, breathing heavily. Looking up from my position between her legs, I could see her standing above me. Joe was standing there too, also naked now. Emily was holding his thick, hard cock, and he was playing with one of her large breasts as I pleasured Emily. 
			

			
				Emily was becoming more vocal, moaning and calling me names as she got closer to climax. Closer and closer she got, I kept thinking she must be about to come, but she couldn’t quite get over the edge, until suddenly she almost screamed, and grabbing my head with both hands for support, started shaking and squirming as waves of orgasm washed over her. 
			

			
				Eventually, she pulled away and collapsed onto the bed, leaving me bound on the floor with my face soaking from her juices. Joe took her place, gripping my hair firmly in his hand and forcing his cock into my mouth. “My turn to use you, whore.” he told me. Every time I was called slut or whore, it was making me more and more turned on. I was so wet and aching, I was desperate for someone to touch me between my legs. But for now I was just a slut to be used by Emily and Joe.
			

			
				Joe began to thrust his cock into my mouth, gently at first, but getting rougher and rougher as I was able to take it deeper into my throat. His girth was at the very upper limit that I could take in my throat, and I gagged a few times, tears running down my cheeks.
			

			
				Emily had recovered, and she came and knelt behind me, grabbing my breasts from behind and pulling roughly on my nipples. The sensation was slightly painful, but incredibly erotic. I embraced the pain and realised I could let it flow through me as pleasure. Joe continued to fuck my throat and I could tell he was getting close.
			

			
				Suddenly, he let out a loud moan, and I felt him ejaculate into my throat and mouth. He continued to fuck my face as he came over and over. I was gagging on the thick cum filling my mouth, and it was running out the sides of my mouth. I tried to swallow, but I couldn’t as his cock was still thrusting in and out of my throat.
			

			
				Eventually, he pulled out. I was a mess, my face soaked with Joe’s cum, Emily’s juices and my tears and spit. Emily and Joe stood over me. “What a beautiful slut.” Emily said, stroking my face. She grabbed a Polaroid camera from the bedside table and took a photo of my messy face. Then she took a few more photos of my bound body.
			

			
				Joe pulled me to my feet by my arms and threw me onto the bed face down. Emily opened my legs, and I hoped I was going to finally get some relief for my aching cunt. But instead, she got a vibrator from her drawer and covered it in lube. Then she began to rub the vibrating tip around the tight muscles of my asshole. This was an unexpected and very intense sensation, but it sent waves of pleasure through my body.
			

			
				Slowly, she guided the vibrator inside my ass. I’d never felt anything like it, the intense vibrations inside me. She worked it deeper and deeper inside me, fucking me with it. The sensations were overwhelming and I came really hard, my cunt walls contracting as I squirted. I felt myself soaking the bed as I came over and over, only vaguely aware that I was screaming into the covers in ecstasy.
			

			
				Just when I thought I couldn’t take any more and would have to use my safe word, she stopped. Working together, they untied me, and I rolled onto my back, panting and shaking. I felt lightheaded, like I’d almost passed out. Joe and Emily came and cuddled me, one on each side, and I took turns kissing them.
			

			
				“How do you feel?” asked Emily.
			

			
				“Amazing!” I replied faintly, still unable to speak properly.
			

			
				My hand found Joe’s cock, he was hard again. “I need your cock inside me,” I whispered.
			

			
				“That’s a good slut.” said Emily, smiling widely.
			

			
				Joe moved on top of me, and easily slid his cock into my gaping cunt. We’d already discussed that we weren’t going to use condoms. He began to fuck me, slowly, but forcefully. Emily held my hands down above my head, but kissed me gently as I enjoyed slower and more sensual sex, but still under their control.
			

			
				I gradually built to another orgasm, and when the waves of pleasure claimed me, Joe kissed me deeply and came inside me, filling me with his warm cum. When he collapsed next to me on the bed, Emily dipped a finger in me, and pulling it out covered in cum, licked it off.
			

			
				I’d never felt so exhausted from sex. We hung out for a while, naked on the bed, touching and kissing. After a while, Joe was hard once again. For the first time ever, my body couldn’t take any more, so I just kissed Emily as Joe fucked her. I loved watching couples be intimate with each other, and I kissed and stroked her as Joe made love to her. Finally, he came inside her and we called it a night.
			

			
				 
			

			
				My second year at Uni was drawing to a close, and I wasn’t looking forward to the long summer at my parents in my boring village. Still, with the discovery of Craigslist, I was optimistic that I might be able to sneak off for some hook-up sex, even in our rural location. 
			

			
				It was also my final year in halls, and for our third year we were renting a house together. Myself, Hannah, Danni and Leah, along with Chloe (the sensible one from our halls). But that wasn’t all, the place we’d found was a huge Victorian house, so we’d also teamed up with Dave and two of his friends to fill all the bedrooms. It promised to be quite a party house, I couldn’t wait!
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				THE END
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Enjoyed this story? Subscribe to the newsletter at www.lucyxane.com to get a free short story and be kept up to date with all the new releases and special offers.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			

	


				About Lucy Xane
			

			
				 
			

			
				Lucy Xane lives in London, England, and is known for her explicit yet delightfully entertaining erotic stories. She writes across a range of genres, from historical to contemporary, often infused with humour. Her stories are light-hearted, fun, and always packed with explicit sex. Common themes include bisexuality, ethical non-monogamy, sexual awakening, threesomes, foursomes, and both anal and oral sex.
			

			
				 
			

			
				If you enjoyed this story, please rate and review it on Lucy’s Amazon page, where you can also explore her other filthy tales.
			

			
				 
			

			
				US: https://www.amazon.com/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS
			

			
				UK: https://www.amazon.co.uk/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS
			

			
				CA: https://www.amazon.ca/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS
			

			
				AU: https://www.amazon.com.au/stores/author/B0CWDPJTRS
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			

	


				Also By Lucy Xane
			

			
				Carrie's First Year At University
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/l2dkecesib
			

			
				 
			

			
				Carrie starts at a British university in the 1990s and quickly makes friends. Their favourite subject? Sex. With a fierce curiosity and a yearning for adventure, they explore every desire and fantasy. From wild parties to intimate encounters, Carrie's journey is a raw and honest look at the thrills and spills of youthful passion.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Carrie’s Third Year At University
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/1slkyjqlkc
			

			
				 
			

			
				Now in her third year, Carrie continues her bisexual exploration alongside her friends in their shared house, where hedonistic parties become the norm. Quiet Chloe turns out to be far wilder than Carrie ever imagined, leading the pair to experiment with intimate piercings and becoming rock groupies. And a trip to Glastonbury pushes them deep into the rock 'n' roll lifestyle.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Carrie's Gap Year - Thailand
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/980pog1ii3
			

			
				 
			

			
				For her gap year, Carrie is travelling the world in search of adventure and freedom. Quick to make friends, she’s drawn into a whirlwind of wild nights, group sex, and unforgettable experiences.
			

			
				 
			

			
				From five-star hotels to full moon parties, Carrie immerses herself in a journey of explicit sex, friendship, and self-discovery. But while it’s easy for her to hook up with new people, saying goodbye proves much harder.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Sex Retreat - First Time Accidental Swingers
			

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

			
				 
			

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

			
				 
			

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

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ellie Is A Bad Influence - Naughty College Girls In The 1990s
			

			
				https://books.lucyxane.com/6zcuc9uyq7
			

			
				 
			

			
				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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