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				Chapter 1
			

			
				 
			

			
				My name is Carrie, and let me take you back to my wild university days in England during the late nineties. I’m sure you’ve already read all about my adventures in my first two years, and now the story continues into my third and final year. Strap in; this ride gets very rock and roll.
			

			
				For our third year at university, my friends and I had moved out of halls and rented a large Victorian house together. Firstly, there was my main friend group, Hannah, Leah, and Dani. All of us were serious sex enthusiasts.
			

			
				Then there was Chloe, the sensible one from our halls. She didn’t drink, and as far as I knew, she wasn’t that into boys. Although there was that one time in the first year when I caught her having sex with a girl in the toilets at a concert.
			

			
				To make up the numbers, we had also teamed up with Dave and two of his friends, Alex and Tom. Dave had originally been Leah’s boyfriend in the first year, but after they split up, he had become friends-with-benefits with both me and Hannah. And what a benefit! He had the biggest cock either of us had ever seen. And he really knew how to use it.
			

			
				I was thrilled to be living with Dave’s massive dick, and I was also curious about Alex and Tom, who I didn’t know well yet but were both very cute.
			

			
				The moment the house became available, I moved down from my parents’ quiet village. Rural life over the summer had been suffocating. I couldn’t wait to be back in the city with my sexy friends. It was a couple of weeks before uni started, and I was the first one back.
			

			
				Hannah was the next to arrive. She was my best friend, the kind of person who could light up any room just by being in it. With her fiery ginger curls tumbling past her shoulders and those massive breasts that seemed to bounce around every time she moved, Hannah was impossible to miss. We'd had our fair share of wild nights together, including more than a few threesomes, so having her around meant things were definitely about to get interesting.
			

			
				By the next day, everyone else had arrived, and the house buzzed with a fantastic party atmosphere as we all settled into our new lives living together. Laughter echoed through the rooms, and the excitement of our third year was already in full swing. Despite the chaos, I managed to sneak away for a quickie with Dave in his room. His enormous dick, something I’d been looking forward to all summer, stretched me in that perfect way only he could.
			

			
				About an hour later, I noticed that he sneaked away with Hannah as well. That evening, we all sat around drinking and catching up. But by the end of the night, it was Leah, Dave’s ex-girlfriend, who made her way to his room to spend the night.
			

			
				The next day, we began to plan a big housewarming party for the weekend. Uni didn’t start for another week, but we knew lots of people who were already back in town. Leah and Dave didn’t emerge until early afternoon. Leah’s blonde hair was still a mess, and she was wearing just a cute pair of knickers and a t-shirt.
			

			
				“Guys, I’ve got something to tell you,” she motioned to Hannah and me, “Dave and I have decided to give our relationship another go.”
			

			
				“That’s great, Leah,” I said, although I felt a bit sad I wouldn’t get to fuck him any more.
			

			
				“It’s going to be open this time though,” she said, “So you can both still fuck him, and I can still fuck whoever I want, of course. The only rule is that I’m the one who spends the night with him.”
			

			
				“Even better,” said Hannah with a big grin.
			

			
				Leah turned round and bent down to get a glass out the cupboard, and looking at her ass in those little panties made me remember just how fucking hot she was.
			

			
				The following day was much the same, and we all cooked breakfast together. The only one missing was Chloe. She hadn’t been out of her room much since yesterday, and when her door finally opened, it was obvious why. A short, skinny goth-looking girl with loads of piercings slipped out. She was seriously hot, with a very short skirt and fishnet stockings. Chloe was close behind her, looking sheepish. 
			

			
				They went to the front door together and kissed goodbye. And when I say “kissed goodbye”, I mean they snogged each other’s faces off and the goth girl groped Chloe’s tits for a full two minutes.
			

			
				“Is that your girlfriend?” I asked her when she came back in. 
			

			
				“No, just a girl I met last night,” said Chloe. “But my girlfriend is coming round later. You won’t tell her about this, will you?” I realised I may have misjudged just how boring and sensible Chloe was. Just because she didn’t drink, didn’t mean she wasn’t as big a slut as the rest of us.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next few days passed quickly. Chloe seemed to be juggling several goth girls without any of them being aware of the others. Dave and Leah didn’t stop shagging in their rooms, and were making out and touching each other in the public areas non-stop. I was flirting with Tom and Alex, but nothing had happened yet. Hannah had at least two random boys on different nights that I heard through the wall, possibly more.
			

			
				The night of the party arrived, and our house was decorated with fairy lights. The kitchen was full of snacks and booze, and Leah had set up her decks in the living room with some massive borrowed speakers and was DJing like she was in the dance tent at Glastonbury. I was wearing the shortest possible skirt; it was so short that I couldn’t even bend over slightly without flashing my knickers.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Our friends started arriving, and the house filled up. One of the first guests to arrive was Simon. He was the first boy I had hooked up with at Uni, back in the first year. He had later gone on to date Dani. We ended up chatting about the old times and he mentioned how he still sometimes thought about the time we fucked in the disabled toilet in the student cafe.
			

			
				I was getting quite hot and horny thinking about it too now. On a sudden impulse, I dragged him to the tiny downstairs toilet. Locking the door, I knelt before him, unbuttoned his trousers and pulled them down, holding his hardening cock in my hand. Then I started to suck his dick, bobbing my head up and down until I was taking his full length in my throat. My deep throat skills had improved a lot since I’d last done this to him.
			

			
				Unable to resist any longer, he pulled me to my feet and spun me round so I was leaning on the sink. My skirt was so short it had already ridden up, so he just had to pull my knickers to the side and his cock was sliding into my wet cunt. I closed my eyes and enjoyed the sensations in a state of bliss. 
			

			
				He fucked me hard like this for a few minutes, and I slipped my hand into my knickers to rub my clit. As I edged closer to climax, it felt like every nerve in my body was lighting up. When the orgasm hit, it was like a tidal wave of pure pleasure crashing over me, consuming every inch of my being. My vision blurred, and I could hardly breathe, the intensity overwhelming in the most incredible way. It was like nothing I’d ever felt before, my body shuddering uncontrollably as the waves of ecstasy pulsed through me.
			

			
				Simon had no idea just how intense my climax had been, even though I’d almost passed out. His thrusts started to become erratic. “I’m going to come,” he gasped.
			

			
				I didn’t want to have to change my best knickers so early in the night, so I told him, “In my mouth!” and spun round, kneeling in front of him again. As soon as his cock was in my mouth, he exploded, filling it with cum that I hungrily swallowed down. Holding my head, he fucked my throat slowly with his throbbing cock as the last of his orgasm washed over him. “Oh my god, I’ve fucking missed you Carrie,” he said.
			

			
				 
			

			
				We’d only been missing from the party for five minutes, and no one had noticed we had gone. The doorbell rang and I went to let in the latest guests. It was three of the girls from next door. We were lucky that there were student houses on both sides and we’d invited them all to the party, so there’d be no complaints about noise.
			

			
				One of the girls was called Zoë, and I’d already flirted with her a few times when we’d bumped into each other leaving the house. I had a strong suspicion she was into girls. Zoë was from New Zealand, and she had a slight Asian look about her. She had long black hair and tiny breasts like mine. This was the first time I’d seen her dressed up, and she was looking absolutely gorgeous in outrageously ripped jeans and a white vest top without a bra. She’d put on make-up, with black winged eyeshadow and cherry red lipstick.
			

			
				As I welcomed them in, Zoë gave me a hug and a kiss on the cheek. She smelled fantastic, and I was instantly aroused again. As we embraced, her hand touched my lower back, very slightly lower than would be normal. Had she just copped a feel of my ass? Trying not to be too keen, I mingled with a few other groups for a bit, but I couldn’t help but keep glancing at Zoë.
			

			
				A little later, I entered the kitchen, and Zoë was sitting at the kitchen table playing a drinking game with a few other people. I looked around for somewhere to sit. “Come and sit on my lap,” invited Zoë with a naughty grin.
			

			
				I sat on her lap and she wrapped her arm around me, her hand once more on my lower back, just about caressing the top of my ass. She lit up a cigarette and offered me one too. Lighting it from the end of hers, I took a deep drag and blew smoke out into the room. Zoë’s hand slipped a little lower, there was no mistake now, she was fondling my bottom. I felt a rush of blood to my cunt. I was very horny now and suddenly desperate to fuck her. I didn’t want to scare her off, though, so I carried on playing it cool.
			

			
				Something happened in the game they were playing, and they all burst out laughing. It seemed they all had to drink a shot of Amaretto. One of the guys poured it out into shot glasses, and they all necked it down. “I’ve never had Amaretto before,” I told her, “what does it taste like?”
			

			
				Zoë turned to me, “Like this,” she said, and kissed me, opening her mouth and thrusting her tongue into my willing mouth. Her mouth tasted of cigarettes, sugar, and almonds. It was a heady, sexy taste, and I felt bolts of desire run through my body to my core as we passionately made out. 
			

			
				Zoë’s hand was on my inner thigh now, and she slid it even higher between my legs under my short skirt until the edge of her hand was just brushing lightly against my mound. The slight touch sent a bolt of lighting through my cunt and I felt myself getting wet. I struggled not to moan loudly in pleasure. The other people were cheering at our kiss, but they had no idea what was going on under the table.
			

			
				Breaking the kiss, I looked at her, full of lust. “Do you want to go to my room?” I asked.
			

			
				“Fuck, yes,” she replied. We stood, and I led her by her hand up the stairs to my room. I opened the door, and was surprised to see a naked couple on my bed fucking. The girl was on her back with her legs wide open, and the boy was between them, his white ass pumping up and down, his huge balls swinging against her ass as he fucked her.
			

			
				“Oh, sorry,” I giggled, finding it immensely funny. They both looked over at us, but he didn’t stop thrusting into her. I closed the door, and Zoë and I collapsed in laughter in the corridor.
			

			
				“Did you see those swinging balls?” laughed Zoë in hysterics.
			

			
				“I’ve never seen such big dangling ones!” I giggled.
			

			
				When we recovered slightly, I tried Hannah’s room next to mine. There was no one there. “Hannah won’t mind,” I told Zoë. I noticed that Hannah had proudly displayed her large collection of vibrators and dildos on the dressing table.
			

			
				We jumped onto Hannah’s bed and started making out. Zoë was a great kisser, and we weren’t rushing, just enjoying kissing and touching each other. However, eventually we started undressing each other. Her tits were tiny, probably even smaller than mine and she wasn’t wearing a bra. Her nipples were much darker than mine and very pointy. She didn’t shave her armpits, and I couldn’t resist stroking the thick, dark hair there as I sucked on her nipple. It was so soft, and she moaned quietly at my touch.
			

			
				We were both in just our knickers when the door swung open, and Hannah burst in with not one but two boys in tow. She saw us on the bed and gave us a big grin.
			

			
				“Sorry, Hannah,” I said. “There were people fucking in my room.”
			

			
				“No worries!” Hannah said, “Enjoy yourself, we’ll find somewhere else,” and she ushered the two boys out, who were staring at our naked breasts as they went.
			

			
				“We definitely need to get locks for these doors,” I giggled.
			

			
				When the door clicked closed behind them, Zoë kissed me again and instantly slid her hand into my knickers. As her fingers touched my clit, I melted, moaning out loud in pleasure. I slipped my hand into her knickers too, feeling her thick, untamed bush against my palm as I parted her folds, searching for her clit. When I found it, she moaned too, and soon we were rubbing each other, our moans blending in rhythm.
			

			
				Zoë’s lips on mine, the way her fingers played with my clit, and the pressure of her hand against me were all that mattered. We were frantically wanking each other, and I could feel the orgasm building, a surge of heat rising within me. I held back, biting my lip, wanting to come at the same time as Zoë.
			

			
				When she gripped the back of my head with her free hand, her breath catching in a desperate moan, I couldn’t hold on any longer. I let go, and the orgasm hit me like an explosion, raw and intense. Our bodies convulsed together, the pleasure so powerful it almost hurt, as wave after wave of ecstasy washed over us. We clutched each other tightly, lost in the moment.
			

			
				We went back to kissing; I couldn’t get enough of her mouth. I loved the way she tasted, the way she kissed me. But after two more couples barged in, looking for a spot to have sex, we decided it was time to head back to the party.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Outside in the corridor, a sizable queue of impatient girls waited for the upstairs bathroom. From inside, we could hear Hannah being loudly fucked, I assumed by the two boys she’d brought with her earlier. Zoë and I found this absolutely hilarious and couldn’t stop laughing as we made our way back downstairs.
			

			
				In the living room, Leah had cranked up the volume, blasting out some intense dance tunes. The large room was packed, bodies moving wildly to the beat, everyone dripping with sweat. On the sofa against the wall, three couples were tightly packed, making out with an intensity that left little to the imagination. I spotted Dani among them, passionately snogging a guy I didn’t recognise, his hand clearly at work under her skirt.
			

			
				As Leah smoothly mixed in a track by The Prodigy, the energy in the room exploded. Everyone went absolutely mental, and Zoë and I jumped onto the dancefloor, dancing close and rubbing our bodies together. I’d never felt so euphoric.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 2
			

			
				 
			

			
				After a while, I slipped out to the back garden to cool down and have a smoke. The cool night air felt refreshing against my sweaty skin, and I took a deep breath as I lit up a cigarette, watching the smoke curl lazily into the sky. The garden was nearly as crowded as the house, people milling about or trying to find a quiet corner. A line of girls had formed near a bush, waiting their turn to piss since the bathroom was still occupied.
			

			
				The house was a Victorian terrace, and the garden, though narrow, stretched surprisingly far. I wandered down the length of it, away from the noise and chaos of the house, enjoying the solitude as I smoked. The further I went, the darker it became, until I reached a small patio at the very end. There, nestled in the shadows, was a picnic table, and I spotted Alex and Tom sitting there.
			

			
				They were sharing a cigarette, the orange ember glowing faintly in the dim light. As I approached, they looked up, and Tom extended it towards me with a nod.
			

			
				"Thanks," I said. 
			

			
				We sat in silence for a moment, passing the cigarette back and forth. I looked up at the sky, admiring the stars.
			

			
				"It's so peaceful out here," I said, breaking the silence.
			

			
				"Yeah, it's a nice break from the chaos inside," Alex agreed.
			

			
				We sat there for a while longer, talking and smoking. It was nice to have a moment of peace and quiet, away from the noise and crowds of the party.
			

			
				As we continued to smoke and chat, I couldn't help but notice the growing arousal in my body. I tried to keep my thoughts focused on the present moment, but I couldn't help but think about the erotic things that had happened already this evening.
			

			
				“Either of you two hooked up with anyone yet tonight?” I asked.
			

			
				Alex and Tom looked at each other and shared a grin. “Just kissed a couple of girls,” said Tom, “But Alex here has already scored.”
			

			
				“Oh?” I said, blowing out smoke and looking at him sideways.
			

			
				“Yeah, you know Lisa, from your netball team?” he replied.
			

			
				“Fuck, really?” I said in surprise. “What happened?”
			

			
				“Pretty early on this evening, she started dancing really close to me, rubbing against me, making it clear she wanted to hook up. So I took her back to my room.”
			

			
				This was turning me on, I could feel the heat building between my legs. I squeezed in between them on the bench. “She’s such a hot little slut,.” I told them, “on the netball trip I watched her fuck a guy in our dorm. Tell me all the details.”
			

			
				Alex grinned. “Really? Okay, well, when we were alone, she asked if I wanted to watch her finger herself.”
			

			
				This wasn’t quite the start I had expected. “Go on,” I said.
			

			
				“So she stripped off and lay on the bed with her legs open. Did you know she’s completely shaved, like a porn star? Anyway, she started fingering herself, it was fucking hot, I had to get my dick out and stroke it. She loved me watching her and wanking.”
			

			
				“Fuck,” I whispered, my cunt was throbbing now as I pictured them in my head. I stubbed my cigarette out and then put my hands on both their thighs. “What happened next?”
			

			
				“While she was doing it, she told me to come over and let her suck my dick. She kept fingering herself until she came, with my dick in her mouth.”
			

			
				“Mmm,” I murmured, rubbing their thighs. “What a lucky girl. Then what?”
			

			
				“I put a condom on and fucked her. Oh my god, she was so wet from the orgasm, but also really tight,” he continued. I could tell he was enjoying turning me on. I was rubbing my hands nearer their crotches now, and the tips of my fingers were brushing against their cocks. They were both rock hard and bulging against their trousers. 
			

			
				My breathing was getting heavy now. I needed to be touched. I grabbed hold of Tom’s wrist and moved his hand up my skirt, between my legs. He got the idea and started to rub my clit through my knickers. “Keep going,” I told Alex.
			

			
				“I fucked her like that for a while, and then she told me she wanted it doggy. So I got behind her on the bed and started fucking her. She was touching herself between her legs, and she came again.”
			

			
				The whole time Alex was talking, Tom was rubbing my clit. Alex’s hand went to my breast and started teasing my nipple through my dress. I was breathing hard with desire now, my eyes closed as I felt myself getting closer to a climax. “Don’t stop,” I whispered as I rubbed their hard cocks.
			

			
				“Then she got on top and rode me,” Alex continued. “I was holding her ass with both hands, and started playing with her asshole. She fucking loved it.. She was moaning and squirming on my dick. Eventually I couldn’t hold it any longer and I jizzed in the condom while inside her.” 
			

			
				I felt myself rush over the edge and climaxed, letting out a long groan of relief as my orgasm washed over me. “Oh my god,” I murmured drowsily. I turned to Tom and gave him a long, sloppy kiss. “Thank you!” I told him, then I did the same with Alex.
			

			
				But now I needed something more. I undid Alex’s trousers and pulled his cock out. I was a nice size with an upward curve. I straddled him, pulling my pants to one side and guiding his cock inside me. I slid down on it, taking it as deep as I could. The curve felt unusual but nice, I liked the way it pressed against my G-spot as I rocked my hips on him.
			

			
				As I fucked Alex, I grabbed Tom’s face with both hands and gave him a passionate kiss, gasping and letting out little cries each time I thrust myself down on Alex’s cock. I had to guide Tom’s hand between my legs once more to rub my clit.
			

			
				Alex’s hands were on my ass under my skirt as I rode him. “Put your finger in my ass like you did with Lisa,” I whispered. He circled my tight back entrance, rubbing the muscles until he slipped a finger inside me. “Oh god, yes,” I moaned, “I’m going to come.” Another orgasm washed over me as I could feel my cunt and ass contracting and gripping him as I came. 
			

			
				I climbed off Alex and sat on the table, my legs open. “Your turn, Tom,” I said. He unzipped his trousers and got his hard cock out. Moving between my legs, he guided himself into my wet and open cunt. 
			

			
				“Fuck, that feels good,” he said as he started sliding in and out of me. He’d only been fucking me a short time before I could tell he was going to come.
			

			
				“Come inside me,” I told him, and instantly felt him release. His cum filled me, pulsing out of his throbbing cock into me. I held his bare ass as he continued to thrust into me until he had spent himself fully.
			

			
				“Alex, I want your cum too,” I told him. Alex took Tom’s place and slid his cock into me. I was full of Tom’s cum and it spilled out over Alex’s cock as he thrust inside me. He didn’t seem to mind. He took me hard, pounding quicker and harder than Tom had, until he too groaned and spurted inside me. Fuck, I felt so slutty with two loads in me. I watched it dripping out onto my fingers and licked some off.
			

			
				“Thank you, boys,” I told them, “I think I’m going to enjoy living with you two.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				By now I was desperate for a piss and I knew the bathrooms would be occupied, so I pulled my knickers down and crouched by the bench. I pissed on the grass. I could feel their loads of cum dripping out of me as I did so. I tried to get most of it out with my fingers, but when I stood up and pulled my knickers up, I knew more would come out and soak them. I had to get back to my room for some new panties.
			

			
				Tom was rolling up another cigarette as if nothing had happened. I gave them both another kiss and headed back inside. In the living room, the dancing was still going strong with DJ Leah. It was swelteringly hot, and most of the boys had taken off their tops and were glistening with sweat. 
			

			
				The more adventurous girls had stripped to their bras. I saw that Hannah was one of them, her chest wet with sweat and her semi-transparent bra bouncing around barely able to contain her huge tits. Her nipples were clearly visible through the fabric, and there were a number of boys dancing close to her, hoping to get her attention.
			

			
				I could feel some cum leaking out of my knickers and threatening to run down my leg, so I hastened upstairs. Opening the door to my room, I wasn’t surprised to find another couple fucking in my bed. This time, it was quite a large girl on her hands and knees. A skinny boy was behind her, thrusting into her while holding her wide hips and staring down at her huge ass. Her huge breasts swung pendulously back and forth beneath her.
			

			
				“Don’t mind me!” I exclaimed cheerfully, but they didn’t even pause to look at me. “Just getting some new knickers!” I grabbed some clean panties from my drawer. I slipped off the old ones and got a tissue to soak up some of the cum dripping from my vagina. Then I put the new knickers on and made my escape.
			

			
				This was by far the best party I had ever been to, but by now it was well past 3 am. I headed back to the kitchen to look for Zoë. But there I found Chloe, the goth girl from before, and a crazy looking punk girl with pink hair involved in some sort of argument. Chloe seemed caught between the other two, who looked like they might be about to have a fight. From what I could gather, they both thought that Chloe was their girlfriend.
			

			
				The drama was starting to attract quite a bit of attention. I was too stoned to get involved, but Hannah soon took charge and told them both to leave. Once out in the street, though, they started physically fighting, pulling each other’s hair and trying to push the other one to the floor.
			

			
				The girl fight, although violent and shocking, was actually pretty erotic and I found myself getting horny again. At one point, they both ended up on the floor, and I could see their knickers. Then the goth girl managed to pull down the top of the punk and expose her pert little breasts. I was thrilled to see that she had both nipples pierced. Fuck, but Chloe had amazing taste in women. In my hazy, aroused state, I wondered if I could get her to introduce me to them both sometime.
			

			
				As sexy as the fight was, though, Chloe was in tears. She tried to storm off to her room on the ground floor, but discovered that it was in use. Screaming at the couple fucking, she threw them out of her room into the main corridor and slammed the door. The girl had her knickers round her ankles and was trying to cover her breasts with her arms. The boy was trying to walk with his trousers and underwear around his ankles; his large cock too big and hard for him to conceal with his hands. I found it all pretty hilarious.
			

			
				 
			

			
				After that, the party continued, but the number of people started to steadily decline, and it became a bit more chilled. Leah put on some more chill-out tunes like Portishead, and we collapsed on the sofas, chain-smoking and drinking vodka from the bottle to the sex-filled tones of Beth Gibbons.
			

			
				I found myself sitting next to Dani. “I’m so happy” she told me, “I’ve fucked two boys in one night!”
			

			
				Dani didn’t usually have so much luck, even though she was gorgeous. Often, it was because she couldn’t hold her alcohol and passed out early. “Mmm, lucky you,” I told her, not mentioning I was on three plus a girl.
			

			
				“Do you remember that time you, me and Hannah fucked that married guy?” she asked, slurring her words.
			

			
				“I do,” I replied.
			

			
				“You kissed me while he fucked me,” she said, wrapping her arms round me. She was clearly off her face, but so was I. “That was soooo hot.”
			

			
				She leaned in, and her tongue was in my mouth. We kissed for a few minutes, and then she quickly stood up. “I’m going to be sick,” she announced and raced out of the room.
			

			
				I was so horny now, I needed someone to spend the night with. Where was Zoë?
			

			
				Suddenly, my prayers were answered. Who should walk through the door but Jamar? I hadn’t seen him since we’d fucked in the second year, while Alice had taken photos of us for her secret art project. I jumped up to talk to him.
			

			
				“Carrie!” he beamed, “So great to see you!” God, I had forgotten how sexy he was, with his dreadlock bun tied up on his head and his sultry dark skin. His eyes looked me up and down, taking in my ridiculously short skirt. I had a feeling he liked what he saw.
			

			
				“What are you doing here, anyway?” I asked, surprised to see him turn up so late.
			

			
				“Hannah invited me, but I had another party to go to first,” he replied.
			

			
				“Where’s Alice?” I asked.
			

			
				“Didn’t you hear?” he said, “The uni found out she was developing erotic photos in the lab and she’s been kicked out.”
			

			
				I hadn’t heard. That really sucked, and I felt bad considering that I was one of the subjects of her erotic photos. We chatted for a while about Alice and what she was going to do, but the conversation soon turned to the gossip of the party and who had been fucking whom.
			

			
				Jamar and I cosied up on the sofa, and soon we were kissing. The first light of dawn was creeping through the windows. It was much quieter now, but the party was continuing in various places in the house. I was still really horny. I invited Jamar upstairs to my room.
			

			
				My room was empty now, I had half expected to find people fucking there again. There were quite a few used condoms on the floor and even a pair of knickers that were not mine. We climbed onto the bed. It smelled of other people’s sex, which I somehow found sexy rather than disgusting. Changing the sheets could wait until tomorrow. 
			

			
				Tired and horny, we slowly undressed each other as we made out. Once we were naked, I switched around and sucked his beautiful big cock while he buried his face in my cunt. I loved both giving and receiving oral, and doing both at once put me in heaven. I felt him exploring me with his mouth and fingers, including licking and fingering my ass until I came.
			

			
				And then he was on top of me, his long cock filling me as he sensually made love to me like I was an old girlfriend. We fucked unhurriedly for at least an hour and he came inside me three times until finally we fell asleep, exhausted.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 3
			

			
				 
			

			
				I woke around lunchtime, my head pounding and desperate for a piss and a drink of water. Fuck, what a party! Jamar was still fast asleep, so I slipped outside to the toilet. I was completely naked, but I didn’t care as I hurried across the hallway to the bathroom to relieve myself.
			

			
				Then, running back to my room, there was a random guy in the hallway. He looked so shocked, I found it funny and just said “Hi” before slipping back into my room. I slid back under the covers and cuddled up to Jamar. He was naked too, and his body was warm and soft. I couldn’t resist stroking his chest, and he soon woke up and leaned over to kiss me.
			

			
				My hand wandered further down, over his stomach, and brushed his pubes. I held his soft cock in my hand, and felt it twitch and throb as it began to harden. God, he was sexy, and I was now incredibly horny, even through my headache. 
			

			
				His breathing increased as I wanked his hard cock, rubbing my thumb over the tip. His kisses became more urgent and his hand went between my legs, parting my folds and pushing two fingers into my wet cunt.
			

			
				He fingered me slowly and sensuously, alternating between stroking my G-spot with his fingers and pushing them as deep inside me as he could. It was turning me on so much that when he withdrew them and circled my clit with his soaking wet fingers I came almost immediately.
			

			
				I had a desperate need to feel him inside me. I rolled on top of him, and I was so wet and open I didn’t even need to use my hand to guide him inside. I thrust my hips down, swallowing his cock with my cunt and feeling him as deep inside me as it was possible to go.
			

			
				His hands held my ass and he thrust up into me as I frantically rode him. My clit was rubbing on his body as we fucked and I climaxed again, crying out “Ohh, fuuuuck” as the waves of orgasm washed over me. 
			

			
				His fingers were so close to my asshole, “Put your fingers in me,” I whispered in his ear.
			

			
				He didn’t hesitate, pushing one finger from each hand into my ass and stretching me open. Fuck, it felt so good, with his large cock still thrusting into me from below. I couldn’t even feel my headache now, my sensations were overloaded from the pleasure I was experiencing below. 
			

			
				Now I needed to feel his big cock in my ass. I rolled off of him and lay face down on the bed. I didn’t need to say anything, he knew what I wanted. He lay on top of me, supporting himself on his arms and I felt his cock against my rear entrance. I was so ready and open, and his cock so wet with my essence, that he didn’t even need lube as he slid into me from behind.
			

			
				The sensation of feeling him stretch and fill me was so good. I slid my hand under my body and rubbed my clit as he fucked me hard in the ass. Suddenly, I felt the release of my orgasm, squirting huge amounts of fluid onto my bed.
			

			
				And then he groaned loudly, and I felt his hot cum fill my ass. He carried on thrusting for a while, enjoying his release before rolling off me, exhausted. 
			

			
				We cuddled up again, both of us soaked in sweat but satisfied after such an amazing fuck. I grabbed my cigarettes from the side table and we lay in bed smoking, an ashtray balanced between my small breasts.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Eventually, I knew I had to face the world. I got dressed and made my way downstairs. The house was a complete mess. There were beer cans and empty bottles of wine on every surface. Overflowing ashtrays with ash all over the floor. Empty Pringle cans and crushed crisps littered everywhere.
			

			
				There were still party guests passed out in every room. There were at least eight people asleep in the living room on cushions, bean bags, and even just on the floor. One girl was asleep on a bean bag in just her knickers, her gorgeous little breasts on full display, and a cigarette in her hand that had luckily gone out. 
			

			
				I could hear someone being violently sick in the downstairs toilet. I headed to the kitchen. As I walked in, I was surprised to see Alex standing by the sink facing me. His trousers and pants were round his ankles and a fully clothed, dark haired girl was on her knees in front of him, feverishly sucking his cock. She was facing away from me, and didn’t realise I was there, but Alex saw me right away and smiled a naughty grin.
			

			
				I felt a familiar rush of blood to my cunt as I stood in the doorway watching. Alex was clearly getting off on me being there and was maintaining eye contact with me while her head bobbed back and forth.
			

			
				I slipped my hand into my knickers and started massaging my clit, giving Alex a sexy look as my breathing got heavier. I was careful not to make any noise as I quickly tried to bring myself to orgasm.
			

			
				Alex was clearly getting close, too. He held the girl’s head and pulled her back and forth on his cock while he looked at me. Suddenly, he groaned and his eyes rolled up into his head. I knew he was filling her mouth with cum. This pushed me over the edge, too, and I came hard, slouching against the doorway as my legs gave way under me.
			

			
				She continued to lick and suck his cock, lapping up every last drop of cum. As soon as I regained control of my legs, I slipped back out of view into the hallway and tried to compose myself. When I judged it was safe, I strolled into the kitchen. The girl was standing by Alex now, wiping her mouth with her hand.
			

			
				“Hi guys!” I said casually.
			

			
				“Hey Carrie,” replied Alex with a smirk. “Rebecca was just saying goodbye.” She gave him a kiss on the lips.
			

			
				“See you later, Alex,” she purred, and then whispered, “Come and see me after my shift, I need you.” Then she walked past me and let herself out of the house.
			

			
				“She works in the student union,” Alex explained. “Oh my god, she is insatiable, I’ve basically been awake all night trying to keep up with her sex drive. And then when it was time for her to go she wanted to give me a goodbye blowjob.”
			

			
				“Hah, you poor thing,” I joked. I wanted to get Alex alone, but he was probably too exhausted right now.
			

			
				Hannah entered the kitchen, “Holy fuck, what a party!” she enthused, “I hope you all had as much sex as I did!”
			

			
				We set about cleaning the house, sweeping the empty cans and bottles into black bin bags and waking and ejecting anyone who was in our way. Most of the others joined us in the clear up, and quicker than I expected, we got things back to normal. 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 4
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next week was Freshers Week. The new intake of students were called Freshers, and for us third years, we referred to it a “Fuck a Fresher Week”. This was where a lot of people went to the bars and clubs and tried to hook up with a fresher.
			

			
				Personally, I would rather fuck someone more experienced and mature who knew what they were doing. But Alex and Tom were out every night. I’m sure Dave would have been too, but he was too busy fucking Leah. And of the girls, well, only Dani seemed interested in the new students, and she had some success, bringing back boys on two occasions.
			

			
				Hannah also wasn’t interested in inexperienced men. Our dial-up internet modem had arrived, and she had access to Craigslist. Most nights, she was either out on a “date” (which meant sex) or had a married man over. I could always hear them going at it through the wall, and it turned me on something crazy.
			

			
				Alex, on the other hand, couldn’t get enough freshers. I don’t know how many he fucked, but it was more than one a day. I could hear them squealing when I passed his room late at night or in the morning. And despite my best efforts, it meant I didn’t get a chance to hook up with him again myself. I was feeling quite jealous; the more girls he fucked, the more I wanted him.
			

			
				Rebecca, the girl from the student union, was also desperate for him and kept phoning or dropping by, but Alex told us to tell her he was out.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Pretty much every week for the last two years, I had been to see my friend Chris. He was a post-grad; older, more experienced, and he’d been my first with so many things. I just felt safe doing new things with him. But when I knocked on his door this week, I didn’t realise that there was about to be another first.
			

			
				He let me in, and I could immediately hear a rhythmic banging and a loud female voice cry out with every bang from another room. I smirked at Chris. Clearly his flatmate Anders was fucking someone. Someone who was quite vocal.
			

			
				“It’s his new girlfriend,” said Chris. “And fuck she’s noisy. Two or three times a day, too.” He rolled his eyes in mock disgust, making me laugh.
			

			
				We went into Chris’s room. The sound was a bit more muffled here, although I could still hear her. She really was a screamer, especially when she came. 
			

			
				We started kissing on the bed, but I hesitated. “Chris,” I said, “There’s something I need to tell you. I’m on my period.”
			

			
				I was on birth control, and it made my periods few and far between, but for the first time, one of them had coincided with a visit to Chris.
			

			
				“Okay,” he said, and carried on kissing me, his hands slipping into the little shorts I was wearing and running over the hair on my mound.
			

			
				I broke away again, “So, I’m sorry, we won’t be able to fuck,” I said, “I can blow you if you want though.”
			

			
				“Oh, why’s that?” he asked.
			

			
				“What do you mean?”
			

			
				“Why can’t we fuck on your period. I mean it’s cool if we can’t, I’m just wondering.” He propped himself up on his elbow and looked at me. I could feel his big, hard cock against my leg.
			

			
				“I guess I just thought you would find it messy and gross,” I admitted.
			

			
				Chris gave me a reassuring smile. “It’s really not a big deal, Carrie. We can put down some towels, and it’s not like I’ve never done it before. I’ve got my red wings!” he laughed.
			

			
				“You have?” I asked, surprised.
			

			
				“Yeah,” he said, “Loads of times. I think it can be pretty hot. I really don’t mind. I mean, if you’re comfortable with it.”
			

			
				I hesitated, but Chris always made me feel so safe and cared for. “Okay, let’s try it,” I said finally.
			

			
				“Great,” he said, giving me a kiss. “Just relax, and let me take care of everything.”
			

			
				He got up and grabbed a couple of towels, spreading them out on the bed. Then he gently pulled down my shorts and panties, revealing my trimmed bush and the tampon string.
			

			
				He knelt between my legs and began to lick my clit, his tongue moving in slow, deliberate circles. I felt a shiver run through me at the sensation, the warmth of his mouth making me forget about any embarrassment.
			

			
				“Oh god, Chris,” I moaned, arching my back. His tongue worked wonders, and soon I was trembling with pleasure. He glanced up at me, our eyes locking.
			

			
				After a few minutes, he pulled back. “Now, let’s get rid of this,” he said, gently tugging on the tampon string. I felt a slight embarrassment as he removed it and wrapped it in a tissue, but his casual attitude made me relax.
			

			
				Chris positioned himself between my legs again, his hands spreading my thighs wider. “You’re so beautiful,” he murmured, his eyes dark with desire. The warmth of his breath against my skin sent another shiver through me. He kissed my inner thighs, moving closer and closer to my core.
			

			
				When his tongue found my clit again, I gasped, my fingers tangling in his hair. He licked and sucked with a skill that made me forget everything but the waves of pleasure coursing through me. His tongue flicked my clit while his fingers slid inside me, finding that perfect spot that made me see stars. And he didn’t shy away from my opening, his tongue exploring my depths.
			

			
				He slid two fingers inside me, curling them up to the spot that made me arch my back in ecstasy. I forgot all about my period as I felt my orgasm rush through me like a tidal wave. I screamed out, rivalling Ander’s girlfriend, who I could still hear through the wall.
			

			
				Chris surfaced from between my legs, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. He quickly stripped off his trousers and pants, his big cock hard and erect. He positioned himself at my entrance and slowly pushed inside me. I gasped at the sensation, the fullness of his cock filling me completely.
			

			
				“Fuck, you feel so good,” he groaned, his hands pulling my arms above my head and holding them roughly against the bed. “I can’t believe I haven’t been able to fuck you all summer.”
			

			
				He began to move, thrusting deep inside me. We found a rhythm, our bodies moving together. I couldn’t quite banish the thought of the potential mess from my mind, but in some way his desire for me, even in such circumstances made me feel more desired and horny than usual.
			

			
				I felt another orgasm building quickly, my body responding eagerly to his every thrust. “Fuck. Chris, I’m going to come,” I gasped, my hands clutching at his back. He quickened his pace and suddenly I felt the flood of release as I climaxed again, my cunt clenching on his cock.
			

			
				Chris pulled out. Most of his cock was clean, but the base and his thighs were smeared with red. I could feel that my inner thighs were slick and sticky. I almost had a momentary panic, but Chris’s desire seemed unwavering. He turned me over, so I was on my knees and thrust his cock deep inside me again.
			

			
				Fuck, I almost came right away as he filled me so deeply. All embarrassment left my mind and all I could think of was his cock stretching and penetrating me.
			

			
				Chris’s grip tightened on my hips as he pounded into me from behind, each thrust sending waves of pleasure coursing through my body. His movements were powerful, precise, driving me wild with lust. I could hear his ragged breathing, feel the heat of his body against mine, and it only heightened my arousal.
			

			
				“Oh God, Chris, you’re so fucking deep,” I moaned, my voice muffled by the bed. The sensation of his cock filling me, stretching me, was almost too much to bear. The friction, the pressure, everything was pushing me toward another orgasm.
			

			
				His pace quickened, his thrusts becoming more urgent. I could feel his balls slapping against my swollen clit, adding to the intense pleasure. “Fuck, Carrie,” he growled.
			

			
				I felt another orgasm building rapidly, my body tensing in anticipation. “Oh god,” I gasped, my fingers clutching at the sheets. With a few more powerful thrusts, he sent me over the edge again. I screamed out his name as the orgasm ripped through me, my entire body shaking with the intensity of it.
			

			
				Chris didn’t slow down. He kept thrusting, pushing me through my climax and beyond. The pleasure was almost overwhelming, my cunt spasming around his cock. I felt like I was floating, lost in the sensation of his body against mine, inside mine.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m going to come,” Chris groaned, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to leave bruises. His thrusts became erratic, and then I felt him shudder as he reached his peak.
			

			
				He stayed buried deep inside me, his cock twitching as he emptied himself. The warmth of his cum spread through me, mixing with the blood and our combined juices. The sensation was oddly satisfying, a physical reminder of the connection we shared.
			

			
				Chris finally pulled out, both of us panting heavily. I felt a mixture of his cum and my blood trickling down my thighs, pink in colour, but it didn’t bother me. Instead, it made me feel even more connected to him.
			

			
				“Wow,” he whispered, brushing a strand of hair away from my face. “That was... intense.”
			

			
				“Yeah, it was,” I replied, smiling up at him. “You’re amazing.”
			

			
				We were both quite a mess. Blood covered my inner thighs and coated Chris’s cock and legs. “Let’s get cleaned up,” he said, helping me to my feet. We walked to the bathroom, and I could feel the stickiness between my legs, but I no longer felt any shame about it.
			

			
				Once under the warm spray of the shower, Chris washed me gently, his hands moving over my body with care. I did the same for him, enjoying the feel of his skin under my fingertips. The water ran pink as it washed away the blood and cum, leaving us both clean and refreshed.
			

			
				But the shower also reignited our desire. Chris pressed me against the cool tiles, his hands roaming over my wet skin, and we kissed hungrily. I could feel his cock hardening against my thigh, and I knew we weren’t done yet.
			

			
				“Fuck me again,” I whispered.
			

			
				He lifted me up, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, guiding him back inside me. The angle was different, the water adding a new layer of sensation as he thrust into me. It was intense, raw, and utterly satisfying.
			

			
				After I came, he turned me around and fucked me from behind as I stood up, pressed up against the shower divider, my tits pressed against the cold glass.
			

			
				I came again, my cries echoing off the tiles as my cunt clenched around his cock. Chris followed soon after, filling me with his cum once more. We stayed like that for a moment, our bodies intertwined under the warm spray.
			

			
				Finally, we stepped out of the shower, drying each other off with soft towels. We returned to bed, utterly spent but completely satisfied.  Chris pulled me into his arms, and I snuggled against him, feeling safe and content.
			

			
				We lay there, listening to the rhythmic pounding and screaming of Anders and his girlfriend, incredibly still going on uninterrupted, in the next room.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 5
			

			
				 
			

			
				During this time, I was surprised to find myself getting more and more friendly with Chloe. She was a little bit of an outsider in our group, but she started to confide in me in late-night kitchen chats about her different girlfriends that she was trying to balance.
			

			
				Chloe had always loved punk and goth girls, and she had started dressing that way too. As she gained confidence, her eyeliner got darker and her lipstick bolder. She started wearing fishnet tights and ripped shorts. I had to admit, I started to find her attractive.
			

			
				One night, she told me about her plan to get her nipples pierced. “I’ve wanted to do it for ages,” she said, her eyes sparkling with excitement. “But I need someone to come with me for moral support. Will you come, Carrie?”
			

			
				“Of course,” I replied, without hesitation. Chloe had become a good friend, and I wanted to support her. But I also felt a thrill at the thought of seeing her tits. Unlike the other girls in the house, I’d never seen her naked. I also found it a little exciting that she was a gold star lesbian; she’d never even kissed a boy before. Initially, we’d all thought she was very boring as she was the only one who didn’t drink, but once we all moved into a house together, it became apparent that she was a sexual deviant like the rest of us.
			

			
				We decided to go to the piercing place the next day. Chloe wore a black vest top with no bra that showed off her small, slightly saggy tits. She was also wearing a very short leather skirt with fishnet stockings. I felt a stirring between my legs when I first saw her.
			

			
				The piercing studio also did tattoos and was tucked away in a narrow alley. I’d never been in a place like this before. The dark walls were adorned with examples of their art and posters of pierced and tattooed people. I found myself considering getting a tattoo for the first time ever.
			

			
				As I stood there looking nervous next to Chloe, a heavily tattooed woman welcomed us and told us her name was Raven.
			

			
				“You ready?” Raven asked, looking at Chloe.
			

			
				Chloe took a deep breath and nodded. “I think so.”
			

			
				We followed Raven to a small, private room in the back of the studio. Chloe sat on the padded table and pulled off her top, revealing her breasts. They were slightly saggy, but beautiful, and I loved the way her areola covered most of her breast. I could see the slight tremble in her hands, but her face remained calm and determined.
			

			
				I already knew that Chloe had never shaved any part of her body. I’d already seen the light hair on her legs, but when she lifted her top over her head, I could see the patches of darker hair under her arms, turning me on even more.
			

			
				Raven explained the process, showing us the sterilised needles and the jewellery Chloe had chosen, small, silver barbells with tiny skulls on the ends. “These are badass,” she said, grinning.
			

			
				Chloe smiled nervously. “Yeah, they are.”
			

			
				“Can you hold my hand?” Chloe asked me.
			

			
				“Of course,” I said, grabbing her hand and squeezing it tightly.
			

			
				Raven worked quickly and efficiently, marking the spots on Chloe’s nipples with a pen. Then she clamped the first nipple, and Chloe winced. I squeezed her hand tighter, trying to offer some comfort. The needle went through swiftly, and Chloe let out a sharp gasp, followed by a relieved exhale.
			

			
				“Almost done,” Raven said, threading the barbell through and securing it in place.
			

			
				Chloe took a deep breath and nodded. The second piercing went just as smoothly, and soon both of her nipples were adorned with the tiny skull barbells. Raven cleaned the piercings and gave Chloe aftercare instructions, which Chloe listened to intently.
			

			
				“You did great,” I said, as Chloe put her top back on. She still looked a bit pale, but there was a triumphant smile on her face. Without a bra, you could clearly see the bar through her nipples. It was making me feel really hot and horny.
			

			
				“Thanks for being here, Carrie,” she said, pulling me into a hug. “It means a lot.”
			

			
				“Anytime,” I replied, hugging her back. “You’re braver than I am.”
			

			
				As we left the studio, Chloe seemed to walk with even more confidence, her head held high. “I can’t wait to show my girlfriends,” she said, grinning. “They’re going to love this.”
			

			
				I laughed. “I’m sure they will.”
			

			
				That night, as we sat in the kitchen with a bottle of wine, Chloe opened up even more. “I’ve never really felt like I belonged anywhere,” she admitted. “But with you guys, and especially with you, Carrie, I feel like I’ve finally found a place where I fit in.”
			

			
				I smiled, feeling a warmth spread through me. “I’m glad you feel that way, Chloe. You’ve become a really good friend.”
			

			
				Chloe had another suggestion. “Have you ever been to The Abyss?” she asked. The Abyss was a rock and punk club in town. It looked a bit intimidating from the outside, and it wasn’t the sort of place I’d normally go.
			

			
				“No, I haven’t,” I replied.
			

			
				“Well, you’re coming with me tomorrow night,” she declared.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The next evening, I went to Chloe’s room to get ready. As I stepped inside, I was struck by how perfectly her space reflected her personality; dark, yet inviting, with posters of bands, fairy lights, and an array of gothic clothing scattered about.
			

			
				“Alright,” she said, looking excited. “Let’s get you looking the part.”
			

			
				When she opened her wardrobe, I almost gasped out loud at the huge array of different vibrators and dildos lined up on the top shelf. I suddenly felt a flush of desire rush through my body as I pictured her fucking herself with them.
			

			
				She handed me a denim skirt and a mesh top. “Put these on,” she instructed, while rummaging through her makeup collection.
			

			
				I changed quickly, feeling a little self-conscious but also excited by the transformation. With the mesh top on, my black bra was clearly visible underneath. I felt self-conscious, but also really sexy. Chloe then set about applying dark eyeshadow, eyeliner, and a deep red lipstick to my face. 
			

			
				Chloe hadn’t worn a bra since she’d had her nipples pierced. It was like she wanted everyone to know. But the way her tits drooped down and moved about as she moved around the room was making me horny again.
			

			
				When she had finished, she guided me to a full-length mirror. “You look amazing,” she said, stepping back to admire her handiwork.
			

			
				“Thanks,” I replied, glancing at my reflection. I barely recognised myself, I looked like a proper rock chick, and I liked what I saw.
			

			
				Chloe suddenly pulled off her top and dropped her shorts, so she was standing there in just a tiny black thong. I was actually getting wet looking at her. She pulled on a tight, black dress that hugged her curves and emphasised her newly pierced nipples. 
			

			
				Then she put on some fishnet suspenders that ended just at the dress hemline. As she sat on the bed, I couldn’t help but look at her mound, barely covered by the thong. I could see she was really hairy between her legs, with her bikini line untrimmed. She looked stunning. I could feel my cunt physically aching.
			

			
				"Like what you see?" she teased, catching my gaze between her legs.
			

			
				I felt a blush rise to my cheeks. "You look amazing," I said, trying to sound casual.
			

			
				She stood up and moved really close to me, her hand on the top of my ass. “You look great in that skirt,” she said, “Your ass is perfect.”
			

			
				For a moment, I thought we might kiss. But I knew Chloe had two girlfriends, neither of whom knew about the other, so I hesitated. And then the moment passed.
			

			
				“Shall we go?” she said.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The Abyss was everything I had imagined. The upstairs bar was dimly lit, with a pool table and heavy music blaring from speakers. Downstairs, the dance floor was packed with people moving to the beat of heavy rock, surrounded by bars that made it look like a prison. There was a black and white TV showing a security camera on the dance floor so the people upstairs could watch what was happening downstairs.
			

			
				Chloe led me through the crowd at the bar, her hand firmly gripping mine, looking for one of her girlfriends. She leaned in close to my ear and whispered, "Remember, don’t mention Sammy, okay?"
			

			
				I nodded, feeling a mix of excitement and nerves. Chloe introduced me to Liz, who was playing pool. Liz was chubby with enormous breasts that stretched the fabric of her black band t-shirt, and her goth makeup made her look both striking and intimidating.
			

			
				“Carrie, this is Liz,” Chloe said with a smile. “Liz, this is my friend Carrie, it’s her first time here.”
			

			
				Liz gave me a once-over and smirked. “Nice to meet you, Carrie,” she said.
			

			
				Chloe wasted no time. She wrapped her arms around Liz’s neck and pulled her into a deep, passionate kiss. They made out quite blatantly, Chloe’s hands roaming over Liz’s curves. I couldn’t help but feel a twinge of envy.
			

			
				Chloe introduced me to a few other girls and boys, and I was getting sexy vibes from everyone. A lot of them seemed to be polyamorous, which was something I was very interested in. One girl with bright pink hair complimented my outfit, her hand lingering on my arm. A tall boy named Steve, with piercings and a leather jacket, offered to buy me a drink, and I accepted.
			

			
				A week ago, I would have felt out of place here. But somehow, I was fitting in. I was even enjoying the loud, heavy music. The air was thick with cigarette smoke, and everyone seemed to be chain-smoking. I sipped my vodka and orange and took a long draw on my Camel cigarette.
			

			
				As the night wore on, Liz and Chloe were practically glued together, their hands and mouths exploring each other with a passionate intensity. Steve stayed close by, chatting and buying me drinks. He had a cool, dark energy that drew me in. Eventually, he suggested we head downstairs to the dance floor.
			

			
				We danced for a bit, although it wasn’t what I was used to. It was mainly throwing our heads back and forth and stomping on the ground with our hands behind our backs. My long, straight hair was perfect for it.
			

			
				After a while, Steve led me off the dance floor, and I thought we were going to rest at one of the tables behind the iron bars. I was sweating in the hot club, and my head was spinning from all the vodka and oranges that Steve had bought me.
			

			
				But instead, he led me to a dark corner where we were somewhat hidden from the crowd. He pressed me against the wall, his lips finding mine in a fierce kiss. My heart raced as his hand slid down my body, firmly grasping my ass.
			

			
				Steve's kisses were urgent, filled with a hunger that sent a shiver down my spine. His hand kneaded my ass, pulling me closer to him. I could feel the hard press of his erection against my thigh. Suddenly, my cunt was soaking wet and aching to be touched.
			

			
				His lips moved from my mouth to my neck, trailing hot, open-mouthed kisses along my skin. I tilted my head back, giving him better access as a moan escaped my lips, unheard beneath the loud thump of the bass. My own hands roamed over his body, feeling the hard muscles beneath his leather jacket.
			

			
				Steve's hand slid up my skirt. His fingers grazed my inner thigh, teasing me with light touches and then brushing my mound over my knickers. The anticipation was maddening. I spread my legs slightly as we stood there, hinting at my need and kissing him even more passionately.
			

			
				Finally, he slipped his hand inside my panties, finding my wetness. He groaned against my neck, his breath hot and heavy. "Fuck, you're so wet," he said in my ear.
			

			
				He slid one finger inside me, moving it slowly in and out. I gasped, clutching at his shoulders. His thumb found my clit, circling it with just the right amount of pressure. The combination of his finger inside me and his thumb on my clit was electric, sending waves of pleasure through my body.
			

			
				Steve added a second finger, stretching me. His movements were slow and deliberate, making sure to hit all the right spots. I licked his neck and then bit it gently, not caring if anyone saw us in our dark corner. 
			

			
				His fingers curled inside me, hitting my G-spot. I let out a loud moan, my hips bucking against his hand. "Fuck!" I panted, my hand moving to his jeans and squeezing his hard cock.
			

			
				His movements became faster, more urgent. I could feel the pressure building inside me, the pleasure becoming almost unbearable.
			

			
				"You're going to make me come," I shouted over the music.
			

			
				"Good," he shouted back.
			

			
				I came with a loud moan, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm. Steve didn't stop, continuing to move his fingers inside me, prolonging my pleasure.
			

			
				When I finally came down from my high, I was panting and sweating. Steve withdrew his fingers, bringing them to his mouth and licking them clean. "You taste amazing," he said with a smirk. “Let’s go back to mine.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				It wasn’t far, and we soon arrived at his student house, an old building with creaky stairs. As soon as he opened the door, the thick smell of weed hit me. The living room was dimly lit, the only real light coming from the television, which was playing MTV. Steve's flatmates were sprawled across the room, clearly stoned.
			

			
				One couple was draped over each other on the sofa, their tongues exploring each other’s mouths lazily. A girl with green hair was sitting on the floor between a guy’s legs, her head resting against his thigh as he passed a cigarette to another guy sitting in an armchair.
			

			
				Steve guided me into the room. “Hey, this is Carrie,” he introduced me. We collapsed onto a sofa, his arm around me. A few half-hearted waves and nods greeted me, but most of them were too absorbed in their own high to pay much attention.
			

			
				Steve grabbed a cigarette from the table and took a long drag, then handed it to me. “Want some?” he asked with a grin.
			

			
				I took a hit, the smoke filling my lungs and adding to the lightheadedness I already felt. The music was loud, a heavy rock tune that vibrated through the floor and into my bones.
			

			
				Steve leaned in and kissed me, his lips soft but demanding against mine. The taste of smoke and desire mingled as our tongues explored each other. I could feel his hands roaming over my body, slipping under my top, and caressing my nipples. I responded eagerly, my own hands sliding up his chest. Our kisses grew deeper, more urgent, as the heavy music provided a pulsating backdrop to our growing arousal.
			

			
				I glanced around the room, my eyes catching sight of the green-haired girl. She had shifted positions and was now on her knees between her boyfriend’s legs, lazily sucking his cock, which he had pulled out of his jeans. Her movements were slow and deliberate, her eyes half-closed in a stoned haze. The sight sent another jolt of arousal through me.
			

			
				Steve's hand slid down to my ass, giving it a firm squeeze before pulling me even closer. I could feel his erection pressing against me, hard and insistent. His other hand cupped my breast, his thumb brushing over my nipple, making me moan softly into his mouth.
			

			
				I was getting lost in the sensations, my body responding to every touch, every kiss. I noticed the couple next to us were wanking each other. The girl’s hand was working up and down inside his pants as he fingered her under her skirt. 
			

			
				I was feeling amazing, with the loud, pounding music, and all the couples making out. “Fuck me,” I whispered in Steve’s ear.
			

			
				He unbuttoned his trousers and pulled out his hard cock. Fuck, it was a lot bigger that I had expected. He pulled me on top of him and I straddled him, my clit pressed against his erection. He reached between my legs and moved my knickers to the side. I sank down onto his cock, feeling him stretch me open and penetrate me deep inside.
			

			
				I bent over and pushed my tongue into his warm mouth, kissing him sloppily and biting his lip. His hands held my ass, guiding my motion as I rocked my hips on his cock, feeling him fill me deeply.
			

			
				The room around us faded into a blur of moans and music. I could see the green-haired girl sucking her boyfriend's cock with lazy, sensual movements, her eyes half-closed in pleasure. Then they got up and she led him out of the room by his dick.
			

			
				Steve's hands moved from my ass to my hips, gripping me firmly as he began to thrust upward, meeting my rhythm. I gasped as I felt another wave of ecstasy building inside me. I increased my pace, riding him harder.
			

			
				Finally, I couldn't hold back any longer. My orgasm hit me hard, my cunt clenching around his cock as I cried out, my body shuddering with release. When my orgasm had passed, Steve pushed me roughly face down onto the sofa and entered me from behind.
			

			
				I gasped as he filled me again, his cock sliding deep inside with a powerful thrust. The new angle made every sensation sharper, more intense. His hands gripped my hips, pulling me back onto him with each thrust. The force of his movements pushed me against the sofa, my breasts rubbing against the rough fabric with every motion.
			

			
				He pounded into me harder, his rhythm fast and unrelenting. I could hear the music pounding from the TV, the murmur of conversations, and occasional moans from the other couples blending into the background.
			

			
				I felt another orgasm building quickly, my body responding eagerly to his rough treatment. My fingers dug into the cushions, trying to find something to hold onto as he fucked me harder. The pleasure was almost too much, each thrust pushing me closer to the edge.
			

			
				"Don't stop," I managed to moan, my voice barely audible over the noise. He responded by slamming into me even harder, his cock hitting all the right spots inside me.
			

			
				With a final, deep thrust, I came again, my entire body shaking with the force of it. Steve kept fucking me through my orgasm, his own grunts growing louder until he finally came, spilling inside me with a series of hard, final thrusts.
			

			
				We stayed there for a moment, both of us catching our breath. I could feel his cock still throbbing and hard inside of me.
			

			
				“Let’s go to my room and I’ll fuck you again,” he said in my ear.
			

			
				I followed him upstairs to his room, cum running down my thighs. Once we reached his bed, Steve was still hard, and we wasted no time getting back into it. He was relentless, fucking me with the same intensity as before. We tried different positions, each one bringing its own rush of pleasure. His stamina amazed me, and we both lost ourselves in the raw, animalistic passion.
			

			
				By the time we were done, we were both drenched in sweat, utterly exhausted but thoroughly satisfied. I lay back on his bed, panting heavily, my body humming with the afterglow of our intense fucking. Steve collapsed beside me, and we soon fell asleep in each other’s arms.
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 6
			

			
				 
			

			
				I woke up, desperate for a piss. It was the middle of the night, and I wasn’t sure what time it was. The house was silent, and I assumed everyone was in bed. Naked and in a strange house, I had no idea where the toilet was.
			

			
				Unable to find my clothes, I grabbed a t-shirt of Steve’s that was way too big for me and slipped it on. I stumbled out into the hallway, absolutely bursting, and thankfully found the bathroom at the end of the hall.
			

			
				After relieving myself, I headed back to Steve’s room. But as I walked down the hallway, I suddenly realised I couldn’t remember which door was his. Fuck. I made my best guess and carefully opened a door.
			

			
				It wasn’t Steve’s room, and the occupant wasn’t asleep. Inside, I saw a guy dressed all in black with lots of piercings, sitting at a desk. He was using the computer and staring intently at a big monitor in front of him. As I watched, the image of a naked woman slowly rendered itself from top to bottom. She was holding an enormous black cock, which was in her mouth.
			

			
				I saw that the guy at the desk had his cock sticking out of his black jeans and he was slowly stroking it with his free hand. As soon as the photo had fully revealed itself, he clicked the mouse, and another photo started to slowly download. It was the same girl, but now she was bent over, her ass in the air and the big black cock pushing at the opening to her ass.
			

			
				I must have made a noise because he suddenly turned with a start and looked at me.
			

			
				“Fuck. Who are you?” he asked, his hand still on his cock. I noticed it was a decent length and nice and thick. I felt my cunt start to tingle.
			

			
				“Hi, sorry, I’m Carrie,” I stammered. “I went to the loo, got lost, and was looking for Steve’s room.”
			

			
				He looked me up and down. I was wearing Steve’s t-shirt, but nothing underneath. It barely covered me and I wasn’t sure if he could see my pussy or not.
			

			
				“Fucking hell, Steve always gets the hot girls,” he said with a sigh, his throbbing cock still in his hand.
			

			
				He was actually pretty hot himself. I stepped into the room and closed the door softly behind me. “Where are you getting those photos?” I asked curiously.
			

			
				“Usenet,” he said, leaving me looking blank. “It’s like a network of bulletin boards.”
			

			
				I was still looking confused. He continued to explain, almost forgetting that his erect cock was sticking out of his pants. I moved closer so he could show me. “Look, anyone can create a group, and then other people can post to it. It’s mainly discussions, but the ones that start ‘alt dot binary’ are for files. So I’m looking at ‘alt dot binaries, dot pictures, dot erotica, dot interracial’.”
			

			
				He showed me a list of titles with explicit names. “And all of these are dirty photos?” I asked.
			

			
				“Yep,” he replied with a grin.
			

			
				“Fuck,” I said, “What other things are there?”
			

			
				“Anything you can imagine.”
			

			
				“Group sex?” I asked.
			

			
				“Yep. Look, ‘alt dot binaries, dot pictures, dot erotica, dot groupsex’.” he clicked away and soon an image started to reveal itself of a group of beautiful people fucking in someone’s living room. My cunt was throbbing with desire now. 
			

			
				I moved closer and sat on the chair next to him. My hand went to his cock, slowly stroking him up and down as we downloaded image after image. His free hand went to my thigh, before moving up under the t-shirt and touching my clit. I was so desperately horny now and I had completely forgotten about Steve.
			

			
				“What about videos?” I asked, my heart racing.
			

			
				“Yes, but they are in multiple messages, and they take a long time to download. I’ve got one I downloaded last night, though,” he said, opening up a video on the screen.
			

			
				I watched as the video began to play. It wasn’t the best quality, but I could see a guy with an enormous cock fucking a girl on her hands and knees. The camera zoomed in and I felt my cunt physically aching with desire.
			

			
				I was so horny, I needed this mysterious guy inside me. I quickly straddled him on his chair, facing the screen so I could continue watching. His cock slid inside me easily, and I let out a soft moan as he filled me. He gripped my hips firmly, guiding my movements as I started to ride him.
			

			
				His hands roamed over my body, sliding up under the t-shirt to caress my breasts. "Fuck, you feel so good," he groaned.
			

			
				I was on the edge again, the sensation of his cock, much thicker than I had realised, stretching me wide open. "I'm going to come," I gasped, my fingers gripping the desk in front of us.
			

			
				"Fuck. Come on my cock," he begged.
			

			
				His words sent me over the edge, and I cried out as my orgasm crashed through me. My cunt clenched around his cock, intensifying the pleasure for both of us. 
			

			
				I stood up, leaning over the desk now. He stood behind me and started fucking me even harder, mirroring what I was watching on the monitor. He thrust into me, gripping my hips tightly, chasing his own release.
			

			
				“Where do you want me to come?” he gasped.
			

			
				I had a sudden thought that I’d still be sleeping in Steve’s bed and I didn’t want to be leaking someone else’s cum into it. “In my mouth,” I decided.
			

			
				His eyes lit up with a mix of surprise and desire. I spun around and knelt in front of him, his cock rock hard and glistening with my wetness. I looked up at him as I wrapped my hand around his slick shaft.
			

			
				I started stroking him, my hand moving faster and faster. His breathing became more ragged, his hands gripping the back of my head as I leaned forward and took him into my mouth. His cock throbbed against my tongue, and I could taste myself on him.
			

			
				"Fuck, you're so good at this," he groaned, his hips starting to thrust gently. I sucked him deeper, hollowing my cheeks and swirling my tongue around the tip.
			

			
				I felt him twitch in my mouth, and I knew he was close. I increased the suction, my hand working in perfect time with my mouth. With a low moan, he came, his warm cum filling my mouth. I swallowed eagerly, not wanting to spill a drop, and continued to suck him until he was completely spent.
			

			
				He pulled back, looking down at me with a satisfied smirk. "Thank you," he said.
			

			
				I stood up and kissed him. “No, thank you,” I said, “for showing me Usenet.” I paused, “And making me come.”
			

			
				I turned to go, but had a sudden thought. “Oh. What’s your name?” I asked.
			

			
				“Jason,” he replied. “What’s yours?”
			

			
				“Carrie. Goodnight, Jason.” I left, feeling naughty but satisfied as I tried the next door along. It was Steve’s, and I climbed back into bed with him.
			

			
				 
			

			
				I woke up late the next morning, with Steve’s erect cock pressed against my leg. He was still asleep. Smiling to myself, I moved down the bed and wrapped my lips around it, feeling the hardness and heat in my mouth. Steve murmured softly in pleasure, still half asleep.
			

			
				I took my time, savouring the feeling of his cock in my mouth. I swirled my tongue around the tip, tasting the slight saltiness. As I slowly slid my lips down his length, I felt him begin to stir, his breathing quickening. He woke up fully, a lazy smile spreading across his face.
			

			
				"Morning," he murmured.
			

			
				I didn't reply, instead increasing my pace, taking him deeper into my mouth. His hands tangled in my hair, guiding my movements as I sucked him off. I could feel his cock throbbing, and I knew he was close.
			

			
				"Fuck," he groaned, his hips starting to thrust gently. I continued to suck him, feeling a rush of satisfaction at the sounds of his pleasure.
			

			
				With a deep moan, he came, his warm cum filling my mouth. I swallowed eagerly. When he was finished, I pulled back, licking my lips and giving him a playful grin.
			

			
				"That was a nice way to wake up," he said, pulling me up to lie next to him. He kissed me deeply, tasting himself on my lips. “But I think I owe you now.”
			

			
				Steve pushed me gently onto my back and slid down the bed, kissing his way down my body. His hands caressed my sides, sending shivers through me. He paused at my breasts, taking each nipple into his mouth in turn, sucking and nibbling until they were hard and sensitive.
			

			
				He continued his descent, kissing my stomach and hips, then spreading my legs, opening up my wet cunt. I felt exposed and vulnerable, but incredibly turned on. His hot breath on my skin made me gasp.
			

			
				Then, without any more teasing, he pressed his mouth against my pussy, his tongue sliding between my folds. I let out a loud moan, my hands gripping the sheets as he began to lick me. His tongue moved in slow, deliberate circles around my clit, driving me wild.
			

			
				“Fuck, Steve,” I gasped, my hips bucking against his face.
			

			
				He held me open with his hands, his tongue flicking faster now. He alternated between sucking on my clit and sliding his tongue deep inside me, exploring every inch of my wet cunt. The sensation was overwhelming, and I could feel my orgasm building rapidly.
			

			
				His fingers joined in, slipping inside me and curling up to hit my G-spot. The combination of his tongue and fingers had me writhing in pleasure. I was so close, my body on the edge of release.
			

			
				“Don’t stop,” I begged.
			

			
				Steve didn’t stop. He increased his pace, his tongue and fingers working in perfect harmony. The pleasure built to an unbearable peak, and with a final flick of his tongue, I came hard. My orgasm crashed through me, my cunt clenching around his fingers.
			

			
				He continued to lick me, drawing out every last bit of pleasure until I was a trembling mess. Finally, he pulled back, his face glistening with my juices. He moved up the bed and kissed me.
			

			
				“How was that for repayment?” he asked, a smug grin on his face.
			

			
				I couldn’t help but smile back. “Perfect,” I replied, pulling him into another kiss. “Absolutely perfect.”
			

			
				I could feel he was hard against my leg. I adjusted my position, and he slid inside me once more. We spent the rest of the morning fucking.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 7
			

			
				 
			

			
				As I walked home, my makeup smeared and still in my sexy clothes from the night before, I thought about how my friends and I joked about this being the “walk of shame”. But I didn’t care. I decided to call it the walk of pride. I’d fucked two gorgeous men, and that made me happy.
			

			
				The late morning sun was bright. It was Sunday, and the streets were still relatively empty, with only a few people out and about. Some were jogging, others walking their dogs, and a few were just like me, making their way home after a wild night. I caught a couple of knowing glances and smirks, but I didn’t mind. In fact, I embraced it.
			

			
				After a long, hot shower, I felt rejuvenated. I wrapped myself in a fluffy towel and made my way to the kitchen. I needed coffee. The house was still quiet. As I passed by Chloe’s room, I realised that I could hear the rhythmic sounds of pleasure. Chloe was letting out a regular moan, as I assumed Liz was fucking her.
			

			
				I hesitated outside, listening. Chloe’s moans gradually built louder and louder. I had such a kink for listening and watching other people having sex, I couldn’t resist parting my towel slightly and touching myself. I leant against the wall next to her door, listening to her as I circled my clit with my finger.
			

			
				I quickly built up to an orgasm, timing it perfectly for when Chloe let out a loud scream as she came hard. I came too, slumping against the wall as the sensations washed through me and my legs went weak. As soon as I recovered, I wrapped the towel around me again and hurried on to the kitchen before anyone noticed me.
			

			
				I made a coffee and sat in the living room, expecting to see Chloe and Liz come out soon. However, when Chloe’s door opened, it wasn’t Liz who came out. To my slight surprise, a cute girl in a black dress and short bleach-blond hair came out, followed closely by Chloe. I realised Chloe was once again cheating on her girlfriends, although how she’d managed to pull this one last night with Liz in the club I couldn’t imagine.
			

			
				Chloe gave me a guilty glance as she showed the girl out. When she was gone, she came and joined me. She flopped down next to me on the sofa, her cheeks flushed and her hair still tousled from her morning activities. She grabbed a mug and poured herself some coffee from the pot I’d made.
			

			
				“Morning,” she said.
			

			
				“Morning,” I replied, giving her a knowing smile. “So, who was that?”
			

			
				Chloe sighed, running a hand through her hair. “Just someone I met last night at the club. Things got a bit... carried away.”
			

			
				I raised an eyebrow. “You were with Liz when I left?”
			

			
				She laughed nervously. “Yeah, well, you know how it is.”
			

			
				I sipped my coffee, thinking about Chloe’s situation. It wasn’t the first time she’d juggled multiple partners, but it was starting to seem less like fun and more like a problem. I decided to broach the subject carefully.
			

			
				“Chloe, can I ask you something?”
			

			
				“Sure,” she said, looking at me curiously.
			

			
				“Have you ever thought about being honest with your girlfriends? Like, maybe instead of sneaking around, you could talk to them about being polyamorous? That way, you could have multiple partners without the guilt.”
			

			
				She looked taken aback for a moment, then thoughtful. “I don’t know. I’ve always just assumed they wouldn’t be okay with it.”
			

			
				“But have you ever asked?” I pressed. “I mean, you never know. They might surprise you. And even if they’re not okay with it, at least you’ll be clear about where you stand. It’s better than constantly worrying about getting caught.”
			

			
				Chloe stared into her coffee, considering my words. “You think it could work?”
			

			
				I nodded. “I do. People can be a lot more understanding than we give them credit for. Plus, it might make your relationships stronger if everyone knows what’s going on and there are no secrets.”
			

			
				She sighed again, this time more heavily. “I guess it’s worth a try. I hate lying to them, but I also don’t seem to be able to stop the thrill of being with someone new.”
			

			
				I reached over and squeezed her hand. “I know it’s not easy, but I think it could be really freeing for you. And who knows, maybe it’ll lead to something even better.”
			

			
				Chloe gave me a small smile. “Thanks, Carrie. You always know how to make things seem less complicated.”
			

			
				“Anytime,” I said, smiling back. “Now, tell me more about this new girl. She seemed cute.”
			

			
				Chloe laughed, the tension easing from her shoulders. “Yeah, she is. Her name’s Jess. After you left, Liz had way too much to drink, and one of her flatmates took her home. Jess and I hit it off right away after that.”
			

			
				Chloe stood up and took a deep breath. “Okay, I’m going to have a shower and then go and see Liz and Sammy and talk to them about polyamory.”
			

			
				 
			

			
				That evening, I knocked on Chloe’s door to see how it had gone. After a while, she opened the door and let me inside. I was shocked to see that she had a black eye.
			

			
				“Fuck, Chloe, what happened?” I asked.
			

			
				Chloe gave me a sheepish smile. “Liz punched me in the face when she found out I went home with someone last night.”
			

			
				“Oh Chloe,” I gasped, “I’m so sorry, it’s all my fault.”
			

			
				“No, it isn’t Carrie,” she reassured me, “You were right. I must stop cheating on people I care for. I deserved this, it wasn’t a nice thing to do.”
			

			
				She sat on the bed, and I went to sit next to her, putting my arm around her shoulder and giving her a hug.
			

			
				“From now on, I’m going to be honest with everyone,” she said, “And if someone I like doesn’t want to be in a poly relationship, then I’ll just have to accept it.”
			

			
				“I think you’ll be happier that way,” I agreed.
			

			
				“And, on the plus side,” she continued, “I also went to see Sammy, and she was enthusiastic about the idea. She admitted she hadn’t been faithful to me either, and that we should be openly poly.”
			

			
				“That’s great news,” I said, giving her a squeeze.
			

			
				I turned to face her and reached up, gently touching the bruise that was forming under her left eye. “You’ll have to wear some serious eyeliner to cover this up,” I joked.
			

			
				Our faces were very close together, and I was looking deep into her beautiful, big eyes. I could smell her perfume, and I felt a sudden flutter in my heart.
			

			
				Without thinking, I leaned in, closing the small gap between us. Our lips met in a gentle kiss, testing the waters. Her lips were soft and warm. The kiss deepened naturally, as if we had both been waiting for this moment.
			

			
				Chloe's hand slid up to cup my cheek, her thumb brushing lightly against my skin. I felt a shiver run down my spine as our tongues tentatively explored each other. When we finally pulled back, breathless, our foreheads rested against each other. Chloe’s eyes were half-closed, her lips parted slightly as she exhaled softly.
			

			
				"Wow," she murmured, her fingers still gently caressing my cheek. "I didn't expect that."
			

			
				"Me neither," I admitted, my heart pounding in my chest.
			

			
				Chloe's lips met mine again, and this time, there was no hesitation. The kiss was passionate, hungry, and filled with all the desire we'd been holding back. We lay back on the bed, our hands touching each other all over as we kissed passionately.
			

			
				Chloe was a really great kisser, and I should know, I’d kissed a lot of people. We must have kissed for at least twenty minutes, until our tongues were tired and our lips sore. When we finally broke apart, we both knew we wanted to get naked. We undressed ourselves quickly, impatient now to get to the next part.
			

			
				I had already seen Chloe’s beautiful saggy breasts, with their cute metal bars through the nipples. But when she pulled her knickers down, I felt a rush of pleasure between my own legs. She’d never shaved or trimmed herself, and her bush was thick and long. The hair spread to her lower belly and down her thighs. I loved it.
			

			
				I stripped off, revealing my own neatly trimmed triangle of hair and small, pert breasts. My nipples were hard with excitement. Chloe reached up to touch one with her thumb. “Your nipples would look amazing pierced,” she said with a grin.
			

			
				“You know what,” I said, “I’m going to do it. You’ve inspired me!”
			

			
				She bent over and took one of my nipples in her mouth, sucking hard on it and making it even more erect. I gasped with pleasure. Her tongue flicked over the sensitive skin, sending shivers through my body.
			

			
				I pushed her back gently, guiding her to lie down on the bed. I kissed my way down her body, my lips trailing over her soft skin. When I reached her bush, I paused, taking in the sight of her wild hair. I parted the thick curls with my fingers, revealing her glistening pink folds beneath.
			

			
				I moved closer, my tongue darting out to taste her. Chloe let out a soft moan, her hands tangling in my hair as I licked and teased her. I parted her lips with my fingers, exposing her clit. It was larger than mine and stuck out prominently. I circled it with my tongue, slow and deliberate, making her squirm beneath me. Her hips bucked, pressing herself closer to my mouth. I took her clit between my lips, sucking gently, then harder, as she moaned louder.
			

			
				“Oh, Carrie,” she gasped. “Yes, suck my clit, don’t stop.”
			

			
				I had no intention of stopping. I loved the way she tasted, the way she responded to every touch. I slipped two fingers inside her, feeling her walls clench around me. My lips still circled her clit and I sucked it rhythmically, making her moan every time.
			

			
				Chloe’s moans grew louder, her body tensing as she neared her climax. I quickened my pace, my mouth and fingers working together to bring her to the edge.
			

			
				“Fuck, I’m gonna come,” she cried out.
			

			
				I sucked her clit harder, my fingers curling inside her to hit just the right spot. Chloe’s body arched off the bed, her thighs trembling as she came, thick white juices coating my fingers. I lapped up every drop, savouring the taste of her orgasm.
			

			
				“Fuck. Thank you, Carrie. That was so good,” she gasped, out of breath.
			

			
				As she came down from her high, I kissed my way back up her body, her skin flushed and sweaty. I pressed my lips to hers, letting her taste herself on my tongue. She kissed me back hungrily, her hands roaming over my naked body.
			

			
				Now I knew it was my turn. But she surprised me by walking over to the wardrobe and opening it. I again saw her huge array of sex toys on the top shelf. She grinned at me. “Have you ever been fucked with a strap-on?” she asked.
			

			
				“Never,” I said, my heart racing in my chest, “but it sounds like fun.”
			

			
				“Hmm,” she said, looking through the toys, “How big do you like it?”
			

			
				“Oh, I like it big,” I grinned, “The largest one you’ve got.”
			

			
				She laughed, “How did I know you’d say that?”
			

			
				She picked out a black strap-on with a huge, realistic-looking dildo and started to put it on, adjusting the straps around her hips. My pulse quickened as I watched her, anticipation building inside me. The dildo really was big, possibly as big as Dave’s cock.
			

			
				“Open your legs,” she said, holding the dildo in one hand. I could tell she wanted to be in control. She squeezed some lube onto it and used both hands to coat it fully.
			

			
				I lay back and spread my legs wide, my eyes locked on the strap-on and my heart pounding in my chest. Chloe positioned herself between my legs. She stroked my inner thighs, teasing me with the tip of the dildo, making me moan in anticipation.
			

			
				“Ready?” she asked, her eyes dark with lust.
			

			
				“Fuck yes,” I breathed, my body aching for her touch.
			

			
				Chloe pushed the dildo inside me, slowly at first, letting me adjust to the size. I gasped at the sensation, feeling it stretch me so wide open. She began to move, her thrusts slow and deliberate, building up a rhythm that made my toes curl with pleasure.
			

			
				“Oh god, Chloe,” I moaned, gripping the sheets as she fucked me.
			

			
				She leaned down, her breasts brushing against mine, and kissed me deeply. Her thrusts increased in depth and speed, her hips moving faster, driving the dildo deeper inside me. I wrapped my legs around her, pulling her closer, needing more. It was bigger than Dave, I’d never been stretched open so much, but I loved the sensation.
			

			
				The pleasure built inside me, a slow burn that grew with each thrust. Chloe’s hands roamed over my body, squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples, adding to the sensation. I could feel my orgasm approaching, the tension coiling tighter and tighter.
			

			
				“I’m gonna come,” I gasped.
			

			
				“Come for me, Carrie,” she urged.
			

			
				The words sent me over the edge. My orgasm hit me like a tidal wave, my cunt clenching around the dildo as I cried out, my body shuddering with release. She pulled out, and used her fingers to hold me open as my cunt spasmed. She stared down between my legs, watching me pulse and contract as I came long and hard.
			

			
				I was gaping wide open, and I felt her slide four fingers inside me. She pushed them deep inside me. My cunt was still tingling from the orgasm as she started to fuck me. Then she tucked her thumb in and pushed her whole hand inside me.
			

			
				I gasped, my eyes widening as I felt the incredible stretch. Chloe’s hand filled me completely, her fingers and thumb pressing against my inner walls in a way that was both intense and satisfying. She moved slowly at first, letting me adjust to the sensation, then gradually increased her pace.
			

			
				“Fuck, Chloe,” I moaned, my body writhing beneath her as she fisted me.
			

			
				She grinned, watching me with a mix of lust and admiration. “You’re taking it so well,” she said.
			

			
				Her words sent another wave of pleasure through me. I could feel every inch of her hand inside me, stretching and filling me in a way that was both overwhelming and incredibly satisfying. She began to pump her hand in and out, the slickness of my juices making it easy for her to move.
			

			
				The sensation was unlike anything I’d ever felt before. It was intense, almost too much, but in the best possible way. I could feel another orgasm building, the tension coiling inside me like a spring.
			

			
				Chloe’s free hand moved to my clit, rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles. The combined sensations of her hand inside me and her fingers on my clit sent me spiralling toward another climax.
			

			
				My second orgasm crashed over me, even more intense than the first. My cunt clenched around her hand, my body shaking with the force of it. Chloe kept moving, drawing out my pleasure until I was completely spent.
			

			
				When I finally came down from the high, she gently withdrew her hand and lay down beside me. I was breathing heavily, my body covered in a sheen of sweat. Chloe wrapped her arms around me, pulling me close.
			

			
				“That was incredible,” I said shakily.
			

			
				“You’re incredible,” she replied, kissing my forehead.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 8
			

			
				 
			

			
				Chloe was a lot happier now that she wasn’t sneaking around anymore. Sammy was her only permanent girlfriend as Liz didn’t want anything to do with her, but she brought a steady stream of different girls back to the house. The atmosphere was lighter, more open, and there were no more guilty looks or girls sneaking out in a hurry.
			

			
				As for Chloe and me, our relationship was a bit of a mystery. We continued as friends, but every few days, we’d find ourselves wrapped up in each other, exploring new depths of pleasure and working our way through her impressive sex toy collection. It was casual yet intense, a mixture of friendship and lust that somehow just worked.
			

			
				Through it all, I never felt like just another girl in Chloe’s life. She made sure I knew I was special, that our connection was unique. We had an understanding, an unspoken agreement that whatever we had was ours alone, separate from her other entanglements.
			

			
				True to my word, I got my nipples pierced. I decided to go for rings, and I loved how they looked. And how it felt when they were sucked on. I also started dressing more and more like a rock chick. With Chloe’s help, I bought new clothes, mesh tops, ripped denims, and lots of black. I also started wearing more distinctive make-up; black, winged eyeliner and deep red lipstick.
			

			
				All my housemates would come along to the rock club. Alex and Tom especially enjoyed the girls there, but none of them really embraced the culture and clothing like Chloe and I. It was a wonderful, liberating time, and we all met wonderful partners and had exciting sex.
			

			
				One evening, Chloe and I found ourselves at a buzzing music venue in town. There was a band playing that we both really liked. The drummer was a really hot girl named Candice, with long dreadlocks. Chloe was absolutely in love with her. Personally, I preferred Jack, the lead singer. He was charismatic and usually took his top off halfway through the gig. He had a great body.
			

			
				The venue was small, and Chloe and I easily manoeuvred our way to the front. Soon we were dancing wildly, caught up in the energy of the performance. The band was still on the verge of stardom, and this small gig was a perfect opportunity to be part of something before they hit it big. They’d recently been featured in NME, and I was sure they were about to get really famous.
			

			
				Maybe it was my imagination, but I could have sworn the lead singer's eyes kept finding mine. Chloe was lost in the music, her eyes locked on the drummer, but I was engrossed in the singer’s every move. We were a whirlwind of energy, dancing and shouting along to the music, thoroughly enjoying ourselves.
			

			
				After the final chords had echoed through the venue and the crowd began to thin out, Chloe and I made our way to the merchandise stall. The band members were milling around, chatting with fans, and signing autographs. The drummer was well known to be gay, and Chloe was soon flirting heavily with her.
			

			
				Our efforts paid off, and the band members seemed more than happy to indulge us. They invited us to join them on their tour bus for a drink and a smoke. Chloe’s eyes sparkled with excitement as she squeezed my hand, and we eagerly accepted the invitation.
			

			
				It was our first time on a tour bus, and it was really cool. At the far end were bunks for the band, and at the front was a seating area with a TV, fridge full of beer, and sofas down the side. The guitarist rolled up a cigarette, and we passed it around. As well as the band, there were a few roadies and a couple more girls from the audience.
			

			
				The cigarette had only gone round once before Chloe and Candice started snogging passionately. I smiled to myself, knowing how much Chloe fancied her and what an amazing experience this would be for her. It wasn’t long before they quietly got up and headed to the bunks at the back of the bus.
			

			
				The rest of us were more interested in partying, and soon we were all getting wasted and having a great time. Unfortunately, my lead singer was more interested in an Asian girl, and soon they too headed up the bus to the bunks. But I wasn’t too upset, as I was getting a lot of attention from Jamie, the guitarist. I decided that I actually liked him more. 
			

			
				Jamie had a laid-back charm about him. As the cigarette continued to make its rounds, we found ourselves in a corner of the seating area, laughing and talking about everything from music to travel. His fingers strummed an imaginary guitar on my thigh as he recounted wild tour stories, each touch sending a shiver through my spine. I’d always been turned on by experienced men. The more women they had fucked the more I liked them, and I just knew that Jamie had fucked a lot.
			

			
				"You know, I noticed you during the set," Jamie said, his eyes locking onto mine. "You’ve got this energy about you."
			

			
				I blushed. "Thanks. I was really into it."
			

			
				We moved closer, and soon his lips were on mine. His hand slid up my back, pulling me closer. I could feel his excitement, mirroring my own.
			

			
				"Want to find a quieter spot?" he whispered in my ear. I really did.
			

			
				Jamie stood up and led me towards the bunks at the back of the bus. The sounds of the party faded into the background as we slipped into one of the empty bunks, drawing the curtain for a semblance of privacy. The space was small, just big enough for the two of us to lie down, but it felt intimate.
			

			
				“How many groupies have you fucked here?” I asked, my breath coming quickly. I wanted it to be a lot. I could also hear the muffled sounds of Chloe climaxing in the bunk above us.
			

			
				He laughed, “No idea, honestly.” He looked at me, he knew what I wanted to hear. “But it’s a lot. At least a hundred. It’s so easy when you’re in a band.”
			

			
				“Fuck,” I whispered, my cunt aching. "And what's your favourite thing to do to them?" I asked. I was ready to do anything for him.
			

			
				Jamie grinned, his eyes darkening with desire. "Anal," he said simply, his hand sliding down to cup my ass. The word sent a shiver of excitement through me.
			

			
				"That's one of my favourites too,” I said. “I want you to fuck me in the ass.”
			

			
				Jamie grinned, clearly pleased. His hands moved to the hem of my shirt. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and he pulled it over my head, revealing my bare breasts. His tongue wrapped around one of my nipples, playing with the nipple ring.
			

			
				I fumbled with his shirt, pulling it off and exposing his toned chest. His skin was warm under my touch, and I could feel his heart beating fast. He reached for the waistband of my jeans, unbuttoning them and sliding them down my legs. I kicked them off, leaving me in just my knickers. 
			

			
				Jamie quickly undid his belt and slid his jeans down, revealing a pair of tight boxers that did little to hide his arousal. I licked my lips, my anticipation growing. I slipped my hand into his boxers and grasped his hard cock. He slid his hand into my knickers, his fingers finding my clit. We wanked each other as we kissed, moaning into each other’s mouths with pleasure.
			

			
				There wasn’t much room in the bunk. I turned away from him and rubbed my ass against his cock. He reached down, pulling my knickers to my thighs, just enough to expose me. Using my wetness as lube, he started to rub his finger in circles around my tight asshole. I moaned softly, my body responding eagerly to his touch. He slipped a finger inside me, moving slowly and deliberately. 
			

			
				"How does that feel?" he asked.
			

			
				"Amazing," I breathed, my body tingling with anticipation.
			

			
				He added a second finger, stretching me carefully, making sure I was ready. 
			

			
				When he felt I was ready, he removed his fingers and quickly rolled a condom on. Then he positioned himself behind me. I felt the tip of his cock press against my entrance, and I took a deep breath, relaxing as much as I could. Jamie moved slowly, pushing just the head inside me, allowing me to adjust to the feeling.
			

			
				"You're so tight," he groaned, his hands gripping my hips.
			

			
				I exhaled shakily, adjusting to the sensation of being filled in a way I loved. He moved carefully, easing himself deeper with each slow thrust. The pleasure was intense, the familiar stretch and fullness making me moan with delight.
			

			
				"Fuck, that feels so good," I gasped, my body trembling with excitement.
			

			
				Jamie kissed my shoulder, his movements becoming more confident. He reached around to play with my clit, his fingers expertly bringing me closer to the edge. The feeling of his cock deep inside me now, combined with the stimulation on my clit, was driving me wild.
			

			
				I started to move with him, matching his rhythm, the pleasure building with every thrust. Jamie's breath grew ragged, his moans mingling with mine as we lost ourselves in the intensity of the moment. He fucked me harder, his cock hitting deeper spots inside me, making me cry out with pleasure.
			

			
				I moaned in response, the pressure building inside me. I could feel my orgasm approaching, a powerful wave of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm me. Jamie's movements became more urgent, his thrusts harder and faster, pushing me closer and closer to the edge.
			

			
				"Come for me, baby," he whispered in my ear.
			

			
				My orgasm consumed me, my ass clenching around his cock as I cried out, my body shuddering with release. I felt a sudden wetness on my thighs as I squirted, soaking his bunk. But I didn’t care. I relaxed and let the pleasure flow through me as he held me tightly.
			

			
				I was surprised he hadn’t come yet himself, guys didn’t usually last long when they fucked my ass. He put a new condom on and I lay on my back. He moved between my legs and slid his cock into my soaking wet cunt. I wrapped my legs around him and gave him a passionate kiss as he started pounding me hard. He was fucking me hard and the curtain hardly hid us at all. I got a thrill when another couple walked past to their own bunk, easily able to see us fucking.
			

			
				I came again, clinging to him tightly and moaning into his mouth as he continued to screw me. He had amazing stamina, and fucked me hard through two more orgasms. But finally, he was reaching his climax.
			

			
				“Can I come on your face?” he asked breathlessly.
			

			
				“Yes, please!” I said eagerly. I’d done it before, although not often. But I was feeling so well fucked and horny I was suddenly desperate to feel him release on me in such an intimate way.
			

			
				I got down on my knees on the floor of the bus. I could hear other couples fucking in the bunks nearby, and there was still a group down at the other end of the bus smoking. I saw a few of them glance my way as Jamie stood above me, pulling off the condom and stroking his cock faster and faster. I looked up at him and stuck my tongue out, locking eyes with him.
			

			
				Suddenly he groaned and I felt the first splash of cum across my face and in my hair. I closed my eyes tightly and felt the warm wetness as load after load of cum coated me. Some of it did pool in my eyes, so I kept them tightly shut. One load went right into my open mouth, and I swallowed it down. Finally, he stopped coming, and I could hear him panting.
			

			
				“Wait one sec,” he said, “Just going to take a photo.” I heard the distinctive click and whirr of a Polaroid camera.
			

			
				He passed me a towel to wipe my face, and I could see again. We cuddled on the bunk and waited for the photo to develop. I looked so sexy and slutty, I loved it. When it had fully developed, he pulled out an album from the side of the bunk. When he opened it, I saw page after page of polaroids of girls with cum on their faces. 
			

			
				He wrote my name and the date on the back of the photo with a pen, and then slotted it into a spare space in the album. “What do you think of my collection?” he asked.
			

			
				“Fuck, that’s so hot,” I admitted. “I love the thought of you coming on all these girls. And when you’re really famous, you’ll still have that picture of me.”
			

			
				It was getting late, and all too soon they started packing up to move on. The bus was going to drive through the night to their next gig. Chloe resurfaced, looking flushed and happy. We said goodbye and headed back to our house.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 9
			

			
				 
			

			
				Soon, the summer was approaching, and it was time for Glastonbury. Hannah and I were sharing a two-man tent. Chloe and her girlfriend Sammy had one too. Contrary to everyone’s expectations, Leah and Dave were still together and stronger than ever, so they had a tent together. Dani had one all to herself. Finally, Alex and Tom were sharing a tent as well.
			

			
				We arrived early and claimed a space. None of us knew how to put up a tent, so we had to work it out as we went. It was a chaotic yet hilarious endeavour with pegs flying everywhere and much swearing as we tried to decipher the instructions. Eventually, we managed to get our tents up, though they looked a bit wonky. Soon, the area around us was packed with other tents, all of them practically touching.
			

			
				The first night, Thursday, there was no live music, so we sat up late drinking, smoking, and chatting with our friends. There was excitement in the air; none of us had been to a festival before. The festival atmosphere had already taken over, with the sounds of laughter and chatter filling the air, mixed with the occasional burst of music from nearby camps. The air was hazy with smoke from campfires. 
			

			
				I’d never felt happier, enjoying the company of my friends. Chloe and Sammy were curled up together. Leah and Dave were inseparable. By my reckoning they had already been to their tent and fucked three times. Alex and Tom were joking around, making everyone laugh with their silly antics. It was heartwarming to see everyone so relaxed and enjoying themselves.
			

			
				Hannah and I eventually retreated to our tent, giggling as we tried to settle into our sleeping bags. The ground was hard and uneven, but we didn’t care. We whispered and laughed, telling tales of our sexual exploits over the last few months.
			

			
				The next morning, we woke to the sound of birds chirping and the distant hum of activity as the festival began to come to life. We emerged from our tent, bleary-eyed but excited, ready to embrace the adventure that lay ahead. Glastonbury had officially begun, and we were all ready to make unforgettable memories.
			

			
				I was dressed in a very short, black skirt and a tight tank top, with fishnet tights and combat boots. Chloe braided my hair and even weaved in some beads. My makeup was dark and bold, perfect for the festival vibe. I was feeling sexy, and I wanted to do something wild.
			

			
				We watched band after band, dancing and singing along with the crowds. The music was incredible, each performance adding to the electric atmosphere. As the day turned to evening, the anticipation for the headline act grew.
			

			
				Finally, it was time. As R.E.M. took the stage, the crowd surged forward, the air buzzing with excitement. I realised I had lost my friends, but it didn’t matter; we could always meet up at the campsite later. In fact, I felt quite free being alone in such a huge crowd. I made my way quite near the front, until people were pressed against me all around.
			

			
				It was then that I noticed him, a hot guy with long dark hair and pretty eyes, dancing close to me. He was dressed in a worn leather jacket and jeans, his look effortlessly cool. Our eyes met, and he flashed me a smile. We danced together, our movements syncing naturally. His hands found my hips, pulling me closer, and I felt a rush of excitement.
			

			
				He pulled me even closer, our bodies pressed together. “I’m Noah. What’s your name?”
			

			
				“Carrie,” I replied, but then the band started up again. But I wasn’t paying attention any longer. I was insanely horny and my whole body felt like it was on fire. My tongue was in his mouth, and I couldn’t kiss him hard enough.
			

			
				Noah matched my intensity, his hands roaming over my body, sending sparks of pleasure everywhere he touched. I could feel his erection pressed against my legs. I had to touch it. I undid the top button of his jeans and slipped my hand inside. The crowd was so tightly pressed together that I knew no one would see.
			

			
				My hand wrapped around his cock. To my excitement, it was thick and well above average in length. The music was a distant background noise, drowned out by the sound of my heartbeat thundering in my ears.
			

			
				His hand slid under my skirt, his fingers teasing the edge of my knickers. I gasped into his mouth, my hips pressing into his hand, silently begging for more. He didn’t disappoint, slipping his fingers under the fabric and finding me already wet.
			

			
				I responded by grinding against his hand, my breath coming in short, desperate gasps. The intensity of the moment was overwhelming, every touch, every kiss, sending waves of pleasure through me. Noah’s fingers plunged deep inside me.
			

			
				The crowd around us was oblivious, everyone was lost in their own euphoria. It felt like a scene from a dream, the music, the lights, his fingers inside me all blending together in a perfect storm of pleasure.
			

			
				As the song reached its climax, so did I. My body tensed, my orgasm crashing over me with a force that left me trembling in Noah's arms. He held me close, his fingers still moving inside me, drawing out every last bit of pleasure as I felt liquid run down my inner thighs.
			

			
				“Fuck!” I gasped into his mouth, my heart thumping in my chest.
			

			
				"Let's get out of here," he shouted in my ear above the noise of the crowd.
			

			
				It’s hard to describe just how much I needed to suck his cock right then. There was no way I could make it back to the campsite. I led him to the edge of the arena, up against the ten-foot wall. It was quieter here, just a few people sitting around and chilling out. I pushed him up against the wood and knelt on the grass. It was also dark, so not many people could really see what was going on.
			

			
				I pulled his jeans down just enough that I could get his cock out. He was already rock hard, his cock springing free, and I wasted no time. I wrapped my hand around him, feeling the smooth, warm skin under my fingers. I glanced up at him, making eye contact in the dim light. My lips parted, and I took him into my mouth, savouring the feeling of his rigid length against my tongue.
			

			
				He let out a low groan, his hands tangling in my hair as I worked my tongue over the head of his cock. I took him deeper, hollowing my cheeks and creating a tight seal around him. I felt a thrill that people passing nearby would see what I was doing.
			

			
				"Fuck," he moaned in happy surprise.
			

			
				I loved the sound of his pleasure, the way his body responded to me. I moved my head up and down, my hand working in tandem with my mouth. He was thick and long, filling my mouth completely.
			

			
				I picked up the pace as I sucked him harder. His breathing became ragged, his grip on my hair tightening. I knew he was close, and I wanted to push him over the edge. I sucked him deep, taking him to the back of my throat and swallowing around him.
			

			
				"I’m gonna come," he gasped, his voice strained.
			

			
				I didn’t slow down, my mouth and hand working together. With a final, deep thrust, he cried out, his cock pulsing as he came hard. I swallowed every drop, his taste filling my mouth. I kept sucking him until he was completely spent, his body trembling with the intensity of his orgasm.
			

			
				I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand and stood up, my knees a little wobbly from the intensity of the moment.
			

			
				“That was amazing,” he said, pulling me into a deep kiss.
			

			
				But my cunt was absolutely aching for him. “I need you to fuck me,” I told him. “Let’s go back to my tent.”
			

			
				When we got back to the campsite, I could hear the band in the distance. It sounded different back here. I couldn’t wait to fuck him, and I knelt down to unzip my tent. 
			

			
				Inside, I saw that Hannah had beaten me to it. She was on her back, her legs open and in the air. I could see her ginger cunt stretched wide open as the big black dick pounded in and out of her. I’ve always loved watching her fuck, and now was no exception. I loved her curves and her passion. But I had other things on my mind right now.
			

			
				I grabbed a blanket and pulled my head back out of the tent. “Sorry, my friend is busy in there,” I said to Noah.
			

			
				“I can hear,” he said with a grin. She was making quite a lot of noise.
			

			
				The campfire from earlier was still glowing, and I added a couple more logs, stoking it up until the fire burned brightly again. Noah and I sat on a picnic blanket, and I wrapped the blanket from the tent around us.
			

			
				We started kissing passionately again, and soon I was straddled on top of him, my tongue in his mouth. We were under the stars, with the blanket over us and the noise of the festival happening all around, mingling with Hannah’s moans from the tent. People were walking past, stepping over guy ropes, but I felt in an intimate bubble with Noah.
			

			
				My skirt rode up, and I started to grind my pussy against his growing erection in his jeans. When he was fully hard, I unbuttoned his jeans again and pulled out his beautiful cock. I couldn’t wait any longer. I pulled my knickers to the side, positioning myself over him.
			

			
				I sank down onto his cock, feeling it stretch and fill me. The sensation was electric, my cunt pulsing with every inch he slid inside me. I started to move, slowly at first, savouring the feeling of him deep inside me.
			

			
				Noah matched my rhythm, thrusting up into me as I rode him under the stars. The blanket around us created a warm cocoon, the firelight casting flickering shadows on our skin. The sounds of the festival, the crackling fire, and the distant music melded with our moans and gasps.
			

			
				He lifted my top up, freeing my small breasts. I wasn’t wearing a bra. He rubbed my nipples with his thumbs, making them hard and pointed. I leaned down, kissing him hard, our tongues tangling. His hands roamed over my body, squeezing my breasts, pinching my nipples. I rocked my hips faster, the friction building, driving us both towards the edge.
			

			
				“Fuck, Carrie, you feel amazing,” he groaned, his voice strained with pleasure.
			

			
				I could feel my orgasm building, the heat coiling in my belly. “I’m so close,” I gasped, riding him harder, faster.
			

			
				“Me too,” he replied, his grip tightening on my hips.
			

			
				I cried out, my body convulsing with pleasure as my orgasm ripped through me. My cunt clenched around his cock. As the waves of my climax began to subside, Noah didn't slow down. Instead, he flipped me over, my back hitting the blanket as he positioned himself above me. Although it was dark, the few people walking past must have seen what we were doing.
			

			
				He thrust into me hard, making me gasp, my body arching to meet his. He fucked me with deep, powerful strokes, his hand squeezing my breast roughly. The new angle made each thrust hit just right, sending jolts of pleasure through my entire body. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pulling him even closer, feeling every inch of him inside me.
			

			
				The intensity built again. Noah’s pace was relentless, his breath coming fast as he pounded into me. I clawed at his back, digging my nails into his skin, lost in the sensation.
			

			
				“Harder,” I begged in his ear. “Fuck me harder.”
			

			
				He complied, driving into me with even more force. I was conscience that we were fucking out in the open, with people walking about, only a thin blanket over us to maintain our modesty. But if anything, that made me even more turned on.
			

			
				Noah’s breathing became laboured, a sure sign that he was close. “I’m gonna come,” he gasped, his face twisted in pleasure.
			

			
				“Come inside me,” I urged, the thought sending a thrill through me.
			

			
				With a final, deep thrust, he buried himself to the hilt, his body shuddering as he found his release. I felt the warmth of his cum filling me, triggering my own climax. I cried out, my cunt spasming around his cock, milking every last drop from him.
			

			
				We collapsed together, a tangle of sweaty limbs and satisfied smiles. The night air was cool against our heated skin, the sounds of the festival a distant hum. I lay there with Noah, catching my breath, feeling utterly content.
			

			
				“Fuck, that was wild,” I said, kissing him.
			

			
				“It sure was,” he replied. I could still feel his throbbing cock inside me as it slowly got soft.
			

			
				Hannah and her partner finally emerged from our tent, and they both lit up a cigarette. Noah and I adjusted our clothing and sparked up, too. Hannah and I exchanged cheeky grins; we both knew what the other had been up to.
			

			
				R.E.M. had finished, and soon most of our friends returned to the campsite. We sat around smoking and talking until late into the night, but eventually our new friends returned to their own campsites, and Hannah and I went to sleep, buried in our sleeping bags.
			

			
				The only ones who didn’t return that night were Alex and Tom. When I emerged, bleary-eyed, in the morning for a smoke, I caught them returning together. They had a tale of a crazy, all night foursome with a couple of girls, and I was soon jealous and hornier than ever.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 10
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was another beautiful sunny day. I was just thankful that it wasn’t a mud bath like I’d seen on TV the previous year. But it was very hot. I was sweaty and hadn’t cleaned myself for two days. I also had dried cum caked into my pubic hair. I had never felt so skanky, so I decided to go looking for a shower.
			

			
				The only official showers were up on one of the hills in a hippy kind of area. The queues were incredible, and I didn’t want to waste the whole day just waiting in line. I was heading back to the campsite when I came across a group that had camped right by the tree line between fields. There, they had hooked up a cold water shower to a tree, basically just a big water container that let out a steady stream of cold water.
			

			
				They were charging five pounds to anyone who wanted to stand under the water for a few minutes. It seemed like a bargain to me.
			

			
				I watched as a ginger guy, shirtless and covered in tattoos, handed over a fiver and stripped down right there in front of everyone. He was completely naked and I couldn’t help looking at his long, soft cock hanging down between his legs. It was framed by fiery red pubes. There wasn’t any privacy; people were milling about, chatting, and watching him casually. He didn’t seem to care at all, and when he stepped under the cold water, he let out a yell but then laughed, scrubbing himself down with a bar of soap.
			

			
				When it was my turn, I hesitated for a moment. But the thought of feeling clean was too tempting. Besides, if he could do it, why couldn’t I? I handed over my money and stripped down until I was completely naked, feeling a rush of adrenaline as I bared myself to the small crowd. There were a few appreciative glances, but no one stared too blatantly.
			

			
				The cold water hit my skin, making me gasp, but it was refreshing. I lathered up quickly, feeling the dried cum and sweat wash away. The sensation of being so exposed in front of strangers was oddly liberating. I took my time, enjoying the feel of the cold water and the sun on my skin.
			

			
				As I finished rinsing off, I looked up to see the guy who had showered before me, watching with a grin. He had his pants on now, but I could still see the outline of his sizable cock. He gave me a thumbs-up, and I couldn’t help but laugh. Wrapping myself in the sarong I had brought to dry myself, I stepped away from the makeshift shower feeling renewed.
			

			
				"Feels good, doesn’t it?” the guy said. “I’m Scott, by the way.”
			

			
				"It does," I replied, feeling a blush creep up my cheeks. I was still actually naked, the sarong not even covering my breasts or my pussy. “I’m Carrie. Nice to meet you.”
			

			
				We started chatting, and I learned that Scott was here with a group of friends camping nearby. He had a laid-back vibe, and I found myself laughing at his jokes and enjoying his company. The sun was climbing higher in the sky, and the festival was coming alive around us with music and laughter. I didn’t even hurry getting dressed, I was enjoying the feeling of his eyes on me.
			

			
				"So, Carrie," Scott said after a while, "what's your plan for today?"
			

			
				"Not sure," I replied. "Just going with the flow. You?"
			

			
				"Same here," he said, giving me a playful smile. "How about we go back to my tent for a smoke and see where the day takes us?"
			

			
				I smiled, liking the sound of that. I’d already decided I was going to fuck him. "Sounds good to me."
			

			
				 
			

			
				In his small tent, we quickly undressed, our clothes discarded in a heap. As we pressed our naked bodies together, I felt the heat of his skin against mine, his heartbeat quickening in time with my own. Scott was a wonderful kisser, his lips soft yet firm as they moved against mine. His hands explored my body, fingers tracing the curve of my spine as I stroked my hands over his chest, feeling the warmth and muscle beneath my palms.
			

			
				I spun around, positioning myself on my side in a way that allowed me to take his cock into my mouth while my legs wrapped around his head. I loved the sensation of his hard length sliding between my lips and I could feel his body tense with pleasure as I began to give him an enthusiastic and sloppy blowjob.
			

			
				At the same time, Scott eagerly began to explore me with his tongue, his hands gripping my thighs to pull me closer. The feeling of his mouth on my clit was electric, sending shivers of pleasure through my entire body. 
			

			
				His tongue was relentless, teasing and licking in all the right places, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I could feel the tension building inside me, the anticipation of release, as I moaned softly around his cock. My hips started to move of their own accord, pressing down against his mouth. It was almost too much, the sensation of his tongue combined with the fullness of his cock in my mouth.
			

			
				Suddenly, I came hard, my body shaking as the pleasure rushed through my whole body.  A deep moan escaped my lips, muffled by his cock still in my mouth. My thighs tightened around his head, my back arched, and I could feel my cunt clenching and releasing in rhythm with the spasms that rocked me.
			

			
				I moved back around to kiss him, tasting my wetness on his lips. Before I knew what was happening, his cock was inside my cunt. I was so wet and open from the climax that he slid easily in. He was on top of me, but we were making out so frantically that I soon found myself on top of him, thrusting my hips back on him as I impaled myself.
			

			
				And then he rolled me over and took control again, pounding me even harder. It was hot in the tent, and we were soon soaked in sweat and my wetness. I moaned into his mouth as I climaxed again. 
			

			
				This went on for some time, and I came several more times. Finally, he was on top, and I knew he was getting close. He pulled out and knelt between my legs. At that moment, two things happened. Someone unzipped the tent from the outside, flooding the dimly lit interior with sunlight. At that exact moment, Scott ejaculated all over my body, from my bush to my neck and long line after long line. It was a huge load, pulsing out five or six times across my body before it was finally just oozing out in thick drops onto my bush.
			

			
				“Scott! The fuck!” said an angry girl’s voice. She pushed her head into the tent as Scott just stood there motionless, still dripping cum onto me.
			

			
				“Er… Jane,” said Scott, looking sheepish.
			

			
				“You fucking bastard, I can’t believe you’re cheating on me again!” she scolded. “It’s only yesterday since the last time.”
			

			
				“Jane, I’m sorry, I went for a shower and it just happened,” he said.
			

			
				“I’m sorry,” I said to her, sitting up, “I had no idea he had a girlfriend.”
			

			
				“Don’t worry, it’s not your fault sweetheart,” she said, “But can you fuck off now so Scott and I can talk about this?”
			

			
				“Of course,” I said, hurriedly gathering my clothes in my arms and crawling out of the tent. I stood up outside, completely naked. There were a few lads sitting in deckchairs not far away, watching me and grinning.
			

			
				I could hear Jane shouting at Scott in the tent as I quickly pulled my knickers on, and then my shorts. Fuck, I’d left my fishnet tights in the tent. I was also uncomfortably aware I was covered in cum, all up my body and tits.
			

			
				“Everything okay, love?” asked one of the lads.
			

			
				“Yes, thanks,” I said, “Unless you’ve got something I can wipe this off with?” I gestured to my naked, cum covered breasts.
			

			
				One of them tossed me a roll of kitchen towel. “Oh, thanks!” I said. I wiped myself off and pulled on my crop top. Another lad came over and offered me a cigarette. I gratefully accepted, shielding the flame of his Zippo with my hand as I lit it.
			

			
				The shouting from the tent had stopped. In fact, it had been replaced with a rhythmic moaning. Scott and Jane were having make-up sex already. I smirked to myself. 
			

			
				I needed to get my tights back. Being as quiet as I could, I unzipped the tent. Scott was between Jane’s legs, his bottom going up and down as he penetrated her. She hadn’t even taken her clothes off, and I could see her knickers pulled to the side under her skirt as his cock stretched open her hairy cunt. I paused to admire the view of them fucking for a few seconds, before grabbing my tights and closing the tent.
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 11
			

			
				 
			

			
				It was the final day of Glastonbury, and Hannah had a plan. She suggested that the two of us try to get into the backstage area by seducing a security guard. This sounded like fun, so I readily agreed.
			

			
				After a bit of reconnaissance, we found a lone security guard on one of the gates through to the backstage area. He was a big fella, probably around thirty-five, and he looked like a biker. He had a thick neck, huge muscles, a bald head, and a long black beard.
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged a knowing glance, and with a playful smirk, she led the way towards the guard. As we approached, I could see his eyes take us in, lingering just a bit too long. We were dressed in our festival best: short shorts and skimpy tops. Hannah, in particular, was drawing eyes everywhere we went with her ginger curls and impressive cleavage.
			

			
				Hannah sauntered up to him, swaying her hips a little more than usual. “Hi there,” she said sweetly. “We were wondering if there’s any chance you could let us through? We just want to see the backstage area, and we’ll be in and out, no trouble at all.”
			

			
				The guard raised an eyebrow, clearly not convinced. “Sorry, ladies. I can’t just let you in like that. Rules are rules.”
			

			
				I stepped up beside Hannah, leaning in a bit closer to the guard. “Oh, come on,” I said, pouting slightly. “There must be something we can do to make it worth your while.” I ran my hand lightly over his forearm, feeling the hard muscle underneath.
			

			
				He glanced around, clearly weighing his options. “And what exactly did you have in mind?” he asked. I could tell he was interested.
			

			
				Hannah flashed him a dirty grin. “Well, we’re good at making people feel... special,” she purred. “How about we show you?”
			

			
				The guard hesitated, but the temptation was clearly too much. “Alright,” he said finally. “But you better make it quick.” 
			

			
				He opened the gate and led us through. The back of the high wooden barrier was supported by scaffolding, and there was a small temporary shed where it looked like the guards could have a tea break. He leaned back against the shed, and no one could see us.
			

			
				Hannah took the lead, dropping to her knees in front of him and unzipping his trousers. I joined her, the two of us working together to get him hard. His cock was already stiffening as we took turns licking and sucking, our tongues swirling around the head. When he was fully erect, he was quite small, but that only meant we could both easily get him fully in our mouths, and he was loving it.
			

			
				I focused on his cock and Hannah massaged his balls. I looked up at him, my eyes locked on his as I sucked harder. Suddenly, without a sound, he was filling my mouth with cum. I swallowed it all down, sucking him until he was finished.
			

			
				The guard leaned back against the gate with a big grin on his face. “You two are trouble,” he said with a laugh.
			

			
				“Does that mean we can go in?” Hannah asked, standing up and smoothing her clothes.
			

			
				He grinned, clearly still in a daze. “Show me your tits and it’s a yes.”
			

			
				Hannah pulled down her top and bra, freeing her massive pale breasts, and gave them a shake, making them bounce impressively. I lifted up my top, showing him my small breasts with their hard, pierced nipples.
			

			
				“Perfect, both of you,” he said. “Now go on, before I change my mind.”
			

			
				We both gave him a kiss on the cheek and hurried into the backstage area. Hannah gave me a high five and a big grin. “I can’t believe how easy that was,” she said.
			

			
				The backstage area was like a whole different world compared to the chaotic, crowded festival grounds. The first thing I noticed was how much cleaner it was. The ground was covered in soft grass, with walkways lined with string lights that gave the place a cosy, almost magical feel.
			

			
				There were food trucks parked in a neat row, but these weren't the usual greasy festival fare. Instead, they offered gourmet options like wood-fired pizzas, sushi, and artisanal burgers. The smell was incredible.
			

			
				As we wandered further in, we passed a row of tents and mobile homes. Some were small, probably for the roadies and lower-tier acts, but others were much bigger, clearly for the headline performers. The biggest mobile homes had their own little gardens, complete with potted plants and fold-out chairs where a few people were lounging, sipping on beers.
			

			
				Hannah whispered that she had spotted a few famous names in my ear as we passed them, but I wasn’t too good at recognising celebrities. 
			

			
				But the real luxury was the shower trailer. A long static trailer, it was a far cry from the freezing cold water I’d used yesterday. The sign on the door boasted "Hot Water Showers," and I could almost feel the warm steam just by looking at it. It had a small line outside, but nothing compared to the endless queues up on the hill. 
			

			
				We stumbled upon a bar that had a completely different vibe. The ground beneath our feet was soft, warm sand, like we’d just stepped onto a tropical beach. The bar itself was made of driftwood, with colourful lanterns hanging from the ceiling and beach chairs scattered around.
			

			
				“Oh my god, look at this place,” said Hannah, “Let’s get a cocktail.”
			

			
				As we leaned against the bar, taking in the scene, a tall guy with wild curly hair turned to talk to us. There was something familiar about him, like I’d seen him before.
			

			
				"Hey, you two look like you're having a good time," he said, his eyes twinkling.
			

			
				"We are now," Hannah replied, flashing him her best flirtatious smile. "I’m Hannah, and this is Carrie."
			

			
				"Nice to meet you both. I’m Danny," he said, extending a hand.
			

			
				My eyes widened in recognition. Danny was the guitarist for one of the most famous American bands, playing later on the main stage.
			

			
				"Wow, you guys are amazing!" I gushed, my heart pounding. I couldn’t believe I was so close to him. I never met anyone so sexy.
			

			
				Danny smiled modestly. "Thanks, that means a lot. We’re up next, actually. You should come watch from the side of the stage. It’s the best view in the house. And maybe after, you can come back to our trailer for the after party?" I loved his American accent.
			

			
				Hannah and I exchanged quick glances, excitement bubbling between us. We couldn’t believe our luck. "We’d love that," Hannah said eagerly.
			

			
				"Great," Danny replied, his gaze lingering on me a little longer than necessary. "You can finish your drinks, and then I’ll take you over."
			

			
				We spent the next few minutes chatting and laughing with Danny. He was charming, with a natural charisma that made it impossible not to be drawn in. I could feel the flirtation in the air, his eyes occasionally flicking down to the nipple rings visible through my top as I sipped my drink. For once someone was looking at my tits instead of Hannah’s attention grabbing ones.
			

			
				Near the stage, Danny spoke to one of the girls with a clipboard, and she handed us passes to wear around our necks, giving us official access to the side of the stage. We could hardly contain our excitement as we slipped them on and followed him through the maze of equipment and crew members.
			

			
				From our new vantage point, we had an incredible view of the main stage and the sea of people in the audience. The energy was electric as the band launched into their set, the crowd roaring with approval. Hannah and I exchanged thrilled glances as we watched the show, feeling like celebrities ourselves. The music washed over us, and Danny glanced my way from time to time, flashing a grin or a wink, clearly enjoying my presence.
			

			
				When they finished the last song, fireworks went off at the front of the stage, and the crowd erupted into applause. Danny grabbed my hand, and we followed him and the rest of the band as we made our way off the stage, weaving through the bustling crew and excited fans lingering nearby.
			

			
				We found ourselves back at their massive, American-style mobile home parked behind the stage. Everyone was charged up with post-show adrenaline. We entered, and the place was soon buzzing with energy. Several other girls were already inside, clearly regulars with the band. Some of them were only semi-dressed, one of them in just a bra and panties. They were draped over the furniture, sipping on drinks, smoking cigarettes, and waiting for the guys to join them. 
			

			
				The band members, still riding the high of their performance, were in great spirits, tossing back beers and joking around. They put some loud music on the sound system. Hannah and I exchanged a glance, both feeling the thrill of being part of this exclusive afterparty. Danny motioned us towards the bar. “Help yourselves,” he said with a grin. “Make yourselves at home.”
			

			
				The party was in full swing when the lead singer sauntered over to the bar, a devilish grin on his face. I was slightly awestruck and desperate to kiss him. His hand slid down to my ass, squeezing firmly as he pulled me closer. His lips found mine, and the kiss was intense, full of hunger. I was super turned on, the high amplifying every sensation, making my whole body buzz.
			

			
				As we broke away from the kiss, I opened my eyes slightly and noticed the scene unfolding in the dimly lit trailer. Two of the groupies had shed their tops and were making out passionately on one of the plush couches. Their hands roamed over each other's bodies, fingers tangling in hair, as their bare breasts pressed together.
			

			
				In the corner, the drummer was lounging on another sofa, clearly enjoying himself as a girl in just her knickers straddled his lap. Her tits were on full display, and his hands were all over them, groping and squeezing as she ground against him. The atmosphere was thick with sexual tension, the whole room pulsing with a wild, hedonistic vibe that matched the beat of the music still playing in the background.
			

			
				Danny’s lips were back on mine, rough and insistent, pushing me up against the bar. His fingers expertly undid the button of my shorts, slipping inside my knickers with a confident, teasing touch. The moment his fingers found my clit, a surge of pleasure shot through me.
			

			
				Every sensation was heightened, his touch felt electric, sending waves of intense pleasure through my entire body. My legs trembled as his fingers moved with just the right amount of pressure, drawing out moans that I couldn’t hold back. I was on the edge already, my mind spinning as my body responded to him, the pleasure building rapidly. My hand grabbed his hard cock through his jeans, gripping him tightly.
			

			
				I clung to him, my hands gripping his shoulders as his fingers worked me faster, pushing me closer and closer. The orgasm was intense, flooding me with warmth and leaving me breathless, my mind completely overwhelmed by the intensity of it all. My legs gave out, and I collapsed back on the sofa behind me.
			

			
				As I took a breath, I looked around me. The party had descended into a full-on orgy. The girl on the drummer’s lap was fully naked and riding his hard cock. The lead singer was standing on the other side of the bar, with two topless groupies on their knees, sucking his cock together. 
			

			
				Hannah had found someone, too, I think he was the band manager. He was between her legs, kissing her as she lay back on a chair. As I watched, he moved lower, sliding down her knickers and opening her thighs. He bent down, his tongue connecting with her wet opening and making her arch her back, thrusting her large breasts up into the air.
			

			
				Danny stood in front of me, slowly unbuttoning his jeans. He pulled them down and freed his cock. It was a good size, but I was surprised to see he was circumcised. I’d sucked a lot of cocks, but it was the first time I’d seen a circumcised one. I guess it was because he was an American.
			

			
				I wrapped my hand around Danny's cock, feeling its smoothness as I guided it into my mouth. Around me, the sounds of the orgy filled the air; the moans, the gasps, the rhythmic slaps of bodies coming together. It was overwhelming in the best way, heightening the experience and making every sensation more intense. I glanced up at Danny, his eyes half-closed with pleasure as I bobbed my head, my hand stroking the base of his shaft in time with my movements.
			

			
				But I had a physical need now for him to fuck me. I got up and lay back on the sofa, slipping off my shorts and knickers and spreading my legs wide. He didn't waste any time, thrusting into me with a hard, raw intensity that took my breath away. The force of it made me cry out, but the noise was swallowed by the sounds of the orgy around us.
			

			
				Each thrust sent waves of pleasure crashing through me. My nails dug into his back as I held on, the roughness of his pace pushing me closer and closer to the edge. Danny was relentless, fucking me with a single-minded focus that drove me wild.
			

			
				I could feel the orgasm building inside me again, a tightening coil of pleasure that was ready to snap. Danny must have sensed it too, because he leaned in, his mouth at my ear, whispering “Come for me, slut.” That sent me over the edge. 
			

			
				My body arched up into his, every nerve igniting as I came hard around him, a white-hot explosion of ecstasy that left me trembling. But Danny didn't stop. He kept fucking me, harder and faster, riding out my orgasm and pushing me straight into another.
			

			
				I felt someone else near my head, and suddenly there was another circumcised cock in my mouth. I opened wider and took it eagerly, letting whoever it was fuck my throat while Danny fucked my cunt.
			

			
				Finally, Danny pulled out. I could see that Hannah was opposite, her legs open and her thick ginger bush completely soaked. Danny turned and moved to her, sliding his cock into her open pussy and groping one of her huge breasts.
			

			
				The guy who I was sucking moved to take his turn between my legs. It was the drummer. He slid his cock easy inside me and started to pound me with a similar intensity. Fuck, it felt so good, feeling him stretch and fill me. This tongue filled my mouth. I closed my eyes and let another orgasm rush through my whole body.
			

			
				Soon, he looked like he was on the edge of climaxing, and he increased his pace, banging me really hard. He buried his face in my neck and let out a huge groan of pleasure as I felt him unload cum deep inside me. He carried on fucking me through his orgasm, finally pulling out and letting all the cum flood out.
			

			
				But he wasn’t finished with me. He knelt next to me and pushed two fingers in my cum-filled cunt. He curled them up and started finger-banging me hard. I was so full of cum, that it made a loud wet sound, even over the sounds of the orgy all around us. Soon, I was squirting in a fountain over the floor.
			

			
				We’d attracted the attention of one of the American groupies. She was a stunning girl with dark hair and loads of piercings, including a ring in her nose. She was fully naked, and between her legs, she was completely hairless. She lay next to me, kissing me and touching my breasts as the drummer made me squirt over and over.
			

			
				It didn’t take long before the drummer was hard again, but he moved between the groupie’s legs and slid into her instead. I sucked on her firm breasts while he fucked her until she came. Then she climbed on top of him and started riding him.
			

			
				My legs weak, I stood up and looked around the trailer. Everyone was still fucking relentlessly. One girl was even being penetrated by two guys at the same time. Hannah was on her knees on the sofa being fucked enthusiastically from behind.
			

			
				The lead singer was at the bar naked. His cock was still rock hard. Without a word, he moved behind me and slid into me from behind as I stood against the bar. It felt incredible, and I could feel the pleasure in every fibre of my being. 
			

			
				I lost track of how many times I came and who fucked me, but eventually everyone began slowing down and doing more cuddling, naked and sweaty, than actual fucking. I collapsed exhausted next to Hannah, our naked bodies pressed close together.
			

			
				“Holy fuck,” said Hannah, giving me a wide eyed grin.
			

			
				“I know, right,” I agreed, “What a fucking experience that was. I still can’t believe it.”
			

			
				I think we both needed some fresh air and a cigarette, so we found our clothes and stepped outside the trailer. I lit my cigarette and then Hannah’s. It was just starting to get dark, and the festival was coming to life around us as people headed out for the evening session.
			

			
				“Shall we go and find our friends?” I asked.
			

			
				“Good idea,” replied Hannah, “They’ll never believe what we’ve just been up to though.”
			

			
				“Actually, there’s one thing I want to do first,”
			

			
				“What’s that?” She asked.
			

			
				“Have a hot shower!” I replied.
			

			
				 
			

			
				 
			

			
				


			
				Chapter 12
			

			
				 
			

			
				And then, after three years at university, it was graduation day. The university was buzzing with excitement. We had to wear caps and gowns to walk on stage and collect our degrees, and officially close this chapter of our lives. The ceremony took place in a grand auditorium, packed with proud families, eager to see us students receive our diplomas.
			

			
				One by one, we all crossed the stage, shaking hands with the dean and receiving our certificates. When my name was called, there was a loud cheer from my family, which made me grin even wider. The whole ceremony was a blur of applause, camera flashes, and the sound of names being called. 
			

			
				After the ceremony, we spilled out onto the lawn in front of the building, where everyone was hugging, taking photos, and laughing. My parents came over and pulled me into a tight hug.
			

			
				“We’re so proud of you,” Mum said, her voice thick with emotion.
			

			
				“Couldn’t have done it without you guys,” I replied, squeezing them back.
			

			
				“I still can’t believe you made it through three years without even getting a boyfriend,” she said. “You did so well to concentrate on your studies instead.” I had to laugh to myself.
			

			
				There was a big formal dinner for the students and their families. Afterwards, the families went back to their hotels, and the students went on to a party in the student union. It was our last evening with all our friends, and it was going to be an emotional affair.
			

			
				Everyone from our house was there, and we found a spot near the bar, where we ordered our first round of shots to kick things off. The night was still young, and we were all determined to make the most of it.
			

			
				“To the end of an era!” Hannah shouted, raising her glass and downing it in one. We all followed suit. The dance floor was already crowded with people, and we soon joined them.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The party was in full swing when I spotted Chris across the room. I hadn’t expected to see him here; he was a postgrad, and this was supposed to be our night. I threaded my way through the crowd, dodging people as I made my way over to him. He smiled when I approached, that familiar warm smile that had always made me feel at ease.
			

			
				"Chris! What are you doing here?" I asked, surprised.
			

			
				"I came to say goodbye," he replied. "I couldn’t leave without seeing you one last time."
			

			
				His words hit me harder than I expected. I hadn’t really thought about the fact that this might be the last time we’d see each other for a while. The realisation brought a lump to my throat. He’d been my first in so many sexual things, and he’d always made me feel safe to explore new things.
			

			
				I reached out and touched his arm, trying to steady myself. “I’m really going to miss you, Chris.”
			

			
				He looked down at me, “I’ll miss you too, Carrie. But hey, it’s not like we’re never going to see each other again. You’re going travelling, right?”
			

			
				I nodded, blinking back the tears that were threatening to spill over. “Yeah, a whole year. But I’ll keep in touch. I’ll email you. And when I get back, I’ll come visit you, wherever you are. I promise.”
			

			
				His smile widened, and he pulled me into a hug. I wrapped my arms around him, holding on tight, not wanting to let go. But suddenly I remembered the first time we met, in this very building.
			

			
				"Do you remember the first time we fucked? In one of the offices below the student union?” I asked.
			

			
				His eyes widened slightly, then a slow grin spread across his face. “How could I forget? And you were obsessed with how many girls I’d taken down there before.”
			

			
				“Obsessed because it was turning me on,” I laughed, grabbing his hand. “Come on.”
			

			
				“What? Where are we going?” he asked as I began to pull him towards the exit.
			

			
				“Back to that office,” I said, feeling a rush of excitement.
			

			
				Two floors below, the place was practically deserted, most people too busy partying upstairs to bother with this part of the building. We slipped through the familiar corridors, our footsteps echoing slightly. My heart was pounding as we tried the office doors along the corridor. Just like before, we found an open one. I had no idea if it was the same one as before, though.
			

			
				The door clicked closed behind us, and Chris turned on the light, revealing a small office with a desk, chair, and filing cabinets.
			

			
				“I can’t believe we’re doing this again,” Chris whispered, a grin on his face as he pushed me backwards against the desk.
			

			
				“Why not? Feels like the perfect way to end things,” I said, my hands already reaching for the buttons on his shirt. “Do you think this is the same office?”
			

			
				“Maybe, but I’d fuck you anywhere right now,” he said, pressing himself close and kissing me on the lips, his tongue in my mouth. He groped my breasts, squeezing them and rubbing the nipples through my top. 
			

			
				“You know, that was the first time I ever squirted?” I said breathlessly, coming up for air.
			

			
				“Is that right?” he said. We were both panting with desire now. He reached under my dress and pulled my knickers down swiftly to the floor. Then his fingers opened me up, and he curled two up inside me, stroking my G-spot. I could hear how wet I was. 
			

			
				He started to finger fuck me, getting rougher and faster. I gripped his body tightly, feeling the familiar rush as an intense orgasm flushed through my whole body, and I sprayed fluid all over his hand, down my legs, and onto the floor. My legs were shaking, and I clung to him, needing his support to stay upright as the last waves of pleasure coursed through me.
			

			
				Chris slipped his soaked fingers out of me and pushed them roughly into my mouth, making me taste myself. I licked the fluid off hungrily.
			

			
				“Get on the desk,” he said
			

			
				I obeyed, lifting myself onto the edge of the desk, my legs spread wide and ready for him. He didn’t bother with any more foreplay; he was just as desperate as I was. Chris pushed his jeans down, freeing his cock, and positioned himself between my legs.
			

			
				With one swift motion, he thrust into me, filling me completely. The sensation of being filled by his cock was overwhelming, a perfect mix of pleasure and pressure. I gasped, arching my back as he started to move, his pace quick and unrelenting.
			

			
				His hands gripped my hips, pulling me closer with each thrust, and I could feel myself teetering on the edge once more. His cock was still pushing up inside me against my g-spot. I knew I was going to squirt again. I let out an almighty cry as I let go and felt myself release, soaking him and making the jeans around his thighs darken with my liquid.
			

			
				Chris didn’t stop, riding out my orgasm until I was a trembling, panting mess beneath him, lying back on the desk. He slowed, still trusting inside me and rubbing my clit now with his thumb. This new angle wasn’t going to make me squirt, but I soon found myself building rapidly to another sort of orgasm as he thrust more slowly but rubbed my clit. When it came it was even more intense, making me shake uncontrollably as it consumed my whole body, my cunt clenching on his cock.
			

			
				“I want you to come in my mouth,” I told him, sensing he was close. Somehow, I remembered that was what had happened the first time.
			

			
				He pulled out, looking like he was on the edge. I jumped down from the desk and knelt on the floor, pulling his cock into my mouth and taking him as deep as I could. “Fuck!” he exclaimed, and I felt him explode inside my mouth, pulse after pulse filling it and flowing out the sides as I failed to swallow it fast enough.
			

			
				Somehow, I found it hilarious, and soon we were laughing together at the cum running down my chin and neck. I managed to clean up a bit, and we kissed. I knew he could taste himself on my lips.
			

			
				“I love you,” I suddenly found myself saying. I’d never said that to any of the people I’d fucked. It wasn’t a declaration that changed anything. I wasn’t saying I was going to not go travelling and make him my boyfriend. No, it was a realisation that I’d always loved him, as a friend and as a lover.
			

			
				“I love you, too, Carrie,” he said with a grin, giving me another big hug.
			

			
				We stayed there for a moment, holding each other in the quiet of the office, both of us catching our breath. It was a strange feeling, being so close, so intimate, yet knowing that this was the end of something special. There was no awkwardness, though, just a sense of understanding between us.
			

			
				“You’d better fucking email me,” I said with a smirk.
			

			
				



			
				Chapter 13
			

			
				 
			

			
				I went back to the party, and Chris headed home. The mood had shifted slightly, and I could feel it in the air. This was our last night together, and none of us wanted to let it slip away with strangers or random hookups. We all knew that tonight was about us; just our housemates, the people who had been there through everything.
			

			
				As the hours passed and the crowd thinned out, we naturally gravitated towards each other, forming our own little circle. The music was still pounding, but it felt like we were in our own world, separate from the rest of the party. We laughed, danced, and reminisced, knowing that when the sun came up, everything would change.
			

			
				Back at the house, Hannah made everyone drinks.
			

			
				We moved into the living room, collapsing onto the sofas and floor, still laughing, still high on the night. The house, our home all year, felt different now. We knew that after tomorrow, it would belong to a new group of students. I hoped they’d have as much fun in it as we had. Leah and Dave cuddled up in one of the armchairs. They’d signed a lease on a flat together for next year.
			

			
				Hannah looked around at all of us, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. “You know,” she said, her voice full of audacity, “we’ve all pretty much slept with each other by now.”
			

			
				There were a few raised eyebrows and exchanged glances, but no one interrupted her. “I mean, except Chloe,” she continued, nodding towards her, “but only because she doesn’t like boys.”
			

			
				Chloe smirked, raising her glass. “True. I’ve only slept with Carrie, although I wouldn’t have turned down any of you other girls,” she said, blowing air kisses at Leah, Hannah, and Dani.
			

			
				Hannah nodded, then leaned back, the grin never leaving her face. “So, why not just... go for it? All of us. Together. It’s the last night, and it’s not like we’ll ever get another chance like this.”
			

			
				For a moment, there was stunned silence as everyone processed what she’d just suggested. It was a crazy idea, but there was a kind of logic to it, considering everything we’d been through together.
			

			
				The room was filled with a heavy, electric silence, everyone glancing at one another, processing Hannah's audacious suggestion. Her words hung in the air, the unspoken tension suddenly very real.
			

			
				Chloe chuckled softly, breaking the silence. “You’re all crazy,” she said, but there was no real objection in her voice. Her eyes flicked to me, and I could see a mix of amusement and intrigue there. “Although I don’t mind as long as none of the boys touch me.”
			

			
				Alex leaned back in his chair, “Well, if we’re going out with a bang…” he trailed off, winking at me. There was a ripple of nervous laughter.
			

			
				“Well?” Hannah prompted, looking around at everyone, her grin still firmly in place. “Are we doing this or what?”
			

			
				There was a pause, then Tom shrugged, setting his drink down. “Fuck it,” he said, his voice calm and even. “Why not?”
			

			
				Hannah was already moving closer to Tom on the sofa. Suddenly, it didn’t feel strange at all. We’d been through everything together, this was just one more thing. The last night together, and we were going to make sure it was one we’d never forget.
			

			
				Leah and Dave just started making out where they were on the armchair. Alex stood up and came to me, sitting next to me, and putting his arm around me. Chloe looked at Dani next to her, slightly hesitant. “It wouldn’t be my first time with a girl,” said Dani coyly, her pretty Indian features breaking into a dirty grin. 
			

			
				Chloe and Dani were quickly lost in their own world, their kisses growing more passionate as they explored each other’s bodies. Dani’s fingers tangled in Chloe’s hair, and I could see the visible shiver of pleasure run through Chloe as Dani’s lips pressed against her neck.
			

			
				The room felt like it was vibrating with energy. Leah was already straddling Dave, her dress riding up and grinding her knickers against his huge bulge. Tom pulled down Hannah’s top and freed her huge breasts.
			

			
				I reached out, touching Alex’s face and drawing him in for a passionate kiss. His hands slipped my dress straps over my shoulders. I wasn’t wearing a bra, and he exposed my pierced nipples, gently circling them with his fingers. Our kiss deepened.
			

			
				All around the room, clothes were being shed. I pulled my dress all the way down and off. Alex removed my knickers, making me completely naked in a room full of people. Leah was naked too, and I could see clearly how her cunt lips were stretched wide over Dave’s enormous cock that stuck out of his smart trousers. 
			

			
				She rode him with abandon, her beautiful breasts bouncing until he reached up and held them. Her moans drove us all to further heights of passion. Tom was between Hannah’s legs, burying himself in her wonderful ginger bush and starting to thrust hard into her.
			

			
				I needed Alex, too, but I wanted to watch everyone else, too. He pulled his trousers and pants down, and I pushed him back onto the sofa. Then I faced away from him, lowering myself onto his cock so I could still see everyone else. I guided him between my folds and let out a long groan of pleasure at the sensation.
			

			
				I’d fucked Alex many times before, although not as often as I would have liked as he was often spending time with whichever girl he had pulled most recently. But if this was to be the last time, then I wanted to make the most of it. He held my ass with both hands, stretching me open and admiring my asshole and cunt around his shaft. I worked my ass up and down, riding him all the way up to the tip and down to the base.
			

			
				My orgasm built inside me, and I put my hand between my legs, touching my clit as I let the atmosphere of everyone fucking all around wash over me. Alex’s fingers were stretching me further and then he pushed his thumb in my ass. I came hard, my eyes rolling up in my head as my cunt spasmed and my ass contracted on his thumb. Intense pleasure flooded through my whole body and left me shaking and panting.
			

			
				“God, I love fucking you,” I told him.
			

			
				Chloe and Dani were really going for it now. They were making out naked, and they each had two fingers in the other’s cunt. I loved the look of Dani’s dark skin on the outside, but wet and pink inside as Chloe finger fucked her. They came together, and I could see Dani’s thick white essence coating Chloe’s fingers. I wished now that I’d hooked up with Dani more than the one time I had.
			

			
				But now I had another chance. Everyone was swapping around and I made straight for Dani, joining her on the other side to Chloe. I settled next to her, and she cupped my face with her hand. “Hi Carrie,” she whispered, sounding like she was high on sex. Chloe was sucking on one of her tits. I leaned in, opening my mouth and meeting her beautiful lips. Soon our tongues were frantically playing.
			

			
				Next to me, Dave was between Hannah’s legs. She was moaning loudly as he thrust his big cock into her, her large, soft breasts dancing about wildly. Tom was standing behind Leah, who was kneeling on the armchair, thrusting into her from behind. Alex stood in front of her, his cock in her mouth.
			

			
				But I wanted to explore Dani’s body. I kissed down her neck and then cupped her other breast in my hands. Her breasts were quite big, with large, almost black nipples. I brought it to my mouth and sucked hard on it, making her squeal with delight as Chloe attended to the other one.
			

			
				I continued my journey downwards, planting kisses on the dark skin of Dani’s belly. I reached the curly black hair between her legs and gently parted them. Her cunt was beautiful, with large, dark labia. As I opened her folds, I could inside her glistening pink opening, still leaking milky white cum from her climax.
			

			
				Dani moaned, her hands tangling in my hair as I explored her with my tongue, savouring the taste and the way her body responded to each flick and stroke. Her hips began to buck against my mouth, her moans turning into desperate gasps. I glanced up to see her head thrown back, eyes closed, completely lost in the sensation. I sucked her clit into my mouth, swirling my tongue around it while Chloe’s fingers teased her nipples.
			

			
				Dani’s moans grew louder, her body tensing as she neared another climax. When she came, it was like a wave crashing over her, her body shuddering violently. I licked up every drop, not wanting to miss a second of it. Chloe pulled Dani close, kissing her deeply as she rode out the last waves of her orgasm, while I gently caressed her thighs, feeling the lingering tremors of pleasure in her muscles.
			

			
				As Dani came down from her high, she pulled me up into a kiss, her lips soft and warm against mine. “God, Carrie, that was amazing,” she whispered, “Why weren’t we doing that all year?”
			

			
				Leah was making a lot of noise as she came hard. She was practically gagging on Alex’s cock while Tom plunged into her from behind. Hannah, too, was sweaty and shaking as Dave finally pulled out of her. I decided it was time I got to experience his large cock for the last time, so I went over to him and licked Hannah’s cum off his shaft. 
			

			
				My friends switched around again. Chloe and Leah met up on the sofa and started kissing. Hannah didn’t move, just lay there with her legs wide open and her ginger bush open as Dave was replaced with Alex. Tom joined them, his cock sliding into her mouth at the same time as Alex entered her cunt.
			

			
				I pushed Dave back onto his chair and straddled him, feeling his massive cock push against my entrance. His was still the biggest dick I’d ever seen, and I’d seen a lot over the last three years. It was thicker and longer than any of the others, and I loved it. I adjusted myself, using my fingers to open myself up more so the head could push inside me.
			

			
				I sank down slowly, feeling his immense shaft stretching me and filling me. It was almost like being fisted, the stretch was so intense, except that his shaft was straight and smooth. I let out a long, happy moan, leaning over and kissing him.
			

			
				His strong hands gripped my ass firmly, guiding my movements as I began to ride him. Every thrust sent waves of pleasure rippling through my body, my senses overwhelmed by the sheer size of him. I leaned forward, our bodies pressed together as I kissed him, my lips parting to let his tongue in. His kiss was rough, hungry, matching the movement of our bodies.
			

			
				I could feel the heat radiating off him, the sweat slicking our skin as we moved together, his cock driving deep inside me with every thrust. The pressure was incredible, building and building until it felt like I was about to explode. I broke the kiss, throwing my head back as I started to bounce faster, chasing that high.
			

			
				Out of the corner of my eye, I caught a glimpse of Hannah, her body writhing between Tom and Alex. They were both wearing condoms and penetrating her, Alex in her cunt and Tom in her ass. Her moans mixed with the wet sounds of their fucking. Chloe and Leah were lost in each other on the sofa, their hands and tongues exploring every inch of the other’s body.
			

			
				But all I could focus on was Dave, the way he filled me so completely, the way his hands guided my movements. My moans grew louder, more desperate, as I felt myself getting closer to the edge. I could feel his cock twitching inside me, and I knew he was close too. The thought of him filling me with his cum sent a fresh wave of desire coursing through me, pushing me over the edge. My body tensed, every muscle clenching as the orgasm tore through me, my cunt spasming around his thick shaft. 
			

			
				Dave wasn’t far behind, his grip on my ass tightening as he thrust up into me one last time. I felt him swell inside me, then the hot rush of his cum as he came, filling me with his warmth. I collapsed against him, our bodies still joined, my heart pounding in my chest as I tried to catch my breath.
			

			
				We stayed like that for a moment, both of us coming down from the high, before I finally lifted myself off him, feeling his cum flood out of me as I did so. 
			

			
				Leah was there, her hands on my body. “I want to lick my boyfriend’s cum out of you,” she purred.
			

			
				Leah's hot words sent a shiver down my spine. She gently guided me back onto the sofa, her hands firm but soft as she positioned me just right. She started with a slow, teasing lick, her tongue tracing a path from my entrance up to my clit. The sensation was almost too much, my clit still sensitive from the intense fucking I’d just experienced. 
			

			
				Leah’s tongue was warm and soft, lapping up the mix of Dave’s cum and my juices. She circled my clit with slow, deliberate strokes, then moved back down to dip her tongue inside me, scooping out more of the cum that had pooled there. Each time she did, it sent a fresh wave of pleasure through me, making my back arch and my hands clutch at the sofa cushions.
			

			
				“You taste so fucking good,” she murmured.
			

			
				Leah didn’t stop until she had licked me clean, her tongue flicking over my clit one last time before she finally pulled back, her lips shiny with our mixed juices. She looked up at me with a satisfied grin, wiping the corner of her mouth with the back of her hand.
			

			
				“I’ve loved being your housemate,” I told her, “And thank you for sharing your boyfriend with us.”
			

			
				“You’re welcome,” she giggled, “I couldn’t keep that dick all to myself.”
			

			
				Suddenly, Alex let out a loud “Fuck!” as he pulled out of Hannah’s ass, whipped the condom off, and came all up her back. Tom continued to thrust into her from below until he let out his own groan and filled his condom inside her.
			

			
				The room was filled with the sounds of heavy breathing and the occasional quiet laugh as everyone started to wind down. The air was thick with the scent of sex and sweat. Hannah lay sprawled face-down on the sofa, a satisfied grin on her face as Alex wiped his cum off her back with his shirt.
			

			
				I stretched out on the sofa, feeling utterly relaxed and a little delirious from the night’s events. Leah snuggled up next to me, her arm draped over my stomach as she nuzzled her face into my neck.
			

			
				“God, what a night,” she whispered. She sounded exhausted but happy.
			

			
				“That was the best way to say goodbye,” I replied. “It only feels right to end it like this.”
			

			
				There was a murmur of agreement from the others, and we all lay there in a comfortable silence, our bodies spent but our hearts full. And all I could think was how fucking perfect this night was.
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				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.
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				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.
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				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.
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				I was a good girl until Ellie sat next to me on the first day of college. But before too long, I found myself riding in stolen cars, gate-crashing parties, and… well, sleeping with lots of men.
			

			
				 
			

			
				Ellie said she’d get me laid, and she certainly managed that. Soon I was having more sex than I ever had before... quickies with strangers, threesomes, foursomes... it got pretty wild.
			

			
				 
			

			
				The only problem was that I was falling in love… with Ellie.
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